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"So, tell me, uh, Ethan, is it? What makes you want to work at Compassionate Care?" asked the burly bay 
stallion, glancing over the wolf's resumé. "It's not common that we get wolves applying to an adult care 
facility." He gave the wolf a hard look and asked, "You wouldn't be wanting to take advantage of our 
charges, now, would you?" 

The light-gray wolf's eyes widened in shock. "Oh, no!" he gasped. For a moment, he seemed taken aback 
by the question. "D–do people do that?" he asked incredulously. Shaking his head aggressively, he said, 
"No, I—my father suffered a head injury in a workplace accident when I was a pup and was unable to care 
for himself. My mom tried to take care of him as best she could, but after a little while, she had to put him 
in an adult care facility. I will always appreciate the kindness they showed my dad, and I thought, well, 
maybe I can pay it forward some." 

As he spoke, the lithe wolf's tail began to wag at the memory, and the interviewers exchanged glances. 

"That's well and good," said a black bull sitting next to the horse across from Ethan, "But have you ever 
worked with those who, have, ah, 'special needs'?" 

Here Ethan's tail quit wagging, and his ears drooped a little. 

"Uh, well, no," he admitted, "But I'm a quick learner," he added, his ears pricking back up and his tail 
venturing a cautious wag. "I mean, I've changed babies' diapers before, and I really care about people, so 
I think if you can teach me what needs to be done, I'll be a really hard worker doing what's best for your, 
uh, 'charges'." 

The bull nodded and then looked at the stallion. "That's all the questions I have. James?" 

The stallion shook his head. "No, Russell, that's all I had. What do you think?" 

As if on cue, they both turned to look at the wolf, who at first stuck his chest out proudly but then withered 
uncertainly under their inscrutable gaze. Something about the way they looked at him made him feel as 
though they wanted to eat him or something.  

After a moment, without breaking his gaze, the bull said, "I'm in." 

The stallion nodded, also not breaking his gaze. "Me, too. All right, kid, you've got the job—" 

Ethan's face lit up, and he reached forward to shake their hands. 

"—but," the stallion added sharply, "it will be probational. We're going to keep you under close watch, Ethan: 
no funny business with the charges; we take their safety very seriously." 

Ethan opened his mouth in surprise, closed it, then recovered. 

"Oh, of course not!" he said, leaning forward and shaking their hands, his tail wagging furiously. "I promise 
I'll be the best caretaker you've ever had!" 

James and Russell exchanged glances. 

"We'll see," Russell said. "Be here tomorrow at 7:45 AM sharp. Normally we'd start at 8:00, but you'll need 
time to get into your uniform. What size of shirt and pants do you wear, and we'll have some ready for you." 

"Uh, 28 by 28 pants, small shirt," Ethan replied. 

James and Russell exchanged glances again.  

The more he thought about it, the more their expression seemed... predatory? He shook his head. He had 
to be imagining that; after what they'd just said about how they cared for their patients, there was no way 
that was true! 

"All right. We'll probably have to have you wear females' pants," James said apologetically, breaking his 
crusty demeanor for the first time since Ethan had met him. "We don't have any pants that small in males' 
sizes." 

Ethan's tail wagged again. "Oh, I don't mind," he said. "I think pink looks pretty good on me anyway." 
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Russell made a strange grunting noise. Ethan turned to glance at him, but neither Russell nor James gave 
any indication of having made or heard it. 

"Well, it's settled, then," James said, smiling for the first time and extending his hand. "Welcome aboard, 
Ethan. We'll be glad to have you." 

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

"Hi! I'm, um, here for my first day," Ethan said, tail wagging as he approached the reception desk at 7:40 
the next morning. 

The plump opossum receptionist with "Judy" on her name tag frowned in surprise and consulted her 
computer. "I–I don't think we're expecting any wolves admitted today," she said, her face clouding and 
mildly flustered. "Did you have a doctor's referral, or are you a walk-in?" 

Ethan blinked, then chuckled. "Oh, I'm not a patient," he said. "I'm starting work here today." 

The opossum's face cleared. "Oh! I see. Well, in the future, you can use the employee entrance around the 
back," she said. Lowering her voice, she added, "We don't typically like patients to see us, you know, when 
we're not in uniform." 

Ethan's ears drooped. "O–oh, I'm sorry; I didn't know," he stammered. "But, I'll get my uniform today, and 
then I'll come in via the back entrance," he added, perking up. 

"Wonderful," Judy replied, smiling. "Welcome. I'm sure we're glad to have the help." She gave him a 
quizzical look, but then shrugged and said, "Well, you'd better hurry up, or you'll be late for your first day! 
Just go back out the door and come in the employee entrance, and James or Russell should be waiting for 
you." 

Ethan nodded, thanked her, and left, then went around the back side of the building, where a plain, white, 
metal door without any windows was marked, "Employees Only." He went up to the door, tried the handle, 
and let himself in. 

"Ah, a minute early. Excellent," Russell said the minute he walked in, making a tick on a clipboard. 

Startled, Ethan jumped slightly at seeing the bull right there. But before he had a chance to even say hello, 
the bull had already escorted him by the small of his back into a locker room. Sitting on one of the plain, 
wooden benches was a stack of light pink scrub pants beside a stack of light blue scrub shirts. 

"You'll stick out a bit, I'm afraid, but until we can get some smaller males' pants, these will have to do," 
Russell said, gesturing to the twin stacks. "Go ahead and get changed. You can use this locker here," he 
said, gesturing to locker number 513. "Just put all your belongings and extra scrubs in there. Socks are 
available in the bin there," he added, gesturing to a massive canvas hamper full of uniform, clean, but 
unfolded socks. "We don't wear shoes so as to protect the floor, so all you need is yourself wearing your 
scrubs and socks. No phones, no jewelry, no wallets, no underwear, nothing. It all goes in your locker. 
Understand?" 

Ethan did a double-take. "Wait, no underwear?" he asked. 

"It minimizes laundry and accusations of theft," Russell replied. "From time to time, you'll have patients 
throwing up on you, peeing on you, or worse, so it's best to just strip everything down, throw it all in the 
laundry, and grab a fresh set. But, we had problems with people in the past claiming that their underwear 
were stolen, so we just made the policy that nobody wears underwear." To prove his point, he deftly grabbed 
the waistband of his own blue scrubs and pulled them down just enough to expose his waist, which—sure 
enough—did not have any underwear covering it. 

Ethan nodded, and the bull left to give him some privacy. The wolf opened the locker, took off his shoes 
and socks, then quickly stripped off his T-shirt, jeans, and—reluctantly—underwear. The thought occurred 
to him that he wondered why the floor would require protecting. Wasn't it just, like, some kind of vinyl tile or 
something? He shrugged; he was sure he'd find out pretty soon. 

The scrubs were somewhat coarse and felt weird as he pulled them up and poked his tail out the tail-hole. 
But, the shade of pink was better than he'd hoped for, and he figured he could pull it off pretty effectively. 
The light-blue top seemed to contrast nicely with it, though he couldn't help but imagine himself as some 
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kind of two-toned cotton candy or maybe some kind of pill capsule. Chuckling to himself, he grabbed a pair 
of socks from the bin—they were all the same size—and donned them, then closed his locker and headed 
out of the locker room, looking for Russell. 

"It looks like you were able to get the uniform on properly." 

The bull met him at the door, startling him once more as he made another tick on the clipboard. 

"Wait, that is something you actually grade on?" Ethan asked incredulously. "Are the people who can't do 
that?" 

Russell frowned, then flashed the clipboard at him. "It's just taking inventory of the uniforms," he said. "Don't 
be so condescending." 

Ethan gaped, his tail tucking between his legs. 

"I–I'm sorry," he stammered. "I–didn't mean—" 

"Don't let it happen again," Russell replied curtly. "Now, let's get you started with your first charge." 

The prospect of getting his first real experience perked up the embarrassed wolf, who nodded and followed 
behind the stoutly-built bull.  

As they exited the employees-only area, the wolf's jaw dropped. The utilitarian, vinyl-tiled hallways from 
both the employee's entrance and the main reception area vanished, replaced by fabric-padded floors and 
equally padded walls of vibrant greens, blues, reds, and yellows. They had evidently entered into a huge 
communal play area, where a dozen or so adult furs waddled around in big, poofy, pastel-colored diapers, 
sucked on pacifiers, and played with various objects strewn around the room like the wooden, lettered 
blocks a child would play with but scaled up to adult size. Along the back wall was a row of changing tables 
with cabinets full of baby powder, diaper rash cream, wet wipes, and of course, diapers of numerous sizes. 
Indirect, sunny light emanated from the ceiling and walls, giving the place a cozy—if infantile—vibe. Off the 
side of the room were a number of doors that were only discernible by the presence of door handles and 
access card readers positioned near eye level, their bold, differing colors making them at first appear to be 
nothing more than color accents. And, dotted all around the ceiling and walls were numerous cameras able 
to keep track of every person in the room all at once from multiple angles. 

Seeing Ethan rooted to the spot, Russell turned to look at him. 

"Ah, yes, I expect you're wondering what you're seeing," he said. "You see, our facility is not geared towards 
traditional adult care; rather, our charges either choose to be here because they enjoy the lifestyle or are 
ordered to come here for more, let's say, 'disciplinary' reasons. There are a few exceptions—those who 
truly have no idea what is going on—but the majority are here to experience babyhood as adults." 

For a few moments, Ethan just gaped, unable to say anything. 

"B–but, I wanted to help people like my dad who, who—" 

"—who needed care and support?" Russell asked pointedly. 

Ethan nodded. 

"I assure you, these charges need just as much care and support as anybody else. In fact, because of their, 
ah, regressed state, they actually require an even gentler touch than an adult. In their current state, most 
of them cannot feed themselves, and some have even been regressed—voluntarily or otherwise—to the 
point that they cannot speak. If you're looking for a challenge that will prepare you for any kind of adult care, 
I assure you, you've found it here. If you can make it here,  you can make it anywhere." 

Ethan forced a smile, but his ears and tail belied his dismay. This was nothing like what he'd expected, like 
what he'd been led to believe! He wanted to help those who were incapacitated through no fault of their 
own, not some—some freaks who got off on it or criminals forced into it! But he'd quit his last job to take 
this one. Would they take him back? Could he still back out? 

"Give it a chance," Russell said, seeing the wolf's gears turning. "Don't judge them before you get to know 
them." 
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Ethan started and glanced at the bull. "I, well, it's just that... where are the people who really need my help, 
who aren't here just because they like it or because they've done something wrong?" 

Russell pursed his lips and crossed his arms, still holding the clipboard. "I see. So, what I hear you saying 
is that you're only willing to provide care to those you deem worthy." 

Ethan gasped. "Wait, no, I—" 

"I guess that these furs should just be thrown out on the streets to fend for themselves, huh?" the bull 
demanded, gesturing to the various furs crawling around the floor. 

Ethan hung his head. "W–well, when you put it that way..." 

The bull uncrossed his arms and pointed. "There's the door," he said sternly. "If you're too good to help 
these furs, then we don't need you." 

The wolf opened his mouth, stunned. He'd never been fired from a job before. He started to say something, 
then thought better of it, tucked his tail between his legs, and walked slowly through the doorway. He 
trudged back to the locker room with the bull's hoof-beats echoing on the vinyl tile behind him, went in, and 
started changing, feeling really low about how he'd come off. But, he thought as he took his shirt off, folded 
it, and put it on the bench, maybe this was for the best: he could apply at another place and maybe find a 
better fit for himself. Still, he thought as he took his pants off and put them, folded, on top of his shirt, he 
was unemployed at the moment, and that meant that he had to find a new job fast. His options had been 
pretty open when he'd applied here. Now... He huffed, feeling a little bitter that the place's true purpose 
hadn't been made clear during the interview, especially when he described what he was looking for! 

But as he stripped off his socks and started changing back into his own clothes, he began to have second 
thoughts. Was he being overly hard on the patients here? Surely the ones who were here by choice were 
just gaming the system, right? What about the ones who were forced to be here? Did regression therapy 
or whatever it was called actually work? Could he actually provide benefit to people, maybe helping 
rehabilitate them? In his dad's case, there was no rehabilitation possible: the damage was too great, and 
all anyone could do was offer him kindness until he eventually passed away. But for the convicts, was there 
a chance that maybe they could come out better people than they started? 

He pursed his lips but then shook his head. It didn't matter; he wasn't going to be working here anyway: 
Russell had made that quite clear. Sighing, he gathered his uniform and walked back out, where the bull 
was waiting for him, scowling. 

But on seeing the wolf, the bull's expression suddenly softened. 

"You folded your uniform?" he asked, surprised. "Why?" 

Ethan started, then shrugged. "I dunno, just... habit, I guess. I worked retail before this." 

"But you were just let go; aren't you angry?" 

Ethan pursed his lips and considered his response. "If I'm being really honest," he said, "I'm more annoyed 
that you didn't tell me what this place was really about. I wouldn't have agreed to work here if I'd known. It's 
not that these furs aren't worthy of compassion; it's just that that's not who I wanted to help. I didn't apply 
to work at a shelter for injured animals or at a hospital for sick people. I'll admit, you were right that I felt a 
little haughty towards the, um, 'charges' here, but that's not really it. I wanted to help people like my dad. 
So, if I came off disappointed, well, I don't apologize for it. If anything, getting fired was probably good 
because now I can look for a job that lines up better with what I wanted to do. So, to answer your question, 
I'm kinda hurt, kinda bitter, but not angry." 

With that, he thrust his uniform into the bull's hands and turned to leave. He'd made it as far as putting his 
hand on the door when he heard Russell call out from behind him. 

"Wait." 

Ethan set his jaw, then turned around. 

Russell's expression had softened even more. In fact, he almost looked embarrassed as he stepped up to 
the wolf. 
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"You're, uh, you're right," the bull said awkwardly. "We could have been more forthright. It's just, well, we 
can't go telling everybody what we do because an awful lot of people a really negative impression of our 
work. I'll admit, quite a few people come in here and leave the first day when they find out what we're really 
doing." 

