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This is not a 

Disclaimer,

it is my honest and upright opinion:

Every character in this text is strictly an adult of legal age, playing a intense role-play in their full consent. 

Including you. 

If you are a minor, put the book away now and wait until you're old enough. 

The books of this series contain explicit sexual content in form of multiple scoldings for adult submissives, including a wide range of ABDL- and Ageplay-subcultural scenes and punishments. This book  is intended to bring pleasure for those who like the fiction of being treated younger, than they are. 

Whoever is bothered by these topics should not read it.  Before you criticize the book and its content, please inform yourself about the roots, causes and effects of the kinks involved.  

Whenever words like "baby", "little girl", "cute boy", or similar terms, are used, they never; and I cannot stress this enough,


NEVER

refer to actual children. They refer only to you, my dear adult reader. Those words are there to pamper you in your little-space and to amplify the scoldings you are about to receive. 

Always remember, this book is purely a work of fiction. It is a mazy mix of various fetishes, role-playing scenarios and other kinky elements, and should not be used as a guide for real-life activities in any way. Play out your fantasies respectfully, legally and with full consent of all parties affected.  

Play safe, 

Alexandra Ghost



My sweet bundle of joy,

Thank you for buying this book, dear reader.  But please finish your chores before you read it. I better see everything on this list crossed off before you turn the next page. And don't even think about skipping, if you know what's good for you.


[image: ]

You're such a well-behaved Little.  Now that you finished your chores, it's time for some fun! Put on your fluffiest diapers, coziest onesie, and don't forget your pacifier.


Lie down on your bed and enjoy your little-space without any judgment or worries. Be as silly and naughty as you want. 


Okay sweetie, you can turn the pages now and hear from me, what an ill-mannered brat you have been. But be careful, this book is written by a horny mind to please and satisfy other horny minds.  Don't get yourself lost in it. Take breaks and think happy thoughts too.

This is the third book in the series "The great collection of ABDL/Ageplay scoldings".  The books or chapters in the series are not building on each other, so you can start reading wherever you want! 

And now, off you go, my naughty rebel.                       Aunty Alexandra




1 - Big No-No

Tsk, tsk, my naughty, naughty Little, you've once again overstepped. Oh, is your tiny little cock itching in his tight hugging cagey? But you my dear should know better. Touching your diaper is a big no-no. Yes, those diapers are as much a part of you as the skin on your body, but they are not yours to meddle with. That is mommy's job. If an itch arises, you are to call out for me, or for anyone else who is present, to give you the relief that you crave. You should cry out in your baby voice and mommy will come and adjust it for you with her hands, not yours. You know exactly, that if you have an issue with your diapers, you are to cry for help every single time. My, my, what do we do, to drive this point home, sweetheart?

The fact that you've forgotten how to properly cry brings me much distress, sweetie. So, it seems I'll have to teach you again. I think it's time for another week of 'newborn-time'. Remember it from last time? Yes, sweetheart, this means you will be reduced to nothing but a helpless newborn for an entire week. The privileges that you're used to — gone.

No more solid foods. Your mealtimes will only consist of breastfeeding. You won't be allowed to walk or crawl or even sit up by yourself. You will spend your whole time lying down; in your baby carriage when you are outside and in your crib when we are home. There will be no more of this sneaky meddling with yourself. There will only be endless hours of utter boredom and wet diapers. You will be swaddled tightly, left to either sleep or stare at the mobile spinning above you.

Oh! And don't think I'd fail to mention the most significant part of your punishment: If there's any need for comfort or attention, you will not get it unless you cry out like a real baby! Newborns are not capable of communication other than crying. You will be completely ignored unless you cry out loud like a true infant. Yes darling, no matter how bored or restless you get in your carriage or crib, I will not come to soothe you until you wail out in genuine distress. You'll have to shed those tears and wail like your world is falling apart for every single little need.

Whether it's a poopy diaper that needs changing or if the tight confines of your diaper chafe against your caged cock – your only tool is your voice.

Whenever your diaper feels uncomfortably full, or your utter loneliness starts to bear down heavily on you and the only thing you can do is fill the silence with your desperate, childish wails. I wonder, what will your cries sound like? A high pitched, heartbreaking whine that echoes throughout the house, or a soft, whimpering sob that seeps out of the nursery? Will they be full of pleading or just filled with helpless despair? And oh! How pitiful it will sound when the house echoes with your helpless cries, emanating from a tiny baby carriage. The image does bring a certain joy in my heart, knowing exactly how much you will learn from this.

Imagine, you've been abandoned for hours, and your last meal feels like a distant memory. Your stomach starts to growl, but there's nobody around to hear you or pay attention to your needs. How can you let them know that you're hungry? Simple, by crying out loud! Just like a real infant who has no other form of communication. When your diaper is damp, and the coldness makes your skin tingle - cry. When your little cock cage feels uncomfortably tight - cry. When the weight of loneliness becomes too much and all you need is some comfort - cry.

And what more? I get to decide, when exactly I will react to your cries, just like a real mother does. If I'm busy or if I simply feel you've not cried loudly enough or long enough, you'll just have to wait. You'll wait until your face turns a lovely shade of red and your eyes are rimmed with tears. You'll wait until your throat is sore from crying. Only then might I consider heeding your needs. A full, stinking diaper might sit against your skin for hours before I decide you've suffered enough. Your belly might grumble and rumble, but if your cries are not loud enough, it won't get filled.

Imagine this, my sweet, you're swaddled tight in your carriage parked in our quiet backyard, the sun warming your cheeks, the distant hum of bees in the flower beds, but you're all alone. Your diaper feels heavy and soaked, your tiny cock chafed raw by the wet nappy, and you need a change. But alas! You can't just call out 'Mommy, please change me' like before. You must raise your feeble voice and wail like a desperate newborn.

The cover over the carriage prevents you from looking around, from knowing where Mommy has placed you or whether she is near or far. It feels as if you've been forgotten, left behind like an unwanted toy. Oh, the solitude! The despair might be too much for your little heart to bear, but remember baby, crying is your only way out.

Maybe your mommy is engrossed in her gardening, maybe she stands next to the covered baby carriage, smiling in secret at your pitiful cries, as she leaves you for another hour practicing your newborn crying skills. It's only when she decides the cries are truly desperate that she might bestow a moment of her attention on you.

And then, what if visitors come, darling? Perhaps some of my dear friends from the ladies' club come for an unexpected visit. They would be sipping their afternoon tea in the living room, chatting and gossiping. You, tucked away in your carriage in a far corner of the house, would not realize that there were guests over — a forgotten doll covered by a baby blue blanket. They won't even know that you're here, my dear... until they hear your desperate cries. Your last feeding was in the morning and now, as the sun begins its descent into the evening, your belly grumbles desperately. You start to whimper, then whine. Soon, you can't hold back anymore and let out a loud wail of anguish and starvation.

