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"I cannot take this much longer."
Aemus glanced at his phone and sighed, a knot forming in the pit of his stomach. 
"We don't have much choice, do we?" he asked. "Daddy isn't gonna let us off until the end of the semester."
"Dude, don't call him that. That is so fucking gay. Why would you call him that when he's not around to hear you?"
The 6' 7", tan horse with an athletic build cringed sheepishly, running a hand through his blond mane.
"I dunno, Jack. Habit, I guess."
His friend, a muscular, two-toned gray wolf, stared bitterly at the ground.
"We're gonna go in there, and it's gonna be diapers and runny oatmeal again," the wolf said, shuddering. "He might even make us—"
He happened to catch his friend's eye and cut off abruptly, looking away and visibly reddening.
"Look, I just—I can't do this anymore," he said, shaking his head. "Not even until the end of the semester. I want to go back to fucking girls and scoring touchdowns, not being at his beck and call."
"Well, how do you think you're gonna get away from him?" Aemus challenged. "You know what he's got on us, and if you piss him off..."
"I know, I know. Maybe if I take his phone, he'll—"
"Surely he's got it backed up somewhere. He's a professor, after all, a smart guy."
Jack's fists clenched, the muscles in his forearms bulging.
"I just want to beat the lights out of him, wipe that condescending smirk off that jaguar's face!" he snarled.
"And when he recovers, he will definitely post the video then," Aemus replied, shaking his head. "Nothing short of murdering him would—"
"Yeah, let's not go there," Jack said uneasily. "We'd be in enough trouble as it is if word got out. I'm not ready to spend the rest of my life in jail over that prick."
The two huffed, standing around and thinking as hard as their jock brains could think.
"We're gonna have to dig something up on him," Aemus said at last. "Gotta catch him in a compromising position."
"Yeah, and then we trade evidence: watch him delete all his copies, and then we'll delete what we've got on him."
"What if he keeps another copy around?"
"I dunno, Aemus. What if the world explodes or we lose the playoffs?" Jack replied, throwing up his hands. "But we gotta do something."
Their phones buzzed, and the two stiffened, swallowing hard. With trembling hands, they looked down at the notification.
"We've been summoned," Jack said grimly.
"Time to go see Daddy."
*************
It is striking the effect that only a few months can have. Three months prior, they would have looked down at their phones with a sense of exhilaration, wondering which cheerleader they'd be banging that night. Now, it was always with a sense of dread. But, at least Professor Hyperion had gotten straight to the point. They had both received a text at the same time on a Monday afternoon, a few hours before the end of classes for the day.
<Image Sent>
Unless you want the video that goes with this posted, tagging you as a participant, show up at 1700 sharp.
<Location Sent>
There's no need to go into details, but suffice to say that the image was explicit enough, the content incriminating enough that it immediately got their attention and elicited panicked looks over their shoulders to make sure nobody behind them saw it. Not daring to risk someone glancing at the picture while they pecked out responses, they buried their phones in their pockets and fidgeted until the end of the period. When they finally replied, Aemus's conciliatory message and Jack's retaliatory one received the same response.
Show up at 1700 sharp, or watch as I ruin your life. Do not be 1 second late.
After that, the messages stopped. No matter how much Aemus begged or Jack threatened, they got nothing in return. With a twisting stomach at about 5 'till 5, Jack arrived at the location in the text, a tasteful bungalow a ways off campus. As he walked up towards the door, he did a double-take on seeing Aemus there.
"A–Aemus?" he stammered, quickly putting his phone in his pocket. "Wh–what are you doing here?"
"Jack?" the horse replied, quickly pressing his phone screen to his leg and obscuring its contents. "U–uh, I'm m–meeting someone here." He swallowed hard, then glanced furtively at his friend. "Y–you didn't send any, um, pictures to anyone today, did you?"
The wolf's eyes constricted to pinpricks.
"No," he whispered hoarsely. "But I got one."
"M–me, too," the horse said, his voice quavering.
He shook his head, took a deep breath, and blew it out sharply.
"Look, whatever this is, we'll get through it, right?"
"Yeah, but—it was a picture of... you know..."
Aemus squeezed his eyes shut, feeling nauseous.
"That was so stupid," he said. "We never should have—"
The door opened with a squeak, cutting him off. Standing in the doorway was an extremely muscular jaguar. He was slightly shorter than Aemus, yet something about his carriage made him tower over both of them.
"Well, boys," he said in a deep, measured cadence, "I see you got my text. Come inside."
The two glanced at each other and then nervously followed him in.
Contrary to the stereotypical, cluttered professor's abode, the inside of the house was tidy and meticulously ordered. The professor wasted no time pointing to a white leather sofa in the living room.
"Sit down," he said. His tone didn't invite dissent.
The two did as they were told, sitting down at extreme ends of the couch while the professor took a seat in an overstuffed chair facing the sofa.
"I will get right to the point," he said. "What you two did is, frankly, disgusting. If I were to breathe a word to anybody about what happened, you two could kiss your budding athletic careers goodbye. That's the best case. Worst-case, you both go to jail for a nice, long time." He scowled at them, his withering expression making them squirm and try to sink into their seats. "Is that what you want?"
Aemus shook his head vigorously, while Jack clenched his fists and seethed.
"Well?" the professor demanded, looking at the wolf.
Jack averted his eyes. "N–no," he said, deflating.
"That's what I thought," the professor said. "I have good news and bad news," he said, pursing his lips and leaning forward. "The good news," he said, looking at Aemus, "Is that I am willing to keep this matter between us. The bad news," he continued, shifting his gaze to Jack, "Is that there are strings attached."
"W–what are they?" Aemus asked, his ears pricking up. "We'll do anything!"
The professor smirked faintly. "Yes, you will," he replied ominously. 
Rising, he stepped behind his seat and began to walk slowly back and forth, one arm behind his back and gesticulating with the other as if he were in the middle of a lecture.
"For starters, you will answer to me without question. If you fail to reply within 10 minutes, I will post that image—and the video that goes with it—onto all of the social media platforms under anonymous accounts, but I will be sure to tag you both, as well as your parents and current girlfriends. Clear?"
The two gulped, and Jack nodded.
"But what if it's 3 in the morning?" Aemus asked.
"Without fail," the professor replied. "Clear?" he asked again, more emphatically.
Aemus nodded nervously.
"You are to show up at the time I tell you to show up, day or night, weekday or weekend. If you fail to show up on time, I will post that image—and the video that goes with it—onto all of the social media platforms, etc., etc."
"But what if we're in class?" Jack protested, "Or in the middle of a game?"
"Day or night, weekday or weekend!" the professor snapped. "Or holiday, for that matter!" His tone softened. "I am aware of your schedules, and I am not going to disrupt your curriculum or athletics. Your social life, however... Well, based on that video, I think that requires substantial disruption. You can play your football games, but rest assured, the after party for you two will be right here. Are we clear?"
"Oh, fuck this!" Jack snapped, springing to his feet. "Who the fuck do you think you are that you can lord over us like this?"
Aemus quickly rose and started trying to talk Jack down, looking furtively over his shoulder at the professor, who looked back with a knowing smirk.
"If you are quite finished," the jaguar said, silencing the two. "It seems I have forgotten my manners," he continued, gesturing for them to sit down again. "I am Professor Hyperion. I teach criminal justice. But, from now on, I will be simply 'Daddy' to you two. Let's hear you say it. Say, 'yes, Daddy.' "
The two glanced at each other, startled and reddening.
"Come on, boys," the professor prodded. "This is the easy part. Perhaps you need a little motivation."
He pressed a button on his phone, and a projector screen dropped down behind him. The lights dimmed, and the video began to play, complete with sound. Aemus stared in horror, while Jack buried his face in his hands. It was worse than they could have imagined; the video had captured everything; there was no way they could deny it was them, no way they could play it off as a prank. If that video got out, they were screwed.
"Hopefully now I have your undivided attention," the professor said, pushing a button. As the lights turned back on and the screen rolled up, he gave them a cruel smile. "Say, 'Yes, Daddy.' "
"Yes, Daddy," the two muttered, blushing fiercely.
"Good. Now that we've established the rules and punishments, let's get started. We'll start with something easy. I want you two to make out."
"Whoa, what?" Jack said, doing a double-take. "That's gay, dude!"
"That's 'Daddy', Jack," the professor said. "Now say it again."
Jack looked away, scowling.
"You realize it's the press of one button for me to ruin your lives, right?" the professor said pointedly, hovering his thumb over his phone. "How hard is it to call me 'Daddy'?"
"Fine, Daddy," Jack sneered.
"Better. Now, say what you said again, but use the right appellation. The right name," he clarified, seeing the jock's blank expression. "What was it you said, 'That's gay, dude'? Say it right."
Jack let out a frustrated grunt, then muttered, "That's gay, Daddy."
"Progress!" the professor said, nodding. "And yes, it is. But clearly the two of you are so toxically masculine that a little varied perspective would do you both some good. Now, quit balking and make out. And don't try to half-ass it; the video gives me a clear idea of what it looks like when you're really getting into it!"
Aemus and Jack stared at each other, looks of horror coming over their faces.
"But, we're friends, man—Daddy," Aemus said quietly. "It—it would be too weird."
"Weirder than a nice, orange jumpsuit?" the professor taunted. "Because that's what you're both gonna be wearing when I push this button."
"Dude, he's got us by the balls," Aemus said to Jack. "Let's just, you know, get it over with."
"But I'm not gay, dude!" Jack protested. "Cripe, I'm not even gonna be able to look at you after this!"
"Just pretend I'm Alicia or something," Aemus said, inching closer.
"Dude, do you actually want this?" Jack asked, scooting back until his tail pressed firmly against the armrest.
"No, but I wanna get out of here, and this looks like the only way we're gonna do it. If this is all we gotta do, then hell, it coulda been way worse."
Jack pursed his lips. "Yeah, I guess that's true," he said. He exhaled sharply. "Okay, fine. Let's just do this and get it over with. You be Alicia, and I'll be Jillian."
"That's the spirit."
They both closed their eyes, groped their way towards each other, and then leaned forward at the same time, slamming their muzzles into each other.
"Ow, dude!" Jack yelped.
"Sorry, sorry," Aemus said.
They regrouped and tried again, this time managing to move their lips together in a quick peck before retreating backwards, both of them aggressively wiping their faces with the backs of their hands.
"There," Aemus panted, looking at the professor. "Can we go now?"
"That was pathetic," the professor replied, pushing a button on his phone.
"Whoa, whoa, wait!" the two chorused, leaping to their feet in a panic.
The screen rolled down behind the professor and the lights dimmed. The two shuddered violently and sat back down, sighing in relief.
"That is the level of effort I expect," the professor said, pausing the video and pointing to the image frozen on the screen. "Was that lame peck on the lips really the way you make out with your girlfriends?"
The two reddened and looked away.
"N–no," Aemus murmured.
"No, what?"
"No, Daddy," the horse said, beaten.
"Then show me what you've got," the professor said. "Make me believe it, or I will press this button," he warned.
The lights came back on, and the two glanced at each other.
"We're just doing it because we have to," Aemus said diplomatically. "No need to read anything into it beyond that."
"Fine, fine," Jack said, huffing. "Let's just do it."
"You want me to lead?"
The wolf shuddered at the thought but then hesitated. "Yeah, I guess," he said, shaking his head. "I–I can't do it."
"All right. Just pretend I'm Alicia."
Feeling his stomach twisting, the wolf closed his eyes and waited. Aemus took a few deep breaths, then puckered his lips, closed his eyes, and leaned in. As their lips brushed, both shuddered in revulsion, but as they did their best to imagine their respective girlfriends, their postures relaxed. They began to make out, even moving their hands forward to lightly embrace each other while their lips moved over one another. But when Aemus's tongue brushed against Jack's lips, the wolf pulled back sharply.