"Well, if you'd just tell us—" Ethan started to say. 

"But none of them folded their uniform or explained themselves afterwards," Russell added hurriedly. "I—
James and I are both so used to people looking down on the work we do that we're both kinda, I dunno, 
jaded against it. It's why he and I are both so hard-assed during the interviewing process." He ventured a 
timid smile. "We're really not all that bad once you get to know us," he added feebly. 

Ethan frowned, unsure of why the bull was telling him this. 

"So... are you wanting me to stay, then?" he asked uncertainly. 

Russell nodded slowly. "If–if you're willing," he said. "Just until you find a better fit, if need be. The thing is, 
we're understaffed. We don't want people who are gonna hurt the patients or be nasty to them, but if you 
really want to help, I promise that you'll be making a difference." 

The wolf hesitated, and then the tip of his tail started to wag guardedly. 

"Well, I suppose if you're willing to have me, having the experience would help me land my next job," he 
said. 

"Fair enough," Russell said, and then he and Ethan both smiled. "You'll be needing these," he said, handing 
Ethan's uniform back to him, "And I won't be needing this," he added, setting the clipboard aside. "How 
about we just focus on the work to be done, the care to be provided?" 

Ethan beamed, tail wagging and ears perked up. "I'd like that," he said. 

He got changed again, and then Russell led him back into the padded play room. 

"So, our charges are a little different from your typical adult care patient, as you've noticed," Russell said. 
"Where with a typical adult patient, the majority of our time is spent just taking care of physical needs—
feeding, changing, that sort of stuff—here at Compassionate Care, our patients require an additional touch. 
For instance, take Skylar here," he said, reaching down to lift up a full-grown bobcat in a white diaper and 
sucking on a bright red pacifier. Leaning in, he whispered to Ethan so that the bobcat couldn't hear. "Skylar 
here was sentenced to two years of regression therapy, and he's just beginning his sixth month. You'll 
notice how his hands are mittened off and locked and his pacifier is strapped into his mouth. That's so he 
can't take it out or try to take off his diaper. He has made progress over the last six months: when he first 
came, he was up trying to run around and hitting at the care staff, but now he's much more docile." Leaning 
back and addressing the bobcat, he added in a distinctly babyish voice, "Aren't you, Skylar?" 

The bobcat's eyes narrowed in an unambiguous "go fuck yourself" look. 

Russell put Skylar back down—who then crawled away as fast as his legs could carry him—and then 
resumed talking in a low voice. "Part of the work we have to do with Skylar is behavioral and disciplinary. 
The experience needs to be immersive. You'll notice I didn't mention Skylar's past to him; I said it so that 
he couldn't hear. From the moment you're in the room with them until the moment you leave and even in 
the hallways and corridors, these guys need to always believe they're babies, regressed, helpless, and 
completely dependent on you for care. With just one or two exceptions, you won't be able to ask them to 
stand up, to get up on the changing table, or even to roll over. It's why I said that if you can make it here, 
you can make it anywhere. Does that all make sense so far?" 

Ethan nodded, watching as Skylar padded around the room, seemingly aimlessly. 

"You also can't count on them to tell you what they need. Notice how every one of them has a pacifier in 
his or her mouth? That's to help ensure they can't speak. Language is something most of us take for 
granted—until we can't use it. Go into a foreign country and look at the signage: you'll be amazed at how 
out-of-the-loop you feel when you can't even read the wet floor signs. It's just another way to take away 
their independence and keep them helpless. Some keep the pacifier willingly. Others, like Skylar, have to 
be, ah, 'encouraged'. For those, we also have additional treatments that you won't need to worry about; our 
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in-house psychiatrist deals with those. On that note, you will need to administer the occasional 
intramuscular shot. Have you ever done that?" 

Ethan shook his head. 

"It's pretty simple, but we'll guide you when it's time. For now, let's see how you do with a changing. Let's 
see..." 

The bull looked out over the room and finally gestured towards a youngish bulldog about Ethan's age 
playing by himself with one of those toys that has curved metal rods with colored blocks that move along 
them. 

"Jeffrey here looks like he's just about to make a stinker," Russell said. 

Ethan frowned. "How do you know?" he asked. 

Russell grinned. "Because it's 8:35, and Jeffrey always makes a stinker about this time," he replied. 

At that exact moment, the bulldog grimaced uncomfortably, and a familiar but unpleasant smell wafted up 
to the wolf's nose as the bulldog's diaper bulged in the back and discolored in the front. 

"A strict, consistent schedule is very important to training," Russell murmured in Ethan's ear. "We get their 
bodies and minds so used to doing things exactly the same way that they don't have to think about it; it 
makes it much easier for the regression cases to adapt. Let's go ahead and get Jeffrey to a changing table," 
he continued, leaning back and speaking normally.  

Ethan's eyes widened. "But I–I can't lift him!" he protested. "He weighs more than I do!" 

Russell winked. "I know. Jeffrey's a big boy, so he has to have a little help getting ready for his change. 
Isn't that right, Jeffrey? Time for your change, isn't it?" 

Like a sleeper agent triggered by a code word, the bulldog immediately stopped what he was doing and 
crawled on all fours towards the nearest changing table. As soon as he was close to it, it lowered itself on 
telescoping legs, and he crawled right onto it, rolled over, and lay on his back. 

"Good boy, Jeffrey!" Russell praised him. "There are limitations to them being full-sized adults," he 
whispered to Ethan, "So one of the first things we teach them is to follow that command. There aren't many 
others, but that one they have to know if they want to get changed. Even the stubborn ones like Skylar 
eventually get it. Oh, don't worry," he added, seeing Ethan's wide-eyed look, "James and I handle the 
training aspects; you'll just need to provide the basics for now, and if they get out of line or won't cooperate, 
just let us know." 

Ethan nodded slowly and then watched as Russell bent down and fastened hook-and-loop cuffs around 
Jeffrey's wrists—one at eye level and one at waist level—leaving the two cuffs near his legs unfastened. 

"We typically only use the leg cuffs if someone is fighting us," Russell said quietly. "But Jeffrey is such a 
good boy that he doesn't need ankle-cuffs. Do you, Jeffery? No, you don't need any ankle-cuffs, do you?" 
he teased, tickling the bulldog's belly, who closed his eyes and giggled behind his pacifier. 

"Jeffrey is here by choice," Russel said quietly. "That's why he's perfect as your first. Now, this next part," 
he said, speaking normally, "Is very important: always strap his waist in. That way he can't wriggle around 
and fall off, particularly while the table is moving up and down. Once you've done that," he said, 
demonstrating as he went, "Just push this button here, and the table will rise to normal height." 

He pushed the button, and the table silently lifted itself up to waist-height. 

"The rest of it is just like changing a baby," Russell said. "You've got wipes and powder there, gloves in that 
drawer, and the different diaper sizes are all in those drawers." 

"How do I know which one to use?" Ethan asked. 

"Oh, that's easy," Russell replied. "Just look at the tag on the one he's already wearing." He pointed to the 
bold, black number repeated around the waistband of the bulldog's diaper. "We had those special-made to 
make our job easier," he added with a hint of pride. 
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Ethan nodded. "That's really nice," he said. "Fortunately, I only ever babysat one kid at a time before, but I 
always wondered how you'd know if you didn't have one to go off of and multiple sizes were available." 

"It's a good question," Russell agreed. "Now, why don't you go ahead and change him, and I'll offer 
pointers?" 

Ethan took a deep breath and nodded, then reached for some gloves and donned them, grabbed a number 
'5' diaper from the appropriate bin, and grabbed some wet wipes. Taking another breath, he undid the six 
tapes holding the bulldog's diaper on and pulled the front open. 

"Okay, tip number one," Russell said, pushing the front of the diaper closed again as he talked, "Always 
have a diaper in front of the boys. If his dirty diaper is still in place, fine, but the moment you open it up, 
have a spare ready." 

Ethan frowned. "What's the spare for?" 

In response, Russell opened up Jeffery's diaper, and almost immediately, a little golden fountain erupted 
from the bulldog's penis. 

"That's why," Russell chuckled, quickly closing the diaper again. "Don't take it personally; the cool air kinda 
'stimulates' things down there." 

"Ah. I only ever changed a girl, who was kinda, you know, pointed the right way," Ethan said, nodding and 
grabbing another diaper.  

"Tip number two: use the same size for the spare," Russell said. "That way, if they don't mess up the diaper, 
it's ready to be put in place. Otherwise, you have to juggle three diapers and a potentially squirmy baby all 
at once." 

"Good to know." 

Grabbing another #5 diaper, Ethan opened Jeffery's diaper again and quickly placed the spare over his 
groin. By then, the bulldog had emptied his bladder and lay there placidly. From there, Ethan was able to 
apply what he knew about changing baby furs directly: he wiped the bulldog's penis carefully, dropped the 
wipe into the front of the dirty diaper, then used a series of additional ones to wipe the feces off of Jeffery's 
perineum and between his buttocks. Lifting the bulldog's feet into the air, he deftly slipped the dirty diaper 
out of the way and slid a new one under him. With a little baby powder, he pulled the front of the diaper up 
between Jeffery's legs, taped it in place, and then sealed the dirty one closed with its tapes. 

"Where, um, do I put this?" he asked, gesturing to it. 

"Well done; you definitely have done this before," Russell said, nodding with satisfaction. "That can go in 
here," he said, pointing to a nondescript panel below the diaper bins. 

Ethan pressed against the panel and was surprised to see it open. He dropped the diaper in and faintly 
heard a hiss of air far in the distance. 

"Where's that go?" he asked. 

"Oh, the processing center," Russell replied, shrugging. "We get a bit of a discount if we pre-process the 
diapers before we throw them away. Oh, don't worry," he added hastily, seeing Ethan grimace, "It's fully 
automated!" 

"Ugh, I'd hope so!" the wolf exclaimed, shuddering. "I can't imagine having it be my job to... 'pre-process' 
dirty diapers," he said, cringing. 

"True, true," Russell said. "Your gloves can go in there, too; they'll be sorted out, and then you can lower 
Jeffery and release him." 

Ethan nodded, then stripped off his gloves, pushed the 'down' button, and once the table had returned to 
floor level, he undid the wrist and waist restraints. But Jeffrey just stayed still. 

"Do I—do I need to, I dunno, roll him over or something?" Ethan asked. 

"Oh, no. Just tell him to go play." 
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"Oh. Um, go play, Jeffrey!" Ethan said as brightly as he could. 

The bulldog's ears perked up, and then he rolled over, turned around, and crawled off the table, heading 
back towards the colored wires with sliding pieces. 

The rest of the day went well as Russell showed Ethan how to feed and burp the charges when it was time 
and how to break up disagreements when they got to squabbling over toys. By the end of the day, the bull 
who had seemed so austere and cold was clapping Ethan on the back and telling him he was glad he'd 
agreed to stay. The wolf went home that evening feeling accomplished, though still just a little strange about 
his unexpected career direction. 

The next day picked up where the previous one had left off, with James standing in for Russell (who had 
the day off) and teaching Ethan how to deliver a shot into the posterior of one of the charges. Evidently 
having heard about the exchange the day before, his tone had softened considerably, too, and though he 
was still clearly the one in charge, he seemed nice enough to work with, taking the time to show Ethan how 
to draw the syringe, how to pinch the skin to make an easy target that wouldn't move, how to check for 
blood, and finally, how to give the injection. One thing he was adamant about, however, was that no matter 
how docile the charge seemed, Ethan was to always apply restraints, face-down, on the changing table 
before giving the injection. This was, James said, because some charges became anxious and belligerent 
when receiving a shot and were—as he quietly noted—large enough as adults to do serious damage if they 
got out of control. The restraints, he said, were to keep the charges calm, to remind them of their place (he 
seemed to talk a lot about keeping the charges in their place, something Russell didn't emphasize so much), 
and to prevent them from hurting themselves and others in the event something went wrong. 

"Clear?" he asked gruffly. 

"Clear," Ethan had replied, earning himself a grunt of approval from his equine supervisor, who then asked 
if he had any questions. 

"Just one," Ethan said, "What's in the syringe?" 

"It varies from patient to patient and shot to shot," James replied. "Dr. Pickerton or I will provide you with 
the medication you're to deliver. Deliver it only to the patient indicated, and only in the amount specified. 
Sometimes it's an antibiotic. Sometimes it's a drug to calm the charge down and let him sleep. Sometimes 
it's just saline, and the point of the injection is to get the charge used to receiving them. But don't worry 
about it. Not to be callous," he chuckled, "But it's above your pay grade. All you need to worry about is 
delivering the right drug in the right amount to the right charge when you're told to, and that's all." 

By the end of his first week, Ethan was receiving praise from both his supervisors and even beginning to 
develop rapport with the charges. One such charge was Molly, a sweet adult kitten probably about ten 
years older than Ethan. At first, he'd been annoyed by her tendency to squirm and wriggle all over when he 
took her diaper off or her tendency to reject anything he tried to feed her, only to start yowling through her 
pacifier when he gave up and put her down, but over a couple of days, he'd gotten used to it and started 
affectionately referring to her as "the bratty kitty". About three weeks in, he was in the middle of changing 
her when James wandered by. 

"Who's a little bratty kitty? Who is?" Ethan cooed, eliciting a giggle from Molly before tickling her belly and 
exclaiming, "You is!" 

"Uh, Ethan, a word when you're done?" James said. 

"Hm? Oh, sure, James. Be there shortly. Let me finish up with this bratty kitty first." 

"Make it quick," the horse said tersely. 

Ethan's ears drooped, but before he could ask if he'd done something wrong, the horse had already strode 
off. 

"Uh, oh, bratty kitty," he said under his breath. "I think I might be in trouble." 

He hurriedly finished up with her and then headed to James's office. 

"Close the door," the stallion said without looking up. 
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James gulped and did so, then sat in front of his boss, who tented his fingers in front of himself, resting his 
elbows on the desk. 

