    Kanada, or 'Kan' as his friends preferred to call him, met with me at a local diner at about four in the afternoon. I came in half an hour early and observed the small fast food place while I waited. 

It was family owned and operated, several generations already under the belt. It served the typical fast food stuff as one would expect: fries, burgers, milkshakes, etc. However, much like everything else in this place, it was a little...off. And red. Soo much red that my eyes hurt. 

I sat there in sunglasses until Kan came in the door. He scanned for me, saw my brown hair with ease and made his way to me. He was dressed typical for his species: nothing. Not that he had anything between his legs to begin with. As I watched him slide into the seat across from me I had a good glace at the sexless furred bulge that filled the spot between his thighs and pot belly. 

“Kanada, Kan for short.” he introduced himself and shook my hand. His own was red, sweaty and my fingers soon had a slight unwashed smell to them. I was discreet with the hand sanitizer under the table. The red cat person flagged a server, then ordered a drink and a 'Big & Red' with ketchup. The other kanada, slightly taller and a bit more petite than Kan, nodded and made their way to the kitchen. 

Kan is a kanada. Not just a name, but a species (and another name for one's anus as he told me. Apparently being called an asshole was a term of endearment to them). The red furred felines started to migrate into the city a few decades ago and have integrated much like any other import. However, these new arrivals are a bit on the odd side. And not just their customs.

Kan was a typical member of his race. Blood orange red fur, feline and with a black pompadour of hair on top of his head. Typically they were about 5ft tall, slightly chubby. The only clear difference between the average kanada and Kan was he didn't appear to take pride in his distinct hairdo. While many kanadas tended to grease and tease their hair into massive middle fingers to gravity, Kan seemed content to let his be short and barely curled in the front. It let me tell him apart from the rest of them at least.

Variety was in short supply with kanadas but it was there. The red coloring and hair tended to be universal but you found them in every other species and shape imaginable. Elephants, skunks, bears, boars, cows and rabbits were very common. The race's most common members were red felines such as my interview subject.  As I looked around the dinner, I saw the cook was a bright red goose. He honked orders towards his staff like a particularly loud car. The rest of the staff was likewise as red and feline as the stop-sign in front of me. As were most of the customers. 

“Its a 'kanadaburg' thing. You know how that is.” Kan said offhandedly as I brought it up. He was dipping his red tinted fries in ketchup and munching away. My stomach was growling a bit but I refused to order anything despite Kan's insistence. 

“About that, don't worry. The food won't turn ya into a me.”, he teased me. I gave him a playful glare...only half believing him.

Kanadas are considered contagious by most cities and larger magic city states. Kan and his species are  a class 2 magical species as well as a class 1 bio-hazard. They are not subject to any sort of segregation or intolerance here or in most places however, due to their magical nature.

“In short, we're a popular workforce & product. So they kinda deal with the whole transformation thingy.”, Kan said between bites of his burger. 

Despite the contagious nature of their biology, kanadas are predisposed to work for others and make excellent employees. Their bodies are also excellent for producing long lasting housewares, furniture, honestly anything. Whatever they are made into they usually are quite happy and long lasting in that new form. The cats' bodies acted much like play-dough to anyone with any magical inclination. They were even popular as the base for many magical devices & products. 

“'Poot Products' is the biggest employer here as you might guess. My shift starts in a few hours if you want to tag along.”, the red feline offered me. I glanced at my phone. I had been in close contact with a kanada for just under an hour. The recommended exposure level was about 4 hours. I was well under that. Still, it made me nervous. Kan could obviously tell but said nothing about it. 

Kanada infection is caused by the magical nature of their bodies. It presents itself in the form of their body odor & fluids. It was usually safe for the average organic to be near them unprotected but up close contact for long periods was dangerous. Unless you liked the idea of becoming a kanada yourself. 

Which, once you were past the point of no return, you typically did. There was no real treatment or cure for the condition because the kanada typically didn't want to turn back. 

I had thought about a mask but it was considered rude to them and I didn't want to offend my subject. 

“Alright, we can do that.”, I finally answered. He nodded and finished his burger. I had to admit it did smell good. Even if I knew what it was. The black bun and red meat were a pretty obvious clue. 

