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Brainwashed by a Billionaire



 




Chapter -0-




An headache. Such an enormous headache. Lily blinked her eyes against the bright lights, she moaned. The misty dizziness slowly pulled away from her thoughts. The sleep ebbed away and she wanted to stretch out. She couldn’t move. Strapped. Nude. Her legs attached to metal stirrups spread wide apart, anyone walking in could see right into her pussy. She pulled on her legs, but she didn’t manage to free herself. Her hands secured, and in her mouth a gag.



Next to her stood a kitchen timer. Three hours and twenty four minutes. The seconds counted down, a minute less, another minute less. It fascinated her and scared her at the same time. Would she die at zero, or would someone enter the room, or...



What was the meaning of all this? The lamp kept on blinding her, bright light shining full on her naked body, on her exposed breasts, on her pussy and into her eyes. She closed her eyes for a moment and tried to remember how she’d ended up here.



 




Chapter -1-




Lily walked next to the ramp towards the highway. Cars rushing past her. It rained. Her habit was totally soaked and wet. Her socks muddy and slipped down. The plants at the side of the road scratched her legs.



Another car whizzed past, it scared her. Maybe she should walk on the other side of the guardrail, on the save side, but would the cars then still understand she was trying to hitch a ride? So far no one had stopped, it was grizzly and misty, the cars drove through puddles, water splashed over her. It didn’t matter anymore, it was impossible to get any more soaked than she was right now.



She’d lost her coif. The red curls were sagged out of her hair and clung to her face. She paced forward. She searched her way through the shrubs in the bank, through the swampy mud, even if she didn’t manage to hitch a ride, she wanted to go as far away from the convent as she could before it became dark.



Over there was a petrol station, there she should be able to hitch a ride with someone, with a truck driver perhaps, trucks went faraway, abroad even. She walked towards the parking lot.



At least in the convent it was warm. She would be punished for sure, she would be punished gravely. After sister Felicia caught her getting a cookie it had escalated quickly. She didn’t like sister Felicia anyway, even years ago when she was still a little girl in the orphanage next to the convent she couldn’t stand sister Felicia, and even though now Lily had become a nun herself, her relationship with sister Felicia hadn’t improved one bit. It felt good hitting sister Felicia, that she had to admit, it felt so good giving her a slap across her face. Her fingers tingling with pain, the confused look in the eyes of that stupid nun felt as a victory. But off course hitting a fellow sister meant punishment, chores, cleaning toilets, getting a preach and a spanking from the Abbess. If she returned to the convent now, after running away on top of it, they would humiliate her completely. No, she could stand a bit of cold, a bit of rain, no one was ever killed by that, besides the petrol station was getting closer anyway.



She walked across the parking lot, empty parked cars and trucks. Maybe she should just hide in the back of a truck. She looked up at the cargo space, how on earth would one open the tailgate?



Over there a man walked to his truck. She ran towards him.



‘Excuse me sir,’ she yelled, ‘where are you going? Can I come with?’



He ignored her and got into his truck. That’s how it stayed all afternoon. Some people were more polite than others, some looked at her and told her to go back tot the convent, that she would get sick in the cold, but no one wanted to give her a ride.



She tried to get some warm coffee in the little petrol store, but since she wasn’t allowed to have money, she couldn’t pay and she was chased away out of the store. In the end she just took a little break on the bench near the toilets, it provided barely any shelter.



In a moment she would have to start walking again, she had to, it was the only option. Or would she spend the night here? No, she wasn’t far enough yet, they would find her easily if she stayed here. First she needed a little break though. She wrapped her hands around her knees and stared at the meadows, the barley made waves in the rain. Maybe it’ll stopped raining soon. She could wait a few moments until it stopped raining.



‘Are you waiting for someone, dear?’ A lady was standing in front of her, a stately old lady. No, she wasn’t really that old, her clothes just made her seem that way, a big black coat, her dark hair put up in a tight bun, and two round white pearls in her earlobes.



Lily shook her head. ‘Not really,’ she said. ‘I’m waiting till the weather dries and my feet can walk again.’



‘But you’re soaked, love, wet and cold, you might catch something, are you here all by yourself?’ The lady looked around searching for other nuns perhaps. Well Lily had to go anyway, with a sigh she pressed herself up from the little bench. Her feet tingling with tiredness, for a moment the world turned black, she hadn’t eaten anything all day, she had to eat something really soon now.



The lady grabbed her arm and looked at her questioningly. ‘Are you alright?’ She asked.



Lily pulled herself away and the lady loosened her grip.



‘I have to go,’ Lily said.



‘Where are you going?’ The lady asked. ‘Do you need a ride?’



‘For real?’ Lily asked, a new whiff of hope. ‘Are you serious?’



The lady nodded. She pointed across the parking lot. ‘That’s my car,’ she said. ‘I need to use the toilets first, but you can tell the driver Momma Elvi said you could hitch along.’



She didn’t point to a car, she pointed at a long black limousine that was parked over there, a limousine with blinded windows.



‘Really?’ Lily asked.



The lady chuckled. ‘For real.’ She said. ‘Or if your a little shy you can wait here and we’ll walk over there together.’



Lily shivered in her cold habit. Of course she wasn’t shy. What was that lady thinking? A limousine. Wow! She would hitch a ride in a limousine. She got a happy floaty feeling in her stomach, her tired feet were instantly forgotten and she walked over to the car. She knocked on the window and the darkened glass slid away, with a buzz it disappeared into the door. Behind the wheel was a bald man, he was big and muscled and he had a tattoo in the back of his neck that popped up above his collar. She couldn’t see what the tattoo was picturing. She looked at her own feet and with her toe she made a little dent into the grass.



The man gave her a stern look. ‘What do you want?’ He asked.



‘I eh...that lady told me I could ride along with you, that I... that I had to say that Momma Elvi was okay with it and that you would be okay with it also.’



He kept looking at her. Lily smiled apologetically. She had goosebumps and her chest kept on trembling, her teeth chattering. The driver looked past her and seemed to study the petrol station.



‘Where are the others?’ He asked. ‘The other nuns?



Lily bit her lip and shrugged. What kind of answer did he expect?



‘You wait here,’ he said, ‘when she comes back I will discus it with miss Elvira.’ He said somewhat more friendly. He fidgeted with the car radio and turned on a different song, the car window remained open but he didn’t pay Lily anymore attention.



She wrapped herself with her own arms and tried to rub herself warm, she hopped from one foot onto another and stared in the direction of the toilets. The elegant lady came out and her black coat danced amongst her knees, her graceful steps, her heels tapping on the asphalt, she looked like a model on a catwalk or something. Lily waved. The driver got out and opened the car door for the laby.



‘This girl says she can hitch a ride with you?’ He made a halfhearted gesture towards Lily.



‘That’s correct,’ The beautiful lady said.



The man kept silent. His face scrunched up disapprovingly, wrinkles on his nose and in between his eyebrows.



‘Come on Marc, look at how she’s dressed, don’t you recognize her habit? This is probably that Lily they’d talked about this afternoon, aren’t you dear?’



The lady gave her a friendly look. Lily stared at her face and hesitantly shook her head. She wanted to ride in the limousine badly. She had imagined vividly how they would drive off and how it would be all warm inside, but if meant she would be returned to the convent well never mind then. ‘No’ she said reluctantly.



The lady laughed. She wrapped her arm around Lily and caressed her shoulder. ‘Don’t be afraid, dear, I won’t give you away. We are just going for a little drive together, get in the car.’



Lily still wasn’t sure whether she trusted the woman. I could still be a trick, as soon as she got in the car they could turn around and return her anyway.



‘Never mind,’ she said. She walked away from the car. In a moment she would start running, just a few paces backwards and then... The lady grabbed her, her fingers clasped Lily’s wrist, slim fingers with bright red nails.



‘Get in, love.’ The lady said. She said love, but it didn’t sound sweet at all, she sounded strict and dominant. Lily stared at the hand surrounding her wrist, she tried to free herself, she couldn’t so she ended up getting into the limousine anyway. She stepped onto the soft lush carpet, her wet shoes sank away completely, a white leather couch all around the sides and the back.



The lady pointed Lily a place to sit. She herself took a seat in the corner, she took her high heels of and pointed her feet in shiny nylons forwards, she flexed and pointed her toes a few times.



‘There,’ she said. ‘Isn’t that pure dumb luck that we ran into you? You’re Lily I assume, you’re slightly younger than I’d expected. The way I heard the other nuns gossiping about you I thought you would be way older.’



‘I’m twenty six,’ Lily said.



‘Are you now?’ The lady lifted her eyebrows and subjected Lily to a stern inspection. She bend over to her and brushed away a strand of wet hair from her face, she picked up one of Lily’s arms and her eyes darted inquisitively over her body and her wet habit.



Lily got uncomfortable because of her intrusive eyes. She pulled herself free and slided away from the lady.



‘Twenty Six, you say?’ The lady asked.



‘I know, I know. I look like nineteen or something, just because I’ve a petite figure people always assume I’m younger than I actually am. But I’ve been a nun now for almost eight years, I did my vows an everything.’ Lily kept silent for a while, she listened to the humming of the car, their speed increased as they drove onto the highway.



‘Are you going to return me?’ Lily asked



‘Do you want to be returned?’ The Lady asked.



‘No. Not at all.’



‘That’s what I thought.’ The lady said. ‘I agree completely, I wouldn’t want to live there either.’



Lily shook her head.



The lady opened her handbag, she seemed to search something, she kept on rumbling through her stuff. She got a lipstick out, a little embroidered wallet, a bunch of papers, some leaflets from the convent and information about the attached orphanage.



‘Damn it,’ the lady said. She got up from the couch and walked to the front of the limousine. With her ring she tapped on the glass between them and the chauffeur.



‘Marc, would you happen to have eh... you know... for you know what.’ The lady whispered and kept half an eye on Lily. It was clear Lily wasn’t allowed to hear what they were talking about. She grabbed one of the brochures from the orphanage. A stupid clear sky, with dancing children in an meadow. Lily flipped through it, there were pictures everywhere a pretty girl holding a brand new doll. Never in her entire life she had seen a brand new doll in the orphanage. Not in the time when she was a little orphan herself, and neither after she’d turned eighteen and became a nun and caregiver herself. All the dolls had broken eyes, missing arms, a face full of marker and tangled hairs. The brochure was just fake, really fake.



‘Not even in the dashboard cabinet?’ The lady asked.



‘Why would I keep something like that in my dashboard? You told me this would be an orientation trip, if I’d known there was risk involved I would’ve asked for more money.’



‘Whatever,’ the Lady said. ‘I’ll pay more if you like, but there’s no risk involved whatsoever, so don’t be a whiner.’ She rolled her eyes and then she came back and went through her bag one more time. One by one she put the lipstick and the leaflets back. Plunged in thought she stared forward.



Lily handed her the brochure she was still holding and absent minded the lady put it away also.



‘Are you thinking about adoption?’ Lily asked.



‘What? O no, dear, not at all. I was just doing some charity and trying to make friends with some nuns.’



‘O,’ Lily said. When she was still a little orphan she often fantasized about being adopted by a wealthy lady like this. She would have expensive clothes and pearl earrings, and she would go to school in a limousine. How jealous sister Felicia would be. Ha. Well she was way to old to be adopted now anyway, she chuckled. And nuns couldn’t be materialistic or you would get a good spanking from the Abbess.



Lily wondered where she would sleep tonight, she didn’t have a place to go. She didn’t want to go back to the convent ever again, it was stupid idea becoming a nun anyway. When she'd turned eighteen she just didn’t now what else to do, becoming a nun herself and caring for the other orphans meant she could stay at the convent, have food and shelter and her friends close by. But now she was twenty six and being a nun was mostly boring, it wasn’t what she wanted to do with her life.



She sighed and looked out the window, the highway passing by. She needed a job, a place to stay, something else to wear.



‘I will get a job.’ She said.



‘That’s fine dear.’ The lady mumbled absent minded. ‘There must be something.’ She clacked her tong. ‘Not even a little pill against travel sickness for God’s sake.’



It was weird hearing the lady cuss. It didn’t fit her. She was such a neat gracious woman, expressions like ‘for God’s sake’ just didn’t match her elegant red lips. Lily chuckled.



The lady leaned forward and grabbed a little bottle of orange juice from the fridge and unscrewed the top. She took a sip. ‘Do you want something to dri -’ she interrupted herself, snapped her fingers and pointed towards Lily. ‘Alcohol.’ The lady said. ‘Ha!’



She reached into the cabinet and got out a little green bottle. It was smaller than her hand and it had a yellow etiquette. ‘Jameson,’ it read. The lady opened the bottle and handed it to Lily.



‘Drink.’ She said.



Lily hesitated. It had a terrible stench and made her tear up. Slowly she took a sip, it was so strong it made her quiver.



‘Whiskey will make you warm again.’ The lady said.



‘If we drink alcohol we get punished,’ Lily told the woman. ‘Sister Andrea brought a bottle of wine into the dormitories once, but we all got spanked pretty badly.’



‘Good thing you ran away,’ the lady winked at her. ‘I’m not going to spank you for drinking some alcohol, love. Would you rather have wine, or something sweet like vodka cranberry?’



Lily shrugged.



‘Let’s taste them all.’ The lady patted her shoulder. ‘Like a little game, we open them all, and you get to taste them all so you know what you like, fuck those nuns back there, right?’



‘Right,’ Lily said. She felt all giddy and mischievous. She took little sips and in the end she choose a bottle of red Bacardi. It was sweet and it reminded her of lemonade. She drank it all and after a while she felt light headed, she couldn’t stop giggling anymore. All her reserves had faded away, no shyness, no doubt, no fears about were she would sleep tonight. She talked cheerfully with the lady. She told her everything. Growing up in the orphanage, why she’d chosen to become a nun when she turned eighteen, how she hated sister Felicia and how she finally had the guts to stand up to her.



After she’d finished the red Bacardi she went over onto the green one. It was slightly more sour.



‘So now I’ve ran away, with no place to go,’ she said shrugging. ‘I’m never going back, that’s for sure. I’ll get a job and maybe live in an apartment building or something.’ She giggled again.



‘You can stay at my place.’ The lady said.



‘Where do you live?’



‘On my own estate of course.’ She answered. ‘A few hours from here.’



‘A few hours still?’ Lily asked, she thought they had been driving such a long time already. ‘Good. A few hours is good. I want to get far away from the convent. Far away. Far. Far. Far.’ It was funny, the word far just felt funny to say, her mouth made funny movements, she pointed forward into the direction they were heading. ‘I want to go far away.’ She said.



‘Well we are,’ the lady said, ‘Trust me, in the end the convent will seem like a different live, a dream, a fever dream, or maybe you’ll forget about it completely. Finish your drink.’



With her ring the lady tapped against the little bit of green Bacardi that was left. Lily gulped it all down. Her cheeks started to get numb, some dull tingling feeling, and whenever she moved her head too quickly it seemed as though the world was lagging and didn’t follow her. Lily poked into her own cheek and leaned backwards into the leather couch.



‘I don’t have any money though,’ she said. ‘You know if I’m going to stay with you, I can’t pay you.’



‘You don’t have to dear. You can just work for me.’



‘What would I have to do?’ Lily asked.



‘Well I’m a wealthy business woman, but it can be lonely at the top. I feel alone sometimes, so I need someone to keep me company. Basically your job would be to keep me company.’



‘I could do that,’ Lily said.



The lady nodded. ‘I think so too,’ she said. ‘Here, take a look at this contract and sign.’ She handed Lily a big pile of complicated looking papers. Lily tried to read them but the letters were all fuzzy and dancing. The words she did manage to decipher were all complicated legal terms. She pretended to look it all over, then she signed on the dotted line. Wasn’t she the luckiest woman in the world. One moment she was a run away nun with no money and no place to go, the next moment she had a job working for a busy billionaire and all she had to do was keep her company.



‘Let’s toast to that.’ The lady said while opening up a bottle of sparkly white wine.



Lily took a sip. The bubbles numbing her tongue. ‘You’re pretty,’ she said looking at her new boss, ‘with nice cheeks and clothes and nice earrings, can I touch your earrings?’



She didn’t know why she had asked that, and giggled. It was probably a weird question, but it didn’t matter, nothing mattered anymore. The world was perfect and she felt great.



‘Come over here then.’ The lady said.



Lily walked towards her. Standing up was hard. She stumbled, the car wobbled. Her arms swinging through the air trying to find her balance, she pressed the palm of her hand against her head. The lady grabbed her waist and pulled her onto her lap.



‘Go ahead touch my earrings.’ The lady said, ‘but after that you’ll drink some whiskey, promised?’



Lily already reached her hand over to the white pearl, her index finger softly grazed the shiny shimmer. She carefully studied the pearl. White and glossy and at the same time it seemed to contain all colors in the world, like a rainbow, so pretty. It changed color whenever she moved. Lily didn’t want to move her head again, moving made her nauseous.



‘You move your head.’ She said to the lady.



‘No,’ the lady said, ‘it’s time to drink your whiskey like you’ve promised, and after that we’ll take care of those soggy wet clothes of yours.’



The lady put the bottle of Jameson against Lily’s lips and she poured it into her mouth, as if she was a little girl, being bottle fed. The taste wasn’t as sharp as she remembered from earlier, it was quite nice actually. The lady poured too much, too rapidly into Lily’s mouth. She coughed, she had to swallow quickly before the next gulp would come.



A floaty feeling in her head. Floaty and light. As if she could do anything, as if she was invincible, all of her skin was tingling, the woman caressed her tenderly, her fingers grazing over Lily’s arm. She had double vision, the corner of the window was in two places at once, even though she knew it was just the one corner. 



‘Your habit is all muddy and cold and wet, isn’t it better if we took it of?’ The lady said.



Lily turned her head to look at the lady, but that brisk movement made her nauseous, everything around her seemed to be spinning. Even before she had given an answer the lady had grabbed the seam of her habit and pulled it over her head. The wet fabric clung to her skin, her arms, her face. Cold and annoying.



‘It’s wet.’ Lily said.



‘That’s why we’re taking it off. So you won’t have to feel the wetness and the cold. We don’t want you to get ill.’



‘Yes.’ Lily said. ‘Take it off.’



‘Put your arms up, love,’ The lady said. She pulled the habit over Lily’s head, she undid her shoes, pulled her socks all the way down, and even her bra and panties had to go, because those were also wet and cold.



Lily sat on the floor. Somewhere in the fight with her wet clothes she ended up on the floor, the carpet was soft against her bare ass and in between her fingers. She giggled.



Normally she didn’t want to be nude, even when she needed to take a shower she preferred to keep her panties on, but right now she didn’t mind it that much.



The lady turned to the mini-bar once more. ‘What to feed you next?’ She asked. ‘You’re quite tipsy already, aren’t you? Nice rosy cheeks.’ With a fingertip she stroked Lily’s face. ‘Feels good doesn’t it, being drunk, a little euphoric?’



Lily didn’t know whether she felt euphoric or not, but she nodded. Feeling drunk was nice, she’d never been drunk before, whenever sister Andrea smuggled some wine into their dormitories, there was only enough for everyone to get a sip or two, right now she had way more than two sips, she had... she’d drunk...



‘How much did I drink?’ Lily asked.



‘Come over here.’ The lady said. She had taken of her big coat, underneath she was wearing a tight black dress, made from shiny silk, as if she was a movie star. She wrapped the coat around Lily. ‘Come sit next to me on the couch.’ She said. She patted on the leather and hoisted Lily up. She wrapped her arm around her and opened up a new bottle she then put against Lily’s lips. Lily drank compliantly. She didn’t talk as much anymore, she became more and more confused, dizzy, tired.



‘I don’t need anymore,’ she mumbled, but the lady didn’t listen, the lady kept on feeding her, more and more liquor Lily had to swallow. The whole limousine seemed to tumble around her. Her body felt weird. Her arms didn’t react the way they were suppose to. They swayed and swung around her. Her mouth cumbersome and her tongue thick and languid. Another sip, another taste, more sharp and prickly. Lily didn’t even think anymore. She just laid against the lady, she laid heavy in the arms of the lady, wrapped up in the warm cloak and she let herself be fed. She was delightfully warm and tired, so tired and dizzy, nothing mattered anymore. She wanted to close her eyes. Closing her eyes felt even better.



 




Chapter -2-




Elvi felt how the girl in her arms surrendered to the drunkenness and the sleep. The slender body laid heavier and heavier against her shoulder, the head slumped to the side, the mouth opened and her hand slid from her stomach and dangled limply next to the couch.



What a luck. Just pure dumb luck, a stupid coincidence really. She brushed away the strands of wet hair from the sleeping face and pulled the girl further onto the couch so she wouldn’t fall of. The young nun briefly opened her eyes, moaned softly and looked at her questioningly.



‘It’s okay, Love,’ Elvi said.



This morning she’d went to the convent and the orphanage. She was a wealthy lady that had donated loads to charity. Usually she didn’t go visit though, but since her business was booming and she recently made her 30th billion she wanted to give herself a little treat. She wanted to make one of her oldest fantasies come through, instead of the willing open minded women that usually came to interview for the program, she wanted someone naive, someone untouched and virgin, like a nun. Visiting the convent seemed like the perfect way to start grooming one of the nuns. She expected she would have to work on them for quit sometime before one of them decided to leave their calling to come live with her.



It was a random coincidence that she had to use the bathroom and made a quick pit stop at the petrol station. Of course she immediately recognized Lily’s habit even though she’d lost her coif somewhere. She connected the dots, the nuns earlier were whispering and gossiping about a Lily that had run away.



Now that Lily laid next to her snoring. She was kind of cute. She wasn’t the type Elvi would’ve chosen. She would prefer a more devoted nun, a more naive one, and probably a slightly older one. Lily might be twenty six, she looked and behaved like a rebellious teen.



Elvi slid her hand under the coat and stroked the girls knee, her thighs, carefully she pushed the legs apart and fondled the pussy. Soft hairs against her finger, for a while there she stroked the labia then she moved upwards and groped the breast. A beautiful round bump that fitted her palm perfectly.



 




Chapter -3-




Lily was lifted. She felt it. It woke her up a little. She had a headache and she was incredibly nauseous, so nauseous and all this wobbling didn’t help. She moaned. She tried to turn around.



‘Ssshh, love.’ A strange voice said.



Lily opened her eyes. She saw a lady, a beautiful graceful lady and a big bald man. The bald man carried her and the lady stroke her cheek and told her to continue sleeping. She had such a bad headache, and there the nausea was again. Inside her head it was a blur, she couldn’t remember much. A mist. An impenetrable thick mist with only now and again an fragment of a memory. Lily looked around. They walked towards a large villa, from the outside it was white and symmetrical, a large entrance with marble stairs, columns next to the door and a roman triangle on top. Left and right and even number of windows. Five on each side, and how many stories high? The moment she tried to move her head another wave of nausea rushed through her body. It filled up her chest, her throat. She thought she might trow up, so she closed her eyes quickly again. She couldn’t trow up, not all over that beautiful black coat that was wrapped around her.



The man carried her inside. It was a spacious hall, a desk precisely in the middle and only two doors, one to the left and one to the right, there was a little alcove with glass that seemed to look out onto a pond with a fountain.



‘Put her over there, Marc.’ The Lady said. Lily was laid onto a bench and Marc disappeared. It wasn’t even a real bench, it were three plastic chairs connected to each other, like in the waiting room of a doctor. The edge of the seats squeezed into her hip. Lily pushed herself up right, but as soon as she sat up straight she started to gag, she vomited over the coat and tried to stop it with her hands, she threw up over the marble tiles and the plastic bench.



‘I’m sorry,’ she said in between the gagging, it kept on coming, again and again her stomach contracted, her back bulging up and another glob came out of her mouth. She was crying.



‘No problem, love. Poppy!’ The lady yelled through the house.



The door on the right side opened up and a woman appeared, she was dressed in pajamas that would very well suit a toddler. She was maybe thirty or thirty five years old, she had big round jiggling breasts, but a fluffy pajama with feet attached to it and little bears all over. Her hair was tied together in two bouncing blond ponytails and she had her thumb in her mouth.



‘Momma?’ She said without removing her thumb from her lips. She stood in the doorway hesitantly. ‘Momma?’



‘Beat it, Chloe. You know full well you aren’t suppose to be here.’



‘I’m sorry Momma.’



‘Get your big sister for me, will you, get Poppy to come over here.’



‘Poppy is upstairs.’ Chloe said, her thumb still stuck into her mouth.



‘Here I am.’ Behind Chloe a second woman appeared. ‘Go pick out a book, I’ll be there in a moment to read you your story.’ She pushed Chloe back in to he hallway and closed the door behind her. Poppy had red hair in a tight bun, she was dressed in a black uniform with a white apron, as if she was a very old-fashioned maid.



‘What do you need, Momma?’ she asked.



‘I want you to clean this up.’ The lady said. ‘And wash this coat.’ She removed the heavy black fabric from Lily’s shoulders and suddenly Lily was naked. Where did her clothes go? Why was she all nude? She tried to cover herself up with her arms.



‘After that you’ll put your sisters to sleep, and you go to your bed as well. I need to work on this girl first.’ The lady put a hand on Lily’s shoulder, and asked her whether she could stand up, she guided her into the house. There was a long hallway filled with more doors. The lady opened one and pushed Lily inside, into a small dim lit room. I smelled stuffy, in the middle stood an imposing metal object, it kind of resembled a chair, but way scarier with metal braces sticking out and leather straps everywhere.



