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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 fourth 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 - Bedtime Story

Wow, darling look how the time passes quickly. This will already be night number thirty that you are sleeping in your cozy little pram. One full month, my little angel, since you've been swaddled in layers of love and affection. You've grown so used to being cocooned in softness, haven't you? I think you really earned yourself a threat, don’t you think? How about a little bedtime story, just before we say goodnight?

Ah, I see the idea has your full attention, hasn't it? For once you will be allowed to stay awake a few minutes past six, how exciting, isn’t it? Alright then. Here we go, my darling cherub. Nestle yourself deeper into this plush mattress while Mommy tells you a tale.

Look, which comic I brought you, honey. You remember this? Yes, this is the very comic you were secretly reading a month ago, the last straw which has led to your early bedtimes into your pram, the source of all your misery. Today you will finally hear the story of the group of rebellious teenagers, oppressed by their strict parents. Let’s find out, how they manage to escape the bonds of their parent’s tyranny and how they find new freedom.

Let me just sit down comfortably beside your cozy baby carriage and place my hand on your thick diapered crotch. This will be some wonderful Mommy - Baby time, won’t it, sweety. This way you can dream of your heroes, their independence and freedom, all while snug in your infantile constraints. I’ll tell you all about their bold pursuits of rebellion and adventure, while you're immobilized in your swaddled onesie and diapers, subjected to a life of simplicity and innocence. As my words weave tales of courage and defiance, you'll be experiencing the stark contrast of surrendering your independence completely to mommy's care.

The hero of your comic, young and brave, fighting against the world to carve his own destiny, while you lie helpless on your back with a pacifier in your mouth and a crinkling diaper between your thighs. When he stands tall and defies authority, you'll be gurgling softly, blinking up at the twirling mobile above you and your mommy’s motherly face.

And while the hero will guide the other oppressed teenagers and his crush away from their life under strict restrictions inflicted by their stern parents, forming a wonderful group of free spirits, you will lay alone in your baby carriage, with no friends or company and surely without a crush, subjected to the lonely monotony of the long seventeen hours a day you spend in your own little world, your cozy pram, utterly dependent on Mommy's care and kindness.

And the moment I’ll gently caress the front of your diaper, reading you the part of our hero’s ultimate victory - when he finally gets his first kiss from his crush, I’ll feel a warmth spreading under my hand. Oh, there it is! Right in the middle of your hero's victory, Mommy’s hand will feel something while slowly drawing circles over the diaper’s fabric between your legs. She will feel that this special moment of our hero's lips meeting his crush's in a triumphant declaration of love, will be a special moment for you as well.

As the hero savors the victory of his first love, you will be experiencing a first of your own. As your cheeks are flushed with embarrassment and your eyes are starting to water, you will experience your first real diaper wetting, caused not by determined effort to release your bladder, but by genuine, uncontrollable infantile behavior. The surprise of it will take even you off guard, leaving you grappling with the realization that you truly have surrendered control.

And as the warm, wet sensation of your pee spreads underneath you, highlighting in the most embarrassing way possible how far removed you are from the heroic teenagers adventuring through their comic world, I will continue to read as if nothing happened. After all, we need to finish hearing about the victory of those brave teens, don’t we?

And then it’ll happen. Not just the hissing sound of pee — no, it's more. A sudden cramping sensation curls your toes, and your eyes widen in alarm. A moment later, a hot, heavy feeling settles at the base of your diaper, followed by a soft, crinkling sound as the back of your diaper starts to expand. You're not just wetting now - you're starting to mess your diaper for the first time, without any control.

The feeling is unnerving, your tiny body shaking slightly with the unfamiliar sensation. Layers of fluff between your legs crinkle and shift, ballooning outwards to accommodate the mess slowly spreading across your bottom. You squirm uncomfortably, pacifier slipping from your lips as a soft whimper escapes you. But mommy doesn't stop reading, her fingers never leaving the fabric of the diaper between your legs. She continues to trace lazy circles over the diaper's bulging form, noting the warmth spreading underneath her touch. Her voice never falters as she continues to spin the tale of the fearless hero and his victory, glossing over your discomfort with ease. And as the hero and his friends celebrate their hard-earned freedom with laughter and joy, another wave of embarrassing warmth spread across your bottom. Mommy will move her hand down, forming a cupped hand and pushing gentle against the diaper right where the next bulge expands. Through the thick diaper I will welcome the birthing of your next load, slowly encasing the expanding bulge and caressing it, as if in praise of your involuntary infantile function.

Mommy will remain stoically undeterred by your plight, the corners of my mouth curving upward into a cruel, soft smile as I feel another warm deposit collecting in your diaper. My hand will continue to cradle the expanding bulge, tracing lightly across the stretched fabric that houses your defeat. The diaper crinkles loudly under my touch, a distinct contrast to my steady voice that will continue to paint a vivid picture of teenager dancing around a bonfire, their laughter ringing in wild abandon, echoing their newfound independence. While the hero lifts up his crush, twirling her around in giddy circles, you lay there immobilized by layers of fluffiness, your body giving itself away to its new learned behavior.

As I will read the final lines of the hero's victory tale, I will pause, just for a moment, to take in your flushed and teary-eyed expression, your tiny fists clenching and unclenching. There is a sense of satisfaction as I watch your face crinkle in discomfort, your body squirming against the mushy warmth spreading inside your diaper. Your hero truly has earned his freedom, while you have surrendered yours completely.

With a soft sigh of contentment, I will close the comic book and place it aside, my hand never leaving the diapered bottom expanding beneath my touch. One last time I will tell you how different you are from your hero, how he managed to escape the oppressive rule of authority, while you have fully embraced your new reality under Mommy's gentle yet firm hand.

Then, shifting my focus downwards again, I will press my palm flat against the diaper's warm exterior. Gently, oh-so-gently, I'll pat down on the ballooning fluff, guiding the warm mess to spread evenly across your diapered seat, ensuring you feel every bit of your new existence. You will whimper softly, any remnants of a defiant persona swallowed up in this moment of undeniable surrender. Yet mommy won't stop, her hand continuing its rhythmic pats against your soiled diaper. I will stay true to my course, ensuring your mess is well spread, not caring for the tears pooling in your helpless eyes. I won’t stop my rhythmic caressing of your full diaper even when your wails start to fill the quiet night air. And then, satisfied with my work, Mommy will pull her hand away from your diapered bottom.

As you lay there soiled and crying, I shall reach for the canopy at the top of your pram. Slowly, and without a word, I will finally maneuver the canopy of your baby carriage into place, a soft click echoing in the still room as it latches shut. Then I will place the big rag all over your pram, sealing you away behind the soft hues of your second babyhood. This barrier between us will provide you with another stark reminder of your complete dependence and helplessness. There you will be, left alone in your dark and silent world with only the rude crinkling of your overfilled diaper to keep you company.

This will be the moment you realize, there won’t be another diaper change until dawn. And as I stand tall over your neatly closed pram, my silhouette a stark contrast against the thin netting, I will listen to your realization of your predicament. My heart will swell with pride and satisfaction, as you start to first sob and whimper softly, your cries echoing melodically across the quiet room. They will soon break into heart-wrenching wails of desperation, your tiny body shaking and jerking with each loud cry. Your futile pleadings for relief, for a comforting touch after this defeating loss, for a clean diaper will be music to my ears.

Mommy will take a moment to relish in your helplessness. From atop her towering figure, I will peer down at your closed pram and hear how the remnants of your last independence are finally washed away by the flood of your tears. The soft rustling from your diaper, the only testament to your struggles and discomfort, will reverberate around the room, echoing in perfect harmony with your desperate cries.

But Mommy will remain steady, implacable, not moving an inch to comfort you. Instead, I will fold my arms across my chest, tilting my head slightly as I will look down on the closed pram and listen to your cries growing louder.

This will be the moment I have been waiting for: the complete and utter realization of your predicament. The realization that you are truly helpless - a helpless baby. An adorable infant completely dependent on Mommy's care and love. And as I listen to your wails echoing in the otherwise silent house, I can't help but smile.

Your pleading sounds will go unanswered, your pitiful bawling unheard as I’ll step away from the canopy-covered pram. Your cries will grow louder and more frantic. But I won't turn back, no matter how much your voice shakes with desperation or how much your tiny body writhes against the dirty diaper crinkled around your bottom. I’ll leave you there, ensnared in your own mess – a symbol of your new place in the world. It’s not cruel, this is simply what must be done. You're not just some teenager who dreams of grandeur and freedom anymore; you are a baby who must learn to live his life under Mommy's care.

The moonlight filtering through the sheer curtains will cast long shadows against the room as I leave. The soft shuffle of my feet on the carpet will be drowned by your pitiful cries echoing in the silent night. The sound of your despair will soothe me as I step into the adjoining room, leaving you alone in your self-made predicament. Your sobs will grow louder as you realize that there will be no help, no comfort coming. You'll be left to marinate in your mess, the soggy diaper a cruel reminder of your complete loss of control.

Your wails will reach a final crescendo and I can’t help but smile at your despair. It’s not out of madness but rather a realization; this is the first step towards acceptance. The tears will be necessary for you to understand your reality, your place in the world. Hearing your cries and quiet sobs throughout the night will be a lullaby to me, a soft melody that signals the first stages of your acceptance of this new normal.