I'd hear your wailing, of course, but would choose to ignore it, only adding fuel to your fretful state. My dear friends would begin to notice the faint sound of a baby crying somewhere in the distance. "Oh, don't mind the baby cries. That's just my naughty little in his usual state these days. He's just attention seeking." Seeing their curious looks, I’d explain your punishment to them as you continue to bawl and scream for attention from another room.

They'd giggle at your misery and chide me for being so hard, but deep beneath their playful scoldings, I’d sense a hint of respect for my severe punishment. Your cries would become more desperate with time and at some point, it might start to become annoying. The ladies’ chatter would be interrupted by the persistent sounds of your distress. With an exaggerated roll of my eyes, I’d stand up and excuse myself to pacify you. Despite your loud wails for food and comfort, all you will get is a stern spanking on your bare bottom before being left alone again.

And don't forget the nights! Oh, those long, lonely nights when everyone else gets to sleep in their big cozy beds while you remain securely strapped down in your crib, swaddled tightly with nothing but an increasingly wet diaper keeping you company. Then you find out, that Mommy accidentally left open you diaper bin, ah what a smell that would start to fill your little nursery. A cruel stench, sharp and vile, enough to make you retch, yet there would be no escape from it. All you can do is scream and cry in distress. Your cries would grow louder, shriller as the awful smell seeps into your nostrils. The louder you wail, the deeper the stench would seep into your tiny lungs. All for the distant hope that mommy will wake up and come to your rescue. But you should know, sweetie, how much mommy values her beauty sleep. She might just decide to let you wail and holler for a while. How long will it take for her to address you? Ten minutes? An hour? Or perhaps she'll wake up just as the sky is beginning to lighten.

Oh darling, just imagine how precious those moments will be when you finally get Mommy’s attention after a long arduous spell of crying. Those tender moments when Mommy will finally change your soiled diaper, relieving you of the stinging discomfort. When she will cradle you in her warm arms, pressing your hungry lips to her full, nurturing breasts. Imagine how much effort and stamina you needed to convincingly cry and wail for these precious moments of comfort and solace.

Remember, this is for your own good. It's time you start acting the part of a helpless baby girl who needs her mommy for everything. So let the wailing begin, sweetheart. Let us hear those sweet sounds of despair when you realize that the only person who can relieve your discomfort is me - and only when I decide to do so.

This week will be a reminder of how dependent you truly are on me, my sweet baby girl. And by the end of it, you will have learned your lesson well - Touching your diaper is not allowed under any circumstances!


2 - Change Channel

Oh, my darling baby girl, what have you done now? Sneaking around and trying to change the television channel. Oh, but how naughty that is! You know very well that little girls like you don't watch grown-up sports games. They watch fun, colorful children's shows with cute characters and happy songs.

What do you say, you haven't watched a game since ages? Oh, my precious little one, is that so? But remember, honey, you're not a big boy anymore. Just look at you in your frilly pink dress and puffy white diapers. With your hair tied up in those cute little bows and your cheeks all rosy from being caught red-handed. Tell me, do big boys wear such precious outfits? No, they don’t, but my sweet little girl does. Big boys don't toddle around the house with a wet diaper waddle, but you do. And doesn't that tell you something? It tells Mommy that her baby girl isn't quite ready for grown-up things like sports games.

But I think today I can make an exception. You want to watch the basketball game so much? Well, darling, I'm going to let you. Even better, darling, we're going to watch that basketball game together. Oh, don't thank me too early, silly. You had better hope it isn't a high scoring game.

Because here comes the catch, darling. For every point a team scores, Mommy will smack your little bottom hard with her hairbrush. That's right, baby girl. You'll be watching that game comfortably arranged on the couch, with your bottom high in the air, your frilly dress pulled up and your cute diapers at your ankles. And each time the ball goes into the hoop, Mommy's hairbrush will remind you of how naughty you've been. It will sting and turn your bottom cheeks as red and swollen as two freshly inflated basketballs.

Isn't that exciting? You get to watch the big boys play while Mommy reminds you what happens when little girls try to act like big boys. Every dribble of the ball, every swoosh of the net will end inescapably with an imprint of Mommy’s strict rules on your bare bottom, with a chorus of cheers from the audience.

And maybe each sharp smack across your little bottom will help you remember: You're not one of those high-flying athletes or the cheering crowd on the screen; Your place is right here, a well-spanked girl, safely cradled in Mommy’s watchful embrace, guided by her firm hand and loving heart.


3 - Ladies' Restroom

Silly little girl, do you really think you can act out in such a shameless manner in the public restroom? There is a time and place for everything, and this isn't it. The audacity you have, to get aroused while I am changing your dirty diaper is beyond me. Don't you know how embarrassing that is to me?

Is this how a little lady behaves in public? Is this what I've raised? No, no - we will not stand for such an act of impudence.

This is where we draw the line. To think that you would flaunt your needs in such a debasing way, I am truly appalled. There's no place for your lewd antics, not in our house, not in public and certainly not in a ladies' restroom. I thought you were learning to behave like a well-behaved little baby, but clearly you still have so much to learn.

Yes of course, you don't have an erection, that's why you wear your chastity cage in the first place, silly. But nonetheless your little soldier is incessantly trying his luck, poking and prodding at the bars of its prison that keep him in check, all while I’m trying to change you.

I know that the other ladies around probably don't even see, that your highly aroused under that cage, but Mommy can certainly tell, you silly thing. It's entirely unacceptable, especially when we're in such a vulnerable position, laying on the changing table in a ladies’ restroom. The nerve of it all!

Did you think I wouldn't notice? Did you think it was some covert act that could escape my discerning eye? Every single twitch and strain of your unruly manhood does not go unnoticed by me. Yes, dear, I know you can’t help it; it’s in your nature, a pitiful attempt to assert some semblance of manhood. But you should understand that there's no place for such masculine bravado here. And the response to any hint of male arrogance is swift correction.

Now, let's see if the punishment cream can correct that behavior. Oh yes dear, the punishment cream will be applied here and now, and I tell you my little friend, it stings like the dickens. Your manly bits will whimper and shrink in no time, back into the docile little clitty you should be proud to carry. That's it, there shall be no more audacious hardening in public, on my watch!

Oh my, such heartfelt cries already? Honey these were only your sturdy balls feeling the cream, wait until I fill your chastity cage with it. Do you feel the chill as I scoop out the cream? It's deceptively cool before it starts to burn, isn't it? Just wait until its full strength is unleashed upon your yearning little soldier, held captive in his cage. There we go, filling every nook and cranny of your chastity cage, coating the bars that hold you captive.

