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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. 



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 ninth 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 - MORNING ROUTINE



Morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow on Alex's face as he slowly stirred awake. The 19-year-old young man blinked his eyes open, trying to adjust to the brightness in the room. Mrs. 

Smith, his strict foster mother entered; her gentle smile spread across her face as she greeted him. 

"Good morning, Alex," she said sweetly. "I hope you slept well. After all, this was one of your last nights in that bed. The crib arrived yesterday and we're so excited to set it up for you." 

Alex's heart sank at the mention of the crib, but he didn't dare say anything. Instead, he just nodded, his face flushing with embarrassment. 

"Today, you'll join your foster father on a trip to the hardware store to find some beautiful wall color for your new nursery," Mrs. Smith continued. "Won't that be fun?" 

"Y-yes, mommy," Alex stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. He knew better than to argue or resist to anything she says. 

"Let's get you changed first, dear," Mrs. Smith said as she approached Alex, pulling back the covers to reveal his wet diaper. She emphasized her control and nurturing behavior as she laid out a changing mat on Alex's desk and gently helped him onto it. 

"Once the new changing table arrives, this will be so much easier and more comfortable for both of us," she mused, expertly unfastening the wet diaper, and lifting Alex's legs to clean him thoroughly. 

As Mrs. Smith changed Alex, he couldn't help but feel humiliated by the entire situation. The once-vivid young man had been reduced to a shy, timid shell of his former self. 

"Almost done, sweetheart," Mrs. Smith cooed, applying baby powder, and fastening a fresh diaper around him. "There, all clean and dry." She reached down to help him up, and Alex obliged, not wanting to upset her in any way. 

"Thank you, mommy," he whispered quietly, his cheeks still flushed with embarrassment. 

Just as Mrs. Smith finished changing Alex's diaper, the bedroom door opened to reveal Mr. Smith standing in the doorway. He held a simple outfit in his hands – shirt blue shorts and a striped shirt, a surprisingly moderate choice compared to what they had dressed Alex in over the past days. 

It prompted a glimmer of hope in Alex's heart that perhaps the trip to the DIY-Shop wouldn't be as humiliating as he initially feared. 

"Good morning, Alex," Mr. Smith greeted with a warm smile. "I thought you could wear this for our daddy-day at the store." 

"Thank you, daddy," Alex replied meekly, no longer able to muster any resistance or backtalk. His foster parents had been very clear that they didn't want to hear any arguing from him, and he was aware that he couldn't afford to upset them in any way. 

"Let's get you dressed, sweetheart," Mrs. Smith chimed in, taking the clothes from her husband and kneeling down next to Alex. She started by pulling the t-shirt over his head, but as he instinctively tried to help her, she scolded him sharply. "No, no, Alex! Just let mommy do it!" 

"Sorry, mommy," Alex apologized, feeling a deep sense of humiliation that seemed to be ever-present these days. With great care, Mrs. Smith continued dressing Alex, ensuring that his diaper was well hidden beneath his shorts. 

The entire process made him feel incredibly vulnerable, fully aware of just how much control the Smiths had over him. He was under their complete control, and there was nothing he could do about it. 

"Alright, Alex, you're all set," Mrs. Smith announced once she had finished dressing him. "You look adorable!" 

"Thank you, mommy," he whispered, his cheeks flushing with embarrassment. His new mantra of "yes mommy" and "yes daddy" 

echoed in his mind, a constant reminder of the control his foster parents now held over him. 

2 - BREAKFAST THRONE

As Mrs. Smith led Alex to the dining room, his heart raced with a mix of anticipation and dread. The room had received an upgrade the day before; a shiny new highchair now standing in place of one of the regular chairs. 

The imposing piece of furniture is made of thick, sturdy wood. The smooth, white paint gives the chair a pristine and innocent look. Its round and thickly padded waterproof backrest accentuate this babyish appearance, while the large tray locks firmly into place to ensure the occupant's security. There are adjustable straps to keep their chest in place, as well as an overall design that ensures the occupant's helplessness. 

"Come here, Alex," Mrs. Smith cooed, gesturing to the highchair. "Let's get you settled for breakfast." 

Alex hesitated before climbing into the chair, feeling his face grow hot with humiliation. Once he was seated, Alex squirmed, the confines of the highchair accentuating how helpless he truly was. His legs dangled uselessly, and he had to wait for Mrs. Smith to buckle the straps around his chest and waist before he could even sit up straight. 

"There now, isn't that cozy?" Mrs. Smith tweaked his nose playfully before turning away to start a conversation with Mr. Smith. Alex blushed, staring down at the tray in front of him, answering the smug looks of Mr. Smith with a genuine smile of broken happiness. "Thanks, mommy". 

"Isn't this lovely?" she said to Mr. Smith, as they both took their seats at the table. "Our little boy soon has everything he needs." 

