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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 – Bad awakening

In the quiet neighborhood, as the sun had yet to rise, Alex, a 19-year-old orphan, slept peacefully in the well-maintained home of his foster parents, Mr. and Mrs. Smith. It was another school day for Alex at St. Martha's Academy, a specialized institute for young adults with an educational deficit. However, this morning was different as Mr. Smith woke Alex from his deep slumber earlier than usual.

Alex woke up feeling drained and sore, his body aching from the previous night's punishment. He groggily reached down and felt the damp diaper around his bottom, a physical reminder of his misbehaviors.

Alex slowly opened his eyes to the morning light and looked around the room. His heart sank as he saw the telltale white, fluffy diaper next to his school uniform on the dresser - a dreaded symbol of shame and embarrassment. He knew what that meant.

"Please no, you can't make me wear this during the day. Everyone will see!" Alex pleaded.

Mr. Smith embraced the moment and announced with a smug smile that indeed, Alex would be wearing diapers for an entire week as punishment for his reckless behavior yesterday.

Alex closed his eyes, trying to hold back the tears that threatened to stream down his cheeks.

He remembered how he had put himself and Sarah, his crush, in danger with his actions. He quite well remembers the scolding, the spanking afterwards and the cruel bedtime routine with Mrs. Smith. But he never thought the Smiths would make his diaper punishment public.

Alex attempted to protest but before he could get another word out, Mr. Smith put his finger on Alex's lips and sternly said, „This is not the time nor place to discuss this, young man. I suggest you keep your protests to yourself." Knowing his bottom was still too sore to gain any sort of fight from him, Alex sighted. Mr. Smith took that as an agreement "Now stand up and prepare yourself like a good student."

At that moment, Mrs. Smith entered the room with a pile of wipes and powder in her hands. She smiled warmly at Alex as she placed him on the desk, informing him that like before, she would take care of the diaper change for him. Alex sighed softly as he lay down on the changing pad, feeling completely defeated by this punishment. Tears streamed down his cheeks as Mrs. Smith began wiping away the mess he had made during his sleep, making sure he was completely clean before placing the fresh diaper underneath him.

Once changed and cleaned up, Alex slowly got up from the changing pad and dressed himself in his school uniform, trying to hide the bulky diaper underneath as best as possible.

As Alex slowly put on his school uniform, Mr. Smith watched him from the door of Alex's bedroom, amused how he was desperately trying to hide the diaper as much as possible. After several minutes, Mr. Smith finally nodded in approval and then proceeded to inform Alex that they had to leave if they were going to be on time for school.

Alex sighed in frustration but said nothing as he followed Mr. Smith out of his room and towards the car. As they drove down the road, Alex could feel himself getting more and more anxious about going to school while wearing a diaper underneath his uniform. He tried not to think about what everyone would say when they found out, but it was impossible not to.


2 – Hiding his secret

When they finally arrived at school, Alex's heart sank even further as he stepped out of the car and saw all the other students walking around with their backpacks and freshly pressed uniforms on. He wanted so badly to blend in with them but knew that it was impossible now that he had been given this embarrassing punishment.

He quickly turned away from the crowd of students and hurried inside, hoping no one noticed him or the bulk on his pants caused by his diaper. Once inside, Alex made a beeline for his locker before anyone could realize what was going on under his uniform.

He kept his head down and tried not to draw any attention to himself as he shuffled through hallways during class changes. It proved rather difficult. Everyone else seemed completely oblivious but Alex felt like everyone was staring at him, judging him for wearing a diaper under his clothes.

Throughout the week, the atmosphere in the Smith household was suffocating, thick with tension and control. The once warm and inviting home now felt like a prison to Alex as he endured his one-week diaper discipline. From the moment he woke up, the air weighed heavy on him, a constant reminder of Mr. and Mrs. Smith's watchful eyes and their unwavering dedication to strict discipline.

Hiding his diapers in school proved to be a monumental challenge for Alex. Every day brought new obstacles: the rustling sound they made when he moved, the fear of classmates noticing the bulk under his clothes, and the ever-present threat of discovery. It was a living nightmare, further exacerbated by the cruel satisfaction Mr. and Mrs. Smith seemed to take in his suffering.

"Hey, Alex!" shouted his friend Peter across the hallway at school, snapping him out of his anxious thoughts. "You coming to hang out after class?"