As the night stretches on, the cries that once filled the room will eventually taper down to a soft whimper, then a muffled sob, and eventually will fade into the steady rhythm of your exhausted breath, the soothing hum of a baby finally worn out from crying. The silence of sleep will descend upon you, but not before your body gives one last powerful twitch, a final cry for aid that goes unnoticed by the world.

The passing hours will cradle you into a restless sleep filled with dreams of freedom. But several times during the night, you'll wake from these dreams to find yourself still ensnared in your soiled diaper; a rude shock that will rip you away from the sanctuary of sleep back into the harsh reality of your existence. You will cry for a few minutes, every time you wake up, each time your cries will grow softer, less frantic. You'll come to understand that your pleas will not be answered, not until the first rays of morning sun peek through the window. This cycle will repeat through the night, each awakening a fresh reminder of your helpless state.

In these quiet dawn hours, the room will be filled with a thick atmosphere of surrender. Mommy's victory is complete, your resistance utterly broken. And yet, in this absolute surrender, there will be an unexpected promise. The bitter taste of defeat will bring with it a semblance of hope - the hope for relief, for cleanliness, for comfort. A hope that Mommy will return.

The soft creak of the door opening will cut through the silence like a gleaming blade. The dull glow of the early morning sun will filter into the room, casting a gentle light on your closed pram. I'll approach with soft steps as to not startle you from your fragile slumber.

Leaning over your pram, my silhouette will frame the first light of dawn. It will be the first thing you see - Mommy's reassuring figure. The familiar sound of my footsteps will instantly bring you back to reality, will pull you away from the last wisps of your dreams. You'll hear my voice, soothing and calm. I'll coo the sweetest "Good morning, baby," at you, a gentle smile on my face as I remove the rug that covers your little cocoon.

By then, the stench of your soiled diaper would have permeated your little world. But I won’t flinch nor show any discomfort. Instead, I’ll gently open the canopy and let the morning light flow in, illuminating your crinkled face and tear-streaked cheeks. Your eyes, puffy from crying yourself to sleep several times during the night, will squint at the brightness, your lips will quiver, ready to break into another wail. But before you can make a fuss, I will say the words you’ve been longing to hear: “Let’s get you cleaned up, shall we?”

The relief on your face, as you realize your despair is finally at an end, will be evident. It will be a sight that brings a warm smile to my face; it will signal the next step in your journey. The ordeal of the night, although harsh and testing, will have borne fruit.

I will skillfully unfasten the soiled diaper and begin to clean you with warm water and soft cloths. Your cries will subside as the discomfort is washed away. My gentle touch on your skin will bring the comfort you seek. As I carefully bathe you in the morning sunlight, filtering through the window, you will melt into my arms. The tension that once filled the room will fade with each stroke of the cloth against your tender skin. The world around you will mellow, your heartbeat gradually slowing down, and your breath finding rhythm once more.

Once you are clean and comforted, you will find yourself swaddled in a fresh diaper. The sweet scent of baby powder will replace the stench that filled the air just moments ago. As I finish securing the soft garment around you, I will meet your gaze with a sense of satisfaction. In the depths of your eyes, I will see a mixture of relief and trepidation as you take in my next words.

“Now my little handful, I am very proud of you,” I will say, caressing your smooth cheek with my fingertips. Your eyes will widen as I continue, "After last night, I think it’s time we take another step in your journey. It is quite clear that you need Mommy's care around the clock.” A hint of bewilderment will flicker in your eyes as you quizzically gaze at me, not fully understanding the implications of what I just said. "You see," I’ll whisper gently as I lift you from the pram and into my arms, “You had a real accident yesterday evening and that, my dear, cannot be ignored.”

As I cradle you close to my chest, the heartbeat you are so familiar with will resonate against your little body. My lips will press lightly onto your forehead as I ready myself to say the words that will forever change your life. "So, from now on, we will do things differently,” I announce, my voice barely a whisper, as gentle as a lullaby in your ears. And then the words tumble out, final and irrevocable. "From now on you will wear diapers during the day too. 24/7.”

Your eyes will meet mine, wide and sparkling with unshed tears. A feeble whimper will escape your lips as the new reality sinks in. I’ll watch as your small form starts to shake slightly, tremors of fear and uncertainty washing over you. "Shh... It's okay my little one," I’ll soothe, my voice a soft murmur against the quiet room. "Mommy's here.”

Your already wide eyes will grow even larger, tears spilling over in silent sobs. Your mouth will open and close, a wordless fish gasping for air. I’ll hold you tighter, your face pressed against my ample breasts, my hand hugging your fresh diaper, the scent of the freshly applied baby powder now mixed with the saltiness of your tears. You will fell the warmth of my bosom as your body and soul finally surrender to your deepest emotions.

And then you will lay in my arms and bawl like the baby you are.


2 - Daddy’s Affection

Stop moving! What a fussy little girl you're being tonight, squirming on Daddy's lap like that. You think you can avoid Daddy's touch? Surely, my dear, you know better than that by now. I've told you time and time again, when you're on Daddy's lap, you're to be still and obedient. You don't get to decide when or where I touch you; that's my privilege. I see that you haven't learned your lesson yet. I think a little spanking would do you good, wouldn’t it, darling? Naughty girls who don’t let their Daddies touch them get disciplined until they know better. Yes, my sweet girl, you heard me right. Daddy is going to lift your dress and pull down your panties for a very thorough bare bottom spanking. That’s right, little one, instead of being caressed tonight, your cute little tushy going to get a lesson it won't soon forget.

Oh, I can see it in your big, innocent eyes, a spark of fear. I feel your heart beating faster against my chest. That's good, darling. That means you understand the situation. Spanking isn't an easy task, my love, especially for Daddy.

But it's a necessity, a duty that I must carry out for your own good. You see, darling, just like forging steel, you cannot shape the metal without fire. And in this instance, my darling girl, you are the steel and my hand is the fire. Just as smiths temper their metals in heated flames, Daddy has to temper his precious little girl with a good spanking when she misbehaves.

Yes, my dear, down you go over my knee. Feel the cool air as I lift your cute little dress and your lower your adorable panties to expose your tender little bottom. Daddy will be gentle yet firm, just as the blacksmith might handle a precious piece of metal, promising to shape it into something even more beautiful.

Oh, it’s too late to be sorry, sweety. You know how Daddy enjoys giving you his love, and it is surely not okay for a little girl like you to show even the slightest of resistance towards his affections. By the time Daddy is done with you, you will know your place.

You will cry out, darling, I promise you that. Do you remember the girl at the playground? The one who tumbled down the slide, while I was checking your panties? I'm sure you remember her well. She was so lost and disappointed as her mother berated her. And oh, she was bawling her little heart out.

That's right sweetheart, just like that little girl who cried so pitifully on the playground, you too will bawl like a baby under Daddy's firm hand. You see, this is what happens when you disobey; you must bear the consequences. And tonight, the consequence is me making you cry like the little girl you truly are. Yes, by the time I am finished with your bottom, your cheeks will be as red as a ripe apple and your eyes will be filled with tears.

Isn’t it ironic that you despise my touch so much yet now, here you are, lying bare over my lap. I bet you can feel my fingers tracing patterns over your sensitive skin. Those are the same fingers that will caress and soothe when you're good but will punish when you're not. And right now, you're not being good at all.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

Oh, what a fine little bottom you have, darling. So perfectly round and plush. You know, it was made for spanking, my dear. Just the right amount of softness over the firmness of your muscle that reverberates with each smack. I'm sure you can feel how aptly my hand fits against it; it's as if we're pieces of the same puzzle, meant to fit together. How can Daddy not relish in the feel of it under his hand? Each smack I bestow upon your bare skin reverberates delightfully through my palm.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

Do you feel it, darling? The sting spreading across your cheeks each time Daddy's hand lands on your bare bottom? That's what happens when a naughty girl refuses to enjoy her Daddy's lap and touch. Oh yes, let your cries fill the room! I want to hear them echoing off the walls as I discipline your disobedient little behind.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

I've watched the people form the village eyeing you when we're out, my dear. They see you in your pretty frocks and frilly panties and their minds run wild with thoughts of what lies beneath. Oh, how they'd love to see you in your present state, laid out over Daddy's lap for a good spanking. Their eyes would be as wide as saucers, mouths watering as they take in the sight of your spanked red bottom.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

And oh, wouldn't they love to take up the task themselves; to feel the delightful quivering of your tender flesh under their own hands. I'm quite certain they would find any minor misstep a sufficient excuse to give this cute little girl a good bare-bottom spanking of their own.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

Can you imagine what would happen, when I allow the people in the village to lay their hands on you? The eyes of the villagers would be trained on your bottom, all day, every day. They would wait and watch for any excuse to pull down your panties and spank that little tush.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

Picture yourself on a Sunday morning, setting off to get fresh bread. You're dressed in your fanciest little dress, with frills and a short hemline that reveals your girly panties underneath. Your hair is styled in tight pigtails, perfectly in place. And everybody would know it is perfectly fine, to give this little girl a spanking.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

Oh, I am pretty sure that some of our beloved villagers would relish in the opportunity as you try to navigate the village back to the safety of Daddy’s arms. I can easily picture the baker, the sturdy man with large hands kneading dough since dawn. His arms, strong from years of work, flexing as he watches you enter his store.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

