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Thank you for buying this book.




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

Disclaimer

This book is not intended for minors. 




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




Please note that every character in this novel is strictly an adult of legal age, playing a intense role-play in their full consent.




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

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

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




Thank you.




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




This is the twelfth book in the series "The Slow Regression of Alex". 




If you want to take advantage of the slow build-up of the story and get the maximum out of Alex's regression, I suggest starting at the beginning with Book 1. 







Enjoy.




Bubbles of Freedom

Freedom is a delicate bubble that surrounds every being on earth. However, the size of these bubbles are  limited by the bubbles of others. 




An old utopia talks about equal sized bubbles for all, so that everyone may experience the same level of freedom on earth. 




Always remember, this book is purely a work of fiction - attempting to recreate its situations in reality would go against the utopia.




Play out your fantasies respectfully and with consent. 




This story depicts the slow suffocation and collapse of Alex's bubble between the dominating bubbles of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. 




It is written by a horny mind to please and satisfy other horny minds. 




It is tailored for those who yearn for the surrender of Alex, seeking both strict and affectionate dominance. For those who long to relinquish all control and responsibility, embracing a deep state of submission. 




Love you out there.




Your Alexandra Ghost


1 – Back to school

The morning sun cast a warm glow over the school grounds of St. Martha's Academy, a special institute for young adults with an educational deficit, as students trickled back in after the Christmas holidays. Alex, the 19-year-old orphan living with his new foster parents for half a year, stood outside the main entrance, taking a deep breath, and mentally preparing himself for his return to school. He adjusted his shirt collar, feeling the stark difference between the stiff fabric of the school uniform and the soft diapers he had been made to wear during his holiday discipline at the Smiths'. The memory of his punishment lingered in his mind, making him feel vulnerable.

"Hey, Alex! Long time no see!" called out a familiar voice, snapping him back to reality. It was Mark, one of his classmates, who approached with a grin plastered on his face. "How were your holidays?"

"Uh, fine," Alex replied hesitantly, trying his best to keep his recent experiences hidden from his friends. A part of him felt ashamed for having gone through such an ordeal, while another part acknowledged that it had somehow changed him. For better or worse, he couldn't quite tell yet.

"Great to hear, man! Well, let's head inside. Miss Jenkins will have our heads if we're late on our first day," Mark said, patting Alex on the shoulder before walking towards the classroom.

As they entered the classroom, Alex noticed the curious gazes of his peers, as if they could sense that something about him had changed. He took his seat by the window, trying to focus on the upcoming lessons rather than the lingering thoughts of his holiday discipline.

"Good morning, class," Miss Jenkins greeted them sternly, her eyes scanning the room. "I hope you all had a productive break and are ready to get back to work."

"Morning, Miss Jenkins," the class chorused, and Alex couldn't help but notice the slight tremble in his own voice.

Throughout the day, Alex struggled to concentrate on his assignments, his mind continuously drifting back to the punishments he had endured at the hands of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. He couldn't shake the feeling that he was now a different person than the one who had left school just a few weeks prior.

"Earth to Alex!" Mark whispered loudly from the next desk, nudging him out of his reverie. "What's gotten into you, man? You're acting like you've seen a ghost or something."

"Sorry," Alex muttered, rubbing his temples. "I'm just... I don't know. I guess the holidays were more exhausting than I thought."

"Tell me about it." Mark rolled his eyes. "At least we have each other to suffer through this semester with, huh?"

"Yeah. Yeah, we do," Alex agreed half-heartedly, forcing a smile onto his face. The difference between the Alex before and after the holidays was not lost on him; the once carefree and reckless young man had been replaced by someone more timid, cautious, and painfully aware of the consequences of his actions.

However, deep down, Alex suspects that this change was necessary. His days of rebellion and defiance had led him down a path that could only end in disaster, and perhaps the discipline imposed by the Smiths had been the wake-up call he needed. As he stared out the window, watching the sunlight dance across the schoolyard, Alex promised himself that he would try harder to be the person he knew he could be – no matter how difficult the journey may be.


