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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 - A warm Welcome

The Smiths lived in a middle-class neighborhood, on the edge of a bustling city. The two-story house they occupied stood out among the plain, comfortable dwellings that surrounded it. In the summer months, the street was alive with the sounds of children playing, and the smell of freshly cut grass wafted through the air.

It was in this pleasant setting that Alex, an orphan of 19 years of age, stood in front of the Smiths' door. Although he was already a grown man, he was rather short for his age, and the breadth of his shoulders was just starting to become apparent. Alex, who had been in and out of trouble all his life, had been sent to the Smiths' household as a last resort. He was told that they were kind, generous people who had offered to give him an opportunity to become a worthy member of society. He only hoped that it was true.

Alex carefully buttoned up his shirt, tucked it into his trousers, and nervously rang the bell. He heard footsteps inside, and then the door opened. Standing in the doorway was Mrs. Smith, a kindly looking middle-aged woman with a warm smile. She welcomed Alex to their home and invited him inside.

Alex stepped into the Smiths' house, feeling both apprehensive and hopeful. This could be the start of something new, he thought. He had a chance to make a fresh start and become somebody completely different.

As Alex stepped inside the Smith household, he was immediately greeted by the warm smiles of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. The inviting aroma of freshly baked cookies wafted through the air, adding to the sense of comfort that enveloped him. He felt a strange yet welcome sense of belonging, even though he had just arrived.

"Welcome, Alex," Mr. Smith said with genuine warmth in his voice. "Please, make yourself at home. We're so glad to have you here."

"Thank you, Mr. and Mrs. Smith," Alex replied, his cheeks flushing slightly at their kindness. They led him into the cozy living room, the soft glow of sunlight filtering through the curtains.

"Please, have a seat, Alex," Mrs. Smith gestured towards the plush sofa. As they all sat down, the conversation began to flow effortlessly between them.

"So, tell us a bit about yourself, Alex," Mr. Smith asked gently, his eyes filled with understanding.

Alex hesitated for a moment, unsure of how much to reveal about his troubled past. But there was something in the Smiths' demeanor that made him feel safe and supported. "Well, I've had some issues with drugs, girls, and my behavior in general... I've been bounced around from foster home to foster home, but I'm determined to turn my life around."

"Everyone deserves a chance to better themselves, Alex," Mrs. Smith reassured him, her hand resting on his shoulder. "We want to help you become the best version of yourself."

As the conversation continued, Alex slowly let his guard down, opening up about his hobbies, interests, and aspirations. It was clear that the Smiths were genuinely interested in helping him succeed and grow as a person.

"Education is vital, Alex," Mr. Smith stated firmly, looking deep into his eyes. "We believe that with the right guidance and support, you can overcome the obstacles in your life."

"Of course," Alex agreed, feeling a newfound sense of hope and determination. "I'll do whatever it takes to make you proud and prove myself worthy of being a part of this family."

"Good," Mrs. Smith nodded with approval. "That's all we ask for – honesty, dedication, and hard work."

As they chatted, Alex couldn't help but feel a strong sense of gratitude towards the Smiths. Their warmth and understanding, coupled with their unwavering belief in his ability to change, filled him with an indescribable happiness. For the first time in his life, Alex felt like he had finally found a place where he truly belonged.

In that cozy living room, surrounded by the kindness and support of Mr. and Mrs. Smith, Alex vowed to himself that he would do everything in his power to repay their faith in him and carve out a better future for himself. And as the sun set over the picturesque neighborhood outside, casting golden rays through the window, it seemed as though the entire world was on his side, ready to help him succeed.


2 - Rules to follow

The morning sun spilled into the kitchen, casting a warm glow on the Smiths' breakfast table. Alex sat down, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, and noticed that there was a neatly typed list of rules resting beside his plate.

"Good morning, Alex," Mr. Smith greeted him with a firm nod. "As we discussed yesterday, there are some basic guidelines we follow in this household."

Alex gave a somber nod, accepting the list from Mr. Smith and studying it intently. The first instruction was clear: "Always be polite." The second commandment said, "Accept accountability for your words and deeds." The third demand declared, "Speak honestly." The fourth mandate stipulated, "Obey orders" while the fifth rule admonished them to "Stay neat and orderly."

