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Caged

Melanie walked towards
the modeling agency. She carried her head shots in her briefcase
and she had her interview thoroughly prepared. She wore high heels
and her ankles were wobbling on the cobble stones. For months now
she tried to make it as a model. So far she’d only booked a few
jobs that were frankly humiliating, she did a commercial for cat
food and an add campaign for women hygiene products.

Today that
could all change. Today she had a big interview for a brand new
agency, that did a lot of work with Sintech Corp. This could be her
big break. Even though Sintech Corp wasn’t a fashion or a make-up
company, they were the biggest company at the moment, with a
complete monopoly on all modern technology. Whether you used an
elevator, turned on a laptop, or blow dried your hair. If you could
plug it into the power net it was from Sintech. So a modeling
contract with them could be huge. She could advert all kinds of
products. A nervous tingle in her tummy as she pushed open the big
glass door.

The hallway was
filled with a lush red carpet, there was a little bubbling fountain
and three different secretaries. Melanie walked to the middle one,
she stated her name and was told to wait on a luxurious couch. The
agencies she worked for at the moment, were all kind of shabby,
they worked out of dirty offices, or some even worked from home.
This office was so nice, so impressive, and it all smelled brand
new. This could indeed be her big break.

Her feet were
hurting from the heels. She dangled them from her toes to give her
feet some relief. She was too petite to walk on a catwalk according
to most agencies. She took beautiful pictures, she could act and
sing, but most of the big ones didn’t want to sign her anyway
because of her height, she hoped the heels would mask her short
posture.

Her friends had
warned her about SinTech Corp. They said there was something shady
and illegal going on. How else would they have gotten the monopoly
on all modern electronics and technologies and bankrupt all
competitors in less then five years. Melanie thought about it as
she looked around. Probably there was some juridical juggling going
on at a management level, but she was a model, she would just take
pictures, get paid and have her face plastered all over Times
Square presenting the newest phone or tablet. She wouldn’t get
involved in insider training or hostile take overs or manipulative
buy-outs or whatever. Her friends were just jealous and giving in
to conspiracy theories. It weren’t her real friends anyway, they
were just other girls trying to make it as a model.

A tall man
walked towards the couch. His hand was stretch out, he had the
bluest eyes, and a a boyish smile that was terribly cute. Melanie
smiled back, she tried to stand op, but her heels were still
dangling from her toe, her foot slipped, and she stumbled. He
grabbed her arm and caught her.

‘Careful now.’
He said. A friendly voice.

Melanie giggled
insecure. She sat back down, put her shoes on the right way and
followed him. They took the elevator and went into his office. It
was a corner office with big windows. She sat down in front of the
desk and crossed her legs. She straightened her mini skirt and
adjusted a strand of her red hair.

‘Welcome
Melanie.’ He said. ‘I’m Rick. I’m a talent scout for the SMA. SMA
is a scouting agency that’s part of SinTech Corp. They are our only
client, and currently we’re looking for some more girls to add to
their database. SinTech wants to have a broad collection of girls,
to appeal to a broad audience.’

‘Collection.’
Melanie mumbled, pondering the strange choice of words.

‘Excuse me?’
Rick said. ‘Do you have a question already?’

‘No, sorry.’
Melanie said quickly.

Rick went on to
explain. She didn’t have to show him her head shots or do a screen
test or anything, it was as if she already got the job. He said the
choice was up to her. If she decided to sign today, she would start
out with a contract for a year, that could be prolonged if they
were satisfied with her performance. She would be transferred to
come live with the other SinTech girls.

‘Like in a
modeling house, like in Next Top Model?’ Melanie asked pleased.

‘Well. Not
completely. Something like that. SinTech has a huge confidentiality
clause in their contracts, they don’t want you to go sprouting of
company secrets, blabbing about the newest innovative technologies
to the competition. So whilst you’re spending time with SinTech you
will be prohibited from having any contact with the outside world.
I know it sounds rigorous, but in their experience it’s the only
way to keep the company save. So no friends, no family, not even a
Christmas diner, will that be a problem for you?’

‘No, not at
all.’ Melanie said hastily. Her grandmother would probably be upset
she wouldn’t return home for thanksgiving or Christmas, but this
was her dream. In the end her grandmother would understand and with
all the money she’d earn, she would buy her grandmother a new car
or something. Her model friends here in the city she wouldn’t miss
at all. ‘No problem.’ Melanie said again.

‘Well good.’
Rick said. He had a cheerful twinkle in his eyes. He pulled a
contract from his desk and shoved it towards her. It was a fifteen
page document.

‘Take you’re
time.’ Rick said. ‘Read it carefully.’

Melanie flipped
through the pages. It was complicated legal mumble-jumble. She read
a few words here and there. A big paragraph about confidentiality,
and another two pages about how she was expected to behave being a
face of the company, and how unwanted behavior would be punished
and modified. She chuckled. She’d never been much of a rebel, she
always stayed out of trouble. There were clauses dictating her how
to take care of her body. She signed on the dotted line, then
pushed the contract back to Rick.

‘Well done.’ He
said. ‘The only thing left now is a medical check-up. Oh, and
before I forget you have to hand in your phone of course.’ His hand
outstretched.

Melanie looked
at the pink cushions in the palm of his hand. His hands were more
hardened than she would have expected from an office worker. She
got her phone out of her pocket and hesitated. It felt weird
handing in her phone, she felt somewhat naked and vulnerable.

‘Do I have to
hand it in right now?’ She asked. ‘Can’t I just update my status
and tell everyone I got the job and will fall of the grid for a
year?’

His face got
stern. He shook his head and Melanie quickly complied. She handed
him her phone. He opened the back, and he pried a little silver
chip out, that he attached to his computer. He seemed entranced by
the things he saw on his screen, he scrolled up and down and nodded
approvingly.

‘Well done.’ He
said.

Melanie looked
at him questioningly. She hadn’t done anything, had she?

‘The moment you
signed, you became a SinTech Girl.’ He got the chip out of his
computer and played with the little shiny silver triangle. ‘I’ll
send this down to marketing, they’ll decide your digital
personality from now on, they’ll keep everyone posted on you’re
progression in a way that’s beneficial for SinTech.’ He put the
little chip in his pocket and then he told her to follow him for
her medical.

He brought her
into an office next door. It seemed like a improvised doctors
office. The desk was shoved into the wall to make space for an
examination table. Rick told her to undress and take her shoes off.
Melanie was apprehensive. She had heard about models that wanted to
be famous so badly they ended up in porn or where taken advantage
of by guys pretending to be casting directors.

She looked at
her tip of her shoes and slowly slipped them off. She stood in her
pantyhose on the lush carpet. Nervously she rubbed one foot over
the other.

‘Come on, love.
I haven’t got all day. I’ve got another intake in about fifteen
minutes.’ He said looking at his watch.

Melanie took of
her skirt and her blouse until she stood in front of him in just
her underwear. He nodded impatiently.

‘That’ll do for
now,’ He said. He measured her height, her weight, her clothing
size. He looked in her eyes and ears and listened to her heart and
lungs, he checked her blood pressure and then he also took a vile
of blood. He closed the little tube.

‘Nonna, will
give you a more thorough check-up on arrival.’ Rick said.

‘Who’s Nonna?’
Melanie asked.

Rick shrugged.
‘Let’s say she’s the big boss.’

‘I thought Sir
K. L. Perrette was the CEO of SinTech Corp.’ Melanie said. She
remembered the CEO vividly. He was the one that appeared on TV and
announced new products. His silver hair and beard, his calm and
serene demeanor. Everyone fell silent, and hung on to every word he
said. He was like a God of some sort.

‘Yeah, he is.
But we all know Nonna is the one who’s really in charge, she runs
it all backstage.’ He shrugged. ‘Don’t tell him I said that. You
know, you better forget I said any of this.’ He laughed and looked
at his watch. ‘Let’s prep you for your trip. Lie down please, so
you don’t hurt yourself.’

‘Hurt myself?’
Melanie asked. She climbed up on the examination table. The leather
padding cold against her bare shoulders. She saw a syringe
flickering in his hands. ‘What’s that?’ she asked. ‘Why is
that?’

Rick didn’t
answer. He yanked the needle into her arm and pressed the plunger
down. A dull sting. The amber colored drug entered her muscle. Like
a cloud, growing, spreading through her body. Her thoughts getting
hazy, very sleepy all of a sudden.

‘But, but, but
why?’ She muttered.

Rick just
shrugged. ‘Just policy.’ He said. He tenderly stroke her head. His
voice was ringing all around her, sounding far away, as if she was
underwater, her fingertips were tingling, her cheeks tingling as
well. She yawned. Her eyes closing. She couldn’t think clearly
anymore. For a moment she tried to resist and fight the sleep, but
the drug overpowered her, the room spinning, turning away and she
sank deeper and heavier into the padded table, losing herself in a
deep clouded sleep.

 


There were ruffling
sounds, thuds and banging, voices. ‘How many did you got?’ a deep
somewhat hoarse voice sounded.

‘Three,’
someone else said, a more familiar voice.

‘Only three?’
the hoarse voice said. ‘I got five.’

‘Well that
doesn’t mean Nonna will accept all five. Last week I brought in
eight, but they were all rejected and dismissed. Then I got a big
lecture on how I needed to pull my weight, or they would find
another job for me. You know a job in the catacombs.’ There was a
cold silence, both men shivered.

Melanie tried
to open her eyes and see were she was. She couldn’t focus. It was
all gray around her. Her mind was boggled up, as if sleep was
pulling her under, dragging her thoughts away from her
consciousness, everything felt surreal, she couldn’t move, she
pulled on her arms and legs but she was tied down for some reason.
She moaned.

‘Anyway, I’m
pretty sure this week I’m save. Look at this one.’ She felt arms
around her torso and she was picked up from the ground. Her body
dangling limp. Someone pinched her cheek.

‘Yeah, that’s a
nice one indeed.’ Someone said. She was carried. Her head rolled
from side to side, her body was just so limp and powerless, she
couldn’t do anything about it. She tried to look were they were
going but she still saw only gray, with a little line of light on
the bottom. She was blindfolded she realized. Only through the
little crack she could see the floor, it changed color, the
temperature changed, they must be outside now, and inside again, or
maybe inside a van. She was put on the floor of the van. Her arm
touching something warm, another girl perhaps, another arm?

The engine
started. A soft humming. Then they started to move. The van
wobbling, bobbling, her body shaking, rolling back and forth
against the other girls.

‘Drive
careful.’ A voice said. Wasn’t that Rick’s voice? She thought she
had recognized the sound. ‘Nonna checks them for trauma, when they
have banged their head she rejects them all the same.’

‘Don’t be a
pussy,’ the hoarse voice said.

It was quiet
for a while, then she heard some static, some buzzing, they fiddled
with the radio until a pop song sounded.

Melanie
squirmed in her bondage. She tried to roll over, to escape, she
couldn’t escape her bounds though. She did manage to slid her
blindfold out of place. She looked around. She was laying in the
back of a van with a bunch of other girls. They all seemed deeply
asleep and tied down, their bodies shaking and wobbling with the
movements of the van. She was naked now, completely naked, and
someone had shaved her pubic hair away. Usually she had a little
landing strip, but now it was all gone. What the fuck was going on?
She remembered signing the modeling contract, but she couldn’t
remember the contract saying anything about this. She tried to
stretch her arms.

The girl next
to her was waking up also. It was a slender girl with a milk
chocolate complexion, her hair was tied into two buns on top of her
head. She was moaning, pulling on her bounds, squirming, and as she
woke up she started to fuss louder and louder.

‘Subdue that
girl.’ The hoarse voice said.

‘She’s one of
yours, Pete.’ Rick said.

‘Well I’m
driving, aren’t I.’ Pete said. ‘Just let her breath some
chloro.’

‘We arrive at
HQ in about twenty minutes.’ Rick said while looking at his watch.
‘Nonna will know.’

‘Fuck Nonna and
her stupid rules.’

Rick climbed
over the front seat and holding himself at the ceiling he carefully
placing his feet in between the limp bodies, until he was towering
over the fussing and crying and screaming girl.

‘Ssshh.’ He
said.

‘Don’t
mollycoddle them, just give her a few whiffs of the chloroform,
enough to keep her quiet.’

‘But Nonna will
reject her. I can gag her if you like.’ Rick said.

‘For god’s sake
Rick, stop being such a pussy.’ The car stopped, the car door
opened and slammed shut again and then the back of the van opened.
This Pete-guy stepped into the back of the van. He grabbed a big
brown glass bottle and splashed some of the clear liquid onto a
dirty oil rag. Immediately the whole van was filled with a strong
chemical smell. He pressed the dirty smelly rag into the fussing
girls face. She screamed and struggled even louder, but then her
struggles subsided, she became quiet and limp.

‘Anyone else?’
Pete asked waving the rag around.

Melanie
pretended to be asleep. She kept quiet and tried to make her body
as limp as possible.

‘You drive.’
Pete said. ‘I’ll keep an eye on them.’

‘Don’t you dare
chloroform one of mine.’ Rick said.

None of the
other girls woke up. Maybe they had witnessed what had just
happened and pretended to be asleep, just like Melanie. They drove
for a while. She tried to remember where they turned or if she
heard any familiar background noises.

Finally they
slowed down. The car stopped a window slided open. ‘Delivery for
Nonna,’ Pete said to the security guard.

‘Drive around
to dock F.’ The security guard answered, then she heard iron
scratching, maybe a gate slid open or something. The car started
driving again. They made a sharp turn and then suddenly Melanie
could see where they were. They were at the SinTech Dome. It was an
imposing ominous building, with shiny black walls and no windows at
all. No one knew exactly what was going on there because of the
rigid confidentiality clauses SinTech Corp put in their contracts.
No employees were allowed to talk about it. No reporters were ever
let inside. This was were the future happened, this was the womb of
new technology.

The wildest
stories circled the Internet, some people said inside the dome was
a complete village, with a mall, a swimming pool, and housing for
the employees, others said within the dome world leaders would be
welcomed and pampered so SinTech could influence the laws in each
country as to further lock down their monopoly. And then there were
the crazy conspiracy theories, about aliens and alien technology,
or about SinTech creating an army to take over the world.

The van took
another sharp turn and the dome disappeared from sight, now Melanie
could only see the tops of trees through the back window. They
drove all around and then went up a slope. The drove right into the
dome without slowing down. Then the car came to a halt. The back of
a van opened up and the girls were pulled out of the van one by
one.

Melanie’s heart
was pounding as more and more of the girls disappeared. Then it was
her turn, she felt the hands of Rick around her body, he dragged
her out off the van and carried her through a large spacious
loading dock. Her breathing superficial. She was scared and curious
at the same time. She was locked into a harness, then a moment
later she was floating high above the loading dock. Her feet
couldn’t touch the ground anymore.

