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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, 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 – Back home

The Smiths arrived home from the church sermon, the sun shining brightly on their well-kept garden. With a firm grip on his hand, Mr. and Mrs. Smith ushered Alex into the house and straight to his nursery. The once confident and independent 19-year-old was gradually regressed back during the last 9 months under the strict regime and care of his foster parents.

It's Easter afternoon and Alex has already endured a series of unpleasant experiences. First, he was spanked at home, then had to sit through a dull Easter sermon. Things didn't improve at church, where he received another spanking and had to endure a humiliating easter brunch. To top it off, he ended up with a white Easter bunny face paint that only added to his unlucky day so far.

"Alright, Alex," said Mrs. Smith, her voice gentle but firm. "We need to get you out of your easter dress and ready for your nap. We have guests coming over later for our Easter gathering, and we still have little things to prepare."

"Can't I just stay in it? I don't want to nap." asked Alex meekly, knowing full well that he wouldn't get his way.

"Of course not, dear," replied Mrs. Smith. "Now, let's get you undressed."

Within moments, Alex found himself stripped of the fancy dress, leaving him standing in nothing but his still fivefold-layered diapers. The Smiths exchanged a glance, contemplating where they should put Alex for his nap.

"Putting him in the crib might mess up his face painting," said Mr. Smith thoughtfully. "We want him looking his best for the party."

"Good point," agreed Mrs. Smith. "Let's strap him into his highchair instead. He can wait there while we prepare everything."

Alex felt a wave of humiliation wash over him as he was guided toward the highchair. Once seated, he was strapped in securely, ensuring there would be no escape during his "naptime". With a soft pat on his cheek, Mrs. Smith left him strapped in the corner of his nursery, while she and her husband began preparing for the upcoming garden party.

Time seemed to crawl by as Alex dozed in the highchair, the sounds of the Smiths' bustling preparations filling the air around him. Then finally, the front door opened, and the voices of their guests reached Alex's ears. It was Mr. and Mrs. Cooper, Mrs. Smith's parents, along with Mr. and Mrs. Jones, Sarah's parents.

"Welcome, everyone!" greeted Mr. Smith warmly. "We're so glad you could make it to our Easter celebration."

"Thank you for having us," replied Mr. Jones. "It's always a pleasure to spend time with you all."

"Where's young Alex?" inquired Mrs. Cooper, her eyes scanning the room for him.

"Ah, he's just finishing up his nap," said Mrs. Smith, glancing over at the closed nursery door, behind which Alex was still strapped in his highchair. "He'll be joining us soon."

As the conversation continued, Alex couldn't help but feel a growing sense of dread at the thought of being paraded around in front of these guests. He knew that whatever girly outfit the Smiths had planned for him would only serve to further diminish any shred of dignity he had left.

◆◆◆

The guests mingled in the Smiths' impeccably decorated garden, sipping prosecco, and enjoying the warm afternoon sun. The air was filled with laughter and easy conversation.

The anticipation for the Easter celebration grew as the adults chatted about their lives and families. Mr. and Mrs. Jones shared stories of Sarah's achievements and adventures, while Mr. and Mrs. Cooper praised the Smiths for the incredible progress they'd made with Alex.

"Alex seems to have really blossomed under your care," said Mrs. Cooper, her eyes twinkling with pride. "He's come so far since he first arrived."

"Yes, ever since he started living here, he's become so much more well-behaved," added Mr. Cooper. "You two really know what you're doing."

"Thank you," replied Mrs. Smith modestly. "It's been a journey, but we're pleased with his progress."

Mr. Jones chimed in, recalling an incident involving Alex and his daughter Sarah. "Do you remember when they were on that field trip together? Alex convinced Sarah to follow him into the restricted area. Who knows what could have happened? We were relieved as we've heard that you've done wonders with this unruly young man."

"Ah, yes," Mrs. Jones added. "Alex made every attempt to impress Sarah back then, hoping to catch her attention. Despite his obvious crush on her, we all know that it's a lost cause now, don't we?"

"Speaking of Alex," said Mr. Cooper, a mischievous glint in his eye, "when will we get to see our young friend in his special Easter attire?"

"Any minute now," Mrs. Smith replied, excusing herself from the group. "I'll go help him prepare."

◆◆◆

About fifteen minutes later, the garden fell silent as Mrs. Smith reappeared, leading Alex by the hand. Alex didn't walk beside her, but instead he crouched down with his head at the same level as Mrs. Smiths hips, hobbling like a rabbit.

Dressed in a plain white bunny suit, Alex cut a striking figure. The white onesie hugged his slender frame, complete with a big fluffy bunny tail and a tight hood adorned with floppy bunny ears. His face painting perfectly matched his attire, transforming him into an adorable, innocent Easter bunny.

It was the massive, diapers that drew the most attention. They ballooned around Alex's small hips, creating a big, round bubble of a bottom. White knee socks and ballet shoes completed the ensemble.

As Alex lolloped alongside Mrs. Smith, he couldn't help but feel deeply humiliated. The eyes of their esteemed guests were fixed on him, and he knew that they were silently judging him for his ridiculous outfit. But as much as he wanted to run away and hide, he knew that he had no choice but to endure the humiliation and play the part that had been assigned to him.

"Here's our little Easter bunny," announced Mrs. Smith proudly, guiding Alex towards the bar tables in the garden. "Isn't it just adorable?"

The guests murmured their agreement, smiling indulgently at the blushing Alex. Despite his embarrassment, it was clear that his transformation into an Easter bunny had won over the hearts of those in attendance.

"Alright, everyone," said Mr. Smith, clapping his hands together. "Let's get this Easter celebration started!"


2 – Easter gathering

Mrs. Smith guided the hobbling Alex towards their guests, who had gathered in the garden to enjoy the warm afternoon sun and their glasses of prosecco. The soft grass beneath his white ballet shoes offered little comfort as his cheeks burned with humiliation. Each step seemed to make his thickly layered diapers crinkle loud, announcing his presence for everyone to hear.

"Everyone, come meet our little Easter bunny!" Mrs. Smith, her voice carrying across the garden. Alex's heart sank as all eyes took in his ridiculous attire.

"Aw, how precious!" gushed Mrs. Jones, Sarah's mother, as she approached Alex. She reached out to touch his fluffy bunny ears, before giving his round, diapered bottom an affectionate pat. "Sarah told us about your little adventures together. You look so adorable!"

"Indeed," agreed Mr. Jones, looking at Alex with a mixture of amusement and pity. "I must say, Alex, you've certainly embraced your new role here."

Alex bit his lip, fighting back tears as the other guests commented on his ridiculous outfit. He could feel their fingers brushing against the fabric of his onesie, gently tugging at his bunny tail, and poking at the bulging mass of his diapers. It was as if they couldn't resist touching him, like a fascinating exhibit in a museum.

