
Ripped 
© 2018 Jack Doe. Ellie belongs to her creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 1 of 9 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

The clock went off, and Ellie stirred, reaching over with her eyes closed to turn it off, wincing. Yes, she 
could definitely feel the effects of her workout two days ago; her neck and shoulders were really tight! 
Thanks to some genes inherited from her parents, the Clydesdale was extremely strong, even from a 
young age. Her younger years had been tough, with unkind young furs commenting on how her muscles 
made her look more like a guy than a girl, but after a bit of soul-searching and talking with her friends and 
family, she finally accepted her strength and figured that if she had the natural gift, she might as well 
make it the best it could be!  

There was a crash she flopped her arm down on the alarm clock, and Ellie sat bolt upright, her ears 
pricked towards the sound. 

Apparently she’d been a bit more aggressive in turning off the clock than she thought, and the force of her 
hand had sent it crashing through her wooden nightstand. 

“Oh, shoot!” she cried, picking up the pieces and doing her best to rearrange them into some semblance 
of a nightstand again. 

After a few minutes, she gave up and sighed. “All right, add ‘get a new nightstand’ to the to-do list for 
today,” she said to herself. “Maybe I’ll get one made out of metal this time.” 

She hoped to herself that today wouldn’t be one of those days, though the way things were turning out, 
she didn’t think she’d get her wish. 

She sleepily went to the bathroom and turned on the shower. But as she tried to step in, her broad 
shoulders got stuck in the doorframe. She winced. 

“Ugh, really?” she asked, shaking her head, her thick, blonde hair swaying. “How many times have I used 
this shower before?” 

She grunted and tried to shove herself through, but without much success. Only by backing up was she 
able to then turn her upper body and go in one shoulder first. 

Finally standing under the water, she said to herself, “It’s gonna be a good day, Ellie, I promise! We’re 
just off to a bit of a rough start.” 

The water cascaded over her body, and she sighed in pleasure, feeling its warmth soothing her sore 
muscles and washing her worries about her night stand down the drain. She stretched luxuriously as she 
turned to let the water hit her back. Her arm caught on the shower head, knocking it askew. 

“Come on, Ellie! Get it together!” she chastised herself, turning around to adjust the shower head.  

Not realizing her own strength, she accidentally pulled it completely off the shower spout, and the water 
gushed out at her, not held back by the shower head. 

“Ack!” she cried, quickly turning the water off—thankfully not breaking the valve in the process!—and tried 
to screw the shower head back on the spout. She sighed; she’d managed to completely strip the threads 
in the plastic fitting, and try as she might, the spout would not stay on. 

“Okay, looks like I’m getting a new shower head, too,” she said, pinching the bridge of her nose with her 
fingers. 

She sighed and stepped out. There wasn’t much sense trying to shower with a broken shower head, after 
all. She picked up her brush and began going through her mane and tail, watching as the tangled mess 
magically transformed into sleek, smooth strands. 

Some tangled hairs beneath the surface snagged on her brush. She frowned and tugged on it, grunting in 
frustration, but the rat’s nest refused to budge. She carefully extracted the brush from her hair and then 
began pulling on the tangles with short strokes. Slowly, the tangled mess unraveled itself and smoothed. 
Feeling exultant, she sank the brush into another part of her mane and pulled, expecting the hair to 
smooth. But unbeknownst to her, she’d hit an even bigger rat’s nest than before, and the jerking motion 
on the brush snapped its handle in two. 

“Oh, drat!” she grumped. “Now I’ll have to get another one of those, too.” She sighed. “Well, at least I 
have a backup. Got to stay positive, right?” 
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She grabbed her backup brush and went back to grooming herself, being much more careful with the 
brush this time. 