2 – Bonding

Over the next three weeks, Alex found himself settling into a new routine. He attended classes diligently, focusing on his studies and avoiding any sort of trouble that might draw attention to himself.

"Hey, Sarah," Alex greeted her with a warm smile as he approached her by the lockers one afternoon. "Did you finish the math homework? I gotta say, those equations were pretty tough."

"Ugh, tell me about it," Sarah sighed, rolling her eyes. "I spent hours trying to figure them out. But yeah, I managed to get through them eventually."

"Great job! If you ever need help, just let me know. Math's kind of my thing," Alex offered, hoping to impress her with his proficiency in the subject.

"Thanks, Alex. That's sweet of you," she replied, returning the smile. Their conversations had grown more frequent and genuine over the past few weeks, and Alex sensed that against all odds they were growing closer.

As their bond strengthened, so did his desire for her. The hope that they might share an intimate connection someday occupied his thoughts more often than he would like to admit. Even though he did not masturbate anymore since his wedgie-punishment, the fantasies about her perfect body remained, and even grew stronger. He was certain that if he brought home a respectable girlfriend with the intention of marrying her, The Smiths would permit him to fulfill his amorous desires with her.

This newfound hope fueled his determination to stay on the straight and narrow, for he believed that a better version of himself would have a higher chance of winning her heart.

"Hey, you're going to the field trip next week, right?" Alex inquired, trying to sound casual despite the pounding in his chest.

"Of course!" Sarah exclaimed, her eyes lighting up. "I love outdoors, and it's been ages since we had a school event. Are you going?"

"Definitely," he confirmed, trying to keep his excitement in check. "Maybe we could hang out there together?"

"Sure," she agreed with a smile. "It'll be fun."

"Great! I'm looking forward to it," Alex replied, his heart soaring at the prospect of spending time with her outside of school.

As the days went by, Alex continued to walk the line between his old and new selves. He was careful not to let his guard down, knowing that one misstep could send him spiraling back into a world of discipline and humiliation. With each small victory, he felt more in control of his life and more deserving of Sarah's affection.

And so, Alex pushed forward, clinging to the hope that his efforts would pay off in the end. It was this hope that propelled him through each day, allowing him to face his fears and embrace the changes that were slowly reshaping his life. Little did he know, however, that the path ahead held challenges far greater than any he had yet encountered.


3 – School bus plans

The morning of the field trip, Alex found himself standing on school grounds, surrounded by his classmates who chattered excitedly about the day's adventures. The sun had just begun to rise, casting a gentle golden glow over the quaint old buildings and lush green landscape that made up the town's historic park – their destination for the day.

"Alright, everyone!" Miss Jenkins called out, silencing the chatter as she clutched her clipboard tightly. "We have a full day ahead of us, so let's go through the itinerary one more time."

The students listened intently as she went through the list of activities planned for the day: guided tours of the historical buildings, an old-fashioned picnic lunch, and various educational games designed to teach them about the town's rich history. While Alex was not particularly fond of history, he couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement at the prospect of spending an entire day with Sarah outside of the classroom setting.

As they boarded the school bus, Alex made sure to secure a seat next to Sarah, hoping it would give him ample opportunity to impress her throughout the trip. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest as they settled into their seats, the coach rumbling to life beneath them.

"Are you excited for today?" Sarah asked, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. "I've always been fascinated by history, especially local history. I can't wait to learn more about our town."

"Definitely," Alex replied, putting on his best smile despite his lack of interest in the subject matter. "It's always great to learn something new."

As the coach pulled away from the school, Alex felt a surge of determination. Today would be the perfect opportunity to prove himself to Sarah and solidify their budding friendship. He imagined them laughing together as they explored the park, bonding over shared experiences and inside jokes. The thought filled him with a warmth and happiness he hadn't felt in a long time.

However, his excitement was short-lived. Sitting behind Alex and Sarah were a group of rowdy boys who seemed to be on a mission to cause as much disruption as possible. They jeered and laughed loudly, making crude comments about the girls on the bus, and generally causing a ruckus.

"Hey, check out that girl's skirt," one of them hollered, pointing at a girl seated near the front of the coach. "She looks like she's wearing a diaper under there!"

