

Pampered by My Professor 


By Amelia Hobbes. 

Preview: 

Hesitantly, her face flushed and pulse racing, Lucy did what he asked, kneeling in front of him in a wet diaper and t-shirt, looking up at his face, waiting for his next command. It gave her a peculiar kind of thrill to not know what was coming next, what he'd want from her, and she savored the feeling of it as she waited. 

"You disobeyed me the other day," he said, frowning. "So I'd like to see if you're able to follow directions now, before I change you. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Professor," Lucy replied. 

"Good girl," Professor Clark smirked, his smile almost seeming like it had grown fangs as he looked down at her hungrily. "Then, undo my trousers." 

With trembling fingers, Lucy reached out obediently, slowly undoing the fly to the professor's neatly pressed suit pants. They slid to the floor easily, and she gasped at what she saw. 
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Part 1 - Good Girl Gone Bad 


Since it was an expensive private University, classes were small at River Fork Academy. That made it very easy for Professor Clark to notice when one of his students was missing. In a class of 50, Lucy Michaels was an easy girl to notice, with bright blue hair that faded into her natural brown towards the top, and a sour attitude that loudly broadcast just how little she cared about what she was supposed to be learning. 

Robert Clark frowned, glancing at the clock. Michaels had been skipping class more and more frequently, and when she bothered to show up at all she bombed all of his pop quizzes, failed to answer any question he asked, and spent half the lesson texting her friends. 

He knew her grades must be suffering in other classes too. He’d had several conversations with her, telling her sternly that she needed to improve and work harder. Lucy gave him the same non-committal head nods and weak agreements he’d seen a thousand times before, and then went straight back to 

As the minute hand ticked over to 1:30, Robert sighed, knowing it was time to start the class. There was nothing he could do 

“Alright everybody… Now, who wants to tell me what they thought of the colonial subtext in Conrad’s novels…” 

As he nodded towards the first student with their hand raised, Robert couldn’t stop himself from wondering just what Lucy was doing instead of coming to class… 

*** 

Lucy sat cross-legged under a tree, holding a joint between her finger and thumb. She took a deep puff, grinning foolishly as she passed to her friend Ruby, trying to suppress the little cough that tickled her throat. 

“Soooo, what class are you skipping?” Mikael asked, impatiently waiting his turn. 

“Me?” Ruby replied, taking a long drag. “Nothing. Free study all day.” 

“For me it’s philosophy,” Mikael took the joint gratefully, nodding to Lucy. 

“English Literature, I think… Who can…. Who can fucking remember?” Lucy replied, unable to focus quite right. 

She honestly didn’t give a crap about school. She was only here because her parents made her come, enrolling her in the snootiest place they could afford and telling her she needed to go or they’d cut her off. 

“I’m just here so Mommy and Daddy dearest will pay my bills,” Lucy said, grinning. “As long as I keep going to college… I have a free ride, even after I graduate. 

“Shit, really?” Ruby asked, fiddling with her lip piercing. 

“Yeah, really. I’m super rich, remember?” 

“I thought you might be exaggerating. I’d love to know I don’t have to worry about money for the rest of my life.” 

“He-hu-herrrrr parents are super rich,” Mikael added, letting out a loud of strong-smelling smoke. “She’s not.” 

“It’s basically the same thing,” Ruby replied, frowning. 

“Mmm,” Lucy shrugged, not caring about the conversation. 

It was a little too chilly to be here, hanging out in the quietest area of the grounds, and all three of them were bundled up in coats and jackets to protect them from the nip in the air. Lucy had grown up a spoiled rich girl in boarding school blazers, toeing the line for years until in the last few years of high school, she became the ultimate wild child. Drugs, drinking and… 

Lucy blushed slightly. She actually hadn’t ever had real sex… But she wasn’t about to tell anybody else about that. 

She told herself it wasn’t because she thought it was special or anything - she’d just never had the chance. And here at college would be the ultimate chance to really 

“Hey, Lucy,” Ruby began, laying down beside her. “Isn’t your English class the one taught by Professor Clark.” 

“Dunno,” Lucy shrugged. “I think so, yeah.” 

“Oooo, he’s hot,” Ruby said, grinning and nudging her friend. “Don’t you think?” 

“I guess so,” Lucy said, looking to one side as she thought about Professor Clark. 

She guessed he was probably in his mid 40s, but he kept his physique in very good condition. Under his clean-pressed suits and jackets it was obvious his muscles were well-defined, his tanned skin a contrast to his dark black hair, which was showing a few strands of grey. Lucy had to admit though, the salt and pepper color and the few, faint lines on his face didn’t make him look old or unattractive. Instead, he looked distinguished and mature, like he could take control of anybody who crossed him… 

He looked ‘hot’, in a word. 

Lucy allowed herself to drift into fantasy for a moment, picturing her stopping him after class, before he left. She’d bite her lip enticingly, and say she’d do anything to get her grades up - anything. With strong hands he’d lift her onto the desk, plowing her hard, letting her wanton moans fill the air… 

“Whoa, I guess you really do like him,” Ruby teased, noticing Lucy’s flushed face. 

“He’s… okay.” 

Lucy frowned. There was no way a gorgeous older man like that would ever be interested in a scrawny little girl like her. He was probably into curvy women - ‘real’ women had curves, after all, and Lucy’s body was skinny and athletic, with breasts that were barely a B cup. 

At least she could fantasize, though… 

*** 

Robert was in his office that evening, grading papers, when he heard the thump of a closed fist on his door. 

“Come in,” he said, looking up curiously. 

“Hello, Robert,” Diana Bailey, the dean of the humanities department, walked in with a frown on her face. 

“I need to talk to you about a student.” 

Robert lifted an eyebrow as he lifted his coffee cup, nodding to say ‘go on’ while he took a sip. 

“It’s Lucy Michaels. She’s behind in every class,” Ms. Bailey frowned, sitting in the chair on the other side of Clark’s desk. 

“So, put her on academic probation?” 

Ms. Bailey looked uncomfortable. 

“Technically speaking, she already is. Or, she should be,” Ms. Bailey swallowed as she continued. “The school receives a significant amount of funds from the school. Mr. Michaels has not been shy about letting us know how, um, important it is to him that Lucy graduate successfully…” 

Robert frowned. 

“... Or else he’ll stop funding the school?” 

“Essentially, yes,” Ms. Bailey nodded, grim-faced. “We obviously can’t just let her continue to flunk out, like we’d do with any other student… But we also can’t give her a free pass for the rest of her time here. This is a prestigious school, Robert, we cannot hand out degrees to people who don’t deserve it…” 

“What do you want me to do about it? She’s a spoiled brat… bright, but she just doesn’t care about her education or her future. Why is it my job to bring her into line?” 

“Please, Robert,” Ms.Bailey pleaded, frowning. “You have a history of getting through to… difficult… students. Everybody else in this school thinks she’s a lost cause. But I really believe you could help her… Somehow.” 

There was silence in the office for several moments, as Robert thought it over. He was sure he could fix Lucy’s bad behavior…. But he knew his methods would be… Frowned upon. 

“If I do this, I do it my way,” Robert said, steely-eyed. “Is that agreed?” 

“Of course,” Ms. Bailey said, uncertainty in her voice. 

“I mean it. You give me free rein here,” Robert insisted. “From now on, I’ll be taking sole charge of any disciplinary action, no matter how unorthodox the rest of the faculty might think it is…” 

“I, well, Robert, that sounds fine, but what are you planning to-” 

“Agreed, or not?” 

Ms.Bailey swallowed and then sighed, taking Robert’s offered hand and shaking it with a sigh. 


“I don’t know what you’re planning,” she said. “But it had better work!” 

“Don’t worry,” Robert replied, with a confident smirk. “It will.” 

*** 

Just a few days later, Lucy’s Eng lit class had a mandatory test scheduled. She debated with herself about attending, eventually deciding to anyway - she knew she'd totally bomb it, but she had nothing to do that day, and not showing up would definitely make her GPA suffer even more than it already was. 

After an hour and a half of agonizing boredom, Lucy handed in another half-finished test, random guesses in most of the answer boxes. 

As she put it on Professor Clark's desk, he stopped her. 

“Lucy, would you mind staying after class to talk?“  He asked, barely looking up from his stack of papers. 

“Um, uh… sure. “ 

Lucy didn't want to agree, but she couldn't think of a reason to refuse. Her heart pounded wildly as her mind raced, wondering why the teacher wanted to talk to her. He'd spoken to her several times about her poor class performance, but something told her it was more this time. 

Unbidden, her fantasy from earlier bubbled up hazily from the depths of her mind, and she flushed furiously as she tried hard not to think about Professor Clark's long, thick, throbbing- 

“Lucy? Could you take a seat?” 


Robert’s voice broke Lucy out of her reverie. Nodding anxiously, she sat down, watching the professor for signs of what could be the problem. He was always serious, but this time his eyebrows were furrowed and his nostrils flared in a way that suggested severe annoyance. 

Lucy realised she was actually scared of what he was going to say this time, instead of pretending to be invested for five minutes so she could leave. 

“The dean of humanities came to speak to me yesterday,” Robert began, looking right at Lucy. “She told me you’re in danger of being suspended.” 

“Oh,” Lucy replied, calming down a little. This was just about school stuff? “Yeah, I guess my grades aren’t great.” 

“Not great?” Professor Clark said, scowling. “They’re appalling. Ms.Bailey told me herself that if you were any other student, you’d have been removed from the school.” 

“But-” 

“It’s only because your family has a great deal of money that you’re even still here. Do you understand?” Professor Clark looked genuinely angry, and Lucy felt herself shrinking in her seat as he continued. “There are students who spent every waking hour studying and working extra credit to get in here, and others whose parents have taken on two, three dead-end jobs just to send their child to this school.” 

“I’m so-” 

“Shut up. I’m telling you this so you’re aware of how selfish and ungrateful you’re being.” 

Lucy looked at the floor, suddenly feeling very small. No professor had ever talked to her like this before, even when they were clearly frustrated about her academic failures. 

“Ordinarily, we wouldn’t think twice about expelling you,” Robert continued, and Lucy’s eyes grew wide. “But as I said, your family has a lot of money, and their funding helps this school continue to be the renowned educational institute most people know it. The school won’t remove you, for fear of losing their funding. We are in a position where we must sacrifice morals and take a place away from somebody who deserves it, in order to placate a spoiled brat.” 

Lucy shifted uneasily, sensing he had more to say. It made her surprisingly ashamed to hear what Professor Clark was saying, especially so bluntly. His contempt for her and her behavior was obvious, and she couldn’t argue with anything he said, even if she didn’t want to agree with it out loud. 

“However,” Clark continued again. “We cannot just allow a student to continue to fail indefinitely. We do not, will not, hand out a degree to someone who does not deserve it. So now we have the problem of what to do with you.” 

“I, I’m sorry, sir,” Lucy babbled, nervously, wondering what they were planning to do with her.. “I’ll do better, I’ll study harder, I promise.” 

“You’ve already made several other agreements of a similar kind with me and other teachers. You obviously have no intention of keeping your word.” 

Lucy swallowed, looking at her feet. 

“So the faculty has agreed to allow me to handle your … discipline, from now on. Is that understood?” 

“Um. Yes sir,” Lucy said, frowning. “Are you going to suspend me?” 