He would motion you over to the counter, telling you how such a cute little girl like you needs proper manners. And without hesitation, he’d hoist you up onto the wooden counter right there in front of the old ladies and other customers, lift your pretty dress and spank your bottom hard.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

After a good cry in the bakery, you would be passing the church, where the pastor's wife patiently awaits you to “get” you on the way home. Oh, she always remarks on how cute you are and how firm of a hand young ladies need these days. Still teary-eyed from your time in the bakery, I'm sure she wouldn't hesitate to pull down those frilly panties and bring out her hairbrush.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

With a look of stern discipline on her face, she'd bend you over a bench in the churchyard and give you a good old-fashioned schooling with that brush. Your squeals would echo among the sun-lit gravestones, but she wouldn't stop until she was pleased with the shade of your sore bottom. She’d finally release you from her grip and send you scurrying towards home with a tear-streaked face.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

And then there would be the farmer down the road. He’s been eying your girly clothes for quite some time now. If only he knew your clothes aren’t your own choice. In his eyes, you were probably one of those oddities who enjoy dressing younger than their actual age. No doubt he would take the chance to beat that out of you, by pulling you into his woodshed, where he keeps his most effective tools of correction.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

There's an old horsewhip he uses on particularly naughty mares. He’d bent you over a bench and mercilessly lashed your bottom, cutting through your sobs with every stroke. The sting would be unbearable and leave your already punished behind looking like a painter's palette of pain.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

By the time you make it back home to Daddy's arms, you'd be a blubbering mess; raw red bottom on show beneath your hiked-up dress for every villager to see. Oh darling, at every single occasion, you would be spanked at the drop of a pin, - On the open streets, in someone's living room or dragged to a secluded building just so that they could enjoy the sweet sounds of your cries. Oh yes, I can see the glint in their eyes; they'd abuse this situation no end.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

But don't you worry your pretty little head, darling. You're Daddy's girl. He would never allow anyone to hurt his little angel unless he deemed it necessary for your discipline. Daddy will protect you from their prying eyes and greedy hands--from the baker's firm grip, the pastor's wife's hairbrush, and the farmer's stinging whip. Daddy will keep you safe and sound tucked into the safety of his strong arms. But in return for my protection, my dear, there are certain things I expect from you.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

You will have to show me your gratitude by submitting to all my rules. You must obey my whims and desires unflinchingly, be them related to discipline or not. This means every time Daddy calls for you to come over to his lap -- whether it be for a playful tease or a stern spanking -- you must comply willingly and without hesitation.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

No more running away or hiding from me under your bed or in your closet when it's time for your spanking. No more begging for mercy or tears of faux remorse. My sweet girl, you must accept your punishment with grace and humility.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

This means allowing Daddy to dress you in your frilly panties and short dresses, for you to prance around in front of him like a little doll. It also means allowing Daddy the freedom to explore your girly charms and take delight in your innocence.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

But remember, darling. Daddy is not a cruel man. He only punishes when it serves a purpose - that is to mold you into a better girl. This world is full of people who would take advantage of someone as precious as you, and it's Daddy's duty to protect from them.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

Oh darling, yes, it is hard for you to accept your state as Daddy's little girl, but it is your only chance. Because if you don’t, I will not hesitate to give the village people my blessing to do what they wish with you. I can see the internal struggle in your tear-filled eyes, the urge to run, to hide - but ultimately, submission wins. You have no other choice than to submit to me, haven’t you? No, sweety you really don’t.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

Oh darling, yes that’s it. Cry it out, honey. Yes, just lay there, limp over my lap, surrendering to the inevitable. You are allowed to break down completely, I love to hear your soft cries turning into gut-wrenching sobs. It means you have learned to give up yourself to me. And your once cute little spankable bottom has turned into canvas painted with shades of red and purple.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

You know sweety, tonight you will be sleeping in Daddy's bed instead of your lovely princess bed. I will make sure that poor bottom of yours not only gets pain, but some love as well. Who knows, maybe you will still be crying from your spanking, when you lay beside me, accepting my thick cock devastating your tight little hole. And if not, I guarantee you will by the end. But you know better than to resist, my love; I can hear it in your heart-wrenching sobs.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

That’s my little girl. Bawling your heart out like a baby. Look at you, so well-behaved when getting a sound bare bottom spanking. Now that’s how I want my baby-girl to give up her body to me. No more resistance.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

I'm confident you have learned your lesson by now, my dear. However, just to solidify it completely, I believe we should continue with this soothing rhythm for a few more minutes. Look at how you lay here, so pliant now, the fight all but vanished from your spirit. Let’s make sure you can remember this wonderful symphony of your surrender for years to come.

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;

SMACK, SMACK, SMACK;


3 - Girls in Magazines

Look at you, ogling that woman on the cover of that magazine like some kind of pervert! What a naughty boy you are, your eyes glued to the picture of this scantily clad model as if it held the secret to all of life's mysteries.

Did you think I wouldn't notice, just because we are in a busy checkout line? Did you really believe that your wife, who knows you better than anyone else in this world, would let such incriminating behavior pass without comment? You may be dressed as a proper man right now, but your actions reveal the lecherous young teenager that lays under the surface. It's obvious that you can’t control your lascivious tendencies. You ignored the rules I gave you when we married and for that, young man, you will be punished.

Yes, you heard this well: the moment we get home, you will be turned over my knee for a long, hard spanking. You know exactly, you are never allowed to watch at beautiful girls! Never!

Wow, you got some nerves! Don’t you dare to “shhh” me again! I don’t care if everyone around us can hear this; I don’t care if they all know what a naughty husband you've been.

And yes, it doesn't matter to me if they see the fear, the embarrassment in your eyes. Let them all see what you truly are: a disobedient hormone-filled teenager who still has much to learn. You thought getting away with this while being in public would save you from this scolding? Oh, how naive! Punishment comes at its own time and place, and for you, that time is the moment we step foot inside our home.

I can see the realization dawning on your face. That’s right, sweetheart. I have no problem to expose how I handle my husband. Everyone around us now knows. The family by our side, the old lady behind us, even the cashier who's been trying not to listen - each of them has heard your shameful secret. They all know that once we get home, you'll be over my knee, sobbing and begging for mercy, much like a naughty little boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

Oh, you may whimper and whine, but it will be to no avail. My hairbrush will fall again and again on your bare bottom until you're blubbering like a child, begging for forgiveness that I may or may not grant. Perhaps then you'll learn, my love, that your eyes should be only for me.

You thought that the girls on the magazine covers are ok to look at? Oh no, my horny little handful, what a weak excuse! Your immature lustful mind just made you forget that you're married to me, a woman who will not tolerate such behavior. You've disregarded our vows, indulging yourself in the sight of another woman, and for that, you will get a spanking that will force you to eat your meals standing for a week straight. That’s right, naughty boy, once this is over, the very sight of that magazine will send a shiver down your spine.

No, I won’t scold you quieter, bratty boy. Your pleas for discretion are falling on deaf ears. In fact, I think it's quite pertinent that everyone around us gets to hear. Just look at how shocked they all are! I am sure they will be pleased to know that your behavior will be dealt with accordingly.

And don’t you dare backtalk me again! You know what happens when you start acting like a child! That's right, dear, keep pushing and you'll find yourself not only over my knee, but also spending some time in the room we prepared for when my nieces and nephews visit. Yes, my dear, nothing makes a naughty boy feel more like a misbehaving child than being treated as one. I won't hesitate to put you in time-out, right there in a corner, your bottom still smarting from the spanking.

The threat of "little time" seems to grab your attention, doesn't it? I can see the apprehension replacing that cocky smile on your face. That's right; keep up this attitude and you'll be sharing the same nightly routine as the toddler from the family behind us. We both know at which aisle you shudder when we pass through during our trips to the supermarket, don't we?

So, I promise you, one more attempt from you to stop me talking about that sound bare bottom spanking you get, the moment we set foot inside the house, will earn you much more than just a very red and sore bottom.

Do you really want me to explain right here and now to our lovely neighbors in this supermarket, what “little time” might entail? Oh, I see you cringe, my dear, you don’t really want them to know how your wife treats you, when you are acting like a child, do you? I warn you; I have no problem to explain them what hugs your body tightly during this period, day and night.

But I think you don’t really want them to speculate, what soft pink hues, push buttons between legs, brightly colored charts on the fridge and the frequent sound of lullabies floating from a certain window of our house have in common.

You don't want everyone around us to connect the dots, to understand; why sometimes your curtains are closed at five o’clock in the afternoon, the same reason why you often have plenty of time listening to the children next door, playing in the evening; Or why I'm seen carrying around an oversized bag, even for short trips to nearby stores; Or why our weekly husband and wife talk often ends with a competition between you and our neighbor’s newborn baby, with both of you bawling simultaneously into the dark of the night.

And I can imagine you would never want to tell anybody, why you suddenly turn as stiff as a board when our neighbor's teenage daughter, who babysits for extra cash, winks at you knowingly.

So, accept your scolding like a man and you will be spared from explaining “little time” to everybody around us, waiting their turn at the cashier. And see, darling, you can learn. Your eyes are downcast, your demeanor humbled. You're finally behaving like a man who understands the consequences of his actions, aren't you? You've realized that it's better to let me speak about your upcoming punishment than risk revealing our little secret in front of everyone.