"Uh, I can't today," Alex lied, avoiding eye contact. "I've got some, uh, family stuff to take care of."

"Alright, man," Peter replied, clearly disappointed. "Catch you later then."

As he watched his friend walk away, Alex couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt for lying. He missed the days when school was a refuge from his home life, not an extension of it. But now, with his secret constantly under threat, school had become yet another battleground in his struggle to maintain some semblance of normalcy.

"Alex, are you paying attention?" Miss Jenkins' voice boomed from the front of the classroom, jolting him back to reality.

"Y-yes, ma'am," he stammered, trying to focus on the lesson at hand.

"Good," she said, her eyes narrowing suspiciously. "Now, please read the next passage aloud."

As Alex read, his mind raced with worry about how he would manage to keep his diaper discipline hidden for the remainder of the week. The constant fear and anxiety gnawed away at him, leaving him feeling exhausted and vulnerable. But he knew that he had no choice but to persevere – the alternative was too humiliating to even consider.

With each passing day, Alex's anxiety intensified. The weight of his diaper discipline bore down on him like a chain around his chest, making it difficult to breathe. The final day approached, and with it, the dreaded sports lesson.


3 – Looming adversity

All week, he had managed to keep his secret hidden at school, but the upcoming sports lesson threatened to expose him completely. There was no way he could hide the bulk of his diaper under the thin fabric of his rather short sports uniform.

"Alex! Breakfast is ready!" Mrs. Smith called from downstairs, her voice a mixture of sweetness and authority that only served to remind him of her role in his current predicament, "Come downstairs for breakfast, we still have to get you changed before school."

Dragging himself out of bed, Alex looked at himself in the mirror, taking in the sight of his diapered frame. A wave of anger and frustration washed over him, and he couldn't help but let out a scream of distress.

"NO!" Alex shouted, his voice cracking from the strain of his emotions. "I can't do this anymore! I can't go to school like this!"

"Enough!" Mr. Smith roared, silencing Alex instantly. "You brought this upon yourself, remember? Now, come downstairs and eat your breakfast. We'll discuss this further after."

Reluctantly, Alex followed Mr. Smith downstairs, his heart pounding with every step. As they sat down for breakfast, Alex's mind raced with thoughts about his impending exposure at school. What if his classmates saw the outline of his diaper beneath his gymnastics suit? What if they laughed at him, teased him, or worse?

"Alex, are you alright?" Mrs. Smith asked, her voice dripping with feigned concern.

"Y-yeah," Alex stammered, trying to force a smile. "Just worried about the sports lesson today."

Mrs. Smith patted his hand reassuringly. "I'm sure you'll do fine, dear. Just remember, it's only one more day of diaper discipline. After that, things will go back to normal."

"Normal," Alex thought bitterly as he picked at his breakfast. But there was no turning back now. He had to face the sports lesson and find a way to keep his secret hidden, regardless of the odds stacked against him.


4 – Doomed

During breakfast, Mr. and Mrs. Smith exchanged a knowing glance. They were aware of his anxiety and fear of the sport lesson, but since the beginning, they had every intention of making it impossible for him to hide his diapered state until the end of his punishment week.

As Alex finished clearing the dishes, he was summoned into the living room where Mr. and Mrs. Smith awaited him with a stern expression on their faces.

"Alex, we understand you are concerned about your sports lesson today," Mr. Smith began, his voice cold and unforgiving. "But we want to make sure you understand the consequences of your dangerous decisions. Therefore, we have decided that there will be no chance for you to hide your diapers today."

"Wh-what do you mean?" Alex stammered, his heart pounding in his chest.

Mr. Smith stood up, holding the wooden hairbrush in his hand. "In addition to your diapers, I will give you a thorough spanking on your upper thighs, ensuring that visible marks will remain throughout your lessons."

"No, please!" Alex cried, tears streaming down his face. "You can't do this to me!"

"Silence!" Mrs. Smith barked, grabbing Alex by the arm and forcing him over Mr. Smith's knee. "You brought this upon yourself, and you will endure the consequences like the disobedient young man you are."

"Please, I-I'm sorry," Alex sobbed, his mind racing with panic as he lay across Mr. Smith's lap, his thin pajama bottoms doing little to protect him from the impending punishment.