“I hope I don’t have to. But before we start, I’m going to make something very clear - this is all your choice. You can choose to stop accepting my guidance at any time you like,” Robert spoke clearly and slowly. “You can either accept being under my control, or I can call your parents and explain why you’re being removed from the school. I’m sure that will cause problems for you, too, am I right?” 

Lucy nodded, uncertainly. If she didn’t graduate, she’d be completely cut off financially. 

“Then you agree to accept the consequences of your behavior?” 

“Yes, sir,” she said, frowning. “But, what exactly are the consequences..?” 

“That’s none of your concern. You are no longer in control of the situation. I am.” 

Professor Clark’s eyes were a challenge, and Lucy hesitated for a few seconds, time ticking slowly by as she considered her options. 

She hated, absolutely hated, not knowing what was going to happen next - but whatever it was, she was sure being cut off from her family’s money was worse. With a sigh, she nodded curtly, folding her hands in her lap. 

“That’s a good girl,” Professor Clark rumbled. “Go and lock the classroom door.” 

“Sir, wh-” 

“No talking back, Lucy. Do it, and then return immediately.” 

Lucy’s heartrate quickened as she got up, going to the door to lock it from the inside? What on earth was Professor Clark planning that he needed the doors locked? 

The fantasy came back into her mind again, more clearly this time. Was that really possible? Was he going to bend her over the desk and give her the most passionate sex of her life? Part of Lucy was thrilled by the idea, her slit tingling with the beginnings of arousal as she pictured his strong hands pulling off her clothes, travelling between her legs… 

She scurried back to the table, her face flushed. 

“Bend over the desk and undo your jeans,” Professor Clark ordered, and Lucy’s trembling hands reached for her fly without even thinking. 

“S-sir, why do I have to-” 

“Over the desk!” Robert snapped, and Lucy hastily pulled her pants down, her cotton-clad backside sticking up in the air as she pressed herself against the strong wooden desk. 

Her mind span, almost as anxious as she was excited, waiting for what would happen next. Shouldn’t believe this, Professor Clark was really going to fuck her… As she felt her underwear being tugged downwards, she pushed her bottom out more eagerly, swearing she heard a chuckle as she did so. 

She felt his hand on her back, and just as she was about to ask what the professor was doing, she suddenly felt another hand, fingers spread, come down hard on her backside. 

“AH! P-professor!” she spluttered, struggling. 

“Keep still! You’ve been a very bad girl, Lucy,” Professor Clark said, coolly, delivering another air-splitting smack to her pale rump. 

Lucy found tears were stinging her eyes from the pain, and she flailed uselessly under Robert’s powerful hands, yelping and kicking as swat after swat landed, leaving glowing red handprints on her rump that stung even more with every spank. 

“Plea-he-heeease, stooop!” she begged, sobbing gently, still fighting. “I’m, I’m sorry…” 

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson!” Robert growled, breathlessly, the air crackling with erotic tension as he whooped that pert little behind. 

Lucy swore her backside was on fire, and she cried helplessly, going limp under the barrage of swats. It obviously stung badly - what was more surprising to her was the warm stickiness between her folds at the feeling of not having control, of somebody else being in control. It would make her embarrassed to admit, but this spanking was actually turning her on. 

Completely submitting to Professor Clark, she sniffled quietly, gasping at every swat as they came less frequently now. The same humiliation that made her face burn also set her loins aflame, and she found herself pushing back against the professor’s lingering hand as he caressed her rump between smacks. 

With a suddenness that made her moan, half in confusion and shock, half in sheer arousal, she felt his hand slide between her legs, a finger probing between her folds and feeling the growing slickness there. Lucy whimpered, biting her lip as she fought the urge to push back wantonly against Professor Clark’s teasing fingers. 

“Such a dirty little girl,” he chided, although his voice sounded like he was smirking. “Do you like your professor touching you here?” 

Lucy nodded instinctively, her colored hair falling down over her face from the exertion of her spanking. Her legs trembled with girlish need, as Robert’s maddeningly light touch continued, tracing her inner lips slowly. 

“Are you sorry, sweetie? For being so disrespectful… So ungrateful… Letting your family, the school, me, down?” 

“Y-yes sir, I’m sorry,” Lucy mumbled eagerly, only half-meaning it. She just wanted him to touch her more, now. Until now she’d never known the meaning of the phrase ‘blind with lust’, but now she felt it, as if all her senses had shut down, completely focused on the stinging warmth in her rump and the gentle touching between her thighs. 

“You’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” 

“Yes! I’m a bad girl… I’ve been n-naughty… I deserved that spanking, thank you sir, thank you for punishing me, I’m so sorry!” 


As Lucy seemingly admitted to all her wrong-doing, Robert’s fingers slid deeper between her folds, finding her excited nub within a moment of seconds while a second finger buried itself inside her, slipping easily inside her slick tunnel. She groaned with pleasure, pushing back against him, and he could feel her cunny squeezing around his fingers, so tight and hot, incredibly tight, in fact. 

“That’s a good little slut,” Professor Clark muttered, as he gently moved his fingers back and forth, the tip of one rubbing firmly against Lucy’s eager clit. “It feels good to submit, doesn’t it? To let yourself be taken under somebody else’s control…” 

Lucy could only moan her assent, panting eagerly for every stroke inwards his fingers made, her cunny a dripping pot of excited ooze. 

“You’ve been such a naughty, naughty little girl, but now you’re going to cum so sweetly for me, aren’t you?” 

“Mmmmm.. Uh huh....” Lucy replied, dreamily, her breathing heavy and frantic as his hand movements rocked her back and forth on the desk. 

What had initially been a slow growth of pleasure, like a breeze gently swaying a thin tree, was building and building inside her, a storm of bliss that made her whole body tense and her back arch as she was finger-fucked first slowly, and then more quickly, always utter dominance and control, insistence that she come for him, and him alone… 

“Good girl, good little girl,” Robert murmured, feeling her tensing more and more, her moans growing louder and more desperate. “I can tell you’re getting close, that’s right, just give in. Cum on your teacher’s desk like the slutty girl you are.” 

Something about the professor’s words spoke to Lucy deeply and she cried out in pleasure tensing and gripping the table, body rocking faster and faster as she felt everything building to a glorious, sensational peak… 

“Ahh!” 

Lucy cried out, her eyes going wide as she climaxed, feeling herself launched off of a peak high above the clouds, soaring blissfully on the waves of pleasure that rocked her body. She trembled, moaning as she bucked frantically, Robert’s eager fingers thrusting in and out of her as she clenched and relaxed around them, moaning a wordless song of lust as she was hit by peak after peak. 

Her orgasm stretched on and on, her moans growing softer as she realised she’d simply cried out with so much passion she’d nearly lost her voice. Finally, the pleasure began to ebb away, and she found she was no longer soaring through the air - instead of plummeting, she drifted slowly back to earth on slowly decreasing waves of sensual gratification. Legs trembling, she sighed deeply, totally relaxed, laying bonelessly across the desk as Robert withdrew his sticky fingers. 

Dimly, she felt him rolling onto her back, and part of her wanted to protest - but another part was still excited, hoping he might take her virginity, thrusting deep inside her at her most pliable and relaxed. 

But instead of strong hands on her thighs and a thick cock sliding deep into her inviting nook, she felt a hand on her feet, lifting her rump. As she was laid back down, she felt something soft underneath her, and her eyes flew open, looking down to see what he was doing. 

It was a diaper. Professor Clark was sliding a thick, adult-sized diaper under her bottom, carefully adjusting the sizes to get the right fit. 

“What the fuck,” Lucy said, bluntly. 

“Language, little girl,” the professor scolded. “Unless you want your mouth washed out with soap.” 

Lucy frowned, trying to sit up… and found herself instantly collapsing back on the desk, still worn out by the intensity of her orgasm. 

“L-listen,” she managed, as she felt Robert pulling up the front of the diaper. “There’s kinky fun, and then there’s… just plain weird. This is weird. You can’t be serious about putting me in diapers, I’m nearly nineteen!”
  

“I am serious. Very serious,” Robert paused, holding the diaper up, covering Lucy’s still moist slit. “But if you’d rather, I can just tell the faculty we weren’t able to come to an agreement, and then call your parents and explain exactly how badly you abused their trust and failed at taking your academic responsibility seriously.” 

“But..!” 

“I’m sure they’d be very pleased to know their daughter is completely wasting the opportunity they gave her, wouldn’t they?” 

Their eyes met for a moment. Lucy looked furious, glaring in frustration, trying to think of any other way out of this… And Robert Clark looked back calmly, his green-blue eyes staring back with conviction, both of them knowing Lucy was just delaying the inevitable. 

“..Fine,” Lucy spat, eventually. “Just don’t tell my parents.” 

Lucy glowered at nothing as she was taped into the padding, her cheeks tomato red with humiliation. She couldn’t believe this was happening! She was only glad nobody else could see this, her being put into a diaper in the middle of the classroom, like a giant baby. 

“What would your classmates think if they could see you now?” Robert asked, grinning, as if reading her mind. 

Lucy refused to answer, glaring into space as the last tape was fastened up. She felt the professor sliding her jeans up along her legs, lifting her bottom once more without even asking for her help. Despite everything, she felt a surge of excitement knowing just how easily he could pick her up, unable to even protest as he dressed her. 

Professor Clark struggled to fasten the jeans over her bottom now that it was so thickly padded. Lucy bit her lip as she looked down, seeing the fly straining to close, the bulging padding between her legs that was so obvious to her - and surely would be obvious to anybody else. 

“All done,” the professor said, finally, helping her to her feet. 

She sat up, intending to slide to the desk gracefully - but the pressure on her bottom made her gasp in pain, jumping off the desk and rubbing her smarting behind through her padding. 

“What do we say?” Robert prompted, smirking. 

“...Thank you,” Lucy finally replied, looking at the floor, ashamed of what she’d been reduced to. 

She felt very much the shy, flustered little girl he seemed to want her to be, face burning with anger and shame at how she was being forced to act. 

“Thank you for what?” 

“...For spanking me?” 

“And what else?” 

Lucy pouted, not realising how much more childish it made her look, but reluctantly she made her mouth form the words, her voice low enough to be a whisper. 

“...For puttin’ me in a diaper…” 

Her mumbling only added to the effect and she blushed harder, noticing as soon as she spoke, but there was nothing she could do about it now. 

“Good girl,” Professor Clark smiled, kissing her forehead. 

Of all the things she’d experienced today, that simple act of tenderness touched something inside of Lucy that made her quake. It felt too raw, too real, too loving, the adoration of a parent mixed with the passion of a lover. She swallowed, trying to focus as Professor Clark spoke, telling her exactly what was required of her from now on. 


“First of all, you are required to use your diapers,” Professor Clark began, sternly. “So no more toilets for you, little girl.” 

‘As if!’ Lucy thought to herself, but she nodded softly, worried how her voice would sound if she tried to speak right now. 

“Secondly, you are to come to me to change or remove your diapers. You must not remove your diaper by yourself. Do you understand?” 

Another nod. 

“Good. From now on, you’re my babygirl and will be treated accordingly. You can go back to your dorm tonight, but tomorrow you will be sleeping in my quarters from now on, so I can keep an eye on you.” 

Lucy frowned. She was lucky (and her family wealthy…) enough to have her own private dorm room, with a comfortable bed and a big screen TV she liked to veg out in front of when she should have been in class. She didn’t want to give that up… But looking at Professor Clark’s firm gaze, she knew there would be no arguing. 

