As Bisquets walked toward the werewolf house he couldn’t help but think about what lead him to this babysitting gig. He was out doing regular errands in town when he bumped into this guy named Wayne. At first Wayne just figured he was a little pup who lost his mom, but after an awkward explanation from the small dog things got cleared up. Once things were sorted out the two started talking. One thing lead to another and that’s when the topic of babysitting came up. 
From that they talked about his anniversary was coming up and Wayne wanted to take his wife out for something special: the only problem was his kids. Being canine breeds, finding the right sitter was hard due to canine instincts. Until that point no sitter was willing to put up with all those puppies. He had lost all hope until he started talking with Bisquets. When the small dog said he was having some money troubles the gears started to click in his lycan. 

“So what do you say”? he asked 

“Geez I don’t know, you said you had how many kids”?

“Aww come on there usually very well behaved” 
The small dog thought the werewolf’s proposal over. Sure he wasn’t thrilled about looking after pups, but from what he was saying Wayne was willing to pay a good chunk of money just to have him watch over them for a few hours. Plus when a werewolf asks you to do something it’s best not to say no. 

After saying yes the two went over the details for the job. Bisquets would come over around 3 and watch the kids for a few hours. Thus the plans were set; the two exchanged their numbers and went there separate ways. 
Two weeks later the small corgi was walking over to the werewolf household. Through shared text messages Bisquets learned that all of the pups weren’t potty trained yet, so that meant diapers would be involved. If the dog had known that from the beginning, than he might not have said yes so easily. 

Deep down the dog hated diapers. He though they were gross and disgusting. However it was to late for him to say no now as it would only produce an angry werewolf. For the next few hours Bisquets would just have to bite the diaper bullet and suck it up. 

“It’ll only be a few hours, those brats shouldn’t need to many changes” he thought out loud. 

His attempts to make the situation better seemed to work as the corgi soon found himself in front of the werewolf household. The house itself gave off a spooky vibe. Not even having to knock on the door he was greeted with the very swollen belly of a female werewolf. 
“Oh you must be the sitter Wayne’s been talking about. Come on in” she said while rubbing her belly

The house seemed like a regular home, with it being more gothic looking. He could definitely tell from sniffing that children lived in the house as the stench of diapers past faintly filled the corgi’s nose. Once reaching the kitchen area Bisquets saw Wayne waiting.
“Aah good you’re here” he said eagerly “Just wanted to go over a few things before we left”

“Oh yeah? Like what” said the corgi

“Well numbers are on the fridge incase you needed to call up. I stripped all the pups down to just their diapers to make access easier.”
He cringed at the though when the pup did the inevitable in their diapers. 

“For the most part though the pups should be well behaved and will usually just kinda circle around you….. well except for Winnie but she’ll come to you if she wants something. 

“Ok got it. Doesn’t sound like anything I can’t handle.”

“Come on hun lets go, we’re gonna be late” she said tugging at her husbands arm.

“Ok see ya in a few hours. Make sure the pups are fed around 6ish”

Just before Wayne left the kitchen she leaned over to the small canine.

“Oh and if things go well tonight me and the misses will have a constant source of business, if ya catch my drift”

And with that the two were out the door and gone. 

The corgi stood there alone. Looking around he could see some toys scattered around but surprisingly no puppies to be seen. 

‘Maybe their just shy’ he thought to himself.

It wasn’t unusual for children of any kind to be shy around new people. Bisquets looked around each hallway until coming back to the kitchen. There standing in the middle of the room was a single pup with only a diaper on.

“Oh hey there little guy” Bisquets said in a calming tone. 

The pup didn’t even respond. He just stared at the corgi, examining him.  

Getting closer, he noticed that he was just barely taller than the pup.

‘Maybe he thinks I’m just another puppy to play with.’ The corgi thought to himself ‘well I better try and explain things to him’
“Well your parents are gone for the night so I’m gonna take care of you” 

The pup seemed to ignore what Bisquets said said. He walked up to the corgi and started sniffing him. Bisquets made a note of how small he was compared to the pup as his head came even with his chest. After a solid minute of sniffing the pup stopped and looked at the corgi.
“AWOOOO” the pup yelled.