"Count each spank aloud," Mr. Smith commanded, his voice cold and unyielding.

With a sharp crack, the hairbrush connected with Alex's upper thigh, sending a wave of searing pain through his body. "One!" he gasped, tears streaming down his face as he struggled to maintain control.

"Two!" he cried out when the hairbrush struck again, each blow landing with precision and force on his tender flesh. His mind filled with images of himself in the sports lesson, the marks from the spanking clearly visible beneath shorts of his sport uniform, exposed for all to see.

"Three! Four! Five!" Alex choked out through sobs, the pain intensifying with each spank. He knew that by the end of this punishment, there would be no hiding the marks left on his thighs.

As Mr. Smith continued the relentless spanking, taking great delight in Alex's suffering, his thoughts were consumed with dread and humiliation. How could he possibly endure the upcoming sports lesson with these marks on full display? The cruel reality of his situation was overwhelming, and he couldn't help but feel utterly defeated.

After 10 hard smacks, the spanking stopped, and Alex was instructed to stand up.

"Come along, Alex," Mrs. Smith called from upstairs. "Time for your diaper change and to get ready for school."

Forcing back tears, Alex took a deep breath and shuffled up the stairs to face his foster mother. As he entered his bedroom, his heart sank at the sight of her standing by the changing pad with an array of diapers laid out before her. Each one thicker than the last, each one symbolizing his loss of control.

"Your foster father and I have decided that you're going to wear these today," she stated coldly, her voice devoid of any warmth or sympathy.

Alex's eyes widened in horror. "What? All of them?"

Mrs. Smith's tone remained firm as she calmly explained, "Yes, all three, my dear. There will be no point in trying to hide them under your school uniform. Everyone will see."

Desperate now, Alex pleaded with her, "Please, Mom, don't make me wear those." His voice trembled with fear and embarrassment.

But Mrs. Smith was unyielding. "Alex, don't fight me. Don't make me add more redness to your soon exposed tights. And you certainly don't want another spanking on that deeply bruised bottom of yours. The decision has been made; you will wear these diapers to school today." She snapped, grabbing him by the arm and guiding him over to the table. "You brought this on yourself."

As she fastened the first diaper snugly around his waist, Alex felt a crushing weight settle over him - both physically and emotionally. With each additional layer added, his sense of shame grew, the bulky padding between his legs serving as a constant reminder of his current predicament.

"Stand up," Mrs. Smith commanded once the third diaper was in place. Alex obeyed, wincing at the uncomfortable bulk that now encased his lower half. The thick layers forced his legs apart, making it impossible to walk without a pronounced waddle.

"Off you go," Mrs. Smith said coldly, watching as Alex struggled to pull on his pants over the massive diaper bulge. "Don't forget your backpack."

Feeling utterly defeated, Alex grabbed his backpack and trudged out the door, his mind racing with anxiety about how he would survive the day ahead. As he walked to school, the loud crinkling noise emanating from his triple thick diapers seemed to be a cruel soundtrack to his misery.


5 – Enemy territory

Alex's heart raced as he walked down the dimly lit school hallway, his triple thick diapered bottom waddling behind him. The crinkling of his diapers echoed through the corridor, taunting him with every step. He could feel the weight of his situation growing heavier, the pressure bearing down on him like a thousand-pound burden.

"Hey, Alex!" shouted Tom, one of his classmates, as he rounded the corner and caught sight of him. "Wait up!"

"Can't, I'm late for class," Alex lied, quickening his pace as he tried to put some distance between himself and his overly observant friend. But even at full speed, his swollen, diapered bottom made it impossible to walk normally.

"Um, okay then. See you later!" Tom called after him, clearly puzzled by Alex's strange behavior.

As Alex reached his locker, his mind raced through all the possible ways he could hide his embarrassing secret. Maybe if he tied his sweatshirt around his waist, it would provide enough coverage to mask the bulk of his diapers. Or perhaps if he slouched in his chair, it would draw less attention to his lower half. Desperate for any solution, Alex grabbed his sweatshirt and wrapped it carefully around his waist before heading to his first class.

"Good morning, class," Miss Jenkins greeted her students as they filed into the room. Her stern gaze quickly scanned the crowd, landing on Alex as he awkwardly took his seat at the back of the classroom.

"Mr. Smith, is there a reason you're wearing your sweatshirt like that?" she questioned, her voice dripping with disapproval.