Oh, honey, that's a good girl. Yes, cry out all the misery you feel, it's music to Mommy's ears! Your whimpering and pleading only shows me how necessary this punishment is. Now watch carefully as I bring the tub of cream down to your bare, vulnerable little buttocks. Oh, aren't they just asking for it?

Just as I thought - another sob of despair as I begin to apply the stinging cream on your bottom. Around and round in circles, ensuring that every inch of your sensitive skin is covered in its fiery touch. My oh my, you really are a picture of agony now, aren’t you? Yes dear, it is indeed unpleasant but necessary. But we're not done just yet, sweetheart. Shh... hush now.

There's one more place for this cream to roam, one more cavern for it to explore. This is the part that really will make you squeal, isn't it? Can you feel the tip of my gloved finger, slick with the cooling cream, pressing against your tight little rosebud? Oh, there it is!

Oh, poor little girl, getting your tight little button invaded like this. What a cruel Mommy you have! But it's for your own good, honey. Sometimes lessons need to be burned into memory, don't they? A ring of fire, isn’t that what it feels like? It's ok honey, you don't have to answer me. The quivering wails echoing off the restroom walls are answer enough.

Oh, you really are a pathetic sight to behold, aren't you, dear? Squirming and writhing on the changing table, your bare cheeks aflame and clenched in futile resistance as I work the punishment cream deep into your most private place. It's a powerful image that will linger in my memory, no doubt.

Just listen to those cries! Oh my, they've become raw and primal now, haven't they? Good girl, casting off all shame and dignity, exactly like the baby I want you to be. Who knew such a sweet little thing could create such a racket!

Now, let's get a fresh diaper on you, dear. There we go, lift those flaming cheeks up - oh, how they squirm and writhe under my touch. These well-padded diapers will do a fine job of holding all that cream in place for longer, making sure it continues to remind you of your punishment well into our journey home.

There we are snugly secured in the soft folds of your diaper, perfectly incapacitated in your current state of teary-eyed vulnerability. Ah, doesn't the thick padding pressing against your tender skin just amplify the sting? Just a crisp pat on the bottom now, and I can see your eyes welling up even more! What an adorable sight you make, sobbing over Mommy's gentle touches.

I don't think we can continue our shopping trip in this state, can we? No, I think it ends right here. After all we can't go inside the shops with you crying your heart out, do we? Come on, sweetheart. Let's get you home. We still have quite a drive ahead.

◆◆◆

Come on, sweetheart. Let's get you strapped into your cute car seat. Oh, dear! What a piteous wail! Is the hard plastic pressing against your tender bottom? Let me just tighten this seat harness around you. I know it feels snug and unyielding, but safety first, my dear. Wow, you really are a vision of helpless misery, aren’t you? There we are, my sweet little crybaby, all buckled up for our journey back home. Your delicate bottom will feel every bump on the road with its sturdy punishment coating, that's for sure. And the cream will spread further, ensuring every tiny corner of your tender skin gets its fair share.

Well, that's what happens to naughty little girls who get stiffies in a ladies’ restrooms. Let the sharp sting remind you of your place, my dear child. There is no room for sexual arousal in your regression. It corrupts the pure innocence we try so hard to cultivate.

Just look at you now, sobbing and squirming, incapable of any shred of resistance. All you can do is accept this punishment as it sears into your most intimate parts, branding them with the reminder of your transgression.

Yes, sweetheart, here comes your bib. We can't have those tears and snot staining your pretty little dress, can we? Not to mention the dribble that's bound to escape your mouth as you wail and sob. I don't expect your bawling to stop until we get home.

Why am I even talking to you? You don't seem to notice or care anymore. Your tears have consumed all your attention, haven't they. Let's head home. You probably won't even notice the journey; you're too lost in your own world of misery.

I wonder if you would recognize the truck driver, pulling up alongside us at a red light, taking in the sight of you, so pitifully pathetic. He'd probably chuckle to himself, no doubt amused by the spectacle of a grown man in such a degrading state - bound in a car seat meant for toddlers, your ridiculously short pink dress hiked up to reveal the cartoon-covered well-padded diaper encasing your burning bottom, and a large pink bib on your chest, absorbing the rivers of snot and tears streaming down your face. Oh, sweetheart, what a sight you are!

But even with all that going on, you'd be too consumed by the inferno raging beneath your diaper to notice. You will just take another breath, and let out another long, heart wrenching wail, your voice echoing through the car, overpowering the soft hum of the engine. Your head will bob up-and-down to the rhythm of your crying, as if you're nodding in agreement to this cruel punishment. Unaware of the world outside, unable to comprehend anything beyond the burning pain that has seized control of your senses.

You'll be so lost in your agony that you won't even notice when we pull into the driveway. Oh, baby I can't wait to show you off to Daddy. He's always insisting that I'm too lenient with you, too soft. Well, he won't be saying that tonight. I've got a feeling he'll be more than pleased with this spectacle.

And who knows, maybe he'll be so delighted by your pitiful state that he'll decide to put you in your jumping seat for a while. Oh, how Daddy does love the sound of your cries! They're music to his ears, a symphony of discipline and obedience. He'll probably sit back in his favorite armchair, nursing a glass of whiskey, watching you bouncing up and down with each sobbing breath, a satisfied smile spreading across his face. I can already imagine the pride that will well up within him, seeing his little man finally receiving the strict discipline he’s always thought you needed.


4 - Lollipop Wrapper

Home sweet home, sweetheart. Did you enjoy our little stroll through the park, darling? It really is summer now, and all the ladies in the park were showing off their beautiful bodies, glistening under the sun. Wearing little more than a couple of strings and scrap of cloth they call bikinis. But I am proud of you, young man, because through it all, your eyes never wavered from the path ahead. Not once did I catch your gaze lingering on those sun-kissed bodies frolicking around us. No, you were all my well-behave little toddler, focused and determined, not to forget what Mommy expect from her sexless toddler. Such a good boy! After all, you can be well-behaved, when you put your mind to it.

Wasn't it nice to see Mommy pleased with you, her darling boy, her pride and joy? no distractions, no tantrums, just Mommy's perfect little gentleman. And now, here we are, back at home. Feel the cool tiles of the foyer under your wobbly little legs, the echo of our arrival filling the nearly silent house. Home, where you can be my innocent little one, free from the temptations of the outside world.

So, may I have the wrapper from the lollipop you were so eagerly sucking? - What's that, you no longer have it? Oh dear, that's quite disappointing, isn't it? I had hoped you would know better, my sweet little girl. Littering is a bad habit, and as a family, we do not tolerate such behavior. We have discussed the importance of keeping our environment clean many times before. Yet, you carelessly discarded the wrapper without a second thought. Not only does this show disrespect to me, but it also shows disrespect to Mother Nature herself.