"Indeed," Mr. Smith agreed, smiling warmly at his wife. "I'm so pleased we found the high-chair — it's just perfect. And the crib is waiting to be assembled." 

"Ah, yes, the crib," Mrs. Smith sighed contentedly. "It's going to be such a cozy space for our sweet young man. I can't wait for the changing table to arrive too. The design and features are simply wonderful. Our Alex will be well taken care of." 

As the conversation flowed between his foster parents, Alex focused on eating his breakfast, silently struggling with the limitations of the highchair. He felt trapped, humiliated, and utterly helpless. 

Beneath the surface, Alex was still very much the young man he had been before arriving at the Smiths' home. But to the outside world, he tried his best to adapt, to avoid further pain and punishment. He did everything in his power to please the Smiths, even if it meant swallowing his pride and accepting being helplessly strapped in a highchair. 

Although his spirit yearned for freedom, he was now fully domesticated by the Smiths, subjugated to their control. 

"Make sure you eat up, Alex," Mr. Smith instructed, breaking into his thoughts. "You'll need your strength for our trip to the DIY store." 

"Yes, daddy," Alex whispered, forcing a small smile onto his face. 

◆ ◆ ◆

As breakfast came to an end, Mrs. Smith walked over to Alex's highchair, a towel in hand. With a gentle but firm touch, she wiped his face and hands clean. She checked his T-shirt and frowned at the mess he had made on it. "Oh, Alex," she sighed with disappointment. "You really need to be more careful when you eat." 

"Sorry, mommy," Alex mumbled. He felt embarrassed by his clumsiness, which only seemed to reinforce his dependence on his foster parents. 

"Alex, how many times do I have to tell you?" Mrs. Smith scolded him, her voice stern and unyielding. "You're supposed to be learning how to behave properly, not making a mess of yourself. What am I going to do with you?" 

"Please," Alex begged, "I promise I'll be more careful next time." His words were now very carefully measured, aiming to please rather than argue or confront. The vivid and spirited young man he once was remained hidden beneath the surface, replaced by the shy and timid person who says, what others want to hear. 

"Next time? There shouldn't even be a 'next time,'" Mrs. Smith continued her scolding. "You're supposed to show us that you can be a well-behaved young man, not a messy little child." 

Her words stung, reminding him of the control they held over him. 

"Remember, Alex," Mrs. Smith said, her voice softening slightly, "we only want what's best for you. That's why we've been so strict with you. 

We care about you and want to see you succeed." 

"Y-Yes, mommy, I know," Alex whispered, forcing himself to comply with her expectations. "Good," Mrs. Smith said, patting his head gently. 

"Now let's get you cleaned up and ready for your trip with daddy." 

As he was released from the highchair, Alex couldn't help but feel a small sense of relief. He managed to get Mrs. Smith to give him her affection and was able to fend off a punishment. 

3 – DRESSED UP

As Mrs. Smith pated Alex's diapered bottom, as she led him up the stairs back to his bedroom, his cheeks flushed with shame, as he tried to accept yet another unwanted touch. Alex's gaze falls upon his old bed and the changing pad on the desk, causing him to quietly sigh at the thought of the changes that lay in store. 

"Since you couldn't keep yourself clean during breakfast, we're probably going to have to change your clothes," Mrs. Smith said, her voice stern and unyielding. 

Mrs. Smith steps in front of Alex, her face still stern and unyielding, and slowly unbuttons his shirt. She peels it from him and removes his pants as well, leaving him in nothing but his diapers. Alex's cheeks flush with embarrassment as he stands there, exposed in this vulnerable state. Mrs. 

Smith steps back, her gaze lingering on Alex before she finally turns away and strides out of the room, leaving him to stand alone in the middle of a room, bathed in a soft morning light. 

Alex waits patiently, knowing he vowed to follow every order and to obey every rule the smiths come up with. Thanks to his redemptional spanking, the words "we do this out of love" were so deeply branded into his soul now, he had no other choice than to stand there patiently, waiting for the guidance of Mommy and Daddy. 

Mrs. Smith marches back into the room, dress and socks in hand. 

"Oh Alex, dear," she coos, "maybe we need to buy you a bib. To keep your clothes clean." Alex looks at her with wide eyes as she holds up the short yellow dress with red dots. 

"You had your chance for moderate clothing today," Mrs. Smith taunts, a mischievous smirk gracing her lips. "But now it's time for something more... fitting." She hands him the attire, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "This will help you pay better attention during breakfast," 

she declares triumphantly. 

Alex lets out a groan, knowing he has no choice but to comply with Mrs. 

Smith's cruel fashion choices. 

His heart sank at the sight of his mother’s choice of clothing. He knew it was pointless to argue so he kept his mouth shut and swallowed the lump in his throat, but not before hot tears had started streaming down his face. 

He mentally scolded himself as he took in the sight of his stained T-shirt, vowing to be more careful next time he was granted the freedom to wear something that wasn't quite so embarrassing. 

