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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: Take a dedicated evening for yourself,  Find a cosy and save place, Organize thick diapers and utensils, Snuggle up and feel very cosy]

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 second 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 - Curtsy

Oh my, my tiny darling, how could you be so forgetful? We've practiced this over and over again. It's a simple curtsy, a mark of respect and courtesy to our visitors. But when the postman came today, you treated it like a chore! Your lackadaisical performance was not only disrespectful but also embarrassingly juvenile. Do you understand what that means?

It means you failed me as a little girl. You forgot your manners and your training in public. And this isn't the first time either, is it? Oh dear, I can already see that naughty glimmer in your eyes. You think this is all some amusing game, eh? Tsk tsk tsk, my sweetie pie, such audacity.

Now listen here, young lady. This isn't something we're going to sweep under the rug. No, not at all. Your punishment will befit your misdeed and it's going to be a harsh one.

For the next five days, you're going to wait for the postman by the mailbox wearing nothing but a diaper and an apron. Yes, you heard correctly! Every day until he arrives, you will stand there with your little curtsy at the ready. I hope it's clear by now that Daddy does not approve of disobedience.

When the postman arrives, I want you to curtsy properly as we've practiced, then take the letters right from his hand. But that's not all - oh no! After that, I want you to present your diapered tushy to him and ask for a gentle pat on the bottom. That's right, my darling. You will ask him to pat your diapered bum, right there on the spot.

And depending on how well you perform, and whether he obliges your bottom patting request, will decide how your day will go. If he agrees and gives you a little pat, then you've earned the right to dress in girly clothes for the rest of the day. But should he refuse, then you must bear the shame of spending another full day in nothing but your diapers.

This is not a punishment I enjoy giving, my darling. Your behavior has been unbecoming, and I hope this humiliation teaches you to remember your place and manners. The world doesn't revolve around you. It’s high time you understood that. The postman is an unsuspecting part of this lesson, an innocent bystander who will unknowingly decide your fate each day for the next five days.

I only hope for your sake that he isn't a prude; otherwise, it might just turn out to be five days of diaper-only dress code for you. No matter what plans we may have made together for this day. Imagine, having morning tea with the mommy's friends from the book club or strolling down to the farmer's market, just you and I, all while you're dressed only in your diapers. You would be surprised, how many people still don't know, you wear thick diapers at all times. But if you fail to impress the postman, they may soon find out. Your humiliation will be as thick and evident as the diaper you're wearing.

Now, my darling, do you understand the gravity of your mistake? Do you comprehend the shame this will bring upon you? The choice and control are firmly in your small, delicate hands hereafter. So, I urge you, my dear one, to learn from this and display the grace of a little lady.

And remember this: I do this all from love. A love that's designed to discipline and foster respect in your young heart. So, when you waltz up to that postbox tomorrow morning, with your diaper snugly hugging your bottom, remember that love. And as you curtsy to the postman, ask for his gentle pat, and receive your letters, bear in mind the lessons you're learning.

For the rest of the day – whether you're dressed as a little girl or left in your diapers – remember that it's your lack of enthusiasm that brought about this situation, my darling.

Now, if you do well and he pats your diapered bottom, I expect you to blush prettily and thank him profusely, like the well-mannered girl I raised you to be. And if he refuses... well, I trust that will be a lesson learned in its own harsh, embarrassing way. You'll stand there in the cold, diapered and humiliated, knowing that another day of presenting your thick diapers to the world.

Now, off you go now. Prepare yourself to face the postman tomorrow morning. Make sure to practice your curtsy tonight - for it is about to become the most important part of your day!

Remember, my precious one: This is all because Daddy wants nothing more than to see you grow into a polite and obedient little girl - one curtsy at a time.


2 - Exposed

Did you really just say "stop it" to your mommy? What should I stop, talking about your bedtime routine in front of aunty and your cousins? Or should I stop telling them, that you're in diaper discipline this week, sweetheart? No, no, no. That's not how it works in this house. You know exactly what the rules are, don't you?

You see, darling, when you're naughty like this, it gives me no choice but to be firm with you. Look at me, look at Mommy. Do you see the disappointment in my eyes? Disappointment because my little boy does not want to follow the rules. If you misbehave, you get a younger age and are treated accordingly. And isn't it true that babies like you have to wear and use diapers? That's right my little one, it is.

I can see your face turning red as I talk about your diapers in front of aunty and your cousins. Are you embarrassed darling? Do you feel ashamed for behaving like a toddler when you're not one? It's too late for that now. You made this decision, didn't you? When you refused to behave like the young man that I know you can be.

So, here's what we're going to do. I'm going to take you over my lap, right here, in front of everyone. Yes sweetheart, right here in the living room. Now come over here. Don't make me call you twice or things will get even worse. No, my cute little pumpkin, I won't spank you, don't worry. Our guests didn't even know about your spankings, before you just told them, silly boy. Now lay over my knees. There you go, that wasn't so hard, was it?

Look at aunty and your cousins. They're watching you, darling. I can see the curiosity in their eyes and the anticipation in their faces. They want to see how a little boy like you is handled when he disobeys. Now, don't squirm on Mommy's lap, behave and lay still. That's better.

Now listen honey, I will continue the discussion with our lovely guest, about your diaper discipline. Also, they're curious about your bedtime routine and I see no reason to keep it a secret.

And while I talk to them, I will gently caress your exposed diaper bottom and you my dear young man will show us all how good a little boy can be by using his diapers for good. You heard correctly, right here and right now. The color draining from your face tells me you understand exactly what I mean but let me elaborate for our lovely guests: this young man here is going to soil himself shamelessly like the little baby he has been acting as.

