Jocasta stretched as she got out of her car, parked in front of the photography studio. It had been a lengthy drive from her place to the job site, but the pay would be well worth it. She’d been hired to help set up and troubleshoot some technical devices as a one-off job, as most of her work ended up being, and she’d been offered double her usual rate to come into the city and help tonight. Whoever this photographer was, they must’ve been pretty successful to offer her such a healthy sum for a relatively routine procedure. Maybe it was to compensate for the long drive, or because of the odd hour that she’d been asked to arrive, but either way, the skunk was very happy to have gotten this work opportunity.

After loosening her limbs from sitting in one place for so long, she stifled a yawn as she fetched her equipment and tools from the backseat. She’d definitely need a coffee for the return trip; she was generally a night owl, but a little extra help staying awake was always appreciated. Slinging her work bags onto her back and over her shoulder, she locked the car as she stepped up to the front door of the studio. The windows were blacked out so that no one could see inside, but as she tested the door’s handle, she found that it had been left unlocked for her. She let herself inside, looking around at the scene.

It appeared to be a fairly run-of-the-mill studio; a small stage was set up in front of a green-screen, complete with a few set pieces. Curiously, said set pieces currently consisted of larger-than-life alphabet blocks and a rocking horse. This wasn’t particularly strange, though; she’d seen all sorts of sets with a myriad of themes, and they were often quite interesting. Jocasta’s job, though, was to ensure that the camera standing in front of the stage was properly set up, along with various lights, rigging, and computer systems that went into the process of a high-end photography session.

She didn’t see anyone around in the studio, though, so she cleared her throat and called out, “Hello? Jocasta’s here, IT support.”

After a few moments of waiting, the skunk heard footsteps coming from deeper within the studio; soon, a white tigress made her appearance from a hallway that must’ve led backstage. She was wearing a rather expensive-looking red dress complete with matching high heels and golden hoop earrings, making the sweatshirt-and-jeans-clad skunk feel woefully underdressed. Was this the model hired for tonight? If so, why wasn’t she getting ready backstage? “Ah, good evening, miss Jocasta! I really appreciate you being willing to come out so late at night, darling.

My name’s Miet Weber, professional photographer,” the feline said as she drew near, offering a hand.

Jocasta smiled, shaking Miet’s hand. The tigress was the photographer? She was more than gorgeous enough to be the model! The skunk couldn’t imagine how pretty that the actual model must be by comparison—she hoped that she’d be able to get a glimpse of them tonight. “A pleasure to meet you, ma’am,” Jocasta replied, swishing her bushy tail. “No worries about the hour, I don’t mind working these late nights.”

“The pleasure is all mine!” Miet told her hired hand, beckoning her over to a technical cart. There was a very expensive-looking laptop set up atop it, with dozens of wires and machines taking up the lower shelves of the cart. “And please, just call me Miet! Or miss Miet, if you’d prefer, that’s perfectly fine. And thank you, nonetheless! Now, I’ve been having some trouble with the backlights and one of the foreground lights, those are going to be your top priority for tonight. I’ve done about everything I can think of to fix them, but Johnathan—my usual IT person, he’s had a minor family emergency that took full priority, hence why I hired you—just knows so much more about the technical side of things than I do. Other than that, give everything a good once-over to make sure that everything is in working order; you have permission to inspect my camera and take as many pictures with it as you need to make sure that everything is hooked up correctly, but I'm sure that I don’t have to tell you to be careful with it. Ah, goodness, I've got such a motor mouth. I’ll be backstage if you need me, finishing with getting some things ready for my model— if she ever decides to show up tonight. Thank you for being punctual at least, miss Jocasta.”

The skunk nodded as she listened to the tigress’s instructions; there was a lot to take in, but she knew quite well what the tasks at hand were. This was fairly routine for her—both the technical work and listening to a slightly eccentric producer of media. “Not a problem, miss Miet. I’ll fetch you if there’s something I need you for.”

“Splendid! There’s a minifridge behind that desk there, feel free to help yourself to some water or soda if you need something to drink,” the tigress said, before retreating down the hallway that she’d emerged from a few moments earlier, leaving Jocasta to do what she’d been temporarily hired for.

The skunk set her bags down, proceeding to go through the motions of all the exciting things that a technical expert does. In all fairness, Jocasta did enjoy what

she did, even if it was a little monotonous at times. Photography studios gave her a little more to do overall, with all the light fixtures and camera testing to serve as some minor form of entertainment. Plus, the pay was pretty good, so what wasn’t there to love?