‘Were are we?’ Lily asked.



‘Home.’



‘No, I meant...’



‘From now on you’ll live here, you’ve signed a contract.’



‘In this room?’



‘Of course not, this is just the examination room. Here’s all the equipment I need for your intake.’



‘What are we doing? What’s an intake? Why did those women just now call you momma? Why did the she suck her thumb? Why was Poppy dressed in that old fashioned dress, and why was the other one wearing those pajamas? Are they real sisters? They don’t look like each other at all.’



‘Don’t ask so many questions.’ The lady said cranky. ‘It late, we’ve had a long drive, let’s speed this up. Sit down.’



She tapped on the crazy looking chair.



‘But why?’ Lily asked.



‘So I can do your blood work and determine your hormone levels and what not, in short I need to make sure you won’t die in my program.’



‘What program? I don’t like blood. Sometimes it makes me faint. One time when sister Andrea...’



‘Sshhh, be a good girl and sit down for Momma, okay?’



‘You’re not my mother. I don’t have any parents at all. Why do I need to go into your program? Is it like a television show or something?’



‘It’s a trainings-program, so you’ll turn into a sweet little girl like Chloe.’



Lily just stared at the lady. She frowned and tried to understand what she meant. How would she become a sweet little girl like Chloe. Chloe was weird, she was a baby or mentally retarded or both. Lily didn’t want to become mentally retarded. She pressed her lips together and shuffled a few steps backwards, her hand touched the door, the door knob. She had to go. The lady might be pretty and nice, but she was also somewhat weird, and this dim lit room with all the scary objects was also... also... weird, just weird.



‘Come sit,’ the lady said.



Lily shook her head. ‘That’s not necessary,’ she said, ‘I think I must be going now.’



The lady smiled. ‘You won’t be going anywhere, love.’ She stepped towards Lily. Still smiling a big lipsticked smile. Lily opened the door and ran into the hallway. Where did she come from? How to find her way back outside? She tripped and bumped into a wall, a sharp pain in her shoulder. She screamed, felt nauseous again, her headache became worse. Why did she drink so much? Why did she let the lady feed her all those bottles of alcohol? She didn’t even remember how she ended up here. She pulled on a door, but it didn’t open. The heels of the lady taping on the tiles, getting closer. Lily ran. A dead end.



‘I’ve got you now, Dear.’ The lady said.



Lily inched away from her, until she was flat back against the wall. The lady came closer and closer. In between her fingers shined a snow white cloth.



‘Calm down now,’ the lady said, ‘calm down love.’



Lily scanned around for an escape possibility. Either left or right passed the lady and then just running, no thinking just running.



‘Just stay there Lily, relax, you’ve got nowhere else to go remember?’



Lily took off, she wanted to slip past the lady, a crazy jump, but the lady blocked her. She gripped Lily’s throat. Slim fingers with neatly red polished nails enclosed her neck.



She couldn’t breath anymore. No matter how hard she tried no air was getting through to her lungs. The lady pressed her against the wall, and the pressure on the throat intensified. Her lips tingling. Dizzy spinning. With her other hand the lady pressed the white cloth over Lily’s nose and mouth. It was cold and wet against her cheeks.



The moment Lily thought she was about to pass out and die, the lady let go. Lily grasped for air. Her lungs painful, the air felt as sand paper in her throat. That cloth was still pressing against her face, it dispersed a horrible odor, a chemical smell that Lily inhaled. She needed fresh air, fresher air. She turned her head, she tried to escape the grip of the lady. She pried at the cloth and at the hand of the lady.



A faint dizziness jolted through her head, like a flash of light. She inhaled more and more of the chemical fumes, such a strong smell, incredibly strong. It irritated her nose, her eyes tearing up, mouth dry and throat painful, so painful, every single breath grated her throat. Her lungs heavy and full.



Another wave of spinning dizziness, this one didn’t fade. It stayed. Increased. More woozy. Her arms heavy, her hand slipped away from the cloth and limply dangled at her side.



‘Well done, love, just listen to Momma now, take a deep breath dear, a very deep breath.’



It went black. She would fall. The cloth disappeared. Fresh air. Fresh air tasted so sweet and soft. The arms of the lady were wrapped around her. She was holding her up, no, not just holding her, the lady was pushing her forward, through the hallway.



Just breathing for a moment, inhaling clean fresh air, that was the only thing Lily cared about now, the only thing she thought of.



When the dizziness settled down an the darkness faded from her mind, she noticed they had returned to that scary room, she was lying in the chair and the lady secured her leg in one of the stirrups, a thin leather strap around Lily’s ankle.



Lily blinked. It wasn’t dim lit anymore, a sharp light beamed right into her face. She kept on blinking. Again with the headache. Her other leg was positioned into a stirrup. She didn’t want to be tied down.



‘No,’ she yelled. It wasn’t a yell. Only a soft murmur escaped her mouth. She pulled her leg towards herself and wanted to sit up straight. One hand already tied down, the other one was free to move about. She pulled the gag out of her mouth.



‘No,’ she said audibly this time. ‘Untie me right this instant.’ She reached over to the leather strap and pulled on the clasp, the metal pin slipped out of the hole and she was free.



‘Sshhh baby, all that fear, all that panic, that isn’t necessary at all. You know momma loves you, momma knows best.’ Again the lady draped the damp cloth over Lily’s nose and mouth. The lady’s thumb lied over her nose and the fingers pressed the cloth against her so firmly, there wasn’t the slightest sliver of fresh air anymore. Quickly Lily became dizzy again. The room wavering and spinning all around. There was a shadow luring over her, a woman, a man, she couldn’t focus.



‘Sshhh, my sweet girl, relax now, give in now, go to sleep, momma will take care of you.’



Her head rustling she sank away into the spinning dizziness, into unconsciousness.



 




Chapter -4-




She observed the fighting girl, the girl battling her chloroform. Beneath her fingers she felt the nose, the lips, that struggled and moved at first, but not anymore. She felt the warmth of her breathing into the cloth, she studied the eyes, the rolling and fluttering eyes and she kept on talking to the girl.



‘Ssh,’ Elvi said, ‘Surrender now, go to sleep, will you sleep sweetly for momma?’



She knew Lily wasn’t able to hear her anymore. As soon as the eyes closed, she removed the cloth, she didn’t have to be unconscious for long. She just needed to be quiet for a moment, just one moment without struggling. As soon as Lily was knock-out she swiftly strapped her down again, a strap over her wrists over her ankles.



She got out a little notepad and calculated the amount of alcohol the girl had consumed and how many chloroform was running through her system right now, she looked into the halftimes. Three hours and fourty five minutes to go, until she could safely continue. She programmed a kitchen timer and in the meantime she would check up on her other girls.



 




Chapter -5-




An hour had past since Lily woke up. The timer had counted down to two hours and twenty minutes. She was still lying in that same troublesome position. She’d gotten cramp in her legs, so much cramps, then the cramps subsided. She had been scared, she had been panicked, she was convinced she would die, but then those feelings subsided as well. She observed the numbers on the timer carefully, gray lines jumping around picturing a three, a two, a one, a zero and then a nine again. Surreal, everything just felt so surreal. She was hungry and cold and tired, but way to scared to actually fall asleep. Even if she scrunched her eyes together closely and tried to not think about anything, she knew the timer was there, counting down ever so slowly.



The last half an hour started and Lily got scared again. Her muscles tensed up, got cramped, in vain she pulled on her bounds, she yelled for help. At eighteen minutes left the Lady entered the room. She looked different now. Not chic and wealthy and gracious. She was just wearing some sweatpants and a big T-shirt. Her hairs dangled loosely over her shoulders and without make-up she looked a whole lot younger.



‘There we are.’ She said. She rubbed the palms of her hand together en turned the kitchen timer towards herself. ‘Almost there,’ she mumbled. Now Lily wasn’t able to see the timer anymore. The lady grabbed a stool, a rolling stool and she sat down next to Lily, caressing her cheek.



‘How do you feel, love?’ She asked.



Lily didn’t know what to reply, she couldn’t even answer, she had still that gross gag in her mouth. The lady grazed with the tip of her index finger over her wrist, past her arm, her collarbone and her breasts. Lily flinched, and tried to get her breast out of reach.’



‘Honey. Calm down. Just a few more minutes until all those chemicals have left your body, then I will give you a thorough examination, after that we’ll start your program and before you know it, poof.’ The lady smiled. ‘Magic and Wizardry, after your program you’ll be Momma’s little girl for Momma to play with. Doesn’t that sound nice?’



Lily shook her head.



The lady laughed. ‘Momma Elvi, say it, say Momma Elvi... try it Lily...say Mom-ma-El-vi, go on.’



Lily bit down on the gag, determined not to say a thing, not to make a single noise, no moan, no sound, nothing. The lady rolled on her stool to the edge of the table, she now caressed Lily’s leg, with one finger she stroked her thigh, the inside of her tigh, her labia. Carefully she entered Lily.



Lily screamed through her gag, she pulled on her bounds and struggled.



‘Honey. Momma’s are allowed to do this with their little girls. Little girls shouldn’t be angry about that.’



Lily felt the lady’s finger inside her. It filled her up. Now her finger moved around, inwards and upwards, again and again, touching the same spot over and over. It was confusing. It was scary and gross but also a little nice. She had never had a mother in her entire live. Was this really what mothers did to their children? It didn’t matter, this lady wasn’t her mother and she wasn’t a little girl anymore.



The lady slipped a second finger inside. Even more filled up, she felt. It didn’t hurt her and yet she was scared. None of the nuns ever told her about this, about how good it felt and how scary it was at the same time. Not even sister Andrea mentioned it.



The lady kissed her. Firstly on her toes, her bare feet, after that on the inside of her thighs, and finally on the spot in between her legs. She licked with her tong over the labia, she twirled around and toyed with a little extra sensitive spot, a magic spot, it seemed all warm and glowing, very nice and tingly. Her tongue kept circling precisely that spot. It was amazing. How did the lady know? How did she know to target precisely that spot? She couldn’t look inside Lily, could she? She couldn’t read her mind?



Beep-beep-beep. The lady got up and left Lily’s pussy behind, wet and cold, she turned off the kitchen timer, clapped her hands and said chipper that it was time to start.



Lily moved her hips forwards and backwards, it seemed unfinished, she wanted more, more kisses down there from the lady. She despised her own thoughts. She bit into the gag and looked angrily at the lady. Angry frowned eyebrows, cold eyes.



‘What’s wrong love?’ The lady asked, ‘Just hold on, In a few moments I will make all the bad thoughts disappear. Wouldn’t that be nice, to not have silly thoughts anymore? That way you won’t be mad at momma, and you wouldn’t be angry if momma wanted to play with you for a while, that would be nice, wouldn’t it? Just co-operate, the sooner we’re done here, the sooner we can start removing those unwanted thoughts.’



She pushed a needle into Lily’s arm and tapped some blood. She closed the little tubes with blood and put them into a machine that started rattling loudly. She listened with a stethoscope to Lily’s hearth and lungs, she measured her blood pressure and she pushed a thermometer in Lily’s anus, everything she did and measured was noted in a little notepad. After a while the machine started beeping and out of the printer came a piece of paper the lady studied meticulously.



She was standing next to Lily, her eyes fixed on the paper, all the while she absent-minded stroke Lily’s stomach. Red painted nails, glided across her skin, past her belly button, circling around. The lady muttered.



‘Now looks good, looks quite good, lets start.’



The lady removed the gag and placed a transparent anesthesia mask over Lily’s face. The soft rubber pressed into her nose, cheek and chin. The lady caressed Lily’s collarbone with her thumb.



‘In a moment. I’ll turn open this valve, then a little gas will fill up your mask. You can just continue to breath normally, don’t start breathing faster or try to hold your breath, do you understand Lily?’



Lily nodded hesitantly. She pulled on her bounds but couldn’t escape. Her mouth dry from the gag still. She twisted her head left and right trying to escape the mask.



‘We’ll start with a light sedative.’ The lady pressed a little switch upwards and turned on a valve, a moment later some hissing sounded. The mask filled up with sweet and heavy air. Lily tried to escape, but couldn’t. She inhaled the fumes, it filled up her lungs, it flowed through her, warm indifference. The lady pressed the mask even more firmly over Lily’s face even though she didn’t struggle anymore. Her muscles seemed to melt away, all her fear dissolved into a warm happy tingle, she felt wonderful relaxed and calm.



‘Beautiful, love, very beautiful. You’ll notice you’re becoming more and more relaxed, more and more carefree. Just surrender to those warm pleasurable feelings, you can’t help yourself, can you? With every breath you’ll sink deeper and deeper into that calm and relaxed feeling. You don’t have to do a thing, no thinking, no doing, no feeling, just relax and listen to my words. In moment I will add a second gas, dear, a gas that will weaken your own thoughts, so you can listen to my words even more carefully.’



Lily followed the tuneful words of the lady, the sounds twisted together, one long trail of tunes. Serenity surrounded her. Overwhelmingly calm and empty, a big empty darkness and the words of the lady were a colorful chain of beats, that passed right through the darkness. The room around her a shadow, a fragment of a dream, a far away memory. A new smell filled up the mask, a nasty sharp smell mixed in with the sweetness. Lily coughed, turned her head, the smell was everywhere, all around, it followed her wherever she’d go. It crept up into her nose and filled her lungs.



‘Ssh love, I know it’s an unpleasant smell, but you’ll get used to it quickly. It feels so good to obey me, it feels so good to allow my words to enter your subconscious, so calm and serene, the gas will help you. You like the smell because of that, you feel blessed that you’re chosen to breath in my little gas, it feels so good to inhale more and more, to let go of any and all troubling thoughts, to just completely surrender to my words. My words become your only reality.’



A beautiful chain, every word another beat, a shiny shimmering beat. Lily followed them. The chain, the words they went somewhere, she didn’t know where, they went deeper and deeper into that darkness, further and further away. There was nothing left, silence, darkness.



Another sound. The lady’s voice. There it was again. A caress in her ear, she turned her ear towards the source of the sound, she wanted more, more words, more sounds. Whatever was said, she didn’t hear, the meaning just slipped passed her, it wasn’t important. She just had to listen, let herself be swept away, deeper, further, there was a secret, a secret darkness, a secret emptiness that would feel even better than this one.



‘Three-two-one, and slowly open your eyes Lily.’



She obeyed. Blinking against the bright lights, still tied down on that metal chair. She did register her surroundings, but she didn’t think much about it, she didn’t feel anything, it was what it was. The lady bent over her and removed the anesthesia mask from her face.



‘How do you feel my love?’ The lady asked.



‘Good,’ Lily mumbled. Her own voice sounded treacly and rough edged, she didn’t want to hear her own voice, she wanted to listen to something else, something nicer, she turned her head around, her ears seemed to search a sound that wasn’t there. She didn’t know. She didn’t know anything. She was completely empty, just emptiness and that expectantly awaiting feeling. The lady looked down at her smiling.



‘That’s nice,’ she said.



As if a warm blanket was laid atop of her, a cozy warm blanket full of niceness and safeness. It was nice, the lady was right, everything was just so nice.



‘Before we can continue with the next part of your training, we have to clean out and purify your mind. Firstly we will soak all thoughts and memories, some might be persistent so those need a bit of help and after that, woosh, we rinse you out until you’re all clean and fresh. Sounds good, doesn’t it?’ The lady said.



Lily nodded. The more the lady talked about cleaning, the more dirty she felt. She had never ever in her entire life cleaned up her thoughts. She took a shower regularly, she cleaned out her own space, but no one ever taught her how to rinse and purify her mind. Stupid nuns, always preaching about a pure mind, but never actually telling you how to clean up your thoughts. Luckily this lady would help her, what a luck.



The lady untied her, she grabbed Lily’s hand and together they left the examination room, they walked through the empty hallway passed closed doors. The lady’s fingers enclosed her hand firmly. It made her feel safe. Exactly like she imagined how having a mother would feel. When they would go to the zoo together, then mothers grabbed their little girls tight like this, so they wouldn’t get lost, mothers didn’t want to loose their little girls, that was a nice feeling, an happy thought. The lady knew where to go and Lily only had to follow. They walked upstairs and the lady opened one of the doors, a dark room. The light switched on an Lily saw where they were. It was a bedroom, no, it was more like a nursery, there was a cot with a cheerful hanging mobile and toys all over the floor.



‘What a nice cot I see there,’ the lady mused.



The wooden bars were shiny lacquered and the blankets seemed so soft, so wonderfully warm and soft, she wanted to touch it and feel it, she reached her hand out to the cot, but she didn’t dare to let go of the lady’s hand.



‘It would be so nice an pleasurable to sleep in that cot, it would feel so safe. You want to lie in that cot badly, don’t you Lily? You want to feel all small and safe and secure, don’t you?’



Lily nodded enthusiastically. As if the lady had read her mind. ‘I would.’ She said, ‘I would very much.’



‘But you don’t want to soil that beautiful cot of course.’ The Lady let go of her hand, she walked over to the wardrobe and got out an elastic pull-up diaper. ‘You want to wear these little girl pants, because if you put on this diaper you can lay down in the cot.’



‘Really?’ Lily asked.



‘For real,’ the lady said.



Lily grabbed the diaper en pulled it over her hips. It felt weirdly bulky between her legs and round her bottom. The lady helped Lily to get into the cot, the side could open up, so Lily could easily climb in. She had to lay down on her back and the lady secured Lily with two thick brown leather straps, one across her chest, right beneath her breasts and the other one slightly lower across her stomach. Lily inspected the straps, she pried and pulled on them.



‘Don’t touch those, love.’ The lady secured the straps somewhere under the cot, after that she covered Lily with a blanked and pressed a little kiss against her forehead. Then she closed the side of the cot. As soon as it locked Lily felt as if she was shrinking, she grew smaller and smaller, more safe more secure. The cot seemed to grow bigger and even the lady seemed to grow, more important, more powerful.



‘Now we’ll prepare a bottle for you, won’t we.’ The lady got out a plastic baby’s bottle, she filled it with milk and then with a pipette she dropped something else in it.



‘A few nice drops of Sizannox for Lily. What a good night of sleep Lily will have, won’t you? And a few drops more just for momma’s pleasure.’ She attached the nipple to the bottle and shook. Then she pushed the nipple into Lily’s mouth. The rubber against her lips, against her teeth, a tiny stream of milk, it seeped into Lily’s mouth and she swallowed.



‘That tastes good.’ The lady said. ‘You’re a hungry little girl, aren’t you?’



Lily suckled on the nipple, the harder she sucked the more milk was released. The lady was right, she hadn’t eaten something for ages, not since the cookie she had stolen this morning, that had instigated the fight with sister Felicia, was it this morning, or was it yesterday morning?



‘Why don’t you hold your bottle yourself.’ The lady said.



Lily clasped her hand around the plastic and tilted the bottle so even more milk came out.



More and quicker. Warm tingles, her ears buzzing, her eyes heavy, so heavy, for a moment she closed her eyes. What was she doing? O right, she was drinking, the bottle had slipped from her mouth, she tried to grab it, but it seemed like her arms wouldn’t react the way she wanted. Her arms were so fuzzy and limp. The nipple pushed against her lips, the lady was holding the bottle now, that was fine, no problem, at least she could drink some more. She try to grab the bottle, her fingers resting against the hand of the lady, only for a while, her fingers slipped past the plastic, her hand fell into her face, as if she’d hit herself.



Everything hazy. She blinked but couldn’t focus. She was so drowsy, so sleepy. The lukewarm milk kept seeping, swirling mist, she didn’t understand what was going on, she suckled instinctively, it didn’t matter, nothing mattered.



The nipple wobbled. The nipple disappeared. Lily opened her mouth, trying to find the bottle, where did it go? With lots of effort she managed to open her tired eyes, a shadow, there’s a shadow hanging over her, who was that?



‘O sweety, do you want some more?’



Again the nipple was thrust into her mouth. Lily suckled avidly, but within moments she sank away again, her eyes closing, not caring about anything. Sleepiness overpowered her.



 




Chapter -6-




Elvi pressed a little kiss on the rosy cheeks. The girl had only managed to drink half a bottle. Well that was expected of course, she didn’t have that many body mass to start with and Elvi did put a lot more Sisannox in the milk than was needed.



The girl slept with her lips apart. Elvi couldn’t control herself, she reached into the cot and caressed the girl, she stroke the rosy cheeks, the tangled hairs. Totally knocked out she was. Completely drained. Finally, she had a nun, a real nun, not only a nun she’d been an orphan as well, she was a real virgin, someone completely untouched. She had fantasized about this for ages. All women she selected to be in her program had a certain cuteness of course, but none of them were a naive virgin when they started with her. This girl was for real. She put her hand on the chest and followed the rhythm of her breathing. In an out. Up and down. Round breasts with pink puffy nipples, a little dash of pubes and the cutest pink labia. Her fingers where the first to ever enter Lily.



It made her so aroused. She pressed her fingers against her own crotch for a while. She’d better get her hands on a new stash of medication. She could order through her shell corporation or else she could write off some pills for research via her pharmatop-circle.



She got a file folder from the dresser and entered the log of the first day. She didn’t bring the paper with the blood work upstairs, she’d left it in the examination room. Well luckily she had an extraordinary memory. She chewed on the back of the pen and entered the blood values from memory. She wrote down which medication she had given Lily and then slammed the folder close.



Could she allow herself to feel horny about Lily’s orphan past? Where would it end? All of this started out as an innocent fetish. When she herself was in high school and came back from a school trip, the biggest bitch of the school had fallen asleep sucking her thumb. Of course people took pictures and when she woke up she was thoroughly shamed and humiliated. Elvi also felt ashamed, she didn’t know what to do with the arousal rushing between her legs, the butterflies in her stomach, the wetness dripping into her panties. All because she’d seen someone suck her thumb that was supposedly way too old to do so.



From thumb sucking sleeping teens, her fetish expanded into a sleep an sedation fetish, into age play. Her obsession grew as well as her wealth. Fully grown woman behaving like children, it just turned her on, the humiliation, the power, the control, the dependency. And of course the unconditional love that’s the bond between mother and child. Elvi wanted to be their momma, she wanted to feel loved unconditionally.



Getting a woman with an orphaned passed, just meant there wasn’t a real mother somewhere else in this world she had to compete with. Beside that she was a nun as well, a naive virgin. It was just … she couldn’t quite grasp it. She felt it in her body, all day she had felt it glowing inside. To play with Lily would be so much hotter than to play with Poppy or Chloe or Sally or Anna-Roze.



If a thumbsucking fetish could evolve into the collection of women she had now, where would this fascination with Lily end?



The folder rested on her lap, Elvi’s elbow leaned on the dresser and held her head up. Her eyes were drawn to the sleeping girl like a magnet. Her hand lying next to her face, her leg slightly bend. Elvi hoisted herself up. She should go to bed herself. Tomorrow morning she had to make an early phone call to China, if she was late she would miss out on millions.



Quickly she jotted down a little note for Poppy. ‘Your new sister is called Lily, don’t get her out of bed! Before breakfast inject her with 30 mg Halucinox. Feeds during day: add with pipette 4 drops of Relinor and 2 drops of Sizannox to milk, shake carefully. Last feed before nighttime: add 9 drops of Sizannox to milk, shake carefully.’ Elvi crossed out the nine an wrote eight. Eight would be more than sufficient for this girl.



She put the note in the middle of the dresser where Poppy could find it tomorrow morning, she turned the lights off and closed the door behind her.



 




Chapter -7-




Lily couldn’t turn around. She laid on her back and couldn’t roll over. Slowly she regained consciousness. She coughed and opened her eyes. A pink plush star with big friendly eyes dangled over her, next to it a smiling moon, and another star, a yellow one. She try to reach them but couldn’t. She was tied down. She kicked her legs until all the blankets were gone. Two brown leather straps held her firmly pressed into the mattress. She pulled on the leather, on the brown, she couldn’t roll over but she could grab onto the bars. She pushed and pulled and kicked and struggled, but she didn’t manage to free herself.



Cold air drafted past her bare legs and her nude stomach. Why did she kick away the blanket so far? Now she couldn’t reach it anymore, she was cold, getting colder.



‘Help,’ she yelled. Her voice was hoarse, it didn’t sound like her own. She coughed and cleared her throat. ‘Help,’ she screamed again. ‘Anyone, hello? Anyone there?’



She pulled on her bounds, she squirmed and trashed around. Her arms and legs high up in the air, her feet could just hit one of the plush stars, all the stars and the moon were wobbling now.



The other way round. Pushing her feet into the mattress and getting her hips up, her hips and her stomach, maybe those leather straps would snap or break. The leather only pressed itself deeper into her skin, until it hurt. Lily was sweating and panting, for a few moments she rested.



‘Helloooo?’ She yelled. ‘Hello. Anyone. Elvi or someone? Momma Elvi? Hello?’



Maybe that lady did bring her back tot the convent. Was that a possibility? She couldn’t remember a thing, but maybe this was a new humiliating punishment because she’d hit sister Felicia and ran away. Lily preferred the spankings over this.



‘Sister Felicia, Sister Andrea?’ She yelled.