"Of course," Alex said, determined to prove himself worthy of their trust. "I'll do my best to follow these."

"Furthermore," Mrs. Smith chimed in, her tone gentle but serious, "we've arranged for you to attend a private school nearby, since you never finished middle school. It is a special institute for young adults with an educational deficit. We believe education is crucial for personal growth."

"Thank you," Alex responded, swallowing his surprise. "I won't let you down."

As the week went on, Alex found himself adjusting to life with the Smiths. They were kind and supportive, always encouraging him to strive for self-improvement. However, they also maintained a strict sense of discipline within their home. For example, meals were served promptly at specific times, and everyone was required to participate in daily chores. In addition, a designated study hour was enforced every evening.

Despite these new expectations, Alex felt good about the progress he was making. He could sense a positive change within himself, as he focused on bettering his behavior and embracing the structure provided by the Smith family.

One day, after completing his assigned chores, Alex accidentally left a small mess in the kitchen. Mr. Smith quickly pointed it out and sternly reminded him of the importance of cleanliness. Alex immediately apologized and corrected his mistake, feeling a mix of gratitude and respect for their discipline and guidance.

“Remember, Alex," Mr. Smith told him, “Attention to detail is essential in life. We're here to help you learn and grow."

"Thank you," Alex replied sincerely, his determination to change solidifying even more.

As he continued to live with the Smiths, abiding by their rules and benefiting from their guidance, Alex felt as if he was truly becoming a better person – one who could finally be proud of himself and contribute positively to society. With every passing day, he became more committed to this new path, eager to prove that he was worthy of the trust and love the Smith family had shown him.


3 - Difficult to adapt

On the first Sunday morning, the Smiths asked Alex to accompany them to church. He was taken aback by the request since he had never gone to church before.

"I don't think I'm up for it," he said, trying to hide his apprehension. "Besides, I don't even know how to act in a church."

Mrs. Smith smiled reassuringly. "We'll teach you everything you need to know," she said kindly.

Alex shook his head and said no again. He felt out of place. After all, religion wasn't something he was ever exposed to growing up– it was foreign territory for him.

The Smiths kept attempting to persuade him, but Alex refused to change his mind; until Mr. Smith, tired of the situation, exclaimed: "That's enough! We're going and that's final!"

And this is when Alex acted out for the first time in their home.

"Screw it, I won't come with you," he declared. Immediately, Mrs. Smith responded: "That's it! You can come with us but first I will take care of your foul language!"

Mr. Smith nodded in agreement, his face serious yet understanding as he supported his wife in her decision.

Mrs. Smith wasted no time in dealing with Alex's unacceptable behaviour. She swiftly ushered him into the bathroom, her grip tight on his arm as she led him towards the sink. Her face was stern and unyielding as she grabbed a bar of soap, its floral scent filling the room.

"I will not tolerate such language in this household," Mrs. Smith scolded, her voice unwavering. "Open your mouth."

Alex's eyes widened in disbelief. He couldn't believe that she was serious about washing his mouth out with soap - it seemed like something straight out of an old movie, not something that actually happened in real life.

"Are you kidding me?" Alex exclaimed, his tone incredulous.

But Mrs. Smith was dead serious. "Don't make me repeat myself, young man," she warned when Alex hesitated. With a heavy sigh, he reluctantly opened his mouth and let Mrs. Smith shove the soap between his teeth.

The taste was absolutely revolting – bitter and soapy, making him gag and sputter as the suds formed foam on his tongue and lips. He couldn't wait for this torture to be over, but Mrs. Smith rubbed the soap on his tongue firmly until she was satisfied that he had learned his lesson. His face twisted in disgust, and his eyes watered as he endured the punishment. It was humiliating and frustrating.

And from then on, Alex thought twice before uttering any curse words under his breath – knowing all too well what the consequences would be.

An hour later, Alex sat slumped on the hard, wooden church bench, his head hung low in shame. The lingering taste of soap in his mouth made his face contort in disgust. He couldn't shake off the memory of Mrs. Smith's stern scolding and the uncomfortable punishment she had inflicted upon him. His fidgeting hands showed his discomfort as he reminded himself to watch his words and actions in the future. No longer could he take their approval for granted, knowing the consequences that awaited him.