Even now, the silence surrounding us is heavy with anticipation and the unsaid words. The entire store is listening, holding their breath. The soft hum of the cash register and the faint rustling of shopping bags are the only sounds interrupting the hushed silence.

And even when spared from your ultimate humiliation, I promise you they will know that our discussions at home often turn into monologues, with my hairbrush doing most of the talking. They will know what happens, when I catch my beloved husband gazing at glossy magazine covers filled with women who are not me, they will understand, why sometimes there's a faint sound of prolonged crying that can be heard from our house, and why you wince whenever I pat your backside affectionately in public.

And most important they know, dear husband, that today, when we get home, your pants will be pulled down to receive your well-earned punishment from your caring wife. You'll weep and kick your legs, but it won’t change anything - you'll cry until there are no tears left.

You’ll be squirming under the relentless impact of my hairbrush, your rosy cheeks quivering with each and every strike. Oh, how you'll sob and blubber, but understand this: No amount of pitiful begging will deter me from my determined course. Your continued guilt shall be my guiding light, the leading beacon in a sea of punishment.

I can already see the humiliation sinking deep into your eyes; the fear and embarrassment that only a well-deserved spanking can evoke. I can see your fists clenching, hands shaking, knees going weak, lips quivering – all signs of a misbehaving boy preparing to face his punishment.

But remember this: I do it because I love you. We are married and as your wife, it is my responsibility to keep you in line and correct your wrongs. And I promise you, the stubbornness and hidden craving for beautiful women in magazines will vanish once your body goes limb and your tears mingle with your snot on the way down to the floor. That’s when you will remember once again, not only who is in charge of it, but also your own role in our relationship: That of a bad little boy in dire need of strict maternal discipline, a strong hand to guide him, and a stern voice to scold him; A mommy to care for him.

And the moment you cry freely over my lap, desperately bawling like a baby, while I am far away from finishing the firm and just punishment you've so rightfully earned, you will remember once again: Mommy knows best.


4 - Devil’s Tears

Oh, you're in for more than a simple scolding today, young man. You know how Daddy detest disobedience. You can't just decide when and how to obey or disobey. That's not how it works around here. Now, I can see that steely look in your eyes, refusing to lift your legs properly and expose yourself for your punishment. This little act of defiance, it's only going to make things worse for you, dear boy. I did warn you, didn't I? When you don't comply willingly, the situation can become a lot more... unpleasant.

You were meant to be a good boy and clean up your mess in your room today, but instead, you decided to venture into the town, roaming around with your no-good friends. And now, after just one afternoon out of the house, you refuse to raise your legs and accept your punishment.

Apparently, the prospect of a big soapy punishment enema is not quite enough to keep you in line.

My dear boy, I promise you, you will get your enema and just for refusing it, you will get an enema to remember, oh yes you will.

Since you’ve decided to be so bold, I think the contents of your punishment enema need to be altered to something even more unpleasant. How about we double the volume of your enema, to make your belly bulge out like a ripe melon, a testament to your insolence? No? Well, I'm afraid that isn't your choice to make.

And that's not all, dear boy. You see, we will have to deal with your newfound confidence as well, we'll blight it out as efficiently as we nip that defiance in the bud.

Let me just look in the punishment cabinet. It has been a long time since this little box has seen the light of day. Ah, here it is - "Enemas from Hell: for Little Angels." This should do the trick. You remember what happened when we rarely added this powder to weekly enemas, when you were younger? It's the concoction that you dreaded more than anything else when you were smaller, one that was used only for severe infractions. Your noncompliance today certainly qualifies for that.

The powder stings, doesn't it? It makes your insides blaze like they're being scoured by the fires of the underworld. And believe me, dear boy, when that reaches your backside, you'll be begging to be allowed to the toilet to release the storm brewing in your guts. But we both know that won't happen until the lesson is well and truly learnt, wouldn't it? We can't have you thinking such insolence goes unpunished, lest you stray further from the righteous path.

And look what else is inside the box? A small bottle labeled, "The Devil's Tears". That’s new to you, isn’t it? Well, it is an alternative Vaseline, a secret blend of spices and peppers that makes the strongest men wail louder than a newborn baby. This will help guide the enema nozzle into place and make sure your little tight asshole gets his part of the lesson as well. There will be no comfort for you this time, my dear. This punishment is designed to be a trial by fire, a reminder of the consequences of your insubordination.

Now let me just prepare your diaper for the aftermath. Well of course it's diapers for you, what did you think, to be allowed to use the toilet like a big boy? Oh, no. Not after this level of defiance.

You, young man will expel that enema right into this thirsty diaper, like the toddler you've proven yourself to be. And trust me, you will not have the privilege of expelling it whenever you please. After your enema I will put some fluffy marshmallows right inside your cute little butt to seal it for who knows how long. Then it's time for some happy bouncing in your jumping seat, just like a sweet little cherub, isn't it? I'm sure it will feel quite amusing, having your full tummy jiggle and squirm with every bounce.

Young man, you will suffer in this childish jumping seat, feeling the pressure and burning of the enema being held captive inside by those fluffy marshmallows. I have no doubt that tears will be cascading down your cheeks as you experience the unbearable discomfort, reminding you of your disobedience. And then, without warning, the marshmallows will surrender, pathing the way for quite a show: Packed in thick diapers and helplessly dangling on the ceiling, the nasty burning brew will erupt from you like a volcano, filling your diaper to the brim. Your delicate small asshole will scream for mercy, when the burning lava-like liquid passes its way out of you. You'll squirm, yelp, and plead for it to stop, but all in vain.

Your fate will be sealed by the thick fabric of your diaper, holding your punishment close to you, until I decide you’ve learned your lesson for good.

Young man, you will have no choice than to witness how the tight harness of your jumping seat will ratchet tighter with every bounce, spreading the burning mess across the sensitive skin of your buttock and genitals, making you whimper in discomfort. The diaper will swell with each passing moment. Your eyes will dart around, searching for a shred of mercy or escape, but you'll find none. You'll beg me to put an end to your misery, but I won't.

Once the blended enema is expelled it will so nicely react with the air, giving it a second chance to unfold its torturous sting. And therefore, I think it will be quite appropriate to have you bounce for a few hours, wouldn't you agree? How else we can make sure your little cock and cute buttocks get their fair share of the punishment too?

You will be dangling in your jumping seat, diaper filled to the rim, the burning sting hugging you tight, right until bedtime. And you better appreciate the effort I put in punishing you.

Once my friends come over for watching the game, I don’t want to hear one single cry! The only thing I want to hear is one distinct sound coming out from the closed door of your room: the innocent gurgling and giggling of a happy baby floating in blissful oblivion. The game will be loud, the jeers plentiful, and yet beneath it all will be the rhythmic sound of your jumping seat creaking from the ceiling and from time to time the giggling of feinted happiness from my happy baby boy.

And don't even dream about trying to escape your fate now. If I witness one resistant move, one hint of refusal, I can promise you, this jumping seat will hang right here in the living room beside the television. So, take the punishment like a young man, or you will have the chance to show off your bouncing baby-boy performance in front of all my friends, shitting yourself as a sideshow of the game.


5 - Second Chance

Disgraceful indeed! After all this time, I thought you would have learned, but oh no, my naughty one always finds a way to disappoint me. You know very well that your little penis is no longer for your own enjoyment. It's there for mommy and daddy to decide when and how it pleases them to unlock it. Yes, honey it has been six long months now, without an erection or orgasm. I know the deprivation chafes at you, the absence of pleasure gnaws at your resolve. But that does not, in any way, justify your actions. Selfishly trying to remove your chastity cage! Naughty, naughty!

I fear you may have forgotten why we've placed you in it. You were given an adult life, and dear, you fumbled it. We all know how much your hormone-filled horny mind has affected your decisions in the past. Your incessant need for sexual gratification has led to nothing but trouble, hasn't it?

Do I have to remind you about your incidents as an adult, like the day you were caught drooling over that woman at the community barbecue? An angel she was, draped in ethereal white fabric that accentuated every smooth curve of her body! They could make any man’s heart race, but your reaction was far from appropriate. Gazing shamelessly from behind the grilled steaks, your lust-filled eyes taking in every inch of her beauty. It was pure disgrace!

Or how about the unforgettable day another breathtaking beauty crossed your path at the mall? You followed her from store to store, your hunger-filled gaze stripping away the modesty of her cream lace dress with each passing moment. It wasn’t just the mall security who noticed your unwelcome advances, but innocent by passers as well. The incident caused quite the stir, didn’t it?

And let's not forget the town celebration. Surely, you remember the scene you made involving the new high school teacher, don't you? Of course she was a vision, a beacon of allure and wonder, even when dressed in modest clothes. Yet instead of appreciating it from a respectful distance, you had to take it upon yourself to lay your hand upon her. The audacity! A swift fondle on her pert posterior during a lively dance number, right in front of the entire town! What a shame you brought upon us, as the police escorted you off the town square amidst the gasps and murmurs of shocked onlookers. You thought the town would just laugh it off? No dear, your actions brought nothing but shame and scandal.