“Yes, sir,” she finally said, sighing. 

“I’m glad to hear you’re finally being compliant, Lucy,” Robert smiled, sitting back down at his desk. “See? I think all you need is a little discipline.” 

“Yes, sir,” Lucy repeated, her cheeks reddening. “May I go now?” 

Robert nodded. 

“Come to my office tomorrow at 8am sharp, before our class together. I’ll change your diaper - I’m sure you’ll need it by then,” Professor Clark told her. “If you need a change before that, come and see me at any time - I won’t be upset.” 


Lucy nodded obediently, but inside she was thinking her teacher was crazy. With the door opened and unlocked, she traveled down the halls, trying to hurry back to her dorm before anybody noticed she was wearing a diaper. 

*** 

Outside, the light was just starting to get dimmer. Lucy realized she must have been inside with the professor for longer than she’d thought. 

She tried to squeeze her legs together to conceal the bulk between them, feeling like the huge diaper was growing bigger and bigger with every step. Her efforts were futile - the diaper simply could not be compressed, and trying to do it only made her legs ache. Lucy was forced into an awkward semi-waddle, her legs spread slightly just by the bulk. 

Worse still, Lucy was becoming increasingly aware of the loud crinkling that was audible whenever she took a step. She tried to walk faster, but that only intensified the sound. Her face was as red as a strawberry as she whimpered, trying to make her way across campus as quickly as possible, before anybody noticed her. 

Unfortunately, it didn’t take long for her path to cross another group of students. She felt cold sweat on the back of her neck as she tried to walk past as quickly and quietly as possible - taking wide steps seemed to make the problem a little better, she’d discovered, but Lucy swore she could feel them all staring. 

Walking right by them, their loud conversation drowned out the crinkling - but Lucy panicked, wondering if maybe that was worse. Maybe she couldn’t hear it, but they all could? She tried to hurry, shame flushing her face a deep red. 

Finally she passed them, sighing inaudibly with relief. She tried not to turn around as she heard several of them break out into laughter, telling herself they were just laughing at a funny joke one of them made… and trying very hard to believe it. 

She reached her dorm, quickly rushing inside and closing the door behind her, trying to make sense of everything that had happened today. Kicking her shoes off, Lucy sighed, flopping on her bed and groaning. 

What had she gotten herself into now? 

Part 2 - Unusual Lessons 


Lucy didn’t think she’d be able to sleep well that night. As soon as she got in, she turned on the TV and flopped onto her bed, watching mindless television to try and occupy her brain. It didn’t work though, and she found herself replaying the days events over and over, as she kicked off her jeans. 

She still couldn't believe Professor Clark had done that. Her pussy still throbbed with the gentle ache of its recent use. Lucy could practically still feel the professor's fingers plunging in and out of her tight canal, his vigorous thrusting rocking her entire body, making the desk below creak and shift. 

Blushing, Lucy realised her hips were shifting unconsciously just imagining it. The spanking had been exciting in its own way, but the crinkly diaper… now that was just… humiliating. 

But she had to admit, it was comfy. And the fact it was so embarrassing… something about that was exciting. She'd been completely under His control, unable to do anything but pout like a toddler as she was taped into a thick, white diaper. 

Remembering the masculine way he took charge… she shivered, her hand sliding down between her legs, seeking out her dripping slit… 

Instead she found the white plastic shell of the diaper, smooth and unyielding, an inch of padding between her and some serious self-love. Lucy groaned in frustration, tugging at one of the tabs, hoping maybe she could undo it and then fasten it back up without Robert noticing… But it wouldn't come away from the landing zone, and so she left it, afraid she'd rip the plastic. 

Well that was one fucked up thing about this. Experiencing something so hot and being completely unable to pleasure herself to the memory of it, diaper wrapped around her like a chastity device. 

“Completely unfair,” she grumbled, rolling onto her side. 

How could anybody think diapers were sexy, when they left you completely unable to do anything sexual? 


Lucy laid in bed for a while, idly watching TV, before she realized her trains of thought were drifting off, becoming wild and unlikely - half dreams. Sighing, she closed her eyes and went to sleep, not sure she wanted to think about what tomorrow had in store for her… 

*** 

The alarm went off, and Lucy groaned, rolling out of bed. It was 7:20 now, so she didn’t have time for a shower or anything today - instead she stripped off her old t-shirt, applied some deodorant, and picked out a new one on her way to the bathroom. As she pulled it down over her head, her hand brushed the waistband of her diaper, and she blushed furiously. 

She brushed her teeth and tamed her scruffy hair with a brush, and then glanced at the toilet. Like every morning, her bladder was full and she needed to empty it before she could go to class. There was just one problem - the diaper. 

Professor Clark had told Lucy he expected her to use the diaper… but he couldn’t really mean that, right? And how would he even know, anyway - it was plausible she’d have made it to 8am without using the bathroom yet, she hadn’t used before 7… 

Without thinking about it further, she gently tugged the diaper. At first, it stayed put, clinging to her hips and refusing to budge. Lucy frowned, yanking it down harder. She managed to wriggle it down past her hips and then let it fall to the floor, shuffling over to the toilet. With a sigh of relief, she emptied her bladder, feeling strangely naughty for disobeying. 

“He won’t even notice,” she told herself, as she flushed the chain and washed her hands. 

Reluctantly, Lucy shuffled the diaper back up. It went up far easier than it came down, and Lucy noticed it was a little baggier than when she’d worn it the other day, gapping around the back instead of squeezing her gently. She shrugged, yanking her jeans on. It didn’t seem like a big deal… 


Lucy threw her disorganized backpack over her shoulder and tied her shoe, checking the time before she left. 

‘Shit,’ she thought. ‘Only 15 minutes to make it to the Professor’s office, I better run…” 

*** 

If walking in a diaper was hard, running in one was torture. The thick wadded material between her thighs chafed, and Lucy could feel her backside sweating under all that plastic. Her crinkling was even louder than before - but she didn’t let herself thinking about that, avoiding the few people she saw walking around as she took the quickest route she knew to Professor Clark’s quarters. 

Panting as she arrived, she knocked on the solid oak door - blushing because it was made of the same wood as the professor’s desk, bringing back instant memories of yesterday. 

“Come in.” 

The professor's husky voice was even sexy through a thick wooden door, Lucy thought to herself, snickering. 

“Good morning, sir,” Lucy said brightly as she walked through the door, closing it behind her. 

Professor Clark looked up at Lucy, taking her in. She obviously hadn't showered since last night, and her hair was barely brushed. It both infuriated and excited him to realise that Lucy really did seem incapable of - or unwilling to - take care of herself. He had a lot of work to do… but he was sure he'd relish every moment of turning her into his obedient, well-cared-for babygirl. 

“Hello, Lucy,” Robert said, rising from his seat. “Have you had breakfast?” 

“No, sir, I never eat breakfast,” Lucy admitted, shrugging. “ I always forget.” 

The professor looked less than pleased. 

“Breakfast is the most important meal of the day, Miss Michaels. while you're under my care you will be expected to eat there square meals a day, is that understood?” 

“Yes, sir,” Lucy replied, feeling small again. How did he do that to her? 

“I don't have anything on hand, so you'll have to go without for today,” Robert continued. “Make sure it doesn't happen again.” 

Lucy nodded swiftly, finding Professor Clark's domination intoxicating. 

“Now, please lay yourself down on the floor, so I can change your diaper.” 

Lucy's heart jumped as she walked to the center of the room, hoping the professor wouldn't notice anything amiss - and feeling a little flutter in her chest at the words ‘your diaper’, for some reason. 

“Not the desk?” She asked, stalling for time, suddenly afraid of him noticing her diaper had been removed somehow. 

“Not today,” Robert replied, with a tone approaching amusement. “My desk is for papers, not padded little girls.” 

“But yesterday…” Lucy said, feeling blood rushing to her face as the professor undid her jeans. 

“Was yesterday, and today is today.” 


Lucy said nothing, looking away as Professor Clark pulled down her pants. Excitement mingled with shame as she felt his eyes on her crotch, the erotic act of a handsome man undressing her turned strange and unfamiliar with the presence of her obtrusive, padded underwear. 

Professor Clark stared at the diaper for several long seconds. His eyes told him a story he reached out to confirm with his hands, running a finger along the waistband to a soft whimper from Lucy. 

She gasped even louder when Robert pressed his palm against the front of her diaper, running dry padding against her cunny. 

He waited several long seconds before saying anything, frowning hard at Lucy, who still wouldn't meet his eye. 

“This is bone dry,” he finally said. “Why is that, Lucy?” 

Professor Clark's voice was dangerously quiet, and it made a shiver run through Lucy, afraid and aroused all at once at the thought of what might happen if she couldn't lie her way out of this. 

“Well, sir, I just ended up not needing to go after all,” she lied, fighting to keep her voice even, hoping there was still a chance he’d buy it. 

Professor Clark glared more sternly, and Lucy knew she had fucked up. 

“Do you think I’m stupid, little girl?” the professor hissed. “You deliberately disobeyed me and used the toilet. And now you’re trying to lie about it.” 

“N-no, it’s true!” Lucy insisted, digging herself deeper. 

“You expect me to believe that you didn’t need to use the bathroom even once during the past 10 hours? Your diaper is practically hanging off you now, and I know full well that I didn’t put it on you in that condition.” 

Lucy swallowed, closing her eyes. This wasn’t supposed to happen! How did he even notice those things? She felt small and ashamed again, a naughty little girl with her hand caught in the cookie jar. 

Or in this case, caught refusing to use her diapers. 

“I, I just, I’m an adult, don’t you think it’s a little ridiculous for me to-” 

Professor Clark’s hand moved so quickly, Lucy barely even had time to think before she felt the stinging on her upper thigh, some of the impact of the spanking cushioned by her diaper. 

“Ah!” she gasped, screwing up her eyes in pain. 

“I think you’re the one being ridiculous, Lucy, since you seem to think somebody who acts so much like a child is an ‘adult’.” 

Lucy couldn’t help letting out a whimper as she looked up at Professor Clark, her heart racing once more. That one smack had sent tingles straight between her legs, and she cursed her body for getting aroused again at a time like this. 

‘I should be angry, darn it!’ she told herself, pouting. 

But it was impossible to deny that her feelings had changed, very suddenly. Her head span with it as her anger and indignance dissipated, the same emotions that had led her to refuse to use the diaper last night no longer protecting her from the humiliation of her current situation. 

“I’m, I’m sorry, sir,” she finally managed. 

“Not as sorry as you will be,” Robert growled threateningly, and Lucy gulped. 

Her ass was still red and tender from the other day, and she knew it was too much to hope that the spanking would be over her diaper, where the impact wouldn’t be as strongly felt. 

"Please sir," Lucy begged. "My a – I mean, my bottom is still sore from yesterday…"

Even as she protested, Prof Clark's strong hands were on her. She gasped, as he scooped her up in his arms. She could feel his strong muscles tensing through them, and despite the situation she swooned, as he easily lifted her up, laying her across his hair.

The air on her bottom was cold as the diaper was pulled down, but that wasn't why Lucy shivered. Last time the spanking had been a complete surprise. This time, Lucy knew exactly what was going to happen, and she could feel all her muscles tensing in anticipation. 


"Do you know why I’m punishing you?" Professor Clark asked.

