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The slow Regression of Alex


Thank you for buying this book.




-------------------

Disclaimer

This book is not intended for minors. 




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




Please note that every character in this novel is strictly an adult of legal age, playing a intense role-play in their full consent.




This novel may contain explicit sexual content, including but not limited to spanking, wedgies and scenes involving punishment. 

Whoever is bothered by the topics mentioned 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. 




Thank you.




-------------------




This is the twelfth book in the series "The Slow Regression of Alex". 




If you want to take advantage of the slow build-up of the story and get the maximum out of Alex's regression, I suggest starting at the beginning with Book 1. 







Enjoy.




Bubbles of Freedom

Freedom is a delicate bubble that surrounds every being on earth. However, the size of these bubbles are  limited by the bubbles of others. 




An old utopia talks about equal sized bubbles for all, so that everyone may experience the same level of freedom on earth. 




Always remember, this book is purely a work of fiction - attempting to recreate its situations in reality would go against the utopia.




Play out your fantasies respectfully and with consent. 




This story depicts the slow suffocation and collapse of Alex's bubble between the dominating bubbles of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. 




It is written by a horny mind to please and satisfy other horny minds. 




It is tailored for those who yearn for the surrender of Alex, seeking both strict and affectionate dominance. For those who long to relinquish all control and responsibility, embracing a deep state of submission. 




Love you out there.




Your Alexandra Ghost


1 – Santa Claus

The morning sun filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow on Alex's face as he lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. Despite being 19 years old, he has a timetable pinned to his wall, a constant reminder of the control Mr. and Mrs. Smith, his foster-parents, had over his life. Each day was scheduled down to the minute, leaving no room for spontaneity or freedom.

"Breakfast at 7:00, chores at 8:00, study time at 10:00..." Alex muttered, his voice laced with bitterness. He longed for the independence he had before coming to live with the strict Smith family, and with each passing day, his frustration grew.

However, Alex had learned not to challenge the regime, aware that each time he did, the consequences would be more severe.

As Christmas approached, the atmosphere in the house became more tense. The Smiths were set on making the holiday season a lesson in obedience and discipline, much to Alex's dismay. Christmas morning was supposed to be a time of joy and cheer, but for Alex, it was turning into a nightmare.

The Smiths had orchestrated the visit of a fake Santa Claus to their home. Dressed in a convincing red suit and white beard, the man exuded an air of condescension as he handed out presents to Mr. and Mrs. Smith.

But it wasn't until "Santa" turned to Alex and demanded a poem that the true humiliation set in. With all eyes on him, Alex felt like a foolish child. He had tried so hard to please his new family, but it seemed like they were always looking for ways to belittle him.

He wanted to run away, to hide from their mocking gazes and pretend this was all just a bad dream. But he couldn't escape the reality of his situation - he was just a foster son living in someone else's home, at their mercy.

As he stumbled through the lines of a poem he barely remembered from elementary school, Alex couldn't help but feel betrayed. Why did they have to humiliate him like this? Did they enjoy seeing him suffer?

Tears of shame and anger welled up in his eyes as he finished the poem.

Santa gave Alex a concerned smile and said, "I thought as much. It's often the unruly kids who don't know their poems properly." With a flourish, he produced a thin wooden rod from his sack and presented it to Alex. "Here is your gift for being such a naughty boy this year," he said with a wink. "Your father will know what to do with it."

Alex stared in disbelief as Santa stepped away from him and began chatting with Mr. Smith about other matter. As the unwelcome guest left, it became clear to Alex that this whole charade had been orchestrated by the Smiths, and something inside him snapped.


2 – Throwing a Tantrum

Gone were the thoughts of submitting quietly to their authority; instead, a fire ignited within him, fueled by the desire to break free from their control. Alex found himself teetering on the edge of rebellion. This catalyst for change, combined with his long-suppressed anger and frustration, was about to unleash a storm that would shake the very foundation of the Smith household.

As the door closed behind the fake Santa Claus, Alex's face turned beet red with anger. He could no longer hold back the torrent of emotions that had been building up inside him. His fists clenched tightly, he slammed them down on the table and stood up abruptly.

"Enough!" he shouted, his voice cracking. "I can't take it anymore!"

"Alex," Mr. Smith started, a stern look on his face. But Alex was beyond listening.