"Such a well-behaved boy now," said Mr. Cooper, Mrs. Smith's father, as he took a sip of his drink. "I remember when I first met you, young man. You were quite the unruly one, weren't you? But it seems my daughter and her husband have found the perfect way to tame your rebellious spirit."

Mrs. Cooper, her eyes twinkling with mischief, nodded in agreement. "It's amazing what a little discipline and a whole lot of diapers can do for a young man's attitude," she said, her voice dripping with condescension. "You should be grateful for their guidance, Alex."

Alex couldn't bear to meet their eyes as they discussed him like a brat in need of constant supervision. He desperately wanted to protest, to scream that he was nineteen years old and deserved better than this treatment, but he knew it was futile. Instead, he focused his gaze on the ground, his heart pounding with humiliation.

"Quite an improvement, indeed," agreed Mrs. Jones, returning to her husband's side. "I think Sarah might even be a little jealous of us, seeing you in your Easter outfit. She always did have a fondness for bunnies."

As the conversation continued, Alex couldn't help but feel completely exposed and vulnerable, surrounded by people who seemed to take pleasure in his humiliation. Every word, every touch, and every laugh served as a reminder that he had lost control over his own life. With each passing moment, the weight of his situation pressed down on him, leaving him feeling utterly defeated.

◆◆◆

"Alright everyone, it's time for a little Easter fun!" Mr. Smith announced, drawing the attention. "We have prepared an Easter egg hunt just for our little bunny here," he said, gesturing towards Alex, who could feel his face turn crimson under the thick layer of white make-up.

"Isn't that sweet?" cooed Mrs. Cooper, her eyes twinkling with amusement as she watched Alex squirm in embarrassment. "You're such a lucky young man, Alex."

"Remember, Alex, you must only hobble while in your bunny suit," Mr. Smith reminded him sternly, causing a wave of laughter from the gathered guests.

"Look at him go," chuckled Mr. Jones, taking a sip of his drink. "I must say, seeing Alex like this is quite the spectacle."

"Indeed," agreed Mrs. Jones, grinning broadly. "I can't believe how much he has changed since we last saw him."

The scene was almost comical - a group of sophisticated guests, sitting down comfortably in their chairs, sipping on their glasses of bubbly prosecco, while a grown man dressed as a giant white bunny clumsily hobbled around the garden. It was like something out of a children's storybook gone wrong.

Alex, with his giant fluffy ears drooping down and a white cotton tail bouncing behind him, waddled through the bushes and flowerbeds, searching for hidden Easter eggs along with his dignity. His movements were slow and awkward, hindered by the ballerina shoes, the tight bunny onesie, and the oversized diaper underneath.

As he bent down to peer under a shrub or reached up to check the branches of a tree, his diapered bottom could not be ignored. The stark white fabric stood out against the greenery, drawing everyone's attention. And with each hobble and wiggle of his hips, Alex's humiliation only grew.

Despite his best efforts to maintain some semblance of dignity, it was impossible for Alex to escape the degrading costume and role he had been assigned. He was reduced to a mere spectacle for the amusement of others, his adult self lost in the vulnerable form of a diapered bunny.

Alex's carefully punishment-conditioned mind had no other choice than keep hobbling on, his determination fueled by the promise of finding those hidden eggs. But despite his best efforts, he had yet to find a single egg.

"Come on, Bunny! You can do it!" cheered Mr. Cooper, raising his glass in encouragement. The others joined in, their laughter and teasing only adding to the pressure Alex felt to succeed in this simple task.

As each minute passed, Alex's desperation heightened. His facial expression grew more and more downtrodden as he relentlessly scoured the area for the elusive eggs. The fear of failing such a basic thing weighed heavily on his mind, knowing that it would only give his foster parents another reason to punish and degrade him.

"Maybe our little bunny needs some help?" suggested Mrs. Smith, her voice dripping with false concern. "Or perhaps he's just not up to this simple childish task?"

The guests laughed again, and Alex felt like he could sink into the ground from sheer embarrassment. But just when he thought he couldn't bear any more, fortune finally smiled upon him.


3 – Cuckoo's egg

As Alex continued to hobble around the garden looking desperately for the hidden eggs, he suddenly spotted a small round basket tucked behind a bush. It was filled with several big colorful Easter eggs—his heart leapt with joy as he realized that his desperate hunt was finally over. He carefully picked up the basket and hobbled back toward the gathered guests, his face beaming with happiness.

"Look everyone, I found them!" he announced proudly, holding up the basket for all to see. The guests clapped and cheered, showering him with praise and encouragement.

"Bravo, Alex!" exclaimed Mr. Cooper, raising his glass in a toast. "You're quite the clever little bunny, aren't you?"

"Very impressive, dear," cooed Mrs. Smith, her eyes twinkling with delight. "I knew you could do it."

Alex blushed under the attention, feeling a mixture of pride and humiliation at being the center of attention while dressed so absurdly. As he stood there, basking in their approval, he suddenly noticed something else inside the basket, nestled among the eggs: a small plastic object, unlike anything he had ever seen before.

"Um, what's this?" he asked hesitantly, holding up the mysterious item for everyone to see. The guests exchanged knowing glances, smirking and chuckling under their breath as they waited for Mrs. Smith to explain.

"That, my dear, is your special easter gift" she said sweetly. She kneels down and starts caressing his painted cheeks in a tender motherly way. "And what is it?" Alex asked again, visibly distraught.

"It is your new chastity cage, honey, specifically designed to ensure that our little bunny here remains on his best behavior."

"Chastity cage? What does that even mean?" Alex stammered, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment as he tried to comprehend the purpose of such a device. Mrs. Smith laughed gently, taking pity on his confusion. "A chastity cage, my dear Alex, is a device designed to keep your naughty little pee-pee under control. It will be placed around your delicate member, snug and secure, ensuring that you cannot have any impure thoughts or engage in any improper activities without permission. It will serve as a constant reminder of your submission and devotion to us, as well as a tool for punishment should you disobey. Think of it like a birdcage for a wild bird - it keeps the bird safe and contained, but also serves as a symbol of its captivity."

Her words sent shivers down Alex's spine as he realizes the purpose of the device and the power it would give Mrs. Smith over him.

The guests tittered and whispered among themselves, clearly delighted by the prospect of Alex being subjected to yet another cruel turn in his regression. As Alex stood there, his face burning with anger, he couldn't help but feel a desperate urge to escape this never-ending cycle of humiliation.