"Okay, okay, I think that's enough," he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his arm.
"Good enough," the professor said, then smiled wickedly. "Now the fun begins. I want you both to take off your clothes."
The two glanced at each other, then at him, then shrugged. Plenty of time in a locker room had made getting naked about the easiest thing he could possibly ask of them. T-shirts peeled off to reveal well-toned abs, pecs, and biceps; shorts and underwear vanished, replaced by powerful thighs and impressive albeit bashfully sheathed malehoods.
"Well, you two didn't seem to have any problems with that," the professor said, almost sounding disappointed. Brightening, he added, "So now let's see you fuck each other."
"Whoa, wait, what?!" Aemus gasped.
"No way, dude!" Jack said, shaking his head violently. "No way in hell!"
"What was that?" the professor asked, hovering his finger over his phone, "You want me to ruin your lives right here and now?"
"Do it," Jack snapped.
"Jack!" Aemus cried. "Don't listen to him, Daddy; he–he doesn't know what he's saying. Jack, you really want to go to jail? Miss out on playing pro? Have Alicia break up with you?"
"Do you really want to fuck me in the ass? Or feel me fucking you in the ass?" Jack retorted. "Dude, I am not gay!"
"I'm not, either, but what do you think is gonna happen if we go to prison?"
"I'll beat the shit out of the motherfucker who thinks he's gonna fuck me!" Jack snapped.
"What happens when there are a bunch of them? You saw Shawshank Redemption, dude. I don't wanna go to jail!"
"Well—" Jack huffed, looking helplessly from his friend to the professor and back. "Dude, this is so fucked up..." he whined.
"You want me to—"
"No!" Jack cried. "There is no way you're going in my ass! If we gotta do this, then I'm fucking you.'
"Fine," Aemus said, looking like he was gonna be sick. Turning slowly, he turned his back to his friend and put his hands on the couch. "You, um, gonna be able to get it up?"
"Hell, yeah," Jack scoffed. "I can always get it up."
"Well, okay, just, you know, making sure... What with it being me and all."
"Dude, do not remind me. As far as I'm concerned, Alicia is finally letting me do anal. I don't wanna even think about your—oh, crap, now I can't stop thinking about it."
"Nice, soft, sopping wet pussy," Aemus said reassuringly even as he forced himself to lift his tail and dreaded the thought of what was about to happen. "Just picture Alicia giving you that look she does when she's in heat."
"Oh, hell, yeah!" Jack said, closing his eyes and thinking about it as he idly played with himself. "Mmf, that bitch is a freak when she's horny."
"Yeah? Give it to her, man," Aemus said, stiffening as he felt his friend's hands on his waist, felt the hot, rock-hard member poke him sharply in the perineum. "Oh, um, Daddy? Do you have any lube or anything?" he asked nervously.
"Spit's enough," the professor replied with a cold smile. "I believe that's what you said in the video, wasn't it?"
Aemus shuddered, then yelped as his friend's cock slammed against his donut-hole.
"Dude!" he cried.
"Shh, don't mess it up for him," the professor chided. " 'Just take it like his little bitch'," he said, quoting again from the video.
Aemus couldn't breathe; the sharp jab had knocked the wind out of him, and Jack, notorious for throwing caution to the wind when he was balls-deep, had begun slamming into him without a care in the world. The wolf's tongue began to loll out as Aemus gritted his teeth and fought back tears.
"Reach back, grab his hand, and bring it to your sheath," the professor instructed him, evidently enjoying the show. "It's only fair that he gives you a reach-around to ease the pain."
"Please, Daddy," Aemus grunted, "This is bad enough; don't make it worse!"
"Do as I say," the professor ordered.
Wincing and barely able to keep his mind on the task he'd been given, Aemus haltingly groped behind him, found Jack's right hand, grabbed him by the wrist, and pulled it up around to his front. The wolf's grasping fingers stimulated Aemus's sheath, which began to respond, unfurling, lengthening, and hardening despite the pain. Before long, Aemus was rock-hard and drooling precum, his cock bobbing in time to the wolf's thrusts. But as Jack's knot began to swell, the strain on Aemus's anus began to hurt worse and worse.
"All right, that's enough," the professor said. "Jack, pull out before you tie."
But Jack was still lost in the throes of passion and either didn't hear or didn't care.
"Dude, get off of me!" Aemus said, jerking forward, yelping as the wolf's bulbous member stretched him almost to the point of tearing, and freeing himself of his friend's grasp.
"Whoa, wait, what?" Jack whined, coming to and feeling very sexually frustrated.
"You were really going to town on that ass," the professor remarked, "But it's only fair that you give what you take."
The wolf's eyes widened, his throbbing cock beginning to deflate.
"Oh, no," he said, shaking his head. "You told us to fuck, so we fucked. You didn't say he had to fuck me."
"I'm saying it now," the professor replied with a smirk. "Unless you'd like me to share this latest video of you really drilling into your boyfriend here?"
The two jerked their heads to look at him. He grinned and played back the video he'd been recording, which clearly showed the two of them fucking passionately, Aemus's cock throbbing and drooling while both of them gasped and moaned.
"Not enough for jail, but certainly enough to ruin your standing among the other homophobes," the professor said, smirking. He made a twirling motion with his finger. "Swap roles. It's time you got to feel what it's like to take it up the ass. Say, 'yes, Daddy'."
"Yes, Daddy," Aemus muttered.
"Yes, Daddy," Jack growled, almost inaudibly.
"And Aemus, be sure to give him a nice reach-around; with such a big, powerful prick like yours, he's gonna need all the distraction you can give him," the professor added cruelly.
Aemus shuddered but started to wrap his hands around his friend's waist when Jack slipped out of his grasp and backed away. 
"Dude, I can't do this!" he said vehemently. "I–I just can't!"
"You don't have to do anything," Aemus replied, stepping towards him. "You just gotta stand there. That's all. Leave the rest to me."
"But—"
"You wanna go to jail and have ten people pin you down while someone shoves into you?" Aemus demanded. "I just stood and let you shove it up my ass, dude. Quit being a little bitch and just go with it, okay? I wanna get out of here."
Jack started, taken aback, then gave him a petulant look. Aemus stared him down until finally the wolf reluctantly relented.
"Easy as you go," Aemus murmured, brushing his friend's tail aside and slipping his half-tumescent member up under it with one hand while reaching around to finger the wolf's sheath with the other.
Jack squirmed and tensed but held still. But as Aemus began to imagine his own girlfriend and his member grew and began to press harshly against the wolf's anus, Jack finally yelped and stepped away.
"Come on, dude," Aemus said, exasperated.
"Dude, it won't go!" Jack retorted. "My dick's slender and pointy; yours is like a bludgeon. It's not going in there!"
"It'll go," the professor interjected. "But not without some lube. Spit on it, or maybe Jack would like to give you a nice deep-throating to make sure it's good and slippery."
Aemus glanced at Jack, who shook his head violently. Shrugging, the horse spat in his hand, slathered it onto the head of his cock, and pushed forward again. While there wasn't as much friction, the hole was still far too tight to penetrate.
"You gotta work him up slowly," the professor hinted. "No wham, bam, thank-you-ma'am here. Maybe give him something else to think about," he suggested, glancing at the horse's hand around the wolf's prick.
"You know, this is hard enough without your help," Aemus complained.
"Oh, by all means, do it your way, then," the professor laughed snidely. "Since that seems to be working so effectively."
"Just relax, dude," Aemus said, beginning to gently stroke his friend's member.
Jack tensed at the touch, but as he felt himself growing aroused, he began to lightly thrust into Aemus's hand. Aemus began to fantasize about Jillian again and slipped back up under his friend's tail. As Jack got more and more excited, he began to alternately tense harder and relax more deeply, and Aemus began to time some light thrusts to his friend's relaxations. After a few minutes, he slipped inside.
"Oh!" they both groaned lewdly as Jack's cock bobbed in Aemus's hand and began to drool.
With the hardest part over, Aemus continued to lightly thrust into his friend's ass, slipping in a little deeper each time. Jack moaned as the large invader pressed up against his prostate while his muscular ring clamped and squeezed around Aemus, edging him closer and closer to orgasm.
"Oh, baby," Aemus gasped, feeling himself on the edge. "Yeah, that's it, baby. Gimme—"
"Now that you mention 'baby'," the professor interjected, "That reminds me: I'll be right back. You two can stop now."
Aemus let out a frustrated squeak as Jack pulled off of him.
"Dude, were you getting into that?" the wolf asked hesitantly.
"Well, yeah, any port in a storm, dude. But you seemed to be getting into it just as much as I was!"
"Shut up, man," the wolf muttered, looking away.
"Ah, here we go," the professor said, walking in and carrying an oversized training potty.
"What the fuck?" Jack asked. "Is that a—"
"Yes. Aemus there said 'baby', and that reminded me that while I've enjoyed watching the two of you squirm so uncomfortably, the real reason I want you here is far worse."
He put the potty down in front of them and gave them an expectant look.
"Aemus," he said after a while, "Why don't you take a seat and make a little wee-wee?"
The stallion grimaced. "I mean, I can stand and piss in the pot if that's your thing, but do you have to call it that?"
"Call it that, Daddy," the professor scolded him, "And no, you will not stand; you will sit as I instructed you; you will face me and Jack; and you will urinate into the pot while we watch. And you, Jack, will not look away because you will be on the potty next. Now, get to it!"
The sudden forcefulness of his voice left no room for argument. Feeling a little self-conscious, Aemus did as he was told and sat down on the potty. It wasn't as small as one for a colt—Aemus would have been far too big for that—but the potty sat so low to the ground that his legs slanted upwards from his hips towards his knees, making him feel very small as he sat on it, looking up at the professor and Jack.
"Good. There, now tinkle in the pot, and you'll be done for the day."
Aemus turned bright red. The infantile language, his low-down position, and the way he had to clutch the sides of the potty to prevent it from sliding out from under him all made him feel terribly self-conscious, and although he wasn't usually shy about urinating, being put on the spot like this made him feel like he really didn't have to go.
"I–I don't think I can with you two watching," he muttered.
"I've got all day," the professor replied.
Reaching over to the counter, he grabbed a couple of water bottles and tossed one to each of them. "Drink up."
Not eager to have to pee in front of his friend but very eager to get the hell out of there, Aemus did as he was told, and so did Jack. Before long, the horse felt his bladder filling and reluctantly extended his penis a bit, aimed it awkwardly down into the potty, and began to relieve himself. The hiss, splash, and echo sounded deafening in his ears, and he turned red as the professor craned his neck to look down into the potty, to watch the stream as it splashed and swirled into the bowl. Aemus grimaced as he finished. As awkward as being watched was, it was not the worst thing to happen to him that day, and if this was all it took to get out of there, then it hadn't been that bad.
"My, what a good, big boy you are!" the professor praised him. "Using the potty all by yourself!"
Aemus felt his breath catch and his face burn brightly. That was way worse! He tried to disappear into himself, but the professor was having none of that.
"Are you a big boy, Aemus? Say 'Yes, Daddy, I'm a big boy'."
Aemus swallowed.
"Come on, Aemus... You don't get to get off the potty until you tell me you're a big boy."
The horse fidgeted and huffed a few times, trying to work up the courage to say it.
"Yes, Daddy, I'm a big boy," he muttered at last.
"What was that? Speak up, Aemus."
Aemus shuddered. "Yes, Daddy, I'm a big boy," he said loudly.
"Good boy. You may get up now. Jack, your turn."
Aemus got up, and he and Jack exchanged commiserating glances. The wolf sat down, already feeling the urge to piss, and awkwardly bent his penis down to get it to go into the potty.
"Man, this was not made for guys with sheaths like us," he muttered.
