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The slow Regression of Alex


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 – New normal

Alex, the 19 years old orphan now living under the strict watch of his foster Parents, Mr. and Mrs. Smith soon adjusted to his new form of punishment. The spankings were now administered more often, but never as cruel as his first one. Over the next few weeks, Alex made some headway in managing his relationships and activities at school, now less distracted by Sarah and more motivated by the fear that another letter would be sent to his foster parents. Though he was still often anxious and solemn around his peers, he was slowly starting to gain the trust and support of those around him.

He still had moments when he felt overwhelmed and uncertain, but for each of these moments there was another in which he felt elated, energized, and more present than ever before. He found himself sharing stories and lending a friendly hand, and soon enough he had made some friends who encouraged and supported him in his journey. Though the spankings continued to hurt, he had begun to understand that they were actually helping him to move forward and become the person that he wanted to be.

Alex began to open up more to his peers. He started to engage in conversations and even stand up for himself when he disagreed. Although he was still hesitant to truly let himself go, his involvement in the group gradually increased.

These moments made Alex feel special and proud, but there were still obstacles to overcome before he could truly feel like he was part of the group.

This changed as he was asked by his friends to join something, not quite legal.


2 – The Dare

The sun hung low in the sky, casting long shadows on the pavement as Alex and his friends made their way home from school. A chill hung in the air, a reminder of the cold winter months that would soon arrive, and the group of young men laughed raucously, their voices echoing through the quiet neighborhood.

Alex's heart was pounding as he and his friends crept around the back of the church, armed with spray cans and an array of colors. The plan was to spray a graffiti masterpiece on the newly erected garden shed in the backyard of the church, and Alex had never done anything like this before. He felt nervous but also excited – this was his first taste of real connection with his new group of friends, and he wanted to prove himself.

The boys quickly got to work, their hands a blur of color against the dull gray of the shed's walls. They laughed and joked as they sprayed their blasphemous designs, teasing each other good-naturedly as they worked. As they drew closer to completing their masterpiece, Alex could feel an energy in the air – it was almost surreal how connected they all suddenly were in these moments of shared mischievousness.

Just as they finished up their last touches, a shrill voice broke through the night air – it was the janitor of the church! Everyone scattered instantly in different directions, leaving Alex standing there alone in shock. He quickly regained his wits and started running after his friends.

The janitor yelled at them to stop and threatened to call the police if they didn't comply. Alex dashed away with all his might, feet pounding on the pavement. He darted around corners and ducked into alleys until he found refuge amidst the branching streets of his neighborhood. He sat down on a sidewalk edge, panting for a few minutes, waiting for his heart rate to slow down before cautiously moving back to the schoolyard, where he could find his friends gathering after the individual escapes of each one.

The group all laughed in relief, proud of their art and the janitor's ridiculous attempt to catch them. They all slapped Alex on the back and teased him for being so slow. Alex smiled weakly, still a little bit wary that he had made his escape in time.

After catching their breath, they continued talking about what had just happened and how cool it was that they had done something like this together. None of them could believe they'd gotten away with it.

In this moment, they all knew that no matter what trouble they got into, their art and memories would always stay with them. As they said their goodbyes for the night, they all felt a newfound sense of courage and an understanding that, no matter what, they would always have each other's backs.

As he walked back home in silence, Alex thought about what had just happened – though he hadn't managed to react as quick as everyone else had done so effortlessly, he still felt proud that he had been able to summon up enough courage to try and escape.


3 – Church Revelation

The following days were filled with jokes and banter about who was the fastest runner that night. Alex was surprisingly proud of himself and found himself trying to keep up with his friends' conversations as he walked home from school each day.

Two days later, a photograph of their graffiti masterpiece even made its way into the small local newspaper – much to everyone's surprise! The boys couldn't help but laugh at their own brazenness as they celebrated the successful adventure together.

Trouble came the next Sunday when Alex was to accompany the Smiths to church. He couldn't help but feel extremely insecure, worrying that someone would recognize him and call attention to his misdeeds. He doubted that the janitor had spotted him in the chaos of their escape, but he still felt anxious as he entered the building.

Inside, they found a seat in the back pews and Alex kept his head down throughout the service. As they left for home, Alex almost regretted what he had done- even though it had earned him a great group of friends, he still felt like he had crossed a line and could be caught at any moment.