Bisquets wondered why the pup did what he did. However his thoughts turned to something else. In the distance he swore he heard a low rumble: it kept getting louder and louder until dozens of pups ran into the room to him.
Like a giant tidal wave the pups washed over him. Every inch of his body was either being smothered with a pup or drooled on. 
“AAAH GET OFF” yelled Bisquets

Bisquets tried to push away the multiple diapered rears that were being smooshed against his face. It felt like there was a hundreds pups. 
After getting a thorough inspection of their new babysitter the pups wandered into the living to start playing. Now with drool stained clothes Bisquets collected himself and got up. To his surprise, greeting him nearly at eye level was one of the diaper clad pups.  
“Did you need something” he asked the pup.

The pup just kept looking up at him. Suddenly he bent his knees and squatted. Grunts and crinkling could be heard. As Bisquets peered over the pup he noticed that there was a budge in the back of the pups diaper.
“Oh god no” 

Without warning the pup sat right down onto the mess that he had just made and looking up at the corgi. Smiling, he wagged his tail excitedly; not even knowing what he had just done in his diaper. 

“*gag* EWW. DISGUSTING.” Said Bisquets as he lifted the pup by the armpits “Ok you nasty little thing, lets *gag* change your diaper”

Holding the pup by the hand, mostly so he wouldn’t run off, Bisquets went off to find the nursery.  The stench coming from the pup wafted its way upward much to the corgi’s dismay. After searching room after room he finally found what he was looking for. 

Not matching the rest of the décor of the house, the nursery looked just like any other nursery. Natural white light colors were painted on the walls accompanied with smiling puppies for the wallpaper. The weirdest part though was that the changing table had a spiral ramp leading up to the mat area. Thankful he didn’t have to climb Bisquets used the ramp to his advantage. 

The pup instinctively laid on his back; most likely used to what was about to happen. He grabbed a diaper and some wipes from under the table. Ripping the tabs the diaper fell open revealing the horror within. 

Fighting the urge to throw up Bisquets went to changing the werewolf pup. He kept flailing his legs around making the change a lot harder and longer. With the bum clean and a new diaper slid under the pup, he smiled up at his changer.
“Ok you’re clean” 

Without a moment of hesitation the pup ran down the ramp, leaving the corgi alone with the used diaper. Keeping it as far away from his body as possible, he walked over to the other side of the changing table towards the diaper pail. Thankfully the pail was as tall as the changing table so Bisquets wouldn’t have to worry about shimming up the sides to throw away the shit bag. Using his foot, the corgi popped the lid open releasing the stench of hundreds of dirty diaper: to which the corgi made the mistake of breathing through his nose. 
With an unceremonious toss and a disgusting squish sound Bisquets shut the lid. Satisfied the corgi went to walk to the bathroom, until he bumped into another pup. A line had starting to form of pups, and judging from the drooping and the smell they all were very used.
*Sigh*

All Bisquets could do was utter out an irritated sigh as he walked back to the changing area. 

From there it was nothing but changing dirty diapers. Every time he finished cleaning up one puppy, three more would take his place in line. Soon the line of stinky pups stretched all the way down to the bottom ramp. It was a matter of willpower for Bisquets not to throw up as most of the puppies were poopy. 

Pup after pup, diaper after diaper, mess after mess, wipe after wipe, it seemed like a never ending cycle of diaper changes. All he wanted to do was to pinch his nose shut to give him some kind of relief from the smell: but that was out of the question due to the fact that he wasn’t wearing gloves.

‘My kingdom for some rubber gloves’ the corgi thought to himself as he cleaned up an extremely messy pup. 

Dozens of diapers changed and the line still had no signs of stopping. With the latest pup changed he motioned for another one to come over. Oddly though, as soon as the next in line started to walk forward, he stopped. 
“Huh”

Curiously Bisquets noticed that pups at the end of the line were moving to the side for some reason. All the way up the spiraling ramp the pups were moving aside. Once it reached the top Bisquets saw what was causing the disturbance. 

One particular werewolf walked over. It had pig tails in its hair, most likely meaning she was a girl. She was the only pup he had seen who was sporting anything other than a diaper with a pink shirt with a skull on it. To top it off she was also sucking on a pacifier as she walked over. 

‘I guess this must be Winnie’ 

Wayne had mentioned the girl to him a few times, and every time it was with praise.

Without any instruction she lied on her back and raised her legs in the air, most likely knowing what was about to happen.

“Poopy” she said while pointing to her diaper. 

The corgi was slightly shocked by the fact she could talk. He has just assumed all the puppies were too young to talk yet. 

“O…Ok just give me a second”

While reaching down to grab a new diaper, he found that the bag was completely empty. 

“Uuugh sorry but I think we’re out of diapers”

Winnie shot him a dirty look as she popped the pacifier out of her mouth to speak.