"Your stupid rules, these goddamn punishments, the spankings, that... that timetable! You treat me like I'm a child, and I've had enough!" Alex yelled, tears streaming down his face as months' worth of pent-up frustration came pouring out.

Mrs. Smith looked taken aback by the intensity of his outburst, but her expression quickly hardened. "Sit down, you stop your childish little tantrum right now, young man."

"No! I won't sit down and I won't follow your ridiculous rules anymore!" Alex continued to rant, his rage consuming him. "You think you're helping me, but all you're doing is making me feel humiliated and powerless! How am I supposed to grow if you keep treating me like a child?!"

"Alex, we are only trying to teach you discipline and responsibility," Mr. Smith said, his voice firm yet calm.

"By making me go to bed early like a 9-year-old?! By spanking me with a lovely little hairbrush over daddy's knee like some helpless toddler?!" Alex screamed, unable to hold back any longer. "This isn't love! This isn't guidance! This is torture!"

The room fell silent as Alex's words hung heavy in the air. The Smiths exchanged glances, their faces betraying a mix of shock and disappointment at the depth of Alex's anger. As Alex stood there, chest heaving with each ragged breath, he braced himself for the consequences of his outburst.

"You stop this tantrum this instand, boy!" Mr. Smith roared, his face turning an alarming shade of red. Alex flinched at the sudden outburst, but his anger had not yet dissipated.

"Alex," Mrs. Smith said in a dangerously calm voice, "go to your room, and sit on the bed. We will discuss this further after we've had a chance to consider your behavior."

"Fine," Alex muttered, storming off to his room, slamming the door behind him. He sat on the bed in sullen silence as he heard the muffled conversation going on between his parents in the living room. He could make out snippets of their dialogue; words like "disobedience" and "punishment" that sent chills up his spine. He knew he was in for it now, but he also knew that it would take more than an angry scolding or spanking to make him obey their rules again.


3 – Childish Behaviour

Eventually, after what seemed like an eternity of waiting, Alex heard the door open and close as Mr. Smith and entered. "Alex," he said gruffly, "it's time to talk."

Alex braced himself for what was to come, but instead of a stern lecture or punishment, something else happened. Mr. Smith and Mrs. Smith sat down beside him on the bed and simply started talking.

Mr. Smith explained that they all had high hopes for him, but his chaotic upbringing had left him unprepared for the responsibilities of life. He told Alex that the reason they had hired a Santa Claus was in order to give him back some of the experiences he had missed out on as a child. Mrs. Smith added softly that they wanted to give him a chance to grow up without feeling overwhelmed or burdened by too much responsibility and expectation.

Mr. Smith nodded in agreement and said with a sigh, "But it's hard to find the balance between giving you freedom and making sure you understand what is expected of you." He paused and then added sternly, "And your outburst before sure is proof that you are still not mature enough to handle certain situations without resorting to such childish behavior."

Alex hung his head in shame as he listened to his foster parents' words, knowing deep down that they were right. Maybe he wasn't ready yet for more freedom and independence after all - he still had so much growing up to do before he could truly be ready for adult responsibilities.

The three of them sat together in silence for several minutes until finally Mr. Smith spoke again: "Alex, we know this is difficult for you, but we are here to help and guide you through it," he said kindly. "We love you very much and want what's best for you - even if it means having to guide you in a strict way towards your real adulthood."

Alex nodded slowly, feeling comforted by their words of love despite the gravity of the situation.

"As to your tantrum and the much-needed consequences." Mr. Smith changed his tone slightly to his stern voice, "we've made a decision."

"See you told us, you hate Santa Claus, but never ever had a proper Santa visit during your upbringing. This clearly shows your missing important experiences from your stolen childhood and we're going to change that now. You stated our methods are too childish and humiliating to be appropriate, yet you're throwing tantrums like a bratty toddler."

"So, we have decided to give you a real chance to be treated as such — from this moment until the Christmas break ends, you will be wearing diapers," Mr. Smith declared icily, his gaze burning into Alex's soul.

"Diapers?!" Alex gasped in shock, his face turning a deep crimson with humiliation. "You can't be serious!"

"Deadly serious," came the stern reply, the finality in his voice chilling any further protests Alex might have been able to muster up. "We believe that this will help remind you of the importance of discipline and selfcontrol, as well as a chance for you to catch up on your lost upbringing."

