

The great collection of ABDL/Ageplay scoldings - Young man, act your age!

Book 1 of collected Scoldings about Spanking, Diaper, ABDL, Ageplay, Sissy

Alexandra Ghost

This book reads best in portrait mode


Contents

Title Page

Disclaimer,

1 - Basic Hygiene

2 - Boo-Boo

3 - Beach Volleyball

4 - Snaps and Zippers

5 - Old Recipes

Books By This Author


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 first 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 - Basic Hygiene

My dear, oh how the simplest of tasks can so easily elude you. I am aghast at your chronic disregard for basic hygiene, especially in such precarious times as these. Washing your hands before meals is not just some silly chore that mommy devised to irk you, it’s an essential practice for health and safety! Today you've yet again shown your insouciance and forgetfulness. I was under the impression that we had established this rule clearly enough. But it seems I was wrong to presume you could remember something so fundamental. This behavior is unbecoming of a young man, but more fitting of a careless toddler who needs constant supervision.

Your negligence disappoints me dearly. It’s not that you forgot, dear - it's that you neglected your duty, despite the crucial importance I've attached to it. Don’t you understand that cleanliness is next to godliness? That forgetting to wash your hands before dinner might lead to illness. It’s not just for you, but for the welfare of our entire household. Oh, how your absent-mindedness could prove to be the undoing of us all!

Now, for your punishment. You clearly need a better understanding of the consequences of your negligence, so I’m going to let you experience them firsthand. Starting from today, your hands are off-limits when it comes to dinner time. Yes, you heard me right. For the next week, no using hands to eat your meals. 

Oh, watch at you, trembling like a leaf in autumn. You know exactly what this means, don't you? 

It isn't the fact, that you won't be able to use a fork, a spoon, or even hold a sandwich, that makes these crocodile tears, is it? 

No, not at all. You remember, don't you, what it means to be deprived of the independence of feeding yourself? Yes, those memories are quite fresh in your mind. It means being reduced to a state of utter dependency from mommy. Could it be that you're afraid of such humiliation? 

Well, dear, it appears fear is an excellent teacher because from the look on your tear-streaked face, I can already see this lesson sinking in. 

And no, you won't be holding any bottles as well, will you? Yes, my bratty young man, it will be back to breastfeeding for you, back to the basics, the very essence of infancy. And I do wonder, what does that make you? Certainly not a young man, no, not when I'll be cradling you as one cradles a baby, rocking you softly as hunger impatiently gnaws at your belly. 

But mommy's breasts aren't just for sustenance, are they? They are a signifier of your situation, a reminder that you have been demoted. 

Oh, look at you, dear, all teary and fussy. But you should know by now, we don't do things by halves in this household. If your feeding is demoted to breastfeeding, then the rest of your needs will be treated with the same level of care. Yes, that's right, you know the drill. For one whole week, it's baby time for this young man. 

What do you ask, little pumpkin? Yes, of course this means diapers, silly. A whole lot of them, encasing your cute bottom at all times. The soft, cushiony crinkle will be a constant accompaniment to your movements, a soundtrack to your regression. And they are not just for show. I can promise you, my love, that the diapers will be put to good use just like last time.

And oh, the anticipation of changing them, the intimacy of the act, the shame you'll feel... Your cheeks will flush with embarrassment as you lay there helpless, while mommy wipes and cleans, replaces your diaper. 

Oh, dearie me, what will it be like when you have to call for mommy in the middle of your playtime, or God forbid, in front of my friends, because you've had yet another 'accident'? The inevitable giggles and whispers will surely add a whole new level of humiliation to your punishment, won't it?

Don't act like this is all new to you, we both know exactly that you have been there before. You remember the last time you were caught misbehaving, don't you? The time you thought you could sneak out past bedtime, like a big boy. Yes, I remember it well - you hated these diapers then, didn't you? But what a wonderful deterrent they turned out to be! 

Oh of course you are much older now, a man, aren't you? But if this is how you behave, then you clearly need a refresher course on what it means to be responsible, to earn the respect and privileges. One thing you can be sure, as long as you live under this roof, you'll be held to these rules, naughty boy. Whether you like it or not, the diaper discipline stays until you learn to behave like a responsible adult. 

