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Disclaimer

This book is not intended for minors. 




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




Please note that every character in this novel is strictly an adult of legal age. 




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

Whoever is bothered by the topics mentioned should not read it. 

Before you criticize the book and its content, please inform yourself about the roots, causes and effects of the kinks involved. 




Thank you.




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




This is the eleventh 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 – Grand entrance

The sun rose slowly over the quaint little church, bathing it in a warm, golden light. The scent of blooming flowers filled the air as families gathered around for the annual Easter celebration. Laughter and cheerful chatter filled the atmosphere as everyone greeted one another, dressed to impress in their colorful Easter outfits.

Women in pastel dresses with coordinating hats, men in crisp suits and ties, and children in frilly dresses or smart little outfits created a picturesque scene of joy and warmth. As the bells began to chime, signaling the start of the service, the crowd shuffled into the church, leaving behind the soft rustle of leaves and gentle hum of nature.

The Smiths made their grand entrance, drawing attention from every direction. Mr. and Mrs. Smith were impeccably dressed, exuding an air of elegance and sophistication. Mr. Smith looked sharp in his navy blue suit, while Mrs. Smith wore a beautiful lavender dress that accentuated her motherly figure, with a matching hat perched atop her perfectly coiffed hair.

But it was their foster son Alex who truly stole the show. It was hard to recognize, that Alex was a 19-year-old young man. The dress he was wearing was a sight to behold in its extravagance and femininity. The fabric, a pale pink reminiscent of cotton candy, glistened in the sunlight, adorned with intricate lace and ruffles that added a softness to his appearance. Some bows were carefully placed, further enhancing the femininity of the ensemble. As the fabric cascaded over his small frame, it only accentuated his dainty and demure aura.

But what truly captured attention were the visible outlines of multiple layers of thick princess-printed diapers peeking out from beneath the hem. It hinted at Alex's lack of potty-training despite his age, adding to his overall innocence and vulnerability. One couldn't help but wonder how such a delicate creature could be made to wear such bulky garments, yet it only added to his charm and uniqueness.

As the Smiths walked confidently toward the church, whispers and giggles erupted from a group of young women around Alex's age. They were adorned in pastel-colored skirts, each with perfectly pleated tiers that swayed gently with their every step. The skirts were paired with button-up blouses and cardigan sweaters, giving off a modest and prim appearance. Their hair was neatly styled and they wore minimal makeup, embracing a natural beauty. It was a statement of their perceived morality and readiness to fulfill their expected role as future wives. Their eyes widened with disbelief and curiosity, and they couldn't help but smirk and exchange teasing glances at the sight before them.

As Alex stumbled towards the group of girls, they couldn't help but stare at the grotesque sight before them. A diaper, bulky and overflowing, peeked out from under his skirt with each wobbly step. His clothes were stretched to their limits, emphasizing his figure. He fought to keep his balance while he waddled behind his foster parents, his face flushed with humiliation as the women's eyes locked onto his infantile attire. The diaper audibly crinkled and shifted with every movement, amplifying his childish appearance and causing a wave of pity and disgust to wash over the onlookers.

The girls huddled together, their suppressed laughter overflowing as they whispered to each other. "Can you believe it?" one asked incredulously. "He looks like a little girl!" The others snickered in agreement, finding the situation extremely amusing. "More like a baby," another chimed in, her eyes narrowing as she tried to stifle her giggles. "I mean, seriously, remember half a year ago when we thought he might be a good match," one of the girls said with a shake of her head. "But now? He's clearly still dependent on maternal care," another added, causing them all to burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

And there was Alex, his cheeks burning with embarrassment and shame, fully aware of the spectacle he had become. He could feel the judgmental gazes piercing through him, but he had no choice but to endure it under the watchful eyes of Mr. and Mrs. Smith.


2 - Easter sermon

As the congregation settled into their seats, the Easter sermon began. The festive atmosphere in the church was palpable, with beautiful decorations adorning every surface and the scent of fresh flowers filling the air.

Alex, however, couldn't focus on any of it. He squirmed uncomfortably in his seat, trying to find a position. Little did the people around knew, that under the multiple layers of poofy diapers, layed the throbbing pain of a freshly spanked bottom.

As the pastor's voice echoed through the church, Mrs. Smith couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at how adorable her little charge was, when he sat so humble in the pew. However, Alex's constant fidgeting and shifting on the hard wooden bench were starting to become a nuisance.

"Sit still, young lady," Mrs. Smith hissed under her breath, casting a stern glance towards Alex. "Or I'll have to take you to the cry room for your second proper spanking today."

Alex's face flushed an even deeper shade of red at her threat, knowing full well that she meant it. He glanced back at the group of young women sitting behind them, all dressed in their fashionable pleaded skirts. They were smirking and exchanging knowing looks, having clearly overheard Mrs. Smith's warning.

"Yes, mommy" Alex whispered, pleading with his foster mother. "I'll behave, I promise."

"See that you do," Mrs. Smith whispered harshly, her eyes never leaving the pastor as he delivered his message.

Alex gulped and tried his best to stay still, but the boredom and pain in his bottom made it nearly impossible. The church atmosphere was tense as the pastor spoke, and even more so for Alex.

