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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 eighth book in the series "The Slow Regression of Alex". 



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





Enjoy. 

BUBBLES OF FREEDOM

Freedom is a delicate bubble that surrounds every being on earth. 

However, the size of these bubbles are  limited by the bubbles of others. 



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



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



Play out your fantasies respectfully and with consent. 



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



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



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



Love you out there. 



Your Alexandra Ghost

1 - A THREATFUL

RECKONING

Every time he entered the school building of St. Martha's Academy, a specialized institute for young adults with an educational deficit, Alex shuddered as he thought of the humiliating apology a few weeks ago. 

The memory of him, a 19-year-young man, standing in front of Cindy's Class, wearing the frilly dress and diapers, was etched into his mind like a scar that refused to heal. Each day, he faced the judgmental stares of his classmates and the whispers that followed him like shadows. 

In the letter of apology to Cindy, Mrs. Smith, his strict foster mother, made him go into detail about all the punishments Cindy's class had defined for poor Alex: each bedtime spanking was specified in terms of who had administered it, how many strokes or minutes it lasted, and what implement had been used. He also listed his underwear checks, including occasions where they found small traces of pee or nocturnal emissions. As a final touch, he attached a strand of hair as an apology for his slow hair growth, emphasizing that soon enough it would be long enough to braid the demanded pigtails. 

Now, several weeks back in his regular clothes and trying to regain some semblance of normalcy, Alex couldn't help but worry about what awaited him when midterm school reports were handed out. He knew he hadn't been performing well academically, having missed assignments and failed tests due to his focus on the recent humiliations. His stomach churned at the thought of revealing his poor grades to the Smiths, who held high expectations for his academic performance. 

"Hey, Alex, did you hear? Reports are coming out tomorrow!" one of his classmates mentioned nonchalantly during lunch break. A chill ran down Alex's spine as he nodded, trying to keep his fear hidden behind a façade of indifference. 

The anticipation was suffocating, and he could barely sleep that night, tossing and turning as dark visions of punishment filled his dreams. 

"Tomorrow," he whispered to himself, staring at the ceiling in the darkness of his room. And with that thought echoing in his mind, Alex

lay there, the weight of his secret knowledge about his bad grades pressing down upon him like a crushing burden, building suspense that would only be relieved once the dreaded report was in his hands. 

The next day, Mrs. Jenkins swept into the classroom, her arms clutched tightly around a bundle of envelopes. She handed them out to each student with an air of accomplishment, praising their efforts with a smile and a nod here and there. But as she neared Alex's desk, her demeanor changed. Her eyes narrowed and her tone turned stern. 

"You won't be receiving your report today," she announced, piercing Alex with her unwavering gaze. "We both know how you've handled letters addressed to your parents in the past, don't we?" 

Alex felt his heart skip a beat. He knew all too well the fear that came with his foster parents receiving news from the school. 

But Mrs. Jenkins wasn't finished. "I've already spoken with Mr. Smith," 

she continued in a sly voice, "and we have arranged a parent-teacher meeting for next Monday with him and Mrs. Smith." She looked at him pointedly. "I will give the report directly to them." 

Alex's heart sank even further. He knew this meant trouble. "Are my grades really that bad?" he asked nervously. "I cannot disclose that information," Mrs. Jenkins replied coolly. "You will just have to wait and see." The tension in the room was palpable as Mrs. Jenkins moved on to the next student, leaving Alex to stew in his anxieties and fears for the weekend to come. 

Alex sat nervously at his desk, watching as his classmates eagerly opened their letters. 

"Hey Alex, what'd you get?" 

Sarah sashayed over to him, her perfectly tailored school uniform accentuating every curve of her body. She was the epitome of beauty and confidence, surrounded by her clique of admiring friends, all gossiping and chattering about their grades. 

Alex's heart raced as he saw her approaching, his eyes unable to tear away from her stunning figure. He had been hopelessly infatuated with Sarah for months now, but he knew after the incident during the sports lesson, she would never lower herself again to respect a freak like him. 

"I-I haven't checked yet," Alex stammered, feeling inadequate under Sarah's intense gaze. "What do you mean? Everyone else has already

shared their grades. “; "Yeah, well...I'm not allowed to bring my letter home myself," Alex mumbled, feeling embarrassed. Sarah raised an eyebrow. "Why not?" 