“Daddy keeps spare diapers in the closet” said the pup as she pointed to the door. 

With no time to waste Bisquets was on his way down the ramp. All the pups stepped out of his way, allowing him to pass. 
Passing through the gauntlet of dirty diapers the dog reached the door. After fighting with the handle, due to his size, Bisquets got the door open. The walls inside were covered with nothing but diapers from floor to ceiling. 

“STILL POOPY” Winnie yelled angrily from the changing table. 

Hearing her yell shook Bisquets back to reality as he stopped admiring the sheer number of diapers. With a few bags in hand the dog went back through the gauntlet of poopy diapers. Stashed away, the dog ripped one open and snag a clean diaper. He was met with the annoyed looking glare of the stinky girl that lied in front of him. Not wanting to get on her bad size he quickly went to work. 
Opening up the diaper, Bisquets was greeted with the true horrors that a werewolf puppy could give you. She may not have shown it but the inside of her diaper sure did: she was at least three times poopier than her brothers. Thankfully the mess was mostly contained in the back and didn’t spread around, though this didn’t stop Bisquets from letting out a restrained gag. As she glared at him she started to squirm a little. The corgi would have to act fast to keep the situation under control. Without anymore hesitation he wiped her butt clean and promptly disposed of the disgusting diaper. 
With a cleaned behind the werewolf got up.

“Thank you” she said in a polite tone as she waddled back down the ramp. 

Bisquets wasn’t given a moment of rest though because as soon as she was gone another pup waddled his way over to him. 

As the last pup was wiped and was on his way to waddling out the door Bisquets opened the lid to the pail and tossed it in. Though looking down into it the corgi saw his next disgusting task that lay before him. The half hour or so of constant diaper changes had filled the pail to the brim. 
From the top of the changing table the dog reached for the latch. He shimmied closer to edge so he could get to the button. As he lunged for the button he lost his hold. At the last second he used his feet to keep him from falling in. As he opened his eyes he was face to face with a brown stained diaper. A little up close and personal for him, he shimmied back onto the table. Hoisting the heavy diaper filled liner out of the pail, he finished up his job. 
Walking down to the bag, Bisquets reached a new level of grossness. All along the inside the see through plastic let him take in the disgusting part of raising children. Poo stains were smeared pretty much all over the bad . A puddle of urine pooled at the very bottom of the bag. 

The worst part was the bag was twice as big as Bisquets. Dragging it was out of the question: as he didn’t want it to rip on him. Left with no options Bisquets grabbed it with both paws and lifted it away.
With so many diapers the bag was too heavy to carry away from his body. Again, Bisquets got up close and personal with the dirty diapers. This time though he had a thin wall of plastic to protect him, though it barely did anything to keep the smell from leaking out. 

*flop*

In an instance, the top half of the bag fell over Bisquets shoulder.

“EWWWWWWWW” 

Now sandwiched between so many diapers the corgi double timed it to the garbage. Making things worse, he could still feel the lukewarm diapers on the top part coupled with the cold clammy ones he was hugging at the bottom. 

Outside of the house was a literal breath of fresh air. The open space lessened the stench of the diapers he was carrying. As he looked around he found the dumpster behind the house, with a convenient loading area that he could hop up on.  Maneuvering the lid to the dumpster the corgi unceremoniously tossed the vile thing inside. Before he shut the lid Bisquets got a look inside. There he saw the horror that was roughly twenty or so full diaper pail bags containing hundreds of dirty diapers each. 
“Dear god. How many diapers do these kids go through?!”

Back inside the house the only thing on Bisquet’s mind was to get to the bathroom. There he climbed a rather babyish looking stool to the coveted sink. A few minutes passed as the corgi nearly scrubbed his paws raw to get the smell of poopy diaper off of him. Even as he washed he could still smell them. A quick sniff of the clothes revealed the stench.
“Oh great. Now I smell like them”
Greeted outside the bathroom were a few pups. At first they looked happy to see Bisquets. That expression turned to a blank one as their noses started sniffing. 

“What did ya need”

The pups ignored him as they all sniffed around him. Their sniffers collectively went to his shirt as the sniffed heavily. To his shock, he felt one of the pups pull his pants back. Others came to tug and to look down. It then clicked in his head…… they were checking his “diaper”
The smell must have made them think he needed a change. Defensively, he gently swatted them away from his pants. 

“Go on get! I don’t wear diapers”

The group of pups quickly disbanded. All that was left was a single werewolf holding up an empty food bowl.