You squandered your chances of acting like an adult, and now you're back here with us, your Mommy and Daddy.

I know it was hard for you to move back home, and even harder to accept our new set of rules. But as your parents, it's our duty to mold you into the person you should be. And before you can try again an adult life; you, my dear, will prove us, you can control your urges. And so far, you didn’t even manage the first stage of your second upbringing: That of a little baby girl, being re-educated about what's truly important. And of every aspect of your life as our little girl, being a sexless, innocent angel is by far the most significant. No more naughtiness, only innocence and purity.

Let me remind you, my naughty little one, that chastity cage isn't only there for your discipline, but also for our convenience.

How much easier our lives have been since we introduced it. Diaper changes are now a breeze, aren't they? No more messy cleanups or unexpected surprises that had us running for fresh diapers. Babysitter Jennifer has also noticed the difference, hasn't she? She no longer frets about those embarrassing moments when you got a little too excited being around her.

And dear, let's not forget the lovely girls your sister brings over. These young women are far more mature than you in your current state. They're blossoming into their womanhood, while you still squirm and whine in your tight little diapers. It would be inappropriate, not to mention dangerous, for you to be roaming free around such delicate flowers with your uncontrollable urges. Your chastity cage ensures that they can interact with you freely, without having to worry about any unbidden advances from some horny young man.

Oh yes, all those beautiful girls that visit our house, their soft voices and gentle touches must feel like a cruel tease. You must long to be seen as an equal amongst them, to hold their gaze and match their laughter. But alas! You're only an innocent little baby girl in diapers who can’t even control the smallest of your own urges. Let me paint you this picture - while they giggle and chatter about boys and parties, there you are, red-faced lifted down in your crib, dressed in bulky diapers with that little cage clamped down between your thighs.

The chastity cage is more than just a device. It symbolizes your submission to our rules, our authority. By attempting to remove it, you are trying to strip away the very essence of your obedience. Now, do you think that sneaking around, trying to remove the chastity cage without our permission was going to go unnoticed? Hmm? Do you think we are oblivious? You must understand by now that under this roof, nothing escapes Mommy’s or Daddy’s watchful eyes.

You should have learned to accept and embrace the chastity cage as a part of you, as a symbol of your obedience and your submissiveness. Yet even after all these months, you've still not learned the importance of self-restraint and obedience. And here we are again, dealing with another one of your transgressions. We see now that our previous approach has been too lenient. It really seems we need to revisit our punishment methods. You’ve left us no choice but to apply stricter consequences.

And therefore, Daddy and I have decided on a more... restrictive accessory for you. We are going to introduce you to the “Clitty Hugger”. It's as dreadful as it sounds - far more restrictive your previous cage. It will keep that little thing of yours under tight control. Actually, it isn’t even a chastity cage anymore. It is a complete transformation of your very existence. This device will redefine your notions of control and submission.

The “Clitty Hugger” is designed meticulously, not just for discipline, but also for the utter feminization of its wearer. It will encase your genitals in such a way that it offers no space for masculinity... and improper thoughts.

Firstly, your balls will be pushed up inside your body - a place where they belong. No more hanging loose freely, my child. They’ll be tucked away safely, as if you never had any to begin with! Next, your ball sacks will be folded in just the right manner to resemble the soft, delicate lips of a vagina. This, my little one, is what is going to greet the world every time we lay you down for your diaper change. A sight of pure femininity and innocence.

And lastly, your cock will no longer be a symbol of masculinity. It will be securely stored away, pushed back inside your belly with not a single chance to get hard ever again. Every smallest attempt of getting even a little hard will result in immediate and unbearable pain.

But don't worry, we won't deprive you completely of your penis. Oh no, not entirely. One part will even be more accessible than now, as you wear your classical chastity cage: The tip of your cock, my dear, the glans. It will protrude from your new feminized form, ever so slightly like a proud, bulbous clitoris. It will be held tightly in place with a special clasp, to ensure it doesn't try to retreat or cause any mischief.

Imagine that: your beloved penis reduced to a little button of sensitivity. A cute little nub that will twitch with every touch, every brush of it against your diaper.

The moment you squirm in the soft, thick fabric of your diapers, it will graze against your assigned nub. You’ll feel that prickling sensation, yes, but no relief will come. No matter how much you writhe or plead, there won’t be any chance for an erection. Just a constant reminder of your submission and our control over you. Even while you sleep, every little movement and shift will tease at it. Oh, how maddening it will be, to feel that gentle stimulation without any hope of release.

Every diaper change will have you feeling freshly exposed, your new feminine form on full display for all to see.

And what about when Jennifer rubs baby lotion on it during diaper changes? Your little nub would twitch with each stroke of her fingers making you squeal and squirm. She won't even break a sweat about it, she knows there's nothing inappropriate anymore because all she sees is a harmless miniscule nub, a proudly swollen clit; Not the manhood you once possessed. The feeling of her cool and gentle fingers bringing you into a heightened state of sensitivity, but oh, let's not forget about that unbearable tinge of pain that accompanies any amount of pleasure.

And so finally, you my dear will begin to understand just how deep your obedience must run. There will be no room for rebellion, no space for fantasies that run contrary to your new reality. The “Clitty Hugger” won't just contain you; it will mold you.

Under its constant, unyielding grip, you'll be forced to confront each moment of your day in a state of unfulfilled arousal and heightened sensitivity. You'll expend all that pent-up sexual energy on learning humility and obedience. It will no longer be transformed in prolonged time of a half-erect penis in your chastity cage, but directly to long wailing crying sessions and helpless sobs of desperation. Your voice, once loud and assertive, will be reduced to pitiful cries and soft whispers for mercy. Your once unruly personality will be whittled down by the discomfort and the frustration until there's nothing left but a docile, obedient little girl.

◆◆◆

The sad part for you is that this new level of chastity will not be a temporary situation or a passing phase. No, my dear. This is going to be your new state of existence, your permanent reality. And we've taken great care in selecting the material for it as well - we chose plastic over metal for comfort. You will wear it day and night because there is no reprieve for naughty ones who can’t control their horniness. We've taken it upon ourselves to make sure that you'll never again experience pleasure without pain, arousal without frustration.

Your struggles and protests will be in vain. The unyielding grip of the “Clitty Hugger” will never falter, never waver. It's relentless, just like our resolve to mold you into a perfect submissive little girl.

Yes, you heard me right my dear. Your second upbringing will not only start with you as our little baby girl, but also continue the same way. You will pass the stages of a young girl, a schoolgirl, a pubescent teenage girl, and then finally a young woman, all under our meticulous guidance and firm discipline.

Oh, don’t you fuss. You knew exactly that there would be consequences for your intrusive behavior. Did you really believe in your arrogance, that you’d get away with disrespecting women’s boundaries? Our patience has worn thin and it’s high time that you were taught some manners, and the “Clitty Hugger” will ensure that you live out your existence under our stern supervision. Yes, my little one, life under these circumstances won't be easy.

◆◆◆

But embrace this - you will have one way to get rid of this cruel device: by proving your dedication to your new gender. You must exhibit perfect girlish behavior and fully embrace the femininity we've given you. Remember, my dear, we don't want a boy pretending to be a girl. We want a genuine, compliant little girl.

You’ll start by talking in a soft, high-pitched voice and quit the crude language boys use. You will greet us with a cheery 'good morning' and bid us 'goodnight' with a sweet smile on your face. Your behavior should be polite and pleasing at all times, no more temper tantrums or unruly outbursts.

We expect cleanliness and poise in the way you move, eat, and behave. Your clothes will always be clean and tidy; no stains or smears. The dresses we've picked for you are of pastel shades with frills and ribbons - exactly what a pretty little girl would wear. The way you walk needs less stomping and more grace - with small steps, lightly placing one foot before the other as if you're dancing on cloud nine all day long. And when you sit, remember to keep those knees together!

You will also learn how to apply makeup. Little girls love dolling up, don't they? You'll learn how to paint your lips in soft hues of pink, how to lightly dust your cheeks with blush, and how to apply a simple coat of mascara to your lashes. Your hair will be grown out, styled into cute pigtails or braided elegantly. You will decorate it with colorful hairpins and glittery bands, presenting yourself as an adorable little girl to the world.

You will be given some dolls to play with - ah, what fun you’ll have! Tea parties with stuffed animals, afternoon picnics in the garden with imaginary friends. You'll learn the nurturing way of girls; caring for your dolls, dressing them up, hosting lovely make-believe dinners. In these moments, you'll maybe forget all about the discomfort of your “Clitty Hugger”, engrossed in the gentle art of play.

During diaper changes, you will lay still and compliant, allowing Jennifer or whoever changes you to clean you with gentle wipes and apply soothing creams. You will suppress any blush of embarrassment as they pat baby powder across your new form - for there is no shame in the nurturing care of a parental figure. No longer will you squirm under their touch, but instead, you'll bask in the maternal affection that is essential to the upbringing of a little girl.

Even when we allow your little sister to play with you during a slumber party with her friends you will entertain them with a pleasant demeanor, allowing them to dress you up and apply their own ideas of makeup on you. You will be their little doll, happily participating in their play and allow them to take advantage of the situation and trying to change your diapers, using you as their practice baby doll. Your cheeks will be constantly painted in blushing shades of embarrassment, but through it all, you'll maintain a cheerful demeanor - always accommodating, always docile.

