Toothless groaned as he stirred, flexing his foreclaws and stretching his wings as he arose from his sound slumber. Rather, he attempted to groan. The sounds he was able to utter always ended up as a high, squeaky pitch in this form, and thus his groan was more akin to a soft squeal. The embarrassing noise actually better reflected the emotions he felt inside, though, as he always felt excitement upon arriving at this nighttime destination.

He licked his lips instinctively, though he had no saliva with which to dampen his permanently dry jowls. While such things would be decidedly unnatural and unhealthy in a normal Night Fury, it was perfectly normal for a stuffed animal. For, at the moment, this is exactly what he was. As he often did at night, he’d allowed his consciousness to be transferred from his organic body into a soft, sewn, and stitched one, within the domain of the enigmatic witch whom he adored dearly; the red-haired, pale-skinned Cera, whom it sounded was nearby judging from a clattering coming from the other room.

As Toothless stretched and readapted to his soft and heavier-per-square-inch plush body, folding his wings on his back and trying to not let his unwieldy tail drag along on the floor, he looked at the stuffed animal sitting next to him–or at least, one of the hundreds, perhaps thousands in Cera’s living room. The plush in question was a perfect reflection of his friend Stormfly, much like how his own plushie body was a replica of himself. Every detail of the Deadly Nadder’s being was captured perfectly, from the yellow stripes upon her tail to the intricate markings on her legs– and, of course, the opening in between the latter. However, her eyes were dull and lifeless, a clear sign that she had either not yet fallen asleep in her natural body, or had simply neglected to perform the spirit transfer.

The Night Fury didn’t think much of his friend’s absence. It was her choice whether or not she wanted to come for the night, or perhaps she had nightly tasks of some kind that he was unaware of. The only thing that concerned him was the fact that Cera’s personal plaything–her Pathfinder, as she called him–a Terrible Terror plush by the name of Terry, would not have anything with which to occupy himself due to the dearth of a resident Stormfly. This supply-and-demand shortage would inevitably cause the aptly named Terror to turn his insatiably horny appetites upon Toothless. Had he been his full size, it’d be nothing for the Night Fury to bat aside the small, green dragon. However, now that they were almost the exact same size, and for the fact that Terry had the advantage of being a natural-born living plushie,

such a task would prove quite difficult for the Fury. He could only hope that the Pathfinder pet had some other way to entertain himself for the night.

As Toothless stood and began pacing towards the arch that led deeper into Cera’s house, trying not to think of the potentially looming, lurking threat that could be concealed around or within any of the mountains of less lively plush toys scattered around the room, he couldn’t help but feel…unusual. He couldn’t quite put his dewclaw on it, but he felt as though he were missing or forgetting something important. Additionally, he felt strangely lighter than he usually did in this form– perhaps due to his slowly becoming more accustomed to this vessel with every visit he made to it, but he was rather acutely aware of his weight at all times. This was not due to his eating of a few too many sheep in recent times, but it was a simple dragon instinct. More weight meant flying was made much more difficult, and it did bother him somewhat that he was completely unable to fly as a stuffed animal, and not just because such a sight would be delightfully and amusingly bizarre. He knew that there was no need to flight while in this body, and that he was completely protected from all dangers–besides horny ones–while under Cera’s roof, but to remove the ability to fly was almost like taking away a part of his identity as a Night Fury…

Of course, the promise of a long night of debauchery and risqué pursuits washed such concerns away like a rushing river.

Keeping his ear fins perked up, he followed the sound of activity as he searched for Cera. It was rather interesting how such senses as sight, smell, and sound had transferred over from his flesh, blood, and scale body, but things such as dampness of mouth and his need to consume food had not. The human witch’s magics worked in a way that he had trouble wrapping his head around, but he knew that some things were better left unexplained–or were simply unexplainable to begin with. He was grateful that Cera had summoned this plush form for him and his friend, so that they didn’t have to make the journey here by flight whenever they craved a visit, nor had to squeeze in through her human-sized doorway.

As Toothless was about to turn a corner into what he knew to be Cera’s kitchen, he scrabbled to a halt and narrowly avoided bumping not into the human, but the Terror that he’d been dreading encountering. However, now that they stood face to face, the Night Fury had not the slightest trace of dread in his body, such negative emotions overtaken by surprise, curiosity, and befuddlement. He and Terry stared at each other for several long moments, each taken aback by one another’s

sudden appearance, but Toothless was much more interested in the Terror’s apparel rather than his presence.