“What’s that? Oh……dinner…….right” 

Inside the kitchen Bisquets found it to be like any other. It had the standard appliances along with linoleum flooring and the usual tacky kitchen knick knacks. In the corner was a trash can with dozens of blue plastic food bowls: where Wayne told him that he kept the puppy chow. 
The sound of the dog removing the lid of the metal trash can echoed throughout the house. Low but faint foot stomps could be heard quickly approaching him. A hoard of diaper clad werewolf pups swarmed and tugged at him.

Stinky pups were one thing, but hungry pups were an entirely different challenge. All of them kinda blurred together with their fur and white diapers. He tried at first to neatly give them their dinners, but this only proved to time consuming.

‘Fuck it’

In the end Bisquets just threw all the bowls on the ground and shoveled the food into each one. It didn’t matter to them as any loose kibbles that got away would be eaten in an instance. 

Just like at the changing table all the pups suddenly went quiet and parted to the size. There Bisquets saw the familiar pink shirt of Winnie approaching him. She held out her own pink plastic food bowl. Knowing what she wanted, he neatly filled her food bowl. As she was about to walk away to eat her nose started to sniff. Just like before she went to Bisquets and tugged at the back of his pants: and just like before he swatted her paw away.
“I don’t wear diapers” he firmly said

This caused the pups to glare at him. Winnie looked angrily at him as she shot a very dirty look before she walked away. 

It wasn’t much longer until all the pups had their food. Only the sounds of crunching and swallowing could be heard. Backing away from the sight of what seems like hundreds of pups eating, Bisquets was stopped by something. As he turned around he saw two taller looking werewolf pups wearing black shirts. 
Before he could ask what they were doing each of the pups grabbed my by the armpits and carried him off.

“WHY! WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING” he shouted. The only response he got was the echoes of eating from the kitchen. 

His nose started to smell the now familiar stench of used diapers. Bisquets saw he was being dragged back to the nursery. Looking up to the changing table he saw that Winnie was standing there along with another werewolf in a black shirt. 

Up the ramp he went. They tossed him down in front of her. She nodded to the other as they all circled around the dog. One of the pups grabbed at his shirt. At first he was able to keep him off but as time went on he got a good grip and pulled it off. 

“Knock it off!”

The only thing this accomplished was the pup throwing his shirt down into the diaper pail
“HEY”

He tried to get up but the others knocked him down onto his back. Soon the other two grabbed at his pants. Flailing as hard as he could, Bisquets kick at there arms to go away. Their fingers hooked on his waistband and in one final tug the pups got both his pants and undies off.
Just like the many pups that lied on that table before him, he was completely naked. He covered himself up as all the pups started down at him. It was as though they were trying to change his non-existent diaper. Though to his horror as he looked over this thought became true as Winnie stood there, she had a very toothy grin as she was holding a diaper and lotion. 

The squirms from the corgi didn’t detour Winnie as she got right to work. Her brother held his legs in the air as she placed the diaper under him. Bisquets face was red as she started to squirt the lotion onto his crotch and butt. It felt weird, like cold slippery oil. She just kept pouring it in; using half of the bottle.

 She taped the diaper tightly around Bisquets waist. The other pups stood the dog up. All the weight from the lotion made Bisquet’s diaper droop below to his knees. 
“Now you’re wearing a diaper” Winnie said as she slapped his diapered butt.

*sniff* “If we hadn’t just changed you I would’ve though you were poopy”

It let out a wet sounding squish as it connected. 
‘WHAT THE HELLS GOING ON’. He couldn’t figure out why she was doing this. With a blank stare on his face, he suddenly remembered; he remembered what he told her at dinner. 

One of the pups pushed him, forcing him to go down the back. The three walked around him to herd him. The entire walk felt longer with the added weight on the drooping diaper. Squishing in the lotion more, he noticed that now his diaper had a light pink tint to it.
Back in the kitchen all the pups swarmed around him. They sniffed at his diaper and the new pleasant smells it brought with them. With an audible snap they dispersed. Winnie kicked over her pink plastic food bowl to him, except it was filled with the puppy chow.

“EAT!” she commanded

He just stood there. Was she serious? Out of curiosity he grabbed a nugget with his paw

“NO. Not with your paws. Eat it like the pups do”

Everyone stared at him. The dog felt their gaze pierce him. Slowly he got on his hands and knees and bent his face to the bowl. Eyes shut, he took a mouthful in and started eating. 

