Lessonsin Lace; Day 3

Chapter 1

It was still dark in the room when the fox wokenitures call. Still deep in the haze of
sleep he rotated to the right and pushed himseiflijin order to come to a seated
position at the edge of the bed.

*Ka-thunk!*

The sharp, sudden pain in his foot paws as he dhjy@en against the crib rail elicited an
equally sharp retort, "Ow! Mother..."

"Swifty?" A low voice interrupted, roused from @svn slumber by the noise. The voice
asked, "Are you okay?"

"Sorry Daddy." Swift answered. There was a hinamder in his tone, but he managed to
quiet it as he worked to massage the pain outsofdat paws. "l forgot | was in my crib.

| tried to get out of bed normally and | banged fest against the crib rails pretty hard."
The fox explained.

"Are they okay little one?" Russt asked throughdiarkened room and offered, "Need
me to come over and kiss them better?"

Tempting as it was to say, "Yes," Swift insteadiegl) "No Daddy, dey is a'weady feelin’
better again."

"Okay then. Go back to sleep my little girl." Rtsaid finally and it wasn't long before
his low snoring broke the silence in the room again

Swift's tummy churned again with urgency and h&lder was telling him it needed to
empty as well. He'd been through this yesterdalykmew that Russt would be vexed if
he woke the wolf up to ask to use the bathroomift®ad no idea what time it was, but
it felt early; too early to be awake. He knew whathad to do and there was little use in
fighting it. The sooner he finished, the soonecbld lay back down and go to sleep
again.

With what light was entering the room from the womd he searched the mattress for his
pacifier and plushie. He found the latter firstlggassed it by to concentrate his efforts
on the smaller soother. The fox's tummy gurgleziragnd the pressure flexed his
pucker a few millimeters as his paw brushed agdimesssmooth, soft silicone nipple.
Swift grasped it and popped it into his muzzle. rekeieved the plush red wolf and held
it against his chest; both items bringing what cantnthey could provide as the cross fox
waited for the inevitable.



Swift took in a deep breath, then let it out antedihimself to relax. When the pressure
built again, he didn't fight it. He felt the warsgft stool slip past his muscles and squash
into the seat of his diaper. With the bowel movetaready in process, Swift let out a
sigh of relief, closed his eyes and pushed, helfrfgrther clean out his colon and fill

the back of his diaper. Urination began withouttfar prompting and the fox wondered
about how truly wonderful it made him feel to jlet go knowing someone who loved

him would take care of it.

Perhaps ten or fifteen minutes had passed in tmtakime didn't matter. Swift had been
drifting in and out of sleep through the entireeall When the urgency and need had
passed, he collapsed onto his stomach, clutchmgltish to his side and sucking
contentedly on the pacifier. The fox let his eglese one last time and fell back to sleep
with little trouble. The last thought to drift thwgh his conscious mind was that his
Daddy would be very happy; very happy indeed td fiis little girl wet and messy when
he woke up.

# # #

Russt awoke to the heavy patter of rain againstvihdow. The grey light of an overcast
sky sulked into the bedroom. The red wolf yawned stretched while a chorus of bones
snapped and cracked into place in his shoulderdackli He pushed himself up to sit at
the edge of the bed and pressed a paw againstdisediaper around his waist. Russt
appraised the remaining absorbency and silentlgladed, "It'll handle another good
wetting."

He rose out of bed, stretched again and that was Wk noticed the stale smell of a wet
and dirty diaper. He turned and looked acrossdben at the large crib set against the
wall. He could see the form of the adult crosstiexhad captured two days ago, laying
in a mint green onesie with a ruffled skirt of fidbemround her waist. The fox was
clutching a red wolf plush to his chest and slegmuite peacefully for the moment.

The red wolf smiled at the sight. He was very péehto see that Swift had wet and
soiled his diaper, on his own, sometime duringrtight. As he considered what that
meant for his vixen's progress, Russt relaxed enlliinself wet his own diaper. The
warmth spread across his abdomen, down betweehigis and reached part way up his
haunches.

When he had finished, Russt sloshed around thebedas quietly as he could so as not
to disturb his sleeping charge. He gathered upandiaper and plastic panties, a polo
shirt from out of the closet and a pair of bluengahen he left the bedroom and headed
for the bathroom to get cleaned up and ready ®dty.

# # #

At first Swift wasn’t sure of where he was, butrihtee recognized this place as a park he
remembered from his actual kit-hood. The day wasmwand sunny; the grass was



bright green and soft under his paws. He was fapki a set of swings in the distance
being used by a couple other children as theirpiarevatched or gave them a gentle
push. Swift felt his arm rise up; a clawed digiteanded outward and pointed toward the
playground and the swings in particular. He knewdved the swings; and the teeter
totter; and the slide; and the merry go round.

A paw wrapped itself around his and began to leadfbrward toward the fun. Swift
skipped along side but part of his mind naggedrattb look up and see who was leading
him. That felt scary for some reason so the foxhe thought go. But the nagging need
to look came back again. Once more the fox disdigtsas silly; besides, the fun was
just ahead; the swings; the slide; the teeter+totte

They were nearly there now and Swift was out imfftas far as his arm would allow;
practically pulling the furson who was with him¥aard. The other children waved and
he waved back and gave a laugh that bore no solineke was Patrick, a red fox, and
Daniel, a raccoon cub, with their mothers, swinginghe swings. Fiona, the cat,
climbed up the ladder of the slide followed closeyyF.B., a golden retriever puppy.
Benijie, a red husky, and Cy, a border collie, rassed, going the other way, kicking and
chasing a red ball to each other. There were stheknew also; Felix, Dee, and
Mattias, all wolves of one color or another; andrieaon, a tawney furred, spotted,
offspring of a leopard and fox; all of them playwgile their parents entertained
themselves in idle conversation.

But Swift wasn't interested in them right now. Yhoarely held his attention. His mind
was on the swings and soon he was there, standiogethem. His view of the
playground and all his childhood friends was blatke paws grabbed him under his
arms. He felt himself lifted up, carried a coufdet, then lowered and his bottom settled
into the molded plastic seat.

A lump of something soft and cold squished up agjdis bottom. He looked down and
saw he was sitting there in nothing but a diaper@astic pants. Not only that but he
realized now that he was an adult cross fox, expaséhe was, sitting on a swing in the
middle of a playground full of his childhood peeiBhey were pointing at him; and now
the silence, which had muted this wonderful expeeethus far, gave way to peals of
laughter.

They were laughing at him as he sat there; a gugwiox, garbed in naught but a pair of
obviously wet and messy diapers. The smell obhis feces assailed his sensitive nose
now and it wrinkled up in response. Tears wererimegg to form in the corners of his
eyes. The fox lowered his head and closed his &gt against the nightmarish scene
around him. Then he realized; no, he felt thatesmne else was nearby who cared for
him; he sought out comfort in the one person helede

Swift raised his head up and toward what he knew gaang to be the loving face of his
"Mamma." He opened his eyes and in the blurry lvhzeakefulness saw instead Russt
smiling down at him. The sight was so unexpedtedl it startled him and he shook
visibly. The tears which he thought were just pdithe dream were now very real;



confusion, humiliation and grief combined in thataipsetting moment and the fox cried
and whimpered right there as the wolf looked on.

Swift's reaction was more than just puzzling torge wolf. As he stood there in
shocked silence, midway through changing his #litty diaper, and watched his little

girl crying; his mind was filled with questions addubts. But none of those would be
answered while his little girl lay there weepingocusing his attentions back to the task
before him, he made quick work of cleaning up itikelvixen and getting her back into a
warm, soft, clean diaper.

The wolf's efforts seemed to be working. By couitiig to care for Swift's needs, the fox
eventually calmed down, and his cries and whimpen® reduced to quiet sobs. He
even accepted the pacifier Russt offered whicledthis troubled state even more.

"Shhhh." Swift heard in his ear as the wolf lifteich up and held him against his chest;
hugging him gently and swaying slowly back andHortit's okay little girl. I'm here.
I'm here." Russt soothed.

When Swift returned the hugs a few minutes lateissRchanced the question, "Is
everything all right sweetie?"

Swift didn't move his head from where it lay on Ritssshoulder, but he croaked, "I t'ink
| was havin' a bad dweam Daddy."

"Oh?" Russt replied, a bit of relief washing ovanh

Swift sniffed and nodded, "All my friends was thedike when | was a kit, bu' | was
big...older, like | am now. All | was wearing wasvat and messy diapie as | sat on a
swing and they was pointin' an' laughin' at me."

"Aww, well | can see why you're upset then." Russnforted, "I'd be..."

But Swift cut him off and said, "No." He liftedshhead up off the wolf's shoulder to
look directly at Russt. Then he explained withit baby talk, "No, I'm upset because
in the dream as | was sitting there feeling badrried to look up to my Mamma for
comfort, but she wasn't there." The fox pausedlaokid down now at Russt's ivory
chest fur, poking out of the neckline of his shikot able to look the wolf in his face
Swift finished quietly, "You were."

Russt moved his paw under Swift's chin and liftagpi so the fox was looking at him
again. The cross fox's ears were splayed sadhetside as he looked into those warm
and loving eyes. Russt smiled and said, "Thistgime first time your Mamma has
bubbled to the surface through your regressioniléNtam curious, | won't pry into your
past until you're ready and comfortable to shavathh me." The wolf allowed a moment
to pass before adding, "But | will be here for you lovely little fox."



Swift smiled up at the kindly face of the young mealf and took comfort in his sincerity.
"I know you will Daddy." Swift said. Then he comtied thoughtfully, "All
this...babying. It feels good to be loved and cdoeddon't get me wrong. But it's
bringing a lot of other feelings and memories t® shrface that | thought
I'd...repressed.”

Russt sat on the bed and set Swift opposite hith@mattress. The fox looked at

himself and noticed the stark difference in howuas dressed compared to his caretaker.
He was wearing nothing but a diaper and a lavepdierof plastic pants. The wolf, on

the other hand, was fully dressed in jeans andagdort. The vision out of his dream,
where he sat alone in nothing but what he was wegarow, popped into his mind. It
caused Swift to hesitate.

Seeing the far away look in Swift's eyes, Russedas charge the time to collect his
thoughts. But after a minute or so, he reachedhisypaw and grasped Swift's paw to
comfort him, let him know he was there and that&ed.

It worked. Swift's eyes refocused and he lookedusst and began, "I'm not sure what
happened to my mother. I've never been sure realgmember snippets of things from
when | was very young. The honk of a horn, an negdo get to the swings, the strong
smell of leather and a police dog, and a pall dhsas | never did understand." As he
spoke the words, the memories were surfacing. tRassilent, listened and never took
his paw from Swift's.

"No, that's not entirely true." Swift said absentlfhere's more. | saw the swings at the
playground; they were across the road. | lungeddad, my paw slipped out of hers and
| ran into the road. She cried out to me, therhibra blew and there was a funny sound.
| turned and looked to see what made that odd saUn8wift's voice trailed off for a

few moments and he looked like he was concentratng hard. "l can never seem to
remember what | saw." He said finally, "The nexh¢hl remember was sitting on the
swing, waiting for Mamma to be there to push mée Police dog came and told me |
had to come with him. But | told him | couldnithad to wait here for my Mamma to
come. She would be here soon. We were on outtevihe playground.”

Russt listened and filled in the blanks in Swigtary for himself. The realization and the
image it conjured in his mind was terribly sad. te&r ran down his cheek; followed by
another.

"l kept telling everyone who asked me to go witarththe same thing. | was waiting for
my Mamma to come. She would be here soon." Sedfalied, "She never came. | got
tired and fell asleep. When | woke up, | was @rib, in a house full of children of all
ages. | could hear them shouting and playing. Wbiman there, a badger, she was so
sad. Everyone was so sad. | asked her where amch my Mamma knew where to
find me. She told me, as she brushed back my tueathat my Mamma would always
know where | was."



"I don't know how long | was there." Swift contirdyéBut every day and every night |
would wait by the window watching, waiting for hercome find me. As | grew older,
the other children teased me and told me 'Your Malsmehead.' But | knew better. If she
couldn't find me, then | would have to find heSWift sighed, then proceeded to say, "I
ran away from the orphanage many times, sometioredalys until | got caught or
hungry. | ran away from the foster parents todl mane would take me. Finally I grew
too old to live at the orphanage and since no codvfoster me, | was sent to live at a
youth detention center. By that time | had longesigiven up on the hope that my
Mamma would find me, and | knew that it left a hmlenmy soul that | had no way to fill."

"When | became an adult, they released me froncéhéer because there had been no
reason for them to keep me." Swift shared, "I"andered around since then; getting run
out of village after village until | came here. Ypretty much know the rest." The fox
stopped and looked up at Russt and took noticésofét cheeks.

"Daddy?" Swift asked tentatively.

But Russt leaned forward, pulled the fox to hisstla®ain and held him close. Swift
enjoyed being held. It was just what he needeat aftowing himself to once again feel
the pain and loss of abandonment and the turmdiisofirst few seasons. They'd have
stayed that way for the whole day if both canisésnachs didn't rumble in tandem.