As Mrs. Smith helped him into the humiliating outfit, Alex bit his lip to stifle a sob. He felt so small and powerless under her watchful gaze, ashamed of his own clumsiness. 

Mrs. Smith squats beside Alex, her face lit up with a gentle smile as she carefully helps him with his outfit. Her hands are steady and gentle as she helps him put on the socks, revealing the small, cute bows at the hemline. She swiftly checks that his diaper is snuggly fitted and then tells him to raise his arms while she slides the yellow dress with red dots over his head. Her movements are attentive and patient, her gaze affectionate and kind. 

Alex's dignity and pride were long gone, stripped away by the strict rules and harsh discipline of the Smith household. He was theirs to shape as they pleased, a blank canvas for them to paint over with the colors of submission. 

With a final adjustment of the dress and socks, Mrs. Smith stepped back to inspect her handiwork. "There we go, all dressed and ready for your trip with daddy," she said, a cruel smile playing on her lips. "Now let's not keep him waiting." 

Mr. Smith waited patiently in the hallway, his arms crossed, and an expectant look on his face. As Alex emerged from the bedroom, dressed in the humiliating outfit, Mr. Smith's stern expression briefly gave way to amusement before returning to its usual severity. 

"Come along, Alex," he said, extending a hand for the young man to take. Alex hesitated for a moment, trying to come to terms with the reality of what was happening. But with one last glance at Mrs. Smith, who stood watching from the doorway, Alex took Mr. Smith's hand and allowed himself to be led out to the car. 

"Alex, I expect you to behave yourself during our trip to the DIY-Store," 

Mr. Smith said firmly, opened the rear door and gestured for Alex to

climb inside. "We're going there to pick up some items for your new nursery, so I don't want any fuss or complaints from you, understand?" 

With trembling hands, Alex settled into the car seat, feeling the tight straps press against his chest as Mr. Smith buckled him in securely. 

"Y-Yes, daddy," Alex whispered, his voice barely audible. With a nod, Mr. Smith closed the door and climbed into the driver's seat, leaving Alex alone with his thoughts as they set off on their journey to the store. 

The sun shone brightly on the road as Mr. Smith navigated through the suburban streets, heading towards the DIY-Shop. Alex couldn't help but squirm in the back seat, feeling the thick padding of his diaper press against him with every movement. His humiliatingly girly outfit and his hair styled into pigtails let him cringe at the thought of today's program. 

"Almost there, Alex," Mr. Smith said calmly as they pulled into the parking lot. "Remember to behave yourself." 

Alex's heart pounded in his chest as the car came to a stop. He glanced at himself in the window, taking in his small form. Even though he was 19

years old, his slight stature and childlike clothing made him appear much younger. As Mr. Smith exited the car, Alex hesitated, dreading the impending humiliation. 

"Come along now, Alex," Mr. Smith commanded, opening the passenger door. With a shaky breath, Alex stepped out of the car, instantly feeling a dozen eyes on him. His face flushed bright red, and he wished he could disappear. 

4 - HARDWARE STORE

"Hello, welcome to the biggest hardware store in town!" greeted an employee, eyeing Alex curiously. Mr. Smith nodded politely, guiding Alex further into the store. 

The aisles of tools, paint, and lumber seemed to mock his girlish attire, making Alex feel even more vulnerable. Strangers stared openly at him, whispering to each other and pointing. Some were clearly amused by his attire, while others looked confused or disapproving. Alex tried to keep his head down, focusing on the floor beneath his feet, but it was impossible to ignore the attention he was receiving. 

"Stay close to me and don't touch anything," Mr. Smith instructed, his grip firm on Alex's hand as they walked through the aisles. 

Mr. Smith led Alex deeper into the Store, his firm grip on Alex's hand ensuring that he wouldn't stray. With each waddle, the crinkling of his diaper resounded within the aisles, drawing even more attention to his already conspicuous presence. He could feel their gazes burning holes through him as whispers spread like wildfire. 

"Look at that guy," someone muttered nearby, snickering. "What's with the girly get-up?" 

"Must be some sort of dare or something," another voice chimed in. 

"Poor kid." 

Alex wanted to sink into the floor and disappear, but Mr. Smith showed no signs of faltering under the scrutiny. Instead, he proceeded to browse the shelves, seemingly unaffected by the curious stares and hushed conversations around them. 

"Ah, here we are," Mr. Smith said, pulling a set of child locks for electrical sockets off the shelf. "These should do nicely for securing your nursery." 

The mention of a nursery made Alex's stomach churn, and he couldn't help but feel sickened by how nonchalant Mr. Smith was. As if sensing his distress, Mr. Smith gave his hand a gentle squeeze, a subtle reminder that he was still firmly in control. 

"Yes, we need some shelves and bins for all your diaper supplies," Mr. 