-

Kan lived in a townhouse with 3 other kanadas. They consisted of two more cats and a bear to be precise. The ride to his place was short, the small red car stinking of them. Although if it was their scent or the fact the car itself clearly was one of them too, I did not know (one of the headlights clearly winked at me when I got out however). 

I met the two cat roommates first. KanDDa & KaNNda were more or less identical. They looked the same, talked the same, and were the same, clearly male, gender. While Kan presented as a null, his housemates were all sporting male packages. Clothing was an optional thing in most areas of the city but I had seen all of 3 pairs of pants since I came into the 'kanadaburg' as they liked to call it. None of them seemed to mind and I'd seen my fair share of bits in my time. It was just a little odd to feel a cock against my leg three times in a row as  I was passed around for hugs. 

Kanadas typically were male and acted as such. Females were rare if not unheard of. Much more common were males with female genitals (cboys for short, to avoid a word this magazine can't print) and nulls. Even if they had female sexes or no sex at all, these kanadas still acted the same as the others. Once the introductions were done, Kan went to get dressed, leaving me with his fellows. The twins were busy on their phones, while the bear had apparently started to cook dinner. I sat down on a (red) chair and waited quietly, observing them as best I could without making it into a gawking session. When the twins started to idly masturbate each other, that plan went out the window. 

As a species that reproduced asexually, the kanadas found their genitals to  mostly just be another body part. Blowing one's nose or masturbating in public seemed to be on the same level for them. That said, they did have sexual inclinations...and fetishes. I have not mentioned the 3rd roommate in detail yet. Or the huge diaper he wore. 

K'da was the largest of the housemates, a thickly built bear with dark red fur. He was easily 7ft tall and several weight classes above his fellow kanadas. He was just as pleasant and friendly as the rest of them however. I was told later he had even made an effort not to use his wearable bathroom while I was visiting. I watched as the twins playfully climbed up on his back as he went to get something for me once the dinner was simmering. Kan, now dressed in his work uniform, grunted when he saw what was coming and excused himself. 

“Don't mind him. He doesn't like my preaching.” the bear apologized as he handed me a flier. 

As expected, it was for the “Church of the Lago Ass”. While most species have a assortment of religions and faiths, kanadas oddly seem to only subscribe to one in particular: 'The Lago Ass'. As the bear & the pamphlet told me, the followers believed that all kanadas come from a 'Prime' one. An anus precisely. One that rested between the butt cheeks of a purple rabbit.  

I took the pamphlet and thanked K'da. I'd heard odder pitches for religions so I wasn't one to judge...although I couldn't think of one off hand...

-

Poot Products was founded very shortly after kanadas started to appear in great numbers in this part of the country. It is, of course, run by and staffed almost entirely by kanadas. Labor laws dictated that they should have a certain number of non kanada employees but they had a habit of not staying that way for long. There was a big waiver framed on the wall about it alongside the other assorted paperwork as we entered the main building. 

Kan worked in the processing department of the factory. As we went towards his office, I saw a line of dozens of kanadas waiting in a lobby outside. A secretary (a beaver kanada) would have them fill out some forms and then the kanadas would filter into the assorted processing offices. Kan sat at his desk while I sat nearby, taking notes. He had only been on the clock for a few minutes before his first charge for the day arrived. 

Big shock, it was a kanada. The red cat sat down, shook hands and Kan had him answer a few questions before he was made to stand up. Kan took out a measuring tape and put it along all parts of his fellow kanada, then put the results into his computer. Shortly, he had what he needed. 

“Well Mr. Knadda, it looks like we have a position for you.”, he told his fellow cat. The prospective employee smiled and nodded happily. “You will be serving as a box. A shipping box for diapers to be precise.”, Kan told the kanada. I blinked, as did the kanada. 

“Oh! Um...well, I didn't think of that but...yeah I could do that.”, he said sheepishly. His penis had become erect from the prospect of being transformed. That told me more than his words did. Kan got up, shook the kanada's hand and sent him on his way with a slip of paper. “Go with him. You should see the rest of this. Come back here when you're ready.”, Kan told me right after. I agreed and followed the other kanada as he left the office. Another kanada said hello to us as he went into Kan's office just like the last. 