Russt pulled back, wiped his eyes and nose witlb#ok of his paw and smiled at his
little fox friend. "Swift. So long as you're wiilig to live by my rules, and be my little
cub, you don't have to worry about living anywhelse." He told the vulpine.

"I still don't really understand why you're everttering; and | can't really say |
understand what it is you're doing." Swift answer@&iit it feels good to be loved and
cared for, especially by you. | can accept my gluments at your paws. | don't quite get
the vixen thing but | do it because it makes médeed inside and | really like how it
makes you smile."

Russt laughed and replied, "Fair enough, now, ¢etfs/ou into something cute and then
figure out what to do for breakfast. It's nearlg'@ock in the morning and you've got a
busy day ahead."” He lifted Swift up and carried back to the changing table. On the
way he reminded his little vixen, "You get to mékicle Sheade this afternoon.”

Russt retrieved a pair of purple, denim, short-atld a lavender onesie with white lace
sewn around the end of the short sleeves andedlitte accent at the front of the ribbed
collar. He slipped the onsie over Swift's head laglged his little vix thread her arms
through the sleeves. Laying the fox down he snappethe crotch and along the seam to
the little fox's tail.

Swift noticed that the crotch of the short alloatad snaps. The unsnapped legs and bib
were slipped over his head until the straps lagsschis shoulders. Russt helped him roll



over and his tail was threaded through a sloténttfick seam. Then the snaps were
secured; five across his crotch and four downriseam of both legs.

The red wolf secured a plastic clip of an orangelhtife Pony, to the front of the left
strap. A foot long piece of ribbon, snapped atdtieer end in a loop, hung down from it.

"What's that?" Swift asked curiously.

"It's a pacifier minder." Russt explained and astapped the ribbon around the ring of a
pacifier and let it dangle there, Swift understascgurpose. Reading the question in his
kit's eyes, Russt answered, "That's Sew and Sewndt sure who she is, but that's what
was written on the packaging.”

"Oh." Was all Swift could reply as he bent the alipto study the prancing pony.
Russt lifted his little vixen up into his arms dpeban to walk out of the bedroom with
her. As they passed the crib, Swift reached higspaut toward it and yerfed, "Russ'

plushie?"

The wolf smiled, and changed direction taking thetgs and stood before the crib. He
reached down into the crib, pulled the plush toyamd handed it to his little girl.

She wrapped an arm around the red wolf plush aradtrararound the real thing and
hugged them both as Russt carried her down thedtik kitchen for breakfast.



Chapter 2

"How about waffles and sausages for breakfast t&eifty?" Russt asked as he placed
his little girl's bottom on the seat of the higlkaohand belted her in.

Swift smiled and yerfed, "Dat sounds weally yumngdoy."

The wolf nodded and returned the smile as he liftechigh chair tray up and made to
move it into place. "Paws up!" He instructed of hitle vixen, who complied with
enthusiasm. Russt slid the tray along the railtherarms of the high chair until it
clicked into place. "Very good." He said, giving/i8 the "all clear" to put her paws
back down. Russt gave her back the wolf plushpppbed the pacifier in her muzzle.

Russt's first stop was the refrigerator where Hee@wut some eggs, milk, and butter and
placed them on the counter. Shutting the refriger@oor, he opened the pantry and
retrieved the cooking oil, syrup and the pancalevaaffle mix. He placed these on the
counter with the wet ingredients then bent dowogen the cabinets to get a mixing
bowl and the waffle iron out. To see if his kitswaatching, he wagged his tail and
wiggled his bottom back and forth.

Swift had been watching and she laughed on cue whersaw that his Daddy was being
silly for her. The fox turned the plush, tail tade&Russt and mimicked the wolf's tail and
bottom swishing. This in turn caused another roofdughter and giggles from both
furs.

Plugging the waffle iron in so it would be warmgawhen Russt was ready, he opened
the wall cabinets and retrieved a clean baby batitta measuring cup. The wolf poured
a fresh bottle of milk for his cub, walked it o\ard gave it to her to nurse on while she
waited.

Swift needed no encouragement to comply. The ipadfopped out of her muzzle and
dangled at the end of its tether. The nipple @gdat and the milk did wonders to slake
her hunger until the main course was served.

Back at the counter, Russt began to measure odtyrend wet components in order to
make the waffle batter. As he worked he madeddteversation, "I don't think I told
you this morning with all that went on when we gpt but | was very proud of my little
vixen to find her not only wet but a messy littlajer butt this morning.” Russt peeked
over his shoulder to see Swifty smiling aroundrilpple, ears glowing pink. "Is it
becoming any easier for you?" He asked and lookagha again to see Swift shaking
his head back and forth, "No." "Well, it will gegsier in time, trust me." The red wolf
assured his charge.

The batter hit the hot waffle iron with a loud d&bpf steam and continued to hiss and
steam when the wolf closed the lid. As he waitadlie single, round, Belgian waffle to
rise and cook, Russt opened the freezer and toek dome pre-cooked sausage links.



He arranged them on a dish with a table spoon ténveand slipped them into the
microwave for three minutes.

Swift had just finished her bottle of milk. Rusgtlked over and took it from his Kit,
walked it to the sink and rinsed it out. He opettedrefrigerator again and filled the
bottle with cool apple juice, then placed it on toeinter to take over with the fox's
breakfast.

Swift satisfied himself by snuggling his Russt plasd watching his Daddy prepare
breakfast. When he felt the need to burp, he diaid it back and let go a pair of loud,
deep belches. "'Scuse me." He giggled after each.

The microwave beeped and the first waffle had fiedssteaming at the same time. Russt
left the sausages where they were and dealt vithgdhe first waffle out of the iron and
placing it on a kit-sized plastic plate. It wadlg® with orange bones in a border around
the rim and a print of Oddball from the movie "ID@lmatians" in the center. Russt

filled the iron again with batter, which sizzleddasteamed like the first, and closed the
lid.

The wolf slathered a fair amount of butter acrbspgeaks and crevices of the hot waffle
which melted right in. Then Russt took out a kmifel fork and cut the waffle up into
small pieces on the colorful plate. Next he werthe microwave, took out the plate of
sausages and cut up three into half inch chunkesd were slid onto the dalmatian plate
beside the cut up bits of waffle. The plate wassfied with a pouring of maple syrup
over the whole thing.

The second waffle was finished baking a half a nadater. Russt put this one on the
plate along side the remaining sausage links. laeed a daub of butter on them, then
proceeded to put the milk, eggs and butter backthe refrigerator, and the dry mix and
cooking oil back in the cupboard. He poured hifae&up of coffee, which had brewed
itself on a timer, and walked his breakfast ovethiotable along with the syrup.

"Wha'bout mine?" Swifty whined, which was just tieaction Russt was out to get.

"Relax, yours is coming." Russt chuckled. He wdlkger to Swift, took the My Little
Pony bib from where it was hanging on the backefhigh chair, and tied it around his
vixen's neck. The cross fox was bouncing in ttee bg the time Russt placed the plate
of cooled, cut, waffle and sausage and the botfjeice on the tray in front of him. Like
at dinner the day before, the wolf provided himhwib utensils. Swift dug in with his
paws with little reservation, picking up each, lsfipiece and popping it in his muzzle.

Russt sat down to his plate and began to cut upvdiite and sausage and dribble a
coating of sweet, maple syrup over it all. He kapamused eye on his little girl and
watched as she enjoyed her sweet and sticky bitad&o. As he bent down to take his
first bite, something cool and slimy smacked agaiswhiskers. The piece of waffle
slowly slid down the side of his muzzle and droppatb his plate.



Swift tried to stifle a giggle as he watched thecgi of waffle score a direct hit on Russt's
muzzle, slide slowly downward, and drop with a sploto the wolf's plate. He failed

and broke into a full round of laughter when the weolf looked up at him in shock. So
Swift, with his eyes squinting as he laughed, nesasv the hunk of waffle Russt
launched from the end of his fork like a cataputhijch smacked the him square in the
nose.

Still laughing, nose glinting with syrup now, Swficked up another piece of waffle in
his paw and cocked his arm back.

Russt's paw went up in an instant, palm facingpafax, and the wolf called sternly,
"Aaaa't. That will be quite enough. Once was fyriout I'll not have you waste your
breakfast. Eat it or put it down."

The wolf's tone stayed Swift's paw, but the smild glint in his eye was still clearly
there. Swift was poised on the edge of a deciai@hif Russt showed any sign of
wavering, an all out food fight would commence.

"Swift. If you throw that at me you will get twgankings today. I'm not kidding."
Russt assured his kit with conviction.

The smile left Swift's face. He lowered his armgught the sticky treat to his muzzle
and ate it.

Russt suppressed a sigh and praised, "Good bag yd\r done with your waffles then?
Need me to take them away?"

"No." Swift replied simply.

"Then finish them up, drink your juice and let nmgoy my breakfast please." Russt
stated.

The rest of breakfast transpired placidly. Swi#tsstill nursing his bottle of juice in his
sticky little paws when Russt got up to clear tighds and pour himself another cup of
coffee. He reached for the remote to tune in édfitiancial news to see what he's been
missing the last two days. What he saw wasn't@sihegood. Russt looked over at his
new responsibility when the bottle began to squefskhe rose, reaching for the nearby
box of baby wipes with which to clean off his vis@paws and muzzle, he realized that
he was going to have to spend a few hours toddingdtis assets back on track. "So
much for taking a week off." He thought to himsglimly as he released the high chair
tray and placed it in its holder along the chagsle

Unbuckling his little kit he hefted her into hisves, reached down for little Russt and
carried them both into the family room and the maglosure. "Daddy has a few things
to take care of Swifty so I'm going to leave youeht® play.” He told her as he carried
her, "I'll be just in the kitchen if you need meHe changed his tone from the sweet, sing
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song to something a bit more serious, "Swift itiportant you give me a couple hours to
take care of some things related to my businéidodk in on you from time to time to
see if you need something. But otherwise, plaglgiby yourself."

Swift nodded and Russt ruffled her head fur, hartielush wolf over, and smiled.
The wolf mouthed a relieved, "Thank you" then dggred around the dividing wall,
into the kitchen and was out of sight; but not @uéar shot.

Swift stood there a moment and surveyed his domaihof the toys and plush which
were there yesterday were still there. The onentegh, plastic fencing enclosed a
square area roughly two meters along each sideayam He could easily climb over the
fence if he wanted to and be or go anywhere heealisiBut for right now, all he wished
to do was comply with his Daddy's wishes.

There were a pair of French doors leading out isfribom onto a deck and beyond that a
small yet inviting, fenced in, yard. Well it migh&ve been inviting if it wasn't raining
out. Swift sat down and gazed out that door, watgthe raindrops splash against the
boards as he held the red wolf plush in his lapcedn a while, a breeze would kick up
and the drops would pelt the glass on the doorsngalnique splotches before running
down the glazing in long streaks.

Swift had forgotten how oddly interesting this wastching the rain. He remembered
doing it now as a kit, at the orphanage, to pasgithe. Come to think of it, he'd done it
while sitting in the library of the detention cengad looking out through the thick,
Lexan windows that opened onto the court yardval unsettling how all these
memories that he'd spent so much time running frathcaught up with him in the brief
span of three days. He used to do this to escapethe turmoil in his mind, when he
had no one.

But it was different now. Now he had Russt who pemmised to take care of him. Sure
it was weird being treated like a kit; treated l&eixen kit. But it wasn't so bad in
retrospect. Well okay, pooping myself was stilstyabut Russt was always there to
clean it up, so | don't really have to deal witkate for the smell and sitting in it for a
little while.

Also, it's not like it's "all" the time either. l&st night was any indication, there would be
times when my...how did Russt put it? When my ada#ds would be taken care of.
This wasn't really a complete regression the wal§ wut for. Just a fair bit of
dependency, a lot of role play and a steady partNer No that's not quite right. There's
something more, something deeper than just a bedpaotner.

As the rain filled his field of view, Swift's mindorked at the right words to describe
what he thought was the wolf's goal. Then it ocedito him as the rain calmed his mind
as it had when he was a child. He rolled the mmbbver in his mind as he would have
if he was still a child, and the answer came to agif a switch was suddenly turned on
in his head.
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"Unconditional love." Swift yerfed quietly, not deang he'd given voice to his thought.

"What was that Swifty?" Russt asked causing Switutn his attention away from his
thoughts and the rain outside.

"Huh?" Swift asked.

"l thought you asked me something." Russt saicanirey back and peeking around the
wall he saw Swift was sitting with the red wolf pluand facing the French doors in the
family room. Curious, Russt asked, "What are young?"

Swift turned his head back to the window in therdmad yerfed, "Watching the
rain...and thinkin'."

The wolf looked out into the backyard then commentestfully, "Yeah, if it wasn't
raining I'd have let you play outside. | was jimshking yesterday how much you'd enjoy
playing in the warm grass."

He looked back at Swift who continued to staretbatdoor silently.

