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The slow Regression of Alex


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 tenth 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- Setup

Alex, a 19-year-old orphan who lives in an austere household of strict foster parents, let out a deep sigh as he crossed the threshold into his now empty bedroom. The bed where he had spent countless restless nights, the desk where he had poured over textbooks and dreamed of escape, the cupboard where he had hidden away his few treasures - all gone, leaving behind an unfamiliar emptiness. And to add to the disorientation, the walls were now coated in a bright pastel pink paint, transforming the once familiar room into a foreign landscape that both intrigued and unsettled him.

Excitement filled the air as Alex's foster parents, Mr. and Mrs. Smith, bustled into the room eager to transform it into his new fully furnished nursery. Their quick movements were a stark contrast to the somber atmosphere that hung heavily over Alex.

The first task was setting up Alex's highchair in a corner of the room, strategically placed so he could observe the nursery taking shape without being a hindrance. Mrs. Smith pointed out the view from this spot, trying to make it seem like a privilege rather than a restriction. "This is where you'll sit and watch as your mommy and daddy make your room all pretty and new. It's important for you to see it, so you can get used to your new surroundings quickly."

Alex scrunched his eyebrows in confusion. "Do I really have to sit there and watch?"

Mrs. Smith smiled kindly at him. "Well, sweetheart, you'll be spending a lot of time in this room over the next six months. So it will be good for you to see how it changes and gets more comfortable for you."

With a gentle but firm hand, they guided Alex into the highchair, securing the straps snugly around his waist and between his legs. The fluffy white diaper Alex wore, crinkled loudly beneath him as he squirmed in the seat, acutely aware of how exposed and helpless he felt.

"Alright, Alex," Mr. Smith said, his voice teasingly cheerful. "You sit tight and watch while we get your new nursery all set up!"

Alex's face flushed red with embarrassment, but he didn't dare say anything. He couldn't help but glance down at the thick diaper filling out the seat of the high chair, feeling both humiliated and oddly comforted by its presence, as the Smiths busied themselves with the discussion about the nursery's room layout.

The room is located on the ground floor, illuminated by natural light streaming in from two large windows forming a corner. From one window, you could see the pedestrians strolling by on the sidewalk, while from the other, you could catch a glimpse of the path leading to the front entrance of the house.

"What do you think, dear?" Mrs. Smith asked her husband, holding up a piece of furniture. "Should we put the crib or the changing table by the windows?"

"Definitely the crib," Mr. Smith replied with a smile, glancing over at Alex still sitting in his highchair. "We want our little one to get some sun and a great view."

Alex's cheeks burned with embarrassment at being referred to as a "little one," but he couldn't deny that if he is going to spend most of his time indoors, he will enjoy feeling the warm sun on his skin.

"But does he really require sunlight while napping or after bedtime?" Mrs. Smith interjected, breaking Alex out of his thoughts. "He can get his vitamin D during his stroller walks." Alex cringed.

As the Smiths pondered over the placement of Alex's crib and changing table, they weighed the pros and cons of each option.

"If we put the crib by the windows, our neighbors will have a perfect view of Alex in all his glory - thickly diapered and sound asleep early each evening." Mr. Smith mused, "Wouldn't it be nice for our neighbors to see him snoozing peacefully in his crib?"

"What about the changing table?" Mrs. Smith countered. "It would be better to have the daylight during diaper changes."

"But what about privacy?" Mr. Smith asks, "Think about it - every time someone walks by on the sidewalk, they'll get a glimpse of Alex's bare bottom being wiped clean."

"Well, that's just part of being a parent, isn't it? We can't hide everything from our neighbors. And with this setting, our neighbors will definitively see how attentive we are to his needs, and it might even spark a conversation about raising young adults with them." Mrs Smith argues.

Mr. Smith nodded in agreement, considering their options carefully. "Your right, I think it's better to put the changing table near the window," he said, looking out at the street with a fond smile.

"Settled then," Mrs. Smith replies, "and we can just open it for some air after diaper changees."

Alex sat in his highchair, feeling exposed and helpless, as they discussed his future humiliations.


2- Flashback

Alex thoughts drift away as he thought back to two days earlier when the room transformation began. The memory played in his mind like a cruel movie.

"Alright, Alex," Mrs. Smith said, her voice firm and authoritative as she entered his bedroom. "We need to clear everything out so we can paint and start setting up your new nursery. I expect you to help."

Alex reluctantly complied, dreading the task ahead. He watched in dismay as Mr. and Mrs. Smith emptied his room, removing all traces of his former life. His beloved books, posters, and cherished keepsakes were packed away or tossed into the trash. As each item disappeared, it felt as though a piece of his identity was vanishing along with it.

"Wait!" Alex cried out, desperately clutching an old baseball trophy. "Please, not this. It's important to me."

Mrs. Smith looked at him sternly. "It's not girly or babyish enough for your new life, Alex. It has to go." She pried the trophy from his grasp and tossed it into a garbage bag, leaving Alex feeling utterly bereft.

