It was right after the moon ceremony when Freddy learned the disappointing truth about his new werewolf body. He was hoping to be a big badass werewolf like his dad; what he got instead was a dinky little poodle body. He was so excited stepping out form the smoke to reveal himself only to be utterly confused as why everyone was laughing at him. One glimpse in the nearby mirror and he understood why. The entire auditorium was mocking the ferocious looking poodle; even funnier was the fact barely matched the height of even the scrawniest of werewolves in their ranks. 
“Hah is that the best the runt could come up with! What a joke!”

“God he’s no bigger than a puppy”

“If this is the future of our clan than we might as well go extinct now” were only some of the comments Freddy overheard as




When the laughter finally died down and the novelty of their being such a scrawny wolf finally subsiding the audience dispersed to carry on with other tasks; all that is except for Freddy’s awful cousins Harriet and Chariot.

“Aww look at the little puppy thinking he could be a big bad wolf” said Chariot in a mocking tone. 

“Oh shut up. I just need time to beef up is all”

“Yeah I bet you do. Little puppies like you really need to learn their place” Harriet said joining in on the heckling.

As the duo approached Freddy he felt intimidated. When he was a regular human he was about the same height as them. Now with him stuck in his poodle body each of them were nearly triple his size of not more. Without much effort Chariot scooped up Freddy as the duo hauled him off to the bathroom

“Aww you could use a bath” she said 

Despite his objections and fighting he just couldn’t overpower the duo in his current body. He was thrown in the tub as the jet of hot water hit his fur. Soap and shampoo followed with the nonstop sinical giggling of Harriet the only noise in the bathroom. Though he thought his torture was done his eyes widened when he caught a glimpse of the pink hair dye that the two were lathering in their hands. Before he could make a run for it the pink fur coloring went into his hair and around his new pom-poms. 
Just like that instead of a nice white fur coat he now had pink hair with matching pom-poms around his feet. Drying off a girly bow was put in his hair just to emphasize how emasculated he now was. 

‘’Now you match even better”

With a violent shake of his body Freddy flung the bow and whatever remaining water was left in his fur onto Harriet and Chariot.  Dripping with water the two looked angrily at the poodle.

“Naughty puppy! I have the perfect punishment for you”

Grabbed once again, he was carried at the mercy of his captors. As they walked closer and closer to wherever they were going, Freddy’s new sensitive nose picked up on something. He wasn’t quite sure what it was at first but as they got closer he realized what that distinct smell was

‘Baby powder?’

As the door opened Freddy saw where exactly they were at. The crib lied on the far corner of the room next to the changing table with a bountiful supply of diapers. A moon mobile hung from the ceiling just above the crib. No doubt about it, he had been dragged to the nursery. 

Without wasting time the poodle was plopped onto the changing table

“If you’re gonna act like a bad puppy than you’ll get the full punishment” Harriet said

Freddy had no idea what she meant but as his sensitive nose was picking up a new smell. A new foul smell that made him pinch his nose shut. Looking over he saw that source of the smell and it made him gag. Chariot had pulled the nursery’s diaper pail liner out as it lied in a disgusting sausage shape on the floor. Weeks worth of rancid diapers emanated there disgusting putrid scent all over the nursery.

The twins had conveniently placed clothes pins protecting them from the mucky smell, it was only Freddy who had to endure the rancid odors. 
*squish*

Snapped back to reality and Freddy felt something disgusting under his butt. He looked in horror to see Harriet placing a heavily used messy diaper under his rear. Thrash as he might, there was no moving that diaper that was now firmly taped to him. It clung to his ass almost like a squishy paste.
Not many people know this but there something special about werewolf poop: it never dries out. So if you accidently step in a pile in the forest there’s a good chance it could have been dropped a few weeks ago. 

Saying it felt disgusting was an understatement. Freddy didn’t know which was worse: that he was wearing diaper, the fact it was some other cub’s poopy diaper, or the fact it fit him perfectly. The only silver lining was his suffering was somewhat private.
“This is low even for you two!” protested the white poodle 

As his tormentors laughed at his expense he started to feel the diaper leak. The poo seeped from the sides and waist band smearing it goopyness all over Freddy’s white, now stained brown, fur. 