"Well, maybe you can tomorrow if things dry out egb." Russt added watching his kit
for any response. After a couple minutes withegponse he asked, "What were you
thinking of Swift?"

Slowly Swift turned his head and looked at his Daddain. "l was thinking about why
I'm here." He said, "What you want from me."

Russt let all four feet of his chair rest back loa vinyl floor and slid the chair back away
from his laptop and the table. He turned himgethie chair to look at the young fox.
"And?" He inquired, "Did you come up with an ans@er

Swift was quiet for many minutes. Russt shruggehed in his chair and was about to
scoot it forward, back up to his laptop, when Swétfed, "The unconditional love of a
parent-child relationship.”

Now it was Russt's turn to contemplate in silendetil now he had been looking at this
from the standpoint of breaking and transformingfthx into a harmless, adult, sissy,
baby in order to save Swift's life. The wolf haee considered that once the Pack was
satisfied, he'd likely have to keep the fox underas a sexual and household slave to
him and his mate Sheade. But Russt had to adatitith original outlook on this whole
process, and Swift, had been changing.

Swift had added a perspective that he hadn't ceresidas a possible outcome and his

own inner turmoil was beginning to make more seri®esst still felt the drive and
urgency to present a submissive and humiliatedddke Pack; but he was more inclined
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now to adding another "partner" to his and Sheddets standing relationship rather than
a "submissive" or "slave."

However, the red wolf said nothing in responsewdt$ words. He slid his chair
forward, and stared blankly at the screen of tpgoja. As he bought and sold shares of
stocks and moved money into this mutual fund of, thia mind was also multi-tasking
the new questions bombarding his mind. He'd hadi@® of the fox's tumultuous past.
The prospect that he might be just another playéne series of unfortunate events that
have defined Swift's life nearly made him wretchl &e fought to hold his breakfast
down.

His knowledge and experience with diaper play amidation, as a submissive to
Sheade, gave him the confidence to approach tHedPacpropose the plan to break the
fox. The Pack, in turn, gave Russt a week to sti@m results. In reality, it wasn't
much time, but to be able to save the fox for hifresed Sheade it was worth the risk. A
solid week of forced diaper use, feminization, sgxrustration, bondage and discipline
might just do the job. If it didn’t, and he wagaihe Pack was hoping for failure, Russt
will have signed himself, and quite likely Sheattethe same doom as awaited Swift.

If he had some stray reservations yesterday abbat ae was doing, after this morning
his conscience was screaming at him. "Swift dide&d any more punishment and
humiliation; he needed therapy." The thought punechélis mind.

Suddenly, Russt looked up from the screen, his ramttvision cleared, and he was able
to make the connection. For Swift this was thgrafpsorts. He had lost his mother in a
tragic accident and been left in the care of theestHe was tossed from foster home to
foster home with little chance of success becaessds mentally scarred. As a kit he
had witnessed his mother's death first hand. $ veay likely the little fox blamed

himself for the accident even while his subconsgibad blocked the graphic scene out of
his mind.

These thoughts led to the mystery of what happém&aift's biological father. Russt
surmised that the father had never been a pamviffSlife; or had been there for such a
short time that the fox would have little cognitiveemories of him save for a couple
unreferenced faces deep in his memories. Eithgy 8a&ift was given over to state care
because he had no surviving family.

A picture grew in Russt's imagination. A mothdona and struggling to keep a roof
over their head; food on the plate; and to giveyloeing son a chance for something
better. A young fox kit with little idea of jusblw precarious his life was, living for the
moment and his mother's smile.

Things were beginning to make sense now; the fgelinat had been threatening to
break down the process; Swift's delinquency and th@ox's rapid adaptations to
Russt's ministrations were all because Swift wasanting as had been anticipated. It
was only the third day and instead of being immnéd and on the cusp of another day
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of punishment and conditioning, Russt had found &steep this morning, compliant in a
wet and messy diaper. He felt confident leavingfiSw play unattended, in an enclosure
that would not have a prayer of containing an afif without feeling the need to lock a
spreader bar around Swift's ankles.

As he had thought yesterday, his mind cautionetthicould be a clever ruse. Swift
had shown himself to be a very resourceful and inaiye quarry, and this could be yet
another trick. But Russt just as easily dismiss&atlay as he had before. There was no
trickery afoot with Swift. The wolf knew it in hisoul. For Swift, this was what he had
been seeking for all those long seasons; somedilkthe void left open by his mother's
passing; someone to help him find resolution tcshisconscious belief that he had been
the reason she died.

Swift's quiet words bubbled back to the surfacRa$st's mind.:"The unconditional
love of a parent-child relationship.”
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Chapter 3

The clock in the kitchen tolled twelve. Russt pgshimself away from the dining room
table, stretched and looked in on Swift. The fad pulled down a copy of "Snakes and
Foxes," had the board out and was taking turnsngayis own turn, along with the Russt
and Sheade plush's turns. The red wolf watcheetlgus Swift spun the spinner, called
out the number and moved the pieces forward, cacally climbing up a fox or sliding
down the snakes.

Russt was relieved to see Swift was playing antbnger staring out the French doors in
thought. The wolf turned and walked to the kitclkennter. He took out a loaf of bread
from the bread box, opened the pantry to get auptanut butter, and took the grape
jelly from the refrigerator. He laid out two slgef bread on two paper plates and
smeared a thick layer of peanut butter on one,dl@n spread grape jelly on the other.
Pressing the two slices together to make a sandwéddbok the knife and cut Swift's into
four little triangles and cut his own into two racgles.

He filled Swift's bottle with milk and poured hinisa glass of water. Draping the fox's
bib over his forearm, he took the bottle and thenpe butter and jelly triangles out into
the family room. With a smile on his muzzle he @anmced, "Time for a picnic lunch for
my little vixen and her friends."

Swift looked up, saw the smile on Russt's facetseatd the wolf propose a picnic lunch
with her friends. The little fox returned the senéind cheered, "Hooray!"

The red wolf made a big fuss over where would gea@d spot for a picnic, wandering
here and there around the family room. Swift watchn in amusement before finally
pointing at the floor in front of him and offered/ight here look gud Daddy."

"So it does." He confirmed with a smile, "My littxen has a good eye for an excellent
picnic spot." He set the plate, bib and bottle damd pulled the old throw blanket off
the back of the couch. He laid this out in thelesure while Swift helped straighten out
the corners and edges. The fox arrayed the redirmbér wolf plush next to each other
on the opposite side of the blanket, then receilveclate of sandwiches and her bottle
and set them down in the middle. Swift waited guatty as Russt tied her bib on, then
she sat down and got comfortable.

"Finish that up sweetie and then it'll be time your nap.” Russt let the fox know.
"Will you be joining us fer da piccy-nick Daddy?Ww8t looked up at him and asked, " |
maked room." Swift shuffled on his bottom to te& hnd leaned over to pat the empty

space on the blanket to his right.

Russt paused, then chuckled and replied, "Perhapk ILet me get my drink and
sandwich and I'll be right back."
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A minute later, Russt was sitting on the blankdhim play enclosure and enjoying a little
quality time, with his little girl, at an indoorgiic. It lightened up an otherwise dreary
day of contemplation, work and weather. It was ydsat Russt and Swift needed to
continue building on three days of bonding.

After finishing their lunch and playing a game &nakes and Foxes" together, Russt had
to end the fun, and procrastination on the pahi®tub, and announce, "Okay little one.
We've finished the game and now it's time for yoap."

"Awww." Swift whined, suggesting quickly, "One mogame?"

"Nope. It's nap time for my little girl." Russta@nfirmed and got to his knee, pulled
Swift up into his paws, and reached over to handheered wolf plush. He rose to his
feet, stepped carefully over the plastic fence@arded her down to the bedroom. The
red wolf laid her down on the changing pad and neddhe purple short-alls leaving his
cub in nothing but her lavender onesie. Sneakidl@w in around Swift's leg, Russt
checked to see how wet the diaper was. Satidfigchis vixen could stay a bit longer in
the barely damp diaper, Russt picked her up axdkai down in the crib.

Cognizant of the thoughts that had been surfacirigd little girl's mind, Russt left

Swift's side, for a moment, to load one of his Gi¥'tullabies into his small, desktop,
stereo system. He set it to repeat and adjusteddlume when the music began to play.
With luck the relaxing music would help stave affyanightmares or dark memaories.
When he returned to the side of the crib, Swift Alrdady settled down on his stomach,
clutching the wolf plush to his side. Russt smileavered the little foxling with a pink
blanket and then quietly left the room, shutting tloor behind him.

Swift waited until Russt had left before he slowdge to his knees, the blanket falling in
a heap around him. He hadn't wet his diaper sinogetime after breakfast. He had
been barely cognizant of what he was doing undiltihgly warmth had broken him out
of his trance. Afterwards, Swift had looked arodoidother things to do to pass the time
until his Daddy interrupted him for lunch.

So it was natural that Swift really had to go oagain. He sat there on his knees, closed
his eyes and cleared his mind of everything buptiessure in his penis. He held his
breath and applied gradual pressure to his blagaidrhe had managed a trickle. With a
sigh of relief Swift, relaxed and released the wélow of urine into his thick padding

for the second time that day.

Pulling the blanket back over his shoulders, Slaift back down on is stomach again. A
thick, warm diaper, combined with the soothingdblkes and a soft plush, comforted the
young fox and lulled him into a blissful, dreamlet=ep.

# # #
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Russt returned, about an hour later, to find hewicurled up on her side, snuggling her
brush and her Russt plush. The wolf was temptdek tBwift continue to sleep, but he
needed to get his little girl up, into a fresh @iepnd pretty dress so she could meet her
Uncle Sheade in a half hour. Russt was able t® §wift a few more minutes of peace
as he made himself busy taking out two clean, thdttkh diapers and a white and
lavender dress with matching rhumba panties. &idrything ready he walked back to
the crib.

"Swifty?" Russt said gently, reaching in to rockiffs shoulder, "Swifty kit. Time to
wake up." The red wolf reached in, as Swift rolieer onto his back, and picked the fox
up. He carried his vixen over to the changingdabid laid her down. Clipping the
safety strap across Swift's chest, Russt unsnappettotch of the onesie and moved the
fabric out of the way. The wolf rolled the fox ortter side to unfasten the snaps over
Swift's tail, then rolled her back again. He sladfthe plastic pants down and over her
paws and put them in the pail. Russt next unctigpbe diaper pins and slipped the wet
diaper out from under his little girl.

As Russt continued to carry out the diaper chawgang Swift's bottom and diaper area
with a few baby wipes, he prepped his girl for Steeavisit. "When Uncle Sheade is
here, you should not speak unless spoken to." Tdieb&gan, "You can expect that he'll
be much less patient with you than | am, especsgafige he fell prey to your tricks far
more than anyone else in the pack."

Swift listened intently, taking all of what Russtchto say with seriousness; up until the
wolf relayed that last bit of information. HongstBwift had little idea of who was being
impacted by his mischief. To find out that the fabtectly responsible for his capture,
as well as his mate, found themselves the bruntasfy of them caused Swift to let out a

giggle.

"Laugh now." Russt smiled, "Get it out of your ®atbefore he gets here." After a
healthy dose of sweet smelling lotion was rubbed the little fox's haunches and around
his sheath and balls, the wolf lifted Swift's legsand slipped both thick cloth diapers
under his bottom. A sprinkling of powder and theuar pins, with little purple bunnies

on them, held the fabric fast around the littleevixit's waist.

Rolled back onto his side, Swift felt Russt sedteediaper over his tail, and then roll
him back. "Why two diapies Daddy?" The fox inqdire

"Several reasons little one." Russt answered, t;Rmgemind you of your status and
stature. Second, so you'll have to waddle whernwalk. Third, to give you a little
protection from Sheade's playful swats across pottom. Fourth is because I like to
see you with a poofy diaper bottom." The wolf gaira a broad smile as he set the
lavender rhumba panties in place and stuffed tkelipg well inside the white lace
trimmed, leg elastic.
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Swift gave a cute little series of giggles anddass blushed bright pink. "Aww Daddy."
She said, embarrassed at the attention.

The red wolf unclasped the safety strap and hehpedirl sit up on the vinyl pad. He
snapped the back of the waterproof panties oveft'Swail then pulled off the onesie and
set it with the short alls. Russt reached oveake the matching party dress off the
hanger and got it ready in his paws to slip dowerdvs little vixen's head.

"Vvvvoop!" was the sound that the wolf made wherph#ed the dress over Swift's
head. The fox worked his paws through the shoufy white sleeves and Russt zipped
the zipper up in the back. A short piece of matgHabric was snapped over the zipper
pull to make it more difficult for wearer to gettaf the dress. It was unnecessary, but
the dress would appear unkempt if it was left whlatl and hanging loose.

Russt checked the clock on the night stand; fifte@rmutes. "Probably closer to thirty
they way his mate was fashionably late." Rust thotg himself, "I've still got a little
time to get my girl and everything else ready."”