But still no reply. It remained silent, totally quiet. Outside she heard the birds, chirping and twittering birds. The leather strap pressed into her bladder, she had to go. She had to be released and find a bathroom. She just had to go so badly. Maybe she could pull herself up towards the headboard, maybe she would just slip out from underneath the straps.



She pulled on the bars, with her heels she pressed into the mattress, she slided a little upwards, but not enough by far. She couldn’t hold it any longer. She would pee herself. She crossed her legs, pressed them together and focused on stopping the pee from coming out.



‘Hello,’ she yelled, ‘I need to go the bathroom, real qui...’



She pushed her lips together. Screaming made it worse. She held her breath, already feeling a bit of pee seeping out. She clenched her legs together even more firmly. She pushed her hands towards her crotch and closed her eyes. If she focused, if she tried hard enough she would manage, no breathing, no thinking about pee or water or waterfalls, just think about... about... about...



Too late. A warmth between her legs, it just streamed out of her, she couldn’t do anything against it. She relaxed. At least she was wearing a diaper. Probably for this reason exactly, because the people who had put her here knew they wouldn’t return in time. After a while her wet diaper felt gross and soggy, the wet fabric chafed against her butt and pubis.



She tried to escape again, and after that she stared at the dangling stars above her. After what seemed like an eternity the door finally swung open. A young woman came in with a red bouncing ponytail, she was wearing a black dress with a white apron and knee socks. Lily vaguely remembered seeing her before.



‘Good morning.’ The woman said cheerful. She walked right passed the cot and pulled open the curtains. Warm beams of sunlight flooded into the nursery. Lily tried to hide her naked body, she wished again she wouldn’t have kicked away the blankets that far. She covered herself for better or worse with her arms and mumbled, good morning.



The young woman leaned over the edge of the cot, she had shiny green eyes and round cheeks full of freckles. She smiled friendly and looked at the note in her hands. ‘So you are Lily?’ she asked. ‘Welcome, I’m Poppy. We saw each other briefly last night, do you remember?’



‘Would you untie me please,’ Lily asked.



Poppy shook her head. She reached into the cot and briefly petted Lily’s stomach. ‘No today you have to stay in bed, Momma says.’



‘But if I need to go to the bathroom?’



‘That’s why you’re wearing a diaper.’ Poppy said.



Outside sounded rumbling, some fighting, someone crying.



‘I will tell Poppy.’ A voice screamed, then a woman walked into the room, she was only wearing a pull-up diaper just like Lily. Her skin was brown, she had small pointy breast with dark nipples. Her breast jiggled up and down as she walked, her hair in two messy pigtails, her face was all scrunched up and sad.



‘Poppy,’ she said. ‘Poppy, Chloe has taken my giraffe. But it’s mine. Momma said so, ask momma, it’s my giraffe, momma gave it to me because I’m a good girl, but now Chloe took him and doesn’t want to give him back.’ She sniveled.



‘Chloe give Anna-Roze back her giraffe.’ Poppy yelled.



‘But I’m playing with it,’ sounded a voice from outside.



‘Anna-Roze, maybe you two can play together.’ Poppy suggested. 



‘But it’s my giraffe.’



‘Sweety, You two need to get dressed first anyway, after that we’ll play with giraffes and what not. Is your diaper still dry?’



The woman pulled on the elastic waistband and inspected her own crotch. ‘I think so,’ she said.



‘Good girl. Then you can go to the bathroom for you morning wee-wee and after that you can put on your big girl panties for during the day. And you can pick out a nice dress. In a moment I’ll come to help you do your hair, okay?’ Poppy said.



‘No,’ the woman shook her head vividly, her breasts also shook around. She put her thumb into her mouth. ‘I don’t wanna get dressed,’ she said, ‘I can’t without my giraffe.’



Lily was still lying in her bed, she squirmed and struggled to get out. Would she become like them? Would she be turned into a whining toddler as well?



‘Chloe hand over Anna-Roze’s giraffe now.’



‘No.’ It sounded from the hallway. ‘I’m playing.’



Poppy picked up one of the stuffed animals from the ground. ‘Chloe look, I’ve got an Elmo for you to play with.’ She bent over and looked into the cot. ‘You’re alright with that aren’t you? You’re a sweet girl?’ She asked Lily.



‘Yeah, I guess,’ Lily said. She was bewildered by everything that happened around her. A moment ago all had seemed so quiet and calm, and now it was chaos, loads of people, loads of weird people, grown up woman, acting like little girls. A blond woman barged in, she was wearing a pink dress with frills, she had her thumb in her mouth and pressed the giraffe against her chest. She inspected the pluche toy in Poppy’s arms and made the switch.



‘But I wanted Elmo too.’ The naked Anna-Roze said.



‘Anna-Roze, you’ll get dressed now or else you get a good spanking.’



The naked woman grabbed the giraffe and walked out the room. Chloe firmly hugged Elmo and squatted next to Lily’s cot. She got her thumb out of her mouth and stuck her hand between the bars, with her wet slobbery fingers she prodded in Lily’s eyes.



‘Gross,’ Lily said, ‘Stop it.’



‘Is that a new sister?’ Chloe asked. ‘Is she a little baby still? Can I help, can I give her a bottle?’



‘Not now,’ Poppy said, ‘first she needs a little shot.’ Poppy walked over to the dresser and Chloe curiously followed. Chloe asked a lot of questions. If Poppy was preparing the shot now and if she could help, and why then they needed to give the baby a new injection.



‘Momma wants it this way,’ Poppy said. ‘It’ll help her to become a good little sister for us, a nice sister to play with.’



‘Oh,’ Chloe said. ‘I don’t need anymore shots, because I’m already nice, aren’t I?’



Poppy didn’t answer. She brought the syringe over to the cot, she opened the side and sat down on the edge of the mattress. She approached Lily’s legs.



‘Don’t do it,’ Lily yelled. ‘Don’t. I don’t want to. Help! Heeelp!’ She trashed around, kicking her legs, trying to hit Poppy, to stop Poppy’s hand.



‘She’s scared I think.’ Chloe said.



‘Could you help me hold her leg, Chloe?’ Poppy asked.



The blond woman, grabbed onto Lily’s knee and pressed her leg into the mattress. Poppy pushed the needle in her upper leg and shot all the amber colored liquid up in Lily’s muscle. From her leg a cold wave flushed through her body, as if she got goosebumps all over, tingles crept past her spine upwards, past her neck, she felt it rush through her head. Chloe had a blue face. Blue? It was as if her vision was blurring, she blinked. No Chloe’s face wasn’t blue at all, it was just a regular color, but her mouth was enormous, her lips seemed to swell up, bigger, her teeth grew, so many teeth. Monstrous. She came closer, she would bite Lily, she would chew her leg off. Lily screamed in fear, she kicked around, her feet pedaling. She blinked and the world turned back to normal. Chloe gave her a kiss, right were the needle had punctured her skin.



‘It’s over already.’ Chloe’s voice sounded weirdly disconnected, like a random echo. It’s over, over, over. That phrase kept on bouncing around in her head.



Lily screamed, she growled, she screeched. The bars of the bed were growing now, every single bar another slim stretched soldier. Soldiers with guns, surrounding her, approaching her. Threatening. She screamed, she hit them, her hands swinging through the air, but she only found the bars of her cot.



‘Now you can give her this bottle,’ Poppy said.



Chloe got the bottle, one moment it seemed just a regular bottle, and the next moment it was a sea, a white ocean of milk that would make her drown, milk, milk, everywhere milk. She pushed the bottle away.



‘She doesn’t want to drink,’ Chloe said.



‘She has to.’ Poppy said.



Lily felt the nipple prodding in between her lips, a thin drizzle of milk seeped over her tong. She tried to spit it out. But there was more and more, too much, she had to swallow. Poppy’s hand was so scary, it had black spots, moving black spots, as if Poppy had died and her body started to decompose. Lily screamed again. She tried to escape, to get away from the zombie. The nipple stayed in her mouth and milk kept on dripping over her tongue and into her throat.



She was getting warmer. It started in her stomach, as if down there, a tiny flickering flame lit up that warmed her from the inside out. It glowed. It glowed in her stomach, in her lungs, her cheeks and her head.



She wanted to push the bottle away, to push Poppy’s hand away, but she couldn’t lift her arm, only a little perhaps, she couldn’t control it, her arm just dropped down back on the mattress. She looked at her hand, her own fingers. Amazing. Like a princes’ hand, a real princes hand right next to her, where was the princes that hand belonged to? She blinked and realized it was just her own hand.



It didn’t matter. Her head was drifting, thoughts dissolving. Al these bars, beautiful shiny bars, like palm trees on a tropical island. Yes, she was on holiday, she was the only one from the convent invited to come to this tropical island filled with palm trees. Drowsy and carefree she stared up at the stars that dangled over her.



‘Now she’s calm,’ Chloe said, ‘can I hold the bottle now?’



The nipple in her mouth wobbled for a moment. Lily quickly enclosed her lips around the silicon and started to suckle. The more milk she drank, the better she felt, warm and satisfied. The world kept on changing. Palm trees, turned back into the bars of the cot, turned into a colonnade in ancient Rome. A woman with blond hairs held her bottle, her cheeks changed shape, they shifted. Wasn’t it some new volunteer that wanted to help out in the orphanage, no, she wasn’t in the orphanage anymore, she wasn’t even in the convent anymore, then who was it, someone from television. Or a queen, yes she must be a queen, like queen Elsa form that movie, no, no, it couldn’t, yet she recognized this face, it was... it was...



The nipple withdrew from her mouth. Lily opened her mouth. Someone patted her on her head. A hand, a wing, an angels wing. Someone removed her diaper, wiped clean her bum and her crotch. Or maybe that wasn’t real either, maybe that was just another cartoon? A new diaper.



‘Can I play with her?’ A voice.



‘Later, first we’ll brush our hair and get some breakfast.’ A second voice.



‘Will Momma eat breakfast with us?’



‘I don’t know. Do you want to pull on the string for her mobile?’



A rattling sound followed by tinkling music. The stars over her head started twinkling and twirling, they danced and dangled around. It was mesmerizing, beautiful. Lily got completely sucked in, as if she floated through space, with stars everywhere shimmering and shining. Gorgeous music, that’s how music in heaven would sound. Maybe she’d died and gone to heaven. That thought didn’t scare her at all. It was wonderful, just a cheerful happy feeling, wandering stars coming to life, asking her to dance along, as if she was at a gala, an enormous ballroom.



After a while the music stopped. She lied in her cot, she couldn’t really move, she could get her hand up in the air but it would fall down immediately, a uncontrolled swaying fall with her feet as well. The world around her seemed liquid, one moment she would see castles and palm trees, the next moment she was high up on a mountain or deep within the see. Worlds dissolved into each other. She didn’t know what was real and what wasn’t. She didn’t care. It felt all good. She had no notion of time anymore, not a clue for how long she’d been lying here, looking at all the different currents pulling her into all the different worlds, everything was fluctuating, syrupy and lemonade, bacon and some magical fairy tale.



After a while the shifting worlds became scarier, more threatening, soldiers and monsters. War and dead things. She screamed, she screamed an cried. She wanted to leave. It had to stop, everything had to stop. Her tongue was dull just as useless as the rest of her body. Half of a movement, half of a sound, no words, not even a ‘help’ would pass her lips, just sounds without shapes.



‘There, there, Lily dear. What a lot of sadness,’ the door opened and Poppy entered. ‘Are you that hungry, dear?’ She kept on chattering to Lily and a moment later the nipple of the bottle slipped into her mouth. Lily suckled and gulped her milk down, soon she was all overcome by that languid euphoria again, the syrupy visions surrounding her were nice again, friendly and welcoming.



That’s better, isn’t it?’ Poppy said and petted Lily on the head. ‘Did you need another clean diaper?’


Lily was changed, while she couldn’t even remember soiling herself. Before Poppy left she pulled on the string of her mobile again.



Lily was happy, beside herself from happiness, she wanted to cheer, but her tongue seemed too big for her mouth, too limp as well, only unrecognizable murmuring came from her throat.



‘Do you like that?’ Poppy asked.



Lily wanted to nod. Why was she so tired, why was her body so limp and useless, so... the stars, the stars were moving still, the music swirling around her, the gorgeous tinkling. Lily let her mind drift along.



She lost her grasp of realty. She didn’t recognize what was real and what wasn’t. Fragmented. Mixed together. Whenever she cried someone came to feed her a bottle, and then she felt way better, or someone came to play with her, someone would drop stuffed animals into her cot, or someone would pull on the string of the stars. Why didn’t they pull on the string all the time? That’s what she would do if she could reach it. Sometimes she fell asleep before she had finished her milk, sometimes she would be injected with a syringe, a painful sting that always made her cry, but soon after that she would be fed more of the blissful milk.



She was in the bath, she vaguely registered lying in the bad. Warm water and lots of bubbles everywhere. Momma washed her, a lady who called herself momma anyway. She made a little cup with her hand and drizzled nice warm water over Lily’s tummy and over her head. She washed her hair.



‘Careful,’ Momma said, ‘Don’t get it in your eyes or it’ll sting.’ She rinsed the shampoo away.



Another bottle. Bottles and diapers and injections and dancing stars. She was wearing pink pajamas a footsie with a rainbow. No it was another day already, she had a light blue one, with little bows. Wait now someone was pushing her hand into yellow pajamas, closing the snaps one by one.



Momma brushed her hair and said Lily was beautiful, a beautiful little girl. She covered Lily with a blanket. She got Lily’s hand and pushed the thumb into her mouth. It made Lily happy, it reminded her of the bottles, suckling on the bottles also made her happy. She sucked on her thumb and felt her tummy glowing, such a nice warm glow, momma was close by, momma was caressing her. Lily closed her eyes.



‘Are you falling asleep already dear?’



‘Hmm?’ Lily opened her eyes an looked at momma, maybe she would make the stars dance.



‘I didn’t even feed you your bottle, love, you have to drink your milk, because momma doesn’t want you to wake in the middle of the night, no, momma doesn’t want that, no.’



Momma said ‘no’ in such a funny way that Lily laughed. Her eyes seemed to be glued to momma’s face hovering over her, dark eyes, bright red lips.



‘Oh? Does Lily think it’s funny if momma has to wake up in the middle of the night? Well have I got news for you girlfriend, I’m still gonna feed you your milk. Yes. Yes, and you will gulp all that milk with all those sedatives down, yes you will, yes.’ Momma laughed and Lily also chuckled again, she was kicking her legs from all the fun she had.



Momma went away. Far away. Lily missed her. Lily wanted her to come back. She needed to be close. Very close to Lily. She tried to call momma, but only some inert whining came from her mouth.



‘I’m still here, love, I’ll be right there. I have to prep you your milk.’ She shook the bottle up and down and put the nipple into Lily’s mouth. Lily closed her lips around the rubber and suckled. Milk flowing into her mouth, warm and drowsy, swallowing and sucking even harder.



‘Well done, sweetheart, what a good girl you are, yes, a very good girl. I think tomorrow we can move onto the next phase, don’t you think.’



Momma’s voice was drifting around her, she didn’t know what mama was saying, that wasn’t important, momma was here, momma was close, that’s what mattered. Her body filled with sleepiness, drowsily her eyelids started drooping, her eyes shutting close. Overwhelming tiredness.



‘Come on, Love, keep drinking.’ Momma shook her shoulder and she awoke somewhat, again Lily suckled on the nipple, but a moment later her eyes closed again. Again momma woke her up.



‘I know your tired, love, but if you don’t finish your complete bottle you’ll be up way too early.’



It was impossible for Lily to keep her eyes open even longer. She was sleepy and drowsy.



‘If you won’t drink your milk, I’ll have to drip the sedatives from the pipette directly into your mouth. I’m warning you it doesn’t taste good, ask your sisters.’



Lily barely opened her eyes. Tiny slivers. She searched the nipple with her mouth, but the bottle was gone. There was momma’s hand, momma’s hand grabbed her chin, it pulled open her mouth. A disgusting taste. It spread all through her mouth, she wanted to spit it out, but there was nothing there. Another drop and another. It was as if she fell, the room spinning, she tumbled into unconsciousness.



 




Chapter -8-




Elvi put away the pipette. She opened up the side of the cot again, and sat herself next to the sleeping girl. Rosy cheeks, completely relaxed. It wasn’t bedtime at all. It was in the middle of the day, but she just couldn’t control herself. She was horny. From the day Lily arrived here, her horniness seemed to be always present. Every free moment she ran from her office back to this side of the house to check up on Lily, to change her diaper, to feed her her bottle, to give her a bath.



O dear, bathing her was just pure bliss. Her dazed drugged face. Hallucinating from the medication. No grasp of reality whatsoever. Her body completely powerless from the muscle relaxer she was fed several times a day. Snoozing and limp she would sit in the water and Elvi would wash her, her shoulders, her breasts and in between her legs. She liked that. Elvi could tell by her reactions.



Whenever her fingers grazed her pussy, the girl just seemed to melt away. An euphoric glaze in her half closed eyes, amazement and wonder. Now Lily didn’t need a bad. Lily didn’t need anything and still Elvi had drugged her. She had told Lily it was bedtime and she’d dropped the somnifacient directly onto her tongue. That was mean. Well, was it? Lily was probably already too far along in the program to realize what was happening to her, and even if she did register she wouldn’t remember for long.



Elvi undressed the girl. She pushed her legs wide apart en pressed her fingers against the now bare pussy. Silky soft labia. Elvi rubbed and rubbed. She pushed her finger inside. Such a tight little pussy. An innocent little nun, a brainwashed baby. The spongy insides enclosed her finger, she wiggled and moved around. Lily didn’t stir, she was completely knocked out. It was such a beautiful sight, seeing a girl struggling with sleep, trying to stay awake but succumbing to the medication eventually.



Elvi unzipped her pencil skirt, she pushed her nylons and her panties down and rubbed her pubis against Lily’s thigh. Her own body trembling. She quivered from all the piled up horniness and almost came right then and there. A deep sigh, she waited for her arousal to diminishes a little, now she finally had her moment with Lily she didn’t want it to be over too soon. She rubbed herself against the thigh, she took Lily’s nipple into her mouth and sucked on it. A small erect nodule against her tongue. Her hips rocked rhythmically to and fro, the sedated girl underneath her was shaking along. She kissed the sleeping eyes, the pink cheeks. She bit into her vulnerable little neck. It wasn’t enough, it just wasn’t enough. She wanted to eat her, she wanted to fuse with Lily, she wanted... she wanted... Another kiss on her cheek. Her horniness, so big, even bigger, there came the release, there came... almost... finally... There. Came. The -



‘Momma? What are you doing here?’



‘Damn it, beat it.’ Elvi yelled.



‘But Poppy said, I had to -



‘Who’s in charge? Me or Poppy?’



‘You are Momma.’



‘Well get out.’ Elvi looked over her shoulder towards the doorway. The girl just stood there, her hand on the door knob. Her bottom lip quivering. Big fearful eyes. She nodded and slowly walked backwards.



‘I’m sorry momma,’ she mumbled.



Elvi sighed. Poor Sally. She didn’t mean to upset her. Well it was time to reset Sally anyway, she should have reset Sally a week ago, but all week she was just too preoccupied with Lily.



‘Go to your room, sweety,’ she said somewhat more friendly, ‘just go to your room and don’t come out without permission.’



Sally disappeared from the doorway. The door left open wide. Elvi grumbled and swung the door close. A loud bang. She nestled herself next to the unconscious girl in the cot. She picked up her limp hand and pushed a few fingers inside herself, in and out. A haze of arousal, every single thought was consumed by her pussy, consumed by the limp sedated fingers of Lily. Easily she slipped over the edge, her hips rocking. On the inside her muscles tensed up, clenched together. She was in heaven. She tumbled and somersaulted around in her own pleasures. She ejaculated. A warm relaxation. A drizzle of wetness dripped out of her vagina, it seeped over Lily’s hand, past her arm and elbow



Elvi squeezed the thin wrist. So horny, such a horny thing to see her own pussy juice dripping over such an innocent woman. With every breath her pleasure subsided and the arousal lessened. She kept holding on to the wrist, she pushed the will-less fingers against her pussy and caressed her own labia until her horniness was gone, just lazy love. She pressed the sleeping body close to her own. The slim arms, the small shoulders. She cuddled her as if she was a toy, a doll, a baby doll. In the end that’s what she was off course, a doll to play with.



Elvi closed her eyes and stayed in bed for a while. Then she put a new diaper on the girl, tucked her in under the blanket and closed the side of the cot. What time was it? She looked for her panties, her nylons and she hoisted it back over her legs, she zipped up her pencil skirt, rearranged her hair and hurried back to the other side of the house to finish her work. She had two missed calls. She stared at the red blinking lights on her phone. She had plenty of money. Those phone calls probably meant more money, another million extra. She was spoiled though. She wouldn’t even notice a couple of millions more or less. A couple of more minutes with Lily, more time with Lily, that was everything, that she would notice, that’s what it was all about, wasn’t it? She listened to her voicemail messages and made plans in her head. Not to gain another million or more, but to gain more time.



She would redistribute her money. She would invest in different projects. Stable companies that wouldn’t need hands-on managment. Of course she needed to keep the Pharmatop-circle, for her meds supply, and she couldn’t get rid of the F-tech corp. either, because of the technology downstairs, but the rest of it could be reorganized. Yes, that’s what she would do. Enthusiastically she started working.



In the evening she returned to the girls’ side of the house. She was pleased with herself. Of course there were some voices against it. There were some people who would loose money if she retracted so those weren’t happy, and tried to change her mind, but she didn’t care. She would probably make a little less money each day, but after she had calculated everything, the difference wasn’t as big as she’d expected. She should have done this years ago.



She walked up the stairs. Poppy was cooking and at the same time she kept an eye on her two little sisters. Anna-Roze and Chloe were playing together nicely now, but with those two it could flip like a switch, and it change into quarrel at any moment. Elvi could make adjustments if she wished to do so, she could give the girls another training, another personality that would stop the fighting, but less fights also meant less punishment.



She almost forgot, she had to punish Sally still. Punish and reset. When she would reset the girl anyway she could go all out tonight and mercilessly use her for her own pleasures.



Immediately after dinner she brought Anna-Roze and Chloe to bed. She gave them both a strong sleeping pill, and read them a story until their eyes shut close, after that she looked for Poppy.



‘You need to go to bed to, dear,’ she said.



‘Okay Momma,’ she said.



Poppy was a good big sister, Elvi had programmed her to be a maid and a babysitter, so she could take care of the others while she herself was at work, but Poppy also could be a terribly nice and malleable and obedient little girl herself, like she was now. She walked into her own bedroom, changed into her nightgown and laid down in her bed. 



‘Open your mouth,’ Elvi said. She dropped with the pipette some Sizannox onto her tongue. Poppy despised the taste, Elvi knew, all girls despised the taste, but Poppy never complained, Poppy just scrunched her nose right before the chemical sleep took hold of her and her eyes rolled away.



She wasn’t completely gone. Poppy balanced on the edge of sleep, Elvi slipped her hand into Poppy’s panties and fondled her pussy for a while. Not that long. She had to correct Sally. That was the purpose of all this, she brought them to bed early so no one would be traumatized by any screams or noises, she didn’t want to reset all four of them.



She quickly checked up on Lily and saw she was fast asleep still, then she walked over to Sally’s room.



Sally sat on the edge of her bed. Her face hidden within her hands. The light brown hairs draped over her shoulders and arms, her back convulsed with every sob.



‘So Sally,’ Elvi said. She walked over to the girl and sat down next to her.



Sally looked up, shyly, her face red and full of tears. She rubbed her lips together, an expectant glance.



‘I’m sorry momma. I’m so sorry, I didn’t know you were home. I thought you were at work and Poppy said I had to feed Lily, that it was time for her to eat, and then... and... and then...’ Again sally rubbed her lips together. Tears dripped paste her freckles, she sniveled loudly.



‘Are you still mad, momma?’ she asked in a small voice.



Elvi tried her hardest not to smile. ‘Yes I am Sally,’ she said. ‘You deserve some punishment.’



Big fearful eyes looked up at Elvi. ‘Really momma, how many punishment?’



‘Until I feel like you’ve learned your lesson.’



‘But I’ve already learned my lesson, I should listen at the door and if you’re with Lily I don’t have to feed her a bottle, that’s what I’ve learned momma.’



‘Close your mouth and take of your pants.’ Elvi ordered.



Sally pushed her panties down, she lifted her skirt and looked around. ‘Where momma?’ she asked. ‘Should I bend over the table?’



‘No, here, with me,’ Elvi said, ‘you’re going over my knee.’



Sally took her position, her nice rounded butt up high. Elvi swung her arm back and smacked it hard against the bare skin. The sound echoed through the room, followed by an indignant scream from Sally. Elvi spanked her again, and again. Her own fingers tingling with pain, yet she continued, Sally’s bum was shiny and red. Elvi felt her arousal increasing, a nagging glow, an itch between her legs. Another smack and another. She kept on going until she was sweating and panting. She took a little break. With the tip of her finger she caressed the cloudy red marks she’d made. She caressed the labia and Sally tensed up.



‘Do you love momma?’ Elvi asked.



‘Yes momma, loads.’



‘That’s right, little girls love their momma, even if momma has to punish them once in a while.’