Finally satisfied, she examined herself in the mirror and smiled. Her hair practically glowed from the 
brushing. Her coat was sleek and shiny, and she loved the way it accentuated her muscles. Her 
shoulders were well-defined and flowed into bulging biceps and triceps. Those, in turn, became large, 
powerful forearms that made even the guys Ellie knew reluctant to arm-wrestle her. She chuckled to 
herself, remembering one of those conversations. The only thing she didn’t like much were her hands; 
she was so muscular that she kinda thought she had sausage-fingers. Not that she minded too much, but 
part of her wished she could be more graceful, like an Arabian or a Saddlebred. 

What she did like was her breasts, D-sized, perfect globes that perched atop thick pectorals. Certainly 
nobody she’d been with before had ever complained! She grinned to herself, feeling their heft in her 
hands and squeezing them together to admire her cleavage. 

Relaxing her grasp on her breasts and looking through them, she could see the ridges of her chiseled 
abs, and she loved the way her cream-colored palomino hair caught the light around those ridges, making 
her look even more impressive. She felt of her abs, playing her fingers into the valleys between them and 
sighing contentedly. If you got it, flaunt it! she thought to herself happily. 

Sighing contentedly and nodding to herself, she decided it was going to be a good day anyway: she 
looked good, she felt good, and if she’d had a few clumsy moments so far, then she was just getting them 
out of the way so she could have a great rest of the day! 

She picked up her toothbrush and began to squeeze a ribbon of toothpaste onto it, but the toothpaste 
seemed to be stuck for some reason. She frowned and squeezed harder, but still, nothing.  

“What the heck?” she asked, a bit annoyed, and squeezed harder still. 

A stream of toothpaste shot all over the mirror. The cap flew into the air, bounced off the mirror, and 
landed in the sink. Ellie’s jaw dropped. 

After a moment, she let out an embarrassed chuckle. 

“Duh,” she said, shaking her head and grabbing a paper towel to clean up the mess on the mirror. “Of 
course, I forgot to take the cap off!” 

She got the mess cleaned up and tried again, this time succeeding in getting the toothpaste to confine 
itself to her toothbrush, and got her teeth sparkling clean. 

“Hmm, let’s see, what to wear?” she said aloud as she went into her closet. “No. No, no…hmm, no. Ah, 
yes!” she murmured, pulling down a royal blue scoop-neck dress.  

The color contrasted nicely with her coat, made her azure eyes pop, and conformed exquisitely to her 
muscular build. She decided she felt like looking good to go shopping today!  

She put her arms through the arm-holes and began to pull the dress over her head, but something was 
wrong—the dress was too small! She struggled to get it on anyway, but soon she had it all bunched up 
around her ribs, and the thing was not going any lower! 

“Urf,” she whimpered, now stuck and just trying to get out of the dress. 

But with the dress where it was, she had trouble getting any leverage on it. She hooked her thumbs 
through the sleeve-holes and tugged. 

“Wow, this thing is really stuck!” she grunted, fighting off the panicked feeling of being stuck in a tight 
space. 

Still, she wrestled with the dress, until finally she couldn’t take it anymore, and she yanked it upward and 
outward forcibly, trying to free it enough to get it off. 

There was a rip, and the top of the dress split in two, right down the middle. 

“Augh!” Ellie groaned. “Man! I like this dress!” 
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She huffed in frustration, but at least the stupid thing would come off now. 

“I wonder if I can mend it,” she murmured hopefully, but the rip was nowhere near a seam, and she didn’t 
think she could do much to make it look right again. 

She pursed her lips. “I think I’ll hold onto it. Maybe I can do something with it later…on a better day.” 

She added the dress to a pile of torn clothes in the corner of her closet and rummaged around for 
something less…fragile. 

“Ah, this’ll work. It’s not the classiest shirt, but I really wanna wear blue today!” she said, grabbing a 
threadbare, faded blue T-shirt. 

A pair of blue jeans that hugged her hips and showed off her calves finished out the ensemble, and she 
was ready to go. She looked at herself in the mirror, fluffed her mane, and strode towards the door. 

“Oh, keys!” she said, turning around to grab them off the counter. “And wallet! Phone!” 