The first order of business was, of course, to check the wires. She made sure that everything was plugged in properly, figured out which wires led to what, and ran a few tests to ensure that all the hardware was at least in working order. The lights that Miet was having a problem with at least illuminated on command, but wouldn’t flash in time with the camera taking a picture. That meant that the issue was most likely a connection problem, as one source was either failing to receive or send a signal. So, she decided that the best course of action would be to unplug all of the main power sources and plug them back in to reboot all of the factors in play— the laptop would remain on when it was unplugged, so she had to restart it manually.

While she waited for the computer to reboot and load everything back up, Jocasta took up her temporary employer’s offer and helped herself to a bottle of soda from the fridge, making sure to keep it well away from any electronics when she took sips from it. All of this equipment looked incredibly expensive, so there was no way that she was going to risk damaging any of it. Even though she was being paid well, she was certain that she’d still owe Miet a good sum of money if any of this stuff was broken, and that was after working for free.

Still, it was a nonissue with some common sense. She left her soda on top of the minifridge while she worked, returning for a swig whenever there was a brief lull. The skunk was able to get the problematic lights up and running once more, and she then began the process of going over all of the systems to make sure everything was in tiptop shape. The pictures were going through to the laptop right away, and to her less artistic eye, they all looked pretty good; of course, Miet would have to be the one to make that final judgement, and adjust things as needed. The tigress was the artist, after all. The controls that swiveled, dimmed, and brightened the various lights set up around the stage worked perfectly fine from the laptop. Things were looking good.

After quite some time, Jocasta’s ears perked up as she heard footsteps coming from the hallway again. She was glad that she’d finished her soda; it would’ve looked bad if she’d been walked in on while taking a drink, even if she’d been offered the beverage in the first place. It was like spending an afternoon studying,

but your parents walking in on you the moment that you glance at your phone. The skunk turned to see Miet, who wore a troubled expression on her face.

“Is everything okay, miss Miet?” Jocasta asked, dimming the stage lights so that they weren’t shining in either of their eyes.

“Not entirely,” the tigress admitted, rubbing the back of her head as she looked at the stage. “Ah, you’ve got those lights working again, wonderful! Unfortunately, it’s not going to do anyone any good if my model doesn’t show. Her work portfolio was a little bare, so perhaps it was a mistake to recruit her...well, you never know until you try, right? It’s frustrating when things don’t pan out perfectly, though. She should’ve been here more than an hour ago. I can only straighten up the dressing room so much.”

The skunk bit her lip, not entirely sure what to say in response. She didn’t know enough about the world of photography beyond the technical aspects to make much of any helpful comments about Miet’s dilemma. “I’m sorry about that, miss Miet. I wish there was some way that I could help.”

“Yes, well...” the photographer began before trailing off, a curious gleam entering her blue eyes. She began looking Jocasta up and down, something that made the skunk feel a little funny. “Jocasta, do me a big favor and stand in the middle of the stage,” she instructed abruptly, nudging Jocasta out of the way of the laptop so that she could adjust some lights.

“Um...s-sure thing, Miet,” the skunk stammered, thoroughly confused, though she did as Miet had instructed. Perhaps the tigress merely wanted to ensure that the lighting was to her liking, and needed someone as a brief stand-in model. It was a little odd, standing in between the giant alphabet blocks and rocking horse—the latter of which was easily big enough to fit an adult.

Miet scurried to stand in front of the stage, next to her camera, where she proceeded to ogle Jocasta some more. Framing the skunk with her fingers, walking to the left and right to view her from different angles...the tigress’s tail began twitching, her whiskers practically quivering with excitement. “Oh, my...yes, yes...that’d be wonderful...perfect, even! Jocasta, dear, I think there is a way that you could help me. I can’t wait on my model forever, or I'll fall far too behind with my work. So, how would you like to have a temporary, one-day contract as a professional model?”

Jocasta blinked, completely taken aback by the offer. Her? Be a model? She rubbed the back of her head, feeling heat rising to her face. She wasn’t nearly as pretty as the tigress, who could’ve easily been one of the most gorgeous models if that had been her chosen profession. There was no way that the skunk could do a modeling gig! “O-oh, miss Miet, I'm flattered, really, b-but I don’t think I'm cut out for—”

“Oh, nonsense! You have all the qualities I want for this role!” Miet interrupted, her tail lashing from side to side. “A soft-spoken, shy young lady, a little unsure about herself, with the demeanor of an innocent little child. Darling, you’re perfect. I don’t want to force you into this, but I promise that I’d be able to make it well worth your while. On top of what you’ll already be paid for the IT work, I can give you two-hundred percent of that for being my model tonight—that means you’ll be walking out of here with three times what you were expecting to be paid, and possibly a little extra~! And, all that you need to do is sign a little piece of paper— lots of legal jargon, but it basically says that whatever pictures I take of you tonight will be mine to use however I see fit, mostly for magazines and online portfolios— and put on some cute clothes. How about it, Jocasta? Would you like a little bit of time in the spotlight?”