"Uh, no, Miss Jenkins. I, uh... just felt like it," Alex stammered, his cheeks burning with humiliation as the entire class turned to stare at him.

"Very well. But next time, please dress appropriately for the classroom," she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Throughout the morning, Alex tried his best to navigate the challenges of wearing triple thick diapers at school. He kept his legs tightly clenched together under his desk and squeezed himself into tight spaces in an attempt to keep others from noticing his diapered state. But with every movement came a chorus of crinkling that seemed to mock his futile efforts.

During break, Alex retreated to the furthest corner of the schoolyard, hoping to avoid any prying eyes. As he sat there, his mind raced with thoughts of what would happen if he was found out – the teasing, the laughter, the endless humiliation.

"Hey, Alex! Come play soccer with us!" shouted one of his friends from across the yard. Panicking, Alex shook his head vigorously, unable to come up with an excuse on the spot.

"Sorry, guys, I… I can't right now!" he yelled back, trying to make his voice sound as confident as possible.

"Aw, come on, man!" his friend persisted, clearly disappointed. But Alex remained firm in his refusal, terrified of the potential consequences of participating in such a high-risk activity.

As the day wore on, it became painfully clear that despite his most creative efforts, there was no way for Alex to fully hide his shameful secret. With each passing hour, the weight of his triple thick diapers seemed to grow heavier, the burden of his predicament more inescapable than ever before.


6 – Obviousness

The school bell rang, signaling the end of another class. Alex's heart pounded in his chest as he glanced at the clock on the wall – there was just 35 minutes before his dreaded sports lesson. He could feel the sweat forming on his brow, a combination of nerves and the sweltering heat trapped within his triple thick diapers.

"Hey, Alex, are you okay?" asked one of his classmates, noticing his distress. "You've been acting weird all day."

"Y-yeah, I'm fine," Alex stammered, forcing a smile onto his face. "Just a bit tired, that's all."

"Alright then," the classmate replied, giving him a concerned look before walking away.

As soon as the coast was clear, Alex slipped out of the classroom and made his way towards the changing rooms, hoping to avoid any further questioning. His mind raced with anxiety as he thought about the upcoming sports lesson, and the ever-present fear of being discovered weighed heavily on his shoulders.

As he entered the still deserted changing room, Alex sighed with relief. It appeared that he had managed to arrive before anyone else, giving him ample time to change into his gym uniform without prying eyes.

Carefully, Alex began to undress, wincing at every crinkle of his diapers as he removed his regular school uniform. As he stood there, clad only in the bulky garments, he couldn't help but feel a sense of despair wash over him. There was no denying it – the triple thick diapers were incredibly noticeable, even more so when paired with the thin fabric of the sport uniform.

Taking a deep breath, Alex attempted to pull the gym shorts up over his diapered bottom. But the task proved to be much more difficult than he had anticipated. The elastic waistband seemed to catch on every inch of padding, causing the shorts to bunch up and cling to the diapers in an incredibly unflattering manner.

"Come on, come on," Alex muttered under his breath, his frustration mounting as he struggled to smooth out the fabric. He knew that time was running out, and the longer it took him to change, the higher the risk of someone walking in on him became.

Finally, after several agonizing minutes, Alex managed to get the sports uniform to sit somewhat more naturally over his diapers. But as he looked at himself in the mirror, a wave of despair crashed over him once more. It was painfully obvious that something was amiss – the bulging outline of the triple thick diapers was impossible to ignore, even when concealed somehow beneath the gym clothes.

"Please, please don't let anyone notice," Alex whispered to himself, his eyes filling with tears as he contemplated the humiliation that lay ahead. As he stood there, trembling with fear and anxiety, he couldn't help but wonder how much more of this punishment he could possibly endure.

With a deep, shaky breath, Alex stepped out of the changing room and heads to the gymnasium. His eyes darted around nervously, scanning the faces of his classmates as they began to trickle in for the sports lesson. The triple thick diapers beneath his gym dress were impossible to ignore – not only was the enormous bulge clearly visible, but the diaper leak guards peeked out from underneath the hem like taunting little flags.


7 – Everybody knows

"Hey, Alex," called Sarah, her voice echoing across the room. "What's up with your outfit? You look... different."