One of the young women sitting behind Alex had a mischievous glint in her eye, as she whispered to her friends, plotting a prank on poor Alex. "Watch this," she whispered with an evil grin before placing two fingers at the middle of Alex's diaper.

Mrs. Smith was too focused on the sermon to notice the mischievous actions taking place behind her. The other girls held their breath, eagerly watching as the girl pressed down hard on Alex's diaper, causing him to jump in surprise.

Mrs. Smith had enough of Alex's fidgeting and scolded him for disturbing the peace. "That's it, we're going to the cry room," she announced through gritted teeth.

Alex tried to explain, "But mom, it was the girls-" But his mother's face turned to stone as she interrupted, "No excuses you little brat." She grabbed him by the arm and yanked him out of the pew, not giving him a chance to explain that he yelped because of the mean girls on the bench behind.

The mischievous girls couldn't contain their giggles as they watched Alex being reprimanded like a child by Mrs. Smith. They reveled in their successful prank, acting innocent as they witnessed Mrs. Smith escorting Alex to the back of the church during the ongoing sermon.

Alex's face burned with embarrassment as he was led out of the church by Mrs. Smith, his diaper crinkling loudly with each step. He could feel the judgmental stares from fellow churchgoers who saw him as unruly while others filled with pity for being scolded publicly by Mrs. Smith.

But little did anyone know, it was all because of a cruel joke played by the mischievous girls who acted so innocent. In the end, they got away with it while poor Alex bore the consequences of their actions.


3 - The cry room

As soon as they entered the cry room, Alex's ears were met with the sound of crying babies. The purpose of this room was clear - it was a safe haven for mothers to flee the sermon if their little ones started fussing. The room was soundproof, so they wouldn't disturb the rest of the congregation.

The cry room itself had a big open space with comfortable couches and chairs, resembling a cozy living room rather than a religious establishment. The walls were adorned with pictures and quotes about motherhood and nurturing.

Alex felt out of place in this room, considering he was no longer a child. But his attire spoke otherwise - an Easter dress paired with white frilly socks and shoes, his diapers peeking out from under his dress.

Mothers were scattered around, nurturing their little ones, and trying to soothe their cries. Some had brought toys and snacks to keep them occupied during the service.

They all turned to look at Mrs. Smith and Alex, curious about why a young man like Alex was joining them in this sanctuary. One brave mother spoke up, "Is he here for diaper changes or breastfeeding?" causing some chuckles among the other mothers. Mrs. Smith smiled politely but firmly replied, "He's here because he disrupted the peace during service."

The other mothers nodded in sympathy, knowing all too well the challenges of keeping the youth well-behaved in church. They exchanged understanding glances with Mrs. Smith, silently acknowledging her need to discipline her unruly protégé.

With a polite apology for the disruption, Mrs. Smith swiftly led Alex to a secluded corner of the room, where a movable wall created a small cubicle, acting somehow as a moderate privacy barrier for the space behind. The tension in the air was palpable as the mothers waited for what would happen next.

The confined cubicle contained only a basic chair, making it obvious that this was the designated area for some half-hearted privacy. Though it was cleverly tucked away, the thin walls did little to muffle the sounds of what was happening behind.

As soon as they were alone in the alcove, Mrs. Smith motioned for Alex to stand in front of her. Without a word, she began to expertly lower his multiple diapers, one by one, without even opening them.

"Step out," she ordered, motioning for Alex to step out of his diapers.

Alex felt embarrassed and exposed, standing in just his Easter dress and frilly socks. He complied with her request, stepping out of all his diapers.

Mrs. Smith methodically lays out the diapers on the floor, each one placed with precision and purpose near the movable wall.

The sight of Mrs. Smith and Alex was hidden in the booth, but the other mothers in the cry room could still witness the preparation taking place through a clearance at the bottom of the movable wall. They gasped with every diaper that was put there.

"Can you believe it? Four diapers!" a mother exclaimed, her hand covering her mouth in disbelief.

"Why would he need so many?" another mother chimed in, shaking her head.

"I heard from Mrs. Smith last week that her foster son is wearing those diapers for punishment for his immaturity," one mother whispered to her friends, relaying scandalous information she had overheard on Sunday when Alex first showed up in church wearing his bulky undies.

"Apparently," she whispered, "he needs four diapers at the same time for four different reasons."

Gasps and exclamations of disbelief erupted from the other mothers, who had never heard of such a method before. They leaned in closer, eagerly awaiting the details.

"One is obviously for his mess, to take away the control over his basic needs" the mother continued, gesturing to the yellow-stained diaper on the right side. "It is made with extra layers and padding to contain any humiliating accidents he may have. It will truly make him feel like a helpless baby again."

"And another is for constriction and feminization" she added, pointing to a narrow and sturdy diaper with big tapes. that would surely tighten around his waist strictly. "It makes sure, he feels his filth spread across his bottom, whenever he messes. And it hugs his genitals tightly against his crotch, making him feel more vulnerable and submissive."

The third diaper stood out from the rest, being very voluminous and puffy. "That one is for bulk, to maximize the exposure and visibility. It makes sure that no matter what dress he wears, the diaper is always peeking out under the hemline, and the ballooned bottom gives him girly hips." the mother explained with a twisted grin. "Mrs. Smith wants everyone to know that he's wearing a diaper at all times. It's a constant reminder of his regression and how he's been reduced to an infantile state."