The boys erupted into laughter, and Alex tensed, feeling a cold sweat break out on his forehead. As much as he wanted to ignore them, the memory of his own humiliating experiences with diapers was still too fresh in his mind. Desperate to maintain his newfound confidence and avoid being associated with such behavior, Alex made up his mind to prove himself as the opposite of those disruptive boys.

"Hey, Sarah," he said, leaning in close and lowering his voice, "I bet we could make this trip even more exciting. What do you say we try to sneak off during the tour and check out some of the restricted areas? It could be our little adventure."

Sarah raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by his suggestion but also intrigued. "That does sound kind of fun," she mused. "But only if you promise we won't get caught."

"Deal," Alex agreed, determination burning within him. He wouldn't let anything stand between him and his chance to impress Sarah – no matter the consequences.


4 – Their own adventure

The sun shone brightly overhead as the students arrived at their destination: a picturesque forest surrounded by an old, weathered fence that marked the boundary between the safe, well-maintained paths and the untamed wilderness beyond. A sign near the entrance warned visitors to stay on the designated trails for their own safety, but Alex barely spared it a glance. His mind was occupied with thoughts of the daring adventure he had proposed to Sarah earlier on the school bus.

"Welcome, students!" Miss Jenkins called out, clapping her hands together to gather their attention. "Today, we'll be exploring the rich biodiversity of this beautiful forest. Remember to stick together in groups and follow the marked paths."

As they began their trek into the woods, the hushed sounds of rustling leaves and gentle birdsong filled the air. Alex's heart thumped in his chest, both from anticipation and the fear of getting caught. He glanced over at Sarah, who had been hanging back from the group to walk beside him. Her eyes sparkled with excitement, and she looked more stunning than ever.

"Ready for our little detour?" Alex whispered to her, feeling a surge of confidence.

"Absolutely," Sarah responded, her voice tinged with excitement. "Lead the way."

With a quick scan of their surroundings, Alex waited until Miss Jenkins was distracted before pulling Sarah's hand and leading her off the beaten path. Adrenaline coursed through his veins as they hurried deeper into the forest, the thrill of their secret adventure heightening every sensation.

"Wow, I never realized there were so many hidden places here," Sarah marveled as they stumbled upon a small, secluded clearing. The sunlight filtering through the dense trees above cast dappled patterns on the ground, casting an ethereal glow on the scene.

"See? Isn't this way better than staying with the group?" Alex boasted, trying to conceal the pounding of his heart. He knew they were venturing into a dangerous territory, but the sight of Sarah's smiling face was more than worth the risk.

"Definitely," she agreed. "I'm glad you suggested this, Alex."

As they continued to explore the restricted areas, they came across an old, rickety small bridge suspended a few meters above a small stream. The wooden planks creaked ominously under their weight as they stepped onto it, and the frayed ropes that held it together looked like they could snap at any moment.

"Are you sure about this?" Sarah asked uncertainly, her grip on Alex's hand tightening.

"Trust me," he assured her, even though he wasn't entirely sure himself. "We'll be fine."

With each tentative step, Alex felt his pulse pounding in his ears. He knew this was reckless, but he couldn't back down now – not when Sarah was counting on him. As they reached the middle of the bridge, a gust of wind picked up, making the entire structure sway dangerously beneath them.

Sarah's hand tightened around the frayed rope as she shuffled nervously across the rickety bridge. Her heart was racing, and her hands were slick with sweat, but she forced herself to keep moving forward.

"Alex!" she cried out in fear, causing him to turn around and see her trembling on the unstable bridge. "Just a little further," he urged, his own anxiety creeping up.

But just as they were approaching the end of the bridge, a loud snap reverberated through the air as one of the ropes gave way.

Their screams were muffled by the rush of water as Sarah and Alex plummeted into the shallow stream below. They landed with a splash in the water, surrounded by debris from the broken bridge. Adrenaline coursed through their bodies as they quickly tried to free themselves and find stable ground.

"Are you okay?" Alex gasped, still reeling from the terror of the fall.