"Uh, it's nothing," Alex stammered, trying to force a casual smile. "Just something I have to wear for a little while."

"Is that some kind of padding?" another classmate chimed in, squinting at Alex's lower half.

"Y-yeah, sort of," Alex mumbled, feeling the heat rise to his cheeks. He tried to laugh it off, but his voice cracked halfway through, betraying his deep embarrassment.

The sports lesson began, and Alex tried his best to focus on the activities at hand. But as he moved through each exercise, he couldn't help but feel the weight of the triple thick diapers, both physically and mentally.

His classmates laughed behind his back. Soon the whole room seems laughing at him, and he felt every pair of eyes on his back as a slight brush of wind on his skin. It seemed as if they were all staring at the padded diaper wrapped around his hips, with all of its soft fluffiness mocking him and his childishness.

Every time he bent over or jumped, the bulge would shift and crinkle loudly, drawing more unwanted attention. He could practically feel the judgmental stares of his classmates.

"Nice diaper, baby," one of the boys sneered during a brief lull in the activities. "You gonna need a diaper check after class?"

"Oh look," another chimed in, pointing to Alex's tights. "Someone must have gotten a good spanking lately."

"Shut up!" Alex snapped in despair, his face tight with humiliation as tears streamed down his cheeks while the shrill laughter of his peers filled the air.

He felt smaller and more helpless than he ever had before – and he knew that he would never be able to forget the humiliation of this day as long as he lived.


8 – Shame

The class continued, with students rotating through various stations. Each activity seemed deliberately designed to amplify Alex's discomfort: balance beams that forced him to walk awkwardly, trampoline jumps that sent shudders through his thickly diapered bottom, and gymnastic rings that left him dangling helplessly in front of his peers.

Throughout it all, the girls Alex had once dreamed of impressing now pointedly avoided him, their faces twisted with disdain or amusement. He could hear snippets of their cruel whispers as they passed by:

"Can you believe he's actually wearing diapers?"

"Ugh, I wouldn't want to touch him with a ten-foot pole - I heard his parents spank him too."

"Maybe he really is just a big baby."

Alex's heart ached as the cruel words stabbed at his self-esteem. And as much as he wanted to scream in frustration and anger, he knew that doing so would only make things worse. So, he swallowed his pride, clenched his fists, and did his best to endure the torment, counting down the minutes until he could escape this living nightmare.

As Alex's teacher, Miss Jenkins, announced the next activity, Alex’s felt desperate: partner balance exercises. The students were instructed to pair up and perform a series of balancing poses together. Alex's heart sank as he realized that this would involve close physical contact with one of his classmates. To make matters worse, Sarah, his crush, the girl he had so desperately wanted to impress, approached him hesitantly.

"Looks like we're partners, Alex," she said, trying to hide her discomfort. "Let's just get this over with."

Alex's face burned with shame as they began the exercises. They started with a simple pose, standing side by side and holding hands while lifting their outer legs to form a straight line. Despite the thick layers of diapers around his waist, Alex tried his best to maintain his balance and not draw any more attention to himself.

"Keep your leg straight, Alex," Sarah whispered through gritted teeth, clearly unhappy with their situation.

"Sorry," Alex murmured, his voice barely audible.

Sarah's frustration only continued to rise as she prepared for the next pose. The discomfort and shame radiated through Alex as they both knew what was coming next. "Just get it over with," Sarah hissed impatiently at him, her beautiful face contorting with annoyance.

Alex obediently got on all fours, his body forming a perfect angle with his diapered bottom exposed high in the air.

Sarah stood between his spread legs, her back facing him. Alex could feel her perfect booty pressing on his diapered bum, as she bends down to place her hands beside his own feet.

With a calculated movement, she placed herself onto Alex's padded bum, her hips pressing against the thick layers of diaper fabric.

Alex could not believe how close Sarah's beautifully formed hips were to his own body. He could feel the warmth of her crotch radiating through her tight spandex gym dress. Her pussy, the object of his desire so painfully close yet impossibly far away.

"Can you please try not to shake so hard?" Sarah barked, struggling to maintain her poise on top of Alex's squirming body.

"I'm sorry," Alex stammered, struggling to hold her up without making her uncomfortable.

It took a while, until Alex and Sarah noticed that all the other student's eyes were fixated on them, all whispering and giggling.