4 - School Preparations

The second Sunday came around quickly, and it also marked the day before Alex's first day at his new school. Mrs. Smith presented him with a neatly folded school uniform, which consisted of a crisp, white dress shirt, a red-and-black-striped tie, short gray slacks, and polished black shoes.

"Tomorrow, you'll start attending St. Martha's Academy," Mrs. Smith informed him. "They have a strict dress code, so you must wear this uniform."

Alex stared at the outfit in disbelief. It reminded him of something an English schoolboy would wear, not a nineteen-year-old trying to turn his life around. He felt embarrassed just thinking about wearing it to school.

"Remember, Alex," Mr. Smith said, "this is your opportunity to show everyone – including yourself – that you're capable of change. Wear that uniform with pride and make us proud."

Alex reluctantly looked at the uniform. Embarrassment and resistance coursing through his veins. Mrs. Smith stared him down with a stern look of disapproval and commanded, "Put on this uniform now." Alex shook his head in defiance, determined to fight back against her orders. Mrs. Smith sighed before counting, "'One." Alex was used to threats from older foster homes but never saw them followed through on - he expected nothing to happen after Mrs. Smith reached 'three.'

"Two," she continued. Alex felt his determination strengthen - he refused to wear the stupid uniform, there had to be another solution.

"Three," Mrs. Smith finished. Mrs. Smith's grip on his earlobe was like a vice, and Alex winced as she pulled him forcefully into the living room. The fire crackled in the background, casting an eerie glow on the walls. She deposited him in front of the fireplace and commanded him to stay put until she returned. With one final scathing look, she turned and left.

Alex seethed with anger and humiliation as he stood there, feeling like a scolded child. He had never been subjected to such a punishment before, and it cut deep. The warmth from the fire offered no solace as he replayed the events that led to this moment. His cheeks burned with shame, knowing he had disappointed Mrs. Smith once again.

After a tense 15 minutes, Mrs. Smith reappeared with the uniform in hand. Her features remained rigid and determined, leaving no room for refusal. It was evident that she would not accept anything less than compliance this time.

Alex slowly slipped into each piece of clothing as he felt his humiliation grow with each passing second. As he tied his tie around his neck and tucked in his shirt, he choked back tears of embarrassment while realizing that he had no choice but to comply if he wanted a chance at having a better life with Mr. And Mrs. Smith's support and trust.

When he finished dressing in the outfit, Alex reluctantly let Mr. And Mrs Smith inspect him from head to toe before they both nodded their approval.

Mrs. Smith looked at Alex, her face a mix of sympathy and determination. She gently put her hand on his shoulder and said in a soft voice, "Alex, you have to learn that we will not be taken advantage of here. We need respect from you, and that starts with following our rules. Now stand here at the fireplace until supper is ready."

Alex felt a lump in his throat as he nodded his head in agreement. He stood still and kept his gaze lowered, ashamed of what he had done. As the minutes ticked by, Mrs. Smith reminded him of the consequences if he did not obey their request. He heard her words but could no longer look into her eyes - his own were filled with tears of humiliation and regret.

He tried to keep himself busy by counting the seconds that passed as he stood there but soon gave up as his mind raced with all the mistakes he had made in life so far; it was too much to bear. The tears kept streaming down his face until finally dinner was ready and Mrs. Smith asked him to come to the table for supper.

With head bowed low and heart heavy, Alex followed her into the dining room. He had felt this way before, a long time ago when he wasn't living on the streets. This time, however, it was different. He understood that feeling shame was an important part of taking responsibility for his actions and making better decisions going forward.

Alex, still clad in his school uniform, gloomily took a seat at the dinner table - the Smiths were seated across from him with an air of authority that made him feel impossibly small and vulnerable.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith took turns speaking to him in a firm yet loving manner about their expectations for improvement in his grades and attitude towards school. Every word they spoke acted like a calloused hand on his shoulder, guiding him in the right direction and helping him understand accountability for his actions - like a leash, gently yet firmly leading him down the righteous path.

Alex remained motionless, fathoming every single syllable that left their mouths while attempting to dissect between all the contradicting emotions that circulated inside of him- gratitude, guilt, shame and hope.