"And finally," she said, her voice dropping to a hushed tone, "the pink one ...that's for his humiliation, showing everyone what a pathetic little young man he is." The mothers cooed at the mention of the final layer, knowing it was their favorite part. "It's like rubbing salt in the wound. Not only is he reduced to wearing diapers like an infant, but now he has to suffer through the ultimate shame of being associated with girly things. The princess print is just the cherry on top, reminding him that he's nothing more than a helpless little girl."

The mothers gasped collectively, some covering their mouths in shock while others nodded in understanding. They couldn't help but feel a mixture of delight and esteem towards Mrs. Smith's instinct and systematic upbringing of young the young man.


4 – Undeserved punishment

Meanwhile, Mrs. Smith continued her preparations in silence, seemingly oblivious to the curious minds following her every move.

"Alex, what have I told you about behaving in church?" Mrs. Smith scolded as she took Alex's hairbrush from the diaper bag and sat down on a nearby chair. She patted her knees with authority, her rigid posture and stern expression enough to strike fear into the disobedient young man's heart.

Little Alex hung his head in shame, knowing the routine all too well as he complied with his foster mother's strict instructions to lay over her lap.

"I-I'm sorry, Mommy, but the other girls..." Alex stuttered, his cheeks flushing with embarrassment as he felt the cold wood of the hairbrush against his skin.

"You will be sorry once I'm finished with you," Mrs. Smith replied sternly, emphasizing her role as the strict disciplinarian for all to hear. Her face was set in a determined expression, showing no mercy as she began to administer the punishment that she believed would make Alex a better young man.

As Mrs. Smith began to spank Alex. He knows that every whimper or cry could be heard by the other mothers in the cry room, sitting and chatting just behind the pathetic excuse of a privacy-giving wall. Despite the stinging pain, Alex promised himself to keep his composure, determined not to give them the satisfaction of hearing him cry.

Meanwhile, the other mothers savored every moment of his punishment, their hushed chatter coming to a halt as they relished the rare opportunity to witness a young adult being disciplined.

Alex lay over Mrs. Smith's lap, his bare bottom high in the air; exposed between his knee socks and the frilly, too short easter dress that barely covered him. The pink hemline just grazed the top of his round, well-curved boyish ass. The pigtails on either side of his head bounced with every smack.

Mrs. Smith's hand clamped his body tightly over her lap, leaving no room for movement as she continued to punish him with relentless spanks, her arm never tiring as she made sure every inch of his bottom was well-punished. 

Alex tried hard to remain stoic, determined not to show any weakness in front of those who reveled in his humiliation. But as the swats rained down on him, he could feel his resolve weakening. The sting was becoming too much to bear.

And then it happened - a small whimper escaping his lips before it was drowned out by guttural sobs.

His body shook uncontrollably as tears began to stream down Alex's face as he desperately realized he couldn't hold back any longer.

His pride shattered with a long heartbreaking wail, unable to contain the overwhelming feeling of failure and humiliation. He was reduced to a sobbing mess.

Soon he began to openly cry leaving his ego shattered, succumbing to the ultimate shame of being spanked like a naughty toddler in the church's cry room.

Mrs. Smith didn't let up though, her firm hand delivering each blow with precision, driving home the lesson, and making sure that Alex would never forget this moment of utter defeat and vulnerability. The relentless spanking persisted, each sharp crack reverberating against the walls and blending with Alex's screams.

The other mothers in the room, nursing and comforting their own babies, witness the spanking with great fascination. Slowly they began to notice a change in Alex's cries.

The room was filled with a cacophony of cries - the high-pitched wails of real infants mixing with the muffled sobs of Alex, now sounding more and more like a lost child in need of comfort.

His cries were slowly transforming from the angry, defiant wails of a grown man, to strained sobs and gentle whimpers and coos of a bawling baby. As if Alex was regressing back to infancy, under the intense physical and emotional pressure of this punishment.

The mothers turn their heads to listen, their own babies momentarily forgotten as they witness this strange transformation.

The sorrowful whimpers of Alex blend seamlessly with the cries of the infants, creating an eerie choir of vulnerability and need. The sound of the hairbrush smacking against skin adds a rhythmic beat to the symphony, each strike a somber note in this strange melody. And as the cries become indistinguishable, it is as if Alex's voice has transformed completely into the helpless cry of a newborn, a haunting reminder of his submission in this moment. It became impossible to distinguish between the cries of well-punished Alex and those of a the needy infants.

The combination of deep sobs, high-pitched cries, and the occasional coo or whimper create a hypnotic melody that fills the room with a sense of unity and surrender. It is a mix of pain, vulnerability, and need for comfort, as if Alex and the babies have become one in their shared state of dependence and helplessness.


5 – Rare choices

When Mrs. Smith finally stopped, Alex was left sobbing uncontrollably and feeling completely humiliated.

After Alex had cried out over her lap, Mrs. Smith pulled up Alex from her knees and into a tight hug, whispering words of forgiveness in his ear. "I hope you learn your lesson," she said loudly for all to hear.

The sound of chatter broke out from behind the partitions as the mothers resumed their conversation after the tense silence during the spanking. Alex couldn't make out their words, but he was certain they were discussing his ordeal.