She waited.
Escape was impossible. She tried to peek beneath her blindfold and
look at the other girls. It was silent, were they still there?
Would she fuss and moan and pretend to wake up, or would she
pretend to be asleep. What was a better bet? They wouldn’t hurt
her, or actually kill her, would they? The catacombs. She
remembered the guys being frightened of the catacombs, did she
needed to be frightened as well?

The mood
changed. It was as if an icy wind blew through the loading dock.
The men tensed up. A confident female voice sounded.

‘So you two
scouts have decided to join forces.’ She said. Her heels tapped on
the concrete floor. ‘Ah, you’re the guys testing the model agency
method, aren’t you.’

‘Yes, Ma’am’
Rick’s voice said.

‘And this is
the yield.’ A short silence. ‘Tell me about your approach.’

‘Well, Ma’am.
We had to invest some of our money into office space off course,
but then the girls just came to our doorstep. Which saves a lot of
time. We have them sign a SinTech Contract of course. Then we
scanned their phones memory to see if there are any liabilities
when they suddenly go missing, and you know we’ll take care of
that. We have them medically checked, and then we sedate them and
keep them under till it’s drop off time.’

The woman
nodded approvingly. ‘Sounds good.’ She said, ‘I’m impressed, it’s
Rick, isn’t it? I would’ve never thought you would have it in
you.’

‘Thank you
Ma’am.’ Rick said hesitantly.

The woman
laughed. ‘Well let’s see what you have brought me today.’

Now Melanie heard the other girls protesting. She heard screams and
cries. Melanie tried to peeked passed her blindfold to see what was
going on. A tiny crack she could barely see the woman. She was
about 5 feet tall, she wore her hair in a bob shape, it was painted
in a deep turquoise color that shifted into dark purple tips. She
wore a white coat of a doctor or lab technician. She nodded
approvingly at the first girl, she pulled the chin up, she groped
the breasts and the butt, she even fondled the pussy, then she
ordered the first girl to be taking to the cleaning area, the doze
area and then she should be queued up for the bay three check up
and imprint. The dangling harness started to move along a rail and
the girl disappeared through door that slid open and closed
immediately behind her.

The woman worked her way all through the line, some of the girls
were accepted, and send to one of the bays, some other girls were
rejected and send to the memory adjustment area.

As she got
closer and closer to Melanie, her heart started to pound harder and
harder. Melanie had no clue what to hope for, being rejected or
being accepted both meant your harness would slide away and you
would be taken into the dome. Of course she didn’t want to be
called ugly or useless, she wanted to be pretty enough. Maybe this
was just a weird protocol and once she was deemed pretty enough she
would be welcomed into a modeling house.

The blindfold
slid away from her face. She had peeked already, but now she didn’t
have to be secretive anymore, now she could look around freely.
There were loads of empty harnesses dangling from the ceiling. The
woman stroke her cheek, she felt her hair.

‘Is that you’re
real color?’ she asked, while twirling one of Melanie’s red curls
around her finger.

‘It is ma’am.’
Melanie said shyly.

‘So you are
awake?’ She asked. She looked over her shoulder and looked at Rick
and Pete.

‘I’m sorry.’
Rick said.

‘Tell me.’ The
woman ordered her. ‘Why didn’t you scream or struggle when you woke
up, like the others?’

Melanie wanted
to shrug but she harness prevented her shoulders from moving that
way. ‘I don’t know.’ She mumbled. ‘It seemed pointless to resist I
guess, and maybe I was scared, or curious, or both. I don’t know.
This is all so confusing.’ Tears propped up in her eyes, she tried
to blink them away.

‘It is
confusing, isn’t it.’ The woman said. ‘Poor girl. What’s your
name?’

‘It’s Melanie.’
Melanie said.

‘That’s a
pretty name.’ The woman said. ‘Well Melanie, I’m Nonna, and I’m
going to give you a little inspection.’ Her hands slid over
Melanie’s bare skin she prodded into her collarbones, and pinched
into her biceps, she cupped her breasts and squeezed, she felt up
Melanie’s butt and fondled her labia.

‘How old are
you Melanie?’ she asked.

Melanie
hesitated, with regular modeling agencies she usually lied about
her age and told them she was eighteen or nineteen, but she had a
feeling Nonna would find out the truth either way.

‘Twenty four.’
Melanie mumbled reluctant.

Nonna nodded
approvingly. Her turquoise and purple bob danced around her
face.

‘And you work
out, do you? You take good care of yourself. Because you want to
become model isn’t it? You’re quite the disciplined young
lady.’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’
Melanie said.

‘Yes, Ma’am.’
Nonna repeated. ‘Isn’t that a polite answer. You’re an interesting
little subject. I like this one.’ She said to Rick and Pete. ‘I
will give you a ten thousands dollar bonus, for you to cover the
cost of the modeling agency, keep it going. This is your new
standard, bring me more girls like her. Got it?’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’
Rick said.

‘Okay. Take her
to the cleaning area, the doze area and then...’ Nonna stared at
her and clacked her tongue. ‘Don’t give her any imprints yet. I
want to run some personal tests first. Let’s stick her in bay five
for now and queue her up for the lab. You’re fascinate me.’ Nonna
said. She caressed Melanie’s cheek then she moved on to the next
girl.

Melanie was
taken away. Her harness started to move, it glided through the door
and the loading dock disappeared. The straps tightly surrounding
her thighs, her hips and her chest. The harness scrolled through a
small corridor, the walls were made from a dark blue shiny metal,
with every now and again a dim blue light. She could only see the
rail in front of her. There wasn’t a floor, there was just deep
deep darkness down there. She was scared and confused. The rail
stretched out for miles and miles. Minutes long she traveled
through the narrow tube. One moment she quite enjoyed it, it
reminded her of a roller coaster, the next moment she realized she
was helpless and naked, and she was transported like a chick in a
slaughter house.

The rail seemed
to travel downwards, were they underground right now? She had no
idea were in the Dome she was. Then suddenly there was a burst of
light, her harness switched rails and she was brought into a little
dim lit chamber. There were about twenty girls like her dangling in
their harnesses. Some of them were fast asleep and deeply
unconscious, some of them were wide awake and chatting cheerfully.
All of them were naked. Some of them had mud and dirt all over
their bodies, others had bruises or both, but most of them seemed
perfectly fine.

‘Hi there.’
Melanie said when her harness stopped at the back of the queue.

Some of the
girls that were awake looked at her, up and down.

‘Which bay?’ A
blond woman that must be about forty or fifty years old asked. She
had a familiar face. Melanie tried to remember from where she
recognized it.

‘Are you a
model too?’ She asked.

The woman
started laughing in a patronizing way. She shook her head. ‘My God
No Sweety!’ She said. ‘A dignified woman like me won’t let herself
in which such frivolities. I’m a bay fiver.’

‘I’m send to
bay five as well.’ Melanie said.

The woman
started laughing again. ‘You? I don’t think so. You must have heard
that wrong. I’m Angela Henderson.’ She kept silent for a
moment.

It was a
familiar name. A familiar face and a familiar name. ‘Aren’t you a
senator?’ she asked hesitantly.

‘Bingo.’ Angela
said.

Melanie
couldn’t help but look at the womans breasts, they were nice and
firm, with thick brown nipples, her pussy was shaved and the pink
inner labia propped out. ‘But why are you here? Dangling in a
harness on a rail?’ She asked. ‘Why are you naked?’

In that moment
the doors slided open and all harnesses started to move a bunch of
girls were let inside the next room, including Angela. She waved as
she rolled away from Melanie. Then the doors closed again.

‘Those bay
fivers always think they are better than us, just because they have
some fancy high profile function outside the dome, but they’re just
as powerless as the rest of us.’ An Asian looking girl said.

‘I don’t know.’
Melanie said.

‘You’re new?
You’ll see. I’m B3C56.’ The Asian girl tried to shake Melanie’s
hand, but their harnesses where too far away from each other. ‘Who
are you?’ She asked.

‘I’m Melanie.’
Melanie said.


‘Melanie-Schmelanie,’ the Asian girl said. ‘Names change. Function
change. Bays and cages stay the same.’

‘Cages?’
Melanie echoed.

‘Aw, you’re so
cute and innocent and naive.’ the Asian girl said. ‘You’ll learn.’
The doors opened and the harnesses started moving again. Melanie
entered the other room, it was shaped like a cylinder, tiling all
around. In a long procession the girls entered, then water emerged
from the sides, it sprayed against their bodies, the jets hosing
them down, water, soap, water, some shampoo as well, out of the
rails came some mechanic arm the washed her hair. The harnesses
moved completely in sync, turning the girls back and forth, lifting
their arms so they could be washed in their armpits.

Melanie just
let it happen, there wasn’t anything she could do anyway. The
harness moved her legs apart, wide open, her pussy exposed, she was
washed in between her legs. She struggled and protested, but she
wasn’t noticed by anyone, the robot harnesses just kept doing what
they were doing. They moved to another room, and the girls were
blown dry. It was nice and warm. Melanie looked around for the
Asian girl.

‘What is this
place?’ she asked. ‘Do you know?’

‘This is the
flow room that dries us.’ The Asian looking girl said.

‘No I mean, all
of this.’ Melanie gestured around.

‘Oh, this is
the Dome.’ The girl said.

‘But why? Like
what are they going to do to us?’

‘O, well. You
probably signed some sort of contract that you were going to work
for SinTech Corp. So now they own you, and you’ll work for them,
until you’re contract is up, it pays extremely well. I’m on my
third contract already. But I guess it depends what bay your in.
Bay five has the woman working outside the dome, in bay three
you’ll work in the village, you know in the shops and the
restaurants. I don’t know much about the other bays, those girls
are usually knocked-out and fast asleep when we are being
showered.’

The harnesses
started to move again. The girl kept on pointing to woman that were
fast asleep and speculating about the bays they were in and the
jobs they would have, saying she thought she had met them upstairs
perhaps.

‘But don’t you
think it’s degrading, being dragged around in a harness and being
cleaned like that?’ Melanie asked. ‘And why aren’t there any man
working here?’

The Asian girl
was moving away from her fast, she was dragged along the rails. She
did say something but Melanie couldn’t hear her any more. The line
of girls were separated into two groups, some of them went into the
right hallway but Melanie’s harness went into the left one. She
entered a small perspex cabin that completely enclosed her, then a
yellow gas came out of the sides. It quickly filled up the cabin.
It smelled strangely sweet, like oranges and vanilla. After a few
breaths she started to feel light headed. Her whole body just
filled up with warmth and sleepiness. She felt her body going limp
in the harness, docile she just hang there in the cabin, breathing
in more and more of the sweet gas that quickly took over her brain,
she yawned, she was so sleepy all of a sudden, so incredibly
sleepy. She was barely aware anymore, she didn’t register the cabin
or the gas, she only registered the drowsiness, her thoughts
slowing down, getting more and more quiet and she slipped under
deep. Deep and dark and dreamless.

 


When she woke up she
found herself being locked in a cage. She only had a tartan blanket
that lied on the bottom of her cage. She tried to wrap it around
herself, but then she had to sit on the cold metal floor of her
cage. Wherever she looked there were cages, in front of her, next
to her, behind her, just rows and rows of cages and girls locked
into those cages. She tried to pry on the bars, somehow, somewhere
her cage would have to open up. If she could get in, she must be
able to get out as well.

After a while
she gave up. She kicked against the sides of her cage. Now what? As
she just laid there waiting, despair came over her. There was
nothing she could do, she was completely helpless, completely
powerless. She screamed and kicked to the sides of her cage. A
woman dressed in scrubs came over. She smacked her hand on top of
the cage and the metal echo rang in Melanie’s ears.

‘What’s up?’
the woman said. ‘Are you in pain? Do I need to send you to the sick
bay?’ Friendly she looked into the cage. She didn’t seem mad or
mean, she seemed to honestly want to help her. She had tiny brown
freckles on her face and a dimple in her cheek.

‘Tell me what
you want.’

‘Can you let me
out?’ Melanie asked.

‘What do you
mean let you out?’ She seemed confused. ‘Do you want to go back to
work? Is that what you mean, but you don’t have a job assignment
yet.’

‘I mean out of
this cage.’ Melanie said.

‘Out of this
cage?’ She questioningly looked at her.

‘This. You see
this.’ Melanie kicked against the metal. ‘This all around me,
that’s a cage, get me out of it.’

‘But where
would you go?’ She asked.

Melanie stared
at her friendly round face. She had nice cheekbones and big boobs,
but she was stupid, she must be mentally disabled or something. She
kept looking at Melanie with that same frazzled expression.

‘I would go
home.’ Melanie said.

‘This is your
home.’ The woman said.

Melanie shook
her head. ‘No it isn’t.’

‘Hey Clara,
what are you doing at cage fifty?’ Another older woman with dark
hair in a strict bun came to her cage. ‘That’s the new one, leave
her be. She doesn’t have an imprint yet. She’s not in our bay
really. Nonna just put her here for the time being.’

‘Okay, Miss
Lewis.’ Clara said.

‘It’s almost
feeding time, go turn on the feeding song.’

Both women
walked away from the cage. Melanie heard their footsteps fading
away, then she was alone again. The women in the other cages became
restless, all of them were awake now. Shuffling about. She
recognized the blond woman in the cage next to her.

‘Angela.’ She
said relieved. ‘Angela Henderson, Hi, I’m Melanie, remember? We met
at the showers.’

The blond woman
gave her a blank look. She crawled back and forth in her cage. She
kept on bobbing her head against the back of the cage, a rubber
anesthesia mask was attached there and Angela kept on bumping into
it.

‘Angela?’
Melanie asked. But the woman in the cage next to her just didn’t
seem to hear, she didn’t seem to understand, as if she was a baby
or a little girl or maybe a pet. ‘What’s wrong with you?’ Melanie
asked.

Melanie turned
around to the other side. In the other cage next to her was another
woman, she had dark hair and looked Hispanic.

‘What’s wrong
with her?’ Melanie asked. But the Hispanic woman looked just as
absent minded, she sucked her thumb and pointed towards the rubber
mask in her cage.

Piano music
sounded all around them. Both the Hispanic woman and Angela pressed
their noses into the anesthesia masks in their cage. Sitting on
their hands and knees. They fervently breathed in and out.

Above Melanie’s
cage a red light started flickering, an alarm softly sounded.
Melanie didn’t understand what was going on, then she saw the cages
next to her being opened, they just opened automatically and from a
conveyor belt plates of food were shoved into the cages. None of
the woman looked around, their backs turned towards their food, no
one tried to escape, their noses were deeply buried into the rubber
masks.