The Terrible Terror, alpha dragon of Cera’s territory due to position and lack of competition, was clad in an odd, black-and-white chest covering, the likes of which Toothless had seen worn by the Vikings of Berk, but not in this rather lacy style. Additionally, the flared and open base suggested that it was a garment not intended for males, but for females. The main part of the outfit was complemented by two other accessories; first, a headpiece of matching color situated around Terry’s stiff, dull horns, secured in place by a ribbon wrapped around his cheeks and behind his chin. Secondly, a piece of off-white clothing that Toothless did recognize–and had been coerced into wearing upon a previous visit–was wrapped around the Terrible Terror’s hindlegs.

Somehow, someway, the dragon that stood in front of Toothless had been put into a rather humiliating combination of dress and diaper.

Before the Night Fury could even so much as chortle halfheartedly upon his unexpected and baffling discovery, the green plushie let out a deeply embarrassed-sounding yelp and made a dash down the hallway, the thick cloth diaper between his hindlegs transforming his gait into a rather amusing waddle, and swiftly disappeared behind a closed door. His brow furrowed, Toothless stared at the door for several moments, still trying to comprehend what he’d just witnessed in the last handful of heartbeats and not noticing the noise of approaching footsteps until the owner of said sound spoke.

“Well, hello there, little Shadow~!”

His felt crest fluttering, Toothless turned and looked up at Cera, a silly grin forming across his face at the sight of the human. She was radiant as ever; a garment of dyed red wool–shaped rather similarly to Terry’s, though concealing her undergarments–complemented her fiery eyes and hair quite appropriately. The Night Fury let out what should’ve been a deep, fond coo, but his soft body translated it into another awkward squeak.

Cera, naturally, was unperturbed by such a sound. She crouched down to the newcomer and scooped him up into her arms. Toothless wiggled for a moment, surprised and caught off-guard by the sudden gesture, as it was something that the human had not done with him before–that being said, she’d performed much more pervasive activities with him, but the point still stood. Nonetheless, it was a

surprisingly relaxing and welcome change of pace, and he found himself sinking into her embrace. It was a pure instinct, as he had never been around someone larger than himself who could hold him in such a way. Plus, he’d discovered early on that his existence in a plush body came with a natural, heightened affinity for snuggling and close contact with others, which surely contributed some to his reaction.

The girl spoke again as she held him, slowly turning him so that his back was facing towards the floor, his body angled in such a way that they could maintain eye contact as Cera talked to him. “Poor Terry. He’s not used to having visitors, even though he really loves having you and Beauty over.” Leaning against the wall, she drew three of her fingers across the stuffed Night Fury’s chest, using her other arm alone to hold him against her bosom. The touch felt lovely, and Toothless had to suppress the urge to wag his tail like an overexcited dog. “But don’t worry about him. He might’ve panicked there, but between you and me…he was hoping to get caught in that adorable little outfit of his. I’d bet that he’s doing some very dirty things in his room at this very moment.” She snickered, winking at the black dragon. “It’s one of the many, many things that get the little guy going. Oh, but that’s our little secret, okay, little one?”

She held a finger to her lips before moving it to Toothless’s, who gave an affirming nod. It was hardly secret that the Terrible Terror was a glutton for depravity–how so much arousal could fit into such a small, sewn body was beyond him–but if an oath of silence put Cera’s mind at ease, then it was an inconsequential thing to agree to. It wasn’t as though he could share the secret with anyone, anyway.

“Good boy,” the girl giggled, her hand moving back to stroke at Toothless’s chest–though she soon moved down to his belly, which felt even better to him. She certainly seemed a helping more doting with the things she uttered on this particular night, repeatedly reminding the Fury of his reduced size and praising him for minor things. Curious. But not unwelcome. It made him feel fuzzy…more so than he already was, anyway. “There is a reason for Terry to be wearing those things, though, and not for just wanting to be caught by someone besides me. And it’s something that you might even be aware of by now…because the same thing has happened to you.” She giggled as the living plush tilted his head curiously. “You don’t know what that thing is, do you, sweet thing~?”