Wait, you say you put it in the trash at the park? But how would you have done that when you were strapped to your stroller the whole time? My, my, what a bad excuse that is. Litter the wrapper, and a lie to cover it up. Tsk, tsk. Oh, my silly little girl, why would you do that? You know what I think, darling? I think you've just earned yourself a round of punishment.

First things first, here, take this garbage bag. You’re going out there, and I want you to clean up our street. Yes, every single piece of litter you see on the ground, I want it in this bag. You will learn the importance of cleanliness and respecting nature, even if it's the hard way.

And you're going to do your little garbage tour, dressed only in a diaper and shortalls. It'll be the perfect attire for our little garbage man, don't you think? Now, I know your diaper will bulge underneath your shortalls and that you'd much rather wear normal clothes, but we mustn't forget you tried to lie to me. And you know exactly that lying leads to humiliation in this household. Besides, everyone in the neighborhood already knows about your special condition, don't they?

They're used to seeing you out and about in your diapers, so there's no reason for embarrassment. So, bring it on, waddle out there, and let's get this job done. You will go from house to house, pick up every piece of litter you come across, whether it's on the street or in the bushes. Once you're finished with the entire street, you're going to come back home, and we will inspect your work together. If I find anything out of place, anything at all, Mommy will be very disappointed, and you wouldn't want that, would you?

◆◆◆

Back from your little trip serving the neighborhood, darling? Oh, sweety come in and let's have a look what you found. Oh, my! A half-empty garbage bag, darling? Just look at this! It's clear evidence that your fellow citizens don't treat their surroundings the way you do. They respect the place they live in, unlike you. Look at your smug little face. You're proud you did a good job, aren't you? But is that all? Have you picked up every last piece of litter? Yes? Good boy.

Now why don't you hop on the changing table, dear. What did you say? You don't need a change? Well, this time honey we are not going to change your diaper. So, lie back sweetheart.

I think it's time you experienced first-hand what it feels like to have litter tossed carelessly about. So, let's open those diapers. That's it. Now I don't want you to startle but I will be dumping the contents of this garbage bag right into your diapers. Yes, darling, each and every bit of it. It might be uncomfortable, maybe even a little smelly but that's how Mother Earth feels when we just throw our trash on her without any care or thought at all.

Oh look, there is even a lollipop wrapper among the trash. How ironic isn't it? Now let's wrap up that diaper again. How does it feel sweetheart? Not very nice, is it? It's a bit harder to walk with all that trash in your diapers, isn't it? Is the banana peel hugging your chastity cage? Or is the popsicle stick poking your asshole? Well just be careful not to sit down.

Once you have shown me a clean street in our lovely neighborhood, I will remove this garbage-filled diaper from you, darling. Why don’t you step back into your shortalls, and let's take a little walk, shall we? Oh yes, it does look silly now, doesn't it? You, waddling around in your diaper filled with trash. Now let's just hope you can present a spotless street to Mommy.

◆◆◆

Well done, young man. You really did a good job picking up after those careless litterbugs in the neighborhood. No wrappers, no papers, not a single piece of debris. I am very proud of you, my little handful. You surely did make up for your terrible lack of respect in the park this afternoon. Now let's just finish our walk and head back home.

Oh, my, look at this. It seems that your work here is not done just yet, is it? Look here, what a mess! Fresh horse manure right on the pavement. You've missed it! How could you? Of course, this is littering as well, dear.

Why, it's just as bad, if not worse, than a candy wrapper or soda can. You've overlooked this large pile of dung, neglecting your job and undoing all your diligent work. I can see that you didn’t think to tackle this difficult task, hoping perhaps that I wouldn't notice.

Well, I have noticed, and it seems I need to teach you the full value of responsibility. Not everything in life is as straightforward as picking up paper or plastic, my boy. There are times when we come across challenges that require a bit more effort and dedication. Challenges that might seem unpleasant or even repugnant. And it's at these times that we must show our true character, isn't it? Picking up garbage is easy when it's just wrappers and cans. But what about when it's something less pleasant? Like this horse manure?

You probably just gazed at the nice horse ladies, while ignoring their horses' droppings as if they were not part of your duty. Well, young man, you have just earned yourself another lesson in humility and responsibility.

In our house, we do not ignore the unpleasant; we confront it and deal with it. It's called being responsible, my dear. Now, darling, don't look so appalled. It isn't going to kill you. Yes, it smells, but life isn't always filled with roses and lilies. True character is revealed in the face of adversity. This is part of your punishment, remember?

You clearly thought you were too good to clean up horse manure, but let me tell you, son, one is never too good for anything. So, now it's time to finish what you started. You're going to remove every last bit of that dung, with your bare hands. Yes honey, you had the chance to organize a scoop or a shovel, but you decided to ignore the responsibility. So now, you'll do it this way.

Look at me when I'm talking to you, young man! This is not a negotiation nor an opportunity for you to sulk and throw a tantrum. You will painstakingly gather each clump of manure, making sure not to leave any behind. And just to really emphasize this task, you won't simply add them to the garbage bag.

Here's a big Tupperware honey. Yes, I brought it with us, as soon as I saw, you haven't picked up the horse manure. You should know by now that the lovely horse ladies pass by every Saturday, don't you.

You'll collect every single piece of horse manure in this container, and once it's full, we will take it home. And do you know what's next? Well, when we're home, Mommy will freeze them. Yes, we will have a big box of frozen fresh horse manure in our freezer, just to drive this lesson home.

That doesn't make sense, to freeze horse manure you say? Well, it doesn't end there, silly boy. We just freeze them to facilitate the next step. Each night just before your diaper change, I will take out three frozen balls from the Tupperware and bring them up to your changing table. Once your soggy diaper from the day is off, and your cute bottom is thoroughly cleaned, I'll place each of these thick round balls, one by one, right up your bum. Then we will add a small warm enema to help it all settle inside. After that, a fresh diaper will be put on you and you'll spend the night with those balls of horse manure nestled deep in your rear end.

Don't look at me like that, dear. Once those chunks are inside you, you'll have the chance to experience the full depth of this lesson. What goes around comes around, and what was left behind will find its way back through you.

And as the night wears on, and the cold tingle of the dung begins to soften, you will start to feel an inevitable urge brewing deep within. Yes, dear, that's nature running its course. A gentle rumble here, a little discomfort there until finally, you'll find yourself unable to resist the call of nature. And as you lay there, in the dark solitude of your room, you will birth the first of three balls back into the world, and into the confines of your fresh diaper. You might clench your teeth, tears streaming down your reddened cheeks as you deliver that sphere of melted horse manure.