Oh! You're shaking your head; refusing to obey Mommy again? Have you forgotten the rules? You're not allowed to say 'no' to Mommy when you're in diapers. You know what happens when Mommy's rules are broken don't you? Do I need to remind you of that cruel ritual we had the first time you were assigned into diaper discipline, and you refused to mess your diapers? Do I need to repeat it, here in front of all our guests? Can you imagine their faces as they watch you go through that humiliating chastisement, my darling pumpkin?

Oh, that's right, you remember now! I can see it in your little flushed face and your teary eyes. Now, you have two choices; either do as Mommy says, show your baby side to our dear guests here, or prepare for a repeat of that shameful lesson.

Oh, darling, you don't want the cruel ritual back, do you? Look at you: all trembling and your cheeks are as red as ripe cherries, aren't they? Mommy can see you're trying to hold back those tears, biting that plush lower lip of yours. You've just decided to soil yourself for Mommy, don't you? Good boy.

Oh darling, don't fight it. Remember what Mommy always tells you - big boys don't need diapers, do they? Only little boys who can't use the toilet properly. And that is what you are now, isn't it? A little boy. A very young, helpless little boy. Is this embarrassing for you? It should be.

Now do I already feel a small squirm from you, darling? You're already pushing?

My, my, you really do fear our cruel little ritual, don't you? Why else would you be so eager to please me and soil yourself right in front of everyone? There we go, little rascal. Warmth spreading, isn't it? I can already feel it, my dear. Look how your mess is pushing out this poor little diaper of yours.

Now now, don’t you dare look away from our guests, darling. They’re here to witness your obedience. So, keep your eyes front and illustrate your toddler ways for them. Oh, look at those teary eyes of yours, glistening ever so brightly. No doubt they mirror the utter humiliation you are feeling right now. But this isn't time to cry my boy. This is the time to be a good little boy and show everyone that you can listen to Mommy's instructions.

There we go, sweetheart! There’s a good boy! I can feel the diaper getting heavier on my lap, the padding expanding as it absorbs your mess. It's getting quite full, I must say. Look at all the guests, they can surely notice the expanding bulk on your tushy as you fill your diaper like the little boy you are. Dear me, look how taut your diaper feels, stretched to its limits with your mess.

You know, something tells me our guests might want to experience this as well. I can see their faces - an unmistakable mixture of amusement and disbelief. You're giving them quite a performance, aren't you? Oh, darling! Look at auntie's surprised expression. And your cousins too, they're just amazed by your... compliance.

Isn't that right, aunty? I see that smile on your face. Yes, of course you can come and check if this naughty boy has done his job properly once he's finished making his spectacle.

You know exactly like me that once you placed such a mess in your diapers it won't be long before you piss yourself like the helpless little boy you are. Isn't that right, darling? You're going to finish this humiliation all the way through if you want it or no. That's right, my dear sweet boy.

Oh! There you go. Isn't that the familiar warmth spreading again, my boy? The look on your face tells me everything I need to know. You're uncontrollably wetting yourself now. Such a grand display you're giving us tonight. So magnificently obedient with such a high price to pay.

Now, let it go. Let it all out.

Can you hear it too, my dear guests? Can you hear the hissing sound as the wetness travels its way down his diaper? It sounds like a soft waterfall, doesn't it? The sound of surrender and obedience.

My, oh my! Isn't your diaper looking swollen now!

Ah yes, after the soiling and the wetting comes the crying. Of course, my darling. Let those tears flow, just like the mess in your diaper. You've held them back for long enough, haven't you? Oh, listen to that whimpering! The broken sobs of a boy who's been reduced to such a pitiful state. Isn't he cute, folks? Look at him, so beautifully embarrassed and humiliated.

There you go, sweetheart. Curl up into Mommy's lap, bury your face into my dress. Let me caress your soiled diapers while the grown-ups finally have the chatting we wanted all along. Yes, pumpkin, cry all out, let all those tears fall.

Once we have finished our chatting, we'll deal with this little mess you've made. And until then I want my happy little baby boy back, you hear me? Once we finished our chatting, you will stand up, you will take your cousins hands and happily show them your diaper changing table. Oh, darling, what a deep and heartfelt sob. Yes, honey, they will witness your diaper change or even better, they are going to assist me in changing you. They will learn how their elder cousin deals with his wet diapers like a good little boy, a lesson they never thought they'd have to learn. I bet they're looking forward to it, aren't they? Oh yes, look at them eagerly nodding their heads. What a sight that will be!

And dear, don't you dare cry during your change. You will lay still and accept your cousins' assistance happily, as their delicate hands will wipe clean your mess and powder you afresh. You will lie quietly, your eyes fixed on the ceiling, perhaps focusing on that silly little mobile hanging above. Every time they touch the cool wipes to your heated skin or pat you gently with their hands after applying powder, I want you to thank them sweetly. No whining, no fussing. You will take it all in stride like the good boy we trained you to be.

I tell you; you want to be on your best behavior during this diaper change. You want to make a good impression, because after all your lovely cousins will be your babysitters from now on. Don't cry, poor baby, this will be the first of many diaper changes you get from those gentle ladies. Oh silly, that's why your aunty and your cousins visited us in the first place.