"Y-yes sir, I understand," Lucy stammered, feeling genuinely ashamed for trying to con him. "I didn't use the diaper like you told me to."

"And then you lied about it," Professor Clark added.

Lucy nodded reluctantly. She was embarrassed now, that she'd ever tried to pull one over on him. He was obviously so much more experienced, she would never be able to trick him.

"Yes, I lied about it," Lucy said, shaky voice. "I am very sorry sir."

"That's good to hear," Prof Clark said, running a hand across her pert, exposed bottom. "But you still need a spanking, little girl."

"I know, sir," Lucy said, in a voice barely above a whisper.

Professor Clark rubbed her bottom gently for several minutes. She winced slightly every time he rubbed around the pinker, more bruised areas. She hadn’t gotten a good look at herself in the mirror yet, but she could tell her backside looked like she'd fallen down seven flights of stairs, directly onto her scrawny rear.

"This is for your own good," Professor Clark said finally.

Lucy had braced herself, but she still wasn't prepared for the first, full force smack.

She cried out, thrashing again, feeling the imprint of his hand on her backside. Without giving her time to acclimate to the feeling, the professor brought his hand down again. And then again.

Through a combination of the stinging, and the sheer shock of being spanked so hard, Lucy found herself bursting into tears. She cried helplessly, as her backside was swatted over and over. She didn’t even bother fighting this time, feeling utterly miserable, and also like she completely deserved this. Every strike jostled her moistening slit, but it was hard to focus on that feeling through the stinging.

"Are you sorry?" Professor Clark asked breathlessly, obviously exerting himself, Lucy's backside feeling the full brunt of that exertion.

"Yes, yes!" Lucy sobbed helplessly. "I'm so sorry sir, I'm a bad girl!"

Professor Clark grunted in response to that, bring his hand down again hard.

"Yes you are, Lucy," he said, after a moment. "But, with proper discipline, think I can make a good girl out of you."

Lucy nodded, her face red and wet and hot, sobs wracking her body. The crying was about more than pain now, it was genuine shame. 


Yes, it was humiliating to be spanked, but it was also embarrassing to be caught in a lie. It was embarrassing to realise that the professor saw right through her, knew she been a naughty little girl lying about using her diapers.

This time, she willingly submitted the spanking, she finally felt Professor Clark’s last blow, then the customary rubbing of her backside to tell her it was over. She felt his hand leave her bottom momentarily, and whimpered as he got up and walked across the room. 


When he returned, she could feel cool, soothing lotion being spread across her backside, rubbed in gently by Robert’s fingertips. Lucy she cried anew, his act of tenderness making her feel loved in a way she’d never felt before. New, fresh tears ran down the tracks of the ones she cried earlier, gratefulness on top of shame. 

"All done now, baby girl," Professor Clark said, in a soothing tone she hadn’t heard from him before now. 

He gently eased her off of the chair, onto his lap. Forgetting about appearances, Lucy sobbed into his arms, clinging as he gently rocked and soothed her, stroking her hair. She felt like she’d leapt from a little boat, adrift in a huge sea of her own emotions, and he was a comforting rope, pulling her back to shore. 

After what seemed like hours, the professor kissed her head softly. Her sobs had turned gradually into soft gulps and whimpers, her tears drying against his shirt. 

“I have a class to teach, little one,” he said gently. 

“Uh huh,” Lucy replied, shuffling off his lap. “Will you come back?” 

Robert chuckled as he stood her up, pulling the diaper over her sore backside. 

“You’re coming with me, babygirl,” he said, smiling. “It’s your class too. Come on.” 

“B-but, my pants, everybody will see my diaper,” she stammered, flushing again. 

“Yes, they will,” he replied, smirking. “But that’s okay.” 

“Please, sir, let me put my bottoms back on…” 


Robert gently swatted her padded backside - even that light contact made her whimper. 

“No talking back, little one,” he said, firmly. And Lucy knew there’d be no more arguing. 

As she was steeling herself to go out, peeking out of the door shyly, she felt Professor Clark holding her back. 

“Oh, and there’s one more thing,” he said, reaching for something in one of his drawers. “I noticed you rarely, if ever, bring a water bottle to class. Hydration is very important for keeping your brain, and the rest of your body, healthy.” 

Lucy couldn’t hide the shock on her face as he handed her a large water bottle - only, instead of the usual lid, it had been replaced with a baby bottle nipple. Whimpering, she took it with a pouting face, looking at him with an expression of defeat. 

“From now on, I expect you to drink one bottle of water during every class,” Professor Clark explained. “And no leaving to use the bathroom, either.” 

“Yes, sir,” sighed Lucy. 

*** 

The walk from Professor Clark’s room to their class was a short one, but today it felt agonizingly long. No more did Lucy have to wonder if anybody had seen or heard her diaper - no, it was obvious that everybody she walked past in the halls had done, and nobody even tried to hide their staring. 

Thankfully, the professor didn’t seem to mind when she hid behind him, burying her face in his back to hide her glowing red face. The laughing and muttering she heard as she walked along was just too much to bear, and she screwed up her eyes, trying to pretend she was somewhere, anywhere else. 

“We’re here, Lucy,” Professor Clark said softly, as they arrived at the classroom. 

Lucy eagerly entered, glad to see nobody else was here before them. Perhaps if she sat right at the back, nobody would notice what she was wearing… 

“Where exactly do you think you’re going?” Robert asked, as she tried to make her way to a desk at the back of the room. 

“Um, I’m going to sit down?” Lucy said uncertainly, realizing that wasn’t what he had in mind. 

“No you’re not. You took your spanking well, but there’s still some punishment to go,” Professor Clark told her, pointing to the front corner of his classroom. “Bad girls stand in the naughty corner.” 

“B, but-” 

“The only ‘butt’ around here is yours, and if you don’t get into the corner right now, I’m afraid I’ll have to spank it again,” Professor Clark said, his voice playful but firm. 

Lucy opened her mouth to protest, and then abruptly shut it again. Nodding in resignation, she walked to the front of the class, positioning herself in the corner, facing the wall. 

“You can look towards the board a little,” Robert offered, as he rifled through some papers. “You’re here now because you’re failing my class, so you had better be listening today.” 

“Yes sir,” Lucy said, almost automatically now. 

She flushed, thinking of just how much she’d submitted to him in just one day. But she had no other choice, right? Lucy found herself fighting with a thought that kept coming back to the forefront of her mind - that she enjoyed this, that she liked being submissive and taken in hand by a strong, older man. 

Her train of thought was interrupted by the sound of the door opening, as someone walked in for class. 

“Morning, Profe- Oh my GOD!” someone shrieked from behind Lucy, and she was suddenly glad that she wasn’t turned the other way and couldn’t see people’s reactions. 

“Good morning, Dylan,” Professor Clark responded calmly. “Are you alright?” 

“Sir, is that girl- I mean… is she wearing a diaper?!” 

Lucy looked at her feet, cheeks burning once more. 

“Yes, Lucy is wearing a diaper,” the professor said, still in that same cool, even tone of voice. “Once the rest of your class has arrived, I’ll explain a little more about the disciplinary treatment she’s currently receiving.” 

“Wow,” Dylan said breathlessly, taking their seat. “Okay, sir.” 

It wasn’t long before half a dozen students had filed into the room and received the same lack of explanation, all of them chattering in hushed whispers that Lucy was half-glad she couldn’t make out. She heard the click and saw the flash of several camera phones, one after another, and she screwed her eyes shut, tears of shame stinging them. Why did this have to happen to her? 

People seemed to keep arriving - Lucy wondered if she was just paranoid, but it seemed like way too many people just for this class. Every time she thought maybe she could relax, she heard another cacophony of footsteps enter through the door, the noises of laughter and whispering filling the room. 

“Alright, good morning, everybody,” Robert finally said, standing up. 

Lucy looked over at him. As soon as he began speaking everybody in the room fell silent, waiting for him to continue, to explain what Lucy was doing in the corner of the room. 


“Well, it looks like this is probably the best attended English class I’ve ever taken,” he said, with a chuckle. 

Lucy’s heart jolted, her suspicions confirmed. People had been coming in from all over campus to see the scrawny girl in a poofy diaper at the front of Professor Clark’s classroom. Probably to see if it was even real. 

“I’m guessing you’ve all heard about - and now seen - Lucy Michael’s new clothing, and no, this is not a fashion statement she’s making,” he continued, to several small laughs. 

“Lucy is failing most of her courses, so her education and discipline has been entrusted solely to me,” Professor Clark went on. “Her attire is a result of her punishment. I am now using the tools I see fit to make Lucy into a model student, and so far, I believe it is working well. If her plight amuses you, that’s fine - but remember it could just as easily have been you, if you chose to slack off.” 

The room was completely, dead silent. Lucy could hear her heart pounding in her ears, feeling about a hundred pairs of eyes on her crinkly backside. She shifted, and cringed as the diaper rustled, loud in the quiet classroom. 

...And then, somebody must have raised a hand. 

“Yes, Ronnie?” 

“Sir… isn’t it a little cruel to make her stand there in just a, um, diaper? I mean, she’s an adult, like us.” 

“Not at all, Ronnie,” Professor Clark said, with a smile. “Just this morning, Lucy admitted she was a ‘bad girl’, and allowed me to spank her for her misdeeds. She is being treated like a child, because we clearly can’t trust her to act like an adult and not squander the gift of education she’s being given.” 

“Come on, sir,” another voice piped up. “This is seriously unfair!” 


Lucy felt gratitude to whoever was defending her, but it didn’t alleviate her embarrassment. She was being argued about, not to. In some ways that simple fact made her feel even more like a child. It was like the grown-ups were talking now, about her, and her childish opinions weren’t even thought worthy of mention. 

“Oh really?” Professor Clark said, and Lucy couldn’t tell if he sounded amused or irritated. “Well, why don’t we ask Lucy?” 

‘No no no no, please don’t,’ Lucy thought frantically, trying to beam the thought directly into the professor’s head as she looked at him with huge, pleading eyes. 

When he winked at her, she felt her heart sink, even while her feminine folds tingled with excitement. God, why did this turn her on so much? 

“Lucy… Everybody thinks I’m being unfair to you. Would you agree with that?” 

Lucy swallowed… and then quickly shook her head, hoping nobody would really notice and he’d leave her alone. Of course, she had no such luck… 

“Hm, they don’t seem convinced… Lucy, please turn around…” 

“Sir, no…” Lucy whispered, her eyes brimming with shameful tears. 

“It wasn’t a question, Lucy. Turn around, or you’ll get another spanking - this time in front of the class.” 

Lucy nodded, clenching her eyes shut as she slowly shuffled around. When she finally opened them again, she was staring at a sea of blurry faces, more students than she’d ever seen in one class before. Gulping, she blinked, and now saw clearly that several of them were recording her, phones held out and smirks on their faces. 

“Class, you obviously think I’m mistreating Lucy. Well, what if I told you she chose this?” 


Several people looked skeptical. 

“I’m being completely serious - but don’t take my word for it. Lucy, please tell the class how you chose this punishment…” 

Lucy whimpered despite herself, looking at the Professor desperately. It was sort of true, she had chosen this - without knowing what it was, and with the threat of expulsion and financial ruin hanging over her. It was technically true, even though Professor Clark was twisting what happened - and from the look on his face, she obviously wouldn’t be allowed to explain properly. 