"Look at that! He's practically grinding on her with his diapers! Hey, Alex, leave some girls for us," The class erupted into laughter, their taunts and jeers echoing off the walls. Alex's face burned with humiliation as he turned to see the entire room staring at his padded bum.

And then, the inevitable happened. It started with a muffled sound, escaping from his diapered area, a telltale sign that he couldn't hold it any longer. The room exploded with laughter once again, fueling Alex's shame and exposure even more.

In that moment, all of Alex's pent-up fear and anxiety from the past week came rushing out like a tidal wave. The sound of his release was like a raging river, sweeping away any shred of dignity or pride he had left. He felt the soft fabric of his diaper swell, as his bladder emptied into his diaper, resigning himself to the warm and humiliating embrace of its contents.

Sarah's eyes widened in horror as she realized what had just happened, and she quickly pushed herself away from him.

The room was filled with an uncomfortable hush that soon gave way to a collective snicker of disbelief.

"Ugh! Did you just piss yourself? That's disgusting!" Sarah cried out, wiping her hands on her gym shorts. "You really are just a baby, desperately needing diapers!"

With tears streaming freely down his face, Alex fled the scene, seeking refuge in the gymnastics equipment room. He huddled in a corner, hidden by stacks of mats and balance beams. His body shook with sobs as the weight of his humiliation bore down on him. He couldn't believe that he had reached this low point – mocked, rejected, and abandoned by everyone he had once hoped to impress.


9 – Utterly humiliated

After the lesson, Miss Jenkins found Alex hidden away in the gymnastics equipment room. He refused to leave, determined not to face the cruel laughter of his classmates again. She called Mrs. Smith to pick him up, recognizing that sending him back to class would only further his humiliation.

"Mrs. Smith," Miss Jenkins informed her over the phone, "You need to come and pick up Alex. There has been an... incident."

"Of course, I'll be right there," Mrs. Smith replied, her voice syrupy sweet but with a hint of satisfaction at the news.

When Mrs. Smith arrived at the school, she found Alex still cowering among the equipment. He looked up at her with red-rimmed eyes, the tears still streaming down his face.

"Come on, sweetheart," she said gently, offering him her hand. "Let's get you home."

Reluctantly, Alex took her hand and allowed her to lead him out of the school building. The other students stared as he walked by, his diapered bottom protruding under his gym suit. He avoided their gazes, focusing on the floor instead.

Once they were in the car, Mrs. Smith turned to Alex with a look of concern on her face. "What happened, dear?" she asked, knowing full well the extent of the humiliation he had experienced.

"I-I can't talk about it," Alex whispered, barely audible as he continued to cry softly. Mrs. Smith patted his hand soothingly, though her eyes betrayed a cruel satisfaction in his misery.

"Alright, we don't have to talk about it now," she said gently. "But just know that I'm here for you, okay?"

Alex nodded silently, unable to shake the feeling that Mrs. Smith was anything but genuine in her concern for him. Her part in subjecting him to this punishment loomed large in his mind, and he couldn't help but resent her for it.

As they drove home, Alex stared out the window, still crying. He couldn't stop replaying the events of the day in his head – the laughter, the pointing, and Sarah's horrified reaction to his accident. The shame weighed heavily on him, suffocating any hope that he might ever recover from this ordeal.

"Everything will be alright, dear," Mrs. Smith said soothingly as she patted his leg again. "We'll get you cleaned up and into bed, and tomorrow is a new day."

"Thank you, Mrs. Smith," Alex mumbled through his tears, though he doubted that anything could ever truly make things right again. The cruelty of her actions had done too much damage, and he knew that the memory of this day would haunt him for a long time to come.


9 – Tucked in

Upon arriving home, Mrs. Smith guided Alex through the front door and into the house, her arm wrapped around his shoulders as she supported his trembling form. She led him upstairs to his bedroom, seeming to take on the role of a caring mother, despite her past cruel intentions.

"Alright, dear," Mrs. Smith said gently, closing the bedroom door behind them. "Let's get you out of these gym clothes and cleaned up."

Alex stood there, tears still streaming down his face, as Mrs. Smith carefully removed his gym suit and soiled triple-layered diapers. As she did this, he couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of gratitude for her assistance, even though it was her actions that had caused his humiliation in the first place.

