Lessons in Lace, Day 2

Chapter 1

Swift awoke with a yelp and looked around. It waskdbut the room did not smell like
his small, cramped, unkempt apartment. He tesiedittagain taking in the scents as his
eyes adjusted from their state of slumber.

“Wolf?” he murmured quietly, “And.baby powder?”

The fox looked to either side and found that hecapgd to be trapped in a barred cage.
“Wait, that’s not entirely true.” he observed silgrio himself, “There’s nothing above
me, only to either side.” He reached out to thes laad found them warm to the touch
and made of wood.

“Wood?” He thought curiously. He rolled over ofiig belly causing the blanket to slide
off of him. Swift pushed himself up into a knegliposition. A light rustle and audible
crinkle caused his ears to swivel back; and fomtloenent, he put his investigation of his
surroundings on hold.

His paws moved up to his neck where he found gethby a ruffled, lace collar.

Drifting down his chest, he felt the material wa#t ssilky and hung very loosely around
his body. As he reached his waist, the crossétbah obvious bulk there and he
followed the curvature of it around his hips befereountering the frilly hem of the
nightclothes he was wearing. Beyond the hem thenaabecame smooth, cool
and...plastic. Swift's paws ran along one...twiiree bands of frills lining the back of
the plastic pants before they tapered back toeylaand where they met his thigh. He let
his paws trace around towards his fox-hood angblkstic changed to a soft, terry cloth
material adorned with small bows and a bit of endaxy.

Swift let out a whimper, remembering now what hads$pired yesterday. “This wasn't a
cage. It was a crib sized for an adult. A kit'dcail for him.” He thought. "No." He
corrected himself as his mind was waking up, “Fer’h Yesterday he had finally been
caught and taken under the care of Russt, the ymdcgolf he so loved to torment.
“Dog he was so hot.” Swift allowed the stray thoyygemembering all the times he’d
watched this particular wolf shower under the cladis near-by. But now, he’'d been
stripped of everything that made him an adult iciesty, humiliated, punished and
transformed into a little, sissy, vixen kit com@etith diapers, plastic pants and soft
frilly clothes.

He pressed his paw against the front panel oflastip pants and found he was hard as a
rock beneath what felt like three layers of diapaforse, it wasn’'t because he was yiffy
either. It was because he needed to make witmbising pee and he had to go badly at
that. “Oh no.” He mused, remembering the mess melde yesterday afternoon as he
soiled himself uncontrollably in front of the reaMly “I can’t use a diaper for this. | just
can’t.”



Swift reached up to the top of the crib rail andlgmihimself up onto his hind legs. He
had some difficulty and the chains that jingled whe moved telegraphed why. The fox
looked down to see a short two foot long blackeofied to each of his ankles,
effectively hobbling the young fox. “The wolf hdakt forethought to ensure that his
charge could not easily escape.” Swift observddnself, “Well if | can't sleep, he

won'’t either.” With that the fox let out a serieslaud whimpers.

A large form rolled over in the bed across the roAndim light clicked on next to the
bed and the red wolf rubbed his eyes as he saHegdooked over at the fox and smiled
at the sight of his lil vixen kit standing hobblagainst the crib rail. Her form was
clothed in a pink, frilly baby-doll which made ntieampt to cover her thickly padded,
plastic pant clad bottom.

“What's wrong baby-doll?” Russt asked the cutelgsded fox.

“I have to go pee.” Swift stated flatly, which cadsthe wolf to raise an eyebrow
guestioningly and peer closely at the fox’s didpem across the room.

“Is your diaper wet dear?” He asked, knowing thevaer just by looking.
“No.” Came the answer he was expecting.

“Well just use your diaper then sweetie.” He saithwa smile, “That’s what they're there
for.”

“I can’t do that!” Swift barked, raising his voicand realizing too late his mistake.

“Well you'll just have to learn...or should | say eakn then won’t you?” Russt growled
with a frown and before the fox could say anythefge, “Not another word out of you
now kit. If I have to get out of bed and come otlare, you'll be very sorry indeed.
Now settle down, do your business and go backeteps!

Swift stifled his next retort not wanting to ridketire of the red wolf whose arm reached
out to the table lamp. The light clicked out ahd toom plunged into darkness. Swift
could hear Russt moving under his blankets, gettargfortable again in his bed.

Secretly, the fox wished he could snuggle up agdas broad back, or better yet be
cuddled by those strong paws, feeling the wolfsagh pressed against his haunches. The
thought brought him back to the problem at hanalwving his own firm cock. “How do |
unlearn all my den training and learn to use disagiain?” He thought as he moved
around the crib, rustling and crinkling as he went.

Russt was only feigning sleep. His ears were intemt on every move, every noise the
little fox was making. This would be another test;opportunity to reinforce the training
he had started the day before and the wolf didaittwo miss it. He knew that
eventually, the need would override the will to iavihe inevitable and the fox would
have to relieve himself in the diaper. But overaogrihe stigma and the potty training



was always slow and difficult.

So the two canines lay awake in the early mornengsraess; though the fox remained
unaware of the wolf's similar state of consciousnes

Swift rolled over and found some relief by lying lois stomach; but that only delayed the
inevitable. The pressure and the urgency in ladd#r were building to crisis levels.
After managing to hold it for over an hour, SwittBorts had finally failed him. He
suddenly bolted to his knees and could not hadahyt longer. The warm fluid flowed
freely from his shaft and spilled into his diapetsich soaked it all up greedily.

From where he lay, the noise and clamor of thenfioxing urgently and the audible sigh
were the signs Russt was waiting patiently for.rélked quickly, switched on the lights
in the room and caught the fox as the yellow tings just beginning to show through
against the inside of the plastic pants.

“Is my little girl using her diapers?” Russt sama mock tone, smiling, “What a good
girl you are. | knew you could do it.”

Swift's eyes grew very wide and his muzzle hungroipesurprise. He had been caught
kneeling in his crib, wetting his diaper like thizen kit he was dressed as. He
immediately covered his eyes and face with his pawsimiliation. His ears lay to the
sides and reddened as he blushed in embarrassB8wiit.began to cry like the baby he
was becoming.

Russt slipped out of bed and walked over to the sfdhe crib; he reached down and
ruffled the fox’s head fur comfortingly. “Therdadre, little one. It's okay. Daddy’s here
for his baby girl.” The wolf soothed, “Finish whgbu're doing and we’ll get you all
cleaned up and ready for the day.” He picked tixeufpand cradled her in his arms, the
warmth from the recently wet bottom radiating ittte wolf's forearm.

Swift's crying ebbed; soothed by the wolf's embrand his soft voice. He was carried
across the room and soon something soft was beasg@d against his lips. Swift opened
his muzzle instinctively and was rewarded as tHb bfia pacifier pressed against his
tongue. The fox suckled the paci with little effashich calmed him further and brought
a bright smile to the face of his guardian.

“So cute.” Russt whispered, brushing back thedfiftair on Swift's head and watching
as the little fox drifted back to sleep after ldadg morning ordeal. “Perhaps we can wait
a little while longer before we get you cleaned’ Ume wolf smiled, “For now, | think

I'll enjoy holding you while you sleep in my arms.”

Leaving the bedroom, Russt walked down the hallwagsed the kitchen and into the
family room. Carefully sitting down on the coudysst reclined back, turned on the
television and set the volume just high enoughhene he could understand the show.
He’d found an interesting documentary on Discow&figigs on the Sopwith Camel;



however, before the show was over, the wolf had faken fast asleep with the little
foxette nestled in his arms.

* % % * *

The roar of a super-sonic jet fighter caused boghsissy fox and the wolf to wake with a
start a couple hours later.

“Yipe!” Cried Swift who grabbed at the furry arm i@&s snuggled against and huggling
it like it was a plushie.

Russt, in a similar state, had regained his conmeamiod chuckled at the little fox who
was still cowering in his arms. He stroked herdhieat and said, “Looks like we both
needed a little more sleep, huh dear?”

Swift looked up at the wolf and almost lost hergelhis happy, loving green eyes. The
fox nodded his head and then realized she waeauiicomfortable in the cold, wet
diaper. Worse she felt like she had to pee agagutta go potties again Wuffy.” The
fox yerfed in an infantile way and began wigglimgund on the wolf's lap. Swift
remembered that she had been instructed to talkvénato the wolf and hoped that her
infraction from earlier this morning had been fatgao.

“It'll be easier for you to go if you stand up dédRusst said, helping the vixen kit to her
feet so she could stand, “At least until you getd® it. Go whenever you want to dear,
I'll hold you to make sure you don't fall down ahdrt yourself.”

“But Wuffy...” Swift began to protest, not wanting twinate while the red wolf was
watching her. But she realized it was no use iiigh&nd with a bit of will power and
some straining, she was able to relieve herselh®isecond time today in the diaper.

“Good girl” Russt praised the young fox cub as &luk yet another step in becoming his
little girl. He stood up, took her by the paw ard her back to the bedroom. “Okay, let's
get you out of those wet diapers, give you a bathaean you up. We've got a busy day
today my lil kit.” The wolf told her.

Toddling along beside the red wolf, the spreadesbkin place, Swift looked up at
Russt and listened intently. She was very hapety that she'd be taken out of these
wet diapers and given the chance to get cleaneduphis heart skipped a beat and he
was jolted out of the headspace when Russt memtiarteisy day ahead for them. “W,
w, we're no gonna go out yet. Are we Wuffy?” The &iammered nervously, “I, | don’t
fink S'ift is ready fer dat yet.”

Russt looked at the fox as he scooped her up iarhis, carried her over to the changing
table, and laid the vixen kit down onto the pacertiaps you are right.” He conceded,
much to Swift’s relief, “A few more days of traigrand maybe you’ll be ready.”



The changing pad gave off a sweet smelling perfahtmby scents and flowers when
the weight of the fox compressed it. Russt saftSyiand pulled the baby-doll nightie
up, over her head and laid it aside. He badedkéd stay as he left the room to get the
bath ready for his little one.

The sound of water running initiated the need fwiftSo pee again. The young fox
wiggled and strained but with less effort than befoe managed to let a short stream of
pee flow into the diaper. Noticing a red fox plugimg on a nearby shelf, he reached
over, pulled it to his chest and snuggled it whitgewaited.

Russt returned to the room after filling the tuld ahutting off the water. He was very
pleased to find his foxie hadn’t run off and waaggling the very plushie he had
purchased after becoming smitten with Swift allstaononths ago. It was a very cute
sight to behold, but there were still things toashal a fox to be washed.

The wolf started by removing the hobble bar lockeslind Swift's ankles. Setting that
aside, he lifted the sissy fox’s legs up, unloctezlplastic pants, slid them down his legs
and placed them in a near-by diaper pail. Nextetoemoved were the three pair of
saturated cloth diapers. Each of them were giggerhoved, folded and dropped into
the same diaper pail. Completely naked now, Riftstl fthe fox up and carried her into
the bathroom where a sudsy, pink bubble bath ad#iee little kit.

Swift, to his own astonishment, actually brightea¢the sight. He loved bubble baths as
a real kit and hadn’t had one in ages. He wiljngdmplied as Russt lowered him down
into the shallow bath and even took the opportutaitgplash the wolf playfully. The red
wolf smiled and lathered up a washcloth befordisigthe task of washing the fox. He
cleaned the fox from top to bottom, paying speaiténtion to his diaper area; his sheath,
sack and sweet little pucker. Swifty squirmed awaayiously at the extra attention to his
privates, but a sharp slap to the fox's wet botahed him.

Satisfied his kit was all clean, Russt lifted thid fox out of the tub and onto the floor
where he towel dried the vixen kit as best he coliteen he helped his charge into the
360 degree fur dryer. Shutting the glass door likhar, he switched it to low and turned
it on. The bath room appliance was brand new omtaket; it blew warm air from all
directions to help improve the speed and efficienfcgrying furs. It didn’t take much
longer than 5 minutes for Swift to become a likt#dl of fluff. Russt had to stifle a
snicker after he shut the unit down and escortegtlfy furred, fox back into the
bedroom.