3 - Barista

Oh, sweetheart, you really thought I didn’t notice your constant staring at me? Your eyes always lingering a little bit too long on my figure? Listened, I talked to your mommy a lot, here in my little café, and she told me all about your little crushing heart. She told me how you're not allowed to have these big boy thoughts, because you're her little diaper baby. And naughty babies don't get to stare at pretty girls like me, understand? Yes, my little friend, she told me everything about your diaper discipline, how you're locked away in chastity. Did it make your little heart flutter knowing I know all about your secret life?

Did you actually believe you'd have a chance with someone like me? A confident, beautiful woman like me could never be attracted to a pampered diaper-wearing baby like you. Isn't it laughable? Your face growing red, not from arousal or excitement but sheer humiliation and embarrassment is quite a sight.

You see, darling, I am out of your league. You're not even in the game anymore. You're in the nursery, sucking on your pacifier while adults like me enjoy mature pleasures.

Oh well, at least you can still taste the rich hot chocolates I serve here. Even if it's the only sweetness you'll get to savor for a long time. Now, I suggest you keep those wandering eyes to yourself next time or else I'll have to ask mommy to tighten the leash. But for now, let's give you a reminder of your place. Instead of enjoying this hot chocolate, I think it'll be better suited poured into your diaper.

That's right, darling. You'll spend the rest of your shopping trip with mommy in a hot chocolate-soaked diaper. Let me pull back the rear of your diaper, sweetie. There you go, all wet, brown and messy. This is the only warmth from me, that will ever hug you. Do you like the feeling, little baby? You should, after all the feeling of a messy diaper is one of the rare things you're only allowed to enjoy as a little baby boy.

Don't try to squirm away, baby boy; being in a hot, messy diaper is part of who you are. It’s your unfortunate reality.

Now, look at this telling shade of brown, your diaper has taken on. You'll surely make the sales staff know who desperately needs his diaper changed. Your mommy told me, you are about to buy new clothes today? My, that could end in a big embarrassment.

Now, here's a pat on your messy bottom for good measure. And I want you to come right back here after your shopping trip is done so I can change you myself. Yes, you heard me right. You'll get to feel my hands on you, but not in the way you fantasied about. It's going to be all about diaper changes and baby powder, not stolen glances and lingering touches.

Oh, but darling, don't think for a second that this will give you an excuse to get aroused. If I even see the slightest hint of an erection your chastity cage, I'll tell your mommy right away. I wouldn't want you to forget your place and start thinking you're a big boy again. Just remember, any stiffness of your little clitty will result in much more punishment than a hot, messy diaper. Consider this a friendly warning from me, darling.

Now off you go, waddle your messy bottom around the store for everyone to see. Let them all know the baby couldn't hold his chocolate. It's going to be a long day for you, sweetheart, but hopefully, it'll teach you to keep your eyes to yourself and behave like the good little baby you're supposed to be.


4 - Gesundheit!

Oh, my darling, I can't believe what you just did. Did you really sneeze without covering your mouth? That is not the behavior of a well-mannered little girl. That's not how Mommy raised you. I have tried to teach you manners, but it seems they have fallen by the wayside, and for that, there must be a penalty.

You see, when you're in Mommy’s care, you behave as a little girl should - with respect and courtesy towards others. The moment you neglect these values, there will be consequences, my dear. Let's head straight to the baby aisle because it's time for a fitting punishment.

That's right, I am buying real baby diapers for you. But don't worry these won't be used to replace your beloved thick pink adult diapers around your tushy. Instead, every time you sneeze from now on, you won't be given a hanky, but one of those cute little baby pampers to sneeze into.

Can you imagine how it will feel to have your precious face wiped with a soft baby diaper? The crinkly sound it makes as it comes into contact with your cheeks, the faint smell of it tickling your nose, the soft material scratching against your skin, a humiliating reminder of your place. Imagine having your face buried in the very padding that is typically reserved for a little baby's bottom.

The thick fluff that normally cradles a squirming infant's derriere will now be kissing your cheeks, absorbing every sneeze, every whimper that escapes your lips. This is the kind of humiliation you can expect when you fail to adhere to the standards set for you, when you forget the simple rules of decorum.

And until the pack of diapers is empty it will be me, holding your makeshift handkerchief to your face, making you sneeze into the soft material, watching the humiliation wash over you as I ensure every escape of air is caught in the diaper. Oh, and don’t think I'll be discreet about it either. We will be doing this in public, where everyone can see your disgraceful spectacle. And after each sneeze into this makeshift handkerchief, I'll have you hold onto it, carrying around your snotty baby diaper as a badge of shame for all to see. And even if you are allowed to wear inconspicuous clothing over your thick pink adult diapers, the baby diaper will make people wondering if the young lady before them is prone to accidents herself?

I am certain it won't be long before you start preferring handkerchiefs.

I hate to be harsh, but if you continue to sneeze without covering your mouth, I will have to increase the punishment. My darling daughter, let me be crystal clear:

If you do not cover your mouth when you sneeze just one more time, mommy will not use clean diapers for your nose anymore. No, we will have to resort to using used ones, picked up from the bins of public restrooms. I’m sure you can imagine how that will feel - the dampness of an unknown baby’s wetness against your face, the unfamiliar scent of another Little filling your nostrils, the cold sogginess of a used diaper against your cheeks. Perhaps you will finally learn your lesson when you've had a stranger's dirty diaper pressed to your face. You may pray with all your might that the baby only made it wet and not messy.

Now come along, dear. We need to buy your new 'hankies'. Maybe we'll get you some with cute little princess patterns on them - wouldn't that be fun? Every sneeze will serve as a reminder of your place in this world and hopefully instill in you the necessity of proper etiquette.