To further your transformation, we will also enroll you in some girly classes - ballet dancing for example. Now imagine yourself in a tutu, tiptoeing across the dance floor, moving with grace and elegance. Under the strict and watchful guidance of your ballet teacher, you'll learn how to twirl and curtsy, how to point your toes just right, and hold your posture with an elegance that befits a young lady. And you will learn what happens to little girls who don’t practice enough.

And whenever you are in for a spanking, would it be because you misbehaved or because we just think you could need a good cry, you will waddle over to us, your diaper crinkling with each little step. When the moment comes, it won't matter if we're in the privacy of our home or at a picnic in the park. When you hear that dreaded phrase, "Bend over, young lady," your heart will clench tightly in your chest and a childish whimper might escape your lips. But you will not argue. You will not fight. Instead, you'll lower yourself over our knees, and as your diaper is lowered to reveal your bare bottom, you'll whimper softly, knowing that you must show us just how remorseful and contrite you are.

And once the spanking begins, we expect you to cry out instantly, a loud and earnest wail that proves just how much remorse you feel for your wrongdoings. No stiff upper lip or clenched teeth - we want raw emotion, my little one. We want sobs that rack your small frame and tears that stain your rosy cheeks. Hiccupping cries of pain and misery turning into a river of tears, saliva and snot, slowly drooling from your limp body onto the floor. No more holding back like a boy, no more restrained sniffles. Instead, we want loud cries and uninhibited sobs. We want you to act like the little girl you are supposed to be - vulnerable, sensitive, and deeply affected by this display of discipline.

◆◆◆

In due time, the “Clitty Hugger”, once a symbol of oppression and torment, will become second nature to you - an integral part of your identity that you'll no longer question or resist. Its discomfort will be a constant reminder of your place in this world as a docile, well-behaved little girl. It will force you to walk with grace, move with timidity, and behave with uttermost femininity. And while it may seem harsh, it is nothing but our way to mold you into the perfect little daughter we think you should have been.

And then, when you managed to fully embrace your new life as our pampered little baby girl, when you exude feminine grace in every aspect of life; only then will you get the chance to get rid of the cruel device. But it won’t be like you think it will. We won’t just take the “Clitty Hugger” off and let your disgraceful manhood back into your life.

You won’t believe it now, but I assure you: On this day, you will come to Mommy and Daddy in your prettiest outfit and thickest pink diapers, and ask us in a perfectly polite manner, if we would be so kind to take of the “Clitty Hugger”. Your voice will be soft and full of hope, and you will clasp your hands together in anticipation. And we will take you towards us and ask in a deeply concerned voice, if you really want to accept the consequences. And then you will say the most beautiful words in the world: “Yes I will.”

Two weeks later, when you lay on your changing table and Jennifer opens your wet nighttime diaper, she will smile at you in the most warmly way, as she gently cleans your crotch. No longer will the harsh and unnatural “Clitty Hugger” mar the landscape of your feminine form.

Now, instead, a delicate crevice of tender pink flesh will greet her touch, the petals of your new womanhood flushed from the warmth of your wet diaper. Nestled between your thighs will be a tiny, plum-sized mound - The memory of your manhood will have been replaced with the sweet, innocent purity of a girl's delight.

Your new vagina will be a soft pink, tender to the touch and perfectly formed. No longer will you carry the burden of balls that swung with the heavy masculinity of your past. Now, a neat and dainty dimple will replace where they once were, a testament to your newly embraced identity. The labia, soft and full would frame this entrance like a pair of blushing lips. The sight would be absolutely mesmerizing - pure and enchanting in its femininity. A perfect symbol of your transformation from a defiant young man to a sweet, compliant little girl.

The small nub, your glans, once the proud head of your penis, remains in its original place. However, there is no longer a penis attached behind it. It can no longer expand or become erect; instead, it twitches and throbs. What used to be your masculine organ, now is simply an over-sensitive clitoris, perched atop your new womanhood. All traces of masculinity have been removed, leaving behind only soft feminine features. In place of the once dominant phallus, we would now find delicate folds cradling a precious pearl, waiting patiently for exploration and discovery.

So, brace yourself, sweety, say goodbye to your manhood and welcome the next bittersweet step into your journey towards femininity. Now let’s place your glans into this small little ring. Shh... it's alright, my sweet little girl, Mommy is here to guide you through this. Your little tears, they are natural, dear. Now let me finish mounting your new "Clitty Hugger". Just a little adjustment here... and there. Perfect!

Feel its grip around you, sweetie. It's tight, I know, pressing against you with a force you've never felt before. It's okay to fear it right now but remember that even the most beautiful butterflies had to endure the darkness of their cocoon. This is your cocoon, honey. It's uncomfortable and restricting, yet it's necessary for what awaits you on the other side. The metamorphosis is never easy, but oh, how splendid the transformation.

Oh, honey, you look so adorable. Look how precious your cute little nub presents itself. Everybody will love it, darling. Now, let's put your diaper on and tuck you into your comfy plush crib. They told me you will cry between four and twelve hours straight, once the device is on. But Mommy will be near, don’t worry. And once your first night with the "Clitty Hugger" has passed, your tears will ebb down, and you will be one step closer to your new life.

The soft crinkle of your diaper will be a lullaby, lulling you into a peaceful slumber. You will wake up and it’ll be a new day, the beginning of your life as our little, humble girl.
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Reading lewd books again? You’ve already forgotten what Mrs. Melnyk told you during your last dance lesson? She said if you don’t practice at least two hours a day, you could lose your position as the lead in the ballet performance. I know you don't enjoy being a male ballet dancer, but you need to overcome those silly clichés. Danseurs are an integral part of ballet – they do not diminish your masculinity in any way.

And I can't emphasize enough - your ballet lessons are not up for negotiation. You my dear will take these lessons and embrace these performances until you are leaving this house. And you know that this will be at age of twenty-three at the earliest. Still a few years to come, huh? So, you better get used to it. You will dance, and you will do so with the grace, poise, and strength of a leading ballet performer.

Remember my sacrifices. I spend significantly on your lessons because I believe in your potential to be a great dancer. And Mrs. Melnyk, she's the real deal - straight from Ukraine with years of experience under her belt. She knows what it takes to shape a star. It would be a terrible waste if you won't take this seriously.

It seems to me you're taking advantage of my leniency, aren't you, young man? A few weeks ago, Mrs. Melnyk even asked for my permission to introduce you to certain... traditional teaching techniques, methods which motivate even the most stubborn students dance with grace. I said no then, thinking you'd take your training seriously without the need for such measures. But perhaps it's time to give Mrs. Melnyk a call and reconsider my earlier decision.

Oh, now your face has turned scarlet! You can vaguely imagine, what methods that could be, don’t you? You know what noise you hear through the closed door whenever you arrive early for your private lessons while the beautiful Jessica is still finishing up her practice. You have your assumptions about what happens behind that door, and you certainly have seen Jessica's dusted rosy cheeks as she exits, her usually lively eyes swimming with restrained tears.

So, take this as your last chance to prove yourself. You either practice daily for two hours on your leading role, or I will allow Mrs. Melnyk to do her job her very own way.

Now lay aside this book, get off that couch and into your dancing outfit! Start practicing this very moment. You had a promising start, and Mrs. Melnyk was sure you would be the lead. But your lack of dedication and discipline has put that all at risk. Now it will require a miracle to keep you in the running for the star role. You still have time before the final decision on who plays the lead is made. Buckle down and show everyone the talent I know you possess.

But let me make one thing crystal clear - if you fail to secure the leading part, it's because you chose laziness and wasted time on these lewd books. The consequences of such failure will not only be a pathetic bit part in the performance but also facing the wrath of a disappointed mother.

Oh yes, I will hold you responsible and believe me when I say, you do not want to find out what other consequences await if you lose this precious opportunity over mere idleness. So, pick up your dancing shoes and practice as if your dignity depends on it - because, quite frankly, it does!


6 - Bible Lesson

Young lady, enough is enough! How dare you resist the hand that strives to guide you on the righteous path! Your insolence will not be tolerated in this house of God! Follow me, we’re going straight to the detention room young lady.

What did you just say? For once you want to spend the bible class with the kids? Instead of sitting on the narrow wooden bar of the detention school desk, with your bottom exposed? Oh darling, this won’t happen, the bible class is for the church’s offspring only and you are far too old to attend it, aren’t you?

Yes, your parents sent you here because they punish you with “schoolgirl time” despite you being old enough to vote. I know that they think you are attending the bible class for the church to learn some humility by being treated like an immature schoolgirl among little kids. I know they do not have a clue that you never attend the bible class but instead bide your time with me in the detention room. And so what? You want to tell them?

Your parents entrust you to me, their faith in my disciplinary methods unwavering. Did they not say that Mrs. Faith knows best? That Mrs. Faith has such a lovely way to handle kids? Well, child, they weren't mistaken. And I’m not only have a lovely way with kids but also a very particular way with truculent and rebellious young ladies.

I am not allowed to beat you? You will tell whom? Are you threatening me? For real?

Wow, wow, wow, those really are big words coming from someone who spent the last two Sundays under my watch.

