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“Okay, orange pill, green pill…wait, which was which?” 

James looked down at the instruction sheet, a bead of sweat forming above his eyebrows. He could not 
afford to get this wrong! 

“Okay, orange pill is the source, and green pill is the destination. ‘Just remember, it’s greener on the 
outside’,” he read, rolling his eyes. “If you say so.” 

Snatching up the pills, he cracked the green one open, carefully poured its contents into a plate of 
scrambled eggs he’d just made and then did the same with the orange pill on a second plate. 

“Do not get these confused,” he muttered to himself as he walked them into the breakfast area, put the 
second plate at his place and the first plate at the guest place. Then he went back to the kitchen, grabbed 
two more plates, and put them at the other places. 

“Hey, Andy!” he called. “You gonna come get breakfast or what?” 

Shaking his head, he headed back to the kitchen and was nearly trampled by his girlfriend, a large-
bosomed sow nearly twice his height. 

“Oh! Hey, Sandy,” he said, moving to the side to bypass her. “Sleep well?” he asked as he strode into the 
kitchen to grab some orange juice glasses. 

In his haste, he didn’t notice the instructions in her hand, and he definitely didn’t notice the mischievous 
look she was giving him. 

“Mm, sugar, you know I slept good after pegging your little human ass!” she said, heading into the kitchen 
and casting a glance his way to make sure he wasn’t looking before peering intently at the paper in her 
hand. 

A wicked smile crossed her face, but she made sure to hide it before James came back. When he 
returned with the orange juice, he found her sitting at her place, looking at him expectantly. 

“Okay, here you go,” he said, carrying four full glasses and putting hers down in front of her. “Andy! Get 
outta bed, you lazy bull!” 

“I’ll get up when I’m good and ready!” came the reply. 

“Cows aren’t gonna milk themselves!” James retorted. 

“Mm, and neither am I,” Sandy said, shriveling her nose, cupping her topmost breasts and giving all eight 
of them a good jiggle. 

“That’s a lie,” James replied, laughing. “You won’t even finish breakfast before you’ll have me pinned 
between you and the table sucking off your teats!” 

“Be glad I don’t have you sucking out my ass,” the sow retorted. 

“Did Kyle say when he was gonna get here?” James called to his roommate. 

“No,” the bull replied, striding in, “But you know him; that boar’ll show up when he’s good and ready.” 

James sighed, eyeing the guest plate. “Food’s gonna get cold,” he said, sulking a bit. 

“Psh, like that ever mattered to Kyle,” Andy laughed, sitting down at his plate and scarfing down a dozen 
eggs at once. 

James sat down and looked at his plate. He was pretty sure he needed to take his pill pretty close to the 
same time as Kyle for the portal to work. 

He’s gonna be so surprised, James thought, stifling the urge to grin ear-to-ear. I’ll show you to portal me 
to a bunch of feral hogs!” He shuddered at the recollection; he’d been spraying feral hog shit for days! 

How Kyle had gotten hold of them, James didn’t know. They were cutting-edge technology that had only 
just been released to (typically human) livestock breeders. They were a perfect way to dispose of the 
waste generated by livestock that lived indoors—pigs, for instance. Rather than having to maintain acres 
of sludge ponds, the breeders could simply feed the orange pills to their livestock and then get an outdoor 
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breeder—say, one raising cattle—to feed the green pills to his livestock. Then, anytime the pigs had to 
defecate, their feces were transported into the intestines of the cattle, where they got deposited outdoors 
with plenty of space to spread out. The indoor breeders saved a ton on sludge pump maintenance and 
hazard pay for the poor souls who had to fix them, and the outdoor breeders got the benefit of whatever 
nutrients were present in the pigs’ waste being deposited on their fields, which meant it cost them less in 
fertilizer. 

And, they usually charged for the service, a fee the indoor breeders were all too willing to pay. 

But, you had to be a farmer to even get your hands on a set of pills—something James was but Kyle was 
not—and even then, the supply was limited. It had been months since the feral hog incident, and James 
had only just now gotten them in. 

Of all the days for him to no-show, James fumed. This damn set of pills cost me $250! If I don’t get to use 
them— 

The door opened, and the familiar grunt—and stink—announced the hog’s presence. 

“Where’s breakfast?” Kyle asked, standing in the doorway, the bristles on the top of his head almost 
scraping the ceiling. 

James breathed a sigh of relief and gestured to the guest space. “Same place as it always is,” he said, a 
hint grumpily. 

Kyle clomped over to his seat, pulled back the chair, scraping it on the floor, and sat down heavily, his 
weight making the chair groan and the floor creak. He looked at the eggs, unimpressed, and then brought 
the plate to his face and scarfed them all down at once. 

James’s heart skipped a beat, and he quickly dug into his eggs. He was watching Kyle so intently that he 
didn’t notice how intently Sandy was watching him until he happened to glance over. 

“What?” he asked, startled. 

“Nothin’, hun,” Sandy replied, but the faint smirk on her lips unnerved him. 

Great. What is she up to now? 

That’s when he noticed it. It was subtle, but hard to miss to someone looking for it: a light sheen in her 
eggs, a glossiness that scrambled eggs weren’t supposed to have. He knew that glossiness: he’d seen it 
only moments ago as he was preparing his eggs—and Kyle’s. 

His fork stopped midway to his mouth, and he couldn’t help but stare as Sandy lifted the glossy patch of 
eggs to her face and swallowed them. 

Damn, he thought. How did she get Kyle’s eggs? He bit his lip, considering it a moment. Is it too late to 
call the whole thing off? He glanced down at his plate, which was almost empty itself. He sighed. Yup, too 
late. He pursed his lips and sighed. Well, on the bright side, she’s no angel, either, he thought, 
remembering how she’d locked him in a diaper, made him go to work in it, and then introduced him to all 
of her fellow sows in HR. She’d stopped short of telling them what he was wearing, but she made it a 
point several times to grab his hips or slap his ass, and the cursed thing had crinkled deafeningly every 
time. Getting the shits from the feral hogs was bad—no question of that—but at least he’d been able to 
work from home close to the toilet. Humiliating him at work? That was a whole new kind of cruelty, the 
psychological mind-fuck that Sandy preferred to the more physical tortures of her fellow swine. 

Maybe “cruelty” was too strong a word. It’s true, James’s “friends” were all terrible to him, but he did his 
best to get them back and even the score. The things they did to him—or made him do—were certainly 
awful, but they were usually able to laugh about them later. 

James smiled to himself. This was gonna work out. Karma was a bitch. Maybe not to Kyle—today—but 
he was gonna get even with somebody, and as icing on the cake, he wasn’t gonna have to use the 
crapper for at least 5 days, maybe a week if the portal stayed open. 

“Did you like your eggs?” he asked her as he finished off the last of his. 
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“Oh, yeah,” the sow replied, licking her lips and belching. “Real good! Did you put something different in 
these?” 

“Oh, yeah,” James replied, smirking. “But I can’t tell you what; it’s a secret ingredient.” 

“They just taste like eggs to me,” Andy said, putting his plate down. 

“Oh?” James asked, feigning surprise. “Huh, maybe bulls can’t taste it.” 

“Kinda like cilantro, right? Tastes like soap to some people,” the bull replied. 

“Yeah, sorta like that.” 

“Hey, what are you doing today, hon?” Sandy asked abruptly. 

James frowned. “Just tending the animals. Why?” 

Sandy gave a coy smile. “Well, you saved my bacon at work last week, so I thought I might treat you to 
lunch.” 

“Always hated that expression,” Kyle quipped. 

“That’s just because you know I’d serve you for dinner if I thought you were getting uppity, shug,” Sandy 
retorted with a wicked grin. “But first I’d skewer that big, nasty ass of yours with a strap-on or two.” 

Kyle grunted and frowned. She was right, after all; James might own the farm, but ever since Sandy 
moved in, she ruled the roost, terrorizing Kyle and James both. The only one of them she seemed to have 
a soft spot for was Andy, and James couldn’t really figure out why. 

James’s eyes narrowed. “Something’s fishy,” he said, “And for once, I don’t mean your cooch." 

Sandy laughed. “Oh, shug, you do know how to make a lady feel special! Come on. My treat.” 

Against his better judgment, James pursed his lips and nodded. While there definitely was something odd 
about Sandy offering to treat him, the chance to get one over on her in a public place was just too good 
an opportunity to pass up. 

“Great! Well, I’ll let you go do your thing, and I’ll clean up the kitchen. I don’t know about you, but I could 
eat lunch right now!” 

James rolled his eyes. “You haven’t even gotten up from breakfast, yet!” 

“So? Shoulda been a bigger breakfast!” 

James shook his head and got up, rolling his eyes. He was pretty sure he could feed her every egg on the 
farm—and he had a lot of chickens—but it still wouldn’t even touch her appetite. He stopped short of 
telling her that, though. 

He got on his overalls and stepped into his boots, then went out to tend the animals: a bunch of chickens, 
a sizable number of pigs, and the odd goat here and there to keep the weeds down. It took a good hour to 
get them all fed and another hour to get all the eggs collected, and by then, he had to admit that he was 
feeling peckish himself. He got inside, took a shower to get the smell of animals off him, then got dressed 
in some jeans and a flannel shirt. 

As he was dressing, it occurred to him that he hadn’t really felt the urge to defecate or even felt any gas, 
as eggs sometimes gave him, and he wondered whether the pill was already working. 

“Oh, good, you’re dressed!” Sandy grunted on seeing him. “Ready to go?” 

James felt of his pockets, then grabbed his wallet off the dresser. Sandy slapped his hand, and he 
dropped it. 

“What was that for?” he protested, reaching to grab it again. 

Sandy slapped his hand again. “You don’t need your wallet, shug! This is my treat, and I’ll pay for it. Hell, 
I’ll even drive!” 
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James snickered in spite of himself. You’re not gonna like driving home when you’re shitting for two, he 
thought, but all right, I’ll play along. 

“Well, thank you, Sandy; that’s very nice of you!” he said, leaving his wallet where it was and following her 
out to his car. 

They’d agreed a long time ago to use his car most of the time since it got better mileage, and though the 
small SUV was a tad cramped for the nearly 8-foot-tall sow, it was worth it to save on gas. As the sow got 
in, the car sagged under her weight, and James stifled the urge to make fat-jokes. He could tease her for 
being a pig, but some things were so obvious that exploiting them just seemed tacky. 

“Where are we going?” he asked as she started the car, her eight voluptuous teats squeezing against the 
steering wheel as she adjusted the seat back. 

“I can’t tell you, shug,” Sandy replied, batting her eyes as she pulled out of the driveway. “It’s a secret.” 

James rolled his eyes and smiled, but something in the back of his mind told him she was up to 
something. Whatever it was, the joke was on her. 

After they’d been driving awhile, Sandy glanced over at James. “Tell me, hon, what was the special 
ingredient in those eggs?” she asked. “Mm, mm! Those were tasty.” 

James bit his lip. “Oh, it was, uh…you know, just a little paprika.” 

“Paprika? You don’t say! I’ve had paprika on eggs before, but there was just something—something a 
little different to them, you know?” Sandy pressed, glancing over at him. 

James pursed his lips and shook his head innocently. “I dunno,” he said, looking out the window. “That 
was the only thing I did differently this time.” 

“Well, I tell you what, I could eat those eggs any day,” Sandy gushed. “I tell ya, I could scarf down a whole 
wet bucket full of ‘em.” 

James did a double-take. “Wet bucket?” he asked, grimacing. “They’re supposed to be scrambled! 

Sandy chuckled. “Scrambled, over easy, raw…you put a little of that paprika in it, shug, and I’ll eat it.” 

I’m gonna hold you to that, James thought to himself, contemplating all manner of nasty things onto which 
he could sprinkle some paprika and then demand she eat. 

But his amusement was short-lived as Sandy turned into a parking lot and James saw where they were. 

“Oh, no!” he said, shaking his head vigorously. “No, nonono, anywhere but here!” 

“Anywhere?” Sandy asked. 

“Anywhere,” James replied. “You know how much I don’t like seafood.” 

“Well, all right, then,” the sow replied guardedly, stifling a smirk of her own. 

She turned the car around, pulled out of the parking lot, and pulled into the restaurant next door. 

James squeezed his eyes closed. You did it again, James, he thought to himself. You went and let your 
big mouth get you in trouble. 

“Well, how about this, shug?” Sandy asked, about to burst into laughter. 

“You’re cruel,” James replied, sighing. 

“Hey, you said, ‘anywhere’.” 

“Fine,” James replied. “Let’s just get this over with. What the fuck is a Jerboa, anyway? Isn’t that that thing 
that looks like a jackrabbit fucked a rat?” 

“Language, James!” Sandy replied, grinning broadly. “There are kids present!” 

The sound of young anthro hoofers running, playing, and making noises little kids make was already 
beginning to wear on James’s nerves as they got out of the car. Gritting his teeth, he followed Sandy up 
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to the entrance to Kayden Jerboa’s Kiddy Jamboree and did his best to shut out the sight of little piglets, 
calves, and young hippos all around him, the very thought of them making him shudder. 

They made it to the door, and James was compelled to open his eyes so as not to run into anything. They 
approached the cashier to pay for a buffet and waited behind a cow and her several calves. One of them 
turned around to look at James. He resisted her gaze at first, but like magnets, her eyes drew his to her. 

Their eyes met. 

The calf stared at him, her vacant stare somehow holding his gaze. She had snot running down her nose, 
slowly crawling its way toward her mouth. Its slow, inevitable motion and obvious conclusion made James 
cringe, yet it was like watching a train wreck: he couldn’t look away.  

A big bubble began to inflate in her booger-trail. James’s eye twitched. The calf’s tongue slid out from her 
mouth, curled upward towards the bubble. 

No, no… 

The curling tongue ducked down under the bubble and slid up into her nose, beginning to root around as 
the calf continued to make perfect eye contact with James. The human’s face contorted, and his breath 
caught. 

This isn’t happening. 

The calf’s tongue seemed to find what it was looking for and slid back out, curled around the now-large 
bubble, popped it, and slurped it into her mouth. 

“James? James!” 

“Ugh!” 

James yanked his head away to look at Sandy, the image of the cow’s snot-squeezing tongue indelibly 
etched into his brain. 