Smith continued, leading Alex towards the storage aisle. His eyes scanned the options before lightly picking up a few items to examine them more carefully. 

"Mhm… this shelf will be great for keeping all the wipes and baby lotions at hand. And these boxes will work well for all the little things, like the burp cloths and pacifiers." 

As they filled their cart with various items, Alex realized that every purchase was another step towards solidifying his new existence under Mr. Smith's control. Each piece of hardware seemed to tighten the chains around him, binding him further into this twisted world where he was helpless and exposed. Resigned, he followed Mr. Smith through the store, dreading what lay ahead for him once they returned home. 

◆ ◆ ◆

"Finally, we need to find the perfect baby monitor," Mr. Smith said, a sinister grin creeping onto his face. "We can't have you sneaking around unsupervised, now can we?" 

The thought of being constantly watched and controlled sent shivers down Alex's spine, but he couldn't bring himself to protest. He could only cling desperately to Mr. Smith's hand as they continued their shopping expedition, the weight of his diapers and the stares from strangers serving as constant reminders of his vulnerability and humiliation. 

Just as they rounded a corner, a group of young craftsmen in work clothes entered the same aisle. Their rough hands and calloused fingers held the promise of hard work and manliness, in stark contrast to Alex's childish attire. 

Mr. Smith uttered an apologetic “sorry guys” as he made his way through the gathering. All eyes were fixed on Alex, making him feel intensely anxious. He could even feel his bladder weakening out of fear, with warmth spreading across the front of his diaper, thankfully unnoticed by anyone around him. 

As they finally reached the shelf with baby monitors, Mr. Smith's eyes scanned each model meticulously. Mr. Smith's eyes flicker over the array of options, his mind racing with thoughts of safety and convenience. He meticulously weighs the features of each device before finally making a

decision, knowing that it will play an important role in the new life of Alex. 

"Good afternoon, sir," came the sweet voice of a young woman in the store's uniform. Her long brown hair and curved body caught Mr. Smith's eye as he looked over at her. "Do you need any help picking something out?" 

Mr. Smith smiled kindly at her. "I think I found what I'm looking for already," he said. 

At that moment, the distinct smell of Alex's accident wafted up to Mr. 

Smith's nostrils. He glanced down at Alex. 

"Young man," he said in a strict voice, audible enough for the employee to hear him, "is this what I think it is?" 

Alex hung his head in shame and meekly spoke, "I'm sorry, Daddy. It is." 

Mr. Smith groaned as he lifted Alex's dress in the middle of the store, the young woman observing and marveling at Alex's attire. He noticed the wetness indicator had changed color and exclaimed, “Naughty boy, not even two hours since your last diaper change! You should be thankful I brought the diaper supplies with me," said Mr. Smith sternly. 

"Excuse me," Mr. Smith addressed the young female employee, who had witnessed their interaction, "do you happen to have a changing table here? My little one here seems to have had an accident." 

"Um, yes," she replied, her eyes darting between Alex's flushed face and his obvious state of discomfort. "We do have a changing table in the public restrooms. It's just down that aisle, then take a left at the end." 

"Thank you, dear," Mr. Smith said, giving her a polite nod as he took hold of Alex's hand once more. The woman's gaze remained locked on Alex as they made their way towards the restrooms, making him feel utterly ashamed. 

4 - PUBLIC RESTROOM

Upon reaching the restrooms, Alex was immediately struck by the lack of privacy the changing station offered. Positioned between the doors of the men's and women's toilets, it was fully visible from both entrances, leaving no room for secrecy or discretion. The potential for humiliation was immense, and as Alex's heart pounded in his chest, he couldn't help but dread what was to come. 

"Alright, young man," Mr. Smith said, guiding Alex towards the changing table. "Let's get you cleaned up." Alex could only whimper in response, his mind racing with thoughts of embarrassment and shame. 

As Mr. Smith began to prepare the supplies, Alex couldn't help but glance nervously at the restroom doors, terrified of being discovered in such a vulnerable state. 

"Please, Mr. Smith," Alex whispered, his voice barely audible. "Can't we do this somewhere else? Anyone could walk in and see..." 

"Alex," Mr. Smith said firmly, his tone brooking no argument, "you know as well as I do that this is the only place available. Now, be still and let me take care of you." 

Swallowing hard, Alex tried to focus on anything but the humiliating situation he found himself in. He stared at the tiles on the floor and tried to distract himself with thoughts of happier times. But no matter what he did, the reality of his predicament continued it's unfolding with Mr. 

Smith carefully preparing all needed supplies on the rack beside the changing table. 

"Alright, Alex," Mr. Smith said firmly, guiding him towards the changing table. "Up you go." He patted the plastic-covered surface, signaling for the trembling young man to hoist himself onto it. 