He tugged at it with his claws but to no avail. His new dog hands just didn’t have the dexterity that his human fingers did

“Naughty puppy, no taking off your diapee!” 

Something was slipped onto his hands. The cold clammy feeling let the poor werewolf know it was another diaper. As Harriet held his arms in place her brother wasted no time in wrapping his paws up in the disgusting diapers. Taped down tightly his new mittens wouldn’t be going anywhere. 

To complete his new diaper pail ensemble both his feet go the same treatment as his paws did. Each one of his appendages had a used puppy diaper on them and each felt just as disgusting as the other. The werewolf tried again to take the diaper off his waist. Before it was just an exceedingly difficult task to do; now it was virtually impossible with his new mittens.  
Harriot put the mutt down on the floor. A visible cringe formed on his face feeling the poop squish between his toes. His hands soon followed the same fate all making contact with the ground and all squishing the brown muck inside them. Trying to walk was probably the worst decision he could have made. Each step caused the mess to squeeze out and it all clung to his once white fur. 

*SMACK*

A sudden slap on the ass cause Freddy to jump. The force of the smack cause his entire diaper to wiggle. Worse yet is that he felt a good portion of the mess escape the backside and coat the rest of his waist. 

Hearing the laughing from the duo brought Freddy to a boil.

“Laugh it up now you brats cause when I get out of here you two will be grounded for months.”

Harriot and Chariot both looked at each other and smiled. They smiled an evil smile. A smile that Freddy didn’t want to find the meaning to. 
As he tried to awkwardly run to the door he was easily caught by the pair.

“Almost forgot your pacifier pup” said Harriot

Looking over Freddy’s narrowed in the pure horror at what he saw. There, by the diaper pail bag, was Chariot digging through the diapers until he reached the bottom. There the brother pulled out the most disgusting, most rancid look, most poop filled diaper there was at the bottom of the pail.

He opened it up, letting out the putrid and air as well as giving Freddy a sneak peak at what was to come.

“EWW DISGUSTING! This thing must be months old!” he said

Chariot stared at Freddy. He tried to look away but found his head was being held by Harriot. He twisted and wiggled as much as he could with the boy walking forward with the unballed diaper; making it abundantly clear what he intended to do with it.

“NO NO NO NONONONON NOOOOOMMMMMMMMPHHHHHHHHHHHH” Freddy screamed, his screams of objections being muffled by the poopy gag placed over his mouth. 

The coldness probably felt the worst over his mouth. The sticky brown goo quickly coated every inch of his mouth. His nose was left clean, though clean was a relative term considering he was forced to beath with a literal mound of shit less and an inch away from it. 

They tugged on the diaper bringing it closer on Freddy’s snout. The sudden squish sent poo oozing out everywhere with his shoulders and chest getting giant globs of the stuff. The once inch buffer zone he has between his nose and the poop was now reduced to centimeters. He heard the sounds of the tapes being tightened behind him with the diaper not going anywhere anytime soon.

“Aww I think we tired out the poopy poodle. Time for bed mister”

Being grabbed by the armpits Freddy was carried over to the crib, a crib that was currently being filled with the diaper pail’s contents. He was tossed unceremoniously inside with a loud squish. The other diapers squeezed there filling over Freddy. 

“mmmmph mmmph pppmh” he said not daring to open his lips or risk letting the months old pup feces in his mouth. 

Each cousin had there phones out snapping as many pictures of the werewolf as they could.  Satisfied with there handiwork the lid of the crib was shut and locked. A downside for Freddy was these werewolf nurseries had to have locking cribs so the pups wouldn’t escape.

“Have fun in there puppy. The real pups are gone until tomorrow so you’ll be let out then. Though not before your stuck like that forever.” Harriet said with a laugh. 

“Oh and if you get hungry by then well feel free to chow down on that feedbag you got on there”

As Freddy cried and screamed out all he could do was reach out as the door shut. A loud clicking sound was heard, the unmistakable sound of the lock being latched. 

All the puppy could do now was wait in his makeshift diaper pail and prey someone could help him out. He didn’t even care about the next moon anymore, with the poo still as cold as ever all he wanted was a hot bath to soak in for an entire day. 