“Come on, shug, or the food’s all gonna get cold!” 

James shook his head, opened his mouth to speak, then closed it, unable to get over what he’d just seen. 
“Mm… Mm…” he managed. 

“What’s that, shug?” 

“Mm. Nope,” he managed at last. “Nope, I am out of here.” 

“Oh, come on, hon; they’re just kids!” Sandy teased. 

James turned, and his legs began propelling him out of the restaurant, as if on autopilot. 

“Oh, James…” Sandy singsonged, jingling his keys, “You’re not going anywhere. Now, come on; you’re 
being silly!” 

The human let out a whimper, turned, and reluctantly followed her, doing his best not to touch anything, 
especially not the large-eared rat-themed mascots that he was almost certain harbored every disease 
known to every species of hoofer or human. 

They got to their table and didn’t bother sitting down. A waitress came up to take their drink orders. 
James ordered a Coke, and Sandy ordered a Coke Zero—“a lady’s gotta watch her figure,” she joked—
and then they made their way to the buffet line. 

As he waited for Sandy to clear out the bulk of the pizza, James couldn’t help but hear the shrieks and 
thuds of young hoofers running amok. He gritted his teeth subconsciously, and as he finally made it up to 
the buffet table, he had to consciously unclench his fists enough to grab a plate. 

But, the smell of pizza—even cheap pizza—had a way of improving his mood, and he eagerly reached for 
a few slices of pepperoni as well as the last couple of slices of Hawaiian—his favorite. Grinning to 
himself, he congratulated himself on his luck at getting them before they were gone. Buffet places almost 
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never had his favorite food, so this was a real treat. His plate loaded down, he turned to head back 
towards the table. 

A calf almost as tall as James, giggling and shrieking as he ran from a piglet hot on his heels, plowed into 
the human. James’s plate went into the air, the pizza scattering in a slow-motion fountain, and its owner 
went over backwards. Landing hard on his back and hitting his head, he had barely enough time for his 
eyes to bulge as the calf’s padded rump came down on his face, the crinkly fabric pressing against his 
nose and mouth. 

The piglet stopped in her tracks, and the calf hastily got up and turned to face James. 

“Uh, oh…” they chorused as James, his face red with fury, got to his feet. 

“What the fuck are you little shits doing?!” he roared, the faint smell of cow excrement irritating his 
sinuses. 

Heads all over the restaurant turned to stare at him, but he was oblivious. 

“Who the hell said you could run around the place like fucking ferals?” he demanded, a vein on his 
forehead throbbing so hard it bulged. “Your parents have to be the most irresponsible cud-chewers on the 
mother-fucking planet!” 

By now, the calf’s lip was trembling, and tears were in the piglet’s eyes, but that didn’t make any 
difference. James was furious, and these kids were the perfect lightning rod. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” he raged, directing his fury at the calf. “You’re afraid of a fucking 
piglet?! Grow a pair, you little pussy! And for shit’s sake, get a clean diaper! You smell like you shat 
yourself two days ago! What, is your mom too damn poor to buy you a clean diaper? Or does she think 
it’s okay for you to go running around, stinking up the place? Hell, why not just take a great big shit right 
here in the floor, you filthy animal?” 

The calf, his happy play-day turned into the worst scolding of his life, collapsed in a heap, tears spraying 
from his eyes like a sprinkler as he let out one piteous bawl after another, practically hiccupping between 
them as he seemed to forget how to breathe. The piglet was no better off; she’d bitten her quivering lip 
and tried to be a good girl, but the moment the bull-calf went off, she let out a heart-wrenching squeal. 
Both of them sat in the floor, crying piteously and spurring the parents to action. 

“Oh, now you’re gonna cry?!” James bellowed, “I’m the one who got knocked down, and you’re the ones 
who are crying? Fucking kids; you don’t serve any useful purpose. They oughtta make burgers and 
sausages out of you!” 

Of course, that only made them cry harder. 

“That’s enough!” barked an elk bull, stepping up to James and towering over him. “Who the hell do you 
think you are, human? They’re just kids; show a little compassion! Get outta here! Go!” he snapped, 
angling his antlers towards James and feigning a charge. 

James jumped back, seething as the elk knelt down to soothe the young ones. The human’s fists 
clenched, and for a moment, the thought of punching the bull in the head crossed his mind, but reason 
fortunately took hold before he did. He had to remember his place, after all: he was on the hoofers’ side of 
town here, and the local police force probably wouldn’t even bat an eye if he happened to get gored. 

Disgusted at the whole situation, he abruptly turned on heel, went back to the buffet line, slammed a few 
pieces of pepperoni on his plate—without any Hawaiian—and then stormed back to his table, watched by 
dozens of scornful eyes. 

“What took you so long?” Sandy asked once he finally got seated. 

“Fucking kids,” he snarled. 

“Aww, does little Jamesey hate the little kids?” Sandy asked teasingly, reaching across the table to pinch 
his cheek. 

James swatted at her hand. 
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“Well, I’m gonna go have seconds,” Sandy said, grunting as she got up. 

“You ate that whole plate already?” James asked, half-annoyed, half-impressed. 

“It’s a cheat day for me,” Sandy replied, giving him a significant look. “Nothing I eat today counts.” 

James rolled his eyes. Cheat days, he thought, shaking his head and taking a bite of the pizza. It was 
stale, very greasy, and cold, but it was better than nothing, he decided. 

Oh, wait, he thought, his eyes lighting up. It’s a cheat day for me, too. He grinned wickedly, his mood 
suddenly improving dramatically. If she’s gonna drag me here and make me endure all this crap, I’m 
gonna make her endure a little “crap” herself! 

Feeling a tad better after his altercation, he scarfed down his pizza, eating way faster than usual, and 
then went to go find the greasiest, nastiest pizza he could find on the buffet line. A supreme pizza that 
had probably been sitting there since the place opened looked like it fit the bill just right. 

Nothing like crappy toppings on a half-day-old pizza dripping in grease to get your innards working, 
Sandy, he thought as he got back to the table. 

“I thought you hated mushrooms, James?” Sandy asked as she ate some very suspicious-looking chicken 
wings, bones and all. 

“Oh, you know, you reminded me,” James replied, smirking, “It’s a cheat day.” 

“Is that so?” Sandy asked pointedly. “And why’s that?” 

James paused mid-chew. “Oh, uh, nothing,” he said. “Just, um, you know: it’s Saturday.” 

Sandy raised her eyebrows in a clear expression of disbelief but let it go. They sat there, chewing noisily 
and belching frequently until Sandy had just about finished off the heaping plate. 

“You know,” she said, smacking on her last chicken wing and letting out a few digestive grunts, “You sure 
looked eager for Kyle to come over today. Normally he annoys you, and I’m certain I’ve heard you 
threaten to throw his food in the garbage and make him eat it out of there.” She belched loudly and gave 
James an expectant look. “Why did it matter if his food got cold today?” Her eyes narrowed, and then she 
grinned. “Did you do something to it?” 

James’s breath caught, but he quickly forced himself to keep breathing. “No,” he said, avoiding her gaze 
and deliberately focusing on his last slice of pizza. “Why?” 

Sandy gave him a curious look, but then shrugged. “Oh, just wondering,” she said. “Seems like after all 
the hell he put you through, maybe it was time for you to get a little revenge.” 

James choked on the pizza, then recovered. “Um. No,” he replied, clearing his throat. “No, it’s all water 
under the bridge. Kyle’s an ass sometimes, but you know, he’s only picking on me ‘cause he likes me, 
right?” he said, forcing a cheesy smile. 

Sandy rolled her eyes. “If you say so,” she chuckled, getting up. “I’m gonna go get more food.” 

James exhaled sharply. He didn’t know if it was the lying or the cheap food, but he was beginning to 
break out into a sweat. Wiping his brow, he stared down the last half of his pizza slice, as if willing it to get 
into his stomach without him having to chew it. This it declined to do, so James took matters into his own 
hands, chewing as fast as he could and trying to ignore the unpleasant taste of stale grease and 
loathsome mushrooms. 

He sat back, gingerly rubbing his belly and feeling slightly nauseous. 

“I hope that portal starts to work soon,” he muttered. “Humans are not meant to eat like this!” 

He started to head back to the buffet, then spied his drink. He was no chemist, but he seemed to 
remember that cola plus cheap food tended to make for a rather explosive result. Snickering, he pushed 
the straw aside and began to chug the dark liquid with so much abandon that some of it dribbled down his 
chin. 

Take that, Sandy! he gloated. “Oof!” 
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He got to his feet, grimacing slightly at how full his pregnant belly felt, then leaned on the table, catching 
his breath. 

Sandy, you’d better feel at least as bad as I do for this! 

He dragged himself back to the line and decided that maybe some day-old pasta was in order, grabbed a 
few tongs full of noodles, then slopped something that only barely resembled sauce onto it. Carrying his 
plate back to the table, he stopped short on seeing Sandy, her belly bulging beneath her shirt and 
sagging onto the table, scarfing down what looked like two pizzas covered in alfredo and chocolate 
sauce. He winced. 

I’m beginning to wonder if I can do anything worse to her than she’s already doing to herself! he thought, 
cringing. Boy, that is not gonna go well with that soda and greasy pizza I ate… 

He sat down at the table, leaning back in his chair to give his belly space as he lazily flopped his plate 
onto the table. 

“You okay there, shug?” Sandy asked him amid a symphony of burps, oinks, and soft moans. 

Maybe that portal’s finally beginning to take effect! Sounds like she’s really feeling it now, thought James. 
Encouraged, he made a pass at his spaghetti, ate a couple of mouthfuls, then had to sit back and rest 
some more, his forehead now glistening with sweat. 

“I’m full,” he replied at last, “But I don’t wanna be.” 

“Oh, shug,” Sandy said, leaning forward. 

She abruptly stopped short, her nose wriggling in confusion as her stomach growled loudly. She grimaced 
and let out a soft oink and a faint whimper. All of a sudden, James felt his intestines swell with gas. 
Doubling over, he groaned through gritted teeth. Meanwhile, the look of confusion on Sandy’s face 
quickly dissolved into one of exquisite relief, and she let out a contented sigh. But James felt no such 
relief. His eyes suddenly snapped open, and he let out a sharp, squealing fart that lasted far longer than it 
should have.  

“Whoo, James! What were you, raised in a barn?” Sandy laughed, making a big display of fanning the air 
between them. 

Sandy gave the air a sniff, caught a whiff, and then smirked but quickly hid it before James could see it. 
With the pressure relieved, he let out an exhausted sigh, but then on inhaling, he nearly gagged. 

“Good grief, that stinks!” he gasped. “That smells just like you!” 

Sandy feigned indignation. “James! That is no way to talk to a lady!” she said, putting her hands on her 
hips and pouting as hard as she could. 

“Oh, geez, my eyes are burning,” James gasped, blinking and brushing the tears off his face. “Man, that 
smells worse than that damn kid’s diaper,” he muttered. 

“Oh, James, you leave that poor boy alone; I saw the whole thing from here, and if there was any mess in 
that calf’s diaper, it was just a tiny bit. He looked about as fresh as they come to me.” 

“Easy for you to say,” James retorted. “Your shit smells a lot like his diaper did. All you hoofers have a 
certain tinge to your shit that we humans just don’t—” 

He cut himself short. He’d just let out the nastiest fart he’d ever had, and it didn’t smell anything like a 
human fart. His eyes darted to Sandy, who seemed to be contemplating her belly, which seemed even 
larger than it had before, and he swore he could visibly see it gurgling beneath her shirt. 

N–no…it can’t be. She wouldn’t have—but then she was asking about the eggs, did I do anything to 
them, why did I want Kyle to come over… 

Oh. Shit. 

Sandy grunted and shifted her weight, and James felt another bubble of air manifest in his colon. 

Shit, shit, shit, shit! 
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“Oof,” Sandy said, ignoring James’s plight, “I think I might have eaten just a tad too much. Something’s 
not agreeing with me. If you’ll excuse me a moment, I’m gonna go use the little sow’s room. I feel like I’ve 
got a whole litter to birth, and you know how bad the bathroom smells after I get done. This one’s gonna 
be a doozy, even by my standards! Excuse me just a bit; I’ll be right back.” 

She rose and started walking awkwardly towards the restrooms at the back of the restaurant, the 
discomfort in her guts evident from her gait. James watched her just a second, and then in a moment of 
panic, scrambled to his feet, groaned at his full gut, ripped out a fart so loud that everyone at the table 
next to him all turned and stared, and then clomped after her. 

“Sandy, w—wait!” he protested. “I–I need to go, too.” 

The sow cocked her head at him. “Well, you don’t need my permission!” she laughed. 

They made their way back to the back of the restaurant, past the ball pit where a high-strung young rhino 
was bobbing for balls. On grabbing one in his mouth, he spat it up into the air and whacked it with his 
juvenile horn before going in for another one. Despite his growing abdominal discomfort, James couldn’t 
help but cringe at the sight and nearly ran into Sandy as she came to a stop in a long line for the 
restrooms. 

James did a double-take. “How can the line be this long?!” he protested. “Surely this has gotta be the 
women’s line.” 

He moved past Sandy and headed towards the front of the line, feeling his stomach sloshing, gurgling, 
and rumbling as he walked and visibly grimacing as a result. Walking purposefully and avoiding eye 
contact with any of the much taller hoofer adults in the line beside him—or their kids, many of them the 
same height as he was—he made his way up to the doors. 

“Ah, shit,” he muttered under his breath: the males’ room was closed for repairs. 

“Back of the line, human,” said a towering giraffe, glaring at him. 

“Don’t get your panties in a twist,” James retorted. “I just wanted to see what was taking so long. Geez.” 

Grimacing and adjusting his stance to take some of the growing pressure off his anus, he started to walk 
back, but almost immediately caught sight of the changing room positioned between the males’ and 
females’ restrooms. As a gazelle stepped out carrying a tiny, freshly diapered baby in her arms, he 
caught a glimpse inside, where at least a dozen massive changing stations were evenly spaced around 
the perimeter, with a number of training potties along the back wall for those families weaning their kids 
off diapers. 

James shuddered. He’d heard once that the parents of young hoofers liked this place specifically 
because it was well-equipped to handle accidents, from sympathetic staff to way more changing stations 
than most restaurants had. 