Swift was lifted back up and set on the changind)ggain. The wolf took a soft bristled,
convex brush and began to run it through Swift's flhe brushing loosened any burrs,
removed any dead fur and flattened the fox's cgaina Finishing up with Swift's long,
bushy tail, Russt set the brush down, helped theddie down on her back, and secured
the safety strap across her chest.



The wolf moved around the room gathering up what meeded: lotion, powder, two pair
of thick cloth diapers and a pair of pale-yellotmimba panties. He set these down on the
bed nearby, then turned back to lift the fox’s lagsand over her head. Russt squirted a
goodly amount of lotion in his paw and then begarub it in, making sure to get it into

all of Swift’'s nooks and crannies. Next he spraaksome fragrant powder on the fox’s
butt, before arranging the two thick diapers uratet around her tail. The wolf then
lowered the fox’s legs and haunches back down thadhick padding.

Russt spread and stroked the baby sweet lotiosa8wift's tummy and up and down
the fox’s milky white furred sheath; It didn’t takeng before he had coaxed the
vulpine’s pink shaft out from hiding. He paid s@care to stroke Swift's member
slowly and deliberately. Like yesterday, the séngsa were more than the little fox
could take and Swift began to rock and buck in Reigaw. The red wolf just looked on
and smiled, waiting for just the right time to stapd continue his girl’s frustration.

The wolf’s large paw covered much of Swift's foxdaband as such, he could position a
claw to slide across the sensitive head of thesfpehis. As Swift continued towards the
edge and orgasm, Russt used his other paw to dtiekeard balls and trace the rim of
his little girl’s “vixen hole.”

Swift was lost in the ecstasy of Russt’s ministnasi, hoping beyond hope that this time
the wolf would allow him the release he had notnbgigen yesterday. With each thrust
his body quivered and shook. The sensations wamnengpfrom all over his sexual hot
zones and all he could think of was how much hedahis wolf and wanted to be
mounted by him. Thoughts drifted to those days tieakvaterfall where he’'d pawed
himself off at the red wolf’s buff form.

Russt remained vigilant. When he saw Swift’s kregih to form around the top of her
sheath; the wolf knew the fox was on the cuspiafaXing. With practiced speed and
agility Russt stopped pleasuring the fox; sprinkdeithe dusting of kit powder across the
fox’s diaper area; pulled the first layer of clagh, and pinned it in place; followed by a
second layer of thick padding. Once again, theweld had effectively wrapped Swift's
lust up before it could find release.

Swift yowled in dismay and wiggled around in protéisrusting for all he was worth
against the soft cotton cloth now entombing hisgee shaft, to no avail. Release and
relief were not to come this time either and asfSwélmed down he sank into despair.

If it weren't for Russt’s skill at diapering, he wid have nicked the fox several times
with the diaper pins. Russt slid the pale yellbmymba panties into place and rolled the
fox over onto his side to secure the diaper andiggmover the root of Swift's tail. Rolled
back onto his back, Swift covered his face withHaad paws and quietly cried in shame
and frustration.

Russt watched for a moment; pity for Swift creepimg his consciousness. For all the
fox had teased and played tricks on him over tls p@nths, Russt loved the fox dearly.



He wasn't sure how long he’d honestly be able &pkap dominating and teasing the
fox. The sight and scent of his aroused chargelamérotic desperation Swift showed
was making the young wolf very horney. Perhaganifty was a good fox today, and
showed improvement, he’d allow both of them theedwelease they craved.

The wolf stroked the fox’s head fur lovingly andt leer, strapped to the changing table,
to calm down a little more. He opened the fox's/neardrobe and pulled out the
matching yellow sundress that complimented theipatie'd placed on his little girl. He
placed it on the edge of the bed then got a femgthtogether for himself. He quietly
slipped out of the bedroom to get himself cleasddwered, dried and dressed again.

He returned twenty minutes later to find Swiftlsiiffling; her muzzle buried in the fox
plush's chest which was held tightly in her pawsisst extricated the plush from Swift's
hold, released the safety strap and helped hérap.s In his paws was an adorable,
little, yellow sundress with white lacy trim aroutite neck, at the cuffs of the short
sleeves and around the hem. The wolf pulled tine tneer Swift's head and helped
thread her arms through the sleeves. He adjuséediastic band which fell just below
Swift's chest from which the dress flared outelibefore falling to just below the
bottom of the matching plastic panties.

He paused and smiled at the sight of his pretle Igirl in her bright, sunny dress; then
Russt lifted her up in his arms and carried hertodhe kitchen where the little fox
would find another surprise.



Chapter 2

Russt nuzzled his little girl's nose gently as hadked and asked, “Hey. Swifty. Are you
hungry?”

Swift looked up at him and silently nodded his head

The wolf smiled and carried her towards a scaledaspion of a high chair. Its color and
design matched the changing table and the crilhnatiespent the night in.

Swift's eyes went wide again and he looked up asRand yerfed, “Wuffie? Where you
get all dis stuff from?”

“Never you mind dear.” Russt smiled, “All you needknow it that it’s all yours now.
Your crib, your high chair, your changing table.. i&wolf trailed off then added,
“Along with some other things you haven't seen Jw. How about some oatmeal?”

Swift nodded with a smile and arfed, “Wif honey aai'sins?”

The wolf laughed as he set her into the seat offitdjie chair and buckled her in, “If that’s
the way my girl likes it. That’s the way I'll makefor her.” He lifted up the wooden tray,
attached it to the rails set along the arms ottiar and slid it into place. Two metallic
clicks let him know it was securely in place.

Swift traced his claws exploratorily around thetesliedges of the tray. Russt turned and
walked towards the stove to turn the heat on utifdewater. From there he went to the
refrigerator, opened it and took out a prepared lmaittle of milk. He walked back over

to Swift, sat in a chair near-by and positionedriipple in front of the vixen kit's

muzzle.

The fox looked at the nipple for a moment, survgytnthe bottle, the liquid that sloshed
within it; he understood what it meant for him &&e this willingly. It would be yet
another step in his regression. It would be yetlaroopportunity to discover that he
indeed enjoyed, or worse, savored the opportuaitast off the responsibilities of adult
life and let himself be returned to the confined aamforts of living life as a kit again.

Russt watched as Swift hesitated, contemplatingiifhigle. The wolf watched the game
play out. Hoping to provide the nudge that wasdedethe wolf pressed the soft nipple
against the cross fox’s lips and was rewarded whese same lips parted and accepted
the nipple. Russt could feel the cautious pulltwanipple through the bottle followed by
another and then the little fox swallowed.

“Is it good my lil girl?” Russt asked his charg®des’m’s like her milkies?”

Swift looked over the bottle at the wolf and gaveaall nod and took up a rhythmic pace
on the nipple, taking in the cool liquid at a steadce now. The sensation of the soft,



smooth nipple along with the short splash of mitkihas tongue did feel remarkably
good. Strangely enough, it started to bring moedirigs, long since repressed, back to
the surface. Feelings the fox attributed to lostnmmkes of his own kit hood when his
mother would take care of him. The memories alsoidint with them a pang of sorrow.
“Why had the creator taken her away from him sm86&wift thought.

The kettle of water on the stove began to whistlg Russt turned his head and looked

over his shoulder at it. “Can Swifty be a big vixamd hold her bottle on her own?” The
wolf asked and held the bottle just long enoughttierfox to place her paws around the
bottle. He smiled, gave an approving nod, theadstg and walked to the stove to turn
the flame off under the kettle.

Russt left the water to cool a little as he opethedcupboard and took out a small, pink,
plastic bowl and spoon and placed it on the cousiapping over to the pantry, he took
out a brown, wax paper pouch, tore it open, andgabthe dry contents into the plastic
bowl. Reaching for the kettle, he brought it oteethe bowl and began to pour a
generous amount of water in while mixing it togetiwéh the spoon held in his other
paw. Replacing the kettle, the red wolf went backe pantry and brought out a bag of
raisins. He opened the package and dropped a plwf faisins in the bowl and mixed
them in. Closing the package of raisins he setidea reached for the container of honey
out on the counter, added a table spoon of thidietdowl and stirred it together. Giving
it a taste, Russt smiled and wuffed, “Perfect.”

Swift watched as Russt went about the businessa&ifimg breakfast as her muzzle was
on auto-pilot nursing from the bottle and swallogvthe milk as necessary. Her mind
was completely devoid of thought except for thesaéions taking place in her muzzle.

The wolf picked up the bowl and spoon and walkezklmver to his chair. “Whoa!” He
smiled, putting the pink plastic bowl and spoon daw the high chair tray and reaching
over to take the bottle from the fox’s paws, “Yoe&'keally put a dent in that bottle
already haven't ya dear?”

Swift instinctively resisted allowing Russt to take bottle away, but invariably the
Daddy wolf won out with a chuckle. Russt set tbélb aside and picked up the bowl
and spoon. He soothed as he showed the foxetiwetty spoon, “Look my vixen Kkit.
See the pretty spoon? It has ponies on it.” Thentolf showed Swift the bowl of
grayish brown mush mixed with raisins, “Oatmeal eaidins, just like you asked for
Swifty. Eat it all up and there’s a surprise at blottom of the bowl. Ready? Here
we...Whoops! Almost forgot.”

Russt reached down under the high chair and poliéa pink bib with an appliqué of a
pair of frolicking My Little Ponies Babies on it tnatch those on the spoon. He leaned
forward, tied it around Swift's neck and then t@koment to straighten it out in front.
“There! | can’t feed my little vixen in her newedis without a bib on.” Russt remarked.



Swift looked down at the ponies on her bib and likals She looked up when she smelled
a spoonful of oatmeal poised under her nose.

“Open up for Daddy.” Russt encouraged and thelitik complied. “Good girl.” The
red wolf praised, taking another scoop of the narsththen swirling it around on its way
to the fox’s muzzle, “Here comes the train into tilnenel. Whoo, whoo!” Swift couldn’t
suppress a smile and she opened her muzzle widuist who plopped the second
spoonful onto the vulpine’s tongue.

Russt smiled too. He took another spoonful anddeéecto try another way to play. He
moved the spoon of oatmeal back and forth beforét’'Svnuzzle keeping it just out of
reach. “Here’s the mousie. Get the mousie girl.oBoGet it.” The wolf encouraged.

“Rrrawr!” Swifty growled playfully, lunging at thepoon and catching it with a soft clack
of teeth on metal. But she hadn’t caught it congbjet The spoon turned in Russt’s grip
and a glob of oatmeal fell off the spoon, slid ddBwift's chin and plopped onto the bib.
Swift broke into a fit of giggles and Russt joirt@d.

The exchange continued through the course of thersfeeding until, with the last
scoop, they reached the bottom of the bowl wheraitaof galloping My Little Pony
Babies was printed. Swifty reached out her pawshieowl and Russt allowed his girl
the pleasure of licking the bowl clean. He laugiv@n he saw she had bits of oatmeal
all over her face and muzzle after she had finished

Russt reached for a box of baby wipes that wertheable and proceeded to clean his
pretty vix’s face and muzzle off. Then he handedftSvack her bottle and she dutifully
slid the nipple back into her muzzle to finishfit o

Standing back up, Russt went back over to the éitctounter, put the dirty dishes in the
sink and pulled a large mixing bowl out from bethetlite counter. He stepped back over
to the pantry, took down a tub of Quaker Oatmeahfthe shelf and poured about two
cups into the bowl. He put the lid back on the &éi,it aside and walked to the stove to
get the kettle. The wolf poured the remaindet®fukewarm contents into the mixing
bowl and began to stir it together.

The wolf turned and looked over his shoulder tols®e& his charge was coming along
with her milk. “Nearly done.” He commented to hatfsso only he could hear. Turning
his attention back to his progress with the oatiealepeated, “Nearly done.” Russt
opened another cabinet above the counter and wk d bottle of vegetable oil. He
poured a quarter cup of it into the oatmeal mixtamd stirred that in to add just the right
amount of consistency and a little bit of viscosity

The squeek, squeek, squeek of protest from théelsitinaled that the vixen kit was

indeed finished with her milk and ready for the a@mdler of her morning treat. Russt
chuckled to himself as he remembered a picturehepested online titled, “All foxes
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love oatmeal.” He knew that wolves love oatmeat,ibwas time to find out if the artist
knew what he was talking about.

