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The sun streamed through Rob's window, falling on his eyelids and gently waking him. The 19-year-old 
stirred, his eyelids fluttering as he glanced over at his clock. It read 10:15. The young man blinked drowsily, 
then sat bolt upright. 

Shit! I'm late! 

He threw on some clothes and bolted out the door, sprinting ten doors down the street to where his 
appointment should have started over an hour ago. Panting and out of breath, he rang the doorbell. 

The house resounded with thudding hoof-beats, and then the door opened, and an anthro Holstein stood 
in the doorway, her arms crossed against her ample breasts, her dress bulging out from her clearly overfull 
udders. Rob licked his lips subconsciously. 

"Well! It's about time!" the cow said, looking at her watch. "You know you were supposed to be here almost 
an hour and a half ago, right?" 

"I–I–I can explain," Rob stammered. 

"No time!" the Holstein bellowed, turning on heel and leaving Rob to close the door behind him. "Jenny will 
be here with Skylar any minute, and thanks to your inability to set an alarm, you've put me behind schedule." 

She turned on him and pointed to the couch. 

"Sit down, Rob. We need to have a talk." 

The man pursed his lips, not at all liking the tone of the cow's voice. 

"Look, Bossie, I—" 

"Sit." 

Rob huffed and did as he was told. 

"Mama, I need to—" 

A toddling calf stopped short in the middle of wiping the sleep out of her eyes as she saw Rob. She 
swallowed, then glanced from him to her mother and back. 

"Lulu, honey, Mama needs to talk to the babysitter, okay? Go play in your room, and I'll come get you." 

The three-year-old, a spitting image of her mother but only a quarter the size, hesitated, then brightened.  

"Okay, Mama!" she said, toddling away. 

"She sure is a cutie," Rob said, hoping to defuse whatever situation he'd gotten himself into. 

"No thanks to you, young man!"  

Rob grimaced. "Young man?" he said, "I'm only a couple of years younger than you are!" 

"And yet you act like a child! I cannot believe the mess you left Lulu in last week! I oughtta call the cops for 
such neglect!" 

Disjointed images flashed into Rob's head of the previous Saturday night. A dripping diaper, a rumbling 
belly, nose-hair-burning flatulence.  

"Hey, now, wait a minute!" he protested, shuddering at the thought. "What mess?" 

"It's bad enough that she had a blowout all the way up her back, but then you left her there and didn't even 
tell me she needed changing! If I hadn't gone in and checked on her, she would have been wearing that all 
night!" 

Rob's eye twitched. "Well, it must have happened after I left, because she was fine when I left. Besides, if 
it was a blowout, it must have been because she was so impacted. You talk about reporting me? Well, what 
about you feeding her crap all day and letting her get so plugged up? At least you ought to be giving her 
some laxatives or something to keep her moving! Calves have died for less!" 
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That oughtta shut her up, he thought smugly. He hated to resort to such low blows, but he did not need her 
calling the cops on him. He'd only agreed to babysit the little turd-factory because he had a crush on her 
mother in the first place. Even now, he couldn't help but look her up and down, mentally undressing her as 
she yelled at him. Damn, how can anyone be so mad and yet so hot at the same time? he wondered. 

"—and don't even get me started on the diaper rash she's got thanks to your negligence! I thought you liked 
kids, Rob; how could anyone who likes kids willingly let them sit in their own filth like that when they're 
completely dependent on you to get them clean? Diaper rash hurts!" 

"Look, it's just a little poo, and I tried my best," Rob huffed. "She's just got so many nooks and crannies 
down there for me to get into all of them!" 

"It's not that hard!" Bossie practically exploded, her voice making the ceiling vibrate. "Clearly you either 
don't know how to properly change a diaper, or you were being negligent," she scowled through gritted 
teeth. Glancing at him, she snorted, then softened her expression. "Look, if you don't know how, I'll gladly 
show you," she offered. "I'd like to think it's not willful neglect, because if it is..." 

She let the threat hang in the air, and Rob squirmed. 

"So, which is it?" she asked. "Do you want to know how to do it right, or were you just slacking off?" 

"I—" Rob huffed, averting his eyes. He did not want a lecture—not this early in the morning!—yet he also 
didn't want the police called. He sighed. 

"Yes," he said, hanging his head. "Please show me how to do it right." 

Bossie pursed her lips and nodded slowly.  

"All right," she said, beckoning over her shoulder. 

She led him into the nursery, where Lulu was playing with blocks on the floor. The calf looked up at him 
with a very wet nose. Rob cringed subtly, never sure whether it was how her nose was supposed to be or 
if she was just snotty all the time. Bossie patted the top of the changing table. 

"Up you go," she said. 

Rob did a double-take. 

"Wait, what?" he asked. "N–no, I'm not a—" 

"It's big enough a cow calf; it'll definitely hold your scrawny weight," Bossie replied, patting the table 
insistently. "Now come on; I haven't got all day!" 

Rob shook his head. "I thought you were gonna show me how to change a diaper—like, on Lulu or 
something. Why would I get up there? I don't wear diapers." 

Bossie crossed her arms. "I thought you wanted to learn to change a diaper," she said, her voice taking a 
menacing tone as she took out her phone. "If you don't, then I can have the cops here in about four minutes 
so you can explain exactly what you were doing when Lulu blew herself out while under your care." 

Rob gulped as an image of the calf's flagging tail popped into his mind. Cripe, he could practically feel the 
vibration as she started to unload! Noticeably shuddering, he sighed, pursed his lips, then nodded. Bossie 
pointed to the table yet again, and he reluctantly crawled up onto it but lay deliberately on his stomach. 

He felt Bossie's hands on his ankles, but before he could even yelp in surprise, she'd flipped him over and 
already had one of his feet in the air, untying his shoelaces. 

"Just like a child," she muttered, shaking her head as she dropped his shoe beside her, then quickly took 
off the other one and his socks, too. 

Rob just lay there, his face already beet-red and getting redder as he felt himself—a grown-ass man—
being undressed like he was two. His shorts came off, and then his underwear, and he covered his face 
with his hands, too mortified to say anything as Bossie looked down at his naked undercarriage. 

"Huh," she said, then shrugged and reached down for his shirt. 
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"Wait, why do you have to take my shirt off?" Rob protested. "And what do you mean, 'huh'?" 

The face of the cow now towering over him darkened. "If you had a blowout the way she did"—she pointed 
to Lulu while glaring at Rob—"you'd have to have your shirt changed, too!" 

I did have to change my shirt, Rob thought, shuddering again as he thought of how fast he'd run back to 
his place after the...incident. 

Not about to argue with the cow who already figuratively had him by the balls and who could do so literally 
at a moment's notice, he quietly acquiesced, moving his arms to let her pull his t-shirt over his head.  

He had never felt more self-conscious than he did lying there completely naked on the table. He blushed, 
he squirmed, he covered his face, he closed his legs, but nothing seemed to help. What made it even worse 
was when Bossie started actually doing what she'd set out to do. 

"First, you have to wipe them completely clean," she said, holding up a wet wipe. "And you always go clean 
to dirty. Start at the front and work back; if you go back-to-front, you'll get that mess into places that it's hard 
to get out of, and you could give her an infection. So, say it with me, clean"—she brought the wipe (which 
was extremely cold) down onto Rob's uncut junk—"to dirty." 

She moved the wipe down the side of his shaft, followed the contours of his balls down his perineum, and 
then slipped it down the crack of his ass. Rob gasped at the cold, intimate touch and clamped his legs 
together. 

"You didn't say it, Rob," Bossie said, reaching down and grabbing his ankles. "But, you bring up a good 
point. Little Lulu's a bit of a squirmer, so you can use one hand to hold her ankles while you use the other 
hand to clean her up." 

As she spoke, she grabbed both of his ankles with one hand, wrapped her index finger and thumb around 
one, then used her ring and pinkie fingers to hold the other, and lifted him up as if he were no more than a 
calf. Rob yelped in surprise. 

"Now, say it, Rob: clean"—she put the wet wipe on his shaft again. 

"Clean," Rob squeaked. 

"To dirty." 

Rob cringed as the cold wet wipe grazed over his anus. "To dirty," he repeated. 

"Good. Now, make sure you get every nook and cranny. If you'll always go in the same direction, it will 
make it easier since you won't be fighting yourself." 

True to her word, the cow got every nook and cranny, even peeling Rob's foreskin back and cleaning him 
in a place he hadn't even cleaned himself in weeks. 

"Geez, Rob...a little hygiene never hurt anybody," she muttered, grimacing and at last throwing the last of 
the accursed wipes into the diaper pail. 

"Once you've got her squeaky clean, check her for diaper rash. If she has any, put some cream on it. 
Otherwise, powder her up so she doesn't chafe." 

A giant bottle of baby powder materialized, and with a poof and a cloud of distinctly baby-smelling fragrance, 
Rob watched his groin turn white. All the while, Bossie never let go of his ankles, and before he could 
protest, he felt his butt lifted off the table, a large, crinkling diaper placed under him, and his butt lowered. 
He reddened, knowing what was coming next. 

"Now you just pull the bottom up through her legs," she said, demonstrating what she was saying as she 
talked. 

Rob quit listening the moment he felt the plastic brush against his inner thighs. Bossie could have been 
telling him the next week's winning lottery numbers, and he would have been none the wiser. His mind was 
100% focused on the unfamiliar, humiliating sensation of being put in a diaper for the first time in...well, 
longer than he could remember. The sound of tapes jarred him, and before he could protest, he felt the 
waistband pulled tight against him and the final tape put in place. 
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"There. Now, you just sit her up, and then you can help her down," Bossie said, supporting Rob's back and 
sitting him up. "See? It's really not that hard." 

Rob didn't say anything. Feeling very self-conscious, he rubbed his shoulder with his other hand and 
couldn't bring himself to even look at Bossie. 

"Poor thing," she said, surprising him at the sudden gentleness in her tone. "I realize this has been a pretty 
trying day already. Would you...like something to eat?" 

As if on cue, Rob's stomach growled, and he glanced at her hesitantly. She was looking at him earnestly, 
and he blushed again, thinking of all the times he'd seen her give that exact look to Lulu. Swallowing, he 
ventured a nod, hoping it wouldn't be a veggie sandwich again. 

Bossie leaned back, pulled her shirt up, and bared one of her breasts. Rob's jaw dropped in shock. It was 
like a dream come true! How many times had he fantasized about—well, not this exact moment, but close 
enough? 

Taking advantage of his reaction, Bossie quickly pulled his head up against her chest, guiding her teat into 
his mouth. Snapping out of it abruptly, Rob began to struggle, though halfheartedly. 

"Oh, shh, just drink your milk," Bossie said, cradling his head and gently but firmly pressing his face against 
her teat. 

I'm dreaming. This isn't real; I've died and gone to heaven, Rob thought, stunned and thinking it must be 
too good to be true. 

"You have to suck on it, Rob," Bossie said gently. "It won't flow if you don't suck on it." 

Rob whimpered, torn between giving in to his desires and risking coming off too eager. 

"It's okay. Just suck, and it will come." 

Her voice was so pleasant and gently encouraging. How could he not do as she asked? He swallowed 
once, nervously, then latched his lips around her areola and sucked. He gasped as the first trickle of milk 
touched his tongue, his prick getting rock-hard in his diaper as he realized that all of this was actually 
happening. Her milk was warm, sweet, and buttery. He hadn't been sure what to expect, but it was definitely 
pleasant, something he wouldn't mind having some more of. 

"There you go," Bossie said, gently rocking him. "That's it." 

Encouraged, Rob sucked a few more times until he had a mouthful, then swallowed it all at once. It was 
warm going down and very soothing. He immediately felt a weird kind of calm relaxation envelop him like a 
warm blanket. Still, it wasn't enough to overcome his self-consciousness, and after his first swallow, he 
stopped. 

"Drink up, Robbie; you're a growing calf, and you really need your milk if you're gonna get big and strong." 

She's really getting into this, Rob thought. He drank a little more, and while he did relax a little bit, there 
was a nagging voice in the back of his head that made him nervous. 

"You really should drink up, Rob," Bossie said sternly. "You can't expect to grow into a big, strong bull with 
a measly little meal like that." 