In this moment of self-reflection Alex came to terms with what it meant to be held accountable for his actions - even if it meant being on the receiving end of criticism or discipline from authority figures.

The conversation eased up once dessert was served, and Alex began to talk about his future ambitions- which Mr. And Mrs Smith encouraged wholeheartedly. By the time the meal concluded Alex knew that he had made the right decision reaching out for help and support; He accepted that his success relied on following the instructions given by his new guardians and solemnly promised them both that he would do better this time - no matter the difficulty of the situation.


5 - First Day at School

The alarm clock buzzed, jolting Alex out of his sleep. Mr. Smith strode in with a stern expression and instructed him to get dressed for his first day at the new school. Nervousness gnawed at Alex's stomach as he pulled on the school uniform and followed Mr. Smith down the hallway and into the crisp morning air.

As they approached the school, the building loomed before them - an imposing structure of red bricks and tall windows, giving off an air of old-world charm. The quiet hallways echoed their footsteps, creating a calm yet anticipatory atmosphere. Rows of lockers lined the walls, waiting for the impending rush of students.

"Remember, Alex," Mr. Smith said in a low voice, "you are here to learn and behave. Don't let yourself down."

They turned a corner and came upon Miss Jenkins. She stood outside the classroom door, her hands clasped behind her back, a picture of authority. Her stern expression immediately made Alex feel intimidated, while her old-fashioned attire only added to her aura of strict discipline. Dressed in a calf-length dark skirt and a high-collared white blouse, she exuded an air of no-nonsense professionalism.

"Ah, Mr. Smith," she greeted, her eyes narrowing slightly as she glanced at Alex. "This must be the young man you told me about."

"Yes, Miss Jenkins," Mr. Smith replied, placing a heavy hand on Alex's shoulder. "This is Alex. I trust he'll be in good hands with you."

"Of course," she said, her gaze never leaving Alex's face. "We will ensure that he receives proper education and discipline."

"Good," Mr. Smith said, a satisfied smile creeping onto his lips. He turned to Alex, his grip tightening. "You know your duties, boy. Behave and follow Miss Jenkins' instructions to the letter, I expect you to be a model student here," Mr. Smith said firmly, looking down at the young man with an air of authority. "You'll find Miss Jenkins is a strict teacher, but she's fair." His eyes shifted towards Miss Jenkins, who stood silently beside them, her stern gaze fixed upon Alex.

"Indeed," she agreed, nodding. "I appreciate your efforts in instilling discipline in our youth, Mr. Smith. It's a pity that education has become so... effeminate these days."

"Couldn't agree more," Mr. Smith replied, his expression darkening. Turning back to Alex, he added, "Remember, boy, your main duty here is to learn and obey. Failure to do so will not be taken lightly."

With one final nod, Mr. Smith left the scene, leaving Alex alone with Miss Jenkins. Taking a deep breath, Alex tried his best to compose himself as he stepped into the classroom.

The room was set up traditionally, with small wooden desks neatly arranged in rows facing the front where a large, imposing chalkboard dominated the wall. The atmosphere felt solemn, and it only served to amplify Alex's nervousness. He swallowed hard and scanned the room for an available desk, which Miss Jenkins pointed out to him.

"Take a seat there, Alex," she instructed, her voice firm yet calm.

As he made his way to the assigned desk, Alex couldn't help but feel the weight of his new environment bearing down on him.

Sitting down, Alex felt his heart pounding in his chest. Thoughts raced through his mind as he tried to focus on the task at hand – becoming a good student and living up to the expectations set by Mr. Smith and Miss Jenkins. The fear of failure gnawed at him, coupled with the anticipation of the discipline he knew awaited if he faltered.

The chatter in the classroom continued to grow in volume as more students filed in, their laughter and excited whispers merging into a comforting buzz that filled the air. Most of them were girls around his age, dressed in similar uniforms, while a few boys also entered the room, their expressions ranging from excited to anxious. Alex tried his best to calm his nerves, focusing on the familiar sound of pencil scribbling against paper as he doodled idly in his notebook.