Russt set the bowl down, walked over to his sissydok the empty bottle from her
paws and set it aside on the table. Then he edehsg tray, laying it next to the legs of
the high chair, and then released the straps tgttimfox in place. The red wolf picked
Swift up, propped the fox’s head over his shoultled began to lightly pat between the
fox's shoulder blades.

Swift hugged her daddy, pleased to be held by lgaira when suddenly she had a funny
feeling in her chest. It was odd and uncomfortaflee feeling quickly rose up her chest
and into her throat until it erupted from her mazat a very loud, “Errrp!”

“Good girl.” Russt cooed, still patting his fox’atk and asking, “Anymore where that
one came from?”

The fox, in her pale yellow dress, smiled and sho@khead, "No," at the red wolf.

“Okay, then it's time we get you ready for somethéise | know you'll like.” Russt said,
placing the fox back on her feet paws and leadargly the paw back towards the
bedroom. Swift waddled along beside him, herdaikshing back and forth as she
walked; the hem of the dress swaying back and .fokth obvious and audible crinkle
raucously announced their passing.

Once into the nursery, Russt led the fox over éodanging table. Swift raised her fore
paws up in preparation for being lifted up onto thigle top. But Russt took a tight hold
of the offered paws and draped them up and overitiye pad and through two padded
cuffs, tightening them down securely. Shaken duih® headspace once again and now
standing, his muzzle resting on the changing tedtle his wrists tightly secured, Swift
was unsure what was going on.

“Daddy?” He yerfed, a mix of curiosity and frigit his voice.
“It's okay Swifty dear.” The wolf tried to sooth&)o you trust me?”

“For some things, yes.” Swift answered honestly“Bget concerned when you have to
tie me up.”

“Well I think you'll like what I’'m going to do to gu, but at the same time, | don’t want
you to struggle and get hurt in the process.” Rhsghn to explain, securing a wide black
collar around Swift's neck, “Besides, | think ydUlike this better if you're restrained.”

Russt leaned down and attached a three foot sprbadaround the cross fox’s ankles,
forcing the fox’s legs far apart and causing Stafhave to stand with his buttocks
pushed out. Another cuff was fit around the midafléhe fox’s tail and tied back to a
ring on the back of the collar; the tail, and tlaebbhem of the dress, held up and away
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from his diaper. Russt pulled the pale yellow fiaganties down around Swift's knees,
causing them to pull in. Then the wolf left fommment and returned carrying the
stainless steel mixing bowl full of properly coojeily oatmeal.

The wolf leaned in and kissed the fox on the cheflre bringing his muzzle back a few
inches and whispering in his ear, “Messy foxeshagpy foxes.” With that said, he
pulled back the waist band of both diapers andgubtiie two cups of warm, slippery
oatmeal down into the seat of his vixen kit's diape

Swift sucked in a startled breath as the warm,ouisalop slid along his haunches, began
to fill the crotch of his diaper and ooze up arotislballs. Instinctively he tried to pull

his tail down to brush away this intrusion, but taié cuff held fast. To Swift's surprise,
after the initial shock, he realized that this adijufelt...very nice.

Russt set the waist bands of the diapers backpiatte and reached for a baby wipe to
clean the excess off of Swift's back and the tdph® diapers. It was not easy to do
while the fox was moving his hips back and fortkperiencing how the glop moved
against his buttocks and privates.

“Hold still you little worm.” Russt giggled addinfSo do | get to tell my weasel friend
that foxes do love oatmeal?”

Swift turned his head with a smile, nodded to Rasst murred.

The wolf disposed of the towelettes and lookedstittle girl moving her thickly
diapered bottom back and forth, enjoying this nepeeience. Swift looked over his
shoulder at the red wolf. His unsaid words condeyeough wondering eyes if Daddy
would untie him now. Russt approached her lithenf@ut a heavy paw on her shoulder
and with his other, he pressed it firmly against skat of her diaper.

Swift squeaked out, “Oh!” as his Daddy’s paw sgadkthe oatmeal to spread against his
loins, forcing it up around his scrotum and bury $ineath. Russt let off on the pressure,
letting gravity help the oatmeal to slowly retreatk to the lowest point in the diaper.
Bits and clumps of oatmeal fell free from his &ttne’s bottom.

The little cross fox let out a contented sigh whegnaled Russt to repeat the process
again. Seeing that the fox was no longer resisthgwolf moved his other paw to glide
down the soft front of the dress, down and oveddlog hem to investigate the apparent
bulge in Swift’s diaper front.

“Oh yes.” Russt teased, “My little vixen most céntg loves oatmeal.”
Feeling the pressure against the padding contahisithrobbing cock, Swifty
instinctively thrust forward, releasing pressunirRusst’s paw on his tush and

increasing pressure onto the paw against his fréhe oatmeal ran back to the seat of his
diaper and as the fox pulled back into the pawngstgainst the seat of his diaper, he
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forced the mush back up around his balls. Thethiust forward again, repeating the
process much to Russt’s delight for as the woliched, he was getting excited as well.

Russt smiled as his little vixen humped his pawndaill the work for him now. As he
watched her, his thoughts wandered to how thingslmedn a few more days. Those
thoughts reminded him of how uncomfortable he wettirgg with his own cock pressing
hard against his pants. As Swift began to pantremdnovements became more urgent
the wolf knew, once again, that it was time.

In one fluid movement, Russt withdrew his pawg] e plastic panties back up into
place, stood up and stepped away from the foxngatkie mixing bowl in his hands.

Swift let out a mournful howl of despair as the fwreimoved his source of pleasure
seconds before he would have climaxed. The fegs Were still humping, but there was
no longer anything to rub against. “Daddy!” Swifiyed out and whimpered.

Sliding a pacifier in the fox’s muzzle Russt smiketl said as he walked out of the
bedroom, out of view from his little vulpine, “I'morry honey, but | have to take care of
a few things and clean up this bow! before the ealrgets hard. You stay there for a
while and enjoy the messies in your diaper untbrine back.”

“Nuuuuuuu!!” Swift cried out in despair, spittinge pacifier across the room in the
process. His desperate cry echoed through thedrad rooms of the wolf's domicile.
There was nothing to enjoy. He had been deniedsel yet again. The oatmeal was
now cold and hung like a gooey weight in the sé&i©saggy diaper. Tears ran down
his cheeks as he sagged against his bonds, a bnakkrof who he used to be. Swift
cried for the second time today like the little k& was becoming.

Russt smiled as he ran some hot water acrossttiyebdivls and utensils. His mind
faltered for just a moment, wondering if he reallys doing the right thing with Swift.
But the remorse was short lived. His pack-mateslavbave done far worse. They had
shared their plans with him, and he had petitiometehalf of the fox. They relented
and gave him the opportunity to prove that he couoddke this work. If he couldn’t
present Swift to them, broken, tamed, and humilidge the end of the week, they would
come and follow through with their own plans.

Russt wouldn’t have put his own neck on the lineti@ obnoxious fox if he hadn’t
secretly liked the attention. Whether he likedrinot, the red wolf had to do this to
Swift. It simply was for his.for her own good.

In the meantime, the dishes and Swifty could wAil.this teasing and interacting so

closely with the lithe vulpine had left him withfew pent up...needs that must be seen
to.
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Chapter 3

Stepping out the back door the red wolf blinked e temporary blindness that comes
from walking from a darkened home and into theldragfternoon sun. A small, square
patch of lush, well manicured, green grass, endlbyea 5’ high privacy fence was laid
out before him. The earthy scents of the worleetge his nose as he took in a deep
breath of air, held it and then let it out.

Turning his head to the side and casting an etlretdoor, Russt listened for any
discernable noise coming from inside his den, ngrie sullen whimpering of his little
foxling. Hearing none, he slowly and silently @dshe door behind him.

As much as his loins called out for relief, the ggued wolf wanted to save himself for
his little vixen. But thoughts of the last day antalf of interaction with Swift would

not leave his mind and so the pressure continueabtmt. Russt’s white paws rose up
and met at the top most button of his shirt anth&igentle twist; dislodged it. With
deliberate care, each button was slowly releasesl after another. His hands brushed
upon the buckle of his belt and soon that was upleal,) the tongue of leather sliding out
and revealing a metal snap behind.

Working the snap, the outside edge of his palmhedghe bulge yearning to be freed of
its bonds. Pealing back the wings of the pantshaaking a claw around the metal tab a
long stroke down unclasped the zipper. The paos,loosened, dropped in a heap
around his paws revealing a pair of translucenghpants around a thick, white cloth
diaper.

These he pulled down around his ankles and stemyteaf both his pants and his vinyl
panties. His diaper was tinged yellow from a feattimgs and would go right into the
hamper once he had used it to clean up after halar@es Russt released the Velcro tabs
over his tail and at his hips, the diaper dropp&dyafrom his abdomen and his engorged
penis slipped into the sunlight; a drop of pre tylig at the tip.

Slipping out of the shirt and draping it over treek of a nearby chair, Russt bent down
to retrieve his pants and place them similarlye Warmth of the sun tickled his furred
form, and the wolf shook from his head to his ttweget his fur to stand back up again
after being laid flat under the clothes.

He stepped out into the grass, the soft bladessiygmeath his weight. “Won't my little
girl just love playing out here on warm sunny dpjg like this one.” Russt entertained

the vision playing out in his mind, “And how proudill be sitting in that chair, with the
paper and a glass of lemonade, watching her resextie world.”

The wolf’s right paw swung across and took holdhisfpenis. His thumb sweeping

across the tip and finding a cool glob of slick-pten there to smooth around his glands
and shaft. Sliding his pads down the length ofchisk to his sheath, he allowed his hand
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to trace down the fuzzy sock of skin to his balengling between his legs. Giving them
a firm squeeze to test their capacity, the yountf was quite pleased with his virility.

“Definitely enough there to relieve a bit of tensiand still have plenty for my little fox.”
He said appraisingly in a hush, dropping to a kareglowering himself into a seated
position on the soft bed of grass. His rich, rufildycomplimented the lush green color
of the lawn around him.

“Ahhh...” Russt sighed, blades of grass tickling $essitive pucker as he slowly brought
his paw up to work his light red shaft, “So...good® closed his eyes and his thoughts
drifted. He saw Swift, the coy little fox, watclgitnim shower out of the corner of his
eye, while pulling his peter and thinking he waddan from view.

He saw the same fox his face wrapped in terroedsind himself tied up and trapped in
Russt’s snare. Oh the power he had held in thatent. It had taken him a lot to muster
enough presence to convincingly frighten the foxhad grown amorous for. He had
never expected Swift to urinate involuntarily, @hdt musky scent filled his mind with
lust. He moved, though he had never meant topagdn to grope the bound cross fox.
His large paw moved over the fox’s loins and slospyead his cheeks apart so he could
gently probe across Swift's sensitive tail hole &l the fox shudder under his foot.

The rush being too much at the time, Russt reaahmehd and under Swift’s undies to
find a small, slick fox cock eager to be playedhwitHe remembered how hot it was in
his grasp and how he had stroked Swift's penid thitiyoung fox spread his sizzling,
load into his palm. What Swift hadn’t seen, whars& had removed his paw from his
loins, was that the red wolf brought his cum fillg@w up to his face. The lupine took a
long whiff of the fox’s sensual scent while Swifelted into the ground, spent.
Extending his tongue, he took a lick at a globaf $eed and marveled at the mix of
sweet and salty flavors with a slick texture befibsdid down his throat. He would
definitely have to have more of that in time.

Russt’s mind flipped ahead to this morning as s pontinued to work its own magic
on his fully erect cock. His other paw had firmidhon his furry little sack and was
massaging his balls, coaxing his own seed intdolmg member, and providing just the
right twinge of pain to propel his pleasuring.