As they continued to purge his belongings, Alex's distress grew. It seemed as though everything he held dear, every object that represented who he once was, was deemed unsuitable by the Smiths. With each discarded item, the reality of his new life became increasingly apparent.

"Look what I found," Mr. Smith said, holding up a pair of Alex's old jeans. "These won't do at all. You'll only be wearing diapers and cute little outfits from now on."

"Please," Alex pleaded, tears streaming down his face. "I promise I'll be good. Just let me keep some of my old things."

"Absolutely not," Mrs. Smith replied coldly. "Your old self is gone, Alex. It's time for you to accept your new life."

As the last of his belongings were removed from the room and the door closed behind the Smiths, Alex felt a deep sense of loss and grief. His old self had vanished, leaving him with nothing but uncertainty and humiliation.

Now, back in the present, the weight of his situation bore down on him, filling him with a mixture of resentment and despair. He knew there was no turning back now. His old life was gone, and all that remained was the humiliating world the Smiths had created for him.


3- A new surrounding

"Alright, let's get started," said Mr. Smith, returning to the room with Mrs. Smith, both carrying large boxes filled with disassembled furniture. Alex squirmed in his high chair, feeling utterly exposed and powerless as he watched the Smiths begin to assemble the components of his new nursery.

Mrs. Smith carefully unfolded the pieces of the large white crib, praising its sturdy oak wood and smooth finish. "Look at these bars, Alex," she said with a smile. "They're thick and strong, you'll feel like a real little baby in here." Alex could feel his heart sink as he realized that this was now going to be his new bed.

As they continued to assemble the crib, Mr. Smith pointed out the movable side rail, "And see how easily the side rail moves? It'll make it so much easier for us to tend to your needs."

"We want you to feel comfortable and safe in here, Alex," Mrs. Smith added as she placed the plastic-covered mattress inside the frame. "And this fun pattern will make it feel like in your very own little world."

But as Alex's eyes traveled up, he couldn't help but notice the lockable white grid of the lid above. It seemed almost inconspicuous, yet held a powerful message - he will be locked inside his crib at some point.

Finally, Mr. Smith tightened the last screw and turned to face Alex. "There we go," he said proudly. "Your new bed is all ready for you." But instead of joy or excitement, all Alex felt was fear and a sense of loss for his independence.

The Smiths smiled at each other, satisfied with their work. Little did Alex know that this nursery was not just a simple room - it was a metaphor for his new life under their control.

As Alex stared at the crib, his heart filled with dread at the thought of spending his nights trapped within its confines. There would be no going back from this, and the reality of his new life as a helpless, diapered baby began to sink in.

◆◆◆

With the crib in place, Mr. and Mrs. Smith turned their attention to the changing table. With eager anticipation, the Smiths unpacked the large structure. "This is going to make ou care so much easier," Mrs. Smith exclaimed, already envisioning a smooth and seamless process.

Her husband nodded in agreement as he began assembling the rail system that would keep their little Alex securely contained. "And look at this," he said with a proud smile, pointing to the incorporated diaper bin and wipes dispenser. "Everything we need right at our fingertips."

As they continued putting together the pieces, Mrs. Smith couldn't contain her excitement over the miniature shelf adorned with stars and moons. "How adorable is this? It's perfect for storing all of his lotions and powders."

"Honey, you have to see this," Mr. Smith exclaimed, holding up a plastic-covered pad with a bright, playful cartoon pattern. "Oh my goodness, that's perfect for our little Alex! Look at the cute colourful dots on it," Mrs. Smith gushed, admiring the pad. "I know, right?" Mr. Smith beamed, "It's not only adorable but also practical. This will make diaper changes so much easier."

"But let's not forget," he added with a mischievous glint in his eye, "this will also a place to punish our little troublemaker when he misbehaves."

Mrs. Smith couldn't help but laugh at her husband. "I can just imagine him squirming on there as we scold him."

Mr. Smith chuckled, "Oh yes, and speaking of squirming, let me show you something." He pulled out adjustable strap and clicks it into the eyelet on the side of the changing table.

"What is that for?" Mrs. Smith asked, trying to hide her amusement.

"This is for when Alex really needs to be held down during his diaper changes, it goes around his chest and secures him neatly." Mr. Smith explained with a smirk.

Mrs. Smith raised an eyebrow, "Oh my, what a handy feature when handling a lively young man."

As they continued to discuss their plans for disciplining Alex on the changing table, they couldn't help but feel a sense of power and control over their foster son. The thought of him being exposed and vulnerable on the padded surface brought a wicked thrill to both of them.

"This lovely pad," Mr. Smith added, "not only will collect pee and other bodily fluids, but it will also collect big tears and snot from our little crybaby."

Mrs. Smith giggled, imagining Alex sobbing and sniffling while being punished. "It's the perfect place for him to learn his lessons," she agreed.

"Yes, a place of both soothing consolation and dire misery," Mr. Smith mused, an evil glint in his eye. "I can't wait to see how well it works on our little brat."

As the changing table was finally positioned by the window, Mr. Smith stood admiringly before it and confessed to his wife, "You were right, my dear. It will be splendid to change little Alex's diapers while still being able to greet our nosy neighbors."