‘You hungry?’
Miss Lewis stood in front of her cage again. ‘If you’re hungry just
follow their example and you’ll get food.’ She said. ‘Or don’t do
it I don’t care. You have about thirty seconds left until the song
is finished.’ She shrugged.

Melanie
hesitated. She looked at the plates of the other woman, they had
some grilled chicken, with salad and potatoes. I looked good. It
smelled good as well. Her tummy was rumbling. Okay then. She
crawled to the back of her cage and pressed her nose into the mask.
As soon as she pressed her nose against the rubber, the alarm
silenced and the red light stopped flickering. There was a soft
hissing and the mask filled up with a strange green gas. She tried
not to breath it in, but she couldn’t help herself, the gas just
crawled into her nostrils, it smelled so good, it smelled like
forests and springtime. After a few breaths she felt dizzy and
light headed. As if she was high. She felt good, so calm. It was as
if she was floating. She faintly registered her cage opening up and
closing again, but she didn’t turn around, the gas was just too
addictive.

When the song
stopped, the gas also stopped. No matter how hard she pressed her
nose into the mask, no more hissing sound, no more forest smells.
She turned around a saw a plate of food in her cage. As if it had
appeared out of nowhere. She started to eat just like the other
women. The dizzying high faded quickly from her brain. After dinner
the song sounded again, again all the women pressed their faces
into the mask. Melanie hesitated for a while, but she just couldn’t
resist. She also pressed her nose into the rubber, the hissing
sounded and the gas filled up her mask. Soon she was overtaken by
the high drowsiness again until the music stopped.

Then everyone
just laid in their cages. No one talked, it was as if they weren’t
really there. As if their bodies were empty shells or something.
For a long time nothing happened. It was incredibly boring. Melanie
tried to sing a song, she tried to remember all the states and all
the presidents, she needed to keep her mind busy.

She could sit
up straight in her cage, or lie down with her legs stretched and
that was about it. Oh, and of course she could sit on her hands and
knees like when she pushed her nose into the mask.

After a long
time, Melanie didn’t now how much time had passed, a different kind
of music sounded. She recognized this song, it was Moonlight Sonata
from Beethoven. All women once again pressed their noses into the
mask, but the moment they did some robot arm injected them in their
ass, and they would limply sink to the floor of the cages.

Melanie had
felt inclined to also press her nose into her mask, but when she
saw what happened to the others she changed her mind. She crawled
into the opposite corner of the cage and fearfully witnessed the
other women dropping down one by one.

‘That’s all,
miss Lewis,’ Clara said, ‘Only cage fifty refuses to cooperate, but
she isn’t one of ours is she.’

‘Well she still
needs to go to bed, it’s bedtime for all of us. I’ll do her
manually. Your shift is over now, you can go back to our own bay,
shall I strap you in or can you manage by yourself?’ Miss Lewis
said.

‘I’ll manage.’
Clara said. A rushing sound. Suddenly Melanie saw Clara appear
above the cages, dangling in her harness, being dragged away from
them. Melanie followed her with her eyes, then she saw more and
more woman in scrubs dangling in harnesses, traveling on a rails
and disappearing.

‘Okay,’ Miss
Lewis said. She stood in front of Melanie’s cage, a thick syringe
in her hand, filled up with another drug. Melanie kicked towards
miss Lewis even though the cage was still in between them.

‘No!’ she said.
‘Don’t do it. Don’t you dare.’

Miss Lewis
didn’t seem to hear her. She just flipped a switch on the control
panel in front of Melanie’s cage and a moment later her cage
started to fill up with a yellow gas. It smelled sickly sweet and
within moments Melanie was dazed and disoriented. Her mind was
feeling so sleepy, her limbs warm and heavy, she tried to resist
but she sank limply onto the blanket of her cage. Then miss Lewis
opened her cage, she pulled on Melanie’s legs and put the syringe
into her thigh. A dull sting followed by a quickly spreading
warmth, wave after wave of sleepiness engulfed her mind, her body
completely paralyzed. Her thoughts faded into oblivion, there was
nothing but warm welcoming sleep.

 


It took a while before
she realized were she was and what had happened. Even when she
remembered, she doubted herself for a moment, maybe she had dreamed
it all, maybe none of this was real. But the longer she was awake,
the more the cage around her seemed real, the more the other women
seemed real.

After a while
she saw the women in scrubs dangling through the air again, they
were floating about and being distributed. Two of the women were
dropped of in Melanie’s aisle. It were Clara and Miss Lewis
again.

‘Good morning
my lovelies, did you all have a good night of sleep?’ Miss Lewis
asked chipper. Then she walked over to a computer. ‘Let’s see
what’s in store for you today. Ah, I see Linda, Angela, Marcia,
Kimberly, Simone, Melisande, Ann and July will have their
treatments and be send on assignment again, ooh some of you will
even go on a multiple day assignment, isn’t that exciting? And the
rest of you can just continue your regular day schedule. Right.’
Miss Lewis clacked her tongue for a while. ‘So let’s get the
assignments out of the way first. Cage twelve.’ She read the
numbers from her screen out loud as she pressed in the numbers on
her screen. At first Melanie couldn’t see what happened, but then
it was Angela’s turn. Cage forty nine, miss Lewis read out loud.
Angela put her nose into the mask and started to take deep breaths,
the complete cage just disappeared and sank away around her and a
harness dropped down, the straps automatically closed around her
body. Then Clara came over, she checked all the straps.

‘Forty nine,
secured and ready to go.’ She yelled.

Then Angela was
lifted into the air, she dangled in her harness and was taken away.
More and more girls were lifted up and taken away from them.

‘So, those were
the assignments for today.’ Miss Lewis said. ‘Now let’s reinforce
your baby doll states.’

An other type
of music sounded all around them, and again all women pressed their
noses into the rubber masks. Melanie hesitated. She remembered the
gas smelling good, addictively good, but she wanted to see what
would happen first.

Miss Lewis
sighed. ‘Who’s being cross?’ she asked. ‘Ah, of course, cage fifty
again.’ For a moment she paused and looked into Melanie’s cage.
‘Well that’s your own choice I guess. Nonna didn’t say anything
about this.’ She shrugged then she went back to the computer and
put the program on. A strange rhythmic pulse sounded, the music
changed from something tuneful into something electric, like it was
on repeat or something, like she heard the rhythm of a heart beat
perhaps. A voice sounded, a male voice he spoke rhythmically and
telling them to listen to him, to listen and to be obedient. He
told them to enter that hypnotic trance, to find that place of calm
and quiet within themselves, that place of complete serenity, no
thinking, no thoughts just mindless obedience, just listening to
his words, longing for his words, a deep intrinsic desire to listen
to his words. He had a mesmerizing voice and it went on for a very
very long time, telling them that they were baby dolls, that they
would have the blank minded emptiness of a doll. Sometimes Melanie
felt herself being entranced by the voice, but then she turned
around in her cage, she played with the corner of her blanket and
tried her hardest not to listen, not to let the voice get to
her.

In the end all
of them were picked up by the harnesses and taken away. Miss Lewis
came back to her cage. ‘You want to stay here all day?’ she
said.

‘No, of course
not.’ Melanie said.

Miss Lewis
pointed to her mask. ‘Then put your face over there sweety.’

Melanie
hesitated. She looked at miss Lewis, and then she looked at Clara.
Both seemed to be indifferent about it. Her curiosity won from her
fear and she pushed her nose and mouth into the mask. The rubber
pressing into her chin and the bridge of her nose and she heard the
hissing of the gas being released into her mask. It couldn’t be
worse than being locked in a cage all day, could it? She took a few
deep breaths and felt the high overtaking her, a drowsy somewhat
disconnected feeling. Floating and happy. The harness slipped
around her body, she was vaguely aware of Clara checking the straps
and she was lifted away. Her cage had disappeared.

As she was
lifted up into the air she could see more and more. It was a big
hall, somewhat like a factory hall and it was filled with aisles
and aisles of cages, she moved through a door and the hall was
gone. She was in a small corridor again, following a rail. Up and
around. She didn’t know where she was going. Her harness was
traveling once again to the shower area. Water jets hosed her
clean, she was air dried, her hair was brushed, her teeth were
cleaned, her pussy was waxed and all without her being able to do
anything about it. She was trapped in her harness, being dragged
trough dark corridors, dark hallways, some dim lit rooms, and she
couldn’t do a thing.

Suddenly she
wasn’t in a dark corridor anymore. She was in an open space. It was
like a town square, there were stores, clothing stores and
restaurants and a dance studio and a pretzel cart, a gym and a
library. From her harness she could see the other girls, most of
them were dressed alike in either a white dress or white overalls,
only a few of them seemed to have clothes that came from the
stores. There was a serenity amongst them, they seemed to move
slowly, no worries, no hurries, nothing seemed to bother them.
Blissfully peaceful. Then suddenly her harness came to a halt and
she was released on a platform. Her feet touching the ground. For a
moment she just stood there and looked around, then she descended
the stairs onto the town square. When she looked up she saw the
rails, lots of woman dangling in their harnesses some asleep, some
awake, they were transported to and from the town square. Behind
the rails there was a bright blue sky projected onto the top of the
dome.

Melanie started
walking, she was still naked so she went into a clothing store. She
didn’t have any money, but as it turned out no money was needed,
she could just pick out any clothes she wanted for free. She picked
a baby blue dress with a white rounded collar. They didn’t have any
underwear in the store, but the dress was long enough to cover her
ass.

After that she
went to one of the restaurants, no money was needed there either.
She ordered a simple breakfast with some eggs and bacon, the
waitress was the same Asian looking girl she had met yesterday.

‘Hey,’ she
said, ‘It’s me. Do you remember me from yesterday or did they
brainwash you too?’

‘I remember
you.’ She said. ‘So you’re still Melanie apparently.’

‘Yeah,’ Melanie
said. ‘I’m sorry I’ve forgotten who you are. Like bay three and
cage fifty something.’

‘Fifty six,’
the girl said, ‘but you can call me Chloe if you like.’

‘Okay. Chloe.
Can you...’ Melanie gestured around. ‘Explain something to me.’

‘What don’t you
understand?’ Chloe asked.

‘Everything,’
Melanie said.

Chloe shrugged.
‘I’m a waitress,’ she said, ‘I just serve the food.’

‘But why the
harnesses for example?’

‘To get around
quicker, to not get lost, I guess.’ Chloe said.

‘And why the
cages? And like why this village, town whatever it is. And what is
going to happen to me now?’

‘I don’t know.
Like I said I’m just a waitress. That’s just how things run around
here. I don’t know why you’re so confused about that.’ Chloe
grabbed a mop and started to clean the floors. Melanie ate her
breakfast and followed Chloe’s movements. Chloe wasn’t any help to
her. After breakfast she walked around town, there were all sorts
of classes that she could enter. Dance class, yoga class, art
class. They were all given by women, where were the men? She met
loads of women, they were working their jobs or just relaxing and
enjoying themselves, taking classes, or visiting the gym, swimming
at the pool, or getting a face massage at the spa.

Melanie tried
to talk to them but none of them could give her any answers. Some
were very blank minded and non verbal like the woman in bay five,
others were like Chloe, just shrugging saying they were only simple
nurses, simple waitresses, simple store clerics or whatever,
answering her questions by saying this was just the way it was and
there was no reason to be confused about that. There was nothing to
understand, they all said.

After walking
through town and getting some lunch around noon she walked back to
the platform. Women were dropped of and women were taken away.
Sometimes some music would sound and a large group of women would
gather on the platform and be taken away in rapid succession. At
the end of the day another music sounded, she thought it was
Vivaldi or Chopin or something, she’d never been all that into
classical piano music, so she wouldn’t know. All the stores en
restaurants closed and every single girl left on the town square
now walked towards the platform. The lights turned of. The
abandoned village got a spooky glow. Melanie decided to join the
girls on the platform, she struggled herself through the group of
woman until she found Chloe.

‘What happens
now?’ She asked.

‘It’s the end
of the day. We go home now.’ Chloe said. She pulled a rubber band
out of her hair, and the dark shiny strands fell over her
shoulders.

‘Home?’ Melanie
asked.

Chloe shrugged.
She told Melanie how to stand on the platform, arms and legs spread
apart so the harness could surround her body. Just to be save she
had to check whether all parts linked into each other and were
connected, then hit the green button. Chloe hit the green button
for her and she was swept of her feet, dangling in a long
procession of woman, being transported along the rail. It was a
long trip, they went down, further and further into the dome. They
were undressed and the went through the showers again, being
cleaned and dried and then back into the labyrinth of dark
corridors, dark pipelines traveling across the dome. Suddenly she
was floating high above the fabric hall with the aisles of cages.
Some alarm sounded, a red light was flickering on her harness and
two woman appeared, they stood in the aisle and looked up at her.
Slowly her harness descended until she could look the women in the
eye.

‘Who’s that
Miss Lewis?’ A dark girl said, she had beautiful brown skin and
clear hazel colored eyes.

‘I don’t know
Clara.’ The other one answered. The other one had short blond curly
hear, dark eyes and a big nose.

They didn’t
look at all like the Miss Lewis and the Clara that Melanie
remembered. She squinted her eyes and looked around for a familiar
face.

The Miss Lewis
came towards her, she poked her cheek. ‘Who are you?’ she
asked.

‘Melanie.’
Melanie said.

‘Not your name.
What’s you bay and cage number? What did you do to your chip? Do
you need a new chip? Do I need to send you to sick bay?’ The other
Miss Lewis asked. She inspected Melanie full of suspicion. She
frowned. ‘This one is weird.’ She said. ‘She doesn’t have a chip,
but her skin isn’t compromised either. Stick her in cage eleven for
now and send a message to the department of safe keeping, to see if
someone is missing.’ The new miss Lewis said.

Then the
harness dropped Melanie onto a tartan blanket. As soon as her body
hit the blanket the sides of the cages went up, and the cage closed
around her. Melanie looked around. She didn’t recognize the girls
that were surrounding her.

‘Hi.’ She said
to a blond girl in the cage next to her. ‘I’m Melanie, who are
you?’

‘I’m B3C12,’
she said. ‘Or you can call me Yuno for now I guess. I’ve been Yuno
for a couple of months now.’

‘Who were you before that? Before Yuno? Before you came here?’






‘I don’t know.’
Yuno said. ‘That’s not important, I guess.’

‘It isn’t?’
Melanie asked in disbelief. ‘Are you brainwashed as well? Is
everyone here brainwashed or something?’

Yuno shrugged.
‘It’s almost dinner time.’ She said. ‘And I might be wrong but I
think tonight is visitors night as well.’

‘Visitors
night?’