"Ethan, you know that we have a strict policy against harming our charges," he said. 

Ethan frowned. "Well, yes," he said, "But I wasn't—" 

"And I'm sure you know that calling Molly a 'bratty kitty' is not good for her psyche," James continued, 
arching his eyebrows. 

"But she is a bratty kitty!" Ethan protested. "Every time I go to—" 

"Molly is a special case. Unlike the others in here, she truly has the mental capacity of somewhere between 
a one– and two-year-old. If she is acting, as you call it, 'bratty', she is completely unaware of it." 

Ethan opened his mouth, then closed it. 

"Oh," he said at last. "I–I'm sorry; I–I didn't know. She—she seemed to like being called a bratty kitty." 

"When you use that tone of voice, you could call her a dumb-assed mother-fucking cunt, and she'd giggle 
about it," James replied sternly. "She cannot understand what you're saying." 

Ethan's eyes bulged, and his jaw dropped. He had never heard anyone at Compassionate Care swear 
before, and to hear those words strung together so effortlessly was... jarring. 

"B–but, she understands 'diaper change', doesn't she?" he protested. 

"It took us years for her to recognize that sequence of sounds and respond appropriately," James snapped. 
Ethan started to protest, but the horse cut him off, saying, "Do not let it happen again. This meeting is over." 

Stunned, Ethan slowly got to his feet, his tail between his legs as he left the office. 

The next day when it was time to change Molly again, he went through his usual routine but was careful 
not to call her that again. 

"I'm sorry, Molly," he murmured as he changed her diaper. "I–I didn't mean to be rude. I didn't know you 
had, um, special circumstances." 

"Ethan?!" Russell gasped behind him. "My office as soon as you put her down." 

Ethan's heart sank. Now what had he done? He hurriedly finished up on Molly's change and then made his 
way to the bull's office. 

"I–I'm not sure what I did, but—" he started. 

"Why on earth did you tell her she had special circumstances?!" Russell cried. 

"B–but, James told me she did," Ethan protested, on the verge of tears. "He said she didn't know she was 
being bratty and that she had the mental capacity of a one-to-two-year-old!" 

Russell did a facepalm and exhaled loudly. 

"Augh, she didn't know because we didn't tell her," he grumbled. "It took  us forever to get her properly 
regressed. She used to be the CEO of a Fortune 500 company! If she starts to suspect that again, she'll be 
furious that we broke character!" 

Ethan opened and closed his mouth several times, trying to process what he was being told. 

"I–I'm sorry!" he cried. "I–I thought from what James said that she'd be upset, that maybe she'd think I was 
making fun of her. I just wanted to apologize; I didn't want to make things worse!" 

Russell leaned forward on his desk and rubbed his temples with his fingers. 

"All right, look," he said eventually, "Just... Go about your rounds, but don't say a word to anybody, all right? 
No baby talk, no apologies, no breaking the scene. Just... go in, change diapers, feed, burp, and then leave. 
Got it?" 

"Yes, sir," Ethan huffed. 
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"All right. Just, don't screw up again, okay? I really don't want to have to take disciplinary action, but two 
strikes in two days is just—" 

"But I didn't even know—" Ethan protested. 

"You want to make it three strikes?" Russell asked pointedly. 

"No." 

"Then go about your rounds." 

Ethan started to retort but then thought better of it and kept his mouth closed. Once again on the verge of 
tears, he hastily went into the playroom, changed, fed, and burped everybody, and then left for the day, 
feeling heavy-hearted. 

The next day, he did the same, and the day after that, and the day after that. Then it was a weekend, and 
he was glad for the break. He hadn't realized it, but he'd come to enjoy the banter with the charges, even if 
it was relatively one-sided, and being disallowed to say anything—even to offer a kind word here and 
there—just sucked the joy out of the job entirely. But, he hoped that if he did as he was told and kept his 
nose clean, maybe he'd be allowed to start interacting again soon. He showed up the following Monday 
and was extra careful to do everything right. It was the same on Tuesday and again on Wednesday. But on 
Thursday, things took another turn. 

For some reason, two of the charges both came due for diaper changes at the same time—it was Clarence's 
fault: he wasn't supposed to need a change for another 30 minutes—and in his haste to get them both done 
as quickly as he could, Ethan mistakenly tucked Bart's penis into his diaper the wrong way. He didn't think 
anything of it until about three hours later when James summoned him to his office now. 

Legs shaking, Ethan made his way into the horse's office. 

"What in the hell is that?!" the stallion roared, pointing at a camera feed. 

Ethan swallowed hard and looked at the picture, then paled. 

"I–it's Bart's, um, penis... sir," he whispered. 

"And how the hell did it get out of his diaper?" 

Ethan trembled all over. "I must—must've f–forgotten and—and tucked him wrong, s–sir," he stammered. 

"It's an honest mistake, James," Russell said quietly from the back of the stallion's office. 

"It's a fucking breach is what it is!" James yelled, apoplectic. "Adult genitalia showing among other adult 
cubs?! What if they start getting ideas? What if they start breeding in there?!" 

"I–I can go fix it right away, sir, I–I'm sorry!" Ethan cried. "I didn't mean to!" 

"No!" James bellowed. "You stay right there. Russell, get me the glass." 

"The glass, sir? Are you sure? Surely it's not so bad as—" 

"The glass damn it!" 

Russell cringed and meekly went to the back of the stallion's office, grabbed a plain-looking glass cup, and 
handed it to him. 

"The water, too," the stallion growled. 

The bull disappeared back to the back of the office, taking the glass with him. Apparently getting water out 
of some kind of filter pitcher or something but taking a rather long time to do it, he finally returned with the 
glass partially filled with water and put it on his boss's desk. 

Seeing the glass, James rubbed his temples and exhaled slowly, recomposing himself, and at last, sitting 
up in his chair and giving Ethan a hard look. 

"I–James, I... I'm sorry," Ethan whimpered, blinking hard as the tears formed and began to roll down his 
cheeks. 
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The stallion sighed and leaned forward. "No, I'm sorry," he said at last. "Perhaps we needed to train you 
better. Perhaps we need to post the rules in the locker room, I dunno." 

He took the glass from where it was on his desk and extended it towards the wolf. 

"Drink this," he said simply. 

Ethan reached for the glass but hesitated. 

"W–what does this have to do with—" 

"Drink," James said, enunciating the word with great emphasis on the 'k'. 

Ethan took the class and looked uneasily from James to Russell and back. James looked back at him 
expectantly. Russell's eyes shifted uncertainly between his boss and Ethan. The wolf gulped. 

"Wh–what's in it?" he asked nervously. 

"Do you remember what I told you about giving shots?" James replied, ignoring the question. "Give the right 
drug to the right patient in the right amount when you are told? This is one of those moments: I am telling 
you to drink this water. That is all you need to know." 

Something tinged in the back of Ethan's mind. 

"B–but, does that mean there's a drug in this?" he asked, now very nervous. 

James's nostrils flared as he snorted impatiently. He offered no reply. 

"Russell?" Ethan pressed nervously. "What did you put in the drink?" 

The bull gulped. "I"—his eyes darted to James and back—"I would just do as you're told and drink the 
water," he said uneasily. "You need this job, right? You haven't found another one?" 

Ethan shook his head. 

"Then just do as you're told! Cripe, this isn't hard!" James interrupted. "Hopefully it will purge the bad 
behavior from your system, but if you're going to be this insubordinate, you might well be past the point of 
no return!" 

Ethan huffed miserably and looked at the glass. "But, I—"  

He stopped himself, seeing that any protest or defense he offered would be met with the stallion's withering 
glare. He looked at the glass again, then at James, then at the glass, then at Russell, and finally at the 
glass again. He didn't know what was going to happen, but he couldn't help but expect the worst as he took 
a deep breath, his stomach knotting with fear as he brought the glass to his lips, and downed it as fast as 
he could, then put the glass on James's desk as if it were a hot potato he was anxious to get rid of. 

He sat there tensely, waiting for something bad to happen, but after a minute of tense silence, he finally 
ventured a furtive glance at his bosses. James had sat back, satisfied, and Russell looked rather impassive 
about the whole thing. 

"There," Ethan said at last. "I did it. Now what?" 

"Now, you take the afternoon off without pay," James replied perfunctorily. "Be back in the morning once 
you've had a chance to think about what you've done." 

That seemed like an awfully childish way to punish someone, but the wolf was ready to get out of there. He 
offered no argument and quickly left, changed into his own socks and shoes, and hurried home. All 
afternoon and much of the night, he worried about what was in the water he'd drunk, particularly if there 
was any "purging" to be done, but by bedtime, he'd had no ill effects whatsoever, and he nervously went to 
bed. 

The alarm woke him the next morning. He'd slept all night without any problems. He began to wonder if the 
whole thing was just meant to freak him out, if maybe James and Russell were just acting, making him think 
they were going to punish him over such an innocent mistake. He even considered the idea that maybe 
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they were pranking him, just messing with him as the newbie. He shook his head. James didn't seem like 
the pranking sort, and the fearful look in Russell's eyes seemed all too real to just be made-up 

But, at least he still had a job. He considered to himself as he got into his scrubs that maybe he ought to 
seriously look for another one. He'd gotten a little complacent in the preceding weeks since he generally 
liked his job and saw the recent turmoil as just transient. But if James was really that hot-headed, maybe it 
was better to go someplace where he could help the types of furs he really wanted to help and where he 
wouldn't constantly be getting called out over stuff he didn't know about previously. 

For today, though, he just had to avoid any accidents. 

He got to work on time and went through his routine. Everything was going fine until about 1:00. Molly was 
being particularly bratty today, and as Ethan went to exchange her dirty diaper for a clean one, she let fly a 
stream of hot piss all over his gloved hand. He started to chide her, but suddenly, he felt the overwhelming 
urge to pee. He gasped and managed to go so far as to look towards the employee door, but by then, it 
was too late. He felt his entire bladder's contents streaming out of his penis, drenching his scrubs and 
absorbing into the padded floor below him. 

"Oh, shit!" he gasped. 

"Shit!" Molly said from behind her pacifier. 

"Shit!" all the charges chorused. "Shit, shit, shit!" they chanted, giggling behind their pacifiers. Even Skylar 
joined in, a particularly malevolent glint in his eye. 

"Oh, no! No, nonono!" Ethan cried. "No! Don't say that! I'll get in trouble!" 

But once started, the chant could not be stopped. Ethan frantically got Molly's change finished and then 
began trying desperately to clean up his mess on the floor. 

At about 1:17, Josh began crying because his diaper—which he'd soiled promptly at 1:15—was not yet 
changed. Russell evidently saw it on camera and came in, saw Ethan, and cleared his throat. 

"Russell!" Ethan gasped, blanching as he turned and knelt over the yellow stain. 

"Ethan," the bull replied, crossing his arms. "You're, um, late for Josh's change. What are you doing down 
there?" 

Ethan's face turned so red that Russell could see it under his fur. The bull's eyes narrowed, and then he 
gasped, his expression turning cross. 

"My office," he said. 

"Russell, please don't make me—" 

"Now." 

Biting his lip, Ethan got to his feet and squeezed his eyes closed as his socked feet squished on wet 
padding. His underwear-free scrubs left nothing to the imagination, the wet spot evident from thigh to thigh 
and trailing down the insides of both pant legs. 

The walk of shame to Russell's office was the worst one of the wolf's life. When he got there, he was already 
in tears. 

"Russell, I—I don't know what—" 

"Ethan," the bull sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose, "I–I want to give you the benefit of the doubt here, 
but what in the world are you doing in there? Are you—are you mocking the charges? Huh? Just look at 
yourself and tell me this doesn't look really bad!" 

"I don't know what happened!" Ethan wailed. "I was fine, just changing Molly, and then all of a sudden, no 
warning, I–I was just peeing! There was a brief instant where I needed to pee, and then it was just 
happening! I'm not making fun of them, I swear! I–I don't know why this is happening!" 

Russell pursed his lips. "So, you're telling me you just up and peed yourself right then and there? You've 
never had this happen before, right?" 
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"No! Never!" 

"Then it seems awfully weird that it would just up and start. You're in your 20s, Ethan, not your 80s. There's 
no reason you ought to be incontinent." 

"I know! That's why it makes no sense!" 

"You say that, but I have another theory. Ready for this?" the bull asked, leaning against the front of his 
desk with his fingertips pressed together. "I think that you didn't like James getting onto you yesterday. And, 
I get it: the guy is freaking terrifying, but believe me, Ethan, if he finds out about this, his head is going to 
explode. You don't want that, do you?" 

"No! Of course not!" 

"So, here's what we're gonna do: you're gonna drink this," he said, producing a glass of water from behind 
him, "And I'm gonna send a clean-up crew in there. Hopefully he doesn't go through the videotapes; if we 
can just play it off as one of the charges having an accident, he'll be cool as a cucumber about it, but—
Ethan, are you listening? Why are you staring at me?" 

Ethan was indeed staring, but it wasn't at the bull but rather the glass in his hand. Deep in his core, the wolf 
knew there was something dangerous about it. 

"W–why are you making me drink this?" he whispered. "You didn't want me to drink it yesterday." 

The bull did a double-take. "Didn't want you to drink it? Ethan, I gave it to you! Heck, I practically poured it 
down your throat! Don't you remember?" Russell asked, cocking his head. "Drink up; you'll feel better. It's 
just got a little fizzy powder in it, is all. It'll help clear your head a bit." 

Ethan shook his head. "N–no, you—you looked really worried and asked James if I had to drink it. You said 
what I'd done wasn't that bad, but he cut you off." 

Russell fixed him with a quizzical stare. "Now I think you might not be quite right in the head, Ethan." 
Reaching forward, he felt of the wolf's forehead. "You're not running fever. Are you feeling okay? I assure 
you, I was the one who was most in favor of just having you drink and giving you the day off to rest. James 
wanted to fire you on the spot, but I talked him down. You don't remember any of that?" 