Feeling embarrassed by her continued statements of adoration, Toothless shook his head slowly, chittering quietly. It appeared that Cera not only knew that he had been feeling off from the moment he’d “woken up”, but was also responsible

for these sensations. It was a hypothesis that he should’ve come up with sooner. From nullifying his genitalia to transforming him into a floating toy, Cera had proven several times over that she was skilled with the magics she had at her disposal, and could do all sorts of wondrous, unusual things to him with their help. But such spells were usually performed while he was actively present…had the girl done something to his stuffed vessel while he’d been in his native body?

Grinning sinisterly, Cera’s stroking, caressing hand moved further downward towards Toothless’s waist, growing dangerously close to the slit above the base of his tail. Though the first waves of arousal had already begun lapping at his loins just by her touch alone, the Fury made a determined attempt to repress his primal urges, lest he be no better than Terry. “Well, my dear Night Fury, Terry has undergone some….changes, recently. And I don’t mean just diaper changes, either! Though

he’s had plenty of those. He loves to dump water in his diapers every chance he gets, because he loves how it feels. I need to look into creating a spell that will allow animated plushies like you and him to actually urinate…ah, but I’m getting off track, pardon me!

“These changes of Terry’s were completely voluntary–I apologize for not asking your permission first, but I so wanted to surprise you. It’s something that Terry absolutely adores doing now and then. Oh, but while he’s like this, his name isn’t Terry. It’s Terra. Because something has happened to him that makes him a bit more suitable for the dress he’s wearing. Or rather…the dress that she’s wearing. Terra, for the time being, is a girl dragon. Just. Like. You.”

Hardly giving him a moment to process the sudden revelation, two of Cera’s fingers plunged into Toothless’s slit. He let out a gasping cry–squeakily, of course– and his hindlegs spread instinctively while his wings gave a reflexive flap. Abrupt and invasive though the sudden penetration was, it felt so, so good. Normally, when something tried to find its way into his slit, it felt rather strange and uncomfortable everywhere except for his dragonhood. But in this instance, it felt lovely and pleasurable wherever Cera dragged her fingers across.

That was because his malehood was nowhere to be found.

Cera had turned him into a her!

“Surprised, aren’t you, girly?” the human teased her. Cera’s fingers slowly rubbed back and forth inside of Toothless’s rubbery vent, occasionally pulling out

to push right back in, not stopping for a moment. “I bet this feels so good for you. Trust me, I know. We have a few more things in common now~”

Toothless huffed and grunted, trying to muster the willpower to pull away from the girl’s invading fingers. But she was right; it really did feel amazing. In her haze of pleasure, the Night Fury remembered having experienced these sensations once before. It was back when the girl had turned her into a pooltoy and had ridden upon her back, using her rubbery scutes to bring them both to a sort of shared climax. The pleasure had belonged to Cera, but some ethereal link had allowed Toothless to indulge in it as it happened. But this was different. Now, the pleasure belonged to the Night Fury, and her alone. The girl’s fingers probed, penetrated, poked, and prodded at every inch of Toothless’s pussy, exploring its reaches and isolating specific areas that caused the dragon to tense up or let out a happy trill. Cera made sure to pay special attention to those regions, working at the plush and pleasuring her in a way that she’d never experienced before…

“Now, we shouldn’t get too ahead of ourselves,” Cera spoke suddenly, breaking through the fog that had settled over Toothless’s mind as she withdrew her fingers from her slit. The Night Fury let out a flustered, frustrated cry, simultaneously embarrassed at her obvious desperation and deeply craving more of it. But before she could move one of her foreclaws to the space where her malehood once stood proudly, Cera adjusted her hold in such a way that the Night Fury’s forelegs were kept from wandering, the human’s arms crossed over their bellies. Toothless couldn’t use her tail to finish herself off, either, as it was far heavier and clumsier than she was used to. She was left to mewl and writhe in Cera’s tight grasp– which, admittedly, was very pleasant to her plushie instincts–as the space in between her hindlegs throbbed and burned with need. “You’d make an awful mess if you had that sort of accident, especially with how pent-up you so obviously are! I think you could do with some…protection. Don’t you agree, lil’ miss Shade?”

Toothless immediately shook her head, having a sinking feeling that she knew what her captor was implying, judging from the treatment that Terry had received sometime earlier. She soon found that, despite the question that had clearly been directed towards her, she had no say in the matter at all. Cera began carrying her prize down the hallway towards the main bedroom, seemingly oblivious to the trapped Night Fury’s whimpers, growls, and struggles.