‘Yes momma,’ Sally said meekly. Her voice small and sad. Elvi stroked the red ass and the labia, then she pushed a finger inside. Sally gasped for breath, her muscles tensed up.



‘Relax now, hon,’ Elvi said, ‘Momma has put fingers inside you before, hasn’t she. Momma’s are allowed to do that with their little girl, you know that, don’t you?’



‘I do know, momma. But is this still part of the punishment, or isn’t it?’



‘Don’t talk, hon,’ Elvi said. She slid a second finger inside and thrust her hand back and forth. She felt the pussy getting wet, the woman in her lap was squirming, her breathing irregular.



‘It feels nice when momma does that, doesn’t it?’



Sally nodded.



‘Earlier today momma had all those nice feelings, just like the nice feelings Sally has now. But then you came into Lily’s room and then momma’s feelings were gone, that’s not fair for momma now is it?’



Sally shook her head.



‘No that’s not fair at all. So now Sally has to make it up to momma, you have to listen very carefully and obey, will you obey momma?’



Sally nodded.



‘Good girl. Straighten your dress hon and come sit over here, on the ground, not like that, on your knees.’



Sally knelt on the ground before the bed, she smoothed her dress over her upper legs and pushed a strand of hair behind her ear.



‘Dry your little tears now,’ Elvi said, ‘Momma is offering you a chance to make up for it, to make everything right again, you should be grateful about that sweety.’



Sally nodded. She rubbed her wrist past her nose. Elvi kept looking at her for a while, a strict look in her eyes. She saw Sally getting shy, she started to fidget and her eyes were curiously darting through the room.



‘Will you try your hardest to make it up to me?’ Elvi said. ‘Without whining or protest?’



Sally nodded and Elvi ordered her to kiss her shoes. Her shiny black pumps. The girl looked surprised for a moment, but then she bent over and pushed her lips against the leather, a moment of hesitation and then another little kiss. Elvi leaned backwards.



After a while she took of her nylons, she spread her knees apart and fingered herself, while her girl kissed and massaged her feet.



‘Come over here.’ She said. She grabbed Sally’s hair en pulled her upwards.



‘Ouch, momma, ouch,’ the woman yelled.



‘I thought you promised to be good and quiet for momma?’



Sally looked at her with a scared look on her face and quickly she nodded. Elvi pushed Sally’s face in between her legs, she tilted her hips and pressed her pussy into her face.



‘Lick,’ she said, ‘Lick me you little slut.’



Sally was startled by the word slut, her shoulders tensed up and questioningly she looked up. Elvi just gave her a stern look and her girl stuck out her tong and licked her labia. For a while she enjoyed the pleasurable sensations, then she ordered her girl to lie down on the bed. She placed her knees next to her head and pushed her crotch into Sally’s face.



‘Lick me,’ she grumbled. She felt the nervous tongue against her labia and she moved her hips around, she fucked Sally’s face and felt an orgasm bubbling up, it started small and it never became all that intense. It was like a gentle hill. Elvi panted. O, if she could do this whit Lily, with Lily she would come so hard she would squirt all over her little face. Just hold on for a while, she had to finish her training first, after that she could do with Lily whatever she wanted.



She strapped Sally onto the bed. Her legs spread apart and she blindfolded her. A couple of times she spanked the big jiggling boobies. Sally made a grimace. Elvi got a strap-on vibrator, she pulled the little pants over her hips. Without warning or further preparation she thrust herself inside the girl.



Sally screamed in pain. Elvi pinched her nipples, she hit the pale cloudy skin and pressed her nails deep into the soft flesh. Red scratches.



‘Momma told you to be quiet,’ she hissed into Sally’s ear.



Sally gasped. She scrunched her face, and obviously tried her very hardest not to make a sound again. It was all the more arousing to hear the little screeches of pain and pleasure her girl wasn’t able to suppress. Everything was glowing. She fucked the girl even harder, only when the vibrator was deep inside her girl, her own clit would touch the vibrating element. Back and forth, rubbing herself against those vibrations, making herself cum in Sally’s pussy. Brainwashed little Sally. Her little girl.



She pushed the blindfold away from the face.



‘Look at me, hon.’ She said in a sweet voice.



Insecurely Sally stared up at her.



‘What’s happing sweetheart? Is momma fucking you? Yes, momma is, isn’t she? Because momma can do whatever she want. You’re momma’s girl aren’t you?’



She squeezed her throat. A fearful glance, a startled and curious look. Unconditional love all over her face. Gorgeous. For a moment Elvi closed her eyes and relished the power she felt rushing through her body, the aggression, the strength, she was in full control. She looked at the woman under her, completely powerless.



‘You can’t do anything about it, hon, try to escape if you like.’



Sally remained motionless. Insecurely she looked up. Elvi grabbed her by the throat. She bent over, her lips grazing the little earlobe. ‘Obey,’ she whispered, ‘Try to escape. Struggle.’



Sally pulled on her bounds, she squirmed and turned. Elvi slapped her in the face, four red fingers across Sally’s cheek.



‘You can’t go anywhere, can you sweetheart, you can’t go anywhe..he..here.’ Elvi went over the edge. The pleasures that had build up now freely flowed through her, she let herself go. She closed her eyes and disappeared into herself, into horniness, into the breaking waves of arousal that splashed over her. Her body convulsing, a glowing sensation that seemed to increase. She fell through her arms and plumped down on top of Sally.



Slowly but steady she became aware of her surroundings again, a small hesitant voice.



‘Momma?’ she heard, ‘Momma are you alright, are you still alive momma?’



‘I’m alive dear,’ Elvi answered. ‘I’m very much alive. Momma only needs to catch her breath for a moment.’



‘Okay.’ Sally said.



Elvi snuggled against Sally’s shoulder. She caressed the breasts and toyed around with the nipple for a while. She got a glass of water and gulped it down, then she refilled the glass. She sat down next to Sally and stroked her hear.



‘It’s time for your training,’ Elvi said, ‘Come along.’ She untied her girl. Her clothes were left on the ground and she quickly put on some sweatpants. She took Sally downstairs and willingly she climbed into the chair.



Elvi prepped the anesthesia mask. First she let Sally take a few breaths of the sedating gas, then she turned open the valve with the hypnotic gas. She waited a few inhalations and then she started the induction. She put Sally in a deep hypnotic trance and using the trigger words already in place Elvi made sure she was in the correct receptive state of mind. She removed the mask.



Still hazy from the gas and completely in trance Sally followed her to the room with the training equipment. She injected Sally with a powerful muscle relaxer and connected her body with several electrodes to a computer. She slid the brainwashing helmet over Sally’s head and turned on the program that would reset her girls.



For a little while she looked on, but there wasn’t anything to see. On one of the computer screens she could see where Sally would be in the program and how she reacted to the different stimuli, but she wasn’t interested in that right now. Sally had been reset a thousand time. Okay, a thousand times must be an exaggeration, but she put her little girls trough this program regularly. Just a little maintenance she called it. It was more fun if they stayed fresh and innocent after all.



 




Chapter -9-




Lily made sucking noises with her lips, her mouth had a weird taste. She didn’t understand where that gross taste came from. She rolled over, her leg entangled in the blanked, she rolled back. She opened her eyes, but it was pitch black in her room. This kind of darkness she’d never seen, just blackness, like black cotton or black towels or something. Why was it that dark? Clumsily she rubbed her eyes. Her arms didn’t react the way she wanted. She rubbed with all of her fingers at the same time, it didn’t make a difference. It was still dark.



She opened and shut her mouth. Weird taste, weird disgusting taste, her tongue darting around the inside of her cheeks, she stuck out her tongue and pulled it in again. The weird taste seem to grow stronger, it became worse, as if she was being poisoned. Lily started crying. She wanted to scream, she wanted to call momma, she didn’t want that liquid fear that brought about scary thoughts and scary images, she needed another bottle, her milk made her feel happy and calm again. Momma had to come, or Poppy could come as well, either one of them. She cried and sobbed, but nobody came. They’d forgotten her, they’d had left her all alone, all by herself in this scary darkness. She hid her head beneath the pillow and cried some more, she cried until her tears stopped coming.



She sat up straight. She wasn’t tied down any more. Had she ever been tied down or was that just one of those nasty fearful thoughts that seemed to creep up? It didn’t matter, she wasn’t tied down, no, she could sit up straight now. It wasn’t easy. Her back felt weak and feeble, almost she fell over. Her head was way to heavy for the rest of her body, she couldn’t held it up herself, she leaned her head backwards against the bars of the cot. Maybe she should call for help, call for momma for example.



‘Momma,’ she yelled, ‘momma.’ Her voice disappeared into darkness. She could talk, could she talk? Yes, she just said a word, right? Why did she have this weird feeling that she couldn’t talk. ‘Lily,’ she said, and a some random other words that came to mind. See, she could say whatever. Why then... how... like what... but why...? Lily didn’t know what to think, she was confused but she didn’t even know what questions to ask herself. She was at a loss. Everything seemed surreal.



She pulled herself up at the bars, she couldn’t stand up and fell over onto her bum. Something soft grazed her cheek, she hit her head on the edge of the cot. A painful cry. Dizzying blackness, then nothing, then another blackness, the blackness that had been there all along, the darkness. Now she was nauseous. It was all spinning within her tummy. Maybe she had to trow up, or maybe she didn’t. Mindless she sat and waited. No, she didn’t have to trow up.



Again she hoisted herself up at the bars, once she was out of bed she could go to momma, she could say she needed a bottle. The rim of the cot came to her nipples. She tried to climb out, to pull herself up and tumble over the rim, she wasn’t strong enough. Again something soft grazed her cheek. She screamed in fear. A spider, like a mega spider or a ghost. No it was fluffy and plush. The dangling stars mobile! Now she could reach it. She pulled on the string and listened to the rinkle-tinkle-twinkle song. The music chased away any and all bad thoughts, all nebulous fears stopped dissolving into one another. It seemed like she got more and more grip on reality. Her arms didn’t feel as useless anymore either. Again and again she kept pulling the string, she could find it very easily now. The cot opened at the side, she suddenly remembered. In the dark she fumbled around. She felt the bars and the headboard and the other bars. Yes, she found a little slide. The music stopped.



She fidgetted until it slipped open, the bars of the cot swung away like a door. She put her feet on the ground and tried if she could stand up.



The light switched on. In the doorway a woman appeared. It was momma. The lady standing there was momma. She got out of bed because she wanted to go to momma, but now she didn’t feel happy to see momma at all, she felt scared mostly. Frozen she stood in the middle of the room, she didn’t know what to do.



‘What do you think your doing?’ The lady asked.



‘I don’t know.’ Lily said.



‘Off course.’ The lady said. ‘When your muscles are strong enough to stand, they’re strong enough the talk.’



‘Yes,’ Lily said. Although she didn’t quite know what the lady was talking about. With her toe she made a little dent in the carpet. It was soft against her bare feet. ‘I was awake.’ She said.



‘I can see that.’ The lady said. ‘That’s my fault I guess.’



The lady wasn’t angry anymore, at least she didn’t seem that angry. She was wearing sweatpants and a dowdy T-shirt. A messy ponytail. She walked towards the dresser and messed around in the cupboard.



Lily followed her with her eyes. She was unsure what to do next, did she have to leave, she could just walk out of the door, or should she stay and walk over to the lady. Her mind felt empty, as if parts of her thoughts had disappeared. Not everything was gone. She still remembered she was Lily and that lady over there was her momma, but it didn’t feel like that. She seemed to be scared of the lady. She remembered an orphanage and a convent, lots of woman to be scared of over there as well. Long tables in the dining hall, and the second shower was the best one.



‘I don’t know,’ Lily said again. ‘I woke up and my mind was all fuzzy and scary, like when it’s all messy and jumbled, but in a scary way, and then I started crying, but nobody came, sometimes someone comes and gives me milk, then my thoughts are still jumbled but then they are like happy and calm anyway, get it, so I wanted to drink some more milk.’



The lady turned around. She was holding a big syringe with a white syrupy liquid inside, she dropped it slowly. ‘Interesting,’ she mumbled, ‘tell me more Lily.’



Lily stared at the needle. The silver needle had scared her. Long prickly and painful. She pointed at it. ‘I don’t want to get a shot,’ she said.



The lady put the syringe on top of the dresser and showed her empty hands. ‘See, no syringe, no injection,’ she said, ‘tell me some more Lily.’



‘Injections make everything, like... sometimes I get an injection and then everything turns into something else, like it isn’t real.’



‘That’s right,’ the lady said, ‘those are the shots with halucinox, it makes you hallucinate, it helps you to clean out your thoughts, do you remember signing your contract, and do you remember we agreed we needed to clean your mind, but we had to soak the more persistent thoughts first?’



‘No,’ Lily said.



‘No?’ the lady asked. ‘But you do remember those shots?’



Lily shrugged and rubbed the back of her head. ‘Not all of them, I don’t know, I didn’t count them or anything, my head hurts.’



The lady looked at her full of suspicion, she grabbed the syringe from the dresser. ‘Are you lying to me?’ She asked. She walked towards Lily.



Lily quickly shook her head. ‘No, I don’t know. I mean. I was awake and I wanted milk, but no one came so I wanted to look for momma or poppy. I don’t know... I don’t need another injection, I don’t.’



‘Then what do you need?’ The lady asked.



Lily just shrugged. ‘Nothing, I think.’ She sank down on the edge of the bed. ‘I don’t know, everything is so confusing, my mind is just... I don’t know, I don’t understand. Because...What do I need to do now?’ She asked.



The lady looked at her surprised but didn’t answer.



‘Are you my momma? No offense but you don’t really feel like my momma, you feel more like a... a... I don’t know. Should I run away, or did I do that already?’ Lily felt her eyes filling up with tears, she just felt cold, cold and empty and lonely. Nobody understood. If she didn’t even know what was wrong with her, how would that lady know, that strange lady. Lily rubbed her nose. The lady sat down next to her she put her arm around Lily and slowly rocked her side to side.



‘Sshhh, my love, don’t cry. Juts take a deep breath. Momma is here, momma is with you. Just listen to my voice, if you listen to my voice all those confusing thoughts will disappear. Well done sweety, good girl. You just had a bad dream, that’s all, but you can forget about that now. Now you’re awake, this is real, and all those other thoughts, all those bad thoughts about orphanages and convents and running away and injections, all those thoughts can disappear now, you can just forget all those things, it was just a bad dream, it’s over now, this is the real world. You’re with momma now.’



Lily calmed down. She put her head against the lady’s shoulder. ‘Momma?’ she asked. ‘How did you know I dreamed about the orphanage?’



‘Mommas know everything,’ she said. ‘You’re just scared that momma doesn’t love you anymore, and will send you away, but I’ll tell you a little secret. I love you very much sweetheart and I will never let you go.’



‘Never ever?’ Lily asked. ‘Promise?’



‘Promise.’ She said. ‘But sweetheart it is in the middle of the night, all bad dreams are gone now, so you need to try to get some more sleep. Where are your pajamas?’



Momma got up and pulled some pajamas out of the wardrobe. Lily put them on herself and crawled back in bed. She put the blanket on top of her an waited for momma to come kiss her goodnight. The lady had her back turned. Lily got up again, she pulled on the string of her dancing stars and looked at the twirling plushies. It was boring. Way more boring than she remembered.



‘Miss,’ she said. ‘I mean momma. How come the stars used to be pretty but they aren’t anymore?’



‘I don’t know love. Shall we try something? It’s a little game to see if momma can make the stars pretty again. Pretty stars for a pretty girl. Lie down now.’


The lady sat down on the side of the bed. In her fingers something blue, it seemed to be some sort of tube. She broke it in two pieces and put it under Lily’s nose.



‘Smell this,’ she said.



Lily sniffed the blue thing, the insides resembled cotton wool, blue cotton drenched in some flowery perfume. It was quite nice actually.



‘Now keep looking at the stars, the pretty turning stars and take another deep breath. Well done. Listen to my voice, the more you listen to my voice the more beautiful the stars become. Enchanting. Mesmerizing. As if they swallow all of your thoughts. Take a deep breath again. You’ll feel relaxed. Calmer and calmer. More safe, more relaxed, the more you look at the stars, the more your thoughts disappear, you mind goes blank. All tension fades away, your muscles feel like melting, warm and tingly, until they go completely limp. It just feels so good to surrender to the stars, it feels so good to keep looking at those entrancing stars, hypnotizing stars. It feels good to let your mind go numb, your eyelids getting heavy now, so heavy from looking at the stars, you can’t keep your eyes open any more, you just cant, your eyes keep closing and you’ll sink into a deep hypnotic sleep, deeper and deeper love, every time you’ll sink a little deeper.’



It was dizzying. That cotton wool tickled her nose, with every breath she smelled the flowery perfume, she wanted to look at the stars some more, way more, but she felt lightheaded and woozy, as if she was about to faint. Her eyes closed. She listened to momma’s voice. Momma kept on talking but she didn’t register the words anymore.



She sank deep into the darkness. Her cot disappeared, the world disappeared, everything was just gone, the only thing left was momma’s voice, the sounds, she just wanted to listen to the sound that swallowed her, that consumed her, that pushed her further to the edge, a high cliff and beneath her in the ravine awaited swirling sleep



A little painfull sting in her elbow.



‘Huh?’ Lily asked. She tried to open her eyes. What was going on? What had caused the pain? Her elbow got warm, quickly growing warmer, turning hot, maybe it wasn’t temperature it was just this tingling sensation.



‘Sshhh, love, feel the hypnotic sleep flush over you, so nice, so calm and relax. Just remember what happens now, remember what you feel now. Every time you look at your stars you will feel like this, the stars will bewitch you and flush you with sleep, so much sleep you can’t resist anymore.’



The warm tingles from her elbow now traveled through the rest of her body, her chest glowing, her neck fuzzy and heavy, there was a dull tingling sensation in her legs. She moved, her body seemed to rebel against it, her shoulders tensed up, her head rolling from side to side. Everywhere, just everywhere around the numbing sleeping tingles, she couldn’t escape. It was inside her. Inside her body, inside her blood. The tingling glow reached her brain, she yawned, so tired, so sleepy, just so... so... so... It embraced her pushed her from the edge of the cliff, she fell and tumbled into the ravine of sleepy mists.



 




Chapter -10-




Elvi closed the cot and yawned. What a long night. In a few hours the others would awake again, and then she needed to get Sally from her program, and then Lily would wake up. She needed to think. She needed to find a solution.



She got out the file folder and wrote down what she’d given Lily. Two crush tubes of Juniprol and after that an injection with Propofol. She chewed on the back of her pen. Now what? How to fix this? Well if everything failed she could always start over with cleansing and training, but she didn’t want to start over. She wanted Lily to be one of her little girls as quickly as possible. Her little girl to love and care for, to manipulate, to do with as she’d pleased. Her little girl to deflower, then reset and deflower again, as many times as she liked.



She drew a little house in the margins, for a while her pen floated over an empty line, but she didn’t know what to write. She shut the folder. She needed to get some sleep first, she couldn’t think clearly like this. She turned of the lights and closed the door behind her. In her own room she plumped herself into the big canopy bed, she fell asleep still wearing her clothes.



 




Chapter -11-




Someone shook her shoulder, her whole body was shaking. Stop, Lily wanted to say but no words came out of her mouth, she couldn’t turn away, she couldn’t push the shaking hand away. She just kept bobbing back and forth.



‘Momma?’ A voice screamed very close to her ears. ‘Momma, Lily doesn’t want to wake up.’



Lily moaned.



‘Momma do I still need to give her a shot?’



‘You go and take care of your little sisters, Poppy. In a moment I’ll get Sally and after that I’ll focus on Lily.’



The calm surrounding her returned. Lily floated back in to unconsciousness, for a while there was nothing. Short flashes, a bunch of different memories presented themselves. She remembered the orphanage, she remembered momma and Poppy. There were sounds. Rustling noises. ‘Where do you want this?’ A voice asked. Then momma’s voice telling them what to do. After a while the tranquility came back. Lily mumbled some. Still quite woozy she opened her eyes, hazy she looked around.



‘Good morning, love.’



Momma’s face hung over her cot. Dark hairs in a tight pony tail and almond shaped eyes. Clear blue irises, like azure. Her lips had a soft pink shade, a beautiful arc, a smile, a little dimple in her cheek.



She reached out to Lily, grabbed her face and stroke her thumb over the corner of her mouth.



‘Momma need to prep some of the equipment and then we’ll start, okay? Momma came up with a little plan tonight. I don’t know if it’s going to work, it’s a little experiment. Momma hopes she can speed this part of the program up a bit, wouldn’t it be nice if momma had more control over the things that happen in your mind?’



Lily didn’t answer. Momma disappeared from view. She didn’t leave though. Lily could hear her rumbling an muttering elsewhere in the room.



‘I’m ready.’ Momma said. She bent over the cot. ‘Are you ready love?’



Lily didn’t know what to say. She frowned. Her head felt filled with cotton candy, sticky and cloudy, and very little actual substance.



‘I see you’re still groggy from the medication, but that won’t be a problem. No. Actually momma quite likes it, this way you won’t struggle and scream, won’t you love?’ Momma brought over a syringe and emptied it in Lily’s leg. A sting followed by cold, syrupy liquid worlds, jumbling, associative jumps. ‘And here comes the milk.’ A nipple was prodded into her mouth. She compliantly suckled, her muscles became warm, lazy, useless. Just numbing euphoria, the ever changing worlds around her, dragging her from one image into the next, each one better than the last, more beautiful, more peaceful.



‘Finished,’ Momma said. She stroke Lily’s tummy, up and down. The bottle disappeared. ‘But momma has a little surprise for you, look what your sisters have carried upstairs.’ She showed her a transparent anesthesia mask, she put it on Lilys face, the soft silicon pressing into her nose and chin. With an elastic strap behind her head she secured it to Lily’s face.



Lily wanted to feel. She tried to touch it with her hand, she wanted to push it away from her face. Her arm swaying through the air, numb and useless. Momma grabbed both her wrist and put her arms down.



‘I will start slowly,’ she said, ‘let’s see how this little girl reacts first.’



She turned on a switch. The mask filled up with a gross heavy stench. Lily tried to push the mask away, but again momma grabbed her wrists. She held her firmly so Lily couldn’t do anything but inhaling more and more of that heavy smell.



‘Well done my love, take a deep breath. That’s momma’s special hypnotic gas, every time you smell it, it’ll come into your blood and into your brain, all your own thoughts disappear and the only thing you want to do is listen to momma. You don’t have to think. Everything momma says is the truth. You’re momma’s little girl, momma’s little baby. You can’t talk, you can’t think, you can’t move. You’re helpless. You’re completely depended on momma. Looks like it’s working, let’s kick it up a notch.’



Momma adjusted something and more and more of that heavy smelly air seeped into her mask. She could hear a hissing sound, it was blown against her lip against her nose. She inhaled it all. She couldn’t help herself. Her lungs heavy and out of breath. Dazed. Drugged. She couldn’t do anything about it. She couldn’t move, couldn’t talk, she was still a baby, a helpless little baby, momma said so, what momma said was true.



‘Sometimes it seems like different worlds seep into each other, as if your mind is leaking and you don’t know what’s real and what isn’t. That’s so confusing isn’t it love? None of those are real, it’s all just a dream, it’s all just a hallucination, just forget. It isn’t important, just forget who you are, where your coming from, how you ended up here. Just breath in more of momma’s hypnotic gas and let all those thoughts and memories slip away, the only thing you need to remember is that I’m your momma. Your big strong momma, and you’re a little baby, a helpless baby, and babies don’t have any memories, babies don’t know anything, babies understand nothing. That’s not a big deal, because momma knows, momma knows everything, momma tells you the only truth that you know.’



Lily inhaled more and more of the gas. The mask pressing against her face, the plastic hose kept on spitting out more and more of the heavy hypnotic gas. She didn’t sleep, she knew for sure, but she wasn’t awake either. She just didn’t know, she didn’t understand. Why that mask? What produced that weird smell? She looked up at momma. Momma knew. Luckily momma was here. She just needed to listen, whenever she listened things would turn out to be okay. Momma smiled, momma caressed her tummy, momma pressed the anesthesia mask firmer into her face.



‘Just surrender now, love, surrender to my voice, to my words, hand over all your thoughts, I’ll take care of them. It feels so good, so familiar, it feels so save to finally have a nice momma that takes care of you.’



Lily drifted away in a blissful emptiness. Only once in a while something broke through the emptiness, momma’s voice, a nice warm bath, a new painful injection into her leg, another bottle of milk, another anesthesia mask, another shot, another gas in another mask.



She woke up with her thumb in her mouth. She blinked her eyes and suckled on her hand. It was quiet around her. It was just as serene outside as she felt on the inside. It was as if there weren’t any thoughts left, just this overwhelming spaciousness. She banged with her hand against the head board and grabbed onto one of the bars.



A noise came out or her mouth, a sucking noise, a coo. She didn’t like the emptiness, she wanted momma to come. Momma. She couldn’t call her, she’d only produce more cooing and mumbling sounds. She didn’t think about it, she didn’t have to think about anything, no obligation to understand, she was just a little baby.



‘Momma, can I play with the new baby?’ Outside her room a voice yelled.



‘I think she’s still asleep.’ Momma’s voice said.



‘No I can hear her, she awake.’



‘Okay. Be nice Chloe.’