"I–I'm getting full, though," Rob protested. 

Bossie shook her head and pulled his face firmly against her breast, pinning him there and smothering him. 
"Hush now, and don't talk back. Drink up, and then I'll let you go. Mama knows best." 

Alarm bells started sounding in Rob's head, but what else was he to do now? He couldn't overpower her if 
he wanted to, and besides, it was just milk. More than that, this was his fantasy, and he was practically 
being forced to live it! Nobody could blame him if he just did what he was told, right? 

He shrugged and went to it with gusto, drinking even past his fill to the point of feeling a little overfull. At 
last, Bossie let him go, and he leaned back, his stomach bloated from so much milk. He felt it gurgle and 
grimaced, shifting uncomfortably. 
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Bossie's expression had changed again, but in his relaxed, albeit uncomfortable state, Rob noticed but 
didn't pay much attention to it until she leaned forward. 

"You know, I give Lulu a laxative every night before bed. Not that you'd know. I saw you on the nanny-cam, 
Rob. I know exactly what you did, what you didn't do. You are the last person in the world who should be 
telling me how to raise my calf. But, since you're such an expert, I figured I'd let you see for yourself if she's 
getting enough." 

As if in response, Rob's stomach churned ferociously, so hard that he doubled over and let out an audible 
groan. 

"I–I don't need a demonstration," he groaned, lying back and shifting his legs, trying to take the pressure 
off his bloating belly and gurgling intestines. 

"I'm afraid it's too late for that," Bossie replied, patting her breast before tucking it back into her shirt. "You 
are about to make the most unholy mess. Why, I'll be surprised if you don't blow out your diaper up your 
back! Mark my words: it's going to squidge down between your legs, come out the leg-holes, fill up the 
crack of your ass, and then slide right up your back." 

She leaned in, her black face looking even darker than usual. 

"And then maybe after a few hours of wearing your own filth, you'll think twice before making an innocent 
calf endure it again," she growled. 

As if to punctuate her statement, Rob's stomach growled loudly, and a sharp cramp made him curl up in 
fetal position. He started to protest, but every time he opened his mouth, all that came out was another 
miserable moan. He could feel his guts churning. This was way beyond indigestion; he needed a bathroom 
now! 

Gritting his teeth and forcing himself to push through the increasing bloating, cramping, and the deafening 
growling of his stomach, he managed to get up onto all fours and raise himself upright on his knees. A 
rumbling gurgle shot across his waist, making him lurch forward back onto all fours. Shuddering and 
flushing, he could feel his anus beginning to quiver as it prepared for what might be the worst time it had 
ever experienced or ever would. Letting out a yell of determination, he crawled to the edge of the table, 
turned, and dropped one leg over the side. 

"Where do you think you're going, little hot shot?" Bossie asked, putting her fists on her waist and smirking. 

"P–please, I—I need to go to the bathroom...right away!" Rob gasped, clutching his stomach and shivering 
as he felt his bowels tremor just above his anus. 

"You're wearing a perfectly good diaper," Bossie replied. "Just as good as the one little Lulu was wearing 
last week," she added pointedly. 

Picking him up under the arms as if he were no heavier than a small dog, she laid him back down on his 
back. He immediately rolled over on his side again, breathing heavily and sweating. The pressure had 
started building behind his anus, and it was building fast. 

His eyes snapped open, then squeezed closed in defeat as he realized the inevitability of his situation: even 
if he could somehow get past Bossie now, he could not make it as far as the bathroom. He was going to 
poop his pants—worse, his diaper—right here in front of her, and there was nothing he could do about it. 

No! He gritted his teeth, steeling his resolve and groaning from the exertion. His ass was spasming now, 
and he didn't know which twitch would be the one where the floodgates gave way. He was straining so hard 
that his leg was twitching, jostling his swollen belly and sloshing its contents. 

Bossie looked on, her arms crossed and her weight resting on one hip as she waited for the inevitable. Rob 
saw her smug, even bored expression and realized that she'd planned this all along, all of it. His delaying 
the inevitable was getting exponentially harder for him, but this was easy for her, even effortless. She 
studied her nails and glanced at him expectantly. 

He felt a hot, burning stream shoot between his buttocks. Gasping in desperation, he clenched for all he 
was worth, not even daring to breathe. The stream stopped and slowed to a trickle. It tickled and burned as 
it oozed between his cheeks, tickling and itching as it ran down his taint. 
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His ass twitched again. This time, there was no holding back. The floodgates opened, and Rob wailed in 
defeat as hot, burning liquid spewed out of his ass, quickly spreading between the diaper and his ass-
cheeks, yet there was no sign of slowing down. Little chunks of solids began to shoot out among the flow, 
feeling like machine gunfire that grazed roughly against his skin and visibly pushed the diaper outward 
where they struck. While the liquid had quickly spread itself anywhere it could get, the solids rapidly began 
building up, packing themselves in tightly and pooching out the diaper. 

But the worst was yet to come. The solids began to get longer and more continuous until long, thin ropes 
of shit were slithering their way out of his ass, leaving slimy trails between his quivering buttocks. The 
feeling alone made him flinch, and for a split-second, he arrested their momentum, only for the pressure to 
increase against his exhausted anus and drive them out with greater force. Lying there helplessly, he buried 
his face in his hands, his whole head burning from exertion and humiliation as he felt Bossie's eyes boring 
a hole in him and watching him suffer. 

"Mama, are you going to—" Lulu stopped short, clasping not one but both of her hands over her nose. "Pee-
yew! Mama, he stinks!" she cried.  

"He is quite the stinker, isn't he?" Bossie laughed.  

"A big stinker!" Lulu said brightly. Seeing Rob's expression, she asked, "What's wrong with him?" 

"He's just not feeling very well, darling," her mother replied with a sadistic glint in her eye. "I think you could 
say that karma gave him a little indigestion." 

"What's karma?" 

"Oh, I'll tell you when you're older. Right now, why don't you go and play a little while longer? Skylar will be 
here soon, and then we're all going to the mall!" 

"Really?!" Lulu squealed, jumping up and down. "Oh, yay! Thank you, Mama!" 

"Now, run along and play; I'll be along in a moment." 

"We're going to the mall!" the calf gloated, running gleefully out of the room. 

All the while, Rob's anus had continued to splutter and splort, quivering and shuddering as his bowels 
emptied themselves completely. The mess in his diaper had packed so tightly that it was now forcing itself 
up around his buttocks and encroaching on his groin from the front and from his perineum. The leg gathers 
were stretched to their limits, and already, little brown streaks were beginning to appear. Exhausted, 
uncomfortable, humiliated, and trembling, Rob had given up fighting it and lay there passively, closing his 
eyes in resignation every time a new stinking, slippery snake slid out of his ass, met its brethren, and then 
slipped down his taint. Already his balls were caked with reeking, sticky ordure, and he felt so weakened 
that he thought he would pass out at any moment. 

At last, he felt his ass lethargically close and the flow stop. He lay there, too traumatized by the experience 
to speak and far too humiliated to look up. 

"Well! You were full of shit, now, weren't you?" Bossie jeered. "Apparently not quite as full as I thought, 
but—" 

A sudden splutter cut her off as Rob's intestines began to purge once again. Groaning in dismay, Rob 
shifted his legs, straightening out a little bit in an attempt to take some of the pressure off his diaper. 

That was a mistake. 

The gathers gave way, and liquid-pasty feces squidged out between his legs. The shift also redirected the 
licorice-smelling, bile-rich snakes that came from much deeper inside him, deflecting them upward. The 
first one caked along the waistband. Rob felt it, but although he feebly tried to hold back, a second one 
followed right after, and like a coin pusher at the arcade, shoved the first one out, leaving a greasy streak 
up his back. 

"There it is!" Bossie crowed triumphantly. "I just knew you had it in you!" 
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Yet Rob wasn't done, yet. It would be another ten minutes before he finally collapsed, completely purged, 
with a streak of brown reaching all the way up to the bottoms of his shoulder blades. 

"Feels gross, doesn't it?" Bossie asked. 

Rob just closed his eyes and tried to shut her out. 

"Sure smells gross! Geez, you humans complain about us, but that is some seriously rank stuff coming out 
of you!" 

She shook her head and grinned malevolently. 

Rob huffed. "Okay, okay," he whimpered. "You made your point. Now, can I please go get cleaned up?" 

Bossie's face lit up. "You know, I would love to see you try!" she said, gesturing towards the bathroom. 
"Please, by all means, don't let me stand in your way!" 

Rob glanced towards where she was pointing, closed his eyes, and sighed. She was not going to make this 
easy on him, but he was going to come through this. He just had to take a deep breath, get his feet under 
him, and go to the bathroom. Then this nasty diaper could come off, he would destroy her shower, and then 
he would get the hell out of there. 

He pulled his knees up and let out a disgusted whine as he felt his mess squidging up around his penis and 
tugging on his pubic hairs. Setting his jaw, he powered through it and began trying to roll over onto all fours, 
but something was wrong. He was too weak! After about a minute of trying, he finally collapsed, exhausted. 

"Wh—why can't I do this?" he muttered. 

Bossie caught his eye, glanced significantly down at her breasts, adjusted them, and then grinned. 

Rob sighed. "You're gonna make me ask you to change me, aren't you?" he said. 

"Now you're catching on," Bossie said, winking. 

Rob swallowed hard. The words were on his lips, but he couldn't bring himself to say them. He couldn't go 
that far. Couldn't— 

A sharp fart, muffled by his overstuffed diaper, pierced the silence. Rob turned red again. 

"Fine," he said. "Just do it." 

"Why, do what? Whatever do you mean?" Bossie asked innocently, her grin growing even wider. 

"Just change me already!" Rob snapped. "Ugh, this is so gross." 

Bossie stiffened indignantly. "Well! If you're gonna talk to me that way, then I think you can just change 
yourself!" she huffed, turning on heel. 

"No, wait, wait!" Rob cried. "Please, just...please change me," he begged. "It's...it's so gross. It—ugh—I can 
feel it...everywhere." 

The doorbell rang, and Bossie's ears pricked up. 

"Oh! That'll be Jenny and Skylar. Hang tight!" she said, vanishing out of the room. 

"Wait! You have to change me!" Rob cried, trying to lean up. 

Maybe it was the size of his diaper, the exhaustion from purging so badly, or some other effect related to 
how weak he felt, but he had barely sat up even halfway before he fell back onto the table, wincing. 

She was gone for what seemed forever, during which time, Rob was acutely aware of the sensation of his 
feces growing both cold and crusty in his diaper. Every movement highlighted a new change, each more 
disgusting than the last. He found that if he held very still, he could avoid any more unwanted surprises. 

Except for the smell. He couldn't make that stop, no matter how still he held, and even if he held his breath, 
the moment he gasped, his lungs flooded with the sharp stink. 
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And there was the farting, too. He never knew which ones were going to be wet and which ones were going 
to be dry. Not that it mattered—not really, as full as his diaper was—but the unexpected sensation of yet 
another layer of slick slime caking onto his anus to dry and become crusty caught him off-guard every time. 
Regardless, though, his farts smelled like a combination of rotten milk, typical poop, and that hot, piercing 
fart smell that accompanied trying to digest something that the bacteria in his gut had no idea what to do 
with. His eyes began to water. He didn't know that his own farts could make his eyes water, but there they 
were. 

Just as he let out another particularly pungent, onion-infused fart, the sound of clopping hooves on the floor 
caught his attention. Looking up instinctively, he saw a pudgy, little gray colt, maybe about three or four, 
staring back at him with the most judgmental look Rob had ever seen anyone give anyone ever. He 
immediately looked away, but it was too late: without saying a word, the colt had found him guilty of making 
a stink and sentenced him to a lifetime of humiliation. It didn't matter how much time went by; anytime Rob 
saw that colt again, he would know what he had done. 

He closed his eyes again, certain the day couldn't possibly get any worse than it already was. 

"All right, kids, are you all ready to go to the mall?" Bossie asked. 

"Yeah!" Lulu squealed, galloping into the room. "The mall! The mall!" 

But Skylar averted his eyes and crossed his arms. 