Why did it have to be here? he grumbled to himself, then coughed and grimaced on catching a whiff of 
the room’s contents. Yeesh! Don’t these people believe in diaper pails?! he thought, covering his nose 
with his shirt. Oof. He let out an audible grunt as his very full guts’ contents sloshed again. 

He began making his way back to Sandy, but before he’d made it very far, a voice sounded above him, 
saying, “Oh, what a cute little human! Wouldn’t you look just darling playing with my little Phoebe? She’s 
always wanted a pet.” 

James looked up at the speaker, an elephant whose trunk reached out to caress his face. James swatted 
at her irritably. 

“I wouldn’t let him within fifty feet of my kid,” said someone else. 

“He’s the one?” a voice asked. 

Within seconds, the whole line began hurling insults at James, and gravely outnumbered, he ducked his 
head and made his way back to Sandy as quickly as he could. 

“Seems you’re quite infamous,” the sow chuckled. 
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“Can we just go already?” he grumbled. 

Sandy grunted in response, echoed loudly by her gut, which visibly shuddered under her shirt. “You 
know, I wonder if it was something in those eggs that has my stomach so upset,” she said pointedly. “I 
can normally eat this place into the ground without a problem, but today…what was in those eggs? Don’t 
tell me just paprika!” 

James’s guts sloshed angrily, doubling him over. 

“Fine, fine,” he groaned. “I bought some Transport-a-Potty pills and gave one to Kyle.” 

“To get him back for when he got you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Ha! Knew it!” Sandy’s gloating was cut short by a violent rumble in her gut that made her grunt and then 
belch. “Hoo,” she said, “This is gonna be a big one.” 

“But you switched the plates, didn’t you?” James demanded. 

“Who? Moi?” Sandy asked, batting her eyes and doing her best Miss Piggy impression. 

James’s abdomen churned. “Y–yeah,” he managed. “Fuck, I gotta crap!” 

“Aww, do you need to doo-doo?” Sandy asked, her voice raised loudly enough for a few others in line to 
turn and look. “Does little James need to make a bam-bam?” 

“Shut up!” James snarled amid a rumble of laughter. 

Breathing heavily, he glanced up at the person in front of him, who at the moment appeared amused at 
his plight. 

“Please,” he gasped, sweat glistening on his forehead, “I gotta go really badly. Can I cut in front of you? 
Please?” 

“That’s may I cut in front of you,” the pedantic mare replied, “And aren’t you an adult? Just hold it!” 

“No, you—you don’t understand,” James protested.  

He reached in his pocket for his wallet, hoping to pull out some bills to bribe her with, but then his mind’s 
eye went back to his room, where Sandy had told him to leave it. 

Fuck, he mouthed. 

“He’s right,” Sandy said, addressing the mare. “Li’l James’s gonna be pooping for two today.” 

The mare frowned. “What do you mean?” she asked. 

Sandy related the trick James had tried to play on Kyle and how she’d changed things up. 

“So, this li’l guy’s gone and filled himself up on pizza, pasta, and pop, and I’ve been nursing this little one 
for about an hour now,” she said, rubbing her belly with both hands. “But it’s not coming outta me—oh, 
no; this guy gets to birth himself a litter of poo-babies.” She grinned at the red-faced James and patted his 
head condescendingly. “If he’s not careful, he’s about to get to make a bam-bam in his pants!” 

James bit his lip, his eyes bulging as he willed himself to keep his quivering butthole in check. There was 
something pressing against it, and he couldn’t tell if it was just another fart or a turd. The desperate urge 
to relax his bowels, though, was getting hard enough to ignore that he was almost willing to chance it. 

“They do say that karma’s always at your door,” the mare laughed. “Serves him right if you ask me! Did 
you hear what he said to those poor kids? Really gave them quite a nasty earful!” 

“You bite your tongue! You don’t know what you’re wishing on the poor guy,” the sow in front of the mare 
said, turning around and laughing. “Do you have any idea how much we sows shit? Mm!” she said, 
shaking her head and waving her hand in front of her face. “It’ll clear the room! You’d best consider 
yourself lucky I just need to pee! When that girl lets loose, boy, you better believe that boy’s gonna turn 
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into a little hovercraft, puttering around the bathroom on a jet of poo!” she said, putting her hands out in 
front of her as if careening around in a go-kart and eliciting laughter from those around her. 

“The second I get into that bathroom, I’m barricading the door and waiting you out!” James snapped, 
glaring accusingly at Sandy. 

“Oh, right! Sandy laughed. “I’m sure that all these people behind us are gonna let you use a public 
restroom as your own private cesspool when they’ve all been standing there waiting!” 

“Not likely!” someone behind her piped up, eliciting more laughter. 

“And what are you gonna do, stay in there all day? I promise you, the second you come out, I’m gonna 
unload this crap-kid into your bowels! Oh, sure, I’ll give you enough upfront to let you think it’s over. But is 
it, James?” she asked animatedly, her eyes glinting with glee. “Is it? Or am I just making you think it is?” 

The hoofers who could overhear her were grinning and beginning to chuckle. 

“And by then, you know, I've got the keys, so what are you gonna do then? Take the bus? Mm, I’ll make 
sure the bus has just started moving on the longest leg of the trip, and then bam-bam, James!” Sandy 
crowed, punching her fist for emphasis. “You’re gonna be sitting there giving birth to a litter—maybe even 
two by then—right there on the bus seats! Oh, sure, you’ll reason with yourself that they’re plastic seats 
and they’ll clean, but you’ve tried cleaning the toilet after I’ve gotten done with it. Even on porcelain, my 
porcine shit don’t come off! Mm, mm! You’re gonna be there with a toothbrush and soap, James, on your 
hands and knees, trying to get that textured seat clean.” 

By now, the people around her were holding their sides with laughter, and a few of them suddenly gritted 
their teeth, their eyes widening as they almost pissed themselves. 

“And then, James, you know what? I’m gonna do it again! I’m gonna make you shoot shit straight out 
behind you, right down the bus aisle! You’re not gonna get to leave that bus for days, James! And every 
time you get a seat cleaned, I’m gonna do it again and again!” 

“Oh, stop—stop!” the mare in front of them cried, breathless from laughing as tears ran down her face. “I 
can’t—I can’t breathe!” 

“If I were you, James, I’d forget trying to cut in line and start looking for a diaper,” Sandy said loudly. “Ya 
might try begging since all these folks aren’t too happy about how you treated those kids!” 

James froze, suddenly feeling every face on him. 

I am gonna kill you when we get home, he thought. I’m eating pork sausage, ham, and bacon. His 
stomach gurgled, and he felt his anus spreading against his will. Oh, shit. He winced. 

He knew what he had to do, but not like this. Not with everybody staring at him! He gave Sandy a 
pleading look. 

“Don’t make me do this,” he begged, trying to shut out the leering faces all around him. “Please, Sandy! 
It’s starting to—to…” 

Sandy reeled. “Whoo, boy, you’d better hurry, then!” she said. “How about this nice mare here?” she 
asked, grabbing the mare in front of her by the shoulders. “Why don’t you ask her?” 

“Why would I ask her? She doesn’t have a—” James shut up, seeing the foal next to her looking at him 
vapidly. He shuddered, then squeezed his eyes closed and gritted his teeth. 

“Yeah, go on, James. Ask me!” the mare prodded. 

“Yeah, ask her!” said the foal in a voice that was way too high-pitched. “Ask her!” 

James seethed, but every second counted; this was definitely not a fart, and the turd that was spreading 
him open was about to hit his underwear. 

“All right!” he blurted, desperately, “May I please have one of your diapers?” 

“You call that begging?” the mare asked dismissively. “My son here can out-beg you 10 to 1!” 
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“Please!” James begged, “Please!” He collapsed to his knees, squeezing his eyes shut and gritting his 
teeth as he did everything he could to hold back his relentless bowel movement. 

The mare bent over, bringing her face close to his. 

“No,” she said. “How was it you put that? ‘Grow a pair, you little pussy? And get a clean diaper; you smell 
like you’re pooping yourself right now!’” She smirked cruelly. “What, are you too poor to buy a clean 
diaper? Or do you think it’s okay for you to go running around, stinking up the place?” She grinned. “In 
fact, why not just have a great big bowel movement right here in the floor, you filthy human?” 

James’s ears burned. It sucked having his own words thrown back at him, and the harsh cackles from the 
other people in line only made the humiliation worse. 

“Come on, Ben! Hurry!” rang out a panicked voice. 

James turned to look as a mother cow stampeded towards him and nearly bowled him over as she looked 
behind her to grab her calf by the hand and all but yank him forward. A derisive sneer plastered itself on 
James’s face as he recognized “Ben” as the calf who’d landed on his face earlier. The calf abruptly 
stopped in his tracks, staring right at James. His mother, caught off guard by the sudden resistance, lost 
her grip on his hand and charged forward a few more steps before catching herself. For a moment, 
James’s eyes darted side-to-side to see if he was about to get ambushed, but then the calf’s eye 
twitched. His tail began to flag, and he stood there, facing James but not really looking at him, his legs 
slightly spread, clenching his fists and leaning over slightly. 

It took James a moment to realize what was happening. 

“Oh, no, Ben!” his mother cried, rushing back towards him. 

The calf’s lip trembled, he looked at James with pitiful eyes, and then let out a plaintive moo as his diaper 
began to sag, the sound of spluttering, liquid diarrhea ringing out over the sound of the repetitive theme 
music playing over the speakers. 

James’s eye twitched, and his head began to twist sideways in revulsion. 

“That’s right, James,” Sandy cooed in his ear. “That’s exactly what you’re gonna do while you’re cleaning 
that bus seat if you don’t get into a diaper soon.” 

“No, Ben, oh—” his mother sighed, standing over him and looking apologetically at the line. Ben began to 
bawl, and his mother reached down to hug him. “Shh–shh-shh,” she said. “It’s okay, Benny; you tried,” 
she said encouragingly. “Come on; let’s get you cleaned up.” 

The scent of bovine excrement hit James’s nose, and he let out an exasperated grumble, which the calf’s 
mother assumed was directed at her son. She cringed apologetically and then tugged her son’s hand. He 
started forward, his diaper sagging to his knees, but he only made it about three paces before he stopped 
short again. His tail shot straight out, and with a noisy farting sound, began to fill his diaper again. Amid 
sounds alternating among spluttering, squirting, and sounding like a fart machine gun, the backside of his 
diaper changed shapes to match the stream of excrement hitting it, from a sharply protruding dot to a 
wider, shallower circle to a series of buckshot patterns, it left nothing to the imagination as to what was 
happening inside of it. All the while, it sagged lower and lower until it was a mere inch off the floor. 

“That is absolutely disgusting!” 

Everybody turned to look at James, who for the moment had forgotten his own desperate needs. 
Gawking at the hapless calf, he couldn’t tear his eyes away. 

“Everybody poops, James,” Sandy scolded him, “Including you. Especially once I dump this load in you if 
you don’t get to a diaper soon!” 

“I know of one that’d work just fine,” the mare said, looking pointedly over at Ben as he waddled after his 
mother and disappeared into the changing room. 

A chorus of “mm, hmm”s followed. 
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James ignored them. Fortunately, the incident with the calf had startled him enough that his body had 
gone into fight or flight mode and momentarily suspended its efforts to ruin his underwear. He fell into an 
uneasy silence as the line moved forward with agonizing lethargy. 

“You know this is all just for show, James,” Sandy said presently. “I might be going into the bathroom, but 
you’re gonna be the one taking the dump.” 

Just then, the changing room door opened, and a much-relieved-looking Ben preceded his mother out. 
James glowered at the calf, who felt too relieved to really pay him much mind. 

“Yup, he looks just your size,” the mare quipped. 

“Will you stop already?” James snapped. “Mind your own damn business!” 

The mare shrugged and turned around, sniffing indignantly. 

“She’s right, you know. There are only three more people in front of us, and I am showing you no mercy 
when I get on that toilet. Tick-tock, James; I can just picture it now: closing the door, pulling down these 
pants, sitting my big, round ass on that porcelain. I might even think of you when I—oof!” 

Sandy let out a squeal and doubled over, putting her hands on her knees as her stomach growled loudly 
enough for the mare to turn back around and stare.  

“Hey, uh, are you okay?” she asked worriedly. 

“I–I’ll be fine,” Sandy gasped. “But I gotta say, that pizza is really breaking down. I don’t know if I’m gonna 
make it.” 

The others had all turned to look, and now the sow a few people up blanched. 

“You can cut in front of me!” she said. “You go do your business, but not out here!” 

“But wait!” the mare protested. “She says he’s the one who’s gonna have it come out of him!” 

As Sandy’s grunting and squealing intensified, everybody turned to look at James. The human’s eye 
twitched involuntarily. 

On some unseen signal, the sow, mare, and several others abruptly grabbed him. At first, he was elated 
as he saw the way clearing for him towards the bathroom door. But his elation turned to dismay as they 
dragged and shoved him past it. 

“Wait, no! I need to use the toilet!” he cried. “Where are you taking me?!” 

“Better find yourself a good diaper to use!” the mare said, shoving him hard from behind. “I’m sure you’ll 
find something in there!” 

Someone opened the door to the changing room, and James felt himself shoved forcibly inside. The door 
closed and pressed tightly against the doorjamb. 

“Wait, no! Let me out!” James cried, banging on the door. “It reeks like shitty kids in here; let me out!” 

“You don’t come out until you’ve got some padding on!” a voice called back. 

“Fucking damn it!” James screamed. 

“Geez, watch your mouth!” a voice barked behind him. “There are kids present!” 

James turned to find the bull elk from before scowling at him from where he was changing his son’s 
diaper. 

“You’ve got some attitude problem, haven’t ya, human?” the elk said, shaking his head and going back to 
his work, quickly taping up his son and helping him to the ground. “Need to work on that.” 

He deftly tossed the diaper into one of the diaper pails, washed his hands at one of the sinks, and then 
held his son’s hand as he made for the door. Knocking gently on it, he called, “Innocent bystanders, Miss; 
would you let us out, please?” 
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The door cracked open and then opened just enough to let the elk family out. James tried to crowd in 
behind them, but for one thing, he didn’t trust the elk not to deck him, and for two, the Nazis manning the 
door were too quick for him. 