‘Yeah, when our
boyfriends come to visit. Mine is this hunky cowboy, with lush
brown hairs and the bluest eyes, usually he takes me to a barn,
with an old roof, so you can see the stars, and then he just takes
me. He’s so primal, so animalistic. I love his musky smell, his
firm muscles, his everything. He’s everything I ever dreamed of. As
if he just walked out of my hottest fantasies.’

Maybe she could
escape when the boyfriends came to visit. The cages would have to
open, wouldn’t they?

Dinner time
music sounded. All women in the cages around her turned around and
pressed the noses into their masks, then the cages opened and they
were presented with a meal. Melanie also pressed her nose into her
mask.

The familiar
green gas hissed into her face. It crawled into her nose, into her
lungs, she felt lightheaded immediately. Her mind started to drift,
hazy and high. She felt amazing, way too soon the music stopped and
the gas stopped flowing. Somewhat disappointed she ate her
dinner.

After all the
plates had been taken away another type of music sounded. How did
all the women remember what all these old fashioned piano songs
signaled. This music was meant to signal boyfriend time, Yuno said
giggly. She asked how she looked, and brushed a strand of hair
behind her ear.

Then she turned
around. Sitting on her hands and knees she pressed her face into
the mask again. A little silver robot arm appeared. It seemed to
hug Yuno, it went around her head and then it locked onto her
neck.

She started to
breath irregular, moaning and panting. Her hips rocking. Then her
cage opened and another robot arm appeared this one seemed to have
a big purple dildo attached to it. The robot arm pressed the head
of the dildo against Yuno’s labia, then entered her and started
thrusting.

Melanie looked
in disbelief. All around her the women were being fucked
simultaneously by the robot arms that had appeared. Melanie was the
only one still awake and aware, the only one witnessing it all. Of
course there was curiosity, there was lots of curiosity, a couple
of times she contemplated pushing her nose into her own anesthesia
mask as well to see what it was like to be fucked by a machine. She
never went through with it though, it would simply be too
humiliating, too degrading.

She observed
the other girls for a while. Then she realized, the cages opened
when the girls pushed their faces against the mask. So with her
hand she started to press against her own mask. Nothing happened.
Her cage didn’t open. How did the machine know she was trying to
fool it. Damn it!

All women
seemed to reach orgasm at the same time. It was a cacophony of
moans and screams and all of the most mundane sounds of pleasure.
Panting, rocking hips, muffled words of love.

Yuno was
mumbling. ‘That’s right baby, that’s the right spot, I love you
baby, I love you. Don’t go yet.’ The purple dildo was removed and
it disappeared into the robot arm, a syringe popped up and injected
her. She limply dropped to the floor of the cage. Thuds and
plumping sounds all around. The women were being injected and fell
asleep, fell unconscious and sedated onto their blankets.

‘All gone,
accept for the weird new one, Miss Lewis.’ The other Clara, the
dark skinned Clara said. Clara got permission to back to her own
bay and Miss Lewis would take care of Melanie manually. Even though
it was a different miss Lewis and a different Clara, their
conversations closely mimicked the conversations Melanie remembered
from yesterday. Also the procedure was the same. Clara was lifted
with a harness high up into the air and Miss Lewis flicked a switch
on the control panel in front of Melanie’s cage.

Her cage filled
up with a thick yellow gas. It was a mist almost. It smelled sweet,
like orange and vanilla. Melanie felt herself becoming sleepy. She
yawned. Her body feeling warm and drowsy. She sank to the bottom of
the cage, then Miss Lewis injected her. A sharp sting of the needle
followed by a cloudy tingle that quickly spread trough her muscles
and encompassed her mind. Just wave after wave of sleepiness, until
she couldn’t resist anymore. Her eyes rolled up into her head, and
she slipped under.

 


The morning routine in
bay three didn’t differ that much from the morning routine in bay
five, except bay three didn’t have any special assignments. They
were first brainwashed but instead of reinforcing a mind less doll
state, the woman here were told to work hard, to find pride in hard
work, to be proud of their function within the dome, to be proud to
be a part of the future, to have found their place in the
world.

Then the
harnesses came down and picked them up. As soon as Melanie saw the
harnesses coming she played along, she also pressed her face into
the mask. She took a few deep breaths, the gas was so addictive,
just so good, so pleasurable and nice. She became lightheaded and
hazy. The harness slipped around her body and she was lifted up
again. Her harness took the same route through the dark tunnels,
the showers and then finally she was dropped of on the platform.
She walked around town the entire day. Until the town went empty
again and she gathered with the rest of the girls on the platform,
she strapped herself in and was taken back to the cages. Days
strung together, all days the same. Everyone seemed to have a job,
everyone seemed to have a function expect for her. She just
wandered around the village aimlessly. To fight her boredom she
took a few art classes, she visited the gym, and she even went to a
yoga class that Yuno teached. Yuno was a very limber and capable
teacher. While Yuno repositioned Melanie’s hips for the downwards
facing dog position, she briefly bumped with her pelvis into
Melanie’s butt.

‘Are you
excited for tonight neighbor?’ She whispered.

‘What’s
tonight?’ Melanie asked.

‘Visitors
night, off course.’ Yuno said.

Melanie
shrugged. ‘How do you know?’

Yuno walked
over to one of her other students. ‘I guess after a while you get a
feel for the rhythm of the system.’ She said. ‘What’s yours
like?’

Melanie didn’t
answer, she wouldn’t participate in visitors night anyway. Still
the rest of the day she felt a nervous tingle in between her legs.
The gas that came from the anesthesia masks would make her feel so
good, being high and dazed. She could only imagine how ecstatic she
would feel if sexual arousal was added to the mix. She hadn’t
masturbated in days, she hadn’t seen any man for days, for how many
days had she been in the Dome now? A girl had needs. It was as
simple as that.

That night back
at the cages, when the visitor-night music sounded. Melanie
positioned herself on her hands and knees and she pressed her nose
into the mask. The green gas filled up her lungs, her head started
to spin, her thoughts went numb, there was only drowsiness, only
that lightheaded floaty trip. A tiny robot arm went around her head
and seemed to look for something in her neck, it kept on buzzing
and moving, apparently it couldn’t find something to clamp onto.
Melanie didn’t care. She barely even registered. What she did care
about was the soft silicon that bumped into her crotch right now.
It must be the robot arm already. She pushed her hips backwards,
she tilted her pelvis slightly so the dildo could slide in very
easily. It slid in between her labia and completely filled her up.
It was magic. Arousal was swirling through her body, her pussy
throbbing with horniness. The robot arm started to pound her. It
thrust back and forth. It felt so good. It felt better then every
real man she could imagine. It was as if the dildo released some
sort of aphrodisiac every few thrusts. Her insides were tingling
her mind was floating from the gas and from the immense pleasures
she felt. Her pussy was warm and grew more and more sensitive every
minute. Then there was a big release of that aphrodisiac. She felt
it squirt into her pussy, it became warmer and warmer, it drove her
to the edge, the edge of ecstasy, the edge of orgasm. She squeezed
the muscles of her pussy around the dildo, then her body started
rocking, she moaned and screamed into the anesthesia mask, that was
still sprouting the gas into her face. She was out of this world,
for a few moments she completely forgot who she was, where she was,
and that dozens of women next to her would have the exact same
experience this instant. She was completely engulfed by her own
arousal, her own pleasures. Vaguely she noticed a dull sting in her
buttock. A dash of sleepiness crossed her arousal, more and more.
Sleepier and sleepier. It didn’t even cross her mind to fight it.
It felt so good, so immensely overwhelmingly good. She just leaned
into it and let the sleepiness wash over her mind and still
throbbing body.

 


The days passed by.
Melanie found it hard to keep track of them, they all seemed alike,
they all strung together in one big haze. She got more and more
frustrated about having no job, having no function in this dome
whatsoever. She wasn’t really sure whether that was her boredom
speaking, or whether the brainwashing voice they had to listen to
each morning had gotten a hold of her. A while ago she’d started to
push her nose into the anesthesia mask during brainwashing time.
The gas was just too addictive to pass up on it, and she had to
listen to those enchanting words either way. While being dazed and
high with the gas she didn’t even consciously register the words
anymore.

She tried to
develop a feel for the rhythm just like Yuno, yet she still
couldn’t predict visitors night or anything else. She did however
see a pattern in the large groups of woman that would enter and
leave the town. She herself and the girls from bay three were
always the first to arrive. The girls would open up the stores, and
clean the streets and just prepare for the day, then the others
arrived later and disappeared soon again. On one day Melanie was so
bored and terribly curious about the other stuff that was going on
in the dome she mixed herself with a group that would arrive around
lunch time and leave shortly after. When they were called to leave
she climbed up on the platform and mingled. She talked to woman
called Geraldine, and one called Trinity and another one called
Trinity. Even though they looked totally different both Trinities
seemed to be the same person somehow, the second one remembered
talking to Melanie a few minutes ago, even though Melanie had only
talked to the other Trinity. A while ago the two Trinity-thing
would have freaked Melanie out, but the Dome had desensitized her,
nothing seemed all that weird anymore. She let her body be grabbed
by a harness, she checked if the straps were all locked in, then
she pressed the green button and off she went, rolling over the
rail in a train of girls.

A nervous
tingle went through her tummy. What would she get herself into now?
She couldn’t wait to find out. She was curious and scared at the
same time. Well worst case scenario she would just be brought to
another bay and locked in a cage early that night. Anyway she was
securely strapped in, sliding trough dark tunnels and corridors,
she wasn’t able to change her mind now.

The rail seemed
to descend further and further down, they must be somewhere under
the village now, way deep under the village. A brightly lit
hallway. The harnesses slowed down and the girls were released,
they walked further and further into the hallway. Melanie followed
them. They entered an office. It was a huge layer. There were
smaller offices with only two or three desks and also big halls
with a dozens of desks lined up. Melanie didn’t know what girl to
follow, they all spread apart, some to the left, others to the
right. She read the labels on the doors.

Marketing.
Customer Service. Safety Department. Legal Department. Department
of Innovation. Management. Accounting. Market Research. She shyly
walked. All offices were filled with girls, all dressed in the same
white dress. They were talking to each other in code it seemed,
they barely needed to say a word, as if they could read each others
mind. Files were handed over, mail was delivered. Melanie found her
way into the big hall of Customer Service. Everyone seemed to be on
the phone, or on the computer. The computer! There were lots of
computers here, she could contact the outside world. Someone would
come and save her, someone from outside. A handsome police man,
maybe even an army guy from special forces. They would come and
save her. They would understand that even though SinTech wasn’t
technically doing anything illegal because she signed to be here,
still their methods were fishy, and unethical. She found a free
computer and sat down on the swivel chair. She rolled herself
towards the desk and hit the space bar.

There was a
loading bar in the screen. “Reading chip.” It said. Those words
were flickering, for a while she waited, then she thought maybe
this computer was broken. She stood up and went to look for the
next one. She sat down in another cubicle.

“Reading chip.”
It said and after a few seconds. “Error unable to read chip, please
assume position and hit enter to try again.” Melanie looked at the
other girls, they were sitting straight up in an ergonomically
correct position. She tried to sit op straight as well and hit
enter.

“No chip
detected. Enter password.” The computer screen now flashed. A login
window asking for a user name and a password. Melanie frustrated
smashed her hand on the keyboard.

“Password
incorrect.” The screen said.

Well no
surprise there. Suddenly there was a lot of sound. Alarm bells were
ringing, mixed with an annoying beep, mixed with a mechanical voice
that said “intruder recognized”. Lights were flashing red above her
cubicle. Woman screamed in fear.

Melanie
realized she was the intruder. She needed to get away from this
cubicle as fast as possible. She got up and ran past the thin
plaster division wall. A mob of woman in white dresses had
collected themselves around her. They looked at her inquisitively.
Melanie couldn’t escape. Or could she? The women seemed kind of
scared of her, when she approached them they shuffled away from
her.

‘Security
coming through, move aside Trinity.’ All woman at the same time
made a little path between them, and a girl with red hair in two
buns on top of her head approached. She was holding a little
canister in front of her. Threatening. As if it was pepper spray.
With her outstretched arm she discharged it and sprayed a cloud of
red powdered smoke into Melanie’s face. It smelled like barbecue or
charcoal. Melanie inhaled some of it. The powder chafed her throat,
she coughed, then she felt weird. Dizzy and lightheaded as if she
was about to pass out. She grabbed the plaster wall. She needed to
sit down somewhere maybe. Her ears were ringing. She needed fresh
are. She took a deep breath, more of the red smoke. Oh shit, she
lost control, her body slumped to the ground and she passed
out.

Not for long
though, when she woke up, she was still lying on the ground in the
same position, the women still standing around curiously looking at
her.

‘She’s awake.’
All women said simultaneously, then the red haired one again
released some of the smoke into her face. Immediately she felt weak
again, as if she was about to faint, she desperately tried to hold
on, to keep conscious, but she felt her thoughts spinning quickly
as if someone had removed the plug and now her thoughts were
whirling away in a drain, she passed out again.

This repeated
it self innumerable times. She couldn’t keep count, the moment she
would regain some consciousness a new whiff of red powdered smoke
was sprayed into her face. She tried to act, she tried to pretend
to be asleep still, but her body just moaned and stretched and
coughed every time she woke up, so the women knew, they would chant
she was awake and more and more of the spray was discharged into
her face. So she would slip under again.

‘That’s enough
Myrtle.’ A voice said. ‘Thank you.’ A woman squatted down next to
Melanie. She brushed some hairs from Melanie’s face. Melanie opened
her eyes. Nonna was bending over her, the turquoise and purple bob
danced around her face and she looked questioningly at Melanie. A
friendly smile.

‘Intruder.’ The
girl with the red hair and the cannister said. ‘She needs to be
dozed.’

‘You did doze
her good, Myrtle,’ Nonna said, ‘you dozed her a dozen times by
now.’

‘She’s an
intruder, she doesn’t have a chip, she needs to be dozed.’

‘I’m here now.’
Nonna said. ‘I’ll take care of it from here.’

‘She’s and
intruder.’ Myrtle said again. ‘She doesn’t have a chip, she needs
to be dozed.’

Nonna pressed
her lips together and shake her head. The red haired Myrtle kept on
repeating that same sentence again and again. The mob of woman
surrounding Melanie joined in, they were all chanting.

‘O boy.’ Nonna
said. ‘Looks like her program is frozen, someone send her to sick
bay, please?’

Myrtle was
taken away from her. But the mob of women kept on chanting.

‘Trinity shut
up now, nothing to see here, go back to work.’

‘But she
doesn’t have a chip, she needs to be dozed.’ A few woman said.

‘I don’t have a
chip either. She’s a friend of mine. I’ll take care of it. Now go
back to work or I’ll send you all to the catacombs.’ Nonna
said.