Mrs. Smith continued to fulfill her role as a mother, her nurturing instincts shining through even as she scolded Alex for his misbehavior. "Listen up, kiddo. I want you to remember this important lesson. So, for the next week, we're going to have a special early bedtime just for you. That means every night at 6 o'clock, it's time for bed. But first, at 5:30, you'll get a special treat - a hose in your bumbum and some angry-juice for your tummy. Then, we'll put on your thick nighttime diapers so you can sleep comfortably." She spoke sternly, but with a hint of love in her voice.

"After that, we'll sit together and say your prayers. Maybe they will bring tears to your eyes from the forgiveness they offer or from the gurgling feeling of the enema. Once your prayers are done and you've shed enough tears, you can crawl over to daddy's lap for some gentle bouncing. That's when you finally are allowed to release all that mean tummy ache that has been bothering you. Once your diapers are squishy enough, it's time for the crib, lights out and off to dreamland." The other mothers whispered as they witness that even after this thorough spanking, the punishment didn't seem to be over. “Yes, mommy, I’m sorry mommy,” Alex whispers in tears.

Through the gap in the movable walls, they could witness Mrs. Smith handing Alex back the four diapers and instructing him to stand inside so she can pull them up. "One diaper at a time, that's my little girl."

Mrs. Smith's eyes narrowed as she looked at the diapers hanging loosely around Alex's tushy. "Well, look at that," she warned, "if you're not careful, those will fall off in no time. This needs to be addressed."

Mrs. Smith emerges from the alcove, gripping Alex's arm tightly. The other mothers muted and looked on with admiration for Mrs. Smith's unwavering determination to discipline.

"I apologize for taking so long," Mrs. Smith says sternly, "but sometimes little Alex here, just needs a good cry." The other mothers nod in understanding, secretly admiring Mrs. Smith's no-nonsense parenting style towards the young man.


Alex's heart raced as Mrs. Smith pulled him towards the changing table, closer to where the other mothers sat. He could feel the eyes of the women on him, judging and scrutinizing him.

"Excuse me," Mrs. Smith whispers to a mother who is just finishing up with her own baby, "Could I use the changing table after you?" Alex's stomach drops as he anticipates the embarrassment and humiliation that awaits him.

"Yes, of course," the mother replies with a kind smile. Alex can't help but feel disgusted at the thought of laying on a publically used changing-table. "Thank you so much, I appreciate it," Mrs. Smith says gratefully.

The fact that Alex, a grown adult, had to wait in line for a changing table was enough to make him want to disappear into thin air. But as Mrs. Smith's cold command echoes through the room, Alex knows he has no choice but to submit to this humiliating act. Swallowing his pride, Alex obediently lies down on the padded surface, feeling like a helpless toddler once again under Mrs. Smith's watchful gaze.

Tears welled up in his eyes as he sobbed slightly, feeling embarrassed and ashamed. He wished he could just disappear, or at least be able to change himself without anyone's help. But he knew that wasn't an option.

But to Alex's big surprise, he got an option: “Which would you prefer? Changing all four diapers to feel clean again?" Mrs. Smith asks, "or adding another diaper on top, to secure the others?"

Alex sobs slightly. The first option meant being fresh and clean, but at the cost of exposing himself to everyone in the room. The thought of them seeing his private parts, his red tushy, and his soaked diaper filled him with intense embarrassment. 

But the second option wasn't any better. Adding another diaper on top would only make his already bulky diaper even more obvious, advertising to everyone that he couldn't control himself like a normal adult. And staying in his filth, knowing that they all knew he chose to do so, was equally mortifying. 

Mrs. Smith's foot impatiently taps the floor, waiting for his response. She smirks at the internal struggle written all over his face.

"I knew you wouldn't be able to make a simple decision like this," she says mockingly. "It's clear that you lack maturity and responsibility to handle even the smallest tasks. That's why you're stuck in diapers like a baby in the first place. But maybe I was too cruel to give you a choice, weren't I?"

Her sarcasm stings like a whip, humiliating Alex in front of the other mothers in the room.

"So, it will be just one diaper on top of the others. This way we will be able to go back to the sermon sooner." With a swift and calculated move, Mrs. Smith usurped the seemingly insignificant choice from Alex. It could have been a rare moment of empowerment for him, an opportunity to exercise his own free will, yet Mrs. Smith had mercilessly stripped it from him. 

As the realization sank in that even this small choice was not his to make, Alex's heart sank with despair, his eyes widened with sorrow, and he crumbled into a sobbing mess.

"It's for your own good, Alex," Mrs. Smith taunts, as she relished in her successful display of the reasons behind Alex's regressed state under her care, knowing that everyone around them could comprehend her treatment of this dependent young man. "Lift your bum for mommy, dear." With a swift move, she slides the diaper under Alex's already heavily padded bottom. "Now let's make sure those diapers are secure so you they don't fall down."

With a wicked grin, Mrs. Smith adds the additional layer of diapers, tightening them mercilessly until Alex's entire lower half is encased in a massive and unbreakable package. He squirms uncomfortably, feeling trapped and helpless.

As Alex is helped of the changing table, the other mothers around them applauded to Mrs. Smith. Alex stood there, his throbbing bottom encased in a ridiculously big poofy diaper package, making his easter dress stand out like on the side like a ballerina's tutu.

"Let's go back to the sermon", Mrs. Smith said as she padds Alex's bum towards the door.

