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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 - The Letter

Fall had arrived, painting the once-green neighborhood in a warm palette of reds, oranges, and yellows.

The streets were now covered with crisp leaves, crunching beneath every step taken. The cold morning air was filled with the fog of mingled breath. The schoolyard of St. Martha's Academy, a special institute for young adults with an educational deficit, was no exception, boasting a kaleidoscope of colors as the trees surrounding it shed their foliage, casting dappled shadows on the playground.

Inside one of the classrooms, Alex sat at his desk and gazed at the beautiful Sarah, the stunning but unreachable woman of his dreams. Despite being 19 years old, he appeared much younger due to his short stature and the grey school uniform he wore as a student at the Academy.

Alex had just completed his fourth week at the Academy, and the fourth week of his massive crush on Sarah. As an orphan, he now lives under the watchful eyes of his foster parents Mr. and Mrs. Smith.

The classroom was filled with the gentle scratching of pencils on paper and the distinct smell of freshly sharpened pencils and chalk. Sunlight filtered through the windows, illuminating dust motes that danced in the beams. However, this seemingly serene ambiance did little to quell the growing storm brewing in the form of Miss Jenkins - Alex's strict and old-fashioned teacher.

A chill descended upon the class as Miss Jenkins uttered "Alex!" Her voice was a thunderclap in a hall of silence, and every student felt its reverberations. She stood by his desk, her steely gray eyes locked onto Alex, who jolted back to reality from his daydream about Sarah and her friends. "You've been daydreaming again. This is unacceptable!"

The stunned silence was broken by a soft rustling as Alex fidgeted in his seat, trying to avoid Miss Jenkins's unrelenting gaze. He could feel the weight of everyone's attention on him like a physical force. "But... but I didn't mean to do it," he murmured under his breath, but his words went unheard amidst the tense atmosphere.

Miss Jenkins sighed and took a step back, her posture softening slightly. "Look, Alex," she said in a gentler tone. "This isn't just an isolated incident. Your daydreaming has been happening more and more frequently in class over these past few weeks, and it's beginning to be disruptive to your learning. I will not let this happen."

Miss Jenkins pursed her lips in thought for a moment, before making a decision. "Alex, I think it's time to inform your foster parents of this situation," she said, her voice heavy with concern. "I know you're probably not comfortable with the idea of talking to them about this, but I think it will ultimately be beneficial for everyone involved." Alex gulped nervously and nodded his head in agreement.

Miss Jenkins sat at her desk and pulled out a piece of paper and pen. She began to compose a letter to Alex's foster parents, explaining the situation in detail. With each stroke of the pen, Alex felt his anxiety grow as he wondered what his foster parents' reaction would be.

Finally, Miss Jenkins finished the letter and sealed it in an envelope. She handed it to Alex with a warning: "I don't want to see one more glance towards Sarah or any other girl during class time," she said sternly. Her words were met with a collective gasp from the students, followed by a few muted giggles. Alex felt his cheeks burn with embarrassment as he took the envelope from her hands and placed it in his pocket.

"You will take this letter home and have it signed by your foster parents before you return it to me tomorrow." Mrs. Smith said to Alex, who could only imagine what horrors awaited him if Mr. and Mrs. Smith learned about his constant daydreaming.

As the day wore on, Alex's fear and anxiety continued to grow, the letter weighing heavily on his mind like a leaden anchor. He knew he couldn't keep it hidden forever, yet the thought of facing his foster parents' wrath was too much for him to bear.

As he walked home that afternoon, Alex's mind raced with thoughts of disappointment and punishment. He remembered the incident a few weeks before when Mrs. Smith had subjected him to the wedgie punishment in the living room because of his masturbation habits, each humiliating moment seared into his memory. He couldn't bear the thought of facing something similar again.

With each passing moment, Alex's resolve grew stronger, his determination to avoid another painful punishment fueling his plan. Perhaps Miss Jenkins would forget about the letter in the same way he forgot things at times.


2 - A momentous Decision

Unfortunately, the following day, Miss Jenkins asked Alex for the letter as he entered the classroom. He had prepared his words beforehand, and he gave it to her without hesitation: "My foster parents have forgotten it, but I'll see what I can do to get them to send it back."