"Skylar? What's the matter?" Bossie asked. "Don't you want to go to the mall?" 

"It's Saturday," Skylar replied simply. "I watch cartoons on Saturday." 

"Oh, pshaw," Bossie said, shaking her head. "A little exercise would be good for all of us. Come on, Lulu, 
let's change you before we go." 

Lulu frowned. "But, I don't need a change, Mama," she replied. "I'm totally dry!" 

"Really?" Bossie asked, impressed. "Well, let's just see, shall we?" 

The cow bent down and hefted her daughter up onto the changing table next to Rob, who shuddered at 
having to share the table with her. 

"Hey, wait," he protested sharply. "You're supposed to be changing me!" 

"You just wait your turn," Bossie replied. "Poor Lulu would have had to stay in her messy diaper all night if 
I hadn't checked on her, so you can just cool your jets until I get her taken care of." 

"But she stinks," Rob muttered under his breath. 

"Hey! I don't stink; you stink!" Lulu protested, overhearing him. "I kept my diaper clean!" 

"Now, now, children," Bossie said, smirking wickedly as she undid the tapes on Lulu's diaper, "Play nicely." 

She opened up the diaper and started. "Why, Lulu, you really did stay dry all night!" 

"See?" Lulu said proudly. 

"Okay, okay, fine, she's dry, now will you please change me already?!" Rob snapped. 

"Yeah, Mama, he smells really bad," Lulu chimed in. 

"All right, all right, you little stinker," Bossie said, shifting her attention to the gravid diaper beside her 
daughter's. 

"At least I'm not a big stinker now," Rob muttered. 

A sly smile came over Bossie's face. "That was before," she said. "This is now." 

She popped the tapes on Rob's diaper, and the stench of its contents immediately flooded into the room. 
Bossie reeled, grimacing and partly turning her head away. Lulu shriveled her nose and let out a cry of 
protest. Even Skylar, standing several feet away, scowled and pulled his shirt over his nose. 
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Yet although those reactions should have caused Rob to blush and cover his face in embarrassment, he 
was far too preoccupied with a strange, literal sinking feeling. It felt like he was sinking into the changing 
table; Bossie and Lulu seemed to be getting further away, yet at the same time, they also seemed to be 
getting bigger. He shook his head, rubbed his eyes, and did a double-take, but the sensation persisted. 

Sheesh, I know I'm mortified, but this is a really weird optical illusion, he thought to himself. Yet as he 
focused on Lulu for a frame of reference, he realized that she was indeed growing. The little calf who had 
only reached up to his thigh before was now as tall as he was, and she was still growing. 

"Wh—what's happening?!" he cried, then stopped short, clutching his mouth and throat: his voice had risen 
over an octave! 

Only then did he turn to look at Bossie, whose wickedly-smirking countenance was now as tall as he was. 

"Be careful what you wish for," the massive cow-head said, glancing down significantly. "Or you might find 
yourself stuck in your own mess." 

Rob followed her gaze, then started as he realized that they had not been growing; he had been shrinking. 
Worse still, his diaper had not been shrinking with him, and massive valleys in the dark brown, sticky, crusty 
paste of shit where his legs used to be now funneled his rapidly shrinking body into the middle of that toxic 
wasteland. 

"No, no!" Rob gasped, his much-smaller legs suddenly flailing, trying to push him backwards. 

Already he could feel the crusty, sticky mess on his shoulders and moving quickly up towards his neck. His 
feet couldn't find footing on the slick slop beneath him, but just as his hair was about to be caked in the 
stuff, he saw two massive fingers come down, each as wide as his torso. They gingerly slipped between 
his arms and trunk and pulled him up out of the mess. Rob started to breathe a sigh of relief, but seeing 
Lulu's massive body impossibly far below him made him suddenly feel immense vertigo. 

"Augh, put me down!" he cried, squeezing his eyes closed in terror and blocking out the dizzying heights. 

Bossie smirked. "As you wish," she said. 

Rob felt the arms slip out from under him, and he screamed as he fell what felt like hundreds of feet. The 
vast, white plain of Lulu's diaper rushed up at him, and he instinctively balled himself up. Tucking and rolling 
at the last minute, he hit the soft, cushioned fabric and began rolling, tumbling head-over-heels down the 
sloping surface. As he tried to slow himself down, he looked up and saw Lulu's bony buttocks looming over 
him like skyscrapers. Between them, high above his head and looking like a suspension bridge, were her 
labia. And up ahead, he could see the skyscrapers pressing together, forming a small opening between 
and below them until they terminated in a solid-looking tail. Bracing for impact, he continued rolling until he 
at last slammed into that tractor trailer-sized appendage and flopped onto his back, groaning and panting. 

"There, now. Now you can tag along, too," Bossie said. 

Rob peered out of the cave below Lulu and saw the cow looking proud of herself. Groaning, he got up onto 
all fours and was relieved to find that at least he had his strength back. Lulu shifted above him, and it 
seemed as though his cavern was about to collapse on top of him. Getting to his feet, he sprinted as best 
he could over the padded, somewhat slippery surface, clambering and finally crawling out into the light as 
Bossie's immense hands reached for the bottom edge of the diaper. 

"Hey, wait!" Rob cried in a tiny, tinny voice. "You can't leave me in here! Besides, I'm still dirty!" 

"You know, I'm surprised at that," Bossie replied, pausing. "As much as you rolled, and all the little brown 
streaks you left on Lulu's diaper, I'm surprised you're not clean as a whistle!" 

"Yeah, well, it's still between my legs, and I can"—he shuddered and stiffened—"still feel it up my ass." 

"Well, lucky for you, Lulu hasn't peed yet this morning," Bossie said. 

"What does that have to do with anything?" Rob demanded. "I need you to clean me!" 

"Oh, Rob," the cow said gravely, "You're far too small; there's no way I could get into all the little nooks and 
crannies." 
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The back of Rob's head twinged, hearing his words thrown back at him. 

"You'll just have to shower when she does go," the cow continued, resuming pulling the diaper up. 

"Hey, wait! Wait!" Rob cried as the white material closed off the sky above him and everything plunged into 
darkness. 

"Argh!" he screamed, kicking and punching at the now-vertical diaper in front of him. 

As if in response, his whole world shook as a voice above him giggled, "Mama, he tickles!"  

Rob was knocked to the ground and flattened himself out as if riding through the world's biggest earthquake. 
Blind, off-balance, terrified, and still caked with muck, he clung to the ground for dear life and lamented his 
bad luck. How could the day possibly get any worse? 

He grimaced, smelling something distinctly shitty, then scrambled up onto his knees and frantically wiped 
the side of his face; he'd landed in a skid-mark of his own making, and now he had his own waste all over 
his face. He let out a long, low, moan. 

Suddenly, the whole world moved again, but even worse. Down became backwards, frontwards became 
down, and Rob fell forwards to land in a heap. Before he could get his bearings, though, the ground began 
to undulate side-to-side, leaving him to once again dig his fingers into the fibrous surface and hang on. The 
earthquake seemed to last forever. Rob had no sense of time, but it seemed to go on for hours and hours, 
and by the time the ground finally held still, he collapsed, panting and exhausted, every one of his muscles 
sore from tensing so hard for so long. 

"Come on, Skylar," Bossie's muffled voice said from beside the car. "I promise you, a little time at the mall 
will be much more fun than watching cartoons." 

The ground beneath Rob began to bounce up and down, flinging him into the air, then letting him drop onto 
the surface below, only to fling him higher into the air. He rag-dolled, flopping helplessly against the cushy 
trampoline as Lulu bounced up and down in anticipation. 

At last the bouncing stopped, and Rob felt himself pushed forcefully down against the padding as Bossie 
lifted Lulu up and settled her down into her car-seat. The ground once again reoriented itself, and Rob 
tumbled backwards, rolling end-over-end and only stopping when he once again slammed into her tail. 
Groaning, he lay there a moment, trying to catch his breath and feeling bruises all over his body. 

Just then, a sound like a waterfall made his head snap towards the source. His eyes having adjusted 
somewhat, he could barely make out the outline of the calf's vulva, from which was pouring a hot, ammonia-
smelling liquid that almost immediately began to burn his eyes. Extra concentrated from a whole night 
without fluid intake, the stuff was so strong that he began to choke, gasping for air but only inhaling lungful 
after lungful of the tainted fumes. The humidity and temperature spiked, and he found himself sweating, 
little beads of urine-vapor dotting his body all over.  

Yet that was the least of his worries: all that liquid had to go somewhere, and although the diaper had begun 
to absorb some of it, swelling and shifting like quicksand up ahead, the volume was just too great, and a 
tidal wave of the stuff came crashing down the slope, heading right for him. He scrambled to get to his feet, 
but too late. He barely had enough time to hold his breath before the wave slammed into him, knocking him 
off his feet and submerging him under the scalding torrent. Grasping desperately for anything he could get 
hold of, he flailed in the liquid for a moment as the calf's bladder continued to drown him. His salvation 
came at last when he felt the ground below him rise up, the diaper doubling and tripling in thickness as it 
absorbed the stinking liquid. Rob's hands and knees touched the ground again, and as the water level 
receded, he finally gasped for air, then shivered as the once-hot liquid turned cold and clammy below him. 

Coughing and weakly reaching up to flick the residual piss off his face, he cringed on feeling his skin tingling 
all over, burning slightly from the ammonia. The air still reeked, but after being underwater, it seemed like 
the lesser of two evils. 

Well, at least I'm not caked in shit anymore, Rob thought. Grimacing, he felt his ass itching furiously, and 
he reached back to scratch it, only to shudder: he was still caked in shit and a thin film of piss. 

************* 
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"Oh, Lulu," her mother said, shaking her head, "Looks like you finally had to pee, huh?" 

The calf blushed sheepishly. "Yes, Mama." 

"Well, you'll just have to hang on until we get to the mall," her mother replied, getting into the driver's seat 
and closing her door. "It shouldn't take too long. You doing okay back there, Skylar?" she asked, looking in 
the rear-view mirror. 

"I guess," came the petulant reply. 

************* 

As the SUV backed out of the driveway and the full-sized occupants settled in for what would be about a 
15-minute drive, Rob began to take his bearings. His eyes had continued adjusting to the darkness, and in 
the dim light, he could see that the diaper had swelled more in some places than others, making for very 
uneven terrain for his tiny legs. Still, he had to get out before another deluge...or worse. He glanced upward 
at the huge indentation where Lulu's anus was, sitting so placidly up there beneath her tail.  

He shuddered and began trying to walk forward, but not only was the ground beneath him uneven, it was 
also irregularly squishy, sometimes holding his weight and other times swallowing his leg down to his knee. 
Time and time again, he lost his footing and fell forward, catching himself just in time as his hands came 
down on the cold, wet, clammy surface that seeped urine with every press of his foot or hand. All the while, 
the air was hot, humid, and suffocating with the smell of wet diaper and calf-smell—something earthy, 
slightly cloying, and with a hint of encrusted feces, the source of which Rob could not begin to place. Rob 
found himself sweating as a result, and the liquid seemed to attract the various aromas around him until his 
skin was impregnated with a cacophony of unpleasant smells. 

He had to get out. 

He kept moving and had finally managed to make it under the calf's vulva when he suddenly felt a drop of 
something hot and wet land on the side of his face, slide down his neck, and then down his collarbone and 
down his side. Startled, he jumped and looked up, then gasped as the calf's vulva began to spread. His eye 
twitched involuntarily. 

Before he could react, the gates opened again, and another deluge showered down on top of him. Without 
the diaper to catch and cool the liquid before it hit him, the calf's urine was almost scalding hot. Rob 
spluttered and scrambled, trying to get away, but the ground began shifting under him as the diaper began 
to absorb the newest torrent. Knocked off his feet, he could do nothing but cower on all fours with his hands 
covering his head as the forceful downpour battered against him. Widening his legs for a stronger stance 
to resist the onslaught, he let out a startled yelp as the hot liquid began streaming down his ass-crack, 
parting against his balls, and raining down his inner thighs. The whole ordeal lasted only a few seconds, 
but it felt like an eternity. 