"There's a parent-teacher meeting on Monday," Alex explained sheepishly. The rest of the group burst into laughter. "Oh, poor little Alex has to have his foster parents come in and find out how bad his grades are," one of them jeered. Alex's face flushed with humiliation. "It's not like that..." 

Sarah leaned in close to him, her voice dripping with venom. "Oh, I'm sure it's nothing serious. Just another round of detention," she said sarcastically, her words laced with malice. 

Alex could feel the weight of her condescending gaze, making him shrink in his seat. He hated how easy it was for Sarah to tear him down, to make him feel like less than nothing with just a few well-placed words. 

"What do you think it'll be this time?" she continued mockingly, enjoying every moment of his discomfort. "Another spanking? Or maybe they'll put you in diapers like a little baby." Sarah laughed cruelly, knowing exactly how to push Alex's buttons, and reveling in his embarrassment. 

Alex shifted uncomfortably, feeling the heat rising to his cheeks as he mumbled a response. But before he could even finish his sentence, Sarah cut him off with a scoff. "Oh please," she spat. "We all know how much you love wearing those pretty dresses." She began to imitate Alex, swishing her hips back and forth while pretending to wear a dress. 

"Please don't punish this little girl," she sneered, drawing more laughter from her entourage. 

The others in their group joined in on the teasing, each taking turns mocking and ridiculing Alex for his humiliating punishments. It felt like they were tearing away at his self-esteem with every insult thrown his way. And worst of all was Sarah, who seemed to take great pleasure in making him feel small and powerless. 

"What about the princess diapers?" one of the girls chimed in, earning more giggles from the group. "Or maybe they'll combine them all!" 

Sarah exclaimed excitedly. "Frilly dress pushed up, pink diaper down and then a bare bottom spanking in the schoolyard, just for our little baby

Alex." The image was too much for Alex to bear, and he could feel tears pricking at his eyes. 

"Just leave me alone," he muttered, his voice trembling with suppressed emotion. He couldn't let them see how much their words hurt him. So he put on a brave front and retorted, "At least I have foster parents who care enough to come. Can't say the same for your real ones." 

Sarah's smile faltered for a moment before she regained her composure. 

"Whatever, Alex. Good luck with that meeting." 

2 - PARENT-TEACHER

MEETING

The following Monday arrived with an ominous atmosphere, as if the house itself was holding its breath, waiting for the furhter consequences the announced teacher-parent meeting promises. 

It loomed over Alex like a dark cloud, casting shadows on any hope he harbored that things might return to normal. The Smiths dressed somberly for the occasion, their expressions stern and unyielding. 

"Remember," Mr. Smith warned before they left, "be on your best behavior while we're gone." 

At the school, the meeting commenced with a heavy air of expectation. 

Miss Jenkins, ever the strict and old-fashioned educator, addressed the foster parents with her customary firmness. 

"Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Smith. Thank you for taking the time to meet with me this afternoon," she began, her voice laced with concern. 

Mr. Smith nodded, "Of course, Mrs. Jenkins. We're always happy to discuss Alex's progress." 

Mrs. Jenkins cleared her throat and opened a file on her desk. 

"Unfortunately, there isn't much progress to discuss." She looked up at the Smiths with a sad expression. "Alex's grades have never flourished this semester. Five failed classes to be exact." 

The room fell quiet as Mr. and Mrs. Smith exchanged worried glances. 

Mrs. Jenkins continued, "And it's not just his grades that concern us. 

Alex has been displaying concerning behavior in and out of the classroom." She flipped through her notes before listing off a string of incidents that were all too familiar to the Smiths. 

"Daydreaming in class is one thing," Mrs. Smith interjected, "But what happened on the field trip was unacceptable." 

Mrs. Jenkins nodded sympathetically, "Yes, it was quite reckless of him to put himself and Sarah at risk like that." 

"And then there's his outbursts of violence towards Cindy," Mrs. Jenkins added sadly, "It seems as though Alex is struggling with some serious maturity issues. As much as I admire your strict discipline, I'm afraid he just has so much basic skills to learn." 

Mrs. Smith shook her head in disappointment, "We always knew he was a bit of a late bloomer, but we never expected things to escalate like this." 

"Mrs. Jenkins, I must say, I am disappointed in Alex's lack of progress," 

Mr. Smith said, his tone stern. 