4 – Rage

Alex's petite 19-year-old frame trembled with rage; his fists clenched so tightly that his nails dug into the bunny costume he was forced to wear. He'd endured the humiliation of the public spanking at church, the teasing glances, and lewd remarks from the congregation during the Easter sermon, and even the ongoing degrading bunny performance. But it was the thought of the chastity cage, and the possibility of it being an integral part of his new life as a devoted foster son to Mr. and Mrs. Smith, that pushed him over the edge.

"Fuck you!" he screamed, his voice cracking with fury as he turned on Mr. and Mrs. Smith, who had layed the trap to this humiliating gift. "I hate you! I fucking hate you all!" His eyes were wild, the tears pooling in his eyes reflecting the sheer desperation he felt. He kicked out at the table, sending plates flying and shattering on the grass. The guests gasped in horror, but Alex didn't care. He'd had enough.

Mr. Smith rushed forward, his face flushed with anger, and slapped him hard across the face. "Alex! That is enough!"

The sting of the slap only ignited Alex's fury further. "Fuck you!" he spat, spittle flying from his lips and landing on Mr. Smith's cheek. "You're no better than the rest of them! I'm a fucking adult! Treat me like one!" He grabbed a vase from the table, throwing it at Mr. Smith, who ducked just in time.

Mrs. Smith, usually so composed, now had a look of fear in her eyes. "Alex, stop this instant!" she screamed, her voice trembling.

Alex turned on her next, his eyes blazing with rage. "You! You're the worst of all! Dressing me up like some doll, spanking me like I'm a goddamn toddler! Well, guess what? I'm not your toy!"

With a savage cry, he stumbled forward and landed a pathetic punch on her stomach. His frail body trembled with each strike, barely making an impact against her strong form.

His punches were fueled by a desperate need for revenge, to make her pay for all the times the Smiths had mistreated him. But despite his months of pent-up anger and pain towards the Smiths, Alex's revenge was feeble and easily brushed aside by her superiority.

◆◆◆

Finally, Mr. Smith grabbed Alex from behind, pinning his arms to his sides. Alex shrieked and thrashed, kicking out at Mr. Smith’s shins.

“Let me go, you sick fuck!” Alex howled. “I hate you! I hate all of you!”

Mr. Smith easily lifted Alex off the ground, cradling him under his arm like a child having a tantrum. Alex continued to scream and curse, pounding his fists against Mr. Smith’s back as they made their way towards the house. Mr. Smith even managed to pick up Alex's forgotten Easter egg basket with his other hand.

Alex's screams only grew louder and more desperate as they neared the house, passing by the beautiful spring garden that had been meticulously prepared for the Easter celebration. But Mr. Smith was not deterred. He carried Alex to the pink and cute nursery, the very room that Alex had come to despise. As they entered, Alex's rage reached new heights, screaming out at his regressed life that he hated.

“I won’t go in there!” he screamed, renewing his struggles. “You can’t make me!”

"I hate this room! I hate these diapers! I hate being treated like a baby! I hate it all!"

Alex was placed on the changing table by Mr. Smith, who promptly secured him with the leather straps. Despite Alex's efforts to resist, his foster father's grip was too strong. In no time, Alex was immobilized and unable to move.

Mr. Smith began to open the crotch bottoms of Alex's white bunny onesie and undo the straps of the diaper, revealing his exposed bottom. Alex's helpless situation only fueled his anger. He hated being treated like a helpless infant, unable to even control his own bodily functions.

As the guests scattered in confusion and discussed in hushed tones about Alex's outburst during their Easter festivities, a loud noise suddenly startled them. It was the sound of a sharp slap followed by a high-pitched scream coming from the nearby nursery.

They exchanged knowing glances, nodding in agreement with Mr. Smith's methods.

Meanwhile, inside the nursery, Alex's screams had turned into cries of pain and desperation as Mr. Smith continued to deliver hard smacks to his bare bottom with his hand.

"I hate you! I hate you!" Alex screamed between sobs as he struggled against the restraints. But despite his resistance, the leather straps of his changing table held him firmly in place.

The guests in the garden could hear every painful smack, each one giving them a clearer picture of what was happening inside the neat middle-class house of the Smiths.

At first, they heard Alex's defiance and resistance in each scream and curse word he spewed out. But as time went on, their ears were met with a different kind of sound - the sound of someone breaking down under intense pain.

Alex's once defiant voice turned into guttural sobs as Mr. Smith switched to using the hairbrush on his already red and bruised bottom. Each smack seemed to hit a nerve, causing Alex to scream out in agony.

But amidst all this noise from inside the nursery, there was one person who seemed unfazed by it all - Mr. Smith himself.

He continued to administer firm smacks until finally, Alex's rage and resistance broke under the pain and humiliation. He began bawling like a baby, his little body writhing on the changing table as he cried out for mercy.


5 – Breaking in

As the last of Alex's cries subsided into soft whimpers, Mr. Smith stepped back to admire his work. Alex lay on the changing table, his body heaving with sobs, his bottom bright red and bruised from the third harsh spanking today.

Mr. Smith couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction as he looked down at his young man, now broken and helpless. He knew that this was exactly what Alex needed - a firm hand to guide him and teach him how to behave.

Alex squirmed in agony, feeling the stinging sensation on his bottom from the harsh spanking he had just received. He knew what usually came next: being diapered again. But to his surprise, Mr. Smith did not reach for a fresh diaper. Instead, he reached for one of the large plastic Easter eggs that sat in the basket beside the changing table.

Alex looked on with bewilderment as Mr. Smith picked up the egg, wondering what would happen next.

"What are you doing, daddy?" Alex asked, trying to control his sobs as he looked at the strange scene before him.

"I'm just preparing a special Easter punishment for you," Mr. Smith chuckled and replied. "Your behavior towards our guests was unacceptable; you were rude, cursed and swore, and the most disturbing fact is that you hit your mother. This will not be tolerated."

A wicked grin spread across Mr. Smith's face as he produced a bottle of baby oil from under the changing table and began rubbing it onto the smooth surface of the sturdy plastic Easter egg.

"And you'll learn not to have a rage attack like that ever again," Mr. Smith announced with a sinister smile, placing the lube egg on the changing pad beside Alex, "once your cute little bottom is hugging all these eggs."

As Mr. Smith began to lube up the second egg, the young man couldn't help but feel a deep panic rising inside of him.

"Daddy, please don't do this," Alex pleaded, his voice cracking from crying. "I promise I'll be good, I won't hit mommy ever again."

Alex squirmed and pleaded with Mr. Smith, his eyes begging for mercy as he lay on the changing table in the pink nursery. "Please, daddy," he begged, "I don't want to be punished like this." Mr. Smith's face softened at the sight of Alex's exposed bottom, still rosy from a previous spanking.

