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                “No, dude! You’ll never guess what came in yesterday!” Cody pushed his way through the locker room door, the cougar's black and tan fur wet with sweat as he paused his workout. This was too good to not show off the second his best friend got to the gym. A grunt followed as the door dropped into the bison coming in quickly behind. Brock slammed it back open, his buff legs slowing him down next to his slimmer, cut friend. 
      
    

    
      The two had differing opinions on the best way to work out, the bison preferring to use strength exercises rather than the cougars’ cardio obsession. They used their differences of opinion to push each other to work out more and more. There was one thing they could agree on though: the scent of each other after a nice hard workout drove both of them crazy, the two usually having a secondary “workout” in private.
    

    
      “What was so important that we had to come in here right away?” the bison growled. “I was feeling it hardcore today! Gonna beat my record!” Brock flexed his arms and grunted.
    

    
      The cougar rolled his eyes at the muscle obsessed bison, squatting down to open up his locker. Tight workout shorts stretched against the feline's tight ass as he squatted. The bison stared, thinking about the things he would do to it later that day, his own tight shorts stretching forward with his arousal. 
    

    
      Cody turned towards the bison, still squatting, a collar and a bracelet sitting in his paw. Brock's bulge met the feline's muzzle, the cougar chuckling in response. “Oh if you already have 
      something
       on your mind, you’ll love this!” Standing up, the feline held his paw out to the bison, his fangs showing as he smiled.
    

    
      Instantly, the bison recognized the objects in the paw, spending many late nights jerking off while thinking about how perfect it’d be if he could afford one. “Holy crap! That… you got a FlexForm Trans-fitwear! That…” he felt himself drooling at the concept, his mind instantly overflowing with ideas. “But, it’s thousands!”
    

    
      “$5000.” The cougar chimed in, as if proud he spent the amount.
    

    
      
        “F-five? You fuck-wit Cody, that’s insanity! How can you afford it? Dude, I mean I wanted it too but that’s nuts!” Despite the berating the bison’s bulge throbbed, his attention focused on the objects of desire sitting in the cougar’s palm.
        

                “Don’t you worry about that! All you gotta worry about is just how much you’re going to be covered in my crotch sweat. Inhaling the musk of a real man, soaking in it as I go on my run. Or maybe I’ll do a stair-stepper, make my sheath rub against you for minutes as I do. You’re gonna be a ruined, sweaty jockstrap!” The cougar growled a little as he explained his plans to the bison, licking his lips as he watched the larger male squirm from just his words.
      
    

    
      “Oh fuck, dude! My dick can only take so much! My shorts are gonna be a mess! Let’s do it! You gotta show me how it works at least!” Brock squirmed and moaned with every breath, continuing to stare at the object in front of him.
    

    
      “Get your thick ass over here and watch!” The cougar teased as he attached the bracelet to his own wrist, the bison stepping closer to him. “First things first, the bracelet.” Beeping, the bracelet shrunk down, fitting tightly to the wrist. “It attaches tight for how long I set it for, I’m thinking 4 hours!” Pulling out his phone, Cody opened an app. A digitized outline of the cougar's body drew in, measuring his shape. “It learns your exact measurements so the transformed will be a perfect fit. And it doesn’t just measure me! It measures you!” The cougar gripped the collar, placing it gently against the squirming bison’s thick neck, wrapping it around him till the two sides touched. The collar locked together before shrinking to a perfect fit on the bison’s neck just as the bracelet had done. A digitized version of the bison appeared slowly on the app as well.
    

    
      Smiling, the cougar rolled his thumb across the app sliding the timer from 4 to 24 hours, growling seductively as he teased the large bison standing next to him. His thumb hit the settings and he slowly scrolled through, letting his friend see each and every enhancement they could do. “Oh my, hormone reaction! You’ll go nuts for being my jock, you’ll never want it to end!”
    

    
      The bison panted, his shorts soaked with pre-cum. With the collar on he knew he was completely in the cougar’s grasp. The cougar began to swipe through more of the options letting Brock see his digital form turn into various forms of underwear; the cougar stopping at each one to really tease the bison. Groaning, he gripped the cougar’s arm tightly. The feeling was overwhelming. He begged the cougar to do it, to change him into his jock. He needed it, now. The bison pulled on the cat’s arm, hard.
    

    
      Cody’s phone slipped from his paw, falling towards the ground. He meeped and quickly reached down to grab it, his fingers sliding against the screen. A loud beep and a few clicks chirped out from the screen, a beep eliciting in response from the collar around the bison’s neck.
    