"I agree, Mr. and Mrs. Smith. It seems that he is not ready for the responsibilities of adulthood," Mrs. Jenkins replied, a hint of frustration in her voice. 

"What exactly do you mean by that?" Mr. Smith asked, his brow furrowed in concern. 

"Well, as a school for young adults seeking academic progress, we expect a certain level of maturity and dedication from our students. And unfortunately, Alex just doesn't seem to meet those expectations," Mrs. 

Jenkins explained. 

"So, what are you saying? Is it best for him to leave this school?" Mrs. 

Smith asked with worry creeping into her voice. 

"I'm afraid so. We believe addressing his deficits and problems in another setting would be more effective," Mrs. Jenkins responded, her tone heavy with disappointment and regret. 

Mr. and Mrs. Smith exchanged glances; their faces etched with dismay. It was clear that they had not anticipated such a drastic measure. They listened intently as Miss Jenkins continued, detailing the reasoning behind this decision and what they hoped it would achieve. 

"It is essential for Alex to develop the fundamental skills and self-control as an adult. We believe that placing him in a more structured environment, surrounded by students with the same stage of development, will help him understand the importance of education and personal responsibility," Mrs. Jenkins explained, her eyes never wavering from the Smiths. 

Miss Jenkins began by apologizing to the Smiths for the inconvenience caused. She then proceeded to give them recommendations for better-suited institutes and provided Alex's school report. Miss Jenkins took

charge of organizing the necessary administrative arrangements to expel Alex from the school. As the meeting drew to a close, the Smiths were left to process the disheartening news. The weight of disappointment and frustration burdened their hearts as they silently made their way back home, each step carrying the consequences that awaited Alex. 

3 - EXPELLED

While Mr. and Mrs. Smith were away at the teacher-parent meeting, Alex was left to his own devices at home. He had been given a list of chores to complete before their return, each one designed to remind him of his place in the household. Clad in just a thin t-shirt and white briefs, he dusted of every single item in the household, tears of frustration stinging his eyes. 

"Can't believe they're making me do this," he grumbled to himself, the humiliation gnawing at his insides. He imagined Cindy's or Sarah's laughter if they could see him now reaching up a floor lamp that is a little too high for him, his small ass exposed below the t-shirt. 

As the time for Mr. and Mrs. Smith's arrival drew nearer, Alex felt anxiety tightening its grip on him. He knew that they would be discussing his academic failure, and the thought made his stomach churn. 

"Please let the report be good," he whispered to himself, caressing his tushy, desperately hoping for a reprieve from his current situation. Little did he know, how much in trouble he was. 

Finally, at about 5 pm the front door creaked open, signaling the return of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. The atmosphere in the house grew tense as they entered, their faces betraying little emotion. They found Alex sitting on a armchair in the living room, his legs drawn up to his chest, nervously awaiting their verdict. 

The Smiths joined Alex in the living room. "Alex, did you finish your chores?" Mr. Smith's tone was stern and unwavering. "Yes," Alex responded meekly, avoiding eye contact with his parents. "Good, because we need to talk." Mrs. Smith motioned for Alex to sit down next to them on the couch. 

Feeling small and apprehensive, Alex took a seat and waited anxiously for what his foster parents had to say. Mrs. Smith handed him a sealed envelope, "Here is your school report." 

Alex's heart sank as he opened the letter. Bad grades and five failed classes stared back at him. He knew he had been struggling in school, but he didn't realize it was this bad. 

Feeling defeated, Alex stood up and began to remove his white briefs, preparing himself for the inevitable spanking from his foster parents. But before he could even lower them, the Smiths burst into laughter. 

"What are you doing, Alex?" Mr. Smith chuckled, motioning for him to sit back down. "I-I thought I was going to get a spanking," Alex stammered, unsure of what was happening. 

The laughter subsided as Mrs. Smith spoke up. "Silly Alex. Of course you will get a spanking for such a bad report card. But we have not yet finished our talk, so please be patient about it." she smirked. 

Alex sat back down in confusion and listened as Mrs. Smith explained how Mrs. Jenkins had expressed concerns about his academic progress at this school. 

"The real problem is not just the bad school report, Alex, but the other trespassing events" Mr. Smith said sternly as he sat next to his wife on the couch. "It's your fixation on Sarah, the field trip incident, and the violence towards Cindy." 