Returning from the trip to the cry room was a mortifying walk of shame, his steps heavy and awkward as he waddled with spread legs to alleviate the stinging pain of his diaper rubbing against his sore bottom. The cruel whispers and giggles from the girls seated behind him only added to his sense of degradation. He could feel their judging eyes burning into him as he sat, dressed and punished for all to see. Their mean-spirited prank had landed him in this humiliating position, and he couldn't help but seethe with anger towards the mocking girls who were responsible for his punishment.

The remaining moments of the sermon were a torturous blur for Alex, each second feeling like an eternity as he sat in shame and agony. Alex grits his teeth, determined to push through the searing pain in his diapered bottom. He sits rigidly on the unforgiving wooden surface, back ramrod straight, hands clenching tightly onto the bulky fabric of his diaper. His eyes lock onto the priest at the front of the room, trying desperately to force a smile onto his trembling lips. But as another wave of freshly spanked agony shoots through him, a single tear escapes and rolls down his cheek, a silent testament to the punishment he endures for disobeying his strict mother's rules.


6 - Festive brunch

Finally, the sermon came to an end, and the congregation filed out into the churchyard for a festive brunch. The sun shone brightly overhead. Laughter and conversation filled the air as people mingled and enjoyed the delicious brunch laid out before them.

As Alex followed his foster parents out of the church and into the bright, sun-filled churchyard, he couldn't help but feel a sense of relief wash over him. The rigid wooden pew and the constant reminder of his punishment were behind him, replaced by a more relaxed atmosphere. The smell of freshly cut grass and blooming flowers filled the air, and the sound of happy chatter surrounded them.

Tables were set up all around the yard, adorned with colorful tablecloths and overflowing with delicious food. Women in sun dresses chatted animatedly while men in button-up shirts stood around sipping on coffee or juice. Children ran around, their laughter echoing through the yard as they played games or chased each other.

Mrs. Smith led Alex to a table where a group of mothers from their church were already seated. They greeted Alex's foster mother warmly and smiled at Alex as they scooted over to make room for him. The women chatted upcoming events at the church while passing plates of food around.

As Alex sat there in his poofy diaper and tutu-like easter dress, surrounded by some of the women who had witnessed his punishment just moments ago, he couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. His foster mother and foster father had left to go talk to some important people, leaving him alone with the other mothers.

Alex shifted uncomfortably in his chair, trying to discreetly adjust his diaper underneath his easter dress. He felt embarrassed and self-conscious, imagining the other women whispering about him behind their hands. But as he turned to look at them, he was surprised to see them all engrossed in conversation with each other, not paying him any attention.

Feeling a little more at ease, Alex took a bite of the delicious quiche on his plate. It tasted even better than it looked and he couldn't help but let out a small sigh of contentment. The women around him noticed and smiled at him fondly.

"Doesn't that quiche just melt in your mouth?" one of them said with a smile.

Alex nodded eagerly, relieved that they were including him in their conversation. He began to relax and join in on the topics they were discussing - school, the church, and even sharing funny stories about their past.

As the brunch went on and more food was passed around, Alex found himself enjoying the company of these women. They didn't treat him any differently because of his diaper or easter dress; they simply saw him as another child among them.

Alex couldn't help but feel grateful for the distraction and break from his regressed life. He enjoyed listening to the adults talk and even joined in on a few conversations about sports and movies. The women at the table seemed genuinely interested in what he had to say and he found himself relaxing more and more in their company.

Alex was mid-conversation with some of the mothers at the table when Mr. Smith appeared behind him, causing his heart to jump with surprise upon hearing his voice.

"Excuse us, I need Alex for two minutes," he asked the table politely, "Alex, dear, would you please come with me quickly?"

Mr. Smith's tone was gentle and kind, but Alex could sense a seriousness in his voice. Alex nodded nervously and followed him into a secluded corner of the churchyard.

As soon as they were out of sight, Mr. Smith's demeanor changed. He grabbed Alex by the arm and spun him around to face him.

"I saw you at that table, talking and laughing like you didn't have a care in the world," he scolded, his voice low and menacing.

Alex's heart began to race as he realized he was in trouble once again. But before he could even respond, Mr. Smith raised his hand and smacked him hard across the face.

Immediately, tears welled up in Alex's eyes.

"Little girls should be seen, not heard," he spat.

Alex's newfound joy turned to despair as he realized the extent of Mr. Smith's power and influence over him. It felt like no matter what he did or how hard he tried, he could never please him or make him happy.

Alex stood frozen, tears streaming down his face as he looked up at Mr. Smith. He felt completely helpless and trapped, knowing that he couldn't fight back against his powerful grip on him.

Mr. Smith's face softened a bit as he saw the fear in Alex's eyes, but the grip on his arm didn't loosen. "Repeat after me," he said again, with a hint of impatience in his voice. "Little girls should be seen, not heard."

Alex's heart sank as he realized what he was asking him to do. He didn't want to say those words - they made him feel small and insignificant. But he also knew that he had no choice but to obey.

Taking a deep breath, Alex repeated the words with trembling lips, feeling humiliated and ashamed. "Li..., Little girls should be seen, not heard."

"Good," Mr. Smith said with a satisfied smile on his face. "You'll learn soon enough that this is your place - quiet and obedient." Tears continued to stream down Alex's face as he stood there helplessly while Mr. Smith adjusted his Easter dress and patted his diapered bottom for emphasis.