"I-I think so," Sarah stuttered, wide-eyed and in shock.

They both looked back at the collapsed bridge, realizing that it could have ended much worse for them. But by some miracle, they were both unharmed except for a few heavy scratches. They took a moment to catch their breath before attempting to climb back up to safety.

Their clothes were soaked from the cold water and their bodies shook from the adrenaline rush. As they made their way back onto solid ground, they couldn't help but think about how close they had come to disaster and how lucky they were to still be alive.

Alex and Sarah were startled out of their stupor by the sound of a deep voice.

"What are you two doing here?"

It was a park ranger, who had come to investigate the thunderous sound. His gaze was stern as he surveyed the scene, taking in the damaged rope and collapsed wooden planks.

"We were just exploring," Alex muttered, his face flushing with embarrassment.

The ranger's face contorted into a scowl, his piercing eyes narrowing as he looked down at the two troublemakers before him. "Do you even realize how close you came to getting yourselves killed?" he boomed, his voice filled with stern disapproval. "This is a restricted area, and it's marked for a reason." Alex and Sarah sheepishly hung their heads, feeling the weight of their careless actions. It wasn't until this moment that they truly understood the gravity of their situation.

"Sorry sir," Alex finally muttered, realizing the severity of their mistake. "We were just eager for an adventure." His voice trailed off as the ranger continued to stare them down, his expression unrelenting. After giving them one final warning glance, the ranger firmly guided them back to where the rest of their class was gathered at the park's center.

Miss Jenkins stood with her arms crossed, a look of stern disappointment etched on her face as she waited for them to return. They could tell she was not pleased with their behavior, and Alex couldn't help but feel guilty for causing trouble yet again.

"Where have you two been?" she demanded as they approached.

The teacher's eyes widened when she caught sight of them walking in with a park ranger in tow.

"Oh, my goodness! What happened!" She exclaimed, rushing to their side when she saw the disheveled state, they were both in.

"Sorry, we got... lost," Alex lied, his voice cracking under the weight of his guilt.

However, this lie was immediately exposed when Miss Jenkins noticed the wet clothes and Alex's scraped knees. She was shocked as the ranger begins to tell her, he found them exploring restricted areas of the forest.

The ranger's voice was patient but stern as he recounted the events that had transpired. Miss Jenkins shook her head in disbelief at the reckless actions of her students. They were lucky to have escaped with only minor injuries. Her mind raced with thoughts of how much worse it could have been.

She knew she had to inform their parents immediately, and they needed to be taken home right away. Miss Jenkins instructed Alex and Sarah to take a seat at one of the tables and wait there until their parents arrive.

After profusely thanking the park ranger for rescuing them, she turned to address the class. With a serious tone, she warned them never to step foot in the forbidden areas again.


5 – Picked up early

The sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the field trip site as Mr. and Mrs. Smith arrived to pick up Alex. Their stern faces were etched with disapproval as they surveyed the scene, their eyes locking onto their wayward foster son. Alex felt his stomach twist into knots as he saw them approach the picnic-site, the weight of his actions threatening to crush him.

"Alex," Mr. Smith began, his voice colder than ice. "We've heard about your little stunt today."

"Y-yes, sir," Alex stammered, unable to meet their gaze.

"Your behavior was not only irresponsible but downright dangerous," Mrs. Smith added, her tone sharp. "You could have gotten yourself and Sarah killed."

"Please, I didn't mean for it to go that far," Alex pleaded, his voice barely a whisper. He knew they were right; his reckless attempt to impress Sarah had nearly ended in tragedy.

"Regardless of your intentions, there will be consequences for your actions," Mr. Smith announced, his gaze boring into Alex's soul. "You will be punished, and this time, it won't be a simple spanking."

At the mention of a spanking, Alex's face flushed red with shame. He glanced around, noticing that a few of his classmates had wandered close enough to overhear the conversation. Panic and embarrassment clawed at his insides as he realized they would soon know the extent of his discipline.

"Getting yourself in danger is by far the worst thing you can do. First, you'll receive a proper spanking when we get home," Mr. Smith continued, oblivious to the curious onlookers. "And then we have a special punishment in mind for you. "

A wave of horror washed over Alex as the words sank in.