You forget yourself, young lady. You forget who holds the power here. Who makes the rules. Has the chastisement not been severe enough? You do remember your new friends you met the last two Sundays: the wooden spoon, the hairbrush, the leather strap, and the cane. Yes, each of them has been acquainted with your naughty tushy in an all-too-intimate fashion. Yet here you are, defying my authority, refusing to follow me to the detention room.

And now, you're even threatening me? Threatening to reveal our secret arrangement, to expose to your parents the types of 'lessons' you've been learning on these solemn Sundays? My dear girl, that threat is as empty as your understanding of this situation. Do you not see the predicament you are already in? Do you not realize that your salvation lies not in rebellion, but in submission?

For if you expose me, who do you think your parents will believe - their trusted Mrs. Faith or their disobedient, rebellious daughter who must be dressed as a schoolgirl and sent to Bible class each week for basic lessons in humility and obedience? Yes, divulge your secret, and your distress; throw your tantrums and unleash your indignation. But remember this: should you challenge me, I will stand firm against your accusations.

And if you persist in your unsubstantiated rebellion, what then? Shall I add more Sundays to your sentence? Yes, dear dove, I’ll have no problem to faint the effusive educator, relishing in the progress you apparently made during your month-long discipline period as a little schoolgirl attending bible class with the kids. I think your parents will happily extend their obedience training given my recommendation.

Or perhaps it's time to involve Pastor Goodwin? Ah, the revered pastor. You know him, don't you? That lecherous old man whose eyes sparkle every time he sees a young woman in need of 'guidance'. Ah, I can see it in your eyes, you understand the implications of his involvement now. Do you really want to give him the chance to touch you as he has touched the countless others brought before him in the name of discipline? Have you heard the whispers around town, dear child? Of the cries that echo from his chambers, of the soiled innocence left in his wake? To cross swords with me and find yourself at his mercy? I daresay you wouldn't like that very much. So, consider your options, young lady. You may want to think twice about the threats you so carelessly hurl my way.

Or perhaps I could simply tell your parents a little white lie. What if I spun a tale about your heinous misconduct, of your violent outbursts during class? I could tell them how you ruthlessly assaulted an innocent and defenseless child because he dared to reach for the same pencil as you. I could describe the horror that filled the room as their precious little schoolgirl morphed into a savage beast right before our eyes, inconsolable and uncontrollable.

I can already imagine their shock, their disappointment. You, their pride and joy, so cruelly misbehaving in front of others, disrespecting the sanctity of our holy establishment. Surely such an offense would warrant a punishment graver than a few extra Sundays in my care. And your parents are well known for their creative interpretations of punishment, their fondness for 'unusual' methods of discipline. I mean look at you, darling, all clad in a small school uniform despite being in college already. Tell me what is the next stage of this unique discipline? How would your dear parents escalate your “schoolgirl time” to the next level?

I think we both know the answer to that question, don’t we?

How many more steps down the memory lane would they go for beating a child, what do you think? From “schoolgirl time” to “kindergarten time”? Or maybe “playgroup time”? I think I know the answer, dear.

Beating up a kid would force them to resort to drastic measures, wouldn’t it? They would retreat to a time when you were incapable of such violence, when you were merely a toddler, unacquainted with the concept of harm. Perhaps next time you're sent to us, it won't be as a rebellious schoolgirl, but as a baby needing care and nurturing.

I can picture it now, your mother coming through the grand wooden doors of our church, a baby pram by her side. Can you envision the curious whispers and glances from our congregation? I can hear the gasps of shock and surprise as they peek inside the pram only to find you - their wayward teenage daughter, swaddled in pastel blankets and sucking on a pacifier. Oh my dear child, what a sight that would be!

You might think your schoolgirl uniform is humiliating but imagine being forced into bibbed dresses and frilly socks, a pathetic display in the tight confines of the pram. And the diapers! Oh dear, let’s not forget the diapers! I can promise you, dear, that your parents wouldn't resort to half measures. They would insist on authenticity, wouldn’t they? Oh yes, it wouldn't be a proper punishment without the complete experience. I can envision your mother after the sermon, meticulously changing your diapers in front of everyone, your bare bottom on display for all to see.

How many Sundays would you have to endure this new treatment? Six? Twelve? More? I bet even you aren't willing to find out.

So, dear girl, think about what your threats mean. Consider the consequences of your rebellion, the humiliation and degradation that might follow. Remember your parents' dedication to discipline; remember their creativity when it comes to reprimanding their unruly children.

If you share our little secret, you're not only jeopardizing your own reputation, but you're inviting punishments that will far exceed anything I could devise here in our solemn Sundays. You would be surrendering yourself to a fate far worse than you have experienced yet, with each passing Sunday serving as a stark reminder of your transgressions.

One thing you have already lost: The privilege to accept your current punishment. You could have endured the four Sundays under my stern tutelage, accepting the sound thrashing with grace and humility. Instead, you chose to rebel, to question the punishment that was meted out for your own betterment. And this rebellious spirit has to be addressed accordingly. Maybe a small demonstration of what happens if you tell anybody about your beatings would bring you down to reality and help you get rid of your rebellious attitude.

So, take a moment and ponder on your decision, because you will choose one of the following:

Will it be four more Sundays with me, four solid hours each Sunday filled with rigorous discipline under my stern eye? I do so delight in our little sessions, darling. Your disgruntled whimpers as I scold you back into obedience, the pitiful crying as you receive your well-deserved punishment - these, my dear, bring me immense satisfaction. Plus, four Sundays give us plenty of time to explore each and every facet of your discipline regime.

However, perhaps you would prefer to spend one single Sunday with Pastor Goodwin instead? We both know what that entails - an entire day under the scrutiny of his lecherous gaze, his rough hands exploring you in the name of 'guidance'. I am sure you will leave the church with your gaze blank and empty, your eyes staring at infinity, your soul tainted by the touch of his ungodly intentions.

Or perhaps you prefer to take the risk of my white lie? A fabrication spun so cleverly that it's nigh indistinguishable from the truth. I can assure you that whatever tale I weave, it will be crafted meticulously, with enough seeds of doubt sown into your parents' mind to warrant a stern punishment at home. It will not provoke a drastic demotion to babyhood, but still the results are unpredictable - it might still yield consequences harsher than you can anticipate.

Remember, dear girl, your parents' inclination towards unique punishments; their ability to devise torturous methods that strike a perfect balance between humiliation and discipline. It could be something utterly degrading and outright embarrassing that will make your schoolgirl uniform seem like a blessing in comparison. Can you risk such a fate?

The decision lies in your hands, stubborn child. Will it be an extended period under my instruction, a single Sunday under the perverse attentions of Pastor Goodwin, or a gamble on the power of my words to your unsuspecting parents?

I understand there is much to ponder on, dear girl. You can take your time to choose until shortly before your parents pick you up after the sermon. Because even if you don’t know what will be in for you now, one thing is crystal clear, my little handful.

Now that we settled our differences, it’s about time you and me are heading to the detention room. Once again, the narrow wooden bar of the adapted school desk, so cunningly designed for maximum exposure, will be your perch. And those four familiar instruments of correction await eagerly for their reunion with your tender flesh.

And like the last two Sundays I will make sure your cute bare bottom gets the attention it so desperately needs.

The strap, the hairbrush, the paddle, the cane have all equally missed their intimate dance with your exposed derriere, tracing welts of obedience onto its pristine canvas.

But this time, and mostly because of your rebellious threatening earlier, you will have the chance to be introduced to an old friend of mine. A tool I haven't had the pleasure of using in some time: The Carpet Beater. A wicked instrument designed for discipline; it has an uncanny ability to impose obedience onto even the most obstinate children.

Oh, dear brace yourself because today I will make you screech like you have never done before, the resounding echo of the Carpet Beater's kiss on your pink buttocks will be a haunting melody you will learn by heart. Like the last two Sundays you, my dear will cry and bawl and beg for mercy - I will beat your cute teenage bottom until your tears run dry, until your pleas for mercy are replaced by raw and guttural cries of surrender.

And later, when the churchgoers disperse and your parents finally come to pick you up from the bible class, there you will be. You will sit, as prim and proper as ever, on the very same desk in between the kids, a picture of innocence and obedience. To them, you will be just their sweet little girl who had been diligently studying the good book.

And as you walk home from church with your family and your mother asks, why you’re walking a bit gingerly and if I needed to correct your behavior today, you will smile sweetly, your cheeks aflame not just from the lingering sting but also from the searing embarrassment. And lie. 


“Yes, Mommy," you'll mumble and then you will tell them about the playful swats you received. And all you will hear from your parents in response is, that sometimes a gentle pat on the tushy can remind a little schoolgirl of the right path. 
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Well, well who is approaching his disappointed mother, clinging to the hand of his strict ballet teacher? Ready to take your bit part in the upcoming ballet play?

Look at you, finally getting what you deserve. You're sobbing your eyes out, just moments away from a life-changing performance. Mrs. Melnyk got through to you, huh? Her persistence in convincing me to allow her punishment methods was quite impressive.

But I must admit, seeing you like this makes me regret denying her for so long. This will be quite a lesson for you today!

I thought she would just stick to spankings and whackings, but I never imagined she would take it this far. Dressing you up in a pink leotard and tutu! But after failing to get the lead role in the ballet, the only parts left were feminine ones. It's not uncommon for there to only be one male role in a ballet production.