At last, he got himself lined up and fired away. Refusing to be humiliated over something like pissing, he looked at the professor defiantly as he did his business, holding eye contact until he finished.
"All done, Daddy," he spat.
"What a good boy! Such a big boy, using the potty all by yourself!" the professor said. "Are you a big boy, Jack?"
"Yup, that's me, a big boy," the wolf replied.
"Uh, uh, uh...what do we say?" the professor chided him. "Say, 'Yes, Daddy, I'm a big boy'."
Jack felt a crack in his composure. He shifted uncomfortably. "I just said that," he protested. "Just not in those words."
"Use those words, Jack," the professor pressed. "Say, 'Yes Daddy, I'm a big boy'."
The wolf swallowed and shriveled his nose. "Fine." He huffed. "Yes, Daddy, I'm a big boy."
"Such a good boy. You may get up now, and both of you may get dressed."
The two wasted no time getting their clothes on.
"The two of you are to report back here tomorrow at 1700 sharp. Do not be late. And take these with you," he said, handing them each a huge bottle of fiber powder. "Take double the recommended dosage first thing in the morning. You may use the restroom first thing in the morning when you get up, but then neither of you is to use it again until you arrive here. Are we clear? Say 'Yes, Daddy'."
"Yes, Daddy," the two chorused reluctantly.
"Good. And do not think you can fool me; I will know whether you've done as I told you or not, and there will be punishments for disobedience. Clear?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"Good. See you tomorrow."
The two practically fell over each other trying to get out of the house. Once outside, they didn't dare look at each other, much less speak. They went their separate ways without a word.
*************
When they got up the next morning, the previous day's events still branded on their minds, they both reluctantly took their fiber and went about their business as usual until they got to English 101, the last class of the day and their only shared class. Seeing each other, all the memories of the day before came flooding back, and they shrank down in their chairs, afraid that the others around them might somehow know what had happened just by seeing them lock eyes. By the time class was almost over, they were both so agitated and nervous that they had separately considered skipping going to the professor's house. But five minutes until the bell, they each got a text accompanied by a photo: each one saw himself on the potty, his face red and his knees drawn up to his chest as the faint swirl of liquid in the transparent bowl below him reflected the camera flash.
Be here, or I'll send this one out as an appetizer.
That promptly quashed any thoughts of skipping.
Avoiding eye contact, they met at the door of the professor's house, and Aemus rang the bell promptly at 5. The professor opened the door.
"Why, it's my big boys!" he said animatedly. "Come in, big boys. Did you both take your protein powder like I told you to?"
"Yes," they chorused miserably.
"Yes what?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"Good boys. Now, if you've told the truth, then this next part should be easy for you. Take off your clothes first of all."
After they'd disrobed, he led them into the living room, where the potty was already set up.
"Jack, since Aemus went first yesterday, why don't you go first today?" he said. "Sit down and do all of your business."
Jack froze. Shaking his head, he stammered, "I–I don't need to."
The professor raised his eyebrows. "Is that so?" he said. "Either you're lying to me now, or you were lying when you said you took your fiber powder. Now, which is it?"
The wolf swallowed hard. In fact, he did need to go, but not here! Not in front of everybody!
"Come on, Jack," the professor said impatiently. "Spit it out. If you're just being shy, then you can make up for it by taking a seat right here," he said, patting the rim of the potty. "If not, the punishment is going to be much more severe."
Blushing fiercely, Jack reluctantly sat down on the potty, which the professor had placed facing the projector screen. To his horror, he saw himself live on the screen from multiple angles: head-on, from the right, and even from inside the potty bowl looking up at his anus.
"Now, you just be a big boy and make some wee-wees and some poopies," the professor said.
Jack stared at him for a moment and then started to get up. The professor pushed him back down.
"No, Jack; you do not get to get up from the potty until you've been a big boy," he said. "Now, make yourself comfortable and make a wee-wee for us. Go on; Aemus needs to go, too."
"Don't overthink it, man," Aemus said, trying to sound reassuring. "Just do it and get it over with."
Jack sighed. Pissing in front of others was one thing. The professor had made it weird by praising him and using baby language, but in itself, public pissing didn't bother him a bit. Public pooping, on the other hand... Suffice to say, he didn't even use public bathrooms if he had to go #2 because there was no way in hell he could make himself go. That was in the privacy of his own stall. Sitting here with people looking directly at him, with cameras forcing him to watch himself at his most vulnerable? He shook his head. It was impossible; there was no way he could do it.
"Just start off with a piss, man; the rest will come," Aemus said.
"If it's so easy, why don't you do it?" Jack retorted.
"I would, but you're in the hot seat," the horse said with a smirk.
Jack just scowled.
"Have some water," the professor said, handing him a water bottle. "It'll help get things moving."
Even with the water, it took a long time before nature started to run its course. It was almost dark by the time Jack finally felt the urge, and by then his ass was sore from having sat on the potty for so long. But at last, he felt his bladder ready to drain itself, awkwardly worked his dick down into the potty, and started pissing. Almost immediately, he felt his bowels shift and shuddered.
"Don't fight it," Aemus offered.
Forcing himself to relax, Jack imagined a happy place and let his anus open. The cameras caught sight as he started defecating, and he couldn't help but stare with morbid curiosity as he dropped a deuce into the little pot. The other cameras watched his every expression, every twinge of his cheek as he tried to grimace, every nauseous expression. There was no escaping it, and knowing that the professor and his friend were watching him, too, only made it so much worse. But at last, the deed was done, and he sagged forward, holding his head in his hands.
"Such a good, big boy," the professor said. "That was a nice poopy, wasn't it? Say, 'Yes, Daddy, I made a big poopy'."
Jack shuddered violently and shook his head.
"I–I can't," he said, defeated. "Please don't make me say it."
"That's DADDY, please don't make me say it!" the professor snapped. "Say it right now!"
"Daddy," Jack spat.
"Now say the whole thing."
"Yes, Daddy, I made a big poopy," the wolf snarled.
"Was that so hard?" the professor demanded.
Jack just looked away.
"Move over, dude, I gotta go," Aemus said, practically dancing. "That water didn't help."
Continuing to scowl, the wolf got off the potty, and the stallion all but flopped down onto it.
"Ugh, the seat is all warm," he said, grimacing.
Still, he didn't waste any time unfurling his penis and pissing into the pot.
"Now just look how good Aemus is at using the potty! No fuss, no muss," the professor praised him. "Gonna give us a poopy, too, little Aemus?"
The stallion shriveled his nose. "Ugh, you do know just the thing to say to make it weird, don't you?" he muttered. "Fine, Daddy," he added, rolling his eyes when the jaguar gave him a look.
Huffing, he grimaced slightly as he felt his donut-shaped anus beginning to relax. Within seconds, he was dropping little clusters of spherical balls into the toilet and looking very relieved at having done so.
"Dude, isn't this, like, super-embarrassing for you?" Jack asked, aghast.
Aemus shrugged. "Sure," he said, "But as badly as I've had to go all day, I'm just relieved to get it out of my system. I can be embarrassed when it doesn't feel so good to let it go!"
As if on cue, he finished. Looking directly at the professor, he said, "Daddy, I made a big poopy!"
"Such a good boy," the professor praised him. "So much better than your little brother over there," he added, giving Jack a sideways glance.
"So, do we get to go now, Daddy?" Aemus asked, standing up and gingerly stepping away from the potty.
"Oh, no," the professor laughed. "That was just a warm-up, a bit of preparation to prevent...accidents."
The two exchanged glances.
"What kind of accidents? Daddy?" Jack asked warily.
"You remember in the video when you two are really going to town?" the professor asked. "You're about to do that to each other, and I expect that things could get a little...intense. Wouldn't want either of you losing control in the middle of some hard fucking."
"Wait, you want us to—that—to each other?!" Aemus gasped. He shook his head. "No—uh, Daddy—we, we might hurt each other doing that!"
"We were fucking a pussy before; they're stretchy like that," Jack protested.
"You know, since you can't seem to get it through your head to call me 'Daddy' every time you speak, I think you get to receive first," the professor said, gesturing to the couch, where two straps not visible the day before now protruded from behind the cushions. "Go lean over the back of the couch, and Aemus will strap your wrists in place."
Aemus gasped. "M–me? But I don't want to—"
"Nobody asked you, Aemus; I'm telling you both that this is what's going to happen unless you'd rather I posted all of these videos right here and now! And don't you worry about feeling bad for hurting your friend; he's gonna turn around and fuck you right back once I've decided he's had enough."
With knots in both their stomachs, the two moved stiffly, mechanically struggling to do as they were told. Jack put his wrists down on the back of the sofa, then winced as he felt Aemus pull the straps around him. They exchanged glances, with Jack looking terrified and Aemus looking remorseful. Once Jack was strapped in, the professor addressed Aemus.
"Now, I know exactly how much force you're capable of based on the clip," he said. "I expect you to be at least that vigorous. If you wimp out, I'll make you fist him instead. Got it?"
Aemus gulped. "Y–yes, Daddy."
Jack flinched as the stallion stepped up behind him and moved his tail aside. Jack instinctively tried to clamp down, but the stallion's grip easily kept the appendage out of the way. Aemus spat in his hand and rubbed it on his semi-hard erection.
"What are you doing, boy?" the professor demanded.
"I–I'm spitting on it like you said to yesterday, Daddy," Aemus replied uncertainly.
"That was to be gentle. This is punishment. Now fuck him hard! Now!"
Aemus hesitated. Jack looked over his shoulder fearfully, and the two locked eyes. For a moment, it looked like the stallion was going to balk, but then he looked away.
"I'm sorry, Jack," he said. "But I can't go to prison."
He pulled back and shoved forward sharply. The wolf yelped in pain as the blunt instrument forced its way inside, straightening out the wolf's bowels in the process to accommodate its length and girth. Aemus pulled back and shoved forward again. There was less resistance this time, but the already-sore tissue hurt even worse as it was shoved open and penetrated again. Tears streamed from both their eyes—Jack's from pain and Aemus's from pity. After a few more thrusts, the stallion pulled out.
"I'm so sorry, Jack," he said. "So, so sorry."
"You think you're done?" the professor demanded. "You're done when I say you're done. Now get back in there and fuck him twice as hard! You weren't even going as hard as you were in the video, and unless you want to see yourself on the six o'clock news from your jail cell, you get back to it right now!"
"Just do it and get it over with!" Jack yelled. "Fuck, it hurts, but stopping and starting is even worse!"
"All right, fine!" Aemus snapped.
He began fucking again, so hard that the wolf and the couch were shoved to and fro with each thrust. Jack let out a series of whimpers and gasps, his head swimming as he felt himself stuffed full then sucked empty, over and over again. At first, the stress and shock made him clamp his ass down around the stallion's shaft, but as the onslaught continued, his muscles began to fatigue, and he felt his ring relax and begin to flap passively as the stallion pushed in and pulled out.
"Good. Now start jacking him off. I want you to keep fucking him until he cums."
"But how can I jack him off?" Aemus protested as he continued thrusting. "There's no way he's—"
He stopped short, gasping in surprise on feeling Jack's cock rock-hard in his hand. Despite the pain, some part of the wolf's mind had found pleasure in the experience and had gotten him erect. It did not take long before he was shooting all over the back of the couch, moaning piteously as he did.
"That's enough," the professor said at last. "Did you make some milk, Jack?" he asked.
Jack's head was spinning, but he reluctantly nodded.
"Say it," the professor ordered.
Mortified at getting off from being fucked, the wolf looked like he was going to throw up. "Yes, Daddy, I made milk," he managed.
"Good."
Aemus pulled out, putting a hand on Jack's shoulder.
"Now let him up and take his place."
Aemus swallowed. "Yes, Daddy," he said softly.