Surprisingly the food had barely any flavor to it. Most likely it was kept that was for puppies. He ate as fast as he could, crunching and chewing as much as his mouth could take it. Once finished he looked up at the girl.
“Play time” 

Not a second after the hoard of pups swarmed Bisquets again. Against his will he was pushed away to wherever they were going. 

They led him into a large room. It was filled with baby toys and was pretty much an open space. Most likely it was the play room. Some of the pups went to go play but most stayed around their new visitor. Running, jumping, and ramming into Bisquets they all wanted to play. They nudged him and tugged at him; apparently their version of playtime wasn’t very gentle. 
“Will you all knock it o..” he was interrupted mid sentence as a pup jumped on him.

Thrown to the ground all the corgi could see was white. The pup had landed on his head: unfortunately it was the bottom half. He pushed the pup off as he rolled away. This, however, was a signal to the other pups to start playing.
Nipping and snarling all the pups were having a blast playing. This notion wasn’t shared with Bisquets who was the center of attention. They all dog piled on top of them. Their collective weight was too much for him. Poking, pulling, and all the prodding at his diaper was to much for him.
A few minutes passed and the corgi found himself under another pile of pups, with his vision all white again. Tired from the playing, all the pups kinda just lied on him. He tried to shove them off but they wouldn’t budge. 
“Fantastic. Now I’m stuck” he said, though to everyone else in the room his voice was muffled through the diaper.

‘Though this might be better’ If Bisquets could just hold out for a few more hours Wayne would come home and explain what happened. Though he blushed thinking about having to talk about the diapering part. 

*gurgle*

Throughout the while pile he heard a gurgling sound.

*blorp* *splurch*

Bisquets felt a warms mass through the diaper. He felt the heat all over his face, then the odor pierced his nostril 
‘oh god. Oh god. OH GOD’ the pup had just done the unthinkable while laying on his face.

“MMMMMNPH” he screamed through the diaper.

The corgi flailed as hard as he could to get the stinking pup off of him. Stirring, the pup let out a yawn as he shifted his weight to his rear. Bisquets felt the mess spread out more as it was squished against him.

As if on queue he heard more gurgles. One by one each of the pups let out a load into the back of their diapers. The added heat made it ever so more unbearable for the dog at the bottom. 

Awake and stinky the hoard of pups got off of Bisquets. He took this opportunity to get up and in the middle of the stinky gang of werewolves. Just like before they forced him to go wherever they wanted to go; and this place was back to the changing table for a second round of diaper changes.

Just like before Bisquets took no pleasure in wiping poopy diaper butts. This time though he felt naked in doing the changes with nothing but a diaper on. Lotion ran down his legs from the squishing under the pile. The pail filled back up as pup after pup got changed. His poor clothes would just have to be victims of circumstance: their was no way he would go back for them now. 

The end of the line was in site. The pail may have already been halfway full again but he didn’t care. The dog hurried through the last few chances, not being as thorough with his wiping. That’s when the cramps started. 

Midway through a change he started to feel pressure in his stomach. He tried to work through it but it was too much. He had to walk away from the clean pup and hunch over 

“no”

*blorp* *splurch*

The pressure was immediate relieved. He felt the warm mass in the back of his diaper. He tried to wiggle it away but it stuck right to his butt. He blushed. It slowly crept into his mind that now he was officially no better than the poopy pups. 
The last pup was wiped and taped up. Just as he tossed the diaper away he was grabbed by the armpits. It was the two pups from earlier. They didn’t give him time to wash his hands as he was picked up and carried off. 
The three of them entered a pink pained room. It was filled with dolls ripped in half and somewhat broken houses. Poopy diaper smell lingered in the air as he was moved closer. Sitting in the middle was Winnie who looked like she was drinking tea. He was brought over to the opposing chair.
“Sit” she commanded

He hesitated for a second, rubbing his hand against the stinky bulge. A shove to the gut changed his mind as one of Winnie’s bodyguards forced him down. A light squish sound went off as it spread all over his butt. 

“S..sorry about the smell” he uttered

“Oh that’s fine. I think it suits you”

She then passed him a tea cup and motioned for him to drink from it. Obviously there was nothing in it but she still did a drinking motion. Playing along, he drank from the cup; even adding in slurping sounds. 
“I’ve seen you changing everyone” she uttered 

“Y…yeah your daddy put me in charge.”

“They aren’t very smart. Except for these three most of them are nothing more than drooling dumb boys.”
“What does that have to do with anything” he said

She put her cup down and looked right at him.