The skunk wiggled her ears, realizing that she was quite tempted by the proposition. The temptation of a few small moments of fame was rather difficult to pass up. And that was a considerable pay that she’d been offered! She didn’t know how much models typically made for their gigs, but if it just meant getting dressed up and posing for a few pictures...it seemed that Miet was quite willing to use her as a stand-in model, even if Jocasta didn’t think that she was cut out for such a role, and that the tigress wasn’t just doing it because it was the only choice that she had. Jocasta smiled, deciding that it’d be a fun way to shake up a typically routine job; a bit of extra money was always a good thing, and when would be the next time she’d get to experience something like this? “Well, miss Miet, I’ll give it a shot! I’ve uh, obviously never done this before, so you’ll have to walk me through it all.”

“Of course, darling!” the tigress purred, immediately grabbing ahold of the skunk’s wrist—making her feel a little flustered by doing so—and led the way backstage. “It’s much simpler than what you do with your electronics and programming, I assure you. I’m going to take care of your wardrobe—all that you’ll need to do is stand there and look pretty~! But, don’t worry about a thing. I’ll be very patient with you, I assure you.”

“Thanks, miss Miet,” Jocasta hummed as she was led to a rather extravagant— and cluttered—dressing room. Racks of clothes, most of which were very expensive-looking, were scattered about the room as if for sale at a thrift store. A large vanity set was set up at the wall, complete with mirrors for the viewing of several angles, with drawers for makeup and a chair to sit in front of it. It looked like a salon meshed together with a department store...had Miet really organized the room? It didn’t seem that way. Then again, the definition of ‘organized’ surely varied from artist to artist.

“Now, we’ve no time to lose!” Miet declared, pulling Jocasta over to the vanity set. Before the skunk was able to sit on the chair, a piece of paper was produced from somewhere and set down on the desk in front of her, along with a black ink pen. “Here’s the contract, dear, just sign your name down on this line here. Like I said, it’s just to make everything tonight legally binding, gives me full rights to the pictures that I take of you, so on and so forth. It’s more of a formality than anything, but a necessary one.”

“I understand that,” Jocasta replied, her puffy tail swishing as she gave the document a swift scan. Nothing appeared to be out of the ordinary, so she signed her name at the bottom—as soon as she’d removed the pen from the paper, both were whisked away from her, and her wrist was taken again before she’d so much as touched her butt against the chair.

“Lovely! Alright, time to get you into your outfit for the night. What size clothes do you wear, darling?” asked the tigress, dragging Jocasta off to one of the back corners of the dressing room.

“Medium-sized tops,” the skunk said, trying not to be overwhelmed by Miet’s antics as they weaved in between the various racks of clothing. “And I have a thirty-eight-inch waist. I can squeeze into something smaller if—”

“No need for that!” Miet interrupted her, leading her towards a long, padded bench set a foot or two away from the wall. “That’s quite close to what my no-show model told me, so the outfits that I have ready should do nicely! Now, darling, do me a favor and strip down—you can set your clothes underneath the bench, so they don’t get mixed in with any of mine.”

The skunk hesitated for a few moments, wondering why Miet hadn’t turned her back to give her some privacy, or why she hadn’t offered her the outfit to change into. “Er...can I have the clothes that you want me to put on?”

Tilting her head, the feline chuckled. “Oh! Sorry, dear, but this is part of the process. I need to make sure that everything in my photography is picture perfect, pardon the pun. So, I'm going to be the one who dresses you. I do the same with all of my models, males and females and nonbinaries alike. Par for the course, as they say!”

Jocasta swallowed, not sure that she liked the idea of stripping down to her underwear in front of the photographer—friendly or not, Miet was basically a stranger to her. But, it was a little late to change her mind now. The feline seemed professional, so there’d be nothing to worry about as long as the skunk didn’t make things weird. Didn’t people pose naked for paintings all the time, anyway? This was a little bit different, but regardless, maybe it was more commonplace than she thought. She undid the buttons of her sweatshirt, biting her lower lip as she tugged it off over her head, exposing her light blue bra that she thought went nicely with her lavender and purple fur. After removing her shoes, paused for several longer moments as she fidgeted with the button and zipper of her baggy jeans, eventually tugging them down to reveal her matching blue panties. Feeling somewhat improper and flustered, she shoved her clothes and shoes underneath the bench with one of her sock-covered feet.

She would soon realize, however, that despite being in her underwear, Miet wasn’t yet satisfied with the skunk’s reduced wardrobe. Gesturing to Jocasta’s lower half, the tigress clarified, “I’ll need you to remove your panties too, darling.”

