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Brainwashed Intervention


While she was searching for her keys her bag with her laptop banged into the wall. ‘Damn it,’ she cursed.

‘Language.’ One of her neighbors yelled.

‘I’m sorry Mrs. Martin,’ She yelled back.

The walls in this apartment building were awfully thin. Well it was just a temporary solution anyway. When her relationship with Tim ended, or rather exploded, she stayed at her sister’s place for a few days, until her sister had found her this apartment. At least she had her own little space now.

She’d found her keys, but the moment she opened her door she saw something moving in her apartment. She screamed. Her living room was filled with friends and family.

‘The fuck are you doing here?’

‘Language!’ Her neighbor yelled.

The people in her living room were quiet and just stared at her with these melancholic smiles.

‘Aren’t you suppose to yell surprise or something?’ Quinn asked.

They kept silent and avoided eye contact. The house wasn’t decorated, there weren’t any balloons, there wasn’t any cake either. Also Quinn’s birthday wasn’t coming up for another three months. Although that would make this a true surprise.

‘Sit down Quinn.’ He sister said. ‘This is an intervention.’

‘What for?’ A few moments long Quinn was flabbergasted. ‘And intervention? For what? I’m... like... not even addicted to cigarettes? I know I must have said something about being addicted to garlic bread but, ... and I know carbs aren’t good for you, but... I just meant garlic bread tastes nice, it was a figure of speech.’

‘Where not here about garlic bread.’ Her sister said. ‘Sit down. You want coffee or tea?’

Quinn shook her head. ‘No.’ She said. ‘Just tell me. What are you here for?’

‘Your dating life.’ Her sister said.

Flabbergasted Quinn looked around the room, people where nodding in agreement. ‘My dating life?’ Quinn repeated. ‘What’s wrong with that?’

‘Well, we’re here to tell you.’ Her sister said. ‘Let’s go around the room and each of us share a story about how Quinn’s crappy choice of partners has affected us.’

‘Do you even know how an intervention goes or are you just copying what you’ve seen on television?’ Quinn asked. ‘Isn’t there supposed to be a qualified professional in the room?’

‘Tricia, why don’t you go first.’ Her sister said, gesturing towards an old high school friend of Quinn.

Reluctantly Quinn listened to their stories, it was stupid, there was nothing wrong with her, she just had a streak of bad luck, meeting the one jack-ass after the other. She couldn’t help it that every guy she dated turned out to be a jerk.

She hadn’t realized her late night calls for support or her venting over her exes when going out drinking wine had been such strain for her friends and family.

‘Just...’ Quinn rolled her eyes. ‘Don’t worry. I’ll take care of myself from now on.’

‘You can’t.’ Her sister said. ‘That’s what we’re trying to tell you. Each time one of your relationships blows-up, we’re the ones left picking up the pieces.’

‘I’m sorry.’ Quinn said. ‘What do you want me to do, not fall in love?’

Her sister handed her a leaflet. ‘Take a look at this.’ She said.

Quinn quickly scanned the words on the paper. Experimental study, it said and, wanted test subjects.

‘What’s this?’ She asked.

‘It’s new.’ Her sister said.

‘I got that from the experimental part, yeah. Anyway, thanks for stepping by, all of you. Thanks for the leaflet. I’ll definitely skim it before I throw it in the bin.’

Her sister kept on talking and trying to persuade her, but eventually everyone left. It was a regular Wednesday evening after all, people had to work the next day. Quinn’s apartment was in disarray, tea cups and coffee cups scattered around the place. Quinn just left it as it was and stumbled into the bedroom.

‘Fuckers.’ Quinn said as she dropped onto the bed with her clothes still on.

‘Language.’ A voice said from the other side of the wall.

‘Sorry, Mrs Martin.’ Quinn said. ‘Did you hear them though? What a load of bull crap.’

‘I’m sorry you’re having such a rough time.’ Miss Martin said. ‘It sounds like you’ve been dating a string of idiots, I hope you find a way to break the cycle and to be happier, cause I wouldn’t wish these idiots on my worst enemies, not even on my very loud potty mouth neighbor.’

Quinn chuckled. ‘It’s not me, it’s the walls. We shouldn’t be able to have a conversation like this when we’re both lying in bed, should we? I can even hear it when you turn off the light.’

For a moment she heard Mrs Martin turn the light off and on, a little ticking sound emerged from the wall.

‘Goodnight Mrs Martin.’ Quinn said. She returned to the living room, got her laptop out of her bag and watched some YouTube video’s with her air buds in.

She hesitated in front of the revolving doors of the skyscraper. Someone bumped into her shoulder and yelled for her to get out of the way. She pushed her way into the building and took the elevator to the pediatricians office on the 18th floor.

‘Here to see Doctor Bois,’ she said.

‘She’s not part of our clinic,’ the receptionist said, ‘but I know who you mean, just take a seat.’

Quinn sat down in the waiting room, she had to shove a toy train and a few blocks of Lego aside to make room for herself on the couch. Some children were playing, others where pale and white and crying in their mothers arms. Quinn stared at the television screen, the manned mission to Saturn was supposed to land on the surface in a few days. Seven years ago when the Caterpillar was launched it had been a real hype, but now the hype had faded, there had been new missions with even newer technology. A lot had happened in those past seven years.

It was weird to think that for the astronauts it would only seem like their journey had taken a few weeks, because the rest of the time they would be sleeping in some sort of stasis pods. Imagine leaving the earth seven years ago, going on a trip that would last a few months and then returning another seven years later to an earth that had completely changed.

Visiting an empty rock halfway across the solar system wouldn’t be half as weird

as returning to earth and over the course of a few weeks traveling 14 years into the future.

‘Miss Gunter?’ A lady in a white lab coat asked questioningly.

‘That’s me?’ Quinn put up her hand.

‘I’m Doctor Bois, or you can call me Valeria, why be so formal right?’

Quinn studied the woman, she looked way to young to be an experimental researcher. She had long shiny black hair, dark eye-liner and black lipstick as if she was some teenage goth girl, instead of a respected doctor. Quinn followed her into the office.

‘Take a seat.’ The office looked childish, the walls decorated with stickers and some toys were scattered around on the floor.

‘Tell me why you’re here.’ The doctor asked.

‘Well my family held and intervention for me.’ Quinn said.

The lady looked friendly and gave her an encouraging nod.

‘So. Then I didn’t want to listen to them at first, but you know, I... the same thing happened again... I fell in love. I really thought I had found the one. I moved in with him we were happy, but then... he turned out to be an asshole, but this time I didn’t want to call on my friends or family for help. Because of the intervention... you know... So I thought maybe,.... I don’t know, maybe it’s something my neighbor said, my former neighbor, before I moved in with Adam, anyway she said she wouldn’t wish this string of partners on her worst enemy and that I could break the cycle and be happier, maybe. I... don’t know if I believe her yet, but I kind of hope she’s right.’

Quinn looked at the nails of the doctor, they were painted black with glitter. Valeria, she thought, the doctor didn’t really look like a Valeria, more like a... a... Raven or a Luna or something. Valeria. Quinn squinted and tried to imagine what the doctor would look like without all this make-up.

‘How old are you Quinn?’ Valeria asked.

‘I’m 26.’ Quinn said. ‘And you?’

Valeria started laughing. ‘I’m 42.’ She said.

‘Really?’ Quinn asked surprised.

Valeria nodded. ‘Let’s focus on you. You were talking about a pattern, a cycle you want to break, can you describe that pattern for me?’

Quinn sighed and clacked her tongue up and down. ‘I don’t know.’ She tried her best to explain it, but it was hard to pinpoint what exactly went wrong. She just fell in love with someone, and then after a few months it became apparent that they weren’t the type of guy Quinn thought they were, but by then she was too afraid to be alone and to be rejected so she just tried to please them anyway, while they turned into jerks that were manipulating and abusing her.

‘Would you say you have a fear of rejection or a fear of abandonment?’ Valeria asked

‘I don’t know.’ Quinn said. ‘Maybe both?’

The lady wrote something down in her notepad.

‘I really don’t know what I’m doing wrong. I just I’m a nice girl and they just aren’t nice to me in return. Do you think it’s my fault that I end up with these jackass-types?’

‘It’s not productive to think about fault or guilt, it’s about that pattern. You want to break that pattern right?’

‘Right.’ Quinn said. ‘Can it be done?’

‘Definitely.’ Valeria said. ‘Let me tell you what we do. Me and my partner Devin have developed a very intense relearning program, which means that if you are selected you come to live with us and we reprogram your brain. I can’t tell you in advance how long it’s going to take, that mostly depends on you, some people are done in a few weeks, some take months or years to get there.

But first you’ll have to go through the selection process. Because of the confidential nature of this study and some of the technologies we use I need you to sign these forms. There’s a non-disclosure form and there’s one about willingly consenting to the experiment and submitting and obeying my instructions. Anyway... take a look.’

Quinn flipped through the pages. ‘How does it work?’

‘I can’t tread into detail before you’ve signed the non-disclosure form, just think of it as sort of a reset button.’

Quinn frowned ‘This seems excessive. Can’t I just go see a therapist once a week to talk about it?’

‘Definitely you could.’ Valeria said nodding.

Quinn stared at the doctor. Valeria’s hands were folded on top of the desk, her confidence was intriguing and for a moment Quinn was jealous. Valeria would have no problem seducing even the hottest guys. 

She felt the impulse to impress Valeria. She tried to look intelligent as she flipped through the documents.  She was quite well versed in the legal mumbo-jumbo, but she had no idea what all the medical terminology entailed. Neuro-synaptic blockage, retraining of subconscious neurological pathways, verbal, physical and pharmacological interventions, amnesia.

Amnesia she did recognize, that meant loss of memory. Well she didn’t mind forgetting about Adam or Tim or all the other assholes.

‘Think about it this way.’ Valeria said. ‘Seven years ago they left for Saturn, but I’ll bet, nowadays we could launch another mission and they will visit Saturn and return home  before that first mission has returned. Therapy will get you there eventually, but it’s long and inefficient. Therapy teaches you how to compensate for your subconscious. What I’m offering is mental surgery I’ll will alter your subconscious, so you can go about living your life, without a care in the world.’

Quinn nodded. It sounded promising and what did she have to loose? By dating Adam and moving across the state with him she’d lost everything already, her job, her house, her friends. She picked up the pen and signed all the forms.

‘Great.’ Valeria said. A moment later Quinn was installed behind a laptop and she was filling out an IQ test. After she was finished Valeria read out her score and told her she was above average smart. ‘Did you know that?’ She asked. ‘You could’ve been in the gifted program.’

Quinn liked the compliment, but shook her head. ‘No,’ she said, ‘People always told me I was stupid. I dropped out of school because of a boy.’

‘Well academic achievements and IQ are different things.’ Valeria said. ‘Let’s move on and test your cognitive development. You’ll probably think it’s ridiculously easy, cause it’s a test made for children, but it’ll provide a nice baseline for later.’

It was indeed a test meant for children. It was crazy and on numerous occasions Quinn couldn’t hold back a chuckle. ‘Really?’ She asked Valeria. ‘I don’t understand how pointing out colors is going to fix my love life, but this is the blue circle.’

Valeria started laughing. ‘It won’t fix your love life,’ she said, ‘It’s just to create a baseline. Tea?’

A few moments later they were sitting at the desk again. After the cognitive development test, Quinn had to fill out a bunch of questionnaires about her personality and her emotions. Rows and rows of statements and she had to assign them all a number based on how much the statement applied to her. “When something goes differently than expected it makes me angry.” She circled the one, she hardly ever got angry.

“Unexpected changes make me anxious.” She tapped the pen against her lips, a three maybe? Sometimes a little anxious. She wrestled herself through the questionnaires, each time she finished a sheet Valeria started to score her with a red pen. It made her curious.

She sipped from her tea and saw that Valeria had written down ‘78’ on one of the forms.

‘What does that mean?’ She asked.

‘I’ll tell you when you’re finished.’ Valeria said.

As it turned out 78 meant she had a normal amount of empathy and she wasn’t a psychopath.

‘Well, that’s a relieve’ Quinn said sarcastically. She poured the last gulp of her tea down her throat. it had gotten cold and bitter. A shiver ran across her spine.

‘This is very promising.’ Valeria said pointing to the scored questionnaires. ‘Still no contra-indications, so far you’re the perfect test-subject.’

‘Since I’m not a psychopath?’ Quinn asked.

‘Among other things.’ Valeria said smiling. ‘I know it seems excessive, but it’s better to be thorough.’

Quinn’s mouth felt dry and she reached out for her cup, it was empty, but she still put the plastic against her mouth and waited for the last drop to run down and touch her lips. It tasted granular and bitter. When she put it back, she first missed the desk, her hand swung through the air and she almost fell out of her chair. It made her laugh.

‘I’m sorry.’ Quinn said. ‘I’m fine.’ She put the cup back, there was a light buzz in her mind, as if she just drank a glass of wine.

The next test was to test her social intelligence. She was shown some pictures and she had to describe what she saw, what the people were feeling, thinking, doing and how they related to each other. It was sort of a fun test to do. ‘She is married to him, but she fancies this other guy, but his wife knows and that’s why she’s looking so angry.’ She said. The lines of the picture were blurry. Quinn blinked and rubbed her eyes. Both her mouth and her eyes felt dry.

‘Can we open a window or something?’ Quinn asked.

Valeria looked around and opened her desk drawer. ‘This isn’t my office,’ she said. ‘But maybe you can figure out how the airco works.’ She threw Quinn a remote control, but Quinn failed to catch it. It tipped against her chest, over her thigh and landed on the ground. When she bent over to pick it up she got dizzy.

At random she pushed a few buttons on a remote and then an airco unit started buzzing. ‘Let’s hope this helps.’ Quinn said.

Valeria showed her another picture. ‘What’s happening here?’

‘These are the man and woman from the last picture,’ she said. ‘Now they’re fucking.’

Valeria asked her some more questions, how she knew it were the same man and woman for instance, but Quinn didn’t know, she just shrugged. There were more sexual pictures, it made Quinn feel giddy and she started to giggle. The lines blurring into a gray haze. She rubbed her eyes ones more, she had to blink a few times to focus. She shook her head and studied one of the pictures on the wall. A pink tropical fish, a pink blur, blinking, a tropical fish, a blur, a fish, a blur, a fish. She had to really concentrate to see things clearly. She wanted to be a tropical fish too, just drifting around in a warm ocean, she wouldn’t be a fish, she would be a mermaid, and her hair would have had all the colors of the rainbow, instead of these blond unruly curls, and men all over would lust after her, admire her, worship her.

‘Quinn? Are you alright?’ Valeria’s voice sounded from far away. It took a while before Quinn realized she was still in the doctors office and not on a tropical island.

‘I’m sorry.’ She said. ‘What did you say? I was just daydreaming I guess.’

Valeria smiled. ‘That’s okay. It happens. Time for the physical examination. You can get undressed behind that screen and then hop on the examination table here.’

The moment Quinn got up from her chair the world started spinning. She grabbed the desk for balance and waited for the dizziness to fade. ‘I’m sorry.’ She said again. ‘I guess I got up too quickly.’

She stumbled towards the folding screen but she still felt feeble, it took every sliver of concentration she had just to walk. Finally she made it to the screen. She wanted to undress herself, but it was impossible to balance on one foot to take her shoes off. She grabbed the window sill and accidentally dropped a plastic model of a brain on the ground. She tried to pick it up, but bending forward made her so dizzy she tipped over. The moment she sat down on the floor she felt better already, maybe leaning with her back against the wall would be even more comfortable. Slouching like that, she undressed herself to her underwear. Then she grabbed the pieces of the brain and tried to put them back together.

Her arms weren’t very coordinated, the pieces banged into each other, slipped from her fingers and tumbled away.

‘Are you ready?’ Valeria asked.

‘I can’t.’ Quinn said.

‘What’s wrong sweety?’

‘The brain. It’s all kaboom and I can’t get it to stick.’

‘What are you talking about?’ Valeria appeared behind the screen. Quinn looked up into her face and she suddenly realized she was being weird sitting on the ground like that. She collected the pieces of the brain and tried to stand up. But the moment she was upright, gravity seemed to be pulling her down again. If it wasn’t for the arms of Valeria holding her up, she would’ve probably face planted into the carpet.

‘I think I’m going to faint.’ Quinn said.

‘You’re not fainting, sweetheart.’ Valeria said. ‘That’s just the medication I gave you. It’s making you a bit uncoordinated and dizzy.’

‘Medication?’

‘Lets get you onto the examination table.’ Doctor Valeria said.

With a little help Quinn climbed upon the table. Valeria checked her ears, her eyes, her throat. She even used the little hammer on Quinn’s knee. She listened to her hearth and her lungs and she told Quinn when to cough and when to breath.

‘All healthy.’ She said. ‘Now take off you’re bra and lay down.’

Before Quinn could even react Valeria had already snapped the bra open and pushed her on her back. Quinn couldn’t process what was happening, it all happened so quickly. Her thinking was slow, so slow.  ‘There’s something wrong.’ Quinn said. ‘I can’t think.’

‘That’s the Dorazolam, sweetheart’ Valeria answered. ‘It’s just a little conscious sedation that’s making you feel loopy and uncoordinated. It inhibits your memories. Let’s check you for swollen lymph nodes.’ Her fingers started to touch around in Quinn’s neck, and then they moved on to her arm pits and eventually she started to massage her boobs. It was a nice massage. Her nipples got hard and it made her slightly aroused. It seemed as if the boob massage lasted much longer than the other places that the doctor had examined. Quinn didn’t much like her own boobs. Adam would say her boobs were firm and perky, but actually they were just way too small. It was easy to have firm and perky breasts if they barely even filled an A-cup.

‘Is this still part of the test?’ Quinn asked.

‘Smart girl.’ Valeria said. She was poking in Quinn’s stomach and then she pulled the panties down. Quinn lifted her head and tried to look, but her neck muscles were groggy and didn’t want to cooperate. It was probably the medicine, yes?

Valeria placed Quinn’s legs in the stirrups and then her fingers started prodding around the pussy, the outer lips the inner lips, rubbing up and down massaging the clit. Quinn was getting horny and she stared up at the ceiling. There was an octopus drawn on the ceiling. It made her think about those Japanese movies with cartoon girls in schoolgirl skirts that were being raped by an octopus. It never did much for her, but Adam really had a fetish for those octopus schoolgirl things, and on a few occasions she had hoisted herself in a tartan skirt just to please him. This time only thinking about it made her aroused. It was as if she could actually feel the tentacles entering her, just by looking at the octopus.

‘You’ve got a tight cunt, sweetheart.’ A voice said. Valeria said. Quinn returned back to reality, she was just in the doctors office and Valeria’s finger was slipping in and out of her vagina.

‘Can you orgasms alright?’ Valeria asked.

‘I guess.’ Quinn said.

Valeria slowly moved her finger in and out the pussy. Quinn could feel it slide past her labia, the fingertip wriggling on the inside. Valeria was nice about it, she seemed to know what she was doing, she was way better in fingering her than the majority of her exes, better than Adam at least.

‘I’m going to insert the Eulatrox 2.0 now.’ Valeria was holding a strange V shaped device. One side she carefully slid into Quinn’s pussy, and the rest of the device she bend over to encapsulate the clitoris.

‘I’m going to turn on the device, it might be a little overwhelming and uncomfortable at first because it’s going to bring you to orgasm in about thirty to forty seconds and it will measure the amount of stimuli you need. But the orgasm will feel about as nice as any other orgasm, ready?’ There was a little flicking sound and then Quinn felt electrical pulses spreading through her body. It was like ants crawling around under her skin, itchy and scary and uncomfortable, but also... wow... she couldn’t think, suddenly the pleasures were increasing quicker and quicker, feeling better and better. Her body started to involuntarily squirm and move, her back arching, she was panting and moaning, and then she went over the edge. The orgasm spreading through her body, taking over her mind. It kept on going and going. Quinn screamed and moaned and something wet seeped from her vagina. Soon she was laying in a cold puddle of her own horniness. The orgasm kept going until Valeria removed the device.

‘Nooooo.’ Quinn yelled. ‘Noooo, put it back.’

‘Ssh.’ Valeria said. ‘It’s okay.’

Only slowly Quinn realized where she was. It was just a medical test and now it was over. She sighed.

‘You liked that didn’t you?’ Valeria said.

‘I... I... I mean...’ Quinn was stuttering. ‘I’m sorry.’ She said.

‘Don’t be sorry.’ Valeria said with a smile. ‘Orgasms are supposed to feel good don’t apologize for that. I got good news for you though, you’re a perfect 5.2, so that means you’re accepted into the program. You’re going to be our next little girl.’

‘I am?’ Quinn said.

‘Definitely.’ Valeria said. ‘Let’s clean this up and prep you for transportation.’ Valeria helped her to get up from the examination table and she guided her towards a chair. The movement, standing up, sitting down, it was all too much and quite dazed Quinn just sat there staring at Valeria’s shiny hair. Valeria got a towel out and started to dry the table and the floor.

‘Let’s not forget to call Devin, she’s going to be over the moon I finally picked someone.’

Valeria put the towel in a laundry basket and then she grabbed a silvery bulk of fabric and brought it into the examination room. When she unrolled it, it kind of resembled a sleeping bag.

Valeria looked backwards over her shoulder. ‘Aren’t you the cutest?’ She asked. ‘Those blond curls, I can’t wait to put some pigtails in them, and the squirting is just the cherry on top, let’s not tell Devin about that, that’ll be our little surprise. Come over here.’ Valeria zipped open the sleeping bag, on the inside there was silver fabric with lot of lights shimmering and moving around. It looked magical, magical glitters and sparks.

‘What is that?’ Quinn said amazed. ‘Is that real?’

‘It is.’ Valeria said. ‘It’s a flexible stasis pod. Very light and easy to pack.’

‘But...’ Quinn said, she stretched out her arm. ‘You mean for astronauts? Can I touch it, can I feel?’

‘Sure.’ Valeria said. ‘Even better, you can go lie in it.’ 

Quinn tried to stand up and grabbed her head, the world spinning around her. ‘Damn.’ She fell into Valeria’s arms. Valeria smelled good, something like cherries and vanilla

‘What are those lights?’ Quinn asked, while pressing her finger against the fabric. A soft tingling entered her fingertip and some of the lights formed a circle around her finger.

‘Babygirl. You’re loopy from the Dorazolam, and even if you weren’t I doubt you would understand terminology like external neural-network provider, or artificial motor-excitement to negate muscle atrophy, or even a simple term as sustained dynamic metabolism. Hop on now.’

When Quinn sat down on top of the silvery fabric the lights came towards her legs and feet, like they were little puppies that came to sniff her out.

‘What are they doing now?’ Quinn asked.

‘Nothing yet, the pod isn’t on. I’m going to give you a little injection now, to prepare you. Come sit over here, scoots down a bit, so you won’t hit your head.’ Valeria held a syringe that was filled with a colorless liquid. She grabbed Quinn’s arm and pressed the needle against her skin.

‘But why?’ Quinn asked. ‘Is this even real or am I dreaming? It all seems so futuristic. Am I an astronaut now? Am I going to travel forward time?’

The needle broke through her skin. ‘Ouch’ Quinn said.

‘More like traveling backwards in time.’ Valeria said. She pushed all the medicine into Quinn’s arm. ‘I know the paralytic probably isn’t necessary, but better safe than sorry, right?’

Quinn nodded in agreement. Her fingers were cold and tingling. She rubbed her hands together, massaging her own skin, trying to warm up. Suddenly she felt that same tingling in her back and spine, her body swaying. Valeria’s caught her limp body and guided her into the stasis pod.

‘It’s okay.’ Valeria said in a soothing voice. ‘You’re gonna be okay. ’

Valeria strapped her into the stasis pod. It made Quinn giggle. She kind of felt like an action figure being strapped into his plastic box, that was  a funny image. She pictured a giant kid getting a birthday present, unwrapping the box and finding her strapped in the stasis pod. more giggles and chuckles.

