*mmmmph* *MMMMMMMPHPHH*
It had been over a day since his cousins had locked Freddy inside the nursery and nobody was coming to his rescue anytime soon. He thrashed around in the crib to no avail as the day just ticked on by. Apparently the den mother had decided to take all the pups to a special day trip just in the other state which for Freddy meant it would probably be another day before he got rescued. Though for him, salvation also meant humiliation as when the den mother came into the nursery the first thing she would see was the small werewolf bound and gagged by the cub poopy diapers. 
The poopy diapers that Freddy’s cousins forced on him were still firmly locked in place. Cub poo squished themselves in between his toes and fingers, the slimy poop coated his dick, and worst of all a giant poo pile was right in front of his nose and muzzle. 
It was a little known fact that werewolf poop never dried out. Through some process unknown to werewolf kind, there poo would stay sloppy and moist for decades or even centuries after it passed through a werewolfs body. 
He thrashed in vein trying so desperately to escape his foul smelling prison. Though a waste of time the only thing it resulted in was poo oozing out from all the diapers, coating his fur brown. 
Apparently werewolf puppy poo also had the side effect of 
‘I gotta get out of here before anyone sees me like this’ he thought.
*GROAN*
Freddy’s train of though was interrupted by a very violent growl coming from his stomach. He hadn’t eaten anything since turning into a werewolf and now it was coming back to haunt him. Hours ticked away as the poo that smeared his muzzle was still as goopy as ever. Fighting against every instinct he had, Freddy kept himself from opening his mouth.
Another more disgusting fact about eastern werewolves were that the poo from the puppies were notorious at attracting predators or more hostile werewolves. In order to mask the smell, the male werewolf would have to dispose of the excrement, usually by eating it. This garnered a rather nasty reputation for Eastern werewolves throughout the werewolf community and for generations upon generations it has become the most notorious and unspoken taboo. It even got to the point where if found out a werewolf could face expulsion from his clan.
Trying one last time Freddy tugged at his poopy muzzle with this shit filled mittens. Nothing, the only thing it cause was for poo to go over his nose. It was wrapped around his muzzle tight and the mittens didn’t help any, no grip with the shitbags. 
Smelling the poop over his muzzle his stomach growled harder. His mind was telling him no but his body was screaming to fulfill his primal genetic instinct and dispose of the puppy poop.
‘If I don’t eat something soon I think I’m gonna pass out. One little taste shouldn’t hurt’ he though to himself, trying to justify what he was about to do. 
He cracked open his muzzle as his tongue slithered out to greet the poop that in front of it. Gagging he touched his tongue to the poop.
‘Nothing. It’s not that bad’
He licked again and still he didn’t mind the taste.
With the waters tested he took the plunge into the disgusting deep end and took a bite out of the poop. He chewed it around his mouth coating it in the disgusting puppy substance. Once ready he blushed at what he was about to do. It took a tremendous amount of effort to get past the mental hurdle of swallowing it but with a bright blush he forced his throat to comply
*gulp*
He felt the pile slowly slide down his esophagus as it traveled down to his stomach. It gowled in delight finally having something to fill it up. And just like that, Freddy committed the biggest taboo there was to werewolf culture.
Still bright red Freddy continued to eat. Licking, chewing, and swallowing it was like an all you could eat buffet inside that diaper, and unfortunately for him he was the only patron.  Instincts took over as his brain turned off. Mindlessly eating his body felt a weird sensation of accomplishment at carrying out his disgusting task. 
With his “meal” finished he licked the inside of the diaper on what residue that remained. His instincts had to make sure ever bit was cleaned off. He lied in his crib licking the back of the diaper. His stomach had finally stopped rumbling, satisfied with its “meal”. 
“Ok pups, once we get inside make sure you line up for diaper changes”
Freddy shot up hearing a different voice come from outside of the door. It was the den mother. She had arrived earlier than expect and was now unlocking the door.
Internally Freddy felt fear and anger. Fear of what would happen once her and the pups saw him like how he was and anger that if he had just waited a few minutes he wouldn’t have had to eat baby shit. 
As the door creaked open Freddy diverted his gaze to the open diaper so he could avoid eye contact. Over the disgusted gasp and giggles coming from the intruders all Freddy thought about was the open poopy diaper. His stomach growled again as even though he had just eaten a diapers worth of shit, he was still hungry: and disgustingly enough he was still hungry for puppy poop. 