On their way out, Alex noticed a tall figure in front of them heading towards the exit - it was none other than the janitor from his school! His heart skipped a beat, and he quickly tries to hide himself somehow behind Mr. and Mrs. Smith.

The church janitor stared at Alex intently, his gaze making Alex feel more and more uneasy with every passing second. He was about to voice a protest when the janitor suddenly spoke out loud. "You, young man," pointing directly at him, "Are you the one who vandalized my shed?"

Alex froze. He could feel the Smiths' eyes set upon him too and he wished he could disappear into thin air. He shook his head quickly, strongly denying any involvement.

The janitor did not believe him and ask for them to follow him to the garden shed where they found the mural he had spoken of. It depicted a blasphemous scene - an ugly perverted priest holding two young puppies in school uniforms on a leash - with the words "Keep a close eye on your local priest" underneath it.

Alex couldn't help but admire how bold and eye-catching it was, despite its inappropriateness. However, that admiration quickly turned to fear as he noticed the church janitor pointing at a footprint in front of it.

Alex was ordered to slip off his shoe and the janitor and the Smiths compare its sole to the pattern in front of the graffiti. To the great astonishment of the Smiths, it matched.

It was then that Mr. Smith also noticed something peculiar on Alex's shoes - splatters of color like those found on the mural! Alex knew he had been caught red-handed and guilt began to overwhelm him as he realized what kind of trouble, he had brought upon himself due to his hasty adventure.

With no other option left, Alex confessed his mistake.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith were incredibly disappointed with Alex. They apologized to the janitor profusely, promising to pay for the damages in full. "It was our son who did this, sir," said Mr. Smith sadly. "We can't apologize enough."

The janitor nodded his head, understanding their plight but still demanding some form of punishment for the young man who had disrespected his church property.

Mrs. Smith gave Alex a stern look and said, "Let's hear your apology." Alex hung his head low, blushing in shame. "I-I'm...s-sorry," he stuttered. Mr. Smith cut him off, "You better be sorry! Now tell us how you're going to make it up to this nice man here!" He gestured towards the janitor who nodded in agreement.

Alex shifted uncomfortably in his seat as he nervously confessed to Mrs. Smith, "I-I'm probably going to get a spanking when I get home."

Mrs. Smith looked at the janitor kindly and offered, "If you ever need help with anything, just let us know. Alex is always willing to lend a hand." The janitor nodded his appreciation, gratefulness written across his face.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith smiled gratefully and grabbed Alex by the ear before dragging him towards their car, all the while still scolding him.

As they drove home in silence, Alex contemplated his punishment - not only had he made a mistake, but he had also caused his parents to face more embarrassment because of it. He vowed not to get into any more trouble - at least not like this - as he realized how lucky he was that the janitor had been so forgiving and understanding of his mistake!


3 – Highly deserved punishment

"Alex, sit down. We need to talk," Mr. Smith said sternly as soon as Alex entered the house. The tension in the air was palpable. His heart raced as he took a seat, trying to prepare himself for what was to come.

"Alex, what you did there is absolutely unacceptable," Mr. Smith chimed in, his voice firm and unyielding. "We're extremely disappointed in you."

"I... I'm sorry. I don't know what came over us, as we did it, but it was the other guys who came up with the idea and painted the whole thing. I was just there, not doing much" Alex stammered, his voice barely audible.

"Your apology doesn't change the fact that you were part of it." Mrs. Smith explained. "We know that it can't have been you alone, who painted this evil message on the church’s property" Mrs. Smith tells, "but because you are the only perpetrator who has been caught, you will pay for it all by yourself. With your free time, with your diligence and with your ability to sit comfortably."

"Please, I promise it'll never happen again," Alex begged, tears welling up in his eyes.

"Unfortunately, Alex, promises aren't enough. You need to learn from this experience, and that means punishment," Mr. Smith declared. He stood up and retrieved Alex's wooden hairbrush of his prominent position on the wall of the living room, making Alex's stomach twist into knots.

"Pants down and over my lap, now," Mr. Smith ordered. Hesitantly, Alex complied, positioning himself over Mr. Smith's knees, his face burning with shame. The first smack of the hairbrush against his backside sent a searing pain through him, causing him to gasp. Each subsequent strike seemed more intense than the last, and Alex could feel the sting deep within his flesh. Mr. Smith once again took good care of the punishment of the naughty young man. For a long 15 minutes, he spanked Alex's butt with rhythmic manners and systematic powerful whacks. Sometimes letting the hairbrush down one cheek after the other, then again centering the brush to give full force blows on Alex's sit spots.