‘It’s okay, sweetheart.’ Valeria said. ‘The giggles just means the Dorazolam is interfering with the muscle relaxer, it’ll fade in a moment.’ She folded the top of the stasis pod over Quinn’s body and then she zipped her up. Quinn was completely enveloped in the silky smooth silver fabric, except for a little hole where her face stuck out. Quinn thought it was the funniest thing ever and she got another fit of giggles. Valeria looked down on her and smiled.

‘You’re so stinking cute when you laugh like that,’ she said. ‘Give mommy a kiss.’ She bend over and pressed her lips against Quinn’s mouth.

‘You’re not my mommy.’ Quinn said.

What was Valeria talking about? The world was confusing, it was just so foggy and funny. ‘Fuggy.’ She said. ‘The world is fuggy.’ She started laughing again.

‘I’m going to turn this on.’ Valeria said, the woman in the white doctors coat fidgeted with a control panel that was apparently positioned somewhere close to Quinn’s feet, there were beeping sounds and then suddenly the fabric around her felt different, as if the fabric sucked itself against her skin, a tingle of static electricity running through her body. The whole pod seemed to be slightly vibrating.

‘You’re okay there?’ Valeria asked. ‘Be back in a jiff.’

She walked out of the examination nook into the rest of the office. Quinn couldn’t see her any more, for a moment she tried to listen to the sounds she heard. Far away Valeria’s voice sounded, maybe she was calling someone on the phone or was that the door slamming shut? Soon Quinn totally forgot about Valeria. She just stared up at the ceiling and looked at the orange octopus that was painted there. One of his tentacles was holding a shell, it was a pretty shell. She wanted to be in a tropical sea, so warm and soothing, just floating up and down with the waves, the sun beaming in her face.

She lost all track of time.

‘So then.’ A voice said. ‘Are you ready?’

By the time Quinn had tuned in with the world around her and realized she was in the doctors office still, Valeria had already transfered her onto a medical stretcher.

She was securing Quinn’s bag with a three big straps, which seemed excessive to Quinn, after all she couldn’t even move. Although maybe it was a safety measure so she wouldn’t fall off when they went over a bump, but why would they go over a bump, maybe if there was a wave. No there wouldn’t be any waves in a hospital right? No, where were they again? Not the hospital but a pediatricians office. But I’m not a kid.

‘My thinking is all messed up.’ Quinn said.

‘I know.’ Valeria said.

‘No I mean like, I literally can’t think.’

‘What’s 2 + 2’ Valeria asked.

‘4.’ Quinn said.

‘That’s perfect thinking.’ Valeria said. She pushed the stretcher out of the examination nook. They rolled passed the window and in the window sill the plastic brain was assembled again.

‘I don’t mean math. I can do math.’ Quinn said. ‘I mean. I don’t understand what’s happening.’

Valeria smiled. ‘That’s because of the medication sweetheart.’

‘But that isn’t good, is it?’

‘I need you to be loopy and groggy right now, that’s going to help your treatment. Just relax, when we’re in my car I’m going to give you something that’ll help guide your thinking.’

Valeria pushed the gurney down an abandoned hallway. Where did the waiting room go? And the receptionist’s desk? Monotonous fluorescent tube lights in the ceiling. They took a service elevator down and approached a big camper van. At least it looked like a camper van on the outside. On the inside it seemed like another hospital room, it was white and clean and there were machines and instruments everywhere, the cabinets above the sink where filled with medicine and syringes.

Valeria installed the stretcher.

‘So.’ Valeria said. ‘Time for a little road trip, or actually a long road trip, but first let’s hook you up and cleanse that brain of yours.’ From one of the kitchen cabinets she grabbed a silicon anesthesia masked. She attached it to a hose and turned the machine on. A soft hissing sound emerged. Then she slowly dropped the mask over Quinn’s face. There was a sweet scent filling up the mask. 

‘Let’s start with the somnifacient, the psychedelica, the dopaminergic stimulant, the – no let’s wait with the other ones for a while, just add the liquid Dorazolam in there and then.’ Valeria clacked her tongue. ‘I guess we’ll start on a five minute randomized interval with you.’

She was flicking switches on the machines, turning knobs, entering digits and then suddenly there was an whole other smell filling up the mask. Quinn had no choice but to breath in the gas. The smell was making her light headed and she had to fight to keep her eyes open, they were rolling away and closing on their own accord.

‘That’s it. Deep breaths.’ Valeria’s voice sounded from far away and Quinn inhaled another big gulp of the gas. It was making her sleepy. More and more relaxed. Her thinking slowing down, slower and fading completely as she sank deeper and deeper into that chemically induced sleep.

A humming sound. An engine. Quinn blinked her eyes against the bright lights, she was... she didn’t know where she was, it was white all around her. She was strapped into the sleeping bag, no it wasn’t a sleeping bag, it was a stasis pod. As the fog around her faded she could make out the song that was playing in the car radio. She despised that song even though everybody seemed to love it. The singer had a whiny voice. The anesthesia mask was somehow strapped to her face, no it was strapped to the stasis pod or... it didn’t matter, she could barely move her head she could just look a few inches to the left and right. The mask followed her around. It was exuding a different kind of gas now. It smelled different and she wasn’t asleep anymore. She didn’t know what this gas was supposed to do to her though.

The world seemed to fall apart into little fragments. As if it was a broken mirror with a thousand shards. The camper to the left of her seemed like a whole other world than the camper to the right of her. The whining voice of the singer intensified, like there was cat sitting on top of her chest, crying. A wet pink nose, black fur. The cat must be a hallucination, although he seemed very real with his fluffy fur and trembling whiskers. She couldn’t pet him because her hands were locked in the stasis pod. Those butterflies, where those real? Was she a caterpillar? Maybe. She felt like a caterpillar being strapped in like this. Where the straps even real?

Why was she suddenly so aware of the gas? It must be that the smell had changed again. Had it? A warm warmth filling up her chest, the warmest warmth ever. It was like a ball, a growing ball. It quickly spreading through her body, through the stasis pod, through the entire world. It felt so good, so immensely good. The world was perfect, this must have been what heaven felt like. This bliss.

Then she felt drowsy again. Her thoughts fading quickly. Just this dull blank minded... no, the drowsiness disappeared again, she was hallucinating again, right, or maybe she wasn’t maybe she was really climbing a mountain, climbing and climbing so she could be with the clouds, she could walk on clouds, dance on clouds, sleep on clouds. 

Drowsy again. So drowsy. No this was way worse than the drowsiness before, this was – She fell asleep before she could finish her thoughts, when she woke up she was euphorically happy. Her state of mind kept alternating and Quinn lost all sense of time, all sense of reality.

She vaguely noticed they’d stopped for lunch. Valeria went away and then came back.

When she entered the camper she checked up on Quinn. Asking how far along she was, she checked a few monitors and graphs and then she zipped open the stasis pod bag. She got a pill out of the cabinets that was about twice the size of a regular suppository and she gently slipped that into Quinn’s vagina.

‘Good girl.’ Valeria said. ‘That’s going to depreciate the control you have over your pussy. Yeah. Aren’t you a nicely sedated cooperative little girl? Yeah you are.’ She was talking in a patronizing voice as if she was talking to a little kid, or maybe Quinn was hallucinating that part. No, she wasn’t even wearing the mask right now.

‘Look at that dazed expression on your face. I should take a picture to send to your daddy.’ There was a phone and a flash and then there was a diaper too. Valeria lifted Quinn’s legs and hips of the table and slid a diaper under her bottom.

‘I don’t understand.’ Quinn said. Her tongue was thick and her voice was slurring.

‘You don’t have to understand.’ Valeria said. ‘You’re a 5.2’ She mumbled she scooped up a little bit of powder with a measuring cup. ‘So let’s make sure you don’t go higher than a 5.0 today,’ she said as she sprinkled the powder all over the insides of the diaper. ‘Don’t worry it’ll only be activated when you pee yourself.’ Then she taped the diaper shut. She secured Quinn in  the stasis pod again and reattached the silicon breathing mask.

‘Let’s add two more components, let’s do the aphrodisiac and some HRT’s to instill a feeling of helplessness to make my girl utterly depended. You know what, why not add the higher cortical function depressors too? Yeah, why not?’ She asked while giving Quinn a cheerful smile and briefly tickling her under her chin. ‘And I think you’re ready for a randomized time interval between 2 and 20 minutes.’ More beeps sounded as Valeria was programming the machines.

The gas hissing loudly, the anesthesia mask filling up with a sweet muggy smell and Quinn felt her eyes rolling up and away, her thoughts getting fuzzy.

‘O and let’s not forget to hook your stasis pod up to the food and a lot of fluids.’ The voice sounded from far away, her ears were ringing. The gas taking away her thoughts. It was like a wave of blackness that started somewhere in her feet, crawled up through her body and spread through her thinking. Overwhelming blackness. Falling and falling.

Every time Quinn opened her eyes she was still hooked-up to the anesthesia mask. She wasn’t really sure what was happening. She didn’t have any grasp on time. She could’ve been hallucinating for hours, but it might as well have only been a few minutes. The euphoria. The drowsiness. The sleep. It was random. There was more though, this time there was more.

She remembered waking up one time feeling so aroused. Her pussy throbbing her nipples tingling, the edge of ecstasy, the edge of orgasm, it lasted for hours or maybe minutes or maybe weeks, so aroused, so incredibly aroused, but eventually the gas changed and the horniness faded again, and she was left hallucinating or just falling asleep, until the next time the horniness took over her body again.

Another time she was hallucinating and when the hallucinations stopped she was suddenly awake. Wide awake. As she breathed into the anesthesia mask she started to realize how helpless she was. She couldn’t think about anything else. Just the helplessness. That realization engulfed her. Valeria had total control over her with all those mind altering drugs that were blowing into her face. Quinn was powerless. Valeria was the one pushing the buttons. Valeria decided how she would feel. Valeria was God in a way. A moment later though she would become horny again, or she would fall asleep, it just kept on going. Her state of mind kept on changing. It was hard to keep track of whatever was happening. The different gases kept of blowing in an endless sequence.

There was another state of mind yet. Quinn didn’t even know how to describe that. The first time she barely even noticed it. At first she thought it was just the regular drowsiness, but she wasn’t sleepy or tired. She was just blank, her mind was blank. As if she didn’t exist, although a part of her existed, a very very primitive part. Only at the beginning or at the end of this state she vaguely noticed how dumb and empty her mind had been, but most of the time her mind was too empty to even notice or register what was going on.

Sleep. Horniness. Sleep. Hallucinations. Emptiness. Dazed. Helplessness. Helplessness. Helplessness. It happened in a moment where she was fully permeated with the realization of how powerless she was. She noticed a warmth between her legs, at first she assumed it meant the gas was changing and she would be getting horny again, but then she realized she was peeing. She was drenching her diaper and the bulk of the fabric swelled between her legs, getting bigger and bigger. It pressed against her pussy and then she noticed the tingling. It was as if the diaper was thanking her, as if the diaper was rewarding her, the diaper made her feel so good. So horny. So aroused. It was addictive, she wished she could pee some more, to thank the diaper for making her feel good.

No, now she was hallucinating again. Was it a hallucination though? The gas had changed, her head felt dull and heavy. Her thinking slowing down, she was falling asleep again she realized. She tried to fight it, she wanted to enjoy the sensations of the diaper some more, she fought the sleep, fought her rolling eyes, trying to keep them open again. But the gas kept on hissing, and she had no choice but the breath it in. Her thoughts fading. Her wishes fading. She forgot about the diaper. She surrendered to the sleep.

Eventually they stopped driving for the night. Quinn got a new vaginal suppository, a clean fresh diaper with another little cap of powder sprinkled over the insides, and then Valeria adjusted the settings of the gas again. She looked at her watch. ‘Let’s make it a 9 hour sleep and give your amygdala some rest.’ She mumbled. A moment later the gas was hissing Quinn to dreamland, when she woke-up it felt like she’d only been asleep for a few minutes. Yet it wasn’t dark outside anymore and they were on the road again, before she was aware enough to really figure out what was going on the sequence of mind altering drugs had begun again. She filled numerous diapers each time followed by that swelling in between her legs, that immense pleasure and arousal, it was so addictive to pee her diaper.

After a while Valeria mentioned she was ready for the next phase, that she didn’t need a nights rest anymore and that the moments she slept during the day would be enough. Then the sequence continued at night, with Valeria sleeping in the nook above the drivers seat.

Quinn was completely controlled by all the gas she was forced to inhale. She had no choice but to undergo it, to endure it, to surrender to it, she was helpless after all. Time got distorted, everything was distorted and then suddenly everything changed.

The mask was taken from her face, and the back door of the camper opened. Valeria rolled the gurney outside. Quinn was shocked and for a while she just couldn’t grasp what was going on. There was a world outside of the camper, it somehow didn’t make sense. It was warm outside, warm and bright, she could feel the sun on her face. They had arrived at an impressive mansion. There were palm trees and there was a soft breeze, water sloshing.

Maybe she was still hallucinating, maybe she was sill just laying in the back of the camper.

‘Finally.’ Someone exclaimed. ‘Val, that took you ages, let me see her.’

A strange face appeared in the blue sky. A face with the long blond hair and curious blue eyes. She stuck out a finger and softly caressed Quinn’s cheek.

‘Hey there little Quinny. I’m so glad you’ve decided to join us. I’m Dave. I’m your new daddy.’

‘Daddy?’ Quinn asked groggy and confused. 

‘Awh... she said it. Did you hear that Val? She said it! Did she say mommy already?’

‘Only to tell me that I wasn’t it.’ Valeria said.

‘Can we play with her tonight?’ The girl named Dave asked.

‘She’s not ready yet.’ Valeria said. ‘Read out her brainwaves on the stasis pod, she needs at least another 30 maybe 40 hours, before we can start.’

‘But you’ve been driving for days, hasn’t she had enough yet?’

‘Apparently this one is a tough nut to crack.’

‘But you’re a girl.’ Quinn said confused and with a little bit of delay. 

‘What?’ Valeria asked.

‘She says I’m a girl.’ The girl named Dave said.

‘Gender is not important.’ Valeria said. ‘After we’ve regressed you for your treatment it’s important that you experience both a daddy and mommy energy in your environment, that helps you to become a healthy young woman. Devin is going to be your Daddy.’

‘Dave,’ the girl said.

‘Sorry. Dave is going to be your Daddy.’ Valeria said, then she turned to Dave. ‘Now let’s stop talking to her or she’ll need another day extra in the pod, see how her brainwaves are responding to us?’ Valeria pointed to a spot on the stasis pod. ‘Look.’

‘I don’t know what that means.’ Dave said. ‘Can I at least change her diaper?’

‘Sure. But first help me bring her upstairs.’ Valeria said. The two women rolled the gurney inside the mansion. There was a big chandelier hanging in the main hall, it had like a thousand shimmering crystals.

‘Am I hallucinating?’ Quinn asked.

‘I don’t know, sweetheart, what are you seeing?’ The blond women started to caress Quinn’s face.

‘Dave.’ Valeria said strictly and the caressing stopped.

They went into an elevator and arrived in some sort of white medical hallway.

‘Now we’re in the hospital again.’ Quinn said. Maybe she’d never left, maybe she was still in the hospital, or what was it? A pediatrics office, with the fluorescent lights on the ceiling, there were fluorescent lights here too. They went through a set of double doors and then they were in an operating theater. Valeria took some time to program the machines. Quinn was relieved when she saw the silicon mask approaching her face, things would turn back to normal, she could surrender again to that endless string of mood swings.

‘You promised I could do her diaper.’ Dave said and then the anesthesia mask disappeared from view. The stasis pod zipped open and Dave’s hand was cupping her breast, softly massaging, squeezing the nipple.

‘She’s so beautiful.’ Dave said. ‘Like. Oh my god, I want to fuck her till she goes cross-eyed.’

‘Control yourself.’

‘But Val. Feel my pussy.’ Dave grabbed Valeria’s hand and squeezed it in between her own legs. ‘I had to miss you for weeks, and now you’re here and you’re gorgeous and you bring this little piece of eye candy with you. You can’t blame me for being a woman.’ They kissed. A long and passionate French kiss, with tongues swirling around each other, their bodies pressing tightly together. In a weird way Quinn felt excluded. She coughed to let the women know she was still there.

Valeria gave the Dave a little pat on her bum.  ‘Now, go give her a new vagineural depressor and a clean diaper, so I can hook her up and them maybe...’ her tone of voice changed… ‘we can get some of the toys out and you can fuck me cross-eyed if you want.’

‘Yeah I will. I’ll fuck you numb my honey-bee.’ Dave was ripping the tapes of the diaper. She pressed a new suppository into Quinn’s pussy and then she diapered her again, she didn’t use the powder in the lining of the diaper, but Valeria didn’t notice or if she did she didn’t say anything about it. The diaper was taped shut, the two woman closed the stasis pod and then Valeria brought the silicon anesthesia mask to Quinn’s face.

The gas filled up the mask with a soft hiss. Quinn quickly noticed her mind turning to mush. Groggier and groggier. Her eyes rolling up and away.

‘Look at that.’ The voice of Dave sounded from far away. ‘Look at her eyes.’

‘I know.’ Valeria said. ‘She’s a stubborn one, but you know how it goes the harder they are to crack, the deeper they’ll eventually go.’

Valeria’s hand folded over the anesthesia mask, pushing the rim into her nose and mouth. ‘Sshhh... it’s okay sweety, just go to sleep now, deep breaths.’

Quinn barely understood what was going on. Sleep was pulling her away from reality sleep was pulling her under, deeper and deeper down, her eyes closed and then she was gone, entrusted into that endless loop of mind games once more.

When she rolled over a pulse of pain shot through her head. Quinn softly moaned and rolled back. The pillow was soft, so soft under her cheek and the duvet that covered her was fluffy. But her head, her head was hurting so much.

‘Ouch.’ She mumbled. She pressed her hand against her skull.

‘It’s okay sweetheart, mommy is here.’

‘Mommy?’ Quinn said groggy. She tried to open her eyes, but all she saw was pink. A pink pillow, a pink duvet cover, a pink wall.

The light hurt her head and she moaned once more. 

‘Mommy is with you. You’re save now.’ A voice said.

‘What’s going on?’ Quinn mumbled tired. She tried to remember, she tried to figure out where she was, but somehow her mind was completely blank. Maybe it was the headache, the headache prevented her from thinking clearly.

‘My head hurts.’ She said.

‘I know.’ The voice said. ‘The doctor said it was going to hurt for a few days.’

Quinn opened her eyes again and looked at the woman that was talking. She had the long black hair in a braid in her neck, dark eyes, dark lipstick. The woman looked strangely familiar.

‘I know you.’ Quinn said.

‘Off course you do, I’m your mommy.’ The lady said.

Quinn shook her head, but that hurt too much. She frowned, this lady wasn’t her mommy, was she? This lady couldn’t be her mommy. She already had a mother, another mother. She tried to remember but she just couldn’t, her mind was blanking.

‘There’s something wrong with my head.’ Quinn said.

‘I know. That’s probably because of the accident.’

‘What accident?’ Quinn asked. ‘What happened?’

‘You don’t remember?’ The lady asked.

‘I remember nothing.’ Quinn said.

‘The doctor said you might suffer from some memory loss. You got a nasty blow to your head, you were unconscious for a day an a half.’

‘But...’ Quinn frowned. ‘What happened.’

‘You  were on your way to school with your bike when you got hit by a car.’

‘No.’ Quinn said. ‘No way.’

‘Daddy and I were shocked too.’

The accident would explain the pain she was feeling in her head. Quinn tried to rub her skull and looked around the room.

‘But why is everything pink?’ Quinn asked.

‘That’s your favorite color.’ The woman said.

‘It is?’ Quinn said frowning. ‘I doubt it.’

The woman started laughing.

‘What is this place even?’

‘This is your room.’ The woman said. Quinn looked around, there was a wardrobe filled with clothes, there was a changing table, and a bookcase filled with children's books, there was a doll house and some stuffed animals laying around.

Maybe this was her room in the hospital. She’d always been small for her age, maybe they thought she was younger than she actually was, maybe the doctors had accidentally put her on the pediatric ward. Although the accident happened when she was on her way to school, adults didn’t go to school.

‘How old am I?’ She asked.

‘Oh sweety.’ The woman said, dramatically she put a hand on her chest. ‘You’re really a bit out of it, aren’t you? You’re so confused.’

It made Quinn cry. Tears propped up in her eyes. ‘What’s going on? Tell me. I don’t get it.’

‘Sweet little baby girl of mine,’ the lady said. ‘I think it’s better if you rest some more now. You need some time to recover.’

‘But I want to know.’ Quinn said.

‘What do you want to know?’ The lady asked.

‘Just...’ Quinn had no idea which questions to ask. ‘Just about everything I don’t understand.’

‘You’re sick.’ The lady said. ‘If you rest some more I’m sure you’ll start to feel better.’

Quinn laid her head on the pillow and stared at the woman, the women did look familiar, she must know this woman from somewhere, or maybe she was right, maybe she was actually her mommy.

‘Is your name Valeria?’ She asked.

‘It is sweety, but mostly you just call me mommy.’

‘You were... with the fish, with the tropical fish and the mermaids.’

‘That’s right in the hospital they had these stickers of starfish and seahorses on the wall. You remember those?’

‘Yes.’ Quinn said. ‘I remember those.’ She felt a bit relieved she could at least remember something.

The lady got two little red pills out of a pill bottle and showed them to Quinn. ‘Here,’ she said, ‘this is going to help your head feel better.’

Quinn swallowed the pills with a sip of water and then she tried to get up out of bed.

‘Lie down.’ The lady said strictly.

‘But...’ Quinn said.

‘First you need to rest and recover.’

Quinn sighed but still she listened to the woman and lied back down in bed. When she reached out for the blankets, she noticed she was wearing a nightgown with frills and teddy bears all over them, and her hips were swaddled in a diaper. She pulled on the tapes of the diaper, but the lady grabbed her wrists and pulled her arms away.

‘Don’t touch that.’

‘But why am I wearing a diaper?’ Quinn asked. ‘I’m not a baby anymore, am I?’

The lady gave her a friendly smile. ‘Off course you’re not a baby, you’re a big girl already, but sometimes a traumatic experience like an accident can make a little girl like you regress a bit, and sometimes they’ll start to pee their bed again.’

‘I won’t,’ Quinn said.

‘We’ll leave the diaper on anyway, just in case.’

Quinn wanted to protest but then she realized the pain in her head was gone, and not only was the pain gone, she was feeling better completely. She was calm and happy and satisfied, no more panic, no more confusion.

‘I’m healed now.’ Quinn said. ‘I feel much better now.’ Lazily she slumped into her pillow. It wasn’t so bad was it? She had just been in an accident, but she was getting better already, she would be up and running in no time.

The lady brushed some hair out of Quinn’s face. ‘I’m glad you’re feeling better, sweety.’

Quinn nodded. ‘Are you my mommy?’ She asked. It made sense, why else would this lady sit next to her bed the entire morning, was it morning? Maybe she’d been unconscious for so long it was already in the afternoon or evening. ‘What time is it even?’ She asked.

The lady must be her mommy, the accident probably made her forget, but she also vaguely remembered another mother. A mother with the red hair, that would bake pancakes and read her stories, but the red hairs had turned gray over the years.

‘Mommy?’ Quinn asked.

‘What’s that sweety?’

‘Do you have red hair or gray hair?’

‘My hair is black sweetheart?’

‘But you dye it, right? Which color is under the dye?’

‘Brown.’ Her mommy said.

‘But then who’s the mommy with the red hair?’ Quinn asked.

‘I think the accident is still messing up your memories. Don’t worry about it. There was a nurse in the hospital with the red hair, maybe you were hallucinating and you thought she was me, they did give you a lot of sedatives.’

‘Yeah.’ Quinn said. ‘I think I must have it messed up in my mind.’

‘That’s okay.’

‘You’re my mommy, right?’ Quinn said. ‘You’re my real mommy. You made pancakes and you read me stories, right? Not the nurse in the hospital.’

‘You want me to read you a story right now?’ Mommy asked.

Quinn nodded.

Her mommy got a book from the shelve and started reading. It was about a little rabbit that would go to Saturn in a rocket he would be locked in a stasis pod and traveling all the way across the universe.