“Nice try, human; I don’t see any padding!” called a voice. 

“Son of a bitch,” James grumbled. 

A sharp squeal from Sandy and the sudden sensation of his guts being filled made his eyes go wide with 
horror. 

“Oh, shit, shit! Come on, there’s gotta be a clean one around here somewhere!” 

He looked around the changing stations, desperately hoping to find a spare diaper lying around, but all 
the station tables were empty. Panting and desperate, he cringed and began looking in the diaper pails, 
nearly vomiting at the smell. He held his breath as long as he could, but things seemed to go from bad to 
worse. Heavy, unnervingly warm diapers that squished when he touched them gave way to bagged-up 
diapers, only to be followed by diapers with multiple bags. James felt pretty close to dissociating. 

“Oh, come on!” he cried, “You can’t tell me these little bastards never just wet themselves! Do these 
parents think you only need a change when your diaper’s sagging to your toes?!” 

Slamming the lid down on one of the pails, James frantically moved to the next, feeling his anus 
beginning to spread once more. As he bent down to take the lid off, he spied something under the table. 
His eyes went wide, and a look of utter relief came over his face. 

There was a diaper bag sitting there—one of the parents must have forgotten it. 

James wouldn’t normally resort to theft, but desperate times called for desperate measures, and he 
would, as soon as he got his wallet back, pay the person a hundred bucks for a diaper. That seemed 
more than generous to him, and hopefully the owner wouldn’t be too sore about it. 

But as he reached down to grab the bag, the door opened, and in walked Ben’s mother. 

James let out a whimper. 

“Oh, there it is!” the cow said, going over and picking it up. Seeing James, she blushed with 
embarrassment. 

“I–I’m sorry about Ben,” she said. “He was doing so well, and then I guess the pizza just got the better of 
him. You know how kids are,” she said sheepishly. “How old are yours?” 

“I don’t have—” James began, but then a thought occurred to him. “J–just one,” he stammered. “And, ah, 
I have to admit, I completely forgot my diaper bag. Would you mind if I had one of yours? I’ll gladly pay 
you for it.” 

The cow did a double-take, then smiled. “Oh, of course,” she said, reaching into her bag and taking out a 
diaper. “Is it your first?” she asked as she extended her hand with a fresh diaper in it. 

The door slammed open, and Sandy, doubled over, stumped in, her gurgling gut echoing off the tiles and 
walls. 

“Goodness! What’s wrong?!” the cow asked, turning just as James was about to take the diaper and 
going to Sandy. 

“I am about to drop off three litters at the pool,” Sandy gasped, “and that one’s gonna birth ‘em for me. 
James! You got that diaper on, yet?” 

The cow’s jaw dropped, and she turned to look at James helplessly. 

James’s posture sagged. 

“But, I thought you—?” 

“The diaper’s for me,” James admitted, a hint of urgency in his voice. “It’s a long story. Can I please have 
it?” 
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The cow looked at him vacantly. “So, you—you’re gonna diaper yourself?” she asked, not quite putting 
two and two together. 

“Yes,” James said, holding out his hand. “Please!” 

“If it makes you feel better,” Sandy grunted, chuckling despite her plight, “You can put it on him; pretend 
he’s your pet human for a bit.” 

The cow chuckled. “Well, all right, then,” she said. “He is just about little Ben’s size anyway. Come on, 
kiddo,” she said, putting the diaper bag back down and sweeping James up by his underarms. 

“Ack! Wait! I’m an adult!” James protested. 

“There, there, don’t you worry a bit,” said the cow, going into full-on momma mode as she deftly stripped 
his shorts down and pulled his shirt off over his head. 

“Wait! This is so wrong!” James yelled, struggling. “Let me go!” 

The cow laughed. “Got a little wiggle-worm on our hands, huh?” she chuckled. “Well, let’s get you 
fastened in so you don’t fall off while I change you!” 

“No, please don’t fasten me in; I don’t want to be—” 

James gasped and winced as the cow laid him down, the plastic changing table cold against his back, 
and proceeded to pull three straps over his waist, abdomen, chest, and arms, snap them closed, and pull 
them tight. Now immobilized, James struggled but found that although he could move his arms side-to-
side just a little bit under the straps, he couldn’t bend his arms enough to be able to get out from under 
them, let alone unfasten them. 

“This is inhumane!” he protested. 

“Now, now, fussy little guy,” momma cow said, reaching up and grasping his underwear, “This won’t take 
but a moment.” 

She pulled his underwear down, and James immediately flushed with embarrassment from head to toe as 
he was laid bare for everybody to see. 

“Oh, dear; you did have a bit of an accident, didn’t you?” the cow asked. “Let me get a wipe, and we’ll get 
you good and cleaned up. 

The door opened tentatively, and the cow looked over instinctively. 

“Ben!” she said, cocking her head. “What are you doing here? Where’s your father?” 

“Daddy said he had to go to the bulls’ room, so he said to stay in here with you,” the calf replied. Seeing 
James, he did a double-take. “Mama, what are you doing?” 

“This human here needs a change, and his momma’s a little out of commission,” said the cow, gesturing 
to Sandy, who was leaning against one of the changing stations and making grunting, oinking noises. “Do 
you wanna choose his new diaper, Benny?” she asked. “We’ve got a nice blue one, a pink one, or a plain 
white one. What do you think?” 

Instead of answering, Ben hesitated and then toddled over to one of the diaper pails and pointed. 

“No, Ben!” his mom laughed, “That’s where dirty diapers go. We need to put a nice, clean diaper on the 
human!” 

But the calf remained unmoved, pointing even more intently at the diaper pail and growing cross. 

“Ben,” his mother chided, “If you’re going to behave like that, then I’m going to—” 

“He gets one of those; he gets one of those!” the calf bawled, tears coming to his eyes. 

“Oh, for fuck’s sake!” James yelled, struggling against his restraints. 

Seeing that pandemonium was about to erupt, the cow left James a moment and went to comfort her son. 
“Ben,” she said, exasperated, “I don’t understand! Why do you want him to have a dirty diaper?” 
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“He’s mean!” the calf cried. “He’s mean, and he yells, and he’s big and scary!” He burst into full-on tears, 
sobbing so hard that he couldn’t talk anymore. 

His mother, beside herself and speechless, just hugged and shushed him. 

The door swung open, and an imposing bull at least a foot taller than the cow walked in. 

“Bessie?” he asked, “What’s wrong?” 

“I don’t know, Beau!” Bessie cried. “He just started bawling when he saw the human here.” 

The bull frowned and cocked his horned head, evidently confused as to why James was strapped to a 
changing table. “Uh, Bessie? You know the human isn’t our son, right?” 

Bessie sighed with exasperation and quickly filled him in as best she could as to what was going on. 

“And that poor sow can’t be expected to diaper this guy—not in her condition!” she finished. 

“Wait, isn’t that the human that everybody’s talking about?” the bull asked, stepping over James. 

James paled. Not good. Really not good! 

“Well, no wonder Ben’s upset,” the bull said, his voice lowering to a growl. “He’s the one who chewed out 
Ben about an hour ago!” 

Bessie’s jaw dropped. “He did what?!” she asked incredulously. “No, not this guy…?” 

“There aren’t any other humans here,” Beau replied, his face darkening as he glared at James. “Most of 
them have sense enough to stick to their own part of town.”  

James gulped. 

“Well, this changes everything!” Bessie declared, rising and going to the diaper pail Ben had pointed to. 

“As you can see,” her husband growled, “We’re plenty capable of affording clean diapers. But for you, 
well, I think our son has the right idea.” 

“N–no,” James protested, struggling to get free. “No, you can’t do this! Let me go, right now! Somebody, 
help me!” 

“Unless you want one of these diapers in your mouth to keep you quiet, you’d best shut up,” Beau 
warned. 

A thump and a clatter near Bessie caught James’s attention. 

“Whoo, this is a big one!” she grunted, hoisting out a plastic bag that must have weighed easily ten 
pounds. 

On seeing it, James began to thrash again. 

“Are you kidding me?!” he protested. “That thing’s got a bigger load in it than I could ever take!” 

“Don’t forget,” Sandy grunted, “You’ll be pooping for two. Needs to be nice and spacious.” 

“Not helping, Sandy!” 

“Mama,” Ben said, tugging on her skirt. 

“What is it, Benny?” 

“Not that one,” the calf replied. 

James sighed in relief. 

“Not this one, Ben? Which one did you want?” 

The calf went over to the pail and pointed, but James couldn’t see at what. 

“Oh, Ben, that’s—” Bessie’s voice suddenly became much more ominous. “Well, if the human doesn’t like 
the diaper I picked out for him, I’m sure he’ll be glad you’re looking out for him.” 
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She shriveled her nose and bent down to pull something out of the pail. “My gosh, Ben!” she complained, 
“You had to pick the smelliest of them, didn’t you?” 

She stood up and turned to face James, holding the new bag in her hand next to the one she’d grabbed 
before. It was almost twice the size, and the handles on the bagged strained under its weight. 

“You little shit!” James yelled at the calf. 

“That’ll have even more space, James!” Sandy oinked. 

“How can you be upbeat about this?!” the human protested, “Especially in your condition!” 

“I’m just thinking about how much worse it’s gonna be for you,” the sow grinned. “My litter’s having piglets 
in there.” 

Meanwhile, Bessie dropped the smaller diaper back in the pail and plopped the heavy bag down between 
James’s legs. 

“It was awfully considerate of the parent who bagged this thing,” she said as she carefully untied the 
handles. “It can’t be good that I can smell it through the bag!” she added, smiling malevolently at James. 
Spreading the bag open, she did a double-take. “Double-bagged? Whoo, hoo-hoo!” she laughed. “Are 
you in for a treat.” 

The scent wafted over to James, making him cringe and squeeze his eyes closed. It smelled as bad as 
the barnyard on its worst day. The crinkle of plastic attracted his attention. His eyes snapped open, and 
he stared, wide-eyed, at the horror-show unfolding between his legs. 

“Triple-bagged!” Bessie said, shriveling her nose. “Whoo! And with good reason, too! The stink like that is 
burning my nose-hairs!” 

Despite being a distinctly hoofer stink—in the same class as when Sandy destroyed the bathroom—there 
was another component to it, something sharp and as piercing as an onion, that wormed its way into his 
nose and eyes and made them burn. 

“Wait… This is quadruple-bagged. I don’t know anybody besides me who does that,” said Bessie. She 
looked down at her son. “Benny, is this yours?” 

The calf grinned broadly. “I pooped lots!” he beamed, stretching his arms out to the sides like hugging a 
giant tree. 

“You sure did, Ben,” his mom chuckled. “Hoo, I thought I recognized that smell. You’re in for quite a treat, 
human.” 

James began struggling again. 

“Get that thing away from me!” he yelled, kicking at the diaper. 

“That’s enough of that,” Beau said, moving down and pinning James’s legs to the changing table. 

James tried to struggle, but the bull’s weight rendered him immobile. 

Finally exposing the diaper, Bessie recoiled a bit. “How in the world did I change this thing?” she 
murmured. As she reached down to undo the tapes fastening it closed, she chuckled. “Aww, human, Ben 
even made sure to keep it warm for you! He’s such a thoughtful boy!” 

“He’s a little brat, and you’re all worse!” James snapped. 

“One more word out of you, human,” Beau warned, glaring at him. 

As the bull forced James’s legs apart, Bessie shoved the still-closed diaper between his legs. “I tell you, 
this is definitely Ben’s biggest,” said the cow. “That pizza really did a number on him!” 

“I can commiserate, shug,” Sandy grunted, her stomach sloshing ominously. 

The sound of pulling tapes followed by a cloud of noxious odor made James groan loudly, his whole body 
shuddering in protest. 
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“Oh, my word. Ben, you really did poop lots!” Bessie said, grimacing. 

Unrolling the diaper, she hesitated. Seeing the various shades of brown and tan, the assorted textures 
varying from pudding to grits to applesauce to oatmeal to chili made her stomach turn, and she 
momentarily had to look away. 

“P–please,” James begged, looking at her helplessly. 

“Bessie, if you’re having second thoughts,” her husband said, “I’m more than happy to stick this human in 
it. I didn’t see who was speaking to our son, but I heard every word of it.”  

He related the highlights of James’s tirade, and Bessie’s face grew as dark as his. Scowling, she turned 
to James. 

“As you can see, when my son’s diaper gets dirty, it gets dirty, and that is when we change him. What you 
smelled earlier was just a calf being a calf. And, as you can see, we have plenty of fresh diapers; we are 
far from poor, and I just about gave you one. But, since you seem to have such a bad attitude about us, 
let’s let you run around in a dirty diaper.” 

Beau let go of James’s legs, and before James could begin to kick, Bessie grabbed them, hauled him up 
with one hand, and slid the messy diaper under him. 

“No! Nonono!” James cried as she began to lower him into the mess.  

He bent his knees, straining to keep himself out of the mess, but with an air of finality, Bessie let go of 
him. He felt himself fall, felt the residual heat of the diaper growing, felt the sludgy mess press against his 
buttocks, spread, and—abruptly—squidge up into his crack. 

“Ungh!” he groaned, feeling the feces pressing against his stretched anus and licking at his taint. 

“Now that is a dirty boy!” Beau chuckled as Bessie began to lift the front of the diaper up to seal James in. 

“This can’t be happening!” James wailed. “How can this day get any worse?! Getting pissed on by a rhino 
wouldn’t be this bad!” 

A commotion behind James’s head momentarily distracted him from his despair. 

“But he said I could pee on him!“ a young voice whined. 

James closed his eyes. Don’t tell me. There’s a rhino in here. Of course, there is. When the hell did they 
come in?! 

Had he been less distressed, he couldn’t have missed their entrance. The door had slammed open, and 
the rhino calf, followed in by his mother, had run around the room a few times as his mother desperately 
tried to encourage him to use the potty, but James had been far too distracted by the bovine family to 
notice. The rhino’s mom had only just gotten him seated on his miniature throne when James made his ill-
advised comment, and the clatter James had heard was the sound of the rhino jumping down, tripping 
over his britches, and scrambling up to shuffle-scoot over to James’s changing table before his mother 
caught up to him and began escorting him back. 