“Now, now, don’t you go and get rowdy, little one,” the girl admonished, finally taking notice of the dragon’s reluctance as she began sinking her teeth into

her soft flesh. Toothless had only tried biting Cera because she knew that it wouldn’t hurt; her teeth were made from a similar material as Terry’s harmless horns, and she had no desire of actually harming the human. “You wouldn’t want a good and thorough spanking before that butt of yours gets stuck in a diaper, would you?”

Toothless gulped and shook her head, feeling quite small for a multitude of reasons. She suspected that a spanking would actually be very painful, judging from her plush vessel’s heightened sensitivity to touch. But the fact that she could subdued just by the threat of having her rear end walloped was rather demeaning. Also, Cera had just fully confirmed her predictions for the very near future; she was about to be put into a diaper.

“There’s a good girl,” Cera cooed as they stepped into her bedroom, cupping the Night Fury’s soft, supple rear with one hand. Toothless had been in this room only a pawful of times before, but she knew it quite well, as its design and layout been etched into her memory because of the various activities they’d shared in here. The sizable bed taking up most of the room, complete with blankets and pillows all in red. The oakwood wardrobe. The magical torches that cast a yellowish glow over the room, providing light that the curtained windows couldn’t at this hour. And, of course, several of the witch’s presumably favorite stuffed animals that she’d created. “Now, I’m going to set you down on my bed. I want you to lie there and not run away, and I certainly don’t want you to touch your slit. Good girls don’t touch themselves without mommy’s permission, after all. Can you be a good girl for mommy Cera, sweetie~?”

Heat again rose to Toothless’s cheeks at the numerous implications of Cera’s statements. She was beyond indignant at being addressed in such a manner, and the thought of looking up to the human as her “mommy” caused feelings to arise in her that she couldn’t begin to comprehend. But, once again, there was little that she could do with the not-so-distant threat of a spanking still looming over her. At least the brunt of the arousal brought on by the girl’s nimble handling of her had faded. She should probably be able to keep her paws above her waist. Licking her rubbery lips and plastic teeth, Toothless nodded meekly.

“That’s what I thought!” giggled Cera, gently lowering Toothless onto her soft, warm, and very comfortable bed, lying her on her back. The human’s hand pressed against the dragon’s chest, making it clear that she was to remain the way she was. Watching the plushie for a moment to ensure that she didn’t start masturbating, Cera turned and headed for her wardrobe. Hanging upon the racks

within were a little more than a dozen of her clothes, most of which Toothless had seen her wearing at one point or another. Living in seclusion as she was, the witch didn’t need a wide abundance of clothes, and likely preferred to focus her efforts on creating more stuffed animals than outfits for herself. The hanging clothes weren’t her objective, however, as she opened a drawer near her knees. It didn’t take her long to rummage through it and pull out a folded-up, off-white garment, along with a pair of small, metal pins. Thankfully, this was all that she retrieved; it seemed that Toothless would be spared from the destiny of Terra. For now.

The Night Fury still felt noncompliant with Cera’s decree, however, pointedly turning her head away and keeping her hindlegs crossed and tail restless as the girl carried the diaper over to her. It wasn’t that the diaper she’d worn before had been necessarily unpleasant–they were honestly quite soft and comfortable–but she was supposed to be an alpha dragon! She’d already had her masculinity taken away, and now she was expected to just lie idly by and accept her fate of becoming this human’s girly, diapered plaything? Not likely! She wasn’t about to allow–

“Does mommy’s little baby need a spanking and timeout, after all? Or perhaps you’d like for Terra to come by and supply some attitude adjustment?”

Toothless glared at Cera through narrowed eyes for several moments before again looking away and allowing her hindlegs to spread open wide, unveiling her slit in all its needy glory. Blow after blow, her pride was being whittled down to dust. She actually had half a mind to return to her organic body, but this was something that she couldn’t do without falling asleep in this one. And considering the current circumstances, sleep would not be a possibility for quite some time.

“Good girl, Shade!” Cera cooed, wasting little time in unfolding the diaper once Toothless lie still, the garment releasing a rustling sound from her handling of it. The absorbent underwear was promptly slid beneath the Night Fury’s rear end with one hand–the other was busy hoisting the dragoness up by her lower ankles, a completely unnecessary gesture considering how light she was to the human, but one that made her want to hide her face in her forepaws. At least the diaper was as soft as she remembered it being when she was lowered back down onto it.