Her mommy had a nice voice and Quinn was getting tired and drowsy. There was a pleasurable buzz in her head that made her a bit lazy and lethargic. Halfway to the story she interrupted her mommy.

‘Aren’t I a bit too old for this story?’ she asked.

Her mommy shrugged. ‘Well lately you rather read on your own indeed, but like I said, with the accident being such a traumatic event some regression is expected. Don’t worry about it, do you like mommy reading to you?’

‘Yeah.’ Quinn said.

Her mommy started reading again, the words swirling through the room, the voice sounding from far away, almost like she was underwater. Words and sounds swimming in her ears. She peed her diaper and the swelling of the bulky fabric made her horny. Softly she was panting and moving her hips, she pressed her hand against her diaper and pushed the fabric even tighter against her pussy.

‘What are yo doing?’ Mommy asked.

‘I feel so good.’ Quinn said.

Mommy briefly squeezed her cheek. ‘It’s time to rest now.’ she said.

‘No. I want to finish the story.’ Quinn said protesting.

Mommy picked up the book and continued reading. Quinn’s head was spinning, the spot in between her legs felt so good. With her hand in between her legs she closed her eyes and listened. She was slowly drifting of to dreamland. Dreaming about rabbits in space, and stasis pods, and accidents, and anesthesia masks with sedatives and diapers.

When she woke up again she didn’t know what time it was, or how many time had passed. Her headache had severely diminished although there was a little gnawing pain that followed the rhythm of her heartbeat.

Mommy was still sitting in the big armchair next to her bed. She was reading a magazine and she didn’t seem to notice that Quinn had opened her eyes. Quinn studied her mommy. She was a beautiful woman, wearing a silk blouse and black skirt, her legs hoisted in a shiny pantyhose. She was reading a magazine about... Quinn had to push herself upwards to see the cover. The magazine was called NeuroTech and there was a picture of a weird looking helmet with all these wires on the front.

‘Hello sweety, did you sleep well?’ The lady asked.

‘I guess so.’ Quinn said. ‘What’s that?’ She pointed to the picture.

‘It’s to run some external cerebrum interference. It’s promising technology, but it needs some more development before it has actual use.’ Mommy closed the magazine and threw it on the changing table. ‘How are you feeling?’ She asked.

‘Better.’ Quinn said.

‘I’m glad to hear that.’ Mommy put a hand on her head and briefly caressed her,  messing up her hair. Then she got up from the chair and opened the door. ‘Daddy?’ She yelled into the hallway. ‘She’s awake.’

A moment later another woman entered the room. She had long blond hair, that was dangling over her shoulders and cheery red cheeks filled with freckles.

‘I’m glad you’re up Quinny.’ She said. ‘We were so worried about you, weren’t we Val?’ The lady sat down on Mommy’s lap and stuck out her hand to stroke Quinn. Quinn pulled back her arm. She moved back against the wall and apprehensive she looked at the new women.

‘Mommy.’ She said looking for some reassurance.

‘It’s okay sweetheart.’ Mommy said. ‘Don’t be scared this is your daddy, remember?’

Quinn shook her head.

‘It’s the accident.’ Mommy said. ‘She didn’t remember me at first either.’

‘I hate the accident.’ Quinn said.

‘Me too.’ The other woman said. Quinn studied her face, she didn’t know if that new woman really felt familiar or maybe she just wanted her to feel familiar. If she was just so desperate to remember anything that her mind was playing tricks on her. She closed her eyes but her mind was so blank, she remembered mommy and she had some vague memories of the hospital.

‘Mommy, are we on an island?’ Quinn asked.

‘Why do you think that?’

‘Because of the palm trees.’

‘We’re at home.’ Mommy said. ‘Remember. This is your room, and across the hallway is mommies and daddies room. Downstairs is the kitchen and the living room and the dining room and the pool. Do you remember the pool? You love floating around on your big pink flamingo, and by now you love the big waterfall slide, although when you were little you weren’t a fan, daddy always had to hold your hand. Remember?’

Quinn sighed and shrugged. ‘I guess so.’ She said even though she couldn’t remember a thing. She didn’t want to disappoint her mommy. She slammed her head into the pillow again and again and again. Just banging her head in the soft fluffy cushion.

‘Sshhh.’ Mommy said. ‘It’s okay, you want some more medication?’

‘No.’ Quinn said.

‘The pills will help you to feel better, they’ll help you to remember mommy and daddy and to forget about the accident.’

Quinn studied the lady that was supposed to be her daddy once more. She was pretty and short, she had round breasts and curvy hips. She was wearing tight dungarees with a pink top underneath.

‘She doesn’t look like a daddy.’ Quinn said.

‘What does a daddy look like then.’ The blond woman asked.

‘I don’t know.’ Quinn said shrugging. ‘With a mustache maybe or with a tie?’

‘You mean you want a daddy like in the picture books? We’ve been over this when you were six or seven, I thought you grew past these gender stereotypes.’

‘The accident has her regressed a bit.’ Mommy said. ‘It’ll take a few days before she’s back to being the Quinn that we know and love.’ 

Quinn nodded in agreement.

‘Dave is your daddy.’ Mommy said. ‘I know the other kids at school have a male daddy and you have a female daddy, but that doesn’t matter now, does it? Daddy can still take care of you, keep you safe, play outside with you, put you in the bath, give you medicine. You’re daddy is the best daddy in the world and mommy and daddy love each other very much.’

Quinn nodded. It was a lot of information and somehow she was suppose to already know all of it. Yet her mind just didn’t work. Her chest filled up with sadness and despair, she started crying. ‘I don’t want to forget stuff anymore,’ she said sobbing. ‘I want to be normal again.’

‘Oh sweetheart.’ Mommy said. ‘Come take some pills they’ll help.’

Quinn grabbed the little red tablets that were laying on the palm of the hand and stuck them in her mouth.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said after she’d swallowed them. For a moment she caressed Quinn’s cheek. ‘You’re doing great sweetheart.’

Quinn nodded, although she wasn’t feeling so great yet, she was still confused and it felt like her mind would always stay this empty and her memories would always be splintered and hard to retrieve.

She looked at her daddy and she looked at the boobs, the face, the pinkish lips, her daddy was even wearing a shiny lip gloss. ‘Are you a he or a she?’

She asked.

‘I’m gender queer.’ Her daddy said. ‘I like my body, I have no problems with how I look, but on the inside I’m not just female. I’m gender fluid I guess, but only if you put intergender and non-binary and everything in the mix too, because I don’t just flow from male to female. My preferred pronouns differ from day to day and from person to person depending on how I relate to them.’

‘That’s too difficult for her, Dave.’ Her mommy said.

‘It isn’t.’ Daddy said. ‘The other time we talked about this over lunch and she totally understood.’

‘Well but on that day she didn’t just wake up from a car accident, did she?’

Her daddy shrugged.

Quinn was starting to feel better. Her headache fading her mind filling with that soothing buzz that made all the puzzle pieces melt together. Her mommy, her daddy, her room, it all made sense now.

‘You use the pronouns he and him for your daddy.’ Her mommy said.

‘I remember.’ Quinn said. She slumped her head in the pillow. ‘I remember now, it’s all coming back. With the water slide. I want to go on the water slide with daddy.’

‘Water slide?’ Daddy asked.

‘I’m guessing she means the waterfall slide in the backyard, we just talked about.’ Mommy said.

‘Yeah.’ Quinn said. ‘We have a pool in the backyard?’ She asked. ‘Are we rich? Do I have to go to school still? What day is it? What happened to...  Was I driving alone to school when it happened or was I with a friend?’

‘Looks like the medicine is kicking in.’ Mommy said. ‘Is it okay if daddy reads you a story this time? So I can do some work?’

Quinn nodded, but when mommy was about to leave the room she suddenly felt scared. ‘Don’t leave me.’ She said. ‘Don’t leave me alone. Mommy please.’

Her mommy stopped in the door opening. ‘Are your attachment issue’s bubbling up already?’ She asked. ‘That’s atypically quick.’

‘Please.’ Quinn said.

‘I’m not leaving you.’ Mommy said. ‘I’ll be right here in the other room while daddy reads you a story.’ Then she slammed the door shut.

Quinn was feeling confused and angry. She grabbed one of the stuffed animals that was laying around and she threw it at the door. ‘I hated you anyways.’ She screamed at the door.

She wasn’t really sure where all the panic and anger came from, it felt like on a certain level those feelings had always been there, but now her inhibitions had disappeared and she couldn’t hold herself in check anymore. ‘Is that the accident too?’ She turned to daddy. ‘Is that the regression too?’ She asked. Some part of her wanted it to be because of the accident. Everything she did could be blamed on the accident. She leaned back into her pillow again. The world was getting softer and she was feeling more and more drowsy.

‘I don’t know.’ Daddy said. ‘Your mommy is in charge of the neurochemical rearrangements. I’m just the sap that’s in love with her and that gets to enjoy some of the perks. Like reading my little girl a story. What story do you want?’

Quinn tried to remember which stories there were, what kind of books she had on the shelve, but the only one she remembered was about that bunny in space, that mommy had read to her before. Although they never quite finished the book did they?

‘The astronaut bunny.’ She said.

Daddy grabbed the book, but instead of sitting in the arm chair next to the bed she sat down on the bed. ‘Come here.’ Pulling on Quinn’s body until she was lazily leaning against daddies chest. Daddy’s arms around her, he smelled nice, some musky flowery scent. His boobs provided a soft pillow for Quinn’s head to rest against. Quinn could look at the pictures, she could even read along if she wanted, but she didn’t feel much like reading along. She was drowsy. She just wanted to slouch against her daddy and listen to his voice.

Although mommy read it better, still it was nice to listen to daddy’s voice too. He pointed to the pictures a lot and elaborated on the story. Quinn felt herself slipping away again.

‘Are you my daddy?’ She asked fighting to keep her eyes open.

‘I am sweety.’ Her daddy said.

‘Yeah.’ Quinn said. Daddies was still reading the book, but one of his hands had found it’s way under her nightgown, softly he was rubbing her belly and then his hand slipped in her diaper, his finger toying around with her clit.

‘That’s nice daddy.’ She said drowsy, that’s the last thing she remembered before she fell asleep.

For a few days she had to stay in bed, sometimes mommy was there when she woke up, sometimes daddy was there, sometimes both were there, and on one occasion nobody was there, but after she screamed for her mommy they quickly walked into the room to comfort Quinn. Over time her confusion was fading and whenever she couldn’t remember something she would just blame the accident. She seemed to be healing fine, the red pills that mommy fed her helped immensely, it was as if the red pills helped reorganize her brain so everything made sense again. The only thing that didn’t seem to get better was the peeing, she still had to wear diapers and every time she got a diaper change she got a new suppository pushed inside of her. She wasn’t even consciously peeing, it wasn’t some psychological need for attention or something, it honestly felt like she couldn’t control it.

She didn’t even feel the urge to pee, it just... out of nowhere it just seeped out of her, whenever she felt her diaper getting wet she tried to hold it, but then the diaper started to feel so good she didn’t want to hold it anymore. It was a bit confusing, but neither mommy nor daddy seemed to mind very much, they all thought it was normal, they just shrugged about it, gave her a new suppository and a clean fresh diaper. The diaper supply was endless.

Eventually mommy decided Quinn was allowed to get out of bed. Quinn picked out a dress from the wardrobe and teal one with a elastic waistband, she had to keep her diaper on. She stepped out of her pink room and into the hallway. Quinn didn’t recognize anything. She clamped onto mommy’s hand as they walked over the wooden floor, towards the stairs, in the main hallway she pointed at the chandelier with all the shimmering crystals.

‘I know that one.’ She said.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said. ‘It’ll all come back to you. I’m sure tomorrow everything feels a whole lot more familiar already.’

Quinn nodded. They walked into a dining room and mommy asked her to go sit on a chair, a laptop was lying on the table. Quinn wasn’t that interested in the laptop though,  the dining room had a big windows that looked out over a luxurious pool. There were palm trees and ferns and there was indeed a waterfall that doubled as a water slide although it looked different than Quinn had imagined. There was a little island in the middle with a beach cabana.

Quinn got up from her chair and pressed her nose against the window.

‘I want to go outside.’ She said. ‘I want to go in the pool.’

When mommy didn’t respond she looked over and said it again. ‘I want to go in the pool mommy.’ She said.

‘Maybe later.’ Mommy said. ‘First we need to run a few tests on you.’

‘No.’ Quinn said. ‘No tests, I just want to swim, do I even have a bathing suit? I probably have right? I’ve probably been in the pool like a million times haven’t I mommy?’

‘You do seem to love the pool a lot.’ Mommy came over, her hands resting on Quinn’s shoulders and kind but firm she guided Quinn back to the chair.

‘Sweety.’ She said. ‘I need you to focus. The better you cooperate the sooner we’re done and the sooner you can go in the pool.’

‘Really?’ Quinn asked. ‘Okay. I’m focused.’ She stared at the laptop. First mommy had her fill out an IQ test. The questions were boring and the test lasted incredibly long. She found herself staring outside longingly.

‘Daddy is there.’ She said. ‘Why does daddy get to go in the pool and why do we have to work?’

‘You’re daddy is a freelancer, he chooses his own hours, although it wouldn’t surprise me if he has brought his phone and is working still.’

Quinn stared out the window, her daddy was wearing a brown bikini with little white triangles. His boobs were bouncing as he walked and he was twisting a hair band into his hair to create a high pony tail.

‘I want to be with daddy now.’ Quinn said.

‘If you finish your tests you can be.’ Mommy said.

‘Now.’ Quinn said.

‘Don’t be a spoiled brat.’ Mommy said, she tapped on the keyboard and begrudgingly Quinn bend over the questions again, when they were done mommy told her the results, she was a smart for her age.’

‘For my age?’ Quinn asked. ‘How old am I again?’

‘Come on honey.’ Mommy said tired. ‘Now you’re just fucking with me. The accident has been days ago, you were doing so much better, surely you remember how old you are.’

Quinn nodded, even though she had no idea.

‘Come on, what’s the last birthday we’ve celebrated? Nana got you roller skates, Daddy got you some clothes, I gave you wireless headphones so you could listen to music. Try to remember sweetheart?’

Quinn was searching her mind. There were fragments of memories she couldn’t understand, fragments that made her feel sad and panicked, but she had learned to push those memories aside. They weren’t helpful. She tried to remember her birthday, or the grade she was in, she was old enough to cycle to school without parental supervision, but her room was still pink and filled with stuffies and picture books. In the end it were her boobs that gave her the biggest clue. She got boobs, so she couldn’t be that childish anymore, she must be in middle school at least.

‘Am I twelve?’ She asked. ‘Or maybe thirteen.’

‘That’s right sweetheart.’ Mommy said with a smile. ‘Now lets continue with the cognitive development test.’

The test started out really easy. So easy Quinn got annoyed about it. Why did she need to be inside and point out colors and shapes for her mommy while outside the pool was waiting for her, but along the way the test got harder and harder and eventually she couldn’t figure out what mommy wanted from her.

‘I’m not stupid.’ She said.

‘I know sweety. You’re a smart girl, but these exercises are just a bit too difficult for you still, these are meant for older teenagers, there’s nothing wrong with that I just want to track your development.’

Quinn sighed, she leaned backwards and stared out of the window once more. The sky was bright blue with not a single cloud in view. Her mommy shoved a pile of papers towards her, they were a bunch of questionnaires that she had to fill out.

‘Why.’ Quinn asked in despair. ‘That’s so much, mommy. I don’t want to do tests anymore.’

‘You never want to do these tests sweetheart.’

‘We did them before?’ Quinn asked. ‘So why do I have to do them again?’

‘Just to see how you’re progressing.’

‘Because of the accident?’ Quinn said.

‘Well, yes that’s why we’re testing today, to see the affect the accident had on you, but mostly we just test you to track your progress.’

‘It’s boring.’ Quinn said.

‘Just fill out the forms sweetheart, the sooner you fill out the questionnaires the sooner you’re done.’ Quinn grabbed a pencil and bend over the paper, she read the statements and circled the numbers that applied to her. Whenever she was finished with a page her mommy grabbed the paper and started to mark it with a red pen.

‘Done?’ Quinn asked when she shoved the last one over the table to the black haired woman.

‘Almost, there’s just the one test left.’ Her mommy said. ‘Aren’t you curious about your score?’

Quinn shrugged. ‘I don’t care.’ She said.

‘Fine, let’s move on.’ Mommy showed her pictures of people and she had to describe what the people were doing.

‘The girl is happy, cause it’s her birthday.’ Quinn said. ‘The boy is sad cause he got hurt.’ The first few were easy, but after that it got confusing and harder. ‘How am I suppose to know what they’re thinking,’ Quinn said, pushing the pictures away. ‘They’re not thinking anything they’re drawings.’

Mommy started laughing. ‘Okay,’ she said. ‘That’s fair.’ She grabbed another picture. ‘And what do you see here?’ She asked.

Quinn studied the picture for a moment and shrugged. ‘A girl.’ She said.

‘What is the girl doing?’ Mommy asked.

‘She needs to go to the bathroom.’ Quinn said.

‘Why do you think that?’

‘Because the hand in between her legs.’ Quinn pointed to the hand.

‘Why do you think the girl is naked?’ Mommy asked.

Quinn stared at the picture and shrugged. ‘Maybe she wet herself and that’s why she took her clothes of.’

‘If you look at her face, what do you think the girl is feeling?’

‘Happy.’ Quinn said.

‘Why do you think she’s happy?’

‘I don’t know.’ Quinn said. ‘Maybe she likes wetting herself.’

‘Maybe she likes wetting herself.’ Mommy repeated as she wrote something down in her notepad. She had Quinn look at a number of similar pictures with naked people in positions that didn’t make any sense. Quinn tried to please her mommy and to make up some story about each picture, but she simply didn’t know why two people would be naked in bed, maybe it was just too warm to sleep in pajamas?

‘Perfect,’ Mommy said. While looking at her notes and calculating another score. ‘I think we found it, let’s keep you on the cortical function depressors at night, and the memory encoders when you wake-up in the morning and then we’ll be good to go.’

Quinn just lifted her eyebrows. ‘I didn’t understand any of that.’ She said.

‘That’s okay. You don’t have to understand, mommy is just doing her job. You’re free to go now, go put on your bathing suit and then you can join daddy at the pool.’

Quinn got up from her chair and sprinted out of the dining area.

Quinn was walking through hallways she didn’t recognize, willy-nilly she walked around, she found a kitchen, a living room, a seating area. She tried to open a door, but like all the other doors it seemed to be locked. Maybe she’d gone around in circles, she needed to find the big hallway, with the chandelier, then she would find the stairs too.

This was the house she grew up in, how come she couldn’t remember were to go? Eventually she turned a corner and let out a sigh of relieve as she found the chandelier, she sprinted up the stairs, now the wandering around and feeling lost started all over again. At random she opened some doors, she found a bedroom with a king sized bed and decided that this must be her mommy and daddy’s room.

After two more doors she finally found her own very pink room. She opened the wardrobe and searched for a bathing suit. She found a pink bikini with ruffles around the edges, she put it on, but it looked ridiculous over a diaper. She took the diaper off, put the frilly bikini on and went downstairs to look for the pool. She couldn’t find a door, but she could just climb out the window right? She could see the pool right behind the window. Just when she sat foot on the terrace, mommy walked by.

‘What are you doing?’ She asked surprised.

‘I...’ Quinn stumbled. ‘I couldn’t find the door.’

Mommy made a weird frowning face. ‘That door, you mean?’ Mommy pointed towards a big sliding glass door that was barely 5 foot away. Quinn started to blush and then shrugged.

‘And you aren’t wearing a diaper I see.’ Mommy said. ‘You feel you’re ready?’

Quinn nodded.

‘Did you put on sunscreen.’

‘No.’ Quinn said.

‘You can’t go in the sun if you don’t put on sun screen.’

‘Mommy.’ Quinn said whining and rolling her eyes.

‘No pool time for you, if you behave like this.’

‘I don’t even know where the sun screen is. It took me hours to find my own room and put on my bathing suit. If I have to look for the sunscreen then it’s midnight before I can dive in the pool. The accident has wiped all my memories, I can’t help it I don’t even remember the sunscreen.’ Quinn said dramatically.

Her mommy started laughing. She wrapped her arms around Quinn and suddenly her face was pressed into mommy’s boobs, and she was lost in this cloud of mommy’s smell, cherry and vanilla. It felt safe and soothing, and she snuggled her cheek even closer into mommy’s soft boob.

‘You’re lucky you’re so dang cute.’ Mommy said. As she let go of Quinn she gave her a little pat on the bum. ‘Go ask your daddy if he wants to help you with the sunscreen.’

Quinn walked over to the lounge chair. Her daddy was sun bathing, his eyes closed.

‘Daddy?’ Quinn asked cautiously.

‘What?’ Her daddy asked.

‘Will you help me put on some sun screen.’

‘Sure honey.’ He reached out his hand, and asked where the lotion was. He didn’t seem all that happy to realize he would have to get it from inside the house.

‘She doesn’t know where we keep it,’ mommy said, ‘because of the accident.’

Daddy rolled his eyes.

‘I thought you might want to help her, maybe run to the spa and pick up a seven.’

‘Definitely.’ Daddy said a whole lot more enthusiastically.  ‘A seven?’ He asked. ‘Are you sure. Is she ready?’

‘Yep, she’s ready as can be.’ Mommy said.

‘A seven though, didn’t you tell me she was a 5.2’

‘She is.’ Mommy said.

‘Then seven is going to blow her mind.’

Mommy had a mischievous smile on her face. ‘I know.’ She said.

‘What are you guys talking about?’ Quinn asked. ‘What does that even mean? Seven? How come I’m a 5.2?’

Daddy went into the mansion.

‘What is he going to do?’ Quinn asked.

‘It’s okay, hon.’ Mommy said. ‘Come sit over here, I’ll braid your hair, so it won’t get tangled in the water.’ Quinn sat down on the lounge chair in between mommy’s legs, she could feel mommy’s thighs pressing against her butt. Mommy’s fingers tenderly combing through her hair, making two braids. Daddy came back with a little flask of sun screen. Although it had no label, just a simple white sticker with a seven written on it.

Daddy poured a little bit of the oily substance onto his own hand and then he started to rub it into Quinn’s leg. Mommy was sitting behind her, wrapping her arms around Quinn’s tummy and pulling her backwards, so she would be leaning against mommy’s chest.

‘It’s okay sweetheart.’ Mommy whispered softly in her ear.

Quinn was a bit taken aback by the situation, why wouldn’t it be okay, it was just sunscreen? Daddy now moved on to spread the lotion over her other leg, but then her legs started tingling, it was a strangely familiar tingle, yet she couldn’t really pinpoint what it was. The warm glow seemed to enter through her skin and to take over her body, as daddy rubbed more and more sunscreen on her skin, Quinn was breathing louder and louder. The warmth was spreading and forming a big ball of happiness in between her legs. She was panting. Her legs twitching with arousal. She was leaning heavier and heavier against mommy as the pleasurable feelings soaked through her skin. Involuntarily she started squirming and moaning, she just lost all control over her body. Her mind was floating and fogging up.

‘What’s happening?’ She asked.

‘It’s okay.’ Mommy said. ‘You’re okay.’

Her hips were twitching.

‘Make sure you do her pussy too.’ Mommy said. Then daddy lifted up her bikini bottom and squirted a dollop of lotion down there. Daddy’s fingers rubbing the oil onto her pussy, inside her pussy. It was so intense, so incredibly intense and it felt like she was dying or fainting, the world just stopped existing. Her body trembling, she was screaming, mommy’s hand around her mouth. Mommy’s voice whispering in her ear.

‘It’s okay. You’re a good girl. You deserve this. You’re such a good girl sweetheart. Just enjoy.’

Her daddy’s finger drenched in oil slipped inside her vagina and she went over the edge. She was completely out of it, trembling, convulsing, spasming, panting, screaming. Mommy held her tightly, mommy kept on talking to her. The muscles of her pussy spasming and clenching together until a large drizzle of fluid seeped out of her vagina and soaked her bikini bottom as well as the cushions of the lounge chair.