But his actions remained stern, as he lined up one well-lubed egg after the other along Alex's exposed bottom. "Please, not that," Alex protested, shaking his head. "I can't take it."

But Mr. Smith was unrelenting. "Your little tushy belongs to me and your mommy, and we will do whatever we please with it," he scolded.

Tears began to spill down Alex's cheeks as Mr. Smith spread a thick layer of lube onto his fingers. "This is going to teach you a lesson, my dear." he said as began to circle the lube around Alex's tight hole. Mr. Smith's hands were rough as they lubed Alex's virgin rear, causing him to cry out in protest. Alex whimpered and begged for mercy, but Mr. Smith paid no heed. "This is just another part of your journey as our precious little one."

With Alex's legs held high in the air, revealing his throbbing red bottom, Mr. Smith carefully positioned the first lubricated egg at the entrance to Alex's most vulnerable and intimate place. His young protégé's heart pounded heavily.

"Relax, young man," Mr. Smith cooed as he began to press the egg gently against Alex's quivering entrance.

"Please, daddy," Alex begged, tears streaming down his face. "Please don't do this to me."

But it was too late. Without warning, Mr. Smith began to push the egg inside, relishing in the way Alex's body tensed and convulsed in pain. The young man let out a guttural scream, feeling like he was being split in two as the large object stretched his virgin bottom beyond its limits.

Mr. Smith slowly thrusted the egg deeper into Alex's quivering body, relishing in the screams of agony and pleas for mercy. He reveled in the power and control he had over the helpless young man. As Alex let out his most guttural cry yet, Mr. Smith abruptly stoped. The egg was only half inside, tearing and stretching Alex's tight hole to its maximum capacity. Alex howled in agony, as Mr. Smith admires the colorful Easter egg protruding from Alex's violated tushy like a twisted trophy.

Mr. Smith glances at the beautiful picture before him, a malicious smirk playing on his lips. With a cruel and calculated snap to the egg, he forced it past Alex's tight ring muscle, causing him to let out a visceral shriek of pain, as his desperate and eager bum hole swallows the entire egg in one covetous gulp.

The scene is an impressive display of dominance, with Mr. Smith taking not only Alex's virginity but also his dignity in one merciless swoop. "One," Mr. Smith said with satisfaction.

◆◆◆

"Time for the next egg, Alex," Mr. Smith announced with a wicked grin as he took another plastic egg. Alex whimpered, still reeling from the first invasion of his virgin hole. He looked pleadingly at Mr. Smith, but the man's determination was unwavering.

"Please, Daddy... it hurts so much... I can't take any more..." Alex sobbed, truly feeling helpless in this moment. But Mr. Smith only shook his head, positioning the second egg against Alex's stretched entrance. "You need to learn your place, young man."

With that, he began to push the second egg inside Alex, who couldn't help but scream in agony as his poor bottom was forced to accommodate yet another foreign object. The sensation was unbearable, and Alex could feel his body shaking from the strain.

"Good girl," Mr. Smith praised, watching as the second egg disappeared completely inside Alex's quivering hole. "You're taking your punishment so well. Remember, every time you feel it inside you, think about what you did and how you belong to us."

Two eggs became three, then four, a growing mass pressing inside him. His belly bulged slightly from the eggs crammed in his behind. Mr. Smith seemed in no hurry, relishing each pained cry he wrung from Alex's lips. As each egg entered him, his body clung to them tightly, desperately trying to resist the intrusion.

"Such a cute tushy you have, Alex," Mr. Smith cooed, pausing to admire his handiwork. "So perfect for being punished." His words only served to increase Alex's humiliation, making him feel even smaller and more powerless.

Outside in the garden, the guests chatted idly, attempting to ignore the sounds of Alex's ordeal emanating from the house. They had heard the unmistakable noise of a spanking earlier, which had been met with a mixture of knowing smirks and approving words. However, the wails and cries that followed were harder to explain away, leaving many of them curious and delighted.

"Sounds like young Alex is getting quite the punishment," Mrs. Jones remarked, sipping their drink.

"Whatever it is," Mrs. Cooper sighed, "I hope he learns his lesson quickly. Those cries are really quite unsettling."

Back in the nursery, Alex's tear-streaked face contorted in pain. He couldn't believe that his life had come to this – lying on a changing table in a pink nursery, his legs held high in the air, while his once-virgin hole was invaded by a series of oversized Easter eggs.

"Almost done," Mr. Smith assured him, sliding the final egg into place. Alex let out a despairing wail as his stretched hole hugged the last egg tightly, his insides feeling unbearably full.

"Such a good little girl for us, aren't you, Alex?" Mr. Smith teased, lightly patting his abused bottom. "Just remember – this is what happens when you attack your mommy and daddy."

As Alex lay there, sobbing and broken, he couldn't help but think about how far he'd fallen. Once a proud young man, now reduced to a plaything for his sadistic foster parents.


6 – Well-rehearsed

The sun cast a golden glow on the scene as the backdoor of the house creaked open, revealing Mr. Smith leading a teary-eyed Alex by a sturdy leash, attached to a small white collar around his neck. The guests turned their attention to the peculiar sight, taking in every detail of Alex's changed Easter costume, that hugged his petite frame.

Something was drastically different - apparently the onesie was neatly cut open, revealing Alex's bare and bruised bottom to the curious guests. The missing diapers left his skin raw and exposed, deeply crimson with the marks of a severe punishment. As their eyes lingered on his defenseless backside, a mix of shock and pity washed over them. Alex's cheeks were flushed with embarrassment, tears staining his innocent and doe-like eyes, running over his easter bunny face.

"Attention, everyone!" Mr. Smith announced, a wicked grin spreading across his stern face. "As you know, our little Alex here has been very naughty today. But I assure you, he has learned his lesson, and he is now ready to deliver a heartfelt and most unusual apology." He gave the guests a knowing look, leaving them eager for the upcoming spectacle. Turning to Alex, he gave him a nod, signaling that it was time to begin.

On shaky limbs, Alex hobbled alongside Mr. Smith, holding the handle of a basket between his teeth. The basket was now empty except for the small, gleaming chastity cage nestled in its center. The sight of it made Alex's heart race, knowing that it would soon encase his most private and vulnerable parts.

As they approached the guests, the murmurs of curiosity grew louder, each person intrigued by the unconventional scene unfolding before them. Alex's tushy swayed ever so slightly with each step, perfectly framed by his costume, only adding to the intense humiliation he felt.

"Alright, little one," Mr. Smith said, his voice low but firm. "The stage is yours."

Alex's eyes widened at the announcement, the weight of what lay ahead causing fresh tears to spill down his cheeks. With a deep breath, he looked up at Mr. Smith, searching for any hint of mercy in his steely gaze. Finding none, he knew there was no turning back.