Alex clambered onto the table, his heart racing as he felt the cold plastic against his skin. He was reminded of all the other babies that had been here before him, and he couldn't help but feel like a failure. Shame and embarrassment coursed through his veins as he lay there, knowing he should be better than this. 

Mr. Smith's fingers gripped the hem of the yellow dress and lifted it up, exposing the bulky diaper underneath. "Now, lie still," he commanded, his voice stern yet not unkind. 

"Please, can't we just... go home?" Alex whispered, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. He knew it was futile, but he couldn't help but plead. 

"Quiet, Alex," Mr. Smith admonished, his voice like iron. "We're doing this here, and that's final." 

Just then, the door to the restroom swung open, and the group of young craftsmen entered, laughing boisterously. Their laughter ceased abruptly when they caught sight of Alex lying on the changing table, dress raised and diaper exposed. They stared, open-mouthed, at the bizarre scene before them, and the humiliation that washed over Alex was too much to bear. He squeezed his eyes shut, willing himself to disappear, but instead, hot tears spilled down his cheeks. 

"Aw, look at the whittle baby," one of the young craftsmen asked, a smirk forming on his lips. "Guys, we better get a piss somewhere else. 

This restroom seems to be occupied by a little girl." another craftsman jeered, making Alex's face burn with embarrassment. They all left the bathroom with laughter reverberating behind them. 

Tears spilled from Alex's eyes as Mr. Smith tried to console him. "Stop your whining Alex, this won't be the last time some stranger sees you." 

He rubbed Alex's diaper softly, "And after all you won't likely be seeing this group of people again." Gradually, Alex's crying subsided, allowing the diaper change to proceed. 

Mr. Smith unfastened the tapes of Alex's wet diaper. He opened the diaper, revealing Alex's little plump cock standing sweetly between his balls. Mr. Smith quickly folded the soiled diaper, setting it aside. 

The restroom door swung open, revealing the young female employee from earlier. Her eyes widened in surprise as she took in the scene. "I just wanted to make sure you found everything you need" she asked hesitantly, her gaze lingering on Alex's exposed state. 

"Everything is under control," Mr. Smith replied curtly. "We're just finishing up." 

"Umm... If you need anything, just let me know," the employee muttered nervously, avoiding eye contact with Alex who was praying for a trap door to appear. 

Suddenly, Mr. Smith's face lit up in understanding. "Ah, I see the issue. 

Would it be possible for you to dispose of the soiled diaper in a larger trashcan? This small one is not suitable." 

"Of course, sir." The breathtaking woman's fingers brushed against the wet diaper, causing her to grimace in disgust. She held it delicately between her fingers, making sure not to get any of the contents on her skin. Despite her distaste, she forced a smile and nodded politely at Mr. 

Smith's request. 

"And it's not often that I get to handle dirty diapers for men of my age. 

Normally, I'm the one giving them pleasure on our dates." She winked playfully, but then turned to Alex with a reassuring tone. "But don't worry, little one, you'll never know the kind of pleasure I speak of. It's not just your outfit that matches your infantile state, but your minuscule manhood as well." 

Alex cringed at her words as she sauntered away with his embarrassment held like a trophy. The soiled diaper dangled from her fingertips, far away from her body and displayed for all to see, as she confidently exited the public restroom. 

Mr. Smith simply replied with a quick thank you, still not looking up from his work. 

5 - BABY POWDER

Alex's tears continued to stream down his cheeks. "If you don't stop crying, I'll give you a real reason to cry. " Mr. Smith sternly warned him, 

"Do you want me to place a mean surprise up your cute little bumbum, to remind you of your place?" he added, while thoroughly cleaning his asshole. 

"Please, no," Alex sobbed, surprised by the harshness of this threat. 

realizing the extent of his vulnerability and the control Mr. Smith had over him. He tried to choke back his tears, but it was nearly impossible under the weight of his humiliation. 

"Good," Mr. Smith said curtly, unfolding a fresh diaper. He lifted Alex's bottom with one hand and slid the new diaper underneath him with the other. The rustling sound of the diaper echoing through the empty restrooms. 

As Mr. Smith prepared to finish diapering Alex, he noticed that there was no baby powder left in the container. With a sigh of frustration, he told Alex, "Stay put. I need to find some baby powder." 

"Please don't leave me like this," Alex begged, his exposed state making him feel even more vulnerable than before. "If you move an inch, Alex, there will be consequences", Mr. Smith says, as Alex's pleas fell on deaf ears. Mr. Smith walked out of the restroom, leaving him alone and half-diapered on the changing table. 

The air around him seemed to grow colder, and Alex couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. He knew that anyone who entered the restroom would be able to see him like this, and the thought of further humiliation brought fresh tears to his eyes. As he lay there, fighting the urge to curl into a ball and hide from the world, the door to the restroom opened. 

An older woman with a kind, gentle face and curly gray hair entered. She looked like someone's sweet old aunt, the kind who would spend her afternoons knitting or baking cookies. Upon seeing Alex's tear-streaked face and exposed lower half, she immediately took pity on him. 