‘Yes, Momma, I promise.’



The door of Lily’s room swayed open, a girl came in with a mint green dress and a big stain on her skirt. She was sucking her thumb, just like Lily was. The girl came closer, she put her hand into the cot and caressed Lily’s face.







‘Do you want to play with Elmo, or with the music tree, look.’ She held up a toy where Lily could see and pressed a button. Around the tree the animals started turning, it was a happy song. Lily felt all happy in her tummy, a lighthearted and wobbly feeling. She laughed.



‘Now you try,’ Chloe said. ‘You need to press this button. Go.’ She pushed the tree as far into the cot as would fit. Lily moved. She could move whenever she tried, just random, her arms swaying through the air, her legs kicking and pedaling, her back could bend to the side, but she just couldn’t control any of it. She didn’t manage to push the button. Chloe grabbed her wrist.



‘Like this,’ she said. She pushed Lily’s fist against the button and again the tree started dancing, the animals around it moved along and such a happy cheerful music filled up the room. Lily laughed again. Her fists and arms happily moving about.



‘Look, it makes her dance,’ Chloe said.



‘I want to see,’ a second girl entered the room, she had a dark skin and a yellow and white dress. Long sleeves with ruffles along the wrists that where chewed on and wet with drool. ‘Do it,’ she said.



Chloe pressed the button again. ‘Go dance,’ she told Lily. ‘Like this with your arms.’ She held Lily’s hands and moved them back and forth, but Lily was distracted by the other girl. Her hair in two buns and she was also sucking on her thumb.



‘You’re a liar,’ the second girl said.



‘I’m not. She just did it a moment ago. I think she’s scared of you, Anna-Roze.’



‘No, she’s not.’



‘Yes, she is.’



The girls were yelling against each other. Loud noise. Bad noise. It hurt her ears. It made her scared and sad. She produced a little sound, a whining sob.



‘You’re making her cry.’



‘No I didn’t, you did.’



‘Ladies,’ Momma appeared in the doorway. Lily stopped fussing. She wanted to go to momma. Momma, momma, momma, momma, momma! Momma would talk to her, and she could listen to momma’s voice, momma’s voice was the best sound of them all. She kicked her legs and cooed and sobbed and mumbled all at the same time.



‘Anna-Roze made her cry.’



‘No I didn’t momma, but Chloe lied, she said -


‘Both of you shush now. If you can’t play nicely together, i’ll send you both to your own room.’ Momma turned around and walked away.



A big wave of sadness and loneliness engulfed her, it started in her tummy, in her chest, it hurt her throat and she cried. Tears streaming over her cheeks, just endless crying.



‘Dear oh dear, what’s all the sadness about?’ momma asked. She returned and bent over the cot. Lily lifted her head towards mama, she tried to smile, her mouth opened and her tong stuck out in the air.



‘What’s wrong my love, why are you crying. Are you lolling out at momma, that’s not nice, is it?’ Momma tickled her tummy. Lily chuckled and cooed. ‘What a cheeky littly baby you are, lolling at her own momma.’



‘Will she get punished?’ Chloe asked.



‘No, she can’t help it,’ Momma said. She focused all her attention on Lily again. ‘Can you? No you can’t help yourself, you’ve got no control over you body what so ever, haven’t you? No you haven’t because who controls your body? Who is the boss?’ With tickling fingers she approached Lily’s tummy. ‘Momma’s the boss!’ momma yelled cheerful. She prodded her fingers in Lily’s sides. She was squirming and giggling and she peed herself. All of a sudden it became warm and wet in between her legs and it flowed all into her diaper, all her thoughts were preoccupied with that warm wet relief.



‘Are you soiling your diaper?’ Momma asked. ‘Does momma need to change your nappy?’



‘Can I help?’ Chloe asked.



‘Of course, sweety.’ Momma opened up the side of the cot. She pulled on Lily’s legs until she was laying in the middle of the bed. She opened the snaps of Lily’s footsie and pulled her legs out of the soft velvet. For a moment she tickled Lily on her footpad and Lily giggled again. Momma opened up her diaper. A cold draft blew over her wet skin. Lily fussed and pulled her legs in.



‘Sshhh,’ momma said, ‘First we clean her up with a wipe Chloe.’



Chloe picked up the wipe and rubbed it in between Lily’s legs. The wipe grazed her labia softly. Chloe clumsily washed her clean.



‘Make sure you don’t miss a spot,’ momma said. She grabbed the wipe from Chloe’s fingers and pressed it against Lily’s crotch, very precisely she first wiped the outer labia and after that the inner labia, every little spot she touched three of four times. After that she rubbed some cream on Lily. Her fingers slithering over Lily’s pubis, back and forth and back again. Lily got a warm soothing feeling in between her legs. It seemed to glow and shine, like there was a little firefly inside her tummy. Dozy she laid there. Such a pleasant feeling. Chloe’s hand and momma’s fingers, all warm and safe and happy caresses.



‘Why is that?’ Chloe asked.



‘So her diaper won’t chafe and hurt her. Don’t forget the inside, do you want to do the inside, Chloe?’ Momma guided Chloe’s finger inside Lily’s pussy. It was warm and filled up, Chloe moved around slowly.



‘I think she likes it,’ Chloe said.



‘I think so too,’ Momma said. After those words the happy sensations between her legs burst open, it was dizzyingly nice. What was happening, why did it feel so good, so nice an pleasurable? She didn’t understand, but she didn’t have to understand. Momma was here, momma would take care of her.



Chloe rubbed her hand against her own crotch now. ‘I think my diaper will be hurting too. I think I need a little cream too.’



‘You’re not wearing a diaper, sweetheart, you’re a big girl.’



‘But my big girl panties hurt,’ Chloe said with a pleading voice.



‘Is that right?’ momma asked. ‘Well we should take a look at that, shouldn’t we?’



‘Yes please, momma.’



The caressing stopped. Lily got on a new diaper and momma and Chloe left the room. She didn’t want momma to leave though. She still felt all tingly in between her legs, she wanted more. She fussed and cried and whined until momma came back.



‘What’s wrong, my love?’



Lily smiled and kicked her legs.



‘There is nothing wrong with this little girl, is there? This baby just needs a little attention.’



Lily giggled.



‘But momma has to take care of your sisters as well, so be sweet and go to sleep now.’ Momma pulled on the string of the hanging mobile, a little rattle and then the music sounded, the stars turning around each other, just turning and spinning, round and round and round. A pink one, a blue one, a green one. Lily’s mind was sucked away, just totally blank, her kicking legs and swaying fists sank languid and heavy into the mattress. Her eyes became heavy. So heavy. She wanted to look at the stars, but she just couldn’t keep her eyes open.



‘Sweet dreams, hon,’ the door of her room slammed shut.



Stars turning round and round. Lily’s eyes fell shut, sleepiness flushed over her, wave after wave. It was impossible to resist. Her conscious mind slipped away.



 




Chapter -12-




‘Lie down and take of your panties,’ Elvi told Chloe.



Willingly Chloe pushed her panties from her hips, she laid back with her legs spread apart. Elvi could see right into her pussy. She put a little cream on her fingers and quick and skillful she rubbed it on the labia.



‘There you go,’ Elvi said.



‘No. I need more,’ Chloe said, ‘I need longer, like Lily.’



‘Longer?’ Elvi asked. She smiled and pretended not to understand.



Chloe nodded. ‘Yes please, cause it hurts so badly,’ she said pouting.



‘I think you’re a little actress,’ Elvi said.



Chloe blushed. She bit her lip and stared off in the other direction.



‘I think your pussy isn’t hurting at all. I think you just want momma to stroke you between your legs, don’t you? I think your a little lesbian, that felt all aroused because you were allowed to touch another girls pussy, and now she’s jealous and wants to have a little rub down there herself.’



Chloe shook her head.



‘No?’ Elvi asked. ‘Well in that case, my job is done.’ She pretended to get up and walk to the door.



‘Momma wait,’ Chloe said.



‘What’s up sweety?’



‘Maybe... like perhaps maybe you were right.’ She mumbled shyly.



‘I am, aren’t I.’ Elvi said. ‘That’s what I thought.’ Again she pressed her fingers against the exposed pussy. She slid over the wet labia and circled around the clit for a while, then she shoved her finger inside. Chloe’s breathing stopped for a moment. Flushed cheeks and a look of wonder, she tilted her hips so Elvi’s finger could slide even deeper.



Elvi jiggled around and finger fucked her girl, until she closed her eyes. She pulled back her finger and grabbed Chloe’s throat, pinning her down onto the mattress. Chloe gasping for air a fearful look in her eyes, she squirmed and struggled for a moment.



‘Don’t lie to Momma,’ Elvi said.



‘I’m sorry,’ Chloe muttered.



Elvi squeezed. ‘Lying isn’t nice, is it.’



‘No momma,’ Chloe said.



‘Do you think momma would reward lying girls by rubbing their pussy?’



‘Please momma?’ Chloe begged.



‘No, no, no,’ Elvi said smiling. ‘Chloe first needs to learn how to be an honest girl.’ She slapped her girl in the face. Her own fingers tingling. Chloe protected her cheek.



‘Remove you hand,’ Elvi said. She hit Chloe again. She slapped her face and spanked her breast until her girl was crying and wailing and promising her to be good and honest.



‘Why do you want momma to rub your pussy?’ she asked.



‘Because it was fun to do with Lily, and it made my panties all tingly and I wanted it too.’



‘So because your a little slut?’



‘What’s a slut?’ Chloe asked.



Elvi cupped Chloe’s breast, she massaged the nipple until Chloe moaned.



‘A slut is a very naughty girl, that has tingles in her pussy all day long and wants mommy to touch her pussy.’



‘I’m not naughty. I don’t wanna be naughty. I wanna be a good girl.’



‘It isn’t your choice now, is it, sweety? You want momma to rub your pussy?’



‘Yes momma.’



‘So tell momma what you are then?’



‘I’m a slut,’ she said softly.



Elvi put her hand between the spread legs, her fingers laid motionless atop of the labia. Chloe convulsed involuntarily, loud panting. Softly Elvi caressed her little clit. ‘You know what,’ she said, ‘If you’ll be a good girl today, and you listen to momma, and you obey momma. Momma will play with your pussy right before bedtime, deal?’



‘Yes momma,’ Chloe said.



‘But you have to do whatever I say, like you’re my slave.’



‘I will momma.’



Elvi stood up. ‘Slaves don’t wear clothes,’ she said. ‘Slaves only wear a collar. Slaves don’t make eye contact. Slaves don’t talk unless their momma asks them a question. Did you hear that Chloe, that might be a difficult rule for you.’



‘It won’t momma, I'll be quiet, all day!’ She pushed herself into a sitting position and pulled the dress over her head.



‘Slaves need permission before they do anything, to eat, to go to the toilet, to be allowed to sit on a chair, to get up out of that chair. Slaves are very, very submissive little girls that want to service their momma’s, cause only the most obedient ones will be rewarded.’



‘And they’ll get their pussy rubbed, right?’



‘What did the rules say about talking?’



‘That slaves aren’t allowed to.’ Shocked she put her hand over her mouth. Elvi got a collar and secured it around her neck. The rest of the day Chloe clearly tried her hardest to be a good slave. It was cute though. Sometimes she struggled, especially when her sisters would tease her or laugh at her, but only one strict glance from Elvi and she got herself back together again. Elvi let her change the sheets, clean the floors, wash the windows, just helping Poppy with her house chores.



After diner it amused her to humiliate her girl. She told her to rub everyones feet, and she let her be a little footstool. She ordered Chloe to sit on her knees in a way that allowed everyone to see her pussy, and she instructed Chloe to explain to her sisters that she was a little slut and she let herself be humiliated only so momma would rub a little cream on her pussy.



The other girls scrunched their noses and giggled.



She told Chloe to write on her breasts what she was, so no one would forget, and Chloe obediently wrote down slut and slave, and walked around like that the rest of the evening. Once a while Elvi slipped her a little food or allowed her to go the the bathroom, but always with a lot of bombast.



First she brought the other girls to their beds and after that she took Chloe back to her room. Chloe immediately lied down in the same spot as earlier that afternoon, her legs spread wide apart.



‘Did you have permission to lie down?’ Elvi asked.



Chloe jumped up and shook her head. Elvi got the strap-op vibrator, she helped Chloe to put it on. Elvi undressed herself, laid down on the bed.



‘Now first you’ll give momma a nice orgasm,’ she said, ‘cause momma got all horny from your submission, it’s only fair that you’ll take care of that, don’t you?’



Chloe nodded. Elvi told Chloe what to do. The vibrator slid inside Elvi easily. She had been so wet all day, no lube was even necessary. She was completely filled up by the purple silicon vibrating inside her. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations of a filled pussy for a while.



‘Now pound me,’ she said. She grabbed Chloe’s hips and moved her back and forth in the right rhythm, until her girl understood and took over. The vibrator sliding past her labia. Elvi moaned. She cupped Chloe’s breast and pressed her nails deep into the flesh, she tilted her hips, a swayback. She needed to hear Chloe, Chloe’s way of talking, Chloe’s way of thinking.



‘Say something,’ she moaned.



‘What do you want me to say momma?’ Chloe asked.



‘Tell me why you like being momma’s little girl.’



The strap-on vibrated, a warm sparkle, every thrust a bit more intense.



‘I like it because then I can be with you often momma, and I like you, and I like it when you’re home and...’



‘Keep pounding,’ Elvi muttered. She pulled on the girl’s hips and thrust the vibrator deeper inside herself.



‘And your the best mom in the world, and sometimes it’s nice when you rub cream on me, and...’



Chloe chattered on. Elvi tensed up, after all the build up her orgasm just exploded through her body. It washed over her mind, over her body. For a moment there was nothing but a string of sensations, warm sparks rushing through her body, whirling around. The highest peeks sank away a lazy bliss.



She pulled Chloe towards herself, wrapped her arms around her. She kissed her girl, the cheeks, the nose, the mouth. She had such a beautiful soft mouth. That’s why she had selected Chloe. She wasn’t the type Elvi would usually go for, but during the initial interview Chloe kept on licking her lips, soft pink, a beautiful curve, a princesses indent, and the lower lip already slightly pouting outwards.



Two years had gone by since that first interview and intake. She had kissed those lips again and again. Elvi pushed her tongue inside. Floating on the tail of her orgasm still. She embraced Chloe.



‘Take off the strap-on sweety. You’ve earned your reward, haven’t you?’



‘Yes please momma.’ The girl jumped up and as quick as she could she dropped the strap-on panties. She laid down, her legs as wide as possible.



‘Let’s make a deal: As long as your thumb is in you mouth momma will play with your pussy, but the moment you stop sucking your thumb, momma stops fondling you.’



Chloe stuffed her thumb deeply into her mouth. Her pinkish lips completely enclosed it. A pouting lower lip. On her face an innocent look of vulnerability. Elvi started at the knee, she caressed her inner thighs and slowly worked her way op. Teasingly close. The hips twitching, her girl panting. Compulsively sucking on the thumb in her mouth. Elvi smiled. She walked her fingers all around the pussy, tipping-toeing, closer and closer. She briefly grazed the labia, Chloe moaned and gasped, her mouth open. Elvi withdrew her hand, and swiftly the lips closed around the thumb again.



With the tip of her finger she stroked the labia, the skin muggy and warm, supple and pliant, she pulled the outer labia to the sides and slipped one finger in between the inner labia. Slippery. She pushed her finger inside. Warm and spongy, she massaged the upper side.



Chloe squirmed and moaned. Her thumb still stuck in her mouth.



Elvi pulled her finger out of the pussy and massaged the outside with the palm of her hand. Chloe was shaking uncontrollably.



Elvi bent over, she brought her mouth towards the pussy. She pressed her lips against the labia and sucked, she sucked on the little skin on top until she felt the nodule of the clit in between her lips. She massaged it with her tong. For a moment Chloe sat up straight, confused she looked what was going on, then willingly fell back into the mattress again.



Elvi pushed two fingers inside, and worked on her girl inside and out at the same time. Little circles round the clit. More an more tension in the hips, in the legs, her whole body cramped up. With a loud moan she relaxed, she sank back into to mattress, the inside of the pussy was pulsating, her hips rocking and shaking. Elvi pressed her face even more into the soggy wet skin, her fingers wet with horniness.



For a few moments she let Chloe enjoy the remnants of her orgasm, then she said it was time to go to sleep. Chloe pliantly put on her pajamas and pulled the blankets up to her chin.



‘I’ve got something for you,’ Elvi said, ‘Because you’ve been such a good girl today, come over here.’



In her footsie pajamas Chloe came closer. Elvi looked in the cupboards and hope she still had some left. Yes, there it was, a little jar of Thimbeline. It was a thoroughly addictive drug with a sedative component and a light euphoric effect. She’d used it to turn Chloe into a thumb sucker. She unscrewed the lid and dipped the thump in the colorless oil, she made sure the whole thumb was covered.



Chloe was beaming and wanted to put it in her mouth immediately.



‘Lie down first,’ Elvi said.



Chloe jumped on the bed, and crawled under the covers, she laid her head on her pillow and with a big smile she started sucking. Elvi stayed to watch. She saw the drug getting a hold on Chloe. Her eyes glazing over. Dreamily she stared past Elvi. Her eyes didn’t close completely, but kept lingering in blissful oblivion.



She pressed a little kiss on her forehead and closed the bars in front of the bed so it turned into a cot. Chloe usually slept without the bars, but today Elvi wanted to see her in a cot. She grabbed the jar of Thimbeline and took it with her. Later on she could use this with Lily as well. Not now. Now Lily had to finish phase two first.



Elvi walked over to Lily’s room. She opened the door and listened in the dark weather she could hear Lily. It remained silent. Tiptoeing she walked in to the room to get the file folder from the dresser.



Soft muttering in the cot. Little fussing sounds that crescendoed into full fledged crying.



‘Sshhh,’ Elvi said, ‘Sshhh, momma just needs to grab something real quick, go back to sleep.’



Lily kept crying.



Elvi turned on the lights and walked towards the cot. The twenty six year old woman laid on her back, she was partly undressed, her pajamas somehow got tangled all around her leg.



‘Oh dear, someone has been tossing in her sleep I see.’ She freed the leg from the twisted fabric. Red marks were left in the pale skin. For a while she massaged Lily’s leg, longer than absolutely necessary. Her hands slid over her tight skin and her slim legs.



‘Now that’s better, isn’t it,’ Elvi said. ‘Its all better now.’ She pushed her index finger against Lily’s nose. Lily smiled again. She tried to grip Elvi’s finger. Cooing and laughing and kicking her legs. Elvi played around with the girl for a little while. Her reactions were perfect, very convincing and realistic. Elvi smiled.



‘Now momma has to do a bit of work,’ she said. She opened the folder and Lily started fussing again.



‘Sshhh hon, I’m right here.’ Elvi mumbled.



But Lily cries became louder and louder. The moment Elvi leaned over the cot she shut up again. She laughed at Elvi, her hands swaying through the air happily.



‘You’re a little actress,’ Elvi said, ‘Just like your sister Chloe, you’re not sad at all, you just want a bit of attention. Momma knows you, love. But momma has to calculate which doses of medication you need to get tomorrow. Yes, Lily. That’s what momma needs to do.’



The girl laughed and made happy cooing mumbling sounds.



‘Go suck your thumb,’ Elvi said. She put Lily’s thumb into her mouth. Three times she sucked on it then she started to play and grabble again. Elvi tried again, this time the thumb stayed in place a little longer, until her arms started wailing through the air.



‘It doesn’t matter love,’ Elvi said. ‘I’ll turn you into a little addicted thumb sucker later, but now you need to calm down, so momma can finish her work.’



She turned on the hanging mobile. The music sounded through the room, and the stars started turning around each other. Lily got a look of amazement on her face, in wonder she stared at the stars. She seemed to completely forget about Elvi. Her knees lazily sank aside into the mattress, her arms limply dropped down as well. She blinked slowly. Her eyes closing, although she tried to keep them open. Elvi saw her struggling, but the sleep won, of course. The girl closed her eyes, her head lulled to the side, her mouth slightly open.



Elvi felt arousal glowing between her legs. Why on earth was it so hot to see Lily fight against the sleep? Why did it turn her on so much? It probably had something to do with power. With control and vulnerability, with intimacy within vulnerability and... It didn’t matter what it it was, or where it came from. There was nothing gained by analyzing herself. The most important part was to experience it, to enjoy it, again and again, tomorrow, the day after tomorrow, whenever she wanted.



She opened the file folder and checked on the doses Lily had been administered today. She calculated tomorrow’s dose. Not a whole lot anymore. The tapering had gone wonderfully, without any hassle. No signs of withdrawal whatsoever. Lily did better than most of her girls. Tomorrow she would get the last dose of halucinox, only 2 mg and tomorrow afternoon the last dose of relinor in her milk. She calculated the halftimes of the medications. If all went well they could continue to phase three the day after tomorrow. Around lunch they would see whether Lily was truly ready to get rid of her old memories permanently, and imprint and secure her new personality.



Elvi wrote a little note for Poppy, although it was unlikely Poppy would have anything to do with Lily tomorrow.



 




Chapter -13-




‘Goodmorning, love.’ The curtains opened and a cheerful beam of light burst into her room. Lily grumbled and fussed. She was sleeping so nicely, she didn’t want to wake up yet.



‘Hello Lily.’ The bars disappeared from her cot and momma was squatting next to her. ‘Give momma a nice smile. No? no smile today? Usually you’ve got such a sweet smile. Are you a little grumpy this morning?’



Momma brushed a little hair from her cheek. Her fingertips were a nice ticklish feeling on her forehead. It was nice being close to momma. Lily smiled.



‘There she is. That’s my cute smiling sweetheart.’ Momma unbuttoned her footsie and pressed a needle into her leg. A painful sting. Lily grimaced. It made her sad. Why did momma hurt her? Tears propped up in her eyes.



‘Sshhh, hon, I know you don’t like it. It’s done already.’ She stroke Lily’s leg and pressed a little kiss on her leg. ‘See, all done.’



Lily’s eyes were still tearing up. Her lower lip was quivering.



‘Look, my love, isn’t this the cutest duck?’ Momma showed her a stuffed animal and let it dance around. ‘Quack,’ says the duck. ‘Quack, quack.’ The duck jumped on her tummy, up and down as if her belly was a trampoline. Lily laughed and cooed. She wailed her hands at the duck. Momma put the duck on top of her and walked away. Lily suckled on his foot, the orange fleece fabric into her mouth, where did momma go, why did she go away? Lily was fussing around.



‘I’m still here, sweety, I'm just preparing your bottle, a jummy breakfast, for a jummy baby.’



Momma came closer, she stood next to the cot again. ‘Bah, don’t chew on the duck,’ she said, ‘suckle on this.’ She pushed the nipple into Lily’s mouth and Lily willingly drank her milk. Her tummy filled up with such a nice grateful glow, she was happy with momma and eagerly she drank all of her milk.



‘Does Lily want to take a bath, a nice fresh bath so Lily will be a nice fresh little girl?’ Momma asked. She carried Lily under her arms and knees. Lily’s head slumped against momma’s shoulder. Momma smelt so nice. Momma carried her to the bathroom. She put her on the ground for a moment and filled up the tub. In the meantime she took of Lily’s pajamas and her diaper. Slowly she dropped Lily into the water. Surrounded by warmth, by misty steam, and soap and bubbles. Lily felt drowsy and tired, her eyes partly closing. Momma washed her, momma’s hands were all over her body, momma’s hands were everywhere. Under the water, against her skin, in between her legs, especially the spot in between her legs needed a lot of cleaning momma said. Momma’s fingers made her dizzy, a strange floaty feeling between her legs, even warmer than the water, how come? Momma’s fingers must be magical or something. Lily relaxed, her thoughts drifting off, her muscles melted she glided deeper into the water, momma helped her sit up straight.



‘Don’t fall asleep now, love,’ she said. ‘Go play with the bubbles.’ She got a clump of bubbles and put it on Lily’s hand. Lily looked at it. She opened and closed her fingers and then the bubbles where gone. Momma’s fingers found the spot in between her legs again, she tickled Lily. It was as if her tummy was spinning around, as if there was firework on the inside, like thousand little stars, or maybe even more.



Momma stood up, she pushed her sweatpants and panties down and with her bare bottom she sat down on the side of the tub. One hand between her own legs, another hand between Lily’s legs. One long finger all the way up inside her. She felled full and warm, a new feeling, momma’s finger moved on the inside, and Lily could feel every motion.



‘We have to clean thoroughly, everything needs to be washed,’ momma said. She had a curious voice, stammering and panting. Momma closed her eyes and moaned. Louder and louder. Her finger kept on washing Lily from the inside. Momma was shaking, momma’s eyes were closed and her mouth was open. She was shaking as if she had some sort of seizure. Lily felt scared, what was wrong with her? Why was momma acting like that? Her sweet sweet momma. Lily produced a little cry, and another one.



Momma was moaning loudly. Her voice echoed through the bathroom. ‘O honey, o sweety. My love.’



Lily started fussing and crying.



Momma was panting. Her cheeks flushed and red. She looked at Lily her eyes where all glazed over. She caressed her cheek. ‘You don’t have a clue what you do to me don’t you? There, there, don’t cry sweety, it’s over now, you did good, good girl, yes sweet Lily. Momma loves you very much Lily.’