6 - Sarah

Suddenly, the atmosphere in the room shifted, and Alex felt an inexplicable surge of electricity in the air. He glanced up from his drawing to see a stunning young woman entering the classroom, her confident stride capturing the attention of everyone around her. She was dressed in the same school uniform as the others, but she wore it with an elegance that made her stand out among her peers. With wavy chestnut hair cascading down her back, bright green eyes that sparkled with mischief, and a smile that could light up a room, it was clear that she was no ordinary student. This was Sarah, the girl who would capture Alex's interest and haunt his dreams for weeks to come.

As Sarah walked past him, Alex couldn't help but take in the sight of her, his eyes lingering on the curve of her hips as they swayed gently with each step, the way her skirt hugged her slender waist, and the delicate grace of her long legs. He felt a sudden urge to introduce himself, to make some sort of connection with this enchanting creature who had captivated him so thoroughly. Gathering all the courage he could muster, he opened his mouth to speak just as she turned her gaze towards him.

"Hi, I'm A-Alex," he stammered, his voice barely audible amidst the noise of the classroom.

Sarah's emerald eyes locked onto his for a moment, and Alex felt a flicker of hope flare within him. But just as quickly as it had appeared, that hope vanished as she offered him a small, polite smile and turned away, joining a group of her friends near the window. Her laughter drifted towards him, a sweet melody that seemed to mock his failed attempt at conversation.

"Nice try, Alex," he muttered to himself, feeling a familiar wave of loneliness wash over him. But despite his embarrassment, he couldn't help but cling to the faint glimmer of hope that still flickered within him – the possibility that Sarah might someday notice him, that he could find a place among these strangers who now surrounded him each day. It was a small comfort, but in this new and unfamiliar world, it was enough to keep him going.

Over the next few weeks, Alex gradually adjusted to his new school routine. As time passed, he found himself growing more and more infatuated with Sarah. The brief encounter they had shared on that first day had left him aching for more, and every time she entered the classroom, his heart raced with anticipation.

"Today we'll be discussing the impact of the Industrial Revolution on European society," Miss Jenkins announced, her voice barely registering in Alex's mind as he stared across the room at Sarah.

He couldn't help but let his imagination run wild, picturing the two of them alone together, her slender fingers tracing the contours of his body, their lips pressed together in a passionate embrace. The vivid fantasies brought a flush to his cheeks, and he quickly glanced down at his textbook, desperately trying to refocus his attention on the lesson.

"Alex, can you tell us what the Luddites were protesting against?" Miss Jenkins asked, her stern gaze fixed upon him.

"Uh, yes ma'am," Alex stammered, searching frantically through his book for the answer. "They… they were protesting against, um, the introduction of machinery in the textile industry, which threatened their jobs."

"Very good, Alex," Miss Jenkins said, nodding approvingly before continuing with her lecture.


7 - Under the Wings

In the meantime, Alex found himself growing increasingly frustrated by the stifling atmosphere at home. The Smiths seemed to take pleasure in punishing him for even the most minor infractions, and he felt powerless to resist their strict disciplinary measures.

One evening, after accidentally using the word "damn", Mr. Smith ordered him to stand in the corner of the living room for a lengthy time-out. As if that weren't enough, Mrs. Smith approached him with a bar of soap in hand, ready to administer another humiliating punishment.

"Open your mouth, Alex," she commanded, her eyes cold and unyielding. "You need to learn to be more careful."

"Please, Mrs. Smith, I'm sorry," he pleaded, his voice trembling with fear.

"Open your mouth," she repeated, her tone leaving no room for argument.

With a heavy sigh, Alex complied, allowing her to push the soap between his lips. The bitter taste of it filled his mouth, causing him to gag involuntarily as he struggled to hold back tears.

"Keep that in there for fifteen minutes," Mrs. Smith instructed, setting the timer on the kitchen counter. "Maybe next time you'll be more mindful of your actions."

As he stood there, enduring the agonizing punishment, Alex couldn't help but feel the weight of the power dynamic between him and the Smiths. He longed for a sense of freedom, an escape from their oppressive control over his life. Yet, at the same time, he knew that he needed them – they were his foster parents, after all, and he was dependent on their care. It was a cruel irony that only seemed to deepen his resentment towards them.