Suddenly, Ethan felt very disconcerted. He didn't remember any of that, but why would Russell lie to him?  

"I–I remember taking the day off, but—wasn't it unpaid?" he stammered. 

Russell frowned and shrugged, going around behind his desk and logging in on his computer. "Mm, no—
no, right here, it says you took a little sick time, which we pay. See? It's right here," he said, pointing. 

Ethan swallowed hard, staring at the entry and having trouble reconciling what he remembered with the 
facts staring him in the face. 

"I–I'm not sure..." he said, biting his lip. 

"You look a little queasy, kid," Russell said kindly. "Drink your water; I promise, you'll feel better." 

Unnerved but somewhat reassured, Ethan drank the water. It didn't taste like it had anything in it, but Russell 
was right: it did have some effervescent bubbles in it that did, in fact, make him feel better. 

"I think you'd better go home for the afternoon," Russell said. "You don't look so well, and we really can't 
afford for you to make another mistake. I'm about positive James is gonna try to fire you if you do." 

Ethan desperately wanted to clear his name, but in light of everything that had happened, he was having 
trouble even being sure of what had happened and what hadn't. Feeling a little unsteady, he nodded, gave 
the glass to Russell, and then walked out, completely forgetting that the front of his scrubs were still 
completely drenched. 

It wouldn't be until after he'd gotten home and had a shower that he suddenly realized the reason for the 
strange looks he'd gotten on the bus and why all the seats beside him had been vacated. 

Too unnerved and unhappy about how things had gone at work, he didn't feel up to job-hunting. Instead, 
he went to bed early and slept all the way through the night, over 14 hours.  
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When he awoke, he was groggy from having slept so much, but he desperately wanted the day to go well. 
He got up and got himself to work, clocked in, and began his shift. For the morning feeding and the first few 
changes, everything went smoothly.  

But then, disaster struck. 

He was changing Angel—a voluntarily admitted cocker spaniel who truly lived up to her name, always on 
her best behavior—when he suddenly felt his intestines slosh, accompanied by an audible sound. 

"Ugh!" he said, grimacing.  

Shaking his head, he moved to pull the dirty diaper out from under Angel when he suddenly froze, feeling 
pins and needles at the base of his skull as the telltale pressure of diarrhea mounted behind his anus. 
Mortified, he dropped what he was doing with Angel, turned, and took off sprinting out of the room, down 
the employee corridor towards the restroom. 

In mad panic, he didn't see as James stepped into the hallway and nearly ran into him. 

"Ethan!" the stallion barked, but the wolf didn't slow down. "Ethan, you stop RIGHT NOW and answer me!" 

Trapped, the wolf froze, his socks sliding on the vinyl. He hurried back, dancing from foot to foot and panting 
hard. 

"J–James, I–I'll explain, but I have to go to the restroom right now!" he cried. 

"Oh, you'll explain all right," James retorted. "First off, why did you leave Angel on the table unattended? 
That's the cardinal rule of safety!" 

"Because I had to—" 

"Second, why did you not inform Russell that you were going to be taking the afternoon off yesterday?" 

For a split-second, Ethan forgot about his bowels and did a double-take. "B–but, he gave me the day off!" 

"That seems awfully nice of him," James replied pointedly. "Why would he have done that, hmm? Were you 
sick?" 

Ethan's bowels churned noisily. A pained, pleading expression plastered itself over his face. 

"Well?" James asked, unmoved. 

"J–James," Ethan whimpered. "I'm about to–to—" 

He let out a defeated sigh as his control over his bowels faltered, failed, and their contents began noisily 
spraying out of him. Try as he might, once the dam was breached, he couldn't tighten back up to stop the 
flow. Liquid feces hit the back of his pants and slid down the insides of the legs, making a mushy, brown 
pile at his feet. All the while, he stood there, his fists clenched, his eyes squeezed shut, his teeth nearly 
biting through his lip as he rode it out. 

After what felt like eternity, the poor wolf's bowels were finally empty. For a long time, he kept his eyes 
squeezed closed, though he knew James would have something to say about it. The longer he delayed, 
the more unavoidable the stench of his poo-piles became. At last, he let out a feeble sigh and opened his 
eyes. 

"Your office?" he whispered. 

"My office," James agreed. 

"Bathroom first?" 

"No. Now." 

James preceded him in and deftly snatched a training potty-pad from somewhere, putting it on one of the 
hard-backed chairs facing his desk. 

"Sit," he said. 

"But I'm—" 
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James gave him a look, and Ethan shut up, swallowed, winced, and sat, the mess behind him noisily 
squidging up his butt-crack. James launched into some tirade, but Ethan didn't hear a word of it. He was 
too mortified by what he'd done to  think of anything else. 

About ten minutes into the rant, the wolf's eyes suddenly went wide with a terrible realization. 

"And, so help me, I will—" 

"James, I have to poop again!" Ethan cried out. 

The stallion's nostrils flared, his head turning purple under his fur. "Do NOT interrupt me!" he roared. "I will 
have you so—" 

But before he could finish the threat, Ethan's bowels interrupted him again, burbling, farting, and squishing 
as they purged themselves once more. Ethan burst into tears and began quietly sobbing as he crapped 
himself for the second time. James fell silent, and the room echoed with the sound of Ethan's fecal 
incontinence. 

Maybe it was because the chair pressed everything up against him. Maybe it was because the different 
position actually let his bowels empty themselves more thoroughly. Whatever the reason, it felt like the 
second time was far longer and more intense than the first. Ethan's body shuddered as it violently purged 
itself, and long after his tear ducts were dry, he was still defecating. 

Finally, the sound stopped. The office was silent but reeked. James said nothing. 

"Please," Ethan whispered, "Just fire me." 

James nodded slowly. "You're fired. Obviously." 

He thrust out yet another glass for Ethan. The wolf scowled at him, then got to his feet and squished his 
way out of the office, rejecting the glass and its contents. 

But one step before he made it out of the office, he tripped and fell forward. He tried to throw his hands out 
in front of him to catch himself, but they weren't working. He landed hard on his chin, dazing himself 
momentarily, and then burst into tears. 

He didn't remember everything that happened next, but he did remember Russell coming in and helping 
James lift him and carry him somewhere. 

The last thing he heard before he blacked out was, "You should have taken the antidote." 

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

Ethan awoke with a start. Looking down his body, he saw that he was naked. Dumbfounded, he tried to sit 
up, but it dawned on him that he couldn't move his arms. Gasping, he struggled, realizing that with one 
hand over his head and one at his waist, he must be on one of the changing tables, but he had no idea how 
he got there or why. 

"Help!" he called. "Russell! James!" 

But all that came out was some incoherent gibberish. It was as though his tongue had been numbed or 
maybe had swollen inside his mouth.  

Beginning to panic, he started hyperventilating and thrashing madly against his restraints, but the cuffs 
were designed to handle much larger patients than he was and held him without difficulty. His heart 
pounding, his eyes darted around the room, and he realized that he didn't recognize his surroundings. He 
wasn't in the common play area; he must be in one of the individual rooms off to the side. He'd never been 
in one before and didn't know what they were used for. He'd also never heard a peep out of any of them. 
Now, seeing how thickly padded the walls were here—at least four times as thick as the play area—he 
knew why. 

"Help!" he screamed incoherently, thrashing his hands against the table. 

Suddenly the door opened and James strode in with Russell in tow. 
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"Ah, good, you're awake," the stallion said, looking concerned. "You had quite a nasty fall as you were 
leaving my office yesterday. I'm sorry to have scared you, but we thought we'd better hold you overnight for 
observation. Apologies, too, for you being nude, but we needed to get the scrubs off of you so we could get 
you cleaned up and didn't want you to wake up in a diaper—we were afraid that might be too embarrassing, 
so we put you in a room by yourself for privacy. Assuming you've got all your faculties, you're free to go." 

He moved to release the cuffs on Ethan's wrists but then hesitated. "You... do have all your faculties, right?" 
he asked. 

Ethan started to protest that he was fine, but gasped mid-sentence, his eyes opening wide in horror as his 
bladder began to empty itself, the golden liquid streaming up his chest before running off his sides and 
pooling under his back on the table. 

The stallion and bull exchanged glances, but to Ethan, their expression looked almost triumphant rather 
than concerned. 

"Just as I feared," James said grimly. "The head trauma has messed up his continence." He sighed and 
shook his head. "We'd better admit him. I'll go get the paperwork started." 

"Then I guess I'm gonna have to give him his first diaper change," Russell replied. 

"Try not to sound too enthusiastic," James said over his shoulder. "And remember, no funny business 
until—"  

He dropped to a whisper, and Ethan couldn't make out what he said. 

What funny business?! 

"Of course, boss," Russell replied. "Nothing happens around here without your say-so." 

The stallion left, closing the door behind him, and the bull deftly donned some gloves, got everything ready, 
and then sighed, raising his eyebrows as he looked down on the struggling wolf. 

"I told ya you should have taken the antidote," he said, shaking his head as he grabbed a wet wipe and 
started wiping the piss off of Ethan's chest and abdomen. "Now that you're in here, well, things are gonna 
be a bit more fun for a while. Ole James doesn't want me telling you about any of this, but it's not like you 
can talk anyway." 

He tossed the wipe in the chute and effortlessly lifted Ethan's legs into the air. The wolf tried to kick, but 
years of practice and outweighing him two to one made it child's play for the bull to restrain him as he slid 
the diaper—marked size zero—under him. The tiny thing didn't even cover half of each of Ethan's buttocks. 

"It's too small!" Ethan protested, but all that came out was unhappy-sounding babble. 

"Oh, right. Probably best to get you started on one of these," Russell said, rummaging in a drawer under 
the changing table. "Here comes the binky!" 

Ethan grimaced, gritted his teeth, and squeezed his lips shut, but Russell grabbed his muzzle, his hand like 
a vise as his thumb and middle finger pinched into the wolf's cheeks. Ethan held out for a few seconds, but 
the pain was too strong to endure for long. Opening his mouth to let the pressure off, he protested as the 
pacifier was pushed into his mouth and strapped to the back of his head in a move so quick he didn't even 
know it had happened. 

"Mm! MM!" he yelled into the pacifier. 

"Baby's awfully fussy," Russell chided him as he pulled up the tiny diaper between the wolf's legs.  

It truly was several sizes too small, and it took quite a bit of force to get the tapes to close. By the time 
Russell was done, it looked more like a thong than a diaper, having slipped completely into the crack of 
Ethan's ass and cupped tightly around his sheath. 

"There!" Russell said. "All done. That wasn't so bad, was it?" he asked as he lowered the changing table. 
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Ethan froze; he'd never been on the changing table before, and the feeling of descending—even slowly—
combined with the low-pitched hum of the motor momentarily paralyzed him. But once the motor stopped, 
he began thrashing again, doing his best to free himself from the restraints. 

"Easy, easy, easy," Russell said patiently, reaching down to undo the cuffs. "Now, if I let you out of here, 
you'd better be good, or we're gonna have to discipline you. You wouldn't want to know how we taught 
Molly..." he warned. 

But Ethan wasn't listening. He went still just long enough for Russell to free him and lean back up, and then 
he sprang to his feet, reached behind his head, and yanked the pacifier out of his mouth. Grimacing, he 
reached down into the waistband of the way-too-tight diaper, pulled, and ripped it off, too. Things seemed 
to be looking up for him, but as he rushed to the door, he realized with a sinking feeling that he couldn't get 
it to open.  

"Looking for this?" Russell chuckled, holding up a key-card. He shook his head. "This won't do, Ethan," he 
said firmly. "You're supposed to wear your binky and diaper. If you won't do it willingly, then, well, I'll have 
to put you in mitts." 

He feigned a lunge at Ethan, who darted off to the left, only to be ensnared by the bull's outstretched hand. 
Hauled up onto the bull's shoulder like a sack of potatoes, Ethan yelled incoherently and beat at the bull's 
back with his hands. 

"My, quite the tantrum!" Russell said, shaking his head. "Well, let's get you calmed down a bit. Down you 
go." 

He half-laid, half-threw Ethan down onto the changing table on his belly, and in a practiced move, rapidly 
secured his wrists. Holding one hand in the small of the wolf's back to pin him down, he fastened and 
cinched the belt that held his waist in place, and then he took a step back, caught one of Ethan's flailing 
legs, forced into a cuff, and then repeated the motion with the other.  

The whole thing had taken less than 30 seconds. 

"Now," Russell said, reaching into a drawer and taking out a syringe, "It's time you got your first dose of 
humble pie. You'd knocked yourself out last time, but this time, you're gonna get to feel the burn as I put 
you in your place." 

Ethan gasped and looked over his shoulder as best he could, staring wide-eyed as the bull drew something 
out of a medicine bottle into the syringe. 

"You know how James said that sometimes the shot is just saline to remind a charge of his place?" Russell 
asked, leaning over to murmur in Ethan's ear. "This is not saline," he said. "This is what's going to make 
sure you never leave here." 

Ethan's pupils constricted, and he began thrashing violently, struggling for dear life against the restraints. 

"That's it," Russell cooed. "Fight and thrash. I want to feel when helplessness dawns on you." 

With that, he grabbed hold of the exposed part of one of Ethan's buttocks, pinched it, and jabbed the needle 
in. Ethan's heart pounded in his ears, his lungs burning as he hyperventilated and screamed all at once, 
crying for help that would never come. 

And then his muscles all went limp, and he collapsed on the table. His bowels and bladder released 
simultaneously, flooding and blowing out the diaper. 

"Oh, look," Russell said malevolently. "I guess it was too small." He leaned forward again. "Fight me again, 
and I'll make sure it's even smaller, you little wolf trash." 

Leaning back up, he reached into a drawer and dropped a pair of hand-mitts in front of Ethan's face. 

"Can't have you trying to take that off," he said, smirking as he grabbed one of Ethan's hands and forced it 
into the mitt, locking it closed. 