He grabbed the soft bristled brush and began tehbout Swift's head fur and cheek
ruffs. The wolf put the brush down and retrievadegght inch length of purple ribbon.
This he tied into a bow around Swift's tuft of hdad creating a short plume of dark
brown fur sticking out the top of the fox's hed®iusst stepped back to view his
handiwork and just as quickly raised his paw upisomuzzle to suppress a laugh, but
failed.

Swift just sat there and frowned at him. "It fegllyy enough without you laughing at me
Daddy." The fox pouted, crossing his paws overchisst.

Still chuckling Russt untied the bow and repligtn“sorry dear. That's not going to
work. Il have to think of something else." Twelf picked up the brush again and
brushed Swift's hair back into place again.

The wolf stepped back and rubbed his chin thoudiitfut needs something, and if the
bow won't do..." Russt stopped in mid sentencees lit up and he snapped his claws
in revelation. He walked over to Swift's wardrobpened it up, reached inside and took
out a small bit of white fabric. "I really hate t@ve to do this to you," Russt said
producing a white bonnet with lace around the fexges, "but this is the best option |
have for ya." He adjusted it on her head anditisda bow under Swift's jaw.

If the fox thought the fountain of hair tied in ais made him look silly, Swift was pretty
sure his head looked like a great big, lace trimmaeldr dish now. He let out a long sigh.

"Hey, it’s not so bad." Russt comforted, "Actuatlynakes you look really cute.”

Swift wasn't convinced but he accepted it as beseacould. Russt was going out of his
way to reinforce Swift's status; or was it to comod Sheade that he had the fox under his
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thumb? The fox felt the brush running throughftiveof his long tail and that sent
pleasant chills across his body. Swift had alwassn an odd boy who liked to have his
fur brushed out; it sure beat the yelps and whafésegular brushings that revealed
knots and burrs.

"Okay, one more thing." Russt said as he put thelbdown and lifted the little vixen off
the changing table and down onto her paws, "Youlévouhappen to know how to
curtsy would you?"

Swift looked at the red wolf and slowly shook hesald from side to side. "No Daddy."
He yerfed, "Sowwy."

"That's okay my girl." Russt soothed, "It was ag@mot to expect that you might know
how to anyway."

The wolf backed up a few steps and looked arourtsure that the area around him
was clear to demonstrate a proper curtsy so ks ¢jirl could see. Rust pantomimed
taking hold of the hem of an imaginary dress withright paw. Then he bent his knees
outward, about half way, letting his left foot palide back behind the right, but still
touching the floor with the claws. His left pawegwt down and to the left with grace
even while it helped him to maintain his balantastly he lowered his head about a
guarter so he was looking at Swift's black feet @awhen he straightened his right knee,
brought his left foot back beside the right, letajdhe imaginary dress and clasped both
paws across the small of his back. Raising hisl hise red wolf smiled at his girl, but
the smile faded quickly. Russt had to reach fodwput his paw under Swift's jaw and
lift it closed.

"How you know how to do dat so well Daddy?" Swekad, still surprised to have
watched the wolf demonstrate a curtsy with pradtslall and grace.

"There are a lot of things | had to learn befobedught you here." Russt covered the
guestion deftly enough to satisfy his kit. "Nowowld you like to try it for me?" the wolf
encouraged his little fox.

"Cou...Could you do it one more time for me Daddy®/fSasked.

The red wolf nodded and smiled, going through tis#ians once again with the same
poise and grandeur. When he came back to a sapdsition and looked up, Swift had
already taken hold of the right side of the shoesd and lowered himself down by
bending his knee. His left foot jerked back argltbrso bent somewhat forward. The
fox's left arm shot out awkwardly to the side aiglthil followed. Completely off
balance now there was no stopping the cross for fedling over to the right and onto
the floor.

Russt was at her side just as she hit the floohatied lift Swift back to her paws.
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"It's trickier than it looks eh Swifty?" Russt sedl and readjusted the dress and bonnet
on his little girl. "Try holding the dress with yoright paw, bending your knees out
without bringing your left paw back, and loweringwy head. The whole movement
should be straight down, pause a moment, then gtk up.” Russt suggested.

Swift brought his feet paws together, took holdhisfdress with his right paw, lowered
himself straight down by bending his knees outwkroked down and paused, then came
back up and clasped both paws at the small ofdugk,lover his tail.

"Excellent!" Russt beamed, clapping his paws togrethfew times, simply elegant,
"That will work fine for now, but we'll continue twork on it. When you meet Uncle
Sheade please curtsy for him just like you didner just now."

"Okay Daddy." Swift smiled and was very glad thatitad done well.

Russt reached his paw out, his little girl tookhe waddled down the hallway to the
kitchen beside him. Once there, he dropped hergmal asked, "Swifty, would you like
to be Daddy's little hostess and help him get thregdy for Uncle Sheade's visit?"

"Oh yes!" he said enthusiastically.

"That's my girl." Russt praised, "Open the fridgel gou'll see on the middle shelf a
plastic, rectangular tray with little hunks of cekeeand sausage on it. Please take that
into the family room and put it on the coffee taliheen come right back and I'll give you
something else to do."

"Okay Daddy." Swifty yerfed and toddled over to tké&igerator, opened the door, and
found the meat and cheese tray right where Rusissdud it would be. He took it out in
both paws, turned and waddled out of the kitchehiato the family room as the
refrigerator door swung shut on it's own behind.hiRusst just smiled and shook his
head at the cuteness.

When Swift had returned she yipped, "Wha' next &id

"In the pantry, take a sleeve of Ritz crackersajuhe box." The red wolf began, "Put the
box back and take the sleeve into the family roowh @lace it next to where you put the
cheese tray."

Swift did as he was told while Russt selected déof white wine from the rack and
retrieved two crystal wine glasses from the cuptiodte set these on the counter and
reached for Swifty's bottle to rinse it out frone&kfast.

The cross fox returned to the kitchen and repofsili dones wike you tol' me to
Daddy."

Russt turned and smiled, "Good girl. Would yoe ltk do one more..."
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Knock, knock, knock echoed heavily down the hadl Both furs ears swiveled as their
heads turned. Swift gulped.

Russt shut the water off and reached for a papezltw dry the bottle off with.
"Wuz dere sumthin' else you wanted me t'do Dad@y@fty asked nervously.
"Yes dear." Russt said, "I'd like you to go dowrl &t Uncle Russt in."

Swift heard the words, but he couldn't will his ohito move from the spot. The fox
began to play with the hem of his short dress.

"Now Swifty." Russt urged, "We don't want to apprate and make your uncle knock
twice. Now...Go!" Russt didn't mean the word "Go'tbme out as strong as it did, but
it seemed to do the trick as he watched the fittkés tail disappear from sight as she
waddled down the hall toward the door.

The hallway was lit only by what light spilled irom the window in the door; not that it
mattered, the fox shared his feral kin's abilitgé® easily in dim light. But that didn't
help the feeling that the hallway seemed to growegibly longer; or perhaps he was
growing smaller.

Each little step, or shall | say waddle, sent lachivers up his body from the thickness
around his loins; reminders of his new staturdatuse that he was coming to accept. It
was then that he realized that this was yet andésecrafted by his Daddy wolf; a
cleverly planned set of circumstances that putihiplace to answer the door for a
complete stranger, dressed as he was in soft catidhace.

He had little doubt in his mind that he would oplea door. The die had been cast two
days ago when he had submitted to capture. Itthiglisaid that karma had finally
caught up with him; but whether this was good kaombad had yet to be seen. Further
introspection would have to wait. He stood inliséigs; the door in front of him.

As Swift reached out to grasp the door knob, his and paw shook from the
nervousness he felt all the way down to his feetgpaFreedom was lying just beyond
that construct of wood and the wolf standing ondtieer side would never have a chance
to catch him if he bolted. He would find clothesymal clothes, in short order and be rid
of these prissy, feminine clothes.

The knob turned easily in his paw; the latch cletk@en and the cross fox felt the door
begin to swing towards him. He could smell theanledamp air swirl in around the edge
of the door, inviting, compelling him forward. Het his feet paws shuffle to the left to
clear the edge of the door and come face to fatteauiall, charcoal-gray furred, timber
wolf.
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Swift's legs bent and his right paw reached dowtake hold of the hem of his dress. He
lowered his head and dropped down into a nearliggiecurtsy. Even the fox's bushy
brush swept around to rest in the proper placénerilbor to his side.

"Welcome, Unca Sheade." Swift yerfed.
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Chapter 4

The timber wolf was dressed in khaki slacks withiee, tight fitting, cotton-lycra polo
shirt that emphasized his well toned physique. dHisst fur was only slightly lighter than
his body and as Swift followed this line up Shesdeck and lower jaw, he finally met
the wolf's deep, jet eyes. Those eyes and thewhaash framed them were
expressionless; but they seemed to bore througbulpgme form appraisingly.

Up close, Sheade seemed frighteningly dangerolighédmore so since Russt had
mentioned that Sheade had fallen for Swift's trimkd mischief far more often than
anyone else in the pack. It had been a funny a¢ieal at the time, but now, it only added
to the anxiety he felt. Instinctively and involarity, Swift wet the thick diapers secured
around his waist.

In the daze of urination, Swift was unable to re@een Sheade's paw shot forward and
grabbed him roughly by the ear. With one quiclpstee timber wolf was across the
threshold, and had the door shut securely behimd Mithout breaking stride, Sheade
was padding down the dark hall with Swift held tigtby the ear; the young fox
stumbling and waddling in his wake, whimperinghag pain in his ear.

Breezing through the kitchen the wolf and fox weret by a surprised Russt who had
jumped to his feet the moment he heard his littlksgvhines.

"What's all this?" Russt demanded, "What has sine®b

With a growl Sheade planted his free paw on Switisk and pushed him forward with
such force that he stumbled and fell to the flé¥ou should be more careful with the
whelp Russt. What if he had flown the coop?" thaber wolf admonished, "He's not
even hobbled and yet you send him alone to andwedldor?"

Swift rubbed his ear, fire and anger welling upis chest at being treated so roughly;
but a look from Russt quelled the words formindpis mind. So the cross fox quietly
picked himself up and stood close by, watchingit@wolves.

"She has no need of hobbles Sheade." Russt retb#&ied has submitted to me."

Sheade let out a long, brutal laugh, "Ha! Just nobtas tricks | think. It's only been
three days Russt. Three days!" "How long did heeline Pack for?" The dark wolf
continued with only a moment's pause, "Twelve memiid more, but now you think
you've succeeded in subjugating him in just...threays@"

"There is more to this fox than | originally undexsd or expected Sheade." Russt

attempted to explain, "Believe me when | tell ybbiave stumbled on some uncanny luck
here."
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Sheade only half listened to his mate's words.dg& three steps and was towering over
Swift once more. Those piercing black eyes borerdopon him and he asked the fox
flatly, "So. You've submitted to my mate have ybou?

"Ye..." Swift tried to answer.

The back of a heavy black paw made contact agdiasgtide of his muzzle. The pain
was intense and quick. Stars filled his eyes@nitt fell to his knees in a heap. His
paws went up instinctively to protect himself agdianother unexpected blow.

"LIAR!" Sheade screamed at Swift, teeth showing frain beginning to form at the
corners of his muzzle.

"SHEADE! PLEASE!" Russt cried out over his matdisgts, "Stop! This is madness my
friend. What has gotten into you?" The red wokédrio move to his girl's side to offer
some protection, but the larger timber wolf pushed back away easily.

"You are a weak minded fool Russt.” Sheade turmethe red wolf and spat, "And | was
an idiot to think that you had the will or the atlyilto truly break this miscreant. | don't
think you ever took what the Pack will do to us@easly and now both our sacks are on
the block over this piece of trash. And for whatneav fuck toy?" The timber wolf
swept an accusing finger around and pointed iatt &s he finished his statement.

There was silence as both wolves squared off. Bimade reached down and grabbed
Swift's arm without taking his eyes from Russt'd aaid, "l never should have believed
you had the ability to do this job right. I'm goitgtake over his remedial lessons and
you better hope that | can finish the job in tmedtithat's left. Come on whelp."

"No! I won't let you take him! | tell you he's sulited." Russt barked pleadingly.

The red wolf tensed and his muscles coiled whem&heook his first step toward the
door, dragging the fox forcibly along at his sigeisst was ready to launch himself
forward to wrestle Swift away from his mate.

Sheade had already anticipated an act of desperatiol Russt had literally telegraphed
his intention to fight it out. Swift watched on, $eemingly slow motion, as the timber
wolf raised his right paw into the air, black clalrandished and poised to strike the red
wolf down with all his might.

Both lupines were perched on the edge of a blomghy bver him and it was clear that
Russt was at a severe disadvantage.

"Stop!" Swift barked suddenly, ears flat againsttmead and pulling with all his might

against Sheade's hold. Those black, feral eyggtbdown on him and Swift said in a
defiant growl, "Don't...you...hit...my...Daddy!"
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Stunned that the sissified and subjugated fox li@ded a sound let alone show such
blatant disrespect and defiance, Sheade's graserled as he shifted his body to teach
the young fox yet another lesson. It was all Snéeded to be able to break away from
the dark wolf and dodge the heavy blow intendechfor. Russt remained ready but
hadn't moved and Swift placed himself in frontle ted wolf; his feet planted firmly;
his arms spread out wide to his sides.