"Now blow your nose, and come back with me," he said, releasing his grip on Alex and leading him back towards the brunch table where the other women were still chatting away.

As they approached the table, Alex could feel all eyes on him - some curious, some pitying. He wanted nothing more than to run away and hide from all of them - from Mr. Smith's control and from their scrutinizing gazes.

"Here you have her back," Mr. Smith laughed, gesturing towards Alex.

As Mr. Smith left to mingle with the other guests, Alex was urged to sit back down at the table. He tried to blend in with them, sipping his juice and nibbling on some fruit while avoiding their curious gazes.

But they were determined to include him in their conversation. " Where did we stop in our conversation, Alex?" one of the mothers asked with a smile. "I thought you were going to tell us how you ended up with the Smith family."

Alex's heart sank at her words. He wanted nothing more than to share his story and feel included in this group of women who seemed genuinely interested in him. But he knew that he wasn't allowed to talk anymore - "little girls should be seen not heard," as Mr. Smith had reminded him.

He tried to brush off their questions and focus on his food, but tears welled up in his eyes as he held back the urge to speak. It was so unfair that he couldn't even share something as simple as his own story.

The women at the table noticed Alex's discomfort and exchanged concerned glances. One of them put a comforting hand on his shoulder. "Is everything okay, dear?" she asked gently.

Alex nodded, not trusting himself to speak without breaking down in tears. He was so overwhelmed with emotions - fear, shame, sadness. But most of all, he felt trapped and helpless.

The woman didn't press any further and simply patted his shoulder before turning back to the conversation at hand.


7 – An old acquaintance

As Mr. and Mrs. Smith returned to the table, they were greeted with polite smiles from the other mothers. Mrs. Smith took her seat next to Alex, while Mr. Smith sat on her other side.

"Having a good time, dear?" Mrs. Smith asked Alex, as she took a sip of her drink.

"Yes, mommy," Alex replied, trying his best to sound cheerful.

Mrs. Smith smiled at him before turning to the other moms. "It's such a pleasure to see my little one interacting with all of you," she said proudly.

The other moms nodded politely, but their eyes seemed to hold a hint of sadness for Alex. They could see that he was trapped in this strict and rigid household.

"Come on, Alex," Mrs. Smith said suddenly, grabbing his hand and pulling him up from his chair. "We want to wander around a bit and show you some of the activities here."

Alex reluctantly followed Mrs. Smith as she led him around the garden, showing him various activities and games that people were playing. The whole time, Alex felt a sense of longing as he watched the other laughing and playing freely. He wished he could join in and forget about all of Smith's control for just a little while.

As they made their way across the churchyard, Alex's eyes landed on a familiar face - Emma, the crafting aunt from the hardware store. She was offering face painting and her hands skillfully applied vibrant colors to eager faces.

Alex felt a tight knot of desperation forming in his stomach as he recalled the humiliating encounter with Emma during his diaper change at the public restroom. He could feel his cheeks flushing with embarrassment as Mrs. Smith led him closer to her booth.

"Look, Alex, there's Auntie Emma!" Mrs. Smith exclaimed excitedly.

Alex forced a smile and nodded, not wanting to disappoint Mrs. Smith with his lack of enthusiasm. As they approached Emma's booth, she looked up and her face lit up with recognition.

"Well good morning, Mr. Smith!" she exclaimed warmly. "Do you remember me from the hardware store?"

"Emma, darling!" Mr. Smith called out warmly, his voice carrying across the yard. "it is so nice to see you again."

And Mrs. Smith added, "Wouldn't it be just adorable, if you got your face painted, Alex?"

"Please, don't make me do this," Alex pleaded in a hushed tone, desperation saturating each word. But his protest was futile.

Emma just finished with the face she was working on, a grin spreading across her face as her eyes locked onto Alex. "Well, well, look who it is! Come over here, sweetie," she cooed, patting the small chair in front of her.

Reluctantly, Alex approached, his cheeks burning with shame as he caught sight of the amused expressions of the people watching from nearby.

"Sit down, dear," Emma instructed, guiding Alex into the small chair. "My, What a darling little Easter dress you have." Alex's face flushed with embarrassment as Emma complimented his Easter dress.

He shifted uncomfortably in the chair, feeling the bulk of his five diapers pressing against his sore bottom. He couldn't believe he was being forced to sit and get his face painted like a little kid. "Can't I just watch?" Alex whispered, hoping Emma would take pity on him. But Emma simply smiled and patted his head.

Mrs. Smith leaned in close, her voice low but insistent. "I want his face painted thickly to a plain white Easter bunny," she directed Emma. "Something truly eye-catching."

"Of course, Mrs. Smith," Emma replied, her tone dripping with sweetness as she turned back to Alex. "Now, hold still for me, sweetheart," she murmured in a sing-song voice, dipping her brush into a pot of thick white paint and beginning to apply it to Alex's face.

Alex sat on the small chair, his diapers bulging conspicuously beneath his frilly Easter dress. His heart pounded as Emma leaned in close, her breath warm and sweet against his face.

"Let's make you into the cutest little Easter bunny ever!" she cooed, her voice dripping with false sweetness. Alex could barely breathe, feeling suffocated by the weight of his humiliation.