Miss Jenkins' expression softened as she looked at him with sympathy. She nodded before turning away and addressing the class. Alex let out a silent sigh of relief; his plan had worked. At least for now...

For 3 days, Miss Jenkins asked Alex if he had received the letter from his foster parents, and each time Alex repeated the same lie. He knew he was only prolonging the inevitable, yet he dared not return home with that letter in tow. Alex's hope that Miss Jenkins would forget about the letter faded like a distant memory.

He needed another solution.

As the evening sun dipped below the horizon, Alex sat at his desk, the letter from Miss Jenkins lying before him. His hands trembled as he gripped the pen, a sense of guilt and apprehension filling his chest while he forged the signatures of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. Despite his inner turmoil, a wave of relief washed over him as the ink dried on the paper, making his deceit appear more convincing than he'd ever imagined.

From time to time, Alex glanced up at the elongated white cotton briefs mounted on the wall, a cruel reminder not to masturbate. Each time his eyes darted towards them, a shiver ran down his spine, the fear of getting caught by his foster parents ever-present in his mind. He couldn't help but recall how he dangled in the living room, the humiliation of that day still fresh in his memory.

"Tomorrow," he whispered under his breath, "I'll hand this letter to Miss Jenkins, and everything will be fine."

The following day, Alex's heart pounded as he approached Miss Jenkins' desk. With a smile, he handed her the letter, trying his best to mask his anxiety with an air of confidence. "Thank you, Alex," said Miss Jenkins, eyeing the letter suspiciously. "Of course, Miss Jenkins," he replied, trying to keep his voice steady. As she took it from him, he felt a surge of relief, quickly followed by a hint of smugness. His plan had worked, and he was safe.

Alex sauntered back to his seat, a newfound sense of power radiating from within him. He felt invincible, as if he had just conquered some great feat. Even the fear of getting caught that had plagued him for days seemed to be forgotten.

To his surprise, he felt Sarah's gaze on him from across the room. He looked up and met her glance with a sly wink that showed both confidence and amusement. Sarah raised an eyebrow in surprise, but there was curiosity in her gaze as well. In this moment, Alex felt like anything was possible - even a possible fling with someone of much higher social standing like Sarah.

He settled down into his chair and took out his schoolbooks for the lesson. As he copied the blackboard, a small smile crept onto his face as he recalled how easily he had fooled Miss Jenkins with the letter from his foster parents.


3 - The Talk

The sun dipped below the horizon as Alex approached his foster home, casting long shadows across the quiet suburban street. The chill of the autumn air nipped at his cheeks, a stark contrast to the warmth and comfort he had felt just hours earlier when he handed Miss Jenkins the forged letter. As he opened the front door, an eerie silence greeted him.

"Mr. and Mrs. Smith?" Alex called out tentatively, but there was no response. He hesitated for a moment before making his way into the living room, where he found Mr. and Mrs. Smith sitting on the couch, their faces taut with anger.

"Have a seat, Alex," Mr. Smith said sternly, gesturing to a nearby chair. His heart sank as he realized that they must have discovered his deception. "Miss Jenkins called us today," Mrs. Smith began, her voice cold and sharp. "She wanted to discuss the letter you gave her. She didn't believe that we would be so negligent as to not sign immediately such an important document."

Alex gulped, his fingers clenching the armrests of his chair. He knew he was in big trouble now.

"Where is the letter, Alex?" Mr Smith asked sternly.

For a few moments, Alex said nothing. He investigated Mr and Mrs Smith's expectant faces, desperate for any kind of mercy.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith held the same stern expression as they looked at their foster-son. "Alex," Mr. Smith said, his face pained, "what is it that you have to tell us?"

Alex gulped, then spoke in a barely audible whisper. "I..." He had difficulty forming his words; the intensity of the two pairs of eyes focused on him was almost unbearable. "Please don't be mad," he pleaded.

Mrs. Smith's heart softened as she sees Alex and his tremendous fear. "We are here to listen," she said reassuringly before turning to Alex with an expression of deep concern.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith looked warmly at their only foster son while waiting for him reply.

"I… I forged your signatures," Alex started, struggling with the words but forcing them out, nevertheless. "And I lied about it."