"Mrs. Jenkins discussed your situation thoroughly with the collegium and they feel that you may not be mature enough for this school." Alex's heart sank as he realized what was coming next. With a deep breath, Mr. 

Smith spoke again, "They've come to the difficult decision to expel you from the St. Martha Academy." 

Alex stared at Mr. and Mrs. Smith in shock, his mind spinning. He had been expecting his bad grades, but he hadn't anticipated being expelled from school! The news came as a surprise to him, and he felt helplessness wash over him. 

"Wh-what? No! Why? This can't be!" Alex stammered, panic gripping his heart. "How is this even possible!" 

Mrs. Smith's expression hardened as she regarded her son's despair. She stepped closer, her voice firm yet soft,"Alex, it isn't just your grades that are at stake here. It goes beyond that; Miss Jenkins believes you need a more structured environment and direction in your life if you are to succeed." 

Mr. Smith nodded slowly in agreement before adding,"We understand this may be difficult for you but it's what is best for you. We want to give you a chance to learn and better yourself without the distractions of a high school setting." 

He paused before declaring decisively,"We will contact the institutions Miss Jenkins suggested, and if they accept you, then we will enrol you there at once." His gaze intensified as he emphasized,"This may feel like a setback now but it will open up many opportunities in your future that wouldn't otherwise have been available." 

Alex nodded reluctantly, unable to shake off the feeling that his life was spiraling out of control. Mrs Smith gave him a tight hug before saying in a firm tone,"It will all work out for the best my dear, I'm sure of it." 

"But nevertheless, tomorrow will be a day of punishment for you," Mrs. 

Smith declared as she rose from her chair and walked towards the hallway. "You have failed to meet our expectations, both academically and in terms of your behavior, so we must take action. I suggest you ready yourself, mentally and physically." 

"Y-yes, ma'am," Alex replied, his chest tightening with fear and shame. 

4 - REDEMPTION

The following noon, the atmosphere in the house was heavy as lead. 

"Come along, Alex," Mr. Smith called him after lunch, his voice cold and devoid of the usual warmth that characterized it. Mrs. Smith stood beside him, her arms crossed, and her eyes fixed on Alex with an icy glare. 

Trembling, Alex followed them in his bedroom, feeling as if he were walking towards his own execution. The air was thick with tension, and he could feel his heart hammering in his chest. 

"Before we begin," Mr. Smith began, his voice grave, "we want to make it clear that this is for your own good. You've left us no choice but to punish you in this manner, and we won't stop until we're certain you've learned your lesson." 

Alex swallowed hard, tears already welling up in his eyes as he stared at the floor. His mind raced, searching for any way out of the situation, but he knew there was none. He had brought this upon himself, and now he had to face the consequences. 

"Please, sir," he whispered, his voice barely audible. "I didn't mean to be expelled from school." 

Mr. Smith led him over to his bed, where the wooden hairbrush sat waiting on his pillow. "Take off all your clothes and lay across my lap," 

he commanded sternly. 

Alex hesitated for a moment, knowing that this would be the first time he had to strip completely for a spanking. He was aware of what would happen next, but he also knew there was no use in resisting. With trembling hands, Alex lowered himself over Mr. Smith's lap, bracing himself for the punishment that was about to come. 

His whole body shook with fear as Mr. Smith lifted the wooden hairbrush in his hand. 

With a swift and powerful motion, he brought the hairbrush down hard across his bare bottom. Alex let out a yelp of pain and surprise, his eyes filling with tears. 

The sting from the wooden hairbrush was unforgiving. It burned and throbbed, making him feel both humiliated and completely at his mercy. 

He couldn't help but squirm and wiggle, trying to escape the pain. But Mr. Smith held him firmly in place, his grip like steel. 

"Now, Alex," he called out, "Tell how many subjects you failed?" - "5" 

Alex cries out. 

"Well, let this be a lesson to you. At Smiths, we do not tolerate anything less than a B. And especially we do not tolerate being expelled from school." 

Then the real spanking began. 

As the first tear escaped Alex's eye and traced a path down his cheek, Mr Smith growled. "Alex, try to take this like a young man!" He paused for a moment, gathering his breath, before launching into a punishing barrage of slaps with the wooden hairbrush. 