"Furthermore," Mrs. Smith added, "this will serve as a constant reminder of your place in this household. If you choose to act like a bratty toddler, then we shall treat you like one."

As the reality of his situation sank in, Alex's anger turned to despair. He had fought for his independence and autonomy, only to be stripped of it even further. Now, not only would he be subjected to the Smiths' oppressive regulations and punishing routine, but they would also force him to wear an embarrassing diaper as a cruel reminder of his inability to control his childish tantrums. The humiliation was unbearable, like a burning brand pressed against his soul.

"Please," Alex said quietly, his voice cracking under the strain of his emotions. "There has to be something else you can do. I'll follow your rules, I'll stick to the timetable... Just don't make me wear diapers."

His plea fell on deaf ears. Mr. and Mrs. Smith exchanged a knowing look, their sadistic delight in his suffering evident in their expressions.

"Your promises have proven empty in the past, Alex," Mr. Smith said sternly. "This is our decision, and it is final."

"Your childish tantrum only proves to us that you need a punishment befitting a child," Mr. Smith said coldly. "And we are certain that the diaper punishment will help you learn a valuable lesson."

Alex felt tears prickling at the corners of his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. He knew that crying would only serve to reinforce his image as a helpless infant in the Smiths' eyes. But still, the overwhelming humiliation gnawed at him, making it difficult to hold back the tide of emotions threatening to break through.

"Is this really what you want?" Alex asked, his voice barely more than a whisper, as if the words themselves were too shameful to speak aloud. "To see me degraded like this?"

"Your actions have brought this upon yourself, Alex," Mr. Smith replied firmly. "You'll remain in diapers until the end of the holiday. And perhaps by then, you'll have learned a thing or two about self-control and humility."

As the Smiths' words sank in, Alex's heart dropped to his stomach. He knew there was no way out of this punishment; he would be forced to wear diapers for the foreseeable future, his every movement a constant reminder of his infantile state. His last shred of dignity had been stripped away, leaving him vulnerable and utterly humiliated.


4 – Diaper Time

With a heavy heart, Alex found himself led to his desk by Mrs. Smith, where she layed out a large and imposing changing pad atop and layed a small box beside. The sight of the pad made his stomach churn and his face burn with embarrassment. He hesitated for a moment, but a stern look from Mrs. Smith sent him reluctantly climbing onto the padded surface.

Alex climbed onto the changing pad, his mind so foggy with embarrassment and confusion, that he'd completely forgotten to remove his trousers. As he sits on the pad fully dressed, Mr. and Mrs. Smith exchanged a knowing glance, the two of them clearly amused by the situation.

"Silly boy," Mrs. Smith said with a chuckle as she stepped towards him. "We can't have you wearing trousers while you're in diapers, now can we?"

Mr. Smith watched curiously as Mrs. Smith carefully helped Alex remove all his clothing, her gentle hands unbuttoning his shirt, removing his trousers and and slipping off his shoes before finally reaching for the white cotton briefs that were the last vestige of Alex's resistance to the punishment.

"There now," Mrs. Smith said with a satisfied smile, holding up the familiar piece of clothing for all to see before tossing it aside like some garbage. "You won't need those for quite some time."

Alex felt tears prickling at the corners of his eyes again as he realized that there was no more hope of escape from this humiliating fate; he was doomed to wear diapers until whatever lesson Mr. And Mrs Smith had planned for him could be learned. Alex laid back on the changing pad and willed himself not to cry.

"Please," he whispered, his voice shaking. "Isn't there another way?"

"You can stop your pleas, Alex," Mrs. Smith scolded. "You've brought this on yourself."

Alex lay on the changing pad, feeling utterly exposed and vulnerable. His nakedness only intensified his shame as he anticipated the next steps of his punishment. Desperation clawed at him, but he knew that any further pleading would be useless.

Mrs. Smith returned with a large, folded diaper in her hands, and Alex couldn't help but let out a soft whimper. Mrs. Smith’s hands caress the neatly folded disposable diaper, its pure whiteness in stark contrast to Alex’s flushed face. The edges are soft and fluffy, while the center is bulky and thick, its size an obvious reminder of what is about to happen. The sheer thickness of the folded diaper seemed like an affront to his dignity, a cruel reminder of just how far he'd fallen.