"Stand up and put yourself in timeout," Mr. Smith instructed. Alex obeyed, turning to face the fireplace, his backside on full display, throbbing with pain. He felt humiliated and helpless, regretting his actions more than ever.

"Stay there until dinner and think about what you've done," Mrs. Smith added icily.


4 – Tighten the Reins

Mr. and Mrs. Smith sat in their chairs in the living room, watching as Alex stood with his back to them in the corner of the room. He was still visibly embarrassed and humiliated, yet he was taking his punishment with silent endurance.

"We need to make sure this doesn't happen again," Mrs. Smith said sternly, her gaze never leaving Alex's trembling figure. "We have to be stricter with him, if we're going to keep him on track." "I completely agree," Mr. Smith nodded, his face expressionless but firm. "His friends have had a bad influence on him, and it needs to stop now."

The Smiths discussed their plans for introducing more structure into Alex's days by providing him with daily timetables that would specify exactly what he should be doing at any given moment of the day.

He would have to wake up at the same time each day, 7 days a week. This would help him establish a healthy sleep routine and ensure he got enough rest each night. Additionally, he would be required to do 30 minutes of sportive activity each day to stay in shape and keep healthy. At least 1 hour was dedicated to academic activities such as studying, reading, or writing essays.

In addition, they agreed that Alex should have an earlier curfew after school - 20 minutes after the final bell - and should not be allowed to leave the house without explicit permission of Mr. and Mrs. Smith. They also imposed a stricter bedtime on Alex: 9 pm sharp every night, with no exceptions.

To make sure, Alex followed the new regime, there will be a daily review with either Mr. or Mrs. Smith just before bedtime, in which Alex would list out all the activities he had done that day and receive praise or criticism for them.

After dinner, Mr. Smith escorted Alex to his bedroom where he scolded him once again about his misdeed before sending him off to an early bedtime.

Alex lay in bed regretting his mistake and feeling guiltier than ever before; he knew he must do better to regain the trust of his foster parents and make amends for what he had done wrong. With new resolve burning within him, he vowed that from that day forward he would strive towards being a better foster son and remain dedicated to staying out of trouble - no matter what it took!


5 – New regime

The next morning, Alex awoke to find the discussed typed schedule on his bedside table. Rubbing his sore bottom, he scanned the list. There were strict timetables for every aspect of his day, from waking up to chores, schoolwork, and even leisure activities.

"Good morning, Alex," Mrs. Smith greeted him as he entered the kitchen, her voice devoid of warmth. "I hope you're ready for your new regime." Alex's heart sank as he realized just how little freedom he would have with a timetable that narrow. As he sat down to a breakfast dictated by the timetable, he couldn't help but feel trapped. With each passing minute, it became clearer that life at the Smiths' house was about to become much more difficult.

Alex's first day under the new regime was a whirlwind of activity, each minute planned and dictated by the Smiths. He felt as though he were being smothered, unable to catch his breath or find a moment of respite. Even his leisure time was scheduled, leaving him with little room for personal choice.

"Time for your chores, Alex," Mr. Smith called out, checking his watch. "You have exactly one hour to complete them."

"Y-yes, sir," Alex stammered, his voice barely audible. His heart raced as he scrambled to gather the cleaning supplies, terrified of disappointing the Smiths and facing further punishment.

As he scrubbed the floors, he couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by the power dynamic between himself and the Smiths. They controlled every aspect of his life, both physically and emotionally, and he found himself crumbling under their dominance.

"Is this really what my life has become?" he wondered, the bitterness of his thoughts contrasting sharply with the sweet scent of the floor cleaner. He longed for a sense of autonomy, for the freedom to make his own choices and live without the constant fear of retribution.

"Alex, you missed a spot," Mrs. Smith chided, her voice cold and unyielding. She pointed to a small corner that had been overlooked in his haste. Shame washed over him as he realized he had disappointed her yet again.

"Sorry, ma'am," he muttered, forcing back tears as he scrubbed the neglected area. The ache in his muscles served as a constant reminder of his submission to the Smiths, his body bending to their will just as his spirit seemed to be doing.