But the young rhino, hyped up on sugar from the dessert buffet, broke free of her and quickly bounced his 
way back over to James. Sidling up next to the changing table and standing on his tiptoes to peer at 
James just a foot or two from his face, the rhino’s wide eye eyes glinted with juvenile mischief. 

“Please, Mom?” he begged, bouncing up and down. “I wanna pee on the human! Please? Can I?” 

“Timmy, no!” his mom replied incredulously. “Why on earth would you think that was okay?” 

“But he said—” 

“He did say that,” Bessie chuckled, glancing up at the energetic calf’s mom. 

“Oh, for fuck’s sake!” James snarled, “It was a figure of speech; no way I thought there’d be a fucking 
rhino family in here! Are you all such idiots that you can’t tell sarcasm when you hear it?” 
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The rhino’s mom stood with her jaw hanging slack for a moment, then scowled. “I know sarcasm when I 
hear it, and that’s why I told my son, ‘no’! But, if you’re going to insult me without even knowing me, then 
maybe I should let him!” 

“Ya pissed her off, so now you’re gonna get pissed on!” Sandy called, then grunted and shriveled her 
nose. 

“Darn right!” Beau chimed in. 

“Oh, fuck me,” James spat, rolling his eyes. 

“So, can I? Can I?!” 

The rhino’s mom sighed, exasperated. “Yes, yes, Timmy. Come on.” 

She helped him up, the rambunctious youth’s legs flailing and stepping on James a few times as he did. 

“Hey, ow! Watch your fucking feet!” James bellowed impotently. “That hurts!” 

“Sorry!” Timmy replied. 

“Now, bend over so you don’t get it everywhere,” his mother said. 

Practically bouncing up and down with excitement and treading awfully closely to James’s arms and the 
dirty diaper, Timmy bent over and brought himself face-to-face with the helpless human. 

“I’m gonna pee so good!” he said, his juvenile breath just as offensive to James as everything else about 
him. 

“Whatever; just get it over with!” 

“Okay, okay! I know how to do this. I just gotta relax,” Timmy said, though James wasn’t sure the rhino 
knew the meaning of the word. 

Squeezing his eyes closed, Timmy grunted and strained. 

“Hey, you’re supposed to be pissing, not shitting!” James protested. 

“Will you watch your language?!” the rhino’s mother asked. “You are surrounded by children!” 

“And you guys are letting them piss all over me!” James retorted. “Who’s the bad guy here? Ugh!” 

A warm, wet splash hit him on the waist, making him cringe and struggle to get away, but as before, his 
attempts were in vain. It came out in little spurts at first before finally growing into a solid, pungent stream 
that reeked of something like salty asparagus and rotten cabbage. And, to James’s horror, as the stream 
intensified, it began to sweep up his body, quickly moving up his chest, running down both sides of his 
neck, and hitting him in the face. 

“Ack, you got it in my mouth, you little shit!” James spluttered, turning his head to the side and squeezing 
his eyes and lips closed. 

“I’m with Timmy’s mom here,” Beau said. “It’s time for this guy to get his potty mouth washed out.” 

Before James could react, the bull grabbed his head, wrenched it to face into the rhino’s stream, and 
drove his fingers into James’s cheeks, forcing his mouth open. 

“N–ack! No! N–agh!” James cried as the vile liquid sprayed into his mouth.  

He tried to spit it out, but it was coming with so much force that trying to do so only made it go up his 
nose. He coughed, spluttered, and writhed under the rhino as piss and spit ran down his face and neck, 
got into his hair, and pooled under his head. 

During the commotion, a mare walked in with her daughter, took one look at what was going on, then 
quickly shielded her daughter’s eyes and pointed her towards the potty. 

“New form of potty training,” Sandy volunteered, eliciting a skeptical nod from the mare, who did not stray 
from her course. 
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Meanwhile, Timmy was in heaven, sighing contentedly as he felt his bladder emptying and his stream 
beginning to die down. His piss had sprayed just about everywhere, but most of it pooled underneath 
James, quickly cooling and feeling clammy against his skin. 

Ugh, I’m gonna reek for weeks, James whimpered to himself. I’m never gonna get this stink off of my skin! 

But then Timmy suddenly let out a loud, wet fart, and his eyes went wide. 

“Uh, oh!” he said, panic on his face. “I–I gotta poop!” 

“No, Timmy! We do that on the potty!” his mom cried, practically lunging at him. But before she could grab 
him, his tail went straight out, and Bessie leapt out of the way just in time as a jet of liquid feces shot from 
the rhino’s ass and struck the wall behind him. 

“You might as well leave him,” Beau said, patting the mortified rhino mother kindly. “Our son had one of 
those about half an hour ago. Didn’t you, you little stinker?” he asked his son, who looked up at him with a 
shit-eating grin. 

“No! Get him off! Get him off!” James shrieked, but it was already too late.  

A burst of gas had rocketed the first of Timmy’s feces into the wall, but now a combination of a high-fiber 
diet and a lot of grease started a stream of pudding-like excrement cascading down between the rhino’s 
buttocks, landing with a splatter-splat-splat on James’s groin. The human reflexively kicked violently, but 
the restraints held him firmly in place as more of the rhino’s diarrhea pancaked onto his dick, 
impregnating James’s pubes with its fetid, oily stench, squidging down the sides of his balls to meet the 
stinking mess already in the diaper, and completely encasing the hapless human’s junk in feces. 

A defeated moan started in James’s throat and quickly became a long, inconsolable wail. The sheer 
weight of the rhino’s crap began to press down on James’s hips, sinking him deeper into the filthy diaper 
and forcing feces—both stale and fresh—up against his most intimate places. 

All of this proved very entertaining to the draft filly sitting on the potty. Catching the occasional peek 
around her mom—who did her best to keep what was going on behind her a secret from her daughter—
she clapped, giggled, and bounced up and down on the potty, much to her mother’s dismay. 

If Timmy had been alarmed or even embarrassed before, those emotions had quickly given way to relief 
as his stomach gurgled and his intestines churned out his soft-serve load onto James, punctuated sharply 
by the occasional backfire that made shotgun-like impressions on the wall behind him. Bessie had quickly 
moved out of the way to avoid getting caught in the crossfire, and the rhino’s mom—whose name Beau 
had learned was Doris—just watched helplessly, inconsolable in her embarrassment despite the bull’s 
best efforts. 

“I’m so sorry,” she said to Bessie. 

The cow laughed. “Poo happens,” she replied, eliciting an embarrassed chuckle from the rhino. 

“Hoo,” Sandy piped up, “Yeah, I’ll say. I can’t wait for this plug to pass!” 

“But I can’t just leave this mess here,” said Doris, shaking her head. “It’s not right to the poor souls who 
work here! I’m gonna get Timmy’s mess cleaned up.” 

“Start with Timmy,” Sandy grunted. “If James doesn’t have that diaper on soon, it’s gonna be like 
chemical warfare in here!” 

That threat got everybody moving. Timmy had finished and actually seemed calm for once, and his 
mother wasted no time in wiping his butt clean and lifting him off of James. 

Meanwhile, Bessie had resumed her place to finish up what she’d started. 

“My, my, that is a full diaper!” she said. “I think Timmy might well have given little Ben a run for his money 
in the runs department!” She shriveled her nose. “And in the stink department, too!” She turned her 
attention to James. “Aren’t you just the messiest little guy there ever was? You made so many boom-
booms that your diaper’s barely gonna hold it all!” 

“That’s fucking slander, and you know it,” James sulked, “I had nothing to do with this.” 
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His protest turned to a mortified groan as Bessie pulled the diaper up around him and taped the first tape. 

“What’s that?” she asked, staring him in the eye as she pulled the diaper up very snugly against his belly 
and taped it in place. 

“Please, get it good and tight,” Sandy said, “Can’t have him slipping out of it on the way home.” 

“No chance of that,” Bessie replied, grinning wickedly as she finished taping James up. “Little Benny had 
a habit of taking his diaper off, so we switched to BLTs, designed to prevent blow-outs, leaking, and 
tampering.” She pressed down on James’s groin for emphasis, and the voluminous mess around him 
squished up against his flesh and caked on his body, but none came out. “Benny’s never been able to get 
his diaper off since, and we’ve never had a leak or a blow-out.” 

Sandy grunted acknowledgment, but then abruptly let out a shrill oink. “Oh, finally,” she managed. 

James’s eyes and mouth opened wide as he suddenly felt his guts being filled. The blockage that had 
been threatening to ruin his underwear abruptly gave way, spreading this anus painfully as the back-
pressure forced it out. James let out a whimper and then a protracted moan as the diaper swelled around 
his waist and grew down his legs. 

“Oh, my gosh!” Bessie gasped, putting her hand on the diaper. “I can feel it growing!” 

“Whoo, it’s gonna grow a lot!” Sandy squealed, doubled over and breathing heavily. “That plug came 
out—unf!—and n–nooow—hoo!—it’s all coming out. Ugh!” 

Punctuating her speech and groans were all manner of oinking and grunting, and every last one of them 
was matched by an expression of horror on James’s face. The burning heat of the sow’s feces streaming 
uncontrollably out of his ass combined with the awful sensation of being filled faster than he could purge 
left him panting, sweating profusely, and occasionally twitching or trying to double over against his 
restraints. But he hadn’t been going for long when the dreaded plug Sandy had complained about 
suddenly lodged behind his anus and refused to budge.  

James’s face twisted into an agonized grimace. On one hand, the pressure behind the blockage was 
growing rapidly, and his belly was beginning to swell even faster than the diaper had as shit backed up in 
his intestines with nowhere else to go. On the other hand, the plug was, if he could tell right, about the 
size of a large fist, and passing it was going to be its own kind of excruciating. His overwhelmed bowels 
churned, trying to force it out despite his own reservations, but no matter how hard his contractions, the 
plug wouldn’t budge.  

The bystanders could not know the kind of suffering James was feeling, but they could certainly venture 
guesses—and did—as his face contorted this way and that, his legs twitched, his diaper heaved, or he 
abruptly tried to double over while emitting a continuous stream of miserable, incoherent babble. 

At last, exhausted from trying, James’s body finally gave up and settled into a shaky stalemate with the 
foreign intruder. Collapsing, he lay still and fell silent. Sandy, feeling much relieved herself, at last stood 
up straight. For a moment, nobody spoke. 

“Well,” said the mare who’d been privy to but not involved in the events as they’d unfolded, “That was by 
far the strangest thing I’ve ever seen.” 

Doris chuckled sheepishly as she at last finished cleaning up the mess her son had made of the wall. “It’s, 
uh, not something I’ve ever done, either,” she admitted, “But, it did get Timmy to go in a designated area.” 

The mare opened her mouth to reply, then closed it, nodded, and turned back around, sighing as she 
addressed her daughter. 

“Well, Anastasia, I guess you didn’t really need to go this time,” she said, lifting her daughter off the potty 
and putting her down. “Now, let’s get you—” She stopped as she saw her daughter over smiling shyly at 
Timmy and the others, unabashedly toddling around without her diaper. “Oh, no, you don’t,” the mare 
laughed, going after her. 

Anastasia squealed and giggled, running around the room as her mother chased after her, their antics 
eliciting chuckles from everybody but James, whose mind had all but shut down on feeling himself 
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encased in hoofer poo. As Anastasia made her way around the room again and toddled over next to 
James’s changing station, she abruptly stopped and spread her legs. 

Her mother’s eyes went wide. “Anastasia! No!” she cried. 

A golden stream began to spray between the filly’s legs, and with no time to think, her mother grabbed 
her and plopped her down. 

Right on James’s face. 

James, who had fully dissociated from the situation, was abruptly yanked back into reality as the filly’s ass 
pressed against his mouth and a stream of hot piss sprayed all over this face. Struggling now not only 
against disgust but also for air, his body thrashed violently as a torrential rain of stinging, acrid liquid 
gushed down over his face, going up his nose and streaming down his throat. 

“Such a good girl,” Beau praised her, chuckling and trying to make light of the situation while her mother 
looked on, unsure of what to do. 

But then, things went from bad to worse. The filly, who had at first looked confused by what was 
happening, then relieved, suddenly wore an expression of great discomfort and began to fuss, her tail 
swatting unhappily against James’s face. 

“Oh, no,” her mother gasped. 

“What’s wrong with her?” Bessie asked worriedly. 

“She—she’s got IBS,” the mare said, the pitch of her voice bordering on panic as she looked frantically for 
a place to move her daughter. “It’s not her fault; she—” 

James, who had found that the only way to breathe was to open his mouth and cock his head to let him 
suck in gasps under the filly’s anus, began to scream. Everybody stared, immobilized, as the filly’s face 
turned from grimace to placid smile and the distinct sound of passing diarrhea filled the room. A greenish-
brown mudslide emptied out of her donut and passed straight into James’s mouth before he could react. 
Gagging, he closed his mouth and thrashed, desperately trying to get her off his face so he could spit it 
out, but unable to use his hands, all his struggling did was smush the filly’s feces all over his face. 
Anastasia’s face alternately contorted and relaxed, and sounds that were truly awful coming from such a 
little person echoed in the room between James’s screams of protest as her bubbling waste squidged 
between her buttocks and his face, seeking out every nook and cranny and eventually packing tightly into 
his nose. 

Unable to breathe and facing suffocation, James opened his mouth again, but as he sucked in a breath of 
the tainted air and liquid feces caved off into his mouth like dirt on the edge of a cliff, Anastasia finally 
passed a solid stool. Round, firm, smelly, and terribly bitter, it plopped into James’s mouth the second he 
opened it. The human’s body jerked in disgust, but in so doing, pressed his tongue ever so lightly against 
the road apple. The ball split open, revealing a liquid center that streamed down James’s throat as soon 
as it was released. Another stream of diarrhea followed, and the captive human’s belly swelled even 
larger as the disgusting fluid sought a place to escape. 

At last, Anastasia sighed with relief, and her anus finally quit filling James’s mouth. Her mother quickly 
picked her up and started cleaning her. 

James sucked in a breath, but the moment he did, he retched and then vomited sharply, up-chucking 
much of what the filly had force-fed him. Desperate to breathe, he snorted sharply and shot the shit-plugs 
out of his nostrils. Drooling, moaning, and mentally broken, he lay there with his head turned and his eyes 
closed. 