Alex began to hobble towards Mrs. Smith.

"Good boy," Mr. Smith replied, his voice dripping with satisfaction. He gave the leash a gentle tug, urging Alex to move faster and begin his well-rehearsed apologies. As they made their way towards Mrs. Smith, every pair of eyes bore into Alex, scrutinizing his every move and reveling in his visible distress.

◆◆◆

Upon reaching Mrs. Smith, Alex lowered his head and carefully placed the basket at her feet, making sure the shining chastity cage was in full view of everyone present. He then looked up at her with teary eyes, appearing like a little puppy seeking approval.

With tear-filled eyes, he spoke softly to his foster mother, "Thank you for this gift, mommy. Thank you for giving me this beautiful little cage."

Mr. Smith, standing tall and triumphant beside Alex, couldn't help but smile at the desperate words coming from his foster son's mouth. He reveled in the power he held over the young man, clearly pleased by his charge's ability to deliver a rehearsed apology despite his emotional turmoil.

"I now understand that I was wrong to refuse it, and I am grateful for your continual guidance and discipline," Alex stated sincerely.

"Excellent job, Alex," Mrs. Smith remarked with a condescending tone as she gave his cheeks a light pat and reached for the basket holding the chastity cage. "It's good to see that you finally understand the significance of your punishment and submitting to us."

"Yes, mommy. I do now. Please, can we wait just a few more minutes before you put the cage on my..." Alex hesitated, not wanting to say the word.

Mrs. Smith raised an eyebrow at him. "Before I put it on your what?"

"My...my pee-pee." Alex finally muttered, feeling embarrassed.

Mrs. Smith smiled smugly, "That's better. Remember to use proper terms when speaking to me, little man." Alex nodded sheepishly. "Yes, mommy."

Mrs. Smith inquired, her eyebrows raised, "Why did you request a delay, Alex?"

Alex took a deep breath and responded, "I am thankful that Mr. Smith has granted me the opportunity to personally apologize to each of our esteemed guests for my recent behavior."

Mrs. Smith glanced at her husband with a knowing smile, silently relishing their perfect partnership.

She then turned to Alex with a sweet expression and purred, "Well aren't you one lucky bunny, being given the chance to make things right?"

"Well then Alex, show us, what you prepared" Mr. Smith announced, pointing to the lawn. At this, Alex's face fell, and fresh tears began to flow down his cheeks, his heart heavy with the knowledge of what was to come. The guests couldn't help but feel a mix of pity and eagerness, wondering what awaits them next.

"Come along, Alex," Mr. Smith encouraged, giving the leash another gentle tug. They made their way towards the lawn, each step sending jolts of anxiety through Alex's petite frame. The soft grass beneath his hands and knees did little to comfort him, as he knew the full extent of his humiliation was about to be laid bare for all to see.


7 – Individual apologies

As they reached the open lawn, Mr. Smith led Alex to a central spot where everyone could see him clearly. The young man, hobbling in his innocent white bunny costume, stopped and remained on all fours, trembling with fear and anticipation as he faced the expectant guests. His vulnerable position highlighted the round curves of his cute bare tushy, framed so delicately by the soft fabric of his outfit.

The guests couldn't help but marvel at the scene before them: Alex's tear-streaked face, his shaking form, and the contrast between his ridiculous appearance and the reality of his impending humiliation. Some of them whispered to one another, anticipation building as they awaited the next part of the apology.

Mr. Smith stood beside him, holding the leash firmly in his hand, a subtle smile curling at the corners of his mouth.

"Alright, Alex," Mr. Smith said firmly, "It's time for you to continue with your apology." The authority in his voice left no room for doubt, despite the tremble of fear that briefly flickered across Alex's face.

Gathering his courage, Alex prepared himself to deliver the second part of his rehearsed apology. The guests leaned in closer, their eagerness palpable. They were curious about what was going to happen next.

◆◆◆

"Mrs. Cooper... I apologize for my outburst earlier today," Alex stuttered through his tears, his small voice barely audible. As he spoke, he pushed hard, causing his body to tense even more.

"Please forgive me," he continued, struggling to maintain his composure as slowly the tip of the egg began to poke out of his tight bum hole. The pain intensified, making him whimper softly.

"Is that...?" Mrs. Cooper whispered excitedly, eyes widening at the sight before them. A murmur of shocked disbelief spread among the small crowd as they realized just how far Alex's punishment was going. They couldn't help but be fascinated by the humiliating display, their delight growing with each passing moment.

With every word of apology, Alex fought to push the egg further out, the pressure becoming unbearable. His eyes watered, and his cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as the agonizing process unfolded in front of the eager audience.

"Forgive me," he repeated between sobs, his voice cracking under the strain.

The guests could see Alex's body shaking with sobs, his fingers gripping tightly into the fresh green grass as he tried to push the egg out. Each time he spoke, his voice became more strained and his muscles tensed with pain. They could see the sweat glistening on his forehead and the way his body was trembling with the effort. And they could see the egg, hard and cold, slowly emerging from between his shaking cheeks, causing him to cry out in pain.

Finally, with one last push, the egg slipped out of his tight, quivering hole and plopped onto the ground. The sound echoed across the lawn, eliciting gasps from the onlookers.

"Bravo," Mrs. Cooper applauded mockingly, a sinister grin stretching across his face. "Now that's what I call a proper apology."

"Indeed," Mrs. Jones agreed, her eyes filled with wicked glee. "Who knew such a small, delicate bottom could accomplish such a feat?"

◆◆◆

With the egg placed neatly in the middle of the lawn, the guests watched in astonishment as Mr. Smith led Alex to another spot, a few feet away. The young man's face was flushed with humiliation and his eyes glistened with unshed tears. The degradation and shame were almost too much for him to bear.

"Apologize to Mr. Cooper, Alex," commanded Mr. Smith, glancing at his wife with a wicked smirk.

Alex took a deep breath, trying to suppress the sobs that threatened to overtake him. "I-I'm so sorry, Mr. Cooper," he stammered, his voice barely audible. "I hope you can forgive me for my...my b-bad behavior."

As he spoke, he began to press the second egg against his already sore and abused entrance. It seemed even larger than the first one, causing him to wince in pain. With every word, the egg pushed further, stretching his poor bum hole beyond its limits. Alex's entire body shook from the effort, his small bottom quivering enticingly.

"Look at him struggle," Mrs. Jones cooed, her eyes sparkling with cruel delight. "Such a pretty sight, isn't it? A grown man brought to tears by a simple Easter egg."

"Indeed," agreed Mrs. Cooper, leaning in for a closer view. "It's amazing what a little discipline can do regarding subservience."