Throughout the day, Alex struggled to adapt to the strict regime, his frustration mounting with each new task. He found it difficult to concentrate on his schoolwork, his mind consumed by the oppressive atmosphere that now saturated the Smiths' home.

"Alex, your handwriting is sloppy," Mrs. Smith scolded during his study time, hovering over him like a vulture. "You know we expect better from you."

"Sorry, ma'am," he mumbled, erasing the offending words, and rewriting them with painstaking precision. The weight of their expectations was crushing him, leaving him feeling trapped and confined.

With the setting sun casting long shadows through the room, Alex sat on the edge of his bed, hands clasped together and resting on his lap. The air was heavy with anticipation, weighed down by the knowledge that the dreaded daily review would soon begin.

"Let's start with your schoolwork," Mr. Smith began, his voice stern and authoritative. "Tell us what assignments you completed today and how well you think you performed on them."

Trembling under their watchful gaze, Alex recounted his day's academic efforts. He tried to sound confident, but his anxiety betrayed him as his voice wavered with each admission of imperfection, both real and imagined. He knew that disappointing the Smiths meant facing consequences he desperately wanted to avoid.

"Next, we'll discuss your behavior," Mrs. Smith interjected, her pen poised and ready to note any transgressions. "Did you have any issues with your classmates or teachers?"

"Um, no, ma'am," Alex replied, shifting uncomfortably as he recalled Miss Jenkins' disapproving stare when he had momentarily forgotten a rule in class.

"Make sure it stays that way," Mr. Smith warned, his eyes narrowing. "Now, let's go over your timetable for tomorrow."

As they delved into the details, Alex felt the walls closing in around him. The schedule of the following day was equally ambitious the one he just finished, leaving him little room for freedom or personal choice.

6:00 AM - Rise and shine, 6:05 AM - Morning chores, 7:00 AM - Breakfast, 7:15 AM - Personal hygiene, 7:30 AM - Set off for school. 8:00 AM - School begins, 3:30 PM - Return home and complete homework, 4:30 - assisted exercise and recreational activities, 5:30 PM - Supper, 6:00 PM - leisure time, 7:00 PM - Study time, 8:30 PM - Daily review, 08:45 PM - Bedtime, 09:00 - lights out.


6 – No freedom left

"7:00 AM sharp," Mr. Smith called out as Alex hurriedly finished folding his laundry and scrambled to the kitchen for breakfast. "Remember, punctuality is key."

"Y-yes, sir," Alex stammered, trying to hide his anxiety as he sat down to eat. Throughout the meal, he couldn't help but steal glances at the clock, feeling the seconds tick away as he chewed each mouthful with precision and haste.

"Is something wrong, Alex?" Mrs. Smith asked, noticing his fidgety behavior.

"Um, no ma'am," he replied quietly, struggling to swallow a bite of toast before continuing. "I just don't want to be late for school. "Good," she said curtly, her expression unreadable. "We expect you to maintain this level of diligence in all aspects of your life."

Throughout the day at school, Alex's focus was unwavering as he tried to adhere to the new regime. He took diligent notes during Miss Jenkins' lectures and completed his assignments with care, though he couldn't shake the feeling that he was being watched, even in the classroom. However, despite his best efforts, mistakes were inevitable.

One afternoon, Alex found himself lagging schedule after struggling with a particularly difficult math problem. Upon returning home, he rushed through his homework, desperate to finish before his allotted time was up. But when 5:40 PM rolled around, he was still hunched over his desk, frantically scribbling answers.

"Alex," Mr. Smith's voice boomed from the doorway, causing him to jump in surprise. "What are you still doing in here? It's time for supper." "Sir, I-I'm sorry," Alex stammered, feeling a cold sweat forming on his forehead. "I just needed a little more time to finish my math assignment." "Time management is essential, young man," Mr. Smith scolded sternly. "You must learn to prioritize and make better use of the time you've been given. Now, come to supper."

As Alex reluctantly set down his pencil and followed Mr. Smith to the dining room, he knew that there would be consequences for his failure to adhere to the timetable.

Later that evening, after supper had been cleared away and the dishes washed, Mr. Smith led Alex to the living room, where a sturdy wooden chair stood ominously in the center of the room.