"How delightful," Mrs. Smith replied with a sinister grin on her lips. "And it will be such a valuable lesson for young Alex, to learn that toddlers have no sense of privacy."

Alex shuddered at the thought, trying to sink deeper into his highchair, but the thick padding of his diaper prevented him from doing so. The thought of spending his future diaper changes on such an embarrassing piece of furniture filled him with dread.

◆◆◆

With the changing table finally assembled and secure, the Smiths turned their attention to completing the nursery. After placing a white wardrobe, they put a sleek white cupboard on one wall, carefully placing shelves above it for added storage space.

"This should do it," Mr. Smith remarked proudly. "Now we have plenty of room for all of Alex's new belongings."

"I can't wait to start organizing everything we bought," Mrs. Smith added. They began to distribute boxes and decorate the room. Alex, helplessly trapped in his highchair, could only imagine what embarrassing items were lurking in those boxes.

"Look at all these lovely things," cooed Mrs. Smith as she organized the contents of the cupboard and shelves. "Soon, we'll have everything we need to take care of our little baby girl."

Mr. Smith chuckled mischievously as he held up a frilly pink dress for Alex to see. "Or should I say, our little baby girl?"

Alex's face burned with embarrassment at the sight of his new wardrobe, consisting of nothing but delicate dresses and frilly skirts, knowing that they were meant for his own humiliation and submission.

"Can't forget about this little friend," Mrs. Smith murmured, placing Alex's very own hairbrush on a nail above the changing table. The sight of it made Alex's stomach churn, knowing all too well that it could be used on him in the near future.

Mr. Smith handles the technology, setting up a small speaker and positioning the baby monitor in the room. At the same time, Mrs. Smith is busy decorating the windows with cute fairy designs and pastel shapes, adding to the overall nursery theme.

"Almost finished," Mr. Smith announced, stepping back to admire the window art. "Now we just need some cute accessories to complete the look."

Mrs. Smith nodded in agreement and brought out a box of plush toys and stuffed animals. She strategically placed them on shelves and scattered them around the room, adding to the overall infantile atmosphere.

"Look, Alex," she said with a smile, "these will be your new friends." She carefully positioned a large teddy bear in the corner, its permanent grin giving off an unsettling vibe. "This one will just love cuddling with you."

"Isn't our nursery just perfect?" Mrs. Smith cooed while looking over at Alex. "You'll feel so small and helpless in here, my darling baby girl."


4- Inauguration

"Alright," said Mrs. Smith, clapping her hands together once everything was in place. "I think our work here is done. Now we just need to introduce our little one to his new surroundings."

With that, they turned their attention back to Alex, who could only brace himself for the next wave of humiliation that was sure to come.

With the nursery nearly complete, Mrs. Smith approached Alex in his highchair and announced, "Time for your first diaper change in your new room, baby girl." She unbuckled him from the chair and led him to the changing table, which was now fully assembled and stocked with supplies.

"Up you go," she instructed, guiding him onto the plastic-covered pad printed with a childish pattern. Alex reluctantly complied, lying down on the firm surface and feeling the cold plastic press against his skin. The rails on three sides of the table served as a constant reminder of his vulnerability, and he couldn't help but feel even smaller than before.

"Let's get this soggy diaper off of you," Mrs. Smith said, expertly undoing the tapes and peeling away the damp material. Alex cringed as his exposed lower half was revealed to the world, and he felt a surge of embarrassment when Mrs. Smith wiped him clean with a cool, damp cloth.

"Such a helpless little thing," she cooed, applying a generous amount of baby powder to his sensitive areas. The scent of the powder filled the air, mingling with the faint smell of urine that clung to his old diaper.

"Here we go, all fresh and clean," she continued as she slid a new diaper beneath him and fastened it snugly around his waist. The thick padding between his legs forced them apart, leaving him feeling even more exposed than before.

As Alex lay on the changing table, his new nursery came into sharp focus. The pastel pink walls, the babyish window art, the shelves lined with babyish items and stuffed animals--it was a room designed to humiliate and infantilize him. The soft sounds of nursery rhymes played in the background, adding to the surreal atmosphere.

His eyes darted to the baby monitor perched on the shelf above the changing table, a silent sentinel that would allow Mr. and Mrs. Smith to keep tabs on him at all times. The thought of them watching his every move, hearing his every whimper, sent a shiver down his spine.

"Alright, sweetheart, let's get you inside your crib, for your first nap," Mrs. Smith said, "then you can spend the rest of the afternoon admiring your new sanctuary," helping Alex off the changing table. As he lays inside the crib, with the bulky diaper pressed against him, he couldn't shake the overpowering feeling that the new nursery brought up in him.


5- Lovely Nursery

The room exuded a wave of sweet, innocent charm. Everything was in shades of pink and pastel, like a magical fairyland for a little girl. The walls were adorned with delicate floral prints, and soft plush toys line the shelves. The crib was dressed in layers of ruffled blankets and pillows, inviting anyone to snuggle up and drift off into a peaceful slumber.