You think it is more embarrassing, now that you are so much older? Good. Perhaps that embarrassment will motivate you to behave, to follow the rules, to be the responsible man I know you can be. 

And as I recall from the last time, you were pretty embarrassed then too, weren't you? At least you don't have planned a slumber party this time. Remember how your face turned bright red as your friends found out about your evening routine, remember the hushed giggles and the pointed fingers? How you wished the ground would swallow you right then and there! Yes, of course you remember, sweetheart.

Then you probably remember as well that this won't be over after the week as a baby boy. Yes, there will be the grow-up phases as well, dear. After your week of infancy, you'll progress to toddlerhood for another week. 

That's right, my naughty little man, we are doing this exactly like last time. After a week of helpless infancy, you'll be promoted to a shaky-legged toddler. No more crawling for you, but don't think that you'll be running around freely either. You'll have mommy's boobies replaced with sippy cups and your baby food will become slightly more solid. 

And your diapers? Oh, they're not going anywhere just yet. Remember, a toddler still needs his diapers, and you'll still need me to change them. I know, dear, it's terribly embarrassing to have your bottom wiped clean by mommy, but you'll have to endure it, for a bit longer. And then there are your toys. All your 'big boy' games will be tucked away temporarily, only to be replaced with plushies and blocks. You'll trade in your secret late-night gaming for early bedtimes with lullabies and bedtime stories from mommy. Sleepy cuddles with your teddy bear instead of phone calls with friends, see?

Once you've completed your journey through those infantile stages, we'll move onto pre-school. This will be a real test of your obedience, young man. Pre-schoolers have rules to follow, responsibilities to uphold and chores to complete. Yes, there'll still be naps and yes, there'll still be bedtimes - but they're a bit later than your toddler phase, isn't that exciting?

And your diapers? Well... it might be time to upgrade to pull-up training pants. I hope you're excited about that, dear. You'll be one step closer to being a 'big boy' again. And who knows, maybe this will the time, you are allowed to use an actual fork again! How grown-up you will be!

But don't think this will be pleasant for you as during this third week, you will also be introduced to a very important concept of your upbringing: discipline. Yes, discipline, dear. From now on, any misbehavior will be met with a stern hand and a corner time. No more cuddles and coos from mommy when you're naughty - it's straight to the time-out chair for you. You'll sit there, in your pull-ups, facing the wall while the minutes slow to a crawl. And you will reflect on what you did wrong, and how you can avoid such situation in future. That is called learning from your mistakes, dear.

And then, oh joy! You finally get to be a schoolboy for another week. Yes,

that's right, a schoolboy! Carrying around your backpack full of books wherever you go. Your school uniform will be especially prepared for you — shorts and a shirt, a little tie perhaps. You'll be the picture of innocence. And, of course, you'll be expected to maintain that innocence, won't you? No arguing or backtalking and certainly no throwing tantrums when things don't go your way. Because you know exactly what happens to naughty schoolboys in this house, don't you? Yes, that's right: they get put over mommy's knee for a good spanking. And I won't go easy on you, that's for sure. Your cute little bottom will be bright red for one week straight. There will be daily bedtime spankings, so each evening as night falls, you'll feel the hard wooden brush against your backside as a painful reminder of the day's wrongdoings. Its throbbing rhythm will be a lullaby to your transgressions, each smarting swipe a lesson engraved into your flesh. Yes darling, this fourth week will bring you one good cry every day. I will make sure of it; you will bawl your eyes out like the baby you were not too long ago.

The lonely wails of a young man, spanked like a naughty little schoolboy over mommy's knees will resound through the halls of this house, a haunting echo of your immaturity. You'll sob and sniffle in the quiet afterglow of your punishments, clutching at the cool sheets as you lay on your tummy, buttocks aflame. But it's all part of the lesson you need to learn, dear heart. Discipline, obedience, regret, and understanding - these are the lullabies that will lull you into repentance each night.

Oh, how you'll beg for your teenage years by then! For the freedom to go out with your friends, stay up late on weekend nights, for your phone and computer back. After four long weeks, you will finally understand what it means to take responsibility and respect authority. You'll be yearning for the moment when you can put away your childish behaviors, proving to me that you are ready to act your age once more. To show you have learned your lesson and earned your place as a responsible adult in this household.