Alex howled in pain, his body jerking and squirming helplessly as the blows rained down upon him. 

Mrs. Smith watched in horrified fascination, her eyes wide with disbelief and delight. She had never seen her husband more dedicated to administer punishment. It was clear that Mr. Smith was not going to let up until Alex was reduced to a sobbing mess. 

Alex tried to steel himself against the pain, but it was no use. Each slap of the hairbrush sent a wave of agony through his body, making him feel like his bottom was on fire. His face contorted into a grimace, and he began to tremble uncontrollably. "Please, Mr. Smith," he whimpered between sobs, "I'm sorry. I'll be good, I promise." 

But Mr. Smith showed no mercy. His strong hands held him firmly in place as he continued to rain down blow after blow upon his increasingly sore bottom. 

The sound of Alex's cries filled the bedroom, echoing off the walls and ceiling. It was a heart-wrenching sound that would had pierced the hearts of even the most hardened ones. 

Each blow to Alex's already inflamed bottom sent shockwaves of pain through his entire body. The hairbrush, gripped tightly in Mr. Smith's clenched fist, raining down on the round small bottom of Alex. The screams grew louder and more desperate, filling the room and echoing off the walls. 

Alex struggled to comprehend the intensity of the pain he was enduring. 

It felt like a never-ending onslaught, each blow landing with brutal force and leaving behind an unbearable burning sensation. 

Tears streamed down his face, mingling with snot and saliva as he struggled to catch his breath between sobs. His mind was consumed by the all-consuming pain, unable to focus on anything but the sensation of pure torture coursing through his body. 

Alex had experienced many spankings before, from minor disciplinary measures to the intensely long and severe, such as his first spanking or when he endangered Sarah. But nothing could have prepared him for this hour-long session of brutal spanking that seemed never-ending. 

Alex cries grew louder, as the fiery red imprints on his bottom merged together into one big mass of pulsing agony. With every blow, Alex felt like he was being torn apart from within, his willpower dwindling with every second that passed. 

But still, Mr. Smith continued, determined to break the young man's spirit once and for all, to teach him a lesson that would stay with him for a lifetime. 

And then, after almost an hour of recieving the rythmic blows of the hairbrush, Alex's last bit of resistance broke down. 

His body heaved with a great, wracking sob, and the sound that emerged from his throat was not like any human cry Mrs. Smith had ever heard. It was primal, animalistic; a desperate wail that seemed to come from deep within his very soul. 

His limps became limb; and great, racking sobs tore through his body, each one seeming to shake him to his core. 

After a short stop to realize what's going on, the relentless Mr. Smith continious to place his whacks on the poor young man's bottom. Alex begins to cry long and heartbreaking howls much like the bawling of a very young baby. 

Alex did not care for the embarrassment anymore, nor the pain that was burning through his bottom. He was beyond caring about his dignity, about anything in this world. 

He fully surrendered to the punishment, letting out long infant-like wails, now fully independent of Mr. Smith's rhythmic beating. Tears and Snot streamed down his face unchecked, as he just layed over the knee, crying

like a baby. He felt like he was falling apart, his defenses shattering under the relentless onslaught of Mr. Smith's punishment. 

As the spanking continued, Alex felt a strange emotion that he had never experienced before. The searing pain in his bottom was the only thing left that existed and it brought with it a feeling of security and belonging. 

Mr. Smith’s rhythmic thudding of the hairbrush against his skin felt like a warm embrace, comforted by the knowledge that someone cared enough to discipline him and guide him. 

With each spank, Alex felt more devoted to his punishment, understanding for the first time what it meant to be cared about. The Smiths cared enough about him, despite his shortcomings, to punish him out of love. His heart began to swell with understanding as he realized in this moment that he was really and truly loved. Everything he had ever done wrong would not stop them from caring for him and wanting the best for him. It was a feeling like no other. 

The bond between Alex and the Smiths grew stronger with each passing minute of the spanking, until it became unbreakable. Alex felt something even deeper stirring within him; a peace that had been lost years ago had somehow returned. 

This newfound feeling of security meant that for the first time ever, he didn't need to worry about what would happen next; as long as he followed the orders of the Smiths, things would turn out alright in the end. 

For the first time ever, he found himself entirely in someone else's control - but it was a comforting sensation rather than intimidating one. 