A mobile of dancing unicorns hang above, gently swaying with the soft breeze from the open window. The changing table was neatly organized and well stocked with diapers, thirstily ready to hug messy bums. On one wall, a growth chart marked milestones and memories to be cherished as the little one grows. And in the corner, a cozy rocking chair awaited for bedtime stories and midnight cuddles.

Everywhere, there was an overwhelming sense of warmth and love that radiates from every carefully chosen detail in this nursery. It was truly a haven for a precious babygirl to explore, learn, and grow in the loving embrace of her parents. This room was filled with so much joy and wonder that it could bring a smile to even the grumpiest of faces. It was impossible not to feel surrounded by pure happiness in this enchanting space.

Upon first glance, the nursery appeared to be the epitome of innocence and care. But upon closer inspection, it became clear that every detail, from the crib to the changing table and even the size of the diapers, seemed just a little too big for a typical toddler. It slowly began to dawn on the hidden purpose behind the innocence of this particular nursery. The meanings of each item began to shift and take on new significance.

The crib, with its sturdy rails and soft bedding, seems to promise safety and comfort. But on second glance, the bars take on a more sinister appearance - resembling those of a prison cell rather than a cozy bed, no longer there to protect, but rather to confine within its barred walls. And the soft padding that once provided snugness now seemed suffocating, threatening to smother lively souls.

Similarly, the changing table: typically associated with providing nurturing care and convenience for parents tending to their little one. But in this room, it became evident that its purpose was far from innocent. The soft pastel colors and cheerful patterns gave way to a darker intention - control. Each time a diaper was changed on that table, it served as a reminder of the mercy of caregivers, who can abuse and manipulate as they please.

Even something as seemingly mundane as diapers take on a disturbing significance. What once represented the journey towards independence and self-sufficiency, now signified an object of regression and shame. These were not just ordinary diapers, but oversized ones intended to strip away any shred of maturity, leaving the wearer in a state of perpetual infancy, reduced to their most basic state, helpless and reliant on others.

A hairbrush hangs on the wall, seemingly out of place so close to the changing table. It may have once been used to create cute hairstyles and girly looks. But now, it is no longer used for taming unruly hair, but rather for taming unruly bottoms with painful spankings, inflicted by those in charge, reminding the naughty ones of their place in this twisted nursery.

But it wasn't just the physical items that conveyed this message. Perhaps the most sinister aspect of this room was its dominant color: pink. What was once associated with girlish joy has now been stripped away of all virginity. It no longer represented femininity and playfulness, but instead, served as a reminder that this space was designed to strip away any hint of masculinity and enforce traditional gender roles. There was no doubt, whoever inhabited this room was a girl, and that this girl was well advised to act as feminine as possible. It was evident that in this nursery, acting masculine was not an acceptable choice.

Every decision made by the Smiths in decorating this room had only one purpose - to rob Alex of his maturity, personality, and identity.

Each item carefully chosen with malicious intent: the oversized crib for confinement, the changing table for control, the diapers for regression, the hairbrush for punishment, and the pink color to suppress any trace of masculinity.

This room was meant to keep him perpetually in a state of dependence and submission, hindering completely his growth and development as a person. It was not meant to nurture or support him; it's meant to suppress and manipulate him.

A twisted version of Peter Pan's Neverland, where Alex would never grow up or become his own person.

And poor little Alex would be its unsuspecting victim.


6- Unexpected

A few weeks had passed since Alex's life was upended, and he now found himself lying in his crib on a sunny afternoon enduring his naptime, through the bars of the firmly locked top of his plain white crib, he could see the pastel pink walls of his nursery.

The baby monitor perched above him served as a constant reminder of his vulnerability, and the soft melodies of nursery rhymes filled the room. He had grown somewhat used to this new reality, but the nagging feeling of humiliation never truly left him.

As he lay there, contemplating his situation, he suddenly heard a female voice downstairs. His heart raced as he realized that someone else might see the humiliating state he was in. Who could it be? He strained to listen, trying to identify the voice, but all he could make out were muffled tones.

Alex's anxiety skyrocketed as he heard footsteps on the stairs. It sounded like more than one person was approaching, their voices growing louder and clearer. Panic gripped him, and he felt the familiar sensation of warmth spreading through the padding of his diaper as he involuntarily wet himself in fear.

"Please don't let them come in here," he thought desperately, praying that they would bypass his nursery. He knew that if anyone saw him like this, it would only compound the shame he already felt.

His mind raced with possibilities. What would they think of him? Would they laugh at his predicament? The thought of his exposure sent shivers down his spine and made him want to curl up into a ball, attempting to hide from the world.

"Stay calm, breathe," he tried to tell himself, but his racing thoughts refused to slow down. The footsteps grew closer, and any moment now, the door to his nursery would open, revealing his embarrassing secret to the world.

He wished he could disappear, to somehow escape the prison that this pastel-colored room had become for him. But as he lay there, trembling in his soaked diaper, he knew that there was no escape. All he could do was wait, bracing himself for the inevitable humiliation that was about to unfold.