‘She’s a squirter?’ Daddy yelled enthused. ‘Why didn’t you tell me Val?’

‘Isn’t this more fun?’ Mommy asked.

‘Can I hold her now?’

Her body was shaking and a moment later she wasn’t laying in mommy arms anymore but in daddy’s arms, her head bobbing upon daddies boobs. Daddy pulled her panties down and then rubbed another bit of lotion on the inside of her pussy. Again her body started trembling and her mind was floating somewhere on the edge of awareness, only the pleasures counted, more and more drizzled from her vagina, until eventually she was drained, her body was just too tired to feel pleasures anymore, her pussy couldn’t squirt out another drop because it was completely milked empty.

Dazed and with a lulling head she laid in daddy’s arms. When eventually the pleasures faded and bewildered she opened her eyes, she looked into two mollified faces. Daddy was looking at her with an endeared look of admiration, and mommy was looking at the both of them with love and adoration.

‘I liked that.’ Quinn said with a blushing face.

‘Me too.’ Daddy said, giving her a quick peck on the cheek.

‘What was that?’ Quinn asked.

‘Val?’ Daddy said.

Mommy sat down on the lounge chair, she made a little comment about the wet spot that Quinn had made and then she put her hand on Quinn’s knee. ‘That’s love.’ She said. ‘When a little girl like you is growing up, her body starts to change and she will feel all sorts of feelings she’s never felt before, that’s okay, mommy and daddy are here to help you and guide you and teach you..’

Quinn tried to process whatever mommy just said. ‘Can we do it again?’ She asked.

‘Only if you want to.’ Mommy said.

‘I want to.’ Quinn said without hesitation.

‘Good.’ Mommy said.

‘Can we do it now?’ Quinn asked.

Mommy smiled. ‘Let’s give your body a little break. Also I believe you were very eager to go in the pool this afternoon.’

‘Yeah.’ Quinn said. ‘But now I’m more eager to do that again.’

Mommy laughed. ‘Good.’ She said. ‘There’s no hurry though. Mommy is not going anywhere. There will be plenty of opportunities for mommy and daddy to help you explore your feelings and your body.’ Mommy briefly gave her a kiss on the mouth and then she disappeared inside.

‘Where’s mommy going?’ Quinn asked.

‘Probably looking at some medical charts, or filling out another entry in your log or something.’

‘Will she come back?’

‘She always comes back.’ Daddy said.

‘And you?’

‘I’m staying here.’ Daddy said. 

For a while Quinn snuggled up to daddy. Together lounging in the chair their bodies so close and intertwined, daddy had wrapped his leg around Quinn and was now rubbing his own pussy against Quinn’s thigh. A rhythm.

‘Daddy? Have you ever felt like that?’ Quinn asked.

‘Sure thing, sister.’ Daddy said.

Quinn started laughing. ‘I’m not your sister.’ She said. ‘I’m your little girl.’

‘You’re my princes.’ Daddy said. ‘Do you want to help daddy feel all those same happy feelings that you just felt?’

Quinn nodded. ‘But I don’t even know... like... should I rub sunscreen on you then?’

Daddy shook his head. ‘Well no. I mean, I would love it if you did, but Val probably wouldn’t like it if I started giving myself... you know. She has to sign off on that stuff. Come here. Try this instead.’ She guided Quinn’s hand in between her legs and she pushed Quinn’s finger into her pussy. ‘Now move back and forth. That’s it. Good girl.’

Daddy kept on talking to her, giving her all these directions, his voice was hoarse. His hips were twitching. ‘That’s it. Keep going, keep going, good girl.’ Daddy said, he sounded frantic and then suddenly his back arched, he threw his head in his neck and he made a weird crying sound that startled Quinn.

She tried to pull her hand back from the pussy, but Daddy grabbed her wrist and made sure her finger was completely enveloped by the warm mushy vagina, the inside of the pussy was twitching and clasping onto her finger.

Daddy moaned loudly, three four times. His body making this weird twitching convulsions with every moan, and eventually he opened his eyes. There was this euphoric glaze in his eyes.

‘You did awesome.’ Daddy said. ‘You’re really good at that, you know.’

‘I am?’ Quinn asked surprised. She wasn’t even sure what she just did, she just listened to daddy, she just followed his directions.

‘Daddy loves you. Daddy loves you very much.’ He wrapped his arms around Quinn and pulled her closer to his chest, planting all these butterfly kisses onto her face. ‘You’re awesome.’ Daddy said.

‘I’m glad Valeria picked you. You know, last time she had this woman, she was cute and all, but I just didn’t feel it, she was boring I guess, whereas, you... like Valeria said you’re a tough nut to crack, but I’m glad we finally cracked you. She’s right, you know, the toughest nuts crack the deepest.’

‘What?’ Quinn asked. ‘Is that like a proverb? I don’t even know what that means.’

‘Let’s get in the pool.’ Daddy said. He got up from the lounge chair, adjusted his bikini bottom and than splashed into the water. Quinn looked for a moment to the wet spot in the lounge chairs, weren’t they supposed to do something about that? Like clean it up or something?

She shrugged. That wasn’t her responsibility, right? If her mommy or daddy wanted her to clean it up they would tell her to do so. She ran towards the edge of the pool and jumped in. The water was warmer than expected. For hours she was splashing around, jumping into the water, going of the waterfall doubling as water slide, floating around on the flamingo.

Mommy came to bring them fruit during the day and to rub some more sunscreen onto Quinn’s skin, although this time it was regular sunscreen factor 25, not the mysterious bottle with the 7 and the happy magic feelings.

She splashed around in the pool until the sun got down and mommy told her to get out of the water. Mommy wrapped a large beach towel around her shoulders and rubbed her dry. She told Quinn to get dressed for dinner, it took Quinn less time than this morning to find her way back to her own room, she put on the teal dress and a moment later she was sitting at the dinner table, shoving a slice of pizza in her mouth.

Her mommy and daddy were talking about their job, apparently they both had worked hard that day, even though they’d been at home and splashing around the pool. Mommy was making progress she said, but daddy wished mommy wouldn’t make too much progress too soon. Daddy had made some more money through his investments. Their conversation was boring and Quinn felt a excluded. With her fingers she picked up a slice of pepperoni from her pizza and shoved it in her mouth. She liked the crispiness and saltiness of it and just when she was picking at another piece of pepperoni she felt a warm wet spot appearing in between her legs.

She was peeing she realized. She just didn’t know what to do, to run to the toilets, but she didn’t even know where the toilets were, or maybe she just had to pretend nothing was going on, and then after dinner she could clean it up without mommy and daddy noticing.

Silently she kept sitting in her chair. The pee stopped and the wet spot on her legs was getting colder and colder. Moving was uncomfortable and quite tense she tried not to move anymore.

‘Are you alright sweetheart?’ Mommy asked.

She nodded.

‘Are you sure. You look a little scared.’ Quinn started blushing, she looked at her pizza and she wasn’t that hungry all of a sudden. She put the slice of pepperoni on the edge of her plate. Mommy reached out her hand, she cupped Quinn’s face and was softly caressing her cheek.

‘What’s the matter sweetheart?’ She asked. ‘You can always tell mommy anything, you know that right? Mommy loves you no matter what and you should feel safe talking to mommy.’

Quinn bit her lip. She didn’t want to say it out loud that would be too humiliating. Now daddy joined in on the conversation, he put his hand on Quinn’s elbow and started rubbing her soothingly. ‘It’s okay sweetheart.’ His voice soft and reassuring. ‘It’s okay. You’re a good girl. Tell mommy.’

‘It’s the accident.’ Quinn said.

‘Does the accident make you sad and confused?’ Mommy asked a little bit surprised. ‘I thought you were feeling better, your test results were very promising this morning, do you need another one om mommy’s pills against the confusion?’

Quinn shook her head, she stood up from her chair and she felt the droplets of pee running past her leg, the fabric of her dress sticking to her thighs.

‘Oh.’ Mommy said relieved. ‘You’ve wet yourself. No problem sweetheart, sometimes that happens.’ She turned to daddy. ‘You didn’t give her any suppositories did you?’

Daddy shook his head. ‘I would never.’ He said. ‘You’re in charge of the chemicals.’

‘So this is all her? All voluntarily? Anyway I guess we’ll have to give you a shower before we put you to bed.’ Mommy said.

Quinn nodded.

‘I’m sorry.’ She said.

‘It’s okay.’ Mommy rubbed her back. ‘You know sometimes when little girls are growing up, it makes them scared. Peeing their pants is a way to tell their mommy and daddy they’re not ready to be grown up and independent yet, that they want to remain mommy and daddy’s little girl for a little while longer. That’s okay, sweetheart.’

Mommy took her upstairs, she helped her to get out of her dress and then Mommy took her own clothes off. She’d never seen mommy naked before, or even in a bathing suit. Mommy was skinnier than she’d expected, her left nipple was pierced with a shiny silver piercing and on her shoulder she had a tattoo of a molecule.

Mommy hopped in the shower with her and told her to step to the side while she was mixing the water temperature. Quinn just stared at the tattoo she reached out her hand and ran her finger over the little black lines.

‘What is it?’ She asked.

‘It’s dihydroxyscolopol.’ Mommy said.

Quinn just stared at mommy, she had already forgotten the syllables that mommy just uttered. Mommy smiled and wrapped her arms around Quinn, she pulled her under the warm water and softly they rocked back and forth together in a tight embrace. Mommy’s skin was soft and her boobs were denting underneath Quinn’s cheek. Mommy’s hands holding Quinn’s head, pulling her even closer and more firmly against her chest.

‘It’s one of the medicines we give to you to help you get better.’ Mommy said.

Quinn nodded. ‘I’m better now. Aren’t I?’

‘You’re getting there.’ Mommy said. She picked up a sponge and started to clean up Quinn’s body, spreading the soap across her skin, her bum, over her thighs. When Quinn was completely clean mommy wrapped her arms around her again, pulling Quinn close.

Softly swaying. The water droplets raining down on their head and shoulders.

‘It’s okay sweety.’ Mommy whispered softly. ‘You’re safe now. You’re with mommy and daddy now. You’re loved now.’ Then mommy cupped her own boob and rubbed the stiff nipple against Quinn’s lips. She felt the impulse to take the nipple into her mouth, but something stopped her, like it would be weird or inappropriate. After all she wasn’t a little baby anymore, she was a big girl.

‘Mommy why is that?’ Quinn asked pointing at the nipple.

‘You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I thought you needed some extra bonding time with mommy.’

‘I do.’ Quinn said nodding. Carefully she took mommy’s nipple in her mouth. A warm wave spread through her body as she was suckling. She felt safe and loved. Mommy’s arms were tightly wrapped around her shoulders, caressing the back of her head and the nape of her neck.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said. ‘You’re such a good girl, Quinn. You’re safe now. You’re loved now.’

The water dripped onto her hair and in her eyes, the droplets falling onto mommy’s chest and seeping down in little rivers. Quinn closed her eyes. Completely entranced by the nipple in between her lips, the nodule she felt against her tongue.

The water stopped. ‘Time to get a towel.’ Mommy said. It all happened so fast. The nipple slipped out of her mouth, mommy stepped away and suddenly Quinn was totally alone, shivering and cold in an empty shower.

‘Mommy!’ Quinn said in a whining voice. She was so lonely all of a sudden that she started crying, she stomped her foot into the puddle. ‘Mommy come back.’ She said. ‘Don’t leave me.’

‘I’m not leaving you, sweetheart.’ Mommy said. ‘I’m right here.’

Quinn stepped out of the shower and mommy wrapped a towel around her shoulders. ‘Mommy.’ Quinn whined.

‘Quinn.’ Mommy said strictly. ‘Stop whining and use your words, what is it you want?’

Quinn knew full well what she wanted, but she felt weird asking about it. She couldn’t just tell her mommy she wanted to suck on her nipple for a little while longer, could she? With a burning red face she looked at her feet.

‘You know you can ask mommy anything right? But if you don’t use your words mommy doesn’t know what you want. Mommy is not a mind reader.’

‘You are.’ Quinn said.

‘This. This whining and crying, that’s called emotional manipulation and that’s not how you communicate with a loved one. Accident or no accident.’ Mommy said strictly.

Quinn pressed her lips together. ‘Sorry.’ She mumbled.

‘That’s okay, you’re still learning.’ Mommy petted Quinn on the head. ‘Go get dry now.’

Quinn rubbed the towel over her wet skin. She knew full well what she wanted, she just had to be brave. She tried to summon up the courage while mommy hoisted her in a new diaper, she tried to get the words out while mommy picked out pajamas and helped her to get dressed for the night.

‘Look at that clean little girl, all ready for the night.’ She gave Quinn a little pat on her diapered bum. ‘You can go downstairs and watch television with daddy for an hour or so and then it’s bedtime. Go ahead, I’ll be right there to give you your night time meds.’ Mommy said.

Quinn took e few steps towards the stairs while mommy was fidgeting with a key chain and unlocking one of the other doors in the hallway. Quinn hesitated and then she looked over her shoulder.

‘Mommy?’ She asked shyly. ‘Can I maybe perhaps maybe do that again?’

‘Well done, sweety.’ Mommy said with a hint of surprise in her voice. ‘Good girl. If you want something you can ask for it and communicate your needs. What do you want to do again?’

‘Your boob in my mouth, please.’ Quinn said.

Mommy smiled. ‘You liked that?’ She asked. ‘Go downstairs, I’ll be right with you and after you’ve taken your night time meds you can nurse on me for a while, deal?’

Quinn nodded shyly.

She went to the living room and slouched next to daddy on the couch. He was watching the news. The astronauts had landed on Saturn and now the people on television were speculating what kind of elements they would find there, all the footage they showed on television was fake, a computer animation or a reenactment. There was no satellite contact with the expedition, they could only communicate through Morse code that had about a 24 hour delay. Earth would have to wait till the space shuttle would be back in orbit again before they would get actual images of the surface of Saturn, but that didn’t stop the journalists from speculating heavily.

Eventually daddy grabbed the remote control and changed the channel, now they were watching some old reruns of Friends. For a moment Quinn frowned, she couldn’t remember watching friends before, but she did somehow know this was a rerun, she shook her head and slammed the palm of her hand against her forehead.

Daddy grabbed her wrist. ‘What’s wrong sweety?’ He asked.

‘I’m confused again.’ Quinn said.

‘Did mommy say anything about your medication?’ Daddy asked.

‘Yeah, she would be right down.’ Quinn said.

‘Here I am.’ Mommy said.

‘She’s confused.’ Daddy said. ‘And slapping herself.’

‘What are you confused about.’ Mommy asked.

‘The television.’ Quinn said.

‘We were just watching the Saturn mission and then we were channel surfing.’

‘It’s okay.’ Mommy said. She showed a little plastic syringe with no needle on top. ‘Here’s you’re night time cortical inhibitor,’ mommy said, ‘open your mouth.’

Quinn hesitated for a moment, but then she parted her lips and allowed mommy to squirt the medicine on the back of her tongue. It had a strong chemical taste, and her mouth felt kind of weird after that.

Mommy sat down on the couch and pulled Quinn onto her lap, into her arms, she exposed her boob and then Quinn closed her mouth around the nipples. She suckled and filled up with happiness. Mommy rocked her back and forth, telling her she was a good girl, she was safe and wanted and she didn’t have to worry about anything, since the medicine would kick in in a few minutes.

Quinn didn’t even notice the medicine kicking in, her mind just became emptier and emptier, until there wasn’t a complex thought possible, there was just this very primal feeling, a very primal satisfaction.

‘There you go.’ Mommy said. ‘Almost gone now.’

Quinn just suckled on the nipple without worrying about anything else. Mommy’s voice was close by, the television was chattering, someone was caressing her forehead, she opened her eyes to see if that was mommy or daddy, it couldn’t be mommy, mommy was holding her tightly in this nursing embrace.

‘She’s totally knocked-out now, isn’t she?’

Mommy laughed. ‘Something like that. Her higher cortical functions are turned off. Meaning she can’t think, she’s just one bundle of primitive instincts, and her instincts are telling her to suckle on mommy, don’t they sweetheart, don’t they?’ Her voice became higher pitched as she was talking to Quinn.

Daddy was leaning on mommy’s shoulder and staring into Quinn’s face.  ‘She’s so cute.’ Daddy mused. ‘You really outdid yourself on this one.’ 

‘I did nothing. She’s the one that called to make an appointment and passed all the selection criteria.’

‘Should you be saying that?’

‘Her brain is mush. Right now she doesn’t have the capacity to differentiate between an pea and a peacock.’

Daddy started laughing. ‘Okay,’ He said. His fingers prodding into Quinn’s face, poking her cheek and playing with her ear. ‘A pea is a little green ball you can eat and a peacock is a bird with blue and purple feathers.’ He said in a patronizing voice, the words didn’t really reach Quinn, she heard them alright, but their meaning was elusive and immensely unimportant, the only thing that mattered was suckling on mommy’s boob.

‘Can I hold her now?’ Daddy asked.

‘Sure.’ Mommy’s boob slipped from her mouth and Quinn made a whining sobbing noise. ‘It’s okay sweety.’ Mommy said. They pushed and pulled on Quinn’s body and she was shaken back and forth and all of a sudden she was laying in Daddy’s lap. Quinn started sobbing a little bit louder. Daddy pulled up his shirt, and cupped his own boob, he pressed the nipple against Quinn’s mouth. Hesitantly Quinn started to suckle on Daddy’s boob.

‘She latched.’ Daddy said enthusiastically. ‘She latched Val.’

‘I told you.’ Mommy said, while caressing Quinn’s cheek. ‘The tougher they are to crack, the deeper they sink into their new life.’

‘I wish we could keep her forever.’ Daddy said. ‘She’s so cute. Aren’t you Quinny, aren’t you the cutest, yes you are. Say: yes, daddy I’m the cutest.’

‘Well I’ve got some bad news for you.’ Mommy said.

‘I know. I know. They all have to go back eventually, when they are ready. But you aren’t ready yet, are you sweety. You won’t be really for a long time.’ There was a moment of silence. ‘What?’ Daddy asked. ‘Why are you looking like that, Val? She can’t be ready yet, that’s impossible.’

‘She’s not ready.’ Mommy said. ‘But she did ask for my nipple in her mouth just now, and that was one of the main goals we agreed upon, to stick up for herself and to communicate her wants and needs.’

‘Noooo.’ Daddy said dramatically. Her arms tightened around Quinn and she gave her a little kiss on her forehead. ‘No, that must have been an anomaly, wasn’t it Quinn, you aren’t ready yet.’ Because of the sudden movement the nipple slipped out of her mouth. Quinn was startled for a moment, her mouth gasping into the air trying to find the nipple, she made a little sound and then Daddy shoved her nipple back. Satisfied and happy Quinn started suckling again.

‘How much time do we got?’ Daddy asked.

‘You never know for sure.’ Mommy said. ‘But if she keeps progressing like this, she’ll be done in a few days, two weeks tops.’

‘No, no, no.’ Daddy said rebellious. ‘My Quinny needs months, right? Months maybe even years to recover from all the nasty boys that have hurt her, don’t you sweety? Don’t you.’

Mommy laughed. ‘I hope you’re right Devin.’

As Quinn was suckling the voices around here were soothing. Familiar sounds, she didn’t understand and she never even registered. It was just noise. Noise that made her feel happy, that reminded her mommy and daddy were close by. The nipple in her mouth was a soft inviting nodule and she happily surrendered to the blissful calm, she closed her eyes and dozed off in Daddy’s arms.

She woke up in her own bed. Her mind feeling a little bit foggy and disconnected as if not every part of her was awake yet. She grabbed a plush animal and studied it’s face, it was a little bear and his snout was faded as if she had been biting on his nose as a kid. She didn’t remember doing that, but then again, that wasn’t a surprise. She didn’t remember anything, because of that stupid accident.

She got up out of bed and picked out her clothes for today, she didn’t really know if she should put on a fresh diaper too, this one was bulky and full and there were some clean diapers stacked up on the changing table. She took off her wet diaper and opened up the  clean diaper, it couldn’t be that hard to put a diaper on could it? She pulled on the tapes. O wait, she shouldn’t forget the powder, mommy always sprinkled some powder into her diaper. She opened some drawers in the changing table until she found the canister, with the cup she scooped up some of the powder, mommy always carefully measured it, but Quinn didn’t know how much she needed, she just randomly sprinkled a bunch of the powder on the diaper and then she tried to swaddle her own hips. It wasn’t easy, she felt like there was always one hand missing, eventually she managed to close the tapes. It wasn’t the most snug and secure diaper, but at least she wouldn’t have to worry about wetting herself.

Quite proud with herself she put on a dress and went downstairs. For a moment she thought about her classmates, she couldn’t remember their faces or their names, but still she prayed that none of her classmates would ever find out she was willingly wearing a diaper, they would probably tease her until forever. Luckily mommy wouldn’t tease her, mommy didn’t even get angry when she wet herself.

Quinn wandered around the house. Maybe she could find some photographs, maybe that would help her remember. She found the living room and explored every drawer and cabinet she could find, she found bills and notebooks and medical charts and medication and information leaflets about some experimental research thing, but no pictures.

Every room that was unlocked she explored, but a photo book she didn’t find. There was only one picture, it was mommy and daddy posing on a tropical beach with a colorful marbled sunset behind them, a flower in daddy’s hair. They looked happy together.

Quinn put her finger against the picture, the tip of her index finger was bigger than mommies head.

‘Good morning, sweetheart.’ Mommy stumbled through the hallway just wearing her panties, her hair was messed up and she wasn’t wearing make-up yet, her face looked naked and empty. She disappeared into the bathroom and Quinn followed her.

‘Just a minute.’ Mommy said. ‘I’ll be right with you.’ She pushed Quinn out of the bath room and then lock the door. For a moment Quinn felt angry with mommy, she wanted to kick the door, and cry and scream that mommy shouldn’t leave her, that mommy shouldn’t kick her out, but it didn’t matter, mommy loved her even if Quinn wasn’t invited into the bathroom right now, and mommy would eventually come out anyway. So she just shrugged and walked into the bedroom. Daddy was still laying in bed and Quinn joined him, she snuggled up to his shoulder and gave him a brief kiss on his cheek.

‘Hey Quinny.’ Daddy said with a sleepy voice. ‘Are you supposed to be out of bed?’

‘I think so.’ Quinn said. ‘I was awake.’ Daddy wrapped his arms around her and started stroking her back. Daddy’s lips protruding outwards, kissing Quinn, first on her nose, then on her mouth and then Daddy’s tongue slipped into Quinn’s mouth.

Quinn started giggling. ‘That’s weird.’ She said. ‘That feels slippery.’

‘Those are special daddy kisses.’ Daddy said. ‘You haven’t forgotten our special daddy kiss right? When you love someone very very much, you give them very very special kisses.’

Quinn opened her mouth and welcomed daddy’s tongue, there bodies intertwined, daddy’s pussy rubbing up against her leg.

When mommy returned. She dived onto the bed and the mattress wobbled. She wrapped her arms around both Quinn and daddy. ‘How are my girls?’ Mommy asked. With the tip of her finger she drew a line over Quinn’s arm.

‘I’m good.’ Quinn said. ‘Where are our pictures?’

‘Our pictures?’ Mommy asked.

‘I mean like a photo book or something. I could only find the one picture in the hallway, and I’m not in it. Why am I not in that picture?’


‘Which picture?’ Daddy asked.

‘You weren’t around yet.’ Mommy said. ‘Why do you want photo’s?’

‘Maybe it’ll help me remember.’ Quinn said.

‘Maybe you should just take your morning medication and then you wont be confused anymore.’ Mommy said while tickling Quinn. Quinn was squirming and giggling. She tried to tickle mommy back, but mommy was quicker and stronger. ‘Mercy, mercy.’ She eventually said panting. ‘I can’t breath anymore.’

‘Oh... poor Quinn can’t breath.’ Mommy said teasing. She laid down on top of Quinn and Quinn’s body was pressed into the mattress. Mommy’s weight on her chest, mommy’s face just inches from hers and then mommy’s mouth against her. Quinn opened her mouth and probed her tongue into mommy’s mouth. Then suddenly daddy face was close too, and they were all kissing with the three of them, their tongues swirling around each other, touching and dancing.