"Please, can't we talk about this at home?" he begged, his voice cracking with fear and embarrassment. "Not here, in front of everyone."

But Mrs. Smith's steely gaze showed no mercy. "Stop backtalking right now, young man," she scolded, her voice carrying across the park. "Or do you want to get your spanking right here on this park bench?"

Alex's cheeks flushed red as he imagined his classmates witnessing his humiliation. He couldn't bear the thought of them seeing him punished like a child in front of everyone.

"Alex, you need to learn that your actions have consequences," Mrs. Smith continued, her words ringing in his ears. "And sometimes those consequences can be humiliating."

Tears welled up in Alex's eyes as he tried to hide his face from his curious classmates. He could already hear their whispered snickers and see their smug smirks.

"Come on," Mr. Smith said loudly, grabbing Alex's arm and pulling him up from his seat. "It's time to go home and punish this naughty little bum of yours."

As they escorted him away from the field trip site, Alex's thoughts swirled with dread and regret. He knew he had made a terrible mistake, one that would haunt him for weeks to come. And while he and Sarah were unharmed out of sheer luck, he couldn't help but wonder if the price he was about to pay was worth it.

As Alex was led away by Mr. and Mrs. Smith, he glanced back at his classmates one last time. Their reactions were a mixture of shock, disbelief, and poorly concealed amusement. Some exchanged whispers, others made crude hand gestures, and Sarah simply stared at him with wide eyes filled with pity.

"Spankings?" he heard someone snicker behind him. "Oh man, he's never going to live this down."

"Imagine having your butt spanked at this age," another chimed in, feigning sympathy. "Poor guy."

Alex's cheeks burned with humiliation as the laughter followed him like an ominous shadow. The weight of their judgment bore down on him, crushing his spirit and any hope he had of salvaging his reputation. His heart raced, pounding against his chest like a caged animal desperate to escape its torment.


5 – Driving home

"Look at me," Mrs. Smith commanded as they reached the car. Her voice was cold and unwavering, leaving no room for argument. Alex reluctantly met her gaze, tears pooling in his eyes. "You brought this upon yourself, Alex. Your recklessness could have hurt you or even worse, someone else."

"I know," he choked out, his voice barely a whisper. "But I didn't mean for it to go this far. I just... I wanted to impress Sarah."

"Sarah?" Mr. Smith scoffed. "Is that what this was all about? Alex, risking your life and the lives of others just to get the attention of a girl is foolish and selfish. You need to learn that there are more important things in life than trying to impress someone who may not even care."

His words struck a nerve, and Alex couldn't hold back his tears any longer. They spilled down his cheeks in hot, bitter streams, each droplet a testament to his regret and self-loathing. He knew Mr. Smith was right – he had been selfish, and now he would pay the price.

The car ride home was fraught with tension, the silence only broken by the occasional sound of Alex's shallow breathing. Mr. and Mrs. Smith exchanged somber glances as they drove, their disappointment palpable. The air in the car felt suffocating, pressing down on Alex like an unbearable weight.

"Your actions today were reckless and dangerous," Mr. Smith finally said, his voice stern and cold. "You not only put yourself at risk, but others as well."

"I know, sir," Alex whispered, his head bowed in shame. His mind raced with images of Sarah's horrified expression and the condescending smirks from his classmates. He knew that his reputation had taken a massive hit, and he couldn't help but replay the series of events that led to this moment.

"Did you really think that trying to impress Sarah was worth risking your life?" Mrs. Smith asked, her tone laced with disapproval.

"Young man, wait until we get home. You are in for a thorough lesson," Mr. Smith added.

As each word sliced through the air, Alex felt them cutting deep into his soul, leaving him raw and exposed. He couldn't deny the truth in their words – he had acted foolishly, driven by a desperate need for validation and affection. As much as he wanted to believe that Sarah could look past his mistakes, he knew that he had become a laughingstock. His heart ached with regret, wishing he could undo what he had done.