◆◆◆

The door to the nursery creaked open, and Mrs. Smith entered, followed closely by Sarah, Alex's crush. His heart skipped a beat as his eyes fixed on her breathtaking figure. She was wearing a cheerleader uniform that hugged her shapely legs and perfectly accentuated her round, firm buttocks. Her short shirt left little to the imagination, revealing her toned midriff and barely containing her ample breasts.

Why did the Smiths have to be so heartless and subject him to her? He had put in so much effort to impress her, taking on a significant amount of risk and punishment, all with the hope of having a chance with her. Seeing her entering his girly nursery brought a deep wave of embarrassment over Alex, who felt utterly exposed and vulnerable in his current state.

"Wow, I didn't expect all of this," Sarah remarked, taking in the babyish decor with a mixture of shock and amusement. "I can't believe you almost managed to be one of the cool kids, Alex." 

“Do you remember that detour we took on the field trip?," Sarah asked Alex with amusement, "When it was obvious you were trying, desperately, to gain my admiration and yet still failing miserably. And now it looks as though there has been no improvement in your life whatsoever; if anything, the exact opposite is true. Look at you, reduced to lying ineffectually in a cot." She sneered contemptuously.

Her words pierced him like daggers, and he couldn't help but blush even more at her blatant mocking. It hurt knowing that she had once considered him an equal, and now here they were, with him locked in his crib, diapered and helpless.

"Alex has some behaviors we need to address, so we've set up this nursery as part of his rehabilitation," Mrs. Smith said casually, almost enjoying the humiliating situation.

Sarah's eyes glinted with malice as she looked Alex up and down. "I have no doubt he'll do whatever it takes to avoid more embarrassment. I'm honored to be his babysitter, although I never expected to take care of a real baby."

Mrs. Smith smiled with approval. "He needs to learn his place and accept his new role as our little princess."

Alex squirmed on his mattress, his face burning hot with shame. He wanted to scream, to protest and assert his independence, but he knew it would only make things worse. Instead, he remained silent, praying that this nightmare would somehow come to an end.

Sarah walked over to the crib, running her fingers along the sturdy bars. "I like this little cage of yours, Alex," she taunted, smirking at his obvious discomfort. "It's a perfect place for you to learn your lessons."

"Please," he thought desperately. "Why is this happening to me?"

But as the laughter and teasing continued, he realized that there was no escape from the humiliation that Sarah and Mrs. Smith had in store for him.


7 - Babysitter

"Alright, Sarah," Mrs. Smith said as she gestured towards the nursery supplies. "Let's go over everything you'll need to know for babysitting little Alex here in the foreseeable future."

Sarah's eyes sparkled with malicious glee as she followed Mrs. Smith around the room, taking in every detail of the nursery and the humiliating setup. Alex couldn't help but cringe at the thought of what was to come.

"First, we have his diapers," Mrs. Smith explained, picking up a thick stack of fluffy white disposables. "Alex needs to be changed regularly. You'll also want to apply baby powder generously to prevent rashes."

"Of course," Sarah replied, smirking as she imagined changing Alex like a helpless infant. "I wouldn't want our little baby girl to get any nasty diaper rash now, would I?"

Mrs. Smith pointed to the strict schedule attached to the wardrobe door and said, "This is Alex's daily timetable, which outlines every minute of his day. As you can see, it's quite strict. It includes diaper changes, feedings, naptimes, playtimes, and bedtime. You are responsible for ensuring that he follows this schedule to the letter." Sarah nodded eagerly, her eyes shining with excitement.

"I'll be in charge of keeping little Alex's day and night structured. That shouldn't be too difficult."

Mrs. Smith then moved on to the various baby clothes and accessories that Alex would be forced to wear. "As you can see, we've provided him with a wardrobe full of onesies, footed pajamas, and other cute baby outfits. It's important for him to look and feel the part of a baby, so please make sure he's always dressed appropriately."

"Absolutely," Sarah agreed, grinning wickedly as she pictured Alex waddling around in a frilly pink onesie.

"Finally," Mrs. Smith continued, "you'll find a list of punishments here. These are meant to be enforced if Alex misbehaves or disobeys you in any way. They include spankings, time-outs, mouth soaping, early bedtimes and more. Be sure to follow the guidelines, as consistency is key."

"Understood," Sarah said, her grin widening even further. "I'll make sure our little baby knows his place and obeys his babysitter."

Throughout the entire explanation, Alex's stomach churned with dread, his face burning red with embarrassment. He couldn't believe how completely his life had been taken over, and now he would be at the mercy of his crush-turned-babysitter. The thought of Sarah changing his diaper, feeding him, and doling out humiliating punishments was almost too much to bear.

As Mrs. Smith finished going over the details, she turned to look at Alex, her expression stern. "Now, I expect you to be on your best behavior for Sarah, do you understand?"

Alex hesitated for a moment before lowering his head and whispering, "Yes, Mrs. Smith."

"Good," she replied, satisfied. "I know that Sarah will take excellent care of you, and together we'll make sure you learn your lessons and become the well-behaved baby girl you're meant to be."