"Keep pushing, Alex," Mr. Smith urged him, the corners of his mouth curling into a sinister grin. "Show everyone how sorry you truly are."

With a gut-wrenching sob, Alex bore down, forcing the egg out inch by agonizing inch. His face contorted with pain, and his bottom clenched tightly around the merciless intruder. The once pristine white bunny costume now clung to his sweat-soaked skin, accentuating his youthful curves beneath.

"Almost there," Mr. Cooper taunted, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. "I can see it now. Just a little more, my dear."

Finally, with a heart-wrenching cry, Alex expelled the egg from his tormented hole, leaving him gasping for breath. The guests exchanged wicked grins as they marveled at the cruel spectacle.

"Very impressive," Mr. Cooper praised mockingly, inspecting the egg as if it were a precious treasure. "You've certainly earned my forgiveness, young man."

◆◆◆

Without allowing him any respite, Mr. Smith pulled Alex to another spot on the lawn, this time right before Mr. Jones. The older man's gaze was cold and calculating, sending shivers down Alex's spine.

"Now apologize to Mr. Jones, Alex," Mr. Smith ordered, tightening his grip on the leash.

"Please forgive me, Mr. Jones," Alex sobbed, trembling with dread as he anticipated the next egg. "I-I promise I'll be better... I-I won't let you down again."

Alex pushed hard, birthing Mr. Jones' egg out of his cute bum while apologizing dearly, as Mr. Jones relished in Alex's suffering.

Just as the third egg was half through its torturous journey, Mr. Jones stepped closer and with a sadistic smile, he reached out his foot and pressed the tip of his shoe against the egg, making sure it couldn't fall out. Alex shrieked in agony.

"Such a sensitive little thing, aren't you?" Mr. Jones whispered, his shoe moving slightly up and down, forcing the egg in and out of Alex's ring muscle.

"Remember this pain, boy. Let it remind you of never hitting your mommy, again."

"Please, sir, pleeease," Alex cries out, as the slow movement of Mr. Jones shoe whips him through an excruciating ordeal. Every time Mr. Jones rock's his foot up and down, the egg stretches his ring muscle to the maximum, forcing him to beg for mercy through his sobs.

"Keep going," Mr. Jones urged, finally removing his foot, watching intently as the egg slowly emerged from Alex's abused hole. "You're almost done."

With one final, desperate push, Alex expelled the egg onto the ground, collapsing in a heap of tears and exhaustion. The guests murmured their approval, exchanging wicked smiles as they reveled in his humiliation.

"Good boy," Mr. Jones said coldly, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Now you know your place."


8 – Cruel twist

"Alright, Alex, time for your last apology," Mr. Smith announced as he led the sobbing young man to another spot on the lawn. The guests followed eagerly, their eyes glued to the scene unfolding before them.

This time, it was Mrs. Jones who awaited Alex's apology, sitting in a white garden chair. As he positioned himself in front of her, she looked down at him with a mixture of delight and pity.

With a flick of her hand, she motions for him to climb onto her lap, her expression daring him to disobey.

The guests gather around, their faces twisted with twisted excitement and amusement at the scene that is about to unfold. Alex's heart races as he nervously follows Mrs. Jones' orders, perching himself on her lap.

She opened her legs wide, causing Alex's own legs to awkwardly splay apart. His trembling legs betray the fear and discomfort he feels in this exposed position, as he struggles to maintain his balance on her lap. But she didn't stop there; with a determined push, she widened her stance even more, pushing Alex's legs further apart and creating a perfect little court between them. A space between her legs, perfect for the task at hand - expelling the egg from Alex's clenched bum hole.

Alex's eyes water with tears, blurring his vision as he catches a glimpse of his minuscule member dangling limply in front of the leering eyes of Mrs. Jones.

The guests lean in closer, their mouths twisted into cruel sneers, anticipating the next part of Alex's public humiliation.

"Now Alex, I want you to look at me while I explain something to you."

With trembling legs, Alex lifted his head and looked into Mrs. Jones' eyes. Her gaze was kind and understanding, but there was also a hint of sternness that made him shrink back.

"You hurt my daughter, your mommy," Mrs. Jones said softly but firmly. "And that is not acceptable." With a swift movement, she raised her hand and slapped Alex hard across the face.

Tears welled up in Alex's eyes. "I-I'm sorry," he stammered out, his voice barely audible.

"I know you are," Mrs. Jones replied gently, "now spread your legs wider for me," Mrs.Jones instructed him, while reaching into her bag and retrieving an item that she promptly slipped into the pocket of her coat.

"Okay dear, all set up, let's hear your apology," she said gently, encouraging him to speak. Alex hesitated, tears welling up in his eyes

"Mrs...Mrs. Jones," Alex stammered through his tears, "I...I'm so sorry for...for my outburst earlier. I promise to be a better...a better little girl for you and everyone else."

As he spoke, the guests had a front-row-seat to see another egg starting its painful journey from within him. His face contorted in pain, trying to maintain composure while apologizing and pushing out the egg simultaneously.

"Please forgive me," he whimpered, feeling his punished rear stretched beyond its limits.

"Of course, dear," Mrs. Jones replied, her voice gentle but laced with sadistic pleasure. "But first, let's see you complete your punishment."

With these words, Mrs. Jones' delicate fingers started to caress Alex's belly, her fingers digging into his soft flesh as she kneaded and massaged.

Alex grunted as he tried to push the egg out of him, but it remained stubbornly lodged inside. Unbeknownst to him, Mrs. Jones's other hand gently pressed against the egg, preventing it from moving any further, rendering all of his efforts futile.

Wrenching and moaning, Alex's body trembled as the unforgiving egg punished his already raw and tender rear entrance, just by refusing to move any further. Mrs. Jones continued her calculated massage of his slightly bulging belly.

Alex's sobs turned into gut-wrenching shrieks as he struggled to understand why this cursed egg refused to budge from his tortured rear hole. Every push only intensified the sharp, searing pain coursing through his body. In a last-ditch effort, he summoned every ounce of strength and unleashed a forceful push.

Just as he did, Mrs. Jones yanked her hand away, causing the stubborn egg to finally dislodge and plummet to the ground below with a sickening thud.

Alex's body shook heavy from the pain and relief. The nosy guests around them were stunned, but what happened next was even more shocking.

Suddenly and without any warning, Alex started to urinate profusely, clearly the result of the belly massage from Mrs. Jones and the forceful push to expel the egg. Alex's small member released a steady stream of urine, passing through the gap between Mrs. Jones' parted legs and landing on the grass below. As the crowd gasped and murmured in shocked whispers.

"It's quite pitiful how little control you have over your own bodily functions. Look at you Alex, peeing uncontrollably like a small baby." Mrs. Jones smirked with satisfaction and pulled out the item out of her coat pocket: a colorful baby bottle. With a knowing glance, she opened it, and she placed it under Alex's small penis as if it were a tap.