His little vixen had fought a long and hard battiss morning that she had no hope of
winning. Swift had no choice but to wet her diaped it had only been a matter of time
before her body could no longer resist the neethethe time had come it took every
ounce of will power he had not to stroke off riginere while he watched the yellow tinge
slowly spread across the front panel of Swift'pgia The mixture of shock, revulsion,
relief and finally defeat on his vulpine chargeasd was still etched on his mind.

“Hey Russ! Hope y'don’t mind...” Called a familiarigf voice from inside his house

and growing louder by the second. The red wolf jglied out of his blissful fantasies
and he looked wide eyed towards the back doorsoflen. He was completely in the fur,
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laying in the middle of his lawn, his pink memb#argling at attention and all his clothes
where he couldn’t get to them.

“...I knocked and tried the door and it was open sarhe in!” The voice called through
the den and finally the figure of a young, limi@nber wolf got to the back door. He
was still gregariously distracted in calling outRasst as he opened the door. “l was
wondering if | could borrow a...” The new wolf cutnself off when he finally realized
that Russt was lounging in the grass a few feelyamaked and blushing with a full
erection in his paw.

“Umm...” The timber wolf began, regaining his compesand looking to either side,
“Where's the fox?”

“Inside taking a nap, though | doubt she is anynidResst lied, more annoyed that his
friend had barged through his den howling at thedhis lungs and quite likely startling
Swift in the process than having his pleasuralgpedown memory lane interrupted.
“What do you want Sheade?” A touch of annoyanceweag audible in his voice.

“I take it things are going well then?” Sheade regad, his eyes on Russt'’s still hard
member. “I mean, | haven’t seen you this randgesitme last time | came back from
vacation.” He added hastily, stepping out of therd@y and closing the door behind
him.

Russt and Sheade went way back. They'd been &isimte they were cubs. When the
time came to leave for college, they made sure biodly went to the same university.
While they weren’t able to be roommates in the dgriine first chance they got, they
shacked up together in an old apartment off campbsit's where they really began to
learn about themselves, and each other.

Sheade knew Russt had a den wetting problem welhils seasons as a cub and he
swore not to reveal it or use it against the othWwhat he didn’t know was that Russt still
harbored a liking for diapers and regularly pretghtle was a cub. The red wolf was
never very good with the girls and his secret ggecaused him to push folks away who
got too close. That is everyone except Sheadeudthe did dream about Sheade
changing his diaper and treating him like a liitether, Russt did his best to keep the
secret from his best friend.

Sheade was the omega wolf of their age pack. 8lsetrang as his peers he was picked
on and made to feel inferior. The girls wantechimgg to do with him, but the boys

would exert their dominance over him by mountingy laind making him their bitch.

Russt tried to protect the timber wolf as ofterhasould from their pack mates and from
those acts of kindness and loyalty a friendshipisled. What Russt didn’t know at the
time was that Sheade had grown to like it wherbthyes would mount him. The only

male of their age pack who hadn’'t mounted him wassRand Sheade secretly fantasized
about being taken by the red wolf and finally fimgliove.
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When the two friends ended up living together gtdme impossible to keep secrets from
the other for very long. But they tried and thescrets created tensions between them
that nearly destroyed all the long seasons ofdsaip they had shared. Finally, in a
huge fight, with emotions high, each one blurtetitba other's secret, which resulted in
an odd few seconds of silence. The realizatiohttteother already knew, or had
guessed at their secret; in the midst of that ved\amotion, washed away all the pent up
anger and resentment that had grown between thAdwir fight turned into a revelation
and then a discussion that went well into the emdyning hours. When it was over,
each agreed to help the other fill out their falesand to never keep secrets from the
other again.

So it was that Sheade knew of and participateduissis lifestyle and knew of his plan
for the taunting fox. So it was that Sheade waslue just walking into Russt’s den
almost as if it were his own home; which incidelytalas only next door. So it was that
Sheade was comfortable enough with Russt to smdeaak, “So, does MY cub need a
little help from HIS Daddy? Your little pee-peeso hard that it has to hurt.”

Russt’s look of annoyance melted away to one @fcaifin. He didn’'t speak. He only
gave a little nod and watched as Sheade removeshinisrevealing his muscular chest
which only made him yearn more for release. Ptabis shirt over top of Russt’s the
timber wolf left the rest of his clothes on as heved across the lawn to sit down next to
his red furred cub.

“Co’mere you rascal.” Sheade laughed, motioningRasst to come over to him and lay
in his lap, “Have you been having so much fun i foxie that you've been forgetting
about yourself?”

Russt crawled the few feet over to Sheade andrayback on the timber wolf’s lap.
The difference in their species sizes made thaiples The red wolf looked up into
Sheades eyes, nodded coyly and brought his predqgew up to his muzzle and suckled
on it.

He so loved this other wolf, but it must only beadsrother. The rules of the Pack
forbade males from taking another male as a matesanhey must live apart, keep their
desires and activities from the eyes of others,@edent a balanced life the way the
Pack expected. Others in the pack knew, or suspesthat was going on between these
two unmated males. There were other similar cesttge Pack, and the other males were
content to look the other way. After all, it meambre females for them to choose from.

Cradling his cub’s head and back with one strong, &heade allowed his other paw to
glide down Russt’s white furred chest, across hssta his still erect cock. He took a
commanding hold of it and cooed, “Is my cub gunmavs his Daddy that he can be a big
boy and make a sticky number three mess so heacdimge to take care of his little
sister? Or am | gonna have two little baby giolsake care of tonight?”

-17 -



Russt nodded emphatically but Sheade continuesbet “Is that a nod for being a little
baby girl cub or a nod that you’re gonna show rsécky big boy wolf mess?”

“ig ‘oy wuffy ‘ess ‘addy.” Rust said around his wastill in his muzzle.

“Okay then.” Sheade said, “I want to see a stickyfimess in twenty strokes or you're
going to get a spanking for each stroke | havea&arbeyond that. Is that clear Mister
Potty Pants?”

“Yeth ‘addy.” The red wolf said and smiled lovingiynd the timber wolf brought his paw
down and up slowly for the first stroke. “un.” Bst began, but Sheade was quick to
shush him.

“No counting little one. Not this time.” He toldshcub, “I want you to think about all the
wonderful times you brought your little vixen withan inch of orgasm. | want you to
remember how hot she was. How she moved against J/be smells. The sounds of
her breathing along with the crinkle of her plagianties.”

Sheade kept a steady beat on Russt’s penis, egoogitam on with words to entice
images in his cub’s head that he was sure woujddtevhat the red wolf needed. Russt
let his eyes close, safe and content in his bestdrand Daddy’s arms, did what he was
told and let his mind envision all his encounterthv&wift over the last two days.

“Oh, that's good isn't it little guy?” Sheade canied, “You like it like that too don’t
you? You remember all the times that | did thagda during your sissy training? In
fact, doing the same thing to your little vixen litngs all those memories back don't
they?” Shades paw continued its ministrations,nowt his wolf cub was also bucking in
his lap. It wouldn’t be long now. He'd pawed &ftisst enough times to know the signs.

“There’s my little boy. Or should | say my litthéssy boy?” Sheade chose his words for
the most effect, “Yes, perhaps Daddy should makeestime to let your little vixen meet
her big sister? You could play house togethermay with your dolls and teddy
wolves.”

Russt was desperate now. With all the visiortsisrhead of his play with Swift mixed
with images of his own similar treatments at thevpaf his Daddy, he had lost track of
how many strokes it had been. He was sure it i@ tlose and while he enjoyed being
spanked on occasion before and during sex, getfiagked after the glory of sexual
release was far less fun. Never the less, reggsdif how well Sheade inspired his
lustful visions, he was sure the timber wolf had Inst count.

“Oh how grand.” Sheade chuckled, “Dressing botkaf up in soft satiny party dresses
with lace trim at the hem and sleeves and neck Ikéeautiful big matching bow
around your waist and tied at your back, and matspanties with frilly ruffles in the
back. We could set the table out for tea, and g@ier and you can...”
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He got no further and Russt required no more ermgmment. Arching his back and
thrusting forward, the red wolf let out a gloriduswl| that echoed across the
neighborhood.

* % % * %

Smiling and rising up from the ground with Rusédt panting and whining in his arms,
Sheade carried his charge over to the outdoor@tabie and laid the red wolf down
upon it. Reaching for the wet diaper, he used d¢an up the bulk of his cub’s seed.

“I'm going to need some wipes and stuff to change.yySheade said, “You stay.”

Russt needed no such order as he was still cattisrgreath after such an intense
orgasm at the paws of his Daddy and his imaginati@ythe time Sheade returned with
wipes, a clean diaper and vinyl panties, powderlation; Russt was able to compose
himself and his thoughts again.

“Thank you Daddy.” He breathed, and then askedjtlestion he was dreading the
answer to, “How’d | do?”

Sheade smiled and answered, “Twenty-five.”

Russt’s ears wilted and Sheade laughed, “But kthmmay have miscounted a few so
you're off the hook this time. You’re very disttany to watch when we do that.”

The red wolf chuckled together with his Daddy as¢hol wipe began to clean up his
chest and tummy fur, as well as his penis and HesicSheade lifted the red wolf’s legs
up high, squirted a daub of Iotion into his paw &edan to rub the sweet smelling salve
deep into Russt’s fur, right down to the skin. fusoed and whimpered happily at his
Daddy’s ministrations. The timber wolf laid outtpre-folded cloth diaper out on the
table under his cub’s bottom, added a sprinkleatiyfpowder and then lowered Russt
down onto the soft Birdseye padding.

“Do you think Swift is ready to meet me yet?” Sheadked with a hint of curiosity and
enthusiasm in his voice.

Another daub of lotion in his paw and Sheade rubbedo and around Russt’s sheath
and ball sack right down to the skin to protecstheensitive parts from multiple
wettings and the heat of being secured in vinykipan A sprinkle of powder across his
cubs loins and the timber wolf brought he frontha# diaper up and into place. Both
Velcro tabs secured, he helped Russt up so he tinaldp the tail tab and the job was
almost complete. Kneeling down with the vinyl Earite threaded them up around the
red wolf's paws and bade his charge off the tafiie & standing position so Daddy can
hike his baby’s panties up and around his diapdmaake sure it's all tucked in.

Standing there, after a few minutes of contemptatiRusst answered, “No. It's only
been two days. She’s not ready for that yet. IHdét you know...Daddy.”
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“You better little one.” Sheade smiled, handing uss pants and shirt and then putting
his own shirt back on.

Clothed again, Russt gave Sheade a warm hug, th&a bway, looked his friend
straight in the eye, adult to adult and asked, tleyway. What did you come over here
for in the first place?”

“Oh!” Sheade laughed, remembering again why hedoage over, “I needed to borrow a
cup of milk.”
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Chapter 4

Swift was sobbing quietly now, hanging limply by hrists which were still bound
across the vinyl changing pad. He laid his chintensoft, white pad, the sweet smells
mixed with a faint background hint of urine andtseas oddly reassuring. Russt had
long since left the room, the water had stoppedingin the kitchen and the house was
quiet.

The doubled diaper hung heavily between his thigtesgoopy oatmeal still caked to his
fur in places where it hadn't slipped off. It waarmer now with the plastic panties back
in place and retaining his body heat. His hardtdred grown smaller again and had
retreated back into the confines of its sheath.

Swift wasn’t sure why he was still fighting this..artge. He'd always wanted to get
closer to the red wolf and now he was right theBet the diapers, the dresses, the
bending of his gender, these things were all ndtgfahe picture he had painted in his
mind. What was worse, he was enjoying it. It &drinim on sure; but it also presented a
closeness and intimacy that transcended the aelattanship he'd fantasized about for so
long. It also awakened needs that had gone ursreeka and had been repressed by
years of neglect.

His ears swiveled. The front door had opened aguifh, new voice called out, “Hey
Russ! Hope y'don’t mind...” Swift's eyes widenedldre all but stopped breathing for
fear of being found with no idea where his new dadds.

“...I knocked and tried the door and it was open sarhe in!” The voice called as it
passed by the door behind which Swift was trusgedrrom deeper in the den, it
continued, “l was wondering if | could borrow a..Then the den went silent again.