"Up you go," Mrs. Smith said softly, helping Alex onto the changing pad lying on his desk. She wiped away the pee from his diaper area with practiced efficiency, her hands cool and efficient against his burning skin. The scent of baby powder filled the air as she applied it liberally, further emphasizing the infantile nature of this scene.

"Almost done, sweetie," she cooed, fastening the final tape of the fresh diaper snugly around his waist. Despite the motherly tone in her voice, Alex noticed the glint of cold satisfaction in her eyes. He knew she took pleasure in his suffering, and this realization only intensified his feelings of despair.

"Okay, let's get you tucked into bed," Mrs. Smith said, guiding him over to the neatly made bed that awaited him. She pulled back the covers, revealing the soft sheets beneath. Her hands were gentle as she helped him under the covers and then carefully pulled them up to his chin.

"Mrs. Smith?" Alex choked out, his voice barely audible through his sobs. "Why are you doing this to me?"

"Sometimes, Alex, lessons need to be learned the hard way," she replied, her voice still gentle but with an underlying harshness that sent shivers down his spine. "And sometimes, we need to be reminded of our place."

She leaned in closer, her face mere inches from his as she whispered, "You will never forget this lesson, Alex. You will carry it with you for the rest of your life."

With those chilling words, Mrs. Smith straightened up and stepped away from the bed. She looked down at the broken young man before her, a cruel smile playing at the edges of her lips as she watched him sob into his pillow.

Despite the inviting daylight outside, Mrs. Smith strode over to the curtains and pulled them shut with a sharp yank, plunging the room into a dusky half-light. She turned back to Alex, who lay on the bed, his tear-streaked face red and puffy from crying.

"Rest is important," she said, her voice a mixture of tenderness and malice, as she takes the undressed triple diapers in hand, preparing to leave. "You need a long nap, my dear."

As she approached him, Alex couldn't help but feel a wave of dread wash over him. The woman who had so cruelly orchestrated his humiliation also seemed to be offering him comfort in this moment. It was a paradox that both terrified and bewildered him.

"Mrs. Smith, please... I don't want triple diapers anymore," he pleaded, his voice barely more than a whisper as he looked at the used triple diapers in her hands.

"Of course, you do, sweetie," she replied, her tone dripping with false sympathy. "And the ones here will serve as a reminder of what you've been through today. You wouldn't want to forget the lesson we've taught you, would you?"

Mrs. Smith expertly folds the soiled diapers together to one thick bundle of used diapers. Alex flinched in his bed as she leaned down to him, casting a long shadow of fear.

"Come now, dear. I need you to lift your head for me," Mrs. Smith says in a gentle but firm voice.

Alex hesitantly obeys, his eyes filled with fear and mistrust.

"There, there. Let me just tuck these under your head." Mrs. Smith states matter-of-factly as she places the bundle of used diapers beneath Alex's head as a makeshift pillow.

"No, please, Mrs. Smith. Don't do this," Alex pleads as he starts to shake uncontrollably.

"It's for your own good, my boy. Trust me," Mrs. Smith replies with a sinister smile, "This will help to keep the memory of this day fresh in your mind."

Alex’s skin crawls at the thought of being so close to these soiled diapers. As Mrs. Smith gently pushed his head down into the soft feeling of diaper fabric, the smell of his own shame starts to fill the air, like a noxious gas that clings to his nostrils and skin and chokes him with its acrid stench.

He couldn't believe that this woman, who had just helped him change out of his gym clothes and into fresh diapers, could still find it in herself to punish him further.

"Sleep tight, Alex," Mrs. Smith said, patting his head gently before turning away and walking towards the door. As she reached for the handle, she paused and looked back at him, a sinister smile playing on her lips. "And remember, every choice you make has consequences. You've learned that the hard way this week."

With that final chilling reminder, she closed the door behind her, leaving Alex alone in the dimly lit room. As he lay there, his head resting on the humiliating pillow, he couldn't help but be consumed by a whirlwind of emotions – fear, sadness, anger, and above all, a deep sense of humiliation that seemed to permeate every fiber of his being.

He knew that, even after this nightmare week came to an end, the memories would haunt him for a long time to come. The lessons he had learned at the merciless hands of Mr. and Mrs. Smith would leave a lasting mark on his soul, forever changing the person he once was.


I hope you enjoyed!
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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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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)

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)

This book
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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