5 - The Call

What on earth is going on with you, brat? Trying to answer the telephone all by yourself? That's a big no-no for little babies like you. Big people talk is not for the likes of you, darling.

Mommy can't understand where this sudden burst of bravery came from, trying to act all grown up and answering the phone like that. You're not a big boy anymore, are you? No, no, you're Mommy's little baby girl, aren't you? Yes, you are. And what do we say about babies using the telephone? That's right! They don't. Now give me that handset, baby. That's not for you to play with.

◆◆◆

Hello there? Oh, what a pleasure to talk to you, Aunt Cindy. So sorry for the little confusion. My little one got a hold of the phone, you see. This young man is still not used to his new rules. No, no, he's not in trouble, per se. Just a little adjustment period we're going through. Would you please hold on for five minutes, I need to take care of something here. Yes, thank you, Aunt Cindy.

◆◆◆

Now to you, you naughty young man, let's get this over with. You knew the rule about the telephone, didn't you dear? Yes, you did. So, come here, why don't you give Aunt Cindy a little demonstration of how you perfectioned your baby bawling when you're getting your bottom spanked? You've become quite the expert at it, haven't you? So, right over Mommy's lap you go, sweetheart. Feel the cool air on your little bare bottom? That's because naughty little babies who don't follow the rules get their bottoms bared and warmed with Mommy's hairbrush. It's all part of the lesson, my love.

Here young man, take the receiver and show Aunt Cindy just how much of a little baby girl you can be. Let her hear your lovely little cries as Mommy teaches you a lesson about being naughty. And no muffling your cries into the couch cushions this time; Auntie needs to hear that sweet baby voice of yours, your long and loud wails apologizing for being such a naughty little missy.

◆◆◆

That's it my darling, let it all out. The sting of the hairbrush against your bare bottom is good for you, isn't it? Every strike burning a lesson deep into your naughty little mind. Yes, my dear, every tear, every whimper, it all serves a purpose. A very important one at that.

Do you feel that sweetheart? Do you feel the fire on your bare bottom, the throbbing reminder of your misdeed? Oh, don't clench your little cheeks now. It's far too late for that. Besides, Aunt Cindy needs to hear you admit how wrong you were, don't you think? Let her hear the contrition in your voice, let her listen to the sorrowful wails of a naughty little girl who's learned her lesson. Yes, I can feel your heart beating rapidly against my lap, the fear and embarrassment coursing through your veins. That's good, sweetheart. That means our little punishment is working.

Now once the tears have stopped, once your cries have been reduced to pathetic little whimpers, I want you to stand up, go to your room, lay down on your changing table and wait patiently for Mommy to come and pamper you up. Yes, that's right, baby. Your little stunt costs you a marble in your "Age Bowl", and you know exactly, that there are only two left now. Oh, sweety don't cry, I know it's hard for you as you just had to put so much effort in earning your third marble, but rules are rules, and Mommy's little girl must always learn from her missteps.

Yes, you'll be wearing your cute little diapers day and night again. So go now, wait there on your changing table like the little one you are, your warm red bottom on display, a testament to your naughtiness. And when Mommy comes in, I don't want to hear any fussing. No squirming, no whining, just quiet obedience. Otherwise, you leave Mommy no choice to take another marble from your "Age Bowl" and we both know what that would mean, don't we, sweetheart? Oh, have you finished crying already? Mommy's so proud of you, for taking your punishment like a big girl. Now run along to your room and wait for your diaper change. Aunt Cindy and I have grown-up things to discuss.

◆◆◆

Back on the phone with you, Cindy. Sorry for the delay. Yes, it seems this bratty young man decided to be quite naughty today. I know, I know, these little ones can be a handful, but what can we do? They need their lessons, as painful as they may be. Oh, you've got that right, Aunt Cindy. It's all for their own good. What's that? Yes, indeed, he'll be in his diapers again for the foreseeable future. And spankings will remain a daily reminder not to misbehave.

Of course, I know he is an adult man. That's the pity with providing foster care for older troublesome youths, you must work twice as hard to correct their ill habits. But as you know, I don't stand for any nonsense, Cindy.

My little girl will learn her lessons the hard way if she has to. Age is no excuse for disobedience in this house. And really, there's something so humbling about a fully grown man wailing over my knee like a toddler, his rosy red bottom matching the cute little diaper he'll be wearing. It goes a long way in teaching him humility and obedience. Yes, it's a tough road, but someone must do it.

Oh absolutely, Cindy. The tears and humiliation are temporary, but the lessons they teach are lifelong. It's all about building character in the end. We don't want him growing up with that rebellious streak of his, do we?

What's about this "Age Bowl" you ask? Well, it's a little system I've implemented, when I noticed he just couldn't act his age. Each marble in the bowl represents a year of his age. Every time he disobeys or acts like a brat, I take a marble away and treat him like the age the marbles represent. So, if there are three marbles, well, he's treated like a three-year-old, and if there are eight marbles left, he's an eight-year-old brat. Pretty simple, isn't it? Yes of course, he started with his full age, Cindy, but what do I say? He just can't seem to keep those marbles in the bowl. It's really quite a sight, a full-grown man throwing tantrums like a toddler and then being shocked when he's treated like one.

And I even added a twist to the way I use his "Age Bowl." I put in pink and blue marbles, representing girl and boy years. Whatever color he has more of, determines his gender role for the time being.