Swift hazarded a breath, ears reaching througlkdoes and walls for a sign of where
this stranger was or had gone. He pulled at thm&® around his wrists but they held
tight. Even if he could free himself, the spredol@r would have made it nearly
impossible to escape capture. As he shifted thastat his ankles jingled and the fox
stilled again.

The den was once again cast into silence and s €k into a troubled, exhausted,
frustrated state of light sleep. Like Russt, Swiftind played through the events of the
last day and a half. Each memory battling agamatilsion and pleasure just like they
had done before; only now pleasure was winningware and more over revulsion. The
positive reinforcement was beginning to take hdldhen Swift's bladder sent the signal
that it needed to void, the fox complied with mimimesistance and fed his hungry diaper
bottom.

In his dreamy condition, Swift lost track of theng. He was roused when the silence in

the den was broken by Russt's voice, “By the washat did you come over here for in
the first place?”
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“Oh!” The other voice laughed, “I needed to borrawup of milk.”

"A cup of milk indeed." Russt chided, "You're alvgayinning out of something. More
often than not I think you do it on purpose asxause to come over and check up on
me.ll

"Are you complaining?" the voice teased back.

"No." Russt conceded. There was a short pausetiieered wolf was heard to say,
"Here. There's probably enough left in here to woiir needs.”

"Thanks." The voice said, growing louder now ayttved through the den, "I'm
making a batch of brownies. Would you like me tm@ over a plate when they're done?
For you and your little girl?"

"He knows!?" The shock of the statement burst 8waft's mind. His ears were perked
and swiveled back but the fox remained as quigibasible, trying not to move a muscle.
Russt and the stranger walked past the bedroomatmbdown the hall to the den's
entrance.

"That would be nice of you." Russt accepted, "ltmesshe’ll be grateful for a brownie
from her Uncle Sheade."

"Great! Well thank you for the milk. I'll knocknahe door a little later after they're
baked and had time to cool." The gruff voice of &@leeassured. There was a pause, then,
"Good luck. Ilove you."

"Love you too Sheade." Russt said, with feelindgpefM the door closed and latched shut.

The words seeped into the cross fox's chest, tiglitéis stomach and numbed his mind.
"He's in love with someone else?" the realizati@slked over him like a wave, "Is this
all for nothing? Did | never have a chance?" Horst welled up, fueled by all the
frustrations, the fear, the aches in his arms, legsk and loins, the discomfort of the wet
and gooey diaper, and exhaustion.

The door to the room opened and Russt walked msaiv Swift's black ears swivel back
to the sides and downward, but the fox's head didumn to look at him. Russt tried to
sooth, "Dear Swifty, I'm sorry about that. | hadlidea he..."

Swift cut him off. Revealing his hurt and jumblieelings, he growled, "Who's Sheade?"
Russt was quiet. He sensed the foul and dangemoad the vulpine before him was in;
it was something he hadn't expected. After comgigavhat he might say, he answered

from the heart, "He's my brother...of sorts. Sheautk| have been friends since we
were cubs and | trust him more than | trust anyelse.”
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"And he knows about me?" Swift said, still agitgtdtbugh trying to temper it. He was
confused. His feelings were all mixed up now Rasst was here. He was also on the
verge of crying again.

"Yes. | confided in him because | trust him." Rugplied, "He's my best and closest
friend Swifty." There was a pause the Russt addeying it would convey his continued
concern for his charge, "He wanted to see you| tnltl him you weren't ready yet.
Honestly, I didn't want him to see you all trussg@dike this; and | didn't want you to
find out about him this way either."

Swift remained silent, he was angry, hurt, scaaed, uncomfortable; but what he wanted
most of all was to be held and comforted. Suréehe little betrayed by Russt for not
telling him about his prior relationship and lettiathers know what he was doing to him.
On the other paw, there really hadn't been the torshare those things and it would be
naive to honestly think the wolf hadn't sharedgi@an with someone. The cross fox
focused on the dream, the fantasy of them beingtheg. What he wanted, more than
anything else at the moment, was to be reassua¢dtlsst loved him also.

For Russt the silence was unbearable. Looking daivints paws he said in almost a
whisper, with sadness clearly in his voice, "I'mssory Swifty."

The honesty and feelings conveyed in those foudsvarere enough for Swift. He
croaked through his steady tears, "Daddy? S'd#gsds t' be held."

Russt was at her side in an instant, releasingtSwarfikles from the spreader bar, her tall
from being leashed to the collar, the collar itsatfd then freed her wrists. The cross fox
all but fell into Russt's paws and the red wolfggmed his little charge up and hugged her
to his chest. Swift, for his part, wrapped his pasound Russt and hugged back, crying
in full now and letting all the emotions pent ugide of him flow out.

A few tears rolled down Russt's cheek also asitte flox shook in his arms as she cried.
His relationship with Sheade was a complicatioma@n't expected but Swift's reaction
reaffirmed that for all she was putting up withe tiittle fox loved him just as deeply.
After a time, Russt sat down on the edge of his beathed over for a pacifier and
nuzzled it against Swift's muzzle.

Swift parted his muzzle without thought and suckedhe soothing pacifier. It felt good
to suckle on it just as it felt good to be heldia Daddy's paws. Daddy loved him, he
could feel that, sense that, know that once agalhwas right in his little world. His
fears, doubts and worries were all chased away.

Russt leaned down and kissed the top of Swift'sl it@n got up and laid his little vixen
down on the changing table. He removed her plastities and set them aside. He
unpinned the double diapers and used them to ciedine bulk of the oatmeal from his
kit's bottom and from around her sack and sheldthwasn't at all surprised to see that
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Swift had wet her diaper while he had been awahe red wolf set the dirty diapers to
the side and took out a few wipes to finish the job

Reaching down to pull out a clean, cloth diaper lagahg it out now between Swift's
legs, Russt lifted up the fox's bottom from the pad slid it underneath. With Swift's
bottom up in the air still, the wolf applied sonaidn and sprinkled the padding with
powder before lowering the fox back down. He répedhe process with the lotion and
powder around Swift's scrotum and sheath, thenrreed the diaper in place with little
yellow ducky diaper pins.

Sliding the pale yellow plastic pants back ontolitie vixen's legs and up into place
Russt sat his kit up right and secured the diaper the root of her tail and did the same
with the plastic panty. He crouched down so he faes to face now with the fox.
Looking her in the eye he said, "l do love you venych Swifty and | would like for you
to stay with me, be my little kit and let me talkee of you."

Swift sniffled, wiped his nose with the back of paw, nodded and replied, "l love ‘0o
too Daddy. More den | thought | t'ink. I' sorrgétted mad at you. Itjus'... Just..."

"There's still a big fox in there that wants sonmgglfrom me too." Russt helped Swift
say what she couldn't and the fox nodded; her leyightened knowing Russt
understood. "l want that too Swifty. Maybe tdrtigve can take care of that."

Swift nodded at first, then looked a little confdssd concerned. He asked, "Is... Isiit
wight t' do dat? Isn't you twying tuh regress nid@ke me your.daughter?"

"You may come to terms with being my little vixentime, but that can't change the fact
that under all the frills you are also an adultJerfax with needs which will also need to
be addressed." Russt explained, "We will do out besto overlap the two very much."”

Swift nodded then his tummy rumbled and he brobghpaws up and pressed them
against the elastic waistband of his plastic pants.

Russt looked at the digital clock on the night dtatt was four o'clock in the afternoon.
"Where has the day gone?" He said absently. "Ylegihess it is almost time for dinner.”
He said looking at Swift, "How's meatloaf, mashetbpoes and carrots sound."

Swift stuck his tongue out at the mention of cariemd Russt had to laugh. "Well, as my
kit you don't have much choice in the matter. an eat them sliced or in a puree,
you're choice."

Scooping Swift up in his arms, forearm undernelghfox's ruffled bottom, Russt made
for the family room where a plastic fenced in pyayd had been set up. The fox had
been too groggy to notice it this morning. "ldlak them in a little butter and salt. 1
think you'll like them like that.” The wolf told Sft; "At least give them a try."
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"Okay Daddy." Swift said as he was lowered intoghelosure. There were a few toys
here to play with, two plush wolves, a plush ralaloitl a teddy bear to snuggle.

Russt left her alone to begin cooking dinner, sdaftSaxplored a little. There were
wooden alphabet blocks just begging to be staakeket left; the stuffed animals were
arranged on a small light blue blanket to the tright in the opposite corner from where
he sat, a red rubber ball was ripe for pouncingt ithat caught his eye most of all was a
red, plastic fire engine with a working ladder teatended and retracted by turning a
little wheel. It had a couple figures with it tame a firefighter and the other a spotted
fire dog.

Swift reached out a paw, gave it a little push, fmuohd that it made a little ringing sound
as it rolled forward. He rolled it back toward hithe bell jingled again and he smiled
and giggled. He picked up the figures and fourad they fit in a slot in the front seat of
the truck. He got onto his paws and knees, plageaw on the top of the ladder and
pushed it across the floor. Swift laughed out ladmen the figures wiggled and bounced
out of the truck. He reset the figures and pughedire truck forward; again and again
the figures would fall out and the fox would falidk on his padded tush in another round
of laughter.

He crawled along beside the truck, rolled it upoaiie blanket and into the pile of
plushies seated there. His panties crinkled andwed this way and that. Russt took a
moment to check on his little one. Swift's thickigdded and ruffled bottom was in plain
view below her happily swishing tail. With a smde his muzzle, the wolf quietly
returned to preparing dinner, and left Swift toypla

The fox parked the fire truck and moved to investgghe plush critters on the blanket.
The blanket was soft under his knees and smelteddlifield of flowers on a warm
summer day. There was a big brown bear, nearfyalgain as tall as Swift was; a soft,
short furred rabbit plush with long floppy ears le@ning against the bear's leg and was
holding a plush carrot; and there were two wolfsplua bluish-grey one and a brownish-
red one, both stretched out and laying down orr thedlies.

Without thinking about it, Swift's paw reached tmthe red wolf plush and dragged it
forward by its fore paw. He brought it to his dhasd snuggled it, tentatively. He poked
his nose against the faux fur and breathed ismkglled new and clean with a hint of his
Daddy's scent on it as well. That brought a sioileis muzzle. He closed his eyes and
hugged the plush against his chest again; this difitde tighter and with more feeling.

Looking at the other plushies again his eyes fetiruthe rabbit. Swift placed the red
wolf back on the floor, facing the rabbit and sama deep, growling voice, "Mmmm.
You wook tasty." Then he said in a high voice, 't@hmister red wuffy. You do no
wanna eat me. |is full uh fluff. Here. Have wgrrot." Back in the growling voice
Swift shook the wolf's head back and forth andiegpl'Bah! Carrots is yucky, but
bunnies is yummies." "If you comes any closelrtdll da bear an' he gunna chase you
outa da fowest." He made the bunny say and he ldapeerabbit next to the big brown
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bear. "Well, you may has gotten away dis time,dné day you will no has da bear tuh
run to an' when dat happen | gunna get ya'." €deanlf conceded. Swift turned the
plush wolf to look at him and the wolf growled diyf "Come on foxie. Let's go
snuggle.” Swift laughed, "Okay," rolled onto hickand hugged the wolf plush to his

chest again, his eyes closed, a smile on his mazzenurring happily.

Swift opened his eyes to see Russt looking dovninatwith a warm smile. "Oh!" The
sissy fox yerfed in surprise; smiling back he s&ldwwo Daddy."

"l see you've found a friend." Russt observed, "Wadlkie two of you like to join me for
dinner?"

Swift looked at the red wolf plush, made it nodhesad and then looked at Russt and
said, "Yes. Yes we would pweaze."

"Then up you go." The real red wolf laughed, pickBwift up along with the wolf plush
and carrying them back into the kitchen where figé khair was moved up to the small
dinette table and steaming plates were alreadywgetRusst took the plush and set it on
the table to Swift's right, then set Swift into thigh chair, buckled her in and set the tray
in place. He tied the My Little Pony bib aroune flox's neck, then he sat down to
Swift's left and set a small plate of already quimeatloaf, a mound of mashed potatoes
and small slices of carrots in front of the foxedRle the plate he placed a baby bottle of
milk.