The women
scurried away, back to their own desks. Nonna stood up, she towered
over Melanie then she reached out her hand and helped her stand
up.

‘How are you
feeling?’ She asked.

‘Eehm...
confused.’ Melanie said.

‘Yeah sure.’
Nonna nodded. ‘But I meant physically, you got a headache or
something? You feel dizzy? They’ve must have given you about three
times the acceptable dosage.’

‘I guess I feel
fine.’ Melanie said.

‘Okay, good.
Now walk with me and pretend you’re my friend until we’re away from
the Trinities.’ Nonna put her arm through Melanie’s arm and
together they walked past the desks and the offices. They arrived
at a big glass see through cylinder. It seemed to be filled with
some sort of jelly with oval capsules floating around in it.

Nonna pushed a
button and one of the capsules drifted their way. It locked onto
the side and the doors opened. Nonna got in and invited Melanie in
as well.

‘What is this?’
Melanie asked.

‘The executives
elevator.’ Nonna said. ‘It’s quite ingenious really, the liquid
inside is magnetically charged, and because of the shape of the
container it’s in, it flows around naturally. It’s where all
electricity for the dome is produced and because of the viscosity
the pods stay afloat and it doubles as an elevator. Basically this
is the aorta of the dome.’

Melanie tried
her hardest to understand, but Nonna kept on explaining using
complicated physics formula’s and terminology that Melanie hadn’t
even heard of.

‘Okay. I get
it.’ Melanie said. ‘It’s an elevator.’

Nonna laughed
she sat down on a bench in the pod and gestured Melanie to sit as
well.

‘I’m sorry.’ Nonna said. ‘I always forget other people don’t have
the same interests and fascinations I have. I just love to talk
about my Dome and explain it all. Unfortunately people just aren’t
interested.’ She chuckled again. ‘I once tried to imprint someone
with the copy of my own brain, so I would have a friend to talk to,
someone that would get just as psyched as me about ionized jelly
for example, but then she just kept on explaining things to me,
instead of listening to me. It was boring frankly. And quite a hard
lesson to learn. In the end I send her to Sick Bay to get wiped. I
just couldn’t deal with myself twice. What’s your name again,
Sweety?’

‘Melanie.’
Melanie said hesitantly.

‘You were the
one that didn’t scream and struggle at the intake, weren’t you?’
Nonna snapped her finger as if it would help her remember. ‘I
wanted to examine your brain first before I imprinted you, to see
if the not screaming and struggling part is a personality trait we
could isolate and incorporate in our imprints, didn’t I?’ Nonna
asked.

‘I don’t know.’
Melanie said. ‘I don’t know what you wanted to do with me, or why
I’m even here.’

‘No, of course
you can’t know that, you poor thing. And you’ve been wandering
around the dome for two weeks now, without any imprint at all. Well
I guess it’s good to know at least the office security to weed out
any spy’s works decently.’ Nonna briefly laid her hand on Melanie’s
knee. She squeezed for a moment. ‘I guess, It would have been
better if after Myrtle had used the knock-out gas on you, she would
have secured you somewhere, like tie you down perhaps. Remind me to
put a work order in to reprogram all Myrtles. Apparently there’s
some sort of glitch where they keep on dozing the intruder. I’m
terribly sorry about that, by the way. But you seem to be fine now.
You said you were fine, didn’t you?’

‘Yes I’m fine,’
Melanie said. The pod was drifting in the jelly, they seemed to
descend, but Melanie couldn’t really tell, they could also be going
straight up or just spinning around in the same place. Nonna’s hand
was still lying on top of Melanie’s leg, her fingers tapping on her
skin. Nonna didn’t even seem to notice, she was plunged in her own
thoughts.

The pod
stopped. It attached to the glass side and the doors opened.

‘Now follow
me.’ Nonna said. ‘And pretend to be my friend, or I’ll fear you get
dozed again, there’s Myrtles on this layer as well.’ Nonna grabbed
her by the elbow and they walked across a floor that was filled
with laboratories and workshops, it was brightly lit, white tiling
on the floor and there was lots of glass and see through windows.
They walked passed a room filled with electric toothbrushes that
were lined up and all buzzing and twisting, there was a room filled
with brains in glass jars, there was a room with a 3D printer
making a unicorn that seemed to be alive, eager to get finished and
gallop away.

‘What is that?’
Melanie asked, pointing at the unicorn.

‘Ah, that’s an
interesting question. Sure you want to know the answer? Well stop
me if you get bored by me explaining too much. I’ll try to keep it
understandable for you.’ Nonna said all chipper. She handed Melanie
a lab coat and pushed her inside the lab. Then she started to talk.
It was a long monologue about silicon atoms attached to some
prototype of muscular string, that allowed the toy to move around
as if it was real, then they added a chip so children could
practice their empathy and social skills.

‘It’ll be like
a pet.’ Nonna said. ‘That’ll train a child to become a caring well
adjusted person.’

‘Cool.’ Melanie
said, even though she still didn’t understand the science behind
it. The unicorn was really cute. He pushed his horn against the
side of the printer and he even whinnied. His tail was the last
thing being printed, as soon as it was finished he flicked it
around and he whinnied again.

‘It is quite
cool indeed.’ Nonna said. ‘And you didn’t stop my explanation.
Where you to shy to say anything, or did I finally found someone
who’s honestly interested in this sort of stuff? Now I really want
to take a look at your brain, maybe I can isolate that part that
likes to listen to my explanations and I can finally build myself a
friend.’

Nonna slapped
Melanie on the shoulder and pushed her out of the lab.

‘That’s not why
I’m doing all this by the way. I didn’t build this entire dome just
to find myself a friend. I don’t want you to think of me like a sad
pathetic friendless person. Because I’m not. I’m not a maniac
trying to compensate for social insecurities instigated by
childhood bullying, if that’s what your thinking.’

‘I wasn’t
thinking that.’ Melanie said. She strangely felt like she had to
comfort Nonna. She grabbed Nonna’s arm. ‘I wasn’t thinking that at
all.’ Melanie said again.

‘It’s purely an
academical interest.’ Nonna said. ‘I’m an scientist. I have an
obligation to science, to do, you know, to do all this
research.’

‘Sure.’ Melanie
said.

‘We go left
here.’ Nonna said. She wiped the back of her hand past a sensor and
the door swung open. ‘These are my chambers.’ She said gesturing
around. There was a yellow light blinking on top of her phone.
‘Uh-oh.’ She said, ‘I have to check up on a new delivery. You want
to come? No, you better stay here.’ Nonna looked around her own
office, then squinted and gave Melanie a inquisitive look. ‘Stay
here.’ Nonna said again, then she was gone.

Melanie was
quite perplexed. She wandered around the chambers. There was an
office with a desk, and in the room next to it was some sort of
examination room, a chair with leather padding, like the chairs you
would find at the dentist, except surrounding the head was some
white shiny helmet connected with wires, there were machines and
computers all around the room and there was a queue of girls in
harnesses, two were already dangling inside the chamber, but the
queue stretched out all the way into a dark corridor. One of the
girls was deeply asleep, the other one was sobbing and crying.
Melanie walked over to her and caressed her shoulder.

‘Don’t touch
me.’ The girl yelled, she tried to pull away from Melanie.

‘Don’t worry.’
Melanie said. ‘Nonna stepped out. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m
one of you.’

‘I won’t fall
for your stupid mind games.’ The girl said.

‘It’s not a
mind game.’ Melanie said. ‘What’s your name.’

‘I’m not going
to tell you.’ The girl spit at Melanie. Then Melanie gave up. She
wandered further, there was a bedroom with a big fluffy looking
canopy bed. Melanie jumped upon the mattress. It was so nice and
soft, the blankets wrapped around her. She hadn’t slept in a proper
bed for days. Granted she barely even noticed because she was put
to sleep with medication, but still it was nice to lie down on a
luxurious bed like this.

She closed her
eyes. In the other room she could hear the girl sobbing and
screaming. After a while she got up out of the bed and walked back
to the examination room. She tried to comfort the crying girl.

‘What’s wrong?’
Melanie asked.

‘What do you
think is wrong?’ The girl snarled. ‘Get me out of here.’

Melanie checked
the harness, she pulled on the straps. It moved around surprisingly
light. She turned the girl around and tried to look for some sort
of button or lever. Something like the green button, but with an
opposite affect. She couldn’t find it.

‘I don’t know
how.’ Melanie said. She looked around, maybe she could find one of
those canisters with sedative smoke. Deeply asleep no one really
suffered. She opened cupboards all around the examination room, she
found a stash of snacks and candy. ‘I can give you a cookie or some
crisps.’ Melanie said.

In a little
fridge she finally found the canisters she was looking for. They
were smaller than she’d expected she read the instructions and
followed them. With her arm completely stretched out in front of
her she sprayed a whiff of red dust into the girls face. The girl
blinked, her eyes rolling around, dazed, she went limp in her
harness. Melanie gave her another whiff or two, until her eyes
closed and she seemed to be completely unconscious.

‘There, there.’
She said to the sleeping girl, while patting her on her head. She
left the girl alone. Even before she reached the door she noticed
coughing and stirring already. Melanie pretended not to hear. She
continued her expedition, next to the bedroom there was a bathroom
with a jacuzzi, and a living room, and then she found a room that
made her heart skip a beat.

It was
enormous, like a cinema, there was a big screen projecting the
images of different security camera’s. She saw a forest, a girl was
running through a lush forest, jumping over the cut down tree
trunks, she fell, crawled up and started running again. She was
dressed in the same white dress as the office workers. Someone had
managed to escape. Melanie crossed her fingers and rooted for the
girl.

Then the
screens changed, she looked at the offices for a while. It was just
a quiet office, people were at work, nothing special to see. The
screens kept on changing and switching, she saw the lab, she saw
the shower area, and dark hallways with women in harnesses whizzing
past on the rails. She saw a bunch of examination rooms. Some
filled with girls others empty and desolate, with a spooky
glow.

She saw aisles
with cages, some filled with girls still, but most of them empty at
this time of day.

‘There you
are.’

Melanie jumped
up and screamed.

‘Don’t worry
sweety, it’s only me. It’s Nonna.’ Nonna said. She brushed her hand
through her turquoise hair and produced a friendly smile. ‘I see
you’ve found my observational dock. It was a good idea in the
beginning, but now the Dome is way to big to have everything
registered, and I don’t have much time to look at it anyway.’ Nonna
shrugged. ‘So this room doesn’t get much use anymore. Maybe I
should get some girls in to do some remodeling and turn it into
a... What kind of room should I turn it into?’

‘I don’t know.’
Melanie said.

‘I don’t know
either.’ Nonna mumbled. ‘Let’s leave it like this for now. Are you
ready?’

‘For what?’
Melanie asked.

‘For your
examination of course. Follow me.’ Nonna walked back towards the
examination room. She knocked on the chair and told Melanie to lie
down.

Melanie shook
her head.

‘You’re not
ready?’ Nonna said surprised. ‘You need some more time?’

‘Yes.’ Melanie
said hastily. ‘I need some more time.’

‘To do what?’
Nonna asked.

Melanie bit her
lip and looked around. ‘I need answers first.’ She said. As the
words came out of her mouth she realized there was a way to
manipulate the situation. ‘I need you to explain to me. About the
Dome and about the procedures, I'm really curious. I want to hear
about everything that’s going on.’

‘You are?’
Nonna said. ‘Are you for real? I can give you a little tour of the
Dome if you like. Yeah, it’ll be nice to show of all my work to
someone who’s actually interested. To someone who’s not only here
to spy on me for another company. You aren’t a spy now, are you
sweety?’ Nonna gave her a suspicious glance.

‘I’m not.’
Melanie said. ‘I thought SinTech had driven all other tech
companies out of business anyway.’

‘Yeah that’s
true. We have now, haven’t we? Yeah.’ Nonna snapped her fingers
then pointed at Melanie. ‘So friend?’ She said. ‘You’re my friend
now aren’t you? And I will give you a tour, later, but first I have
to work, cause work has been piling up with all these distractions
today. How long is the queue?’ Nonna asked. She walked to the
corner of the examination room and looked into the dark
hallway.

‘Oh no, they’ve
send all the Myrtles over here.’ She sat down behind her computer,
she opened a 3D model of a brain an twisted it around, then she
scrolled down, she made a little adjustment in the code. Unreadable
symbols. Nonna seemed completely encompassed by the coding she
did.

Melanie was
forgotten. She just stood there in the examination room. After a
while she started to walk around, she had seen all the chambers by
now. Nonna didn’t notice or didn’t care about Melanie’s
curiosity.

Back in the
main office the door was left open. Melanie could walk out, if she
wanted. She could just walk into the hallway with the laboratories
and mingle with the other girls. Perhaps she could stay unnoticed
for another two weeks, or maybe even forever.

Melanie stood
in the doorway and looked out over the laboratories. She didn’t
want to stay unnoticed, she liked being special. Besides being the
bosses friend and getting a tour of the dome would possibly lead to
better way out, then just mindless wandering about and being
drugged again by a Myrtle. She wandered back to the examination
room.

‘Are you bored
sweety?’ Nonna asked as she walked in. ‘What am I saying? Of course
a clever girl like you is bored, you need some cognitive
stimulation, you want to do a crossword or something? Or do you
want to help me? Let me finish this piece of code first and send it
with the Myrtles to the bay two imprint area, so they can start
updating. Just one second.’

Nonna’s fingers
were rattling over the keyboard. Then finally she turned around.
‘There. Done.’ she said. ‘Now lets have a look at the queue.’ Nonna
walked to the corner of the room and stared trough the doors.
‘That’s do-able.’ She said nodding. ‘Sweety come over here.’ She
gestured Melanie to come closer and she showed her a touch screen
with a list of names.

‘This is my
private lab.’ Nonna said, while scrolling through the names. ‘In
here I do my own experiments.’ She clicked on one of the names. A
window popped up that read “Woman, 36 years old, possible subject
with enlarged nucleus accumbens, save psychological knowledge
before imprint.” Nonna clacked her tongue approvingly, then ordered
the computer to bring her in. The harnesses started dangling, the
doors slid open and a naked woman was brought in, she didn’t have
to wait in the corner, but her harness was brought directly over
the chair, she was released and immediately the straps on the chair
closed around her.

‘What are you
going to do to me?’ She asked.

‘Okay.’ Nonna
clapped her hands together. She ordered Melanie to grab an
anesthesia mask and place it over the nose and mouth of the
screaming and struggling woman. ‘Hold tight,’ Nonna said while she
turned on a valve. Melanie saw the mask fill up with the green
colored gas.

‘Is that the
same gas as in the cages?’ Melanie asked.