You'll feel the surge of relief as it exits, only to remember there are two more waiting to follow suit. Each one will come at its own time, unpredictable in its arrival, and each time it will jolt you from your fitful slumber. Oh, sweet boy, three times a night, your bed will transform into a birthing ground for what was once left behind. Each push and throb will produce one of the fruits of your neglect.

The smell of decay and disregard will fill your nostrils as you helplessly squirm, surrounded by the stench of the lovely horse girl’s remnants. Each time you shift in your sleep, a fresh wave of that pungent scent will waft into the air. In the morning your crib will now resemble a horse stall rather than your cozy, cherished sleeping quarters.

Ha, maybe mommy should appear in a riding outfit, complete with shiny boots. And perhaps even a little riding crop could be added to the ensemble, which she'd use not to urge an approved stallion onward but to playfully pat your pampered bottom when you fail to deliver on time.

Now, jokes aside, this will not make you laugh at all. The humiliation, as you lay there in your soiled diapers, filled with some animal's filth, will be far greater than any you have ever experienced.

And don't think for a second that this is a one-off punishment. As long as we have horse manure left in the freezer, this process will be repeated. Every evening, you will be reminded of the task you failed to complete, and every morning, you will wake with a renewed understanding of what it means to take care of mother nature. There will be no escape from the smell, no solace in your dreams, and certainly no mercy from your mommy until every last ball is gone.

So now sweety, we stand here, in front of the evidence of your negligence. As you lower yourself to collect the mounds of dung, remember it won't be the last time you will be seeing these. Go on then, pick them up, one by one, and place them carefully into the Tupperware. And once you finished, we'll make our way home to finally release you from your trash-filled diaper. Wouldn't that be nice, would it? Mommy isn't cruel after all; She just wants to raise you into the perfect picture of responsibility and decency. So, bend down, sweety. Gather your future pain into the Tupperware and seal them up tight for the journey home. It's time for you to begin on the path of rectification.


5 - Thermometer Check

Stop it! You little brat. I'm not going to tell you 10 more times. You're acting up and putting on a show for the both of us. It's only a small little thermometer, nothing special. So let me just take your temperature quick. What do you say? You don't like things put in your bottom?

Well, I'm sorry to hear that. I think you might have forgotten who's in charge here. You're mine now; you're under my care and protection. And that means your bottom is mine to do with as I please. You need to learn how to accept this fact, even if it hurts. I warned you about the consequences before, but now you're pushing your luck, pushing things too far! Your behind belongs only to me, but clearly, some lessons must be learned the hard way.

You know what? If you can't even handle something as small and ordinary as a thermometer in your rectum, then perhaps we need to approach this topic from a different perspective. It's about time for your anus to learn to accept the love and care Mommy provides.

Let me just check the cabinet. Ah, yes, there it is. You see this, darling? This is called a Hollow Plug. It's a butt plug with a wider diameter and once placed in your bumhole, it will snugly hug it, stretch it, so your little bottom becomes accustomed to the sensation of being filled.

Oh, darling, of course you are sorry, and of course you wish you had just accepted this little thermometer, but it's a little late for that, isn't it? And you see this hole in the middle of the plug? That's why it's called "hollow". This hole makes sure your bodily functions are not interrupted, and this means it will allow you to wear it for multiple days at a time. How long do you think we should do this the first time? One day? Two? What do you propose?

Oh sweetheart, to my astonishment, you can be quite well-behaved after all. You are absolutely right; it is Mommy who will decide. Lovely answer my humble little man. I think it's best to start with 3 days, just to give your poor little bottom some practice.

So, no more fussing, let's put that beast right where it belongs. Your tight little hole will learn to accept and appreciate what's coming its way. And we won't take it out till Monday morning. Now let's apply a generous amount of lube on that thing, so it slides in with ease. Now relax, darling, and let mommy shove your new boyfriend right where he belongs.

Oh, you're so cute with your innocent pleading eyes. Yes, dear, just cry out the pain. Your squeaks and whimpers sound so adorable. You're doing such a good job, young man. just a little bit and it will become more comfortable again. I can't believe how much you're stretching already. Incredible...

Wiggle your bottom, show me how well this toy fits inside you. Oh, don't be shy, I love this view! You're just so cute. Oh, honey your little bumhole is protesting, look how it puckers and how red it gets! It's a good sign, you're learning your lesson.

Oh, please don’t look at me with those eyes. Don’t you know by now that Mommy can see through all your pitiful attempts at mercy? You should’ve thought about the consequences before you misbehaved. Now it’s too late for any of that.

Let’s just take a moment to appreciate the situation here, shall we? Right now, you are laying on your bed, your little bottom all plugged up and helpless. You might not believe me now, but this truly is for your own good. And before you know it, your body will adapt and become obedient just like a well-mannered young man should.

Now where have we been? Ah, yes. Now, just because you're wearing this hollow plug doesn't mean that I don't still need to know your temperature.

And since the plug allows access even when in place, there's no reason I can't simply... yes, darling, that's right. I'm going to slide the thermometer right through the center hole of your new boyfriend and into your bottom. Now isn't that clever? And so convenient, too.

Relax, darling. It’s just a small thermometer. It will pass through the hollow plug with ease, and then you will hardly feel it. You'll see, you'll even enjoy the sensation. It's a chill whisper to your inflamed flesh, an invitation to calmness, a reminding touch of the discipline you've earned.

Look at this, sweetheart, just a tiny digital thermometer, its cold surface slick with lube. I wonder if your well-stretched hole can even sense its intrusion. Does it feel strange having another object there alongside your new toy? It looks silly, don’t you think? A tiny thermometer poking out from the hollow plug. It almost looks like a little tail on you. Oh, aren't you just the cutest?

See? One step at a time, we will make this work. That wasn't so bad, was it? And no fever either. So, my little brat, do you know what logically arrives together with wearing a hollow plug?

I think it's diaper time, my little brat. Now now, don’t make that face. Even the bravest of warriors wear their armor, and this will be your shield against any messy accidents. You see, darling, we wouldn't want anything unpleasant leaking from your well-occupied bottom onto your pristine sheets, now would we?

Open the drawer, dear, and bring me one of your diapers. That's it, just like a good boy. You do know where mommy keeps them, don't you? Good. Now lay down on your tummy with your legs apart. Oh my, look at that cute little bottom, the plug protruding so prominently. Let's get this diaper under you, baby. It's surely a snug fit. Don't worry sweetheart, we'll just secure this snappily around your waist and then you can stand up. See, isn’t that better already?

Oh, don't look so down. You should feel grateful - not many boys your age get this level of care and attention from their mommies. Not many boys have the privilege of being taught proper discipline and manners in such a memorable way, do they? You'll thank me someday. Now, stand up, darling. Look at you! All padded up, your little bottom bulging out under the diaper. Doesn't it feel nice and secure? Well, you will need these diapers for sure. Because that nasty hollow plug will not go anywhere else the next three days. It will keep your tight little ring of muscle stretched wide open the entire time, rendering your once regulated sphincter completely useless.