When the downpour at last came to a stop, Rob breathed a sigh of relief but immediately regretted it as his 
mouth and nose drew in a lungful of ammonia-laced air. He began to cough, his eyes watering as he tried 
to catch his breath. 

All of a sudden, the SUV came to a sharp stop, and Rob was thrown forward, slamming upside-down 
against the front of Lulu's diaper before falling down in a heap. 

************* 

"What in the world?" Bossie asked, trying to look around the car in front of her. 

The car behind her slammed on its brakes and blared its horn. 

"Hey!" the cow bellowed, glaring over her shoulder, "Babies on board!" 

"Mama, I'm not a baby!" Lulu protested indignantly. 

Bossie sighed. "I know, Lulu," she said. "You'll always be my little calf, though."  

She craned her neck to the side, trying to see up past the line of cars in front of her, but there was no end 
in sight, and there was no apparent reason for the slowdown, either. 
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"Sorry, kiddos," she said ruefully. "Looks like we're stuck, at least until the next exit." 

"If we had been watching cartoons, this wouldn't have happened," Skylar said pointedly. 

"Patience is a virtue, Skylar," Bossie chided him. "Say, why don't we play a road game?" she suggested. "I 
spy with my little eye something green." 

"Ooh—ooh! That car!" Lulu said, pointing. 

"Good, Lulu! Now, you do one." 

"Okay, um...I spy with my little eye something...um...something gray!" she said, looking at Skylar. 

The colt blinked. "Is it me?" he asked blandly. 

"Yeah!" Lulu said, clapping with infectious enthusiasm. "Now your turn!" 

Brightening, the colt looked out the window. "Um, well, I spy...uh, with my little eye...something white?" 

Lulu and Bossie both looked around, frowning. 

"Is it that cloud?" Lulu asked, pointing. 

Skylar shook his head. "Nope." 

"Hm. How about that truck?" Bossie asked, glancing ahead of them. 

"Nuh, uh." 

"It is something we can actually see, right?" Bossie asked, raising an eyebrow. "You know it's cheating to 
pick something we can't see." 

"You can see it," Skylar insisted. "Well, she can, at least," he said, gesturing to Lulu. 

Bossie frowned thoughtfully. "Is it in the car?" she asked. 

"Uh, huh." 

"Is it in the backseat?" 

"Yeah." 

"Okay, Lulu: what's back there that's white?" 

Lulu looked around, perplexed. "I don't see anything white," she said, frowning and looking down at her 
legs. "Oh!" she said, "Is it my diaper?" she asked. 

"No, it's my diaper," Skylar replied smugly. "Your diaper is all yellow now." 

Lulu opened her mouth to retort, but then huffed and blushed. "Yeah, I guess." 

"Now, now, Skylar," Bossie chided again, "You need to play nicely. It's not Lulu's fault; she's younger than 
you are." 

"I wasn't being mean..." Skylar protested, sounding a little hurt. 

"All right, all right. Well, why don't you go again and pick another—" 

She was cut short by a loud rumble from behind her. She glanced in the rear-view mirror as Skylar turned 
to look at Lulu in surprise. 

"Lulu, are you feeling okay?" her mother asked. "That was quite the belly-gurgle!" 

Lulu shriveled her nose and shifted uncomfortably. "My tummy feels kinda grumbly," she replied. 

************* 

What had sounded like a noticeable rumble to the full-sized travelers had been nearly deafening to Rob, 
like a peal of thunder following a lightning crack right beside him. Not knowing what caused it, he 
immediately hit the ground, covering his head and glancing upward. When nothing came raining down on 
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him, he breathed a sigh of relief and cautiously got back to his feet, only for another, louder, longer rumble 
to freeze him in his tracks. 

What in the world is going on up there?! he wondered just as the ground moved out from under him. 

Knocked off his feet again, he gasped as the space on either side of him began to close in. Scrambling 
back towards the cavern under Lulu, he tripped, crawled, and clawed his way to safety as the space he'd 
just been in crushed together between two building-sized thighs. The rumbling started again, and Rob was 
convinced Armageddon was upon him. Just then, the skies opened up, and a flash-flood of piss swept him 
up and sent him screaming down towards the calf's backside, slamming him into her tail again before the 
diaper sucked up the deluge and swelled once more. 

Winded, Rob rolled onto his back as the water level dropped. Staring straight up and panting with 
exhaustion, he looked up just in time to see the calf's anus twitching. With another grumble, her indented 
anus puckered outward, quivered, and then opened with a hissing noise. As if watching it wasn't unnerving 
enough, a split-second later, Rob's eyes bulged and began watering as he rolled to his side, covering his 
face and gasping for air as the calf's gas singed his nostrils and made him drool in an attempt to get the 
bitter, sulfurous, and distinctly caustic smell out of his mouth. Yet even as he writhed in agony, Dutch-oven-
baked in calf gas, that awful smell triggered something in his mind, and he coughed at the realization that 
he'd smelled that exact stench before. 

It was the Saturday before, and he'd been lying there watching TV. Lulu had passed out on her back on his 
chest, and he had been on the verge of sleep himself when a smell—that exact smell—had startled him 
awake. Cringing and grimacing, he'd wafted the stink from his nose without waking her, given her a dirty 
look, and then cautiously began to doze off again. Yet no sooner had he almost fallen asleep once more 
than she had let out another, even worse fart that had made him jerk and cover his face with his shirt. He'd 
gasped and wheezed, but as close to sleep as he was, he hadn't wanted to get up and instead just put up 
with it, vowing to get his sleep. That had proved impossible, however. Minutes later, the calf's belly had 
started grumbling so loudly that Rob couldn't ignore it. The calf's tail had begun to twitch against Rob's 
belly, and just as Rob had begun thinking he had better do something, she had unleashed hell into her 
diaper.  

Not a little bit of hell, either. All of it. So much that her diaper had sagged, strained the snaps on her onesie, 
and made it droop, the pressure forcing it to crawl down to Rob's waist. But the worst was still yet to come. 
All that pressure had built up, and without warning, the back of her diaper had given way, liquid shit erupting 
up her back and down the front of Rob's shirt. For a split-second, he'd been frozen with disgust, but then 
he was on his feet, carrying the little turd-factory at arms' length and sprinting down the hall to her crib, 
dropping her hastily and not even bothering to cover her up before running out of the house, ripping his 
ruined shirt off in the process as he sprinted up the street. He'd thrown his shirt in the trashcan outside—
there was no saving it from what it had endured—and then jumped in the shower, scrubbing himself until 
his skin turned deep scarlet. When he'd finally gotten out and started heading to bed, he caught another 
whiff of that smell, turned on heel, and showered again. 

A rumble and that same quivering, puckering hiss brought him back to the present, and he watched in 
horror as another cloud of fetid flatus fell down over him like a fog. If Lulu was farting and her ass was 
quivering like this, how long was it before— 

He yelped as the calf's tail flagged, launching him into the air. He bounced off her perineum and plummeted 
to the diaper below, doing a belly-flop and gaping soundlessly. In the back of his mind, he knew a countdown 
had started, and as he cast his eyes warily upward, he knew there was nothing he could do to stop it; his 
best hope was to try to get away to safety before the inevitable happened. 

************* 

"Eew, Lulu, you stink!" Skylar protested, covering his face with his shirt. 

"I can't help it!" Lulu protested, then winced as she felt her stomach rumbling even harder. 

"Mercy me, Lulu," Bossie exclaimed, rolling down the windows. "You're gonna get the EPA on me for 
transporting toxic substances," she laughed, knowing the calf and colt had no idea what she was talking 
about. "Okay, Skylar. Pick something else." 
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************* 

As the calf's noxious gas settled in around him, Rob felt his eyes beginning to water. With no easy way to 
escape, the concentrated stink had impregnated itself into the moist air and lingered like a noxious cloud. 
Rob had tried to hold his breath, but once his lungs started to burn and he gasped in desperation, the bitter, 
sulfurous air he sucked in sent off alarm bells in his head, and he began to choke and drool, unable to 
escape. With his eyes, nose, and mouth all running, he crawled on all fours as fast as he could muster, 
trying to put as much distance as he could between himself and the source of that awful stink. The clammy, 
lumpy, damp diaper below him made the going just as unpleasant as it was difficult, and all the while, the 
taint in the air continued attempting to suffocate him, like trying to climb a mountain at high altitude. After 
ten minutes of grueling crawling, the diaper at last turned sharply upward, and Rob knew that after an 
arduous climb, he'd finally be home free. 

Or, he would have been if Lulu hadn't squirmed. 

Another thunderous rumble from her belly made Rob pause and clap his palms to his ears. Just then, the 
calf shifted in her seat, and Rob, standing at the front edge of her diaper, suddenly felt the ground tilting 
upward in front of him. 

"Oh, no! No, no, n—" 

He let out a yell as he fell backwards, landing with a thud on his back right back where he'd started under 
the calf's tail. His eyes widened as he saw the tail coming down right for him. He rolled out of the way just 
in time as the mammoth appendage narrowly missed crushing him. It lifted back up and thrashed back 
down several times, nearly hitting him each time. As he at last rolled out of the way, he looked up to see 
her anus twitching, like the mouth of a volcano giving its last warnings before erupting. 

"Oh, shit!" Rob yelled. 

Spurred on by terror, he flipped onto his belly and began scrambling away again, half-crawling, half-running 
over the uneven ground. 

A deep, low, loud sound that resonated in his chest and made his whole body vibrate froze him in his tracks, 
paralyzing him. It stopped, but before Rob could start scrambling again, the sound returned and once again 
incapacitated him. 

************* 

"Lulu, dear, what's wrong?" Bossie asked her mooing calf. 

"My tummy hurts, mama!" Lulu whined. "I need to poop, but Skylar says I stink." 

Bossie craned her neck to see around the car in front of them. The traffic was still backed up as far as she 
could see, and she couldn't even see an exit sign. She sighed. 

"I'm sorry, honey," she said, "But there's no place for me to pull over. Can you hold it until we get off the 
road? If not, you'll just have to do it in your diaper." 

"But I wanted to be a big girl," the calf whined. 

"I know, sweetie," Bossie said apologetically, "But there's nothing I can do! You can use your diaper this 
one time and still be a big girl. And Skylar won't say anything about it," she added pointedly, giving him a 
significant look. "Right, Skylar?" 

The colt shrugged sulkily and looked away. 

Thinking quickly, Bossie mustered some enthusiasm and said, "Well, why don't we play a new game in the 
meantime? How high can you two count?" she asked. "One, two, three, what else?" 

"F–four," Lulu chimed in, wincing. 

"Five," Skylar huffed. 

************* 
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On the verge of giving up and just surrendering to the inevitable, it was the visceral disgust Rob felt towards 
Lulu's backside and its contents that spurred him on with streaming eyes and panting breaths, urging him 
to make the same grueling climb again in hopes of avoiding a fate that was, to him, worse than death. 
Another cloud of gas knocked him off his feet as he struggled to get away. Collapsing, he lay on the soggy 
diaper, feeling the cold clamminess pressing against his face, felt the pounding headache he had from the 
mercaptan-like fumes choking his every breath. He had no sense of time, yet he knew that his was running 
out. He had to get up; he had to keep moving, or he wasn't going to get away.  

The loud, clear peal of a gurgle above him and the way the diaper nearly constantly shifted under him 
warned that he had at most a minute or two before all hell would rain down on top of him. Spurred to action, 
he got to his feet and began all-out sprinting. 

************* 

"Thirty!" Lulu said proudly. 

"Very good, you two!" Bossie praised them. "Now, can you go backwards? Lulu said 'thirty', so what's before 
that, Skylar?" 

"Twenty-nine," the colt replied proudly. 

"Good! What's before that, Lulu?" 

"Uh..." 

Lulu trailed off, her eye twitching as she dumped a particularly wet fart into her diaper. She squirmed 
uncomfortably. 

************* 

Rob heard the deafening squish and squelch above and behind him, and against his better judgment, he 
turned to look as he continued sprinting forward. A dark brown dribble squirted down a few feet behind him, 
accompanied by a far earthier and more rotten-egg-smelling stench than the previous farts had carried with 
them. After the initial squirt was a short, percussive sputter that sprayed out in all directions like a shotgun. 
As Rob's face contorted into a revolted grimace, he lost his footing and pitched forward, planting his face 
sharply against the squishy material. Dazed, he blinked his eyes a few times, trying to clear his head. 