Soft panting, warm bodies pressing into each other. Quinn wasn’t really sure which body part belonged to who, but she didn’t mind, she just marveled in all the kisses and caresses and the love. 

‘That’s it.’ Mommy said. ‘Time for your medication.’ She got out of the embrace and stepped out of bed.

‘Nooooo!’ Both Quinn and Daddy yelled. ‘Mommy come back.’

‘Yeah Val, come back to bed.’ Daddy said.

‘Mommy,’ Quinn started whining a little, but then she corrected herself. ‘Mommy will you please get back in bed with Daddy and me, so we can kiss some more?’ She asked.

‘You should first take your medication, miss progress.’ Mommy said.

‘But after that?’

Mommy stepped out of the room and returned with two red pills and a glass of water. Quinn put the pills in her mouth. ‘Will you now get back in bed again, mommy?’ She asked.

‘Who can resist two pretty ladies like that?’ Mommy asked.

By the time they eventually got up it was way past lunchtime. Daddy prepared a few sandwiches for all of them and then both mommy and daddy had to do some work.

‘What about me?’ Quinn asked. ‘What am I suppose to do then?’

‘Well just enjoy yourself. You could go swimming, or play a video game, read a book, draw something, whatever it is girls your age like.’

‘But I want to be with you Mommy,’ Quinn asked.

‘I know and you can be with me later tonight, first I have to do some work.’

Quinn stomped her foot and whined a little bit, but a stern look from mommy was enough to make her stop. She found her way into the living room and tried to figure out how the game console worked, eventually she got it working. She stared at the menu, should she continue the game, or would that be cheating since she couldn’t remember playing this game before. She started a new one and Mario jumped up and down the screen. She vaguely remembered playing this game before, but then she had to be Luigi because her sister always wanted to be Mario. She closed her eyes and tried to recall those moments, she didn’t have a sister, maybe she had been playing with daddy, although daddy was always so kind to her, daddy would probably let her be Mario if she wanted to.

She played all afternoon until she peed her diaper. At first she didn’t even register the pee leaving her pussy, but when the diaper started swelling and bulking and pressing into her vagina it was hard to miss. The warm arousing tingles quickly took over, they became intenser and intenser. It felt way better than anything she’d experienced ever before. She was bewitched, within moments the pleasure grew so intense that she couldn’t hold the controller anymore. It dropped on the ground and as she saw Mario falling into a ravine, she herself was falling off an edge too. Her body squirming and convulsing, her pussy feeling so warm and wet, the arousal spread through her body, her shoulders, her neck, the pleasures took over her mind as well. It felt like her brain exploded. Her eyes closed and she fell back into the couch, unable to control her body anymore. The pleasures kept on coming and coming. It was more than she could bear, she was screaming, moaning, panting. Her head banging into the couch over and over again.

Screaming and screaming out of pleasure and panic at the same time as her body kept on spasming, maybe she was having some sort of seizure? A very pleasurable and magical an arousing seizure that was, the world faded and she slipped into this far away universe, filled with arousal and sparkles and convulsions and screams.

‘What’s going on?’ A voice said. A hand on her chest. A pillow being shoved under her head. ‘Sweetheart? Can you hear me? Quinn?’

‘What happened?’ Another voice.

‘She’s having some sort of seizure, I don’t know what triggered it.’ Quinn vaguely recognized mommy’s voice. She wanted to say something, but she just couldn’t, the bulky diaper was still pressing into her pussy and the magical electricity kept on going and going and going, even though she was getting somewhat exhausted by now, she simply couldn’t stop it.

‘What can I do? How can I help?’ The other voice was daddy’s voice. Quinn reached out her hand, but another wave of arousal crashed her body and left her arm aimlessly swaying through the air.

‘Quinn? Quinn, can you hear me?’ Mommy said.

Quinn wanted to say that she could, but the arousal just turned her words into a loud moan, she was powerless against this much pleasure.

‘Quinn? She’s not responding. It looks like epilepsy, but there was nothing in her file about that.’

‘Should we call an ambulance?’ Daddy asked.

Mommy clacked her tongue up and down. ‘I’d rather not.’ She said. ‘Let’s think rationally, it’s no epilepsy but it looks like epilepsy.’

Quinn’s body kept on going, the pleasures were simply too much to handle and the convulsions made it hard to breath, she was grasping for air.

‘She can’t breath.’ Daddy said with a panic in his voice.

‘Let me think.’ Mommy said. ‘There’s that psychiatric disorder that mimics a grand mal, what’s it called again? Anyway that’s a sub category of PTSD, maybe something we did, or she did this afternoon, triggered some old trauma? But she never showed any signs of suppressed trauma... it’s... okay... go find me some muscle relaxers and some sedatives Devin.’

‘Look.’ Daddy said. ‘Her diaper is leaking and her pee is all white and foamy, that can’t be good. We have to call 911, Val.’

Mommy ripped the diaper of her hips, the moment the bulky fabric was gone, the intensity of the pleasures diminished somewhat, although her body was still rocking and convulsing.

Mommy started laughing. ‘That sneaky little girl.’ She said. ‘She isn’t having a seizure she’s just orgasming. You didn’t change her diaper did you? Neither did I. She must have put a clean diaper on herself and put enough aphrodisiac in for a mammoth to reach orgasm. Pfew.’

Mommy laugh was long and exaggerated, a little bit hysterical maybe.

‘Val?’ Daddy asked.

‘Okay.’ Mommy said taking a deep breath. ‘It’s okay, she’s okay. I’m just relieved, that’s it.’ She started chuckling again. ‘I’ll get a hold of myself. Get me some towels, we’ll clean this little girl up and give her a stern scolding.’

A moment later a warm wet towel softly dabbed her pussy and Quinn started to come down again. Her heart was beating fast and she was still panting, but her body wasn’t convulsing anymore, she opened her eyes and looked into Daddy’s worried face and mommy’s face that was still giggling, tears of joy dangling in her eye lashes and running over her cheek.

‘Are you okay Quinny?’ Daddy asked.

‘Off course she okay. She’s a 5.2 experiencing pleasures amongst the 12 to 14 range judging by the amount of activated foam and powder we wiped away from her crotch. She probably went to heaven and back. Tomorrow she’ll have a horrible day because her happiness hormones will be exhausted, but today she’s okay. Aren’t you?’ Mommy cupped her face.

‘Yes, Mommy.’ Quinn said a little bit shy.

‘Did you put your diaper on all by yourself?’ Mommy asked.

Quinn nodded.

‘Well, while I appreciate your growing independence you aren’t allowed to touch mommies medicines, you know that right?’

Quinn nodded.

‘So now mommy has to punish you, you understand?’

‘Val. No! That poor girl.’ Daddy said. ‘Maybe she didn’t know because of the accident?’

She had to bend over mommies knee and then mommy spanked her bare bottom. The hand slapping against her bum, the slap echoed through the room and a stinging pain spread through her skin. Another slap and another. Quinn started squirming, moving her hips to try to avoid the hand. Using her own hands to avert the pain.

‘Hold her.’ Mommy said.

Daddy sat down on the ground, he held Quinn’s wrists in his one hand and softly stroke Quinn’s face with his other hand. ‘It’s okay.’ Daddy said. ‘You’re a good girl. Mommy and daddy love you very much.’

‘We just have to punish you because we love you so much.’ Mommy said. ‘Because we want you to grow up to be a healthy young lady that knows not to abuse medicine no matter how good it makes you feel, you understand that right?’

Her bum was glowing warm and painfully from all the spanking. Quinn squirmed and cried and eventually she calmed down despite the slapping and the pain continuing. There was this haze, this surrender. Mommy knew what was right, mommy loved her. The pain just meant mommy loved her enough to punish her when necessary. Her mind became numb and she started drifting a little bit. Daddy was scratching her behind her ear. ‘She’s getting there.’ Daddy said.

Another sting, another slap.

‘I love you too mommy.’ Quinn said.

‘And?’

‘I’m sorry I put on my own diaper.’

‘No.’ Mommy said. ‘You can put on your own diaper, mommy is proud of you for putting on your own diaper. What aren’t you supposed to do though?’

‘Use the powder.’ Quinn said hesitantly.

‘Exactly. Don’t touch mommy’s stuff, don’t go into mommies med supply without permission, understood?’

‘Understood.’ Quinn said meekly.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said. She softly caressed Quinn’s bum and then she hoisted Quinn onto her lap. Now with mommy’s arms around her all her pain and remorse suddenly broke through the surface. She started crying and sobbing. She clung to mommy.

‘I’m sorry. I’m so sorry mommy. I’m so so so so sorry.’

Mommy was softly rocking her back and forth. ‘I know.’ Mommy said.

‘I didn’t want to make you mad mommy, are you still mad?’

‘I’m not mad.’ Mommy said. ‘I just needed to discipline you and teach you about boundaries.’

Mommy’s hand caressing her back, then she turned to daddy. ‘So... I’ll do have to log this off course. Will you sit with her for a moment, maybe get her some juice and some chocolate so she won’t drop too bad tomorrow?’

Daddy opened his arms and Quinn was transferred onto his lap. Mommy left for a few minutes Quinn was crying for mommy to come back, but she soon settled. Her head resting on daddies shoulder.

‘Are you angry with me?’ She asked.

‘Well you did scare me for a moment there.’ Daddy said. ‘But I’m not angry.’

Quinn felt his soft breasts bouncing and denting against her body. She cautiously fidgeted with the hem of daddies shirt and when he didn’t stop her, she lifted his shirt to expose his boobs.

Daddy already understood what she wanted, he unhooked his bra and cupped his boob to shove the nipple into Quinn’s mouth. There was something very soothing about lying in his arms, nursing on his nipple and in an reflex she started sobbing again. Daddy was very nice about it though. He whispered sweet little reassurances and held her tightly, he was rocking her back and forth and Quinn felt safe, so safe and so overworked she closed her eyes and started to drift off.

Daddy’s nipple in her mouth as if it was a pacifier, daddy’s arms all around her, daddy’s body close to hers, daddy’s scent, daddy’s skin. Whenever she moved or stirred, there was daddy’s voice telling her everything was okay and to go back to sleep.

‘What an afternoon.’ Mommy said as she plunged down on the couch, Quinn wobbled, she briefly opened her eyes and noticed daddy’s nipple had slipped from her mouth, she wrapped her lips around the boob and closed her eyes. Then mommy bend over and gave Quinn a little kiss.

‘Did you get some vitamins and some chocolate in her?’ Mommy asked.

‘No, she’s been like this the entire time.’ Daddy said.

‘Did you even try?’ Mommy asked. It was silent for a moment. ‘That’s what I thought.’

‘She just needs some after care.’ Daddy said. ‘Look at that face, she’s exhausted she just needs some after care, don’t you Quinny?’ Daddy tickled her cheek and neck and briefly Quinn opened her eyes, she smiled at him. ‘Yeah, you do.’ Daddy said. ‘You know what Val, put those vitamins in a bottle, I’ll shove it in and maybe she won’t even notice she isn’t nursing on my nipple anymore.’

‘She’s not that kind of kid.’ Mommy said.

‘Do you want a bottle sweetheart? Do you want daddy to give you a bottle?’

Quinn nodded and made a little sound, she didn’t much care what was happening as long as she could lay here in daddy’s arms just dozing and drifting she’d be happy.

Mommy sighed. ‘You two are lucky you’re so dang cute together.’

A moment later Quinn felt the silicon nipple of a bottle pressing into her mouth. Quinn liked the boob much more, but daddy was encouraging her to drink from the bottle, so Quinn opened her mouth and welcomed the nipple. It tasted like sweet type of orange juice.

‘You want to order some take out?’ Mommy said. ‘I don’t feel like cooking anymore. She a bit of an actress isn’t she.’ Mommy’s fingers were poking in Quinn’s face and squeezing her cheeks. ‘Well who could blame her if it gets rewarded with these boobs.’ Now mommy bend over and took one of Daddy’s boobs in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the nipple.

Quinn felt a bit confused and let out a disgruntled moan.

‘Are you jealous sweetheart?’ Mommy said. ‘Well hurry up drinking your juice and I’m sure daddy will allow you to suckle on his boobs for a little while longer.

Eventually the bottle was empty and Quinn took Daddy’s boob in her mouth again, mommy was suckling on the other boob and Daddy was leaning into the couch with a blissful grin on his face.

Mommy’s hands were running over his body, caressing his tummy, his thigh and eventually her hand slipped into his panties fondling his pussy. She grabbed Quinn’s hand and told her what to do. It was warm and muggy and slippery within the panties, there were slippery labia, but also mommies fingers were wet and slimey. Quinn just fondled around daddy’s vagina.

Daddy had his eyes closed, he was panting and softly moaning. Once in a while his legs spasmed and his moans got a little bit louder. Mommy dropped from the couch onto the floor. She took Daddy’s panties of and exposed the pussy.

‘Will you look at that Quinn.’ Mommy said. She pulled Quinn on the ground with her, until both her and mommy were kneeling in front of Daddy’s pussy. Daddy opened his legs, his pussy was shimmering with wetness, the skin around it pink and swollen and it seemed to slightly open up as it if his pussy was welcoming them.

‘Isn’t that the most beautiful pussy you’ve ever seen, Quinn?’ Mommy asked.

‘I guess.’ Quinn said.

Mommy reached out her finger and started stroking the crumpled skin. ‘These are the inner labia, and these are the outer labia, and I’ll bet hiding here is daddy’s clitoris.’ Mommy pulled a little skin to the side and exposed a shiny pink nodule.

‘I bet daddy would like it very much if you gave him a kiss on his pussy.’

Mommy didn’t have to say that twice. Quinn had been looking in awe at the pussy and now she bent forward, she pressed her cheeks in between daddy’s thighs and softly bumped her lips into the clit.

Daddy let out a satisfied moan.

‘Do it again.’ Mommy said. ‘Go on, keep going.’ She had a hand on the back of Quinn’s head and she was guiding her face into the pussy. Quinn kept on giving these tiny little butterfly kisses all over, until her cheeks were wet and slick with daddy’s juices.

‘Now remember when you love someone very much, you’ll give them those very special kisses with the tongue, like we did this morning, remember sweetheart?’ Mommy said. ‘Do you think you’ll love daddy’s pussy enough to give it one of those very special kisses?’

Quinn nodded her head and stuck out her tongue. Her chest was fluttering with love for both her mommy and her daddy. She felt so safe, so special to get all this attention from them. Daddy opened his legs even wider and Quinn’s tongue swirled around the pussy. Daddy tasted nice, a little bit salty and a little bit sweet. Mommy also pressed her face in between the thighs, her cheek bumping against Quinn’s cheek, she stuck out her tongue and also started to give daddy those very special kisses. Quinn’s tongue and mommy’s tongue were swirling around each other and around the pussy.

Daddy was squirming and moaning. ‘Val.’ He said panting. ‘Val slow down I’m gonna cum.’

Mommy pulled back and with a hand in Quinn’s hair she also removed Quinn’s face from the pussy. ‘What?’ Quinn said, she tried to get out of mommy’s grip and to return to the pussy but mommy was stronger.

‘She’s so eager.’ Daddy said musing.

‘Well I’m eager too, your cunt is simply irresistible.’ Mommy said.

‘I know.’ Daddy said. ‘I’m ready. I’m good to go again.’

Mommy was encouraging her to start kissing and licking the insides of daddy’s thigh, but Quinn much rather pressed her face into those labia again. She didn’t quite know why she liked it so much, it just felt natural, it felt like an obvious way to express the love she felt for daddy.

Because mommy kept insisting, Quinn kissed daddy’s knees and the inside of his thighs a few times, she kept inching closer and closer to the pussy and soon her lips touched the pussy again, mommy’s tongue joined her. It seemed like a dance.

‘Stop, stop, stop, stop,’ Daddy said frantically. Quinn got startled and she pulled back.

‘I’m sorry daddy, don’t you like it? I just want to be nice to you.’

‘You guys are amazing.’ Daddy said, panting loudly and calming down.

‘We’re girls.’ Quinn said.

Daddy started laughing. ‘Well you girls are amazing.’ He said.

‘Why do we have to stop all the time?’ Quinn said.

‘Because daddy likes edging.’

‘I’m ready.’ Daddy said and Mommy bend over the pussy and started licking again, there wasn’t much room left for Quinn, she pushed mommy aside and pressed her face against the pussy too. She kissed and suckled on the little clit and she even dared to slip her tongue inside of the entrance. It was warm and slippery there and it tasted so good, but soon daddy urged them to stop again.

‘What is edging?’ Quinn asked.

‘It’s when you keep postponing your orgasm so the build up gets bigger and bigger and when you eventually orgasm it feels extra intense.’ Mommy explained.

Daddy was just grumbling and panting his eyes closed and he took a few deep breath, his left leg was twitching.

‘Do I like edging?’ Quinn asked.

‘I don’t know.’ Mommy said. ‘When you’re ready to explore you’re sexuality mommy and daddy will help you figure it out.’

‘I’m ready.’ Quinn said.

‘I bet you are.’ Mommy said.

‘Really.’

‘I’m ready.’ Daddy said. Both mommy and Quinn dove upon the pussy once more, their tongues licking and sucking, exploring every crevice, every wrinkle of skin, mommy rubbed her finger up and down the pussy and slipped it inside.

‘I wanna do that too.’ Quinn said.

‘I don’t think that’s possible.’ Mommy said, but Quinn had already pushed her finger inside, she felt mommies finger on the one side and the soft mushy vagina on the other side.

‘Is this okay for you Dev, or is she hurting you?’

Daddy was panting and moaning. ‘Okay. Okay. Okay.’ He mumbled in between moans. It was quite tight in between daddy’s legs, two faces, two shoulders, two fingers in his pussy. Quinn licked again, short and quick strokes and long swirling strokes, she didn’t even have to think about it, it just happened intuitively. Then daddy cramped up, his back arching, his head tilted all the way back. A loud moan and then his body convulsing, his hips kept on rocking and rocking and Quinn lost the pussy, one moment she was licking a thigh, the next moment she was closer to a belly button.

‘O my god, o my god, o my god.’ Daddy was saying.

Mommy climbed up on the couch and wrapped her arms around daddy. ‘Sshhh.’ She said softly kissing him on the rim of his ear. ‘It’s okay, you’re okay.’

‘I’m gonna cry.’ Daddy said.

‘That’s allowed.’

Now daddy started to chuckle. ‘That was awesome.’ He said. ‘I’m not going to cry, but it was hella awesome.’

Quinn felt excluded still sitting on the ground, so she hoisted herself on the couch too, she bumped her head into daddy’s shoulder as if she was kitten head butting her daddy.

‘Sshhh, daddy,’ she said in a reassuring voice, she reached out her hand and petted him on the head. ‘It’s okay.’

Daddy grabbed her hand and kissed her fingers. He sighed deeply and rested his head onto the backrest of the couch. ‘She’s amazing, Val.’

‘I’m not doing anything special, I’m just doing my job. I guess she’s just a very special little girl on her own accord, aren’t you sweety?’ Mommy was poking and tickling her in the ribs and Quinn shrieked and laughed.

‘She’s responding surprisingly well, I’ll tell you more later when she’s out.’

Daddy wrapped an arm around Quinn’s shoulders and pulled her close to his body. ‘You’re not. Do you hear me sweety, you’re not responding surprisingly well, okay, you need a lot more hands on management, a lot, a lot, a lot more, don’t you?’

Quinn shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’

‘Daddy is being crazy.’ Mommy said. ‘Now who’s hungry?’

They ordered Chinese and after that Quinn had to take a shower and then she was allowed to watch television for a little while. Mommy brought out the syringe and squirted some of the medicine into the back of her throat just like last night and then Quinn just lazily laid with her head on mommy’s lap and her legs over daddy’s lap. Daddy was massaging her feet, once in a while he lifted her foot up to his face and he briefly suckled on her toes. It was a weird tickle that made her squirm and giggle. She looked at the television, there were faces moving, people talking, but she couldn’t really follow what it was about. Mommy and Daddy were talking too, but it sounded like boring grown up stuff. She was happy, there was a happy glow on her inside, she was loved, she felt loved, she didn’t need any external stimuli anymore, just laying here with mommy and daddy close by and the world was perfect.

When she woke up the next morning she was grumpy and apathetic at the same time. She didn’t feel like doing anything so she just kept on laying in bed until eventually mommy entered her room.

‘How’s our Quinn feeling today?’ She asked cheery.

‘Blah.’ Quinn just said.

‘You’re feeling blah?’ Mommy asked. ‘Well that was to be expected. But let’s not turn a little hormonal drop into a full blown depression, let’s get you dressed and put some food in you.’

‘I’m not hungry.’ Quinn said defiant.

‘Sure.’ Mommy said. She pulled the blankets away from Quinn and the cold morning breeze ran over her skin.

‘Why do I have to get up? I don’t have to go to school anyway.’ Quinn said.

Mommy opened her wardrobe and threw some shorts and a tank top on the bed. Quinn just reached for the blankets and put them over her head, but mommy pulled the blankets away again.

‘Mo-hom,’ Quinn said annoyed.

‘You think you can go without a diaper all day?’ Mommy asked.

‘No.’ Quinn said.

‘So maybe you shouldn’t be wearing shorts then,’ she picked up the garment and put it back in the wardrobe. ‘How about this jumpsuit, it allows for you to wear a diaper and I’ll bet daddy would love you in this.’

‘I don’t want to get dressed.’ Quinn said. There was a nebula of aversion cycling around in her mind, anything mommy did annoyed her. Everything made her angry. ‘Life is pointless anyway.’ Quinn said.

‘Boy oh boy,’ mommy said shaking her head. ‘Isn’t it delicious, a teenager with hormonal drop and no adult filter to correct herself.’

‘I don’t even know what you’re talking about.’ Quinn said rebellious. ‘I’m not a teenager.’

‘You’re not?’ Mommy said. Her voice sounded alarmed. 

Quinn shook her head. ‘I’m a little baby and I’m going to stay in bed all day, just like a baby does.’

A relieved laugh sounded and mommy rubbed her hand through Quinn’s hair. ‘Here’s what’s gonna happen,’ she said. ‘I’m going to count to three and then you’ll get up out of bed, we’ll put you into a clean diaper, you put some clothes on and you’re going to eat breakfast.’

‘Or else?’ Quinn said.

‘You don’t want to find out.’ Mommy said threatening. She started counting and reluctant Quinn got out of bed and started with her morning routine. Mommy put her into a clean diaper, she hoisted her in her jumpsuit and then she put Quinn on an ottoman in front of the mirror and she brushed Quinn’s hair, she divided the curls into two sections and gave Quinn two pigtails.

‘Aren’t you the cutest.’

‘Would you have spanked me?’ Quinn asked.

‘Why would I spank you?’ Mommy asked.

‘If I didn’t comply just now, was the ‘or else’ a spanking?’

‘Maybe.’ Mommy said mysterious. ‘You’re all done.’ She helped Quinn to stand up, even though that wasn’t necessary and then they walked down the stairs to get some breakfast. The whole day she felt grumpy and lethargic, she didn’t do much. She just slouched on the couch, played some video games, she sat on the edge of the pool, but she was too lazy to get her swimsuit on, so she just bungled her feet in the water and stared at the ripples in the water and the refraction of sunlight on the waves. At the end of the day she was feeling slightly better, but still she was relieved mommy came to give her the night time medication and since that meant the day was almost over.

The next day she was still kind of passive and spiritless, but the third day she started to feel more like herself again and with Quinn returning to her cheery self. Mommy and daddy relaxed too and the general mood in the house became more pleasant again.

There was something happening to Quinn though, she didn’t really have the words to express what was going on, but she was experiencing new feelings. Her pussy was nagging to be touched, it wasn’t like the warm and pleasurable satisfaction she felt after peeing her diaper or when they’d rubbed sunscreen on her, it was more like an emptiness a intrinsic desire to feel those pleasurable sensations once more. She didn’t really know what to do with those feelings, so when mommy had locked herself in an office and when daddy was sitting at the pool being totally preoccupied with his phone, Quinn retracted into her bedroom. She lied down on her bed and opened her legs, curiously she started to rub her fingers over her own pussy. The wrinkled labia stretching. She tried to fit her index finger inside. It was a nice feeling on her inside, but her wrist hurt because of the weird angle she had to make with her hand.