“What? Why?” Jocasta challenged immediately, completely aghast at the instructions. She covered her undies with her hands, as if to prevent them from suddenly sliding off of their own volition.

To the skunk’s surprise, Miet remained patient despite Jocasta’s hostile tone, walking over to a nearby table. It looked as though a few outfits had been set aside atop it. The tigress picked up a large, rectangular object that rustled from her touch. “Because, darling, I need to put one of these on you.”

Jocasta blinked, not sure what this strange, light pink object was...until the tiger allowed it to unfold in her grasp, taking on a shape that was more recognizable. A shape that caused the skunk to blush at the thought of being put into it. “A...a diaper?”

Miet nodded and smiled, as though it was the most normal request in the world. She brandished the bright pink, adult-sized diaper, equipped with an opening

for the wearer’s tail and four tapes to hold it in place around their waist. “Yup! Listen, my photography shoot today is themed around innocence and littleness— and, what’s more innocent and littler than a baby? It’ll look completely adorable on you, and will fit nicely with the rest of your wardrobe. Please, Jocasta?”

The skunk chewed on the inside, feeling a little weirded out by the photographer’s request. She knew that the tiger was eccentric, but still...a diaper? That explained the childish-looking set, at least. But, again, it was a little too late to turn back now. Jocasta had signed the contract, and she was sure that she’d get herself in trouble if she tried to walk out now. Still, she couldn’t help but put up some sort of protest. “C-can’t I put it on by myself? Why do you need to put it on me?”

“Because, I need to get it just right,” Miet explained, pointing to the tapes of the garment. “I’ve let a model or two try to put them on by themselves, and these tapes are a nightmare to get perfectly symmetrical. It stands out like a sore thumb in my pictures if they aren’t aligned, and it’s just easier to get them that way if I'm the one to put it on you.”

Jocasta wiggled on the spot, fidgeting with the waistband of her underwear. She didn’t think that she wanted to put on the crinkling garment, but...in all truthfulness, it was just a little bit tempting. She was out here in the middle of the night on a routine IT assignment, and she’d found herself conscripted into being a model, and now she was getting talked into wearing an adult diaper. It was extremely surreal and bizarre...and she kind of wanted to just roll with it.

If these pictures were published in magazines, no one would actually end up recognizing her, right...?

“A-alright, Miet,” the skunk mewled, taking a deep breath as she pulled her panties down her legs. “Th-this is...strange. But I don’t want to get in the way of your work.”

“Much appreciated, dearie~!” Miet purred, not even so much as glancing at Jocasta in an inappropriate way. “Just lie down on the bench, and I'll have this on you in a jiffy. And as a warning, I’ll be using a bit of cornstarch powder, too, so it doesn’t chafe.”

Jocasta nodded in understanding, still feeling bashful as she kicked her discarded panties into the pile of the rest of her clothes before doing as instructed, lying down on the bench and staring up at the well-lit ceiling. Maybe she should’ve

asked for more details before agreeing to this gig, but...it was just for a couple of pictures, wasn’t it? And a little while in the spotlight, like Miet had said.

While embarrassed in the moment, the skunk was sure that all would be forgotten and forgiven when she was paid with a healthy sum of money after the fact.

The tigress hummed to herself as she straightened out the diaper, giving Jocasta’s ankle a tap. “Lift up your legs, sweetie, and hold them up for a second.”

Heat rose to Jocasta’s cheeks; something about being called ‘sweetie’ by the woman who was about to put her in a diaper was...different. Regardless, the skunk put her legs in the air, raising her bare bottom along with them and holding the position until told to do otherwise. She felt her long, fluffy tail being worked through the elastic hole in the diaper, which was tightened snugly around the base of her tail once it was all the way through. As she was told to lower her legs again, feeling the soft, thick garment under her bottom, the skunk’s heart started to race. This was really happening. She was actually being put into a diaper. It was as though the thought was repeating itself ad nauseam in her mind, making sure she was hyper-aware of things in the moment.

Miet, of course, showed no such reservations as she retrieved a small, white cylinder capped with a purple lid from where she’d also produced the diaper from. Twisting the cap into an open position, the tigress sprinkled a fair amount of cornstarch powder—which, of course, was the literal name for baby powder—over the skunk’s crotch and bottom, coating it with a thin layer of white. Her movements were deft and precise, and Jocasta wondered just how many times she’d done this with her past models. Was this a subject matter that she worked with often...?