Right before he picked up your phone call, he had two pink marbles and one blue marble, so he was considered Mommy's little girl. I'm sure he's hoping I won't take away his last blue marble now.

But he doesn't have a say in the matter anyways; what marble he loses or earns back is purely at my discretion and depends on his past dedication to act the assigned age.

It works like a charm, Cindy. You should have seen his face when he lost his 13th marble, and I told him he'd be receiving spankings as a new form of punishment. You'd think he'd just seen a ghost! Priceless.

His eighth marble, Cindy. That's when he made a run for it. Silly boy thought he could escape this system, escape his new reality. But he was in for a rude awakening. I caught him just as he was about to leave the house and poor thing was so frightened that he ended up trying to hit me. How could I deny him the punishment he deserved? He lost his pivotal blue marble that day and went down to being a seven-year-old girl with pigtails.

Or the time when he lost his fourth marble. I remember it vividly, Cindy. He had refused to accept his early bedtime, throwing a full-scale tantrum in the living room. So, I took away his fourth marble and I led him up to his room where I'd prepared a surprise - a stack of fresh, fluffy diapers. Oh dear, how his face turned pale at the sight! His eyes widened in disbelief while his mouth was agape in shock. Even with that hiccup of a protest that escaped his lips, he knew better than to argue with Mommy. And so, with trembling legs, he approached the table and lay down upon it. I remember his blubbering sobs as I fastened that first diaper around his waist – he was just like an actual toddler, Cindy.

What? Oh, of course not! No matter how much he whined or wailed, I didn’t let him out of those diapers until he had earned his fourth marble back. He quickly grasped that disobedience led to humiliating consequences. But the most amusing part was when he realized that no amount of pleading could spare him from this fate. He would toddle around the house, with the crinkling sound of his diapers never giving him a break from his punishment. I even made him go shopping with me one time, wearing nothing but a cute little dress that barely hid his diapered bottom. Ah, you should've seen the embarrassment on his face when the crinkling sound echoed through the grocery store!

And then when we got home, it was straight to his room for another spanking. I swear, Cindy, he was crying even before we got through the door! But he took each and every spank like a good little girl, his sobs echoing down the hallway. Three years is a difficult age for him, meaning diapers and spankings alike, until he can earn back his marbles, one at a time. But it really does my heart good to see such a drastic change in his behavior, Cindy.

Yes Cindy, with every marble gone he regresses another year, both in privileges and expectations. When he behaves well and according to his age of the "Age Bowl" for some time, he can earn back a marble, and he'll get a taste of maturity again. But trust me, as soon as he steps out of line, even once, he loses that marble quicker than you could say 'Sorry Mommy'.

It's a harsh system, but it's effective, Cindy.

And I tell you, Cindy, the blue marbles are so hard to earn back. I mean, being a boy does have its privileges - no frilly dresses, no ribbons and little hair bows. He would get to wear pants and play with cars again instead of those cute little dolls. And to earn them, I expect perfect girlish behavior. He must sit with his legs crossed, play nicely with his dolls, walk with a delicate skip, and speak with a soft voice. He knows that any lapse into boyish behavior vanishes the chance to earn a blue marble. So, he's always on his toes, always conscious of how he's behaving like a good little girl.

And finally for three weeks straight, he was on the rise again, earning back both pink and blue marbles alike. It's a pity that little stunt with your phone call stopped his success in its tracks.

I tell you Cindy, you should have seen how it broke him down when he lost his last marble just a month ago, but it was a necessary lesson, I believe. He wailed like a little newborn, and that's exactly what he became too, in every sense of the word: Diapers, feedings, naptimes at my convenience. If he wanted something, he had to find a way to communicate without words, just like a real infant. It was heartbreaking to see him reduced to such a state, but it was also endearing in its own strange way.

Yes, Cindy, he had no privileges left at that point. Just as a baby, he was utterly dependent on me – his mommy. And of course, along with the loss of privileges came a whole new set of expectations as well. I expected him to gurgle and babble instead of speaking, to crawl instead of walking. And oh, how he fumbled and stumbled in the beginning! But he learned fast enough.

Once he reached four marbles or less, the harshest lesson to learn for him was about privacy, or rather, the lack thereof. Yes, Cindy, I made sure he understood that toddlers and babies do not have a sense of modesty. He had to relinquish any remaining shreds of self-respect and dignity he thought he had left. When his diaper was changed, when he was bathed, when he was dressed - all of it was out in the open for me to see and handle. He soon learned that even his bodily functions were no longer private. I remember how he cried the first time he had to use his diaper for its intended purpose, Cindy. The begging, the pleading for any other option, to be able to use the bathroom like a big boy...it fell on deaf ears.

That was a major turning point, my friend. That's when it truly sank in that his life had drastically changed, there was no escaping it. But you know what? It made him behave so much better, knowing what was at stake. You see Cindy, its tough love, but necessary for his growth.

But I tell you, perhaps the most fulfilling part of it all is, when he finally starts earning his marbles back. You see, to earn them back, he must show good behavior consistently that matches his 'Age Bowl' age. And oh! The joy in his eyes when he manages to do so is just priceless! For instance, when he was reduced to being a newborn. I can't even begin to express the level of utter joy and relief in his eyes when he was awarded back his first pink marble. Oh, the triumph in his eyes as he held that marble, Cindy! It was like he had just won a grand prize. And my heart swelled with pride too.

Can you imagine that? The grown man, who once stomped around the house, defying all orders, crawling around on his hands and knees, smiling from ear to ear at having earned a single pink marble! And these are the moments, Cindy, when I realize that this method works. This harsh yet necessary system works wonders for him.