-

Knadda realized he was being followed and consented quickly to being interviewed/observed. He told me that press didn't come out here often and he'd be glad to let me watch what happened. 

We made our way down long corridors till we came to a line of kanadas standing before a doorway. Above the door in big glowing letters it read 'Paper/Plastic Processing ahead', with a smaller sign to the side of it leading down another hall, reading: 'Visitors this way'

I looked towards Knadda again and saw he was smiling, blushing a bit as he was being careful not to poke the ass of the kanada ahead of him in line with his dick. I ignored that and asked him,

“You...like this idea? Being made into a box?”

He nodded and then saw my bewildered face. He shrugged a bit. 

“I like being turned into stuff. We all do. Doesn't matter really what. I just love the idea of getting made into something else. Its...exciting!”, he beamed. His penis bounced a bit in tune. 

“...right. Well, I suppose as long as you're doing something you love?” I tried. Knadda smiled and patted me on the back. 

“That's the idea. Don't worry bout me. I'll make a great box. You just go look around more.” he teased. I shrugged this time and returned the back pat. 

I paid a goodbye to Knadda as I walked down this visitors hall and realized it was a sky-way, showing this section of the factory through large windows. I looked back towards the processing pathway and saw the door actually wasn't a door at all. It was a metal chute. I watched as kanadas slid down what looked like a slide till they landed on a conveyer belt. Another kanada, dressed in thick rubber gloves and matching apron (and nothing else) would help the kanadas lay down as the belt took them towards a huge square machine. The cats disappeared into one end, followed by a loud WHUMP, and then what looked like red sheets of plastic came out the other end. I put my nose to the glass and peered closer. The sheets of plastic were in fact the kanadas, just flattened into red squares. The now much thinner cats then went along the belt into what was clearly a hydraulic roller. The cats went in, and came out much thinner once again. I walked along the path and saw the last steps as the flat cat squares were sent through a dryer. They came out of this much lighter and then into the path of a huge rhino employee. The thick red rhino then demonstrated unexpected grace as his hands took each flat kanada and bent them in assorted ways, folding them into perfect boxes before unfolding them once again.

The box kanadas now went down another chute and disappeared through a hole in the wall to another part of the place. 

“Neat huh? I can show you some other places if you like.”, a voice told me. I jumped a good foot from surprise. This kanada was much quieter than the others. Also oddly, he was dressed in a suit (the upper half at least. He wore nothing on his lower half due to his massive testicular endowment).

“Kognac.”, he offered and shook my hand. I shook back, unable to not stare at his package. The raccoon-like kanada smiled.

“They are pretty impressive. You should see my mother's.”, he giggled. 

-

Kognac is the current manager of Poot Product's main factory. He is a tanuki, a magical species that is already known for transformative properties. He would not tell me if he was a 'natural' kanada or a 'inducted' one but he was willing to show me around the factory more. 

“I run a clean operation. Nothing funny. Not like those twerps at 'Frrpt Industry'.”, he assured me. The rival company also used kanada labor and materials and served as 'Poot's primary competition. 

The first stop was the kanada greenhouse. It was less a greenhouse and more a indoor farm honestly. 

Long rows of red ass cheeks stuck out of neatly tilled soil as the main crop was tended. Kanadas reproduce via infection, but they can also be grown much like plants. Kanada-seeds are sold in many garden supply stores. I'm told they taste like bad peach pits. 

We walked through the open barn area that held huge vats and buckets of seeds, all being prepared for sale or planting. The seeds themselves are small round little things that resemble walnuts. The tanuki kanada handed me one from a bucket of them. The hard little seed was shaped like their hair and, when the kanada instructed me to give it a sniff, I found it smelt like they did. 

“We kanadas are one of the easiest crops to grow. Just put the seed in the ground, little water & a lot of fertilizer and bang, one kanada ready to go.”, he told me. We walked into the field and towards a rather sweaty badger kanada as he sat a freshly pulled member of his race in the back of a truck. The badger then went back to the raw soil and found another red ass sticking up out of the dirt. He slapped it, got a muffled sound, and started to pull it up. The new kanada in the truck blinked and wiped dirt from his eyes before he waved at us. 