"Alex," Mr. Smith began, his tone firm yet controlled, "you’ve demonstrated a lack of discipline today by not completing your homework within the designated timeframe. This warrants punishment." He gestured towards the chair. "Bend over it and grasp the legs tightly."

Swallowing hard, Alex did as he was told, feeling the humiliation of the position wash over him. He clenched his jaw and braced himself for the inevitable pain.

"Count each strike, and remember to apologize for your failure," Mr. Smith instructed before delivering the first blow with a leather strap, leaving a burning sensation across Alex's backside.

"O-one... I'm sorry, sir," Alex choked out, tears threatening to spill from his eyes.

"Two... I'm sorry, sir," he continued, the searing pain intensifying with each subsequent blow.

By the time they reached ten, Alex's voice was barely a whisper, his body trembling from the ordeal. But he knew that this was just another part of the strict regime he had to endure, and he couldn't help but feel a sense of dread at the thought of future punishments awaiting him for any further mistakes or slip-ups.


7 – Isolation

The days blurred together in a haze of strict schedules and punishments. Alex's body often ached, the lingering pain from the past daily review, a reminder of his mistakes. His mind was cloudy with exhaustion, making it increasingly difficult to focus on his tasks and avoid further slip-ups.

"Alex," Mr. Smith called out one morning as he stood over the kitchen table, "you were supposed to have this table set ten minutes ago. "

"Y-yes, sir. I'm sorry, sir," Alex stammered, struggling to maintain eye contact with the stern man towering over him. He hastily reached for the plates and silverware, trying to make up for lost time.

"Apologies won't save you this time," Mr. Smith warned, his voice cold and unyielding. "You know the consequences for tardiness. 5 minutes with the hairbrush."

"Please, sir... I'm just so tired," Alex pleaded quietly, his gaze falling to the floor as he set down the last plate.

"You always get enough sleep, dear Alex. We will discuss this at 08:30," Mr. Smith replied. Alex felt a chill run down his spine, knowing all too well what awaited him.

Each day seemed darker than the last. The once-bright mornings now held an oppressive weight that bore down on Alex's shoulders, suffocating any hope he had left. He couldn't remember the last time he'd seen his friends or been able to simply step outside without fear of retribution. The Smiths had effectively cut him off from the world, leaving him alone and helpless in their suffocating regime.

"Alex, have you finished your chores for today?" Mrs. Smith asked one evening, her tone sharp and demanding.

"Almost, ma'am," Alex muttered, trying to keep the weariness from his voice. "I still need to sweep the living room."

"Make sure it's done quickly," she warned, her eyes narrowing as she scrutinized him. "We don't want a repeat of this yesterday’s incident, do we?"

"No, ma'am," Alex replied, his heart sinking at the thought of another spanking.

Alone in the living room, Alex gripped the broom tightly, fighting back tears as he swept the floor. He couldn't help but feel trapped within the walls of the Smiths' home, each day feeling like an eternity as he struggled to keep up with their unrelenting demands. His body was pushed to its limits, and his spirit felt broken and shattered beyond repair.

"Isolation is a powerful tool," Mr. Smith had once said, and now Alex understood the true weight of those words. With no support, no friends, and no hope for escape, he felt utterly alone in a world that seemed determined to break him down piece by agonizing piece.

As he worked, muffled voices from the adjacent room caught his attention. It was Mr. and Mrs. Smith, talking about him. Straining to hear their conversation, he caught snippets of their discussion.

"His submission has improved," Mr. Smith said gruffly, a note of sadistic satisfaction in his voice. "But we must remain vigilant and continue to enforce our rules."

"Indeed," agreed Mrs. Smith, her tone cold and unfeeling. "He still tests our patience at times, but I think we're finally manage to domesticate him."

Hearing these words, Alex's heart dropped into his stomach. The power dynamic between them seemed insurmountable, and with every passing day, it felt like the Smiths were burrowing deeper into his soul, stripping away everything that made him who he was.

His hands trembled as he swept harder, trying to block out their voices. But their cruel assessment of his progress only served to remind him of how little control he had now over his own life.


8 – Emotionally drained

The next day, the Smiths were expecting the visit of Mrs. Smith’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Cooper. Alex nervously polished each piece of silverware and arranged them in neat rows on the tablecloth. He fidgeted with his shirt collar, feeling beads of sweat trickle down his back. The thought of one wrong move tonight filled him with dread, as he knew Mrs. Smith had already made it abundantly clear how important this gathering was to her.