The young boy tried again. "To you… To Miss Jenkins… To you Mr. Smith."

"But why, Alex," Mr. Smith asked in a gentle voice supported by concerned eyes. "Why would you do such a thing?"

Alex tears start flow as loud sobbing broke through from some inner reserve of anguish and despair, he never knew existed inside him, shaking every fiber of his being, "I just did not want to be hanged on my briefs anymore," Alex said through choking gasps between sobs. "I was so afraid of the punishment." Alex cries. "Please be gentle, with me."

A soft hand brushed against Alex's shoulder. "Oh dear," Mrs. Smith said. "Don't worry." Her voice was soft and calm but strangely authoritative at the same time. "The Wedgie-Punishment is strictly reserved for masturbating," she began, offering her open arms to Alex while beckoning him forward. He stepped into her embrace and collapsed on her chest with relief. She rubbed his back gently as his breathing started to slow down and the tears subsided.

“We would never punish you so harshly for any other misdeed,” Mrs. Smith assured him in a more upbeat tone. “So long as you stop sticking your hand in your pants, there is no need to worry about this discipline.” Alex couldn't help but laugh through his tears at the absurdity of the situation.

His foster-mom seemed to sense his amusement, and a look of guilt crossed her face. She knew that they should have talked to Alex before resorting to such drastic measures. “I apologize, Alex. We should have properly communicated all of this with you first.”

Alex felt a wave of relief wash over him as he realized that his foster parents did indeed care for him and love him. He looked up at them, unsure if he had heard them correctly. "Do you really mean that? Do you still love me even though I made this mistake?"

Mr. Smith's face softened, and maternal warmth spread across it as he met Alex's eyes with an earnestness that could not be easily dismissed. "Of course, we do," he said firmly but gently. "No matter what mistakes you make, we will always love you." Mrs. Smith nodded in agreement, reaching out to take his hand in hers in a gesture of solidarity and understanding.

"You are part of our family, and we are here to help you through anything," she said kindly. "But more importantly, we are here to guide you down the right path so you can make better decisions next time."

Alex felt the weight lifted off his shoulders as his foster parents' unconditional acceptance warmed his heart and brought tears to his eyes once again, this time with joy rather than sadness. He smiled through the tears, feeling truly loved for the first time in a long while.

"Thank you," he whispered, hardly believing this was real. Mr. and Mrs. Smith smiled warmly back at him before enveloping him into a loving embrace that promised safety and security now and forevermore.

Alex stepped back, his shoulders sagging in relief as he wiped away the tears that had gathered in his eyes. He looked up at Mr. and Mrs. Smith with an uncertain smile, trying to express how thankful he was for their words of encouragement and understanding.

The two of them exchanged a look before Mrs. Smith spoke up. “We know this has been a difficult situation, but we believe that it will make you stronger in the end." She watched Alex closely as she spoke, wanting to make sure that her words had really sunk in. Alex nodded slowly, taking a deep breath as he tried to let her words sink into his psyche.

Mr. Smith stood up and moved over to where Alex was standing, placing a hand on his shoulder reassuringly. “Just remember that we are here for you," he said earnestly before giving him a hug and patting him gently on the back with a smile.

Alex felt comforted by the gesture and tried hard to absorb all their sentiments into himself so he could use them later when faced with difficult decisions or situations in life.

As they all hugged each other for one last time, Alex could not help but feel overjoyed; The first time at the Smith household, he felt security within the embrace of his foster parents’ unconditional love and acceptance.

"So now Alex," Mr. Smith says, as he gently takes Alex's hands in his own, while looking at him deep in his eyes, "Now Alex I want you to very politely ask for your spanking."

Alex's heart skipped a beat.

Tears welled up in his eyes.

Big, big crocodile tears.

"What?!," he stuttered between sobs, profound disbelief written on his face as he gazed at Mr. Smith.

"You heard me correctly, Alex," Mr. Smith replied softly, "I want you to politely ask me for your spanking."

Alex desperately looked to Mrs. Smith for rescue, but instead saw only her motherly expression; her lips tightening slightly as she nodded in agreement, acknowledging the importance of the matter.

Alex breaks down in sobs again. A roller-coaster of emotions over swept the poor young man.