She leaned half into the tub and gave Lily a kiss on her forehead, a kiss on her cheek, on her nose. All kisses. Then she got Lily out of the water. She rubbed her dry with a towel, brushed her hair and made two little pigtails with purples ribbons on the end, then she put Lily in purple pajamas. She brought her back to bed, the bars closed. She pulled on the string of her mobiles and the stars started dancing. Lily tummy filled op with magic, she was enchanted by the stars, she couldn’t keep her eyes off of them, the stars were whirling, they made a whirlwind it sucked her in. She sank deeper into the mattress. Her eyes heavy, so heavy.



‘Momma will check up on you in a while dear.’



Lily barely registered her words. She was dancing far away from this earth, somewhere in space, a wave of sleepiness engulfed her.



Whispering voices woke her up. ‘Sshhh, she’s sleeping,’ someone said.



‘I was quiet, you said sshhh.’



Lily slowly regained consciousness. She suckled on her fingers for a while and looked at the stars that now dangled motionless over her head, boring stars were boring. She tried to hit them with her hand, her feet were trampling.



Across the room were two girls. The blonde Chloe sucking her thumb. Today she was wearing a red dress. And there was Sally, with the light brownish hair and the freckles. Sally was holding a doll at its foot and dragged it behind herself. She seemed somewhat shy and looked up to Chloe. Chloe was in charge, she told Sally what to play. There was a palace, with loads of princesses and a queen, and the queen needed pancakes. Lily liked the story, she could imagine it vividly, the meadow full of flowers and rainbows and unicorns Chloe talked about, there was the house of the best pancake maker in the world. Lily got hungry. Her tummy felt too empty. She made a sucking noise and opened her mouth. Where was the nipple, she needed the nipple of the bottle. Momma had to come, momma had to feed her. She muttered a few sounds.



‘Come over, she’s awake,’ Chloe said. She grabbed Sally’s hand and dragged her towards the cot. She fidgeted with the bars until the side swung open.



‘Is that allowed?’ Sally asked.



‘Yes,’ Chloe said. ‘Momma and Poppy do it all the time, and I've helped them loads of times. We have to change her diaper.’



Chloe pulled on the snaps from Lily’s pajamas. Lily didn’t know what to think about that. Momma was better, quicker and more experienced. Chloe was clumsy.



‘Now you hold that leg, and I get this one out. Hold her still or else I can’t.’



The two girls successfully undressed Lily, and now they were removing her diaper. Chloe was biting her lip, she stared at Lily’s crotch. Her cheeks blushing. Sally firmly held on to her doll.



‘Now what?’ she asked shyly.



‘Now we have to clean her up,’ Chloe got out a wipe and brushed halfheartedly over the labia. ‘And then we have to rub cream, so she won’t get hurt.’ She already opened the jar, she got a thick white dab of cream and applied that carefully and tenderly. Her finger kept on rubbing Lily’s pussy, up and down, very concentrated.



Lily felt it tingling, she got warm down there. She giggled and cooed.



‘If you want you can help,’ Chloe said to Sally, ‘you just have to spread the cream.’



Now Lily felt also Sally’s hand touching her in between her legs. Insecure fingers probing her curiously. Chloe’s finger slipped inside.



‘What are you two doing here?’ A grumpy voice sounded through the room. Chloe and Sally quickly removed their hands. Poppy came closer, she gave both of them a correcting slap.



‘We just wanted to help,’ Chloe said. ‘She needed a clean diaper.’



‘Next time you’ll call for momma or me.’ Poppy said.



Chloe nodded disheartened, she grabbed Sally’s hand and together the two girls left the room. Sally’s doll was dragged behind them, the doll’s head bouncing over the floor and against the doorstep.



Poppy swiftly removed the surplus of cream from between Lily’s leg, she put Lily in a new diaper and buttoned up her footsie.



‘Bye Lily, see you later,’ she said before she closed the door behind her.



Lily was lying in her cot for a while, time just past, or maybe it didn’t, she wouldn’t know. Now and again she would suckle on her on hand, she made bubbles from her own saliva, one time she grabbed her own feet with her hand. Sometimes she would drift off and fall asleep, other times she just lay there trampling and murmuring in her cot. 



She started crying when she felt the hollow emptiness in her tummy, painfully empty, it got worse and worse and Lily was really sad about that. She cried and cried until momma entered the room.



‘There, there,’ momma said. ‘Is Lily that hungry?’ She prepared a bottle and shook it. Instead of putting the nipple into Lily’s mouth she opened the side of the cot and positioned herself next to Lily on the mattress. She hoisted Lily on her lap, embraced her, and slowly rocked her back and forth, now she put the nipple in Lilys mouth. Hungrily she gulped it all down. Momma kept rocking her. When the milk was finished, Lily drowsily snuggled her head against momma’s shoulder. Momma was sweet, and pretty, and big, and smart. Her tummy all full and warm. It made her blissfully serene, as if there were all those blissful sparkles flowing through her body.



Momma pulled on the string and the stars started moving, automatically her eyes were drawn to it, she forgot who she was, where she was, she could only look, she slipped away, her hand limply slided from her tummy, her legs heavy. She sank away in momma’s arms, her head against momma’s chest. Momma caressed her. Momma softly hummed along with the music of the stars. Lily couldn’t keep her eyes open. Momma pulled her upwards. She grabbed Lily’s chin. Lily tried to keep her eyes open, she wanted to look at the stars, but she couldn’t anymore. The sleepiness was too strong and she drifted further and further away.



When she woke up momma was gone, until the evening she was left alone in her room, and even when it was time for bed momma didn’t come. Poppy came in to change her diaper and fed her a bottle. Lily was grumpily fussing. She kicked her legs. She didn’t want Poppy, she wanted momma. Poppy forgot to turn on the stars when she left. It got darker and darker in Lily’s room. Outside sounded voices, she thought she recognized momma’s voice and started crying, but only Poppy stuck her head in.



‘What wrong?’ she asked. For a moment she looked at the cot. ‘A you’re missing you’re duck. Why did you throw it out then?’ Poppy picked up a stuffed animal, put it next to Lily and went away again.



In the end Lily must have dozed off, because when she woke up it was light outside. The duck had disappeared again, her blanket was wrapped around her neck and her head. She tried to free herself, but the more she writhe around, the more she got entangled. She cried for a long time until finally momma came to free her.



‘Why so early Lily?’ Momma said cranky. She pulled Lily’s head from the blanket and sat her up straight while she untwined the blanket. ‘How did you manage to do that?’she asked.



She put Lily back to bed and tucked her in. She disappeared for a long time and returned later. She fed Lily her bottle. Lily suckled but this time the milk couldn’t cheer her up, there was no blissful glow or anything. She wanted the other milk, the better one. Angrily she kicked her legs around, she spit out the milk and refused to drink any more. Her fist swung around irritated.



‘I didn’t think we would get those withdrawal symptoms from you,’ Momma said, ‘You’ve been such a good girl until now.’ She opened the cot and tried to calm Lily down. She tried to get her to drink some more milk. Lily kept on crying and kicking, she didn’t want this milk. Again the nipple in between Lily’s lips, she just shoved it in, milk seeped into her mouth. Lily tried to spit it out, milk on her chin, seeping out of the corners of her mouth, past her cheek, it tickled in her neck. Momma wiped her mouth clean, but the nape of her neck stayed wet and itchy.



Lily got more and more upset with momma. Why was everything so different? She cried, she couldn’t stop crying. Her arms en legs swaying trough the air, her back convulsing, she hit momma against her shoulder. Momma grabbed her wrist and pushed her arm back into the mattress.



‘I get it, love, I totally understand,’ she said, ‘that doesn’t feel good, does it? No, it doesn’t.’



Even mommas voice didn’t sound the way it was supposed to sound. The world around her was hard and rugged, with sharp edges everywhere. She missed the liquidity, the flow of images and imaginations, she missed everything, she couldn’t explain. So helpless. She cried and screamed. Her back convulsed again.



‘I’m sorry love, but sorry doesn’t help you, I know. Why don’t we try to see if your mobile helps, hopefully you can sleep for a while, and maybe you’ll wake up when all the withdrawal symptoms are gone again, wouldn’t that be nice?’



Lily writhed around wild en grumbling, she kicked against the bars of the cot and hurt her instep. She screamed even louder. Through her own cries she heard a familiar song, the star song. She stared at them, them turning, the pink, the green, the purple one. Silently and full of wonder she followed their movements. Her body relaxed, her arms and legs limply dropped down. It was as if she surrendered to the whirling, the magic wizardly whirl.



‘Well that works like a charm,’ momma said. She caressed Lily on her tummy, the palm of her hand started under her chin and then stroke her all the way down to her diaper. Lily couldn’t keep her eyes open. She blinked and fought the sleep. Her eyes heavy and tired. Irresistible sleep, it entered her thoughts and took over her body.



She awoke with a bad tummy ache. Her body convulsing, squirming, back cramping up, her legs spasmed. She couldn’t help herself. She didn’t know what was going on or why her body acted like that. She didn’t need to know, as long as momma knew, momma would know.



It seemed like her insides had turned to goo, slimy clumps of algae, slithering and slimy. It just felt all different from the way she was used to feel.



Luckily after a while it disappeared, she relaxed and could lay down calmly without any pain or convulsions. The world still seemed unnaturally sharp though, as if someone had adjusted the colors of the television way to bright, her eyes were hurting from all the bright lights. Sounds were sharper as well, the birds outside screeched for attention, and even the soft mattress felt like stone.



Lily muttered. She toyed around with her own foot for a little while, sometimes she could see it, and sometimes she couldn’t, sometimes it was just a purple blob that shot by, flying like a butterfly. Lily giggled and cooed.



‘Someone is feeling better, I see.’ Momma entered the room and Lily laughed. She wanted to show her the game with her foot, her flying foot. She giggled again and put her legs in the air, but it was different than before. Momma picked up the duck from the ground and jumped it up and down on Lily’s tummy. Lily cheered joyful.



‘What a happy little girl you are,’ momma said. ‘What a smiley face, yes a smiley face.’



Everytime momma said smiley face an other giggle emerged from Lily’s mouth, it was such a funny phrase, it sounded funny and momma said it in that funny way. For a moment momma and Lily played with the duck, then she prepared a new bottle for Lily. Enthusiastically she started sucking. Halfway through she realized it was the wrong milk again, she didn’t get the happy floaty feelings, yet she kept on drinking, because she was hungry.



‘That looks good,’ momma said. ‘I think you’re ready now. Yes. Just in case momma will check your blood pleasure, yes, momma will, cause then momma can see if you’re her little girl for real, or that you’re fooling me. But Lily isn’t fooling momma, is she? No she isn’t.’



She opened the side of the cot, rolled up Lily’s sleeve and got out a blue cold arm brace. She strapped around it Lily’s arm and pumped it up till it was blown up and uncomfortable. Lily fussed about.



‘Sshhh, hon.’ The arm brace slowly deflated. Momma smiled. ‘Perfect Lily, you’re all ready for the definitive imprint. Yes, you are. You don’t know what that means do you? Luckily you don’t, if you knew you wouldn’t give me such a sweet smile.’



Momma pulled a machine closer to the cot, a white cart with hoses and tubes all around. Momma turned it on. Lights flickering and LCD screen showing words numbers wiggly lines.



‘And we can do the induction right here in your own cot, isn’t that luxurious. All the other girls had to come downstairs first, but Lily doesn’t have to.’ Momma got out an transparent anesthesia mask. ‘Remember this one?’ She asked. She held it up in front of Lily’s face.



‘Momma will put this mask on your face, like this, no touching, momma will hold the mask.’ She tapped the mask a moment against Lilys nose and made a beeping sound. Lily giggled.



‘See, that’s funny. It isn’t scary at all.’ Momma said, she positioned the mask over Lily’s nose and mouth. ‘And then momma will fill the mask up with a very, very nice smell.’ Momma put a slide up and turned on a switch, the mask filled up with a sweet stuffy smell. Lily inhaled it all, it filled her lungs with a nice tingle, it was muggy and damp and now Lily got scared a little. She swung her arms and tried to push the mask away. Momma grabbed her wrist and pulled her arms away from the mask. The sweet air crawled into her nose and into her mouth. It made her dizzy.



‘Momma is going to turn it up somewhat, just keep breathing love.’



It was hissing. The room was spinning around her, she didn’t care about anything, her body was filled with cotton wool, lazy dizzy cotton wool.



‘That’s the indication of phase one, love.’ Momma let go of her wrists and her arms just slipped away from her, limply they dropped onto the mattress. 



‘Now you have to listen to me carefully, love, because the more you listen to momma, the better you’ll feel. In a moment momma will add a second gas, a second smell in your mask, that’s like a magic smell, it will put Lily in a very, very, very deep hypnotic sleep. Your brain will be wide open for any and all suggestions. There it comes.’



Within the mask a second smell mixed up with the first one, the second one wasn’t nice. It was sharp and chemical.



‘The more you breath in that magical gas, the more you’ll listen to momma, and the better you feel. Save and secure.’



A flow of warmth seeped into Lily’s mind, inside her head was a hissing, a unclear rustling, but momma’s voice brought clarity, momma’s voice dragged her along, right through all that rustling, right through the darkness and the emptiness to a new empty spot, nothing was there, just Lily’s ear an momma’s voice.



‘Well done, sweety. Now give in to the hypnotic slumbers, just surrender, every bit of consciousness is turned off now, and all momma’s suggestions enter directly into your subconscious.’



Lily felt like she was dissolving into nothingness, floating around in a vacuum a darkness, forever tumbling, she didn’t even know what up was or down, she would get lost, she would forever disappear. No, a sound, the most beautiful sound she’d ever heard, it was momma’s voice. She ran towards the sound, but the sounds moved away from her, she followed them, like a will-o’-the-wisp, further into the dark. She never registered what momma said, still she couldn’t stop listening.



‘Three, two, one. Open your eyes dear.’



Slowly Lily’s eyelids slid apart. The world didn’t reach her mind, just that lady, the most beautiful gracious, the most powerful woman that sat next to her, that took the transparent mask of her face now. She was a witch and a goddess.



‘Slowly try to sit up straight,’ the lady said.



Lily pushed herself upwards. A flash of dizziness. She grabbed her head.



‘Yes, that was to be expected. I did say slowly.’ The lady held her wrist, she put an arm around Lily’s shoulders en stroke her back. ‘That dizziness diminishes, less and less until it’s completely...’ The lady snapped her fingers, ‘...gone.’



Lily felt her balance returning.



‘Slowly now, we’ll try to stand up, and we will walk to the equipment downstairs.’



The lady supported Lily. Her legs felt weak and feeble, as if she hadn’t used them for weeks. They walked downstairs and the lady opened up a door into a little grim room. The lamp switched on. Lily didn’t know what she was seeing. It seemed like a machine from a space ship. Blue metal. Al shiny. With a bunch of wires and lights.



‘Lily you are happy. You’re very grateful you finally get to go into this machine, this is what you’ve been waiting for your entire life.’



Full of joy she grabbed her own hands, she couldn’t stop smiling and when the lady told her to come closer she jumped up an down excited.



‘Yes you’re a happy little girl,’ the lady said. ‘and I know for sure, you’ll do your absolute best in this last part of your training.’



Lily nodded enthusiastically.



‘Come sit down. I’ve got a little injection with muscle relaxer for you. It’ll help your training, because we don’t want you to move, if you move all the electrodes will come of. Do you want a little injection?’



Lily nodded and kept on nodding.



‘Yes you do. What a good girl you are, love.’



The lady pushed the needle into her skin and Lily felt all tension fade away, she lost control and collapsed. The lady installed her into the machine, she connected her with a bunch of adhesive electrodes and wires, all over her body, and also on her head. After that the lady slid a helmet on top of her head. Lily couldn’t see a thing, for a while it was dark and silent and then she heard a far away noise. She wasn’t sure whether the noise came from the helmet or from her own brain. Flashes, light flashes or picture flashes. A voice in her head, talking to her, convincing her, comforting her. The voice explained. The voice took her.



 




Chapter -14-




Elvi kept on staring at the computer screen. She sat on the swivel chair, her knees pressed against her chest. She saw the pointer of the program shift, from one minute, to two minutes, to five minutes, to ten minutes. She couldn’t sit and wait here, the complete program would take more than ten hours. Yet she didn’t want to leave either. She was just so curious how Lily would emerge. For one reason or an another the affects of the hypnosis were way stronger with Lily than they were with the others. Lily just impetuously surrendered herself to each and every word, full of trust, full of willingness.



Maybe because of her orphaned past, maybe because she’d longed for a mother and a family, so that she was very willing to believe now she had them. Or maybe she was simply more susceptible. Or maybe it had something to do with the in between hypnosis she’d done, to speed the program up.



Well her own behavior probably helped also, she had been more hands-on with Lily. She was so obsessed with this young woman, that she had eagerly studied her face and her reactions, that’s why her hypnotic suggestions were probably better timed.



Elvi leaned her chin upon her knee. Even now, now there wasn’t anything to see, she still couldn’t keep her eyes off of Lily. Her body would be limp and completely paralyzed for the upcoming hours. Elvi’s eyes where drawn to the red curls that peeped out from under the helmet, she stared at a little freckle on the elbow, wasn’t it the cutest freckle ever? And the tiny white fuzzy hairs on her arm, the fingers slightly bent, a calm sort of cup.



Her chest rising and falling. Up and down. The noises of the machine were too loud to actually hear Lily breath. In and out. On Lily’s knee was a little scar, a tiny pink line. She would never know how Lily had gotten that scar, all those memories were now erased. She looked how far along the program was. Twenty four minutes already. It was still possible to get memories back, if she really wanted to know about the scar she could. She clung to the chair. Don’t do anything stupid now, she told herself, do not be impulsive. It didn’t matter how Lily had gotten that scar. She would decide who Lily was, so she got to make up a story about the scar as well.



Lily’s foot turned out, a smooth pale skin, an pinkish heel, a curvature under the instep. Lily’s second toe was somewhat longer then her first toe.



Elvi resolutely turned around. She pulled herself towards the desk, the edge pressing into her stomach. Her heartbeat was so quick, unbelievably quick. As if she was nervous, as if she was nervous about Lily. She had to leave now, she knew herself, if she would stay here any longer she would eventually do something stupid. Like groping Lily and disturbing the program, or interrupt the program because she was so curious how Lily was adapting to it.



She stood up. She forced herself not to look at Lily and she closed the door behind her. She walked back upstairs back to the part where all her other girls were. Half way she stopped. She clung to the banisters and leaned her head against the wall. It was somewhat quenching, for a moment she remained in that position. Maybe she was getting sick. She continued upstairs. Chloe was laying in the middle of the hallway, she was coloring with her thumb in her mouth. Ever since the last time she’d gotten Thimbeline, that thumb seemed to be glued into her mouth, only when she had to eat something she would get it out.



‘Momma, look,’ Chloe said. She held up the coloring she was making. It was a fish, every scale a different color.



‘Very pretty, hon,’ Elvi said. She stepped over Chloe’s legs and walked further. Anna-Roze was in the bedroom, she was playing with a doll house. She seemed to completely ascend into that world, talking to herself, moving the dolls around. It was endearing. For a while Elvi stood in the doorway and just watched, but she didn’t see Anna-Roze anymore. She saw Lily playing there, she saw Lily talking to herself. Elvi would sit down next to her, and asked about the game, and then she would play along, also prepping the princess for the gala, or having a tea party and asking mister frog if he wanted some as well. Lily would giggle. Lily’s giggles were the cutest. She would drink tea from a toy cup, her pink high in the air.



During playtime she would touch Lily’s bum, or seemingly on accident graze her little pussy. Lily would maybe laugh, or would she be uncomfortable and slide away? Anyway Elvi would tell her not to be afraid, momma’s knew what their girls needed, and right now Lily needed to sit on momma’s lap and get a very special momma-hug.



Elvi felt the arousal flowing through her body. Only a few hours, she was so close now, a few hours and then Lily would be ready. Just a few hours she had to entertain herself. She could work-out, yes, if she worked-out she could relieve her tension that way, and then she wouldn’t have bought all that fitness equipment for nothing.



Back in her own bedroom she looked for her work-out clothes and got changed. Sally walked into the room, she was sucking her thumb and dragging a doll along. The doll had lost her dress.



‘Where’s Kathy’s dress?’ she asked Sally.



Sally mumbled something inarticulate because of the thumb in her mouth.



‘What did you say?’ Elvi asked.



‘She’s called Jedai now.’ She said.



‘Where did that name come from?’



‘From the movie,’ Sally said. ‘With the space ship.’



‘Well doesn’t Jedai need a dress?’



Sally shook her head. She sat down on the bed and watch as Elvi changed her clothes.



‘Doesn’t that hurt?’ She asked.



‘What?’



‘That your underpants is stuck in your bum.’



‘That’s how it’s supposed to be.’ Elvi said.



‘Why can you where pants and do we wear dresses?’



‘Because I think you girls are the cutest when you’re wearing dresses.’ Elvi said.



‘Yes we are.’



‘And because I’m getting ready for a work-out.’



‘Can I come along?’ Sally asked.



Elvi pulled the shorts over her hips, straightened her T-shirt and walked to the fitness room. Sally followed her, the doll dragging along over the ground. Elvi had to find out how to turn on the machine, but then the treadmill started running.



After the treadmill she did some weights and worked on her arm muscles. That was way easier to keep up. Especially because she imagined herself becoming so strong she could lift Lily easily. Lily wasn’t that heavy, she had a petite figure, she could carry her for a short distances, but it took a lot of effort. If she was stronger, Lily could jump into her arms and Elvi could spin her around, so her legs would start floating. She would become strong so where ever Lily would fall asleep, she could cradle carry her back to bed.



Time past. Sally sat in the windowsill and sucked on her thumb. She had gotten quiet. A warm beam of sunlight shined right in her face and she started to niddle-noddle. The doll slid from her lap and fell rumpled onto the ground. Sally was always more clingy when she had just been reset, it would normalize after a while.



Elvi told herself to do three more repetitions of twenty each and then she would take a shower. She had to use every slither of strength she had left, her muscles were sore, her top wet with sweat. She brushed her hair from her face and walked over to Sally, gently she touched the shoulder.



‘Wake up, hon,’



Quite confused she opened her eyes. ‘Momma!’ she yelled. She wrapped her arms around Elvi, her cheek against her breasts.



‘Momma needs a shower.’ Elvi said.



‘Can I come?’ Sally asked. ‘Where is my doll? O, found it.’ She grabbed the foot and followed Elvi to the bathroom. Elvi got undressed and stepped into the shower.



‘Why don’t you take a bath.’ Sally asked. 



‘There’s no time. I think Poppy will call us for diner soon.’



After dinner they watched a movie together, and before bed Elvi read them all a story. When all her girls were sound a sleep she returned to the living room and watched some more television. She stared at the screen. Her thoughts weren’t with the stock market figures the anchor announched, but she thought about the girl downstairs that was being programmed right now. Elvi embraced a big stuffed elephant, she lied down and put a thumb in her mouth. She laughed at herself. What on earth was she doing? She was almost forty, damn it, and she wasn’t even brainwashed to act like a little girl. She dried her wet thumb on the seem of her shirt and threw the stuffed animal to the other side of the room.



She could have a glass of wine, that would surely calm her down. She walked over to the kitchen, with the bottle in her hand she looked around. Where, o where was the corkscrew? She couldn’t find it. There it was. For a moment she hesitated. She could instead take one of the sleeping pills she’d used to give to her girls. Only a half one.



She walked to the closest bedroom, pushed a little white pill from the silver strip. It was too small to break in two. She swallowed it whole and plumped back on the couch. She listened to the anchor. He was speculating how some treaty would impact the economy. Elvi felt warm and fuzzy inside. Suddenly no warning or nothing, there was just a background of sleepiness in her brain. She smiled. Those pills worked quicker than she’d expected. Lazily she leaned back into the couch, she laid her head on to the elbow rest. The anchor kept on talking about different outcomes of the treaty. Elvi yawned. She felt her eyes shut. Already? Should she try to find her own bed? She didn’t feel like getting up. She kept lying on the couch and stared at the numbers scrolling on the bottom of the screen. She realized she had made another couple of million today. Good. That way she could buy Lily nice presents. Nice... new... She closed her eyes and gave in to the sleep.



‘Momma, momma,’ someone was shaking her shoulder. Elvi tried her best to wake up, to swim up out of the hazy mists of sleep, but it was like a strong current in the sea, it dragged her along submerged her again and again.



‘Let momma rest for a while,’ Poppy’s voice. ‘I think momma is very tired.’



‘Why doesn’t she go to bed?’



‘I don’t know Chloe. Do you want to give me a hand. We’ll prep an extra delicious breakfast for momma today.’



Groggy Elvi opened her eyes. ‘Loads of coffee please,’ she yelled. Her voice sounded hoarse and she sat up straight. The television was still on the same canal, but now it showed cartoons. Anna-Roze sat in her pajamas on the ground in front of the screen, completely mesmerized by the figurines on the television.



Elvi blinked and forced herself to stay awake. She felt that whenever she would lay down her head, she would immediately drift off again. Very carefully Chloe brought her a big mug of coffee.