"Alex, make sure you've folded those napkins just right," Mrs. Smith warned, her eyes watching him closely.

"Y-yes, ma'am," Alex stammered, adjusting the napkins for the third time. His heart raced as he rechecked all the settings, praying that everything was perfect.

The air in the kitchen was thick with dread, a palpable tension that seemed to swell with each passing second. Mrs. Smith's voice held a desperate edge as she frantically tore through the shelves searching for her parents' favorite bottle of wine - yet it was nowhere to be found.

Mr. Smith noticed his wife's distress and enveloped her in a comforting embrace. "It'll turn up," he said softly, trying to reassure her though it was clear neither of them truly believed it. Then, as if by some miraculous stroke of luck, a forgotten shopping bag tucked away in one corner of the kitchen came to their attention. Inside lay their salvation - the perfect bottle of wine!

Mrs. Smith released an exhausted sigh of relief, squeezing Mr. Smith tightly in gratitude. Alex watched them from afar, feeling more apprehensive than ever - their joy quickly fading into an eerie silence that seemed to hint at something much darker lurking beneath the surface. He knew if anything else went wrong tonight it would be his fault, and likely lead to dire consequences. As he stood there, nervously in anticipation of what might come next, the doorbell finally rang.

Alex felt a wave of panic wash over him. As the Smiths greeted their guests - the old-fashioned Mr. and Mrs. Cooper - he stood at attention. Mrs. Smith warmly introduced him to her parents as “our troublesome foster son”. All Alex could do was not to wince at this introduction. He attempted to push down his rising nerves and stood there, feeling like a servant in this strange situation, and terrified that he would not succeed in this task.

"Bring out the appetizers, boy," Mr. Smith barked as they all sat down at the table.

He desperately wanted to make his foster parents proud and prove that he was worth loving. But he was terrified of failure. Through the curtain of emotions, he felt like this was his only chance, so if he messed it up, everything would be lost.

Alex carried the tray of food to the table, trembling like a leaf. He felt the weight of Mr. Cooper’s gaze on him as he tried to pour the wine into his glass. Alex’s hands were shaking so much that the bottle neck wobbled uncontrollably, and the precious liquid only hit the glass with a lot of luck.

"Why I am shaking like that", Alex silently asks himself, despite being at the end of his nerves. He wanted to do this right, showing his foster parents, how much he cared to be accepted and loved. He wanted to be the perfect son to his foster mother, but he could not do otherwise than fail.

Tears welled up in his eyes. He tried to blink them back, but they streamed down his cheeks, betraying his vulnerability. He so desperately wanted to give his share, to make this moment perfect, but his body refused.

"Alex! What is the meaning of this crying?" Mrs. Smith demanded, her voice icy and full of disdain. "I... I'm sorry, ma'am," he choked out, trembling as he set the tray down on the table. "I just... I can't..."

"Enough!" Mr. Smith thundered, shooting him a menacing glare. "Take your pathetic display elsewhere. We'll deal with you later."

Feeling utterly defeated, Alex fled the room, sobbing uncontrollably. As he collapsed onto the floor in his bedroom, he realized that there was no escaping the nightmare that had become his life.

Alex lay on the floor of his bedroom, tears staining his cheeks as he gasped for breath. The humiliation and despair were crushing him, leaving him feeling defenseless and overwhelmed. He tried to calm himself, but the weight of his situation seemed insurmountable.

"Get up," a cold voice commanded from the doorway.

Startled, Alex looked up to see Mr. Smith looming over him, stern expression giving him an air of authority that sent shivers down Alex's spine.

"Your behavior tonight was unacceptable," Mr. Smith said, his voice low and calm. "You have to learn to control your emotions and hold yourself together."

"Please, sir!" Alex started to plead, but Mr. Smith waved him off before he could finish.

"Save it," Mr. Smith replied sternly, the disappointment in his voice palpable. "You've embarrassed us in front of our guests, and this is just too much for me now."

Trepidation bubbled up inside of Alex's chest, and he could feel a chill run down his spine as he got to his feet.

