The nursery was busy that morning with the pitter patter of little werewolf feet. Each pup ran around as happy as could be. Some were playing, some were napping, others were getting their diapers changed. There was even a crowed gathered in the middle of the nursery to laugh at the one werewolf who was getting punished. They laughed and teased the diaper clad stinky werewolf which had a scowl on his face. Said werewolf’s name was Freddy.
It had been a week since Harriet and Chariot bound and gagged him with poopy diapers inside the nursery and Freddy was facing punishment for their prank. When he was found by the den mother she told the council; upon hearing his side of the story, even if it wasn’t his fault, he was given a punishment for being so weak. His punish was to be staying in the nursery for a few days with specific instructions not be treated any differently than the puppies. On top of that he was forced to wear a diaper; a used one which was provided from one of the pups.
Even though it was beyond degrading Freddy was just thankful they hadn’t inspected the diaper that was around his muzzle more thoroughly. He believed it was in part that they just wanted to get this disgusting situation as far behind them as soon as possible. If they had bothered to look at it closer, they would have found lick smears and bite marks where he’d eaten the contents of the poopy diaper. 

His experience in swallowing the diaper’s contents didn’t leave Freddy unscathed though. What he’d done was disgusting, there was no denying that, but a part of him was somewhat content in his act; as if almost satisfying a primal urge. Throughout his time in the nursery he fought against the instinct to swallow more puppy poo as he smelled dirty diaper after dirty diaper. It didn’t help much either that he was locked in a high chair which was pointed right at the changing table.

With how the nursery was arranged, the den mother would have to walk by Freddy carrying the freshly loaded diapers right by him. Freddy waited til she couldn’t see him as he instinctively took a deep sniff as the fresh poo fumes came by him. 

He watched as pup after pup got their dirty diaper changed. He smelt the fresh muck get wiped off the butts and plopped into the diaper pail. Part of his brain was screaming that he needed to consume the poo in order to protect from predators. 

“Lunch time”

The den mother brought out the meals for all the puppies. Each one was fed and each one looked content. It wouldn’t be long before the meal made its way through their digestive tracts.

The mother plopped a big bowl of mashed peas in front of Freddy

“Even icky poodle werewolves get num nums” she exclaimed

Freddy wasn’t even allowed to feed himself as she shoveled spoonful after spoonful into his mouth. He got it everywhere on his muzzle. It was almost like she was feeding another puppy considering how messy he was. He felt his diaper seat get larger as he unintentionally messed his diaper. 
Once the meal was over, as if right on cue, the puppies messed their diapers. With a sigh the den mother got to work changing each pup. Wipe after wipe was used per pup as the mucky sacks were properly disposed of. Freddy’s stomach growled, his primal hunger growing seeing so many fresh diapers. 

The last of the poopy pups was placed on the padded changing table. She opened her diaper to reveal how disgusting it was.
“Pee yew looks like someone really did a number on their diapee” 

She was right. Freddy could see and smell just how full the boy was from his highchair. Watching the changing scene in front of him Freddy saw every detail. He saw all the poo that was on his cheeks, he saw how goopy the mess was, he saw how many wipes she used to clean the pup.  It took a lot of willpower not to stare the whole change. 
Freddy was getting his nose ready for the smell that would soon walk by him. From the corner of his eye he saw something interesting. He saw 2 naked cubs giggling like they were about to do something. Just as the den mother walked by, they sprung their plan into action.
“FWEEDOOOOM” one of the cubs shouted.

As the mother looked to see what was going on, the only thing she could see were 2 naked cub butts running away right out of the door.

“Get back here you little jaybirds” she said taking chase.

With more pressing matters to attend to she just plopped the fully loaded diaper wherever was the closest. That closest place just happened to be the highchair Freddy was locked in. With a light squish the fully loaded diaper was unceremoniously thrown on his tray.
His heart raced. He finally had an opportunity to fulfill his biological instincts and dispose of puppy poop. He ran a paw to the tape that was holding back the diaper. His brain screamed. He resisted as much as he could from gorging himself on poop.
‘What the hell am I doing! If she finds out I ate poop then…..then I don’t know what they’ll do with me!’