She finally made it out the door, locked it, and trotted down to her car, a nice-looking burgundy SUV. It 
chirped as she unlocked it, and she stepped up into it, closed the door, and fastened her seatbelt. She 
was parked in a bit of an odd spot; her neighbor had had a party the day before, and her usual spot was 
taken. She grimaced as she tried to turn to look over her shoulder. She’d felt okay during her shower—
well, before pulling the shower head off the wall—but now her lats were again reminding her that she’d 
punished them pretty badly! She settled for half-turning and eased backwards. 

The car came to a sharp stop, sending her flying forward towards the steering wheel. 

“Ack!” she cried, gasping. “What did I hit?” she asked herself dully, forcing air out between her lips. 

She put the car in park and stepped out to survey the damage. She’d hit a light pole, and the concrete 
base had taken quite the exception to being run into and had dented her bumper pretty badly. 

“Augh! I wasn’t even going that fast!” she protested. “Fine, I guess I’ll take the car to the shop, too. Why 
not?” 

Shaking her head and really trying not to get as bent out of shape as her bumper, she drove to the auto 
body shop. 

“Hey, Ellie! What’ll it be today?” the rhino mechanic asked. “Another engine replacement, or just fixing an 
axle?” 

She was, unfortunately, a regular. 

“Heh, hey, Al,” she said sheepishly. “No, just a bent bumper. Can you get it done today?” 

The rhino came out, looked at the bumper, and whistled. “Wow, Ellie, what’d you hit? A tank?” 

“A light pole,” Ellie replied wryly, chuckling despite herself. Al knew just how to lighten the mood. 

“Hmm,” the rhino said, cocking his head thoughtfully. “I think that one’s gonna take a new bumper. 
There’s not much left. You’re lucky it didn’t bend the frame!” He gave her an apologetic look. “I’ll see what 
I can do, but if I have to order one, it’s probably gonna be tomorrow before I can get it back to you.” 

Ellie sighed and nodded. “Well, I appreciate whatever you can do, Al, as always. Do you have a loaner I 
can borrow? I need to go pick up a new nightstand.” 

Al cringed. “Man, double bummer! I loaned out our loaner just before you got here! That one was in a 
side-swipe head-on collision—it’s gonna take a couple of weeks before I get that loaner back!” Seeing the 
Clydesdale’s crestfallen look, he said, “Look, uh, we’ve got some subway passes. You can use one of 
those, if you want. I know, it’s not great for furniture, but look at it this way: if you carry the furniture to the 
subway and to your house, at least you won’t have to go to the gym today, right?” 

Ellie shook her head and smiled. “You’re awful, Al, you know?” 

The rhino chuckled, patting her shoulder with his enormous hand. “I know, kiddo, but I gotta do something 
to get that pretty smile of yours to come out and play!” 
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Ellie blushed. “Aww…” 

“That’s a girl. We’ll take care of Franklin for ya.” 

Ellie rolled her eyes. “You even remember my car’s name…” 

“I oughtta!” Al replied. “He’s had more work done than just about any other car I’ve seen! But don’t worry, 
we’ll get him taken care of.” 

“Thanks, Al,” Ellie said. “Let me see how to get downtown. Call me when he’s ready?” 

Al nodded. “Will do!” 

She took her leave, and holding her phone with both hands—she couldn’t afford to drop it!—she got 
directions for taking the subway downtown. Fortunately, there was a stop just a block from the repair 
shop, and she hurried to it—fortunately, the trip was uneventful. 

The train came, and she quickly found a seat next to an old rabbit. 

“You ever have a day where it feels like nothing is going right?” she asked. 

“Yeah, I know!” the elderly fur said. “My grandson came to visit, and I ran out of his favorite treats. I had to 
give him his second-favorite instead!” 