He didn't know what to say or how to make this right. "Please Sir, I really am sorry!" Alex pleaded desperately, trying to make himself sound more sincere than he felt. "I wanted so badly for this evening to be perfect." and then he added with a submissive voice,

"Sir, please punish me with a bare bottom spanking — that way I can really understand how disappointed you are!"

Alex realized then that he had never meant something so sincerely in all his life, even though it sounded desperate coming out of his mouth.

"Come here," Mr. Smith commanded, holding Alex's pyjamas in one hand as if he were going to put him straight into bed without ceremony.

"No, please Sir," he repeated, his voice growing more urgent. "My bottom pays for my lack of control." And it was true. Alex's rebellious nature had often gotten him into trouble, and now he longs for the bruises on his flesh. But beneath the bruises and welts has laid a sense of peace and surrender that he had never known before.

"Not yet the pyjama, Sir," Alex continued, tears falling freely now. "I beg you, please spank the daylights out of me." The thought of the Smiths' hands raining down on him, punishing him for all his sins, sent shivers down his spine. It was both terrifying and exhilarating, knowing that they held so much power over him.

And then Alex whispered those words that weighed heavy on his heart: "Please Sir punish me, forgive me, for not reaching your expectations." Forgive him for all the times he had resisted their authority, for all the times he had fought against being domesticated. Forgive him for being weak and needy and broken.

The room fell silent as Alex waited for a response from Mr. Smith. His heart raced with anticipation and fear, wondering if he would grant him discipline.

Mr. Smith's watched his foster son Alex break down in tears. He relished the thought of punishing Alex, but he knew he had to bide this time. The artwork, titled "Alex's submission," was still a work in progress. It still lacked some crucial scars and traumas that he and his wife had meticulously planned for Alex's fragile mind. This emotional moment was just another beautiful puzzle stone of their twisted masterpiece.

And therefore, even with the sincerity behind Alex’s plea, Mr. Smith refused him any mercy.

"No, Alex," the older man said in a tired voice, the disappointment heavy in each word. "Your apologies mean nothing to me right now – you've been given many chances and yet you continue to disappoint us."

The tears started flowing from Alex's eyes then as the gravity of his situation finally sunk in. He hadn't properly thanked the Smiths for taking him in and giving him a home and guidance these past few months -- and now it seemed like it was too late for second chances.

Mr. Smith helped Alex into his pyjamas and tucked him into bed without another word, turning out the light as he left the room. All Alex heard before darkness overtook him was Mr. Smith's weary voice saying 'Good night' with more regret than reassurance.

Alex cries softly in his pillow as he wishes deeply his foster father had just spanked him good and hard on his bare bottom.


I hope you enjoyed!

Please leave a review




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





The slow Regression of Alex

Thank you for buying this book. This helps me to cover some of the costs incurred.

If you like, feel free to continue with the series:
Every book has it's own highlights.
The intensity rises towards the end of the series. 

Coming Home (Book 1)

6800 words
Alex, a troubled orphan, is taken in by the strict and caring Smiths. Under their guidance, he starts to make progress but soon gets his first punishments. As he develops feelings for a sexy classmate, his situation worsens.

Autumn lessons (Book 2)

5100 words
Alex, a troubled orphan, often gets lost in daydreams about impressing Sarah, distracting him from his studies. His teacher informs Alex's parents about it with a letter. In fear of being reprimanded, Alex forges his foster parents' signatures on a letter from Miss Jenkins. When Mr. and Mrs. discover the deception, they punish Alex's with his first-ever thorough bare bottom spanking.

Strict Regime (Book 3)

This Book
5800 words
Alex thought he had finally found a stable home with the Smiths, but their strict discipline and punishments begin to feel suffocating. He finally achieves to find some friends, but the toll is high as his actions have dire consequences. A new regime is put on Alex leaving him isolated and dependent on the Smiths. Read how Alex is lured into submission with his strict new regime. 

A tight hug (Book 4)

5400 words
As Alex rebels against his controlling regime, his punishments become more humiliating and degrading. But when he throws a tantrum after Santa's visit, the Smiths come up with a twisted solution that leaves him feeling humiliated and dependent.

In Danger (Book 5)

5300 words
Alex finally starts to form a bond with classmate Sarah, but their field trip takes a dangerous turn. Caught by their teacher, Alex is picked up by the Smiths. Find out, what consequences Alex awaits for getting himself in danger. 

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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