Sheade looked down at the fox. In the dress Jeofted even more frail and ineffective
a shield to protect his mate. The fox looked utstade and croaked "I will go with
you, and you can do what you will with me; justgde don't hit my Daddy." Tears
began to stream down his cheeks as he realizeti¢lraty have just doomed himself to
a fate worse than death.

Russt looked up at Sheade for a reaction, readgdiirto throw Swift out of harms way
if it came to that, while placing a comforting paw his little girl's shoulder.

Sheade looked over them both and seemed to qu@tlider the two red canines
standing before him; the smaller feebly protectimglarger.

Softly, the timber wolf wuffed, "Well I'll be damde That's amazing." His dark visage
lightened and the oppressiveness of the last favatas seemed to wisp out of the room.

Swift blinked and stood completely stunned. Thaswt what he expected to hear. A
voice, Russt's, said softly in his ear, "Thank yoBut things weren't registering properly
in his mind. "What just went on here?" He thought.

Sheade wiped the froth from the corner of his muirath the back of his paw and
dropped down to one knee before the fox. He reholiea paw to touch the side of
Swift's muzzle that he had back handed and thes doasflinched away.

It was everything Swift could do to remain quiéeliRusst had instructed him to do and
not sink his sharp teeth into the flesh of thakdarred paw. In the back of his mind he
knew that would make everything worse and so haddbe resolve to stay his muzzle.
He had kept his Daddy from being hurt and he wasagto have stood up to Sheade.

Swift was still confused and coming to terms wiike tiramatic change in the atmosphere
of the den. The tension in the room, which haddigbuilt to what should have ended

in the inevitable eruption of emotions, had sudgamld without warning, gone away.
The anger within him towards Sheade was still fiedhis mind though, but now it had

no outlet. Conflicting emotions continued to ragthin his mind and his tail was
twitching dangerously.

"I'm so very sorry | did that to you Swifty.” Shesasaid in his gravelly voice. The dark

wolf tried to smile reassuringly, "Please acceptapglogy and my word that | won't hurt
your or your Daddy."
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Swift said nothing. He was looking at the timbeifiwvithout seeing him. Instead he

was seeing visions of his white claws ripping tlglosheade’'s chest and abdomen. Then
the look of horror and sadness on Russt's face mateealize that there was nothing he
could do to adequately relieve these feeling thaild/not be hurting his Daddy in turn.

Sheade paused to see if Swift would respond afNak seeing any reaction he asked,
"Does your muzzle still sting? Would you like meRusst to kiss it better?"

Russt also noted the silence and realized andidirgiered in his little fox's heart and
mind now that he could see the visible signs. &tehned down and planted a kiss on
his girl's cheek and said softly, "I'm so very ptaf you my little vixen. You've made
your Daddy very happy.” Then the red wolf embraitedfox and hugged her close with
her back against his chest.

His muzzle didn't hurt, but the kiss and the waugshwere just what Swifty needed to
dispel his anger and calm his frazzled nervesn@&i Daddy's arms was the cure for all
the fox's worries and fears. With the anger clogdiis mind blown away by the warm
winds of Russt's love, Swift could think clearemnoHe realized that once again his
honesty had been tested and he understood whatg#sat test meant. It meant that
there was no turning back even if he had wanted to.

"Can we make up Swifty? May | have a hug?" Sheetted after a few moments of
watching Russt hugging his little fox.

Swift and Russt looked up at the timber wolf. $wbked to Russt who nodded and
smiled. The red wolf let Swift go and nudged leward, with the back of his paw,
toward Sheade. Swifty toddled the last few stephkis own, spread his paws out wide
and walked into the large wolf's warm embrace.

"Mmmmm." Sheade hummed happily, "I've been waitirigng time for one of these."
"One of what?" Swift lifted his head up and asked.

"Why a warm hug by a pretty little girl of cours&heade laughed, got back to his feet,
held Swift in his arms, and hugged the little viXénagain.

Russt also stood up. He walked over and threvarmis around Swift and Sheade
sandwiching the fox in the midst of the two lupines

# # #

Russt spent the afternoon bringing Sheade up tedspe his girl's progress over the last
three days. He began to gloss over the persosi@iriziSwift had revealed to him this
morning, but Swift yipped that Russt should go aha&ad share, and so the wolf did.
Their conversation also touched on Russt's pergenfitations of his own feelings after
Swift had spoken of giving him her "unconditionavé."
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For the most part, Swift sat on the floor and hst& as Daddy and Sheade talked about
him, nursing from his bottle and snuggling both Ehesst and Sheade plushies now.
Occasionally Sheade would ask him a question oy &nd the little sissy fox would
answer when he could. When Swift wasn't engagdgerconversation, he was often
pantomiming the plush wolves talking in time willetreal Sheade and Russt much to
their delight.

The three canines leisurely worked their way thiotige meat and cheese tray. Sheade
took on the job of making crackers, pepperoni armebse for Swift while Russt kept his
little vixen well hydrated with copious amountsvediter. As a result the little fox was
fairly soggy; having had to relive himself at leaste each hour as the discussions went
on.

Soon it was time to fix up something for dinner &wbsst excused himself to the kitchen
leaving Sheade and Swift in the family room togethe

"So Swifty, you like those plushies we had madeytar of us?" Sheade asked.
"Yeah." Swift replied, "Dey is cute an' snuggly;ud, not wike da real t'ing."

Sheade chuckled, slipped off the couch and ontdldbe, walking on his knees over to
where Swift sat. "l really am sorry I hit you SwifThe wolf said with all seriousness,
"We had to...you know...check to make sure you realtyemvhere Russt thought you
were...if you know what | mean?"

Swift just looked at the grey timber wolf and nodddlently.

"You've really challenged us to be cleverer than e and that means we have to do
some pretty crazy stuff." Sheade continued to WiSwift nodded quietly once again.

Sheade let out a sigh and finished with, "It realtyuld help me to hear you say you're
not still cross with me."

"So | fell for the "Good Wolf, Big Bad Wolf trick.Swift said sadly dropping out of kit
speak.

"Yep!" Sheade answered proudly a smile on his neuzz|

Swift gave the timber wolf a sly look and inquiredbbing his chin thoughtfully,
"Hmmm...Now how many times did Daddy say you fell foy tricks?"

But Sheade was on top of that and answered witleers"How about | show you on

your bare bottom? You can count the number out bnd clear as | give you a spank for
each occurrence.”
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Swift backed off and returned the conversationtiedsle's request. "I'm not mad at you
Unca Sheade; at least not anymore." Swift repli€dnsidering | only learned about you
being Daddy's mate yesterday | have to say | haea burious to meet you. | was a bit
anxious as well, so when you came in and actedybkedid it surprised and frightened
me and then made me angry. I'll also admit tina@llittle jealous as well and still not
sure | want to share Daddy with you." Swift pauezh finished with, "I've had a lot to
absorb and adjust to over the last three days."

Now it was Sheade's turn to nod silently, but ttrenbig wolf responded, "Swift, |
promise you, like I promised Russt long ago; | widt strike you in anger or for my own
pleasure. However, | reserve the right to be firhen you've shown me you need
correction. Is that satisfactory?"

Swift thought about what Sheade said for a few nmameThen he got up onto his feet
so he was now eye to eye with the timber wolf. tbtiglled forward and gave Sheade a
big hug. While he did, he whispered in the bigfisatar, "I ken a'cept dat Unca."

Sheade tightened his arms around Swift's lithe faiitile and replied back, "You're one
great little cub Swifty."

"Hey?" Russt barked indignantly having just peeiketd see how his "family" was
doing, "What am I; chopped liver?"

Sheade reached for the red wolf plush and movdueas around as he did his best
impersonation of his mate, "Hey, what am |? Chajplper?"

Swift burst out in laughter and Sheade joined hirhe little fox pulled the Sheade plush
into his own lap and did a weak impersonation céegle, "Oh, | forgot! | came over for
a cup of milk."

That had both wolves laughing and then Sheade bnpKk®oo! Ooo! How about this
one?" Switching to Russt's voice he pantomimegtheh to say, "l saw that fox
watching me again from the bushes and | sweardw bis load twice while | was
showering."

Russt swept in and took the timber wolf from Swifid made it say in Sheade's voice,
"Ho, ho, ho. Well | guess that explains why helmed Swift."

"Hey!?" Swift whined, pouting and crossing his pawer his chest, "Dat's nawt funny."

Both Russt and Sheade literally howled in amuseme8tvift's reaction. As the fox
continued they flung the plush wolves at the pdaky The Sheade plush bounced off
his head and landed behind him, but the fox catighted wolf plush as it bounced off
his chest. Their laughter was contagious. Swiftidn't maintain his faux pouting and
soon he joined in their mirth.
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Chapter 5

Swift was strapped into his high chair, the My leitPony bib protecting his pretty dress
from the tomato sauce lightly coating the servihgpral pasta placed in the bowl set
before him. A half finished bottle of milk was fusithin reach to his right and a crust of
Italian bread lay to the left of the bowl.

At the small dinette table Russt and Sheade sasadrom each other enjoying their
pasta dinner with traditional utensils. The twdwes were idly making small talk.
Sheade was sharing what had been going on in tiselewvorld since his mate was
house bound with Swift. Their main interest wasolang the cross fox eat with her
paws. The pasta was slippery and very often slicbdbSwift's grasp, bouncing off her
bib and landing anywhere from back in the bowla@avd in her lap.

"Speaking of getting out of the den." Russt sdideed to run over to the bank and take
care of a couple things. Do you have time tomomaovning to come over and watch
her?"

"Why not just take her with you?" Sheade askedenattfactly. Swift's ears perked and
he looked up at Russt, eyes pleading. "You aréidemt that she's submitted to you
right?" Sheade added, with emphasis on "are."

"Oh, I'm not worried about that." Russt repliedn'worried about the Pack's reaction to
her before the Elders make their judgment. Thezgust too many who'd prefer a good
lynching to what we're doing."

The revelation sent a chill up Swift's back.

"Good point." The timber wolf conceded, "What timeuld be good?"

Russt gave a short laugh and answered, "l waspgit to ask you that same question.
How about you come on over around eight tomorrowning. You can get our girl

ready for the day while | cook us a nice breakfast?

"Sounds like a plan.” Sheade said. The large wotfed to Swift, reached up and tussled
her head fur and asked, "How's that sound to yanXie

"It sound gud Unca." Swift yerfed. His responsesmwiacompletely enthusiastic, and his
eyes showed worry, but neither his Daddy nor hideuappeared to notice.

The fox managed to eat the last noodle after tigs and was gnawing on the crust of
bread when Russt stood up to begin to clear tHe.te&heade turned his attention to
Swift and was teasing the little vixen by walking hlaws along the edge of the wooden
tray then lunging forward to tickle the fox's side.
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"I'm gunna get ya." Sheade teased, "I'm gunnaageGotchya! Giddy, giddy, giddy,
giddy!"

Each time, Swift broke out in laughter and gigglesd tried to wiggle away but the
confines of the high chair seat and the locked taéle limited his ability to avoid the
tickling claws.

Russt started to wash the few dishes, silverwadepats that they had used for dinner.
He looked over his shoulder at the commotion amdroented, "Sheade, could you clean
the cub up from dinner? Then you can take hertmtdamily room and play some
more."

"Okay...Dear." Sheade placed additional emphasi©ienwbrd "dear" as if they were a
married couple. He took the plastic containeraifyowipes down off a nearby shelf,
pulled a damp wipe out of the box and began to wipen Swifty's muzzle, cheeks and
paw pads. The tomato sauce was especially stulamatithe timber wolf went through a
half dozen wipes before he was satisfied. Allwide he faux growled at the persistent
sauce to the delight and giggles of their littheen.

Removing her My Little Pony bib, Sheade set it asrémoved the tray and unbuckled
his pretty little niece from the high chair. Theathrew her over his shoulder and
bounced into the family room.

Delightfully Swifty cried out, "Whoa...oh...oh...oh...oh..i1 a wave of sound in time
with each rise and fall of the dark wolf's bouncstgps.

Russt just smiled and shook his head. As he washeédinsed the dishes, he heard the
delightful sound of Swift's cries of surprise afterch menacing growl uttered by Sheade
followed by a chorus of giggles and laughter. diswery nice to hear that sound echoing
through the chambers and passageways of his ddeydien. The red wolf had little
doubt that Sheade and Swift would hit it off, itsyast one more part of a plan that was
coming together nicely.

Russt checked the clock as he dried off the lasbefore putting it away. "Quarter after
seven already?" He wuffed softly in surprise thesught, "Where has the day gone?"
The red wolf turned, looked toward the family rodms ears filled again with joy and
laughter, and suddenly he felt none of it. Russ&tll®wed, ran a paw through his head
fur and then said flatly, "Sheade? Please takétsinio the "play room. It's time."