Ellie bit her lip—that seemed kind of inane, given the day she was having, but she smiled and nodded 
politely as the elderly lady continued rattling on about her grandson, his favorite food, his least-favorite 
food… 

“Oh, gee, this is my stop!” Ellie said, interrupting the woman. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but I’ve got to go!” 

She rushed to get off the train, but in the process, one of her enormous breasts bumped against a hand-
rail, bounced off, and she bumped into a fur, sending his briefcase flying and its contents scattering all 
over the train. 

“Oh, no!” she cried, scrambling to help the fur get his papers back as some of them blew out the door. 

The warning bell sounded. 

“Wait!” Ellie cried, dashing to catch the papers that had escaped, but it was too late: the door closed, and 
she turned slowly to face the fur she’d bumped.  

“I’m awful sorry,” she said, her face burning in embarrassment. 

The fur just grunted and scowled at her as she sat back down next to the old lady, who was still going off 
about her grandson. Ellie sighed. This day was not turning out so well. 

She made it to the next stop and hurried off the train as quickly as she could. She decided she’d just walk 
the block back to the previous stop and the hardware store. 

What a day, what a day! she thought to herself, frustrated. That poor fur. I hope those papers weren’t 
important! 

She made it to the hardware store and went straight to the plumbing section. Her jaw slackened as she 
walked down the aisle of shower heads: there were so many! Low-flow and high-flow, rain shower and 
waterfall, ones that massaged, ones that were hand-held, even body sprays! With so many choices, it 
was hard to settle on just one! 

“It’s been a rough day,” she said finally as she picked up a huge rain showerhead. “I could use a little 
pampering!” 

Grinning excitedly at having made her selection, she quickly went down the aisle and rounded the corner. 
Her elbow crashed into a shelf of plumbing fittings, and couplers, elbows, tees, caps, and valves of all 
different sizes when rolling all over the floor. 

“Oh…shoot!” 
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Ellie snorted. She put her showerhead down and frantically scurried around on hands and knees, trying to 
catch all of the fittings before they rolled away. She had just about gotten them cleaned up when she 
backed into something. She held her breath and turned gingerly to see a stack of paint cans teetering 
precariously. She could feel them leaning on her butt. 

“Ooh,” she winced. “No, no, no…” 

The cans lost their balance and began falling. 

“Ack!” Ellie cried, covering her head and neck with her hands as the cans rained down around her. She 
thought the sound of crashing paint cans would never end. 

At last, the noise stopped, and Ellie peeked out from between her arms, looking around cautiously. She 
breathed a sigh of relief; at least she wasn’t hurt by them! But as she looked around her, paint cans were 
strewn all over the floor. She was near the main aisle, and some had made it nearly halfway across the 
store before coming to a stop. Thank goodness, they all appeared to still be closed! 

“Is this yours?” a voice demanded. 

“Ellie looked up to see a gruff-looking German shepherd holding the shower head. 

She swallowed hard. “Um, I was going to buy it,” she said weakly. 

The German shepherd shook his head. “Just go. Take it and go.” 

“But I—” Ellie protested. 

“Just. Go,” the German shepherd said, pointing sternly toward the door. 

Ellie swallowed. “Th—thank you,” she said. “I’m so sorry…” 

She left at a brisk walk, covering her flushed, burning face with her hand and trying to avoid the stares of 
everyone as she left. As she went through the doors, she heard the intercom saying, “Cleanup on aisles 
three through eighteen.” 

As soon as she was clear of the building, she took off at a gallop. She was so embarrassed, she had to 
get away from there! 

“Why does this always happen to me?” she cried. “You’d think I’d eventually get better at controlling this! 
Ugh!” 

She slowed to a trot as the tack store came in view. At least there she was pretty sure she couldn’t mess 
anything up—the place was designed for horses! 

“Hey, Ellie!” the cheery cashier greeted her as she walked in. “What’ll it be today?” 

“Hey, Tina. I need a new brush,” Ellie said to the Arabian. “Mine…er…broke this morning.” 