‘Thanks sweety,’ Elvi said. She took a sip and burned her tong. She blew into the mug for a while and tried again.



‘Can we go outside today,’ Chloe asked. ‘Poppy said it’s okay if your okay with it.’



‘Everything is okay when I’m okay with it.’



‘What?’ Chloe said. She squinted her eyes. ‘I don’t understand, I think.’



‘Don’t worry, you don’t have to understand everything.’



Chloe shrugged.



The numbness in Elvi’s head slowly pulled away. Elvi felt sore and stiff everywhere, her muscles were aching from the work-out, her back was in pain because of the night on the couch. Maybe going outside was a good idea, fresh air would be good for the girls, and she could certainly use some herself as well. She sipped her coffee.



‘What time is it?’ she asked.



‘A quarter to eleven,’ Poppy said.



‘A quarter to eleven?’ Elvi repeated in disbelief, ‘like ten forty five?’ She put her mug on the table. Lily had been ready for hours. She hurried downstairs.



 




Chapter -15-




It was as if her life was on hold, as if she didn’t see, didn’t hear, as if nothing would make it into her brain. Only emptiness, only darkness. She didn’t want anything, there were no longings, she didn’t move, didn’t think, she somehow felt as if she didn’t even exist, she waited for the moment she was allowed to start existing.



Someone came into the room. The helmet was taken away, the electrodes were pulled of her body and disconnected, but even before they were gone she had forgotten about them already. Someone took her by the hand, pulled her along, the door swung close, the room behind it getting smaller and smaller, a tiny crack of room left, only a line. The door fell into the lock.



It rained inside Lily’s head. It rained colorful new thoughts, as if they dropped down from the heavens and looked for a place in her head. As if within her brain a lot of doors opened, and suddenly she remembered who she was and where she was.



‘Did you sleep well, my love?’ Momma asked.



Lily firmly held on to momma’s hand. She smiled at momma, momma was pretty. She nodded. Again she looked at the door that had closed a moment ago. She pointed her finger at it.



Momma shook her head. ‘Not today,’ she said. ‘That’s a very special room, for very sweet and special little girls, that are only allowed in on special moments.’



Lily nodded. It sounded true. She didn’t know what was inside that room. Perhaps if she was very sweet all day she could have a look, she wanted to be sweet, she wanted to be a good girl for momma. She quickly pressed a little kiss on momma’s arm.



‘What did you do?’ Momma asked surprised.



Lily giggled and momma tenderly squeezed her cheeks.



‘Let’s get this little girl dressed,’ momma said, ‘After that we’ll go play outside with your sisters.’



Lily followed momma upstairs. Momma helped her to put the dress on, and told her she could wear big girl panties for during the day, but she had to promise to warn momma if she needed to go to the bathroom. It were panties with a little pink bow on it.



Lily saw her duck lying in the cot. In only one sock she ran over and grabbed it. He was so yellow, like shining yellow and he felt alive.



Doctor Nini, she got all happy in her tummy. Happy and warm an safe. She pressed her duck against her chest, and hid her nose in the fluffy plush yellow.



‘Come here, come put on your other sock,’ momma said. She was kneeling and held a rolled up knee sock in front of Lily’s foot. Lily held on to momma’s shoulder to keep her balance and put her toes in. Momma pulled it up, all the way over her knee, and teasingly she tugged on the little ruffles on top.



After that Lily had to sit on the edge of the cot an momma brushed her hair. The brush glided through her red curls, momma was very careful not to hurt Lily, her fingers caressed her forehead and her ear and she collected all strands of hair, then she made two ponytails and with silky ribbons she made pretty bows.



‘Done,’ momma said. ‘What a beautiful little girl you are now.’



Lily’s chest filled up with joy and pride. She couldn’t stop smiling. Momma kissed her on the forehead and gave her a little pat against her bum.



‘Go ask Poppy for some porridge.’



Momma walked away. To the end of the hallway. Lily followed.



‘No sweety. Now momma has to get dressed herself, go to Poppy.’



Lily stayed right where she was, with every step momma walked away from her she felt more and more sad and left alone. Her lower lip quivering. She wouldn’t cry. She wanted to be a good girl, a big girl. With her duck firmly pressed against her chest she walked through the hallway, doors were open, she looked into the different bedrooms, one had wallpaper with little clouds, another one had little elephants. Lily liked her own bedroom the best.



She found the living area, there was a big room full of toys, toys everywhere, more than she could ever play with. It was like a toy store almost, everywhere different shapes and different colors, it was overwhelming, there was a big crane, there were dolls, a little stroller for the dolls, building blocks, colored pencils, a marble track, a train. It was spinning around, so many colors, so many toys. With her toes she pressed a little dent into the carpet.



‘Are you hungry.’ Startled, Lily looked over in the direction where the voice came from. It was Poppy. She was wearing a navy blue uniform with a white apron. Friendly she laid a hand on Lily’s shoulder.



‘Climb into your chair.’ Poppy said. She pointed to the other side of the room. There was a kitchen area with a dinner table. There were four high chairs. Poppy pushed Lily towards one of them.



‘This one is yours. Look it’s all new. Sit down.’



Lily looked over her shoulder. She didn’t want to sit in a high chair, she would rather play. Play with all the different toys. She hesitated.



‘Do you need help?’ Poppy asked. She grabbed Lily’s waist and help her climb into the chair. Lily sat down, and Poppy secured her with a harness, leather straps over her shoulders and in between her legs, a big clasp on top of her tummy. Poppy shoved the tray into place.



Lily tried to look at the toys. The straps were painfully pressing into her legs. But she managed to see the living room, colorful stuffed animals, something pink and something green, no idea what the green toy was.



Her sisters entered the room, one by one. They climbed in their chairs and Poppy secured them. Anna-Rozes hair was messy, she had a little clip with a flower that dangled next to her ear and a hair tie wrapped around only a tiny portion of her hair.



‘Did you brush your hair yourself, Anna-Roze?’ Poppy asked.



‘I did.’ Anna-Roze said.



‘Clever girl,’ Poppy said, ‘I will help you later, but for now come sit down quickly.’



Poppy gave Lily a bowl of porridge, but all the other girls got plates with bread and colorful sprinkles. Lily turned around again and looked at all the toys in the other room.



Momma entered the kitchen. She had made herself all pretty, with lipstick and big curls and nail polish. Lily felt a floaty tingle in her tummy, she liked momma so much, her momma was the best one, the best momma in the world.



‘Poppy dear, I need to go to the other side, but if you prepare lunches we’ll go outside and have a picnic, okay?’



‘Yes momma,’ Poppy said.



Momma turned around and left. Lily started fussing. She reached out her arms and sobbed a few times.



‘No, first I will feed this little girl, and then I’ll go the other side.’ Momma came back. She petted Lily’s head. Lily turned around in her chair to check up on the toys.



‘Uh-oh,’ momma said, ‘isn’t your chair turned enough.’ She got up and turned Lily’s chair a bit. Lily tried to look at the toys again but she couldn’t find them anymore. Where had they gone? First there were a lot and now there were none. Lily pushed her lower lip forward and pouted, she showed momma a sad face.



Momma just laughed. ‘First you eat,’ she said. ‘Open up.’ She brought a spoonful of porridge to Lily’s mouth and bumped into her lips. Lily stuck out her tongue to lick it and taste it, but momma put the entire spoon inside. She felt the texture on her tongue, it was thick and granular, she put her fingers in her mouth, she wanted to feel the porridge. Momma pulled her hand aside en shoved the next spoonful of porridge into her mouth, while she hadn’t even yet swallowed the first one. Lily tried to grab the spoon and pull it out of her mouth, but momma was way stronger then her.



Chloe sat next to her. She was eating her bread with sprinkles, beautiful pink sprinkles. Lily leaned out of her chair and tried to pick up Chloe’s bread. She couldn’t reach it.



‘No.’ Momma said.’ That’s not good for you. If you eat solids now, you’ll get sick, your tummy needs to get used to it first.’



‘Why does she get sick?’ Chloe asked.



‘That’s none of your business little lady.’ Momma said. She shoved the next spoonful of porridge in Lily’s mouth. Lily was bored, eating was boring, nothing to see, nothing to play with, her duck had disappeared also. Doctor Nini was gone, she looked around and saw him lying on the floor. All sad and alone. Lily pushed her heels into the step, her back arched, she reached for the duck. The leather straps hurting her in her shoulders, she was firmly secured in her chair. She felt sorry for doctor Nini, it made her all sad.



‘You want this one?’ Momma asked. She picked up Doctor Nini from the floor. Lily reached her hands out to the duck. It quacked and told her to eat her porridge first. Lily pushed her hand into the bowl and put a dab of porridge in her mouth. She stirred it around in her mouth with her tongue and swallowed, she wanted to get another bite, doctor Nini said so and he would know, he was a duck doctor. She pressed her hands into the porridge, but it wasn’t necessary, momma had another spoonful ready to go. Lily closed her lips around the spoon. Momma knew her so well.



She finished the entire bowl, then momma cleaned her hands and her mouth with a little wipe and unstrapped the harness.



‘Give momma a little kiss.’ She told Lily. Lily wrapped herself around her, her arms and leg clinging onto momma’s torso, she was like a little baby monkey holding on tightly, she pushed her lips against momma’s cheek. So firmly her own mouth hurt a little. Momma squeezed her bum.



‘My muscles are aching too much to do that, love,’ she said, ‘stand up, feet on the ground now.’ Lily stretched her legs out until she felt the kitchen floor tiling. She clung onto doctor Nini.



‘I’ll be back in an hour, Poppy.’ Momma walked towards the door and Lily followed her. Momma stopped her and told her to stay here. She pushed Lily back into the kitchen and closed the door in her face. Lily pouted, she sniveled a few times and when momma didn’t return she started fussing and sobbing.



Sally came over, without saying a word she sat down next to Lily. She grabbed her hand and together they looked at the shut door.



‘How sweet of you to comfort your sister Sally,’ Poppy said.



Sally shrugged. She carefully pushed her foot against Lily’s foot. She bent towards her ear and whispered. ‘Momma will be right back.’



‘Don’t sneaky speak around others,’ Chloe yelled. She was pacing around the room. ‘We’ll go outside won’t we Poppy? Momma said so. Is it just us or will the others come as well. Are we going to stay close and play with the toys or will we walk all the way to the playground. Do you think we can play with the trampoline or the bouncy house or the inflatable pool? Poppy do you think we can go in the inflatable pool?’



‘Chloe calm down,’ Poppy said, ‘I’ve got only an hour to clean up your breakfast and prep six lunches, and Anna-Roze’s hair needs to be done still.’



‘I can do that, I will help you. I can help you real good. I can do the dishes, and I can brush Anna-Roze’s hair. Do you think we’ll go outside sooner if I help?’



‘You’re helping most if you go play sweetly and quietly.’



Chloe ran into the living room and messed around in the cupboard.



‘You two as well, get away from that door. Go play with Chloe. What does Chloe have over there, isn’t that a beautiful farm?’



Lily looked around. Chloe indeed had a very beautiful farm, it could open up completely and there were lots of joyful plastic animals, beautiful shapes and colors. Lily walked over and sat down next to Chloe, she grabbed a pink pig, it was beautiful, so beautifully pink, like the sprinkles. She put the pig in her mouth and suckled on it’s legs.



Together they played with the farm. Chloe told the story, the cows were supposed to go here and the pigs over there and then the farmer would come with his tractor, it drove across the fields to see if all was in order, the tractor huffed an puffed, big clouds, black vapors emerged from the exhaust, wide wheels made a pattern in the mud, it was a sunny day in the spring, the farmer drove to his cows, they were mooing, they pressed their wet noses against the farmers hand to say hello. Their tails ware waving around and chasing away the flies. The cows mooed very sadly, because their udders were hurting, the farmer took them back to the farm, the walked in a long procession, the farmer would milk them in a tin bucket. Psss, psss, psss.



‘Momma,’ Chloe yelled. She jumped up an left Lily and the farm. ‘Momma are we going to the playground or are we just going to play on the grass? If we go to the playground can I go on the swings?’



‘First you need to put on your shoes, Chloe.’ Momma said. ‘You too Sally. Anna-Roze come over here.’ Momma got the hair tie out of the messed up hairs and quickly made a new ponytail.



Lily stared at the farm, the cows needed to be milked, otherwise they would be hurting all day. She took the plastic farmer in the one hand and a cow in the other, she pressed them together. ‘Psss, psss, psss.’ She said, just like Chloe had said.



‘Let’s put your shoes on as well, sweety.’ Momma squatted next to her, she stroke Lily’s back. Momma had two pretty black polished shoes in her hands, with a bow and a strap across the instep. She pulled on Lily’s foot, Lily fell backwards, she was laying on her back still with the cow in her hand, would cows taste like milk? She put the cow in her mouth.



Momma put her shoe on, she straightened her knee sock, momma’s fingers grazed her ankle, her leg, her knee, even after the knee sock had stopped momma’s hands kept on sliding upwards, over Lily’s leg all the way up the her panties. Briefly momma put the palm of her hand on Lily’s crotch.



Lily was confused. She got all warm and tingly down there, a floaty happy feeling in her tummy. Lily giggled.



‘That’s one,’ Momma said. She picked up Lily’s other foot and pushed it into the shoe. Lily saw another toy, beats on a colorful wire, she tried to grab it but momma stopped her, momma said she had to lie still, while her shoe was being strapped on. After that momma stroke her other leg, even though this knee sock hadn’t even slipped down. Momma’s hands slided from the ankles all the way to her panties and again her fingers laid there in between Lily’s legs for a moment. Lily crawled away towards the toy. A blue beat and a red one, Lily pushed the beats over the wire, across, around a corner, up over the hill, a turning.



‘No playing, love, we’re leaving now, do you need to go to the bathroom?’



Lily shook her head.



‘There’s no harm in trying.’ Momma grabbed her hand en took her to the toilet. She pulled Lily’s panties down. Lily sat down, the toilet seat pressed into her bum.



‘Look at me Lily, look at momma and listen closely.’



Lily looked into the blue eyes, little blue circles with lighter blue and darker blue mixed together. ‘Take a deep breath and let go, hon, just relax and pee.’



It seeped out of her, a tinkling into the toilet. Momma wiped her clean, she pulled her panties up and told her to go find her duck. They went downstairs and soon they were standing at the back of the house, there was grass and a pond with a fountain. Momma opened the garage and pulled out a big stroller. Chloe skipped into the garage.



‘Can I have the bouncy house and the cart and the ball and the skipping rope and the bouncing ball?’



‘We’re going to the playground.’ Momma said. ‘We only need the stroller for Lily.’



‘But nonetheless can I take the cart with us to the playground and the bouncing ball.’



‘You girls can pick one toy each.’ Momma said.



Chloe picked the bouncing ball. It was big and yellow. Lily wanted that bouncing ball as well. Sally picked a red pulling cart, she put her doll on it and dragged it along. Anna-Roze choose a bucket with a little shovel.



‘Smart,’ momma said, ‘For in the sandpit.’



Anna-Roze nodded. Lily wanted to be smart as well, she also picked a bucket and a little shovel. A purple bucket with a yellow flower on the side.



‘Can I pick something too?’ Poppy asked.



‘Off course.’



Poppy picked a balance board. She put the bag with food in the basket beneath the buggy and then hopped onto the board and drove of. Chloe followed her hopping on the ball. Momma put Lily in the stroller, they walked through the park, it was quite far away, first they needed to walk past the pond, then there was a little bridge, then they walked in a lush forest until they found the playground. A little open spot in the forest, there was a climbing tower with three different slides coming out of the sides, there were swings, a carousel, seesaw, there was... so many things to see.



Her sisters ran towards the playground. Lily tried to get out of the stroller, squirming, turning and arching from side to side. Joyful she banged her hands onto the guardrail in front of her.



‘Calm down, love, momma will help you.’ Momma bent over her, she unbuckled the straps around Lily’s shoulders and in the meantime she kissed her on her cheek and hair, then she removed the straps between Lily’s legs, her fingers fidgeting around down there for quite some time.



Lily looked at the playground, her sisters laughed and screamed, first the slide, or the swings, or first the sandpit. Finally momma let her go, she ran towards the slides and climbed up into the ropes. It was real high, higher than she’d anticipated, and climbing up was quite hard. It felt as if she didn’t have any strength whatsoever, her muscles sore and lazy, she pushed herself and didn’t give up.



The green twirling slide, the yellow straight one, or the red one with bumps. Eeny-meeny-miny-moe, Lily counted and picked the red one. It was quite steep, she raced downwards, with every bump she was launched, like a rocket, up in to the air. Floating tingles in her tummy. High speed. She screamed in joy. Again!



She ran back to the climbing robes. This time she would take the yellow one. It was long and straight down. It was as if she fell in a deep pit, further and further down, like Alice in Wonderland. Once she’d reached the bottom she would look for a rabbit to follow, yes that would be fun. Whoosh, the end of the slide was flat for a while, but Lily had so much speed she slided all the way to the end anyway. Did momma see her go? She got up an looked for momma. Momma was pushing one of her sisters on the swing. Yes! Swinging. Lily ran over and sat down on the other one. Now momma had to push her too. She kicked her legs forward just like Sally, but she didn’t move. Her fingers firmly around the chains. She made a few muttering sound to get momma’s attention, and then a few more.



‘Higher, higher, higher,’ Sally exclaimed.



Lily kicked her legs again. The swing dangled somewhat, but it wasn’t real swinging. She fuzzed and murmured. Maybe she had to call momma, with her mouth the tried to make the sounds and letters.



‘Mommy,’ she yelled, ‘mommy, mommy, mommy, mommy.’



Now momma walked over.



‘What’s up love? You want to be pushed as well?’ She gave her a little push in the back and Lily swung forwards, another push and another. Every time on the highest point the swing stopped for a moment, motionless, one point in which time seemed to stop and she was weightless floating through the air, then the swing dragged her along, fast and rough back to the other side. Lily laughed. Ecstatic cries emerged from her mouth.



She went into the turning cup with Chloe. Chloe spun it around so quickly that the entire world turned into one long line. Chloe got out of the cup, dazed and dizzy she walked over the grass. ‘Momma look, I’m drunk.’



Lily wanted to spin some more. She pulled on the round disc in the middle, just like Chloe had done, the cup started spinning but not as hard and wild as earlier. Lily just didn’t have the strength. Her arms started hurting she waited until the cup stopped and then she got out, she ran towards the next thing, and the next, she wanted to try it all. The sandpit, she collected a bunch of different pebbles and flowers in her bucket, and she pushed her bucket in Sally’s cart all around the playground. As if she was a flower maid, a flower maid on the market. She sold a little flower to doctor Nini, and momma bought a stone.



The best of all she enjoyed the slides, again and again she climbed up and whizzed down in one of the brightly colored tubes.



Did she see a little squirrel over there? Yes, a small curious little animal with a big bushy tail scrambled around amongst the trees. Lily ran over, she scared the squirrel and it ran away. Lily followed it into the forest. She climbed over the trunk of a tree, and lots of prickly bushes pulled on her knee socks. The squirrel climbed up into a tree, now she couldn’t find it anymore, maybe it had made a little hole in the tree. Lily banged her fists against the trunk, but the squirrel stayed hidden, she tried to climb the tree herself.



‘Lily!’



She jumped up in fear. Momma sounded angry. She looked around and a few trees over was momma. She ran towards momma. Her dress was caught on a branch and it tore. She pulled herself loose, now there was a big tear in her dress. Upset she showed momma the damage.



‘What are you working at young lady?’ Momma asked.



Shyly Lily pressed the tip of her shoe into the ground, she twisted her foot around an made a little dent.



Momma grabbed her wrist and shook her angrily. ‘Where were you going?’



Lily shrugged. She wanted to go to the squirrel but now the squirrel was gone. Momma pinched her chin, her nails scratching Lily’s cheek. Momma squeezed too firmly, Lily tried to free herself, but momma’s grip only got tighter. Momma’s face very close to hers, blue eyes, a dark blue Lily hadn’t seen before. She didn’t understand what was going on, why was momma so mad and mean all of a sudden.



‘You can’t escape, Lily,’ momma’s voice was weird, not sweet and cheerful like usually, and not even tuneful and enchanting like when Lily almost fell asleep, momma’s voice was cold an monotone, as if she’d transformed into a robot. ‘Listen to me carefully. Escape is impossible, my estate is surrounded by high walls with barbed wire on top, and if you’d somehow manage to climb over, you’ll be in the middle of nowhere. You would die, Lily, die before someone would find you, do you understand?’



Lily looked at momma in fear, what was she talking about? Why was she acting weird all of a sudden.



‘Do you understand?’ Momma said threatening.



In fear Lily shook her head. Momma needed to explain again, she needed to explain some more.



‘No? You don’t understand.’ Momma kept silent for a moment and squinted, then her normal voice returned. ‘Good,’ she said nicely, ‘little girls don’t need to understand everything, do they? Just forget about it. But don’t run away again, because then momma doesn’t know where you are, and that makes momma sad. It’s very naughty to run away like that, and naughty girls need punishment.’



Momma grabbed Lily and spanked her bum, a painful sting and another one and another. Everytime momma’s hand smacked against her skin. Lily started crying, she was sniveling and sobbing. She wiped her tears with the back of her hand.



‘There,’ momma said after a while. ‘Dear oh dear.’ She cupped Lily’s face and kissed the girl. ‘What a lot of sadness, you don’t have to cry over a little punishment, sometimes little girls are naughty, that just happens, little girls don’t know about everything yet, and sometimes momma needs to punish them to teach them. Now Lily knows not to wander off into the forest all by herself, doesn’t she?’



Lily nodded



‘And momma still loves Lily, does Lily love momma as well?’



Lily nodded again.



‘See, no problem, just a little punishment, that’s normal, now come along,’ she grabbed Lily’s hand an took her back tot her playground. As soon as Lily saw the cheerful slides she forgot about her tears and climbed up into the tower.



Upstairs on the plateau were already two girls. Sally and Chloe. Chloe was laying on her back, her dress rolled up to her tummy, her panties shoved down to her knees, her pussy exposed for everyone to see. Sally rubbed her fingers over Chloe’s crotch.



Lily pressed herself against the side. She wanted to take the green slide but she couldn’t, cause Chloe was in the way, she hesitated for a while.



‘Put your finger in also,’ Chloe said, ‘because you have to clean it all, also the insides. And you have to lick, with your tongue.’



‘Gross,’ Sally said.



‘For real. That’s how it’s supposed to be.’



‘I don’t want to,’ Sally said.



‘Well then you’re a stupid dork.’ Chloe pulled up her panties and sat up straight.



‘You’re a stupid dork yourself,’ Sally said, ‘and I’ll tell momma.’



Chloe grabbed Sally’s arm and twisted it. ‘Then I’ll hurt you,’ she said.



Sally pushed Chloe away, they hit each other and started fighting. Screaming and yelling. Sally went down the slide and Chloe followed. Sally ran away and Chloe ran into the same direction. Sally turned around and pushed her. Until momma interfered and told them to shake hands. They did briefly, then both went their own ways.



Lily was standing on top of the tower with the slides. She looked out over the entire playground. She saw her sisters playing around, Poppy sat on the swings, momma relaxed on a big blanked next to the food. Once in a while she wiped a dirty hand clean, she dried a tear or she handed someone a sandwich.



Lily felt blessed, deep down, somewhere in a place or in a mind she didn’t even know existed within her, there was a satisfied happiness. It was glowing inside her. Like she’d been longing for this her entire life and now all hear wishes her been heard. Now finally she had a mommy and sisters and brand new toys and a playground. That was a weird thought, as if mommy hadn’t always been here. Lily smiled and went in the green slide, it turned and turned revolved all around. Lily lied on her back she almost went upside down.



Her elbow chafed the plastic. A nasty burning spot on her skin. She rubbed over it but it kept stinging. She rubbed again. Maybe momma knew what it was and how it would go away. She walked over to the blanket and showed her her elbow.



‘Oh sweety,’ momma said, ‘did you hurt yourself?’ Momma’s voice was filled with pity and Lily’s eyes watered up. She couldn’t held back her tears and started sobbing. She sat on momma’s lap, and momma rocked her back and forth, momma kissed her elbow and promised that back at home she would get a little band-aid. Momma stroke her forehead and gave her a bunch of kisses.



‘Stay here with momma for a while. It’s a big day for you, all those new stimuli, your body isn’t used to the running and the walking and the climbing yet. Did you eat something already? Let’s see what Poppy has packed you, I think she packed you some fruit and some yogurt. Isn’t Poppy sweet?’



Lily wiped the tears from her face. She ate a couple pieces of fruit, with her fingers she dipped it into her yogurt, it were soft pieces of melon and slices of tangerine. Her hands got sticky and also her chin was covered in fruit juice and yogurt.



‘Momma look at us,’ Chloe yelled. She and Anna-Roze were standing next to the slides. ‘We go down the slide together so it’s more fast.’



‘That’s a nice idea, hon,’ momma said.



‘I want to go too,’ Sally said. ‘Chloe do you want to go together with me as well.’



‘No,’ Chloe said.



‘Anna-Roze, do you want to go down the slide with me?’



‘No, Anna-Roze is going with me,’ Chloe said. She dragged Anna-Roze along and they both climbed up into the rope net.



‘Lily do you want to be in a slide train with me?’ Sally asked.