“I’m sick of being surrounded by these dumb boys. Even though you have a thingy like them you’re smart like me”

“But what does that have to do with anything” said Bisquets more annoyed

“I want a sister” she said 

“What?” he said unimpressed 
“I put you in diapee’s to show you who’s in charge. You cleaned me good and knew where the diapers were so you’re smart. So whaddya say? Wanna be my sister”

Things were getting ridiculous. First being diapered now this weird conversation 

“No”

Everyone stopped and stared

“Once your daddy gets home I’m outta here”

She sighed 

“If that’s your choice”

Like lightning speed a pacifier was shoved into his mouth. The brothers took some pink ribbons and tied it on both sides.

“MMMPH” he couldn’t talk. The pacifier acted as a gag. He tried to spit it out but it was tied on too tight.

They grabbed each of his paws. Thick cloth like mittens were tied around each of his paws. Looking at Winnie standing up he saw she was in a very full diaper that drooped. Hoisted up, all of the pups followed as they left Winnie’s room. 

Again he found himself in the familiar nursery and again they climbed the changing table.

‘oh god are they gonna change me’

However instead of being put down, they kept him up. They turned him around toward the other side of the table. There he saw Winnie with a grin as she opened the diaper pail. He was brought towards the edge. She stood there and smiled. Slowly her intention dawned on him as he flailed as hard as he could

“MMMMMPH!MMMMMMMMMMMPH!”
“No no. You’ve already made your choice and this is where stinky boys like you belong”

With a nod they dangled him over the pail opening. The smells were too much as he gagged through the pacifier. With a snap both let go and Bisquets was sent feet first into the pail.

He landed with a squish as the force shoved him stomach deep into the messy diapers. He almost threw up from the stench as the gag forced him to breath through his nose. He looked up to see Winnie’s smiling face as she shut the lid. All that was left in the room were the pups and the sounds of the diaper pail’s captive banging against the walls of his prison cell. 

“DADDY” yelled Winnie 
It was late at night now. Wayne and Wanda had come home to be greeted with the smell of dirty diapers. 

“Hey there baby girl” 

Wayne lifted up Winnie and blew on her belly. Laughing Wayne took a sniff and looked at Winnie’s diaper. It was drooping below her knees.

“Aww Winnie what happened. Didn’t the sitter change your diaper?” he asked

She shook her head no

“No daddy. He said it was gross and left.”

She could see the visible anger on Wayne’s face. 

“Well maybe after I’m done wiping your butt maybe we can find the babysitter and shove your poopy diapee down his throat” said Wayne in a happy go lucky tone.

She giggled. Soon the other flocked to their father. All had noticeable loads in each of their diapers. 

Wayne sighed as he held Winnie away from his body

“Go ahead and get settled in honey, looks like I’m on diaper duty”

Winnie was the first to get her diaper changed. Wiped and taped he pressed the foot pedal to the pail. 
“MMMMMPH” the corgi screamed

He tried to get Wayne’s attention. Pounded against the pail did nothing as it was drowned out by the noise of the pups. Without a care Wayne tossed the un-balled diaper in and

*SPLAT*

Winnie’s messy diaper went mess first right onto the corgi’s face. He shook his head as hard as he could but the mess kept it glued onto his face. The light faded as the pail was shut, getting rid of Bisquet’s only chance for escape.

Cleaning up the last pup, Wayne empted out the diaper pail. It was full again and needed to be tosses. Buried underneath all the diaper, Wayne didn’t see the dog as he changed the bags. As he carried it to the back door anyone could have seen the naked corgi from the side that was inside the stinky sack. 
Bisquets had managed to wiggle the diaper off of his face and the one off of his waist. The mittens prevented him from flat out ripping the bag open. The way Wayne was carrying the bag meant he was out of view of the werewolf. As he saw the house from inside the brown stained bag he saw a lone pup staring at him. As he pounded to try to get their attention he saw it was Winnie waving at him.

“MMMMPH” he yelled one last time before being taken outside.
Bisquets got a good view of the dumpster. He knew what was going to happen next so he wiggled and thrashed as well as someone with hundreds of diapers on them could. Unfortunately this backfired as the somewhat cleanish spot was squished brown enough that you couldn’t see anything. 
When Wayne looked down to see what the movement was , but all the saw were the pup’s diapers. 

“Must’ve hit something”

Opening the lid the diaper and the corgi were thrown in. Bisquets wiped the spot clean just in time to see Wayne shutting the lid. 

As he screamed and cried out for help, the only ones that heard him were the thousands of used diapers that inhabited the dumpster. 