Perhaps you now comprehend the harsh reality of being a male ballet dancer - there are only two paths to choose from: Practice tirelessly and become the alpha or be left behind. Obviously, Mrs. Melnyk thinks that being left behind is no option and found a clever third option: perform alongside the female ballerinas!

My dear, what a fitting punishment for your laziness! Congratulations, Mrs. Melnyk, for finding such an effective method of discipline! Let me take a closer look at you.

Just look at this leotard. The satiny pink material is so soft to touch. And the tutu, so stiff and unyielding dividing your upper and lower body in a dramatic, exaggerated fashion. Ah, look how it so elegantly accentuates your frail figure, the flared-out skirt making you look quite delicate really.

And those socks! Sheer white clinging tightly to your feet and up your knees. Look at these adorable little bows adorning the sides It's an unexpected sight – your muscular calves encased in delicate fabric. And, of course, the dainty ballet flats with pink ribbons crisscrossed up your ankles.

Oh, my goodness, even your makeup is done! How did I not notice that earlier? Mrs. Melnyk has brushed on some glittering eye shadow to accentuate your eyes, and that blush makes your cheeks look so rosy and vibrant. And my heavens, she has even put a cherry-red lipstick on you. Look at you, trembling on the verge of tears yet looking every bit a picture-perfect ballerina.

I see you're crying, my dear. You're afraid, aren't you? Afraid of what's coming next - the mockery from the audience and the shame you'll feel every time you pirouette in that feminine tutu. Well, perhaps that fear will finally drive you to practice harder in the future. Perhaps it will remind you of all the opportunities you squandered, every moment you wasted lounging about with those frivolous books.

You could have easily been dressed in the black male ballet outfit now. You should have been the prince, dancing with the princess under the spotlight, the music swelling as you both defied gravity with leaps and spins.

But instead, here you are, swathed in pink and white.

Now twirl for mommy, my little ballerina! Show your mother how nimble you can be, even in this unexpected costume. Give us a glimpse of the dedication you could have shown, had you been more serious about your lessons. Yes, that's it, twirl and leap... oh my word, what is that I see peeping out from under your tutu as you spin around?

Is...is that what I think it is? It can't be! Oh, my heavens! Mrs. Melnyk, you have truly outdone yourself this time! I must commend you for your attention to detail! This is no ordinary ballet outfit, is it? It's not just about the pink leotard and tutu, the frilly socks or the dainty ballet flats. No, there's something much more to this ensemble. And what a brilliant twist it is!

Oh darling boy, you can hardly meet my eyes, can you? Is there something you need to tell Mommy? Do you want to complain about Mrs. Melnyk’s unique dress code for today's performance? She really has thought of everything, hasn't she?

Oh dear, you're on the verge of tears! Why don’t you present your mother the full scale of your new attire? Go on - fifth position relevé!

That's it! Up on your toes, arms extended high. Oh my heavens, how that tutu rises high! Yes, it is what I thought! My poor boy, look at you! You really are in for a lesson of utter embarrassment tonight, aren't you? Now I see, why Mrs. Melnyk hasn’t dressed you in tights but knee socks.

It's to make it impossible for you to hide the true centerpiece of your costume - a thick, crinkly disposable diaper!

I dare say, this is certainly more than what I expected as a mere reaction to your poor dedication to ballet. Even the pink and white leotard and tutu, the dainty ballet shoes and the makeup seemed severe enough; but this… Oh my stars! This is something else entirely. It's an extra touch of humiliation just for you, my precious boy.

Such a cunning way to instill discipline in a young dancer who has neglected his practice. Why, it's genius! With every pirouette or pas de bourrée the audience will not only witness the failed aspirant to the leading role doing a pathetic bit part, but also the unmistakable outline of that infantile attire beneath your skirt.

Let me squat down to check the audience’s perspective. Grand Plié, my pretty little ballerina! Yes, bend those knees gracefully. Oh, look at that. Look how your tutu does nothing to hide the bulky silhouette of your diaper, how it protrudes so conspicuously in its thick, cloud-like form. People will surely seek for the delicate smoothness between the legs of the ballerinas on stage, but on you, they'll find a puffy, crinkled cushion instead. Your unapologetic diapers, hanging out like a mocking tribute to your immaturity. A well-presented symbol of infantile shame just perfect for a boy who has displayed such childish irresponsibility.

And one thing is for sure, it will be visible for all to see. Even from the very back of the auditorium, they'll spot it. You should see how wonderfully this white fabric contrasts with the pink of your leotard, drawing every eye directly to it. Breathtaking!

Now, stay there, stay in plié... let me just feel this diaper and feel the robustness of your extra padding. Wow it really is quite voluminous. Feel the puff of air as I pat against the padding – oh! Is that a tear I see rolling down your cheek? My darling child, do not tell me that these are tears of pain and not of regret! Mrs. Melnyk, has he been spanked as part of his lesson? Is this why my little ballerina is trembling so? No? It's the sting of humiliation that brings those tears to your eyes. Oh, my poor, embarrassed princeling! But let this serve as a powerful reminder. Each step and each pirouette, under the weight of your puffy prison, should echo the discipline you neglected.

Well, I am sure you will get spanked after the show, if you do not perform with the grace and poise that Mrs. Melnyk expects of her ballerina. Graceful, feminine movements are now your only hope for mercy tonight. Those thick diapers won’t be an excuse for any lack of elegance. You will go out on this stage, present your pathetic self as a vision of infantile disgrace, and you will do so with the dignity of a dancer. Each careful leap, each gentle twirl should be an apology for your laziness, a pledge of your future dedication.

The slightest lapse in facial expression will be interpreted as a lack of effort. Every smile not bright enough, every twinkle not sparkly enough in your eyes – each of these missteps is meticulously recorded by your strict taskmaster. I am sure once you are on stage, we will see tears of your remorse streaming freely, but they better run down a very happy face, my dear. You must smile brightly even while you weep, for a ballerina must always wear her mask.

So, if you don’t dance your very best in that crinkly infantile attire, Mrs. Melnyk will surely see to it that you receive the punishment you deserve. Just at the last picture of the first half of the show, she'll come to the stage and take you by the elbow and lead you away under the hushed whispers of the audience. She will guide you backstage to the dressing room, with the too-small sign that reads 'Privé'. The door will slam shut behind you and the audience will be left in suspense as they enjoy their intermission refreshments. And soon the muffled sound of rhythmic slapping will reach ears of those who listen closely.

Oh, can you imagine the scene? The guests sipping their champagne and eating small snacks as a symphony of spankings plays faintly in the background.

And you my dear will be the poor boy behind the closed door, a sorry little ballerina draped over Mrs. Melnyk's knee.

The thick padding of your diaper won't offer any protection against the firm slaps descending upon your thighs, right under the diaper's leg guards, that poke out innocently. Your legs, so recently floating in graceful ballet poses and movements, will now be kicking futilely in the air. Your bawling will be muffled by the closed door of the dressing room and the thick stage curtains, yet it will still be a faint, disquieting echo in the background as the audience chats and enjoys the break. The distant rhythmic swats and desperate crying just loud enough to let people know that a poor pupil is getting a sound spanking in this very moment.

However, I fear the real humiliation comes not from the spanking but from what follows after. As the intermission draws to a close, you will be released from Mrs. Melnyk's grip. Your thighs will sting and blush in remembrance of your punishment, red blots contrasting sharply with your fair skin under the tight spank-pants. Untouched by the spanking, your diaper will still be puffed out in its snowy innocence.

And then, with your cheeks aflame and your heart pounding in your chest, you are sent back on stage for the second act. Oh, the audience will gasp at the sight of you. Still the pathetic picture of a boy in a ballerina's outfit, something new will have been added to your appearance. Between your frilly knee socks and the edge of your thick disposable diapers will be the red and livid marks of your humiliation. The proof that this grown-up boy is still spanked like a naughty toddler.

And don’t even hope, that this attire will be temporary. No, it's quite the opposite, my dear. As long as you keep disappointing Mrs. Melnyk and me with your lack of dedication, these diapers will become a part of your daily routine. Yes, during lessons, during practices... every waking moment that you devote to ballet will be spent swaddled in that crinkly, puffy, infantile shame.

I'm sure Mrs. Melnyk will agree wholeheartedly with this method. After all, a dancer must have absolute discipline, and if it takes something as drastic as this to instill it in you... Well, then so be it.

Feel that? Here, let me give you another pat just to make sure you understand. The firmness of this diaper will hug you until you make your success. That puffiness, the ridiculous waddle it forces upon you, it will be your companion during all future lessons until you finally manage to get a leading part in a performance.

So, rise, my darling ballerina boy. Straighten up from that grand plié. Take the hand of Mrs. Melnyk and waddle your way towards the stage. The first act is just about to begin.

Gather your courage now, for the lights of the stage will show no mercy, nor offer any hiding place for your shame. Let the world see your childish irresponsibility dressed up in a tutu and diapers. Let them chortle and gasp, let them point and whisper. Let them feast their eyes on the spectacle of a grown teenage boy, wearing a pink leotard, tutu and a thick white pampers. Time for your pampers to face the audience, my little ballerina.
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Books By This Author

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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Just wait until we get home!
The great collection of






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcU6.jpg