‘I love how
curious you are.’ Nonna reveled and clapped her hands again. ‘It is
indeed. The gas is called Pinalleosix, and it’s developed right
here on this floor a few labs over.’ Nonna gestured towards a wall
and went on to explain on how it worked and what parts of the brain
would be affected. It was a complicated neuropharmological process,
the thing Melanie could understand was that it would make you feel
ecstatic and disconnected and that it was highly addictive. She
didn’t need Nonna’s explanation for that, she had experienced that
first hand already. Yet Melanie tried to produce a look of interest
on her face.

‘That’s so
fascinating.’ Melanie said when Nonna was quiet for a few
moments.

‘It is! Isn’t
it. So now that she’s calm we add a little Oprelaques to the mix,
no more then fifteen percent. You do it.’ Nonna said. ‘Come here,
turn open this valve and look at this meter. Now be careful she
will probably have some involuntary motoric reaction to this
gas.’

Nonna laid her
hand on top of Melanie’s hand and she pushed the mask firmly
against the womans face, indeed as Melanie increased the dose of
the gas the womans back started to arch, her body cramped up and
started convulsing.

‘Don’t panic.’
Nonna said, ‘That’s normal. Look at her eyes. Look at her eyes now,
sweety.’ Nonna sounded enthusiastic, ecstatic almost. Melanie
looked at the clear blue eyes that were turning and rolling in
their sockets, the eyes rolled upwards, into the back of the head,
it seemed like the girl was fighting it, yanking her eyes forward,
a blank look, as if she didn’t see, as if she didn’t register, the
eyes rolling up again, little white stripes. The woman went limp in
her bounds, limply and sedated she lied in the chair and then her
eyes closed as well.

‘Now turn it
back to about five percent, that’ll keep her under,’ Nonna
ordered.

Melanie obeyed.
For a brief moment she felt guilty. Why did she obey Nonna that
easily? Did this mean she was one of the bad guys? She shook her
head. She wasn’t a bad person, she was just trapped in a weird
situation. What else could she have done? Struggle and fight? They
would have her sedated and brainwashed. She had to pretend, she had
to infiltrate, that was the only way she could survive, the only
way to keep her own brain. No guilt, just survival.

Nonna told her
to push the white shiny helmet onto the head of the sleeping girl,
as the helmet was turned on a soft buzzing sounded, the girl let
out a moan.

‘Does it hurt
her?’ Melanie asked weary.

‘No, of course
not. We’re just making a scan. Look at this.’ Nonna grabbed her by
the shoulder and pulled her towards the screen. She showed her a 3D
rendering of a brain on the computer screen. Nonna examined the
brain then she disappointedly said the nucleus accumbens was
normally sized, so the sleeping girl wouldn’t be an interesting
research subject.

‘That’s
unfortunately how it goes most of the time.’ Nonna said shrugging.
‘It takes a long time before you’ve found that specific girl with
that specific neuroscape that furthers your research. Now lets save
up her knowledge. Nonna selected a few parts of the brain, then hit
the save button.

She removed the
mask from the womans face and the woman was lifted into a harness
again, her sleeping body hung limply into the straps. Nonna
adjusted some switches on the side of the harness and the sleeping
woman was taken away, she rolled out of the examination room and
dragged along the rail.

‘Where’s she
going now?’ Melanie asked.

‘To bay two.
She’s going to be an office worker. Probably another Trinity, since
her brain structure allows for that kind of joined
consciousness.’

‘What’s joined
consciousness?’ Melanie asked.

‘I love you!’
Nonna yelled enthusiastically. ‘You’re so curious, just so...
adorably curious.’

The loud scream
scared Melanie. She tried to smile at Nonna and not let her fear
show.

‘You’re such an
awesome person. I want to have a thousand girls just like you. I
can’t wait to have a look at your brain. Can I please? Will you
please lie down on the chair now? Perhaps your a new prototype.
Wouldn’t that be awesome, then a complete imprint is derived from
your brain and with very few adjustments imprinted on a bunch of
different girls. Lay down now, please.’ Nonna said.

Melanie pointed
at the sobbing girl in the corner of the room that had been awake
all the time. ‘Maybe you need to do her first, she’s been waiting a
long time, she seems upset.’

Nonna ran her
hand over Melanie's back. ‘And you’re compassionate too, aren’t you
an angel. Okay, we’ll do her first.’

All afternoon
they worked on all of the girls, after a while Melanie got into the
rhythm. First calm them down with the green gas, then add the
second gas, beware of the motoric reaction, hear Nonna marvel over
the rolling eyes. Then Nonna would make a scan of the brain and
examine it, sometimes she saved the brain scan into her database.
Then the girls were send away, into the dome, they would either be
send to the laboratories to be part of a larger test group, or they
would be send to the imprint area of the bay they were assigned.
Then a girl was send to the catacombs.

‘What’s in the
catacombs?’ Melanie asked, she wasn’t sure she wanted to know, but
she figured out as long as she kept asking questions, Nonna
wouldn’t put her in the chair yet.

‘I’ll show you
later.’

Nonna got more
and more handsy with Melanie. She would touch Melanie’s arm and
shoulder, or her hand would rest on the small of Melanie’s back
while they worked. Now she wrapped her arm around Melanie’s
shoulders and pulled her in.

‘You’re a sweet
girl.’ Nonna said.

‘Can we go on a
tour now?’ Melanie asked. ‘Will you show me the catacombs?’

With Nonna’s
arm around her shoulder they walked back through the hallway and
past the laboratories. Nonna pointed to different parts of her
empire as she called it and proudly told Melanie what they were
working on. Nonna pointed out different girls that had an imprint
with parts that were distilled from Nonna’s brain itself.

‘They are
smarter than me, they have my rationality and my logical thinking
skills, but they don’t have the, you know... boring parts. Well I
shouldn’t be so negative about myself, my mother told me before she
died, there’s a special someone for everyone, and that special
someone will love you for just the way you are. You love me, right?
You are my friend, you love me, not despite of my boring parts, but
because of them, you love listening to my ramblings and my
elaborate explanations and my theories. Right?’

Melanie nodded
hastily. ‘Yes.’ She mumbled. Nonna was thoroughly weird and
socially awkward. No wonder she didn’t have any friends, any person
meeting her would run away screaming. You didn’t say I love you on
the first day you met someone, that was just not done.

They got onto
one of the oval pods and floated around in clear ionized gel again.
Melanie sat down on a seat opposite Nonna, but Nonna was having
none of it. She said Melanie was sitting too far away and ordered
her to sit down next to her. There wasn’t much room. Their thighs
were squeezed together and Nonna grabbed her hand and lovingly
stroke her fingers.

‘So tell me.’
Nonna said. ‘You’ve been here for two weeks now, what do you think
of my Dome? My lives work? Pretty amazing, isn’t it?’

‘It’s certainly
impressive.’ Melanie said looking at the caressing fingers of
Nonna. ‘But why?’ She asked.

‘Isn’t that
obvious?’ Nonna asked surprised. ‘I thought a smart girl like you
would’ve figured it out by now.’ There was a moment of silence.
Nonna had an expectant look on her face. ‘Well the brain is simply
the best, most complicated, fastest computer out there, sweety.’
Nonna said while she lifted Melanie’s hand towards her mouth and
briefly pressed her lips against the fingers. A kiss. Melanie
looked at it, she didn’t dare to object. Still she tried to slide
away from Nonna. Nonna gave her an insinuating smile.

‘The brain is
the fastest computer.’ She repeated. Hoping Nonna would start
explaining again.

Nonna winked.
‘It all started with just one lab.’ Nonna said. ‘You know, I wanted
to find out the secret. If I could unravel the mechanism, I could
apply that to our products. So while all other companies were
focusing on quantum entanglement and the quantum computer. I was
obsessed with neurons and synapses and all. Well frankly it wasn’t
so hard to deduce and apply, the first product with this brain
technology was released years ago, it was the SinLet 3.0.’ Nonna
said.

‘I had that
phone in high school.’ Melanie said surprised.

Nonna smiled at
her. She leaned into Melanie and brushed a strand of hair from her
face. Was she about to kiss her? Melanie looked the other way. She
saw pods floating in the jelly, it seemed tranquil, as if the pods
were fish swimming about in slow motion, a large aquarium, a serene
view. All the other pods were empty. Nonna now stroke the back of
Melanie’s head, she tickled the nape of her neck.

‘Then what
happened?’ Melanie said. She bent over and pretended to have an
itch on her foot, hoping she would loose Nonna’s hand, but the hand
stayed right were it was.

‘Eventually I
thought why spend lots of time copying the computing power of a
brain, why not use the actual computing power at hand. So I figured
out a way to reprogram the brain. I imprinted a bunch of girls with
the brains of scientists to enlarge the capacity of the lab. I also
figured out a way to connect the brains. So I basically build a
mega computer out of a bunch of girls, all the scientists in the
dome can enter it and use it when they want to access the shared
knowledge or when they need some extra processing speed.

At first I kept
the girls sedated, but that didn’t work out as well as I hoped. So
after a bunch of trial and error tests I found out that if they
live a fulfilling life, the brains works at their best capacity.
So, you know, that lead me building to the village upstairs so the
girls could have jobs and food and fun and function and they even
have their sexual needs met.’ Nonna said with a coy smile. All the
while her hand was laying in Melanie’s neck, softly stroking and
caressing her skin. She leaned in and whispered. ‘Are your sexual
needs being met?’ Nonna’s breath tickling her earlobe.

Melanie
coughed. She stood up and turned away from Nonna. She pretended to
keep on coughing, she bent over and walked away. They were still
trapped in the pod, floating through the jelly, there was no where
to go.

‘O dear! Are
you alright my love.’ Nonna came towards her and wrapped herself
around her, caressing her back, stroking and petting her.

‘I’m alright,
I’m alright.’ Melanie said. ‘Are we there yet?’

‘Almost.’ Nonna
said. ‘She was stroking Melanie’s back. You sure you’re alright,
Sweety? I can have you send to sick bay if you like, maybe the
coughing is a side effect of the overdose of Dictrystoph Myrtle has
given you.’

‘I’m fine
thanks,’ Melanie said. She was standing up straight. Her eyes were
burning. She fervently blinked and tried to hold back her tears.
She couldn’t win. She could only manipulate the situation to get
the least of all evil. ‘Can you tell me about the catacombs?’ She
asked.

‘Of course
sweety.’ Nonna said. Still rubbing Melanie’s back. ‘Come sit down,
don’t exhaust yourself now, take it easy.’ Nonna pulled on
Melanie's arm en forced her back onto the bench. Tenderly she kept
on caressing Melanie’s back and shoulders. ‘Well the catacombs are
the newest addition to our dome, and the best thing about it is how
everyone is afraid of it. It’s a great way to threaten people and
make them fall in line. So you have to promise you won’t tell
anyone what you see down here.’

The pod had
locked itself onto the wall and the doors slided open. With two big
steps Melanie was out of the pod, she walked into the biggest
nursery she had ever seen. There were long rows of cribs and an
enormous play pen, with lots of toys. A soft tingling lullaby song
sounded all around them.

A woman in an
apron walked by shaking a babies bottle. She walked over to a cot
and shoved the nipple into the face of another full grown woman,
that was dressed in a footsie. She mumbled and cooed.

Estranged
Melanie looked at Nonna. ‘What is this place?’ She asked.

‘These are the
catacombs.’ Nonna said. ‘It’s quiet here. I think we have only
about four or five subjects here at the moment, haven’t we?’ Nonna
grabbed the woman with the apron by her elbow and looked at her
questioningly.

The woman
nodded. ‘Five.’ She said.

Nonna grabbed
Melanie’s hand and pulled her further into the nursery. ‘But it has
the capacity to hold about thirty five subject at the same time.’
Nonna said. ‘You know, some programs can take quite a toll on the
original brain structure within a subject. Usually when a subject
gets compromised we would send her to sick bay, where she would
either have the unstable structure repaired or if that isn’t
possible anymore we would wipe her mind completely give her a few
days rest and hope the brain would repair itself before we gave her
a new less demanding imprint. But still those broken subjects would
keep on breaking. So then me and a few scientists developed this
program. It’s like a reboot system.’

Nonna walked
her around the various area’s of the catacombs. ‘First we remove
all imprints from the brain. Then we flush them with a cocktail of
muscle relaxer, psychotropic medication and hallucinogenic drugs.’
Nonna walked to one of the cots, she bent over the edge and rubbed
one of the girls over her tummy.

‘That’s what we
call infant state.’ Nonna said.

Melanie also
looked at the girl in the crib. She was just laying there, tied
down, unable to move, with a IV in her arm that kept on dripping.
She had a weird look on her face, the girl cooed at Melanie.
Melanie didn’t know why she couldn’t tell others about this. This
was thoroughly scary.

‘The first few
days we flush the brain completely.’ Nonna said. ‘So they are
hallucinating the entire time. After a while they can’t distinguish
between what’s real and what isn’t, then we slowly decrease the
dose, so they are aware for brief little moments. They will know
they have hallucinations, the brain is telling them a lot of their
thoughts and experiences aren’t real, but them lying in a cot with
severely weakened muscles is the reality. When they’re convinced
that them being an actual baby is the one and only reality, phase
one is complete.’ Nonna said. She kept on talking, explaining the
brain chemistry, naming multi-syllable chemicals and
procedures.

Melanie felt
sorry for the girl in the cot. She picked up a plush animal that
was lying on the ground and wobbled it around above the face. The
eyes of the girl lit up, she tried to move her arms to grab the
plush animal, but her arms were limply swaying through the air and
falling back into her own face. The girl started fussing and
crying.

‘Ssshh.’
Melanie said.

Nonna had
walked further, she looked around to see were Melanie was and
walked back. She wrapped her arm around Melanie’s waist.

‘Isn’t she the
cutest?’ Nonna asked. Together they looked into the cot. ‘She’s at
44 percent now.’ Nonna’s hand wandered down until she cupped
Melanie’s ass. Nonna squeezed friendly and pressed her own body
against Melanie.

Melanie walked
away. ‘I’m just so curious.’ She said effusive. ‘Then what
happens?’

Nonna gave her
a look full of endearment. An gushing amorous smile. She followed
Melanie. ‘Well then they move onto phase two. They are sedated and
their entire brain is wiped, washed clean completely. So they are a
new blank slate, no trauma’s, no history. So there’s nothing left
buried in the brain structure that can compromise an imprint.
Finally they move onto phase three.’ Nonna pointed at two girls
that were coloring in the enormous playpen. One of them was sucking
on her thumb, they both had some markers in their hands. One made a
coloring of a princes and the other had a picture of some fish. ‘We
give them care and love and stability and stimulation. Everything a
developing brain needs. In about three months, the brain will
regenerate itself, they move on from infant, to toddler, to child,
then we have them go to school and teach them skills that are
valuable while living with us in the dome and help the brain to
generate a stable structure for our imprints, during puberty they
get some chores they help around in the nursery and when the brain
is back to a fully functioning adult size brain, they get imprinted
again and are released back into the dome.’