Mr. Smith sighed and moved closer to the frightened boy, placing a comforting hand on his shoulder.

"Alex, we know this is hard to understand," Mr. Smith said gently, "But we really do love you and want what's best for you. That's why we feel it's important for us to teach you important life lessons through this kind of discipline."

Mrs. Smith nodded her agreement before continuing, her voice warm yet firm. "We won't ever miss an opportunity to help guide you in life and give you the tools to make better decisions next time."


4 - The Gift

Alex sniffled as he listened to their words, trying hard to understand that their intentions were not malicious but rather out of love and care for him.

Alex nodded slowly as Mr. Smith went on to explain in greater detail why they had chosen the course of action they did -- he was grateful that despite his fear, he was able to understand why they did what they did and appreciate their approach towards teaching him the importance of making responsible decisions in life.

But still, a spanking; it was something that felt so childish and humiliating. Surely, they weren't allowed to do this to him? He was a young adult, not a misbehaving brat.

"Please Mr. Smith," Alex asks shyly, "can't I do a time-out instead? I have never been spanked before. Please don't do this to me."

"Oh Alex," Mrs. Smith answered, "you still don't understand it, do you my dear?" Alex's eyes widened in astonishment. "The time of simple time-outs are over, my dear. From now on, if you misbehave, there will always be a spanking before your time-out." she explains in a concerned but sternly voice.

"So now speak with me: Dear Mr. and Mrs. Smith, please give me a thorough bare bottom spanking, for I lied to you and Miss Jenkins, and I forged your signatures."

"What, bare bottom?" Alex reacts in desperate fear. "Yes, my dear, in this household all spankings happen on the bare bottom. Spankings on the bare bottom will just have so much more impact on your behavior. Now please, Alex and I don't want to repeat this again: Please ask politely for your spanking."

Alex gave up, still tears in his eyes he repeated softly after Mrs. Smith:

"Dear Mr. and Mrs. Smith, please give me a thorough bare bottom spanking, for I lied to you and Miss Jenkins". "And forged your signatures", Mrs. Smith corrects him. "And forged your signatures" Alex repeats with his head hanging low.

"Well done, Alex." Before we take down your trousers, I want to give you a gift, Mrs. Smith announces.

Mrs. Smith handed Alex a nicely wrapped gift. He slowly took it and cautiously opened the wrapping paper to reveal a beautiful, handcrafted hairbrush.

Alex stares in horror at the hairbrush before him. It is made of dark, imposing wood and decorated with intricate carvings that wrap around the handle. He can make out writing etched deeply along the wood reading:

“Alex’s very own Hairbrush. Please apply thoroughly on his naughty bum.”

The dark brush hairs are thick and rigid. But the highlight was the smooth, well-polished back of the hairbrush, with a size just enough to make a solid impression of both his delicate ass cheeks together.

Mrs. Smith's gaze fell gently on Alex's fearful expression as she spoke in a measured, yet resolute voice about the purpose of the hairbrush. "The hairbrush is your newfound discipline tool; Even though it is reserved for your biggest misdeeds, we won’t hesitate to make good use of it when appropriate," she said, emphasizing each word carefully.

Alex looked down at the hairbrush that Mrs. Smith had given him, and a deep sense of dread overwhelmed him.

Without giving Alex a chance to react, Mr. Smith spoke softly but firmly, "Alex, now I want you to take off your pants and lay across my lap." Alex swallowed hard as he slowly unbuckled his belt and eased his trousers and briefs down his legs. His entire body was trembling with fear as he slowly lowered himself over Mr. Smith's lap, fully exposed from the waist down.


5 - Out of Love

Reality refused to yield, and he soon found himself well placed over Mr. Smith's knee, feeling vulnerable and exposed. His position is awkward, his bottom raised up in the air and exposed in a way he has never experienced before. The next moments unfolded like a living nightmare. With every ounce of his being, Alex wished he could wake up and find it all to be just a terrible dream.

Mr. Smith began to rub Alex's bare bottom with his hand, giving him a few light taps.

"Now Alex, this will hurt us more than you," Mr. Smith says in a concerned voice, as he picked up the Alex's new received gift.