With every swat, he could feel anxieties and worries slipping away from him, replaced by an innocence that went beyond skin deep. 

As the Smiths guided him through each spank, he could feel himself being nurtured back from the brink of despair and into the arms of redemption. He knew that no matter how difficult his journey may be, Mr. Smith would be there by his side and ensure he is supported in every endeavor. 

For the first time in his life, Alex finally felt like he truely belonged somewhere. Through pain had come joy and through struggle had come triumph - these were lessons Alex would never forget. In this way, Alex felt reborn; safe under the loving guidance of the Smiths. 

The intense sensations of home, caring, nurturement, devotion, and love filled him up completely as tears streamed down his face in relief. 

Knowing that he was now a part of something much larger than himself gave him; an indescribable sense of belonging that he had never known before. 

As the spanking drew to an end, Alex was filled with a deep sense of gratitude towards the Smiths for helping him rediscover his innocence. 

He lay there sobbing uncontrollably and his bottom on fire, but filled with profound peace. For perhaps the first time in his life, he truly felt at home. 

The Smiths were aware that something momentous had occurred. As Alex wept brokenly, lying on Mrs. Smith's lap, they tenderly stroked his back with their hands. 

This was a special moment, as the they knew that Alex would never be the same again. 

Mrs. Smith let out a tear of joy as she cradled Alex's head in her arms and kissed him gently on the back of his neck. 

◆ ◆ ◆

Alex lay there in Mrs. Smith's lap, exhausted from the spanking and his emotional way home. 

For what seemed like an eternity, Alex remained draped over Mr. Smith's lap, his tears ceaseless and wracking sobs echoing through the room. The weight of this traumatic spanking heavy on his mind, he struggled to piece together the fragments of his shattered reality. 

Slowly, he pulled himself up, feeling drained and hollow. As he stood, he was enveloped in a warm embrace from both Mr. and Mrs. Smith, their comforting arms wrapping tightly around him in the middle of the room. 

In that moment, Alex felt safe and loved, grateful for the support of this kind family who had taken him in during his time of need. 

As they embraced each other, a question emerged from the depths of his heart. Alex desperately wanted to ask it, but he was struggling to find the words - and the bravery - to do so. 

Mrs. Smith, sensing his difficulty, asked him gently, "Alex, what is it? Is something on your mind?". 

Alex timidly inquired, "Can I call you Mommy & Daddy?". His cheeks reddened as he realized the honest vulnerability in his question. 

The Smiths exchanged a look of surprise before Mrs. Smith exclaimed, 

"Of course you can! We'd be honored!", while Mr. Smith added with humor, "We don't have much of a choice now!", and both foster parents laughed and embraced him tightly. 

Alex felt himself relax as he realized that his new family truly accepted and cherished him for who he was; quirks and all. 

5 - SKETCHING THE FUTURE

In the afternoon, Mrs. Smith served tea in the living room, while Mr. 

Smith prepared some documents, breaking the silence. 

"We've found a special institute for cases like yours," he said. "A one-year course designed to focus on your individual needs, and starting each fall." 

Alex laying on his stomach on the living room carpet, attempts to make himself comfortable while he pays close attention. He wears a T-Shirt again, but his backside was still bare. The glowing red from the spanking made it impossible for him to wear anything without discomfort. 

Mrs. Smith nodded her approval before continuing, "It is mainly aimed at immature young adults and helps them grow into a worthy member of society. And their philosophy of discipline aligns with ours." 

Alex listened intently as his foster parents discussed the alternate school situated conveniently nearby. 

"You'll be enrolled there at the end of summer," Mrs. Smith concluded, 

"but that still leaves us with half a year before you need to attend. So until then, you'll have to stay at home." She looked excitet at Alex with expectant eyes. 

Alex quietly murmurs, "Yes, Mommy," not sure what else to say. Mrs. 

Smith gives him a comforting smile in response. 

"Things need to change from now on, Alex," Mr. Smith stated firmly. 

Mrs. Smith's eyes bore into Alex as she continued, "Your immaturity and tendency to get into trouble have led us to make a difficult decision. We will be taking complete responsibility for you moving forward." Alex's heart sank as he processed their words. 

"We will be taking away every little bit of responsibility from you." Mr. 

Smith announces. "From now on, all decisions will be made by us, your parents. You do not have to care for anything in future." 