He repeated the motion with Ethan's other hand and then released the straps and gingerly lifted Ethan 
down, putting him on his stomach on the padded floor next to some oversized blocks. 
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"When you come to, you can play for a while as we let the drug sink in," Russell said, beeping his badge 
against the latch, which released with a click. "Be good," he snorted. 

For what felt like ages, Ethan lay there, able to feel but completely unable to move. The smell of urine and 
feces wafted up to his nose, but without any muscular control, he couldn't even hold his breath. Instead, he 
got to lie there and smell his own waste products until he eventually got used to the foul odor. As he lay 
there, he purged himself again—it was as if his anus was completely unable to hold anything back—and 
got to relive the experience once more. But at last, he was finally able to wiggle his fingers, which came to 
with an excruciating pins-and-needles feeling, and from there, the rest of his body slowly came back to him. 

The first thing he did once he could move was to try to get the accursed pacifier off his face, but the rounded, 
smooth mitts afforded no means to do that. Nor could he, he realized, manipulate any of the drawers, bins, 
or buttons near the changing table; all had holes or touchable surfaces intended for fingers, not large mitts. 

Huffing in frustration, the wolf next tried to remove the diaper that he was certain was already causing diaper 
rash, evidenced by the chafing and burning sensation he felt where the too-small plastic was rubbing 
against his skin. But that proved even more impossible: the diaper itself was smooth, and so were his mitts. 
Every attempt to grab or grip it resulted in his mitts sliding right off. In desperation, he tried scooting his butt 
on the floor, hoping that its padded surface would provide a little more friction. All he succeeded in doing, 
though, was smearing feces all over the floor and his legs and wedging the diaper even deeper into his 
crack. 

Overwhelmed, disgusted, and infuriated, he threw his head back and had an old-fashioned tantrum, kicking 
and pounding his fists on the floor. In the process, he managed to stir up his bowels again and pooped his 
diaper, forcing the compacted mass out the sides in a thin sheet of pasty grossness, plastering the mass 
to his legs, and smearing it all over the outside of the diaper.  

Ethan didn't care. He had had it! 

But, like all tantrums, his eventually ran its course, and he collapsed, exhausted. He awoke only a few 
minutes later, still dirty. Spying the blocks, a vengeful thought occurred to him. "No funny business," James 
had said. Well, if putting him into a way-too-small diaper—clearly harming one of the charges—wasn't funny 
business, then Ethan didn't know what was! 

He made his way to the blocks and spelled out "DIAPER TOO SMALL", then waved his hands at the camera 
and pointed down at them. In the silent room, he thought he heard the whir of the camera panning and 
focusing. He smirked, feeling smug and knowing that Russell was definitely going to get in trouble for doing 
this to him. All he had to do now was wait. 

Sure enough, a few minutes later, the door opened, and James appeared in the doorway, scowling. 

Ethan tried to get to his feet but suddenly realized that not all of his muscle control had come back and fell 
on his face. 

"Think you're a big boy, huh?" James growled. "Think you're hot shit? The only hot shit I see is that crap 
between your ass-cheeks. If you wanna play games with blocks, then you don't get any blocks to play with." 

Ethan fussed and reached out, but in vain. The horse gathered up the blocks and took them with him, 
slamming the door behind him. 

The wolf seethed for a few minutes, but then an idea crossed his mind. Snorting vindictively, he glanced 
over at where the blocks had been and then crawled over to it. Adjusting his position, he used his dirty 
diaper like a pen and began smearing feces on the floor, drawing out the letters "CHANGE ME". Then he 
waved to the camera again and pointed. 

Moments later, the door flew open, and a furious James stood in the doorway, his chest heaving and his 
nostrils flaring. Russell was behind him, looking both grim and sadistic at the same time. In his hand was a 
diaper. 

Ethan smirked smugly and crossed his arms, sitting in his dirty diaper and looking defiantly at them. 

"So," James growled, "The little bitch wants its diaper changed, does it?" 
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Russell closed the door behind him and came to stand next to his boss. Cruel smiles spread over their 
faces as they exchanged glances. 

"Well, of course, we must change him," the bull said, his tone matching his boss's. 

For a split-second, Ethan thought he'd won. His face lit up, and his tail, caked with feces thought it was, 
began to wag. But as the two large hoofers advanced on him, the excitement went out of his eyes, replaced 
by dread.  

Well-founded dread. 

Russell hauled him up by the scruff of the neck and practically threw him onto the changing table, where 
James had his arms cuffed so fast, he didn't know what hit him. Now at the mercy of the two larger males, 
Ethan began to realize just how precarious his position was.  

The change started out normally enough: James peeled back the tapes and opened up the diaper, though 
neither he nor Russell bothered to hold a clean one out to catch the "fountain of youth". It didn't matter 
because—whether on purpose or by happenstance—Ethan couldn't have peed at that moment if he'd tried. 

But that was there the similarities ended. As James pulled back the tapes, Russell slapped the diaper down 
on the table beside Ethan's face. After a split-second, the wolf jerked away in disgust. 

"You remember Angel, don't you?" Russell said ominously. 

"Sweet little Angel?" James asked animatedly, "Why? What's happened to her?" 

"Oh, nothing; it's just that she's had an upset stomach lately, really just the nastiest stuff coming out of her." 

"Oh, no! Not that." 

"Oh, yes, but—no, let's make sure our expert agrees... since he's so smart about diaper sizes and when 
changes should be done." 

"Oh, quite agreed. Yes, let's make sure the expert wolf agrees!" 

With that, Russell opened up the diaper and thrust it under Ethan's nose. 

"There, Expert! What do you think about that? Does that seem like upset stomach to you?" 

The smell was so terrible that Ethan's eyes began to burn and run. He squeezed them closed and began 
sobbing, shaking his head in a desperate but futile attempt to get away from the awful stench. 

"No?" James asked, surprised. "Well, I guess if it's not, this diaper must be clean, then, huh?" 

"Seems logical to me," Russell said. 

"So, we're agreed: this is a clean diaper, which is perfect since there happens to be a Little Expert here 
who specifically asked for a change!" 

As the diaper was pulled back, Ethan began thrashing harder than ever, seeing where it was headed. But 
when James grabbed his ankles with both hands, the wolf's legs were no match for the equine's powerful 
forearms. Ethan felt his butt pulled up off the ground and his dirty diaper pulled—with some effort—from 
out of his crack. 

"Whoo, that is pungent," Russell murmured to James, who exchanged cackles with him. 

Moving the undersized diaper to the side, Russell slid the spaniel-shit-covered one under Ethan, who began 
struggling, desperately trying to keep his ass out of the mess. 

"All clean?" 

"All clean!" 

"Then here we go!" 

Deliberately moving cruelly slowly, James lowered Ethan's legs. The wolf struggled and flexed his muscles, 
doing everything he could to avoid the steaming, way-overfilled diaper below him, but in the end, it was all 
for nothing. His lower back hit the top of the diaper and then began rolling forward. The first hint of still-hot 
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shit brushed against his fur and then pressed against his skin, eliciting a howl of disgust. Still his body 
continued downward, intermittently lifting up as Ethan discovered newfound resolve, only to crash deeper 
into the stuff with each failed attempt to avoid it. The firm, sticky mess slipped into his ass-crack, its volume 
so great that it had no trouble squeezing into every nook and cranny, even hugging up against his anus 
and taint as he was lowered so much that even his balls slipped into the fetid mess. 

Paralyzed with disgust, all Ethan could do was let out a sickened whimper. 

"My, that is a clean diaper, let me tell ya!" Russell said, nodding with self-satisfaction. "Looks like we did a 
pretty good job, eh, boss?" 

"Russell!" James snapped with a disgusted look on his face. 

The bull did a double-take. "Wh–what?" he asked helplessly. 

"Does that look clean to you?" James demanded, pointing to the unsoiled portion at the front of the diaper. 

Russell opened his mouth to protest, then thought about it, and then a crafty smile came over his face. 

"Ahh," they chorused, nodding in unison and pointing to the spot. 

"Why, no, boss, I don't think that spot is clean," he said. "I think we'll have to clean it." 

"Mm, yes, definitely a two-person job," James agreed. "I'd better get Little Expert's legs restrained, though; 
wouldn't want him getting jumpy or ticklish as we clean him up." 

With a deft move, the horse pinned Ethan's legs down, pushing his groin deeper into the pile of spaniel shit, 
spread them apart, and put the cuffs around his ankles, preventing him from kicking while leaving the space 
between his legs open. 

"You wanna go first?" James offered. 

Russell nodded. "Sure, boss," he said.  

Pulling down his scrubs, he revealed a fairly large endowment that made Ethan's eyes bulge. 

"You like that, huh?" Russell smirked. "Well, there'll be time for that later. For now..." 

He lowered the changing table to the floor, then got down on his knees, straddling Ethan and hunching over 
to point his sheath at the wolf's face. Without warning, he started pissing. Ethan cried out, but opening his 
mouth only gave the bull a target, who quickly found the bullseye. As Ethan coughed and sputtered under 
the torrent of caustic liquid, the bull grunted, bore down, and began to drop a patty right in the middle of the 
front of the diaper. 

"That's enough!" James said hurriedly. "We gotta be able to close it. It's not a proper change otherwise," 
he added sadistically. 

Russell winced, cut himself off, and got up. James dropped his scrubs, unfurled his much more flexible 
cock, and took Russell's place. But instead of starting his stream right away, he leaned forward, grabbed 
the fur on the back of Ethan's head forcefully, and held him still while using his other hand to press the tip 
of his cock to the wolf's muzzle. 

"Open up, Little Expert," James grinned. "I've got a surprise for you." 

"Aww, I thought you said no funny business!" Russell pouted. 

"I'm not fucking him, so it ain't funny business," James retorted over his shoulder. Turning back to Ethan, 
he said, "That starts tomorrow." 

As Ethan gasped in surprise, James started pissing. Ethan sputtered, but before he could close his mouth, 
James jammed his fingers into the wolf's cheeks, forcing them to stay open. Ethan coughed and gagged, 
waterboarding on horse piss for over a minute before the stallion finally finished. 

"And now," James said, releasing his grip and taking a step back, "To make sure your diaper is good and 
clean." 
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He grunted, and a second later, a nearly spherical turd fell out of his ass, landing with a splat in Russell's 
cow patty. A second later, two more turds fell, and then a few more before the horse stopped himself, stood, 
and stepped off the changing table. 

"You said you wanted a change," Russell growled as he pushed the button to raise the changing table. 
"Well, here you go!" 

With that, he reached forward, using both hands to lift the heavy diaper, and tilted it up. Ethan's eyes bulged. 
His arms and legs strained desperately against the restraints as he screamed into his pacifier, but there 
was nothing he could do. The diaper lifted up, folded back on itself, and then collapsed, sandwiching and 
then encasing his scrotum and sheath in the hot, stinking, lumpy feces of his former bosses. He squeezed 
his eyes closed, desperately trying to block out what was happening as Russell pressed down on the diaper, 
squeezing its contents tightly up against the wolf's skin and taping it shut. 

"Enjoy your change?" James laughed ominously when it was finished. "I sure hope so, because whether 
you liked this one or not, you're gonna hate the next one." To Russell, he said, "Let's leave him restrained 
for the day. We want him to get to bask in his change now that he's had it." 

The two cackled as they left, turning out the lights and leaving Ethan stewing in the rotten diaper. 

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

Unfortunately for Ethan, though it might seem like it, the filthy diaper was not his biggest problem. Through 
sheer physical, mental, and emotional exhaustion, he somehow managed to sleep as he was: restrained 
and practically smothered in shit from three different species, which by morning would be four as his bowels 
emptied themselves in the night. But aside from that fact, something much worse and much more sinister 
had been happening while he slept, and he was about to discover it. 

He awoke with his mouth parched and as dry as a desert. Groaning, he swallowed several times, trying to 
get his salivary glands to kick in. They finally did, and he began drooling around his pacifier. Embarrassed, 
he sucked the spit back in, but when he tried to close his mouth, he realized the terrible truth: it wouldn't 
budge. Gasping, he began to panic and tried to open his mouth, but that didn't work, either. The paralysis 
that had affected his speech had run its course, and now, although his tongue still swallowed and licked 
fine, he could neither open nor close his mouth at will. 

Screaming in terror, he began flailing and scrambling, desperately trying to clutch at his mouth, but with his 
wrists and ankles restrained, he could do nothing but lay there in terror as actions he had taken for granted 
his whole life were closed off to him forever. 

The door opened suddenly, and James and Russell strode in. 

"Ah, he's awake," James said. 

"Yeah," Russell agreed, "And by the sound of things, I'd say it's time for the funny business to start!" 

"Let's check," the stallion replied.  

Striding over to Ethan's head, he pulled the pacifier off and used his finger to manipulate the wolf's jaw. It 
moved, unimpeded, whichever way he moved it. 

"Yup, I'd say the funny business can start!" he agreed. 

Russell's eyes glinted. 

"But first, we really should feed him." 

The bull huffed in disappointment. 

"Don't worry, it won't take very long, I'm sure. He can't fight us much. Did you bring the spoon?" 

"Yeah, right here," Russell said, holding up a plastic spoon from the employee kitchen. 

"Perfect. All right, Little Expert," James said, turning his attention to the still-screaming wolf under him. 
"Gah, does he ever shut up? Get the spray." 
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Russell vanished then returned with a spray bottle. Without overture, James took the bottle, pointed it into 
Ethan's open mouth, and sprayed. Almost immediately, the wolf's howl began to fade, getting raspy and 
making him cough before vanishing entirely. He coughed several times and cleared his throat, but try as 
he might, all he could do was make breathy sounds. 

"So much better. Kid was giving me a headache," Russell said. 

"Spray works every time," James replied, handing the bottle back to him and taking the spoon. "Now, Little 
Expert, it's time for breakfast." 

As Ethan watched in horror, the horse took the spoon, slid it along the captive wolf's thigh, and slipped it 
up into the diaper, where he rotated it a few times before pulling it out. 