And with that, the true extent of Alex's humiliation and submission became painfully clear. He was trapped, forced to endure a life of infantilization and punishment at the hands of those who claimed to care for him. As Sarah smirked down at him, he knew that his nightmare was far from over.


8- Excitement

Mrs. Smith opens the lid of the crib, narrowing as she inspected the state of his diaper. "Well, well, looks like our little baby has had an accident," she said with a smirk, poking at the wet padding. Alex's face burned red with shame, unable to hide his humiliation.

"Sarah, you will be in charge of changing Alex today. Let me show you how it's done." Mrs. Smith motioned for Sarah to come closer as Mrs. Smith unzipped Alex's pink onesie, exposing his soaked diaper. Sarah watched intently, her gaze making Alex blush even more. He was mortified at the thought of his crush seeing him in this state, and very soon naked ass well.

"Alright, Alex, let's get you on the changing table," Mrs. Smith instructed, lifting him up and helping him down on the soft, plastic-covered pad. The childish pattern beneath him only added to his embarrassment. As Alex lay there, feeling utterly vulnerable, he couldn't help but think of how far he'd fallen - from a proud young adult to a diapered, helpless baby.

Sarah approached the changing table, her graceful hands reaching out to remove the tapes of Alex's dirty diaper. Her touch sent shivers down his spine, causing him to squirm involuntarily. She pulled the front of the diaper away, revealing the mess within, and Alex could feel the heat rising to his cheeks.

"Wow, Alex, I never knew you had such a tiny cock," Sarah teased, laughing as she glanced at his exposed genitals. "I guess that's why you need diapers, huh? To make up for what you're lacking down there."

Alex wanted to disappear, to hide from the ridicule and shame, but he was trapped on the changing table, completely exposed to Sarah's taunting. As she slid the fresh diaper under his bum, her fingers brushing against his skin, he could hardly bear the intimate contact. Her laughter continued to echo in his ears.

With the new diaper placed under Alex's delicate bum, Sarah proceeded to sprinkle baby powder all over Alex's exposed skin. The soft, powdery texture tickled him, and he couldn't help but squirm as she applied it. Despite his immense discomfort, the intimate touch of Sarah's fingers on his body had an unintended effect:

his penis began to stiffen, much to his embarrassment.

"Look at that," Sarah laughed cruelly, "even with a pathetic little cock like yours, you still manage to get hard at the slightest touch. That's just sad, Alex."

His body started to heat up, and his face turned bright red as a fiery blush spread across it. His heart raced faster and faster in his chest as the arousal that had been kept hidden for a long time, suddenly came forth like a raging inferno fanned by her beauty, which seemed almost angelic with her perfect features and stunning figure. With her flawless features and seductive curves on full display as she loomed over him, he was powerless to tear his gaze away.

All too soon she started to rub the baby powder over his exposed buttocks, making him quiver with pleasure like never before, and he was helpless in the grasp of this overpowering sensation. His erection grew more pronounced with each passing second, and Sarah seemed aware of the effect her ministrations were having on him.

Sarah cooed sweetly to Alex as she outlined the comparative size of his penis. "Oh, sweetheart, even when it's all hard and proud, it's still smaller than an average man's flaccid penis."

Alex felt like he was about to faint from humiliation. He wanted the ground to open up and swallow him whole, yet his body seemed to be frozen in place.

She then began to apply powder to his testicles, delicately making sure that every crevice was covered. Her light touch sent sparks of sensation through him and he could feel himself growing harder by the second. But he was too embarrassed to do anything but lay on his changing table obediently.

As Sarah started to rub the powder around the base of his penis, a small stream of precum shot oozed out of the tip of Alex's cock and onto the back of her hand. She drew back in surprise, looking up at him with a glint in her eye. She had witnessed his shameful display; she pressed her lips together into a thin line and let out a soft yet knowing chuckle.

"My, my, little one," Sarah cooed, "you really are a little bit too excited getting changed by your new babysitter." Sarah winked at Alex.

"Mrs. Smith?" she calls calmly, "Can you please come over here quick? I think there might be a situation here." She moved her hand away from Alex's private parts, continued to apply baby powder around Alex's bottom, trying to avoid further arousal.

Mrs. Smith showed up next to Sarah, peering over the edge of the changing table at Alex.

"What is going on?", she questioned Sarah.

◆◆◆

Just in this moment an arc of white fluid shooting from the tip of Alex's penis and landing all over himself and Sarah's hand. His face is flushed with embarrassment and arousal as he cums uncontrollably hard.

His muscles tense and his eyes squeeze shut in ecstasy.

Sarah and Mrs. Smith watch with shock and disgust as the sticky substance oozes out of his cock and on his belly, forming a messy pool.

There is a look of shame on Alex's face as the realization of what he has done sets in. He slumps back on the changing table, trying to hide his embarrassment.

"Ugh, gross!" Sarah exclaimed in disgust, wiping her hand on the thristy diaper lying under Alex's bottom. "You really are a pathetic, disgusting little young man, aren't you?"