A week after the mouth soaping incident, Alex found himself once again in trouble with the Smiths. This time, he had carelessly knocked over a glass of juice at dinner, sending it splattering across the pristine white tablecloth. Mrs. Smith's patience wore thin as she glared at him disapprovingly.

"Alex," she began, her voice dripping with disappointment, "you need to learn to be more careful. I want you to go immediately to bed, now."

"But it's still daylight outside!" he protested, his heart sinking at the thought of lying in bed while the sun was still shining, and the laughter of children playing outside drifted through the window.

"Your actions have consequences, young man," Mr. Smith chimed in, his tone stern. "You're going to bed early tonight. No arguments."

Mrs. Smith then stepped beside her husband and gently laid her hands on Alex's shoulders. Her gaze was understanding yet firm. She reached down to take his hand and lead him up to his room, where she proceeded to tuck him in and kiss him goodnight with an affectionate smile.

She walked over to the window and drew the curtains closed, blocking out the golden rays of the day. A chorus of laughter and joy from outside filtered in through the windows and pierced Alex's heart like a sharp dagger.

He sank deeper into his pillow, overcome by a sense of hopelessness and resignation. He had grown to dread the Smiths' strict punishments, now enriched by this new form of discipline - early bedtime. It seemed crueler than any other punishment they had imposed on him before, robbing him of precious hours he could have spent outside with friends or relaxing in his room.

Yes, they were strict, and he often felt uncomfortable with their expectations of him. But at the same time, Alex was aware that his foster parents cared deeply for him; that despite the hardships he faced living under their roof, they still showed him a kind of love and support that had been missing from his own family.


8 - Daydreaming

In the weeks that followed, Alex found himself unable to shake his fascination with Sarah who seemed to haunt both his days and nights. He would often catch himself daydreaming about her during class, his mind conjuring images of their bodies entwined, their lips pressed together in a passionate kiss. The desire he felt for her was overwhelming, leaving him feeling simultaneously guilty and aroused.

His new routine became a source of both comfort and torment. Each day, after returning from school, he would retreat to his bedroom. There, alone with his thoughts, Alex would masturbate, his fantasies of Sarah fueling his lust. The pleasure he derived from these stolen moments was tainted by the knowledge that she was so far out of his reach, their social statuses worlds apart.

As Alex lay in bed one afternoon, his hand wrapped around his erection, he couldn't help but wonder what Sarah would think if she knew what he was doing. Would she be disgusted? Amused? Or, perhaps, intrigued? The thought sent a shiver down his spine, and he quickened his pace, desperate for release.

His body trembled as he climaxed, his mind filled with images of her beautiful face, her soft lips parting in a moan of pleasure. As the waves of ecstasy subsided, they were replaced by a crushing sense of guilt and shame. He knew that his actions were wrong, that his obsession with Sarah was bordering on unhealthy, but he couldn't help himself.

"Sarah…" Alex whispered to himself, his voice heavy with longing. "Why do you have to be so unattainable?"

He closed his eyes, willing away the tears that threatened to fall, knowing that no matter how desperately he wanted her, she would always remain just out of reach, like a dream he could never quite grasp. And all the while, the shadow of the Smiths' control loomed over him, making him feel more trapped than ever before.

The sun was dipping lower in the sky, casting long shadows on the school grounds as Alex stood behind the gym, hidden from view. From his vantage point, he could see the girls' volleyball practice taking place on the outdoor court. His heart raced as his eyes fixed on Sarah, who stood there in a form-fitting dress that meticulously accentuated her curves; she was breathtakingly beautiful.

In his mind, he imagined a scenario where they found themselves alone after practice, just the two of them in the locker room. His pulse quickened as he envisioned her approaching him, her eyes filled with desire. She would wrap her arms around his neck, pulling him close for a passionate kiss before sinking to her knees in front of him.

"Alex," she would whisper seductively, her hand reaching for the waistband of his shorts. "I've been wanting this for so long."

He could almost feel her warm, wet mouth wrapped around his hard cock. He closed his eyes and pictured the pleasure he'd feel as she slid him further into her mouth with each bob of her head. The thought pushed him closer to the edge, and his knees buckled with anticipation. It would be exquisite, overwhelming, like nothing he'd ever experienced before.