With trembling fingers, he reached down and undid the straps holding Jack in place. The wolf didn't move for a while, and when he did, it took support from Aemus to get to his feet. He winced as he straightened up, yet despite tensing up, he realized he couldn't completely tighten his anus. A draft of air into and out of it made him shudder in disgust.
"All right, Jack. Time for you to take your turn fucking Aemus. I want you to really get in there and ream him out just like he did you."
"But I just got off, Daddy!"
"That's no excuse; you have a literal bone in your penis. Get to it."
Aemus reluctantly got into position, and Jack strapped him in. The horse did his best to relax, but feeling Jack's hands over his tail made him want to clamp down, too. Jack moved the stallion's tail aside anyway and pressed inside. Knowing full well that the first part was the easy part, Aemus did his best to just relax as Jack began to thrust. Having just gotten off, it took a while for the wolf's knot to begin swelling, but when it did, it did so quickly. As the increasingly large girth began to pass in and out of Aemus's donut, he began to breathe harder, willing himself to stay calm even as the knot grew to the size of a golf ball. When it reached the size of a fist, Jack pushed it in and then couldn't get it out.
"Why are you stopping?" the professor demanded. "You're only just now the size you need to be!"
"But I can't get it out, Daddy," Jack protested. "It's stuck!"
"Put your feet on the back of the couch and pull yourself out if you have to," the professor ordered. "You will ream him out the way he did you!"
Now it was Aemus's turn to be genuinely afraid.
"I–I'm sorry, Aemus," Jack muttered.
Putting one foot up on the back of the couch, he began pulling for all he was worth. Aemus's eyes squeezed shut, and he gritted his teeth as he tried to force himself to relax, but to no avail. As Jack's knot ripped out of him, a shrill yell was ripped out of his lungs.
"Now, back inside," the professor ordered.
The next half hour or so was excruciating for Aemus and exhausting for Jack. Try as he did, the stallion could not get his muscles to relax, and for a long time, not even the rough entries and exits were enough to fatigue his ring. But at last, the resistance began to lessen, and Jack was able to slip in and out of him much easier, knot and all.
"All right, now start jacking him off."
The wolf pressed his hand to his friend's prick and began to jack him off in time, sliding up and down the long shaft. The bludgeoning Aemus's prostate had taken as his friend's knot popped in and out had primed his pump, and it took only a few more thrusts before he came all over the back of the couch.
Yet the professor didn't call Jack off. 
With his prostate drained, the continued stimulation was excruciating, and Aemus began to sweat.
"D–Daddy, I–I made milk," he winced.
"That's good, boy," the professor replied.
"B–but Daddy, shouldn't he stop now?"
"No. This is punishment. You disobeyed my orders to fuck him hard and argued with me. Now you get to pay the price."
The fucking continued for several agonizing minutes before the professor finally told Jack to stop.
"Turn him loose, and then both of you lean over the couch," the professor ordered, rising from the chair he'd been sitting in as he watched.
Once the two were in position, he moved around behind and stuck his finger in each of their gaping holes.
"Decent progress, but we've got a long way to go," he said.
There was a zip sound as he pulled down his zipper.
His cock was not particularly large, but like most feline members, its tip was adorned with sharp barbs. These he rubbed vigorously against the walls of each of their anuses, making them pucker and squeeze against him even as he pulled this way and that to stretch them out more. When satisfied, he pulled out and zipped back up. He had not even attempted to get off.
"I want you each to take four times the recommended dose of fiber tomorrow and the next day. You may use the restroom tomorrow, but nothing after the first one of the morning on Thursday. You have football practice tomorrow, so I will see you Thursday at 5."
*************
"Fuck, man, does this guy ever do anything out of the ordinary?" Jack complained. "We've been watching him for hours, and aside from the time he spends tormenting us, he seems like any other professor."
Aemus shook his head. "Never tries to mess with the girls during tutoring sessions—"
"Or guys, for that matter."
"—Doesn't seem to have any kind of side hustles set up. Hell, I don't think he even speeds when he drives!"
"How the hell do we get out from under this guy?"
"You mean other than fessing up to what we did?"
The two looked at each other, then swallowed nervously and looked away.
"It would take him down with us," Aemus said at last.
"No!" Jack said vehemently. "As much as I hate wearing diapers, it's still better than prison."
*************
The diapers had started the first weekend they were beholden to the professor. They had shown up dutifully that Thursday and had more of the same, though "Daddy" had dropped the notion that what they were doing was punishment and rather seemed hell-bent on them doing just because he told them to. Friday they got a reprieve for game day, but he had them at his house at 5 on Saturday morning. He opened the door, ushered them inside, and immediately sat them down at his breakfast table as soon as they had stripped down.
"What is this?" Jack asked, shriveling his nose at the porridge-like substance. "Daddy."
"Oatmeal, with extra fiber," Daddy replied. "Eat up. It's all you're getting all weekend."
Aemus did a double-take. "All weekend?! he gasped. "Daddy, what about—"
"You have no other games this weekend, and you have weeks before finals," Daddy replied. "Rest assured, as finals draw nearer, we will be studying for them as part of your sessions, but until then, it's finally time to do some intensive training with you two. Now, eat."
The two huffed and dug in, but despite its rather unappealing appearance, the stuff proved surprisingly tasty, and it didn't take too much prodding for them to finish their bowls.
"That wasn't so terrible now, was it?" Daddy asked.
"No, Daddy," the two replied.
"Good. Come on. Who needs to use the potty?"
They exchanged glances.
"I don't, Daddy," Jack announced, shuddering at the thought.
Aemus shook his head. "Me, either, Daddy."
The jaguar raised an eyebrow. "Are you sure, boys?" he asked. "We have a full day lined up, and it will be quite a while before you get another chance."
Aemus and Jack both reaffirmed their lack of need, and Daddy shrugged. "All right. Suit yourself."
The morning started out much like the other sessions had: they fucked each other roughly, and then Daddy made them blow each other, something he'd introduced on Thursday's session. Although every single thing Daddy demanded of them was humiliating, the more they did it, the less it bothered them, and two hours into their session, they were more worried about the pain and physical discomfort of being fucked or the frustration of being edged but not allowed to get off than the embarrassment of it all.
But then things took a turn for the worse. With both of them sexually frustrated and slightly gaping, Daddy wheeled in a strange-looking cart that consisted of a vinyl-padded gurney with the legs spread and a reciprocating piston between them. 
"Jack, I believe it is your turn to go first," he said. "Aemus, I want you to strap Jack in, choose a dildo from the rack under the gurney, attach it to that piston there, and put it into Jack's butt. Be careful, though: which one you choose will affect the instructions I have for you afterwards."
The intent of the cart became clear immediately, and although Jack was not looking forward to what was about to happen, he had been learning that whether he protested or not, the outcome was the same, and he might as well just go along with it.
"Face-up, Jack," Daddy said. "I have use for your other side, too. Or, rather, Aemus does."
The wolf's heart pounded as the horse strapped him in. From where he was lying, he couldn't see the choices for dildos that Aemus had to choose from, but he suspected that no matter what the horse picked, Daddy would ensure it was unpleasant.
"Keep it out of sight," Daddy said, nodding at Aemus's selection. "Like a syringe at a dentist's office, you never let the patient see it."
That got Jack's attention. Craning his neck, he desperately tried to see what was going on between his legs, but Aemus did a good job of keeping his arm or torso in the way to prevent the wolf from seeing. Even when he felt the rubber pressed against his still-gaping ass, he had no idea what he was in for.
"Good choice, Aemus," Daddy said approvingly. "Set the speed and depth both to five and turn it on."
Jack gritted his teeth, breathing heavily and swallowing hard as he heard knobs somewhere below him being turned and a switch being flicked.
His eyes bulged as the rubber surged into him. It was shaped like a snowman with way too many body segments. The first one slipped into him almost without touching him, but the one after that was considerably bigger and stretched his anus wide before letting it slightly relax. Yet before he could get comfortable, the next segment began to press its way into him, stretching him even wider. All of this happened within the blink of an eye, and the resulting fluttering sensation in his ass made Jack jerk and strain against his restraints.
"Set the depth to eight," Daddy said after a few strokes.
"Eight?!" Jack cried.
"Yes, Daddy," Aemus said.
Now instead of three segments, five were going into and out of Jack's exhausted anus, the largest stretching it to over three inches in diameter before retreating. The fluttering sensation intensified, and Jack began to feel an uncomfortable sensation deep in his bowels. He tried to fight off the urge, but every stroke made him surer and surer: all that oatmeal was already trying to work its way out of him. Still, he resisted. He did not want to use the potty, and if he could just hold out for a little longer...
"Speed to eight," Daddy said.
"D–Daddy, I think I need to use the potty!" Jack cried.
Aemus hesitated, looking from Jack to Daddy and back.
"Well?" Daddy asked.
"Should—should we let him use the potty, Daddy?"
"No. He had his chance. Speed to eight."
Aemus sighed. "Yes, Daddy."
The piston began to fly rapidly into and out of Jack's ass, the fluttering and fatigue growing much more intense. The sensation like he was going to make a mess grew with it until he was actively squirming, desperately trying to squeeze his ass closed against a constantly changing invader to keep from soiling himself.
"D–Daddy!" Jack cried. "Please, Daddy! A–augh!"
A light brown streak appeared on the dildo, and then it began to pull out bits of barely-digested oatmeal with each pass. Jack writhed against the restraints, desperately trying to cover his face with his hands, yet all he could do was lie there, helplessly soiling himself as his friend watched in horror and Daddy watched with his usual sadistic satisfaction.
"Get him off," Daddy said to Aemus.
Aemus reached for the power switch.
"What are you doing?"
"I can't get him off there with the piston still moving, Daddy," Aemus said uncertainly.
"That's not what I meant," Daddy replied, shaking his head. "I want you to make him cum. Suck his dick until he cums in your mouth, then swallow it."
Aemus grimaced. "Yes, Daddy," he said reluctantly.
Shriveling his nose, he gingerly stepped around the gurney to avoid the growing mess between his friend's legs.
Jack had initially been aroused from the previous activities, and the unfamiliar but tantalizing fluttering sensations in his anus had only aroused him further, but when he started soiling himself, he'd lost all interest and gone flaccid, his cock vanishing into his sheath. As Aemus reached down and began mouthing him, he squirmed, trying to get away.
"Don't, Aemus!" he snapped. "Not right now!"
"But Daddy says I have to," Aemus protested.
Jack let out a defeated whimper, squeezing his eyes closed. Yet as the horse's muzzle began to graze the tip of his sheath, his malehood responded, traitorously slipping from its hiding place and into the waiting maw. The machine continued to drill into him, battering his prostate, and the warm, wet, soft tongue pressed against his cock slowly pushed aside all thoughts of the literal mess he was currently in. It did not take many bobs of the horse's head around him for him to climax. Hot ropes of cum splattered into Aemus's mouth as Jack cried out ecstatically, once again writhing on the gurney. Aemus looked nauseous, making several attempts before finally gagging down the wolf's jizz.
"That's enough," Daddy said, gesturing for Aemus to flip the switch before the stimulation got too intense.
The horse released the wolf's cock and hurriedly did as bidden, leaving Jack lying there in a pool of his own mess with the dildo partially inserted into him.
"Tsk, tsk, tsk," Daddy said, shaking his head. "My, my, Jack, you've made a mess!" he said, putting his hands on his hips. "I had hoped that you'd use the potty earlier, but this—this just won't do! I'm afraid if you're going to make messes like this, you're going to have to wear diapers from now on. I can't have you ruining the place because you can't keep control of your bowels."
A mortified look came over Jack's face. "B–but, Daddy, I told you I needed to go!" he cried. "Don't make me wear diapers, Daddy! I–I'll use the potty anytime you tell me to!"
Daddy shook his head and reached into a nearby cabinet.