“May, what do we have here?” she smiled, approaching the changing table. “Hello there, sweetheart, where are your parents, dear?” she asked

gently. 

Alex felt a lump in his throat as realization hit him- he had been left behind. His eyes widened and tears began streaming down his face. 

“Please leave me alone! Daddy is coming back any minute!” He sobbed through his tears. 

“You look like you could use some cheering up,” the lady said, scrabbling through her purse. She pulled out a colorful pacifier and smiled. “Open wide my dear; this will help you relax.” The woman announced, placing the pacifier in Alex's mouth. 

Though embarrassed by his current state of undress, Alex couldn't deny the mesmerizing feeling of the smooth pacifier in his mouth. As he began to suck on it, he momentarily forgot about his ordeal and found himself at ease. It was just a small plastic piece, but its touch felt comforting. 

"My, I can understand why you are kept in diapers," the woman said, her voice filled with admiration. With a smile, she delicately traced her finger along the tip of his cock, causing him to squirm and blush. 

"I used to be a kindergarten teacher," she chuckled. "Some of them were much bigger than you." Her playful tone quickly turned into something more sinister as she leaned closer to him. Alex could feel her hot breath on his skin as she whispered. "But none of them were as helpless and adorable as you are." His cheeks flushed even redder as he realized just how powerless he was in this situation. 

◆ ◆ ◆

It was at that moment the door opened with a loud crack. Mr. Smith entered the restroom calmly, a young mother pushing a stroller accompanying him. As they approached the changing table, the crafting aunt looked up and smiled warmly at them both. 

"Hello, folks," she greeted them. "My name is Emma; I saw your little one here and thought I'd try to cheer him up while we waited for you." 

"Smith," Mr. Smith replied gratefully. "Thank you so much, I really appreciate it. I ran out of baby powder," he turned to the young mother and added, "and this kind lady Mrs. Davis offered to lend us some." 

The young mother nodded, handing over a small bottle of baby powder. 

"It's no problem at all," she assured them. "We've all been there before." 

As the three adults chatted amiably about the challenges and joys of parenting, Alex couldn't help but feel even more humiliated. Here he was, a nineteen-year-old man, lying exposed on a changing table as if he were an infant, while people discussed his care as though he weren't even in the room. He wished he could just disappear. 

"Ah, yes, diaper changes can be quite the ordeal, can't they?" Emma mused. "I find that a pacifier or some gentle touches can really help to calm a fussy one down." 

"Absolutely," the young mother agreed. "Sometimes you just have to get creative." 

"Exactly," Mr. Smith chimed in. "Consistency and patience are key when dealing with little ones." 

As the conversation continued, Alex felt himself fading further and further into the background. It was as if he had ceased to exist altogether, replaced instead by this helpless, infantile version of himself that only existed in the minds of those around him. 

He wanted to scream, to protest, to remind them that he was a grown man and not a baby. But as he lay there on the changing table, his legs held open and his bottom exposed, he knew that no one would listen. 

And so, with a heavy heart, he resigned himself to his fate, watching through tear-filled eyes as Mr. Smith sprinkled baby powder onto his skin and firmly pulling up the new diaper. 

Emma, Ms. Davis, and Mr. Smith continued their conversation, engrossed in the topic of toddler care and the right measures while upbringing offspring. 

"By the way," Emma asked, her eyes flicking over to Alex before returning to Mr. Smith, "how old is your little one here?" 

"Alex is 19 years old," Mr. Smith answered without hesitation, and Alex's face flushed a deep shade of crimson. He felt utterly defeated, as though any semblance of his dignity had been stripped away with this single declaration. They all talked about him as if he wasn't there, discussing him like some infant incapable of understanding or contributing to the conversation. 

"Ah, I see," Emma said, nodding thoughtfully. "Well, it's never too late to learn good behavior, is it?" 

"Indeed," Mrs. Davis concurred, her eyes briefly meeting Alex's before shifting away again. "Absolutely," Mr. Smith nodded in agreement and finished changing Alex's diaper, making sure the tapes were secure. 

"And this little handful still requires our constant attention," he added with a slight smirk. 

"Alright, Alex," Mr. Smith commanded, "time to stand up." Alex hesitated for a moment, but seeing the stern look in Mr. Smith's eyes, he complied, pushing himself up from the changing table and standing shakily on his feet. 

"Thank you both for your help and companionship," Mr. Smith uttered with warm appreciation to Emma and Ms. Davis as he adjusted Alex's dress while speaking. "It's always valuable to exchange stories and learn from each other." 

"Surely," Emma answered, beaming a gentle smile at Alex before planting a kiss on his forehead. "We're all doing our best here in raising up respectable young adults, aren't we?" she grabs Alex hands, "Farewell my dear. You can keep the pacifier as a gift of appreciation.... and no naughty ideas!" Emma winks mischievously at Alex as she said this. 