Toothless couldn’t bear to watch as the human pulled the front of the diaper up and over her crotch area, hiding her slit from view. But as the top of the absorbent underwear was spread against her waist, both ends of it being pulled taut to ensure a snug fit, the soft padding brushed against her opening. The touch caused sparks to

fly in the Night Fury’s mind, the rush of pleasure dazing her and resulting in curled toes and a quivering gasp.

Cera cocked an eyebrow, fully aware of the effect that the cloth diaper was having on the belly-up dragoness. As she connected the sides of the nappy together with the pins to secure it–two on each side–she said, “Honestly, maybe I should give you a spanking anyway. Getting so hot and bothered by your little diapers…it’s uncouth for a little dragon like you! But…oh, who am I kidding. This is normal for my home.” As she fastened the final pin, she leaned down and gave the Night Fury a kiss right on her nose. The warm, lightly damp lips caused a second shiver of delicious and terrible lust to shoot through Toothless. “For our home. Is your diaper nice and comfy, sweetheart?”

Gulping and trying everything that she could to ignore her pulsing, twinging cloaca, the Fury looked down at the underwear fastened around her waist. Not only did it feel like a clinging, feathered pillow, but it looked the part as well; the bulky white padding was so thick that the apex of its outward curve reached almost to the knees of her hindlegs. This one must’ve been thicker than the one he’d worn previously; then again, that had been one moment in the dozens of pleasure-filled hours she’d spent under this roof, so perhaps her memory on it was hazy. Either way, there was no denying how puffy and unwieldly the garment was. She still couldn’t believe that she was wearing one again…but perhaps she should focus on the comfort that it provided rather than the embarrassment that it implicated. It wasn’t as if Cera could destroy his reputation back at Berk by revealing that the great alpha had been put in diapers. And even if Stormfly happened in on them at this very moment, she’d already made it quite obvious that she enjoyed wearing the things just as much as Terra did.

There was nothing for Toothless to fear save for the doubt in her own mind.

She nodded, gazing up at Cera quite shyly.

“Wonderful!” the witch giggled, resting a hand on the front of the dragoness’s nappy. Toothless tensed up and tried not to bite her rubbery tongue, expecting the woman to begin finishing her off then and there. But that didn’t seem to be at the forefront of Cera’s mind. “Lie still for a moment, baby girl.” She closed her eyes, looking as though she was entering a state of meditation as her lips moved in a barely conceivable manner, her eyelids twitching and brow furrowing. It was clear that she was performing a spell, and that it was important for Toothless to remain as motionless as possible, lest complications be risked. The dragoness wished that the

girl would tell her a bit about what she was casting, just so that she could be a little more prepared mentally.

The plushie let out a soft gasp as the diaper suddenly became tight on her hips, the pins vanishing into thin air–though the space where they had been a few moments prior seemed to shimmer faintly, like a distant mirage on a hot day. Had she been in her normal body, she would’ve been made deeply uncomfortable from how hard the nappy was biting into her skin, cupping and clamping down around her thighs and waist. But since she was a stuffed creature, she felt no pain from the tightness–it simply felt like a firm, enticing hug. One that remained around her lower extremities and would surely keep her aroused for its duration. There was one thing that struck her as odd, though. As Cera moved her hand away from the nappy, it seemed to leave behind a light pink symbol, almost too faint to see in the artificial firelight. It was a circle overlapped with a triangle, like the mechanisms on the doors of some Berk residents meant to keep their dwellings secure.

It was a keyhole lock.

“There we are,” Cera said, letting out a breath as she allowed Toothless to examine the sigil. “I just wanted to make sure that my baby dragoness couldn’t take her diaper off without mama’s help~”

Toothless churred in confusion, immediately reaching down in an attempt to tug off the absorbent padding. But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t so much as loop a foreclaw around its waistband or one of its legholes, and it was too tight to push it down her hindlegs. She let out a low, drawn out whimper as she realized that she was, as Cera had suggested, trapped in the diaper.

“Aww, don’t give me that look, Shade,” the girl admonished lightheartedly, sitting down on the bed next to the Night Fury and lifting her into her lap. “I can see how much you love it in your eyes. And love it you should! I’m sure it feels wonderful, the way it’s tightly wrapped around your hips, how it’s perfectly situated against your rump and between your legs, giving your little lady regions a nice and tight hug. Why would you even want to take it off, anyway~?”