“Yes,” Lucy finally said, her voice shaking. “I chose this. I, I asked Professor Clark to take my discipline into his own hands, and he has. That’s the truth.” 

Her response made muttering spread around the room, and Lucy closed her eyes again so she wouldn’t have to see people talking about her, holding her water bottle in front of her to futilely hide try and hide her diaper. Professor Clark allowed the chattering to go on for a few more seconds, and then cleared his throat, loudly. 

“Well there you are. Lucy’s told you herself that this was her choice, so let’s get on with the class, shall we? Turn around, Lucy, there’s a good girl - and make sure to drink that water!” Professor Clark said, returning to his desk, as Lucy turned away from the class once more. 

“Now, who here had trouble understanding the last essay topic..?” 

*** 

Lucy spent the next hour listening to Professor Clark talk. And drinking water. 

That wasn’t a criticism. Lucy found that now she was here, she loved to hear Robert talk. His voice was like decadent dark chocolate for her ears, and it sent excited thrills right between her legs, to the heart of her femininity. 

She took sip after sip of water, hoping to please him. When he noticed her drinking at one point, he winked right at her, and she nearly choked on the mouthful of water she was swallowing, her face flushing bright red. 

It was embarrassing to drink from the baby bottle nipple, but in a way, it was comforting. A few times Lucy found herself idly sucking on it, swallowing all the clear fluid that came out. She had to admit she probably would have a hard time drinking it all normally, just because she’d get distracted - but after an hour, she realized she’d nearly drained the entire thing. 

And… after that realization followed another - she really, really needed to pee. 

At first, she tried to distract herself by focusing on what the professor was saying. His dreamy voice made that easy enough, but it wasn't long before her legs were shifting about, anxiously squirming as the feeling of her full bladder pressed down on her stomach. Lucy moaned under her breath, hoping nobody noticed how she was wriggling, but hearing the giggles and whispers that confirmed people had seen.

Bouncing from foot to foot, she tried to get control of herself. The clock said only half an hour to go... She could do this!

Wincing, Lucy found herself bending over slightly, pushing out her padded backside as she did so - her bladder had spasmed painfully, urging her to empty it. Biting her lip, she looked over at Professor Clark, hoping maybe he would let her go - but he was engrossed in explaining something to a group of students, and she suspected he wouldn't have allowed her to leave anyway.

Lucy's need to go to the bathroom was so strong now, she felt like she might cry. The liquid sloshing around inside her felt like a gallon, two gallons, or more, of urine, hard, uncomfortable pressure growing in her lower stomach.

With a subtle whimper, she stood up, shakily, spreading her legs. She knew there was only one way out of this...

Closing her eyes and focusing, she relaxed her bladder muscles. Instantly, she felt a flood of urine escape, a small but audible 'hiss' coming from between her legs as she wet. Humiliated, she quickly squeezed her thighs together, pressing the padding against her crotch. 

Lucy slowly emptied her bladder, feeling her diaper growing wetter and heavier, and her tension releasing. She sighed as quietly as possible, her face beet red as the warmth and wetness smushed against her crotch grew and grew, a darker color spreading out across the front of the diaper, clearly advertising what she had done. 

Finally, she was done, standing at the front of the class with a diaper soaked in her own urine. It felt heavy between her legs, much more so than before, and to her horror she realized it had pushed her legs apart further still. She wondered, vaguely, if her jeans would even fit over it now, reaching down a hand to feel the squishiness of it - and then abruptly stopping herself, remembering where she was.

She kept herself facing the front, not even daring to turn slightly to see where the professor was walking as he traveled around the class, hoping against hope that nobody would realize what she'd done. Her prayers seemed like they'd been answered when the clock finally reached 11am, advertising that class was over.

"Alright, great work today everybody. I'll see you all next week," Robert told them with a smile. 

Lucy visibly relaxed as she heard students filing out. Thank goodness, she thought, her heart rate slowly returning to normal for the first time since she'd wet.

"Lucy, come over here," Professor Clark beckoned her, and Lucy was all too glad to walk towards him, hoping he'd help her deal with her new... problem. 

Lucy visibly relaxed as she heard students filing out. Thank goodness, she thought, her heart rate slowly returning to normal for the first time since she'd wet. 


"Lucy, come over here," Professor Clark beckoned her, and Lucy was all too glad to walk towards him, hoping he'd help her deal with her new... problem. 

She hadn't taken more than a step in his direction, before she realized there was still another student, hanging back, waiting to talk to him. She hesitated... and then sighed, frowning slightly as she waddled over. Her soggy, saggy diaper made it even harder to walk normally now, and she saw the boy in front of the desk flick his eyes down to her sodden padding, then look away abruptly, blushing. 

Lucy blushed too, knowing how obvious it must have been - but there was nothing she could do about it now. 

"Good girl, Lucy," Robert remarked, patting her head like she was an obedient pet. "You did a wonderful job of standing still and drinking all your water." 

"Thank you, sir," Lucy said in a soft voice, angry and infatuated all at once with how pleased those words made her. 

"Now, Neil, you were asking about topics for your next research paper, correct?" 

"Yes, sir," Neil said, and Lucy could tell he was fighting not to look at her diaper again. "I was thinking about doing a character study, but..." 

"That's a fine topic, but it's also one of the most common. You'd have to choose a very obscure character to make yourself stand out from the pack - while still ensuring the work was valuable enough for study." 

Lucy tried not to shift impatiently, as she listened to them talk, hoping they'd be done soon so Professor Clark could take her somewhere and... change her diaper. Even thinking those words created a strange swirl of emotions in her. Arousal, shame, fear... The feeling set her deliciously on edge, and she swallowed hard as she realized that was probably exactly what the professor had hoped she would feel. 


Once again, however, Lucy's daydreaming was interrupted. While Neil was in the middle of describing an idea for a paper based around gender roles, Robert unceremoniously reached over and slid his hand between Lucy's thighs. 

At first, she squeaked, closing them slightly - and then blushed, relaxing and submitting, as the professor ran his finger along the inside of her legcuff, feeling the dampness there. He withdrew his finger, and gently groped the front of her diaper, confirming that it was completely soaked there. 

Taking a wet-wipe from a packet on his desk, he cleaned his probing finger while nodding along to what Neil was saying. The young man seemed to be stammering and stuttering, having trouble getting his words out, almost as humiliated as Lucy. 

As for Lucy herself, she felt her brain had short-circuited. It was one thing to be in a diaper, it was another to be checked like a little toddler in front of a boy she barely knew, without even being asked how she felt about it. 

It was infuriating. It was humiliating. 

...It was a little hot, Lucy thought, looking away shyly. 

"Well, Neil, send me an email tomorrow and I'll arrange a time for us to discuss this further. As you can see, I have some things to deal with right now," Professor Clark finally said. 

"Yes sir, uh, um, see you soon... bye, Lucy," Neil said, flustered, almost walking into a desk as he walked away. 

Both Lucy and Robert were silent for a few moments, their eyes meeting for the first time in the last few minutes. They both felt the passion there, burning, domination tinged with adoration, submission tinged with humiliation. It burned in both their eyes, and indeed in both their hearts, and Lucy felt hers pounding as she smiled, shakily. 


"You used your diaper," the professor said, matter-of-factly. 

"Yes, sir." 

"You wet yourself like a helpless baby, in front of nearly a hundred other students," Robert said, smirking, pressing the embarrassment further. 

Lucy squirmed, but nodded, her sheepish smile growing. 

"I, I did, sir," she muttered, quietly. 

"How did it feel?" 

Lucy hesitated. She wanted to say she had hated it. That it was the single most disgusting experience of her life, and she resented Professor Clark for ever making her do it. That she didn't think she'd ever recover from the utter humiliation he'd put her through. 

She wanted to say that, but found she couldn't. In fact, it felt hard to say anything at all, her mouth feeling like it was full of toffee. She swallowed hard to get the lump out of her throat before she spoke. 

"Good," she said, simply, before adding. "But, naughty." 

*** 

Lucy was honestly surprised when they both made it to the classroom before clothes started coming off. The sexual tension between them was electric, and she found herself feeling sexy and desirable despite - or perhaps, because of - the diaper. She barely noticed people's stares as her handsome, dominating professor led her down the hall, grasping her hand in his. 

Once inside the office room, Lucy went to lie down on the floor, but Robert stopped her, holding up a hand. 

"No, not yet, babygirl," he murmured huskily. "Get on your knees in front of me." 

Hesitantly, her face flushed and pulse racing, Lucy did what he asked, kneeling in front of him in a wet diaper and t-shirt, looking up at his face, waiting for his next command. It gave her a peculiar kind of thrill to not know what was coming next, what he'd want from her, and she savored the feeling of it as she waited. 

"You disobeyed me the other day," he said, frowning. "So I'd like to see if you're able to follow directions now, before I change you. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Professor," Lucy replied. 

"Good girl," Professor Clark smirked, his smile almost seeming like it had grown fangs as he looked down at her hungrily. "Then, undo my trousers." 

With trembling fingers, Lucy reached out obediently, slowly undoing the fly to the professor's neatly pressed suit pants. They slid to the floor easily, and she gasped at what she saw. 

The professor was wearing snug boxer-briefs, but that wasn't what had made her gasp. Through them she could see the clear outline of his erection, a small patch of mild darkness towards what she could tell was the end of his thick shaft. He looked painfully aroused, and as she stared, he shifted uncomfortably. 

"I'm going to teach you a very special lesson, Lucy," he said softly, almost paternally. "Take your right hand, and stroke my cock through my underwear." 

Complying without even thinking, Lucy lifted her hand, holding his shaft through the thin layer of cotton. She stroked gently up and town, teasing him without even meaning to, feeling just how hard he was in her palm. She felt it, felt him twitch through the clothing as she rubbed, and he groaned softly with lust. 

"That's right, babygirl," he murmured, watching her. "Now pull down my underwear, don't be shy." 

"Y-yes sir," Lucy said, feeling like she was in a trance. 

His penis sprang out immediately, and she eeped, pulling back suddenly, to Professor Clark's great amusement. 

"It's not going to bite you, little one," he chuckled, stroking her hair fondly. "Now take your hand and stroke it again, up and down... That's right." 

Lucy smiled uneasily up at Robert as she followed his instructions, gripping his shaft firmly as her hand slid up and down the hot, pulsing flesh. She'd given a few handjobs before, but those were sloppy, clumsy affairs, with teenage boys who came whenever the wind blew the right way. 

Lucy found herself anxious about pleasing Professor Clark, knowing he had so much more experience. She focused, trying to pay attention to how her fingers slid up and down his manhood, frowning slightly... 

"What's wrong?" Professor Clark asked, a frown on his own face. 

"O-oh, it's nothing, it's just," Lucy blushed. "I'm worried I won't do a good job." 

The professor chuckled. 

"Impossible. Lucy, for me a great deal of the enjoyment here is coming from this - from me, teaching you," he told her, smiling. "I'm enjoying guiding you, watching you learn from me. I find it extremely exciting." 

"Oh," Lucy said, softly, blushing as she continued to stroke him, feeling him flex in her hand. "Does that mean you, um, won't be interested in me once I've learned how to do it well?" 

"Not at all. It will be exciting in a different way - knowing I've turned you into my obedient little cockslut," Robert winked at her, smiling, but inside he noted that she was looking towards the future - she wanted him to find her attractive later, once he'd 'taught her' this. 