From that moment on, as you walk the streets of adulthood, the weight of discipline and the ache of remorse will weigh heavily on your heart. You will roam this world, fully aware that if you stumble, Mommy will always be there to guide you back to the right path - promising a good cry and thick baby diapers.





2 - Boo-Boo

Oh, sweetie, did you think you could hide your boo-boo from Mommy? Tsk, tsk! That's a very naughty thing to do. Mommy must always know about your ouchies, darling, so she can make them better. You've been trying to be a big brave girl, but that's not what little girls do. Little girls run to their mommies when they're hurt because mommies know best. 

Now come here, let's take a look at the little wound. 

Aww, baby girl, that scrape looks pretty nasty. We must clean it up well, sweetheart. This might sting a bit, okay? But Mommy is here, and she'll make sure you're okay. Just hold onto your teddy bear for comfort, darling. See? It's all clean now, all better. 

Now let me just put this bandage over it, gently, just like this. There you go, darling. Now your boo-boo should heal soon. That should do it. 

Now remember, sweetheart, every time you get a scrape or a cut, it's important you let Mommy know right away. Those owies can turn into bigger problems if they're not taken care of. I don't want my little girl to be in pain, and that's why you must always tell Mommy when you're hurt. 

Now, come here, honey. 

You know what happens when little girls don't listen to Mommy? Yes, that's right. They get a spanking! So, I think it's time for you to go over Mommy's knee. Don't worry, your cute little diaper will come of first. Oh, don't pout, you know exactly that we always spank your bare bottom. That's the price for having such a cute tushy, honey. Mommy and Daddy just love to see how these little cheeks get all rosy with each spank. There's no greater lesson than the sting of disobedience, and that only comes when your bottom feels each smack. 

Now, let's get you over Mommy's knee. Here we go. Does this position feel familiar, sweetheart? It should, since you've been here many times before. Feel Mommy's hand on your bottom warm and firm, a warning of what's to come. 

You know, it always hurts me more than it hurts you when I have to do this. But it's important to understand, sweetheart, this is for your own good. Mommy doesn't like doing this. But when you hide your boo-boos from me, you leave me no other choice. 

Let's see if we can get those tears and snot to come out of your adorable face. 

◆◆◆

Good girl, now you took your spanking like a brave little one, didn't you? Your rosy, red bottom is proof of your disobedience, sweetie, and hopefully a reminder for you to always tell me when you're hurt. 

Now come here, darling. Let's wipe those tear-streaked cheeks clean. There's my brave little girl. Smile now, because Mommy's not angry anymore. You've faced your punishment bravely and that's all that matters.

What do you say, you want to report another boo-boo? Your bottom hurts? Aww, that's most charming, darling. Such a good baby, you have learned her lesson. Mommy knows that your bottom hurts. It's alright, sweetie. It'll be better soon, I promise. For now, let's put your diaper back on, okay? Yes, that soft padding will help soothe your sore bottom. There you go, darling. Now off you go, and remember, sweetheart, no more secrets from me, alright? If you fall and scrape your knee or cut your finger, come straight to Mommy for help. Mommy doesn't want you to be in pain.





3 - Beach Volleyball

Enjoying the game, my dear little handful? That's what happens to little girls that can't control their urges while being at the beach and behave like hormone-filled teenager. You see, I did not bring you here to the beach volley court just to let you watch the game. That was a test for you and apparently you failed it miserably, didn't you, sweetheart? 

I wouldn't be doing this if you had behaved yourself, but oh no. Your little eyes couldn't resist straying, could they? I told you before we even left the house today that the beach is a place for fun and relaxation, not for your lascivious fantasies. But it seems my words didn't get through to you. Well, let this be a lesson well-learned.

You think you were embarrassed, as I took your hand and placed you right beside the beach volley game, to watch it? You think you were embarrassed as the girls have realized you wear nothing but this plain white diaper? Oh, how your face reddened with each giggle and whisper.