“H..huiii. Nice to meetthca.” he slurred, obviously not having worked out the talking thing fully yet. We said hi back and Kognac patted the dirt covered kanada's head like a proud papa.

“The ones we grow here will either process with us or head out into the town and find work there.”, Kognac informed me. Kanada seeds themselves are produced by inducing a plant transformation in a kanada. The kanada will become a tree and start producing the seeds just like any other plant. 

Next to the harvesting field there was a grove of red trees of just this sort. They all had faces in various states of bliss, most of them sporting a large red and white flower where their penis likely had been.  There was a tractor driving near the edge of the grove, an attached mechanical arm shaking & spanking the trees violently, one by one. More workers collected the falling seeds and the process continued.

-

The manager led me next into what was apparently a showroom. There was a bright candy red sports car that he ran his paw along, the machine clearly vibrating at his touch. Right behind it were a series of displays, each showing a kanada product. The large open bar also in this area naturally meant it served to sell buyers on 'Poot Products' products of all shape and size.

Items of note included a bathtub with what was clearly a penis that bent upward and over to form a shower head. Next to that was a kitchen sink and assorted cleaning supplies. I looked closely and saw each bottle or can was clearly a kanada with label stickers on them. There was a toilet that looked at me with an almost needy expression, the tongue inside the bowl moving slightly. 

“Later. After lunch.”  Kognac chided it as we passed. One more display of note was for, oddly, a kanada. Just a kanada. His display was a tiny little apartment with its occupant lounging in a recliner. What was different about this kanada was the fact he was not flesh and fur like the rest usually were. This one was clearly made of rubber. He saw us approaching from his little booth and stood up for a handshake. His paw was soft and smooth and it squeaked a bit, as if I was shaking hands with a balloon. Kognac rubbed the rubber kanada's head and produced more balloon-like sounds. 

“This is Kandd. He's our model for rubberized kanadas.”, the tanuki informed me. Kandd smiled a bit sheepishly but nodded to that. He sported the usual kanada features, being feline and red as a tomato. However, his other features, excepting his working mouth, were printed onto his otherwise smooth head. The cat's eyes were big and cartoonish, unblinking and unmoving decoration. Even his hair was just printed onto his rubber scalp. Kognac saw me gawking a bit and made a 'ahem' noise to the display kanada. The cat quickly preformed a practiced routine of showing himself off. A pose here, a flex there.

Kognac provided the sales pitch. “Rubberized Kanadas. All the features you expect, with the safety for you pay extra for.”, he bellowed. Kandd opened his mouth, showing that it was lacking both teeth and a tongue. The cat then turned around and mooned me before using his hands to part his ass cheeks. I saw his exit was non existent, much like his genitals. The only odd adornment his body sported was an air valve in the middle of his lower back.

I put up my hand and shook my head. Kognac looked a bit deflated while the rubber cat saw his show was over and awkwardly sat back down in his booth. We moved on as I asked, “Why?” with obvious annoyance. 

“Simple. Lots of places like kanada-labor and products. But they don't like the infection business. So, we can rubberize workers and sell them at a premium off-world.”, the tanuki kanada informed me. 

I nodded. Once they were rendered inorganic, kanadas lost their infectious nature. However the magical process made it cost prohibitive for most companies. I was told later that the most popular use of this method was in the sex toy market. 

-

  A few more displays and we came to what looked like a recent addition. 

'Poot Publishing' was printed above the doorway we entered. A sparse collection of offices and such surrounded a gigantic printing press once inside. A kanada basset hound greeted us with eager handshakes before showing off the printing press as well as the offices. It was a noticeably smaller team than I had seen so far, barely a dozen kanadas (one of whom whose sole job was to produce ink for the press. The fact he was an octopus helped). The place still had the lingering smell of sawdust and fresh paint.

Shortly we were in the publishing department's main office. It was unoccupied so the tanuki boss made himself at home.

Kognac took a seat in the red  chair behind the desk, before offering me the only other seat in the room. Said seat had a face that saw my ass coming as I sat. The movement under me made me squirm a bit till it settled down. Once seated I noticed that all the workers in this area were looking through the windows of this office. 

At us. 