Another farting squirt drooled a pool of liquid, lightly chunky feces down behind him, and as Lulu began to 
squirm in the final seconds before inevitability, the ground began to shift under Rob. 

"Oh, shit, oh, shit, oh, shit!" he cried, scrambling to his feet again and running all-out towards the front of 
the diaper. 

************* 

"Yes, fifteen is right, Skylar! You're both doing great. What's next, Lulu?" 

"F–fourteen," Lulu managed, squirming and grimacing.  

The calf could feel her bowels' contents knocking at the door, and she so wanted to be a big girl, but every 
second she waited felt like an eternity. 

"Thirteen!" Skylar piped up, enjoying the opportunity to show off. 

"Yes, very good, Skylar. Lulu? Are you okay?" 

************* 

Her stomach must be churning in overdrive to be making noises like that, Rob thought as the now-constant 
cacophony of gurgles intermingled with the equally constant barrage of farts and the distinct sound of shit 
being drooled into a cow patty below it. The diaper rocked sharply, but Rob grabbed a cold, wet handful of 
the ground and held tightly, desperate not to be thrown backwards into the growing gray puddle. As soon 
as the rocking stopped, he was back on his feet, sprinting and tripping forward as fast as he could. It was 
only maybe another thirty feet. If he could just make it, he could grab the far end and maybe escape to 
safety just as the apocalypse was starting. 
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************* 

"Four," Lulu gasped. 

"Three!" Skylar crowed. 

"T–two. U—uh, M–mama, I..."  

"One!" 

Lulu let out a piteous moo as she finally lost the fight with her bowels. She felt her anus open wide and the 
first runny stools beginning to make their way out. 

************* 

A deafening fart resounded in Rob's very soul, paralyzing him and trumpeting the unambiguous message: 
this was it. 

The diaper rocked backwards as the calf's tail flagged out its warning. Too stunned to move, Rob 
experienced everything in slow motion as he was thrown backwards, falling what felt like forever towards 
ground zero.  

"Oh, shit!" he heard himself scream for what sounded like eternity. 

His feet dragged through something hot, wet, and slimy that managed in that fleeting moment to squidge 
between his toes. 

He landed on his back once again, the wind knocked out of him. Gaping and trying to catch a breath, he 
stared in horror at the puckering, quivering hole above him that already had a trail of crusty, gray shit on it. 
The hole began to twitch, and Rob let out a silent scream as he felt a stream of liquid shit drool down on 
his belly and groin. The heat and smell were gross, but he was not prepared for the weight, feeling as 
though a lead vest made of ordure had been placed on his lower half. 

The calf's tail flagged under Rob, hurling his still-winded body upwards towards that great, gaping chasm 
in the sky. He braced for impact, but instead of him bouncing off, the fecal bikini he wore plastered itself 
against the calf's perineum, trapping Rob's head and torso right in the line of fire. 

"Oh, hell, no!" Rob screamed, catching his breath at last and thrashing as the yawning maw above him 
opened in slow motion to reveal the head of a huge, gray bolus about to bury him. "This is not what I signed 
up for!" 

Using both hands, he pressed hard against Lulu's taint and managed to free his groin. He fell with a yell, 
narrowly missing the shit-pile below him. Shuddering in disgust at the state of his groin, he resigned himself 
to deal with it later as he made another mad dash to escape the looming cow patty above him. No sooner 
was he just clear than he heard the first deafening crash of the patty against the diaper. Scrambling forward 
for all he was worth, he again made the exhausting climb with a rapidly spreading wave of feces literally at 
his heels, sometimes not even a full pace behind him. The air turned for the worse, growing even closer 
and more humid as the rotten egg smell overtook the other noxious odors.  

Coughing and gagging, Rob streaked ahead, at last outpacing the viscous patty as he neared the front 
edge of the diaper. Leaping onto it, he began trying to scale it vertically, but the fabric was slick from the 
absorbed urine, and he couldn't gain solid footing. After scrambling helplessly, he at last turned to face the 
inevitable as the squishing, squeezing gray matter continued relentlessly flowing towards him. He couldn't 
even see the calf's tail anymore; the muck had closed off all the space between Lulu's legs, and the level 
was now rising. In another few feet, it would be on him, growing up around his feet and crawling up his legs. 

"No!" Rob yelped, turning and clawing again at the fabric, desperate to get away. 

************* 

Lulu's defeat had been short-lived because as soon as all that muck was out of her system, she suddenly 
felt much better. Shifting a little, she added another liquid squirt to her now-full diaper and sat back 
contentedly. Skylar, for all his pouting, kept his word and didn't say anything, though he did subtly pull his 
shirt back over his nose. 
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************* 

Rob had survived. The muck had come up about two inches from his feet, but then it had stopped. He was 
perched precariously against the edge of the diaper, clinging to it for dear life, but if he could just hold very 
still, he would be okay. He'd even managed to avoid being flung into the mess when Lulu changed her 
position. And, now that the little shit-factory had done her business, it was only a matter of time before 
Bossie changed her, and that was when he could make his escape. As long as she didn't make any more 
mess, he could make it out okay. 

************* 

"Well," Bossie said, turning into the mall parking lot at last, "We're finally here. I'm sorry it took so long," she 
said regretfully as she parked right in front of the building. "I never expected traffic to be so bad!" 

She got out and undid Lulu's and Skylar's seat belts, then put them down on the ground. Almost 
immediately, Lulu froze, a look coming over her face, and then she began to urinate. 

************* 

Rob's fingers and arms were numb from gripping the fabric so hard for so long. He felt the shift and yelped 
in pain as he forced his stiff arms and legs to start moving again to avoid the shifting sludge behind him. 

He had not counted on Lulu peeing again. That was not factored into his calculations. 

There was no warning drip, no stream slightly offset from him to warn him to move. There was only a 
concentrated stream that hit him square in the head, bounced off his body and the diaper, and then flushed 
him backwards, yanking his fingers loose from their handholds. He fell backwards, too shocked to realize 
what was happening until it was too late. His back slammed into the hot, sloppy mess behind him, and just 
as it dawned on him what was happening, the rest of him splatted down into it, too. He screamed in disgust, 
but in so doing, wasted the one precious second he had to avoid a much worse fate. For in that one second, 
the urine flooded down under the fecal layer, buoying it and Rob so high that he couldn't reach the bottom 
to push off of. He was trapped, forced to tread water in a lake of waste. 

Yet even that wasn't enough. 

The stream that had started out so concentrated now spread out as Lulu shifted, splattering off her labia 
and the front of the diaper and raining down on the pudding-like contents below and making them splash 
upward all over Rob. He tried to bat away at them at first, but in so doing, he quit treading water, and his 
head dipped below the surface. He came up spluttering and screaming, covered head-to-toe in cow shit 
and piss. Blinded by the stuff, he began swimming in the nearest direction, aiming for the front of the diaper. 
But, what he thought was forward was really backward, and instead of feeling soft ground beneath him, he 
swam out to deeper waters.  

Yet firm ground was indeed coming, just not in the way he'd hoped. As the not-quite-saturated diaper began 
to work its magic, swelling outward and upward below him, his straining toes at last touched terra firma.  

But something was wrong: the ground below him was still heaving upward, and before he could react, it 
had shoved him up against Lulu's taint. Scrambling, he tried to get away, but the impossibly thick muck 
trapped him, and finding no other place to go, dragged his captive body backward yet again to the more 
spacious rear end of the diaper. 

Rob had no idea where he was, but things smelled somehow worse here—if that was possible. He felt an 
opening above him. Forcibly yanking his arm out of its pasty prison, he reached up and felt a warm, 
quivering pucker. The diaper heaved under him again, pressing his head up firmly against it. 

For all his running, he'd ended up exactly where he'd wanted to avoid most, his shit-covered face pressed 
against Lulu's crusty anus. 

************* 

"Okay, kids, come on; let's get Lulu changed," Bossie said, taking each of them by the hand and leading 
them to the door.  

"Um, Ms. B?" Skylar said hesitantly as she took his hand. 
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"Yes?" the cow asked, slightly distracted by Lulu's sagging diaper. 

"I, um," the colt said nervously, averting his eyes. "I need to, um...go potty," he whispered, his voice almost 
inaudible. 

"That's where we're going", Bossie said. "Let's just get inside, and then you can go potty, and I can get Lulu 
changed." 

They got to the door, and Bossie looked helplessly at both of her occupied hands. Given how tightly Skylar 
was gripping her, she decided it would be easier to let go of Lulu so she could get the door open. 

That was a mistake. The second the door was open, Lulu scampered forward without a care in the world, 
her diaper drooping mere inches off the ground. 

"Lulu, wait! Come back here so I can change you!" Bossie cried, starting to run after her only to remember 
that she still had Skylar in tow. 

"Come on, Skylar! Quickly!" Bossie said, urging him forward. 

"But I gotta go pee!" Skylar protested matter-of-factly, stopping dead in his tracks so he could explain the 
nuanced intricacies of his urinary tract. "If I run, it'll just make me need to—" 

He didn't get to finish as Bossie whisked him up and carried him. Darting between people, she hastily 
chased the carefree calf as she toddled and cooed, delighted to have so much space to run around and 
stretch her legs, particularly after such a long car ride! 

"Gotcha!" Bossie said, grabbing her daughter by the arm and lifting her up. Lulu giggled just as a stroller 
passed by. 

"Whoo, hoo, toddler on a tear, doesn't care how deep her diaper's sagging!" the knowing mother laughed, 
meeting Bossie's eye and giving her a sympathetic glance. "You've got a very full diaper, Little Miss!" 

"Which we're going to take care of right now," Bossie said, giving her daughter a dirty look. 

The onlooker blanched, then lowered her voice. "Looks like you, ah, might have more than one to take care 
of," she said, glancing at Skylar. 

The colt looked positively mortified sitting on Bossie's arm, his face frozen in horror and his lip quivering as 
the front of his diaper suddenly bulged and Bossie felt warmth spreading down the side of her chest. 

"Oh, Skylar, I am so sorry," she said. "Come on, let's go." 

Anticipating a tantrum, she hastily carried the two to the communal changing room and laid them both out 
side-by-side on one of the tables. 

"I just wanted to be a big boy!" Skylar whimpered, tears coming to his eyes. "I tried so hard. So hard!" 

"I know, I know, and I'm sorry, Skylar," Bossie said. "It's my fault for not getting you here sooner. Don't 
worry; I'll have you cleaned up in just a minute, and then you'll be all better. Just let me take care of Lulu 
first." 

"But I shouldn't even be dirty!" the colt cried. "It's her fault for running off; she should have to wait for me!" 

"It doesn't matter whose fault it was," Bossie said firmly as she undid the tapes on Lulu's diaper. "Lulu's 
been sitting in a dirty diaper for a long time now, and I need to get her changed before she gets a rash. She 
went number 1 and number 2." 

Skylar scoffed. "Yeah, well"—he squeezed his eyes closed and grunted—"There. Now I went number 1 
and number 2, too!" 

Bossie did a double-take, then shook her head. "That is very naughty, Skylar!" she said. "Just wait until I 
tell your mother how you deliberately pooped your diaper!" 

Scowling, she pulled Lulu's diaper down. 

************* 
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Rob had not been idle during all these events. Nearly drowned in piss-infused poo when Lulu peed herself, 
things had only gotten worse from there. As she'd toddled to the door, her diaper had rocked side to side, 
agitating the disgusting contents and making large bubbles of froth appear on the surface. These, it 
seemed, did their best to wait until they were next to Rob before popping, showering him in the vile elixir. 

But things were far worse once Lulu got inside. The fast-moving youngster's diaper was crushed between 
her legs and vigorously shaken, plunging Rob beneath the surface over and over again. No sooner would 
he surface than the frothy liquid would shove him up against Lulu's taint, submerging him again and 
threatening to drown him. To make matters worse, the vile stuff was beginning to harden, making moving 
far more difficult than it had been before. Already exhausted from all the running and then treading water, 
Rob's arms were screaming at him as he desperately swam to the surface again and again, the horrid liquid 
around him thickening and getting harder and harder to move in each time. By the time Bossie caught up 
with Lulu, he had been cast in the diaper like a prehistoric creature trapped in mud for eternity. The filthy 
hairs on Lulu's taint brushed against his face, yet he could do nothing to stop them. 