The brand-new neatly folded diaper emits a clean, almost soapy scent with a hint of freshness. This smells soft and comforting, but also serves as a reminder of Alex’s status as nothing more than an infant, vulnerable and powerless in the face of Mrs. Smith’s stern punishment.

The diaper looks different from the discreet and invisible adult incontinence wear that Alex might have expected. It is much larger and bulkier, resembling the thick night-time diapers used for small toddlers.

As Alex watched, transfixed, as she began to unfold the diaper it was like his heart had stopped. He felt paralyzed by fear and shame - the loud crinkling sound seemed to reverberate through the air, carrying with it a weight of humiliation that he could not escape. It is the sound of humiliation, of acceptance, of shame - and it strikes Alex with all its might.

"Here we go, Alex," Mrs. Smith said, her voice falsely sweet as she placed the unfolded diaper beneath him. She then reached for a bottle of baby powder. Tiny snowflakes of white dust swirl in the air as Mrs. Smith sprinkles a generous amount of baby powder onto Alex’s bottom, giving it a smooth and soft appearance. As he layes there, staring at Mrs. Smith, he could feel her hands gently rubbing in the powder over his small buttocks, a soft smile on her lips that speaks of an unsettling pleasure in her task.

She gave Alex's soft bottom a gentle pat, causing a cloud of baby powder to float up around them. “No nasty diaper rash for you, Alex,” she cooed.

He feels exposed and humiliated, his cheeks burning with shame as Mrs. Smith’s eyes travel up from his bum to his genitals. Alex’s circumcised penis was unimpressive, small and firm enough to stand on its own, even without being erect at all. His two round testicles , slightly bigger than his cock, sat like two juicy peaches below it. Alex shifts uncomfortably under Mrs. Smith's gaze, his body tensing at the vulnerability of the situation.

“My, my, what do we have here?” Mrs. Smith sang as she grabbed the baby powder with one hand. “I think tomorrow we will need to take care of that naughty hair of yours.” She smiled up at Alex as she took her thumb and index finger and delicately squeezed his small cock back and forth. His throat let out a choked sob from the gentle yet forceful touch. She could have easily dusted powder all around his arrangement without touching it, but instead she decided to use her hands thoroughly, her eyes still on him as if savoring the moment.

“Stay still now, Alex,” Mrs. Smith firmly pushed down Alex's cock, as she pulled the front of the diaper up between his legs, covering his powdered crotch. The crinkling noise filled the room, mocking Alex and his current state. With a steady and vigorous pull, Mrs. Smith adjusted the diaper so that it fitted snugly against his body, tucking his genitals away until they became almost invisible through the diaper.

Once in place, Mrs. Smith then grabbed the two lower tapes and quickly fastened them, clinching together the sides of the diaper until there was no slack left. She repeated this process with the upper tapes - pulling tight and secure around Alex's waist - making sure there was no room left for the diaper to move around for the next few hours.

She adjusted the close-fitting leak-guards with a practiced hand, leaving no doubt that diaper changes were well within her repertoire.

Finally, Alex's diapering was complete. He lay there on the changing pad, feeling utterly defeated and ridiculous, the bulky diaper forming a white fluffy mound of humiliation. It was very voluminous and hugged his small frame tightly, further emphasizing the absurdity of his situation. His face burned with shame, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes as he stared down at the childish garment that now encased him.

"Alright, Alex. You may stand up now," Mrs. Smith said with a hint of satisfaction in her voice. As Alex slowly pushed himself off the changing pad, she gave him a gentle pat on his diapered bottom, emphasizing his new status.

Taking his first steps in the diaper felt strange and uncomfortable. The thick padding squished between his legs, forcing him to waddle slightly. It hugged his bottom tightly, making him constantly aware of its presence, while the rustling sound it produced served as an embarrassing reminder of his predicament. His cock felt confined within the diaper, further adding to his humiliation.

"From now on, you're only allowed to wear a T-shirt around the house," Mr. Smith declared firmly. "It's important that you're always reminded of your position here, and the consequences of your actions."

"And it will make diaper checks easier", Mrs. Smith add, as she watches Alex with motherly smile. Alex's face turned beet red as he heard this new rule. His desperation grew as he realized just how exposed he would be in such attire. Mrs. Smith selected a soft cotton T-shirt for him, which she pulled over his head with a smile. "There you go, dear," she cooed.