On the other side of the wall Sheade's smiling faoged cold and expressionless. He
looked down at the smiling fox, lying on her backtbe couch, her dress unkempt from
play. Swift took one last playful swipe toward 8He's muzzle, missing by several
inches and giggled again. "Come on Swifty." Shesade seriously, all the play gone
from his heart and his voice as he scooped hentoghis arms and carried her through
the kitchen and down the hall.
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Russt led the way. He stopped at the door todftedcross the hall from the bedroom,
put a key in the lock and opened it. Uncharastieslly, it swung silently on its hinges.
The red wolf moved out of the way and walked i@ bedroom across the hall. Sheade
carried their vixen into the dark and mysteriougygoom."

Sheade flipped a switch on the wall to the lefthaf door and six, dual lamped, sconces,
dimly illuminated the room. The walls had a dadk evainscot to about a meter off the
eggshell white, sheet vinyl floor. Above the chait the walls were red velvet to the
ceiling which was painted jet black. There wepenndows or other doors visible,
except for the one they walked through, leadingriout of this room.

To one side, against the wall was a tall wardrdteethose they used in the bedroom. On
the other side of the room was a 32" televisiomp#mented by an adequate home
entertainment system. Standing against the fdrst@bd an institutional grey metal crib,
with locking top and strategically placed restragpoints. Beneath this was a set of
open shelves containing a full range of diaperssumplies. Beside the crib was a small
kitchenette with wall cabinets, an under countéigerator and a small bar sink. To
either side of the doorway and at various placesgthe side walls were an eclectic
array of wooden furniture and equipment, each sfiganodified for purposes Swift

could only imagine.

The center piece of the room was a pier mountdd,talso meters long and a half meter
wide, standing about a meter tall and upholstenduack leather. Several levers and
knobs sprouted from the pier and there were twal) and a half diameter steel rings
securely bolted into the long and short side ah eacner.

Swift's heart skipped a beat as he realized whastRand Sheade used this room for, and
his mind wandered to how it might have been uselimself had he not been as inclined
to cooperate. The cross fox was once again fillitd the same dread and uncertainty
that had nearly overtaken him after he had fouedstrength stand up to Sheade in order
to save his Daddy this afternoon.

Sheade carried Swift over to the metal crib. Title svas already down and the top
secured open against the wall. The timber walSsdft down and began to remove her
dress. The black vinyl mattress was hard and itiseldive at all under his weight. Swift
was fairly certain it would be very uncomfortabbetty to sleep on.

Sheade slowly and deliberately unsnapped the falec the zipper and unzipped it
down to her waist. Then he slipped the dress @p ber head and laid it over the
aluminum head board. He unsnapped the tail taltierhumba panties and the double
diapers then helped Swift into a lying positiontbe mattress. The wolf hiked the
panties down over the fox's feet paws, unclaspeddinr diaper pins and removed both
wet diapers. Sheade gave Swift's bottom and @svatquick cleaning with a pair of
baby wipes and by that time, Russt had returned.

"Daddy!" Swift cried out. It was the first noise had uttered since entering this room.
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"Is he ready?" Russt asked his mate, ignoring tiéscoutburst.
"Yes." Sheade answered curtly.

"Please gather what we need." Russt instructedSaedde nodded, walked to the
wardrobe and opened it. The red wolf moved andkgld Swift's view drawing the fox's
attention to himself and the paddle in his paws.

Looking at the fox the red wolf asked, "Swift? Pau have something to ask of me?"

"Daddy, please punish me to help me understandrtibes of my ways," Swift began,
then paused a moment to remember the rest befocequting, "and repay my debt to the
Pack."

"Very good." Russt said, offering his hand out wif§ who was now completely naked.
He took hold of his Daddy's paw, hopped off thetreas and let himself be led to the
table in the middle of the room. The top of tHeléehad a unique design. A circle in the
middle with seams which ran from the edge of theleidown the center of the length of
the table. An odd angled notch was inset froncth@er of the long sides, in toward the
edge of the circle.

He only had the moment to take in the curious pate the table before Russt
instructed, "Up on the table on your stomach, forsaand paws over your head. Look
straight at the table. Do not move your head."

Swift complied silently, crawling up on the tableddying as instructed. He felt
something soft being secured to his ankles ande¢heh one was pulled tight. A few
seconds later, he felt the same happening at east) however when those were pulled
tight, his body was stretched across the lengthetable and the fox let out a grunt in
protest. Instinctively he tested the restraint faund himself securely bound.

Sheade walked into view now, wearing a lab coataapdir of elbow length, medical
green, latex gloves. He could hear the squeakhat We imagined was a similar pair of
gloves being donned by his Daddy. It was followgdhe rustle of fabric as the red wolf
put on a lab coat also. There was a click aserlemnder the table was pressed and the
table rose slowly into the air with a gentle higgiother click and Swift let out a yelp of
surprise as the table suddenly split apart atdgs.| It slowly spread to about 45 degrees
before stopping.

Sheade attached the thick leather collar aroundt'Sweck and strapped the fox's bushy
tail to a ring on the back of the collar to keepptand out of the way. Russt applied a
thin layer of cream across the fox's bottom whiolwl/ began to warm. Then the red
wolf's claw began to probe the fox's exposed pydibricating it with the same
warming lotion.
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Swift hadn't really thought much about it, but lzelh't been pleasured all day. So as
Russt's claws worked their magic on his anus, Swifember was showing his
affirmation of the attention. Whatever Russt waisg to warm his haunches was doubly
sensitive when spread inside his warm, pink flowledidn't burn, but it was enough to
convey discomfort and soon the fox was wrigglingrash as he could strapped to the
table.

Russt inserted three suppositories into the unstiggeand distressed young fox and
then plugged Swift's ass tight with a medium sidido.

Swift sucked in a breath then let out a "Yip" as Iuitt was stretched, filled and
throbbing now from the chemically induced heat.

"Swift." Russt began, "It is now time for your dapunishment. You will be paddled,
one swat for each wolf, and one swat for each mawéry night, until we deem your
debt paid.”

There was a click and the table pivoted uprighd teear vertical position. Swift's weight
was held up by his bound wrists and he was nowkfnafor the soft padding inserted
around the insides of the cuffs. His ears splayédo the side and all he could see was
the black leather hide, covering the table. Thenddhe was waiting for was not long in
coming.

"Whoosh...Smack!" The paddle landed with precisiorhs exposed haunch, then
another fell upon the other. It wasn't all thatdhdout the surprise of it caused the young
fox to let out a sad, "Whimper." After a slightys&, two more blows landed; a pause
then two more.

Swift heard the paddle exchange wielders, and tinefamiliar, "Whoosh...Smack!"
Sheade reversed the order striking the left chiestkrfow and the right second. After a
dozen swats, the cross fox's haunches were glopunigand the sting was beginning to
over power the throbbing inside his bottom.

Swift gritted his teeth and closed his eyes tighRasst took possession of the paddle
again. Soon the flat surface found its mark onoeenagainst each of Swift's buttocks.
At the end of 18, Swift's bottom was red beneaghfini and on fire. Tears were
beginning to flow down his cheeks.

Regardless of the fact that Swift had no purchate his foot paws, in which to move,
instinctively he tried anyway. The next six fadiisthe paddle raised the intensity of pain
to his threshold and his cheeks were beet redlekg he struggled against the bonds
holding his wrists and he cried and whimpered freew; unable to hold the emotions
back.

By the end of the next round of paddling, Swift leedered into what can only be
described as a "submissive black out." He washaze where nightmares met reality.
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The fox had no control of his faculties and wasafubuch with everything his body
tried to do to avoid each painful blow assaultirgtraunches. Even after the last blow
landed, the pain and throbbing persisted, and db@g fox's mind continued to block it
out. Shuddering, crying like a cub, and still gub-space” he only vaguely felt the plug
slip out of his bottom as his body wracked withsolhe warmth inside and outside of
his bottom was all he really knew for a long, lamigjle.

Slowly, as the minutes ticked by, Swift regainecaeamess of his surroundings. It was as
if the receding pain led him back to his senseg tmbe replaced by a steadily building
urgency to evacuate. Only then did Swift reallzat he hadn't been re-diapered. He
risked a look to either side. The wardrobe stdoded when he looked to the left.
Looking to the right he saw himself, from the baak,the television monitor, trussed up
and hanging on the vertically oriented table, gte apart. The fox looked back at the
table, perked his ears, held is breath and listelaed no one else was heard in the room;
the only sound was his heart, beating in his elieswas alone with the building pressure
in his bowels.

Swift looked back at the picture of himself on thkevision. He struggled against his
bonds and watched himself move on the monitor.rélglRusst and Sheade had to be
watching him." Swift thought. Then he said, owtdoin a sing-song way, "You forgot to
diaper me Daddy."

His words were absorbed into the soft velvet wallaring, but there remained no
reaction or movement. Swift shifted again andansy regretted it. The pressure behind
his sphincter rushed forward, but Swift was abledtch it and hold it back. The
demands subsided and Swift cried out more seriptidgddy! | need to mess and I'm
not diapered!"

An angry rumble in Swift's abdomen was not the ardive fox wanted to hear. The
pressure in his bowels rolled forward like a wasteadily increasing in pressure.
Cramps began to grow in potency within his abdomEBEme intensity continued to rise
exponentially and soon Swift writhed in a differentt of discomfort and pain. He cried
out pitifully, "Please! Daddy! | need a diaper!"

There was no answer, no response. Swift clencisegius with all his might, but what
he needed was to close his legs or better yetpgih. He was fighting a losing battle
whose conclusion was quickly coming. Desperat#) teiars in his eyes once again,
Swift cried out, admitting to himself and anyoneaidhlisten, "I want to be diapered!
Please! Oh please Daddy! Unca Sheade! AnyoiedsP | want...to be
diapered...before I.1...1... MESS!I"
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Chapter 6

As soon as he had said it, he did it. Wave afterenof slick, brown, smelly mess issued
from his sore and burning anus. The fight to hblsthck was exhausting, but the relief
from the pain and pressure was replaced by th@hand humiliation of "messing the
den." Swift's bladder was next to let go; thedlddittle foxie penis made a golden
puddle on the floor, further adding to his embasnasnt.

Hanging limply now from his bonds, spent and emf@tyift heard paws pad into the
room. Behind him he heard a low grunt, somethiesaMy was lifted and then they left
the room. Over his own stench, which had filleel thom, he could make out Russt's
scent nearby and that knowledge comforted himwgieno longer alone; he would once
again be cared for.

A small fan somewhere whirred to life, followed &yamiliar clink and the table slowly
rotated parallel to the floor. Another clink andiff's legs were brought back together, a
latex lined paw reaching under to lift his pee-pad sack clear before the table was
closed. The fox relaxed as the cuffs around hikdes and wrists were released, he was
rolled over and carried limply out of the room iis Daddy's arms.

Soft words comforted him as Russt soothed, "I''preaid of you my little one. You're
such a good girl." It was just the kind of "aftare" the young fox needed. "You've
made your uncle and me very, very happy with yosagpess." Russt continued to coo to
his little girl.

The red wolf walked her into the bedroom and laed down on the vinyl pad of the
changing table. Sheade walked in behind themyiogrthe paddle. Swift hadn't noticed
it before, but both his uncle and daddy had beempbetely naked under the lab coats.
Russt wiped Swift's thighs and bottom down witloagpte wipes to clean up what little
residue remained. Swift murred at the attentiom he raised an eyebrow and looked at
Russt when he saw Sheade hand the paddle ovey Baddy when he had finished.

Russt simply held the paddle up in front of Swiftldhe fox remembered what he had to
do. Slowly he sat up, leaned forward, kissed #wdpe and yerfed, "T'ank 'oo fer
correctin' me." Russt moved the paddle away aspsd to the side. Sheade took his
place before the little vixen and stooped downa o he was eye to eye with the fox.
Swift leaned forward and gave Sheade a lick orchisek. "T'ank 'oo for correctin' me
Unca Sheade."” Swift said, then gave the big timiagf a hug.

"You're welcome dear.” Sheade whispered in his El@rreleased the fox and stepped
back taking the lab coat off and draping it onltled.

Swift got just a tiny glimpse of the timber wolheath and shapely buttocks before

Russt moved back in front of him and blocked heswi He almost leaned around his
Daddy to continue to look at his uncle, but he ngaaiato resist and instead looked at
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Russt and yerfed, "T'ank 'oo Daddy fer correctounbad lil vixen." Swift planted a
kiss on Russt's cheek and they both held each fithevany moments.

"You're welcome my little girl." Russt wuffed, "Nofer being such a good girl all day
and taking your punishment so well, Uncle Sheadkl drave a special treat for you. You
may use grown up speak."

"Oh?" Swift yerfed curiously, and Sheade walkedrdwestand before Swift while Russt
removed his lab coat and now all three canines Wenrhe fur."

"Did you enjoy your session in our "play room?" &the asked Swift.

"In retrospect, now that it's over, it was the mogtnse thing I've ever experienced.”
Swift admitted.

"That's great to hear Swifty." Sheade replied geslyi "Your Daddy needs some play
time and | was wondering if you'd like to help me?"