“Well,” Beau said, fighting the urge to vomit himself, “That was…something.” 

“Yes!” his wife agreed as she picked up their diaper bag, “Definitely something.” 

The two of them glanced at each other and gave Sandy an apologetic look as they edged towards the 
door, herding Ben with them. 

“We’re uh, gonna go,” Bessie said. “It looks like you’re feeling much better, so we’ll, uh, leave you to it.” 
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With that, they stepped out. 

Doris, meanwhile, had finally finished cleaning up and grabbed Timmy’s hand. The once-hyper calf now 
walked quietly after her, shell-shocked. 

“We’ll uh, be going as well. Nice meeting you!” she said, avoiding looking at James or the terrible mess 
that had been made of his face. 

She and her son disappeared just as quickly as the bovine family had done, leaving Sandy, James, and 
the mare and her daughter. 

“I–I’m so sorry,” the mare said. “It all happened so fast! Let me clean him up a bit.” 

Using the same wipe she’d just used on her daughter’s ass, she began gingerly wiping James’s face, but 
all the wipe did was smear the mess around and get it in his hair. Flustered, she took out a new wipe, but 
the sheer volume of mess on James’s face rendered the wipe mostly ineffective. 

“It’s…all right, shug,” Sandy chuckled, patting the discomfited mare. “I’ll take care of it. Go on and enjoy 
your day.” 

The mare looked at her gratefully, nodded, and left. 

“Bye, Anastasia!” Sandy said, waving at the filly, who waved back shyly just as the door closed. 

The second the door was closed, Sandy burst out laughing. “Oh, shug, you’ve had a bad day, haven’t 
you?” she said, tears streaming down her face. “I don’t think things could really get much worse!” 

James spluttered beneath the smeared, caked-on mess on his face. 

“Oh, all right, all right!” Sandy said, finally taking pity on him. “Let’s get you cleaned up.” 

She went to the sink, grabbed some paper towels, came back, and began grabbing handfuls of shit off his 
face, peeling them off, and throwing the paper towels into the diaper pails. 

“Oo-wee, that little filly sure was full,” she chuckled. “I didn’t know such a small creature could make such 
a huge mess!” 

Having removed the big clods, she grabbed some more paper towels, wetted them in the sink, and 
scrubbing what was left off James, revealing a very red, exhausted, and chagrined face. 

“Can we please go home?” he asked, his voice on the verge of cracking. 

Sandy winced. “A bit of bad news, shug,” she said. “There is no way those tight jeans of yours are going 
on over that diaper.” 

James looked at her dully. “I don’t care,” he said. “Just get me out of here.” 

The door opened, and a sow and her daughter walked in. On seeing James and his bulging diaper, they 
both did a double-take. The piglet immediately squealed on recognizing him, and her mother’s jaw 
dropped at seeing anyone looking like that. 

“Oof,” Sandy grunted, letting out a sharp breath, abruptly bending over to lean on the changing table and 
attracting the sow’s attention. 

“Are you okay?” the sow asked, going to her. 

“I’ll be all right,” Sandy answered. “Just a litter or two to birth, if you know what I mean.” 

The sow chuckled. “It can be rough,” she said. “Is it…that time?” 

Sandy shook her head. “Oh, no…I just ate way too much at the buffet, and now I’m paying for it. Well, 
we’re paying for it,” she said, gesturing to James. 

The sow cocked her head. “What do you mean?” she asked. “And what on earth is wrong with him?” 

Sandy related some of the day’s events, grunting and oinking here and there as her gut rumbled and 
periodically emptied bits of its contents into James, still very plugged. 
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“Oh, you poor thing!” the sow said, shaking her head. “Karma was awfully cruel to you, wasn’t it?” 

James avoided eye contact, certain his karma was only about to get worse. 

“The thing is,” Sandy continued, “I can’t get him out of here without proper clothes on, and of course what 
he’s wearing won’t fit in his jeans.” 

The sow nodded, and then her face lit up. “Don’t worry; I have just the thing,” she said. 

Rummaging into her diaper bag, she took out a romper and held it over James. Her face fell. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, disappointment evident in her voice, “It’s too small. Little Prissy’s about as big 
around as he is but not quite tall enough.” 

“That’s awfully kind of you to even consider it, shug!” Sandy said, chuckling at James’s expense. “The 
others have been…rather less forgiving.” 

The sow shook her head. “Some people choose to hold onto hate, but I’d rather be the bigger person. 
Yes, he said some pretty hateful things to little Prissy here, but it looks like he’s already gotten far more 
than his just desserts. I’m just sorry there isn’t anything we can do to help.” 

Her gaze fell onto her daughter, and then her face lit up again. “Unless… Prissy, come over here, and 
momma will help you out of your shortalls.” 

The piglet looked at her quizzically, having not been following the conversation. “But I like my shortalls,” 
the piglet pouted. 

“You’ve got more at home; it’s just for a little bit,” her mother said encouragingly. “Let’s be the bigger 
people and show this man our kindness.” 

Prissy shied back from her. “I don’t want to,” she pouted. 

Her mother looked at her sternly, “Prissy Mae, you come over here and take those shortalls off right now!” 

“No!” the piglet squealed, stamping her hoof and balling her hands into fists. “He’s mean and ugly!” 

“Right now, you’re the one being mean and ugly, Miss Priss,” her mother scolded her, catching her by the 
hand and pulling her over. 

“No!” Prissy shouted again, trying unsuccessfully to break free. 

With an angry little grimace, she grunted, and then a faint hiss filled the room. The smell of fresh piss 
followed soon after as a yellow puddle appeared under the piglet. 

“Prissy Mae Jenkins!” her mother scolded her. “That is unacceptable!” 

In a flash, she snatched up the piglet, laid her over one of the changing tables, and paddled her butt 
soundly. The piglet shrieked and began to cry, but her mother didn’t let up until she’d delivered ten good 
swats. 

“Now,” she ordered, “You take off those shortalls right now.” 

With a quivering lip and tear-stained face, the piglet did as she was told, undoing the shoulder straps, 
letting the shortalls fall down around her ankles, and stepping out of them. 

“You’ve gone and ruined your pull-ups, so now you’re gonna have to wear a diaper for the rest of the 
day.” 

“But I don’t wanna wear a diaper!” Prissy wailed. “I’m a big girl!” 

“Big girls don’t throw temper tantrums,” her mother replied firmly, snatching up the wet shortalls. “Stay 
here.” 

She went over to Sandy and offered the shortalls to her. “I’m sorry they’re wet,” she said. “Maybe if you 
rinse them a bit, they’ll be enough to make it home? You can lengthen the straps, and they should fit him 
all right.” 
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Sandy, holding her stomach, started to take the shortalls, but suddenly let out a startled squeal as the 
plug that had been holding her up suddenly vanished. James abruptly began moaning and weakly trying 
to thrash from side to side in an attempt to relieve the excruciating pressure on his gut as the sow’s latest 
load abruptly filled him full. 

“Oh, you poor thing,” the sow said, shaking her head and going to him. Putting the reeking shortalls down 
beside him, she patted his hand consolingly. “Just you hang in there, human,” she said kindly. “It’s gonna 
be a rough road for you, though, I’m afraid. We sows have a way of having the worst kinds of bowel 
movements. One second it’s oily slop that smells bad enough to take the paint off a car, and the next, it’s 
a plug the size of a cantaloupe, it seems.” She shook her head and looked over at Sandy. “How do you 
like it?” she asked. “The portal, that is; is it any better than doing it yourself?” 

“Oh, much,” Sandy replied, evidently relieved. “Much less mess, much less smell from me, and the pain 
and discomfort only last half as long!” 

“I might have to borrow your receptacle,” the sow teased. Glancing over at her daughter, sulking across 
the room, she said, “I had better go get Miss Priss cleaned up,” she said. “I hope things turn out better for 
you, truly I do,” she said to James. “But, maybe, take this as a lesson to show a little more kindness in the 
future.” 

She went over to Prissy, and despite the piglet’s protests, managed to get her pull-ups off, a diaper put 
on, and her romper put on over that, then led her out, leaving Sandy and James alone. 

“I’m hungry!” Sandy said brightly. “I think I’ve finally worked up enough space for dessert!” 

James shook his head. “No,” he pleaded, “Let’s just go home. Please, Sandy!” 

Ignoring him, the sow at last undid the restraints. The diaper was so large that James couldn’t even sit up, 
and Sandy had to help him half-slide, half-roll off the changing table, the nasty sludge in his diaper 
shifting disgustingly against his body and then plummeting towards the ground as he got upright. The 
diaper was over twice as big around in the middle as he was, and he had to walk on his tiptoes to keep it 
from dragging on the ground. 

“Sandy,” he protested again, “I can’t go out in the restaurant like this!” 

“Well, no, of course not like that, silly!” Sandy laughed. “We have to get your shortalls on first!” 

Not even bothering to rinse the foul-smelling fabric first, she grabbed one of his legs and lifted, making 
him pick it up to avoid losing his balance and quickly slipped one of the short-all legs over his shoe. 
Repeating the process, she got the shortalls on both his legs and then pulled them up, the cold dampness 
sliding up his leg making him shudder. But the diaper was so large that the webbing between the legs 
quickly caught on it and made it hard to pull the shortalls up. With a few jerking motions, Sandy yanked 
upward, pressing the diaper’s overfilled contents up around James’s ass, dick, and taint, then ensuring 
they stayed in place as she deftly fastened one of the shoulder straps. As James shuddered, Sandy did 
up the other shoulder strap and patted his massive ass. 

“Hoo, boy, James! I’ve heard of junk in the trunk, shug, but you’ve got it going on!” 

“Let’s just go,” James whimpered. 

Sandy made a mock-pouting face. “Aww, is little James cranky? You look like a big, prissy baby in that 
massive diaper and those cute little shortalls! 

James scowled at her. Chuckling, Sandy opened the changing room door, and James stepped out, 
cringing as the monstrous load of feces between his legs squished and shifted with each step. The only 
thing worse than that was the still-growing pressure on his anus and the dull ache in his gut from being 
filled with so much shit—Sandy’s and the filly’s, not to mention his own! 

As the two made it out of the alcove that housed the entrances to the restrooms and changing room, 
heads began to turn, and little kids began to laugh uncontrollably at the big baby waddling down the aisle. 
Even their parents, had they been so inclined, were too busy gawking to remind their kids of their 
manners. James felt every eye on him like a plasma cutter. He wanted to be out of here, to make it home, 
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take off that accursed diaper, gargle a bottle of bleach—and maybe bathe in it afterwards—and then drink 
a strong laxative and marry his ass to the toilet for the rest of the day. 

Sandy had other ideas. As he toddled towards the exit, she called out to him in a singsong voice. 

“Oh, James!” 

He squeezed his eyes closed and begrudgingly brought his legs to a grinding halt. With great effort, he 
turned his weighty body towards her. She was waving him over to the booth where they’d been sitting 
before all hell had broken loose. He shook his head, tentatively at first but quickly shifting to adamantly. 
Yet, the more he shook his head, the more intense Sandy’s beckoning became. 

“Come on, James! I’m not ready to go, yet! Are you gonna stand there in front of everybody?” 

He just about cried, but that would only reinforce the look he’d been made to present, and he was not 
about to give Sandy that satisfaction. Now painfully aware of just how many people were watching him, 
he waddled back to her. 

“Sandy, come on!” he protested. “You can’t possibly be hungry after all this. Besides, I’ve got a very full 
diaper, and I wanna go home!” 

“Oh, mm!” Sandy said, scarfing down several slices of cake all at once, burying her face in her plate and 
getting nearly as much cake on herself as in her mouth, “You have got to try this cake! It’s so good, 
shug!” 

James’s eyes narrowed, and his voice came out pinched. “I have got ten pounds of horse shit in my gut 
right now, and it’s also in my teeth!” he snapped through a clenched jaw. “I can’t get it out! It tastes—and I 
can’t believe I’m saying this literally—just like shit!” 

“Well, come have some cake, and then you won’t be able to taste it anymore!” replied the sow blithely. 

“I don’t want cake; I want to go!” James yelled, re-attracting the attention of those around him who had 
finally broken their gaze on the waddling train-wreck. 

“You’re making a scene, James,” Sandy said pointedly, “And you know I have no shame. What if one of 
our coworkers sees you, hm? How will you explain yourself?” 

James blanched. It was possibly his biggest fear to be caught in a prank just like this by one of his 
coworkers. His legs began to wobble as the terrifying thought gripped him. 

“Better sit down before you fall down,” Sandy said, smacking her lips as she swallowed a whole scoop of 
ice cream and then another. 

“I–I can’t,” James mumbled feebly. “I’ll ruin the upholstery.” 

“What upholstery?” Sandy laughed, gesturing to the plastic seats, “This place is designed for little kids 
and even has its own fleet of training potties! I don't think they're gonna put fabric anywhere where it 
could get messed up!” 

“I won't fit,” James replied, shifting tactics. “The diaper's too big.” 

Sandy shook her head. “Nope, not buying that one either. Your diaper might as well make you look like a 
moon with legs, but my hips are still bigger than yours and that diaper combined.” 

James huffed, let out a helpless whimper, and then made his way awkwardly into the booth, the mess in 
his diaper cupping his ass, cock, and balls firmly. 

Sandy blinked and paused with a huge slice of pie halfway to her mouth. “Oof, pee-yew, James! You 
smell like a cow died and pooped its pants!” she said, fanning her face dramatically.  

James hunched down in his chair and immediately regretted it as his diaper contents reminded him yet 
again that they hadn't gone anywhere. 

As if cued by Sandy’s outburst, a young calf's head popped up over the booth next to them and stared at 
James. He tried to ignore it as long as possible, but its dogged stare seemed determined to bore a hole in 
the side of his face. 
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“What?!” James demanded, turning to confront the child. 

“You smell like you went poo in your pants,” the calf replied haughtily. “Even I don't poo in my pants 
anymore.” 

“Oh, yeah? Well at least I mind my own mother-fucking business!” 

“Language, James!” Sandy scolded him. “And here I thought getting your mouth washed out had cured 
that putty mouth of yours!” 

"And then, somebody used my mouth like a literal potty!" James snapped. 

“You smell bad!” the calf protested loudly, holding his nose, attracting the attention of several nearby 
families. 