"Now, once you've used your hands for... foreplay, you should bring your mouth into play," Professor Clark continued, seeing the uncertainty on Lucy's face. "Use your hand to grasp it firmly and just give the tip a little kiss, or lick, at first." 

Lucy squeezed his hard cock, trembling as she lowered her lips to his dribbling cocktip. Pursing her lips, she bestowed it with a tiny kiss, and then ran her tongue slowly across the head, catching the salty pre-cum on it. 

Professor Clark couldn’t suppress a moan at that, biting his own lip gently. 

“S-such a good girl, aren’t you, Lucy,” he said, softly, gasping as her tongue swiped across his head once more. “I can see if you… ngh… continue to be this dedicated, you’ll be a wonderful student in no time.” 

Lucy blushed, but smiled, waiting for further direction. 

"Now, try parting your lips," Professor Clark urged her, grunting as she did just that, sliding it into her mouth slowly. 

"The top part of a man's penis is the most sensitive, so focus your attention there. Use your lips to massage it, suck, slide your tongue across the head - just im-imagine what would feel good if someone was doing it to your pretty little princess parts, and then do it to me." 

Lucy obeyed instantly, the air filling with the sounds of sloppy sucking as her head bobbed gently back and forth. She tried to purse her lips around his cock, realizing she could feel his own pulse racing through it, throbbing in her mouth in the naughtiest way possible. 

She did as the professor told her, imagining what would feel good on her clit - the same clit that was just as eager and desperate for attention, pressing against the sodden padding of her diaper. She imagined the professor's mouth down there, worshipping between her delicate folds, running his tongue along her slit, teasing that precious nub out of hiding. 

It seemed to work on Professor Clark just as well, Lucy noted, as he groaned irrepressibly, balling his hands into fists at his sides. Occasionally his hips jerked, nature telling him now was the time to thrust deeply into the feverishly wet hole his penis was sliding into, but he fought himself, letting Lucy go at her own pace. 

"K-keep stroking, Lucy," he urged her, as he noticed her hand slowing, the pressure in his balls rising gradually as this adorable little girl pleasured him, wearing a wet diaper he'd changed her into himself. "You're doing so well, keep it up." 

Lucy couldn't smile with her mouth full of her professor's hard cock, but she mumbled something around his shaft, bobbing her head slightly as her hand jerked up and down, her pace increasing in time with Professor Clark's heavy breathing. She could tell he was close, and she looked down at his cock in her hand as she suckled and ran her tongue over the tip, savoring the drops of precum that came faster and faster now. 

"L-look up at me, Lucy," the professor said, almost frantically. "E-eye contact can be... can be extremely arousing, ve-very powerful during... during oral sex." 

Lucy's eyes flicked upwards, her soft brown eyes meeting his green ones. He stared down at the beautiful sight in front of him. His hand moved without even thinking, and he petted her hair clumsily, encouraging her to take him slightly deeper, the warm wetness of her surprised mouth massaging him, her tongue stroking his tip, his shaft being stroked up and down and up and down... 

With a guttural moan, he came, gushing semen into Lucy's unprepared mouth. She went wide-eyed, struggling for a moment as he held her head in place gently, forcing her to swallow the chemical-tasting thick fluid that coated her tongue. 

Her panic only lasted a moment, before Lucy closed her eyes and swallowed obediently, each mouthful sliding smoothly down her gullet as he orgasmed there, balls tensing and rising slightly with each fresh, hot, spurt of semen down her throat. 

Finally, his orgasm came to a slow end, spurts losing power until the last of his semen dribbled out of his tip, his cock slowly starting to soften between her lips. Lucy looked up, uncertainly, and as Professor Clark stroked the back of her head, she felt him gently sliding his length out of her mouth, a trail of sticky saliva dangling in the air between her lips and his cocktip. 

"Good girl," he murmured, with a happy sigh. "Good girl." 


Part 3 - Embracing Daddy 


Since she had no more class that day, Lucy had half-hoped she'd be allowed to do whatever she wanted for the rest of the day. The other half of her hoped that Professor Clark would immediately return the favor, making her fervid fantasy a reality. 

Sadly, neither of those things happened. Instead, Professor Clark had laid on the floor, legs spread, and untaped her diaper. 


"What a wet little girl," he'd practically purred, as he reached for the wipes. 

They were cool on the hot wet skin of Lucy's crotch, as Robert gently wiped her clean with that same delicate tenderness that had made her heart flutter the day before. 

As his fingers spread and explored her folds, wiping away wetness and the stickiness of her excitement, she gasped, swallowing hard. Lucy was not subtle about what she wanted, pushing her hips up to meet the professor's hand, whimpering needily and giving him a desperate look, hoping he'd touch her there again, more. 

Professor Clark smirked and tutted at her wanton behavior, pretending to ignore it as he finished cleaning her. 

"Such a naughty girl, aren't you?" 

"Yes professor," Lucy responded, eagerly. "I'm a naughty girl. Naughty girls have their... princess parts... played with, don't they?" 

She flushed, using the same euphemism as Robert had earlier, finding it a surprisingly comfy fit. 

"Sometimes," Robert said, vaguely. "But naughty little girls don't get to decide when they get to cum. And if they try to force it, they get punished." 

Lucy whimpered, lowering her hips and pouting. It was clear that Professor Clark wasn't going to do what she wanted, and she didn't want to get yet another spanking, her backside still tender and bruised from the last two. 

The soaked, sodden diaper was tossed away, and Lucy had felt another being slid under her rump, a sprinkling of powder on her mound before it was taped up. The scent was comfortingly babyish, and she blushed even as she had the thought. 

"All done, babygirl," Professor Clark had told her, sitting her up. 

"Thank you, sir," she had said, smiling shyly, as he easily lifted her and carried her further into his living area. 


Her hopes of an afternoon off had also been completely dashed when she found herself being seated in front of the professor's desk (and desktop computer), and told this was her time to study. She pouted, but with a single raised eyebrow he silenced her, and she sighed, asking for her sociology textbook to read. 

Professor Clark told her he would be in and out, checking up on her throughout the day. It was comforting to have somebody making sure she was okay, that she was working hard. She had her bottle of water again, and she sipped it every so often, finding she was draining it quickly again. 

When it was just the two of them, alone together, Lucy found herself relaxing more than she would have liked to admit. It felt... nice, to be so utterly taken care of. To be treated like a precious thing, not the tough girl image she tried to project. Professor Clark seemed to see right through that, and it sent excited flutters through Lucy's entire body. 

Thinking, Lucy chewed the end of her pencil, pausing between the notes she was writing. It would have been faster to use the computer, but she sometimes found it helped her learn better to actually write things out. She wasn't sure how she felt about admitting it but it was definitely true that so far, Professor Clark's methods seemed to be helping her become a better student. 

"What are you doing?" a voice from behind her demanded, making her jump. 

"Uh, uh, hello, sir, I was just writing some no-" 

"Not that, what's that in your mouth?" Professor Clark demanded, walking over and looking down at her sternly. 

"Oh... I chew things sometimes," Lucy said, embarrassed. "I used to chew my nails a lot, but now it's mostly pencils, pens, that sort of thing. Must be school stress, I guess." 

The professor sighed, shaking his head softly. 

"That's a very bad habit, Lucy. It's not good for your teeth, or your pens. Let me get something to help you." 


Lucy waited, her legs swinging slightly as she tried to peer down the hallway to see what Professor Clark was doing. When he finally returned, she blinked at him, seeing the object he was holding in his hand. 

At first glance, it seemed to be just a piece of ribbon. But as she looked a little harder, she realised it was in fact a pacifier attached to a ribbon, which had a clip on the end to fasten it to a baby’s shirt. She blushed, realising the ‘baby’ in this case was her. 

"Here," the professor said, offering her the teat. 

She noticed it was larger than a usual infant pacifier, opening her mouth to accept it, her face red with shyness. It felt like it fit just right in her mouth, a comfortable size that filled it without being too large. She suckled, curious, and then when she discovered that that felt pretty good, she did it again. 

"Glad you like it," Professor Clark said, with a grin. He gently clipped the leash to her shirt, patting her head. 

"Back to work now, little one." 

Lucy nodded, obediently turning back to her notes. The pacifier was incredibly soothing, and she found herself focusing more easily now, sucking gently on it as she worked through some of the topics she'd missed, or failed to fully understand. 

At 1:30pm, Professor Clark called her into his dining area, for lunch. 

"Wow," Lucy remarked, as she tore into half of a PB and J. "I'm starving, I had no idea how hungry I was until now." 

"That's because you didn't have breakfast," Robert replied, shaking his head. "Your metabolism probably didn't get started until you started eating." 

"Mmm, well, it's making this taste delicious..." she remarked, grinning at him. 

Robert chuckled, looking over at Lucy as she ate, drinking milk from a baby's bottle, a real one this time, not a modified water bottle. There was a smear of peanut butter on her cheek that she hadn't noticed, and her eager chewing reminded him of a toddler rampaging through her lunch. 


Lucy had seemed uncertain at first, but now she seemed so... happy. So settled, like this was something that felt as right for her as it did for him. Yes, she was stubborn sometimes, but it seemed more like she was trying to deny this interest herself than that she was genuinely refusing it. Her eyes sparkled with life and happiness as she ate, a thick crinkly diaper on her backside. 

The professor wet a corner of a napkin with his saliva, and then reached across the table to her, rubbing her cheek to clean it. She leaned into the contact without even thinking, smiling as Robert pulled away. 

"All clean," he said, smiling. "So go back to work now, okay? I'll come refill your water in a moment..." 

Despite everything, Lucy felt very lucky right now. She nodded, dreamily, heading back towards the desk. 

Eventually, Lucy felt the urge to use the bathroom again. At first, she moved to stand up, before remembering, her cheeks turning pink once more. Shifting awkwardly, she spread her legs, focusing for a few seconds before she finally felt the flow of urine start again. She found she actually enjoyed the warm, wet, babyish feeling of peeing herself, and the powder that had been sprinkled onto her crotch earlier seemed to react with the hot fluid, filling the air with the mild scent of urine and lavender. 

She definitely wasn't as wet this time as she had before, and over the next couple of hours she slowly soaked the padding between her legs, submitting to Professor Clark’s check the next time he came in. 

“It looks like I don’t need to worry about you refusing to use your diapers any more, hmm?” he teased, as he lay her on the floor. 

Lucy shook her head, giggling gently. Once again, the wipes just grazed her folds, sliding between her slit for just a moment before she was taped into a fresh diaper. It was frustrating, but the lack of choice was… a little exciting. 

The day continued surprisingly slowly. Professor Clark called her in for dinner at six, and then he told her she could use the computer for social media, or do whatever she wanted while he got her room ready. Lucy’s curiosity was piqued by his mention of ‘her room’, but Professor Clark refused to explain further, sending her off. 


At 8pm, right when Lucy was in the middle of browsing an interesting blog about cats, Professor Clark strolled in and told her it was bedtime. 

"What," she replied, flatly. "It's... 8pm." 

"And that's when little babygirls get put to bed," Robert told her, smiling. "Now come on." 

Reluctantly, she took his hand, still slightly miffed about the whole situation. The kinky sex was one thing, and see could see herself enjoying some aspects of being treated like a little girl - but an early bedtime was definitely not part of that. 

"I'm sure I could stay up a little more," Lucy said, softly, frowning as she noticed how childish her voice sounded - she sounded like a child trying to bargain with her father for another hour before bedtime. 