Look at your adorable, confused face! I can see how the wheels are turning in your head, trying to process what this means for you. But let me spell it out clearly, sweetheart. For the next three days, you'll be unable to control any bowel movements. Whatever goes in must come out, and it will do so at its own unpredictable pace. You won't have any say in the matter, my dear son. That’s why the diaper is so necessary.

If you're lucky, you might feel a slight pressure before it happens – but don't count on it. More than likely, the first sign will be a sudden warmth spreading through your diaper. You'll feel the undeniable sensation of wetness, and then the reality will hit you; you've soiled yourself. It might happen at home while we're having dinner, or it could happen in the check-out line at the supermarket. Regardless of when or where, you'll have no control over it.

And believe me, sweetheart, by the end of these three days, you’ll be begging me to remove the plug. You'll be on your knees, tears streaming down your face, pleading for relief from the constant humiliation. You will long for the days when you were in control, when you didn’t have to dread each moment wondering when the inevitable would occur. You’ll yearn for the freedom to hold it in, the dignity of deciding when and where to relieve yourself. The degradation will be more than you can bear; it will be a stark reminder of the control I wield over you.

Oh, the delightful sight of my strong-willed young man, watching as his pride crumbles under the weight of his unusual punishment. Yes, you will cry, darling. Many times. Unexpectedly. Even in the most ordinary moments. You might suddenly find tears streaming down your cheeks when you're sitting across from me at breakfast, feeling the sudden warmth in your diaper as another mess spreads itself around your diaper unceremoniously. Or perhaps, darling, you'll experience a sudden outpouring of emotion right there on the park bench, as your protesting sphincter starts pulsating increasing its constant struggle against the hollow plug. The muscles strained and aching, trying to tighten around something that refuses to be moved, will well up tears in your innocent eyes, not comprehensible to the casual observer, but a stinging reality to you. And it won't just be physical distress, darling, it'll be your heart crying out in despair. Maybe you're lazily flipping through a comic book, trying to distract yourself from the constant discomfort, only to find your vision blurring as hot tears start streaming down your face.

You'll try to blink them away, of course, but they won’t stop. They'll keep falling, as if your tear ducts have suddenly started functioning on their own accord. Just like that plug in there, making its own decisions.

But, darling, when these tears well up, you will always be welcome to seek solace in my arms. Yes, that's right, my defiant little boy. Your source of punishment is also a source of comfort. I'll hold you close and stroke your hair as your tears soak my dress, your whimpered sobs echoing against the walls of our home. I'll softly coo into your ear that, yes, you're safe. You're okay. That even though you sit there, in your pretty little dress and your messy diaper, your Mama is taking care of you. I'll cradle you close to my bosom while you cry your tears of discomfort and humiliation, gently patting the back of your diapers.


6 - Mall of Shame

Well, well, well. What do we have here? Trying to play mommy for a fool, are you? You think I wouldn't notice that your lovely princess diaper is all full and soggy? Oh, sweetheart, who are you trying to fool? I can smell the stench of your misbehavior from here and trust me; it's not pleasant. What did mommy tell you about lying, my dear little one? That's right, good girls don't lie.

But look at you now, standing in front of me with droopy pigtails and a soiled diaper, pretending everything's just fine. Do you think mommy is blind? Do you think I cannot see the wetness indicators have turned blue or that your little frilly dress has risen due to the swollen state of your diaper? Or perhaps it's the smell that you thought mommy wouldn't notice?

You've been a very naughty girl for not telling mommy about your dirty nappies. This is not how we behave in public! You wanted to avoid a trip to the restroom in this crowded mall, didn't you? Afraid to have your stinky bottom changed where other people could see and giggle at your humiliation? Well, my dear, you've earned yourself a punishment more embarrassing than a public diaper change. You maybe think this is a rather small misdeed you did there, but actually I see at least four problems at hand here:

First, your blatant disrespect for the rules I've set. You know very well that you're to inform me when you've soiled yourself, no ifs, ands or butts.

Second, you apparently don't appreciate a clean diaper as much as you should. Otherwise, why would you let yourself stay in such a messy state, my naughty little one? You're quite content to squish about in your own filth, aren’t you? Well, that's not going to fly under this roof, and certainly not under my watchful eyes.

And third, you've tried to deceive me - your own mother - thinking I wouldn't notice. Attempting to trick me into believing you're as dry and clean as a newborn's bottom! I've raised you to be truthful, not sly and deceitful.

Fourth, you wanted to avoid the shame of a public diaper change and thus, most unforgivably, you showed shame. And you know exactly how I feel about shame, my darling, babies don't feel shame, do they? Only naughty girls who think they can slip past mommy's radar do. Shame is a big girl emotion, and you're still my little one, aren't you? Your punishment then, my mischievous girl, will be just as fourfold as your transgressions.

Firstly, you will be bent over my knee while I give your naughty little bottom a proper spanking. Each swat will be a stern reminder of the rules you've so carelessly broken. Your yelping and crying will echo in the restroom for everyone to hear, while your face turns as red as your tender bottom. And after that, I promise you, you will get your diaper changed in this restroom today.

Secondly, for the next few days, your diaper changes will be limited, to teach you the real discomfort of sitting in your soiled nappy for hours. I want you to feel every squish, every uncomfortable itch so you learn to appreciate clean diapers. You will beg for a change, but mommy will only change you when she sees fit. And let me be clear - this won't be pleasant. You will sit in your soiled diaper for long itching hours, so that you may truly understand the value of cleanliness and the discomfort of its absence. I hope this will teach you to appreciate the fresh diapers you receive.

Thirdly, because of your deceitful actions, I will be performing frequent and unannounced diaper checks. Yes, my little one, right in the open. In front of everyone, I will pull back the front of your diaper to peek inside. I promise you, the humiliation you feel will be a stark reminder of why you should never, ever lie to mommy.

Lastly, and perhaps most embarrassingly for you, I will be taking you out tomorrow, right back to this same crowded mall. But this time you won't be carrying your cute, girly purse. Instead, you'll have the privilege of holding a used diaper in your hand for everyone to see. That's right, my darling, a used diaper for all the world to see. No hiding this time under your frilly dress, no sneakily waiting for the perfect moment to inform mommy when you're all done. You will parade around with this symbol of your shame for everyone to notice, and absorb every giggle and whisper directed at you, my naughty girl. Maybe then you'll learn what happens when you try to avoid your rightful responsibilities and duties.

You will understand that there is no escape from your punishment, no lying your way out of the humiliation that awaits you.