    
      
        Quickly, the cougar pulled the phone up to his face to see what happened. “O-oh no.” He stared dumbfounded at the phone for a moment, all playfulness gone from his muzzle as reality sunk in. The digital form of his friend was now a thick, large baby garment: a diaper with the bison’s face centered on a landing right where the tapes would stick. Pictures of workout equipment and gear patterned the rest of the puffy, thick underwear. A lock appeared on the app, followed by a countdown timer of 24 hours. Cody gulped and looked over at his friend, his eyes clearly giving away that something had happened.
        

                “W-what’s wrong, bro?” He felt a bit light headed, staring into the cougar’s eyes for hope of any context. The only response was Cody’s voice half-sputtering out the word diaper. “What the hell does that mean?” A spike of fear engulfed his mind. 
      
    

    
      Before the feline could answer a beep and electronic voice signaled from the collar. 
      Diaper mode initializing.
       He stared back at Cody. His mind rolled through so many thoughts all at once before it was interrupted by a feeling of electricity trailing through his body. Tingles erupted from every nerve and muscle- not particularly painful, instead it felt as if his leg or arm had fallen asleep and they were finally waking, except it covered his entire body. Brock could barely move, his body not listening to him. He moved his arm slowly to try to reach the collar. Maybe he could force it off. His paw reached his neck, only for him to feel a tickling as he tried to grab. It felt like barely anything was touching his neck but he knew his paw was there, he knew his paw was touching! He pulled his paw away, his arm moving even slower, and he looked down. In place of the paw he saw a white plastic wing. He watched in disbelief as the plastic slowly grew across his limb. In shock the bison backed up to the lockers, slowly sliding himself down onto the floor, staring at his paw.
    

    
      The cougar watched in horror as his friend began to change. He kept calling out to him that it’d be okay and that he could fix it, but he didn’t even know if the bison could hear him- especially as the bovine's ears began to shrink as he sat there staring at his once-paw. Quickly, the cat pulled up WebProwl on his phone and searched online. He scrolled furiously, hoping to find a solution before anything more happened to his friend in front of him. He looked up, checking on the bison. Brock's arms had completely gone limp, beginning to sink into his torso, his legs following suit as his feet turned into white plastic wings as well, clear tape sprouting from the ends. Cody gulped and searched but he found nothing about turning people back early. The only results he found relating to it were people begging to have a longer timer. He was sure the two of them would have as well if the day went as planned.
    

    
      Brock began to whine as he felt the rest of his body deflate. Opening his muzzle he tried to get a word out but he couldn't form a sound. His breathing stopped as well and just before he began to panic he felt air enter through his backside: now a soft fabric that would line the inside of a diaper which allowed him to inhale and exhale. He looked over at his cougar friend one last time before his head sank into himself, his face appearing on the diaper’s landing where his chest used to be. He could still see everything around him but he could no longer move. The diaper began to sprout the rest of the pattern as he completely changed. He felt himself fall forward, his front collapsing to the floor, no part of him strong enough to hold himself up anymore. A new beep erupted from him and he felt his entire body compress and expand. He watched as the floor grew, his body sliding along it, shrinking down and changing into a perfect size and shape for his friend to wear. As if Cody would still do that! He’d keep him safe until this whole mess was over with. 
    

    
              Another beep rang out signaling that the change was done, that the bison was just a diaper- at least for another 24 hours. The cougar swallowed and walked slowly over to the open diaper laying on the floor, as if he would somehow catch a diaper transformation sickness from him. It was a silly thought but he had just witnessed the large, buff bison change into a childlike, thick diaper. He didn’t know what to think. A diaper was the furthest outcome he could think of when he bought the device. Looking down at the object that used to be his friend, the feline kneeled, picking it up gently from both the front and back side. A double beep rang out and instantly he could hear the thoughts of the bison. He was scared and worried but at least he was still in there! The cat began to breathe again; he didn’t even know he had been holding his breath. He felt the bison notice that the two could communicate, his words tickling in the back of Cody's head. 
    

    
      The bison let out a few curses at the cougar now that he knew they were together, even though he knew the phone dropping was partially his dumbass being impatient and clumsy. The cougar could hear all this, his thoughts unable to disconnect from what the bison was supposedly saying. He felt the bison blush somehow, his mental embarrassment feeling like a blush would. “S-so uhhh, is there a fix?”
    