As Alex looked down at his ridiculous outfit, the extent of his punishment became painfully clear. The light blue T-shirt was way too short to cover his diaper, leaving it fully exposed for all to see. The snug fit of the shirt emphasized the contrast between his petite frame and the bulky diaper encasing his derrière.

"Before we move on, Alex," Mr. Smith began, his stern voice filling the room, "there's one more thing you need to know: you are not allowed to change your diaper by yourself. That will be our responsibility." Alex's face flushed with anger as he listened to this new rule. The idea of being so dependent on the Smiths for something so personal was infuriating and utterly unfair.

"Furthermore," Mrs. Smith chimed in, her tone gentle but firm, "we're adding scheduled diaper changes to your timetable." She handed Alex a revised copy of his daily schedule - now with designated times for diaper changes. It was a stark reminder of how much control the Smiths had over his life, now even down to his most basic needs.

"Are you serious?" Alex protested, clenching his fists. "I can't even take care of myself? This is ridiculous!" He glanced at the timetable, feeling trapped by the very paper that dictated his every move.

"Your tantrum earlier only proved that you need to learn accepting authorities, Alex," Mr. Smith replied, his eyes narrowing. "This is part of your punishment, and we expect you to comply."

Alex's heart raced as he realized the extent of his dependence on the Smiths. With each step he took, the crinkling sound of the diaper seemed to echo throughout the house, mocking his regression and reminding him just how far he had fallen. His heart raced with a mix of dread and embarrassment, knowing that he would have to endure this treatment for the remainder of the holiday, all because of his own outburst.


5 – An unfamiliar Feeling

The afternoon winter sun cast a warm glow through Alex's bedroom floor. He stared at the wall, trying to process his situation. Humiliation, frustration, and shame filled him as he acknowledged the extent of his dependence on the Smiths.

"How did I end up in this situation?" he thought, feeling tears prick at the corners of his eyes. "Just following their rules and being punished in such humiliating ways?"

He shifted uncomfortably, feeling the diaper crinkling beneath him, reminded once again of his powerlessness. His thoughts raced, veering between anger and despair, searching for a way out of this nightmare.

"Remember, Alex," Mrs. Smith's voice echoed in his mind from earlier that day, "you're not allowed to change your diaper yourself. We'll be taking care of that for you."

"Unfair... Everything about this is so unfair," he thought bitterly, clenching his fists.

As the hours passed, Alex felt the growing pressure in his bladder. He noticed the feeling a while ago but didn't want to admit the consequence yet. But now it was becoming unbearable. But Alex refused to give in. He wouldn't let the Smiths have total control over him, not like this. If there was one thing he could still control, it was his own bodily functions.

"Please, just hold it in," he silently begged himself, taking deep breaths and focusing on anything but the urge to relieve himself. "You can't give them this satisfaction."

He glanced at the timetable hanging on the wall, with its neatly scheduled diaper changes, and felt a wave of nausea wash over him. The Smiths had reduced him to an infantile state, completely dependent on them for even the most basic needs. It was a horrifying realization, one that left him feeling more vulnerable and exposed than ever before.

Alex clenched his teeth and squeezed his legs together, doing everything in his power to resist the urge to wet his diaper. He was determined to hold on to this one shred of control, even if it caused him physical pain.

"Maybe if I prove I can control myself," he thought desperately, "they'll change their minds about this punishment."

The minutes ticked by agonizingly slow, each second a battle between his willpower and the urge to release the mounting pressure in his bladder. As the sun slipped below the horizon and darkness fell, Alex clung to his self-control like a lifeline, the only thing standing between him and complete humiliation.

As he lay there, consumed with thoughts of resistance and frustration, Alex knew that he had to find a way out of this torment. And though he couldn't see it yet, he promised himself that somehow, someday, he would regain his independence and dignity, no matter what it took.

Alex slowly trudged down the stairs, his diaper making loud noice with every step. He had been able to hold it in for hours, but he knew that he couldn't go much longer. He desperately needed to use a bathroom soon, and the thought of not being allowed to do so made tears prick his eyes.

"Mr. and Mrs. Smith," Alex said meekly, interrupting their conversation as they watched the news on TV. "Can I please use the restroom?"

The Smiths exchanged glances before Mr. Smith answered firmly, "No, Alex, you know you're not allowed to do that."