"Would I'" Swift blurted out in excitement and Ru$isished with joy and anticipation.
"What do you need me to do Unca Sheade?"

Sheade chuckled, set his paws under Swift's arché@fted him down from the
changing table. As he did he told Swift, "I needi yo do exactly what | tell you to do
and to trust me." With the fox's paws on the fldineade took Swift's paw in his and
Russt's sheath in the other, eliciting a "Yipe'hirthe red wolf, and the naked furs were
led back into the "play room."

"Stay." The tone at which it was spoken was endagkhe two red canines to comply
without question. They stood where they had be#rahd watched as Sheade gathered
what he needed and arranged a few things for ittrforay. Out of the wardrobe he
retrieved a pair of thick, construction grade, kpads, a blind fold, a dildo gag, a riding
crop and a small canine dildo with a short, whiteewvrapped around the base just
beneath the knot. He tossed the knee-pads to Ritkshe instructions, "Put those on
whelp." The rest of the items he laid out neatiytlze table in the middle of the room.

Russt complied with no hesitation and practiced.sBwift was about to turn and help
his Daddy with one of the straps, but a look ofcéhand a quick shake of the head was
all Swift needed to still himself.

Sheade seemed to ignore them both however as legl pighwn a one-litre bottle of water
based lube from the wall cabinets over the coutiten turned and selected one of the
special chairs seated against the wall to the ogltite door. With a gentle push, the
door swung silently on its hinges and shut wittul, @lick. The timber wolf placed the
chair to the side of the table, near the head,exvigp the crop in his paw, and turned to
inspect Russt's job.
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He slid the flapper under the top edge of the rggd, pulled back and seemed satisfied
with its application. He did the same with thd,l&fien suddenly and with frightening
swiftness, the crop was out, zipping through thead contacting with a sharp snap
against Russt left haunch. "Tighter whelp!" helgbd. Swift flinched and as Russt bent
over to adjust the top buckle, Sheade landed thi@e snaps of the crop against the red
wolf's tight ass.

Swift winced with each crack of the riding crop dRdsst let out a surprised gasp.

The dark wolf walked over to the leather coverdidaand retrieved the dildo gag. He
handed it to Russt, pointed at Swift and said, iPamh him." Russt took it and moved to
stand behind Swift's back. A long, black, rublof#ido, mounted to a small rectangular
piece of rubber, which kept the gag in place anibse and chin, and which the leather
straps are attached to, was slipped into the foxzzle. It had been designed to be used
on larger canines; the dildo was exceptionallydaggch that it tickled the back of Swift's
throat, and the straps were longer than needegctoes around the fox's head.

Swift watched as Sheade took the actual rubbeoddiibped it through a specially
placed hole in the seat of the chair and clampedgtace underneath. He adjusted the
soft, supple toy so that it was perfectly orientgtile the white wire hung freely below,
hanging just above the floor. Sheade looked geoRusst struggling with the long
leather straps.

With speed that belied his size, Sheade was at &nif Russt's side and verbally
berating the smaller, red wolf. "Of all the incoatgnt boobs, | am stuck with you
whelp!" He began, and the crop snapped twice agRinsst's haunches, "That's it!

You'll be bitch for both of us. Perhaps then ydadrn to do what you're told, when your
told, with alacrity!" The crop found its mark foorore times before the gag was more
than firmly tied into place and filling Swift's mzie.

"Vixen." Sheade wuffed and Swift turned his heatbtik at him, eyes wide and fearful.
Sheade pointed to the table and ordered, "To thle.td&keep your hind paws on the floor
and lay your chest down on it. Keep your tail higyou know what's good for you."
Swift didn't need to be told twice and in thregostevas at the table and his white chest
fur was firmly against the contrasting black leathe

"Whelp, prepare the vixen to take her place.” Shdemtked out firmly. Swift had no
idea what that meant, but he knew he'd find outtshoRusst was at his side, had picked
up the bottle of lube, and had a good bit runniogml his fingers. "Do the job right bitch.
If she so much as whimpers when she takes herigiéagme out of your ass." Swift
heard Sheade threaten. The fox had to admit,cérgesthat was playing out filled him
with a mixture of anxiety and pleasure that he @mgsying. It was beginning to show in
obvious ways.

Suddenly, Swift sucked in a breath around the gagascene evolved and Russt slipped
two claw digits past Swift's sphincter and stretthievide. The red wolf pulled them out
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slowly, then thrust them back in again, repeativggdame process he had on the young
fox the previous evening. In and out; in and augnd out; steadily increasing in speed.
Russt pulled his paw digits out, applied more lahd repeated the process again.

As Swift's hips began to buck, and his member seekainst the side of the table,
Sheade finally barked, "Enough!" Russt's clawisfiad their circuit and then slipped out
of the cross fox's rear. "Whelp. Put those pagitslin your muzzle and suck on them."
Sheade ordered and Russt complied with only a mtsneesitation. Sheade reached
over, took the bottle of lube and drizzled a fairoaunt over the tip of the dildo projecting
from the seat of the chair.

Swift watched, fixated, as the clear liquid ran doover the 6 inches of length and then
around the 2" of simulated canine knot. A softcegicompletely uncharacteristic of the
scene thus far, brought him back to reality. "8@iSheade said softly, and the fox
looked up at him. "Sit." Sheade said the word@icldy and sharply that the fox could
not but comply. He skittered over to the chair poditioned his pucker over the tip,
holding himself up by his paws.

Both wolves watched as the aroused cross fox laieiraself down onto the faux wolf
cock. They observed Swift's eyes grew wide agighglipped in, widened at the shaft
and then narrowed two inches above the seat afithie. Russt gritted his teeth. The
shaft was the easy part; it was the knot which i@drhim.

The knot worried Swift too. His arms were tiringle might have the stamina yet to push
himself up and off the dildo, but he had no ideatithe consequences of that might be
and he wasn't about to chance it. He'd have ¢othé bullet and not whimper unless he
wanted to see his Daddy...his friend...switched witnriding crop.

Russt and Sheade watched as Swift's arms gaveTbatcross fox hovered for a few
moments, held up by his tight little pucker; budvely his own weight drove him deeper
and deeper onto the knot. Wider and wider his avassstretched and Swift squinted his
eyes tightly and bit the dildo strapped into hiszala. Swift was nearing his threshold of
pain; when that happened, the fox wouldn't be sb&ippress a whimper. As he
balanced on the knife edge, without warning higdsmotsmacked against the hard
wooden chair and the pain slowly ebbed, replacethé&yarm glow of success and
fullness.

In unison, Swift and Russt both let out a sigh.e Téx opened his eyes again and saw
both wolves standing three feet away, each witthgang hard member. While his
imagination was now creating scenarios in his nahahat the timber wolf had in store
for them, Sheade moved around to strap Swift'sesrigjainst the front legs of the chair,
and his wrists to a ring on the back of the sét.was now impaled on a wolf cock and
his penis was just as happy as theirs' were.

"Okay Bitch, your cheeks get a reprieve, but yas @ill always belong to me." Sheade
broke the silence, "Now, on your knees and takejtiey fopsicle into your muzzle."
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Russt dropped to his knees and crawled over, pedigtiputting his muzzle into Swift's
lap. The fox watched the large teeth rush to ckwsend his member and instinctively he
tried to flinch away. When he did, pain and pleasxploded together in his bottom.
Russt's warm tongue slid against the fox's semesttibck and the shiver that went down
Swift's spine lit up beautiful feelings in his burhe little cross fox closed his eyes and
rocked his head back, murring around the gag.

A drawer shut in the wardrobe and Swift focusedelyiss on something white Sheade
held in his paw as he walked back over. Seeindaxie curiosity he laughed, "Heh, it's
wireless." Then ran a slide switch up to half Witk thumb and the dildo in his bottom
vibrated to life.

"Mmmff!" Swift uttered around the gag as the vilwas filled his bottom, shook his
penis against the inside of Russt's muzzle anddgteup into his upper abdomen and
lower thighs.

"Feels good doesn't it vixen?" Sheade asked anfbxheodded emphatically. The
timber wolf smiled, turned the intensity down aaddhed as he watched the fox's ears
wilt. "Aww, poor foxie woxie. Did the nice feelys go bye bye?" Sheade teased, "Well
we can't have you getting to far ahead of me. @it doesn't get her foxie shake until |
fill her with mine. If the bitch does, then shgting to get a spanking, and I'm pretty
sure she'll remember that when it comes time te gou your's tomorrow Swifty vix."

Swift gave him just the reaction he was hopingafiod now the fox was doing everything
he could to stop himself from enjoying Russt's stitaitions.

Sheade smiled, lubed up his stiff cock, droppedrdtmone knee and slowly guided his
dark tip against Russt's pucker. He looked aheddaticed that Russt had slowed his
pleasuring of the fox. The timber wolf would havene of that. A swat of the crop
against Russt's outer thigh had two effects: fireatbecame more enthusiastic with
providing phallacio to the fox; second, the redfviotust his bottom onto Sheade's cock
with relative ease.

Now all three canines sighed with pleasure, bubhem all, Russt was the happiest. He
was pleasing both of his mates at the same time.

# # #
Sheade lay panting against Russt's back as hedaaitéis knot to recede. Swift rocked
and yipped in sensory overload as Russt continméidk every drop of cum off of the
fox's own engorged member. The red wolf just re¢téh the glow and musky scent of
of three canines who had just shown each otherst wmnderful time.

"Ahhh." Sheade sighed, "Russt, you are wonderful."
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Russt licked his lips and raised his head off off@nacock, "As are you dear. You're an
excellent Dom. What a nice, simple scene to intoedSwift into our trio. What do you
think my little vixen?"

"Arlink'zo'so0." Swift mumbled something impercdgé around the gag and that got
Sheade and Russt laughing.

"Hey Swift. Don't you know it's rude to talk wigtour mouth full?" Sheade jeered.

"What?" Russt feigned disappointment, "I'm a falas a Daddy. Dress her up but can't
take 'er anywhere."

"Mmm, mmm. Mmm, mmm" Swift mumbled.

"Sounds like he likes the taste of wolf cock, héne&le?" Russt took his opportunity to
poke fun at the fox.

"Mmm, mmmmm, good." Sheade imitated, "That's whatHearing out of our Swifty
fox."

Swift blushed, hung his head and shook it from sideide. He was just as stuck as they
were; even more so because he was tied down twhthe Suddenly the cock in his
bottom came alive and the fox looked up in shoak surprise as Sheade played with the
wireless controller for the vibrator.

"What's the matter foxie?" Sheade laughed, "Codkygar tongue?"

Swift bounced and wiggled to no avail while Shepldgred with the settings on the
vibrator. Both wolves found teasing the helplésgaled fox to be great fun. All the
feelings of fullness, helplessness, humiliation stnchulation were quite pleasurable for
Swifty as well.

"Hey! | think he's going to blow again." Russt coented as he watched the fox's knot
began to grow again.

Sheade craned his head around and noticed thetbamgeafter Russt had pointed it out.
"Well go qgit it boy! Ruff! Ruff!" Sheade encourad his partner.

Russt did just that and with a little bit of cadegiongue work he earned himself a second
helping.
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Chapter 7

Russt left the room to run a warm bath for thelv.c®heade walked over to the bedroom
to clean his member off with a few of Swift's wipeSwift was left alone, tied with his
faux wolf with a dildo gag locked in his muzzlehdlittle fox was spent...twice...and
drool matted his lower jaw. It had been a verysuane, but the pleasure his position
previously granted gave way to discomfort; he hadmoice but to endure it until he was
released.

The big timber wolf slowly got himself dressed befbe wandered back over to the play
room. He untied the dildo gag from around Swhead and laid it on the black leather
table. Sheade loosened the bonds which had helidtts arms and legs tight to the
chair next. Tipping the chair forward and holditgfront feet on the floor, Sheade said
to Swift, "Your turn to untie now sweetie. Takeuydime; I'll hold the chair for you."

Pulling himself off the dildo was more difficultpd no less painful. That was one of the
downsides to playing with toys compared to the tieialg. Swift gritted his teeth and
with his knees bent and arms forward to catch hiimise leaned forward and tried let his
weight draw himself off of the wolf cock.

"You may have to push, like you're having a bowelyament, to help it along Swifty."
Sheade suggested.

The advice helped. After four more tries, Swittdet a pained yelp followed by a
pronounced pop. Next thing he knew he was ondgspand knees, panting to catch his
breath, while the stinging in his anus graduallyssded.

"Good girl!" Sheade praised. He ruffled her headaind gave the little fox some time to
recover. Several minutes later, the big wolf hehedwater stop running and knew it was
time. He scooped Swift up in his paws, and carniedinto the bathroom where Russt
had a lovely bubble bath ready for their cub. $Sleegently lowered the spent fox into
bed of bubbles and the warm water below.

"That was quick." Russt observed, looking at Sheade

"Yeah, she didn't do too badly for her first tim8lHeade answered, "I'm impressed.”
The red wolf nodded in agreement while he begdather up a thick sponge to begin
cleaning down his little girl. Sheade backed awag watched his mate go about this
intimate task, just he and his little girl.