“Yeah,” said a little elephant girl, “You smell yucky!” 

From a few tables over, a mother goat began to scold her son for getting his food all over himself. The 
young goat promptly turned, pointed directly at James, and said, “Well, at least I don’t smell as bad as he 
does!” 

About ready to explode from anger, James gritted his teeth and clenched his fists, too humiliated and 
angry to actually make a noise. 

It was at that moment that a particularly adventurous—if clueless—young elephant boy toddled up to 
James’s table and used his trunk to sniff very closely around James in what was clearly a complete lack 
of understanding of the concept of personal space. 

“Get away!” James protested, recoiling away from the elephant and trying to crawl into the corner. 

But the elephant only brightened. “You smell like me after I make doody in my pants! We should be 
friends! Do you want to play?” 

James stared, mortified, at the elephant. Sandy, who had quickly consumed the pie she was eating 
before, stopped with a cookie halfway into her mouth, looked from James to the elephant and back, and 
then burst out laughing. 

“You should totally play with him, James! Wouldn’t that be so fun?” she asked, brushing tears from her 
eyes and taking a bite of the cookie. “That would be your favorite thing to do in the whole world, wouldn’t 
it, James?” she asked with her mouth full. “Oh!”  

She grimaced and oinked as her stomach began to make churning noises. All of a sudden, James felt his 
belly growing some more, swelling and pressing painfully against the table. His eyes bulged, and he 
quickly spread himself out, practically lying in his seat to take the pressure off his growing gut.  

A girl hippo, apparently a friend of the elephant, came up to stand beside him, staring curiously at James 
and the weird noises he was making. 

The force of the feces inside of him had eroded the plug a little bit, and now a stream of liquid shit 
escaped around the side of it. James let out an anguished moan as he felt his ass spraying and 
spluttering into the diaper. The youngsters, at first uncertain of what was going on, now giggled and 
pointed as the seemingly boundless diaper swelled, pooching out of the leg-holes in his shortalls and 
growing towards the onlookers. 

“He’s got a big diaper!” the hippo said, clapping her hands. 

“He makes big doodies!” the elephant agreed, looking from James to her and back to James. 

The stream was abruptly interrupted by a piercing fart so loud that several tables turned to look, and now 
the center of attention, James’s ass began to burble, splutter, and bubble noisily, coughing out the last 
bits of shit that could make it around the plug. James collapsed, exhausted.  

A few seconds later, the calves’ eyes suddenly widened, and they immediately covered their noses with 
their shirts, the elephant even tucking his trunk into his to escape the smell. 

“Eew! He smells awful!” the hippo shrieked, and they both took off, running away as if chased by hornets. 



A Very Bad Day 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 28 of 35 
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. 

“Ahem.” 

James looked up to see a very stern-looking manager giving him a dirty look.  

“There have been several complaints, and I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” he said. 

“Oh, thank goodness,” James breathed. “Come on, Sandy, let’s—” 

“You can go sit outside while I grab a snack for the road,” Sandy replied. “Go on,” she said, making a 
shooing motion. “Out you go, stinky!” 

James started to argue, but the manager cleared his throat again very pointedly, and James got up. 

“Hurry up,” he growled over his shoulder. “This has gone on way too long!” 

He made his way both painfully and humiliatingly up to the front of the restaurant and stepped outside, 
waiting around for Sandy to come out. After a few minutes, the same manager came out instead. 

“I’m sorry, sir, but I’m going to have to ask you to stand at least twenty feet away from the door. A few of 
our customers have objected to the smell of you as they came in.” 

“If you’d get that sow I’m with to come out, I could go!” James fired back hotly. 

“Your friend is a valued guest enjoying the buffet she paid for,” the manager replied. “If you do not stand 
aside, I will have to call the police. Please don’t make a scene.” 

James opened his mouth, then closed it. He did not need to go to jail in his current state! No telling what 
would happen to him there! Beaten, he retreated a few steps and stood there looking every bit as 
dejected and miserable as he felt. 

As if in adding insult to injury, he suddenly felt his gut rumble and squirted another jet of rancid sow shit 
into his diaper. 

“Damn it, Sandy.” 

It was another ten minutes or so before the sow came out, and on seeing her, James gasped. Her gut 
had swollen even larger than it had been before they went to the bathroom, and he was still plugged with 
much of what had plugged her up before. 

“Sandy, are you trying to kill me?” he demanded. “Let’s go already!” 

Sandy nodded, oinked, and grunted, walking uncomfortably towards the car. James scowled and waddled 
after, boring holes in the back of her head with the glare he was giving her. 

The car unlocked, and James closed his eyes in frustration. 

“The car’s gonna reek,” he muttered. “For weeks!” 

Sandy didn’t say anything. She got into the car, started it, and waited for James to wedge his oversized 
diaper through the door and into the seat. Groaning uncomfortably, he got in and shuddered at feeling the 
sludge in his diaper settling into the seat and cradling him. With a fair bit of difficulty, he managed to get 
his seatbelt on, and then closed his eyes and leaned back against the seat. Sandy pulled out and headed 
towards home. 

“We left your jeans in the bathroom,” she said after a few miles. 

“Don’t care,” James replied. “Since you insisted that I shouldn’t bring my wallet, let ‘em have ‘em. Let’s 
just go home.” 

The sow nodded. “That was, uh, pretty intense, huh?” she asked. 

“That was grounds for murder,” James spat. “What—” 

A sharp gurgle from Sandy’s gut cut him off. “Oof,” she groaned. “Shug, I’m sorry. I got a little carried 
away.” 
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“No, you think? What finally convinced you? Obviously it wasn’t putting me in a used diaper, getting me 
pissed on, or having my mouth shat in! Pretty sure I’m going to jail for that one. This was supposed to be 
the day I finally got back at Kyle, and you ruined it!” 

“I got caught up in the moment. It was just so funny, shug! You know I wouldn’t actually hurt you.” 

James winced and squeezed his eyes closed, doubling over. “Says you,” he muttered. 

The rest of the ride was mostly silent, save for the growling of hog and human bellies and groans from 
their respective owners. 

They pulled onto the farm, and Sandy got out. James took a minute or two to get his seatbelt off and then 
had to practically crawl out of the car. 

“First things first,” he muttered once Sandy had disappeared inside, “I’m getting this fucking diaper off!” 

The farm was sheltered from the road by a fairly thick perimeter of trees, so he felt no compunctions 
whatsoever about undoing the straps on the shortalls and dropping them where he stood. The moment 
the tension was released, his diaper sagged, drooping so low that it rested firmly on the ground. 

“And now to deal with you,” he muttered. He reached down to release the tapes, but to his dismay, they 
lacked any kind of pull-tab. “What the hell?” he asked, doing a double-take. 

He scraped his fingernails over the rectangular blue tapes, but to his dismay, the tape had somehow 
fused with the diaper; there was no seam whatsoever for him to get hold of. If it weren’t for the different 
colors, he’d have had no idea there were tapes there at all! 

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” he roared in frustration. “Fine; I’ll cut it off!” 

He waddled towards the shop, his diaper so heavy and bulky that he had to grab it in the front and lift it up 
like a 19th century ballgown, every step sloshing feces against his ass and cock. He was certain that his 
entire groin from the waist down was nothing but a canvas for pasty shit, and the smell was 
overpowering, even outside. He made it into the shop at last, reached into his toolbox for a case cutter, 
and then felt of the edge of the diaper against his belly, trying to get his fingers under it to lift it up and 
give himself a way to cut safely. To his dismay, he couldn’t find a seam there, either! 

“Oh, come on! There’s no way this thing fused with my body, too!” he snapped. 

But no matter how much he ran his fingers over the edge of the diaper, he couldn’t find a way under it. 

“How the hell does this thing even work?!” he cried. 

Beginning to panic, he took a few deep breaths—then regretted it for inhaling the awful stench he was 
trapped with—and forced himself to think clearly. 

“The leg gathers,” he said, grimacing at the thought. “If I can get under them…” 

He winced. At best, it was gonna be a tight squeeze to get a razor knife in there without cutting his inner 
leg—or worse, his balls. And if he did get in, his hands and the knife were gonna be covered in shit, and 
so would the floor the second he slit the diaper open. He shook his head warily and went back outside, 
taking his knife with him. He could throw the knife away—he didn’t really want to do it, but he saw it as 
practically inevitable if he couldn’t get the stink off of it—but he wasn’t about to burn down his shop to get 
the stink out of there! 

“Okay,” he said, exhaling sharply once he was safely outside again, “Let’s…do this.” 

He spread his legs wide, squatting like a sumo wrestler and grimacing as his diaper sagged and spread 
against the ground. Operating blindly, he felt along the underside of his leg, moving towards the diaper 
and feeling for the edge where it started and his skin stopped. But when his hand appeared over the top 
of the diaper and he’d felt no change, he screamed in frustration. 

“What the fuck is going on with this thing?!” he cried. “Fine, if you’re gonna be that way, I’ll just cut it from 
the bottom!” 
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It was gonna be disgusting, he knew, but the only silver lining to having such a massive diaper was that 
he could cut at the bottom of it without any risk of nicking his skin. Plopping himself down on his ass and 
giving a frustrated shudder, he reached forward and flicked the blade out. 

“Whoa, whoa-whoa!” Kyle stepped up and deftly took the knife out of James’s hand. “What are you 
doing? You’re gonna cut yourself! Nice diaper, by the way!” 

“I am not,” James protested. “Gimme back my knife! I want out of this thing!” 

“Aww, but you look so cute in that big, nasty diaper! Did you try pulling the tabs?” the boar laughed. 
“Leave it to you to go straight to a knife; I’m just surprised you didn’t try power tools!” 

"There are no tabs!” James cried. “They look like tabs, but they won’t come off, and I can’t get my fingers 
under the waistband or the leg gathers; I’m trapped in here!” 

Kyle chuckled at James’s expense. “One of those tamper-resistant diapers, huh?” he asked. “I’ve seen 
commercials for ‘em. ‘Strong enough for a calf, tricky enough for a human’. I think you’ve gotta have 
some kind of release tool to get them to open up.” 

“Where do I get one?” James asked desperately. 

“You don’t,” Kyle replied, grinning mischievously and hauling him to his feet. “Come on, stinky boy; you’re 
smelling ripe for a good fucking.” 

James scoffed. “You just said there’s no way to get me out of this thing. No way you’re fucking me with it 
still on.” 

“Eh, there’s always the other alternative,” the boar replied cryptically. 

“Alternative? What alternative?” James asked, not liking the boar’s tone. 

“Vee have vays of getting you fucked,” Kyle said in his best German accent (which wasn’t very good). 

“Just go away, Kyle; I’m not in the mood. It’s been a crappy day!” 

“Oh, has it now? Well, I guess it would be made worse if I quit being your sugar daddy, hm?” 

James sulked. 

“You know the rules, pet,” Kyle teased, “I pay half the mortgage on this place, and you’re at my beck and 
call. If I wanna fuck you while you’re wearing a big, shitty diaper, you say…?” 

James grimaced and averted his eyes. 

“Come on, James,” the boar pressed, “What do you say?” 

James mumbled something unintelligible. 

“What’s that?” 

The human huffed. “Yes, O great plower of my ass, O great reamer of my insides!” 

Kyle nodded and grinned. “Come on,” he said. “Let’s see about that ‘alternative’.” 

James followed Kyle reluctantly into the house, where Sandy was sprawled out on the couch, her 
distended, pregnant-looking belly cascading down her body as she lay there drinking a glass of water. 

“Feeling any better?” she asked as the two walked in. 

“No,” James replied bluntly. 

“You should have some water,” she suggested. “Kyle says it’ll help your stomach relax a little bit.” 

James rolled his eyes. “Somehow I feel like I’m done taking advice from pigs today.” 

Sandy shrugged. “Suit yourself.” 

“Let’s go get on your bed,” Kyle said. “It’ll help you relax.” 
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“Now, what did I just say?!” James scoffed. Then, considering the ramifications, he shuddered. “There is 
no way I’m getting on my bed in this thing,” he said. “I’ll never get the stink out of the mattress!” 

“I’ll buy you a new one,” the boar replied, nudging James in the small of the back. “And I’m not asking,” he 
growled. 

Feeling very worried now, James reluctantly began moving towards his bedroom with Kyle all but pushing 
him forward. 

They made it in, and Kyle gestured towards the bed. When James hesitated, he said, “Go on, James. Up 
on the bed like a good little play-toy.” 

James muttered under his breath. Already the stench of shit was beginning to stink up his room, and he 
knew he was gonna be smelling it for days if not weeks. But, Kyle had him a bit over a barrel; he’d gotten 
used to the boar paying a large chunk of his monthly bills, and saying no now would put a serious strain 
on his budget. Groaning in distaste, he climbed up on his bed on all fours, the diaper sagging down 
against his sheets. 

“Damn, that’s a huge ass,” Kyle murmured. “And it smells like a scat convention came to town!” 

“You don’t have to rub it in!” James protested miserably. 

“Oh, come on, James,” Kyle replied, getting up onto the bed behind him. “I’m a nasty pig, and you know 
how much that turns me on.” 

James gasped. As proof of the point, the boar’s thick corkscrew penis appeared beside him. He shivered, 
and then Kyle’s weight came down on his back, pinning him. 

“I heard about your little prank,” Kyle said. “It’s a shame it backfired on you so badly!” 

James’s blood turned cold. “W–what prank?” he asked. 

“Come on, James! You left the instructions in the trash for everybody to see!” Kyle chided him. “Don’t play 
innocent. Sandy told me everything.” 

“KYLE!” the sow’s voice screeched. 

“Speaking of the devil,” the boar snickered. “Yeeesss?” he called innocently. 

“What the hell was in that water?!” the sow hollered. “Did you put laxative in my water?!” 

James gasped. 

“Only a little bit!” Kyle returned. “Only a double-dose!” 

The sow’s irregular footsteps sounded in the hallway. 

“I–I’m sorry, James,” she gasped, barging in. “I don’t think I can hold it!” 

Kyle cackled wickedly. 

“You ass, he’s suffered enough already!” 

“For you, maybe, but I haven’t even started my revenge, yet!” Kyle grinned.  

“Revenge for what?!” James demanded. “I didn’t actually do anything to you!” 