When the diaper finally opened and fell away from Lulu's body, Rob was on the verge of tears himself. 

************* 

"Well, I'm gonna tell her that you weren't taking care of me, and that's why I pooped my pants!" Skylar was 
saying. "And she'll believe me because I'm her little colt and you're just a—a—" 

"A what?" Bossie asked, putting her hands on her hips and giving him a very convincing I am done with this 
conversation, and you'd better be, too, if you know what's good for you look. 

The colt trailed off, not sure exactly how to get what he wanted. But when Bossie returned her attention to 
Lulu, he chose the nuclear option. 

"Bwaa, haa, haa, haa!" he bawled, tears welling up in his eyes as he began to kick at the changing table 
with his hooves. Several other parents looked up worriedly from their own tables to see what was the matter. 

"Skylar, shh! You're making a scene!" Bossie hissed, but to no avail. The colt lay on his back, slamming his 
fists against the table and raising all kinds of ruckus. 

"All right, all right!" Bossie snapped. "You wanna act like a little baby? Fine. I'll change you like a little baby!" 

Abandoning Lulu's diaper, Bossie grabbed the squalling colt, undid his tapes, and pulled his diaper down. 
Almost immediately, he quit crying, and his expression turned petulant once more. 

************* 

As if breaking free of concrete, Rob flexed his arms and managed to break out of his manure prison, chunks 
of crusted feces falling off him. Sitting up painfully, he gazed out over the endless gray steppe of waste, 
and his heart sank. It seemed to go on for miles, and with the indentations of Lulu's undercarriage imprinted 
on it, it was covered with mountains and valleys he'd have to climb to escape. Despite his exhaustion, he 
got to his feet and began trudging towards the nearest edge. No matter what, he would get out of this diaper 
before it closed back up! 

************* 

A nearby gazelle clicked her tongue and shook her head, giving Bossie a quietly judging look as the cow 
began to wipe the foal's sheath with baby wipes. 

"What?" Bossie asked indignantly, glancing over. 

"Well, it's none of my business," the gazelle said haughtily. "I know it can be hard, but if you cave when he 
throws a tantrum like that, you're only reinforcing bad habits, teaching him that—" 

"I know," Bossie replied, subtly rolling her eyes and turning her attention to Skylar's lightly-shit-caked ass. 
"He's not mine; I'm babysitting him for a friend, and it's not my place to raise him." 

"I'd be saying a few choice words to his mother," the gazelle sniffed. "Such behavior really speaks to his 
upbringing!" 
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Bossie ignored the nosy gazelle and continued her work, deftly avoiding the well-formed but slightly mashed 
road apples and returning the foal's brown-stained coat to its normal appaloosa gray. 

************* 

The fresh air had proved surprisingly therapeutic to Rob, and motivated by desperation and fueled by 
oxygen flowing freely into his lungs, he rapidly made the arduous journey up the indentation from one of 
Lulu's legs to stand atop the mountain formed by the cleft of her ass. From his vantage point, he could see 
Bossie impossibly high above him, her arms as long and big around as skyscrapers. Far off to his right, he 
could see the massive colt lying in his dirty diaper. 

Psh, Rob scoffed, That diaper looks as clean as a whistle compared with this mess of a mud pie! If I had to 
pick between the two, I'd choose that one any day! 

Returning his attention to the towering cow, he called up to her hoarsely and waved his tiny hands, but 
something off to the side distracted her and made her look away. Seeing that his efforts to get her attention 
were in vain and determined not to spend another moment in the accursed diaper, he climbed down from 
the apex and began making his way towards the nearest leg-gather, intent on getting off and putting his 
feet on solid ground. Even if he was stuck being tiny, at least he wouldn't have to suffocate in cow-crap-
concrete! 

************* 

Having gotten Skylar cleaned up, Bossie pulled his dirty diaper out from under him, deftly folded it and the 
wet wipes into a ball, taped it shut, and threw it into a communal diaper pail. Then she pulled his legs up 
and put a new diaper down under him before turning her attention back to Lulu. 

"Hey, wait!" Skylar whined, "You're supposed to finish changing me!" 

"You aren't dirty anymore, Skylar," Bossie replied firmly. "You can wait while I get Lulu cleaned up." 

"But I—" 

"Enough," the cow growled in a tone that made the colt have second thoughts about trying another tantrum. 

She looked down at her daughter and did a double-take. 

"My goodness, Lulu! Where did all of this even come from?" she asked helplessly. "I don't even know where 
to start!" 

"Doesn't matter where you start, so long as you do it quickly," said a nearby mama pig. "That is quite the 
little stinker you've got there, and that's coming from me!" 

Bossie started to retort, but then sighed and shook her head. This was why she didn't like coming out in 
public, she reminded herself: all the other parents had to say something about her parenting, her daughter's 
diapers, and so on and so forth. More than once, she'd had half a mind to offer to let them raise her 
daughter—since they were such experts and all—but she frankly loved her daughter too much to part with 
her.  

Skylar, on the other hand...  

The cow gave him a dirty look and thought to herself the words she wanted to say to Jenny. 

Shaking her head, she took a wet wipe, and figuring starting anywhere was better than not starting at all, 
she began to dab at the crusted feces near her daughter's vulva, slowly burrowing through the crunchy 
layer to reveal a small spot of clean fur beneath. Having established a beachhead, she began working her 
way out from there and beginning to amass a mountain of wet wipes as she worked. 

************* 

Rob was making good progress, he guessed, when suddenly the sky turned dark. Looking up just in time, 
he hit the ground as a monstrous wet wipe the size of a football stadium plopped down over him. 
Scrambling, he crawled on hands and knees over the poopy ground, emerging out from under the wet wipe 
with a sigh of relief. Yet no sooner had he stood up than another one came down, landing straddling the 
first one and obscuring the sky once more. 
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I am gonna be in such good shape after all this, Rob thought as he forced his aching, exhausted body to 
keep going, to outpace the falling wet wipes. 

An ominous stomach-rumble from Lulu reminded him that he was still in danger, and he hurriedly pressed 
forward. 

************* 

After nearly an entire package of wipes, Bossie at last had her daughter's backside the color it was 
supposed to be, and she sighed exasperatedly as she was at last able to pull up on her daughter's legs 
and gingerly slide the diaper out, doing her best not to re-encrust her daughter's backside with the thick, 
drying patties in the seat of her diaper. 

"Goodness, Lulu," she said, shaking her head. "You must've had a one-stone deuce! Gonna have to start 
calling you Little One-Stone," she said, eliciting a giggle from her daughter and a scoff from Skylar. 

With the diaper finally free of the calf's backside, she carefully lowered Lulu's legs, lifted the diaper into the 
air, and began the arduous task of balling it up and taping it, somehow without dumping its contents all over 
the changing table. 

************* 

The edge of the diaper was within reach when the world suddenly started shaking and then lifted violently 
into the air. Rob yelped in surprise and fear as he saw the changing table moving away below him at a 
dizzying pace. Yet that was about to be the least of his worries. The ground suddenly disappeared beneath 
his feet, curving sharply down back the way he came as Bossie tried to funnel the diaper's contents—
including Rob—towards the middle of the diaper. With only his hands grasping the edge of the diaper 
keeping him from falling, Rob looked down in horror at how truly far away the changing table was. Yet as 
Bossie began to fold up the diaper and the part he was clinging to suddenly turned vertical, Rob yelled in 
terror as he lost his grip and began to fall. He was certain that if he landed on the table itself, he would splat 
into nothingness, and as he flailed in the air, he desperately aimed for the much softer surface of the colt's 
diaper. 

The man had never been skydiving, and even if he had, it probably wouldn't have made him an expert in 
picking his landing spot while free-falling. While he did manage to miss hitting table's hard surface, he very 
nearly missed landing on the table at all as his trajectory carried him out past its edge. The changing table 
was at least twice as high above the ground as Rob had been over the table, and as the table vanished, 
replaced by empty space and a ground so far down that he might as well be flying in a plane, he nearly 
passed out. For a tenuous moment, his fall alternately carried him over the diaper and free space, switching 
between a soft landing and a terrifying, splattering death on the changing room tile below. 

At the last minute when he was about to miss the diaper entirely, he reached out, caught hold of it, and 
managed to fling himself down the white, padded surface. Rolling, tumbling, and skidding on the fabric, he 
at last landed in a heap, his body trembling violently from the protracted adrenaline rush.  

Yet as he lay there panting, the thought crossed his mind that he was still in a diaper. If he wanted to be 
free, he was going to have to make his way off this one, too. Letting out an overwhelmed whimper, he tried 
to get to his feet, but his body, pushed to its limits at last, refused to budge. 

************* 

Relaxing a little from the stress from the drive, from Lulu's mess, from Skylar being himself, and from the 
busybody parents around her, Bossie pulled a bottle of baby powder from her bag, liberally applied it to 
Lulu's undercarriage, and then closed her diaper up, smiling with satisfaction. 

"There," she said, "All better." 

"I don't want that stuff," Skylar said. "It smells like babies." 

A slightly sadistic glint flashed in Bossie's eyes but vanished before anyone could see it. 

"Well, since you're acting like a baby, that seems fitting," she said, brandishing the powder and giving him 
a look that warned him he'd better lie still. 
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************* 

"Come on, Rob, come on!" the man grunted, trying to at least get up on all fours. "You're gonna get stuck 
in another diaper if you don't get off your ass!' 

Yet although he could flex his muscles, he couldn't get them to budge. He glanced down, scowling at his 
leaden body but then stopped short, doing a double-take as some kind of white powder began to fall down 
on him. Finer than snowflakes, it settled down over him like a fog, and as he inhaled, he got a mouthful of 
the stuff on his tongue and began coughing. 

"Cripe!" he hacked, "That's enough baby powder to suffocate a man!" 

He put his arm over his face, forgetting that he wasn't wearing sleeves that might work as an air filter. He 
quickly regretted doing so as his shit-covered appendage smeared its coating all over his face but did 
nothing to improve the air quality. 

Gagging, he buried his face in the diaper, trying to wipe off the mess he'd just gotten on his face and still 
trying to breathe. The thick material did a much better job at filtering the air, and by pressing his mouth to 
it, Rob was able to suck in a few breaths. His relief was short-lived, however, for only seconds later, he felt 
the ground below him shift. 

"Not again!" he screamed, sinking his fingers into the material and holding on for dear life. 

The front inside of the diaper—the very spot where Rob was—was lifted up, up, up until it was vertical. He 
clung to the side of the wall, his feet scrabbling in vain for footholds. Yet a moment later, the footholds 
wouldn't have meant anything as the diaper turned upside-down and left him dangling over the oversized 
colt's body. 

"Augh! Let me down!" he screamed. "I can't hold on!" 

As if in answer, the diaper moved downwards, and Rob saw the colt's body rushing up towards him. Torn 
between the need to let go and the desire not to be crushed, he eventually lost his grip and fell down onto 
Skylar's waist, his weight so minuscule that the colt didn't even notice him. But he wasn't out of danger, yet. 
Overhead, the diaper continued to move downward, threatening to crush him. Seeing a low spot in the colt's 
anatomy, Rob scrambled towards it and took refuge in the miniature cave. It was hot and moist in there and 
smelled a little funky—not quite musky, but not a far stretch from it. Overhead, the diaper clamped down 
snugly against the colt's skin, and Rob heard the deafening roar of tapes being undone and put into place. 

At last, the ground held still, the sky quit trying to crush him, and Rob let out an exhausted sigh, collapsing 
on his side. 

************* 

"There. Now you're both cleaned up and wearing fresh diapers," Bossie said, lifting the two down off the 
changing table and putting them on the ground. "Lulu, stay by me please," she said as the youngster 
immediately began to sprint for the door. 