“Oh, we’ve got lots of those!” Tina replied, stepping out from behind the counter. “What’s that?” she 
asked, looking at the shower head as she trotted Ellie over to the brush aisle. 

“It’s a shower head,” Ellie replied, holding it up. “Mine…also broke this morning.” 

Tina chuckled and shook her head. “Rough day, huh?” she asked. 

“You have no idea,” Ellie said wryly. 

“Well, here are the brushes; I might suggest getting two if you anticipate any more…uh…rough days,” 
Tina suggested sweetly, “Though I’m always glad to see you!” 

Ellie thanked her, and the high-spirited cashier trotted off to go ring up a black quarter horse’s purchases. 
She looked down the aisle and found a brush just like the one she’d broken. There were two on the rack, 
and she shrugged.  

“Yeah, probably a good idea,” she thought, taking the second one, too. 

She turned carefully this time and walked slowly—almost furtively watching out for things to run into—and 
made it to Tina’s register without incident. 
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“Here’s to having a better day!” the Arabian said hopefully. 

“Thanks, Tina,” Ellie said as she paid and left. 

The Clydesdale blew out a sigh as she made it outside. At least one of her endeavors today had gone 
without incident! Now if she could just get her nightstand without any problems! 

The furniture store was a good three blocks away, but Ellie decided to just trot it; she did not want to get 
back on the train if she didn’t have to! Besides, the exercise was a good way to blow off the frustration 
she’d been feeling ever since the second she woke up! 

The trip was pretty quick—a Clydesdale can cover a lot of ground when she wants to!—and fortunately, 
nothing happened. She stepped inside and went up and down the aisles looking for night stands. 
Admittedly, it had been a couple of months since she’d last broken any furniture—she was slowly 
replacing it with sturdy stuff that would be difficult for even her to break—and she didn’t know exactly 
where to look. She was passing an aisle when one caught her attention, and she stopped short and went 
down to it. 

There weren’t a whole lot of night stands for sale, and fewer still were as sturdy as she was looking for, 
but she did eventually find a solidly built metal one that held up, even when she slapped it good and hard! 

She grinned sheepishly as a passing store saleswoman gave her a quizzical look. 

“I, uh, needed something that would hold up!” she explained. 

The saleswoman raised her eyebrows and lifted her head, giving Ellie a “whatever you say” look and 
leaving her alone. 

Ellie took a tag with the nightstand’s number downstairs and handed it to the attendant. 

“Ah, yes, that’s right over there,” he said, pointing towards an aisle. “Aisle 23, on the left.” He frowned. 
“Don’t you want a cart? It’s a bit heavy.” 

Ellie shook her head. “No, thank you,” she said, “It’s good exercise!” 

The attendant shrugged and turned to help the next customer as Ellie strode towards the aisle. 

“On the left,” she murmured, looking. “Ah!” 

It’s probably just as well I didn’t wear my dress, she thought. 

There was a stack of boxes, each containing a disassembled night stand. She gripped the top one and 
slid it out, looked behind her to make sure nobody was in the way, and then flipped it up and over her 
shoulder, holding it with both hands to keep it in place. 

“That’s not too heavy,” she said, carefully backing up to give herself space to turn and leave the aisle. 

Just as she was about to step forward, she heard a voice behind her. 

“Excuse me, Miss?” 

She turned her head to look and saw a ferret standing behind her with a kit holding his hand. 

“Um, yes?” she asked, afraid to turn around. 

“I, uh, hate to bother you—I can see you’ve got your hands full—but uh, before you go, would you mind 
reaching down that box there? I’m too short to reach it.” 

Ellie glanced over her shoulder to see which box the ferret was pointing to. It was about eye-height for 
her, which—sure enough—put it out of reach for him. Wanting to do the neighborly thing, Ellie carefully 
set her box down and went over to the one the ferret pointed to. 

“Oh, thank you so much,” the ferret said, gently pulling the kit out of the way so Ellie could get to it. 