"I'm sorry, Jack, but I asked you if you wanted to go after breakfast, and you told me you didn't need to go. I even asked you twice. I'm afraid you've lost your potty privileges. You'll just have to use the diapers for now."
With a deft motion, he wiped down the dildo and slid it out of Jack's ass, trailing a bit more undigested oatmeal with it, which he wiped off. Dropping the used dildo into a bucket, he grabbed a wet wipe and dragged a big part of the mess between Jack's legs down into a lined trash can. With a few more deft wipes, he got the space cleaned completely off and began working on Jack himself. 
The wipe was cold and wet against Jack's sensitive orifice, and every time Daddy touched him, Jack felt a little more oatmeal seep out of him.
"Goodness," Daddy said, "I'm gonna have to get you in a diaper quickly; you're making too much of a mess to try to get you fully clean!"
Before Jack could react, Daddy had taken out a large, crinkly diaper.
"Come on, Aemus. Help me get it under him," Daddy said.
Aemus gave Jack a look that said, "I am so sorry for this," but did as he was told. Jack felt himself lifted, felt the lightly scratchy but noisy diaper slipped up under him. Daddy sprinkled some baby powder on his groin that felt eerily cool, and then Jack shuddered as he felt the diaper pulled up around himself, felt the gathers clinging to his thighs, felt the padding filling the space between his legs and making him constantly aware of its presence.
But worse than any of that, he could feel his impotent sphincter desperately trying yet failing to contain his bowels' contents. Within seconds of being diapered up, he could feel the hot, sticky mess pooling in the diaper against his skin. He squirmed uncomfortably, yet still strapped in, he wasn't able to escape the growing lump.
"Daddy," he whimpered, "Please let me use the potty."
"Sorry, kiddo, no can do," Daddy replied, smirking. "You'll just have to hang tight. That oatmeal will make its way through you, and then I'll give you a good change. But, it's Aemus's turn up there, and I need you to come and help me. I'm gonna have him turn you loose, but if you start messing with your diaper, I'm gonna have to put mitts on your hands to make you obey. Understand?"
Jack fussed irritably but huffed and said, "Yes, Daddy."
Aemus released the straps holding Jack in and helped his friend down. 
The feeling of the thick diaper between Jack's legs made him cringe, and his hands instinctively went down to try to adjust the fit.
"Ah, ah!" Daddy warned. "Do not touch your diaper, or I will duct tape it to you so tightly that we have to shave you to get it off. Is that what you want?"
"No, Daddy!"
"Then leave it alone. Get Aemus strapped in and pick a dildo for him."
"Daddy, may I use the potty before I get on the gurney?" Aemus asked timidly.
"What do you think, boy?"
Aemus sighed. "Yes, Daddy."
He clambered up onto the gurney, feeling a little grossed out at having to lie in a place that only a few minutes before had been covered in his friend's poo. Shuddering, he put it out of his mind and took a deep breath as Jack strapped him in, feeling the straps pull tight around his wrists and ankles.
"Now, Jack, just because you're mad at me doesn't mean you have to take it out on Aemus," Daddy said, looking at the dildo the wolf had selected. "Are you sure that's the one you want to pick for your friend?"
"Yes, Daddy," Jack huffed.
Aemus swallowed hard, suddenly very nervous. He hadn't wanted to hurt his friend, but he knew that if he'd picked something easier, Daddy would just make things worse. He had hoped to spare his friend the worst options by picking something moderately challenging that would likely make Daddy go easy. But now his friend was repaying his kindness with something so harsh that even Daddy was taking exception?
He winced as the rubber was pressed up against his donut, then gritted his teeth and cringed.
"Ow, man!" he gasped. "I was nice to you; what are you trying to do, fuck me with a dumbbell?"
Daddy pursed his lips then grinned. "You know, it does look kind of like a dumbbell!" he said. "Jack, set the depth to five and the speed to two."
"Slower is better, Aemus," Jack murmured. "I couldn't think of anything that would make Daddy go slower."
Aemus whimpered. On one hand, it was nice that Jack was looking out for him, too, but at the same time, that thing was huge. And as the piston started moving, he felt his wide-stretched ass suddenly slip off the edge of the wide part of the dildo, trying to contract around the much smaller shaft of the dildo before it reversed direction. Then he felt agonizing pain as the dumbbell started trying to pull out of his ass before he was relaxed enough for it. He saw stars and then yelled in pain as it suddenly forced its way through, spreading him open wide. It reversed direction again, and once more, he felt the huge lump slip into him while his ass grasped helplessly at nothing, only to be stretched and pulled backwards as the dildo again changed course.
"Depth to ten, speed to three," Daddy said.
The speed increased, but worse than that, there were now two huge blocks that had to make it into and out of Aemus's ass. The one slipped out of him, leaving him grasping, only for the next one to force itself inside, slip through, and leave him gaping again. Then it reversed direction, forced its way out, left him gaping, and then let the other one force its way out, too. The experience rapidly fatigued his exhausted ass, and pretty soon, the dildo was slipping in and out of him at 5-speed, barely even slowing down as it breezed past his orifice.
But just as Jack had felt his bowels start to move, Aemus felt it come on suddenly. One second he was fine, and the next second, he knew he was already done for.
"Daddy," he whimpered, "It's happening."
Each exit of the dildo pulled out a fair amount of mess with it, and after only a few seconds, the space between the horse's legs was already completely full.
"Jack, get him off," Daddy said.
Perhaps because he had known what to expect in advance, Aemus had not been quite as mortified by the experience. Grossed out, yes, but not nearly as embarrassed, and the large-diameter dildo was rubbing his prostate very intensely each time it passed. As a result, the stallion was already at half-mast when Jack leaned over him, and he stiffened immediately when the wolf's tongue touched his flesh. The dildo only took one more pass before the horse let out a shrill whinny and fired a thick, voluminous rope down Jack's throat. The wolf coughed and sputtered, but with a warning look from Daddy, he gagged down his friend's semen.
"That's enough," Daddy said as soon as Jack finished swallowing, hurriedly gesturing to the switch.
Though Jack got to it as quickly as he could, the dumbbell dildo managed to make several passes that made Aemus feel like he'd been kicked in the gut. When it finally stopped, he sagged against the gurney in a pool of mixed sweat and mess.
"I assume you know what you did," Daddy said.
"Yes, Daddy," Aemus said, dejected. "I should have used the potty when you told me to, and now you're not gonna let me use it anymore."
"That's right. Can't have accidents like this," Daddy replied as he cleaned up the mess on the gurney. "You'll just have to wear diapers anytime you're over here, too."
The stallion underwent the same embarrassment as his friend, feeling as Daddy wiped his donut over and over again, expressing a seemingly infinite volume of partially digested oatmeal as he did before giving up and enlisting Jack's help to diaper him up before turning him loose.
Then it was time for more oatmeal. Daddy took them into the kitchen and sat them down firmly on their squishy diapers, making them sit in their mess as they consumed more of the thing that would inevitably become more of that mess. Only after they'd each consumed two large bowls full—a task made extra difficult by the sheer volume he wanted them to consume—did he finally offer to change them.
"Did you two make poopies?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy," the two chorused dully.
"I can tell! I think it's time we changed you, don't you?"
"You could let us use the potty so we don't need changing," Jack said pointedly.
Daddy ignored him, instead leading the two into another room. The going was slow and awkward due to the amount of mess they'd each collected. Jack's diaper, having started filling much earlier, was particularly full, and when he walked, he kept his legs wide apart to try to avoid the nasty, sticky mess between his butt-cheeks. His diaper sagged between his legs, pulling down on his thighs and making him fiercely self-conscious every step of the way.
At last, they made it into the room and did a double-take. It was set up like an oversized play-pen with, among other things, wooden blocks, a rocking horse, and a bouncer. Seeing all of this, the two exchanged wary glances and would have balked if Daddy hadn't continued to usher them through the room towards the back, where an oversized changing table big enough for both of them to lie side-by-side dominated the back wall.
"All right, you two," Daddy said, patting the changing table. "Up you go."
The two exchanged glances again and hesitated.
"Come on, now; quit dawdling," Daddy said impatiently.
"I don't think I can get up there without...making a mess," Jack mumbled.
"Then make a mess," Daddy said, shrugging. "Do as I tell you."
The two let out disgruntled whimpers but did as they were told, clambering up onto the table and kneeling with their backs to him.
"I can't change you like that," Daddy said pointedly. "Turn around and lie on your backs."
"But, Daddy," Aemus said with a disgusted look on his face, "If we do that, it'll... get everywhere."
"Yes, I know," Daddy replied with a glint in his eye. "That's the point."
The two moaned loudly, fussing as they awkwardly got into position and shuddering in disgust as their diaper contents squished up against their bodies, packing itself in between their buttocks, surrounding their scrota, and even crawling up along the sides of their sheaths. As they both leaned backward, they felt the contents explode out the top of the diaper all along their backs. Both of them flinched with revulsion.
"Ooh, my, Jack," Daddy said as he untaped the wolf's diaper, "That is an impressive amount of mess you made."
Sure enough, every square inch of the diaper's inner surface was stained; not a single patch was spared. The laden diaper flopped down heavily on the table as Daddy reached for a wipe and began roughly scraping the caked-on mess off of Jack's groin. Despite the gut-wrenching aversion Jack felt, the feeling of the wipe in his crotch made his sheath stir.
No, no, no... he thought. I do not want my dick in all that mess!
Fortunately, Daddy got his waist cleaned up just in the nick of time before his red rocket slid out of its sheath and began throbbing.
"Oh?" Daddy said, regarding the bobbing member. "I think somebody's getting into the swing of things. Here."
He grabbed a cock ring and strapped it around the base of Jack's penis, right behind where his knot would be if it had inflated. Pressing a button, he made it start vibrating. Jack gasped, his fingers and toes curling as his hips bucked, then sagged into the nasty diaper.
"Make another mess like this, and Daddy will give you a big surprise," Daddy said, pulling the diaper out from under Jack and dropping it into a diaper pail. "But first, I need to get you cleaned up the rest of the way."
It took half a dozen more wet wipes to finally get rid of all the mess, and Daddy even had to flip Jack over to get to the mess that had crawled up his back. But Daddy took it in stride, using the opportunity to spread Jack's legs and run the wipe up the crack of his ass. Jack shuddered at the touch but was belied by his fully inflated knot throbbing anxiously, sandwiched between his body and the table. While the wolf was still on his back, Daddy put down a new diaper and then rolled him onto it. The wolf squirmed uncomfortably as Daddy made him spread his legs and applied a liberal puff of powder that coated his still-throbbing cock and cooled his overstretched ring, now as clean as a whistle.
Smiling, Daddy reached forward and tickled Jack's belly and grazed his balls lightly before pulling the diaper up between his legs. The diaper crinkled noisily, and the rip of the tapes as he undid and applied them carried with it a sense of finality. At last, Jack lay there on the table, feeling a mixture of bewildered, horny, and embarrassed.
"All right, Aemus. Let's see what you've done," Daddy said, leaving Jack alone with his thoughts—and the vibrator—for the moment.
Aemus's diaper was nearly as full as Jack's had been, and Daddy repeated the motions he'd used before, scooping the bulk of the mess into the diaper and disposing of it before setting to work to clean the residue off the stallion's coat and out of the various creases and crevices. Just as Jack's had done, Aemus's penis poked from his sheath at the attention, and Daddy wasted no time putting a vibrating cock ring on him, too, right behind his medial ring. The stallion's malehood got hard fast, but Daddy paid it no mind as he flipped the horse over, cleaned up his back, and then ran a wet wipe up under his tail, lingering a bit around his donut to make sure he got it good and clean. The stallion shuddered and let out a horny moan.
The diaper came next, but before Daddy could roll Aemus over, he stopped short.