Before Alex could wallow further in his humiliation, Mrs. Smith swiftly intervened. Grabbing a cold washcloth, she pressed his throbbing erection firmly down over his testicles, causing it to quickly wilt under the icy touch and painful push.

"Enough of this nonsense," she scolded, her voice dripping with authority. "Such behavior will not be tolerated, Alex. Ejaculating all over your new babysitter's hand is not very ladylike, is it? You can expect severe punishment for this little outburst." She didn't specify what form the punishment would take, leaving Alex to imagine the most dreadful scenarios in his mind.

As the cold washcloth did its work, numbing both his erection and his spirit, Alex felt a renewed sense of powerlessness. With his arousal subdued and the terrifying prospect of punishment hanging over his head, he knew there was no escape from the control that the Smiths - and now Sarah - held over him. He was completely at their mercy, a helpless baby girl in every sense of the word.

Mrs. Smith sighed as she said, "I am deeply sorry for Alex's actions, Sarah. To prevent this in the future, you should be sure to use the washcloth earlier."

Sarah anxiously asked, "Will it happen again?"

Mrs. Smith reassured her, saying, "Not under my watch. We will modify his behavior with proper discipline. Don't worry; I will take care of it. Now, finish the diaper change please."

◆◆◆

With the incident behind them, Sarah focused on finishing diapering Alex. She powdered liberally all the cum puddles around Alex's cock and pulled the front of the cum-stained diaper up between his legs, making sure it was snug against his now-flaccid penis. Carefully, she fastened the tapes on both sides, ensuring a tight and secure fit around his hips.

This time Mrs. Smith kept a close eye on Alex. After Sarah was done, Mrs. Smith grinned with pride and praised her saying, "Excellent job, Sarah! You diapering technique is great; the tapes are secured tightly ensuring a snug fit around this naughty young man's bum."

"Now please add another two diapers and these plastic pants. And make sure to pierce the bottom layers so that Alex can use the full potential of the absorbant material. Ah and please add two or three absorbent pads each layer. You will find bigger diapers for the outer layer under the changing table." She explains to Sarah in full detail. "I am sure Alex will need every protection he can get." Mrs. Smith smiles warmly, turning her attention back to Alex.

"And your bratty little boy: 30 hours," Mrs. Smith announced, causing Alex's heart to skip a beat. "That's how long you'll be confined to your crib as punishment for this disgraceful behavior." Her voice dripped with disappointment and disgust, further emphasizing his regression and the powerlessness he felt at their hands.

As Alex watched his mommy, a chill of terror crept over him, knowing he was being locked away for long agonizing hours. Resigned to his fate, Alex could only nod meekly in submission. The thought of being trapped in his infantile prison with no escape or reprieve filled him with dread.

"And no diaper changes during this time." Mrs Smith add sternly.

Alex dissolved into tears and begged, his pride shredded to pieces in Sarah's presence.

Sarah, still fuming from the humiliation of Alex's cumshot, was delighted to hear the consequences he would face. She eagerly placed layer after absorbant layer on little Alex's bum, until the extra-large waterproof plastic pants covered them. The package was ridiculously big and puffy.

Alex stared up to the pastel ceiling of his nursery, through tear-filled eyes, feeling his dignity fading away as he was cocooned in thick fabric that would last for more than a day. To finish it off, Sarah fastened the pink onesie around Alex's enormous diaper bundle, sealing him inside.


8- Darkness

"Thank you, Sarah," Mrs. Smith smiles encouragingly towards Sarah. "Now please step aside, there is one little detail of his punishment left, and I will apply it myself."

Mrs. Smith planted herself in front of the changing table, eyeing Alex sternly as he lay there, red-faced, and teary-eyed. "Sit up, young man," she commanded, her voice dripping with disappointment.

"Normally you would take a very well reddened bum with you to this long time-out in the crib, but shooting cum on your babysitter's hands, is another league."

Mrs. Smith's hand flew through the air with a loud smack, striking Alex across the face. Shocked and in pain, he could feel his cheeks turning red as he tried to hold back tears. He winced in pain but before he could even process what was happening, another smack rained down on his other cheek.

Mrs. Smith's hand connected with Alex's face like a lightning bolt, each smack fueling her rage. "I refuse," she growled between blows, "to tolerate", another smack "your disgusting male arrogance" - CLAP - "in this house." Alex trembled and tears streamed down his face as he endured the brutal punishment. His cheeks were turning a sickening shade of red under her relentless strikes.

"Now turn around."

She guided Alex as he turned 180 degrees around, hardly able to reach the changing pad with his hands, because of the enormous size of his diapered bum. A he turned around, facing Mrs. Smith with his back, she ordered strictly: "Lay down, and don't you dare to move."

Alex was now lying on the changing table the wrong way across, his head resting where his feet were and vice versa. Crying big tears. Sarah was watching the new development with curious coldness.

"Wh-what are you doing, mommy?" he sobbed, unable to keep the fear and confusion from his voice. What was this new devilry? A Spanking, his new position to wash out his mouth with soap? "Please," he whispered between heavy sobs, desperation creeping into his voice. "I promise I'll be good from now on. I-I don't want any more punishments."