For a while she rubbed her own pussy with her fingers, she tried to find her own clit and play with that nodule and but the yearning throb she felt only got intenser, there was pleasure, but there wasn’t any relieve or satisfaction. In a spur of the moment she grabbed one of the stuffed animals and pressed that worn down teddy bear against her crotch, she was grinding against his fur, tilting her hips back and forth and then she felt somewhat of a warm tingle. Encouraged by this new feeling she started grinding her teddy bear even harder. She closed her eyes and imagined mommy or daddy was rubbing her there, or kissing her there. Maybe they would love her so much that they would want to give her special kisses on her special spot.

She should probably go find them and ask, but she felt a bit embarrassed. What if they said no, would that mean they didn’t love her? Or what if they thought she was weird or freaky, what if they didn’t want to be her mommy and daddy anymore when they figured out what kind of strange desires Quinn had.

She knew those fears were irrational, but still she didn’t move. Maybe just grinding her teddy bear was okay for now. It was kind of nice, and her arousal was building up ever so slowly. She must have forgotten the time, because eventually the door swung open and mommy walked in.

For a moment mommy observed the scene she’d just walked in on.

‘There you are.’ She said. ‘Time for dinner.’

‘I was playing with my teddy bear.’ Quinn said.

‘Little girls do that sometimes.’ Mommy said.

‘But I wasn’t a little girl.’ Quinn said. ‘I was... I rubbed myself...  I tried to get that warm happy feeling in my pussy.’

‘Did it work?’ Mommy said.

‘A little bit, but not really.’ 

Mommy gave her a little kiss and then reached out her hand. ‘Let’s go eat dinner. We’re eating fajitas tonight.’

‘With bell pepper or without?’ Quinn asked.

‘With,’ mommy said.

‘I don’t like that.’ Quinn said.

Mommy didn’t answer her, she just grabbed Quinn’s hand and together they walked downstairs. Quinn was still thinking about that craving she felt in her pussy, quickly she pushed her hand in between her legs.

‘Mommy, how do you make it feel good?’ She asked. ‘Like real good?’

Mommy gave her a friendly smile.

‘I wanted to ask you for help, but then you were busy and I thought I could do it all by myself too.’ That was a little bit of a lie, but mommy didn’t seem to notice. They walked into the dining room and daddy was already sitting at the table. He put a tortilla on her plate and then scooped some of the vegetable mix on top.

‘No bell pepper.’ Quinn said.

‘Why don’t you ask daddy what you asked me just now.’ Mommy said, giving her a little push against her shoulder.

‘Daddy how do you make it feel real good.’

‘What?’ Daddy asked.

‘I found her masturbating.’ Mommy said to explain. ‘She wants our help.’

‘Our help masturbating or our help reaching orgasm?’ Daddy asked.

Quinn looked at mommy, but mommy just smiled at her and gave her a nod. ‘I don’t know.’ Quinn said. ‘I don’t even know what those are.’

‘An orgasm is when you feel real good in between your legs,’ mommy said, ‘and masturbation is when you are able to give yourself an orgasm.’

‘Both.’ Quinn said. ‘I want to try everything.’

‘Well then, everything it is.’ Mommy said.

After dinner mommy and daddy took her upstairs. She was a little bit nervous but mommy gave her lots of reassurance, telling her what a good girl Quinn was asking for help, and how she would grow into a healthy young lady now. Quinn didn’t really listen, she was too exited about all the things that were about to happen. Daddy softly stroke her back, all the way down to her bum, it was nice feeling his fingers.

They went into mommy and daddy’s room, but first mommy nipped into Quinn’s room to get the teddy. She told Quinn to lie down and then she handed her the teddy.

‘For a start. Why don’t you show daddy and me, what you’ve been trying this afternoon.’

Quinn opened her legs and she firstly pressed her finger against her pussy lips. It was a little bit weird with the two women sitting in front of her, studying her and her hand movements. She got scared, she felt her face blushing and she bit her lip. She pressed her knees together so they couldn’t see anymore.

‘It’s okay sweetheart.’ Mommy said. She put her hand on Quinn’s foot and gave it a reassuring shake. ‘It’s okay to be shy. Masturbation is a real personal thing, everybody has to learn it someday, you’re just lucky you have a mommy and daddy that love you so much and that understand you so good they can help you with it, but if you don’t want to do it today, you don’t have to.’

‘I want to.’ Quinn said. ‘I want to do it today.’

‘Good.’ Mommy said. Carefully she put her hands on Quinn’s knees and she folded her legs to the side. ‘Show me,’ she said.

‘First I tried this.’ Quinn said, while rubbing her fingers over her labia up and down.

‘How does that feel?’ Mommy asked.

‘Eerm...’ Quinn tried to concentrate on the feelings. ‘Like it’s not enough.’

‘What else did you try?’ Mommy said.

Quinn pressed her fingers against the top of her pussy, she tried to find the little nodule and when she found it flicking away she pressed her fingers even firmer into her skin, circling around the nodule. ‘This feels better.’ Quinn said. ‘But still not magical.’

Now mommy crouched over, she pushed Quinn’s hand to the side. ‘Look,’ she said. ‘Your clitoris is hidden behind a little hood. You can use the fingers of your one hand to lift up the hood and with your other hand play with your clit.’ Mommy helped position Quinn’s hand, and she even licked on Quinn’s fingers so it would be more slick and smooth against her clit.

Now the sensations were a whole lot more intense, and Quinn’s legs started twitching. ‘Yes,’ she mumbled. ‘Yes.’ Her breathing became irregular, but then mommy pulled Quinn’s hands aside. For a moment Quinn was startled then she tried to find the position again. She should lift the hood with one hand, but where would she find the hood again?

‘What else did you try.’ Mommy said.

‘I liked that.’ Quinn said.

Mommy smiled at her. Daddy had been quiet this whole time. He was just sitting on the bed, looking at Quinn almost as if he was mesmerized, there was this mollified look on his face. His own hand disappeared into his panties.

‘Show me.’ Mommy said.

Quinn pressed her own finger into her vagina. ‘This.’ She said. ‘But this hurts my hand.’

‘Okay.’ Mommy said with an agreeable nod. ‘And with the teddy?’

‘I just rubbed it against myself.’

‘Can you show us?’ Mommy asked, she picked up the bear and pressed it into Quinn’s hand.

Daddy softly moaned, he closed his eyes as if he was either in great pain or overwhelmed by great pleasure. Quinn put the bear in between her legs, she moved it back and forth, so his fur would create a soft tingling in her pussy. After a while she moved over and she started to grind her hips back and forth over the teddy bear.

‘Like this,’ Quinn said.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said. ‘Show daddy. Go on.’

Quinn kept on grinding the teddy bear and mommy’s hand now also slipped into daddy’s pants, she was whispering something in daddy’s ear that made him groan, she kept on whispering and fondling. Until eventually daddy’s body started to rock and he was letting out a few burst of moaning. ‘Sshhh.’ Mommy said while pulling daddy into her arms, for a few moments daddy looked like a little girl that wanted hugs and reassurance from mommy, just like Quinn would sometimes long for. But then daddy started to kiss mommy’s neck, he nibbled on her ear and he was grabbing onto her boobs, his hand under mommy’s shirt. Mommy gave him a kiss in his hair and moved his hand down her own pants.

Quinn wasn’t sure whether she was supposed to hump her teddy still. She felt lost and forgotten.

Daddy now took Mommy’s boob in her mouth and intuitively Quinn grabbed her own boob and pinched the nipple, she wanted daddy to suck on her nipple too, for a moment she hesitated but then she left her teddy and crawled over to mommy and daddy. She cupped her own boob and protruded the nipple forward against daddy’s cheek.

‘You like that too?’ Daddy asked. He alternated between licking and suckling on mommy’s boobs and then licking and toying with Quinn’s boob. One time he pressed mommy’s and Quinn’s boob so close together he could take both nipples in his mouth at the same time. It felt nice in her nipple, but his fingers were squeezing a bit too tight.

‘Let’s move on.’ Mommy said. She escaped their big cuddle pile and then Daddy and Quinn where left alone. Daddy’s tongue swirling around her nipple.

Mommy came back with a box, she opened the lid. ‘Look sweetheart.’ She said. ‘Some girls have a hard time reaching orgasms from their fingers alone, so they use some toys to help them, these are called vibrators or dildos, lets try out a few of those and see if we can figure out what you like.’

Mommy told her to lay down on her back and she handed Quinn a squiggly blue dildo first Quinn could feel with her hands, but then mommy put the dildo in her own mouth and started licking it.

Quite theatrically she swirled her tongue around the tip, and let the dildo slide in and out of her mouth.

‘I told you.’ Daddy said. ‘This isn’t working for me, unless you’re doing it to my strap-on while I’m wearing it.’

‘So this doesn’t get your blood flowing,’ Mommy said in a sensual voice. ‘This doesn’t make your pussy tingle, this doesn’t make your heart beat faster.’

Daddy let out a long groan. ‘You’re a bully.’ He said to mommy.

‘I’m a bully?’ Mommy said mock-surprised. ‘I’m a bully if I please you?’

‘You’re not pleasing me, you’re teasing me.’ Daddy said.

Mommy bend over and gave daddy an elongated special kiss, with tongues everywhere. Then she focused on Quinn again. With the one hand mommy pulled open the labia and then she slid the dildo inside. It was a full feeling, Quinn kind of liked it, but she liked it even more when mommy very slowly started to move the dildo in and out of her.

‘Can you hand me the Hitachi, Val?’ Daddy asked.

‘No.’ Mommy said playful.

‘Why not?’ Daddy said.

‘Because I know exactly what you intend to do with it and I’ll have to work still.’ Mommy said.

‘Who says I wanted to use it on you, maybe I wanted to use it on myself.’

‘I find that hard to believe.’

‘Fine.’ Daddy said. ‘Maybe I intended to use it on our little Quinny?’

‘Were you?’ Mommy asked.

‘Maybe.’ Daddy said shrugging.

‘Don’t you think we should slowly work our way up to that?’

‘Nah, she’s ready. You’re ready aren’t you Quinny?’

Quinn nodded although she didn’t really know what daddy was talking about. She didn’t care much, she mainly focused on the dildo that mommy slid in and out of her. It felt really good, there was a happy tingling glow spreading through her body, and her pussy was spasming on the inside as if it wanted to clung unto the dildo.

‘Now you try it.’ Mommy said. She grabbed Quinn’s hand and placed it onto the dildo. A bit insecure Quinn moved the dildo in and out, but soon she got the hang of it. It was actually quite relaxed and her hand didn’t cramp up. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations.

The mattress wobbled and when she opened her eyes, she saw daddy rummaging through the box of toys. He pulled out a toy that resembled a microphone. He plugged it into the outlet and then the head was humming and vibrating quickly. Daddy pushed the humming head in between Mommy’s legs.

‘I knew it.’ Mommy said.

‘Just relax.’

Almost immediately mommy started squirming and moaning, her hips twitching. Daddy sat down behind her, with the one hand he controlled the Hitachi, with the other hand he grabbed mommy’s chin and neck.

‘Ssshh.’ He said. ‘That isn’t so bad now is it? You don’t always have to be the big responsible doctor or the big responsible mommy, you’re allowed to have a bit of fun too. Ssshh, just enjoy it now.’

Mommy tilted her head back, she and daddy kissed. Daddy moved the vibrator slowly over Mommy’s panties and Mommy started moaning and panting. Quinn had stopped playing with the dildo, she was fascinated by what she saw. Mommy’s long black hair getting messy, her black lipstick fading and transferring onto Daddy’s mouth.

‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. ‘Such a good girl. Feels nice, doesn’t it?’ Daddy’s hands alternated between squeezing mommies boobs, her neck or her face. Mommies eyes were closed her hips were twitching, she started moaning louder and louder.

‘A little bit to the left.’ She said panting and Daddy moved the Hitachi a bit to the side. Eventually mommy cramped up, her whole body was tense and shaking, and it seemed as if she had stopped breathing. Quinn was in awe. Mommy was beautiful, her muscles, her face, and daddy seemed to be so skillful and knowledgeable, he knew exactly how to please mommy.

Then mommy moaned loudly. Her hips rocking. ‘That’s it, that’s it, that’s it.’ She kept on mumbling. When she eventually calmed down, her eyes were glazed over, she kissed daddy over and over again. ‘I love you.’ She mumbled. ‘I love you, Dave. I love you Devin. I love all of you.’

Daddy was smiling and softly caressing mommies face. ‘I know.’ He said. ‘You love me and you just orgasmed.’

Quinn put her hand on mommy’s shoulder and stroke her arm. ‘It’s okay.’ Quinn said.

Mommy giggled and snuggled her face in Quinn’s neck. ‘You’re sweet.’ She said. ‘Don’t grow up too fast.’

‘I won’t.’ Quinn said.

‘You want to try the Hitachi too?’ Daddy asked.

Quinn nodded. ‘I want to try everything.’ She said. ‘Like I also want very special kisses down there, and I also want that.’ She pointed to mommy and the hitachi. ‘Just everything.’

‘Lie down.’ Mommy said.

A moment later Quinn was laying on her back, her legs spread apart and mommy was moving the Hitachi around in between Quinn’s legs. The vibrations spreading through her tummy, arousal building up, growing. Mommy and Daddy were both softly talking to her, stroking her face and body, reassuring her. She felt surrounded by love and safety. Very naturally that desire and that yearning throb she’d been feeling all day was overtaken by pleasure and satisfaction, or actually she was feeling both at the same time. Both her desires and the fulfillment of those desires happened simultaneously. She closed her eyes and surrendered herself completely to mommy, to daddy, to the hitachi humming in between her legs.

The build up of pleasures reached their peek and then she went over the edge, she orgasmed, she squirted a little bit, and mommy removed the hitachi.

‘What?’ Quinn mumbled quite dazed, she opened her eyes and lifted her head to figure out what was going on, but then she felt a slippery soft warm wet tongue on her pussy. It was a mesmerizing feeling, and she just dropped her head back in the mattress, closed her eyes again and marveled in the sensations that were overtaking her.

Another tongue, she didn’t even know who’s tongue was were, who’s hands were caressing her in what spot. She was in a cloud, a cloud of hands and tongues and kisses and fingers and loving whispers.

A pussy bumped into her nose and cheek, when she opened her eyes she saw daddies bum floating in front of her face. The pussy was pink and wet, she didn’t even hear the encouraging words that mommy and daddy said to her, she just saw those beautiful silky-soft pussy lips, and that cheeky little nodule right above the pussy. Those visuals had a magnetic pull on her tongue. Intuitively, she started to kiss and lick the pussy. She didn’t even know what was happening elsewhere in the room, just to have daddy’s pussy smother her, while her own pussy was being caressed and loved so intensely was enough to shut down her thinking completely.

She lost all sense of time. It was all a flow, a haze, eventually she orgasmed, or daddy orgasmed, or mommy or maybe all three of them orgasmed at the same time. Anyway, there were moans and pleasures and then the ended up in a big cuddle pile again. Arms wrapped around each other, soft kisses, soft caresses.

‘I liked that.’ Quinn said when the haze started to fade a bit.

‘That was indeed pretty amazing.’ Mommy said.

‘Right Val! It was, wasn’t it?’ Daddy said. ‘Do you understand now why I want to keep her?’

‘Keep me?’ Quinn asked. ‘I’m not going anywhere right? Where am I supposed to go then?’

‘You’re supposed to take you’re evening medication.’ Mommy said. ‘It’s way past your bed time.’

‘Nooooo.’ Quinn said obstinate, she clung to daddy’s arm. ‘I don’t want to go to bed. I don’t want to sleep all by myself. I want to sleep with you. I want to sleep in your bed.’

Daddy was softly stroking her hair and giving her a kiss on the tip of her nose.

‘Can she, Val? Could she sleep here tonight?’

Mommy shrugged. ‘It can’t hurt,’ she said. ‘But she does need her night time meds and you know, it’s gonna be warm and sweaty sharing a bed with three.’

‘Don’t be so rational.’ Daddy said. ‘Don’t think about the practicalities, think about the love.’

‘Yeah,’ Quinn said. ‘Think about the love mommy.’

Mommy just laughed and shook her head while she walked out of the room. Quinn looked at the door that was now open and slightly swaying back and forth, she clung even tighter to daddies arm.

‘Does this mean I get to stay?’ She asked.

There was a strange glance on Daddies face. A melancholic sadness maybe, but mixed with an inquisitive look and some sort of accepting gloom.

‘What?’ Quinn asked.

‘For the night, probably.’ Daddy said.

‘What’s going on?’ Quinn asked. ‘Are you sad, Daddy?’ She put her hand around daddy’s cheek and stroke her thumb back and forth in a caressing way. For a moment Daddy let her do so, but then he grabbed her wrist, kissed her fingers and pushed her hand away from his face.

‘You’re a cutie-pie.’ He said. 

Quinn didn’t understand, but then mommy came back with the syringe. Quinn obediently opened her mouth and took her medication without making a fuzz. She didn’t even noticed her thinking stopped, she just noticed the hugs and cuddles that surrounded her.

Mommy and daddy were talking, but she didn’t care as long as they kept caressing her softly. There talking seemed to get more heated though, they raised their voices and Quinn groggily opened her eyes. ‘Don’t be mad,’ she said not really sure whether she was talking to mommy or daddy. ‘It’s okay, we love you. We all love you.’

The voices calmed down and continued their conversation in a whisper.

She woke up when mommy and daddy got up out of bed, her mind was still delightfully empty. Their moving bodies getting dressed, brushing their hair, it was as if she was looking at a movie, it was a sequence of images. She saw mommies face changing as she applied the eye make-up and the lipstick.

Eventually Mommy sat down on the bed next to her. ‘How are you feeling?’ She asked.

Quinn just stared at her, her mommy was beautiful, she reached out her hand and grabbed a strand of shiny black hair, she twisted it around her finger. Mommy looked at her wristwatch.

‘I guess you’re a bit out of it still.’ Mommy said. ‘Since you got your evening medication, so late.’ She tickled Quinn in her tummy and Quinn started to giggle.

‘That’s okay.’ Mommy said. ‘I’ll help you. When you’re feeling better we run a few tests.’

‘No.’ Daddy said.

‘We talked about this last night.’ Mommy said.

Daddy sighed and pretended to faint on the bed. ‘She’s only been her for a few days.’

‘Careful now, Devin.’

‘You be careful, Valeria, be careful with my heart.’ Theatrically Daddy put his hands on his chest and groaned. Quinn wanted to comfort him, but Mommy wrapped her arms around Quinn and hoisted her out of bed until she stood on her own two feet, then she pushed Quinn towards the door.

‘You can’t do this to me, Val.’ Daddy said.

‘It really sounds you could benefit from some attachment therapy too,’ Mommy said.

‘There’s nothing wrong with my attachment.’ Daddy said. ‘I don’t suffer from an imagined pattern that people are going to leave me. I’m imagining nothing. I know for sure you won’t leave me and I also know she will.’

‘Come.’ Mommy said to Quinn. She took her back to her own room, without listening to daddy’s rambling. She opened the wardrobe and helped Quinn to get dressed. Downstairs she prepared some cereal and the spooned the breakfast into Quinn’s mouth. Quinn started to giggle, although she didn’t really know what was so funny about it. She just ate the cereal that mommy put in her mouth.

During the day she started to feel better, her thinking returned and only when she was capable of forming complete thoughts again, she realized that earlier today she couldn’t do so, that her mind had just been on pause. But even though her thoughts were paused, she could still feel and experience emotions, she could still be happy.

She had some fun splashing around in the pool for a while, and after a few minutes daddy came to join her. Quinn was sitting on daddy’s back, getting a piggy back ride from the waterfall to the island with the beach cabana. Her legs wrapped around daddy’s waist, her arms around his neck. And then mommy appeared on the edge of the pool.

‘How is she feeling?’ Mommy asked.

‘She’s a little bit groggy still.’ Daddy said.

‘Groggy? That’s not right, come here sweetheart.’

Quinn swam to back towards mommy. Mommy ordered her to come out, she looked in Quinn’s eyes and asked her to follow her finger, while she moved it from left to right. ‘Are you feeling groggy?’ She asked.

Quinn shook her head. ‘I feel fine.’ She said.

‘I would think so.’ Mommy said. Daddy was now also hanging on the edge of the pool, he splashed a little bit of water onto Quinn’s feet.

‘Come back in.’ Daddy said.

‘We’re going to do run some tests today.’ Mommy said.

‘Val! No!’ Daddy said.

‘Come on, grab a towel.’ She put a hand on Quinn’s shoulder and Quinn obeyed, she wanted to follow mommy inside the house when daddy gestured for her to come back.

‘You have to lie.’ He whispered when she was close enough. ‘You have to lie on your test okay?’

‘Why?’ Quinn asked.

‘Because I don’t want to loose you.’

‘You’re not loosing me silly.’ Quinn said. She squat down on the edge of the pool and gave daddy a kiss. ‘It’s just a little test and then I’ll be back.’ 

‘Just lie okay. I can’t... I’m not allowed to tell you why, just lie please, if you love me you’ll lie on your test.’ Daddy seemed somber.

‘Sure.’ Quinn said. She gave him another kiss and then she followed mommy into the dining room. The laptop was already placed on the table and Quinn sat down in her chair. She first had to do an IQ test. Daddy’s words kept on lingering in her mind, and she couldn’t seem to shake the sadness she just saw in his face. She loved him, so she intentionally started to fill in the wrong answers.

When the IQ test was done and mommy checked her score. Quinn felt nervous butterflies in her tummy.

‘Really?’ Mommy said. ‘Really Quinn? You want me to believe that your IQ has dropped from a 127 to 0 in only two days?’

Quinn shrugged.

‘I know you’re faking it sweetheart. You know why? Because if you wouldn’t know the answers you would’ve guessed and since it’s multiple choice you would’ve gotten 25% of the questions right anyway. This is just... Why would you do this? Did Dave tell you to lie? I bet he did. Did daddy tell you to sabotage the test results?’

Quinn pressed her lips together, she didn’t want to rat out daddy, but neither did she want to make mommy any more mad. She stared at the keyboard. ‘I’ll do it again.’ She said.

Mommy sighed, she folded her arms on the table and looked at Quinn, an inquisitive look in her eyes. First Quinn tried to ignore that stare, but after a while it made her feel uncomfortable. Mommy didn’t say anything, didn’t ask anything, just that stare.

‘I’m sorry.’ Quinn said.

Mommy gave her a little encouraging nod.

‘I’m sorry, mommy.’ Quinn said again. ‘I just thought that maybe... that maybe it would be better to lie on the test? Because, well I didn’t want to make you or daddy upset and I don’t want to loose you.’

For a moment mommy closed her eyes and kept silent. A deep breath.

‘Everything okay?’ Quinn asked.

‘You’ll be fine.’ Mommy said. ‘I’m just helping you to become a healthy young woman, part of that means you’ll grow up to be independent, you’ll move out and find your own apartment, you get a job, find a boyfriend. That’s part of life. You can’t stay our little girl forever, you’ll have to move on, but daddy and I will always remember you as our little girl.’

Quinn nodded. ‘But that’s not going to happen for a really long time, right mommy?’

Mommy smiled. ‘When you’re a grown up, you probably won’t even remember today, because the days will all blend together, and the memories will fade, but what matters is that you’ll be a happy adult, capable of healthy relationships, effective communication, that you’ll grow up to be a person with a high self-esteem, control over her own sexual pleasures and an overall satisfaction in life.’ Now she reached over table and tenderly squeezed Quinn’s cheek. ‘These test are just to make sure we’re on the right track with you. So are you going to fill them out honestly?’ Mommy asked.

Quinn nodded and mommy restarted the IQ test on the laptop, she didn’t lie this time, but she was a bit distracted though, thinking about daddy. She wasn’t betraying him, by cooperating with these tests, was she?

After she completed all the tests she got permission to leave, she ran back towards the pool and jumped into the water. Daddy was laying on a lounge chair with his phone.