"Sarah," he moaned under his breath, his hand gripping the wall behind him for support as his fantasy continued to play out.

"Ah, so you're the new kid,"

Alex was suddenly jerked from his daydream as Sarah's voice pierced the air. He had been so caught up in his thoughts that he hadn't even seen her approach.

"Name's Sarah. Welcome to our little corner of the world." she said, a hint of amusement in her eyes as she feigned interest in getting to know him. "So, what brings you out here? Just enjoying the view?"

"Uh, no, I mean, yes, but..." Alex's face turned a deep shade of red as he scrambled to find the right words. "I mean, I just happened to be walking by and saw you all practicing."

"Is that so?" Sarah asked, her voice dripping with false sweetness. She seemed to revel in his discomfort, watching him squirm under her gaze.

"Y-yeah," he stammered, desperate to maintain some semblance of dignity in front of this girl who occupied his every waking thought.

"Interesting," she mused, looking him up and down for a moment before turning back towards the court. "Well, it was nice to meet you, Alex. Maybe we'll see you around."

"Uh, yeah, sure," he managed to reply, his heart pounding in his chest as she walked away. He knew that he had failed to make any sort of impression on her, and yet, that brief interaction only served to deepen his infatuation.

As the girls continued their practice, Alex lingered for a moment longer, torn between his desire to stay and watch Sarah and the knowledge that he should leave before he drew any more unwanted attention. With one last longing glance in her direction, he forced himself to turn away and walk back home, his mind already racing with thoughts of what might have been if only things were different.

Later that evening, Alex lay on his bed, staring blankly at the ceiling, replaying the encounter with Sarah over and over in his mind. He couldn't believe how poorly it had gone. The hope that he might have had a chance with her was shattered, and he couldn't help but feel sorry for himself.

He couldn't stop thinking about her. The way she had looked at him, her beautiful blue eyes piercing into his soul. The curve of her body and the grace with which she moved. The cruel smile that seemed to promise both pleasure and pain.

His hand drifted down to his crotch, desperate for some kind of release from the tormenting thoughts. He tried to focus on his fantasies of Sarah, clad in her tight volleyball outfit; her voluptuous curves visible just enough for him to want more. His imagination ran wild as he pictured her body pressed against his, her soft lips wrapping around him as she took his erection into her mouth. But as he stroked himself, it became increasingly difficult to maintain an erection.

The humiliation of their encounter weighed too heavily on him, and he knew deep down that someone like her would never want anything to do with a loser like him.

Just as Alex was about to give up masturbating this day, the door opened with a forceful crack.


9 - The Consequences of Pleasure

"Alex! What on Earth are you doing?" It was his foster-mother, Mrs. Smith, and she had obviously caught him in the act. As Alex scrambled to pull his blanked up and hide the evidence of his shame, but Mrs. Smith stopped him by holding firmly the blank, leaving his half erect penis on full sight.

"I can't believe you were masturbating!" She exclaimed, her face reddening with anger. "Now I know, why you always hide in your room, as soon as you come home. You know what that means? Daily Time-outs for a week."

Mrs. Smith paused for a moment and then an idea seemed to come to her mind. "You know what, I have something better in store for you." She continued sternly. "Naked time-out in the living room."

Alex gulped at this suggestion, knowing that it was probably one of Mrs. Smith's more creative punishments. He reluctantly followed Mrs. Smith out of his bedroom and down the stairs to the living room.

Alex stood still in the living room, his heart pounding as Mrs. Smith stared him down, her expression stern. She removed all his clothes except his white cotton briefs, leaving him practically exposed. Alex pleaded, "Please, Mrs. Smith, no more! Don't make me take off my briefs!" Mrs. Smith retorted, "You don't want to take them off? Alright then, you can keep them on." Suddenly relieved, Alex nodded.

But then she quickly dismantled the fancy chair that usually hung from the ceiling and puts it away, leaving Alex to wonder what would come next. "Come here," she instructs Alex, directing him to where the chair had just been.

She took the rope that remained hanging on the ceiling and ties it around the back of Alex's white cotton underwear. With the first tug, an uncomfortable sensation formed between Alex's buttocks, and he realized what was happening.