"Please... not too thick," Alex whispered, hoping that at least this part of his ordeal could be somewhat minimized. But Emma just smiled knowingly and continued painting his face with enthusiastic strokes.

"Thicker is better for our little bunny," she said, her voice teasing and playful. "Wouldn't want anyone to miss your adorable face, now would we?"

As Emma painted, a crowd began to form around them. Alex could hear their whispers and giggles, each word cutting like a knife. He wanted to scream, to beg them to stop, but he knew it would only make things worse.

"Can you believe he's wearing diapers?" one woman muttered to her friend, their laughter ringing in Alex's ears. "Look at this short hemline! He must feel so babyish," another chimed in, her voice a mixture of pity and amusement. "Shh, he might hear you," someone else cautioned, though there was no real concern in their tone.

Alex clenched his fists tightly, fighting back tears as he tried to block out their voices. He felt as if he were being torn apart, his spirit trampled under the weight of their words.


8 – White paint

Each stroke of the brush felt like a fresh layer of humiliation being added to the already unbearable weight pressing down on Alex.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith stood off to the side, as they watched with satisfaction.

As Emma worked, she chatted cheerfully with Alex, asking him about his Easter plans and commenting on how cute his pigtails are. Alex forced a smile and answered her questions politely, but inside he was seething with embarrassment and frustration.

"My, Alex dear, you really are a good girl, sitting still like that," Emma cooed as she continued to paint his face.

"Why don't you tell Emma how you learned to sit still like that?" Mrs. Smith's question brought back the memory of the cry room and the spanking he had received for misbehaving during mass. Alex's cheeks burned with shame as he reluctantly recounted the embarrassing incident.

"Well, I... uh...I got in trouble at church," Alex stammered, avoiding Emma's gaze.

"Oh dear, what did you do?" Emma asked sympathetically.

"I... I couldn't stop fidgeting during mass," Alex admitted quietly. “So, mommy took care of me.”

"And what exactly did she do to calm you down?" Emma prodded, finishing the thick layer of white colour on Alex's face.

Alex hesitated, not wanting to relive the humiliating memory any further. But Emma's curiosity was getting the better of her and she continued to press for details.

"She...she spanked me," Alex finally admitted, his cheeks turning red with embarrassment.

Emma's eyes widened in surprise. "She spanked you? In front of other people?"

Alex nodded, feeling a lump form in his throat.

"Wow, that must have been quite a sight," Emma commented, painting thin black eyelashes on Alex's brow.

"I-I guess so," Alex mumbled, his hands fiddling nervously with his frilly dress.

"So how old were you when this incident happened?" Emma finally asked, assuming it must have been a childhood memory, as she carefully painted the thin black bunny.

Alex hesitated before answering, shifting uncomfortably in the frilly pink dress and pigtails he was currently wearing. "Um...actually it just happened about an hour ago."

Emma's eyes widened in surprise, realising the whole situation.

"Oh sweetie, I'm sorry to hear that. But it seems like it worked, you're sitting so still now."

Emma paused her painting and took Alex's hand. "I'm sure it must have been tough for you," she said understandingly. "But sometimes we have to learn lessons the hard way." There was a hint of understanding in her voice that made Alex feel slightly better.

Emma stepped back to admire her handiwork. Alex's face was now covered in a thick layer of white paint, with large pink circles on his cheeks and a dainty bunny nose painted above his lips. His eyes were framed by exaggerated lashes, giving him an irresistibly innocent appearance.

"Perfect!" Emma declared, her delight evident in her voice. "You're the most darling little bunny I've ever seen!"

Mr. and Mrs. Smith approached their humiliated charge, beaming with pride at the sight of his freshly painted face. They showered Emma with praise for her artistic talents and thanked her profusely for transforming Alex into such an adorable Easter bunny.

"Emma, this is just marvelous! You've truly outdone yourself," Mrs. Smith gushed, her eyes twinkling with delight. "Thank you so much.”

As they continued their walk through the busy churchyard, Alex clung to the Smiths' sides like a frightened child. He couldn't bear the thought of facing anyone alone, especially after the disgrace he had just suffered. His eyes darted nervously around the churchyard, searching for any sign of respite from the constant barrage of whispers and snickers that seemed to follow him wherever he went.

"Come now, Alex, keep your chin up," Mr. Smith chided gently, patting him on the back as if to reassure him. "Remember, we're doing this because we love you and want you to learn proper behavior. Keep that in mind, and everything will be fine."

Alex nodded silently, swallowing the bitter taste of resentment that threatened to rise in his throat. He knew all too well that there was no escape from this torment, and that the only way forward was to submit to his foster parents' authority.


7 - Unpleasant

The rest of the brunch felt like an eternity to Alex, each agonizing moment stretching out before him like a never-ending parade of shame and degradation, as they navigated the tables laden with delicious treats and smiling faces.

The churchgoers and young women of his age couldn't help but notice him, with his painted face and frilly Easter dress, as well as the thick diapers beneath it. He tried to keep close to Mr. and Mrs. Smith, but their presence merely served as a reminder of how they had orchestrated this entire ordeal.

When it was finally time to leave the churchyard, Alex couldn't help but feel a deep sense of relief.