    
      The cougar shook his head before realizing Brock couldn’t see him. “None I could find, you’ll just have to stay like this for the day.” He heard a resigned sigh echo through his head, mixing with another beep echoing through the room. “Sorry, man. This wasn’t how I wanted today to go. It would have been a short time with you as my jock, soaking up my sweat as I exercised, then when we got back to my place I would take you off, you would turn back and fuck me. Hard.” He felt his dick grow in his shorts, it would have been a perfect date. “I just want you to be my diaper.” His eyes went wide. Wait, that came out wrong. “No, not my diaper! Sorry, it must be the stress. I want you to be my jo-diaper.” His own mouth turned against him. What was wrong with him? 
      Hormone reaction administered.
       Cody blinked a few times. Oh fuck, he forgot about that! He looked down at the bison-diaper in his paws and felt his dick twitch. Inside his brain he felt the buff jock argue amongst himself, one side begging to be put on by the cougar and the other screaming over himself, wanting the cougar to put him down. Their reluctance was drowned out as the horniness began to engulf and ensnare the two’s shared thoughts.
    

    
              He couldn’t believe he was even considering it. He wanted to wear his friend but not like this. A diaper? That was crazy. As if reading his mind (maybe even doing it a little since they were connected mentally) he felt the bison call out. “Y-you could wear me and still exercise! I want your sweat still. I’ll just be a thicker jock! I’ll absorb your gross musky scent! It’ll surround me! Like you planned to, too. Just… a little different.”
    

    
              Cody could hear the lust, the utter need, in the bison's words. The hormones must be driving him nuts too. There was a bit of a truth to his idea, in any case. The cougar’s dick continued to throb as he looked at his diaper-friend. As he tried to talk himself out of it, he became more and more convinced that it was a perfect idea, the hormones pushing him past the weirdness. 
    

    
              Laying his friend on the floor, the feline pulled his pants off, his kitty dick bouncing out as it was freed. The smell of sweat, musk and need instantly encapsulated the cougar’s nose. He was already incredibly musky; he was going to treat his bison-diaper with the scent and make him deal with even more! His dick throbbed as he sat himself down on the thick object, air escaping out of the diaper body as he plopped down. He realized he could no longer hear his friend’s thoughts, at least not yet. He couldn’t worry about that though, his dick throbbed with need. He needed to get that diaper taped on.
    

    
      Unlike someone sitting on him normally, Brock didn’t feel like his lungs had compressed, it only felt as if the air moved around as his friend sat. For some reason the bison felt tingles flow through him, his endorphins flowing as he knew he was going to be worn. He felt as though that was how he was supposed to be. Pretty sure it was the hormones helping him out, his body felt exactly right; having his friend begin to put him on felt even more perfect. If he still had his dick it would have been throbbing. Somehow, he felt as if he was on the edge of orgasming, whatever that meant in his new body. He wasn't sure how but he felt on the precipice of release. A paw grabbed hold of the top of the diaper, pulling him up over the throbbing cat dick. He suddenly heard his friend’s thoughts again, instantly hearing that Cody was just as horny as he was.
    

    
      The cougar moaned when the bison’s thoughts re-entered his mind at his paw's touch. Hearing how horny the bull was, how badly he needed to be worn, drove him wild. His pre-cum flowed, sliding down his shaft and across his balls before dripping onto the padded underwear below him. He heard Brock squeal in delight as his body forcibly soaked up the male's liquid. Pulling the diaper front up tightly, he let the rest of his pre soak into the front of the diaper. 
    

    
      Brock could sense every part of the interaction, his insides somehow grabbing the liquid and pulling it deep into him. His senses jumbled together, it wasn’t a taste or a smell or a feel but it was in a way everything as one, combining into him and becoming a part of him. He mentally felt what would normally be pressure in his balls, his phantom orgasm fast approaching. The cougar pulled the tape from the bison's once-footpaw open, laying the diaper front flat against him as well as he could (considering his throbbing dick below). He laid the first tape on, sticking it snugly. The bison’s mind fogged up, his horniness reaching a peak. The second tape followed suit. As Cody flattened the diaper's right side and pressed the tape on snugly, the bison howled in the cougar's mind. While there were no physical changes to the diaper, he felt as if he had the strongest orgasm of his life. This encouraged the cougar, now secure in his diaper-friend. He began to paw at the front, the plastic crinkling loudly overtop of his bulge. It didn’t take long, Brock's horniness and orgasm intermingling with the cat's mind, the hormones firing through him at full force. The sensation of totally dominating his large friend overwhelmed him, he couldn't hold back. Gripping the diaper tight, Cody shot the first rope of cum onto his friend's interior. 
    

    
      The cougar lay there exhausted from his hard orgasm as cum continued to spurt inside, the bison moaning as his body sucked up the thick liquid as good as his absorbent material would. Even though their horniness passed, at least for the time being, the two didn’t mind their current predicament. It was most likely the hormones still doing their part but for now the two were happy as they were: cougar in child-like thick underwear and bison as the absorbent garment. It was as if that was how they were supposed to be and for now it was just right.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      End of part 1
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