The car pulled into the driveway, signaling the end of the tense journey. As they exited the vehicle, Alex's stomach twisted into knots, his fear of the impending punishments intensifying. He followed Mr. and Mrs. Smith inside, his steps heavy with dread.


6 – Punishment

"Fireplace, Alex," Mr. Smith commanded, pointing to the living room. "We're going to have a serious discussion about your behavior and the consequences you'll face."

The solemn atmosphere in the room seemed to swallow Alex whole as he stood in time-out position at the fireplace, his hands trembling on his head.

"Your actions today were completely unacceptable," Mrs. Smith said, her voice hard as steel. "We cannot – and will not – tolerate such reckless behavior."

Alex stared at the floor, his face burning with humiliation. He had no doubt that he deserved every word of their scolding – and now the punishment was to come.

"This day showed your lack of ability to make mature decisions," Mrs. Smith continued, her voice firm but gentle. "You are not ready to take responsibility for yourself, so we will have to take it away from you."

The reality of the situation sank in as Alex listened to Mrs. Smith's words. He knew that he was in for a strict punishment – one that would strip him of any remaining control over his life. His stomach twisted into knots as he tried to steel himself for what was to come.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith exchanged glances before continuing their lecture. "We will be punishing you harshly," Mr. Smith said, his tone unyielding. "We will strip away the years until you feel like the irresponsible child you are deep inside."

Alex felt tears stinging his eyes as he realized what this meant: No more freedom, no more choices – just complete submission to their will. The thought of it made him shudder with fear and embarrassment, but he knew it was necessary if he ever wanted to become a responsible adult again.

"We won't go easy on you," Mrs. Smith added, her voice rising in intensity now that she'd made her point clear. "And we won't stop until you give away all control to us, your loving foster parents."

With those last words ringing in Alex's ears, the room fell into silence once again – only this time it seemed more oppressive than before, crushing down on him like an invisible force field. He kept his gaze firmly fixed on the floor as he waited for whatever punishment would come next...

Alex gulped as Mr. Smith pulled a sturdy wooden chair into the center of the living room and sat down. His heart thudded in his chest as he watched Mrs. Smith retrieve the wooden hairbrush its highly visible position off the wall.

"Come here, Alex," Mr. Smith ordered. Reluctantly, Alex stood up and approached him, his mind racing with fear and anticipation.

"Drop your pants and bend over my knee," Mr. Smith commanded. The humiliation of the situation only intensified as Alex followed the instructions, baring his bottom to them.

The air seemed to crackle with electricity as Mrs. Smith handed the hairbrush to her husband. He gripped it tightly, preparing to deliver the spanking. Alex closed his eyes, bracing himself for the pain that was about to come.

“Do you recall your first spanking with this brush, Alex?” Mr. Smith's words echoed in the room; Alex felt a shiver run down his spine. He remembered that first spanking vividly, the pain and humiliation etched into his memory forever. But he couldn't bring himself to speak, couldn't admit how much it had affected him.

Tears began to accumulate in the corners of his eyes as Mr. Smith padded his bum with the dreaded brush. It was an object of fear and shame.

"It appears we need to repeat this little lesson," Mr. Smith's voice was stern and unforgiving as he brought the brush down on Alex's bare backside with a resounding crack.

And so it began, the onslaught of swats filling the room with a rhythmic sound for the next 45 minutes, a long session of punishment and reflection.


7 – A dreadful evening

Later in the evening Alex was writhing in pain, lying on his back desperately trying to escape Mrs. Smith's punishing grip. His skin glistened with tears and sweat that trickled down his distraught face. He lay atop the changing pad on his desk, his ankles held firmly between Mrs. Smith's viselike hands.

His butt cheeks were glowing from the spanking they had just endured from Mr. Smith a deep crimson hue proclaiming their suffering. The moonlight glinted off a soft white diaper laying under his well-spanked bottom, eagerly waiting to hug the poor young man goodnight, although he was anything but ready for sleep given his current state of punishment.