"Jack! What are you doing? Take your hands out of there!" he scolded.
Jack, caught red-handed with his hands down his diaper, quickly pulled them out and whined.
"You don't want to put your hands down in there; it's messy!" Daddy chided.
"But, Daddy!" Jack moaned, "I'm so horny!"
"Then use your diaper," Daddy replied firmly. "Do not put your paws down there again, or I'll see to it that you can't."
He flipped Aemus over and got him powdered, but as he was pulling up the diaper, he happened to glance over again.
"Jack! That's it," he said with an air of finality. "No more diaper-paws for you, mister."
He rummaged in a drawer, took out a pair of leather mitts, and held them up.
"Put your paw in," he ordered.
Jack balked, but after a stern glance from Daddy, whimpered and did as told. Daddy wasted no time cinching the strap closed around Jack's wrist, trapping his paw in a fist.
"Other one, too," he said.
Jack complied, and seconds later, the wolf had nothing to touch himself with but two smooth, leather nubs.
"Very naughty, Jack," Daddy scolded, shaking his head as he went back to finish diapering Aemus.
The stallion, meanwhile, had been touching himself, too, jerking himself furiously in a desperate bid to get off before Daddy could tape him in.
"Aemus!" Daddy gasped, exasperated. "What am I going to do with you two? Take your hands off yourself right now."
Aemus let out a frustrated snort, and Daddy hastily taped the diaper closed.
"Come on, you two," he said, giving them a dirty look. "Did you bring your homework?"
"Yes, Daddy," the two replied, accompanied by frustrated grunts.
"Good. Come on."
He led them back to the kitchen even more stiffly than before due to their extreme arousal. Rummaging in their backpacks, he took out their books, binders, and notes, and laid them all out on the table.
"Aemus, you sit here," he said, pointing.
Aemus went to him and sat down, still feeling a little weird about the extra padding but grateful that at least it wasn't squishy padding. Before he could react, Daddy grabbed his wrist, put a cuff around it, and locked it with a padlock. Running a short piece of chain through a bolt on the top of the table, he attached the chain to another cuff that he put around Aemus's other wrist. Fastening the two chains and securing the cuffs with padlocks, Daddy finally let go of Aemus's hands. The stallion looked down and did a double-take: he could move his wrists just enough to move a pencil over the space in front of him, but not enough to scratch his nose without bending down, let alone move his hands under the table to scratch a different kind of itch. He huffed in frustration.
"Jack, you're over here," Daddy said.
Jack sat where Daddy indicated, and seconds later was attached to the table the same way as Aemus. The accursed mitts were removed, yet Jack was no more able to relieve himself now than he had been before.
"Now, you've both got a lot of homework by the look of it," Daddy said. "I want the two of you to spend the next few hours working on getting it done. When you finish, if you've used your diaper, Daddy will give you both a big reward."
Concentrating on their homework was difficult, especially with the constant distraction of the vibrators going, and they spent much of the time desperately trying to rub their diapers against the underside of the table in a vain attempt to push themselves over edge through the thick padding. As distracting as their situation was, though, things got even worse when the second dose of oatmeal began to find its way through them. Their anuses had tightened a little bit since the morning's ordeal, but they were still far too loose to stop the flow. Jack felt it first, and then Aemus did: the hot, tickling, ooze that began to make their taints itch before spreading up along their butt-cheeks. And still the vibrators kept stimulating their exhausted erections, overriding any sense of disgust with intense arousal and frustration.
"D–Daddy! I'm making a poopy!" Aemus called, gasping and desperately straining against the chain between his wrists. "Please, Daddy, make it stop!"
"Not until Jack starts making poopies, too," Daddy called back.
"But, Daddy, I am making poopies!" Jack cried.
"Oh! Well, then," Daddy said, striding into the room. "Huh, it doesn't look like either of you got much homework done," he said, looking over their shoulders.
"How can we, Daddy? This vibrator is—ugh!" Jack trailed off with a frustrated moan.
Daddy regarded them sternly at first, but then his expression softened.
"Well, I suppose the two of you have had about as much as you can stand for it being your first time," he said. "I tell you what: since you were both good boys and made poopies, I will give you both a treat after I get you cleaned up. Come on."
He led them into the playroom and had them get up on the changing table again. But before he opened their diapers, he made them both put their hands over their heads against the table and then cuffed them there, preventing them from moving their hands down to touch themselves while he cleaned them up. He made short work of the change, deftly wiping the relatively fresh mess into the diaper and cleaning them from throbbing cock to quivering anus. But then, instead of putting a fresh diaper on Aemus, he powdered him and left him there while he got Jack cleaned up.
"You two did well today, and so I am going to give you a reward," he said as he applied liberal baby powder to Jack's groin. "Do not get used to this; you only get one of these once in a long while."
Putting down the powder, he stepped back and undid his belt, letting his pants fall to the ground and pulling his underwear off to reveal a modest but raging cock. Stepping up to Aemus, he spread the horse's legs and deftly guided himself into the lightly gaping donut-hole, aiming directly for the stallion's prostate. As the feline's barbed member stroked his walnut-organ, Aemus felt a strange sort of warm chill go through his body. Unlike the painful knotting and pulling out from Jack that was designed to stretch and fatigue him, Daddy's movements were precise and intense, sending wave after wave of pleasant but bewildering sensations coursing through Aemus's body. And, unlike the fucking he had given Jack in return—frantic and wrought with guilt—Daddy's thrusts were slow and sensual and paced to deliver maximum effect with each stroke. The stallion's cock began to bob even harder, and he felt like he was either going to poop himself or pee himself. A wave of panic gripped him, only to be subsumed beneath another wave of pleasure. 
As Daddy began to thrust a little harder and a little faster, the panicky feelings subsided entirely, and Aemus writhed against his restraints, moaning lewdly while Jack looked on hornily, his own cock still being stimulated by the vibrator.
"That's it, Aemus," Daddy said quietly. "Just let go."
The words resonated deep in the stallion's psyche. He felt suddenly preternaturally calm, as if he were floating away from his body. 
Daddy grazed against his prostate again.
Aemus's mouth opened wide, but all that came out was a soft moan. A sharp blast from his cock splattered the wall behind him, and his back arched so hard that his hips came off the table.
"Shh. Good boy," Daddy said.
Just then, beneath the haze of orgasmic bliss, Aemus felt something hot spurt into him. His eyes snapped open in horror as he realized that Daddy had just cum inside of him. Whatever he had thought of himself before was no more; he had another male's spunk inside his ass.
And he'd gotten off when it happened.
Blushing fiercely, he tried to cover his face, yet the chain on his wrists was too short. As the jaguar pulled out and Aemus felt Daddy's semen trickling out of him, he resorted to turning his head to the side and hiding between his biceps, deeply humiliated and unsure of how to feel.
"And for you, too, Jack," Daddy said, reaching over to turn off Aemus's vibrator.
Without missing a beat, he stepped up between the wolf's legs, slipped under the wolf's tail, and found his prostate. Jack had been too distracted by the vibrator to pay much attention to what was happening to his friend, but when he felt Daddy's barbed prick press against his prostate, he gave Daddy his undivided attention. With the cock ring squeezing right behind his knot, its sensations had been particularly intense, and the wolf was nearly on a hair-trigger, cumming after only a few of Daddy's thrusts, his cock bobbing and spraying his cum in a vertical fan that covered his chest, face, and the wall behind him in a streak of watery jizz.
"My, my, you were pent-up, weren't you, Jack?" Daddy said as he continued thrusting and reached up to turn off Jack's vibrator. "Well, you'll have to hang in there, then. Daddy's not through, yet."
If Daddy had said something, Jack hadn't heard it. His tongue lolled out, and he basked in the most intense orgasm he had ever had. But then something hot and wet splashed into his bowels, yanking him from his bliss. Seeing Daddy standing over him and the ecstatic look on Daddy's face, Jack realized immediately what had happened, and he, too, tried to hide his face, ashamed for having been cum inside of, yet even more ashamed for having enjoyed it.
"There, now," Daddy said, sighing contentedly and pulling up his pants. "Doesn't that feel better?"
The two didn't reply. Both had such mixed feelings over what they'd experienced that neither could bring himself to speak.
Daddy looked cross, but then he pursed his lips thoughtfully.
"Ah, I see what's going on here," he said. "You two are still so high on your toxic masculinity that you're afraid to admit to enjoying what just happened, aren't you? Well," he added flippantly, "You'll get over it!" 
Releasing their wrists, he gestured for them to follow him. When he started out of the room and they didn't budge, he really did get cross.
"Snap out of it, you two," he ordered. "I have enough dirt on you to ruin you guys' lives for years without even sending you to jail at this point. Is that what you want? Say 'No, Daddy'."
"No, Daddy," the two muttered.
"Then get your asses up and get in here. The weekend is still young, and I'm not done with you, yet."
With sinking feelings in the pits of their stomachs, the two roused themselves miserably and trudged after him.
"You're both tightening up," he said when he reached the living room. "I want you to take turns reaming each other out like the other day. You can use my cum as lube!"
But the two weren't listening. Both wore mortified grimaces as they felt Daddy's cum drooling out of their asses, trickling down their taints, and running down their inner thighs.
"HEY!" Daddy yelled, clapping his hands in front of their faces, snapping them out of it. "Get to it!"
The next several hours were spent with them taking turns fucking each other. Daddy kept them both so busy that they had little time to think about what had happened. After that, he fed them dinner—more oatmeal—and then strapped them both to fucking machines for a few hours before bed. At last, their asses gaping and exhausted, he finally diapered them up, chained their hands above their heads on the changing table, and turned out the lights. The next day would prove to be more of the same, except that he turned them loose around 5 PM to go home before classes started up the next morning.
"I expect that both of you will use your diapers as soon as I put them on you tomorrow," he warned. "If not, we'll loosen you up until you do. Eat your fiber!"
They did indeed use their diapers as soon as they arrived the next day, but the next few weeks were hit-or-miss. Some days, they just didn't need to go, and other days, they felt more self-conscious than others. The professor always had ways to get them to do his bidding, making them fuck each other, use the fucking machine, or—as a particularly nasty punishment—he would insert a butt plug electrode into them and stimulate their sphincters continuously until they could no longer hold the plug in. Everything would practically fall out after that. And, he held them both accountable for each other: if either one didn't do as he was told, they were both punished for it.
But, it wasn't all bad, either: if they both came prepared to do their duty, he would reward them with a nice orgasm.
There was, however, one particularly bad incident that solidified their training for good—and set in motion their search for a way to escape. It had been several months since Daddy had sent them their first texts, and both had shown good progress in doing what Daddy wanted. But, Jack's bowel movements had started decreasing in volume of late, and Daddy wondered why. He watched the progression until the weekend, and then he sprang his trap.
"Did you both bring your fiber jars?" Daddy asked as he met them at the door.
"Yes, Daddy," the two replied, handing them to him.
Making them stand there on the porch, he opened Aemus's jar first and nodded, seeing that it was a little less than half-full. Closing the jar, he opened Jack's and started but recovered quickly. The jar was almost 3/4 full. Closing the lid, he ushered them both inside, told them to strip, and then put their diapers on them.
"Time to make poopies," he said like he always did.
As if on cue, the two relaxed, and within seconds, they both felt the hot, slippery slime sliding between their buttocks. Their diapers pooched in the back, and as the turds filled out the free space and began to fall, the lump in the back sagged down towards the bottom of their diapers. But as Jack sighed and looked finished, Aemus was still going, his eyes fluttering slightly as he shifted his stance to settle his diaper's contents and give it more room to fill.
"Jack, are you finished already?" Daddy asked.
Jack looked startled, then said, "Oh, um, yes, Daddy. I just—I didn't need to go very much today."