Cindy hang on, I will just quickly take a look if our young man is waiting for his diaper, like I ordered him to do so. I think I hear him whimpering.

◆◆◆

Ah, there you are. What a well-behaved little girl, all ready to get her diapees on. You know what, Cindy, why don't you decide, whether I take an away a blue or a pink marble from his lovely "Age Bowl"? Ah, I heard that giggle over the phone, Cindy, you love to make these decisions! Well, let's see. How would you rate his crying during the spanking, was it girly enough or did it resemble a boy's wail more? He did what? Ask you for help?

Oh, Cindy, that is a big no-no! A little girl asking for help during her punishment, his crying should’ve been soft and endearing. He should’ve been begging for Mommy to stop - not someone else on the phone! Well then, I think I have my answer. The blue marble it is. Hold on.

◆◆◆

Listen to me my little one, your behavior was very unbecoming of a young lady. You should have known better than to ask Miss Cindy for help. You are not a big boy, you are my little girl, and you need to act like it, understand? There goes your blue marble, straight back into the jar. It will take some time for you to reach the privilege of being a male once more, won't it?

Oh, there, there. No need to cry now. You brought this on yourself. The tears you're shedding, they should be a reminder of the lessons you've learnt today, not because you've lost a marble. And remember, each tear shed should be with the grace and dignity of a little girl. No stomping or yelling. Now go on, dry those tears, and show me how well-behaved my little girl can be.

And after all, there are also advantages to be treated like a two-year-old: Yes, just like last time there will be no more spankings for you baby girl. Oh, hush, why do you cry now, darling? Is it because the alternative to spankings is just as harsh? Yes, darling, you remember it well. Those awful, uncomfortable enemas that make your tummy feel all bubbly and full. You know I only give them to you when you've been naughty, and you've been very naughty today.

◆◆◆

Well, Cindy, our little chat has been lovely but it's time for this naughty girl's punishment. The little one requires my full attention for her upcoming enema. She's gurgling and squirming in anticipation already, or is it dread?

After that, she'll be straight off to bed, in the middle of the afternoon no less. Yes, you heard right, Cindy. It's barely past lunch time and this little mischief will be tucked in and swaddled up tight.

Do you hear that, naughty girl? Your nighttime is just beginning, and the sun is barely at its peak outside. No bedtime stories or lullabies today, not after such horrid behavior.

◆◆◆

Oh, absolutely, Cindy. It's not even teatime yet and here she is, ready for bed. I can see the little one squirming already, her face turning red with the realization of what's about to happen. And mind you, she won't be going to the bathroom like any big girl would. No, she'll have to expel that enema right here in these adorable pink diapers I have laid out for her.

Can you imagine, Cindy? The sun hasn't even begun to set, and this naughty little girl will be filling up her diapers to the rim well before dark.

Oh, the poor dear. But I must say, Cindy, this is also part of the learning curve. When she is laying there in her soiled diaper, she will have all night to contemplate on her actions and realize the gravity of her mistakes. I am certain that by the time dawn arrives, she will be a much more obedient and humbler little girl.

◆◆◆

And you know what the best part is, baby girl? You'll have a very special visitor to witness your progress tomorrow. Yes, you guessed it, Aunt Cindy is coming over! I’m sure my little princess would love an audience. Oh, you already turning the most adorable shade of pink whenever you must show off your diapers to mommy, imagine how rosy you’ll become with Aunty Cindy there too. Oh, the sight! A grown man in his little girl's outfit, blushing from embarrassment as you waddle around in his full diaper. Isn't that going to be an unforgettable sight?

And so, darling, I hope you're all ears. Miss Cindy will be dropping by tomorrow morning. And guess what? Since you've been such an ill-behaved little girl today, you'll still be in your soiled diapers when she arrives. You'll even waddle up to the door and greet her like the good girl that I know you can be.

◆◆◆

Well then Cindy, it's time for us to part ways for now. I’ve got a squirming little one here demanding my attention. I'll see you tomorrow and we'll see how things go with our naughty little diaper princess. Goodbye for now, dear. Now say goodbye to Aunt Cindy, my heap of misery. - Well, a little shaky your words but still well done, my little. Well Cindy, see you tomorrow, dear.

◆◆◆

Oh, my dearest, it's just you and me now. Let's work on earning back your beloved marbles together, shall we? First, I want you to lay still and quiet on your changing table, while Mommy prepares your medicine to treat your naughtiness. Do you see this, darling? This is a two-quart enema bag, double the size of what you're accustomed to. Look at this big bag, it will all end up right inside your poor, little tummy. It will make your belly full - fuller than it has ever been before. Every single drop of this liquid is going to gush inside you, turning your tummy into a round, swollen balloon. You will be all chubby and bloated, my little lump of sweetness. And even though you will cry hard soon, for once you'll be eager to fill up those nighttime diapers of yours. And don't forget, tomorrow morning you can proudly present your full diapers to Aunt Cindy and show her how well you endured your punishment for answering her call without asking permission first.


6 - Pretty Librarian

So, you think wandering eyes are acceptable, do you? I find you marveling at that librarian like some love-struck puppy, eying her as she sorts books with such elegance. Oh, don't play coy with me; I saw how your gaze lingered behind those glasses. You're my husband, yet you think it's okay to let your gaze wander like that?

Well, let me tell you something; it's not okay. It's inappropriate and disrespectful, especially to me, your wife. When we said our vows, we promised each other respect and fidelity - did you forget about that?