The calf stopped mid-stride, hesitated, then turned and waddled back to her mother. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, Bossie glanced down at her other charge and did a double-take. 

"Skylar?" she asked. "What's the matter?" 

************* 

Rob could not catch a break. The whole world had suddenly reoriented itself again, and it was thanks only 
to the walls and ceiling of the cave he was in that he didn't free-fall down into the bottom of the colt's diaper 
when the floor and ceiling became walls and the walls became floor and ceiling. Falling in a heap at the 
bottom of the cave, Rob couldn't help but notice how bouncy the floor was beneath him, as if he was lying 
on porous tumbling mats. Frowning curiously, he poked at the elastic surface then used his whole hand to 
compress it and watch it rebound, like one of those memory foam mattress commercials. 

Yet unlike memory foam, the floor of his cave rebounded more than a hundred times the amount he'd 
compressed it. Rob let out a startled grunt as the whole floor began rising upward, pushing him towards the 
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top of the high walls of his cave. All the while, his whole cave seemed to pulsate, to throb as a large slit at 
the middle of it expanded and widened into a hole. 

Rob was so preoccupied by what he saw that he didn't notice the padded ceiling coming down towards 
him, didn't notice his fleeting chance for escape. He did notice, though, when the ceiling abruptly slammed 
into his head, knocking him to the ground and quickly pinning him as the floor continued to rise and swell 
outward. 

"Hey, what the—?!" Rob cried, but the force of the ground squeezing him against the ceiling cut off his 
breath. 

The small hole he'd noticed had continued to grow and was now as big around as Rob's head. As the 
human struggled to get free, the hole yawned open more and continued swelling, enveloping Rob's head 
and shoulders while his lower body and arms were still thoroughly pinned in place. 

The air inside the hole was lightly acrid and very humid. The walls of the hole were slightly ruddy and 
glistened. 

"Where the hell am I?" Rob wondered aloud, looking around. 

In response, a wall of liquid shot out of the depths of the hole, slamming Rob's head against the diaper-
ceiling. The liquid came with the force of a dozen fire hoses, blasting Rob's mouth open and shooting up 
his nose. Yet the force was so great that he couldn't even gasp; he could only endure as the torrential liquid 
blasted its way down his throat, filled his stomach, and flooded his sinuses with a stinging, acrid, burning 
liquid.  

Some twenty seconds later, the deluge stopped, and Rob coughed, spluttered, and gasped, trying to fill his 
desperately empty lungs. 

Only then did he finally realize what had happened. As the strong scent of ammonia filled the air, choking 
him and making him drool, his eyes began to burn. Tears, snot, and drool streamed down his face as the 
pungent fumes tried to asphyxiate him. 

It was at least ten times worse than when Lulu had pissed on him. 

************* 

"Skylar?" 

The colt stood there, paralyzed, for several seconds as the front of his diaper turned from snow-white to 
golden yellow. 

"Skylar!" Bossie scolded. "I just changed you!" 

The colt's face flushed, then turned deep, dark red. Tears welled up in his eyes, and he began to sob. 

Bossie did a double-take. "Skylar, wh—? What is going on?" she asked helplessly. 

Something clicked in the back of her mind, something Jenny had told her. 

Oh, Bossie, you moron, she chided herself, then quickly knelt and pulled the colt in for a hug. 

"There, there," she said, stroking the back of his head and lightly shushing him. "Your mama told me that 
this might happen, that your body might just give up on potty training if you messed yourself." 

Hearing it aloud only seemed to make the colt cry harder. 

"Oh, shh, it's okay; it's not your fault," she said soothingly, petting and patting the colt reassuringly. "Bodies 
do this sometimes, and yours is working in overtime, trying to grow up into a big stallion. I'm sure this is all 
very confusing for you, but just you watch: in just a few years, this will all be behind you, and you won't 
even remember this day. Say," she said, letting him go and facing him, "You've been working really hard to 
be a big boy, haven't you?" 

The colt sniffled and nodded. 

"Well, why don't you take a day off? Just enjoy being a little colt for a day? Consider it a vacation!" 
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Unmoved, the colt glared at her with bloodshot eyes. "I wouldn't have done it if we'd stayed home," he 
replied petulantly. 

As you keep reminding me, Bossie thought to herself. "I know. Well, what about something to eat? Are you 
hungry?" 

The colt's expression softened, and his stomach rumbled in response. He nodded, hesitantly at first but 
then assuredly. 

"Well, how about we get you both something to eat, then?" Bossie said. "Come on, up you go." 

She lifted them both back up onto the changing table and let them sit on the edge with their legs dangling 
off while she exposed her teats. 

"Drink up, babies," she said, leaning forward. "Lunch is served." 

The calf and foal, both apparently hungrier than they'd realized, wasted no time, latched on, and began to 
drink with gusto. 

************* 

Rob coughed, then yelped as the penis under him began to retract back into its sheath. As the sheath wall 
rushed upward, it caught Rob in the gut and flung him over backwards. He cried out as he found himself 
falling and tumbling once more, his body alternately hitting the padded diaper and the foal's undeveloped 
scrotum. Battered and bruised by the time he finally landed, as well as drooling, teary-eyed, and runny-
nosed, he collapsed in a heap for the umpteenth time and sighed. 

"Fuck it," he muttered. "I'm just gonna lay here—just like this—until this is all over."  

At least he wasn't covered in shit anymore. 

************* 

After the youngsters had nursed their fill from Bossie's teats, the cow covered herself, lifted the two down, 
and then led them out of the changing room. The mall was not as packed as during the winter holidays but 
was certainly abounding with parents, cubs, and couples out enjoying the chance to be around people 
without having to interact with them directly. This particular mall was a favorite among parents with young 
children since it had one of the biggest play areas in town, with far more ways to engage than even what 
the best of the fast-food playgrounds could offer (a single slide and single tube). As cow, calf, colt, and 
stowaway neared it, the sounds of children playing piqued Lulu's interest, and she began tugging, nearly 
dragging her mother, who held her hand tightly lest she get away again. 

"All right, Lulu, off you go," Bossie said at last, laughing as she released her daughter—though unleashed 
might be more accurate—and the calf eagerly toddled, ran, and stomped her way into the throng of other 
cubs climbing and crawling all over the playscape. 

"Go on, Skylar," the cow said, letting go of his hand and gently nudging him forward towards the playscape. 
"A little exercise would be good for you," she added pointedly. 

The colt stood for a moment, grimacing before turning around. 

"M–Ms. B? I don't feel good," he said. 

"Now, now, don't try to pull that one on me, Skylar," Bossie said, putting her hands on her hips. "Run along 
and play. I promise that if you give it a chance, it will grow on you," she said, shooing him away. 

Skylar hesitated, then begrudgingly shuffled towards the others. 

************* 

What Bossie didn't know was that every time Skylar paused, he was pissing himself, a fact that Rob was 
acutely aware of. Despite his attempt to stay in one position (that position best described as "pretzel"), the 
lifting up, sitting down, lifting up, and eventual walking of the diaper's other occupant meant nearly constant 
changes in orientation for Rob. The sharp stench of piss had been bad enough once he'd finally managed 
to shake the last of it from his sinuses, but then constantly being knocked off his feet and falling face-first 
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into a diaper saturated with it was really beginning to get old. Yet as Skylar had finally begun to walk 
alongside Bossie and Lulu, Rob had at last gotten the hang of the shuffling beneath his feet and the 
consistent forward movement. 

Until it stopped. 

He fell face-forward and barely caught himself. Not knowing what was going on in the Great Beyond outside 
the diaper, he'd waited uncertainly for the movement to start back up. But, growing impatient, he'd finally 
gotten to his feet...just in time for a cascade of sharply focused urine to hit him in the chest, bowling him 
over backwards and knocking the wind out of him as the hot, wet, stinking liquid flooded over him like a 
pressure washer. 

Then they'd started walking again, and Rob had again gotten to his feet, hoping to get somewhere where 
the next stream wouldn't hit him—since another stream seemed inevitable. Against his better judgment, 
he'd retreated backwards under the foal's scrotum, sheltering under the overhang from the torrential 
downpours. That had proved to be a mistake since as soon as Skylar began walking again, his testicles 
alternately pressed down against the diaper, nearly crushing Rob before he could retreat even further 
backward to safety. 

Yet there was another fact that Rob knew that Bossie didn't, and that was that Skylar had not been lying 
when he said he didn't feel good. Almost immediately after the foal had leaned forward to drink his liquid 
lunch, his stomach had been growling almost non-stop. With the noise of the mall, Bossie might be forgiven 
for not picking up on the subtle sound, but sheltered from the ambient noises and trapped close to the 
bowel sounds, Rob was unable to ignore them—particularly when they were accompanied by the most foul-
smelling gas he had ever smelled, even worse than Lulu's had been. Imagine a gallon of milk put out in the 
sun and allowed to begin curdling, letting off that distinctly dairy scent combined with the unmistakable 
bitterness of something that's gone off. Now imagine a skunk drinking up a whole stomach's worth of that 
stuff, dying, and then its bloated, rotting corpse being popped. That was the smell Skylar unwittingly 
unleashed on Rob. 

There wasn't even any warning. When Lulu farted, it tended to come as a noisy hiss that sometimes 
spluttered as not-so-gaseous substances passed out of her alongside her flatus. Skylar, on the other hand, 
passed gas so quietly that even Rob's acute sense of hearing barely registered anything out of the ordinary. 
There he was, milling about and trying to figure out his next steps, when the hair on the back of his neck 
stood up. As he turned to figure out what had triggered it, he suddenly caught a whiff of the smell and 
immediately fell over, coughing and gagging on all fours. His eyes burned, and his head pounded with a 
ferocious headache as the implacable stench bored into his skull through all his orifices. 

Breathe in deeply, he admonished himself. Get used to it, and then it won't stink anymore. Someone had 
told him that one time, and he'd tried it when he visited a garbage dump. Sure enough, after only a few 
breaths, the unpleasant smell of rotting garbage and disposed-of feces abated. While the air hadn't smelled 
pure in any sense of the word, at least it wasn't gagging him. Yet the smell here was so much worse than 
that, and it took him some time just to be able to muster the courage to even try it. The first breath was like 
breathing mustard gas, and he could feel himself foaming at the mouth as his body desperately tried to 
reject the awful assortment of putrid chemicals. He forced himself to breathe again and threw up. The third 
time, though, gasping and spluttering, he finally managed to endure the tainted air and fell into a more 
normal breathing pattern. 

Well, if it worked for that, he thought tiredly, It'll work for anything. 

************* 

As Lulu climbed all over the playscape and ran and chased other cubs, Skylar grew increasingly lethargic, 
his movements short, yet he seemed covered in sweat. Keeping an eye on her daughter, Bossie went to 
him and squatted down. 

"Skylar, what's going on?" she asked, feeling of his forehead. 

The response was a gurgle loud enough that Bossie heard it over the screeches of enthusiastic kids. 
Surprised, she put her hand to his abdomen and could feel how hard his bowels were churning. Even 
worse, he seemed to be bloating, his skin stretched and malleable like a balloon under his shirt. 
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"Did you eat anything off the floor?" she asked worriedly. "Or drink anything? Or lick anything?" 

"I told you I didn't feel good," Skylar replied, his voice listless and lacking its usual nasal imperiousness. 

************* 

The stomach-growling had at first been a rapidly cycling pattern of gurgles and pauses of roughly equal 
length. Yet, over the last few minutes, the periods of gurgling had lengthened, and the periods of silence 
had shortened until the sounds of sloshing, rumbling, and growling were nearly a constant drone in the 
background. They had at first alarmed Rob, particularly once he smelled their rotten produce, but after a 
period of almost ten minutes of relentless tummy-rumbles, he shrugged it off as the colt just having different 
anatomy from his last diaper roommate. But several clouds of gas that knocked him off his feet later, and 
he was beginning to think that something was seriously wrong. Nobody should be able to make a stink like 
that—let alone more than once—and live to tell about it! To make matters worse, the bloating seemed to 
be affecting the colt's bladder, and he repeatedly stopped, unfurled, and let loose a short drizzle of urine—
nothing like the floods that had threatened to drown Rob before, but definitely enough to keep the ammonia 
levels high and make it as hard to breathe as possible. 