Tears streaming down his face, Alex looked down in confusion and shame at his own body betraying him. And then he as well saw the ultimate act of degradation - Mrs. Jones filling a baby bottle with his own urine.

"Happy Easter, Alex dear," she cooed, her smile twisted with sadistic pleasure. "This baby bottle is our special gift to you. Your mommy and daddy will take great pleasure in force-feeding you with it in the months to come, taking good care of their helpless little girl. And just look how quickly it's already filling up, almost ready for your infantile consumption."




The crushing weight of shame and humiliation bore down on him like a heavy boulder, forcing him to collapse in a heap of sobs. His tears flowed uncontrollably, drenching his face as he broke down completely. Through blurred tears, he could see Mrs. Jones' triumphant smirk, reveling in her sadistic power over him like a puppet master pulling the strings of his emotions.



9 – Last lust

With the last egg finally placed on the lawn and the baby bottle filled to the rim, Mr. Smith announced the end of Alex's punishment.

"As you all remember, before we were interrupted by Alex's outburst," Mr. Smith reminded the guests, "Alex has one thing left to do."

"You know what to do, boy, and I dare you to forget your lines." He taunted Alex as he grabbed him by the leash and led him towards his Easter basket.

Alex dutifully grasped the basket in his mouth and slowly trudged towards Mrs. Smith, gently setting it down in front of her once more. He lifted his head, gazing at her with tear-stained pleading eyes that tugged at her heartstrings.

"Please, mommy... I... I'm so sorry I hit you," Alex stammered, barely able to form the words through his sobs. "Please put me in the pink chastity cage... I don't deserve any pleasure no more..."

Mrs. Smith looked down at him with a mixture of pity and satisfaction. "Say it louder, dear, so everyone can hear how much you need your chastity cage."

Alex swallowed hard, fighting through the shame that threatened to choke him. "I beg you, mommy, please forgive me my aggressive outburst. Please put me in the pink chastity cage," he cried out, voice trembling. "M-my purpose is to be your helpless baby girl, blossoming under your complete control and tender love."

The guests murmured amongst themselves, admiring the complete state of regression Alex had been brought to. His humiliation was palpable, and they reveled in the display of submission.

"Alright, Alex, I forgive you," Mrs. Smith said softly, her fingers brushing over Alex's cheek, "And if you truly believe you need this, I'll gladly help you."

"Thank you, mommy," Alex choked out between sobs, his bottom lip quivering as he fought to keep his emotions in check. The guests continued to watch in rapt attention, their eyes never leaving the scene before them.

"Isn't he just precious?" Mrs. Jones whispered to her companion, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "I never thought I'd see the day when a grown man would beg for chastity."

"Indeed," Mrs. Cooper agreed, her gaze raking over Alex's tear-streaked face and trembling body. "It truly is remarkable how the Smiths have managed to domesticate him," she commented.

As Alex bowed his head in shame, he couldn't help but feel a twisted sort of pride in his own degradation. Despite everything, he had managed to endure the most unimaginable humiliations and emerge on the other side, still standing, albeit on wobbly legs. There was a perverse beauty in his surrender, the utter annihilation of his dignity and self-respect.

"Very well, Alex," Mrs. Smith said gently, yet firmly. "Let's get this over with."

◆◆◆

Mrs. Smith placed his old, familiar changing pad on the porch, the worn fabric a testament to the many diaper changes it had endured. Yet, it was still quite serviceable for its today's purpose: the very public sealing of the lust of a fully grown man.

Mrs. Smith began to prepare the necessary supplies. She retrieved a stack of thick, pink diapers adorned with childish designs – a perfect match for Alex's new chastity cage. Their crinkly sound seemed to fill the air as she unfolded one, revealing the absorbent core and the adorable patterns on the outer shell. In addition, she brought forth a container of baby powder, a tube of diaper rash cream, and a package of baby wipes, all arranged meticulously as if setting the scene for a unique play.

"Everyone, please gather around," Mrs. Smith announced, her voice warm and inviting. "We're about to witness something truly special."

The guests, eager to witness the spectacle, formed a tight circle around the makeshift stage, their eyes filled with anticipation.

"Alex, dear, why don't you take your place?" Mrs. Smith suggested gently, beckoning him towards the pad with a soft smile.

"Y-yes, mommy," Alex stammered, feeling the weight of the guests' gazes on his naked, well-punished bottom as he stepped onto the familiar surface.

"Such a cute tushy he has, don't you think?" Mr. Jones commented, giving Alex's bottom an appreciative glance. "Perfect for those adorable diapers."

"Indeed," Mr. Sooper agreed, chuckling softly. "It's amazing how well he fits into this role. He truly looks like a little baby."

Alex, timidly looks up at his foster mother and asks, "Mommy, can I please cum one last time?"

"Absolutely not, Alex," Mrs. Smith sternly responds, "how could you even consider making such inappropriate requests from your foster mother? You had your chance to charm the girls six months ago, but instead you chose to act out. Now it's too late." Alex was devastated.

"You already had your last orgasm," Mrs. Smith announced indiscreetly. She dismissed Alex's discomfort and addressed the guests instead, “let us all relish in the memory of the last time our dear Alex experienced a moment of manhood."

She paused for dramatic effect before continuing, "You see, it wasn't too long ago. It happened during a diaper change from his babysitter Sarah."

Gasps and giggles erupted around the lawn as Mrs. Cooper chimed in, "Yes, Sarah was babysitting and had told us how she had only touched him lightly. And yet, his poor little thing just couldn't handle it, could it?"

"He came over her tender hands," Mrs. Smith nodded eagerly, adding in more details for dramatic effect. "And you know what was even worse? His little willy wasn't even fully erect!"

Mrs. Cooper interrupted gleefully, "Sarah told us everything. When he unexpectedly climaxed, it was no powerful jets or explosive release for him. Just a weak dribble of sperm that oozed out helplessly, messing his fresh diaper."

"Oh dear," Mrs. Smith commented with a sly smile. "I had to put an end to this pathetic display by covering him up with a cold washcloth. Such a wasted orgasm!"


10 – Sealed fate

"Alright, Alex," Mr. Smith said firmly, "Lift your bum like a good little girl, and we'll first get that diaper under you."

As Alex hesitantly lifted his bottom off the soft surface of the changing pad, he couldn't help but feel the weight of the guests' eyes on him. Their gazes bore into his exposed skin, lingering on the bruises that painted his bottom and the once tight hole that had been so cruelly stretched by the large eggs forced upon him.

"Look at that poor young man's bottom, it's all red and bruised," Mrs. Cooper commented, shaking her head in mock sympathy.