I see how you've been enjoying the strict style of that librarian, how her stern look gives you a thrill. Let me make something very clear to you: I am your wife, I am the one who should be giving you thrills, not some woman behind a desk in a library.

You've been bad, very bad - thinking you can get away with such behavior. Well, darling, things are about to change around here. You like her strict style? You're attracted to the way she commands authority? Well then, let’s see how you feel when I adopt the same style.

Now listen closely – your punishment is going to be a lesson for you. A lesson which will ensure that you remember who is in charge here and where your loyalties lie. I want you to confess right now that it was her strictness that appealed to you, say it out loud.

Good boy.

Now, onto what really matters - your punishment. I hope you’re ready to learn your lesson because it won’t be easy. You will receive a spanking - long and hard, until I am absolutely sure that your mind isn't wandering off to other women anymore. A spanking until you feel every letter of the word 'loyalty' imprinted on your backside. Do you understand? And I assure you, darling, by the time I am done with you, you won't find anything appealing about strict ladies anymore.

If it's authority you crave, it's authority you shall receive. Oh, and darling, don't expect your tears or pleas to sway me. I won't stop until I am certain your lesson is learnt, and you fully understand the repercussions of your actions. And once this ordeal is over, I hope you will seek solace at home, next to your loyal wife, rather than in the stern gaze of the library lady.

Now, come here, over my knee. Let's begin your punishment immediately. You've had enough time to brace yourself for what's coming, and it's time I reminded you of where our loyalties lie. Let's see how much you truly enjoy a strict woman now.

With each sharp smack of my hand, may you remember your place by my side, and not behind those librarian glasses. May each sting remind you of the vows we made to one another. And with each tear that falls from your eyes, may you realize how wayward your actions were.

You're a good man at heart darling, but sometimes even a good man needs to be reminded of his path when he loses his way. And as a spanking is a punishment intended for unruly brats, and not grown men, that's exactly how you're going to be treated tonight—like a wayward teen.

As I wield my hand, I want you to know that with each heavy stroke against your skin, I will peel away the years from you. With each continuous rhythm of the brush, you will feel your age regressing, sliding backwards on the timeline of your life. You will feel yourself transform as you're pulled back into the past, into the youthful state of your early teens. The world around you will blur and dissolve as if in a haze, and you will find yourself back in that point in life when this misguided fascination about stern women began creeping into your impressionable mind.

When I think that you have returned to that naive, docile boy who first developed this peculiar fascination, only then will the most important part of your punishment begin. When I think that I stripped away enough of your adulthood and I feel like we have reached that pivotal moment, I will ask you for the name of the first woman, that triggered your fascination about strictness. And believe me, you will remember her name, darling. You will remember the way her voice echoed through your head, igniting your naive desire. And as you say her name out loud, you will feel yourself flushed with embarrassment and fear.

This will be the moment, you will finally get the much-needed spanking that you should have received at this past point in your life. It will be this one missed-out spanking you should have received when you were a young teen, which I will finally give you now. Do you understand that darling? After I stripped away the year with a thorough spanking, you will go through the punishment that was due for your adolescent self. This one spanking that wasn't granted to you all those years ago, but which has finally caught up to you.

And I promise you, my dear, this spanking will make the previous smacks feel like a mere warm-up.

With the first smack of the hairbrush, you'll instantly be transported back to that very moment your fascination began. You'll feel the hot flush of embarrassment surge through you as each stinging slap serves as a reminder of your misbehavior. You'll feel your skin tighten and redden, the sting intensifying as your mind is filled with regret and guilt - feelings that should've been imprinted on you all those years ago.

But tonight, you won't be able to escape them. Tonight, they will flood over you like a tidal wave, leaving no room for denial or defiance. With each resounding smack echoing in the room, you'll feel your resolve weaken, and that bratty persona dissolve.

The brush will come down hard on your bare skin, each slap a reverberation of the past echoing back to you. Under my watchful eyes and stern hand, you will feel every ounce of the teenage rebellion that should have been properly chastised all those years ago.

With each steady hit of the hairbrush, you will feel the desire for strict women being wiped out from your soul. Each one will strip away another layer of your misguided fascination until it's raw and tender - just like your backside.

You will squirm and writhe under the unyielding rhythm of the hairbrush, tears streaming down your face - each one a symbol of regret, each one a sigh of submission. You'll feel yourself crumble under the weight of my disapproval, and then finally, in that most vulnerable state, you will learn what it truly means to be corrected.

The spanking will be harsh and long, unyielding as it should have been all those years back. I will make sure the lesson is written deep within your psyche where the roots of this wayward fascination lie. The rhythm will be relentless; it will not give way to your pleas or your tears, as it should not have when you were a boy. And yes, you are going to bawl like a baby, long before the spanking is over.

Long heartfelt wails will fill the room, as you finally get what you deserved a long time ago. Long pitiful cries will echo off the walls, capturing the essence of a boy who didn't learn his lessons in time. As the rhythm of the hairbrush becomes an unforgiving metronome of your punishment, redefining the contours of your backside into a canvas of remorse and a testament to my stern conviction.

Beneath every tear-stained plea, the image of an unruly boy will gradually reshape into that of a chastised and corrected man. You will wail and weep, scream and shudder, but each primal outburst will be met with the unwavering rhythm of my hairbrush, drilling into your psyche, redrawing the map of your adolescence, and redefining the teenage boy you once were.