"Mm, mm! Just look at that nice spoonful of pudding I got for you," James grinned. 

"That's gross, boss," Russell said, grimacing. 

"Of course, it's gross, but it's nothing compared to what he's going to be doing, so he might as well get 
started," James retorted. "Here comes the airplane," he grinned. 

Ethan's eyes bulged, his limbs struggled, and his head thrashed, but he could not close his mouth, and no 
sound came from him as the "airplane" buzzed towards him. Tears sprang from his eyes as James grabbed 
the back of his head, forcing him to be still as he brought the spoon to the wolf's nose. 

"There," he said, dabbing a little of the brown paste between Ethan's nostrils, "Doesn't that smell so tasty?" 

Ethan rolled his eyes back in his head and sobbed. 

"I think he's really hungry, boss!" Russell said. 

"Better feed him, then," James said cruelly. "Here you go, Little Expert. Down the hatch." 

He lowered the spoon and slid it into Ethan's mouth, careful not to touch anything that had taste buds. Then, 
he flipped the spoon over and slowly and deliberately pressed it to Ethan's tongue. Ethan hissed and 
shuddered in disgust, but as soon as the stallion had wiped the spoon's contents completely off on Ethan's 
tongue, he pulled it out and quickly closed the wolf's mouth, sealing it inside. 

"You gotta swallow," he singsonged, cackling cruelly. "Otherwise, it's just gonna linger in your mouth 
longer." 

As disgusting as the taste was—bitter, eerily nutty, and distinctly shit-flavored (because regardless of what 
anybody else says, nothing tastes quite like shit, and there is nothing to which to compare the taste to other 
than shit itself)—he could not bring himself to swallow it. Even as his saliva began to dissolve it and the vile 
taste began to run down his throat unaided, even as his body jerked and wracked with disgust, he couldn't 
make himself swallow. In the end, the whole spoonful went down his throat while he spent the whole time 
gagging. 

"Tough kid," Russell remarked. "The others have always given in and swallowed." 

"Mm," James agreed. "Hopefully he'll last longer than the last one, then." 

"On that note," Russell asked hopefully, "Is it... time for funny business, yet?" 

James rolled his eyes and chuckled. "Yes, you can finally start the funny business," he said. "But make 
sure you use lube. It's his first time, after all." 

Russell shriveled his nose in confusion, but then he gasped and exchanged glances with his boss. 

"Ahh," they chorused, nodding in unison. 

" 'Lube', right," Russell chuckled, making air-quotes. 

Taking the spoon from James in a gloved hand, he held it by the bowl and jammed it hard into the bottom 
of the diaper. It took a couple of jabs, but then the plastic punctured, and the bull stuck a couple of gloved 
fingers into the hole he'd made, stretched it out, and fished his middle finger up inside. Ethan gasped, 
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suddenly feeling his crack violated by the probing finger, and when it finally found his anus, he hissed in 
shock and protest. 

"Found it," Russell grinned, dropping his scrubs with the few remaining clean fingers he had. He gave 
James a wistful look. "Do I,  uh, have to be, you know, gentle?" 

James shook his head. "We're gonna transport him pretty soon, and once he gets there, it's better if he's 
completely incontinent. Obviously don't perforate anything, but don't hold back, either. Between the two of 
us, we've only got a few days to break his anus." 

At the sound of that, Ethan began hissing in terror, but without any vocal cords to make noise, his cries 
were easily ignored. Russell stroked himself a few times, and with an involuntary thrust of his hips, shoved 
his two foot-long, tapered cock out of his sheath. Ethan's eyes bulged, and he began struggling against the 
restraints as the bull lowered himself down, felt around for the hole in the diaper, lined himself up, and then 
thrust forward. 

The first thrust missed and stabbed Ethan hard in the perineum. The wolf hissed violently, tears streaming 
down his face, but that meant nothing to Russell, who adjusted his aim and thrust again. 

The second thrust hit home, and Ethan pissed himself in his diaper. The pain of his virgin hole being shoved 
open so brutally was incomprehensible, and yet the bull had only just gotten started. Before Ethan could 
adjust, Russell had thrust forward several more times from different angles, jabbing and stretching the top 
of the wolf's anus here, the bottom-right there, the dead center. Over and over he jabbed, the force of his 
thrusts yanking on the cuffs that held Ethan in place as the wolf lay there helplessly, unable to fight it and 
made to endure as thrust after thrust poked, jabbed, and forced its way into him, stretching his anus by 
multiple inches each time. 

"Aww, come on," Russell grunted. 

"What?" James asked. 

"He already pissed himself; I was hoping I could hit him hard enough to make him shit." 

"On your dick?" 

"Yeah! It feels amazing!" 

"Now that is disgusting." 

"Don't knock it 'till ya try it." 

"Suit yourself; I'm gonna try his other end. Kid's got a pretty mouth, and now that it's harmless, I intend to 
ruin it." 

As the bull continued pounding Ethan's ass, the horse moved towards his face. Terror flashed in the wolf's 
eyes as the stallion dropped his scrubs and then reached up, grabbed him by the muzzle, and forced it to 
open. 

"I'm gonna tell you this one time, Little Expert," he growled. "If you don't swallow, you will die. Do you 
understand?" 

Ethan just bawled silently. 

"I said, DO YOU UNDERSTAND?" James bellowed. 

Ethan nodded piteously. 

"Good. Better get swallowing, then." 

He unfurled his cock and let it grow just enough to be maneuverable. When it was the length he wanted it, 
he stuffed it into the wolf's mouth and used his hands to seal the wolf's lips around it. 

It tasted like dried smegma, shit, and stale piss. Bits of crusted dirt and grime stuck to Ethan's tongue, 
making him gag reflexively. The last thing he wanted to do was swallow. 
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But the horse was true to his word, and a second later, acrid piss spewed from his tip. Ethan gagged and 
retched, but the stallion kept his mouth tightly closed. The vile fluid had nowhere else to go. Already it had 
found its way into Ethan's sinus passage and started burning his eyes. Already he was beginning to choke 
and suffocate. 

"Come on!" James roared, jerking Ethan's head. "Fucking swallow, you little twat!"  

Desperate to breathe, Ethan finally began to swallow, but he was already so far behind. As what felt like 
gallons of the hot, foul-tasting liquid went down his throat, gallons more streamed into his mouth to replace 
it. He swallowed continuously for almost a minute and was bordering on blacking out when at last, the 
stallion's stream slowed to a trickle and then stopped. 

Just then, Russell finally found the spot he was looking for and hit home. Ethan's eyes bulged, his neck 
straining as his bowel contents shot out along the bull's cock. 

"Oh, fuck, that's it! That's the spot!" Russell gasped. "Augh!" 

He thrust hard and began cumming inside Ethan's ass.  

After everything that had happened, that was the worst thing, the thing that really broke him. He had been 
saving himself but hadn't quite found the right guy, yet, but now his life of celibacy was ruined, stolen from 
him by this awful rapist. His body went limp, and he began to sob uncontrollably. 

While Ethan cried, James traded places with Russell, who was about to put an end to his crying. 

"I am gonna give you to the count of three to start licking my cock clean," the bull growled, "And then I am 
gonna jab it into your gag reflex and hold your mouth closed so you vomit out your nostrils. You think that 
what just happened to you hurt? Just wait until undigested food chunks try to pass through your too-small 
sinuses at high pressure. That is a new kind of pain, believe you me." 

With that, he positioned the tip of his shit– and cum-covered cock inside Ethan's mouth and lowered it down 
until it was resting on his tongue. 

"One." 

Ethan kept crying. 

"Two." 

Ethan stopped crying, shivering in fear. 

"Th—" 

The wolf squeezed his eyes closed and lifted his tongue to start licking at the bull's glans. 

"Oh, shit, he's got a good tongue on him!" Russell gasped. 

"Good. I'm gonna need it to get clean after all this," James said from between the wolf's legs.  

Ethan caught a glimpse of the stallion and gasped, momentarily forgetting the bull's ultimatum. James's 
cock was three feet long and over four inches in diameter. Unlike Russell's tapered cock, James's actually 
flared slightly at the end, forming a mushroom shape that he leveled at the diaper. 

"Get sucking, bitch," Russell growled. 

Ethan began licking again, closing his eyes and breathing heavily. 

"Hole in one: that's the goal," James said. 

The wolf tried to ignore him but couldn't help tensing. 

He felt the blow strike the diaper and feces squirt out of it around the stallion's unyielding member.  

He felt the impact carry forward, felt the diaper's contents being shoved up into his loosened hole ahead of 
the invader. 

He felt the cock hit his battered anus.  
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He let out a silent scream of pain, and then he felt the rod stretch his ring, yank it, and force its way through. 

He felt it shove up into him. 

His whole body jerked, the air forced from his lungs by the sharp blow. 

"Bullseye!" James crowed. "Now, to see what damage we can do." 

The stallion's thrusts were not quite as forceful as Russell's had been, but the speed , size, and number of 
directions left Ethan breathless. Over and over, the stallion's oversized cock pulled completely clear of his 
ass, and over and over, it shoved back in again, battering and bludgeoning it from every direction. If 
Russell's prick was a spear, James's was a door-breaking ram. The restraints, Ethan's body, and the 
changing table all shuddered and jerked from the violent thrusts as the horse focused less on pleasuring 
himself and more on the deliberate exhaustion and incapacitation of the wolf's anus. 

Meanwhile, Russell had decided he liked the feeling of Ethan's mouth and had straightened the wolf's head 
and neck out. Aiming carefully so as not to completely destroy his newest toy, he shoved his shitty cock 
deeper into Ethan's mouth, felt the wolf's throat pressed against his glans, lined up, and shoved forward. 
Ethan jerked, unable to breathe with the bull's girth in his throat. 

"Lick and suck, boy!" Russell ordered. "I ain't pulling out until it's clean enough to eat off of!" 

Delirious from so many mixed negative emotions all at once—pain, revulsion, the triggering of his gag 
reflex, and now the growing need to breathe—Ethan struggled to focus on any one of them. His body 
heaved in an attempt to eject the bull's cock, but doing so jerked him against the stallion's impaling member, 
sending pain radiating through his body. To top it all off, his lungs were beginning to scream, his head 
throbbing and aching from lack of oxygen.  

He couldn't think. Everything hurt. Everything was disgusting.  

His vision started going black... 

A sharp blow across the face jerked him back to consciousness, but though he reflexively tried to gasp, the 
bull's cock was still in his throat, and the futile attempt at inhalation against the immovable object made his 
chest ache. 

"LICK, BOY!" Russell bellowed. 

That command managed to make it through. He couldn't do anything his body was begging of him, but he 
could do what had just been yelled at him. Forgetting the shit, forgetting the pain in his ass, the fact he was 
wearing a diaper, the fact that the two males raping him were supposed to be his supervisors, even the fact 
that there was a dick in his mouth at all, he started licking, completely unaware of what was going on but 
acutely aware that his vision was going dark again. 

"Better give him a breather," James murmured between thrusts. "We need him alive." 

"Oh, fine, fine," Russell grumbled. 

He yanked out abruptly, and Ethan sucked in the desperately-needed breath his body had been screaming 
for. But one breath was all he could get. As his lungs begged for more air, his guts churned, and he 
projectile-vomited across the room just as James shoved particularly hard. The stallion's balls kissed the 
filthy diaper while his rod straightened out Ethan's sigmoid.  

"Good grief, that's a lot of vomit!" Russell exclaimed. 

"Hm. After that, I bet he's hungry for a meal," James replied calmly. "Best to let him breathe for now. Let 
me finish up here, and then we'll feed him and be done for the day." 

With that, he pulled his cock out of Ethan's ass, deliberately aimed it crooked, and jammed it sharply into 
the wolf's fatigued ring. Too numb and exhausted to register any more pain, Ethan lay limp and did not 
react. 

"Well, that's a bummer," James commented. "I'd hoped to get one last scream out of him before we went, 
but oh, well. There's always tomorrow." 
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He and Russell huddled around Ethan's head, each one with his dirty cock in hand. 

"Now, one way or another, you're gonna eat, Little Expert," James said. "You can either suck our cocks 
until we give you a little nutrition, or we can stick that spoon back in your diaper and feed you from there. 
Your choice: what's it gonna be?" 

Ethan lay expressionlessly on the changing table, his fur matted with dried tears and crusted sweat. His 
eyes were dull, and he made no effort either to look at them or to avert his eyes. 

"Poor little guy's all worn out," Russell chuckled, moving in front of and straddling him, his still-shitty prick 
only an inch or two from the wolf's muzzle. "Well?" he asked, gyrating his hips and wafting his dick under 
the wolf's nose. "You want to suck on the cock?" 

Ethan still didn't respond. 

"Maybe he doesn't like your dick," James said. "Maybe he's afraid you'll try to suffocate him again. Scoot 
over; I'll try." 

The two shuffled positions, and James took his limp-but-still-extended penis in his hand, opened Ethan's 
mouth, and pressed the shit-covered organ inside. His wrinkled anatomy had accumulated quite a lot of 
waste while in the diaper, and the repeated blows had embedded little bits of feces in the rather textured 
surface. Ethan was acutely aware of the taste of feces—not only his own; all four varieties were 
represented—but he was too listless to do anything about it. It was as if the part of his brain responsible for 
sharp reactions of revulsion was broken. It tasted bad and smelled worse, but he allowed the stallion to use 
his mouth to wipe the shit off his cock. Some of it smeared on his tongue or on the insides of his cheeks. 
Some of it was crusty and crumbled down between his tongue and the bottom of his mouth, feeling and 
tasting revolting, yet Ethan lay there and let it dissolve. Still other parts were large and chunky and too big 
to dissolve quickly. Those fell down beside his tongue and just sat there, slowly spreading their nutty, bitter, 
fecal flavor until Ethan could taste and smell nothing else. 

"Welp, I guess he'll be eating from the diaper," James said at last. "He's weaker than the last one; that one 
kept putting up a fight for hours." 