Alex closed his eyes and took a deep breath as he prepared himself for the inevitable, as the menacing Mr. Smith methodically placed the hairbrush onto his bare skin. Despite being of a mature age, Alex's bum was oddly small and delicate, making the size of the brush seem just right — large enough to efficiently spank both cheeks at once but small enough to allow for maximum cruelty when striking one after another.

Mr. Smith pressed the beautiful hairbrush against Alex's backside firmly, slowly moving it from side to side in a sinister motion. Alex's heart raced faster with every tap of the brush against his flesh, seemingly raising his anticipation and dread to unbearable heights.

"Whack!"

Without warning, Mr. Smith brought the brush down hard and fast, a shockwave of pain radiating through Alex's body with each resounding strike. He couldn't speak or scream or cry out for comfort - all he could do was gasp for air between agonizingly loud whimpers and pray for mercy.

"Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", echoes through Smith's home.

For the next ten minutes there was no conversation, no words of comfort or reprimand - just the relentless rhythm of the brush against his bare flesh, punctuated by his own ragged breaths and stifled whimpers.

"Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", no forgiveness in sight.

Alex lost track of time. Each stroke seemed to blend into the next, creating a symphony of agony that threatened to consume him. The physical pain was unbearable, but it was the emotional torment that cut Alex to the core. He could feel the humiliation of this childish punishment seeping into every fiber of his being, making him question his self-worth and identity. The tears now streamed freely down his face, leaving hot trails in their wake.

"Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", no leniency.

Alex's cries and protests grew in intensity, but his pleas for mercy remained unheard by Mr. Smith, who was determined to carry out his disciplinary course of action.

"Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", poor naughty boy.

Mr. Smith remained steadfast and unyielding, his strong hand guiding the hairbrush with a firm and practiced precision. It was clear that this punishment was not given out of malice or cruelty, but rather from a deep-rooted belief in discipline and tough love.

"Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", learning the hard way.

Mr. Smith slowly worked his way around Alex's backside, ensuring every square inch was given enough attention to turn a deep shade of red. Alex under his wing of discipline, a transformed grown teenager lying over his foster-fathers lap, his petite bottom high in the air, shining in the light like a big red plum, ready to be pluck.

"Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", no resistance left.

Alex's tears flow like a river, cutting streaks down his cheeks and dripping from his chin like a waterfall. As snot oozes out of his nose, it hangs in long strands from his upper lip before eventually breaking apart and forming a small puddle on the floor. His cries were raw with pain, desperation clawing at his throat, the pain so intense that all sense of control was gone.

"Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", "Whack!", a heap of misery.

Finally, mercifully, the punishment came to an end. He lay there, motionless draped over Mr. Smith's knee, as it took a while before his muffled cries slowly subsiding into haggard sobs.

"Now Alex, I hope you've learned your lesson," said Mr. Smith in a firm but kind voice. "From now on, this hairbrush will hang on our living room wall so you may remember every day to behave."

Alex was released from Mr. Smith's grasp and instructed to head straight to bed – even though the evening had only just begun. He could barely walk, groaned with every step, each movement sending a bolt of torment through his inflamed and throbbing derriere, a stinging reminder of what he had just endured.


6 - Motherly Aftercare

On entering his room, Mrs. Smith awaited him, her maternal concern etched deep into her features. She led him through his nightly regimen in a gentle manner; Alex couldn't help but flinch at her slightest movements, his nerves frayed and raw from the ordeal.

Mrs. Smith spoke in a soft, gentle tone and her eyes brimmed with sympathy as she tucked Alex in for the night. "I think we should leave your pajama trousers off," she said, and moved to switch on the heater instead, "and I prepared your bed."

"Mrs. Smith," he said, looking up at her with resignation in his voice, "What about blankets?"

Mrs. Smith simply shook her head and said, "No blankets tonight, Alex." She continued, "I think you should have some time away from their warmth and comfort to reflect on your actions."

Alex had no energy to protest, so he simply accepted the terms. Mrs. Smith has prepared the bed with just a white fitted sheet to protect the mattress beneath him, and a small white pillow as his only comfort. Carefully, Alex made his way over to the bed and slowly lowered himself onto it, wincing in pain as he did so. His bottom was red and sore, and he tried to avoid touching anything with it.