Once properly powdered, a sweet smell lingering in the air, Miet folded the diaper up and over Jocasta’s private regions, giving her some semblance of decency—never mind the fact that the pink garment helping to create said decency was thoroughly embarrassing. It was so thick and puffy! She tried not to move as Miet did her work, but the skunk was certain that she wouldn’t be able to close her legs with the diaper on. It was like a throw pillow had been stuffed in between her thighs.

She couldn’t help but watch curiously as Miet went about smoothing the diaper out against her waist, tugging the back and front halves into place and fiddling with the leak guards for quite some time. The tigress had clearly been serious about

wanting to get everything just right, and the way that the diaper sat on Jocasta’s body was obviously no exception. After a few moments of fenagling, Miet began to secure the tapes around Jocasta’s hips; the two on the bottom of the wings were secured first, followed by the two on the top, each of them slowly and meticulously fastened to ensure perfect symmetry. Jocasta was a little surprised at how perfectly the diaper fit her once it had been taped shut. She knew that it was designed for adults, but still, it made her feel funny that she’d been put into a diaper that felt as though it was made for her. Never mind the fact that it was supremely comfortable.

“That looks lovely on you!” hummed the tigress, taking ahold of Jocasta’s hand and helping her back to her feet—something that the skunk was bashful about at first, but swiftly became thankful for, as the bulk of the disposable garment in between her legs threw off her balance for several seconds. She licked her lips, not saying anything in response to Miet’s praise. It felt weird...and the fact that she kind of liked the way that the diaper fit on her only made it weirder! “Now, I have to ask that you try not to fidget with the waistband or the tapes on your diaper, Jocasta. I’ve got it positioned on you in just the right way, so I don’t want it to be messed with.”

Trying not to shiver at hearing the words ‘your diaper’ spoken aloud, Jocasta nodded. “Y-yes, miss Miet, I understand.” She kept her arms folded underneath her breasts, her cheeks warm at the fact that she couldn’t even try to conceal her diaper from Miet’s view. “I, um...don’t need to take my bra off too, do I...?”

Miet tapped her chin, taking a moment to run her fingers along the neatly folded outfits that she’d chosen ahead of time. To the skunk’s relief, she shook her head. “No, you shouldn’t need to. The materials for these outfits aren’t see-through, so the pictures shouldn’t show that your bra doesn’t match your diaper. But, we should get a move on with this, while the night is still young! Even though, well, it’s nearly midnight. But creativity never sleeps! Anyway, let’s see here...yes, let’s start with this one! I’ve been dying to get a photo session with someone in this dress, it’s so cute~!”

Jocasta watched, her cheeks growing warmer as the tiger unfolded a dress and showed it to her. It was mostly white, with the secondary color being a pink that matched her diaper. The pink was reserved for the heart-shaped buttons on the front of the dress, the rows of frills upon the belly, the lacy trim of the skirt, the ribbons that dangled from the short sleeves, and the big bow below the zipper on the back. It looked like something that a very young girl would wear...but like the adult diaper, it was sized for a grown-up to wear.

And it looked like it’d fit Jocasta quite well.

An audible purr came from Miet’s throat as she unzipped the back of the dress—the buttons upon the front being more for show than actual utility—and held it out for Jocasta to step into. Knowing that she didn’t have much choice, the skunk took a few awkward, waddling steps forward and worked on putting her legs through the dress, as though she was putting on a pair of pants. Dresses weren’t something that she typically wore, preferring clothes with a bit more...coverage. Combined with the awkwardness of her diaper, the skunk almost lost her balance as she tried to lift her legs up high enough; she ended up putting her hands on Miet’s shoulders to keep herself steady as she put one foot in front of the other. Once both feet were resting on the floor again, the tiger pulled the dress up along Jocasta’s body. It was a tight fit to get it to slide over her diaper, which forced the skunk to shimmy her hips for a few moments until her rear end wiggled past it, her puffy undergarments crinkling and rustling quite loudly as they compressed and expanded back into shape once the dress was pulled over it. Jocasta wiggled her arms through the sleeves, taking some solace in the fact that there was something now over her diaper and keeping it hidden.

But, as Miet zipped up the back of the dress and went about adjusting some of the frills and ribbons on the garment, the skunk realized that things were somewhat...drafty, below the waist. She looked down, swallowing as she realized that the skirt of the dress didn’t even go halfway past her thighs. Which meant that her diaper was, in fact, still exposed! Even worse was the fact that, if she lifted her tail even the slightest bit, the puffy undergarment would be completely unmissable— something that deterred her from wearing dresses even with her normal underwear.

Jocasta felt very childish in the outfit, even more so when her socks were switched out with knee length stockings that ended in bows that matched the color scheme of her dress. Which, of course, was Miet’s intention from the start. She was supposed to look like a little girl, to fit the theme of the photography session.