Ms. Davis followed suit with her own goodbye by waving adieu, pushing her stroller towards the door. "Goodbye," Mr. Smith echoed, collecting all the diaper essentials into his bag. 

As Mr. Smith exits the restroom 5 Minutes later, he grabs Alex's hand and leading him away back to the store. 

As they walked through the big hardware store, Alex couldn't help but feel completely defeated. He had been stripped of his dignity, his adulthood, and any semblance of control over his life, all while the people around him looked on and even commended Mr. Smith for his efforts. The thought gnawed at the pit of his stomach, making him feel as if he were sinking deeper and deeper into an abyss of despair. 

He wanted to scream, to cry out that this was wrong and unfair, but he knew it would do no good. Instead, he clung to Mr. Smith's hand, feeling both grateful and resentful for the man's unwavering presence in his life. 

In that moment, he truly felt like a helpless toddler, completely at the mercy of those around him. 

6 - CHECKOUT LINE

"Please, can we just leave?" Alex whispered softly to Mr. Smith, his voice barely audible amidst the noise of the busy shop. He could feel the weight of the stares from the other customers, their eyes boring into him and sizing up his vulnerable state. The humiliation of the diaper change still lingered on his mind, and every passing second felt like an eternity. 

"Patience, Alex," Mr. Smith replied firmly, squeezing his hand as they continued walking through the aisles. "We have a few more things to pick up before we're done here." Alex's heart sank at the prospect of spending even more time in this public space, but he knew better than to argue with Mr. Smith. 

They soon found themselves in the painting section of the store, surrounded by cans of paint and various brushes and rollers. Alex glanced around nervously, hoping that no one would notice the bulging outline of his diaper beneath his short yellow dress. He tried to stay as close to Mr. Smith as possible, seeking some semblance of comfort in the man's imposing presence. 

"Ah, here we are," Mr. Smith said, stopping in front of a display showcasing various pastel colors. His eyes settled on a soft pink hue, and he picked up a small paint sample card. "This will be perfect for your nursery, don't you think?" 

Alex felt a surge of dread wash over him, the realization of just how deep his regression and feminization would continue sinking in. This was not just a temporary measure; this pastel pink color would adorn his personal space for the foreseeable future. He swallowed hard, nodding hesitantly in response to Mr. Smith's question. 

"Good, I'm glad you agree," Mr. Smith said, placing the paint card in the shopping cart before turning his attention to selecting brushes and rollers. 

As they continued shopping, Alex's mind raced with thoughts of his impending nursery. Images of cribs, stuffed animals, and baby paraphernalia filled his head, each one more humiliating than the last. He desperately wanted this nightmare to be over but knew that he was

powerless to change the situation. The only thing left for him was to accept the reality of his new life under Mr. Smith's control. 

"Alright, I think we have everything we need," Mr. Smith announced as they approached the checkout line. "Let's pay for our items and head home." 

Alex couldn't help but feel a small sense of relief at the prospect of finally leaving the store. 

The cashier line stretched out before them like a slow-moving serpent, each customer burdened with carts full of weekend projects and home improvements. Alex's heart sank when he caught sight of Mrs. Davis who had previously witnessed his diaper change. She stood further up in line, close to her stroller as she chatted casually with another shopper. 

"Looks like we'll be here for a while," Mr. Smith sighed, glancing at his watch. "Oh, I forgot to grab some masking tape for the paint job. Stay right here, and don't you dare move." 

Alex felt a shiver of panic run down his spine as Mr. Smith strode away, leaving him alone again amidst the glaring fluorescent lights and curious stares of fellow customers. He shifted nervously from one foot to the other, tugging on the hem of his short yellow dress to cover his thickly padded bottom. 

"Please hurry back, please hurry back," Alex whispered under his breath, his eyes darting around as if searching for an escape route. His mind raced with thoughts of running away, but where could he possibly go dressed like this? And what would Mr. Smith do to him if he tried? 

"Dear, why is that young man wearing a diaper?" An older woman's voice suddenly piped up from behind Alex, causing his face to burn even redder with humiliation. He didn't dare look back. 

As precious minutes ticked by Alex's anxiety swelled into a desperate, consuming need to escape this torturous environment. He surely had the attention of everybody around him. 

Tears welled up in his eyes as he clenched his fists tightly, his body trembling with fear and frustration. 

"Go away," he wanted to scream at them. "Stop looking at me!" 

And then, something snapped. 

"Don't stare at me, for god’s sake!" he screamed full force, his voice cracking as it echoed through the store. "Don't fucking stare at me!" he continued his outburst. The sudden noise drew all eyes onto him. 

Tears streaming down his cheeks, as he started to shout out long angry screams. He threw himself onto the floor, pounding his fists and kicking his legs wildly. His yellow dress flew up, revealing his diaper to all those present. "Let me go! I want to go home! I can't take this anymore!" Alex screams in rage. 