He tried to find a comfortable position but his forced pose until morning would be lying on his stomach to avoid further contact with the bare skin of his bruised bottom. The stark contrast of his bum against the bed sheets was striking, his petite tushy was a deep, red-burgundy color, while the sheets were a sterile, blank white.

Mrs. Smith smiled down at her well punished foster-son with delight in her eyes. She left without closing the curtains or door; anyone who happened to glance into Alex's room at night could see him lying there so exposed and ashamed.

He lay there alone and still, as if frozen in time. Every few minutes he would shift uncomfortably, hissing through his teeth as even the slightest movement brought fresh pain to his abused bottom. He felt so exposed and embarrassed lying like this, and even without anyone other than the Smiths walking past his open door, he cringed at how he was left on display.

The whole house seemed eerily silent and still, the only sound coming from Alex's soft grunts of discomfort as he tried unsuccessfully to find a more comfortable position. The silence was broken only by an occasional sob or sniffle as Alex battled against the tears that were threatening to spill down his cheeks once again.

It was nearly 7pm when Mrs. Smith entered Alex's bedroom and found him still awake, even though he was clearly exhausted. His bottom was bright red and swollen with pain, still forcing him to lay on his stomach.

Mrs. Smith sat down beside Alex on the bed. She looked down at him, her eyes full of stern disapproval as she asked, "Still awake? You should be sleeping by now." Alex was embarrassed and ashamed to be lying in such an exposed position, but he didn't dare to move. He just lay there silently, waiting for Mrs. Smith to go away.

But Mrs. Smith wasn't going anywhere anytime soon. She leaned closer and said in a motherly voice, "Another good cry will help you get some sleep." Alex looked up at her with fear in his eyes, not sure what she meant or what she was going to do next.

Mrs. Smith slowly reached out and gently patted Alex's head, her touch surprisingly soft despite the strictness earlier in the evening. Alex looked up at her with a silent question in his eyes, but Mrs. Smith just smiled down at him with that same knowing expression she'd worn all evening.

Little did he know, she was secretly reaching for his new hairbrush.

Alex's flesh quivered as the hairbrush connected with his swollen tushy, reactivate the hot burning of his previous spanking across his bottom. He let out a loud wail as Mrs. Smith swept the hard bristles in broad circles across the small, crimson posterior of her foster-son.

"Sh, sh, let it go," she murmured, as she stroked his head to console him. "A good long cry will help you sleep, my little."

She increased her efforts, pressing harder while making broad loops around his bottom, and it didn't take long before Alex began to sob uncontrollably from the intensity of the pain. Mrs. Smith paused briefly to admire her work- being able to make a grown man cry like this gave her immense satisfaction- and then continued to brush ever more firmly. Mrs. Smith kept the hairbrush circling without mercy, all while taking deep pleasure in making him bawl like a baby beneath her.

She made sure to reach every inch of his tender skin while relishing in hearing his cries echo against the walls. "Hush, don't worry Alex, mommy is here," she said, drawing another set of circles with the brush directly over the sit-spots of her crying foster-son.

The tears continued streaming down Alex's cheeks as he laid on his stomach.


7 - Epilogue

And so, as the beautiful autumn sun sets slowly at the horizon, a certain young man's bedroom paints a very particular picture. The young man's bed was bare, without any blankets to feel comforted by. On this bed lays a young man, on his stomach, with a very red bottom exposed to the world as he sobs relentlessly. His foster-mother sitting beside him on the bed, one hand caressing his head and the other mercilessly brushing the red bottom of her freshly spanked foster-son. No this wasn't a spanking; she just brushes the stiff bristles of the schoolboy's wooden discipline-hairbrush over his already thoroughly spanked bottom in utter delight of her power over him. Screams in pain filling the bedroom, ongoing for what seems an eternity. And so it comes, that in this particular house, the day ends with a very special moment.

Eventually, Alex was reduced to an exhausted heap, with all energy drained from him and he simply cried himself to sleep. Mrs. Smith kept on brushing in wide circles around Alex's swollen tushy until she felt his breathing settle into a steady rhythm and realized he had finally fallen asleep. She placed one final kiss on top of his head before leaving him alone in the darkness.


I hope you enjoyed!
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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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