"As long as he doesn't die on us while we recruit the next one," Russell replied. "Locked in the basement 
by himself, who cares how much he reacts?" 

"Good point," James conceded, shrugging. "Oh, well. Time for your dinner... or breakfast. I have no idea." 

He grabbed the spoon, stuffed it in the hole his cock had been using, and scooped out a heaping spoonful. 

"Hey, boss, I've got a way to make him swallow," Russell said, grinning. 

"I'm all ears," James replied, handing him the spoon. 

Russell brought the spoon close to Ethan's mouth, flipped it shit-side-down, and then shoved it deep into 
the wolf's maw, pressing the tip of the spoon up against his uvula. Ethan's body jerked reflexively, and 
Russell clamped the wolf's mouth down, holding him still as his body adjusted to the unwelcome intruder. 
Sucking, squelching sounds and gurgles emanated from his nose as his tongue reflexively tried to shove 
the spoon out of the way. But with his teeth clamped down on the handle, the spoon wasn't going anywhere, 
and all he succeeded in doing was licking much of the vile fecal matter off and swallowing it. 

Somewhere deep in his skull, his body found another wellspring of tears that dripped down his face. 

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

Day after day—or was it multiple times a day? Ethan couldn't tell—his bosses-turned-rapists returned to 
harass him.  

Every time, they took turns reaming out his ass. It hurt a lot every time at first, but his ass would inevitably 
fatigue, and things would be easier after that. 

Every time, they offered him the choice of their cocks or the contents of his diaper, and Ethan refused to 
give them the satisfaction of sucking them off. James eventually got so fed up that he jacked himself off 
and came in Ethan's mouth, deliberately avoiding shoving himself down the wolf's throat and instead 
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splattering his load on his tongue. By the time gravity pulled his jizz down towards the back of the wolf's 
throat, Ethan was forced to choose between swallowing or asphyxiating on the voluminous, bleachy cum. 
Inevitably, he chose the former, much to James's satisfaction and his own beleaguered dismay. 

They never once changed him. The foul odor became so noxious when mixed with Ethan's piss that they 
had to air the room out, lest he die of asphyxiation by sewer gas. To them, carting in a massive air exchanger 
was preferable to giving his chafed, burning skin a chance to breathe. 

At last, they came in one final time, and as Ethan instinctively tensed, waiting for the blow from James's 
cock, it never came. Startled, he frowned and looked down towards the stallion. 

"Well, what do you know? I'd say he's finally reamed out." 

"About damn time. Sheesh, the last guy was reamed out in a couple of days. This guy might have pussy-
ass lungs, but his ass is like a steel trap." 

"Not anymore," James said cruelly. "You hear that, Little Expert? You couldn't keep shit in you if your life 
depended on it. 

Something about that bothered Ethan. Admittedly, he had long since given up trying to hold his feces in; 
there wasn't much point when it was just going to go into that destroyed diaper. But, he'd always assumed 
he could. For the first time in days, he cried again, feeling yet another part of him stripped away. 

"But hey, good news: it's changing day," Russell said animatedly. 

Ethan actually snorted at that. The idea of changing him now seemed like a pissing in the ocean. 
Nevertheless, the two got busy, donning gloves and pulling on the tapes, which had become brittle and 
broke under the strain. 

"Guess we'll have to cut him out," Russell said, shrugging. 

He reached into a drawer and grabbed some safety scissors, slid them along Ethan's side, and tried to cut. 

"Geez, the stuff is really hard in there. The scissors won't cut," he muttered. 

"Use a razor," James advised. "Cut away from him, though; we don't want him looking like we cut him up 
when we show him off." 

Ethan's ears pricked at that. Show me off? To whom? 

His attention was momentarily captivated by the box cutter in Russell's hand, and he couldn't help but hold 
his breath, afraid the sharp edge would slip. 

But, fortunately, the keen edge sliced through the crusted feces and diaper alike, and fresh air brushed 
against Ethan's leg for the first time since he'd been put into the awful thing. Russell repeated the motion 
on the other side, and Ethan breathed a sigh of relief. 

Unfortunately, that was premature. 

Packed in for so long, the outer contents of the diaper had solidified into a hardened mass, and whatever 
hair happened to be caught in them was there to stay. As Russell flipped the front of the diaper down, 
assuming it would come freely, Ethan lurched, hissing painfully as the weighted mass yanked on all of his 
groin hairs at once and then flopped back down on his dick. 

"Oh, heh, oops," Russell said, then cringed. "Yeesh, it's really matted up in there, boss. I don't think I can 
get it to open up." 

"You can get it to open up," James replied evenly. "I've seen you with those pickle jars. Just apply some 
more oomph to it." 

Ethan's eyes went wide as Russell grinned. 

"Oh, yeah," the bull chuckled. "Hang in there, Little Expert. This is gonna hurt like a motherfucker." 
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Without waiting for Ethan to be ready or even giving him a countdown, the bull yanked hard. Ethan tensed 
so hard that his back came off the changing table, a continuous hiss of pain streaming from his lungs and 
past his deadened vocal cords. 

"Oh, shit!" Russell laughed. "Well, I guess he wanted a Brazilian, huh?" 

Once the initial shock wore off, Ethan's head jerked to look down at what the bull was talking about. He 
gasped. His groin was smoother than the day he was born, and the lack of hair highlighted just how badly 
his skin had fared under the prolonged waste exposure. Of course, it itched and burned furiously, but Ethan 
had no idea it looked that bad. Dismayed, he felt himself start to piss, dribbling down on the diaper that was 
still firmly attached to his ass and sported a fur coat—his fur coat—where his groin used to be. 

"Looks like he's turned into a little tinkle-fairy," Russell remarked. 

"They all do," James replied blandly. "Hurry up; we need to get him cleaned up and put in front of the 
wardens." 

Wardens? 

Ethan didn't have time to ponder it as Russell grasped the diaper with both hands, took out the slack, and 
then yanked. The wolf came off the changing table again, silently screaming in pain as the diaper fell down 
on the floor, weighing in at a solid ten pounds. 

"I knew he was full of crap," James muttered, scowling. 

Applying his badge to a card reader on the wall, the stallion touched an icon stitched into the padding, and 
a hatch opened over Ethan's head. A flexible sprayer like in a restaurant kitchen lowered itself down, and 
James gestured for Russell to take it. The bull wasted no time, spraying Ethan down with the freezing water 
and roughly rubbing the shit, piss, tears, cum, vomit, and spit out of his fur while Ethan could do nothing 
but shudder and shiver under the intense cold. 

Russell shut the sprayer off and was about to send it back through the hatch when James gave him a 
significant look. 

"Oh, uh, right," said the bull. 

Starting the sprayer again, he trained it up under Ethan's tail. The cold water was particularly shocking in 
such an intimate place, but the worst was yet to come. Russell moved the sprayer closer and abruptly 
changed it to jet mode. Freezing water streamed up through Ethan's anus. The wolf instinctively tried to 
squeeze his ass shut, but James had been right: it was so far gone that it could no longer close, could no 
longer protect him. 

And so, the frigid water continued to stream up into Ethan's bowels, cramping him and chilling him from the 
inside. 

"That's enough; don't want to give him hypothermia," James said at last. 

Russell shut off the sprayer and sent it into the ceiling-hatch, which closed behind it. Meanwhile, the cold 
liquid, warmed by Ethan's body temperature, began to evacuate, unhindered by his anus. For almost a 
minute, a steady stream shot out of him horizontally, but at last, the stream subsided, reduced to a trickle 
and then a dribble, and stopped. 

"Get him dried off and down on all fours," James said. "We gotta go." 

Russell showed no signs of the gentleness Ethan had seen him demonstrate with the charges. His motions 
were brusque and rough, and the towel yanked on Ethan's fur, eliciting little flinches here and there. 

Once Ethan was dried off, Russell practically threw a diaper onto him, pulling it up between his legs 
lightning-fast. For once the diaper actually fit, and Ethan would have cried if he'd thought there was any 
chance it was out of kindness toward him, but he knew better: it was all just for show. The whole place was 
just for show. And he was about to be on center stage. 
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Russell undid the restraints, but having been trapped for so long in the same position, Ethan was long past 
the point of cramped. The bull picked him up and put him down on the ground, and it took several minutes 
before he could even get his limbs under him. Once he could, though, James was fierce. 

"Get up on all fours. Now!" the stallion spat, and when Ethan didn't do it quickly enough, he hauled him up 
and gave his ass a kick. 

"That way," the stallion snorted, pointing towards the door. 

With another kick, he got Ethan going as Russell moved ahead of him to open the door. 

The room had been fairly dimly lit, and the bright lights in the playroom were blinding. Ethan squinted his 
eyes and winced, but another kick from the stallion kept him moving forward, whether he could see or not. 

He wanted to get up and run away.  He wanted to punch James and Russell so hard in the nuts that they 
fell off, and then he wanted to cut off their dicks and choke them the way they had choked him.  

But he couldn't even close his mouth on his own, and the prolonged restraint had atrophied his muscles to 
the point that he was already panting from the exertion of crawling fifty feet. His fantasies of revenge would 
have to wait. 

James kicked him in the side, turning him towards the front reception room. With Russell standing guard to 
keep the other charges from escaping—not that they seemed to want to; one look at Ethan, and they all 
retreated to the far corners of the room—James opened the front door and roughly shoved Ethan out into 
the reception area. 

The wolf gasped and then blushed fiercely as a dozen prison wardens all turned to gawk at him at the same 
time. He could feel every eye on him and was acutely aware of the sneers and raised eyebrows. He came 
to a halt and started trying to back away, but Russell stood behind him, blocking his escape. 

"Gentlemen," James said, addressing the wardens, "I present to you our latest case study. Liam Ellis here 
was found guilty of repeated bank robbery. After the fifteenth one, the judge was ready to hand down the 
death penalty but remanded him to our custody instead." 

Liam Ellis? 

"Recognize the initials, Little Expert?" Russell chuckled in his ear. "Nobody out there knows who you are. 
Things are about to get much worse for you." 

As if on cue, the wardens all suddenly scowled, condemning him for countless acts he hadn't committed 
under a name that wasn't his. It was too much. 

"Wait!" Ethan tried to protest, reaching out with his hand pleadingly. 

But all that came out was a tiny hint of a squeak; his vocal cords were too paralyzed to make any more 
sound. 

"What the hell was that?" one of the wardens laughed, initiating an uproar of laughter. 

"Is he a squeaky-toy? What the hell did you do to him?" someone else jeered. 

James did not partake in the merriment. In fact, his face clouded, and he turned around to give Russell a 
look, who nodded. 

"Gentlemen," the stallion said at last, "He is no squeaky toy. He has, however, been rendered completely 
harmless. He cannot stand, cannot feed himself, cannot even open or close his jaw on his own. He cannot 
speak—as you observed—and he is completely incontinent. In short, he is utterly dependent on us for his 
survival. Even if he could escape, he would not live long on his own. The monster so convinced of his own 
supremacy that he tried to hold up a bank for the fifteenth time has been reduced to this: a sniveling, weak, 
diaper-wetting husk of a fur." 

As if to punctuate the stallion's statement, Ethan felt his bladder and bowels discharge themselves at the 
same time, and his once-white diaper turned yellow and brown within seconds. 
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"I rest my case, gentlemen," James said. "We thank you for your continued support into our research, and 
we welcome your worst." 

There was a general murmur and some light applause, and then the group dispersed. James turned around 
and gritted his teeth, curling his lip in a snarl as he seized Ethan by the scruff of the neck. 

"You had to open your mouth!" he snapped. 

"He, um, literally can't open his mouth, boss," Russell said blithely. 

"Shut up! This was supposed to be a serious affair, and you nearly turned it into a laughingstock!" the 
stallion seethed, shaking Ethan. "Well, no more," he growled. "We are finally going to put you out of our 
misery." 

"And you'll finally get to see what it's like to pre-process diapers up close and personal!" Russell added. 

"What?" James spat, a pained, incredulous look on his face as he looked over his shoulder at his second-
in-command. 

"Oh, I just remember him saying something about not being able to imagine it," Russell said, searching his 
memory. 

"Hm. Well, he'll more than imagine it here shortly," James growled. "Let's go." 

Dropping the pretense of having Ethan move on his own power, Russell scooped him up and slung him 
over his shoulder, following James as the stallion made his way down into the basement. Before they even 
entered, Ethan could hear the sound of whooshing air somewhere in the distance.  

As they descended the stairs, a huge, open room came into view, dominated by a massive funnel several 
tens of feet in diameter into which a conveyor emptied. The conveyor, in turn, was fed by multiple conveyors 
around the room that ran underneath a number of chutes in the ceiling. As Ethan watched, something 
dropped from one of the chutes onto the conveyor below it, which carried its cargo up to the main conveyor, 
which transported it up and dropped it into the funnel. 

Beneath the funnel and slightly offset to one side was what looked like a tall, wooden chair straddling a 
darkened, square hole in the otherwise uniform concrete floor. A control panel along one wall was the only 
other thing in the room. Russell carried Ethan to the chair while James went to the control panel.  

Ethan rode along passively on the bull's shoulder for a while, but as he looked around, he began to have a 
gnawing feeling in the pit of his stomach. Below the large funnel was a wide-diameter, flexible plastic tube 
that had perhaps at one time been clear but whose interior was now stained brown and green and gray. 
The tube made its way into a pump that had been obscured by the funnel before, and from there, the same 
tubing extended towards the chair, terminating in a flange that was draped over one of the arm rests. 

The front of the chair and the wide hole cut in the seat came into view, and Ethan suddenly spied the 
countless leather straps nailed to it. The ground had been scrubbed almost clean everywhere, but all around 
the seat and especially in front of it, the floor was discolored with yellow and brown stains.  

Ethan suddenly knew what was about to happen. All the talk about "replacing the last one", "what he would 
be doing eventually", and how James and Russell would have to recruit a new one after he was gone 
abruptly made sense. He began struggling and fighting, desperately trying to escape the bull's grasp. 