"Eat up!" Russt encouraged, reaching for his kaifd fork to begin to cut into his meal.
"Does | get a fork too?" Swift inquired.

"Nope. Yours should be cool enough.” Russt replidust use your paws. Trust me, it
is way more fun that way."

"If it more fun tuh eat wif you paws, den why a@you doin' it?" Swift pressed.

"Because I'm not the cub here. You are." Russbéxgd, a little edge evident in his
voice, "Not another word about it. Eat up.”

Swift caught the cue, and swallowed back any furdngument. The fox took a piece of
meatloaf in his left paw and popped it in his mezzHe dug his right paw into the
mound of mashed potatoes, brought it to his monthligked it clean. He had to admit
Russt was right; it was fun being messy and eatiitig your paws.

Swift was having so much fun eating that he didaite the time to wonder how Russt
could possibly know how much fun this was. It afipped her mind that she didn't like
carrots. Soon the giggles were over, the plateliwsigsd clean and her sticky little black
paws were wrapped around the baby bottle, washegieal down with cool, rich milk.
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"What a good girl | have here." Russt cooed asdeel wipes to clean up Swift's muzzle
and paws, "See? | told you you'd like the way kenearrots." It was only then Swift
realized that she had eaten them. "Such a gobtbgeating up all her dinner, she
deserves a nummy brownie when Uncle Sheade biregs tver." Russt reminded her.
That made Swift smile and feel all warm and goooutiherself. She was feeling so
good that with a little push, she wet the diapahwery little effort or hesitation.

Russt removed the bib and the tray, unbuckledittis Vixen from the high chair. He
gave Swift the red wolf plush which she once adpmiggled to her chest, and walked her
back to the play enclosure to wait while he cleamgdrom dinner. When he returned
several minutes later he heard Swift playing onoceemwvith the wolf and the rabbit.

"l like carrots now bunny." Swift had the wolf grewSo if you keep me happy wif
carrots, den | will no eat you." "Hooray!" The lmynplush hopped for joy, held in the
little vixen's paw.

"How very uncharacteristic of a wolf little fox."Ust chuckled.

"Yeah, well." Swift yerfed, "Dere's only one bunmsyg, if he eats'im den the wuffy will
starve."

Russt smiled, lifted Swift out of the play arearrieal her over to the couch and sat down
with the fox on his lap. His expression softenatfis eyes showed worry. He had
things to say to Swift, but he wasn't sure how beshy it.

Swift sensed this and yerfed, "What is it Wuffy?"

"Swifty. Sheade is very important to me." Russidre setting the tone of the
conversation, "He's more than a close friend.vélbim as much as | love you. He loves
me as much as you do. He wants to meet you, detdw you and earn your trust.”

"Y...Yes Wuffy." Swift yerfed tentatively; the tond the conversation had moved him
out of his previous head space. The fox askecde YU two mated?"

The question took Russt a little by surprise. Whertad recovered, he shook his head,
looked down and replied sadly, "No. Wolves arealloiwed to be mated to the same
sex. The Law of the Pack forbids it."

"But you are lovers.” Swift stated as a matteraatf"l can see it in your eyes when you
talk about him. I can hear it in your voice." Svgaused now, his emotions dislodging a
thought hanging in the back of his mind. He askatbusly, "Do you want to love me in
the same way?"

"Yes." Russt responded a little quicker than helddave liked. He stopped to collect
his own racing emotions before clarifying, "Yes fact, we both do. We want to
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include you in our circle as our friend, our cubgdan time, if the feelings are right, our
lover."

Swift let that sink in a bit. He hadn't had theogunity to see this other wolf. He
wasn't sure he'd even like him the same way hd lkeasst; and he really didn't want to
share the red wolf either. But he could see thiatwas important to his "Wuffy." He
wanted the wolf too much to carelessly dismisgdila. After all, it would seem that
Sheade and Russt had more history between theragbbme the brief span of hours that
he had shared with the red wolf. In a way, Swkwhe newcomer into this trio and if
he wanted Russt, he'd at least have to be opermgkriowgive Sheade a chance.

Russt stayed silent, giving Swift time to comprathand catalog all he had heard today.
He was dealing with Swift the dog fox, not hislditvixen right now, despite the yellow
dress and damp diaper.

Finally Swift spoke, "I...1 don't think...I'm not readjusst. To meet him tonight at least.
| over heard that he'll be coming back over later."

"No. You've had a difficult two days." Russt coded, "l wasn't going to ask you to see
him tonight. But | would like to ask him to comees tomorrow and meet you."

Swift thought about that for several minutes, arelwolf watched him. His own
thoughts and plans keying on Swift's decision héiréhe cross fox agreed and things
worked out with Sheade tomorrow, it would be a hstgg forward in the fox's progress.

Swift looked at Russt, smiled and said, "If youstrhim that much Daddy, then I'll try to
also."

Russt smiled brightly, the worry eased from hissegeed he whispered in her ear as he
hugged her to his chest, "I love you very much myftg."

"l love you too Daddy." Swift yerfed, and they lostick of how long they stayed cuddled
like that, content in the moment and each othewgsp

A knock, knock, knock on the front door, shook theumt of their blissful embrace.
Sighing in tandem, Swift rolled off of Russt's l&pe red wolf got to his feet and left for
the front door. As quietly as he could, Swift wagr behind.

Knock, knock, knock!

"I'm coming Sheade!" Russt barked, "Try to leavedbor on the hinges!"

He reached the door, turned the latch and operaegtite white frills on the hem of a

yellow dress slipped out of sight behind him artd the bedroom a several feet down the
hall.
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"Thank you Sheade." Russt said to his friend, 't@ése smell wonderful. They're still
warm too. She's going to love them."

"I'm sure she will." Sheade replied, "How is shenerg along?"

"We had a talk after dinner." Russt answered, ‘tBhie to meet you tomorrow
afternoon, say around 2?"

From the shadows and just above the floor, a namowazle peeked out around the door

jamb; a set of glittering eyes looked up at thengydimber, blackish-grey timber wolf
standing on the other side of the door way.
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Chapter 5

"So," Russt began, back on the couch with hiligitl beside him, brownie in her paws
and chocolate already marring the white fur onjaer "What do you think?"

"Da bwownie is yummy." Swift yerfed with a smile sise took another bite of the warm,
dense, chocolaty cake.

"No, no! Of Sheade you silly fluff.” Russt laughadd continued, "Don’t tell me you
just hid in the bedroom and didn’t take a peek?"

"He looks wike da pwushie."” Swift yerfed simply,iping with a chocolate covered paw
toward the blue-grey wolf plush still lying on thkie blankie. Russt broke out in
another round of warm laughter.

Swift smiled, giggled a little and took anotherebitHe was making quick work of the
sweet treat.

When Russt had settled down again he leaned ax@ed Swift's head fur and said,
"They were his idea and | have to say I'm gladwetaken to the red one there."

Swift looked at the red wolf plush lying on the cbusmiled and said cutely, "He looked
wike you so he was easy tuh pick ta pway wif anggite Daddy."

Russt smiled, nodded and mentioned, "l saw youipdamake-believe with the bunny
and bear plush too. It was cute listening to ttehange between the wolf and the
rabbit."

Swift blushed and looked down in embarrassmenty’Y.gou saw dat? | wasn't weally
sure what ta do, an' well after snuggling wif da welf pwush, it seemed like da’'most
natural t'ing ta do."

"Well what was even cuter was your brief interactifter dinner.” Russt added.
"Awww. You saw dat too?" Swift gushed.

"Yes | did." The wolf answered with a smile, "lked like fun."

"It was." The cross fox said. Taking the last loitdner brownie she put her paws into her
muzzle and licked the chocolate off of them.

Watching for a moment, Russt's smile vanished agdlezed that more cleaning would
be required and the wipes were out on the dinakiiet He was up, gone and back in a
flash, a wipe in his paw, reaching forward to clé@chocolate icing of his vixen's
muzzle.
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Even with his fox kit all clean, looking cute sitty there on the couch, clutching the red
wolf plush to her chest; the red wolf still couldtrmanage a smile. For all its ups and
downs, Swift was progressing very well and adapteaglily to this new treatment. Sure,
the tricky little cross fox could be playing a rubet by all accounts so far, Russt
sincerely doubted the fox had any such plans. Rigss, Swift had been a very, very
naughty and mischievous fox for a long time and migat of punishment would not do.

"Wha' is it...Daddy?" Swift asked, seeing now thedgaekd look in his companion's
eyes.

The red wolf paused, repressed a sigh and saly, flits time for your punishment
Swifty."

"Bu' | been good all day!" Swift looked shocked amthipered instinctively, hugging the
red wolf plush a little tighter for comfort. Graut, he had supposedly been punished
yesterday and the result was a large, for himnlegiildo inserted into his rectum. Sure
it hurt a little going in, and was uncomfortable &while; but it also felt very good. The
worst part of last night was losing control of hmwels and soiling his plastic pants. No.
That wasn’t entirely true. The worst part was lthieniliation and embarrassment of
soiling his panties. Yet, even then, Russt haahlikere to comfort and hold him.

"That you have, but you have months of mischieddoount for." Russt answered, "Do
you deny that?"

Swift couldn't deny it and after last night and timees together today, he was genuinely
remorseful of his actions. He had no idea whaxject, but if punishment would make
it right with his Daddy, then he would endure 80 he shook his head no, set the plush
down on the cushion, and reached out a paw to thiese he could lead him where he
wanted.

Pride welled up in the wolf's heart at Swift's pes$ over so short a time; and his
courage. Russt took the paw, got up and led fasgehback to the bedroom where he sat
on the bed and bade his little vixen to standantfiof him. He removed her dress then
instructed Swift to lie on his stomach across Inieds. The fox complied meekly and
positioned himself as instructed. Down came tte¢ty yellow, ruffled panties to hang
around his ankles. The yellow ducky diaper pinsawesclasped and the seat of the thick
cloth diaper was flapped over Russt's thigh exmpSwift's soft, supple haunches to the
cool air.

As he had done yesterday, Russt began by masgagifigx's cheeks with a bit of baby
lotion. Its strong, comforting smell reached the's nose and allayed a little of the dread
and uncertainty. "You've been a very bad foxierdfie last year and more." The wolf
began, "All those nasty little pranks, played orsgiffand so many of my kind, while

you watched, laughed and patted yourself on thi fuac/our cleverness. You were a
menace, disrupted life for my kind, and eluded gsgtwhile neither side gave the other
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quarter. Now you will answer for your actions at paw, or | will be forced to turn you
over to the Pack."

Swift's ears wilted, but he let out a sigh that wasix of sadness and pleasure as he felt
Russt spread his cheeks out wide and begin to gnslétle pucker with his claw. It

was infuriatingly confusing in his mind and hedu tontradiction between being
scolded and pleasured at the same time.

"Your punishment is meant to further reinforce thange in role and stature you're
undergoing.” Russt continued, lubing up his kdishole in preparation for another

round of suppositories, "Soon you will accept thadly absolution of your misdeeds and
in time you will rejoice in the knowledge that ybave indeed repaid your debt and can
move on in your new life as my little kit." As Baid that, he loaded three glycerin
suppositories deftly into the fox's rectum. It weeessary to do this. Learning the act of
involuntary urination is a relatively easy processind over body. Learning the act of
involuntary defecation takes more drastic measures.

"You teased us for fourteen months and over thoggden months your pranks affected
two dozen of my kind." Russt continued the welleatsed speech. He opened the
drawer of the nightstand to his right, reachednd pulled out a wide, leather paddle. He
showed it to Swift and continued, "So you will getddled, one swat for each wolf, and
one swat for each month, every night, until we dgenor debt paid.”

"Furthermore, you will ask me to dole out this @lment upon you, politely and
sincerely by saying, "Russt, please punish me lip ine understand the errors of my
ways and repay my debt to the Pack."” Russt conyépébrward, you will offer your
thanks to the paddle and to me which | will explaince it is done." The wolf took a
breath, then asked, "Swift, is there anything yantto say to me?"