Just before they finally left the churchyard, the trio encountered the church janitor, sitting on a park bench and making a short break on this busy morning. Alex remembered how he had vandalized the janitor's new garden shed with graffiti six months earlier with a twinge of guilt. His janitors lit up upon seeing the humbled young man, his mouth curling into a knowing smile as he greeted the Smiths warmly.

"Ah, there you are!" said the church janitor, approaching them cheerfully. "I've been looking all over for you folks!"

"Hello," Mrs. Smith replied warmly. "It's good to see you again."

"Likewise," the janitor agreed, his gaze lingering on Alex's painted face and frilly dress. "And I must say, it's quite a pleasure to see little Alex here behaving so much better than half a year ago."

"Thank you," Mrs. Smith replied, a hint of pride in her voice. "We've been working hard to help him understand the importance of obedience and discipline. He still has a long way to go, but we're confident that he'll get there eventually."

With a sinister grin, the janitor beckoned Alex closer, his voice dripping with malice. "Come here, boy," he commanded, his eyes glinting with predatory intent. "Let's have a close look at you."

Desperately wanting to shrink away, Alex hesitantly approached the park bench, his heart racing with fear. "Well now, little miss," the janitor sneered, patting his knee in an unsettlingly inviting manner. "I think it's time for you to sit on my knee and have a little chat with me." Trembling with unease, Alex reluctantly perched on the man's lap, feeling exposed and vulnerable in his frilly Easter dress.

But what began as a simple conversation quickly turned into something much more disturbing. The janitor's hands roamed over Alex's body like a possessive lover, tugging at his outfit and pulling him uncomfortably close. Alex squirmed and tried to push away as he felt the man's fingers graze against his diapered bottom.

Meanwhile, the Smiths stood nearby, watching with sick amusement as the janitor toyed with their foster son.

"Do you remember how you vandalized the church's new garden shed half a year ago?" the janitor asked, his hand slowly crept up Alex's back as he spoke, leaving a trail of revulsion in its wake. The touch was inappropriate, but Alex couldn't move away from the man's lap. "You were one unruly boy." Alex shifted uncomfortably on the man's lap, trying to ignore the inappropriate touch. He could feel his cheeks flushing as the janitor continued to speak.

"And now look at you," the janitor said with a chuckle. "All dressed up like a little girl."

As his hands explored the weight and thickness of Alex's diapered package, causing him to squirm in discomfort. With a twisted grin, the janitor taunted Mr. and Mrs. Smith, "When was the last time this naughty young man was properly spanked?" Mrs. Smith looked on with a sick fascination as the janitor continued to grope and control Alex, her eyes glinting with cruel amusement. She answered proudly, "Just this morning, twice. We made sure to discipline him at home and then again in the cry room here at church."

"You two certainly have a knack for handling unruly youngsters." the janitor commented, patting Alex's diapered bottom. He turned back to face Alex and said with sickening sweetness, "My dear young man, do you remember your promise from last fall to help me with church duties? I have been swamped with work lately and could use an extra pair of hands." He brushed his hand against Alex's exposed tights with a lecherous grin. "Wouldn't it be fun for just you and me to spend Saturdays together?"

"Alex will be more than happy to help," Mr. Smith chimed in, his voice firm and authoritative. "Won't you, Alex?"

"Y-yes, daddy," Alex stammered hoping this ordeal would come to an end.

The janitor's patronizing tone and touch made Alex's skin crawl. He squirmed in discomfort as the man's words dripped with faux praise. "Such a good girl," he sneered, before turning to address Mr. and Mrs. Smith with a sickly-sweet smile.

"Thank you for bringing him by," the janitor continued, "but now I must attend to other duties." With a gentle shove, he pushed Alex off his lap and onto the floor. The young boy quickly scrambled away and sought refuge with Mrs. Smith, grabbing her hands for comfort.

"I can't wait to see little Alex here again next Saturday." His eyes lingered on the boy's trembling form as he adjusted his throbbing erection in his pants.

Mrs. Smith's eyes sparkled with delight as she watched the interaction between Alex and the janitor, a twisted smile playing on her lips.

"Now why don't you give old uncle janitor a small kiss to say goodbye?" Mrs. Smith suggested, her tone dripping with false sweetness as she looked down at Alex.

Alex's heart raced as he felt the pressure of Mrs. Smith's hand on his shoulder, guiding him towards the janitor. He wanted to resist, to scream for help, but he knew it was futile.

"What a lovely idea," the janitor chimed in, relishing the fact that Mrs. Smith secretly supported his abusive behaviour towards Alex.

As they approached the janitor, Alex could feel his stomach twist in disgust. The older man's sweaty, leering face made him want to run in the opposite direction. But with Mrs. Smith's firm grip on his hand, he had no choice but to lean forward and place a small kiss on the janitor's cheek.

The janitor chuckled and gave Alex's diapered bottom affectionate rubs and pats, causing him to flinch in surprise and embarrassment.

"Maybe we just need some time to adjust to each other," the janitor said slyly, "but I am sure we will get to know each other much better soon."

Mrs. Smith watched with a twisted satisfaction as Alex quickly pulled away and tries to hide behind her impeccable dress. She couldn't wait for next Saturday, when she would bring him back and leave him alone with the janitor a full day. It gave her a sick thrill to know that little Alex would be abused while under the guise of being a good girl for Uncle Janitor.


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. 
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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
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