She reached up and grabbed the box. It wasn’t terribly large—for furniture, that is—but it was pretty 
heavy. 
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“Goodness!” she said as she grasped the box, leaning forward against the shelf to get a better grip on it. 
“What is this thing?” 

She inched the box off the shelf towards herself, shouldering the weight, and began to step backwards. 

Her shirt caught on a hook holding up some accessories, and as she took another step back, she heard a 
loud rip as the thin fabric split itself open. 

Ellie gasped in horror as her shirt fell open, exposing both of her breasts. The kit’s eyes bulged, and a 
huge grin spread over his face before the older ferret covered his eyes. 

“Oh!” the Clydesdale cried, quickly standing the box on its end and scrambling to cover herself. 

The sound attracted the attention of several bystanders, who all came to investigate and then stood 
gawking. Some stared with jaws slack at the sight of her physique, while others pointed and laughed at 
her plight. Ellie was on the verge of tears, she was so humiliated, and her shirt was not staying closed!  

“Stay there!” the ferret told the kit, standing him in a corner facing away from Ellie and hurriedly grabbing 
a nearby package of bedding and tearing it open. 

“Here you go, Miss,” the ferret said, holding out a sheet and trying his best to avert his eyes from the 
perfect orbs floating in front of him. 

“Oh, thank you!” Ellie gasped, hastily wrapping the sheet around herself, her face bright red. 

“Shame on you all!” the ferret said, shooing the crowd away. “Go on! Mind your business!” 

“I’m…awfully sorry, Miss,” he said apologetically. “If I’d have known, I never would have—” 

“It’s just how this day has gone!” Ellie groaned. “Ever since I woke up, it’s just been one thing after 
another!”  

Ellie tried to hold herself back, but the seal had been broken, and it all came spilling out: her night stand, 
her shower head, her brush, her dress, her car, the guy on the train, the hardware store, and now this! 

“I tried to stay optimistic about it, but I should have just stayed in bed today!” the Clydesdale concluded 
with an exasperated sigh. 

“Wow, you’ve had a rough day,” the ferret agreed, patting her hand consolingly. “Nobody deserves to 
have that bad a day! I’ll tell you what: how about I make it up to you, and we go out to dinner? My treat.” 

Ellie’s eyes darted from the ferret to the kit and back to the ferret. She swallowed nervously. 

The ferret chuckled. “He’s my nephew,” he said. “Don’t worry; I’m not married.” 

The horse breathed a sigh of relief. Truth be told, dinner with a kind fur did sound awfully nice! But 
thinking about how her day had gone, she began to shake her head. 

“I—I don’t want to embarrass you,” she finally managed. “With how this day has gone, I just…I can’t take 
any more disasters!” 

The ferret smiled and reached into his pocket. “How about a rain check, then?” he asked, handing her a 
business card. 

Holding her sheet closed with one hand, Ellie took the card with the other, looked at it, and smiled.  

“Yes,” she said, “I would like that. Just…on a better day.” 

“I understand,” the ferret replied. “I’m Rick, by the way.” 

“Ellie,” she replied, letting go of the sheet to extend her hand for a handshake but quickly and sheepishly 
catching herself. “Heh.” 

“Pleased to meet you, Ellie,” Rick said, unfazed. “Are you going far?” 

“Just to the train station,” Ellie replied. “Oh! I need to see if my car is ready, yet.” 

“I’d be happy to drive you, if you like,” Rick said. “It’s the least I can do after all this.” 
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Ellie hesitated. “Let me see how my car is?” she asked, and Rick nodded. 

She got her phone out and dialed it one-handed. 

“Any luck, Al?” she asked hopefully. 

“Afraid not,” the rhino replied. “After we took the bumper off, there was a bit of frame damage after all. 
Fortunately, we were able to pound that out, but the bumper’s on order. It should be done tomorrow, 
though.” 

Ellie thanked him and hung up. 