“That oughta do it for outfit number one,” the tigress declared, putting a hairclip with a pink rose next to one of Jocasta’s ears. “You look fantastic, sweetie! Let’s get that crinklebutt onto the stage and snap some pictures of you!”

The skunk nodded meekly, her wrist once again being taken by Miet as she was led back to the front of the studio, the sound of her crinkling diaper echoing loudly through the building as she waddled along. Miet had called her a crinklebutt! That couldn’t have been considered very professional. Even if it wasn’t an inaccurate

statement. Moreover, it made Jocasta feel terribly flustered...but in a rather strange way. One that she didn’t mind. She couldn’t explain it or even understand it, but there was something about how bizarre this entire arrangement was that almost tricked the skunk into enjoying it.

Or, maybe things were simpler than that, and that there weren’t any tricks at all. Maybe, Jocasta simply enjoyed the treatment that she was receiving, even if it wasn’t what she’d imagined the life of a model to be like.

Before long, they’d returned to the front of the studio, and Jocasta was made to stand in the middle of the stage while Miet hurried over to her laptop, adjusting the lights to where she wanted them to be. The skunk was quite glad that the windows were blacked out; the chances of someone strolling by outside this late at night were unlikely anyway, but she felt better that the chances of someone other than the photographer seeing her in this silly getup were minimal.

“We’ll start off with a few simple ones,” Miet said, walking over to her camera on the tripod once the lighting was to her liking. She peered through the expensive device, turning some knobs and switches as she angled it towards Jocasta. “Clasp your hands behind your back, and bend one of your knees. Keep your other leg straight. And lift up your tail, too, make it sorta curl at the tip.”

Jocasta nodded as she took the pose as instructed, knowing that the point of lifting her tail was to make sure that her diaper would be very visible in the picture. She wondered what sort of magazine needed pictures of adults in diapers...was it just a niche artistry thing? It wasn’t the time to ask this now, though. She just had to go with it and try to ignore the fact that her wearing a diaper would be immortalized as soon as the first photo was taken. “Should I smile, or...?”

“Just look into the camera and let your expression rest,” Miet instructed, the camera lens visibly moving forward and backwards as it was focused. “You’ve got a sorta shy, bashful look to you when you aren’t making a face, and that’s exactly what I want. Curl your tail a little more...angle your knee to the left a little more...perfect, hold that pose for a few moments...”

Jocasta swallowed, trying to go immobile as soon as she’d fallen into the pose that Miet desired. It was no surprise that her resting expression was shy, seeing how embarrassed she was about all of this. She tried not to blink as the standing lights to either side of the camera flashed, accompanied by the flash of the camera’s own light. Miet made a few adjustments before taking another photo. Then another from

a slightly different angle. One without the camera flash. And a few more, obviously wanting to have several examples to choose a final product from.

“Excellent, excellent, I'm liking this a lot,” Miet hummed, swishing her long tail. “I’d like for you to keep your tail up and curved like that for all of these pictures. It’s wonderfully symmetrical and bushy, and it almost looks like a cape behind you. Like how a kid would wear a blanket around their shoulders and treat it like a cape! Okay, next up, see those blocks there? Go ahead and put your left knee on the bottom one, and lean forward a little and put your hands on the top one. Face me, same expression.”

Again, Jocasta did as instructed, acutely aware of the fact that this pose, coupled with her short skirt, would make her diaper plainly obvious to anyone who happened to look at the picture that Miet was about to take. It must’ve been part of the tigress’s theme, but Jocasta couldn’t help but wonder if there was some ulterior motive in making sure that her diaper was kept so apparent for the camera. But, again, the skunk found herself not completely aghast at this fact. Sure, it was plenty embarrassing, but in that weird way that felt oddly pleasant. Liberating, even. As if she was doing something that she’d never have been able to get away with under other circumstances.

Miet took a few pictures several moments apart from each other, just like before. This time, she took her camera off of the tripod to capture Jocasta from a few different, dynamic angles, going to her laptop to play with the lighting now and then. She also had the skunk adjust her pose a few times, from putting a leg on the bottom block rather than a knee, to sitting on top of the stack and leaning towards the camera with a slight, bashful smile. After a while, they moved on from the blocks and towards the other main set piece; the adult-sized rocking horse.

Things started with Jocasta pressing the front of her muzzle against the beautifully-painted wooden horse’s for Miet to take some close-up shots—the only photos so far that didn’t showcase the skunk’s padding. Soon, though, the skunk was helped to mount the rocking horse. Jocasta tried to brush off the fact that the tigress had pressed a hand directly against her diaper as she helped her up. Before long, Jocasta was straddling the rocking horse, sitting upon its saddle and taking ahold of the handles in the sides of its head as Miet instructed her to do, all while keeping her tail curled and raised for the camera.