"We will make sure you follow the strict schedule set by us," Mrs. Smith declared, her voice leaving no room for argument. "This includes

designated mealtimes, assigned chores, scheduled naptimes, regular diaper checks and changes, and an even earlier bedtime.” 

Mr. Smith interjected, "Every week, your actions will be reviewed. We don't expect you to make any real progress during this time, but we expect you to follow our orders without question." 

Alex nodded meekly, feeling like a child being scolded by his parents. 

"Yes mommy and daddy," he replied quietly, knowing that there would be consequences if he failed to comply with their new rules and expectations. 

"So, as you can see, for the next six months, we will treat you like the immature, dependent toddler you've shown yourself to be. If you can prove that you're capable of following our orders like a responsible young adult, then we may reconsider letting you grow up before your new school starts." 

The finality in their voices made it clear that there would be no negotiating or pleading his way out of this. Alex felt a knot form in his stomach as he realized that the next six months of his life would be filled with nothing but shame and embarrassment. 

Alex felt both insignificant and strangely comforted at this moment. No more timetables to adhere to, no more school work, no more bullying, no more embarrassing situations with his classmates — there would be none of these things in the future. As Alex laid on the carpet, feeling the sting on his buttocks left by his foster parents' punishment, a small smile crept across his face. 

"One last thing, Alex," Mrs. Smith's voice cracked with emotion as she placed a small, wrapped box in front of Alex. "Go ahead and open it," 

Alex gingerly unwraps the gift, his heart sinking as he sees what's inside. 

It's a big baby onesie, complete with snaps in the crotch for easy diaper changes. It is made of a delicate cotton material, with tiny ruffles lining the edges. Alex notices how short it is, barely able to hug his diapers, and the sleeves are also shorter than a normal shirt would be. He can already imagine himself waddling around in it, feeling completely exposed and vulnerable. 

As he runs his hand over the smooth fabric, Alex can't help but feel humiliated by this gift. It symbolizes everything he had been dreading since the announcement was made - returning to a helpless and

dependent state like a toddler. He takes a deep breath and tries to keep his emotions in check, knowing that this onesie will soon become a permanent part of his wardrobe. 

“But why is it pink?” Alex's confusion was evident. 

"It is a proven fact that girls are more disciplined than boys." declared Mr. Smith with an expectant smile. Mrs. Smith explained calmly, "There are countless occasions where the boys caused chaos and disruption -

threw tantrums, refused to do their work, caused scenes - while the girls remained composed and well-behaved." 

Her touch on Alex's arm was tender and comforting as she continued speaking in a soothing voice. "Even when you apologized to Cindy while wearing that frilly dress, your behavior was exemplary." 

"We believe that dressing you in feminine attire and making you wear diapers will help you understand the importance of following rules," 

Mrs. Smith gently stroked Alex's hair, trying to reassure them. 

But Alex whined in protest, "But I'm a boy! I have a penis!" 

Mrs. Smith let out a heavy sigh. Her tone became stern as she patted Alex's sore bottom and warned, "Don't argue with me, Alex. I don't want to have to brush your red tushy today." He winced at the thought and reluctantly accepted his fate, knowing better than to challenge Mrs. 

Smith's authority. 

Then she flashed a warm smile and declared lovingly, "You'll get comfortable with wearing skirts and diapers soon, young man. Come on, let's get you into something that will make you feel better. After that, why don't you take a little nap in your room until dinner?" 

Moments later, Alex was lying on the changing pad, looking up at Mrs. 

Smith as she secured the buttons on his new soft cotton onesie. A thick diaper was bulging beneath it, and he felt like the weight of what was happening was crushing him. 

The defiance that had once burned fiercely within him had reduced to little more than a faint simmering flame. And though there was hope that he might be allowed to grow up after these six long months, it did little to ease the sting of humiliation he will be facing each day. 

6 - COZY FAMILY LIFE

A few days later, after dinner the Smiths sat in their living room. Alex was sitting on the floor, dressed like a toddler with nothing more than the thick diaper and his new babyish pink onesie. His humiliation was complete as the fabric of the onesie stretched uncomfortably over the bulk of his diaper. Alex's fingers trembled as they brushed over the buttons of his pink onesie. His eyes darted around the room, taking in the cozy furniture and family photos displayed on the walls. He couldn't believe that this was where he now belonged, dressed like a toddler and completely at the mercy of his foster parents. 