His tantrum drew a mixture of pity, amusement, and disdain from onlookers, but no one intervened. They simply watched as the distraught teenager thrashed about in his humiliating attire, his diaper rustling loudly with each movement. 

"Alexandra, stop it!" Mr. Smith's booming voice rang out, silencing the chaotic scene. 

"Get up this instant." Mr. Smith barked, returning to find his charge in the midst of a full-blown tantrum. He marched over, grabbed Alex by the arm, and yanked him up off the floor. 

"You've disgraced yourself enough today," he growled, grabbing his arm and forcing Alex to slightly bend over. 

"Please, Daddy," Alex sobbed, "not here... not in front of everyone." 

"Too late for that," Mr. Smith declared coldly, lifting the hem of Alex's dress to expose his diaper-clad bottom. 

"I will not accept such behavior," Mr. Smith's left arm held Alex firmly in place as his right palm came down hard on Alex's tender buttocks, eliciting a loud yelp from the young lad. 

The stinging force of the spanking immediately formed red imprints beneath his diaper on his upper tights. 

"Please... no more," he begged, but Mr. Smith was relentless. The spanks came quickly, each one stinging more than the last as tears streamed down Alex's face. 

And so, for the next shocking moments, Alex stood there, a vulnerable figure with his girly dress raised and his diapered bottom exposed. His body was bent slightly forward to receive his discipline from Mr. Smith, whose left arm held Alex firmly in place as his right palm applied the spanking with sharp blows. 

He squirms with every swat, wincing at the stinging sensation. 

Tears streamed down Alex's face as he pleaded for it to stop, yet Mr. 

Smith was relentless in delivering the spanking until the red imprints appeared beneath the diaper and on Alex's upper thighs. 

The crowd watches in amusement and whisper, watching the naughty toddler throwing a tantrum in the store; being spanked for his own good. 

"See?" a woman nearby whispered to her friend. "That's how you deal with a brat." 

"Agreed," her friend nodded. "He needs to learn his place." 

As the spanking continued, the crowd's murmurs grew louder, their voices filled with approval of Mr. Smith's actions. The onlookers praised his firm hand and expressed their satisfaction at seeing the screaming distraction finally being put in his place. 

"Young man, we will continue this discussion at home," Mr. Smith said eventually, giving one final, resounding slap that left Alex shaking and sobbing uncontrollably. He released his grip on the young man, who crumpled to the floor in a defeated heap, his once-pristine yellow dress now stained with his tears. 

7 - WADDLE

Following the humiliating public spanking, Mr. Smith coldly commanded Alex to rise at his feet. With trembling legs and tear-streaked cheeks, Alex obeyed, his heart aching from the humiliating exposure he had just endured. 

"Since you have behaved in such an infantile manner today, I believe it would be fitting for everyone to witness the results of your actions." Mr. 

Smith said with a hint of malice in his voice. He reached around Alex's waist and deftly tucked the back of the yellow dress into the waistband of the thick diaper, fully exposing the puffy diaper and reddened bottom for all to see. Alex's cheeks flushed even more deeply with shame, and he desperately tried to cover himself with his hands, but Mr. Smith's firm grip on his hand prevented any attempt at modesty. 

"Let's pay for our things, shall we?" Mr. Smith said, finally arriving the front of the checkout line. The young female employee at the register looked up and saw them approaching, her eyes widening in curiosity. As they reached the front of the line, she couldn't help but stare at the exposed and spanked bottom of the 19-year-old young man standing before her, dressed like a little girl and clearly humiliated beyond belief. 

"Good afternoon," Mr. Smith said politely, as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. "We'd like to purchase these items, please." 

"Of course," the young woman replied, her voice slightly shaky as she began scanning their items. She tried to keep her gaze focused on her task, but every so often, she would steal a glance at Alex, who was trying his hardest to remain invisible under the weight of her scrutiny. 

"Here's your total, sir," she said finally, handing Mr. Smith the receipt. 

Mr. Smith pays the amount and moves on. 

"And here, young man" she said softly, handing Alex a lollipop. "You look like you could use a treat." 

"Thank you," Alex whispered, his voice barely audible as he accepted the small gift with trembling hands. 

A tense silence permeated the room after the spanking. Every pair of eyes were fixated on Alex and his foster father, their gazes ranging from

concern to curiosity. 

The crowd looked on warmly as Alex took the lollipop, entranced by the sight of him with his yellow dress tucked up to show off his white puffy diapers. Red marks from the spanking becoming more and more visible on his upper thighs as he awkwardly waddled over to Mr. Smith, standing in the doorway with his arm outstretched. Alex wrapped his hand around Mr. Smith's and toddled out of view. 

THE SLOW

REGRESSION OF ALEX

The 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 stripp 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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