Lily nodded. She jumped up, but momma told her to wait, momma wanted to clean her hands and asked if she had eaten enough, if she didn’t need to rest a little longer. Lily impatiently waited until she could go. She climbed up. Sally sat down behind her, wrapped her arms around Lily’s tummy and together they glided down. The rest of the afternoon Sally and Lily kept playing together, they went on the seesaw, and on the swings they had to sit on each others lap to go together.



They also build a sand castle. A very big one for a princess, and then there was a big party, with pretty dresses. They decorated the castle with the pebbles and the flowers from Lily’s bucket, although the flowers were wilted already. Lily carefully made a line of pebbles, that was the drawbridge for over the moat, Sally said.



Lily yawned, she was very tired. Momma was right it had been a long day with all different and new experiences, but she didn’t want to take a nap, she didn’t want to sit next to momma on the blanket and take a rest, she needed to decorate the bridge for the party tonight, how else would people now there was a big party? Her arm leaned on the edge of the sandpit and her head laid on top of her arm. She picked the pebbles, the perfect pretty...



Huh? O, she had to pick pebbles. She grabbed the next one and put it in line with the others. Her eyes fell shut, she could rest for a little while, no one would know, only for a minute or something, she would just close her eyes for a moment and then open them again to play some more.



‘Lily,’ a soft voice sounded form far away. ‘Wake up, sweet, sweet Lily,’ someone caressed her face, her forehead and her cheek. She stretched herself out and felt the sand in between her fingers. Yes, she was in the sandpit playing with the pebbles. She fought against her dropping eyelids and put the next pebble in line.



‘No, no, no,’ momma laughed, ‘No Lily, don’t start playing now, it’s time to go home. Stand up so momma can brush away the sand from your dress.’



Lily got up, dreamily she stared forward while momma patted all the sand away, momma brushed her breasts and her tummy, and her bum. Momma lifted her knee socks up again, way higher than they actually could, she lifted the knee socks all the way to her panties. She cupped Lily’s bum and squeezed. She secured Lily in the stroller, two straps over her shoulders and a strap in between her legs. In the meantime she ordered the other girls around, she told them to wrap the food, collect their toys, also Lily’s toys, someone needed to get Lily’s duck from the sand pit, Anna-Roze had to stop whining, Chloe had to stop antagonizing her sister. Lily lazily leaned into the harness of the stroller. Her legs were heavy and tired, she was half asleep still, her eyes closing again. She fell forward, the straps pressed into her shoulder. She jolted herself up again, trying to stay awake. Drowsily she stared forward, she didn’t see anything, her head sank forward again, further and further. Another jolt. She swung her arms through the air. Panicky. She fussed crankily.



‘I know you’re tired, love. We’re going home now. Come. Lay your head back, over here.’ Momma pulled on her shoulder so Lily leaned backwards instead of forward, her head bobbing against the padding of the stroller. Again her eyes closed. Faintly she noticed they started moving, the wobbling of the stroller rocked her into an even deeper sleep.



Momma woke her up and told her to climb upstairs. Hazily she grabbed the banisters and pulled herself upwards. Then momma gave her a bath. The warm water made her drowsy, her head leaning against the side of the tub. Momma grabbed her wrist and put something on her thumb. It was sticky and slimy. Her skin started glowing, momma pushed the thumb into her mouth. Lily briefly opened her eyes and tried to find out what was going on. What did momma want? Why did she keep shoving the thumb into Lily’s mouth? Her tongue touched the thumb, a strange but very pleasant sensation flowed through her, she started sucking her thumb. The sticky layer slowly melted into her mouth. She was filled with warmth and safety and bliss. This is what heaven would be like. Yes, she had to suckle on the sticky goo some more, a lot more. She was already tired from the entire day on the playground, but by now that drowsiness seemed to get a new dimensions.



Sleepily dozing of. Once in a while her eyes opened, but she wasn’t really conscious anymore. Her thoughts dissolving. The water nice and warm. The bubbles smelling lovely and fresh, flowery and sweet. Momma washed her hair, momma’s hands fondling her wet and tired body.



 




Chapter -16-




Elvi slid her finger in between the toes and washed all the sand from Lily’s feet. The nid-nodding Lily made the cutest sound. Her thumb had slipped out of her mouth and she seemed to look for it. Elvi helped her, pushed the thumb against the lips again. Satisfied Lily suckled on. An overwhelming wave of endearment. Elvi closed her eyes for a moment and tried to regain control. Lily scared her. No, the power Lily seemed to have over her scared her. Even now when Lily was semi-conscious sucking her thumb, it just hit Elvi so hard. A slap in the face, a punch to the gut. Something was wrong with her body, they way her body reacted to Lily just didn’t make sense. She should’ve been hornier right now, she was suppose to feel it in her pussy, not this weird fluttering feeling in her chest.



She leaned her head on the edge of the tub and just watched. Not even looking at the naked body but at the face, wet hairs stuck to the cheek, pinkish eyelids, slightly curved lashes. The way she’d said mommy today. Mommy she’d said, with the ‘-y’ on the end, instead of the ‘-a.’ That wasn’t part of the program, that ‘-y’ came from Lily herself.



She picked up Lily’s hand from the water and kissed the fingers, the back of the hand. She didn’t know what to do with herself, she didn’t know this feeling, this overwhelming mollifying feeling in her stomach. Every time she looked at Lily, every time Lily laughed at her, every time Lily said mommy or held her hand, every time she fell asleep, every time that same feeling hit her over and over again, it made her feel weak and faint and unsure about everything she thought she knew. It scared her so much.



Especially when Lily had wandered off into the woods, it terrified her. Her heart beating furiously. She was so scared Lily would leave her, that maybe Lily had faked the whole thing and now she’d made a run for it and tried to escape. Overcome with panic she had shaken Lily and yelled at her. What was wrong with her. Of course Lily wasn’t faking it, that should be impossible at this point in the program, and escaping was just as impossible. Why did her body react with all that fear and panic, when Lily walked away for a minute?



She pushed the back of Lily’s hand against her own cheek, smooth soft skin. She rubbed the hand against herself as if Lily was caressing her. She’d had so many plans with Lily, so many fantasies, all week she couldn’t wait till her program was finished, but now the only thing she did was go to the playground all day. Lily seemed to be having fun and Elvi didn’t want to destroy that. Elvi didn’t want to rob her of all that fun. Across the entire day she’d touched Lily’s pussy maybe three times. On accident. With an excuse.



With none of her other girls the first day had been like this, all of them were directly exposed to Elvi’s horniness, to Elvi’s perverted fantasies. They were abused and taken advantage of, punished and manipulated to satisfy their momma’s needs.



Maybe today this satisfied her needs. This? She must be crazy. Just looking how Lily was sitting in the tub, how she drifted off. Caressing her own cheek with Lily’s limp fingers.



The water got cold. She had to towel her dry, and put her in pajamas and tuck her into bed.



‘Lily,’ carefully she tried to wake the girl up. Her muscles were way too sore from the excessive work-out yesterday, it was impossible to lift Lily. Lily’s eyes opened a little, startled she looked around and drowsily she smiled at Elvi.



‘Time to get out,’ Elvi said.



She helped the girl dry off, she rubbed the soft terry over the pale skin, in the armpits across the torso. She hoisted Lily into a pull up diaper for the night, some pink pajamas, and then she brought her to bed. Of course she just had to pull on the hanging mobile and then leave, or she could’ve rubbed herself against Lily’s legs until she orgasmed, or she could’ve spanked her for a reason she would make up on the spot. Any of those things would be more into character than what she did instead. She crawled in bed with the girl, spooned her and embraced her warm body. Some faint mumbling.



‘Sshhh,’ Elvi whispered. She wrapped her arms even tighter around Lily and felt her breathing. Her chest rising up an down. She hid her nose in the freshly washed hairs, she smelled so good, Lily smelled like... not like shampoo, just like Lily, like her sweet little girl.



‘Lily,’ Elvi whispered. She didn’t know why. She didn’t want to wake up the girl, she whispered way to softly to wake the exhausted girl anyway. She just wanted to taste the name, to feel it on the tip of her tong. ‘Lily, Lily, Lily, Lily,’ Elvi closed her eyes, there was just Lily all around her, nothing else, Lily’s smell, Lily’s bed, Lily’s blanket, Lily’s skin, Lily’s breath.



Apparently Elvi had nodded off, because she was awakened harshly with banging on the door and Poppy’s shrill voice. ‘Momma, are you here? Diner is ready. Are you coming or can we start without you?’



For a moment it was quiet. Elvi felt caught. She kept lying in the bed and ashamed she clung even tighter to Lily, as if she would find comfort with the sleeping girl. Comfort and acceptance and safety and security and... as if Lily was the solution somehow.



‘It’s getting late, the girls are getting obnoxious and bored and I don’t think I can keep them playing nicely much longer.’



‘Yes.’ Elvi said.



‘Yes, you will be there, or yes we can start diner.’ Poppy asked.



‘Eat.’ Elvi said.



In her arms Lily moved. She made a little noise and tried to roll over. Elvi gave her the space to toss around, and then she pressed her own body against Lily’s. She could sleep here tonight. No, she would go to her own bed in a few minutes, just a little while longer, just enjoying the warmth of Lily’s body a tiny bit longer. She heard how dinner was ready, the dishes clinking and clacking. Poppy brought the other girls to bed, and in the end Poppy herself went to bed as well.



Only then she tore herself away from Lily, she closed the cot and slammed the door behind her. In the hallway she paused for a moment, she didn’t go to her own bedroom, briskly she moved the other way, downstairs, to the examination room. She measured her own blood pressure, she got out the stethoscope and examined herself, everything was normal. She was just about to draw some blood, to test her own blood values, the silver needle floating above her skin.



Then she put it away. Was it really that impossible to accept she might just be in love with Lily, was it that impossible she experienced something resembling love? Rather she would compulsively convince herself that she was getting ill, that she had some sort of brain tumor, than she would admit that, she Elvira Nadia Mirraud had feelings for another human being.



Fuck it! She threw the needle across the room it hit a wall and dropped to the floor.



She hurried to the other side of the house. The business side. The side where the girls weren’t allowed to come, she paced towards her own office and plumped onto the couch. She pulled a pillow against her chest and embraced it. This was her natural habitat. This was who she was supposed to be. A cold hardened business women, an intelligent billionaire, a... a... this was real, this was real life. The other side was just a game, a little relaxation to enjoy in her free time, just a release for all her build up horniness and aggression.



Once in a while, when she got bored she would interview a bunch of woman who wanted to work for her, some of them blinded by the money, others just looking for an escape out or their depressing day to day life, then she would hire one of them and turn her into one of her little girls.



She was crying. Her body convulsing with every sob. Tears tickling her cheeks. It was an exorbitantly intense reaction, her behavior was completely irrational. She forced herself to take a deep breath. She needed to calm down and analyze the situation. What were her options? Her breathing still irregular. She got a glass of water and sat down at her desk. A piece of paper, a ballpoint ready to go in between her fingers.



No feeling. Just a rational analysis of the possibilities.



1) Remove Lily from her collection. Set her free. Program her again, this time to be a grown-up woman, and release her back into the outside world. Elvi had done it before, a few years ago she’d released two of her other girls that just couldn’t entertain her anymore. She crossed it away. Just the thought that she would get rid of Lily left her with an empty hollow feeling. No, there must be something else she could do, something less extreme.



2) Keep my distance until my feelings have settled down. Would she be able to do that? She could make a resolution, sure. But if she looked at her behavior the last couple of days, she couldn’t deny that Lily brought out something irrational in her, something that wasn’t motivated by logic or resolutions.



3) …



Elvi chewed on the back or her pen. Was there another option? A third one? Just pretend nothing is wrong, she wrote. Use Lily to live out one of her fantasies, dominate her, punish her and take back control.



It was a game. It was just a game. Just some BDSM fantasies she’d like to act out. She mustn't forget that. The girls were just a physical need, like eating and breathing. Just caring for someone, being loved by someone unconditionally, every one needed that to succeed, it was just a part of life. She would prepare a scene, tomorrow she would dominate Lily and then the natural order of her live would be restored.



She’d calmed down. She crumpled the list and threw it in the bin. On a blank piece of paper she started to plot the scene. First she would tie Lily down, she would tell her she needed punishment for some reason or another, she would flog her, yes, she would start with the flogger and than move on to the riding crop. Then she would force Lily to kiss her heels, to worship and massage her feet and then... She tapped the back of the pen against her cheek.



She walked back to the girls side of the house. See, making a list always worked. Without  a flinch she walked past Lily’s room, she didn’t graze her finger over the door, she didn’t open the door to check if everything was alright. Proudly she continued to her own room. See, she wasn’t lost yet.



Laying in bed, she rubbed her hand against her own pussy, she tried to masturbate while fantasizing about the new scene she’d planned today. But she gave up, it just felt... it felt wrong, she just couldn’t. She rolled onto her side and thought about the first company she’d bought, her uncle proudly patting her on the back, he let her drink champagne that night and introduced her to everyone by saying she was an economic prodigy, all her friends had to go to etiquette lessons and where debuted into high society, so they could find the right wealthy life partner, but she was way to smart to participate in such old fashioned rituals her uncle said, she was a genius, she could make herself rich, she could be independent, she didn’t need a man.



A moon beam peeked through the curtains, a bright line on the wall. Elvi turned around and closed her eyes. No more worrying. Tomorrow she would take back control, tomorrow she would have her way with Lily, tomorrow everything would turn back to normal.



She woke up with a terrible headache. Her eyes were red and swollen. She washed her face in front of the mirror and stared into her wardrobe. She didn’t want to dress up especially for Lily. Lily couldn’t have that power over her, but at the same time she wouldn’t dominate Lily in her sweatpants either. She picked a black dress with tiny red polka dots and a red waist band. She pulled some brand new shiny nylons from their box and carefully shoved her foot in. On purpose she didn’t wear any shoes. Walking in her stockinged feet would seem more impulsive and careless. Could you still call it careless if she’d thought it through like that? She brushed her hairs until they shined and put it up with a few bobby pins, she put some lipstick on and went downstairs.



She walked to the kitchen. Should she walk into Lily’s room or should she wait until she started fussing? She tapped her nails on the wooden table, then without making a conscious decision her body just got up and walked into Lily’s room. She sat down on the chair next to the dresser and studied the folder with the tables of milligrams and medication. It calmed her down. There was an order in this world, a system she could fathom and use to her own advantage.



 




Chapter -17-




Lily blinked her eyes and tossed in her sheets. Her hand felt something soft and plush. It was Doctor Nini. She opened her eyes and smiled at her duck. She murmured at in, just random sounds mimicking the talking her sisters and her momma did all day.



‘Goodmorning Lily.’ A voice sounded. Lily looked up she hadn’t seen momma enter the room. Momma’s voice sounded strange though, less sweet and tender than Lily was used to. Lily pulled herself up at the bars of her cot.



‘Mommy,’ she said.



Mommy smiled for a moment, shook her smile away and walked towards Lily. She opened Lily’s cot an Lily tried to hug her but momma just pushed her away. Momma looked mean and sad and pleased at the same time. Momma ordered her to lie down, flat on her stomach, and then momma tied her down. Momma pushed her into the mattress grabbed Lily’s wrist and wrapped some rope around it.



‘Mommy?’ Lily asked confused.



‘Don’t speak,’ momma barked.



Lily felt sad. She tried to lay as motionless as possible so mommy wouldn’t get mad at her again. Momma started speaking to her, softly, somewhat more nicely. She said this was what momma’s and little girls were suppose to do with each other, it was deemed to be like this.



Momma briefly stroked her bum, it was nice feeling momma’s fingers against her skin, and in between her legs, she felt warm and tingly inside. Then momma’s hands disappeared.



‘Let’s start,’ momma said. A smack. A painful sting. Momma hit her, momma spanked her firmly on her bare ass. Another smack and another. Momma used a flogger, a sharp pain the moment it hit her skin, then the pain traveled and became duller, but before it was completely gone momma had hit her again.



Lily pulled on her bounds. She couldn’t escape. What did she do wrong? Was this really what mommas did with their little girls? Lily started crying, softly at first but sobbing louder and louder as the spanking continued.



After a while momma laid on top or her. Momma’s bare breasts against her back. Her warm skin against Lily’s skin, she rubbed herself against Lily’s bum. Momma’s fingers groping her in between her legs. Then suddenly it became quiet.



Momma didn’t move anymore, her fingers disappeared. Her head plumped down next to Lily’s.



‘I can’t.’ she whispered. ‘I’m so sorry, love. I’m so so sorry. I just can’t do this to you. I don’t want to do this to you.’



 




Chapter -18-




Now what? Elvi’s plan had failed. Elvi herself was a failure. She felt horrible inside. She felt ashamed but she didn’t know whether she was ashamed about her weakness for Lily, or she was ashamed about her behavior a few minutes ago.



‘I just can’t,’ she mumbled again. Why force herself to do something she really didn’t want to do? Doing what she want, that’s what is was about, wasn’t it? A deep sigh. She untied Lily and caressed her head.



‘Just forget it love, can you? Will you please forget what momma just did?’



Lily pushed herself up and sat up straight. She mumbled something inaudible and put her thumb in her mouth. She rubbed her eyes dry with the back of her hand, in exactly the same way a real toddler would. She looked at Elvi with her eyes, her very beautiful green eyes. She was obviously startled and confused by the whole situation. A sad noise emerged from her lips. It was like a knife hitting her right in the chest.



‘I’m sorry, love,’ Elvi said. She felt her eyes tearing up. She studied Lily’s face. But Lily seemed distracted, she tried to pull on the string of her dangling mobile, and when she couldn’t reach it she picked up her duck and started mumbling at it. If only Elvi could understand her muttering toddler noises, so she could hear what she told the duck about Elvi’s stupid attempt to regain control. All other girls just started talking after they’d finished the program and their muscles were strong enough to form the words, using words was easier than pointing and fussing. But Lily wasn’t like the other girls.



‘Are you mad at momma, sweety?’ Elvi asked.



Lily looked at Elvi questioningly, as if she didn’t know what to expect from her.



‘Mommy?’ she asked unsure.



Elvi smiled. A lightning bolt of butterflies, her whole body tingling she could even feel it in her littlest finger. She opened her arm and Lily crawled on her lap and hugged her. Her arms around Elvi’s neck, her breasts bumping into Elvi’s breast.



Elvi kissed her on the cheek and in her neck, hesitantly she tried if Lily would let herself be kissed on the mouth. She did.



‘Mwoah,’ Lily said theatrically.



‘Mwoah,’ Elvi also said.



Lily giggled. And said it again, she made a lot of gushy kissing noises and put her mouth against Elvi’s again and again. She kissed Elvi’s cheek and eyebrows, her nose and chin.



‘O sweety,’ Elvi mumbled defeated. So much love. She just couldn’t cope. Lily had won. Lily had turned her once again into a weak, feeble, mushy, pathetic gulp of goo.



She was almost forty for god’s sake. And being in love made her behave like a teenager, giggling insecure and with raging hormones. Well maybe it was her own fault as a teenager she behaved like a forty year old business women, so now she was a forty year old business woman and behaving like a teen in love. On some level it did make sense.



What are you doing with me?’ Elvi asked. ‘What are you doing with momma, hon?’



‘Mwoah,’ Lily said again. She waited. She looked at Elvi expectantly. ‘Mommy kissy?’ She asked with the cutest innocent face. Elvi teared up again. She turned her face away and tried to breath. She had to relax. It was just a game. Just a stupid little fetish game.



Lily tried to comfort her, a shy hand caressing Elvi’s shoulder and back. Even though her motor skills were still clumsy, her caressing was the cutest most comforting ever.



‘Mommy Kissy?’ she asked again.



‘I would love to sweety,’ Elvi muttered. Her voice trembling, she felt so feeble inside. It was pathetic. Lily’s lips grazed her cheek. Elvi surrendered. She just let herself go. Kisses everywhere, a cloud of little kisses, of arms and bodies, a bed full of caresses, soft tender stroking and nothing else. A fingertip over Lily’s skin, over her pajama, over Lily’s hair.



Being in love wasn’t that bad. It felt vulnerable. But thinking about it. Thinking about it rationally. There was no harm at all in falling in love with one of her own girls. Her girls wouldn’t reject her, they wouldn’t humiliate her, or tease her, or bully her. She wasn’t in high school any more.



She might feel like a powerless toy of fate, a powerless toy of Lily’s mumbling and pouting. She might feel exposed. But she wasn’t really of course. Her girls were programmed to love her. Unconditionally. That was after all the game she’d love to play. So loving Lily back wouldn’t hurt, would it?



They stayed in bed for a long time. Elvi filled with wonder and surprise. It was pleasant. Harmonious and perfect. So rich and warm. Lily was playing with her toy, she mumbled to Elvi and told her long stories still in that incomprehensible toddler language. She slipped out of bed and got a stuffed animal from the floor and standing next to the bed she pushed it in Elvi’s face.



‘Mwoah,’ Lily said.



Elvi laid her head on her own elbow and sighed. Lily suddenly became serious. She looked worried at Elvi. She rubbed her lips together and again pushed the stuffed animal in her face. She caressed Elvi’s stomach, as if Elvi had a belly ache and stroking it would make everything better again. Then Lily walked to the string of the mobile and pulled on it, the music sounded, the stars started turning. Lily’s attention slipped away, she was completely overtaken by the dangling stars, the only thing she looked at. Elvi felt slightly jealous.



Then suddenly she fell. She just collapsed. No warning or nothing. Fuck. Her head hit the floor really hard. Elvi cussed again. She didn’t see it coming. It was expected, maybe, but she just didn’t think of it. She wasn’t even sure if that hypnotic suggestion had survived the definitive imprint. Well apparently it did.



Elvi jumped out of bed, and bent over Lily. She stroke her face and tried to wake her up. She didn’t. Would she be unconscious because of the smack against her head? Or maybe she just had to wait a few minutes until the mobile had finished turning and tinkling its music. She knelt next to Lily and didn’t know what to do. Call an ambulance maybe? She was frightened to dead. She hated herself. Her own negligence. She couldn’t loose Lily, she simply wouldn’t know what to do with herself.



She shook Lily’s shoulder, again and again, until she finally crankily grumbled and open her eyes. She stretched herself out, arching her back, convulsing spasms and then she sank away again, her eyes closing. She rubbed in her eyes and made a weird sucking sound with her mouth, she stuck her tongue out of her mouth and touched it with her fingers, grimacing.



Elvi looked at the tongue and saw indeed a little red spot. ‘I think you’ve bit your tongue,’ she said, ‘a moment ago when you fell over.’



Lily kept sticking out her tongue and opening and closing her mouth.



‘You can’t turn on your hanging mobile yourself, only momma is allowed to do so, and only when you’re safely lying in your cot.’



She didn’t knew whether Lily understood. Lily was still lying on the floor and tried to look at her own tongue.



Elvi kissed her. There was a forth option. Another option in dealing with this situation. She just had to grow up herself. Just admit she was a human being and falling in love was a natural thing to do. She could just be in love with Lily and accept that feeling vulnerable was just part of the deal. Being terrified to loose someone you love and cared for, that was just part of life. No one could escape that, not even a billionaire.



She helped Lily sit up straight. ‘I think we need to put something cold against your tongue, against the pain,’ she said, ‘how about we go to the kitchen and see if there’s some ice cream left in the freezer, do you want some ice cream, Lily?’



Lily nodded exited. Her eyes big and full of joy. Her face beaming. She wrapped her arms around Elvi.
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Isabella is a moocher, she lives with her aunt and plays video games all day. Her aunt gives her an ultimatum. After Isabella ignores it, she’s kicked out of the house and forced to live with a professor. Her aunt states that Isabella clearly refuses to grow up and living with the professor she won’t have to.



Isabelle doesn’t want to go, but she’s drugged and sedated and taken anyway. Upon arriving in her new house she meets her new sister. She’s examined and diapered. She’s continually drugged and sedated and forced to live like a little girl. Once she's a moment alone with her new sister, she warns her for the mind games the professor likes to play. She tells Isabella everything she knows. Maybe there’s a way to fight back after all.



 



Regressing Ezzy


[image: ]



A girl is kidnapped and brainwashed into believing she’s a little girl. She’s forced to crawl on all fours and subdued with syringes and daily bottle feeds. She’s forced to wear and use diapers. When another girl arrives she witnesses how what’s happening to that other girl, she realizes the predicament she’s in and she starts to resist her brainwashing.



 










Note from the author:




Thanks for reading my book. I hope you’ve enjoyed my story. I certainly had a lot of fun writing it. If you liked it please let me know and leave a review with your favorite retailer!



 



Connect with me on Fetlife. You can find me at username: Sara_Quill.



Or find me on twitter: @Sara_M_Quill



 



To read more about me, my journey through kink and how I accepted myself, check out my book:


Learning to be little
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For more kinky smut visit my Smashwords author page or my Amazon Author Page and mark me as favorite, so you won't miss out on upcoming smutty stories.



 



###




OEBPS/Image00002.jpg





OEBPS/Image00001.jpg
Regressing

iEzzy
= %\

o
anc sy by Sara Qui
=






cover1.jpeg
%rainwashed






OEBPS/Image00000.jpg
Playing Games
With

Baby Bella
By Sara Q:fm“\