‘Daddy?’ She yelled. ‘Daddy come in the water.’

Daddy just ignored her, he stared at his phone for a while then he got up and walked into the house. A moment later she heard mommy and daddy having a heated argument, their voices loud and angry, a door slammed shut. After a while daddy came outside again. She got out the water and followed him, she grabbed his hand. His eyes were red as if he had been crying.

‘Are you alright?’ She asked.

‘Just leave me alone.’ Daddy said.

‘I’m sorry. I tried to lie on the test, but mommy found out.’

‘Leave me, woman.’ Daddy said. He pulled his hand out of hers and walked away, he walked all the way to the back of the pool and found a lounge chair over there. Quinn could’ve easily followed him, but somehow she didn’t, she just looked at him from a distance. His blond hair sprawling out in the sun, his boobs firm and round behind the brown bikini. She wanted to hug him, to suckle on his boobs, to kiss him and reassure him.

She dived into the water and once she was fully under she stopped swimming. She just looked at the sun beams that broke through the surface, the little bubbles that floated upwards, she heard the rustling of the waterfall. It was peaceful and quiet. When she was out of breath she swam upwards again. Wondering what she should do, should she go find mommy or apologize again to daddy. She knew full well they were fighting about her, but she couldn’t think of a way to make them reconcile their issues. Maybe it wasn’t her responsibility. After all she was just a kid, wasn’t she? Still she didn’t want mommy and daddy to get divorced. She took another deep breath and sunk beneath the water surface once more.

Dinner was uncomfortable. Mommy and Daddy were both quiet and the room was filled with tension and anger, first Quinn didn’t want to get involved, but after a while she couldn’t bear it anymore.

‘I’m sorry.’ She said.

‘It’s not your fault.’ Mommy said. ‘Sometimes a mommy and a daddy fight, that’s completely natural. When you grow up and start having a relationship you won’t always agree with your partner either, then you’ll fight, you work hard to understand each other and you’ll grow stronger as a couple.’

‘Pffft.’ Daddy said. ‘That’s bullshit.’

‘Not in front of the kid.’ Mommy said.

‘You don’t understand me at all.’

‘I do understand you.’ Mommy said. ‘You’re feeling sad and hurt and you feel a longing desire for something that simply can’t be, so now you expect me to behave unethically within my job just to molly-coddle your feelings and when I very reasonably refuse to do so, you start sabotaging my test results to get your own way. Consequently when I get mad at you for that, you play the victim role.’

‘Fuck you.’ Daddy said.

‘Devin just don’t.’ Mommy said. ‘Not in front of Quinn.’

‘I don’t care if this fucks her up.’ Daddy said. ‘It will probably take less than a day to fix it anyway.’

Now mommy turned to Quinn. ‘Go to your room sweetheart.’

‘Why?’ Quinn said. Although she was kind of glad she was excused, she didn’t like mommy and daddy fighting at all.

‘I need to have an adult conversation with your daddy. Take your plate upstairs and finish your dinner over there.’

Quinn got up and left the dining room. She didn’t go upstairs immediately though, she waited in the hallway and listened at the door.

‘Don’t sabotage my patients.’ Mommy said with a threatening voice. ‘Just... don’t. I thought you liked to help and liked to be my assistant, but if you behave like this you won’t be allowed near the next one.’

‘It’s unfair.’ Daddy said. There was a clattering sound as if he threw something on the floor. ‘It’s just unfair. That Babette one stayed for 9 months and I didn’t even like her, and therefor you had Nina for 5 months and even Giselle stayed for 10 weeks and now you bring in this angel, this marvelous delicious, cutie-pie that’s dropped deeper than anyone ever before and you tell me she’s done in less than two weeks, that’s not possible.’

‘Well have you considered that maybe she’s done sooner because she’s gone deeper?’ Mommy asked.

‘Have you considered,’ Daddy said angrily that she isn’t done yet, but that’s she’s simply just telling you what you want to hear, to please you?’

‘Yes, as a matter of fact, I have taken that into account and I’ve corrected my test results for that possibility and my results still say she’s ready.’

‘No, she isn’t.’

‘Devin come on. I know you’re hurting, I know you never like it when they leave, but please be rational about it. This is how it goes, I can’t change that. This is what’s best for them, what’s best for everybody.’

‘Well I can’t do this any longer. I can’t live without her.’

‘You barely know her.’ Mommy said.

Quinn’s plate was getting heavy, she was holding it askew and a bit of the food dropped on the ground. She put the plate on a side table so she could continue to listen, without worrying about her mashed potatoes. It was confusing, one moment it felt like they were talking about her but a moment later they said something that couldn’t be about her at all. There was a chair shoved over the floor, footsteps and Quinn’s heart started beating faster, she took a few steps away from the door, but then she heard the voices again.

‘Don’t be like this, Devin. Please let me hug you. I know your hurting and I love you, I want to comfort you.’

‘I can’t do this,’ Devin said. ‘I can’t take this anymore.’

‘Honey. Sure, if you really want to be with her, you can move to her city, you can run into her in the streets or at the pub and hope she fall in love with you, but she won’t be your little girl anymore, she will just be the adult woman that walked into my office a few weeks ago, minus the issues that were bothering her back then, and that woman wasn’t even a lesbian.’

Quinn frowned did mommy just say she was an adult woman already? Did they just suggest she hadn’t been their little girl forever, but she was only here for a few weeks? Did they just imply that she was one of mommy’s patients, but... she had the accident right? How did the accident factor into all of this, maybe she had been adopted or something? Or maybe they weren’t talking about her at all. She had to press her ear against her the door to figure out what was happening inside. There was a sobbing sound, she figured daddy was crying.

‘It’s okay sweetheart, I know it hurts. Do you want to go with me next time I need to select a new one? Will that help?’

‘I can’t. I just... I can’t invest in a new one only to have them leave me again, and invest in another one and another one after that.’

‘I know. I know. Devin.’ Mommy said. ‘Maybe you’ll have to sit out the next one, I’ll handle it on my own.’

‘You don’t get it Val, you really don’t get it.’

‘I do.’ Mommy said.

‘You don’t.’

‘What do you want from me?’ Mommy asked.

It was silent for a while. Quinn didn’t know whether that was because nothing was being said or because they were whispering so softly she couldn’t hear.

‘If you get yourself together you can say goodbye to her tonight. I’ll go give her the evening meds now.’

Quinn realized the footsteps she heard was mommy approaching the door. She  took a little sprint, but the door swung open even before Quinn had reached the stairs. Mommy let out a frustrated grumble. ‘Did you plan this?’ She angry yelled at daddy.

‘What?’

‘Don’t play dumb with me.’ Mommy said. ‘Quinn come here, this instance.’

Quinn had never heard mommy be this angry with her, even this morning when she messed up the IQ test on purpose mommy didn’t sound this mad. Tears popped up in her eyes.

‘I’m sorry,’ She said trying to fight back her tears. ‘I’m sorry mommy. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to eavesdrop.’

Mommy grabbed her elbow, her fingers squeezing into Quinn’s skin.

‘You little...’ Mommy stopped talking midway through her sentence, she closed her eyes and for a moment it was quiet. Quinn was terrified, staring into mommies face, mommies lips moving ever so slightly as if she was mumbling.

‘What’s happening?’ She asked.

Mommy opened her eyes again and seemed to have found her composure. ‘Come with me.’ She said stern and decisive but not mad or angry anymore.

‘And me?’ Daddy asked.

‘I don’t care what you do, you can do whatever.’ Mommy said. She dragged Quinn with her upstairs, she opened one of the locked rooms and pushed Quinn inside. It was a tiny laboratory, there was a table with all sort of glass work and cookers and there was a desk  with piles of papers.

‘What is this?’ Quinn asked, but mommy didn’t answer, she just opened a few cabinets, glass jars clinking together or banging on the table when mommy put them down.

‘What are you doing?’ Quinn asked again.

Mommy was still not answering, she just handed Quinn the little syringe without a needle and told her to take her night time medication.

‘But it isn’t bedtime yet?’ Quinn said.

When mommy kept ignoring her, she eventually put the end of the syringe in her mouth and squeezed all the medicine on the back of her tongue herself.

‘Done.’ She said.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy mumbled kind of distracted. A few moments later mommy was finished, she told Quinn to sit down in the desk chair and then she squat down in front of Quinn, softly rubbing her knee. Mommy seemed angry still, but she acted all nice and friendly. It was a little bit scary.

‘Sweetheart, mommy needs to give you a little injection, sit very still for me, will you?’ She inspected Quinn’s elbow and then she stuck the needle into her skin, a little prick. It was a very thin syringe, and it couldn’t have been much medicine that mommy pushed into her elbow.

‘So,’ Mommy said, when she stood up she wiped her hands on her jeans. ‘Crisis averted.’

‘Yeah.’ Quinn said, although she didn’t really know how or why.

‘How are you feeling?’ Mommy asked.

Quinn shrugged. ‘Don’t know. Little bit confused I guess. Am I your patient? Why does daddy think I’ll leave soon?’

Mommy gave her a weary smile. ‘Just wait a few minutes.’ She said. ‘Soon the cortical depressors will inhibits your higher brain functions and hopefully the retrograde amnesia will be a enough to remove the last two hours from your memory and then you’ll feel better.’

Quinn nodded. Mommy was just leaning towards the edge of the desk looking at Quinn and Quinn was staring back at mommy, both waiting for something, waiting for anything to happen, just waiting. Quinn didn’t even notice her thoughts were slowing down and fading, she didn’t even notice her memories were becoming unavailable, she was just waiting. She leaned her head against the back of the chair and hugged her own knee.

‘Yeah?’ Mommy asked. ‘Is it kicking in?’

Quinn just smiled.

‘I guess it is.’ Mommy said. ‘Come give me a kiss.’ She said. She opened her arms and Quinn didn’t even listen to her words, just the visual, just those open arms welcoming her against mommy’s chest were enough to make her get up out of her chair. She pressed herself against mommy’s boobs.

‘You’re a good girl.’ Mommy said. ‘You’re a good girl Quinn.’

Quinn just lifted her head and pouted her lips so mommy gave her a kiss. After that mommy took her to her own bedroom, Quinn dived onto the king sized bed and started to fidget with the corner of the duvet cover. Mommy crawled on top of her and kissed her, her tongue protruding deep into Quinn’s mouth. Quinn welcomed the tongue and played with mommy’s tongue for a little while.

Mommy’s hand now in between her legs, her fingers playing around with Quinn’s crotch, pressing into the fabric, rubbing over the fabric, it was a nice feeling and Quinn started panting, she wallowed in all the love and tenderness that was surrounding her. Mommy helping her to undress until Quinn was completely naked. Mommy’s mouth surrounding Quinn’s nipple, softly licking and sucking.

Quinn started giggling, it was supposed to be the other way round of course. She tried to get up, but she was a little bit dizzy. However she managed to find Mommy’s boob and to suck the nipple into her own mouth.

‘Is that what you want sweetheart?’ Mommy asked. She was pulling and tugging on Quinn’s body until Quinn was laying in her arms. Quinn didn’t much care as long as she could feel the nipple, feel the love, feel the warmth of mommy she was well happy and satisfied.

Mommy cradled her and as they were softly rocking back and forth, mommy’s free hand had found it’s way in between Quinn’s legs and she softly toyed with the clit and the labia, rubbing her fingers up and down, slipping a finger inside. Quinn felt like she was melting into the moment, as if nothing else mattered except for this moment right here, right now. Time stretched out in front of her turning syrupy and languid until time completely stopped. This was forever. This was always.

Daddy barged into the room. Suddenly there was a lot of sound, there was change, there was movement there were new things to see, a new face, new words to listen too. Quinn just closed her eyes and continued to suckle on mommy’s breast. It didn’t matter, nothing mattered.

‘I want to say goodbye to her.’ Daddy said.

‘Well here she is.’ Mommy said. ‘She’s medicated so she’s not very responsive anymore. Come sit over here, let’s try if she wants to latch on to you.’

Her body moving back and forth and swaying from side to side, it seemed like she had traveled across the globe on boats and aircrafts and elephants when her body finally settled in the next set of arms and her lips nibbling on the next boob.

‘Hey Quinny,’ Daddy said, his finger caressing her cheek. ‘I’m gonna miss you sweetheart.’

‘I know.’ Mommy said. ‘I’m gonna miss her too. You want to fuck her with your strap-on before I put her in the stasis pod and bring her home?’

Daddy shrugged and the boob in Quinn’s mouth wobbled for a moment. ‘I guess not. It’ll only make it harder to part with her.’

The voices kept on talking, but Quinn was zoning out, enjoying the boobs, the caresses, the safe embraces, she was dozing off with daddy’s finger in her vagina, or maybe it was mommy’s finger, she wasn’t really sure. It was just a very soothing feeling, bringing her to a very soothing orgasm, almost as if it wasn’t a real orgasm, as if it was a primitive evolutionary predecessor of an orgasm.

There was no brain that could be turned off, there was no sense of right or wrong, no self-awareness or worries about social acceptance, there was just a little bump in pleasure, a moment in which the pleasures were a tad more extreme.

Mommy and Daddy were everywhere, they were the entire world. There were endless hugs and kisses, tongues swirling around tongue, fingers caressing whatever body part they could reach.

There were tears. Daddy was crying, a tear dropped onto Quinn’s chest and puzzled she opened her eyes to figure out why he was crying. She wrapped his arms around his neck and pressed herself tightly against her. She kissed him on the cheek.

‘She knows.’ Daddy says.

‘She’s on the cortical depressors and an amnesiac, she just senses you being sad in the moment right now and she tries to comfort you.’

Mommy gave her a kiss and pulled her arms away from daddy’s neck. Mommy helped her to get up out of bed and supported by both mommy and daddy she walked through the hallways and entered a room she’d never seen before. It seemed to be an operating theater in an hospital. On the table lied a silvery sleeping bag with all the little lights moving around and flickering. They helped Quinn up on the table then handed her a silicon breathing mask.

‘Here,’ mommy said. ‘Press this to your face, like this. It’ll help you feel better.’ Daddy was still crying and now mommy also had tears in her eyes. It made Quinn sad too, she started crying.

‘O honey.’ Mommy said. She hurried to wrap her hands around Quinn. ‘Those tears are contagious aren’t they? Here breath.’ She helped Quinn to press the mask against her face and the silicon filled up with a sweet heavy scent. After a few deep breaths Quinn felt her eyes rolling close and her head was lulling from side to side.

‘Lie down now.’ Mommy said. Mommy guided her backwards upon the table. ‘Daddy’s going to hold your mask now, while mommy straps you into the stasis pod and gives you a paralytic just in case, okay?’

The mask wobbled a moment, but the gas kept hissing and Quinn was getting increasingly more drowsy and sleepy, it was impossible to keep her eyes open any longer. Somewhere far far away she felt a little needle pressing into her skin, and even further away she heard voices and then she surrendered to the deep dark sleep.

There was a sense of wonder filling up her chest, she blinked her eyes and looked up at the ceiling, there was an octopus painted there, a cartoon octopus that was holding a seashell. That’s a good idea, she thought to herself, that would surely help some of the children lay still when they were examined.

‘How are you feeling?’ A very familiar voice asked. She looked to the side and saw doctor Valeria sitting on a stool next to her.

‘Good.’ Quinn said. ‘I’m exited to start, so what happens now?’

The doctor laughed, something seemed different about her, didn’t she just wear different clothes, or another hairstyle.

‘We have already finished.’ She said.

‘We have?’ Quinn asked. ‘So I’m all better now?’

‘You are.’ The doctor said.

‘I don’t feel any different.’ Quinn said. ‘What happened? When did we fix me.’

‘I’ll help you get up, does that feel okay?’ The doctor held her hands and carefully kept an eye on her as Quinn came up to a sitting position. She examined Quinn’s eyes, her ears and her blood pressure.

‘Everything seems to be in order.’ The doctor said. ‘You’ve been with me for about three weeks. Me and my associate have successfully regressed you and re-educated you, so now you should be a healthy young lady, capable of creating and maintaining meaningful and healthy relationships.’

Quinn nodded. ‘Okay cool.’ She said. ‘That was easy. I just remember walking into your room and signing the contracts and then I woke up and everything is finished. Is that normal?’

‘Completely.’ The doctor said. ‘Since most of our work is carried out on a subconscious level you don’t have any episodic memories of the procedure, although over time you may get some flashes or images, or some people have reported atmospheric or emotional memories, that’s all very normal and usually harmless. Here’s my card though, whenever you’re worried, just give me a call.’

‘Okay.’ Quinn said as Valeria handed her the card.

‘Also, some people do get a little identity crisis after this treatment, since we adjusted your subconscious ever so slightly, you might feel like you’re a different person, you might not recognize yourself for a while, you might get cravings you never had or find a new passion or something, that’s also nothing to be worried about, but still if it’s bothering you just give me a call, agreed?’

‘Agreed.’ Quinn said.

‘Dizzy?’ The doctor asked. ‘How do your muscles feel. You want to try standing up?’

Quinn slided of the examination table, the doctor was holding out her hands as if she would grab onto Quinn the moment she wobbled, but nothing happened. ‘I’m fine.’ Quinn said. ‘So what happens now?’

She followed the doctor back into the office. It was weird to realize three weeks had gone by since she’d last been here. Quinn put her hand up to her temple and slapped herself a few times.

‘You’re okay there sweety?’ Something in Valeria’s voice had shifted, she seemed less of a distant doctor and more as if she actually cared about Quinn.

‘I’m fine.’ Quinn said.

‘Don’t hurt yourself, okay?’ The doctor said.

‘Off course not.’ Quinn said. ‘I’m not that kind of person.’

‘Good.’

‘I was just confused, I guess.’

‘That’s normal.’ The doctor said. ‘Do you have any place to go? I believe you mentioned a sister? Or a friend?’ 

Quinn nodded. They said goodbye and as she shook hands with the doctor, there was a pain in the doctor’s eyes she couldn’t quite place. ‘Are you okay?’ She asked. ‘Dr. Valeria? You seem sad.’

Now the doctor smiled at her, ‘You’re still adorable,’ she said shaking her head. ‘Now shoo, go enjoy your new life.’

She walked passed the receptionist and the waiting room outside. It was weird to think that three weeks of her memory had just... gone, disappeared. But then again that is what she signed up for. It didn’t feel like three weeks later, it felt like today. Quinn laughed, it was today off course. It felt like she’d only walked in here, barely an hour ago, nothing had changed, the waiting room still filled with whiny children and broken toys, the television in the corner still spewing out news messages.

When she stepped out onto the side walk she realized she still didn’t have a home. She could go back to Adam, she never formally broke up with him, when she figured he was the same jack ass, she didn’t want to bother her friends and family so she called for an appointment. She shouldn’t go back to Adam though, she respected herself too much to go back. 

Neither did she want to ask her sister for the spare room, not after that horrible intervention. Quinn wanted to proof she was an adult woman who could take care of herself. The responsible thing would be to call her sister, instead of sleeping on the streets out of pride.

She got her phone out and was amazed by the number of messages she got. She stopped in her tracks in the middle of the street. Passersby were cursing at her and walking around her. She just scrolled through her messages, three weeks worth of messages.

Most of them were from her sister. Her sister was worried about her, then angry with her, then worried again, then she was angry with Adam, then she was sad. Quinn skimmed through the messages and stepped on the bus.

When her sister opened the door she fell into Quinn’s arms. ‘Thank god, you’re okay.’ She said. ‘What happened, were have you been? We were so worried about you. I’ve called about everybody I could think of.’

She dragged Quinn into the house and kept on talking. Her sister didn’t seem all that interested in hearing about Quinn’s adventures, she much rather wanted to talk about her own worries. Since Quinn didn’t have that much to tell, she just kept quiet.

‘I’m so sorry about that intervention, you’re right. My approach was all wrong, you know. That Adam was an asshole, and I’d much rather have you sleep in my house than sleep in that assholes home. He didn’t hurt you, did he? You know I really thought he would keep you prisoner in is basement or kill you or something.’

‘You’re right.’ Quinn said. ‘He was a creepy control freak, I should’ve never dated him in the first place.’

‘I’m so relieved your okay. We should probably call the police so they can stop the search, although I got the feeling they weren’t searching very hard, and maybe you should post something on Facebook to let everybody know you’re fine. I’m so sorry. I feel this is all my fault. I scared you away with that intervention. I much rather have my sister safe and sound with me. You can stay as long as you like.’

‘I’ll make you a cup of tea.’ Quinn said. She walked into the kitchen. ‘I love you, sis.’

‘Where were you anyway, what happened?’

‘I went to that experimental program you recommended, and now I’m fully recovered. Also they say, I don’t feel any different yet, we’ll see. Here you go. I’m sorry I gave you a scare, I should’ve told you what I was doing.’

Quinn stayed a few days at her sisters house, while looking for an apartment of her own. Her sister made a comment about that, that usually Quinn was too heartbroken and too swept up in playing the victim role to look for an apartment.

Quinn smiled as she remembered that. ‘Yeah,’ she said. ‘I guess that research program did the job.’ Quinn found a new job, she went on a few dates, but with none of the guys she felt a true love connection, and she didn’t feel that desperate need to cling on to just anyone so for the first time in her adult life she remained single for a while.

Quinn wasn’t that bothered by any side effects of the treatment, she didn’t have an identity crisis, in fact she felt like this was her true self, and she felt sorry for the person she had been before the treatment. It was more confusing for her friends and family, they kept making comments like: ‘The old Quinn would never …’ or ‘I would have never imagined that one day you would do...’

Quinn just smiled and shrugged in response to those comments. The only side effect she had was that she started to wet the bed. At first she didn’t think it was a side effect though, she thought she just drank too much before bedtime or something, but after it happened a few times, she started to make the connection. This morning when she wet the bed she wasn’t even completely sure if it was an accident either, it was early, her alarm just went off but she wasn’t ready to get up out of bed yet, so she hit the snooze button. Then in that groggy half awake half asleep state of mind, she felt her pussy relax and the pee seeping out, she could have stopped it if she wanted to, but she didn’t, it was almost as if she liked the warm wetness spreading past her legs.

After it happened a few more times she decided to call the number on the business card. It took a while before dr. Valeria picked up the phone.

Quinn was a bit hesitant to bring it up, they first talked about how Quinn was doing, and if she was suffering from any of the other expected side effects, but Quinn was doing great and Valeria told her she was very proud of Quinn, which was nice to hear her say.

‘Who is that, is that our Quinny? How is she doing? Can I talk to her please?’ A voice in the background said, but Valeria sent the other voice away.

‘Who was that?’ Quinn asked.

‘My associate.’ Valeria said dismissive.

Quinn summoned up to courage to ask about the bed wetting. For a moment it was quiet on the other side of the phone.

‘Interesting.’ Valeria said. ‘Let’s talk about that. How do you feel about that?’

‘Confused.’ Quinn said.

‘Even more interesting.’ Valeria asked her a lot of questions, whether it was at night or also during the day, whether it happened when she was asleep or whether she remembered peeing the bed, how she felt as she was peeing, what kind of emotions she experienced.

Quinn tried to answer most of the questions as honestly as possible, although she didn’t know all the answers and she felt quite embarrassed talking about this. Maybe she should have gone to a regular doctor, although her intuition told her she wasn’t randomly peeing the bed, that it had something to do with her visit to doctor Valeria.

‘There are different explanations possible.’ Dr. Valeria said after a while. ‘It could be a physical reaction to your bladder muscles weakening in stasis pod, in that case you just wait until they grow stronger again or you could do some kegel exercises to strengthen your pelvic muscles. It could also be that you have positive associations maybe even sexual associations with peeing, since according to my file you’re a squirter, are you not?’

Quinn shrugged and didn’t know what to say to that. She was blushing and uncomfortably she started pacing around the room.

‘It’s not uncommon that when peoples self-esteem improves that they find the courage to embrace their kinks. Or the third option is that your subconscious is trying to tell you, you don’t want to be an adult woman yet.’

Quinn wasn’t really sure which of these explanations was true in her case, her heart was beating nervously and fast, the hand that held her phone was sweating. ‘I don’t know.’ She said.

‘Do you want to schedule an appointment?’ Valeria asked.