"l love you." The fox yerfed, looking at the flo@nd Russt almost lost his resolve right
there. But the wolf's paws, along with his repotatwere tied. If he did not present
Swift to the pack in a week's time, showing consiike progress, the fox would be taken
and the Pack would deal out its own form of 'justic

Swift, however, said what the wolf needed to hedrring his mind back on track when
he yerfed, "Russt, please punish me and help merstashd the errors of my ways so |
may repay my debt to the Pack."

With the last word, Swift tensed and whined. Hisseheard the whoosh of air shortly
before he felt the smack of the leather againsbhitock. He was more shocked than
hurt and then the next blow landed on the oppa$ieek. Russt maintained a rhythmic
pace, pausing just long enough for the feelingutusile a little before landing the next
blow on the alternate cheek.

The first six were easy. Swift's bottom was justdming warm. The next six invoked a
stinging pain that grew and grew each time the |gafddind its mark. When Russt made
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it to twenty four, his young charge was kicking amdsping onto the wolf's calf. Swift
cried out with the twenty fifth blow and by thirtgars were freely flowing and he was
begging for Russt to stop. When the wolf landethirty-eighth Swift was a shaking,
sobbing heap across his lap.

The wolf put the paddle down, reached through Sli#gs and brought the back panel
of the cloth diaper up to cover the fox's hot bektowith the cool, soft padding. Russt
pinned them into place as best he could. He hadbthslide off his lap and back to his
feet so he could slide the plastic panties up amd the diaper again. The whole ordeal
had taken a little more than twenty minutes froartdb finish. In another ten minutes or
so the rest of Swift's punishment would play out.

Russt took the paddle back in his paw and instd¢teach week, | will remove one
month from the total, a sign that you have paidyfaur transgressions, of that month, in
full. After each spanking, you will ask to kisethaddle and you will thank it for
correcting you. Then you will ask the same of giee me a kiss and thank me for
meting out your punishment.”

"Daddy. May I kiss and thank the paddle?" Swifirwwbered.
"Yes you may." Russt said and held the paddlerotront of the sniffling fox.

Swift, tears still staining his cheek ruff, learfedvard, kissed the paddle and croaked,
"Thank you for correcting me." Russt moved thedbaéway and set it on the bed then
opened his arms wide. Swift forgot to ask permissiHe was already climbing up into
the wolf's lap and planting a kiss on Russt's naiz7lhe little diapered fox threw his
arms around the wolf's neck and began crying agmime whispered, "Thank you Daddy
for punishing me."

Russt for his part held his little fox close aschied on his shoulder. He ruffled Swift's
head fur and did his best to comfort him. Swiitgs did a lot to make the red wolf feel
better about the task he had chosen to undertdkehadn't considered that all of this
would be so hard on him also. But this closenbss simple affectation was just the
after care they both needed after the ordeal.

They remained in their embrace for an immeasursyid@ of time. The red wolf was so
lost in the fox's hugs and his own thoughts thadida't immediately realize that Swift
was trying to pull away. "Daddy?" Swift yipped a@ouxsly, shaking Russt out of his day
dream to see his little cub pushing on his shoslded looking at him with desperation
in his eyes. "l has to go poopy." Swift said, addwith urgency, "Now!"

Russt let go and Swift hopped to the floor. Hevkitevas useless to ask to be taken out
of his diaper and the pressure in his gut telegrdghat there wasn't enough time to carry
it out anyway. The cross fox hopped from one todhe other, his eyes wild, then he
instinctively squatted down, closed his eyes tayid let the inevitable happen. The
warm poop exploded from his bottom with a loud, eet, and then flowed easily from
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there to fill the seat of his diaper. As the neave of soft stool moved past his
sphincter, urine began to flow freely into the diaplts warmth combined with the loose
stool and heat from his still throbbing bottom. eTlhess oozed higher and higher to
envelope his ensnared scrotum and it began toglowaivl up his sheath.

There wasn't nearly the volume as was produceegst, but the humiliation and
embarrassment were just as poignant. Oddly en@aghvere the pleasurable feelings
that he hadn't noticed when he had evacuated islbdast night. All the same, the
feelings of defeat and failure were present agaiight and his seeming lack of control
made it clear that he truly needed to wear diapgasn.

Russt looked on, ready to offer a paw if his kaked as if he were going to fall over, but
generally waiting for the deed to run its course. necessary as it was to Swift's
reconditioning into a baby vixen kit, it would alspen up some opportunities for some
adult play. Swift had earned it. Heck, they bloéid earned it. It was just a matter of
finding out if the fox was willing to begin a mopéeasurable set of conditioning.

Swift flopped onto his bottom and let out a sighralief, still panting a little. Russt got
up, picked Swift up under his arms and carried twer to the changing table. He laid
the fox down on the vinyl pad and Swift didn’'t ggle. Off came the plastic panties, the
diaper was unclasped and the red wolf used ite¢arclp as much of the mess as
possible. Russt left Swift alone as he took thkeddiaper to the latrine and deposited
its contents there-in, dropping the diaper int@eeced pail on the way out. He returned
to find that his charge hadn't moved. The wolktseveral wipes and some waterless
soap and cleaned the fox up as best as he coutdagtzobath.

Russt leaned down over Swift's head, brushed tkis fead fur back, smiled and asked,
"Are you too pooped to play Swifty?"

The pun wasn't lost on the fox, who stuck his t@ngut at the wolf playfully. "Ha, ha.
Very funny. What have you been spiking my foodwiuh?"

The red wolf laughed, "I haven't put anything inugyéood.. or drink for that matter. It's
just a matter of eating right and not taking alliymeals at McMystery Meat." Changing
the subject he quickly went on, "At any rate, yeudeen a good little girl all day, you
took your punishment well and you're all cleanet! &¥ould you like to finally get your
chance to play with me?" It wasn't ShakespearstRuew as he fumbled for the right
words, but he hoped it would get the message across

Swift caught on, sat himself up on the changing gradismiled, "You mean it? You're
not going to bring me to the brink and then leawehanging?"

"Yes | mean it. We need to start working on caodihg you to be able to take me."
Russt said with a smile and added, "That is, ifrgostill interested in me in that way?"
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"Hell yes! I've been fantasizing about this singnce | first saw you under the
waterfall." Swift blurted out, "By the way. Spengiof teases, it takes one to know one."
Russt laughed, moved to the door, opened it ametlito Swift, "You stay here, I'm
going to go get cleaned up and I'll be right bac&Wift nodded and the red wolf left him
to imagine what they might do together. That eevondering about the wolf's shatft.
How long was it? How wide was it and could Swilitde pucker take it. The fox let his
curiosity wander away from being penetrated to mmrssimpler things he might do. "I
wonder what he might taste like?" Swift entertaittegl stray thought, "Or how that wolf
cock would feel in his muzzle, suckled on like aipar." These thoughts excited him as
well as frightened him. They all led to the nexestion to scroll across his mind,
"Would | enjoy the flavor of Russt's seed?"”

Swift was so inexperienced and there were so maegtipns. He'd have to trust Russt
to know what he was doing; after all, the wolf veasually experienced with sex between
males. Never the less, as anxious as he was &dwewe intimate time with the apple of
his eye, he was equally anxious that he'd be unalpéease the wolf. If that happened,
and Russt was displeased with his abilities, thbat®@

Swift did his best to shake out his fur and groasidnush with his claws while he
waited, alone with his thoughts, his doubts, arscanixieties.
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Chapter 6

The fox and the wolf sat across from one anothe soft, gray blanket, laid out on the
floor. At aloss for words Russt looked acrosSwtft who was looking down touching
his paw pads together nervously.

It was an odd stretch of silence until Swift spak& voiced another question which
surprised the wolf, "Russt. | don't want to somndee, but | have to ask before we go any
further. Are you clean?"

Russt smiled. For all the fox's inexperience, las worldly enough to know to play safe.
The wolf answered confidently, "Yes. Both Sheadk laare clean and tested. We've
had no other, outside sexual partners in all tine tive've been together.”

Swift nodded, gave a small, comforted smile andtwexk to nervously playing with his
paws.

"Swift." Russt said and the fox looked up at hitméed you to relax and trust me. This
is your first time, so nothing you do, or don't @oll make me love you any less. |
promise.” To this he received another nod, busthie that returned wasn't forced and
he could see a little of the worry leave Swift'egy

Russt picked up a blue and white tube that lookedii could have been toothpaste,
which had been lying nearby and continued, "We'llLbing lube, and plenty of it while
we play, but if something hurts, or makes you unicotable, | want you to let me know
and we'll stop what we're doing and work it outka§?"

"Yes Wuffy." Swift managed to affirm trying to giv®ack a confident smile.

Russt smiled back, adjusted himself on the blargdet,laid on his back. Looking back
at Swift, who had a surprised look on his faceinseructed, "Get on all fours and
straddle my tummy with your head looking toward fegt. Keep your tail in the air or
I'll have to collar you and strap your tail baclkotwe of the 'D’ rings like | did this
afternoon.”

The fox complied and his little legs were spreadanto straddle the wolf's girth. His
head hovered over the red wolf's sack and hisgaves fell between Russt's legs, on
either side of his tail. Swift's bits and puckesrespresented and vulnerable to anything
the wolf wished to do. "Like this?" Swift asked evhhe thought he was in position.

"Scoot back just a little." Russt adjusted, guiding fox backward a few inches, his paws
on the fox's thighs. "Perfect! Right there." Welf praised then explained, "Before we
even try to see if you can take me, I'm going ®is&e can loosen you up enough to
accept my shaft. To do that, I'm going to lubenypclaw and work it in and out of your
tail hole. If that goes easy enough, I'll add heotand work that for a little while. If you
can take that, then we'll go from there. What gead to do is relax and just do what

- 36 -



ever your heart and instincts compel you to do€ gdused, then reiterated, "Oh yes.
Once again, if something hurts or makes you uncdatte, let me know."

There was a pause while Russt spread some lubes cfatv. When he was ready he
said, "Ready Swifty?"

"Ready as I'm gunna be Wuffy." Swift answered drehtsucked in his breath as Russt's
claw painted cool lube around the wrinkled edgeli®kensitive pink pucker. After
tracing a few circles, the claw slowly tested tegistance of the fox's anus as it had done
earlier in the day and the day before. Then ihg&d in past the sphincter eliciting a
surprised, "Yip!" Russt withdrew his claw nearli/the way and then slipped it in
deeper. He withdrew it again and again, each &rile deeper than the last until he
could go no further. The wolf drew his claw baeck completely, added some more lube
and then slipped it back into Swift's sweet budraga deep as it would go.

"We okay up there Swifty?" Russt asked for confiiora

"Yes Wuffy." Swift answered, murring a little, 'fikels nice...and full." Looking back
between his forepaws he noted that his little gin&ft was sliding out of its sheath. The
fox added playfully, "Mister Pee Pee approves too."

Focused primarily on the fox's vixen hole, the wafl to move his head to the side to
take note of the fox's growing erection. It brouglsmile to Russt's muzzle as he
continued to finger Swift's tail hole. Swift foishpart continued to murr and eventually
his hips began to rock back and forth in time vRilisst's claw. In no time at all, Swift
was doing all the work, yiffing himself on the weltlick claw.

The pheromones emanating from the fox's arousarbegarouse Russt as well and
before long, both canine cocks were out, about@oking around for some attention.
For the first time Swift had an up close view ofsRts light red penis. As he studied it,
he tried to guess at its girth and started to lomy®nd hope that he’d be able to take it.
That he'd be able to feel its warmth and widttklé@nd fill his insides.

Meanwhile, Russt added some lube to the next digitlined it up with the other claw,
pulling it out enough for the second digit to pawift's anus and then slide past the tight
muscle there. At this point, Swift's body couldrétp but to rock back and forth to
perpetuate the wonderful feelings down below. éi@ut a breathy, "Gasp," as he forced
himself onto the pair of thick digits.

"Still doing alright Swifty?" Russt asked again.