Kognac pressed a button and the window blinds dropped down. There was a small choir of 'aww's afterward. A few moments of awkward silence followed as the tanuki kanada had himself a drink from a flask he seemed to magic into existence. Or had kept hidden in a body part. I didn't ask.

“Soo...now what? Are we all done here? I have plenty of material unless you want to give some more quotes...” I tried. Kognac shook his head. 

“Actually, I wanted to offer you a job.”, he told me point blank. I remember blinking till my eyes hurt. “What?” 

“A job. J O B.” the kanada repeated with a snide air. I grunted. “I have ears. Why are you offering me a job?!”, I spat back. The tanuki kanada smiled. 

“Simple. I have a new publishing wing that lacks an editor.”, he told me, pointing his finger my way. 

“I have a job. Hell that's why...wait, editor? I'm a reporter, I've never...” 

“That's not a big deal. We got kanadas who've done this sorta thing before. I picked you because you'll be a good editor & boss for these guys.”, he gestured back towards the windows. We could still hear feet outside the closed door. I got up and ran my hands through my hair. I looked away from him and up at the ceiling. A fan spun around, gently making a breeze. The fan's face looked down at me from its center with an amused expression. I looked down at the floor instead.

“I...I can't take this. I've got a life and...” I continued. Kognac put up a paw and smiled. 

“All taken care of in a few phone calls. I can have you in a place by tomorrow afternoon. Heck, I'll let you have that car we walked by. Some style for ya to drive in. We can make another one, no sweat.”, he went on. 

“But...but I'm not a ka...oh. OH.”

Kognac smiled as it dawned on me. The fat tanuki kanada pointed to the wall beside us. On it was a mirror, the company name printed in big red letters on it. I looked at it, past the text. 

A kanada looked back at me. I adjusted my pompadour a bit till it suited me. 

“How long?” I questioned, not upset, mostly curious. 

“You were turning red by the time we got to the greenhouse.”, my new boss smiled as he started to put his flask away. He changed his mind, offering me a drink. I sniffed it, shrugged, and took a sip. 

After my face un-puckered from the booze I went back to the mirror and looked myself over. Red fur, black hair, chubby and feline. My clothes felt stiff and ill-fitting. I started to ask if Kognac cared, remembered he was naked from the waist down, and disrobed. 

“Huh, did I always have...that?” I asked aloud, half to him and half to myself. The tanuki shrugged as he eyed my crotch. 

“Does it matter?” 

I shrugged back. I guess it didn't. I scratched myself a bit as I got used to being nude. Oddly it felt almost natural. But one thing was missing...

 I dug through my clothing, put back on my vest and found I felt oddly 'dressed' once it was on. 

Kognac smiled, pleased, and got up, offering me my chair. I took it and found he had warmed it for me quite nicely. It stank of him already and I couldn't help but feel a tingle in my lowers from the scent. Speaking of, I lifted my arm up and found I was quite ripe. The tingle increased.

“Still feels weird.”, I admitted as I stopped smelling myself. He nodded back to me. 

“You get use to it. I'll go make the calls and such. Fancy a bit of the old...” he started to ask me, making a incredibly rude gesture with his hands. I shook my head.

“Next time then. Welcome aboard!” my boss told me, shaking my paw as he left. Oddly, I knew exactly what to do already. As if someone was drip feeding the knowledge into my head. I was told later that was the hive mind at work. 

“Kanada...s! You can come in!” I ordered. The staff forced into the office, all looking at me eagerly. I smiled and pointed at...well, since they all were kanadas, it didn't matter a lot. 

“You, take my notes and get this ready for the printer. I want our first publication ready for the end of the week.” 

I pointed at the others at random, ordering “You, sports. You with the hair, movies. You with...well you look just like the others, you do the headlines. You three, get cameras and notepads and get me more material.”

They shuffled out, all save one who was a bit shorter then the others. A skunk kanada who I'd missed in the pile. 

“And me sir?” he asked. 

I smiled. “You're my assistant, Stinky.” 

The skunk kanada giggled and his cock twitched to attention.

I smiled back. “Get me a coffee and a condom.”

Originally Published in 'KANTIMES' Oct. issue', reprinted with permission.
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