Well, my little boy, I hate to break it to you, but the real embarrassment is just about to begin. Let me check your diaper, dear, let's see how aroused you got from looking at all these pretty young women. Oh, sweetheart, it seems you're quite excited, I can feel your little clitty pressing against your chastity cage like a maniac. You couldn't help yourself, could you? What a pity, you know exactly, that you are not allowed to have those kinds of feelings. Mommy is very disappointed, dear. Your arousal just proves, that you spent the last 20 minutes looking at these cute little tushies and perky breasts. Tsk, tsk, what a naughty young man you've been.

You know that this behavior of yours calls for punishment, sweetie. And what a punishment it will be. First, right here, right now, I'm going to change that diaper of yours. Yes, you heard me correctly, right in front of these lovely young women you clearly couldn't keep your eyes off. 

Now let's get that diaper changed and show these young ladies how well-behaved a little girl like you can be. After all, they're quite curious about your situation, aren't they? A grown man dressed only in white diapers at the beach. It's only fair to satisfy their curiosity, don't you think? I’m sure they’ll have loads of questions about you.

Nice and still now darling, it's time we get you fresh and clean. Don't try to hide that blush of yours now; it's too late for that. Indeed, this is precisely what a naughty little girl gets when she can’t control herself. A diaper change in front of an audience and a lesson in humility she'll never forget.

There’s no use crying now, dear. All those tears won't change a thing. You knew the rules and yet you chose to break them. 

Now look at that, they stopped playing. Soon all these beautiful women are witnessing your punishment. Say hello to them, little one. Good girl, now let's lift your bottom so I can wipe you clean. 

◆◆◆

So, ladies, I am sorry for interrupting your game, but I assure you my little darling here greatly needs this lesson in humility and self-control. He was staring at your bodies, the whole time, can you imagine? Yes indeed, he was checking you all out quite shamelessly. But I can assure you, he's unable to do anything naughty. You will see the reason I am not worried at all, in just a second.

Now hold still, little darling, while I remove this dirty diaper. Oh look, his little clitty is as stiff as a toy soldier. Isn't that adorable? 

But don't worry, girls. He's incapable of anything beyond that. See this pretty little chastity cage? It makes sure he can't partake in any grown-up activities. Nevertheless, this little boy is not allowed to get any form of pleasure from his arousal and is strictly kept in his juvenile state.

Isn't that right, my little mischief?

Now, my dear, let's slide a fresh diaper underneath you. And girls, don't hesitate to ask questions if you have them. You feel embarrassed, every time a creep gazes at your ass, you say? Well, my little darling here is learning a valuable lesson in how it feels to be on the receiving end of unwanted attention. Isn't that right, sweetie?

Oh dear, you're trembling like a leaf. It seems this little lesson is already making an impact, isn't it? Such a naughty little girl, wanting what she can't have. You know, girls, just because he wears diapers doesn't mean he's not aware of his actions. In fact, it's quite the contrary.

Yes, darling, I'm talking about you. Didn't your little heart flutter as you were watching them play, their small bikinis leaving very little to the imagination? I saw how your eyes were drawn to their bodies.

◆◆◆

I'm sorry girls; I see your game has come to a complete halt. But I assure you, this little embarrassment for my boy is necessary for his education.

Ah, yes, how long has he been in chastity you ask? Well, it's been over three years now. Yes, indeed, not a moment of respite. It all started when I first put him in diapers and made him our precious little girl. And little girls don't have stiffies like grown up men do, as a matter of fact. And with this change came the need for a chastity cage, to ensure his little boy parts didn't get any funny ideas.

And let me tell you, since then, his penis has significantly shrunk in size. It's barely noticeable now, hidden away in that small cage. In fact, over time, I've even reduced the size of his chastity cage as a way to further restrict his desires and actions.

It's quite amusing actually – seeing how far he would go just to be released from it once. 

◆◆◆

Go ahead darling, tell these lovely young ladies what you would do just for one moment without your cage on.

See girls? He would do anything just for one moment of freedom from his chastity cage. Isn't that adorable?

But don't worry girls, we won't be giving him any breaks anytime soon. Who knows what kind of mischief he could get into without this little device on.

Oh, look at him squirming now; I think he's realizing the gravity of his situation. 