"His little hole is gaped open too," Mr. Jones added, pointing to the large Easter eggs scattered across the lawn. "I can't believe he managed to push all those eggs out. They must have really done a number on him. He'll definitely need those diapers now."

"Indeed, won't be able to hold anything in after that." Mrs. Smith agreed, as she finished to place the unfolded diaper under Alex's bottom. "And now, it's time for the final touch."

The cold plastic pressed against Alex's trembling body, as Mrs. Smith retrieved the pink chastity cage from its place of honor, Alex's easter basket. She held it up for all to see, allowing the sunlight to catch on its smooth surface and cast an almost mocking array of colors onto the circle of guests.

"See how pretty it is, Alex?" she asked, her tone deceptively gentle as she began to prepare the chastity device for her foster son. "It will keep you safe and remind you of your place here."

Holding the chastity cage aloft, Mrs. Smith took a moment to admire the delicate craftsmanship of the device. Designed to encase Alex's genitals in a snug prison of pink plastic, it was the ultimate symbol of his submission and regression, rendering him unable to experience even the most basic of adult pleasures.

"Pay close attention, everyone," she instructed, her eyes glittering with excitement as she began the process of fitting the cage onto Alex. "This is a crucial moment in our little baby's journey."

As the guests leaned in closer, eager not to miss a single detail, Mrs. Smith gently placed the base ring around the root of Alex's penis and testicles, making sure it was properly aligned before tightening it securely. The sensation of the cool plastic against his heated flesh made Alex shudder involuntarily, a flush spreading across his cheeks as he tried to suppress the strange mix of arousal and shame that threatened to overwhelm him.

"Almost there now, sweetheart," Mrs. Smith cooed, her fingers deftly guiding Alex's small, flaccid penis into the awaiting cage. The snug fit of the device left no room for growth or movement, ensuring that he would remain trapped in a state of perpetual frustration and vulnerability.

"Look how snug it fits," remarked Mrs. Cooper, a sadistic smile playing at the corners of her mouth as she recalled her daughter Sarah's unpleasant experiences with Alex. "I don't think there's any chance of him getting out of that thing without permission."

"Please, mommy," Alex whimpered, tears streaming down his face as he stared up at her with pleading eyes.

"Shh, baby," Mrs. Smith murmured soothingly, stroking his hair. "This is for your own good. You know you can't be trusted to control yourself like a big boy, and we wouldn't want any more accidents like last time, would we?"

As the finality of his predicament settled over him, Alex couldn't help but let out a heart-wrenching sob. His body began wracking with sobs as he realized that there was no escape from the path that had been set before him.

He was regressed to the state of a baby now, in every sense of the word.

He was completely stripped of his autonomy, reduced to the mere existence of a helpless infant. Not only was he physically regressed, but also mentally and emotionally. Every aspect of his life was controlled by his foster parents - from what he ate to when he slept and even how he dressed.

There was no sense of privacy or dignity for him; he was confined to wearing diapers and having them changed in full view of whoever is around. He could no longer make decisions for himself, especially concerning his feminine attire, which they imposed upon him without hesitation.

The repeated punishments had left his body and mind regressed to a state beyond repair, trapped in a perpetual cycle of helplessness and dependency. And worst of all, he was now deprived of any sense of arousal or adult pleasure - completely erasing any trace of his former self.

◆◆◆

Just as Mrs. Smith was about to lock the chastity cage, sealing Alex's fate, a sudden commotion arose among the gathered guests. Their eyes widened in shock and disbelief as they stared at the scene before them. Alex began to cry out in high-pitched wails that echoed across the lawn.

"Wh-what's happening to him?" Mrs. Cooper gasped, her voice barely audible over the sound of Alex's desperate cries.

As they stared at him, their eyes widened in disbelief when they saw another large Easter egg beginning to emerge from Alex's exposed and well-used ass hole. Their shock quickly turned to fascination as they watched the scene unfold.

"Seems like our little bunny had an extra surprise for us all!" Mr. Jones shouts out, laughing along with the others."I think that's another egg starting to peek out!" Mr. Jones exclaimed, his eyes fixed on the base of Alex's exposed bottom where, to everyone's astonishment, a particularly large Easter egg started to emerge slowly from his stretched and gaping hole.

The sight was both horrifying and entrancing, causing a hushed silence to fall over the guests as they watched the agonizing process unfold.

The egg continued to inch its way out of Alex, stretching his already abused hole even further. His cries grew higher in pitch, punctuated by desperate pleas for mercy. It was clear that this unexpected ordeal was pushing him to his limits – both physically and emotionally.

"Keep going, honey," Mrs. Smith encouraged, her eyes gleaming with excitement and satisfaction as she observed Alex's struggle.

As the egg continued to make its way out of Alex's bottom, it pressed against his caged genitals, lifting them upwards. The pressure was unbearable, making Alex's wails crescendo into a guttural scream of desperation.

With one final push, the enormous egg plopped out of his exhausted and widely gaping hole, coming to rest just beneath his caged little penis. The sight was strangely beautiful – Alex's once proud manhood now humbled and trapped, displayed atop the oversized easter egg, like on a throne of his own making.

"Isn't that just the most precious thing you've ever seen?" Mrs. Smith cooed, admiring the bizarre tableau before her. "Our little bunny has made quite the special delivery!"

Mrs. Smith took a moment to appreciate the wonderful picture before her. Despite the agonizing process and Alex's evident distress, there is a strange sense of beauty in the scene – an almost artistic representation of power and control. Her heart swelled with pride at the sight of Alex's ultimate submission.

"Aw, how thoughtful of you, dear," she cooed cruelly, comforting teary Alex by slightly caressing his newly caged little manhood. "creating the perfect stage for your final sealing."

"Let's bid farewell to this little troublesome and lustful penis. And in its place, let's welcome a well-mannered, modest clitty."

With a satisfied smile, she pushed the integrated lock in place, and finally clicked it shut, forever sealing away any remnants of the young man who Alex had once been.

"Such a good little girl," she cooed, lovingly stroking Alex's tear-streaked cheek. "Now you truly are the perfect little baby girl you were always meant to be. Let's wrap you tightly in your diapers and then Mrs. Jones will cradle you close against her soft bosom, feeding you from your new baby bottle until your desperate, heart-wrenching sobs turn into weak, pitiful whimpers."


I hope you enjoyed!
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Continue with the series:

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. 





Follow the author:

Alexandra Ghost


Hi there. I am a horny little mind, that likes to provide other horny little minds a good time. I love my phantasy and I just love to share a small part of it with you. Your Alexandra Ghost




OEBPS/image_rsrc1CW.jpg
Alexandra Ghost





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