The tigress seemed to particularly like the way Jocasta looked atop the rocking horse, as she didn’t even return her camera to the tripod once, trying to get as many

angles and closeups as she could of the skunk. She took a few different poses upon the horse; sitting on it sideways with her knees pulled against her chest, standing upright upon the stirrups and leaning forward in something of an action pose, and even lying down on her back with one leg slung over the other. After at least two dozen pictures of Jocasta had been taken upon the horse, Miet snapped her fingers and said something about having a cowgirl’s outfit that’d work wonders in this scenario.

So, Jocasta was helped down from her horse and led back towards the dressing room for a change in attire. Her girly dress and stockings were switched out for a red-and-white plaid dress with a denim vest over it, and some brown boots for her feet. The skirt of the new dress, much like the previous one, didn’t conceal her padding at all. To top it off, her flowery hairpin was traded out for a cowgirl’s hat. Her hair was mussed up to give her a somewhat rugged, but dainty country girl look.

Just as the skunk was starting to feel comfortable about this unusual situation, situating her padded bottom against the saddle of the rocking horse once more, a sudden pressure arose in her lower abdomen. She lurched a little at the abruptness of the sensation, causing her to rock back and forth a little bit. The soda that she’d drank down had made its way through her body, and she needed to find a bathroom.

“Er, miss Miet?” she spoke softly as the tigress played with the lighting. “Can I take five real quick? I need to use the restroom.”

“Sorry, my sweet, but you’ll have to hold it for a little while,” the tiger replied, making Jocasta furrow her brow. “We still have a schedule to keep, you know. The time it’d take for you to get undressed and use the bathroom would throw things off, since I'd have to get you into a fresh diaper...” Miet blinked, a curious sparkle entering her eyes. She beamed at the skunk. “That being said...if you’d like to take a toilet break right atop that horse...I bet the camera would love you even more~!”

Jocasta swallowed, blinking several times. The tigress couldn’t be suggesting what it sounded like she was, could she...? “M-Miet, I...you...are you saying that...that I should...use my diaper?”

“Why not?” giggled Miet, sounding completely nonchalant about the suggestion. “It does have a purpose to serve, after all, and it’d be a shame to waste it. And, well, what’s more innocent and childish than a little one having an accident? I think it’d add a whole extra layer of adorableness to the photos!”

“I-I can’t just do that!” The skunk flattened her ears, gripping on the handles of the rocking horse even harder, feeling terribly silly that she had to argue against wetting her pants atop such a babyish piece of furniture. “I-it’d be so...so weird! I’m a grown woman, a-and I can’t just...go and have an accident!”

“Well, it wouldn’t be an accident if you did it on purpose, would it?” the tiger hummed, swishing her long tail. “You wouldn’t be the first of my models who’ve used the diapers I put them in. One of them even did it without being prompted! Look, I promise to make it worth your while once the shoot is done. I can’t just let you toddle off to the toilets, because it’d take much too long to fix up your outfit afterwards. It’s probably not going to be comfortable holding it for much longer, either. I promise that that diaper will be able to hold everything you put into it, and that you’ll feel much better once you’ve relieved yourself. Your pictures will look absolutely adorable, too!”

Jocasta licked her lips, whimpering at the options given to her. Hold it for however long this photoshoot would last, or give in and have an accident in her diaper. Normally, the former option would’ve been the obvious one to take...however, Jocasta had last used the toilet several hours ago, and that soda had been the last thing needed to push her into a state of semi-desperation. She didn’t know if she liked the idea getting her picture taken when she was in a diaper that was wet and sagging...but, like how it had been to put it on in the first place, when would she be able to experience something as taboo as this again...? She could barely believe that she was trying to justify wetting her pants on purpose. Yet, she knew that trying to hold on would only result in discomfort, and most likely, an accident that she couldn’t control.

Miet had better hold onto her promise of making it worth her while.

Not saying a word, the skunk bit her lip as she lifted her bottom off of the rocking horse just a little, trying to ignore the rustling of her diaper. She closed her eyes, as if to put aside the fact that Miet had drawn near as she readied her camera to capture the moments that were about to unfold. It was hard to ignore the flashing of the lights, however, even with her eyes closed. She attempted to keep her focus on the needs of her lower body...and, her heart racing, she gave a push.

Despite how badly she needed to go, actually going proved to be something of a challenge. She had, of course, never peed her pants on demand, so all of her years of toilet training were standing of the way of doing so now. She felt so small, trying to purposefully wet herself. To wet her diaper. As she wore an outfit that

looked like something a toddler would wear. While sitting atop a rocking horse like the one she’d owned as a child. All while a motherly tigress was taking numerous pictures of her, as if to add them to a memory scrapbook.