But what really tipped Rob off was when the diaper started shifting and groaning around the foal's bloating 
belly. Skylar was pudgy to begin with, but with the pressure building in his abdomen, his belly was beginning 
to pooch out even more and pulling the diaper up tightly against himself. 

************* 

"Sorry to intrude, Miss, but is your son okay?" a rhino asked worriedly, gesturing to Skylar. "He sure seems 
to be bloating out." 

"I know," Bossie replied fretfully. "I don't know what's wrong with him; I'm just babysitting him for a friend." 

The rhino frowned. "He's not lactose intolerant, is he?" he asked. "Has he had any milk products recently?" 

"Well, yes...I just fed him a few minutes ago," Bossie replied, frowning. "I don't think he's lactose intolerant; 
his mother didn't say anything about it." 

At that moment, Skylar froze with a distressed look on his face. His lip curled up, and then he farted so 
loudly that he was audible over the din from fifteen feet away. Almost immediately, the space around him 
cleared, with kids and parents alike giving him a horrified look as they moved away from the foul stench 
he'd unleashed. As the smell drifted over to Bossie and the rhino, the latter grimaced and waved his hand 
in front of his face. 

"Yup, that's the smell of lactose intolerance; I've smelled it a thousand times, and I'd be willing to put money 
on it," he said. 

"What do I do?" Bossie asked anxiously. 

The rhino shook his head regretfully. "Not much to be done but let it run its course," he said. "It will be 
painful for the child; the best thing you can do for him is get him home to someplace comfortable until it 
wears off. He'll be fine afterwards, but until then..." 

Skylar farted again at just that moment, punctuating the rhino's statement. 

"If things don't get better in a day, call me," the rhino said, handing her a card. "I specialize in equine 
pediatrics. But, I'd give him a 99% chance of pulling through on his own." 

Bossie thanked the rhino and quickly went to Skylar. 

"Okay, Skylar, come on; let's get you home," she said. Looking around, she asked, "Where's Lulu?" 

Looking around frantically, she spied her daughter on the monkey bars. 

"Lulu, dear," she said, her voice strained, "Come here, please." 

"Mama! Watch me swing!" Lulu replied, swinging her legs forward and back to make herself oscillate from 
the bars above. 

"Lulu," Bossie's voice said sharply. "Right now!" 
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************* 

Rob had meanwhile succumbed to the particularly rank escaped borborygmi. No amount of breathing 
deeply could accustom him to that degree of stench, and just the attempt made him dizzy and nauseous. 
Instead, he lay there, gasping for air and pressing his face against the moist diaper, finding the burning 
ammonia preferable to the alternative.  

It was in that position that he heard the first road apple fall, landing near him with a wet splat and then rolling 
to within only a few inches of his feet. Startled, he jerked his head to look, then grimaced and flinched away 
in disgust, scurrying backwards on his hands and feet like a crab as if the turd were some kind of venomous 
snake. It was round but lumpy, green, brown, and glistening with a slimy mucus coating, like a chocolate-
covered cherry but more like shit-covered shit. Unlike Lulu's turds, which were pretty much liquid from the 
beginning until they dried out and started hardening, the head-sized lump seemed pretty solid. At least, 
Rob thought, he'd have an easier time avoiding those than Lulu's mess. The stink, though, was ten times 
worse, and woe be unto him if one actually touched him! Shuddering at the thought, he scooted back up 
under Skylar's balls. The colt didn't seem to be moving much in his current predicament anyway. 

************* 

Lulu reluctantly got off the monkey bars and went to her mother, who snatched her and Skylar up and 
began moving rapidly towards the exit, and not a moment too soon. The change of position increased the 
pressure on Skylar's body, and he began to cry. With a telltale gurgle and a loud fart, he began to unload 
into his diaper. 

************* 

The ground rocked violently under him, and Rob didn't even have time to grab hold of something before he 
felt his feet go out from under him. He yelled in surprise as he fell down the colt's diaper, narrowly missing 
the now-rolling road apple and slamming with a grunt into the back wall of the fabric, just under Skylar's 
tail. Winded, he barely managed to roll over in time to jerk out of the way as the wet turd splatted into the 
diaper right where he'd just been. 

Lying on his back and panting despite the still-fetid air, Rob gasped as he saw the colt's donut -hole 
spreading. His eye twitched involuntarily. 

In a flash, he was scrambling and clawing his way towards the front the colt's diaper as a torrent of head-
sized horse turds started raining down like hail, filling the space between the colt's buttocks and his diaper. 
Breathing heavily, Rob looked over his shoulder to see them all packed in tightly like boulders. 

Just don't touch them, and you'll be all right, he repeated to himself over and over, like an affirmation. Maybe 
he'll squish them himself to make more room. 

************* 

"Ohh, Skylar, I'm sorry," Bossie said, feeling the squishy heat as the colt began to soil himself. "We'll get 
you home as quick as we can, all right? Lulu, stay here," she warned, putting her daughter down and hastily 
buckling Skylar into the child seat.  

As soon as she had the colt settled, she picked her daughter back up and put her in her own car seat, then 
started the engine and anxiously got back on the highway heading home. 

************* 

As Skylar settled into his seat, Rob was thrown backwards yet again, miraculously missing the turd-pile and 
landing right above it, yet his luck was about to run out. The change in position also shifted the colt's bowels 
around, and no sooner had Rob landed than he saw Skylar's anus opening up once more, mere inches 
from his face. He struggled to get away, but all his feet could reach was a slime-trail, and he slipped and 
nearly fell as Skylar's donut opened up as wide as Rob was tall. Staring into that massive chasm, Rob saw 
a cluster of horse-turds lining up and moving resolutely towards him. He began to flail, slipping helplessly 
on the slick, steep surface and unable to get away. With nowhere to go and no time to escape, he screamed 
in terror as the first cluster fell. The first ball landed between his legs. The second and third pinned his arms, 
and the fourth landed right on his head, part of it splattering into his mouth.  
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The man spluttered and tried to raise his arms to swat at the stinking ordure and get the awful taste out of 
his mouth, but the horse dung proved both heavier than he thought and heavier than he could lift. He was 
trapped, and already the horse's anus was stretching and spreading, gray-green turds streaking along its 
bright pink insides. More bombs dropped, this one landing on his chest, that one on his foot. Another landed 
a glancing blow on his shin, making him wince. With another volley, turds began falling on turds, burying 
Rob under a mountain of shit. Mortified and disgusted beyond belief, he let out a wail of protest, but all in 
vain. Nobody could hear him, and nobody was going to save him. 

After being buried under two or three layers, he couldn't even tell whether Skylar was still pooping or not. 
Everywhere around him were road apples. He saw road apples; he heard and could feel them squishing all 
around him. He certainly smelled them and even tasted them. It was sensory overload, and Rob, naive as 
he was, was foolhardy enough to think he'd reached rock bottom, that things couldn't possibly get any 
worse. 

But he had underestimated Skylar's tail, which had up to that point been remarkably calm throughout the 
ordeal. But at just that moment, it flagged one time. 

One time was all it took. The movement disturbed some of the road apples, compressing them and 
squeezing them tightly against one another. Rob didn't know—couldn't know—which of them went first, but 
in a chain reaction, they all began to burst. The turds he had thought were solid all turned out to be hollow 
shells, protective cases made to isolate a bit of the offending fluid that had so disrupted the colt's digestive 
tract. No less than twenty turds burst like water balloons, erupting rancid, partially digested milk mixed with 
bile, stomach acid, and ruptured hunks of shit-shell. The fluids splattered all over Rob, drenching him and 
making the space under him even slipperier. 

"No, no, no!" he screamed as he slipped, then slid and plummeted into a pool of the awful liquid as new 
turds rained down on top of his head, splattering the liquid and getting it in his mouth, in his ears, in his 
nose, between his toes. 

With one particularly ill-placed dung-ball hitting him in the chest, Rob was pinned, partially submerged in 
the vile concoction and buried beneath a dung-heap. 

************* 

By the time they arrived home, the worst of the ordeal was over, and although the car stank something 
awful even with the windows down, Skylar had at last stopped crying and was lying sullenly back in his car 
seat. Bossie pulled into the driveway, then got the kids unloaded and turned Lulu loose to go burn off some 
of the pent-up steam while she went to go clean up the exhausted colt. 

At least the traffic on the way home was clear, she thought. 

Laying Skylar down on the changing table, she quickly undid his diaper and took a step back, reeling. 

"Oh, geez, it's worse than the farting!" she gasped under her breath, her eyes watering. "No wonder that 
rhino recognized it when he smelled it. Lactose intolerance poop is absolutely the worst thing I've ever 
smelled!" 

Alternately holding her breath and gasping, she got the colt cleaned up as quickly as she could, then grunted 
as she pulled the diaper out from under him. She was about to ball it up and tape it closed when she 
remembered something. There was...something missing. Her eyes wandered as she thought hard, trying 
to figure out what it was that was out of place. They fell on one of Rob's shoes. 

"Oh, my gosh! Rob!" she gasped, putting the diaper down and running off to find Lulu. 

************* 

Rob had spent the last half-hour trapped under a mountain of rejected waste, pinned by what felt like a two-
ton boulder on his chest. All the while, his face had dipped into and out of the liquid feces, getting to the 
point of nearly drowning before being released to cough, spit, and splutter but not freed enough to stop the 
cycle of torture. 

After half an hour of that, after being nearly drowned or asphyxiated countless times, after being cast in 
shit—in short, after a day of being trapped in a diaper—he was too tired to be disgusted anymore. He was 
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too tired to do anything anymore. By the time Bossie at last thought to look in Skylar's very bloated diaper 
for him, he hardly even welcomed the fresh air as it bathed over him. 

************* 

"There you are!" Bossie said, gingerly fishing the completely saturated human out of the diaper and holding 
him at arm's length with two fingers. "Ugh," she said, grimacing, "You are covered. Let's see where we can 
get you cleaned up." 

Not wanting the mess on Rob to rub off on any of her dishes and knowing he was far too small to put in the 
tub or even the sink, she roved the house looking for something suitable. At last, her eyes fell on the potty 
that she'd been unsuccessfully trying to train Lulu to use. It was clean and enclosed and was therefore a 
perfect candidate. She put Rob down inside of it and was about to fill it with enough water for Rob to bathe 
himself when Skylar spoke up from the changing table. 

"Ms. B?" he called. 

"Huh, oh, Skylar! How are you feeling?" 

"I–I need to pee," he said. 

Bossie's eyes darted to the potty she held in her hand. No, surely the human had suffered enough by now? 
She should take Skylar to the bathroom to let him use the real toilet. 

"Ms. B?" he said, more urgently as he squeezed his legs together. "I really need to pee. It's an emergency!" 

"Sorry, Rob. You're gonna have to endure one last one," she murmured, putting the potty down and quickly 
putting the colt down beside it. 

************* 

Rob didn't know exactly what was going on, but after being put down in the potty and seeing the colt 
standing over him, his eyes bulged. The colt's penis began to unfurl, and Rob immediately knew what was 
happening. 

"No, no, no!" he cried, running away from the colt as fast as he could. 

A split-second later, a stream of piss hit him in the back between the shoulders, knocking him over and 
hurling him against the wall of the potty. 

"Oh!" Bossie laughed in spite of herself. "Bullseye!" 

"See?" Skylar said proudly. "I can aim!" 

Rob was pinned for at least 30 seconds before the colt's stream weakened and at last let him go. The liquid 
level in the potty, however, had risen so much that the tiny human couldn't reach the bottom and had to 
tread water to stay afloat until Bossie at last rescued him and put him down on the changing table. 

"Well, Rob, I hope you've learned your lesson," she said sternly as she squeezed something from a tube 
into her hand and rubbed it all over him. 

"Definitely," Rob replied flatly, gasping as he nearly instantly returned to his normal size. "I'm never coming 
over here again." 

Despite his exhaustion, he wasted no time getting his clothes on and hurriedly leaving, lest anything else 
could happen to him. Little did he know that his punishment still wasn't quite complete. Not yet. 

He would find out the next day when the full-body diaper rash set in. 