"I see that," Daddy replied as Aemus continued filling his diaper. "Have you been taking your fiber every day like I told you to?"
Jack's eyes darted away then back to him. "Mm, yes, Daddy. Just like you told me to, eight times the expected dose."
Daddy gave him a hard look, and Jack began to squirm. "Are you lying to me, Jack?"
The wolf gulped, bit his lip, and looked away.
"Jack? Look at me."
The wolf's face burned hotter than his diaper's contents as he gritted his teeth and forced himself to look at Daddy.
"Did you lie to me, Jack?" Daddy asked.
Jack swallowed hard, grabbed his shoulder with his other hand, and slouched, nodding faintly.
"You know that you're going to be punished for that, don't you, Jack?" Daddy said.
Jack hung his head. "Yes, Daddy," he whispered.
"Come on," Daddy said. "Aemus, you, too."
The stallion had only just finished filling his diaper and breathed a sigh of relief. As he began to waddle towards the changing room, his diaper thudded side-to-side with several pounds of horse dung, drooping and sagging down around his thighs. Jack followed behind him, wanting to put as much space between himself and Daddy as possible without getting himself into more trouble. Even as nervous as he was, he couldn't help but feel shocked at how much his friend had gone and a little glad he never had to go that much.
"Up you go, boys," Daddy said calmly.
Not wanting to get into worse trouble, Jack hopped up on the table right away and lay back, hoping Daddy would see how good he was being and go easy on him. Aemus followed behind, but the sheer weight of his diaper made it difficult for him to get up onto the table, and it took several attempts before he actually made it up. By then, the green-brown mess was oozing out around his legs, and Jack shuddered on seeing it.
"Okay, Aemus. Since you were such a good boy, we're gonna change you first today," Daddy said.
The change started out the same as usual, with Daddy scraping as much of the mess off Aemus and into the diaper as he could, but instead of dropping the wipe on the diaper, too, Daddy set it aside. And, when it came time to pull the diaper out from under the horse's butt, Daddy set it aside, too, instead of putting it in the diaper pail. Aemus thought nothing of it as Daddy cleaned him up and jacked him off, but the thought crossed Jack's mind that maybe the horse had made such a big mess that Daddy didn't want to fill the diaper pail completely up. Other than that, the change went as usual, with Daddy powdering Aemus, putting a fresh diaper on him, and then moving over to Jack.
"Let's see what we've got," Daddy said.
Sure enough, there was only a little bit of a mess down in the bottom of the diaper. A little urine stain on the front joined a small brown pile at the bottom, leaving the rest of the diaper clean.
"Tsk, tsk," Daddy said. "That fiber is what makes you able to go so much, Jack," he said as he cleaned the wolf up. "You really need to be eating more fiber."
"I'm sorry, Daddy," Jack said quietly, hoping that maybe Daddy would let him off with a reprimand.
The change continued, but when it came time to put a new diaper on, Daddy stopped.
"Aemus, would you go sit on the floor with the blocks, please?" Daddy said.
Aemus frowned, then shrugged, got up, and did as he was told.
Daddy scooted the full diaper over to where the horse had been and gave Jack a significant look.
"Time for your new diaper, Jack," he said.
The wolf's eyes bulged. "N–no, Daddy!" he said, shaking his head. "Please, no!"
"Jack," the jaguar said sternly, pointing to the diaper, "You get over here and sit in this mess."
He didn't have to threaten "or else". After months of being around him, the two had learned that there was always an underlying "or else" to everything he said.
Swallowing and nearly on the verge of tears, the wolf got up onto his hands and knees, moved over near the diaper, and stared in horror at the mushed-together, greenish-brown, smelly mess in the shape of Aemus's ass.
"Sit," Daddy growled.
His lip quivering, Jack slowly lowered himself into the mess, shuddering violently as he felt the sticky stuff touch him, get matted in his fur, and start pressing against him. Moving gingerly, he did his best to follow Daddy's orders while avoiding as much of the mess as possible.
"Now lie down," Daddy said quietly.
Jack's eyes darted to him, now wet.
"P–please, Daddy...don't make me..."
"Jack..."
The wolf squeezed his eyes closed and lay back, shuddering and convulsing as he felt Aemus's mess crawl up his back. But that proved to be the least of his worries. As soon as the wolf was lying back, Daddy pulled the front of the diaper up over his groin and pressed it down hard on his waist. Mess squished up into all his crevices, completely surrounded his sheath, and stuck to his balls. As Daddy pulled the tapes, Jack felt the mess sealed up against him, the volume so great that it began trying to seep out around his leg-gathers. He was mortified. Wearing his own mess was bad enough, but wearing Aemus's? And so much of it?! 
He began to sob, lying there on the changing table, overwhelmed with embarrassment and revulsion.
"Get up," Daddy said, a hint of disgust in his voice. "And quit that crying! I haven't even started punishing you, yet!"
Fearing worse punishment, Jack haltingly sat up, still crying, and got to his feet, trembling.
"Get down on all fours," Daddy said, holding something behind his back.
As Jack did so, Daddy strapped cuffs to his wrists, thighs, and ankles, with chains going between them that forced him to stay on all fours.
"You get to crawl around in that diaper for the rest of the night," Daddy growled. "Do not lie to me again. Now, get to the living room!"
The crawl of shame was the most humiliating experience of Jack's life. Daddy made Aemus follow behind him, and every time Jack slowed down, Daddy told Aemus to give him a good, hard swat on the ass. Every swat pressed the diaper's contents more tightly against Jack's body, the feeling making him stop to cringe. Yet stopping incurred another swat, which made him cringe more, and so every time he paused, it became a minutes-long ordeal. When he finally made it to the living room, Daddy made him lie on his side on the floor while Daddy jacked Aemus off and told him what a good boy he'd been. By the time Daddy finally let Jack out of the diaper and put some much-needed diaper rash cream on him, Jack had learned his lesson. From then on, he took ten times the recommended dosage to make sure that he'd mess his diaper more than Aemus would. There was no way he was ever going to endure that again.
*************
Jack jerked suddenly, clutching his chest and breathing heavily.
"Jack?" Aemus asked, "You—you okay?"
The wolf had squeezed his eyes closed and was trembling all over.
"Jack? Hey, buddy. Talk to me!" the horse urged, shaking him. "Jack!"
The wolf's eyes snapped open, and he looked wildly at Aemus.
"A–Aemus?" he gasped.
"Jack, what the hell, man? What's gotten into you?"
The wolf took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
"We gotta make sure we do this right," he said at last, swallowing hard.
"Do what?" 
"Get out from under Daddy—the professor—whatever his name is!" the wolf snapped. Exhaling sharply, he shook his head. "Sorry, Aemus. I–I was having flashbacks."
"Flashbacks?" Aemus asked, frowning. "To what?"
The wolf shook his head again. "Doesn't matter. Look, are you sure what we've got on him is enough to make him let us go?"
The horse cocked his head. "Why are you asking me? You're the one who's so hell-bent on getting out from under him; I was just saying that some of your other ideas were a bit more harebrained than others."
"I'm serious, Aemus! You remember what he did to us when we claimed we were having Thanksgiving with the family and then he caught us at the mall?"
Aemus shuddered, grimacing. "Yeah, don't remind me," he muttered.
"What do you think he's gonna do if we go up there and we can't get him to let us go? How badly is he gonna punish us?"
The stallion pursed his lips. "I mean, it's not like him to flog us or anything, and it's not like he's gonna rat us out to the cops if he can keep us to himself. Heck, we've even already worn dirty diapers for a whole day; what else can he do?"
"I dunno," Jack said warily. "But I don't wanna find out."
"You wanna give up and just go along with it?"
"No! I want to make sure what we've got on him is definitely gonna make him let us go before we show our hand!"
Aemus shrugged. "I dunno how you're gonna do that other than to just tell it like it is and see what happens. I mean, what's the worst that can happen?"
Jack's pupils constricted to pinpoints.
*************
The last time Aemus had asked what the worst that could happen was had been the Thanksgiving incident. Jack and Aemus had both told Daddy they were going to visit their families over the long weekend, and Daddy had taken the bait, hook, line, and sinker. The truth was that both of their families drove them crazy and lived so far away that the bulk of the long weekend would have been spent on planes and in cars, but the excuse seemed plausible enough that they figured it was worth a try. Elated by their freedom, they'd gone out Wednesday afternoon after a short day of class to spend some much-needed time at the mall, hitting on chicks and relishing not being confined to diapers in Daddy's gloomy living room for the first time in months.
They hadn't seen him the first time he walked by, but he saw them. The next time he walked by, he waited for a crowd and then walked directly towards them as it parted.
"Oh, shit!" Jack had cried, leaping off the bench they were sitting on and dropping the pretzel he was eating.
Aemus had looked up just in time to see the professor looming over them.
"Visiting family, huh?" the jaguar said quietly, his face dangerously expressionless.
"U–uh, D–Daddy, I–we—we can explain," Jack stammered.
"Home," Daddy said evenly. "Now."
Despite doing ten over the whole way, the drive back to Daddy's house still felt like an eternity, with Jack shaking so badly that he could barely hold the steering wheel and even Aemus bouncing his knees with agitation. They got to Daddy's house and rang the bell, then stood trembling on the doorstep.
The door opened, and they both nervously stepped inside and hastily stripped naked.
" 'Gonna be spending the long weekend with family', you said, Aemus," Daddy said, giving the horse a sideways glance. "And Jack, I believe you said that you would be 'stuffed like a turkey'. Jack, you know how much I hate it when you two lie. I had thought your last major punishment had been enough to stop that right where it started, but apparently I was wrong. Aemus," he said reproachfully, "I'm particularly surprised at you." He sighed. "I've had a while to think about what I'm going to do with you two, and I've decided to make honest boys out of you. You say you're having a long weekend with family and will be stuffed like a turkey? Well, I will make that a reality, then. Come on."
He led them into the living room, where he'd laid out two straitjackets, two funnel-looking things, a roll of duct tape, and the largest diaper either of them had ever seen. He wasted no time putting the jackets on them, leaving the sleeves free but cinching the backs tightly so there was no way they could get loose.
"Go give your brother a hug," he ordered Aemus.
A little perplexed, Aemus did as he was told and wrapped his arms around Jack. Daddy immediately tied the horse's sleeves off, preventing him from letting go.
"Jack, you, too," he ordered, and in no time, the two were pressed tightly chest-to-chest, with Daddy going back tightening the squeeze on each of them several times until they were nearly crushed together.
"Spread your legs," he said.
Now stuck together, the two awkwardly did the best they could to do what he told them, and he pulled the massive diaper up between them, snugging it tightly around their waists and taping it closed. 
Rip. Riiippp! went the tape as Daddy taped the top of the diaper to their fur, making several passes to be sure there was no way it would come off.
"Now lie on the floor," he said.
Finally getting an idea of what was about to happen, the two tried to protest, but Daddy just yelled at them, and they reluctantly did what he said. As soon as they were on the ground, he used the tape loosely around all four of their legs, keeping them close enough together that there was no way they could get to their feet again.
Then came the funnels.
It wasn't obvious at first, but each funnel had a very wide neck connected to several feet of wide-diameter tubing. The other end of the tubing passed into what looked like a giant pacifier with straps that could be used to secure it in place around the wearer's head.
"Open up," Daddy said to Jack.
The wolf glanced at the pacifier, then at Daddy, and shook his head.
"I said, 'open up'," Daddy growled, pressing his finger and thumb roughly against the wolf's cheeks and forcing his mouth open. 
The hard tubing was shoved into the wolf's mouth, pressing almost all the way to the back of his throat and nearly making him gag. There was a click as Daddy locked the gag in place, and Jack let out a whine of protest as Daddy cinched it tight, driving the tube even deeper into his mouth.
"You, too, Aemus," Daddy said.