Nonna bent over
the edge of the enormous round playpen, it was about the size of a
gymnasium. Nonna made some clacking sounds with her tong and tried
to lure the girls towards herself. The girls looked but didn’t seem
that interested, they kept on babbling to each other and focusing
on their drawings.

‘You want to
meet them?’ Nonna said. ‘You can get in over there. It’s amazing,
when you talk to them, it’s like talking to actual children. I
think Ulla the blond one with the blue bow is about five years old
and Denise the dark girl with the green ribbons has been here
longer, she must be about eight or nine I guess. Come on.’ Nonna
grabbed her by the hand and dragged her towards the entrance of the
playpen.

‘I’m fine.’
Melanie said. ‘I don’t have to meet them.’

‘Of course you
do. Don’t be scared.’ Nonna opened the gate and pushed Melanie
inside. Melanie uncomfortably walked a few steps, she almost
trampled a Barbie, she kicked it out of the way. It was like
visiting animals in a zoo, except instead of animals she was forced
to marvel over women that were brainwashed to some superlative
degree. As she approached them the girls looked at her
apprehensively.

‘Who are you?’
The dark girl said. Despite her soft brown complexion, there were
still some darker colored freckles visible on her nose and
cheeks.

‘I’m sorry,’
Melanie said.

‘That’s not a
name. I’m Denise.’ The girl said. ‘Denise is a name, sorry isn’t a
real name.’

‘I’m Melanie.’
Melanie said.

‘Do you like
princesses?’ Denise asked. ‘When I grow up I want to be a
princes.’

A burst of
guilt. The girl was so innocent, but so doomed at the same time.
She wouldn’t ever be a princes, she would just be a brainwashed
slave, a part of the mega computer. Melanie sat down next to her
and talked with her about princesses and Barbie dolls.

‘Aw.’ Nonna
said. Her head tilted and a mollified look on her face. Melanie
tried to ignore it. She had to find a way to get out of here, she
would save them, she would save them all. She couldn’t do anything
right now, where would she even go? First she needed to suck up to
Nonna, then in a vulnerable moment she would talk to her about it
about security, she would ask questions and knowing Nonna a little
bit she would grossly over share and probably just tell her the
best way to escape.

That was a
plan. ‘I’ll get you out of here.’ She whispered into Denise’s
ear.

Denise looked
at her. ‘You’re weird.’ She said.

Melanie
nodded.

Nonna stood
close to her, her knees prodding in Melanie’s back. Nonna’s hand
was resting on her hair, she pulled Melanie’s head towards herself,
it was almost like she was bumping with her pussy into the back of
Melanie’s head on purpose. Melanie tried to get out of it but
Nonna’s fingers were tangled in her hair.

‘What are you
doing?’ she asked Nonna.

‘Isn’t it
amazing how with the right stimuli the brain can regenerate and
heal itself. The girls who’ve been through the catacombs have the
strongest brain structures out there, that just proves to show how
important a loving and nurturing environment is.’ Nonna said, still
continuously bumping her pelvis against Melanie’s head. ‘We’re
contemplating a system were all new girls are brought to the
catacombs first, but you know, there’s still a lot of other
research to be done as well. Like maybe with the right stimuli we
could use some of the girls to farm specific personality traits
within their brains, so we can distill them and incorporate in our
imprints. Lot to think about. Decisions need to be made. I think
there’s a board meeting coming up in a few days. I need to check my
schedule when we get back upstairs.’ Nonna started to breath
louder, the pussy still rubbing against the back of Melanie’s head
was warm and muggy.

Melanie tried
to stand up. For a moment she thought she had escaped Nonna’s
advances, but before she knew what happened, Nonna had pushed
herself against Melanie’s body, planting kisses all over her face,
soft lips, they tasted somewhat sweet as if she was wearing
strawberry lip gloss. Nonna smelled like mint and lavender.

‘Let’s continue
our tour.’ Melanie said trying to softly push Nonna away. ‘I want
to know everything about the dome. I want to see it all. Can you
explain to me were the new girls come in?’

Nonna didn’t
let go of her. ‘I think we’ve seen enough for today.’ Nonna said,
slightly panting, ‘I think it’s time for us two to return to my
chambers.’ She pinched Melanie’s cheek, looking into each others
eyes intensely. Nonna’s lips pouted, moving in, closer and closer.
She kissed Melanie on the mouth, probing her tongue into Melanie’s
face.

‘Gross.’ Denise
said.

Melanie turned
her head away. ‘Aren’t we compromising their upbringing?’ She
asked.

‘That’s why I
suggested we go back to my chambers.’ Nonna dragged Melanie with
her. In passing by she greeted and thanked the woman in the apron
for their visit, then Nonna walked her back to the pods, ignoring
Melanie’s faint-hearted protests. Once inside the floating pods she
threw herself at Melanie. Panting loudly, wet kisses, rocking her
pussy against Melanie’s leg.

‘Why so shy,
sweety.’ Nonna asked. ‘I’m not the only one who’s feeling our
chemistry, am I. We just click on so many levels, you love
listening to my explanation, you’re nice to me, you’re a terribly
pretty girl. Don’t tell me you were just fooling me, or I’ll put
you in the chair and have you imprinted anyway.’ Nonna said
threatening. She looked deep into Melanie’s eyes.

Melanie
shivered. ‘I wasn’t fooling you.’ She said hastily. Although she
felt like Nonna was manipulating her now, or maybe even flat out
black mailing her. Her shoulders cramped up and she forced herself
to kiss Nonna back and look into her eyes romantically. ‘I feel it
too.’ Melanie said. ‘There’s a very special connection between us,
we’re more than friends.’

‘We belong
together.’ Nonna said with a hoarse voice, looking at Melanie
dreamingly. ‘It’s such a wonderful gift. I didn’t expect to ever
find true love anymore, but here you are. It’s a miracle.’

Melanie held
back a chuckle. The words coming out of Nonna’s mouth were such a
cliché, like she quoted every romantic comedy ever made. Melanie
didn’t want to laugh at Nonna.

They kept on
messing with each other. Nonna slid her hand beneath Melanie’s
skirt and felt her up in between her legs, her fingers toying
around with Melanie’s labia.






Surprisingly
Melanie got wet and somewhat aroused. Never before had she fallen
in love with a woman. Lesbians always seemed to be from a different
world. Probably it was just a natural reaction to get aroused when
someone fondled your pussy, didn’t it matter whether it were male
of female fingers.

 

Nonna was way
softer than any man she ever been with. Her lips were softer, her
face was softer, even her fingers seemed to be more tender. Her
pussy throbbing with pleasure. Arousal befuddled her mind. What to
make of this? Did this mean she was a lesbian? Did it mean she was
a slut for kissing someone she knew less than a day? Was she a
whore for flirting with someone she wasn’t attracted to, but
because of ulterior motives?

Nonna’s slid
two fingers up inside her. Melanie’s pussy was nicely filled, the
fingers moved around, rhythmically stimulating the exact same spot
over and over again. It was getting hot around them, the fingers
kept on working her. She couldn’t think straight anymore. A soft
moan.

‘Yes sweety,
good, let it out, let me hear how much you like it.’ Nonna
whispered into her ear. Softly biting and nibbling her earlobe.
Apparently her earlobe was an erogenous zone too. A shiver ran down
Melanie’s spine as she felt the tongue swirling around her lobe,
Nonna panting in her ear. Nonna’s breath blowing over her wet skin,
a cooling sensation.

Melanie closed
her eyes. Her thoughts dissolved into this general pleasurable
feeling. She opened her legs to let Nonna’s fingers in even deeper,
tilting her hips to make space. Nonna finger banged her, still
massaging that special spot on the ceiling of her pussy. Arousal
swirling around, entrapping her, coiling her. Growing stronger and
stronger. She was on the edge now. Panting loudly.

‘Almost there,
almost there.’ She mumbled, hoping Nonna wouldn’t stop.

Then the pod
locked into the wall and the doors opened. Nonna giggled. It was
the insecure giggle of a schoolgirl in love. She removed her
fingers and shyly smiled at Melanie. Melanie blushed. The magic was
gone. Suddenly she realized what she had done and she felt
disgusted with herself. She straightened her dress.

They walked
through the hallway amongst the laboratories. Melanie slowed down.
She looked inside the laboratories and asked questions, but she
wasn’t able to distract Nonna. She was gross, disgusting, a liar.
Nonna was a sad person, a sad lonely crazy scientist, but sad and
lonely all the same and she just used Nonna.

Melanie bit on
a piece of loose skin next to her nail. She needn’t feel guilty.
Nonna used hundreds of girls to her own advantage. No guilt,
Melanie told herself, no guilt just survival. Nonna giggled. Hand
in hand they walked to her chambers, as soon as they were inside.
Nonna grabbed the seem of Melanie’s dress and pulled it over her
head. She marveled for a moment over Melanie’s beautiful body, she
liked the breasts, she said, they were precisely the right size,
not to big not to small, nice and round, firm bulbs of flesh with
fiercely prodding nipples. She cupped one of Melanie’s breasts in
her hand. Then she pushed her face into the skin, she licked and
suckled on the nipple. Every time Nonna’s tongue flicked her nipple
a pulse of arousal shot through her body, filling up her tingling
pussy.

She ran her
hands over Nonna’s body. She undressed Nonna and with the tip of
her index finger she explored her body, the little dent above her
collarbone, the curve of her breast, a puffy areola. Nonna seemed
to be frozen.

‘Are you
alright?’ Melanie asked.

‘Please
continue.’ Nonna softly said, she seemed to be overcome with wonder
and amazement.

Melanie nodded.
As her index finger worked her way down over Nonna’s body she was
getting nervous. Tingles in her tummy. In a moment she had to touch
Nonna’s pussy. She’d never touched another pussy besides her own.
Slowly she pushed her finger against the labia, she skin softly
denting, wet with slime and arousal. Nonna was shaking.

‘Lie down.’
Melanie said. She pushed the woman towards the large canopy bed and
threw her on the mattress. She crawled towards her, seductively
moving her hips. She crawled on top of Nonna, licked her lips and
kissed the woman with the turquoise hair. A shy look on Nonna’s
face. She seemed younger now, inexperienced, insecure.

Melanie pressed
her fingers against Nonna’s pussy and started rubbing it.

‘Wait.’ Nonna
said panting. ‘Turn around.’ She pulled on Melanie’s legs then she
stuck out her tongue and started to lick Melanie. The tip of the
tongue was soft and slippery. It made agile little circles around
the clit and once in a while the warm wet tongue would probe inside
her pussy. It was all unbelievably tender. Melanie’s arousal went
through the roof. Her whole body throbbing with pleasure.
Enthralling her mind. Thoughts faded away. Just a string of
sensations, each sensation more arousing than the last, tangible
bliss.

She had to
repay Nonna, she moved closer to Nonna’s pussy so she could lick
her labia. Nonna’s pussy had a cute pinkish color. She ran her
tongue over the skin. Nonna tasted slightly salty and musky. It’s
was quite nice to lick another girl. Her tongue twirling around the
clit, sliding up and down in between the labia and then pushing
inside. Completely surrounded by the warm spongy insides of Nonna’s
vagina. She toyed around. It was hard to keep focus and concentrate
on pleasuring Nonna while at the same time Nonna was licking
her.

It all happened
in a haze. First Nonna’s body cramped up. Her back arched, she was
screaming and convulsing. Moaning loudly. Her body rocking. Her
pelvis slammed against Melanie’s face. Her entire chin was wet with
saliva and horniness. A splash of fluid seeped out of Nonna and ran
into her mouth. It tasted somewhat sweet. Melanie accidentally
swallowed some of it. She tried to spit it out.

Nonna relaxed.
Her eyes close. She sank back into the bed, completely surrendered.
‘O wow.’ She mumbled. ‘O wow, Melanie. Thank you. Wow. That’s
just... wow! Thank you. I mean it sweety, thank you so much for
that.’

‘You’re
welcome.’ Melanie said doubtful. ‘That’s what lovers do, don’t
they?’

Nonna jumped
up. ‘Yes it is.’ She said, with a playful smile on her face. She
pushed Melanie onto her back and positioned herself in between the
legs. She dedicatedly twirled her tongue over Melanie’s pussy.
Again she slid two fingers inside and started to work on the same
sensitive spot. Within moments Melanie was in heaven. Completely
unaware of everything going on, just engulfed by joy and tongue and
fingers and pleasures. Her arousal slowly building up towards an
orgasm, higher, intenser. Then it all was released into her body at
once. She was overflown by pleasure and arousal. Her muscles
spasming, her pussy clasping on to the fingers inside her. She
pushed her clit into Nonna’s face.

‘Go, go, go. I
love you. I love you. I love you.’ She was barely aware of the
words that came out of her mouth. Her entire body was trembling,
spasming, her mind overtaken. Slowly the arousal subsided warm and
lazy she sank back into the soft mattress, her breathing still
irregular. Basking in the last waves of arousal that floated trough
her body, she became aware of her surroundings again. Her body was
still being caressed. Nonna’s fingers tenderly stroking over her
skin, her breasts, twirling around her nipples.

She looked up at Nonna, the turquoise and purple hair was wild and
tangled, in her eyes a gushing admiring look, as she stared at
Melanie.

 


They just lied there in
silence, their body’s intertwined. Melanie tried to start a
conversation, to ask a question, like how does the Dome security
work or why are there only woman or did anyone ever manage to
escape. But Nonna just put her index finger up against Melanie’s
lips.

‘Sshhh.’ She
said. Then she moved in to kiss Melanie.

Melanie wrapped
her arms around Nonna and they stayed in bed. Nonna had the food
delivered by a blond slender woman in a French maids outfit. They
ate together, then went into the jacuzzi together, they spend the
night together in the big canopy bed.

After lights
out Nonna curled up against her, her head resting on Melanie’s
shoulder. Swiftly she fell asleep a soft snoring sounded from
within her throat. Melanie couldn’t sleep though. Her body must
have gotten used to the injections and the sedation, so that
without them she was feeling wide awake. For a while she kept on
pondering over the situation she was in, what had happened, what it
meant, what she should do tomorrow and the days after that. She
practiced her conversations with Nonna over and over again, how she
could manipulate Nonna into telling her how to get out of here.