But he still occasionally leaks cum out of his tiny clitty, don't you my baby girl? Of course, this is always far away from a pleasant orgasm, more like a totally ruined one. And he always gets a spanking after that. 

Ha, maybe just a touch of one of your booties would be enough to make his cum ooze out of the cage, now! 

But don't worry my dear, that's not going to happen. You'll just have to imagine it in your little head, won't you? A nice, firm, young bootie pressing against you. Can you picture it? Oh, I think he can, girls. Look at the blush on his face.

Oh dear, is that really what I think it is, bratty girl? Is your clitty right in the middle of drooling big cummies? My, my, look how your cum oozes out and soils your tiny little balls. Pathetic, isn't it girls? Well young man, congratulations, you just earned yourself a good hard spanking in front of these lovely ladies.





4 - Snaps and Zippers

Oh, you know better than to fiddle with the snaps on your onesie, don't you? Look at me when Daddy's talking to you. That's right, darling. We've been through this before. Your onesie isn't a toy; it's what keeps your diapers snug and in place. If you unsnap it, we might have an accident on our hands. 

Listen, if you're not going to pay attention to what I'm saying, maybe we need to take this a step further. Go, lay on your bed right now, and wait for me. 

◆◆◆

Good boy, now look what Daddy found. Isn't this a fitting measure to stop your naughtiness?

See this, sweetheart? This is a special onesie - one that keeps your arms and feet tucked away. They will be snuggly folded away in these short sleeves for arms and legs. Yes, you will be left quite immobile, won't you? Isn't this an adorable sight? You will be just like a little helpless baby. 

Of course, you won't be able to walk in this state. There are no leg holes, my dear. See you haven't appreciated enough your regular princess onesie, so this special one will remind you of your place. Let me help you change into it. Here we go. Yes, darling, knee first right into the dead-end sleeve, other knee second, just like that. Now, fold your arms, elbow first... and in they go, into the tiny arm pockets. Now let me just close these zips all the way up to your neck. There, snug as a bug in a rug. Ah, look at you, my little cherub. So adorable and helpless in your new onesie!

Oh, don’t give me that look. It's not like you didn't ask for this. You’ve been fiddling with those snaps far too often and disobedience comes with consequences, princess. It's a valuable lesson you’re learning - one that will make you think twice about disobeying Daddy again, won't it? 

◆◆◆

Oh, you'll still join Mommy and Daddy for church, yes you will. Don’t even think about being allowed to skip that. No silly, I won't carry you all the time, that's why we've got your new baby carriage, remember? Oh, you thought it's only good for your "baby-time-out" on the porch? 

No, sweetheart, you're going to ride in it all the way to church and we will be rolling you down the aisle in this little carriage, as if it's nothing more than a Sunday family outing. 

Won't that be a charming scene? All those nice ladies from church cooing over you, wanting to peek into the carriage, expecting to see a little newborn, only to find you - a not-so-little baby. They will surely get a good laugh out of your predicament. 

You see, darling, this is what happens when you don't listen to Daddy and decide to play with the snaps on your onesie. Instead of strutting around in your girly Sunday dress, here you are, unable to even touch your own face, let alone do anything else with those hands of yours.

And just in case you decide to act out again, your onesie has another little feature. See this zipper at the back? If you try to fuss or misbehave, Daddy can reach right in and give your behind a good little bare bottom spanking. Or a diaper change. Yes, your face is telling me you understand. 

Now that you’re all snug and secure in your onesie, it’s time for Daddy to tuck you into your carriage. There we go, do you see how comfy it is? So soft and fluffy, just like a cloud! You might even fall asleep on our way to church. 

Don't worry, you'll wake up eventually. And when you do, the lovely group of young ladies your age, who you tried to impress so hard back when you were still a young man, will be looking at you with admiration as you stroll by in your adorable onesie and baby carriage.

And oh, how they will giggle! That’s one way to make an impression, isn’t it?

Can you imagine their bewildered faces as Daddy parks your baby carriage right beside their pew? Their whispers, their smirks - what a sight to behold.

And remember - no tears at church! We don't want to cause a scene, do we? Of course not. That's my good girl. Make sure to smile at all the nice people who come over to peek at you in your carriage. Mmm-hmm; they'll see what a good little baby girl can look like on her Sunday best. 