Jocasta looked just as little as she felt. And she felt like an innocent little girl who had yet to be potty trained.

The skunk let out a soft gasp as the bottom of her diaper suddenly turned warm and damp. She’d leaked, but only a little before her bladder muscles had clenched, stopping her from having the rest of her accident; albeit, only temporarily. Now that her body had tasted relief, it wanted more of it. Puffing out her cheeks, paying little mind to the flashes of light coming from in front of her, behind her, and to her side, she kept her tail up as she gave a single, firm push.

At last, the floodgates gave out completely. A shiver ran through Jocasta’s body, making her fur stand on end as she had an accident—on purpose or not, she was still wetting her pants. Wetting her diaper. The pink garment became very warm as it absorbed her urine, the plastic slowly creeping down her thighs ever so slightly at it swelled and expanded. Her pee splashed around in the diaper, the padding unable to drink it instantaneously, which resulted in her fur feeling rather damp down there as well. But, there was no denying how pleasant it felt, having her diaper catch and hold every last drop of her purposeful accident. Not having to interrupt Miet’s creative process for a bathroom break, not needing to worry about getting the rocking horse all wet...the warmth, the relief, it all felt wonderful to Jocasta.

It left the skunk feeling dizzy once she’d finished voiding her bladder. She’d just gone to the bathroom in an adult diaper. And she’d enjoyed it.

And she was certain that her relief had been apparent in the many pictures that Miet had taken of her as she wet herself.

“Wonderful, wonderful!” the tigress meowed as the very bashful Jocasta finally opened her eyes again, her diaper weighing heavily in between her legs. It let out an audible squish as she sat back down on the horse properly, and Miet was quick to capture a photo of the shape that her swollen undergarment took as a result of this. “Goodness, this is going to be an absolutely wonderful compilation. You’re much too adorable for the camera to handle, Jocasta~! You really sold how nice it was to relieve yourself in that cute little diaper of yours, just like how a tyke would feel!”

Jocasta squirmed on the rocking horse, her cheeks warm at the tigress’s teasing praise. However, she couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across her face.

She felt elated and giddy. She couldn’t describe it. It was so weird, peeing her pants and being told how cute she’d been while doing so. It made her heart flutter, her spine tingle.

She loved this. All of it. And she couldn’t explain why. She just did. As though something inside of her had been awakened by Miet’s actions.

The next hour or so continued as such. Miet took picture after picture of her stand-in model, getting her into a different outfit every couple of minutes—but never stopping to change Jocasta out of her soggy diaper. The skunk found that she didn’t mind this; the diaper felt soft and squishy in between her legs, and it wasn’t until it had lost all of its heat that it began to grow uncomfortable. By this point, the shoot had finally been finished. Jocasta was taken to the dressing room for a final time so that she could be changed out of her soaked diaper and given her normal clothes back. Her jeans ended up being a slightly tighter fit than they’d been when she’d stepped into this building earlier that night.

Then, while Miet got things straightened up backstage, Jocasta went to the front to gather up the materials that she’d brought, packing her tools into her bags along with her panties, which she was no longer wearing. Just as she’d finished putting things away, Miet returned with a small envelope in one hand, and a large bag in the other.

“And here’s your pay for the night,” the tigress purred, handing her the envelope. Inside of it was a check for a very healthy sum of money; Jocasta tucked it into a safe spot in her backpack. “And your bonus, as promised.” Miet handed the skunk the bag. Inside of it was two packages of adult diapers—the same pink ones that she’d worn during the photoshoot, and now had concealed underneath her jeans. The tiger winked. “I expect that you’ll be putting them to good use, hmm?” she giggled, her tail swishing as Jocasta squirmed on the spot. “That tells me all I need to know. Attagirl! I still have your number, so I'll send you a message if I need you for anything again in the near future. And even if I don’t need you, I'm sure I could arrange something...tonight was the most fun I've had in a long while, so I’d greatly love to work with you again~ That being said, I must finish getting things straightened up here, and I know you have a long trip back home. Run along, dearie! And I'll see you again soon—that's a promise!”

Jocasta nodded shyly, hugging the bag of diapers against her chest as she smiled at Miet, murmuring a bashful farewell before toddling out of the building, wondering if the tigress could see the waistband of her padding poking out from

above her jeans. Putting her bags in the back of her car and sitting down in the driver’s seat, Jocasta bit her lip as she realized that she already needed to use the restroom again. And she was still planning on grabbing that cup of coffee to keep herself awake...

For being so late at night, it was going to be a very pleasant ride home.

End