"Maybe, but you don't get to decide that," Robert said, smirking. "Now let me show you your room, I think you’ll be pleased.” 

Lucy took the professor’s offered hand and followed obediently, walking behind him on gentle footsteps as she pouted. She wasn’t sure what ‘her’ room would be like, although she doubted it could be as good as the private dorm she usually slept in. 

“Here we go.” 

Professor Clark had stopped in front of a white door that Lucy would normally have thought was a bathroom, since there seemed to be a lock on it. However, she quickly noticed that on the front of the door was her name, in pink flowery stickers - ‘Lucy’s Room’, it read, and she felt a tiny smile appear on her face from the sweetness of the gesture. 

She didn’t have time to ask him about it, though, because as soon as the door was thrown open she found herself speechless. 

The room had clearly been done up to look like an extra-large nursery. Shelves on the walls held an assortment of baby’s toys, and there was a princess-themed toy chest against one wall. The white dresser and closet had both been decorated with those same flowery stickers, and had accents of baby pink that made them look all the cuter. 


There was no TV at all, but a giant stuffed bear sat happily in the corner of the room, and Lucy found herself overcome with the urge to hug him. Later, she decided, when the professor wasn’t looking. 

Against one other wall was some kind of odd cabinet or table, with various adult-sized diapers clearly visible and stacked on its shelves. Lucy peered curiously at the pastel pink plastic-covered foam top of the cabinet, and then blushed anew, realizing it was a changing table for very big babygirls. She squinted again, and felt a tiny thrill of arousal and fear as she noticed that there were pink cuffs dangling from each of the four corners of the table. 

The centerpiece of the room, however, had to be the enormous crib stood in the middle of it. It was wooden, painted white, with soft pink sheets and pillows inside, a mobile hanging over the top. It looked for all the world like a baby's crib... but it was Lucy's size. 

Her knees trembled and her heart quivered as she realized he intended her to sleep in that crib, tucked up with a pacifier stuffed in her mouth and a diaper wrapped around her bottom. 

God that was exciting. 

God that was scary. 

"Do you like it, babygirl?" Professor Clark asked, smiling. "I already had some of the furniture, but the bear is just for you." 

Lucy found her eyes watering. Yes, she had received expensive presents before, especially from her family. But this? This showed so much love and caring... Whimpering, she wrapped her arms around the professor, eyes brimming with grateful tears. 

And now that she knew the bear was picked out especially for her... well, that tore it. Lucy let go of Robert after a moment longer, allowing his hand to rub her back, lingering gently, before she pulled away. She eagerly scampered towards the bear, and kneeled down on top of him, throwing her arms around his soft neck as she felt his plush legs compressing underneath her. 

"I'm so glad you're happy with him," Robert said, with a smug smirk. "Now, let's get you up on the changing table." 

Reluctantly, Lucy let go of the bear, walking over nervously to the table. There was even a little pink stepping stool to help her get up, so she used it, laying down on the cool plastic and biting her lip. She was a little surprised, but not very, when Robert reached for one ankle cuff and began to fasten it around her. 

"What are those for?" she said, frowning. 

"I like to have full access to my naughty little girl during changes," Professor Clark said, huskily. "I don't want her squirming away from a spank... or anything else." 

Lucy gulped, her head spinning as she wondered what 'anything else' might mean, and hoping it meant exactly what her slickened pussy was crying out for. After her wrists were fastened, she soon felt Robert's rough hand running up her thigh, a finger sliding intrusively between the legcuffs of her diaper, brushing against her slit, making her whimper. 

"You're not very wet, babygirl," Robert said, frowning. "You're sure you've been drinking enough?" 

"Yes, sir. I just, well, I guess I keep... forgetting to go," she gave an apologetic smile. She was definitely still getting used to wearing diapers, although it would probably get easier with time. 

"That's understandable, little one. We have a long time to un-potty train you," Professor Clark said, smiling, as he lifted the front of her shirt, rubbing her stomach, gently at first, and then pressing firmly, watching her reaction. 

"Do you think you still need to go at all?" 

"Maybe," Lucy admitted, blushing. 

"You're going to be in your crib for a long time tonight," the professor told her, rubbing her stomach in slow circles. "I'd rather you didn't wet your pampers as soon as I put you in a fresh one." 

Lucy nodded slowly, biting her lip. 

"I, I can't go with you watching, sir..." she said, softly, as Robert's hand drifted lower, between her legs. 

She whimpered gently as she felt the slightly damp diaper being pressed against her, between her folds, as the professor rubbed and groped the outside of her diaper, teasing her with firm touches that became gentle tickles through the padding. 

"Well, if you really can't, that's okay," he began, smirking. "But if you're good and soak your diapers for me like the obedient babygirl we both know you want to be... Maybe you'll get a special big girl reward afterwards?" 

Lucy's eyes went wide at that, and her mouth suddenly felt horribly dry. She desperately wanted that 'reward' he promised, badly, but she didn't know if this would be just too humiliating for her. She could feel his hand pressed right up between her legs, feeling the diaper where she'd be wetting it. 

The position on the changing table was literally designed to leave her exposed - hands cuffed high out of the way to prevent her covering herself with them, legs spread so she couldn't squeeze them together... Lucy whimpered, feeling vulnerable, her mind racing... 

"Just let go, babygirl." 

What choice should she make? One answer seemed so right and she desperately wanted to feel the professor's touch on her cunny again... but could she really make herself do that? 

"Come on, sweetie, just relax..." 

Her mind threw up a million objections, but her over-riding lust conquered them all... And one other thing - Professor Clark's voice, so soft, so gentle, and so persuasive. Swallowing, Lucy closed her eyes and nodded very gently, hoping he got the message. She was sure he had, because soon after she felt his hand pressing harder against her, more eagerly, even desperate, to feel her wetting. 

With a soft sigh, Lucy relaxed her bladder. Hot wetness began to soak into the padding as she wet, spreading across her crotch, and then dribbling down to her rump. The padding grew more and more sodden with each moment, pale yellow visible through the front as she continued to fill it. 

The pee felt so, so warm as it came out of her, and she blushed profusely as she felt Robert kneading the diaper, encouraging her to empty her bladder completely, obviously feeling that same warmth from the opposite end. She discovered a thrilling kind of stimulation as she relaxed, wetting herself, a strong man's hand pressing her soaked diaper between her folds, rocking his palm gently back and forth to tease her. 

Finally, her river slowed to a stream, then to a trickle, and finally, she found she couldn't go any more. 

"All done?" Professor Clark asked, softly. 

Lucy strained briefly - and then nodded, shyly. 

"I. I can't belief I just did that," she laughed, nervously. "It... it felt pretty nice. To have you watching, I mean. But really weird and scary, too." 

"You'll get used to it, princess," Robert said, and the implications made Lucy's confused-excitement rear up again. "Now, lay back, and let me change you..." 

Nodding, Lucy relaxed the rest of her body, allowing her diaper to be untaped by the professor's skillful hands. He wiped her clean, slowly, lingering on her slit this time, wiping away her natural slickness as well as pee. He even used the end of a wipe to gently tease her clit, making her gasp, before he pulled his finger away, chuckling. 

The old diaper was gone before Lucy knew it, and then she felt a new one being slid underneath her rump. She pouted, thinking maybe the professor had decided she wouldn't get her 'reward' - or maybe he thought that brief touching was enough? Lucy had learned that one of the rules was that she didn't get to decide when she came, or even if she came... But it still felt very unfair. 

Just as she was thinking that, the professor looked down at her, smirking. 

"So, did some babygirl want a special big girl reward?" 


"Yes please, sir!" 

Professor Clark's calloused fingertips were suddenly on her thighs, gently spreading them a little further. Lucy gasped as she felt his lips on her mound, kissing lightly, trailing down further and further along her slit. With delicate reverence, Professor Clark's tongue slipped between her folds, hungrily licking up Lucy's juices and eliciting an eager moan from her. 

His experience was obvious as he expertly dragged his tongue across her excited nub, a slow, lingering lick he repeated several times before giving a quick, frantic one along the whole length of her slit. Lucy panted with need, her hips rolling up to meet the painfully brief attention from Robert's tongue. 

His tongue pressed deeper between her folds, teasing her entrance, while his lips expertly teased and rubbed against her stiffened clit. Lucy whimpered, digging her short nails into the latex cover of the changing table as her professor worked her into a feverish pot of lust, her dripping slit grinding against his tongue and lips, wanting more, more, more... It felt so amazing, she hoped it would never, ever end, and she gasped with pleasure as she felt the professor suckle gently on her clit before going back to licking once more, building her up, and up, then letting the feelings ebb away, before he teased her to frustration once more. 

After several minutes of that treatment, Lucy found she could barely control herself. Moaning like a wild thing gripped in the heat of passion, her hips pushed against him urgently, back arched, whole body tense as he ate her out, his own passion obvious in his soft, animalistic grunts, that reverberated against Lucy's needy slit. She gasped and groaned, rolling about on the changing table, feeling she was close, so very close... 

Without warning, Professor Clark pulled away, licking his sticky lips. 

"If you want me to make you cum, you need to beg me for it," he said, breathlessly. 

"Please, please sir, make me cum, I need it, so badly, make this naughty little babygirl cum!" 

"No," growled Robert, smirking wickedly. "Call me Daddy. You're my dirty little princess." 

Lucy swallowed, her face still flushed from the previous stimulation, her cunny tingling, just needing a little more to be worked up to the edge... But that... seemed so, so wrong. 

"I, I can't, sir, I'm sorry," she murmured, blushing. "I can't call you that, it's too..." 

"Naughty? Dirty? I think we both know those are words that describe you, Lucy." 

She nodded, whimpering needily. 

"Oh, please, sir, just let me cum, don't make me call you...that. It's too embarrassing." 

Professor Clark shrugged in a false show of non-chalance, sliding a finger gently between her slickened folds. He paused, seeming like he might push right inside, and bring her off with his hand again. But he stopped, just resting there, feeling her racing pulse through her soft skin. 

“Sweetheart, you have two choices. You either submit fully, and accept I’m your Daddy, and I’ll let you cum… Or I can tape up your diaper and leave you here all night. You’ll be perfectly safe… but not terribly comfortable.” 

The words ‘that’s not fair’ were on Lucy’s lips, before she saw the look on the professor’s face. He grinned wickedly, knowing how unfair it was - but also, he had some kind of need, a drive, to be called ‘Daddy’ by her. He knew just how taboo and wrong it was, but it only seemed to arouse him further. 

And with the other threat hanging over her head, Lucy admitted that it did the same for her. 

“Ok.” 

“Okay… what?” 

Lucy pouted. “Okay, Daddy,” 

“Mmm, good girl,” Robert said, leaning back down, kissing her inner thigh. “More.” 


“Please, please make me cum, Daddy,” Lucy pleaded, and felt the kisses climb higher, peppering her upper thigh, the crease before her mound, one or two landing on her slit. 

“I, I need to cum so badly, Daddy, I’m your dirty little girl, I’m a slut for you, please, please, lick my princess parts,” Lucy whimpered, surprised to feel how excited saying those things was making her. 

Robert needed no more coaxing. He dove right back in, and Lucy moaned, rolling her eyes back in her head at the overwhelming pleasure, which came back in full force now. 