“Revenge for thinking it,” Kyle replied, grinning. Leaning down to growl in James’s ear, he said, “I told you 
there were alternative ways to get you out of that diaper. It might seem like it’s got infinite capacity, but I 
assure you, it’s got a limit, and we’re about to find it!” 

“Not if I can help it!” Sandy grunted, collapsing to all fours and oinking loudly with effort. 

“Ha! Fat chance of that!” Kyle laughed. “But by all means, try; I’ll watch the show! And when she fails,” he 
added, sliding his slippery, smelly corkscrew over the top of the diaper to slime up the small of James’s 
back, “I’m going to get to feel every burble and spurt of her nasty, filthy excrement filling up your diaper. 
I’m gonna grab your tummy so I can feel that shit move through every bend of your intestines, and I’m 
gonna hold my breath and wait with quivering anticipation as your diaper fills up and then bursts! I hope it 
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splatters on my balls, but either way, I’ll have them pressed right up against your shit-plastered ass the 
moment it opens up.” 

James began to whimper, knowing it was only a matter of time before the boar’s prophecy came true. It 
was as inevitable as a falling rock hitting the ground. 

“Oh,” Sandy groaned, spreading her legs and listing side to side. “Ohh! There’s another plug in there, 
James, and this is a big one!”  

She began to whimper, grimacing and oinking in discomfort and sprawling over on her side as if farrowing 
so she could massage her belly. 

“Just look how miserable she looks, James!” Kyle grinned, grinding his cock, sheath, and balls against 
James’s padded backside, “If a big, stout sow like her is feeling that uncomfortable, just imagine how 
you’re gonna feel when it’s your turn to pass it!” 

“You’re cruel!” James wailed. 

“Hurr, duh! I can’t figure out why you keep forgetting that!” 

Sandy’s gut sloshed loudly. Her eyes and mouth opened wide. A moan got caught in her throat for a split-
second, and then turned into a relieved sigh. 

Kyle slapped James’s ass. “Show time!” 

The human’s jaw practically hit the bed. With an anguished groan, his arms gave out as he felt the 
massive plug pass into him. Unable to contain the pressure in his bowels any longer, his anus began to 
stretch. James would have screamed if he were capable of making a sound as a fist-sized plug launched 
out of his ass and struck the back of the diaper. 

“Ohh!” Kyle gasped. “That was a big plug! Mm, I felt it hit my balls.” 

He began thrusting against James in greater earnest, the tip of his dick emitting foul-smelling precum that 
he slathered up James’s back and down his diaper, leaving a slimy trail. But James was too distracted to 
notice. The plug gone, his intestines began to contract hard, doubling him over under Kyle and squeezing 
the shit out of him like toothpaste. 

It began with a projectile stream that audibly struck the feces already in the diaper and sounded like 
pouring milk over cereal—but much louder. Kyle’s stroking intermittently impeded the flow, pushing it back 
against James’s ass to slide down his taint and wrap around his balls. After that, a machine-gun of farts 
rat-tat-tatted into the diaper, spraying shit over his buttocks like a spit take. Only then did the semi-solid 
soft-serve start to come oozing out of him. James’s insides squeezed harder once that happened, making 
him look like a dog trying to take a shit: hunched over and straining. 

“Oh, man… I can feel your pudding filling up the diaper,” Kyle murmured, rubbing his balls against the 
warming, slowly growing diaper. “That’s so hot.” 

“Kyle, please!” James grumbled, “Can’t you see this is really painful?” 

“Mm, yes,” Kyle replied, licking his lips. “It makes me hard.” 

At that moment, the plug that had stopped Sandy up for quite a while suddenly nestled up against 
James’s anus.  

“A–ah!” he groaned, beginning to pant hard. 

“Another plug, eh? Heh, heh,” Kyle cackled. “Mm, I bet that when you pass that one, that’ll be what rips 
your diaper open!” 

But James wasn’t listening. With the plug now firmly in place, the constant gush of feces from Sandy into 
his gut had nowhere to go, and it seemed that just like the fist-sized plug had reamed out his ass to let 
liquid slurry flow unchecked out of him, the much larger plug had paved the way for her to portal a lot of 
feces into him at once. His gut began to balloon so much that it lifted his chest off the bed. His insides 
shifted and shuddered, accompanied by grotesque sloshes, grumblings, and gurgles. 
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“Oh, wow,” Kyle gasped, feeling James shifting under him, “That—I–I can’t wait any longer!” 

He dismounted from James and moved around to his head, waving his precum-drooling cock in James’s 
face. 

“You gotta suck it, James,” the boar said, guiding his penis towards James’s face with trembling fingers. 
“I’m way too turned on right now!” 

James shook his head. “I hate it when you make me suck your dick!” he protested, “And right now?!” 

Kyle nodded, grabbed James’s chin, and pressed his curly tip to the human’s lips. “Suck it, James. Suck it 
right now!” 

The slimy thing went down James’s throat, the musky, slightly rancid taste making him want to throw up. 
But the worst part—the part James always hated—was when Kyle thrust and his dick hit James’s gag 
reflex. He couldn’t tell whether Kyle did it on purpose, but it happened every time. Now, already nauseous 
and uncomfortable from the massive load stuck in his intestines, grossed out at all the horrible things that 
had happened to him, and topped off by the fact that it smelled—and tasted—like Kyle hadn’t bathed in a 
week or two, James’s body violently heaved forward in an attempt to throw up everything from his throat 
to his toenails. But the heave had also shoved James forward, driving the swine’s pizzle further down his 
throat and choking off any egress for his overfilled guts’ contents. He convulsed, his lungs and throat 
spasming helplessly around the boar’s penis. His eyes watered, and his nose began to run, drooling snot 
down onto Kyle’s belly. 

“Oh, damn, that’s a good throat!” the boar grunted. 

Pulling James’s face tightly against him and smearing the human’s snot all over his face, Kyle’s hefty 
balls began to shudder and quiver, but he wasn’t ready to get off, yet. He began to thrust slowly in and 
out, and James felt his throat rhythmically being stretched open. All the while, Sandy’s feces continued to 
empty into his gut, swelling his belly even larger against the bed. James wanted to die, or at least to pass 
out, but most of all, he wanted this whole nightmare to be over. His lungs burned from lack of air, and he 
could feel his vision beginning to go dark. 

Yes, he thought in a moment of preternatural calm, just…escape. 

“Mm, this feels awfully good. Kinda makes me need to piss, though.” 

Kyle pulled out abruptly and pissed on James’s face, some of it going up his nose and running down the 
back of his throat. The smell and taste of horse shit that he still hadn’t been able to clean out hit him hard. 
He retched and then coughed some of the piss Kyle had already sprayed into him. As he did, the 
increased pressure in his bowels shoved hard against the plug, putting excruciating force on the plug and 
making his ass start to open up in a desperate bid to pass it.  

But Kyle hadn’t finished pissing, yet, and grabbing James by the hair, he pulled him forward again and 
shoved his piss-streaming cock down the human’s throat once more. James felt his gut gurgling and 
swelling and could taste the acrid liquid on his tongue that made him desperately thirsty for something 
wholesome, something other than a pig’s by-products. Tears and snot streamed freely down his face as 
the boar used him as a urinal. 

At last, Kyle’s stream reduced to a trickle and then stopped. With a sigh of contentment, the boar pulled 
out, and James almost immediately spat a half-gallon of piss onto the bed, easily soaking through the 
comforter, sheets, and indelibly leaving its mark on his mattress. 

Kyle began to say something—probably degrading and generally not nice—but James suddenly became 
acutely aware of something new happening. The laxative that Kyle had fed Sandy had just portaled into 
him, and he didn’t have even a moment to enjoy the absence of Kyle’s dick down his throat. 

“Augh!” he cried, sprawling flat on his belly and beginning to writhe as his entrails went into overdrive. 

Liquid poo sloshed through his intestines, moving far faster than it should, and slammed into the 
roadblock at his anus. Wave after wave of heat and chills rippled over the back of James’s neck as his 
body strained and struggled with its unwelcome contents. As he rolled over on his side in fetal position, 
James felt his anus spreading far wider than it had ever done, dilating and straining. He felt as though he 
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was going to be torn in two, and the relentless, rhythmic pressure put him on the verge of passing out 
over and over again. Yet even his own body was betraying him, and he couldn’t seem to take the plunge 
into sweet unconsciousness. Every time he felt his mind about to drift off, the pressure would build, and 
he’d feel certain that the plug was going to rip out of him. Every time, he felt his ass stretch a little more, 
and he braced himself for excruciating pain. 

But, every time, just as he was about to cry out in pain, the feeling subsided, and he began to tremble and 
whimper, bemoaning the fact that the worst was, still, yet to come. After several false alarms, he began 
grunting and straining for all he was worth to try to force the awful plug out of himself, but all he managed 
to do was exhaust and pain himself. 

“It’ll all be over soon, play-toy,” Kyle needled him. “Pretty soon, that plug will tear you a new asshole, and 
I’ll be balls-deep inside of it, sloppy shit and all!” He straddled James’s curled up body and began rubbing 
his still-erect penis over the human’s side and shoulder. “Any moment now. Just you relax and let it 
happen!” 

James tried to ignore him, but an abrupt sloshing in his gut made him let out a groan. 

“That’s it!” Kyle said, getting his hands under James and rolling him over onto all fours. “Let all that sow-
sludge shoot!” 

James’s anus quivered and began rhythmically squeezing the giant ball, trying to shove it back up inside 
himself. 

“N–no…” he whimpered. 

“Push it out, little piggy! Pretend you’re giving birth to a litter! You’re about to deliver the world’s biggest 
shit-baby! Push him out, James; push him out!” 

Desperation, which had long been vying with fear in James’s mind regarding the whole act of passing the 
plug in general, finally won out, and perhaps encouraged by Kyle’s prodding, he let out a yell and pushed 
as hard as he could. His ass stretched wider than it ever had before, and the plug strained to escape. 

“Push, James!” Kyle egged him on. 

“Aah! Gah!” James screamed. 

His ass began to bleed, and the massive, spherical plug began to crown, forcing the feces in the diaper to 
make way for the cannonball that was about to be unleashed. 

“Don’t give up! Push that baby out!” 

James’s scream went falsetto. The plug slipped another inch, hovered on the edge of release, and then 
rather anticlimactically splatted into the diaper. Hard and unyielding, it pressed uncomfortably up against 
James’s taint, but the relief of having it finally out made James cum into the diaper unexpectedly. Yet, any 
pleasure he might have felt was immediately overwhelmed by so much back-pressure in his gut that it 
had managed to drive that cantaloupe-sized plug out of him. His anus, far too stretched out now to seal 
again anytime soon, let forth a shit-storm of feces, and he let out a helpless wail. His diaper pooched 
where the laxative-propelled stream of excrement forced its way through the existing mess and caused it 
to bulge.  

Kyle, seeing James’s abrupt change in behavior, scrambled to get behind him and pressed his hand 
against the bulging spot. “Right there!” he practically giggled, “Right there is where I’m gonna shove into 
your ass. Come on, diaper, give up the ghost!”  

The diaper bulged. With so much pressure on it, it forced James’s legs apart almost into splits position. 
The plastic crinkled, stretched, and began to strain, groaning under the immense load it had been forced 
to bear. As James’s ass continued to purge itself of Sandy’s intestinal contents, it began to press firmly 
against Kyle’s hand with enough force that the boar couldn’t fight it off. 

“That’s it! Just a little more, and open sesame!” 

A teeth-wrenching rip pierced James’s ears, and twin jets of mixed cow, rhino, pig, and human waste shot 
out both ends of it. One found the gap James hadn’t been able to find between his belly and the diaper 
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and shot up his chest to splatter all over his face. The other split the diaper right where Kyle had predicted 
and splattered from the boar’s balls all the way up his chest. 

Kyle shuddered in ecstasy. Even before the stream from the newly ripped hole died down, he’d shoved 
his prick into it and was thrusting hard to force his way through the foot-deep feces and bury his dick in 
James’s gaping hole. Hot, reeking stool slid along his shaft and plastered itself against his balls, making a 
sticky sucking-slapping sound with every thrust. And, with every thrust, his powerful hips squeezed out 
the diaper’s rotten contents like pus from an abscess. 

“Oh, fuck, this is even better than I imagined!” the boar exulted, his rancid balls shivering against the 
warm, crinkly fabric. “Here it comes, James!” 

He grabbed James by the hips and drove himself in so hard that his balls slapped James’s taint through 
the diaper. The diaper’s contents, with nowhere else to go, poured out the top, caking on James’s chest 
and spluttering up to hit his chin. So overwhelmed by so many sensations at once, James collapsed, his 
arms giving out and face-planting him in the steaming, fetid mess. While it registered in the back of his 
mind that this was disgusting, that his bed was permanently ruined, that he was lying in shit, he couldn’t 
muster enough energy to do anything about it. Broken and exhausted, he lay there as his ass struggled to 
purge itself around Kyle’s invasive prick and the boar began to shoot hot, milky cum into him. 

Kyle’s balls shuddered and contracted against James’s ruined ass, stroking his taint from outside the 
diaper and making disgusting squelching noises as they moved. James became vaguely aware of 
extreme warmth in his guts, but too tired to do anything about it, he merely observed it. The heat began to 
grow as he finally purged himself of Sandy’s mostly digested meal and Kyle’s cum took its place. The 
constant swirling of the boar’s cock inside of him prevented him from completely dissociating, but in 
contrast to everything else he’d endured, it seemed somehow not quite as bad, even when the 
consistency of the pig’s cum turned from runny jizz to a thick, congealing plug. 

At last, Kyle let out a satisfied grunt and slid off James, carelessly letting his shit-covered cock and balls 
smear all over James’s ruined comforter and drip splatters of cum-infused feces onto the floor. 

“Cleanup on aisle James!” he laughed as Sandy, who had watched the whole thing with a strange mixture 
of horror and arousal, shuddered and got up. “Just think, James,” he said as he stepped out of the room 
behind the sow, “One day down, four days to go. Six, if you’re unlucky.” 

James just whimpered. 

As Sandy grunted her way down the hall, James abruptly felt another round coming on. 

All he could muster in response was, at least it’s only Kyle’s plug. 

 