Mrs. Smith looked down with smug satisfaction at what they had accomplished in submitting Alex in the past months, reaching for her hairbrush, and beginning to brush hard circles around the poor young man's burning red sit-spots. Her movements were slow and deliberate, allowing each movement of the brush to bring forth a series of ear-piercing wails from Alex that echoed throughout the house. Sometimes she moved the bristles in slow circles, sometimes she patted the buttocks in a motherly way, as Alex winced and bawled his eyes out in pain. Mr. Smith watched from the doorway as Mrs. Smith worked her magic, marveling at her instinctive ability to inflict perfect punishment.

During Alex's post-spanking ordeal by Mrs. Smith, Mr. Smith moves near Alex's bedside where he busied himself in adjusting Alex's schedule for tomorrow. He adjusted Alex's bedtime from 9 pm to 8 pm and added the mandatory diaper changes. He produced a potty chart and hanged it on the wall. He added a stack of diapers beside Alex's desk, confident that Alex would not be able to register any of these details while he was currently enduring such intense punishment from Mrs. Smith.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Smith continued punishing Alex until he was completely broken and exhausted. Alex felt himself sink deeper into wretchedness as Mrs. Smith continued to brush and pat his sore derriere without mercy, feeling his behind become rawer and redder with each passing stroke until he lay there broken, crying softly; surrendered to the treatment inflicted upon him by his foster mother.

As Mr. Smith finished the adjustments, he turns to Mrs. Smith, giving her a tender kiss. "I'll be waiting in bed for you", he said to his lovely wife, who still moves the hairbrush over Alex's bottom, driving Alex's cries into higher and higher octaves.

He then moves to Alex's head and gives him a goodnight kiss on his cheek. "Good night Alex, sleep tight," Mr. Smith whispers just as Alex leaves out another painful cry. He has no doubt, the only thing left for Alex to do today is to lay on his bed, face down, his fluffy diapered bottom high in the air, as he cries himself to sleep.

Mr. Smith smiled down at Alex with a cruel knowing glint in his eye, as he slowly made his way out of the room, allowing his wife to continue her treatment of the poor boy without interruption. As he closed the door behind him, Alex's cries still echoed throughout the house. He knew that by the end of this ordeal, Alex would be nothing more than a broken shell of his former self - exhausted and despondent from such intense punishment.

Mr. Smith puts on a satisfied face, no doubt Alex's day tomorrow would be started with tears again, for the white fluffy diaper draped atop his school uniform was ready to deliver the news, that he would soon be presenting his unique form of punishment to all his classmates.


I hope you enjoyed!
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Triple Trouble (Book 6)

6000 words
For Alex, a week-long diaper discipline turns into a daily struggle to hide his secret at school. But the Smiths don't intend for him to be able to keep this secret to himself. Find out what Alex awaits on his last day of diaper discipline. 

The Apology (Book 7)

6700 words
Alex's strict punishments leave him feeling isolated and humiliated. His classmates mock him taunt him because of the humiliating sports lesson. Things take a dark turn when Alex hits a girl in anger. The Smiths force Alex to apologize in a very unique way. 

Redemption (Book 8)

6800 words
Alex gets his school report delivered directly to Mr. and Mrs. Smith. The news are worse than expected. Alex gets the spanking of his lifetime. Find out what else the Smiths have in store for him. 

Changed (Book 9)

7500 words
Alex's foster parents, the Smiths, have complete control over his life. Find out, what Alex awaits on his daddy day trip to the hardware store. 

Tender Hands (Book 10)

8100 words
Trapped in a highchair, Alex's bedroom gets transformed into a nursery. Alex gets a babysitter; he is subjected to humiliating diaper changes and cruel punishments. Find out what happens to Alex, as he has another "accident".

Easter Sermon (Book 11)

8200 words
Alex's Easter Day takes an unexpected turn when he attends church, dressed in a feminine outfit and thick diapers. He is in for public humiliation and punishment. Find out how the Smiths manage to level up his regression once more.

Easter Egg Hunt (Book 12)

10300 words
Experience the intense emotional journey of Alex as he endures the humiliation and degradation of being dressed in a bunny costume and diaper for an Easter celebration. With each passing moment, Alex is pushed to his breaking point, but when he finally reaches his limit and rebels, the consequences are even more severe.
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