As Cera spoke, one of her hands went back to gently stroking at the dragoness’s private areas–only this time, there was a layer of thick, soft, pillowy padding in between the two. Her words were suspiciously on-point, almost perfectly reflecting the quadruped’s thoughts. Had the human worn a garment like this one, herself? She did have a special plushie that she’d created a week ago specifically for

herself to inhabit, as a way to further spice things up between them all. Had she not been planning this series of events ahead of time, she’d surely have greeted him in that form. Her vessel was roughly the same size as Toothless and Terra, so it wasn’t particularly difficult to picture it in a diaper…then again, it was a surprisingly pleasant mental image to imagine Cera’s human body itself wearing one of them, had they been big enough to fit her. The witch surely possessed some sort of magic that would allow her to size up the absorbent underwear so that she could experience their soft warmth as well, didn’t she? In fact, she could even properly put them to use, if she so desired…

The Fury let out a quiet yap, trying to dispel such images from her mind. What had possessed her to think of such things? The answer to the unasked question was agonizingly clear, however. It was her own diaper, tightly clutching and holding the dragoness’s most sensitive and receptive areas of her body, the crotch of the towellike padding brushing against her vulnerable slit as Cera used her forefingers to gently massage the reptilian genitalia. It felt incomprehensibly amazing, and Toothless was already beginning to undergo the throes of ecstasy that were normally reserved for climax, but they’d been able to snake around her body, holding her as tightly as the human arm around her chest, causing her limbs and tail and wings to all squirm and writhe as she was pleasured through her diaper.

“Now you’re understanding,” Cera cooed, coming as close to purring as a human could, still keeping a steady pace with the hand masturbating the living plushie. “Such a good girl you are, Shade. Lying nice and still, content to let her mommy do whatever she wants to her…submissive and compliant little dragonesses get rewards. Obedient girls get to make sticky little messes in their diapers. Naughty girls, however…get smacked right on their behind.” To make her point clear, the human briefly lifted the Fury up by her ankles once more, using the hand that had been rubbing at her puffy diaper to deliver a sound thwack to her haunch, in an area that her diaper just barely didn’t cover. Toothless let out a soft yip of surprise. Embarrassing though the spank was–as if everything going on wasn’t already frightfully humiliating–like her nappy’s tightness, it didn’t hurt in the slightest. Dare she admit that it even felt…nice? Thankfully, Cera’s grip returned to her belly, letting the dragon’s ankles drop to allow the rubbing to continue. “…But you’ve been a wonderful little hatchling for mommy, so you don’t need to worry about a spanking. Not yet, at least.”

Toothless shivered, feeling hot and needy with near-unbearable arousal. Pressing though such matters and emotions were, there was something else that was sending pangs of confusion and shame through her. She’d been in denial up until now. All these things that Cera was saying to her, calling her a good girl, obedient, and a sweet little hatchling…the words reverberated in her mind, making her feel elated. Happy. Thrilled. She was enjoying being called such things, even if they caused her to squirm and writhe on the outside. And that didn’t even scratch the surface of what the girl was doing to her physically, mushing and dragging the thick nappy against her newly created dragoness pussy. Every stroke of Cera’s fingers made her want to gasp and reel, each of them bringing her closer and closer to the edge, to the brink of a glorious finish.

Needless to say, a slew of squeaky, high-pitched moans, groans, and other noises were steadily flowing from the Fury’s maw, her hips rolling and toes curling as the human delivered the most intimate of affections unto her.

Still, she felt that she should’ve been ashamed and dirty about such actions. She was supposed to be one of the most ferocious dragons in all the land, the one in command of hundreds, the one responsible for their safety and protection. Yet here she was, lying in the lap of a mystical woman, restrained by a single arm, not resisting in the slightest as she was slowly masturbated by a diaper. She couldn’t decide if the loss of her malehood was more or less demeaning than the garment that she was unable to remove. And yet, despite all of these factors compounding into a single, grandiose display of submissive vulgarity…she couldn’t bring herself to feel ashamed. It may have been the mounting pleasure making it easy to dismiss such negatively–or simply making it impossible to focus on it altogether–but despite the thoughts on her clouded mind, she was no longer able to conjure up the slightest sense of doubt about what was happening to her.