“Daddy, Daddy, please, it feels so naughty and so good, ohh!” she gasped, barely even having to think now about what she was saying, hips bucking against Robert’s tongue, that licked between her folds again and again, hitting every part of her slit, making her feel pleasure beyong what she’d ever felt - the whole thing heightened by the naughty taboo of what she was saying, the eager grunts and groans her ‘Daddy’ made, his own lust obviously incredibly inflamed by her words. 

Lucy could feel her peak approaching soon, coming at her like a rushing freight train, she moaned, and bucked, barely able to get words out, but she tried, mumbling and gasping her way through them, as much because of how right they felt as to encourage her professor. 

“Daddy, Daddy, oh god, Daddy it feels so good, Daddy make me cum, Daddy, Daddy I’m going to come oh Daddyyyy Daddy Daaadddy!” 


Lucy cried out the last Daddy, shaking and trembling, back arched hard as her orgasm hit her, stronger than anything she’d ever felt before. She moaned, grinding frantically against Daddy’s tongue as pulse after pulse of orgasmic bliss washed over her, her crotch feeling like it was awash in complete pleasure. 

Her shuddering gasps carried on for second after second, trying to ride out the storm of feelings and gratification that were slamming her hard. Slowly, they began to fade away, leaving just the warm tingling between her thighs, her whole body flushed with pleasure as she sighed, lowering herself to the changing table with a ‘thump’. 

“Good, princess?” Robert asked, standing up and smirking. 


Lucy could only reply with a shaky thumbs up, before allowing her head to collapse back onto the changing mat, panting as her new Daddy taped up her fresh diaper. 

*** 

Once Lucy’s orgasm was over, it didn't take terribly long for her to start feeling strange about the whole situation. It was like her lust had clouded her senses for how 'weird' it all was, and now, as Robert was trying to put her down for bed, she found herself wanting to fight back and insist on a REAL bed, not this… thing. 

“This, this is for babies, this is ridiculous,” Lucy protested as she was helped into the crib. 

Her face was bright red, and she looked almost fearful at the prospect of being locked in there all night - but maybe the fear was less about the idea of being an adult trapped in a baby’s crib while wearing nothing but a thick diaper, and more about how much she might like it, if it happened. Lucy’s shaking voice loudly proclaimed her disinterest, but the way she sank into the crib mattress, her toes wriggling under the comforter in delight, all told a very different story. 

“Yes, sweetie, it’s for babies like you,” Professor Clark told her, in a syrupy voice, as if he were talking to a toddler too ignorant to understand they weren’t a ‘big kid’ yet. 

“N-no, I’m not a baby, please, sir, I c-can’t,” she mumbled uncertainly, pouting, half-hoping he would relent - half-hoping he wouldn’t. 

Professors Clark scowled softly, straightening up. 

“I warn you, Lucy, I can’t abide whiny babygirls,” he said, with a severity to his tone. “Stop fussing now, or I’ll stop it for you.” 

Lucy scowled, blushing hard. One part of her wanted to nod obediently and be a good girl, but that part was dim and hazy, left behind briefly now that she’d left the afterglow of her earlier orgasm. 


It was one thing for this to be a sexual thing. It was another for her to want this with all her heart and soul, and it terrified her, pushing her to fall back on her old ways, flippant and disrespectful. 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Lucy replied, rolling her eyes. “You can’t physically force me to- mmmph!” 

Lucy hadn’t even seen Professor Clark grab the gag, but now, suddenly, her mouth was full of pacifier and a strap was being fastened around her head to keep it in place. Lucy made a guttural noise of protest, trying to force the pacifier out of her mouth with her tongue, but had no luck, no matter how hard she pushed. 

She glared at the man in front of her with as much hate as she could muster, watching him put up the side of the crib. He sighed, seeming genuinely upset, or at least annoyed, with the situation. 

“I’ll be back to check on you in an hour, Lucy,” he said, softly. “In the mean time, why don’t you think about whether this is really something you don’t want… or if you’re fighting because you’re scared.” 

Once he was gone, at first Lucy glared hard and angrily at the bars of the crib, glowering at what he had said. She was definitely not scared. She’d gotten caught up in his perverted little game for a while, and now she wanted out. That was all. 

Lucy tried to tell herself that, over and over, trying to stay angry, but after about ten minutes, a little fear began to creep in. 

‘What if he never comes back?’ she found herself wondering. 

With a frown, she realised she wasn’t scared of being left, trapped here - no, she was scared he had walked away forever. On some level she found herself dreading losing that support, this special, weird relationship she had with him. 

‘It’s so dirty, though. It’s wrong,’ she told herself, trying to get back the anger and disgust that had ebbed away, revealing her real, raw feelings. ‘I’m a grown woman.’ 

‘It felt nice, though. To be someone’s little girl,’ she found herself thinking without even meaning to, and she whined around her pacifier, turning her head away from nothing. 

It was at that point she had to admit that Professor Clark - that her Daddy was right. Whimpering, she felt tears at the corners of her eyes again. This was so scary. It made her feel vulnerable and helpless, utterly dependent on one man when she wasn’t normally dependent on anybody at all. 

Sniffling, the small, babygirl part of herself burst to the surface, suddenly feeling she was a terrible little girl, that she was awful and bad and obviously her Daddy had left forever and ever… Tears began to roll down her cheek as soft sobs filled the air. 

‘Daddy, please come back, I’m sorry,’ she thought, helplessly. 

As if by magic, the door was slowly pushed open. When Lucy saw Robert standing there, she cried harder, sobbing from relief more than anything. She lifted her arms helplessly, unable to cry out to him, sniffling and crying hard as he rushed over, lowering the side of the crib and pulling her into a hug. 

“Shh, shh, shh, it’s okay, princess, Daddy’s here,” he murmured, rubbing her back. “I heard you over the baby mobile. What’s gotten you so upset, hm?” 

He began to undo the gag, and as soon as it was removed Lucy wailed in earnest, clinging tightly to Robert like she thought he would float away if she didn’t. 

“I, I’m sorry, Daddy, I lied earlier,” she said, crying. “I am a baby. I want to be your baby.” 

“I know, babygirl,” Robert said, his rumbling voice soothing Lucy instantly. “I want that too.” 

“P-promise? I’m sorry… this is so new… I got so scared, and, I thought maybe you were leaving me forever…” 

“Never, sweetheart!” Robert replied, pressing her against his chest, letting her feel his thumping heartbeat. “I’ll never leave you. I’m here to look after you forever.” 

Lucy shook in his arms, unable to believe how lucky she was. She’d thought she’d always be alone, able to buy trinkets and friends and staff… but always independent. Always tough and keeping up her facade of not caring… 


“I’ve been a bad girl, Daddy,” she said, sadly. “I’ve done really badly in school, and upset people, and made everybody’s lives a lot harder.” 

“I’m sorry to say that’s true, princess,” Robert replied, feeling her cringe and sob a little more. “But I’m very proud of you for realizing it. I know you want to be the best little girl you can be, so how about from now on you try a little harder, hm?” 

“Wi, will you help me?” Lucy asked, whimpering. 

“Of course, little one,” he said, smiling. “That’s what Daddy’s here for.” 

Lucy sighed, finally relaxing in his arms. Her Daddy wasn’t leaving. He wanted her, as much as she wanted him. They were going to be together forever… 

After a while, her Daddy gently slid Lucy back into the crib, and she whimpered. 

“Daddy, I can’t sleep,” she protested, with an adorable pout. “Cuz it’s a new bedroom…” 

Robert raised an eyebrow skeptically… and then chuckled. 

“Alright, princess… maybe Daddy can help you sleep…” 

He reached into one of the drawers on the changing table and pulled out a ... well, it looked like a white microphone. There was a plug dangling from one end that he quickly plugged into a wall socked, before he walked towards Lucy's crib, grinning. 

"What's that, Daddy?" she asked, softly, excitement building again just from seeing it. 

"It's a special toy to make babygirl's princess parts tingle," Robert said, with a wink. "Scooch over, sweetie." 

Lucy didn't have to be told twice, and she shuffled over to the other side of the crib, leaving plenty of room for Robert. He climbed in beside her, and she giggled a little at the fact he was in her crib too, 'like a baby, Daddy!', until Robert popped the pacifier out of the gag and put it once more in her mouth. 

As the buzzing wand was pressed against her padding, Lucy's eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open, her binky nearly falling right out. She abruptly realized that she'd been completely wrong - she could definitely have an orgasm while wearing a diaper. 

The vibrations felt amazing, and Lucy rolled her hips, whimpering around the pacifier as they quickly teased and excited her, feeling the buzzing through every one of her sweet spots, like a gentle massage between her legs. The diaper crinkled loudly as she humped the air, Daddy rubbing the wand slowly up and down, up and down, pressing it firmly against her. 

"Does that feel good, baby?" 

Lucy nodded, flushed and sweaty once more, bucking hard against the vibrator, the steady thrumming against her crinkly diaper spreading out across her mound, between her folds, stimulating all of her at once. She panted and gasped, huffing as she worked against it, feeling the pleasure building quickly... 

Her rocking hips, her flushed face, the way she gasped and groaned with pleasure, Robert could tell that he'd already pushed her close to the edge - now all she needed was a little push. 

"Cum for me, babygirl," Robert muttered, as he flicked the switch on the vibrator, turning it from low to high speed. 

Lucy's eyes flew open again, not a single sound coming out as her mind tried to catch up with her body, the intense, sudden pleasure increasing tenfold. Finally, she moaned loudly, bucking and grinding, giving cute little squeaks as an orgasm racked her body. She suckled her pacifier frantically, pushing herself and her diaper against it as the vibrations teased out moment after moment of frantic, shaking bliss. 

Panting, Lucy's body sagged, and she looked up at her Daddy blankly, too exhausted to even smile. 

Robert looked down at her, smiling for both of them. He knew she was his forever now, and he'd always take care of her. Whatever came their way, she would be his little padded princess, damn what the rest of the faculty said. He could see now, she needed this as much, if not more, than he did. 

"I love you, princess," he said, softly, taking out her pacifier and kissing her softly on the lips, for second after lingering second. 

When he finally pulled away, Lucy took a deep breath, and then said: 

"I love you too, Daddy." 

It melted Robert's heart, and, so wrapped up in adoration for his little girl, he fell asleep holding her in his arms right there, rocking her through the night whenever she became fussy. 

They knew the weeks and months ahead would prove challenging for both of them... but for now, they were happy together... And that was what mattered. 

End. 

If you enjoyed this book, please consider subscribing to Amelia Hobbes' Newsletter for updates, new releases, free offers, giveaways, and exclusive content: 

Click Here! 
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	'Daddy's Diapered Babyslut #1' - part 1 of the 3 part series. M/f public ABDL story - Daddy takes his little girl out in thick diapers and a short skirt, and their mutual teasing leads to her giving him oral sex in an alley, forbidden to touch herself through her diapers.
  
	'Her Pampered Fantasies bundle (vol 1, 2 and 3)' - all 3 parts of the 'Her Pampered Fantasies' series in 1 book! Denise is new to the world of ABDL, but her best friend is there to guide her through it, with several sexy and warm-blushy moments along the way!
  
	'The Office Nurse made me LOAD my diapers!' - a spin off from the 'My Wife is my New Mommy' series. ABDL story with medical play and enemas. The new nurse they've hired at Joshie's work has some ideas about keeping him regular - but he gets a big reward afterwards... 
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