Oh, they'll be so delighted by the sight! The pastor's wife might even pat your covered head, giggle a bit, and say something like 'well, isn't this precious!'. Then she’ll look at me and I will give her my best fatherly smile. 

Such a picture, isn't it? And all the while you'll be there, strapped up in your 'punishment onesie' as if you were an actual toddler, completely helpless. 

And when the service ends, and everyone starts to shuffle out of their rows and into the courtyard for some post-service socializing, you’ll still be right there in your baby carriage. Unable to move, unable to escape the curious stares and whispers. The young ladies might even take turns pushing you about, just for the fun of it. They’ll laugh and flash their charming smiles at you, some may even reach out to gently squeeze your padded cheeks in-between their soft, manicured fingers. You might even get a few gentle pats on your head, or playful tugs on the cute ribbon bows we’ve added to your onesie.

What a delightful Sunday service that will have been, don't you think? The young women who once swooned over you will have a new memory to cherish today, thanks to my precious little princess. 

And once we've had our fill of merriment, it will be time to bid farewell to the charming young ladies. But before that, I'll lean in and whisper to them with a playful wink that our little rebel probably needs a fresh diaper change from Daddy. They'll gasp and giggle, their cheeks flushing as they step away from your carriage. 

Then with a loving pat on your padded backside, I'll add, that even though you've been behaving so well today, doesn't mean you will be spared from your weekly maintenance spanking.

The ladies will burst into laughter, delighting in your predicament. A few might even playfully scold you for being such a naughty baby, their fingers wagging in mock reprimand. 

The last few vestiges of your dignity will crumble as you squirm uncomfortably in your carriage, your cheeks burning hotter than the midday sun. The young ladies, their giggles floating through the air like dainty butterflies, will take turns patting your thickly padded bottom in an exaggerated manner. 

As Mommy and Daddy stand by your side, you will see their smirk at your discomfort in the restricting onesie, a sparkle of mischief in our eyes. We'll let the ladies have their fun, watching you squirm and wriggle under their touch like a puppet on strings.

Yes sweetheart, today I will make sure that you understand the importance of obeying daddy from now on. And I trust that, after today, you will take good care not to lose the privilege of walking on your own two feet ever again. Now, let me push you to the living room; let's see if Mommy is ready for church.





Are you sneaking a read under the covers?


[image: ]

Come over here, little one, for one last scolding. After that, it's time to waddle your diapered bum up to your nursery for an early bedtime!



5 - Old Recipes

Darling, darling. Did you really think you could fool your wife so easily? You are not at all sick, sweetheart! Every time we're supposed to go to my mother's house, you come up with a new trick, don't you? How sad it is that you fail to appreciate the love and care that the old lady showers on you. 

Did you think I would fall for your little charade and let you stay home? Oh no, dear husband. Your wife knows better than that. I can tell when my beloved one is ill or just acting up to avoid a visit. And this time, my darling, you were definitively acting up. 

But just to be sure, let's go ahead and check your temperature. Yes, I'm talking about the rectal thermometer. I know how much you despise it, but you brought it on yourself by pretending to be sick. So lay down on your bed and rise your little bottom up in the air, there's no need to be shy. This is just to make sure you're not trying to pull a fast one on Mommy. 

Yes dear, sometimes I am your Mommy, especially when you refuse to visit "Grandma". Now hold still. There we go, hmm...as I suspected, no fever. Just like a naughty little boy trying to wiggle out of her social responsibilities.

Do you realize how disappointed Grandma will be when she hears about your little charade? She looks forward to our visits and has prepared all our favorite food and treats. You know how much she loves you and how she eagerly waits to spend time with you. It hurts her when you act like this. 

Oh, of course I will tell her about your little act. And you know what that means, don't you? My dear, it wouldn't surprise me if she chooses to enforce her infamous "punishment afternoon" on you. 

You know she's old school; And above all she has no age limit in her ways of tackling naughty men who try to wriggle out of their adult obligations.