She was wearing a diaper. She was submitting. And it felt better than could be put into words.

“Good girl…gooood girl…” Cera said, having been repeating the words almost like a mantra while the Night Fury fought her brief internal struggle. From the way that the dragoness’s writhing had intensified, and that her breath had picked up in frequency but became shallower, it was very obvious that she was as close to orgasm as could be. And Cera knew this, as she seemed to always do. “Go on, little Shade. You’ve earned it. Give mommy a nice, biiiig push…”

As Toothless’s “mommy” gave this final command, she pushed her fingers harder against the dragoness’s vent, parting her lips and causing the absorbent padding to press and rub against her sensitive interior. It was too much for the pleasure-stricken Fury. Uncaring of who might hear her, she let out a shrill, piercing cry as she capitulated, bucking as she lied in Cera’s lap, gasping and howling as she was pushed into an incredible climax. Again, though she’d experienced the sensations of a female orgasm before, that this one was actually happening to her directly made it far more intense than the previous one. A familiar wave of blissful peace did wash over her, but along with it came an unexpected, crashing wave of immense, overwhelming desire. It was the need to be filled, to have something occupying the void in between her hindlegs. The instinctive craving caused her to writhe and thrust her hips even harder, desperate to draw as much of the item around her waist inside of her as physically possible, absurd though the notion sounded. Her efforts were rewarded as Cera, seemingly determined to give her diapered pet as much pleasure as she could, pressed against the Fury’s pussy harder. The garment slipped in hardly a fraction of an inch deeper–even with the fingers guiding it inwards, it obviously wasn’t made for penetration–but it was enough to elicit another howl of agonizing ecstasy from Toothless. More, more, she needed more…

But the craving only lasted as long as the peak of her climax. Once the peak was surpassed, she was left to continuously moan and mewl and wriggle in Cera’s lap as the human helped her to ride out the remainder of her orgasm. The lustfulness faded away, leaving the aforementioned blissful waters to wash over her body once more, soaking it in its warmth…all that remained of her feverish desperation was a discolored splotch on her white nappy, revealed only when Cera pulled her hand away at last.

The girl giggled softly, stroking Toothless’s belly with the hand that had delivered amazing pleasure. “Goodness, seems like you were pent-up! Even Terra can’t make a wet spot on her diapers as a female without having multiple climaxes in them. It’s a good thing that we got all those naughty instincts out of you early on, so now you’re ready to be a good girl for mommy for the rest of the night, aren’t you~?”

Toothless was still panting and lightheaded, staring at the damp spot on her diaper, evidence of the mind-boggling high that would linger for some time. She could feel its cold wetness against her plush felt. It may have been shameful. But it felt wonderful. The Night Fury cooed gently, nuzzling back against Cera as if to

thank her for the amazing time, and to ensure her that the dragoness had come around to her diaper–in quite a literal fashion, at that.

“Lovely!” giggled the human, once more cupping the Night Fury’s hind end as she rose to her feet. “Well, you obviously don’t need your diaper changed right this moment, seeing as you’ve only used it for one naughty time. Perhaps we should check in on Terra to see how she’s doing, and after a midnight snack, we could have you take care of mommy’s needs, too…actually…hmm.” She seemed to break off mid-thought, and when Toothless looked up at the girl’s face, she saw that she was staring down at the dragoness’s diaper. Specifically, the pleasure stain upon its front. “Scratch all that. I think we should do a little bit of research and experimentation. And what good is an experiment without an adorable, diapered little test subject~?”

Toothless let out an inquisitive mewl, squirming in the human’s arms, still weak from her orgasm. Experiment? What was Cera talking about?”

She continued speaking. “If you, Terra, and Beauty are all able to make pleasure, then why shouldn’t you be able to urinate, as well? I know I mentioned it earlier, but it really is a shame to just have all of these diapers lying about without anyone to actually use them. If I can figure out a way to make you three into piddly plushies, you’ll finally be able to put them all to good use for mommy~! And now that you’re all bleary from having your fun, I don’t think I’ll have a better opportunity than this to play with some spells…~”

The Night Fury gulped and wiggled her ear fins nervously, unable to resist as they approached a door that she’d never ventured beyond. The night was just getting started…and if Cera was able to have her way, then Toothless was going to have a properly wet diaper before it was over…

End