Alex felt his heart sink at his foster father's response and he began to beg pleadingly, "Please? I really need to go! I've been holding it in for so long!"

Mrs. Smith placed a comforting hand on her husband's arm in a gesture of understanding, but it was clear that they were unmoved by Alex's request.

"No," Mr. Smith repeated sternly and a faint trace of frustration colored his voice as he added with finality, "this pee will end up right inside your diaper."

"But why can't I just go to the bathroom?" Alex asked desperately, trying one last time to plead his case.

Mrs. Smith answered calmly yet firmly, "Because this is the punishment we agreed upon and it needs to be followed through."

"Please, please Mr. and Mrs. Smith," Alex pleads with desperate watery eyes, "Please, don't do this to me. Please don't make me pee my diapers."

"Alex, enough. You know the rules and you need to accept them," Mr. Smith said sternly as he crossed his arms in front of him. His patience had worn thin, and he had reached his breaking point.

"Please, this is so unfair!"

"Alex, I have enough of your pleas." Mr. Smith said, "You don’t want to pee in the diaper? Fine, come here. I take of your diaper and then we go to the bathroom together. Quick."


6 – Crushed Hope

Alex's heart leaped with hope as he eagerly nodded in agreement. "Yes! Thank you, Mr. Smith!" as he approached Mr. Smith.

"Very well." Mr. Smith untaped the diaper and helped Alex out of it, leaving him exposed with only his T-shirt on. He instructed Mrs. Smith to please prepare the diapering after Alex's trip to the bathroom. She kindly agreed, with a smirk on her eyes.

Mr. Smith scolds Alex all the way to the bathroom.

As they entered the bathroom, Alex's heart skipped a beat.

Instead of being led to the toilet, Mr. Smith motioned towards the cat's litter box placed in the corner.

He looked up pleadingly at Mr. Smith, hoping for some kind of reprieve, but his face was now an emotionless mask.

"Since you are not accepting your new punishment and threw a tantrum again," Mr. Smith said coldly, "I think this is a more fitting place for you to relieve yourself."

Alex's face flushed red with deep embarrassment. How could they expect him to do something like this? It was too much for him to bear. "No, Mr. Smith, please no," he said desperately, his voice barely above a whisper. But it was too late for pleading; Mr. Smith had already decided his fate and there was no escape from it now.

Mr. Smith pointed towards the litter box and instructed Alex sternly: "Put your hands on your head, and squat down." His expression made it clear that there would be no negotiation or discussion on this point; Alex had better get on with it immediately if he wanted to avoid any further consequences from his mistake.

Realizing that he had no other choice in the matter, Alex slowly complied and squatted down over the litter box like an animal being trained by its master.

He felt so embarrassed and ashamed of himself that tears began streaming down his cheeks as he tried to relax himself to pee.

"Go on then, pee." Mr. Smith commanded, watching intently.

Alex's face twisted in concentration as he tried to go, but the pressure of the situation proved too much for him. He stared at Mr. Smith, now standing before him with a stoic expression on his face, and whispered pleadingly, “Please, can you go out of the room? I can't pee while you are watching me.”

Without a word, Mr. Smith marched from the room, stirring up a little hope in Alex, only to come back carrying the rod, that Santa expected to be applied on naughty boys. Alex's stomach plummeted when he saw the rod clutched in Mr. Smith's hands.

"I think, I can help you peeing in front of your foster father," Mr. Smith firmly explained to Alex, still squatting over the litter box, hands on his head. "You will have to get used to it, as you will piss your diaper quite often with either me or Mrs. Smith’s presence."

With a swift motion, Mr. Smith lifted the back of Alex's T-shirt. He proceeded to rhythmically cane Alex's buttocks with Santa's rod. Despite the limited space to maneuver, Mr. Smith still managed to deliver powerful strokes to Alex's vulnerable rear end from a low angle.

Alex cries out in pain as the small rod connected to his exposed bottom. He starts to cry and uncontrollably shake as he remains in his squatting pose, hands on his head, his cock pointing his little head right to the thirsty litter beneath. 20 strokes later, after one particular heavy swish, Alex finally lets out an involuntary scream as he starts to pee all over himself and into the litter box below him.

"There we are," Mr. Smith said with satisfaction, "it appears this little motivator is working nicely." He placed the rod on a shelf and squared up in front of his foster student. Alex peed in the litter box like a housebroken animal, his small penis dangling below as a stream of yellow liquid pooled below. Tears filled his eyes not just from the physical sensation but from the realization that all dignity had been stripped away.