I will make you walk right in the center of the mall, your steps slow and deliberate. Each click-clack of your Mary Jane shoes against the polished floor will echo through the hushed whispers of shoppers around you. They'll point and giggle at the sight of your frilly dress, bouncing with each step, revealing just a hint of the princess diaper underneath. Your pigtails will bounce too, like two adorable antennas broadcasting your shame to anyone with a pair of eyes. Your used diaper, my dear, will be gripped tightly in your small hand for everyone to see. And the way you'll hold it? Oh, my darling, I'll make you prance like a pony. I make sure, your arm is held at an awkward angle, too high up for comfort and accentuating an almost a curtsy-like pose, while you will walk up and down the hallway like a sissy on the catwalk. The used diaper fluttering in your hand like a shameful flag, held high for everyone to see.

You'll be the star of a little show in the mall, my little girl, standing in the spotlight for everyone to marvel at. People will gather around you, looking at each other wondering why such a big girl like you is still in diapers. They'll whisper their questions and giggle at your misfortune, pointing at the diaper in your hand, and the one peeking from underneath your frilly dress.

Your shameful display will only find an end, once you thoroughly mess the diaper you'll have on. That's right, darling, you will soil your diaper right there in the middle of the mall for everyone to see.

Only then will I take you back to the restroom, where I will change you into the very same used diaper you've been parading around with all day. Yes, the diaper you've flaunted so shamelessly will be your prison for the rest of the afternoon. Mommy will change you slowly, making sure everyone in the restroom has ample time to witness your humiliation. I will narrate each step of your useless diaper change loudly, ensuring that every woman knows that my naughty girl is getting her due retribution.

Once changed out of your dirty diaper and into your old one, I will take you through the mall again, your shame broadcasted for one last time before heading home.

As we'll finally reach the sanctuary of our home, I'll guide you to sit on my lap, your body trembling with humiliation and shame. I wrap my arms tightly around your small frame, holding you close in a protective embrace. With each whispered word, I reassure you that everything will be okay and offer words of encouragement and comfort. As your sobs slowly subside, I continue to hold you, stroking your hair and rubbing soothing circles on your bottom.

And then I will gently tuck you in your crib, wishing you sweet dreams and a lovely night - a long night in the messy diaper you've earned for yourself. You will lay there in your crib throughout the night with the constant reminder of your utter shame tightly wrapped around your waist. You see, my dear little darling, that's what happens to little girls that don't ask for a diaper change right away.


7 - Old acquaintances

So, my cheeky little one, hiding behind Daddy when we run into old acquaintances? I saw how you slinked away when your ex-girlfriend showed up at the cinema with her new boyfriend. You thought Daddy didn't notice? Sweetheart, Daddy always notices. Now, you don’t want people thinking you’re ashamed of who you are, do you? No way, not my little girl. We should be proud of who we are and the roles we play in life.

Your hesitation tells me you’re not fully embracing your role as Daddy's baby girl. So, to help you on this journey, sweetheart, I have something in mind that will ensure you embrace your true self: a lesson which will be entertaining for us all.

You see, darling, I want you to approach your ex-girlfriend and her new boyfriend. Smile sweetly, curtsy deeply – just like a perfect little princess should – and then introduce yourself properly. Yes, darling, as ‘Daddy's little girl.’

Oh sweetheart, no tears now! It’s alright.

Hey, why don't you fetch them a large order of popcorn and soda? Deliver it to them with grace and charm. And while doing so, my sweet princess, make sure to give your congratulations to her new boyfriend for being such a manly young gentleman. After all he is the one who will be making your ex-girlfriend happy now, not my diaper-clad little one. I know this will be hard on you, but decent gestures like these will shape you into a well-mannered princess.

Won't it be amusing? Your ex-girlfriend watching you in your adorable little dress and those crinkling diapers as you offer them refreshments. I can just see her giggling as you bob your little curtsy, the way your ruffled diaper pokes out from under your frilly skirt, the bewilderment in her eyes. And then the red blush creeping up your cheeks as you present them with their popcorn and soda, all the while having to keep that charming smile plastered on your face.

Oh yes, my little princess, this will be quite a spectacle indeed. Maybe she even asks you about the movie you're attending. You'll have to confess that you just finished watching the sweet, girly movie in the afternoon and not like them who are off to watch the latest action-packed blockbuster.

The sheer contrast of it will surely bring a smile to her face. But don't worry, dear, Daddy will come with you and hold your hand through the whole ordeal. Isn't that lovely?

As your ex's new boyfriend holds her hand in the cinema, I'll be holding yours on our way back home. While she snuggles up to his shoulder during an action-packed thriller, you'll be snuggled up in cute bunny pajamas, getting ready for beddy-byes.

And while he embraces and kisses your former love, I'll love to thoroughly brush your teeth and braces.

While she groans and moans under the hot touch of his manly hands empowering her clitty, you'll be whimpering and crying under the cool touch of Daddy's hands powdering your nappy.

And just when his erection fiddles over the exposed lips beneath her cute little bottom, ready to deliver a firm bedtime fucking, you will expose your cute little bottom over the hips of a fatherly figure, ready to get your firm bedtime spanking.

While he feels her hot body during a passionate night, you'll be feeling your hot bottom, freshly spanked.

While he slowly lowers her down on his prick, crying out in ecstasy, Daddy slowly lowers you down in your crib, crying yourself to sleep.

The contrast, my little girl, is ever so sweet.

And the highlight of them will be the misery of you.

Because the moment, this new boyfriend's body tenses and thrusts as he fills your adorable ex, will be the same moment your body tenses and thrusts as you fill your adorable nappy.

You see, my dear, in the end, you and your ex's new beau are not so different at all. Both of you will have filled up what hugs you tight through the night.


Darling, I already called you to the kitchen twice!
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What do you even do in your room all day, my beloved prince charming? You know your parents are coming over tonight, and we need everything to be just right. No honey, it’s neither the time nor the place for your "last chapter". It's not like I already cooked the entire meal single-handedly, including your mother's favourite coq au vin, which you know perfectly well takes hours to prepare. If you don’t emerge from your lair this instant, it'll be me setting the table, and trust me darling... piep, piep, piep ...Oh, the oven! Ok partner, your time is up! Up now, come help your wife at least with the simplest of tasks.


8 - One Lonely Tear

Oh, my little darling, what's this? A tear during an everyday diaper change? Now now, sweetie pie, that won't do. Remember what Mommy always says? We don't cry over silly things; we only cry when we have a boo-boo or when we're really feeling poorly.

Look at you, lying there on your changing mat with your soft little diaper all bunched up around your legs. Do you know how many boys would love to be in your place? Wearing diapers and being taken care of by their Mommy? But instead of appreciating it, you let tears fall down those rosy cheeks. That's not the behavior Mommy expects from her little princess.