You've heard the tales, haven't you? Of how she used to tame my brothers well into their twenties. She has a lot of experience in dealing with naughty men, and I must say, she does it effectively. Remember my cousin Johnny, who used to be just as unruly as you? And look at him now, so well-behaved and obedient after one of grandma’s punishment afternoons. I think you're in need of the same discipline. 

Do you remember her wooden paddle hanging on the kitchen wall? That's not just for show, my dear. My mother believes in some good old-fashioned correction, especially for naughty men who can't behave properly. And believe me, darling, having reached adult age, doesn't mean you’re too old for a good old-fashioned spanking from this fit old lady. You think you're too grown up? Let me tell you, darling, no one is ever too grown up for a lesson in respect and responsibility from the elders. Grandma surely knows how to get that point straight across, quite literally.

Remember how Johnny couldn’t sit comfortably for days? The way he squirmed and flushed with embarrassment whenever someone mentioned it? 

And how he had to wear those special punishment clothes that Grandma has handed down through the generations? She surely doesn’t forget a thing. Those clothes, too small and humiliating, with the words "Freshly spanked" emblazoned on the back in bright, bold letters for everyone to see. They were made to fit uncomfortably tight, rubbing against his freshly punished bottom every time he moved. 

And do you remember his face when Grandma paraded him in those embarrassing clothes at the Sunday family dinner? I bet you do. His cheeks were as red as a ripe tomato. And every time he sat down or moved, his grimace was a constant reminder of the lesson he had learnt. It's a sight that no one in our family ever forgets. 

And you better don't dare whimpering, when Grandma places you on the hard chair for family dinner. Do you recollect Johnny's plea for a cushion? The plea that only was met with a stern gaze from Grandma. You see, grandma doesn’t soften punishments; she believes in the old adage "spare the rod, spoil the child." 

What did she do then, honey? Yes, she took him by the hand and led him upstairs, leaving the rest of us in stunned silence, didn't she? And when they returned, Johnny was indeed granted his cushion. Oh, I will never forget, how Johnny came back down the stairs, his face as red as a beet and his eyes filled with tears of embarrassment, wearing the puffiest diapers I've ever seen. So thick, he had to waddle down the stairs, each step making a crinkling noise that had us all stifling our laughter. Once they returned to the dining room, Johnny had to sit on that oversized highchair that Grandma reserves for 'special' occasions.

He was made to climb into it, waddling and crinkling all the way. The sight of him in that chair, his legs dangling over the sides, his dyed-red cheeks almost matching the color of his oversized bib. The bib she clipped around his neck read "Naughty Baby Boy" reinforcing what everyone already knew.

Every time he tried to protest, Grandma just gave him a stern look, the kind only she can master.

So, you better be on your best behavior now, and hope and pray that Grandma only gives you the spanking you so direly need. Because remember darling, if you think Johnny's punishment was harsh, you haven't yet heard about my brother Peter's ordeal, when he was caught hanging out with married girls his age. Grandma locked him in his room for one week straight. No one really knows what happened behind that door, but one thing was sure: Grandma spent most of her time in that room, tirelessly disciplining her son. We could hear the sounds from outside, sometimes even in the dead of the night, signaling that there was a lot of "learning" happening inside. Gradually, the noises became a normal part of our daily lives - a somber reminder of Peter's never-ending "education". No one had the courage to speak out or question Grandma's methods; to her, she was simply instilling the values and principles that our family has always held dear. 

But I must confess, my dear husband, after that week, young Uncle Peter emerged from his room a changed man. His posture was straighter, his voice deeper, and he never again missed a single opportunity to be a righteous man.








[image: ]

"And they lived happily ever after.", just like you and I will, my little pumpkin. Thank you for listening to my story, sweetie pie, it brings me joy to see how you enjoy my little tales. 

Now it's time for bed, and remember, if I find cummies in your diaper tomorrow, you better gave this book a good rating with lots of stars. Otherwise, you will be one sorry little rascal. You don't want to start your day with another scolding, do you?
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Series: The great collection of ABDL/Ageplay scoldings

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

Series: The slow Regression of Alex

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

- Relax with a soothing bath.
- Prepare fasty snacks and drinks,
~Turn off all distractions,
suggle up and feel very cosy
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Young man, act your age!
The great collection of

ABDL/Ageplay scoldings
Alexandra Ghost
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