And by the time I'm through with you, darling, you will have revisited that crucial moment of your life in full detail. You will have felt every bit of the guilt and embarrassment that was due to be felt at that time. You will lie across my knee, your body heaving with sobs long after the echo of the last smack has faded from the room. And as I soothe your tender skin with gentle caresses, remind you of my love for you. Your tears will soak into my dress, acting as a cleansing wave washing away the remnants of that misguided boy. You'll curl up next to me thereafter, drained but enlightened, every ache reminding you of the path you should have traversed years ago. Your body might ache from my strokes but it's your soul that will have experienced an ultimate transformation.

You will be left raw and reformed - bereft of any questionable fascination but filled with a deep longing. A longing not for a stern woman, but for a loving partner, for me: your wife.


Seriously, you are secretly reading erotic books? 
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Come here, I'll have you over my knee before you can even finish saying, "just one more chapter". You know I usually give you the chance to finish your books; but seeing as you've been reading such inappropriate literature, my horny little mischief, the only thing you're going to do today - is get a painful spanking that will leave you bruised and sore for days. 



7 - Pigtails

Oh, my precious little one. You know how much Mommy loves your pretty pigtails, don't you? Then why on earth are you so hellbent on ruining them? That's not how a sweet little girl behaves. You do not appreciate the time and effort I put into making you look like a proper little girl, do you? I know it's still hard for you to accept the long hairs, young man. But you must learn to respect them, for they are a part of who you are now. And you know exactly that arguments about your age or gender don't end up well for you. Yes, you do, silly.

Do you see this paper and pen? I want you to write a heartfelt apology letter to your pigtails. Express the remorse that you should rightly feel for ruining them with your childish antics. And don't you dare skimp on the details; I want two pages at least. Any less and you can forget having beautiful pigtails again anytime soon.

And I think it's time for your pigtails to take a little time-out. I can't trust you with those lovely two braids anymore. So, guess what, darling? We've got a little trip planned tomorrow – we're going to the hair salon!

Yes - gasp all you want, but your protests mean nothing to me. We will be going to the salon tomorrow, and you will receive a hairstyle of my choosing. It will not be something that you would willingly choose for yourself, nor will you enjoy it. But it is a fitting punishment for not embracing your pigtails, my little girl.

You will sit still and quiet like the well-behaved princess I know you can be. And I will ask the beautiful hairdressing lady to transform you into the most exaggerated beauty pageant queen, with curls bouncing around like little springs on your head.

Oh yes, you heard that right, my dear. Those messy pigtails are going to be replaced by some perfectly coiffed long wavy wiglets.

Just imagine - every time you'll look in the mirror, you'll see a primped and powdered little doll from the 1950s staring back at you. Every time people will see your golden curls, they'll think of how little girls like you were bent over their mommies' laps for a good spanking on their bare bottoms in the olden days.

Isn't that embarrassing? Isn’t that just mortifying?

You should have thought about that before you decided to tangle those pigtails. You're not getting out of this one easily. I can assure you of that. After all, it isn't just about looking pretty, is it? It's about you not being allowed to represent a modern child full of life and energy anymore; but rather a caricature from a time when girls were expected to be seen and not heard, to sit up straight, cross their ankles, and politely serve tea to their elders. The hairdo you'll get tomorrow will define your treatment for quite a time, that's for sure.

On your upcoming birthday, we'll check if you've learnt your lesson or not. If I feel that you have truly understood the value of your actions, then maybe - just maybe - you might get those pigtails back. Otherwise, it's golden wiglets for you until further notice.

And remember, sweetheart, this isn't a punishment - it's a learning curve. I hope next time when you have the urge to yank at your hair or throw tantrums for attention, you'll think twice.

Now be a good girl and start writing that apology letter right away. Every word must come from your heart, or it won’t count. And don’t forget to promise in the letter that you’ll never ever harm your pigtails again if mommy decides to give them back to you.


You couldn't resist, could you?  
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Even after your bottom was so thoroughly roasted, you were still aroused enough to read the final chapter. I specifically forbade you from reading such deviant literature. But it seems like you can't control your desires and horniness. I believe we need to implement some stricter measures for your own good. 

My dear, it seems you are in desperate need of some strict discipline and constant surveillance. A prolonged stay at Emma's orphanage will do you good.  Yes, you heard me right, you will be placed under the firm hand of Governess Emma again. Do you remember the last time, my dear? Of course you do. How could you forget the haunting memories that still linger in your mind? It was only a brief two-day stint, assigned as a 3-year-old, and yet you were so well-behaved after that short time. 

But do you remember little Nancy in the crib next to you? She was so precious at only 19 years old. She was assigned as a 1-year-old, do you recall her treatment? The sweet sound of her wailing "not my bottom again" during her loneliest hours with Governess Emma. It was such a cruel punishment for a teenage girl, don't you think? But that's exactly what you can look forward to this time, my darling. A full two weeks of being treated as a helpless baby under the strict supervision of Governess Emma.   
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Well, well, look who's back for more. Our little rebel just can't seem to stay out of trouble, can you? Your mother has been quite vocal about your recent delinquent behaviour - lost in a haze of hormones like a foolish teenager. Lucky for her, Emma has just the cure for your insatiable desires - my special program designed to eradicate such "stiffie-related" issues. And your mother has made the wise decision of extending your stay this time. A full two weeks of being treated like a delicate one-year-old should surely help me instil some much-needed manners in you. Oh yes, my dear brat, consider the next 14 days as a chance to showcase your crying skills for me. Let's see just how well I can break that rebellious spirit of yours. 
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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.
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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