You know, sweetheart, you've been acting like such a good girl lately but then you go and cry during a diaper change? I think someone needs a reminder of how much she enjoys being Mommy's little baby girl. You should be giggling while I tickle your tummy and blowing raspberries when I press my lips against your soft skin. Not crying like a big girl.

This afternoon was supposed to be for Mommy's appointments, but it seems like my little one needs some extra love and attention today. Mommy knows how hard it is for you to handle this new reality of yours.

Do you miss being a big boy sometimes? Is it because we replaced your dignity with diapers, your clothes with little girl's dresses, and your aftershave with baby powder? Could it be the constant lack of decision-making, the frequent naptimes, or the adoring coos and awes from Mommy's friends during yet another diaper change? Or perhaps the sensation of your tiny chastity cage, keeping you firmly in the realm of infancy rather than the heady world of adult desire.

I know honey, we do have a long way behind us, you and me. I know your world has changed a lot. You were such a free-minded spirit of a man, aflame with passion, a whirlwind of energy and determination, and now look at you - a tiny cherub, -- a cute, helpless little baby girl laying on the colorful mattress of your changing table, eagerly awaiting her mommy to carefully secure a fresh pink diaper around her. Your former self completely transformed into a soft, rosy pink cloud of dependence. It's only normal for you to sometimes feel sad.

So, here's what we're going to do: Mommy is going to cancel all of her appointments for you, sweetheart. We'll spend the entire afternoon together, just you and me. I can see that your tiny heart is full to bursting, craving to cry out all this sadness that's engulfed you, so we are going to have an intense mommy-daughter time today to solve this. Because you see, Mommy thinks the best way to help you release this sadness is through a good cry.

Yes darling, Mommy is going to give you just what you need. A good dose of maternal care in form of a long, thorough spanking that will allow you to shed all those pent-up tears. And don't worry, dear: Mommy will be right there with you through every whimper and sob.

Yes, baby girl, Mommy's lap is where sad little ones find all the comfort they need. I'll gently stroke your hair as I redden your bare bottom over my knee until all those pent-up feelings are gone. That's right, sweet pumpkin, I'm going to spank that bottom until it's pinker than these pretty diapers you like so much.

Mommy wants her little girl to express herself fully today. Cry away all your sadness, darling. Let it out with every loving swat until there are no more tears left. This will be your catharsis.

And let me assure you, darling, Mommy's hand knows exactly how to bring out those tears. After all, what are mommies for, if not to soothe their babies' ailments? Oh, don't fret, sweet pea, it won't be anything you can't handle. Just a reminder of who you are and what your place is.

Once we're done with your spanking session, I will hold you close and wipe away the last of your tears. You will know, even amidst the crying and the reddened cheeks, that Mommy loves you dearly and only wants the best for you.

So, brace yourself, sweetie pie. It's going to be a long afternoon, filled with remorseful tears. We'll make a safe and comfortable spot in the heart of our cozy living room. The gentle tones of nursery rhymes will fill the air, enveloping us in a warm hug. Fluffed pillows will surround you, your favorite stuffed animals watching over as you surrender to Mommy's love and care.


Well, who do we have here? 
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You lazy little scamp, you force your wife to work herself to the bone while you hide in your sanctuary, lost in your whimsical world of words. Did you read the last chapter? Are you happy now? Did you honestly think I would let this slide? Oh, no darling, not this time. Look around and tell me what strikes your ignoble eye. Yes, I had to set the table all by myself. And can you guess where your seat is? Yes, indeed, your beloved oversized highchair you're leering at with such apprehension. That's your throne for the evening, my dear prince charming. Oh, your voice is getting very weak now, isn't it? Yes, honey I know it normally stays well hidden in the cellar, for our rare and discreet playtime. But I thought, why not bring it out for special occasions? And what could be more special than tonight, dining with our dearest parents?

Now, don't look at me like I've lost my mind. It's not that your mother hasn't disciplined you enough; You do not know this, but your mother did share some wise words with me on our wedding day. "Don’t spare the rod, take a firm hand with him, dear," she had said, patting my hand knowingly. "Pamper him sure, but he needs a bit of discipline now and then too." And so, your dear mother’s words will echo through the dining room tonight. After a delicious main course, I’m going to indulge in a bit of post-dinner entertainment. My, my darling, your face has turned a shade paler. Fret not, it is in good spirit and long overdue.

Once dinner concludes, I shall present your dear mother with a spectacle even she didn’t expect: me taking her beloved son and my beloved husband over my knee, right here in our dining room. Your mother will be served a sight more delicious than any dessert, watching you squirm while I put her advice into practice. You see, darling, your mother knows that the well-behaved husband is a creation not of nature but of a good wife. And while your father prepares dessert for us in the kitchen, I will be dishing out a long overdue lesson for you. And I'm certain the experience your mother has in disciplining you will prove very instrumental. Just imagine her pride when she realizes her advice was not lost on deaf ears, but quite the contrary. I expect a gushing praise of my dedication and spirit at the end of this meal, your mother nodding her approval through sips of her port wine. And whatever she advices me concerning spanking you shall be taken to heart and will be immediately employed. She shall see, with her own eyes, her teachings brought to life. 

And as much as I will learn from your mother, there is this one disciplinary method that your mother will learn from me. When your father finally emerges from the kitchen and dutifully serves us dessert, you will be sitting in your highchair: Your freshly spanked bottom wrapped snugly in multiple layers of thick diapers.
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Series: The great collection of ABDL/Ageplay scoldings

Welcome to the great collection of ABDL/Ageplay scoldings. Each book contains several scoldings, ranging from brief warnings to intense and lengthy encounters, from gentle reminders to stern admonishments. These lectures are directed towards you, dear reader, and offer an opportunity to delve into the depths of desire and fantasy. So, buckle up and prepare for a journey into the world of ABDL and Ageplay, where every word serves as a lesson in love and discipline.

Series: The slow Regression of Alex

A slow developing Story of Mr. and Mrs. Smith successfully transforming their foster pupil Alex into a meek and obedient creature, completely dependent on their every whim. Through a gradual escalation of punishments, they strip him of his former identity and regress him into a broken and submissive state. He will no longer be a man, but a diaper-clad toddler under their complete control. The once ambitious and independent Alex will be nothing more than an empty vessel for his new parents to mold and manipulate as they please.
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Chores for you:
- Take a dedicated evening for yourself
- Find 2 cozy and save place,
- Organize thick diapers and utensils

- Relax with a soothing bath.
- Prepare fasty snacks and drinks,
~Turn off all distractions,
suggle up and feel very cosy
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You're in big trouble, missy!

The great collection of
ABDL/Ageplay scoldings

Alexandra Ghost
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