"Ope, you finally figured it out, did ya?" Russell laughed. "Well, it's too late now. We're already here. You 
might as well get comfortable because this is the last seat you're ever gonna take." 

Being far stronger than Ethan was even when the wolf was healthy, it was practically child's play for Russell 
to manhandle him and stuff him butt-first into the chair. Ethan immediately began trying to escape, but the 
bull apparently had experience. Shoving his knee up into Ethan's crotch, he grabbed the wolf's arm and 
brought it down on the arm rest, fastening a leather strap around his wrist to keep him in place. He did the 
same to the other wrist and then took the time to apply two more straps on each arm: one at the elbow and 
one across the forearm. 

Ethan kicked and struggled as best he could, but his blows just glanced off the bull's muscular thighs. After 
fastening a leather belt around the wolf's waist and cinching it tight, Russell leaned down, grabbed one of 
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Ethan's legs in a vise-like grip, pulled it off to the side, and secured it to the outside of the front leg of the 
chair. He repeated the action effortlessly on Ethan's other leg and then took his time, evidently in no hurry 
as he fastened the thigh straps and pulled them particularly tight, forcing Ethan's legs to open wide. He 
restrained the wolf's knees next, then his calves for good measure, and then reached up and ran a strap 
across Ethan's forehead, pinning and immobilizing his head.  

Only once he was sure everything was nice and tight, the bull undid a latch on the armrests, hinged them 
upwards, and fastened them to the backboard of the chair, effectively spread-eagling the wolf in a sitting 
position. 

"Why?" Ethan breathed wordlessly. 

"What's that?" Russell asked, leaning in. 

"Why?" the wolf repeated, tears streaming down his face. 

"Why? Because you're a wolf, of course," Russell replied, surprised at the question. "I mean, duh," he 
scoffed as he walked away, leaving Ethan there bewildered and shaking. 

Ethan couldn't see where he'd gone. All he could see was the immense funnel looming over him. With a 
sinking feeling, he realized that it, too, had once been clear, but the contents of so many diapers dropped 
from the chutes and conveyed into it had permanently stained it some awful color. 

Suddenly, an awful racket started as the pump turned on. Ethan tried to jerk his head but was painfully 
reminded by the strap across his forehead that he wasn't moving anywhere. Somewhere else, the 
whooshing he'd heard before suddenly ramped up, becoming almost deafening. As he watched, silhouettes 
of the funnel's contents began to slowly circle, picking up speed and making intermittent, sharp hissing 
noises, as if being hit by an air gun. The diapers began to move quite fast, circling around the funnel and 
being thrown up into the air high above it. As Ethan watched in shock, they flew open, flinging their contents 
all over the place, but mostly into the funnel. A greenish-brown sludge appeared at the funnel's neck and 
started slowly crawling its way towards the pump. 

Ethan shuddered. Somehow, despite all the shit he'd been forced to eat already, this would be worse. No 
way around it: this would definitely be worse. 

Abruptly, the noises stopped, and Russell and James came over. 

"Well, Little Expert, I'd say I'm sorry to see you go, but I'm not, so I won't," James said, giving a perfunctory 
smile as Russell did something behind the chair that Ethan couldn't see. "Russell informs me that you asked 
why—presumably why we're treating you this way. The short answer is, 'because we can'. The more 
detailed answer is that I don't like wolves. Consider it something nasty out of my childhood that I won't 
bother to tell you and leave it at that. Besides, we've done this on about a dozen different species, and you 
wolves are just the best ones for the job." 

"Why?!" Ethan tried to ask. 

"Oh, well, you just tend to last a little longer, and you're a lot more fun to break down. Tried a horse but felt 
kind of, I dunno, cannibalistic. Tried a cat, and the damn thing didn't last longer than a couple of days. The 
cow actually wasn't too bad, but Russell started feeling squeamish, so we cut that one short." He shrugged. 
"Or did you mean, why are we doing... all this?" he asked, gesturing to the funnel. He shrugged again. "Eh, 
that's need-to-know, and you don't need to know. Besides, it looks like Russell's got your pacifier ready." 

The wolf's eyes bulged as the bull appeared out of his peripheral vision, holding the flanged tube. It was 
much larger up close than it had appeared from a distance, the tube itself almost three inches in diameter 
and the flange even larger. Ethan began to struggle and even began pissing into his diaper in terror as 
Russell brought the flange up to his face, forced his jaw open, and shoved it in. 

Ethan could already taste the stale feces crusted on the inside of the tube. He thrashed and jerked, but the 
restraints all over his body ensured he couldn't move even an inch in any direction. Without overture, 
Russell shoved the tube further in until the flange was pushed against his teeth. Rotating it slightly, he got 
it to clear them and then closed Ethan's mouth around it, locking it in place behind his incisors. At last, he 
ran the final strap under the wolf's chin and pulled it up tightly, making it impossible to pull the tube out. 
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The sudden screech of duct tape startled the terrified wolf, and before he could react, Russell was passing 
it over his lips, sealing them against the flange but being careful not to impede his nostrils. 

After inspecting the preparations and evidently satisfied that they were complete, James turned to go, but 
then caught himself and turned back around. 

"Just in case it wasn't clear," he said, "This is where you die: staring at this funnel of shit as it force-feeds 
you until you die of malnutrition. How long will you last? Who can say? You've lasted the last week pretty 
well and haven't even lost much weight, so it could be a long time. Then again, you could fail to swallow, 
and feces could go down your windpipe. It will be excruciatingly painful and terrifying. Zero out of ten stars. 
Do not recommend. Other than that, those are about the only two ways you get to stop suffering. I just 
wanted you to know that so there's no misconception. Once you're dead, we'll fuck your corpse a few times 
for the fun of it, and then we'll throw you down in the pit below you. You can't see down there, and that's 
just as well: that's where all the waste in the building goes, and with the exception of you yourself—that is, 
your lifeless body when the time comes—the only way into that pit is through you. So, to be 100% clear, all 
the waste in the building goes through you into that pit. Clear?"  

Ethan nodded as best he could, feeling a strange sense of acceptance coming over him. 

"Good. I'd ask you if you had any last words, but obviously, you don't. Russell? Anything to add?" 

The bull thought about it, then shook his head. "Nope." 

"All right. Adieu, Little Expert. See you never." 

Ethan's heart began to pound, the feeling of acceptance vanishing as soon as he realized this wasn't just 
some kind of sick mind game. He struggled hard, but he couldn't move at all. 

The machines all turned on again, much louder than before, and within seconds, the funnel's contents were 
whirling around at terrifying speed. Diapers flew open and dropped most of their contents before the draft 
threw them up and out of the funnel. It began to rain dirty diapers and gloves, and Ethan flinched as each 
one came down, afraid it was going to land on him. 

Meanwhile, the pump started to whine, and the greenish sludge began to crawl its way down the tube. 
Trapped and unable to do anything but watch in despair, Ethan trembled, feeling time slow to a crawl. Urine 
dribbled down his front as he pissed himself again, and inside his already-soiled diaper, he could feel his 
feces beginning to pack in. 

The pump seemed to gain traction and began to make rhythmic ca-chunking noises. With each one, the 
feces moved an inch. Already Ethan could taste the foul air being pushed up the tube towards his mouth, 
burning his throat and stinging his eyes through his sinuses.  

He knew the worst was yet to come, and yet, he could do nothing but wait. 

Some twenty feet away, the green-brown sludge had made it through the pump and was beginning its 
approach. Ethan howled silently into the tube, desperately willing to be freed . 

Ca-chunk, ca-chunk, ca-chunk, ca-chunk. 

A diaper suddenly whipped through the air and landed on Ethan's lap dirty-side up. The wolf jumped in 
surprised, then breathed a sigh of relief when it fell down between his legs without getting anything on him. 

Ca-chunk, ca-chunk, ca-chunk. 

The sludge was still agonizingly far away. For a moment, Ethan realized incredulously that he wanted it to 
be here already so that at least he didn't have to anticipate it. It would be gross and awful, but he had 
survived that before. It wasn't like eating a little poo out of a tube was gonna kill him... 

His heart sank. This was not a little poo. And it was going to kill him. This whole, elaborate setup was 
conceived for that specific purpose. He was going to die in here, but not before drowning in shit and 
showering the floor with his own shit and piss. 

I don't want to die! I want to see my mom again! I want to visit my friends, to see the outdoors again! I don't 
want to be here! Please, somebody, let me go! 
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Ca-chunk, ca-chunk. 

The sludge was now only a few feet away, and now that it was imminent, Ethan suddenly did not want it 
anywhere near his face. He struggled and kicked against his restraints, rubbing the hair off under them in 
his panicked attempt to get free. 

A diaper suddenly slapped into his chest, shit-side down. Ethan jerked in surprise and disgust, but the 
diaper had plastered itself to him and was not letting go. He wriggled and writhed, but nothing he could do 
would get it off. 

Ca-chunk. 

Ethan could see the sludge in the tube in front of him now. The fetid stink coming out of the tube into his 
mouth had intensified substantially the closer it got, and already he was fighting off nausea. 

No! No, please! Somebody, make it stop! 

Ca-chunk. 

The sloppy mass was there. Ethan could have stuck his tongue out and tasted it if he'd wanted to, but 
instead, his tongue had retreated to the back of his mouth, desperately trying to avoid its fate. 

A diaper flew right at Ethan's face. He jerked but couldn't move. The diaper splatted across his eyes, coating 
the fur on his forehead and eyelashes with shit.  

Ethan screamed. 

A bit of liquid ran out of the end of the tube and dripped into his mouth. The wolf screamed harder and 
thrashed futilely. Blinded by the diaper, he strained his ears, dreading the next churn of the pump. 

Ca-chunk. 

The first clump of solids followed the liquid. It clung to the end of the tube for a second and then fell down 
into Ethan's mouth. He flung his head back against the back of the chair, desperate to get away, but there 
was nowhere to go. The fecal lump settled in and began dissolving, carried by saliva down the wolf's throat. 

Ca-chunk. 

A full mouthful of feces shoved its way into Ethan's maw. He gagged and did his best to push back with his 
tongue, knowing what would happen if he failed. More feces dissolved and began running down his throat, 
the coarse texture making his body heave and retch. 

Ca-chunk. 

With nowhere else to go, the feces started shoving up into Ethan's sinuses. The wolf screamed in pain and 
disgust and, trained by weeks of abuse, instinctively began swallowing. Over and over, his tongue carried 
the repulsive contents to the back of his throat and pulled them down into his gullet. Disgust aside, the 
sheer volume as the pump rattled on was making his stomach stretch painfully, the diaper digging into his 
waist. 

Perhaps mercifully, the first feces that entered his mouth had come from a diaper worn by a charge given 
a strong dose of laxatives that had not fully metabolized. For better or for worse, before his stomach blew 
out, Ethan felt his bowels begin to churn, and in seconds, his body was shuddering violently as feces 
erupted out of his impotent anus and packed themselves in around his groin. 

But the relief would be short-lived. The pump was unrelenting, and the whirlpool of diapers in the funnel 
never diminished. Ethan swallowed as long as his tongue would let him and then relaxed his throat, letting 
the pump do the bulk of the work of shoving the ordure into him without his help. His throat expanded 
painfully against his chest and lungs, and then his stomach once more had to expand to keep up with the 
increased flow. Pound after pound of shit passed into him, lingered a while, and then was forced through is 
intestines into his diaper. 

His diaper, meanwhile, was nearing its breaking point. With another couple of cycles from the pump, his 
body was completely filled from mouth to anus, and only the resistance of his throat and bowels could slow 
the onslaught. A constant stream of twice-processed shit squeezed out of his ass like a soft-serve machine 



Not-So-Compassionate Care 
© 2023 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 34 of 34 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

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

broken in the 'on' position, dispensing its fetid contents between Ethan's legs with enough force that the 
diaper began to poke down into the hole cut into the seat of the chair. Shit began to seep from the leg-
gathers and waist, squeezing out in thin sheets like play-dough. These crept along the contour of the diaper 
as long as they could before gravity pulled them down, falling down and splashing into the cesspool far 
below. 

But even that wasn't fast enough to keep up with the pump, and Ethan's gut was having to take up the 
slack. He moaned into the column of shit as his gut twisted, stretched, turned, and started bloating his belly. 
The strain against the diaper caused its waistband to stretch to its limit and start putting pressure on the 
tabs. The topmost ones stretched, thinned, and then snapped, setting off a chain reaction that made the 
diaper explode open, flinging its contents out and sending them splattering into the cesspool. 

Meanwhile, other diapers were still whizzing through the air. They pelted Ethan on all sides, though by this 
point, he was too distracted by his distended gut to notice. The straps on the chair creaked, groaned, and 
bit into him, unyielding as his abdomen grew to try to contain the overflow. For a few seconds, it was able 
to maneuver around the straps, to find additional crevices to swell into, but at last, there was no more space. 

He gasped and let out a soft whimper. 

The back-pressure suddenly shot through him, hitting the diaper so hard that it was pulled out from under 
him. It and its contents plummeted into the cesspool, followed by a constant column of shit two inches in 
diameter out of the wolf's ass and growing. 

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

Watching from an observation window, James pursed his lips thoughtfully. 

"We got another interviewee," said Russell. 

"Oh?" the stallion asked, his ears pricking up. "What species?" 

"Wolf." 

The two exchanged malevolent grins. 

"Good. It'll be too late to do a direct replacement, but at least we'll have one in training by the time this one 
asphyxiates." 

"Asphyxiates?" 

James snorted. "He can't swallow fast enough to keep up with it. Even if he lets the pump do all the work, 
having to stop the flow for every breath he takes isn't sustainable. And the second he falls asleep? It's lights 
out permanently." 

Russell frowned. "The last one didn't have that problem." 

James smirked. "The pump wasn't running this fast last time." 

They grinned again. 

"Wolves really are the best waste disposal units," Russell said. 

"Yeah," James replied, turning to leave. "It's a shame they don't last longer." 