His rational thinking was quickly diluted as the fresh fumes from the fowl diaper flowed to Freddy’s nose. He sniffed and sniffed. Without even knowing it, he had his nose right on the diaper was inhaling as deep as he could.

‘Well…….I at least gotta inspect it anyway.’

Rationalizing it in his head he ripped the tape and the diaper unfolded covering the entire tray. His eyes widened as he got an up close and personal view of what had eluded him the entire day. There sitting in front of him, stinking up the nursery, was a giant pile of fresh gooey puppy poop. 
His tail wagged excitedly. Freddy inches his face closer and closer to the pile. 
‘NO STOP! What if someone sees’ the rational voice in his head was now weaker and held less sway. 

To appease the voice, Freddy glanced at the door to see if anyone was there. No one there

‘A little lick couldn’t hurt’

Delicately he licked the poo pile. Passionately back and forth he licked the pile coating his tongue in the muck. 

“EWWWW!” 

Freddy looked down to see he had an audience. All the pups from the nursery had gathered around the werewolf to see what he was doing. Most of them looked amused to see him commit such disgusting acts. 
‘I guess they wouldn’t notice if I took a little nibble out of it’

With his lips against the stinky pile Freddy took the tips of his teeth and took a little bite out of it. It was almost euphoric feeling the slimy poo on his tongue. He chewed it coating his teeth in the disgusting excrement as what was left slid down his throat. 
One nibble became another, then another, than another, then another. The last of the mental restraints was let go as Freddy opened his mouth and chomped out a big bite from the poop.

“EWWWWW” the cubs all squealed.

Freddy could here the disgust the puppies all gave along with a lot of giggles coming from them. Taking amusement from his meal

He didn’t care as he chewed the pile that was in his mouth to his hearts content. His cautious brain was now completely silent as he swallowed the poop. There was no hiding his act now, his lips were coated in poopy lipstick with a complementary poo mascara as a glob splashed on his cheek. 
Looking back down at the diaper he saw his giant bite mark in the pile. Though as big as it was, he barely put a dent into the pile. Diving back in for seconds he wasted no time in scarfing down as much as possible. His audience made giggles and disgusted sounds to accompany his dining, some even cheering him on as he ate. 

His ears twitched hearing footsteps come down the hall, though he didn’t care anymore as he ate away.

“There you two go. Next time don’t run away from WHAT ARE YOU DOING!”

Upon walking in the nursery the den mother was greeted with the disgusting sight of the most taboo act a werewolf could do. Without thinking she went to take the diaper away from Freddy.

“Eww that’s disgusting. Give it here!” she demanded.

Grabbing the diaper on one side Freddy instinctively growled grabbing the diaper from the other end. He wasn’t about to let someone take away the diaper when there was so much poop left to eat. 

What ensued was a disgusting tug of war. One side trying to wrestle a shit filled diaper away and the other trying to keep his prize. Freddy was to out of it to know how disgusting his contest was. As the battle raged on Freddy was winning. As the mother lost her grip Freddy made one final tug and thus the battle was won. His prize came flying right into his face as it splatted against his muzzle. 
Before his prize could be taken away from him again Freddy swallowed the rest of the pile as fast as he could. No time for chewing it was bite and swallowed. The den mother still dazed from what was happening lied on her butt witnessing what was happening in front of her.

With a disgustingly triumphant burp Freddy looked proud at what he had done. He didn’t care anymore about the consequences; as much as he didn’t want to admit it, eating poop was now a part of him. And he fully embraced it. 

As if a gift from the heavens came down upon him, another loaded poopy diaper was plopped down in front of him. Looking down he saw a naked boy pup staring at him.
“Again, again!. Eat my doody!” said the pup as he perfectly threw his diaper to Freddy.

With a smile on his shit eating face and a drool strand Freddy happily obliged his audience. Bite after bite he was entranced on his new prize. He was so focused on it he didn’t even notice the other adults entering the room. All of them heard the commotion as one after one they circled around Freddy watching him eat poop. Some took out their phones to record him. All he did was give them a big smile as he bit into it.
Freddy didn’t care anymore. He didn’t care if the counsel knew, if his cousins knew, hell he didn’t care if his dad knew. He was proud of what he was. He opened his mouth to show everyone he swallowed it, happy with his new personality. 