Aemus didn't fight it, sighing and obediently opening his mouth as Daddy strapped the pacifier-tube in place.
"Well, you two, I hope you're happy," Daddy said at last, grabbing the two funnels and hanging them from a rope thrown over the exposed rafters. "You will definitely be spending the weekend very close to family—our little family—and rest assured, the two of you will be stuffed just like turkeys."
With that, he disappeared and then reappeared carrying a big pot of cooked oatmeal. Checking the temperature to make sure it wouldn't burn them, he began divvying it up between the two funnels. He'd made it slightly runny, yet it still took its time to work its way down the funnel and through the long length of tubing. The two captives' hearts pounded against each other as they watched the stuff making its way towards their mouths. When it finally got there, it was completely bland; Daddy hadn't flavored it at all like he usually did, and as it hit the backs of their throats, it made them both want to gag.
"If you want to breathe, you'd better swallow," Daddy warned. "I've got these funnels up high enough that the pressure will force the oatmeal into your mouths, no matter how hard you try to push back."
He was right. No sooner had he said it than both of them began to feel the intense pressure of the oatmeal forcing its way into their mouths and packing against the backs of their throats. Before they could even start swallowing, it had already made its way around the sides of the tube and was packing itself into their mouths between the tube and their cheeks, their tongues and palates.
Feeling their air supply abruptly cut off, the two frantically began swallowing the mixture, their tongues struggling against the tube. They cleared out enough space to breathe, but no sooner had they both gasped in a breath than the space began to close back off again. They swallowed and swallowed, beginning to feel nauseous from the fast intake of food.
"There. That should keep you both busy for a while," Daddy said. "Enjoy your quality family time, boys," he said, disappearing into the kitchen.
It took over an hour for them to finish all the oatmeal Daddy had poured into their funnels, and both felt distinctly bloated by the obscene volume of food. To make matters worse, Daddy had strapped them together so tightly that their distended bellies squeezed painfully against each other, and each breath one took made the other groan with discomfort. But as with all of Daddy's punishments, the worst was yet to come.
Perhaps it was nerves or just because the oatmeal wasn't agreeing with him, but Jack was the first to feel his bowels rumble and gurgle, so intensely that Aemus could feel it in his "brother's" stomach. He gave Jack a pleading look, begging him not to do what was clearly Daddy's intent all along. Jack fought hard, long enough that before long, he was feeling the same gurgles from Aemus. But the oatmeal had reacted with their stomach contents and released a lot of air, and before long, the gurgles were accompanied by painful gas that moved about their bowels, bringing them both nearly to tears. In the end, it was the desperate need to get relief from that gas that overpowered both their resolve. Jack farted first, the air hot and voluminous enough in their shared diaper that Aemus grimaced around his gag. Yet only seconds later, he did the same, and it was Jack's turn to grimace.
It didn't take long for the gas to be joined by something else. Daddy had deliberately not made them fist or fuck each other when they arrived, letting them keep control of their sphincters and cruelly making them directly responsible for the mess they made when they could no longer hold back. For two hours, they fought against the bowel movements that kept trying to crown, letting the increasingly hot gas pass as best they could while keeping their poopies painfully to themselves. But as Daddy came back with a little more oatmeal for their funnels, they began to despair, knowing they couldn't hold it forever and also knowing that Daddy had them for four more days.
After three hours of fighting it back, Jack's anus was so exhausted that it was quivering spastically, clinging to his bowels' contents as if holding onto a cliff by its fingertips. Aemus's donut was distended and pooched against his diaper from all the packed-in mess waiting to be released, little bubbles of gas making his ring flutter.
It was hard to say who broke first, and arguably, it didn't matter. At approximately the same time, they both let out exhausted sobs as they felt their respective sphincters give way, spilling their contents into their diapers behind them. With so much back-pressure, once the flow started, they couldn't hold it back again. They lay there helplessly, belly-to-belly, as nature took its course and their respective messes met and filled the diaper so full that the duct tape began to tear. Even their bladders began to empty, and each felt the hot rush of his friend's piss on his groin. Daddy left them that way all evening, not letting them go until he was sure they had made all the mess they could. 
Even when he did finally let them out of the diaper, their punishment still wasn't over. There was, as Daddy put it, "still plenty of quality time to spend with family." The details of what he meant were a blur, but most of the rest of the weekend was spent with Daddy forcing the two to beg him for something they did not want. "Daddy, please fist me! Daddy, please make my brother fist me! Daddy, please let me fist my brother!" By the time the weekend was through, Jack had broken down and cried from so much humiliation, and Aemus wasn't far behind.
"Take this with you," Daddy said that Sunday evening, handing them each a tube of diaper rash cream. "You will need it. And boys?"
The two looked at him glumly.
"Do not ever lie to me again. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Daddy."
*************
"Professor."
The jaguar looked up from his office desk, then smirked.
"Unless I miss my guess, that is the sound of someone who thinks he's gotten one over on me," he said, putting down his pen and leaning back in his chair. "Well, boys, give it your best shot." 
He glanced from one to the other, his eyes eventually landing on Aemus.
"I'm going to guess Jack put you up to this," he said knowingly. 
The horse averted his eyes but said nothing.
"All right, then. What have you got to say? Lay it on me," the professor said.
The two glanced at each other, hesitated, and then Jack blurted, "We want out!"
The professor gave him an expectant look, then frowned, puzzled.
"And?" he asked.
"And," Jack said, fumbling with his phone, nearly dropping it as he put it down on the professor's desk and pressed 'play', "If you don't, we'll show this to everybody!"
The professor watched the video, his expression registering curiosity, then mild concern, and finally, indifference. He sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose.
"Let me get this straight," he said. "Your plan was to show this to everybody if I didn't let you go?"
The two exchanged uncomfortable glances, and then nodded uncertainly.
"I see."
He pulled open the middle drawer of his desk, pulled out a folded-up poster, and spread it on top of the desk.
"If you're going to try to blackmail someone, boys," he said, "You might want to use something they are actually embarrassed about or afraid of people knowing."
The boys' jaws dropped as they saw the poster.
"If I want to parade around in women's clothing, that is my prerogative," the professor said, a wry smirk forcing itself over his features despite his best efforts to remain stern. "And if I happen to like telling bawdy jokes that rank me the #1 local drag queen three years in a row, then that is also my prerogative and certainly not something I'm ashamed of!"
Shaking his head, he carefully folded up the poster and put it back in his drawer.
"I'll tell you what, boys," he said, his tone turning ominous. "Clearly you two need more practice at this blackmail thing, and I happen to be feeling extremely generous. Therefore, I'm going to let you both continue practicing your blackmail until you get your degrees. Continuing our tutoring as we have been, you might be able to count on having your diplomas in the next, oh, three to four years."
Jack's eyes widened, and Aemus's jaw dropped, both of them feeling as if the professor had grabbed them by the stomach and was wrenching it around in circles.
"And, since we've got plenty of time to work on things now, I think I'll go ahead and ramp you both up to the next level. I will see you both at my house this evening for private tutoring," he said.
Looking past them, he waved another student in. "Don't worry about them," he said. "They were just leaving. Goodbye, boys."
*************
Up until that point, Daddy had focused nearly completely on humiliating them by means of their bowel movements, but as they found out that very evening, he had plenty of other ways at his disposal. From that day forward, the minute they stepped inside his door, he put locking mitts on their hands and strapped pacifiers in their mouths, ensuring they could not speak or use their hands for anything productive. He also saw to it that they always crawled everywhere in his house, never once permitting them to stand for any reason. Even when he had them fucking each other—which was every day—he made them do it doggy-style, with one crawling up behind the other and having his malehood guided in by Daddy's hand.
Weekends were much worse than they had been before. Where he had at least let them eat their oatmeal on their own before, now he fed them baby formula out of a bottle. While not intended as a laxative, the unfamiliar substance had that effect on them for the first few weeks, and they spent a lot of time in dirty diapers, being made to crawl around and feel the mess rubbing against them. 
The vibrating cock-rings also made much more frequent appearances, usually tied to some kind of normally mundane activity that Daddy would insist they perform while wearing them. One of his favorites was making them spell words with the alphabet blocks in the playroom. With the vibration set to the maximum setting, he would make them spell unfamiliar words. Every second it took them counted as a point against them, and every time they spelled it wrong counted as ten points. When they reached a hundred points or finally got the word right, he would tally up the points, and every point equaled a minute on the rocking horse.
The rocking horse.
It had seemed so innocuous at first, just another toy in Daddy's playroom. Yet after the first time they were forced to ride on it, neither of the boys ever wanted to do it again. But it was by far Daddy's favorite, and he found every excuse he could to make them ride it for a long time.
The horse itself was relatively benign, save for the locking D rings on it to which cuffs could be attached to prevent the rider from leaving. It was the mounting plate on the seat that made it awful. The plate could accommodate any number of interchangeable dildos, from very tiny ones all the way up to very large ones. That first day, Daddy made sure to put the fear of the rocking horse into both boys by selecting a dildo bigger than Aemus's penis, locking it into place, and then demanding that Jack come over and straddle it. The wolf had balked—oh, how he'd balked!—but Daddy eventually had his way, and the wolf found himself standing over the little rocking horse.
He did not know the dildo could move.
With laser-like precision, the dildo shot upward, driven by a telescoping piston inside the rocking horse's body. With just as much speed, it pulled back down, yanking the shocked wolf down with it. Tears sprang to his eyes, but before he could react, Daddy had restrained his wrists, thighs, and ankles, anchoring him tightly to the rocking horse.
"The faster you rock, the slower it goes," he had said.
Jack had started to protest through his pacifier, but just then, the dildo began moving, pressing itself painfully deep into his ass and pulling out at breakneck speed. He instinctively leaned forward, trying to escape the onslaught, and the rocking horse leaned forward. As it did, the piston slowed down, and Jack sagged backward in relief. Suddenly getting it, he began to rock for all he was worth, eventually managing to stop the piston entirely and feeling only the sensation of his own movements lightly shifting the dildo in and out.
But rocking on the horse was hard with his legs strapped right below his butt. He couldn't use his feet to push off and had to rely solely on his abs and leaning forward and backward. Over short periods, this wasn't too terrible, but the piston was always waiting for him to slow down, and the piston never tired. After five minutes, the boys might feel a little sore, but they could keep the piston at bay. After ten minutes, the piston had usually prodded them at least once or twice. By twenty minutes, their abs and low back were aching, and the piston was prodding them regularly. By an hour, they were too exhausted to rock anymore and were completely at the piston's mercy.
The piston didn't care if they were horny; it would keep going. It didn't care if they got off; it wouldn't even slow down. It definitely didn't care if the feeling of the oversized dildo rubbing roughly against their prostates right after getting off was excruciating. If anything, it seemed to sadistically enjoy that. In fact, the piston would keep going even if it meant that they suffered in agony for nearly an hour before getting off a second time, far more intensely than the first, and were left screaming into their pacifiers. It did not care, and Daddy loved that about it almost as much as he loved how loose and incontinent it left the boys. After a couple of hours on the rocking horse, he could feed them a few bottles of warm milk before bed and then lock them in the oversized crib in the adjoining room, letting them feel their bowels rumble and leak all night. 
And yet, despite all the new physical discomforts, the psychological ones hit just as hard if not harder. While Daddy had insisted on them calling him 'Daddy' before, he had at least treated them like adults. Now he always talked in baby-voice to them, and with the pacifiers always in their mouths, they were never able to reply back. If calling him "Daddy" had rankled Jack before, not being able to call him anything was far worse. Sometimes Daddy would go multiple hours without feeding or changing them to deliberately make them start causing a fuss, and every time they did, he could come in and pretend not to know what was wrong with them, sometimes driving them to actual tears of frustration. 
What else could Daddy do? As it turned out, quite a lot!