"Sheade?" Russt began, "How about getting thinggdyéor her change. While you're

there, why don't you take out that sleeper yourhade for her." He turned to look at the
dark wolf with a smile on his muzzle.
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Sheade returned the smile glad to have somethidg.tdde replied, "Sure thing." With
a bounce in his step, the timber wolf turned affickhe bathroom.

Russt smiled and then looked back at Swift wholteeh watching quietly. The red wolf
said, "It's important to make your Dominant feetded and useful.” That made Swift
giggle and Russt joined her.

A thorough scrubbing and washing was followed Iflyitly towel drying and then a few
minutes in the fur dryer. Russt picked his girlamul carried her into the bedroom where
Sheade had been exceptionally busy. Laid out@wrltnging table were two thick,
cloth diapers. Nearby was a pair of pale yellomyl’/pants and hanging over the crib rail
was a yellow, flannel sleeper with a white zippeing from the ankle to what appeared
to be the neck.

As they walked past, Sheade offered a pacifieigmiece and Swift took it willingly

into his muzzle. Russt sat her down on the changadand reached for the long bristled
brush. He brushed down Swifts floofed up fur aerioved the bits of dead undercoat
and guard furs left behind by the day's activiti#se wolf worked around the fox's form
with practiced efficiency finishing up with Swifthite tipped brush.

After her brushing, Swift was laid down on the ahiaig pad and the safety strap was
secured across her chest. Russt handed his/litda her red wolf plush which she
snuggled graciously. Sheade, however, quickbpsid the red plush out of her paws
and replaced it with the timber wolf plush. WhemsBt looked at him in shock, he
laughed and threw the red plush at his mate.

Russt reversed the plush with a smirk and a sadistHa" and threw the timber wolf

plush at Sheade. This went on, and on, for allwaetrounds full of feigned indignance
and pouting which had just the effect they werangdor; the room was full of joyous
laughter from their little girl. Eventually shedhed onto both plush and this appeared to
appease her lupine caretakers.

Swift turned his head to look over at Sheade, wdmb letreated to the bed and was
paging through a story book he had selected fobéddime story. Russt was busy
slathering kit lotion across his haunches, sheathtammy. Swift noticed a bottle of
milk waiting for him on the night stand and feltwarm and happy inside that Sheade
was really interested in becoming close outsideeaf The big timber wolf had been
quite industrious in the fifteen minutes or so tihédok for him to get bathed and dried
off.

The scent of baby powder suddenly assailed his aode&wift turned his head to see a
faint cloud of white enveloping him. "Ah-Choo!" Haeezed the small particulates out
of his nose.

"Bless you Swifty." Sheade said.
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"Ooo0! Sorry about that little one." Russt apol@giz"lt came out a little fast.”

The pins which Russt used to hold the diapersanghad little pink bunnies on them.
Next Russt hiked the vinyl panties into place. $trap was unclipped and the red wolf
helped his vixen roll over so he could snap theelia and plastic pants over top of her
tail.

"Sheade,"” Russt turned his head and began, "Staelg for her jammies if you'd like to
bring them over?"

The timber wolf put the book down, pushed himséltlee bed with a broad smile and
retrieved the flannel sleeper. He turned it aroand held it up by the shoulders to show
it to their cub.

Swift watched as the zipper disappeared arounkdedack of the sleeper and on the front
was a screen of a little orange fox with a blacipstrunning from his nose, up his
forehead and over his head; just like him. TheHad bows around its ears and one
where the red and white on the tail met. Aboveftixavere the words, "Daddy's Lil

Girl."

Swift smiled, blushed and yerfed, "Awww Unca Sheatliv it." The cross fox pointed
a claw at the little vixen on the shirt and ask#d,Swifty?"

Sheade smiled and nodded, "Yep, it's you littleemiX

Russt helped Sheade put the sleeper on Swift.tWwdi&volves realized rather quickly
why sleepers for cubs are normally designed wighzipper down the chest and front of
the leg, rather than the opposite. With some gftbey got Swift rolled over, his thick
tail threaded through, and the sleeper zippedTiere was a strip of matching flannel
which, when snapped in place, laid across the zigb¢he collar, and made it difficult
for the wearer to take it off without assistance.

Like the diapers enveloping his loins, the sleegerloped his whole body and added to
his sense of security and well being. It was wasofi, and comfy, like getting a big,
warm hug. Swift felt happy all over and now needadutlet to show it. Sitting up now
Swift reached out to give Sheade a kiss and aumg h

With the fox's arms clasped around his neck, tihédr wolf slid her off the changing
pad, walked over to the bed and sat down with ¢kteoh his lap. "I'm very glad you like
your sleeper Swifty." He said, "Now | have a vepgaal story here that | hope you'll
like too. But first..." Sheade reached over for biogtle of warm milk and handed it to
Swift who took it and immediately put the nipplédrhis muzzle.

Sheade and Russt smiled and the timber wolf reagtedfor the book. He read the

title, "The Brave Little Cub and the Witch in thedRHood." Turning the page, the
charcoal gray wolf began to read, "Once upon a threee was a little she wolf cub who
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loved to pick flowers for her grand-dame. One dmyshe was skipping down the trail,
she was set upon by an old crone wearing an olti@ed and cloak. 'Hello dear.' She
said in her raspy voice, 'Where is a nice little-slib like you going on this fine day?'
'Why, I'm off to my grand-dame's with a paw fullfagshly picked flowers to freshen up
her den.” The little cub answered with a smifuch a good little girl you are.’ The crone
praised, 'You run along. | shall not keep you limger." 'Bye!" the little cub replied.
She waved as she set off, skipping down the pati var tail wagging happily after. But
the crone was really an evil witch and she hadrgttens. Winter was coming and soon
she'd have to endure the cold in her old red hoddcbbak. She needed that little cub's
fur pelt if she was to stay warm through the wint8o she took off on her magic broom
and flew with all speed to beat the little cub & grand-dame's den.”

Russt leaned in and whispered, "I can't believepioked this story. It's going to give
her nightmares."

"Shush.” Sheade admonished, turning another page.

Swift remembered listening as the witch arrivedraind-dame's den and found it was
vacant. Finding a picture of the old she wolf ba tresser, she used her magic to change
her appearance. Then, the witch feigned illnesiSlay in the bed for the little she-wolf
cub to arrive. That was all Swift remembered befrccumbing to the effects of the
warm milk and drifting off to sleep.

Russt tapped Sheade on the knee and quietly mdttorthe sleeping fox in the timber
wolf's arm. Sheade closed the book and put it dolenstory unfinished. He rose gently
from the bed, cradling the fox kit in his arm aadlIthe vixen down in her crib. Pulling
the blanket over her lithe body and up to her sthensl, Sheade made sure to put the
timber wolf plush closer than the red wolf one.aftvon him another frown and a
scolding shake of the head from Russt which onlgertae playful rib that much funnier.

"The witch was never seen from again and the Wi cub lived happily ever after."
Sheade whispered, "Sweet dreams Swifty. See ytheimorning." The big wolf
backed away and moved to the door of the bedroom.

Russt stepped over to the crib, reached down anttlydgushed his paw through Swift's
head fur. "Good night Swifty." He whispered, "Véyou. Sleep well." He reached
down to move the red wolf plush closer, but at thatnent, Swift reached out in his
sleep and snuggled the Sheade plush close to éxg$. cRusst looked over to the doorway
and gave Sheade a dirty look.

Sheade covered his muzzle with his paw and fougrerhain silent, but his mirth was
clearly present in his eyes.

Shaking his head, Russt walked over to the CD plagd turned it on to play soft

lullabies. The red wolf left the light on the ntghble lit before roughly shoving Sheade
out of the doorway and closing the door quietlyibethim.

- 44 -



# # #

The rainy day gave way to a crisp, clear, moond&gsonce the sun had set. Russt and
Sheade sat in the backyard, enjoying a glass of e some casual conversation.

"The Alpha and Beta are beautiful tonight." Russtl sgazing up at a pair of familiar,
circumpolar constellations, "They circle each othight after night in a never ending
battle for reign over the pack."

"Yep." Sheade agreed looking up as well. He pditdea faint smudge inside the larger
constellation and added, "The skies are exceptipdalk and transparent tonight. You
can see the Alpha's Heart nebula naked eye." 'Weld get your telescope out.” The
large wolf finished with enthusiasm.

"Yeah, | should, but | don't really have astronoomymy mind right now." Russt
conveyed to his friend."”

Sheade chuckled and teased, "You've got fox obithie."

On the other side of Russt's den, the knob onrtirve Hoor turned quietly, the latch
making an imperceptible click, then it swung fordiguietly on its hinges.

"When haven't | had fox on the brain bro?" Russkéal at his mate and smiled, "But
now I'm just...l don't know how to describe it. Anealzisn't the right word | want to
use."

"Overwhelmed?" Sheade suggested.

A grayish-black furred wolf slipped over the threkhand padded slowly down the
hallway along the wall. He heard faint voices frahread and paused.

"Yeah, that describes it better." Russt repliedightened, "The more | learn about Swift
the more complicated this whole idea and my fesliiog her get. It's getting very hard
to continue like we had agreed on when we startedean, initially we expected this to
be very difficult and we were set to give Swift alagely no choice in everything we do
to her. But I'm feeling more and more that I'eeliker to consent to being treated as she
is. It's a damnable time to hatch a conscienca@&he

The dark wolf laughed and responded, "I think axrlias already consented Russt.
Otherwise he'd have been gone when she openedohéhis afternoon.” Sheade paused
to collect his thoughts before he admitted, "Trast | had to hide my surprise lest | ruin
the whole masquerade we had set up. | doubt Vd haen able to catch her if she had
picked that moment to bolt. But if you need torhie&om her muzzle, | think you'll be
happy with her response.”
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Padding into the kitchen, the intruder spied the wolves, red and charcoal gray,
lounging in chairs, safe and comfy in their repugrdestyle, with their backs to the den
and defenses down.

Russt was glad for his friend's company and Shead®'ds echoed those that were
playing over in his mind. Not getting a responsaT the red wolf, Sheade reached over
and patted his partner on his shoulder in camaieader

"I'm also worried about our meeting with the Elderswo days." Russt said finally.

"What for?" Sheade asked incredulously, "Swifteady for their review now. She's
even further along than we had planned. Remembewvave all set to have her trussed,
hobbled and muzzled for this meeting? In two dajare say that we may even be able
to do without the hobbles; although, for show amgut the Elders at ease, we should at
least hobble her and secure her with reigns."

The strange wolf turned back and padded halfwayndibve hallway. He stopped before
the door on the left which led into the playroommesthat his quarry would be caged
there-in. Releasing the lever, the wolf swungdber silently open. Feral eyes, adjusted
to the dark, in the dim light spied an empty metéd on the far side of the room. There
was a familiar, musky scent to the room and thd'svolind reeled, "Disgusting."

"I know that." Russt confirmed to his friend, "sfuwish that the meeting was tomorrow
now. Two weeks ago we were afraid that five dags wo where near enough time.
Now...well lets say two days is a long time. Anythicould happen.”

"Nonsense." Sheade tried to comfort, "First off;reséess than two days away from
meeting the Elders. Second, the time will fly l@chuse you're enjoying your moments
and experiences with Swift. Third, everything'sigdetter than right so far and I'm
confident now that the Council of Elders will be madhan impressed.”

The trespasser closed the door and walked to theadwoss the hall which led into the
bedroom. Turning the lever, the latch clicked lewthan he had expected. He stayed his
hand and paused; he stopped breathing and listenadign that he'd been discovered.

"I know. 1 just can't shake this feeling. Thahat something bad is going to happen and
ruin everything." Russt admitted.

"What? That Eclipse and his ilk will muster theucage to act against the Elder's
decree?" Sheade growled, "You have always givenrhore credit than he's due.”

Sliding into the room, his eyes lit up as he sasvdrize now before him. The wolf
stepped over to the crib and pulled out a scragath and a small glass bottle of ether.
Opening the bottle and placing a few drops on #lgg ne slowly reached down into the
crib and then quickly held it over the fox's nose.
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Swift tried to struggle, but the plush wolves gothe way. "Huh, wha?" The fox softly
muttered in a sleepy daze before his eyes rolledd dad he went unconscious.

"l hope your right." Russt said with concern in Wsce.

"Of course I'm right.” Sheade laughed confiderite's a mangy, moth-eaten excuse for
a wolf and | wouldn't trust that omega further thaould throw him. Trust me. He's
my little brother. If anyone knows him, | do.”

From inside Russt's den, the charcoal grey waéssd as his ears heard those words.
"You may eat those words sooner than you know...lerdtliHe spat under his breath.
With the sedated fox secure in the burlap saclkgflover his back, Eclipse closed the
door to the bedroom, padded out the front doorcmskd it quietly behind him.

Sheade raised his glass of wine and toasted, "Tbtthe vixen and our success.” With
that he drained his glass and Russt, with fardesisusiasm, drained his as well.

The End of Day 3.
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