"Actions have consequences, Alex," Mrs. Smith replied coldly, her words striking him like a slap in the face. "You will learn to never cum again, one way or another."

With Alex positioned the wrong way around on the changing table, he could hardly contain his fear and confusion. His heart pounded in his chest as he wondered what form of punishment awaited him now.

"Since you seem to enjoy abusing the gentle touch of your innocent babysitter so much, I think it's time for a lesson in humility," Mrs. Smith announced as she picked up Alex's old, soiled diaper from where it had been discarded earlier. Alex's eyes widened with horror still not sure what she planned to do.

Mrs. Smith's eyes glinted with a sickening glee as she reached for the used, urine-soaked diaper. She unfolded it slowly, savoring the sound of the fabric stretching and releasing the putrid fumes into the air. The pungent stench hit Alex, causing him to gag.

With an unsettling calmness, Mrs. Smith began her twisted ritual of diapering Alex's head, like a grotesque doll.

It was a familiar routine, one she had done countless times before, but this time it was different.

This time, instead of a fresh diaper for his bottom, Alex got a heavily soiled one for his head.

She roughly positioned the dirty diaper under him and liberally coated his face in baby powder, suffocating his senses with its cloying sweetness.

With calculated gentleness, she tightly wrapped the diaper around his head, pressing the urine-soaked fabric against his eyes, nose, and mouth, smothering him with its wetness and smell.

With each cruel tug of the tapes, Alex's own filth was forced deeper onto his face.

As Mrs. Smith reveled in her twisted game, Alex could do nothing but writhe and sob in helpless agony.

Sarah stood silently beside them, her eyes wide with shock and amusement at Alex's helpless struggle. With one hand covering her smirk, she couldn't resist taking pleasure in seeing him reduced to such a humiliating state.

Mrs. Smith took delight in adjusting the leak guards of the diaper around Alex's blond pigtails, leaving his "diaperhead" a twisted and grotesque parody of beauty.

Mrs. Smith then retrieved a roll of diaper tape from one of the nursery shelves. With practiced precision, she began wrapping the tape around Alex's head, ensuring that the piss-filled diaper was pressed tightly against his reddened face, blocking out all light and joy from the outside world.

Alex struggled to breathe normally through the damp material, each inhale bringing with it the repulsive scent of his own waste. He felt completely humiliated, hidden tears soaked into the diaper as he tried to process the cruel punishment that had been inflicted upon him.

"Remember this feeling, Alex," Mrs. Smith said coldly. "This is what happens when you can't control your sexuality."

◆◆◆

Mrs. Smith eased him down from the changing table and guided her blind heap of misery over to his crib.

She laid him down gently on his stomach. His huge, diapered bottom rose up high in the air, forcing his head into an unyielding pillow. He shuddered as she tucked him in.

Mrs. Smith instructs Sarah to keep an eye on Alex while she tidies up the changing table and puts away the diaper supplies. With a mixture of amusement and disbelief, Sarah observes the entire situation before moving to the crib and gently caressing Alex's large diapered bottom.

"Poor girl," she murmurs sympathetically, "trapped in your own waste for such a long time." She comforts him, "There's no escaping the foul odor that surely clings to you like a second skin." Sarah pats his diapers, but Alex can't even feel it because of how heavily padded his bum is. "But you should be grateful, Alex; your thick diapers show that you are being well taken care of."

Feeling exposed and isolated, Alex lies there as every breath through the diaper on his face serves as a constant reminder of his own failure. As Mrs. Smith finishes arranging the nursery, she returns to close the bars and lid of the crib, making sure they are securely locked in place.

"Don't bother closing the curtains," Mrs. Smith sings to Sarah. "Alex couldn't care less about day or night now."

Sarah turns to Alex, sneering sarcastically, "Enjoy your time in the nursery, Alex. I certainly won't miss being here when you're done being punished. Can you even imagine the stench in this room tomorrow? But that's what happens to naughty girls like you, dribbling cum on your babysitter's hand. It serves you right for being such a pathetic little excuse of a man." She skips out of the room cheerfully, adding, "Oh, and I can't wait to tell all my friends about our fun adventure today!"

"Good night, Alex, I'll be back in..." Mrs. Smith checks her watch, calculating the remaining hours of Alex's confinement. "I'll be back tomorrow evening at 07:30, just in time to tuck you into bed." Her cruel smile widens. "Until then, I'll be watching you through the baby monitor, so don't even think about having any naughty thoughts." With that, Mrs. Smith closes the door, leaving Alex to his fate.

Trapped in his crib, Alex lay motionless, helpless, the stench of his soiled diaper filling his nostrils. The rails of the crib and the thick padding around his bottom made him feel like a prisoner, unable to escape.

The nursery rhymes, that are meant to cheer up, now played mockingly in the background as he was left alone to face his bleak reality.

All Alex had left was to breath in the smell of his own piss and wait in the dark.

Trying not to lose his mind.


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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