"Uh...Yes." Swift answered, somewhat strained abkad back and sent the wolf's
thick claws back into his bum. "How'm I...Doin'?" Heuired of his mentor.

"You're doing fine kiddo." Russt replied, "Is thaaunt of lube okay?"
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Swift rocked back and forth twice more before angwge "Ummm...Maybe...uh
little...more."

Russt complied and then asked, as his claws sakifi@ the fox, "Better?"

"Oh...yes!" Swift said breathlessly. Then, balanoadis left fore paw, the fox reached
back with his right to take hold of Russt's shdfich had been tantalizing him for the
last five, or so, minutes. He pulled it uprightdawith eyes closed Swift lowered his
muzzle and extended his tongue to explore theftipugst's cock.

The red wolf's eyes widened when he felt his ghalfed forward and let out a "Yelp," of
surprise as Swift's warm tongue touched down up®sdnsitive foreskin.

Swift lowered his muzzle and let his tongue lap amap around the tip and upper most
portions of the wolf's cock. He tried to bring hisizzle down on it, desperate to suck on
it, but each time he nicked Russt's tip with hasely spaced incisors.

"Whoa! Whoa there foxie." Russt yelped, "Thattagonna work. Stick with your
tongue before you stick me."

Swift lifted his head and yerfed an apologetic, rt$3

The wolf panted, "It's alright. What you're dowdh your tongue feels mighty fine."
Russt let himself enjoy Swift's enthusiastic mir@gons on his member until he got
nicked again. He stifled back a yelp and instezgpgd, "You know what? | think you're
ready to ride your Wuffy now."

Russt let his claws slip out of Swift's rear anel fibx lifted his head, looked back and
asked, "Ride the Wuffy? | thought you were ridthg foxie? You know...like a vixen?

The wolf laughed, "Sure | could mount you like mich, but that's so impersonal. What
I meant was for you to lower yourself down onto simaft while I'm lying like this. Then
we can look at each other, you have more contnal, Bonestly, it's much nicer that
way."

Swift smiled and nodded in understanding, then digxeitedly, "Do | get to lube your
shaft Wuffy?"

Handing the tube over to the cross fox, he said, fight ahead Swifty." He moved his
forearm under his head and watched as Swift add@dj@a dab of lube into his paw. He
let out a long moan as the fox coated his hot, baok so it was all slick, shiny and
glistening. "That's gooooood" He growled happiWery gooooood."

Swift smiled, stood up and straddled Russt's wditsst reached forward, took hold of

his sheath and held his pride straight up and deatching as the fox slowly lowered
himself down onto it. The first few times Swiftogmed in disappointment as the cold tip
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slipped against his pucker and out of the way. ilhgad again, the fox rose up a little,
moved to re-align and lowered his hips down ontedRs cock.

Russt watched patiently, happy to be a party tdtSveichooling. After several
repositionings Swift finally felt something lock and he ever so gently pressed himself
down over the wolf's foreskin. It slowly spread hose, wider and wider...wider and
wider...wider and wider until...

"Yipe!" Swift cried out, face contorted in pain atiek fox stood up quickly.
"Are you alright?" Russt asked concerned.

Swift frowned and answered exasperated but detednitYes. I'm okay. Let me try
again.”

Once again, Swift lowered himself down to the heBRusst's penis. Again Russt
helped steady his member, the tongue entered xhslfpping in deeper, shaft widening
more and more...more and more...more and more until...

"Yipe!" Swift belted out in pain again, "It hurtdat more than your claws did Wuffy.
I'm afraid if | go any further I'll hurt myself.The fox's ears fell, "I'm sorry Daddy."

"Don't be." Russt soothed, "Truth be told | woul/é been very surprised if you could
have taken me on your first try. If it'll make yteel better you did have the entire head
of my penis inside you and that’s quite an accoshptient.”

Swift's ears perked up but he said nothing andicoad to brood.

Trying to salvage the moment, Russt said enthusalst "Well, I'm still all lubed up

with no place to go. Let's see who can paw o$t®t He paused, watching the fox for a
reaction. Not getting one he added, "Unless ofsmyou want me to diaper you back up
and leave you hanging again?" That elicited tlaetren he was looking for. As the fox
looked at him in shock, the wolf pointed at a spothe blanket across from him.

Swift flopped down on the blanket opposite Russhasucted, grabbed his cock in his
slick paws and pointed it toward the wolf. Russtitcharge of his own lubed member
and did the same.

"Go!" Russt barked.

* * % * *
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"Well | guess | lost." Russt chuckled, feigningappointment as three stripes of ivory
fox seed crisscrossed his chest and slowly oozetthward.

"Yeah, well that's debatable." Swift snickeredkilig the warm, wolf cum off his muzzle
and smacking his lips, "Mmmm...Not bad." Swift waerklly covered in Russt's seed.
It hung heavy on the fur across his chest, tumragknmuzzle, even on the fronts and
insides of his upper and lower fore arms.

"Sheade and | have dubbed that game 'Broadsidésie found it to be a fun way of
relieving the lust, allowing for a bit more stayipgwer for the romantic love making that
follows." Russt explained, "The loser, of coursas ko clean up the mess. So get over
here you!" The wolf scrambled forward, scoopedstieky fox up, and licked his own
cum off the fox's muzzle and chest playfully. "Taedbath!" Russt laughed, his muzzle
sticky with his seed.

For his part, Swift laughed and giggled once tliginshock wore off from suddenly
being pounced and scooped up. He even playfulked the wolf back.

"But really, | think a nice warm shower will do,llimved by thick night time diapers, and
a warm, ruffled onesie.”" Russt told Swift carryimgn into the bathroom, "And, of
course, a story before bedtime. How's that soundittie foxie?"

"Whee!" Swift cheered, "Dat sounds wonderful Daddy!

Russt stepped into the tub and put the fox badki®feet paws behind him. He turned
the water on, closed the curtain and activategtiosvers. Two shower heads, front and
back, rained warm water down on the two furs, ngaway sweat, spoo and lube.

Russt stood before the fox completely naked, hestfur more ivory than white, framed
by his rich ruddy hued fur and black guard haitsahked down flat. Swift's eyes went
to Russt's groin appraisingly. There was justré & red at the crease of his sheath still,
and his balls were packaged up neatly betweerebss together easily the size of the
fox's fist. The cross fox let his eyes drift upass the wolf's tight abdomen and full
chest, following it up to the broad shoulders leeidd so much on today. There was a
smile on Russt's muzzle and his eyes seemed tklsparhe looked back at Swift. The
fox returned it with a warm smile of his own.

Russt helped wash Swift down, making sure to getdiean from head to toe and
pointing out all the unique places his seed hadddo hide on the fox. Swift returned
the favor paying extra attention to the wolf's ¢heand tail hole and discovering, in the
process, that the wolf had a couple ticklish spiwds he filed in the back of his mind for
future reference.

Through it all both of them laughed and talked alibeir brief interlude. A little guilt

welled up in Swift's mind and he voiced his conderthe wolf, "I still feel bad about not
being able to take you."
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"Don't worry Swifty." Russt reassured, as he turtiedwater off then handed Swift a
towel, "We'll work on that. It won't take too longyou're nearly there now."

Swift nodded working the towel across his back waeaother though came to him.
"How much bigger is Sheade?" He asked.

The wolf thought a moment and then answered, "&léte bit bigger than | am.”

The conversation ceased at that point as Russeedrntge fur drier and the noise of the
fans and blowers filled the room. Swift took hisrt and when he stepped out, Russt
offered the fox his paw, which Swift took, and eém back into the bedroom.

Hefting the fox onto the changing pad for the faunmne today, Russt reached for a long
bristled brush with a convex head. With it he begdown Swifts floofed up fur and
removed bits of dead undercoat and guard furs. widieworked around the foxes form
with practiced efficiency finishing up with the e®fox's white tipped brush.

Ruffling Swift's head fur, Russt helped the foxieodown on the changing pad. He
secured his little kit gently across the chesttieth went about gathering the supplies
he'd need to get his vixen ready for bed. The Veadf the thick, cloth nighttime diaper
out on the changing pad and tilted Swift's legsng over his chest, lifting his bottom
off the pad. Russt slipped the diaper under hasgd took an ample dab of baby lotion
in his paw, and rubbed it deep into his foxies lthes, making sure to get it down into
his crack and teasing his little pucker.

Swift giggled and wiggled a little and called olaydully, "Da-dee! Dat tickles."

Russt chuckled as he sprinkled some baby scerteartgpowder onto the diaper before
lowering the fox's bottom down onto its soft, thkdding. Swifty let out a long, happy
murr and brought his paw to his muzzle and suckeit. oRusst replaced it with a
pacifier and the little vixen kit received it witigly.

Another glob of lotion was worked into the fox'srit, around his sheath and fuzzy white
sack, followed by a generous dusting of baby powd¥ith the preparations complete,
Russt brought the front panel of the diaper uplaetdieen Swift's legs, and pinned them
in place with pink, teddy bear diaper pins. A pdipale green plastic panties was
threaded up the fox's legs and snapped into ptx@ess cloth tucked in around the leg
gathers.

Releasing the safety strap from across Swift'stcResst helped him into a seated
position, and snapped the diaper and the pantieseipthe root of Swift's tail. The wolf
reached over to pick up a matching green onesteawtffle of fabric sewn around the
waist like a short little skirt. He slid it dowrver Swift's head, helping the fox thread his
arms through the sleeves, then snapped up thehcrotc
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All ready for bed now, Russt lifted his cub up thfé changing table, set her in the crib,
and said, reading the look on Swift's face, "I mvi®rgotten about your bedtime story
Swifty, but | need to use the bathroom, get a $took to read and retrieve your red wolf
plush from the couch. T'll be right back."

Swift was content with that and he sat down onlitilse mattress with a crinkle and
waited sucking his pacifier and playing with theet of fabric around his waistline.
While he waited, he felt the urge to pee. He seatkiard on the pacifier and strained a
little bit until he coaxed a trickle from the tif lois penis. Then he relaxed some and the
trickle became a stream, warming his fur down ®lalls. The sensation sent a chill up
his body. The fox closed his eyes and enjoyetthét;dry diaper greedily absorbed what it
was fed leaving no risk of leaks.

When Russt returned, his little fox was leaningaarangle, his head resting against the
foot board of his crib, and murring quietly. ltused the wolf to wonder what had
transpired in his absence. Handing the plushsteiken kit, she reached out for it, took
it and hugged it to her chest without a sign of egimg from her tranquil state.

Russt smiled and shook his head, not wanting tkeshes girl out of whatever bit of
happy head space she was in. He moved to the sitteeof the bed, opened his drawer
and pulled out a diaper and a pair of plastic ptorteimself. These he donned with
practiced skill and speed, along with a little dotiand powder to keep his own skin dry
and protected.

The shuffling across the room slowly drew Swiftyt otiher pleasant stupor and she saw
her daddy tying up the strings on the front offlaanel pajama bottoms. She smiled, got
to her knees and pulled herself up to stand attiberail, her plush wolf hanging at her
side, held in her paw. "I go'ed potties Daddy.& Shid proudly.

"You did?" Russt said, playfully surprised, as dekled over at his kit and smiled, "What
a good girl you are."

Swift beamed as Russt walked around the bed and@Ver side. The red wolf lifted

her out of the crib and carried her to the bed,relne sat down and set the fox in his lap.
He could feel the warmth of her recently wet diagezp through the fur and flannel as
she sat on his leg. He smiled down at her, bebpetittle black nose and said, "l have a
very special story for a very special little girl."

Reaching over, Russt picked up a story book wighgtisture of a smiling, white, My

Little Pony, with red, turquoise and blue bows @n haunches, on the cover. He read
the title to his little vixen kit, "A Rainy Day Rawakening." Turning the page, he began
to read, "The days passed by after the beauty sbamel Bowtie went about her days
building new kites or repairing old ones for henpdriends..."

Story by Patrick Glen Rockhill (a.k.a. Swift Fox)
Copyright pending 2008. Do not modify or redistitdy without permission.
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