"Stop fidgeting, Alex," Mr. Smith scolded, making him feel small and helpless. "You know you're not supposed to." 

Suddenly, his foster father's took Alex's arm in a tight and unyielding grip, a silent warning to comply. Alex reluctantly obeyed, allowing himself to be pulled onto the man's lap like a puppet with no will of its own. As he straddled over one of his daddy's knees, facing away from him, he couldn't help but feel awkward and uncomfortable. 

And then the rocking began - up and down, up and down - as if the man were trying to soothe him like a toddler. 

Mr. Smith's knee moving rhythmically, causing Alex's body to bounce up and down. Alex's face twisted in discomfort and embarrassment as he struggled to maintain his balance. 

The babyish pink onesie stretched tightly over his bulky diaper as he rocked up and down, feeling completely helpless and infantile. The room around them seemed to blur as all of Alex's attention was focused on the rocking motion. He could feel Mr. Smith's hand resting on his back, slightly guiding him in sync with the knee bouncing beneath him. 

Everything felt surreal, like he was trapped in a nightmare he couldn't escape from. 

The bouncing of Mr. Smith's knee against the thick, swaddled cloth continued with relentless persistence, causing Alex's skin to twist and turn in a way that felt almost painful. Each movement seemed to latch

onto his penis and spanked bum, adding to the immense humiliation he already felt. 

Alex had enough and decided to break free as he wiggled off Mr. Smith's lap. 

However, as soon as he tries to do so, Mr. Smith quickly grabbed his neck with one hand while the other grasped at the front of Alex's diaper, pushing him firmly back on to the rocking leg. 

Alex cringed in embarrassment; he could clearly feel Mr. Smiths hand on his private parts - something he had only felt twice before, and something he really doesn't like at all! He felt even smaller than before with no room for negotiation or protesting against such inappropriate behavior towards him. 

Mr. Smith doesn't seem to care about Alex's discomfort as he continued the rocking motion, firmly holding him close with one arm while his other hand remained at the front of the diaper. It was a silent reminder of who was in control and any attempts from Alex to rebel against it would only be met with further humiliation and consequences. 

Whatever feelings of rebellion had been smoldering inside of Alex had been completely extinguished. 

Alex was now completely at mercy of his foster father who gave himself oblivious to the feelings he was inflicting upon his protégé. 

The ordeal turns from uncomfortable to abusive as Mr. Smith's hand starts to make a subtle movement over Alex's small, diapered crotch. His body tenses as Mr. Smith's fingers move in a slow, circular motion over the front of his diaper. The heat from Mr. Smith's breath on his neck intensifies, suffocating him and filling him with dread. 

He tries to squirm away, but Mr. Smith's grip on him is strong and unyielding. With each rotation of his fingers, it feels like Mr. Smith is claiming dominance over the young man's body, defiling him in a way that makes his skin crawl. 

The soft fabric of the diaper does nothing to protect Alex from the sensations coursing through him. It only serves as a reminder of how powerless he is against Mr. Smith's touch. The man continues to bounce Alex on his lap, the movement accompanied by the lecherous circling of his finger over Alex's small cock. 

Alex can feel hot tears welling up in his eyes as he struggles to hold back sobs of fear and disgust. He knows that this violation will not end until Mr. Smith is satisfied, and he is trapped in this helpless position until then. 

As Mr. Smith's fingers continue their torturous exploration of his diapered crotch, Alex can't help but feel ashamed and degraded. It is a sensation that will haunt him long after this ordeal is over. 

Mrs. Smith watched the whole scene with utter delight, a warm pious smile on her face as the picture of her husband taking complete control over Alex unfolded before her eyes. She was proud of the way they handled their foster son and was confident that this was exactly what Alex needed to learn respect and humility. 

"Really, dear," Mrs. Smith said, her gaze firmly locked on her husband and Alex. "We should invest in a proper changing table for Alex. It would make things so much easier for us and for him." Mr. Smith nodded in agreement, maintaining his unrelenting bouncing motion throughout the conversation. 

"And we'll need a crib too. Something sturdy and secure." he adds and addresses Alex with a smile and a gentle squeeze of his fluffy diaper:

"What do you think, Alexandra, would you like to have your own nursery?" 

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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