"Are we done marking our territory?" Mr. Smith's taunting words cut through the air like a razor, mocking and belittling Alex as he stood there with tears streaming down his face. The self-satisfied grin on Mr. Smith's face only widened as he firmly gripped onto Alex's small penis, shaking it roughly to extract every drop of urine from within.

The invasion of his intimate space was the ultimate display of dominance, stripping away any sense of dignity or pride that Alex had left. With each shake, Alex felt more and more powerless, like a mere plaything in Mr. Smith's cruel hands.

Tears streaming down his cheeks, Alex sobbed uncontrollably as Mr. Smith meticulously ensured that not a single droplet remained on his small penis, all of it now safely contained in the litter box. The humiliation was unbearable, leaving Alex feeling utterly defeated and powerless in the face of Mr. Smith's cruel actions.

"Good. Now get up," Mr. Smith stated firmly, leaving no room for argument or resistance. "Mrs. Smith is waiting to put you in a fresh diaper, and you'll go right back to following your timetable."

Alex nodded silently, unable to speak as tears streamed down his cheeks. As he stood in the bathroom, his heart heavy with shame and regret, he knew that any hope of regaining control over his life had been utterly extinguished.

"And don't forget this," Mr. Smith takes a big toothbrush jar, and he fills it to the brim with urine-soaked kitty litter. He hands it to the tear-stained, sobbing Alex. "Please ask Mrs. Smith politely to distribute these equally around your nighttime diaper. The stinging will help remind you not to go against using your diaper anymore.", Mr. Smith sais, and adds with delight: "I promised you, this pee would end up right inside your diaper tonight, didn't I?"


I hope you enjoyed!
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Alex thought he had finally found a stable home with the Smiths, but their strict discipline and punishments begin to feel suffocating. He finally achieves to find some friends, but the toll is high as his actions have dire consequences. A new regime is put on Alex leaving him isolated and dependent on the Smiths. Read how Alex is lured into submission with his strict new regime. 

A tight hug (Book 4)

This Book
5400 words
As Alex rebels against his controlling regime, his punishments become more humiliating and degrading. But when he throws a tantrum after Santa's visit, the Smiths come up with a twisted solution that leaves him feeling humiliated and dependent.

In Danger (Book 5)

5300 words
Alex finally starts to form a bond with classmate Sarah, but their field trip takes a dangerous turn. Caught by their teacher, Alex is picked up by the Smiths. Find out, what consequences Alex awaits for getting himself in danger. 

Triple Trouble (Book 6)

6000 words
For Alex, a week-long diaper discipline turns into a daily struggle to hide his secret at school. But the Smiths don't intend for him to be able to keep this secret to himself. Find out what Alex awaits on his last day of diaper discipline. 

The Apology (Book 7)

6700 words
Alex's strict punishments leave him feeling isolated and humiliated. His classmates mock him taunt him because of the humiliating sports lesson. Things take a dark turn when Alex hits a girl in anger. The Smiths force Alex to apologize in a very unique way. 

Redemption (Book 8)

6800 words
Alex gets his school report delivered directly to Mr. and Mrs. Smith. The news are worse than expected. Alex gets the spanking of his lifetime. Find out what else the Smiths have in store for him. 

Changed (Book 9)

7500 words
Alex's foster parents, the Smiths, have complete control over his life. Find out, what Alex awaits on his daddy day trip to the hardware store. 

Tender Hands (Book 10)

8100 words
Trapped in a highchair, Alex's bedroom gets transformed into a nursery. Alex gets a babysitter; he is subjected to humiliating diaper changes and cruel punishments. Find out what happens to Alex, as he has another "accident".

Easter Sermon (Book 11))

8200 words
Alex's Easter Day takes an unexpected turn when he attends church, dressed in a feminine outfit and thick diapers. He is in for public humiliation and punishment. Find out how the Smiths manage to level up his regression once more.

Easter Egg Hunt (Book 12)

10300 words
Experience the intense emotional journey of Alex as he endures the humiliation and degradation of being dressed in a bunny costume and diaper for an Easter celebration. With each passing moment, Alex is pushed to his breaking point, but when he finally reaches his limit and rebels, the consequences are even more severe.
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