Quinn shook her head. ‘No.’ She said. ‘No. It’s probably the muscles. I’ll do the exercises.’

However no matter how much exercises she did, the bed wetting didn’t stop. In fact since Valeria told her it might mean she wasn’t ready to be an adult women, the bed wetting only gotten worse. When she was partially asleep, wetting herself, she imagined herself being a little girl still, with a mommy and a daddy that would have to take care of her.

However she didn’t have a mommy or daddy. She lived all by herself, and she was the one that had to do the laundry everyday. So eventually she bought herself a pack of adult diapers. The day they arrived she got a tingle in her pussy, a burst of anticipatory arousal. That night she wore a diaper to bed and she wet her diaper, somehow she expected it to make her horny or to make her orgasm but it was surprisingly uneventful. It felt kind of the same as wetting the bed and she imagined herself being a little girl.

For months she kept quiet about it. She went on a few dates and eventually she found someone she liked, a man called Nathan, he was respectful and decent and kind and funny, they had a lot in common, and for a while Quinn and he had a lot of fun together. They didn’t move in together though, Quinn wasn’t sure if that was because the treatment had made her more sensible or if she wanted to keep her diapers a secret from him. Her sister liked this new guy too, and as she pointed out he wasn’t typically the type Quinn would fall for. Old Quinn would’ve probably found him boring. Now she enjoyed his company though, she could even imagine marrying him and starting a family and growing old together.

But something was missing she didn’t know quite what it was, it had something to do with the diapers, she’d started suckling her thumb when she was wetting to get an even cozier feeling.

Eventually she came clean with Nathan and she told him about the diapers, at first he was appalled and very angry with doctor Valeria, he wanted to call her and demand that they fixed this, but Quinn refused, she didn’t want to fix it. After a while Nathan got used to the idea and he accepted her, over time he even found out a website for adults  that loved wearing diapers, he said she had a diaper fetish and then he wanted to join in. He offered to change her diaper and then talked to her as if she was a baby.

‘That’s not right.’ Quinn said. She stopped him halfway. She got up out of bed with the diaper tapes only closed on the one side. The diaper flapping around and it must have looked ridiculous, Quinn pulled it off her leg. ‘This isn’t gonna work.’ She said. ‘It’s over between us.’

Nathan looked at her. ‘Over this?’ He asked. When he realized she was serious he got angry. He cursed a few times, he threw the engagement ring he got for her against the wall and then he grabbed the engagement ring put it back in the box and said he would return it to the store and ask for his money back.

Quinn didn’t say anything, she just nodded. She never had a break-up like this and she kind of recognized that despite the emotions running high, this was the adult way to break-up. Nathan was angry, but he didn’t threaten to kill her or ruin her live, he didn’t hurt her or manipulated her to change her mind.

‘You’re a good guy.’ She said. ‘It’s not you. It’s me.’

‘Please, safe me those cliché’s.’ He said while he stormed out of her house. Quinn gazed at the door for a moment, and realized there was nothing she had to do, she didn’t have to look for a new job or a new apartment. She just sat there feeling a tad bit sad and confused. Eventually just to comfort and sooth herself, she put the diaper on herself and stuck her thumb in her mouth and she immediately felt better.

She combed through the website that Nathan had found about the diaper fetishes and abdl and some of it she could related to, although not everything. She had a few random hook-ups with a man identifying as daddy and she even went to something called a littles party. A lot of it made sense to her, but not everything, whatever she did, who ever she hooked up with, there was always this gnawing feeling, she just couldn’t put into words. She dated some amazing people but none of them could satisfy that eternal yearning.

One day when she was cleaning out her house she found the card of doctor Valeria in one of her drawers. She wanted to throw the card away but then she stopped herself. She put the card on her fridge and contemplated calling the number on it a dozen of times although she never did, she couldn’t bring herself to throw it away either.

Until eventually she dialed the number.

‘This is Quinn.’ She said.

‘What Quinn?’

‘Is this doctor. Valeria?’ She asked.

‘Yes it is.’

‘I’ve been a patient with you a few years back.’ She said.

‘Let me check.’ For a moment it was quiet on the other side of the line. ‘A yes, Quinn. I’m sorry I forgot, you were a quick one. How are you doing?’

‘I think you’ve made a mistake.’ Quinn said.

‘How so?’

‘I’m still not capable of forming healthy relationships,’ Quinn said. ‘Or you know, I can  form them, but they aren’t really satisfying and maybe... I think maybe you did something wrong in your calibrations or something I think you’ve made me too picky.’

‘Let me take a look at your file, one moment.’ The doctor said.

Again it was quiet and Quinn paced around the room. Part of her was nervous, but another part of her felt happy talking to doctor Valeria, she just had this calm and soothing presence, it was almost as if she had missed her these last couple of months.

‘I see.’ The doctor said. ‘There weren’t any irregularities apart from the bed wetting you called earlier about. Oh I see, yeah that does relate to in incident we had during your treatment. Anyway how did that go? All resolved now?’

‘I don’t know.’ Quinn said. ‘No, not really. What kind of incident?’

‘So why didn’t you call me earlier?’

‘I guess it wasn’t that big a deal.’ Quinn said.

‘Okay, it isn’t a big deal. Then what are you calling about now?’

‘Mommy what are you doing?’ A voice asked. ‘Will you play a game with me?’

‘I’m working. Go ask your daddy.’ Valeria said.

‘Daddy!’ The yelling in the background faded away.

‘I’m sorry about that.’ Valeria said. ‘What do you want from me, Quinn?’

There was something pleasant about overhearing that interaction, it filled her chest with a feeling of safety and jealousy as if she wanted to be that little girl. She shook her head.

‘Maybe you can do a general check up and fix me again.’

‘I don’t think you’re broken, sweetheart. There’s nothing to fix.’

‘How to you know without examining me?’ Quinn asked.

‘We’d never had any issue’s like this.’ The doctor said. ‘Let me ask you a question. Did you break up with someone just now and are you still not willing to take responsibility for your relationships, and is that why you’re contacting me?’

‘I don’t know.’ Quinn said. ‘No, my last break up was a couple of months ago, and it’s been meaningless hook-ups ever since.’

‘No?’ The doctor asked. For a moment it was quiet. ‘Anyway,’ she said. ‘scrolling through your file here it does bring back some memories. You were a very unique case and I remember there were some issues, some environmental input you shouldn’t have been exposed to, although it looked like we solved that back then.’ The doctor made a clacking sound with her tongue. ‘You know, just in case I overlooked something a general check up couldn’t hurt. However right now there’s another patient here, so you either have to come to LA or you have to wait till I’m finished and I have the opportunity to visit you.’

‘I’ll come to LA.’ Quinn said. 

‘Really?’ The doctor asked kind of surprised. ‘Okay. Sure.’

Quinn made the arrangements, she’d never been on holiday on her own, and she was looking forward to seeing the Hollywood sign and doing a tourist tour past famous peoples houses.

Quinn bend over her bag to find the piece of paper on which she had written the address and when she ruffled through her handbag, her shoulder bag slipped from her shoulder and banged into the gate.

‘Damn it.’ She cursed. She found the scrap of paper and checked the address two times. The right street, the right number. Was she absolutely sure it was the right street? she didn’t mix up an east or a west, did she?

The place didn’t look like a hospital or a research center at all, It seemed to be just an private home, an expensive mansion. She got scared, maybe it had all been a scam, maybe the research center didn’t even exist, maybe the woman on the phone had given her a fake address. If everything was fake, then what had happened in those three weeks she couldn’t remember? She cursed herself, she should have been more diligent back then and less trusting. Although the old Quinn did trust people way too easily and after the treatment that too had changed, so maybe they did give her some proper treatment after all. She had noticed some changes, or could it all have been the power of suggestion.

A bit hesitant she stared at the mansion, white walls, big windows, palm trees and ferns all around, she squinted her eyes together and forced herself to remember, but soon she gave up. She pressed the buzzer, mentioned her name and the gate slid open.

She walked towards the house and doctor Valeria was waiting for her in the doorway. Her shiny black hair tied together in a bun, a white doctors coat around her shoulders.

‘Hi there.’ Doctor Valeria said. She shook her hand and asked Quinn to follow her inside. Quinn looked around there was a hallway with a big chandelier, all those danging crystals reflected the sun and created a spotted light pattern on the floor, she followed her up a stairs, through a hallway on of the doors were open and Valeria hastily closed it. Quinn just saw a glance of a very pink room.

‘You’ve got a daughter?’ She asked.

‘Something like that.’ The doctor answered.

They entered a room that from the inside appeared to be a operation theater, there was not really a place to sit, except for two rolling stools next to the counter and the sink.

‘What is this place?’ Quinn asked.

‘This is where new patients arrive and where we prepare them for the way back.’ Valeria said.

‘Do you live here?’ Quinn asked. ‘Did I live here in those three weeks I can’t remember? What happened with me? What did you do to me?’

Doctor Valeria smiled. ‘Like it was explained in the contract you’ve signed, we’ve regressed you back to a place where your perspective on love and relationships was still developing and then we offered you the right stimuli to grow up into a healthy young lady.’

‘Right.’ Quinn said. She felt she was very very close to understanding something about herself, as if she was very close to the last puzzle piece she needed to be happy. She couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was.

‘It’s so frustrating I can’t remember.’ She said.

‘Don’t worry about it, sweetheart.’ The doctor said. ‘Let’s start with the test.’ She installed Quinn in front of a laptop and Quinn had to fill in a bunch of test, it started with an IQ test, and then followed a bunch of questionnaires that were supposed to measure her emotional development, her social skills, her personality and possible pathological symptoms.

As Quinn was filling out the questionnaires she couldn’t stop staring at doctor Valeria’s face, the friendly eyes, the soft slightly pouting lips. She wanted to kiss doctor Valeria. She shook her head. That was probably just regular transference, people fell in love with their psychiatrist all the time. That was probably it. Yet she didn’t really feel the nervous butterflies that were part of falling in love with someone, when she looked at Valeria and thought about kissing her, or just hugging her, she felt a happiness, a safety, a soothing there was just this huge wave of emotions that finally satisfied that yearning that had been nagging her for the last few months. She wanted to stay here, to live with Valeria.

Tears propped up in her eyes, she was so close and yet so far away. She couldn’t just move in with her doctor on the other side of the country, the old Quinn had made some crazy decisions when it came to love, but this, moving here because of a medical specialist would beat all of the crazy old Quinn did.

She bit her lip and blinked her tears away, until the haze faded and she could read the next statement on the questionnaire.

‘There’s nothing wrong with you.’ Doctor Valeria said after analyzing the test results. Quinn had figured as much, but she still felt a sting of disappointment.

‘There is.’ Quinn said even though she knew better. ‘There is something wrong with me, you need to take me in, you need to do whatever you did last time.’ Quinn’s voice was breaking.

‘You’re sad.’ Valeria concluded. ‘Why are you sad Quinn?’

Quinn couldn’t talk without crying so she said nothing. She didn’t even know what to say anyway, she didn’t know what she was feeling, it wasn’t rationally explicable, her sadness came from deep down, it came from the same place that unsatisfiable yearning came from. She just shook her head.

Valeria started a monologue about love and relationships taking time, and that it wasn’t easy to find that perfect compatible partner, that she had to be patient and keep looking and then Quinn had enough. She got up and stormed out of the room, back to the stairs and into the hallway.

‘There she is, there she is, daddy.’ A twenty some year old with read hair in two pigtails was grabbing onto the arm of a curvy blond woman in a brown bikini.

‘I see her, do you see her?’ She sounded childish.

‘I see her Laura, my love.’ The blond woman said. She tilted her head and studied Quinn as if she was a curiosity.

Quinn didn’t know what happened next. There was a feeling, a primal feeling that came from very very deep inside. She let out a grumble and stormed down the stairs.

‘I told you to keep out of the way and to stay in the pool.’ Doctor Valeria said.

‘But mommy, I was just curi - ‘ The red head was stopped in the middle of her sentence because Quinn had pushed her backward. Quinn pushed her again and again, until she felt arms around her, familiar arms pulling her away from the red head. Quinn started crying and someone wrapped her arms around her, it was the curvy blond women. She softly stroke the back of Quinn’s head and pulled her tightly into her boobs.

‘I know.’ She said. ‘I know I miss you too, Daddy missed you too.’ Quinn knew it was a stranger, a strange woman she’d never seen before, yet a moment ago her heart was filled with so much jealousy and now in the arms of this lady she calmed down, the world seemed all perfect again. She clung to the woman, she wrapped her arms around her.

‘Please don’t let me go.’ She asked. ‘Please. I need to be here. I don’t know why but I just need to be here.’

‘You’re safe now.’ The woman said. ‘You’re safe with daddy.’

‘Hold me.’ Quinn asked. ‘Please.’

Doctor Valeria was consoling the other girl, she was sobbing and apparently she had bonked her elbow and now needed a band-aid. Valeria took the girl into another room they stayed away for a little while and eventually she came back without the girl.

Quinn didn’t mind, she just wanted to hold on to this woman, to this daddy, this made sense to her, and judging by the tightness of the embrace she wasn’t the only one who felt like this.

‘What the fuck were you thinking Devin?’ Valeria asked.

‘I was just curious. I didn’t know she would remember me?’

‘She doesn’t.’ Valeria said. ‘Quinn let go now.’

‘No.’ Quinn said. She clung to the women. ‘No.’ she said again. ‘This makes sense, this is what I want, this is what I’ve been looking for, this is what’s been missing, what I’ve been yearning for, this is were I belong. It all make sense now.’

Valeria let out a deep sigh and shook her head.

‘Maybe she’s right.’ Devin said, ‘Maybe this is were she belongs. Maybe she just wants to be our little girl, right? You just want to be mommy’s and daddy’s little princess, don’t you.’

‘Yes.’ Quinn said.

‘Don’t encourage her, Dev. Come with me, both of you. Where’s Laura? Make sure she doesn’t follow us.’

Doctor Valeria took them both into the dining room. ‘Sit down. Both of you.’ She said strictly.

‘Quinn listen, do you know why you’re feeling the way you are feeling right now?’

Quinn shook her head.

‘I do.’ Valeria said. ‘I probably shouldn’t be telling you this, but alas here we go.’ Valeria started to talk. She talked about the regression therapy and how Quinn had been living like a little girl in the fullest conviction that Dr. Valeria was her mommy and Devin was her daddy. She talked about the treatment and how Quinn had somehow sunk deeper than other patients, making the treatment that much more effective.

‘I’m only speculating here,’ Valeria said. ‘But I think because of the intensity of your regression, we accidentally made some other subconscious changes we didn’t foresee, like you wanting to stay here with Devin. I’m really sorry about that, but you have to understand that is not who you are, that is not what you really want, it’s just a side effect of the treatment.’

‘It’s not.’ Quinn said. ‘It’s not just a side effect. A headache is a side effect, grogginess can be a side effect, but this is in my core, this is what I feel, this is who I am, I didn’t understand it until today. I just had these feelings, these yearnings I didn’t understand and I still don’t fully grasp them, but I do know how I feel when I hugged my daddy, and I’m pretty sure I will feel something similar when I hug my mommy.’

‘Quinn, don’t do this, don’t make this harder than it has to be.’ Valeria said.

Under table though Devin put her hand on Quinn’s thigh and gave her an encouraging squeeze.

‘If you want to I can arrange a way to get rid of those feelings.’ Valeria said.

‘No.’ Quinn shook her head. ‘I like who I am, you don’t have to change me.’

‘That’s not what you said earlier.’ Valeria said.

Quinn shrugged. ‘Look I know it’s weird. You don’t know me really all that well, except for this regressed version of me, and I don’t know you at all. I’m not saying we should get married right away or move in together. I have my own life, I have my own responsibilities back at home. I’m just saying let’s go on a date. Let’s get to know each other. If there is a connection great then maybe I can join you, maybe your next patient need a big sister or something, If there isn’t a connection also great then I know.’

‘That sounds sensible.’ Devin said. ‘We’ve raised you well.’

Quinn giggled. Both her and Devin were looking at Valeria’s face. Valeria picked up and pen, she clicked it a bunch of times and then put it down again.

‘I don’t know.’ She eventually said.

‘What don’t you know?’ Devin said. ‘Please Valeria. I know when she left you were crying too, I’ve seen you cry with none of the others, she was crying, she, our drugged little girl was crying too, because we all wanted to stay together, and now we have the opportunity to make that a reality. I know for sure you care about her too. I know you do. Stop thinking rationally, stop thinking in brainwaves and neurological patterns and medical charts, and start thinking with your heart. What do you feel?’

‘Sure I love her, but love isn’t enough to make a relationship work. You need compatibility and common interests and all the things we teach our patients.’

‘And she knows that.’ Devin said. ‘Because she has been one of our patients, she’s only asking us for a date so we can explore if there is any compatibility beyond you know... the regression part.’

‘I shouldn’t though. We shouldn’t. It’s unethical, I’m her doctor.’

‘Not anymore.’ Quinn said. ‘The treatment ended like three years ago, didn’t it? Besides it’s also unethical to show me ultimate happiness and then call my yearning desire to experience it once more, a side effect.’

‘I know. Fine. Alright. Fine. Let’s do it.’ Valeria said. ‘Let’s give it a try and see where it ends.’

‘Daddy, daddy, it’s starting.’ Quinn yelled through the house.

‘I’m coming.’ Daddy answered. Footsteps on the stairs.

‘I want to see too.’ Her sister yelled, they were working with a woman called Yasmina this period, she had been here for 3 months now and according to mommy she was almost done.

‘Well then come with me.’ Mommy said, she grabbed Yasmina’s hand and together they walked down the stairs. Quinn turned up the volume on the television. The people from the Saturn mission had returned into orbit earlier this day and soon the media would report on their findings.

Mommy grabbed them a bowl of crisps. Quinn played with Yasmina’s hair, she had that thick black hair and Quinn loved to give her a French braid. Yasmina was pretty, with the brown skin and the almond eyes. Quinn kind of liked her, although she liked Lilianne better. Yasmina was already the fifth sister she saw come and go, after she’d moved in with mommy and daddy.

The first time it had been a bit confusing to experience the treatment from the other side, but now she was used to it, mommy had instructed her on what to do and what not to do and with each new girl she and daddy got a briefing about the issue’s and the goals and how they could help this girl.

‘Did you do this for me too?’ Quinn asked the first few times a lot.

‘Definitely.’ Mommy would say.

‘But you were special.’ Daddy said every time. ‘We knew form the beginning that you were special.’

‘How did you know?’ Quinn asked.

But daddy would never say. He would just grab her face and kiss her, or he would playfully pet her on the bum. ‘How could I not?’

Yasmina apparently didn’t want a braid, and she swatted Quinn’s hand away. Quinn just snuggled up to daddy and then pulled on mommy’s arm so she would come snuggle up with them too.

They watched the television. All kind of specialists were talking and speculating about the results and then the first images started to come in. As it turned out the surface of Saturn wasn’t that special, it was just stone and rock with a slightly different composition.

The biggest scientific discovery was about the rings of Saturn, the rocks and debris that was trapped in the gravitational field of the planet apparently created their own magnetic field that would interact with the magnetic field of the planet, creating a magnetic wind or current that could be harvested for energy. Although it was impossible to send that energy back to earth, so if they wanted to use this method of energy they would have to create those rings of debris around the moon or something.

Quinn wondered how the astronauts would feel, but she didn’t ask mommy or daddy, because she wasn’t allowed to talk about stasis pods when her sister was unmedicated. She just played with the hem of mommy’s skirt instead, moving the skirt up higher and higher until mommies entire thigh was exposed. She put her hand on mommies leg and tried to slid her hand in between mommy’s legs.

Mommy grabbed her wrist and moved her hand away. She gave Quinn a playful wink though. ‘Later.’ She said nodding towards Yasmina.

Quinn helped mommy to prepare a syringe for Yasmina and then they gave her her evening medication, it took a few minutes before it would take affect and Quinn was impatiently looking at Yasmina’s face. It wasn’t hard to notice when exactly the medicine took over, Yasmina just relaxed, and her eyes got this glaze.

Mommy put Yasmina to bed and read her a story. In the meantime Quinn called her real sister and congratulated her with her kid that just turned two. They talked a bit about California weather and they promised to Skype soon and then Quinn hung up and sat down on daddy’s lap.

‘Hey Quinny.’ Her daddy said.

She put her hands on his shoulders and started to grind up against him.

‘Are you a bit horny sweety?’ He asked. His hands folding around Quinn’s hips as he was guiding her rhythm. A moment later they were kissing.

‘Why did you start without me?’ Mommy asked.

She joined in and soon they were kissing with the three of them. It felt so natural, so intuitive. Kisses merged into caresses and caressing changed in to fondling. A moment later they were all naked.

‘Wait here.’ Quinn said. She stormed out the living room.

‘Be quiet on the stairs, don’t wake your little sis.’ Mommy said.

Quinn opened their bedroom door and knelt down to get the box with toys out from under the bed. She picked up daddy’s strap-on and she brought mommy’s Hitachi.

‘Girl knows what she wants.’ Mommy said.

‘We’ve raised her well.’ Daddy said with a smile.

Quinn took her pants of and laid down on the couch, she opened her legs and with her fingers she pulled her pussy lips to the side. ‘Will you fuck me please, daddy. Please will you fuck me.’ Quinn was squirming as sexy as she could while daddy put on the strap-on dildo.

‘She’s irresistible, isn’t she?’ Mommy said.

‘Remember the teddy bear?’ Daddy said.

‘Mmm,’ mommy said. ‘that was hot.’

‘I don’t remember,’ Quinn said.

‘Off course not, but we’ve told you about that, right? It’s when you wanted to learn how to masturbate and you used your teddy.’ Mommy said.

‘And then you showed us how you used your teddy.’ Daddy said.

‘Will you fuck me now?’ Quinn asked.

Daddy ran his hand over his silicon strap-on. ‘O boy.’ He said. ‘I would love to fuck you Quinny, but my cock isn’t that slippery yet, so I can’t, it’s just going to hurt you.’ Before he finished speaking Mommy had already knelt down in front of him and taken the cock into her mouth.

‘That’s nice of your mommy, isn’t it? That she helps us like that?’ Daddy said.

Quinn nodded. She plugged in the Hitachi and held it against mommies crotch, soon mommy’s legs where twitching and her hips rocking.

Mommy was moaning and panting loudly while daddy was thrusting his cock and in out of mommy’s mouth.

‘I think it’s ready.’ Mommy said. She sat down on the couch and opened her arms. ‘Come here Quinny, be a good girl.’ Quinn sat down in front of her and mommy cradled her, rocked her back and forth. ‘Be a good girl for daddy will you, open your legs sweetheart, come hold mommy’s hand if your scared.’

Quinn wasn’t scared, she was incredibly turned on and mommy’s words only made her hornier, she grabbed mommy’s fingers, while daddy spread her legs and trusted the silicon cock inside. Her whole pussy felt full and stretched out, she had to take a few deep breaths to get used to the girth, but daddy started trusting already.

Mommy was holding her, rocking her soothingly, whispering into her air. It felt so safe, so loved. Quinn closed her eyes, she couldn’t believe how lucky she was, how incredibly happy she was here. Just marveling in the tenderness and the soft sweet touches.

Her arousal was building and building. ‘Mommy, daddy, mommy, daddy.’ She didn’t even know whom to call out to.

‘It’s okay sweety. It feels good, doesn’t it?’ Mommy said.

‘Just give in.’ Daddy said. ‘Just surrender to the pleasures, you can’t stop it anyway.’

‘Sweetheart, it’s just an orgasm, an orgasm means you love mommy and daddy very much. You can’t hold back an orgasm, it’s what your body does, it’s what your body wants to communicate to us.’

Daddy moaned, he was trusting rough and fast, her body was shaking in his rhythm, Quinn’s boobs were bouncing, the inside of her pussy was cramping up, building up, higher, feeling better, feeling safer, feeling intenser, and then the arousal exploded and spread through her body, overtaking her mind.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said soothingly. ‘Good girl, Quinn.’ They kept on cuddling, they were one big pile of limbs and bodies and sweat and caresses and kisses and boobs and skin. They were all just one naked pile of love.
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