Before Alex could react, Mrs. Smith pulled the rope taut with multiple tugs until Alex was suspended mid-air, his feet barely brushing the floor.

Alex’s entire body was now suspended from the ceiling by his white cotton briefs, his face contorted in agony as the briefs dug into his waistline and buttock crease, forcing his buttocks to spread apart. All while his genitals were pushed in in a most unnatural way due to the strain of his body weight being supported from them.

He felt completely exposed and vulnerable, his entire buttock protruding outwards, as he hung there defenseless - exposed and immobile in the middle of the living room.

He tried to touch the ground with his tiptoes, but when Mrs. Smith saw that this could still work, she immediately pulled Alex up a bit more. Now he hung there, in all his exposed glory, without the slightest chance of touching anything around him.

He tried to keep his composure, but hot tears began streaming down his cheeks as he felt utterly humiliated.

Mrs. Smith smiled at him coldly and then announced that he was to stay there until she deemed it necessary for him to be freed from this shameful position - a punishment that would serve both as an example of her authority and an effective deterrent from such impulsive behavior like masturbating in future.


10 - Dangling

As she walked off to attend her chores, Alex was left there hanging for what seemed like an eternity.

The desperation spread through Alex’s entire body as he slowly began to spin around himself like a human pendulum, an effect of how Mrs. Smith had adjusted and tied up the rope.

Alex was unable do anything due to being literally hung by his briefs in midair from their living room ceiling - no matter how much stretching or twisting he did nothing seemed help alleviate this situation even slightly!

Finally, the front door opened, and Mr. Smith returned home after work.

Alex hoped that Mr. Smith would come to his rescue and stop this cruel punishment. He was sure that he wouldn't want Alex to be treated like this, and he pleaded in his head for Mr. Smith to put an end to the torture that he was being subjected to.

When Mr. Smith entered the living room area he smiled as soon as he saw Alex. He then turned to his wife and kissed her gently, his eyes twinkling with delight at her ingenuity.

“Misbehaved again, Alex?” Mr. Smith said as he approached the young boy. Alex nodded meekly, his eyes heavy with helplessness and despair. He desperately hoped that someone would step in and take his side, finally releasing him from the unfair punishment. But this hope was crushed as Mr. Smith revealed a disappointed expression that Alex knew well.

"Tell me," Mr. Smith continued with great delight, "what did you do this time?",

"He masturbated shamelessly," Mrs. Smith hurriedly, as if she had to justify the terrible punishment.

Mr. Smith approached Alex with a sadistic glint in his eyes, his lips twisted into a sinister smile. He stood mere inches from Alex, invading his personal space with each step he took. A shiver ran down Alex's spine as Mr. Smith reached out a finger and lightly traced it across the front of Alex's briefs.

"My, my, touching yourself," Mr. Smith said, his voice dripping with disdain. His finger casually brushed across the front of Alex's briefs, causing a surge of desire to course through Alex's body. Underneath the thick cotton material, Alex's cock strained against its confinement, desperate to free itself from the force that kept it trapped against his abdomen.

But Mr. Smith wasn't satisfied with just teasing and tormenting Alex with words. His fingers traced circles around the small bulge where Alex's cock was trapped, sending shocks of embarrassment and pain through Alex's body. He squirmed under Mr. Smith's touch, trying to escape the unwelcome intrusion but unable to do so because he was hanging in a big wedgie from the ceiling.

As Mr. Smith continued his torment, every touch felt like a violation not just of Alex's body, but also his mind and soul. With each stroke of his fingers, Mr. Smith was taking control of every part of Alex, reducing him to a helpless doll in his hands.

"It seems you are being punished accordingly," Mr. Smith said conversationally as he withdrew his hand from between Alex's legs. But instead of a reprieve, that same hand now ran gently over his exposed, flushed butt cheeks, the touch making Alex feel violated and dirty.

The sound of two sharp taps rang out through the room as Mr. Smith playfully spanked Alex's bottom, sending shivers down his spine. "I suggest you think long and hard before masturbating again," he warned, giving one last squeeze to Alex's behind.

Mr. Smith walked over to give his wife another kiss before leading her away from the living room and leaving Alex alone bouncing with his shame and humiliation.


I hope you enjoyed!
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