“Looks like my car isn’t ready, yet,” she said, trying to conceal the disappointment in her voice. “I’ll just 
take the train.” 

“Nonsense!” Rick replied. “All the more reason I’d be happy to drive you. The train is no place for 
someone trying to haul furniture! Please,” he asked earnestly, “You helped me—at great expense to 
yourself—won’t you let me help you?” 

Ellie swallowed and nodded, tears of thankfulness threatening to form in the corners of her eyes. 

“Thank you,” she said emphatically. That was about the best she could muster. 

The ferret led the way, and he, his nephew, and Ellie all made their way to the checkout register. The 
ferret insisted on paying for the sheet Ellie was wearing, and once they’d both made their purchases, she 
followed him out to his car, a station wagon. 

“Oh, hmm,” the ferret said apologetically. “It might be a bit of a tight fit; I’m sorry for that.” 

He got his nephew strapped into the car seat in the back and opened Ellie’s door for her. She stepped in, 
pulled her tail inside, and hunched down in the tiny seat. The car leaned to her side as she sat; it wasn’t 
accustomed to holding a horse! 

The ferret took it in stride and didn’t even mention it. He got in next to her and started the car. 

“Where to, Miss?” he asked. 

“Oh, uh,” Ellie stammered, then gave him her address. 

“Really? We’re practically neighbors!” Rick said. “I live just across the street, about a block away!” 

Ellie smiled to herself. The ferret certainly was kind and gentlemanly. It had been a long time since she’d 
interacted with someone available who wasn’t just gawking at her. 

They chatted pleasantly on the trip back, and it was over almost before it started. Ellie was a bit reluctant 
to leave after all that. She promised to call Rick as soon as she had a better day and took her night stand 
and bag containing her bushes and shower head inside, thanking him again. 

She got inside and doffed her ruined shirt and the sheet and set to work putting the night stand together. 
She was pretty handy, but there were a surprising number of pieces, and the instructions weren’t very 
good. It took a couple of tries, but she got it assembled, and as she put her clock on it, she smiled to 
herself: the new nightstand looked good in her room, and it certainly felt a lot sturdier than her last one 
had been! She lay in bed and practiced turning off her clock, and the night stand held fast. Satisfied, she 
went to the bathroom. 

Fortunately, all that had stripped off were the threads on the previous shower head; the pipe sticking out 
of the wall still had its threads intact, and so a little Teflon tape and some elbow grease later, Ellie had her 
new, all-metal shower head screwed in place. 

“Let’s see how it does!” Ellie said with bated breath. 

She turned the water on and was relieved to see that the shower head wasn’t leaking. The spray from the 
head looked so inviting… 

I haven’t got anything else to do today, she thought, so why not? After a day like today, I could use a nice 
shower! 
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She took off the rest of her clothes and stepped inside. The water felt just as good as it looked, covering 
her whole head and shoulders in water, unlike her last shower head, which only sprayed a small part of 
her head at once. She turned up the heat and let the hot water cascade down her body, feeling it burble 
between her breasts, ripple down her abs, slide gracefully around her groin, and trace the curves of her 
thighs and calves before running off her hooves. She stretched and managed to miss the shower head, 
and then began running her hands over her body, caressing and soothing herself with her own gentle 
touch.  

As her fingers played sensuously over her muscles, breasts, and coat, her thoughts strayed to the ferret. 
He sure does seem like a nice guy, she thought. Maybe I’ll have him over for dinner. 

No, she reasoned, he wanted to take me out, and he’s got his nephew to deal with. 

“Another time,” she said aloud, nodding to herself. “It’ll give me something to look forward to.” 

She turned off the water and made herself some savory oatmeal for dinner. At last, it seemed her bad 
luck had run out, and dinner and the cleanup went without a hitch. She watched a little TV before bed, 
and then turned out the lights, got into her nightgown, and called it quits. 

The day started out rough, she thought to herself, but tomorrow’s another day, and I’ve got a date to go 
on!  

 