In the end she
slipped out of bed. She went back to the screen room, in one of the
leather chairs she sat down and stared at the images, the village
spooky and empty, the offices desolate, in the laboratories were
dark, all harnesses were motionless, tubes vacant. All woman in the
cages fast asleep, no Miss Lewis or a Clara in sight. The loading
docks all empty. Melanie stared at the screens and try to puzzle a
lay out together. Every once in a while the forest in which she’d
seen the escaped girl running showed up on screen, but she couldn’t
figure out how it connected to the other locations, it must be
outside somewhere, the surroundings of the dome.

‘Sweety what
are you doing here?’ Nonna was standing in the doorway, she wore a
short nightgown with a faded picture of Goofy on it. She ran her
hand through her turquoise hair and tilted her head slightly. ‘What
are you doing?’ She asked again. Looking from Melanie to the
screens and back.

‘You weren’t
plotting an escape were you?’ Nonna laughed at her own joke. ‘I
can’t live without you my love, well probably I can, but I don’t
want to.’ Nonna laughed again. She walked towards her and sat down
next to Melanie. She grabbed the hand and kissed Melanie’s fingers.
For a moment she stared at the screens.

‘You don’t even
see 30% of the dome on the camera’s.’ Nonna said with a sigh.
‘We’ve expanded so much so quickly these last years, and there’s no
real need for video security, it’s such an outdated measure, you
know.’

A burst of
nervous tingles in Melanie’s tummy. ‘Outdated?’ She asked. ‘So how
does the domes security work?’ She asked, while once again looking
at the forest, there was no wind at all, all the leaves and trees
were motionless standing there in the dark, not even a firefly
whizzing past. It was as if they were looking at a picture.

‘There’s no
real security needed.’ Nonna shrugged and smiled. ‘Sure on the
office level and the lab level we have to beware of intruders and
stuff, so there’s a lot of Myrthle’s on those levels. But as far as
safety and conflicts goes, we have the department of safe keeping,
we’ve managed to isolate and amplify the brain functions for
empathy and compassion, and we put it in every imprint. There
hasn’t been a fight or a crime in years.’ Nonna leaned over and put
her head on Melanie’s shoulder. ‘For a while I tried to find a way
to alter the empathy brain functions from a distance. It was my
dream to add a piece of technology to our phones, that would alter
peoples minds to be nice and caring for one another. No more
bullying, no more war. But each brain is slightly different of
course, and the chance of turning a percentage of humanity into a
psychopath was just not worth it.’

‘No.’ Melanie
said. If she got out she would never use a SinTech phone again, she
would try to find an old Nokia, just like her grandmother. Or she
would drop off the grid all together, live somewhere in a forest,
farm her own vegetables. No SinTech electronics, no electronics at
all.

‘Let’s go back
to bed.’ Nonna shivered. ‘I’m getting cold.’

‘You go.’
Melanie said. ‘I can’t sleep.’

Nonna gave her
a kiss went back to bed. Melanie kept staring at the screens. No
security needed would just mean it was that much easier to escape.
She did have some fun today with weird totally clingy Nonna. But in
the end life inside was just a faint copy of life outside the dome.
It wasn’t real.

The next
morning Nonna woke her up with French toast. Melanie was still
sitting in the chair in the cinema. Gently Nonna brushed some hairs
from her forehead and asked her if she was hungry. She stayed with
Nonna all day. Nonna worked on a new imprint or updated codes in an
already existing imprint, she did research on girls that were
brought to her lab, she had meetings with other scientists, or she
would have meetings upstairs in the office. Usually Melanie was
allowed to come with her. She would sit in the conference room
listening, trying to understand, getting bored and making a little
drawing in her notepad.

Days went by,
and even though Melanie learned more and more about the Dome, she
still didn’t have a clue on how to escape. She kissed Nonna, they
talked and talked for hours, while lying in bed together.

One day Nonna
was curling up against her, stroking her head, kissing her shoulder
and talking about brains. Melanie learned about the differences
between the male brain and the female brain. It was very easy to
imprint a male neuroscape on a female brain structure, but it was
nearly impossible to imprint a female neuroscape on a male brain
structure. Nonna said it had to do with hormones, because the
female brain has to deal with a lot of fluctuation it’s intrinsic
structure is more stable.

Melanie made a
indistinct sound. That explained why the dome was full of women and
there were no man in sight. She rolled onto her side. Now she had
to keep Nonna talking, she had to manipulate the conversation
towards escape. She bit her lip, and distracted Nonna with a kiss.
She ran her hand over Nonna’s torso and rested her fingers in the
damp spot between Nonna’s legs, slowly she started to finger
Nonna.

‘By the way.’
She said as nonchalant as she could. ‘Did you ever found that girl
that escaped?’

‘No one ever
escaped.’ Nonna said. ‘That’s impossible. All the girls are
chipped. I know exactly were they are at all times. The only way in
or out is through the loading docks, and the only way to get to the
loading docks is if you have the right chip, the girls don’t, so
they can’t open the doors.’ Nonna breathed heavily.

Melanie kept on rubbing the labia, the soft muggy pussy. Nonna’s
eyes closed and she softly moaned.

‘But you do
have the right chip?’ Melanie asked.

‘Yeah.
Implanted in my hand.’ Nonna said gesturing towards the back of her
hand. ‘And there’s the visitors entrance of course, but that’s also
unreachable without the correct chips.’ Nonna grabbed Melanie’s
hand and readjusted the fingers so she would rub over the
nodule.

‘That’s right.
That’s it, sweety.’ Nonna mumbled.

Melanie kept on
pleasuring her, while she contemplated whether or not to tell she
saw someone escaping the other day. Clearly Nonna wasn’t aware yet,
so that must mean there was a weakness somewhere.

‘I saw a girl
escaping.’ Melanie said, ‘the other day on your monitors.’

Nonna frowned,
for a moment she opened her eyes and looked puzzling at Melanie.
‘What did you see exactly?’ She asked.

Melanie told
her about the forest and the girl running in her white dress. Nonna
relaxed, she laid back onto the pillow and closed her eyes, she
grabbed Melanie’s fingers and pushed them inside herself. Melanie’s
index finger was surrounded by moist warmth, she moved slowly back
and forth.

‘That’s our
biotope-level,’ Nonna mumbled. ‘It’s quite ingenious actually. I’ll
take you there tomorrow. There’s research going on with the male
brain, interesting results so far. Yeah, I’ll have to check the
agenda, but I think I can take you there tomorrow.’

Nonna tilted
her hips, so Melanie’s fingers slid in even deeper. Melanie trusted
her fingers back and forth. She didn’t know how many days she’d
been with Nonna, but she’d gotten quite acquainted with Nonna’s
body. She felt the muscles of the pussy clenching onto her finger
and she knew Nonna was getting close to orgasm. She stopped for a
moment, pulled her fingers out of the pussy and caressed the
insides of Nonna’s thighs.

She needed to
keep her horny, right on the edge of ecstasy, so she would talk,
thoughtlessly talk. Nonna moaned, a begging whining moan. Melanie
smiled sadistically and swiftly planted a kiss on Nonna’s
labia.

‘But in case of
an emergency, a fire or something? Isn’t there an evacuation
plan.’

‘Don’t worry,’
Nonna said distracted, ‘It’s all perfectly save. Go on.’ She laid
her hand on top of Melanie’s head and pushed her face into the
pussy. Her hips rocking continuously bumping into Melanie’s mouth
and chin. She stuck out her tongue and licked Nonna. She didn’t
need much to be pushed over the edge. Within moments Nonna was
orgasming.

After that she
swiftly fell asleep in Melanie’s arms. Melanie stayed awake for a
while. She inspected the back of Nonna’s hand, she saw the veins
and tendons, but nowhere any sign of a chip. Melanie sighed, she
cuddled up to Nonna. She had grown fond of the woman over the past
few days. Even though the woman was a maniac and she pretended to
be in love with her just to survive, she did start to like her, she
was somewhat quirky and funny, she was passionate, she could rattle
on for hours about her precious dome or a specific technology, she
knew how to tease and pleasure Melanie. It was different, it was
way different from being with a man, different but nice. She would
survive, and eventually she would find a way to escape.

 


The next day Nonna had
to step out for a moment and she told Melanie to stay.

‘Why can’t I
come with you?’ Melanie whined. ‘I can sit in a corner of the room
and fiddle wit my notepad, you won’t be bothered by me.’

‘I’m not going
to a meeting.’ Nonna said.

‘Then where are
you going to?’ Melanie asked. ‘You promised we would go see the
biotope-level today.’

‘We will when I
come back,’ Nonna said. ‘I need to check in on this delivery
first.’

‘Are you going
to the loading docks? Can I come with? Please? You’ve showed me all
but the loading docks.’

Nonna gave her
and inquisitive look, her head slightly tilted as if she was
seriously contemplating taking Melanie with her. ‘No,’ she said.
‘No better not, you stay here.’

Melanie fussed
for a few more moments but she didn’t manage to convince Nonna.
Nonna left and she was all alone in Nonna’s chambers. She wandered
around and then paced back and forth, feeling like some sort of dog
that was locked in and left at home. They were supposed to be
romantic partners weren’t they. Melanie had played along for the
past few days, so Nonna should hold up to her end of the deal.
Lovers didn’t lock each other in.

She paced
towards the examination room, new girls were dangling in their
harnesses already. Melanie didn’t pay them any attention. She
looked at the transparent anesthesia mask. She moved in closer and
ran the tip of her finger over the rubber. Living with Nonna was
way better than being locked in a cage, still she did sometimes
miss the addictive green gas. It would make her feel so euphoric
and floaty.

She looked over
her shoulder as if she was scared of getting caught. She knew she
was alone, and she would be alone for quite some time still. She
knew exactly what she needed to do. She had helped Nonna doze the
girls so often, she turned on the machine, twisted the valve till
the percentages on the meter were right, then she climbed on up
into the leather chair and pressed the rubber mask against her
face.

A deep breath.
The musky smell of mud and forest. Another deep breath, the tingles
started faintly but quickly grew stronger, her thoughts dissolving,
her mind drifting away into vague colors, and disconnected
sensations. After a while the tingly, floaty feeling diminished. It
took a few moments before she realized the mask had slipped from
her face. She put it back in place, she pulled the elastic band
behind her head to keep the mask covering her nose and mouth. Then
she sank back into the leather chair. Spacing out. Tripping.
Visiting crazy worlds of stringy sensations way beyond her
imagination.

There were no
thoughts, no mind, nothing. There was just this blissful drifting.
Floating. Satisfied. No desire. No wishes. Not even a sense of
existence.

Suddenly
someone stroke her forehead. It was the most exquisite feeling
ever, a tingling caress.

‘What a sweet
and docile girl I’ve found.’ Nonna’s voice said. It sounded from
far away. Melanie barely even registered. She tried to open her
eyes, the lights were too bright, she couldn’t seem to focus, a
blur, Nonna’s face hanging over her.

Nonna kept on
caressing her face, talking softly. ‘So now that you’re all drugged
you wouldn’t mind me taking a little peek into your brain, would
you? No, you’re all slumberous and careless, aren’t you? Let’s turn
on the Oprelaques.’

Another smell
filled up the mask, it was pungent and strong. Her head felt weird
not free floating anymore, but trapped in sticky cotton wool. Her
back arched, her head turning from left to right, her body just
protested this second gas.’

‘Yes. I know. I
know, sweety.’ Nonna said tenderly. ‘Sshhh.’

Sleepiness was
crawling in on her, quickly, it was as if she was surrounded by
sleep, the more she breathed in the second gas, the tinier the
little flicker of consciousness became. She felt it slipping away,
she struggled some more, then her body went limp and her mind went
blank.

Only slowly she
regained consciousness. It felt as if no time had past whatsoever.
Nonna was still bent over her, pressing the rubber mask over her
nose and mouth. Nonna’s hair was wild, some droplets shimmered on
her forehead. She wept them off with the sleeve of her white
coat.

‘How are you
feeling sweety?’ she asked.

Melanie
frowned. ‘Tired?’ she asked.

Nonna smiled.
‘Yeah, that’ll be the remnants of the sedative gas. I have you on
the pure oxygen already so hopefully the grogginess will pass soon.
You’d been breathing in the Pinalleosix for quite some time before
I came in. You was lucky I came in when I did, or else it could’ve
ended quite dramatically.’ Nonna said. She bent towards Melanie’s
face and pressed a little kiss next to the rubber mask. Melanie
felt weirdly senseless and inanimate. She tried to move her fingers
and touch herself, her body reacted perfectly, but her mind just
seemed dull and disconnected, at the same time she felt
energetic.

‘What did you
do to me?’ She said while she pushed away the mask from her face.
She pushed herself up. Her mind went black and dizzy for a moment,
she grabbed her own head.

‘Sshhh.’ Nonna
grabbed her. She guided Melanie’s body back into the chair. ‘Don’t
rush yourself.’ She said. ‘Take your time. Take some more oxygen if
you like or else you’re going to have a terrible hangover.’

‘What did you
do to me?’

‘I didn’t do
anything,’ Nonna said. ‘You did this to yourself. When I came back
from the loading docks I found you unconscious, you’d been
breathing in way too much of the Pinalleosix.’

‘No I haven’t.’
Melanie said. She pushed her hand to the side of her head and tried
to push the dizziness away. ‘No, I haven’t. I remember looking at
the measure while turning open the valve, you did this, you did
something to my brain. Did I get an imprint? Am I still me? Who am
I? Am I someone else now? What did you do to my brain?’

‘Sshhh.’ Nonna
said calmly. ‘Just lie down, let the drugs flush through your
system.’ She sat down on a swivel chair and rolled back to the
computer. She clicked away a 3D rendering of a brain.

‘What was
that?’ Melanie asked. ‘Was that my brain? Did you put something in
or did you get something out?’ She tried to think, she tried to
observe her own thoughts, how would she know if those were thoughts
of her own or if Nonna had put those thoughts into her head?

‘Dear Melanie.’
Nonna said, she rolled back to the leather chair and grabbed
Melanie’s hand. ‘You know I love you, you’re my girlfriend. Why
would I do something to you’re brain, you’re perfect. You’re brain
is perfect just the way you are.’

Melanie stared
at her for a few moments she didn’t know what to make of it. ‘If
you love me, why did you leave me?’ She said.

Nonna just
shook her head and mumbled something inaudibly. ‘Melanie.’ She
said, still shaking her head. ‘It isn’t about that, it’s about
trust, you don’t trust me and that makes me sad.’

‘Well, you
don’t trust me either. You’ve left me here like a dog, locked in.’
Melanie wasn’t sure whether she needed to keep on breathing through
the mask. The oxygen did make her feel somewhat more alert and
energetic. For a moment she tried to breath without the mask.

‘Are you
feeling better?’ Nonna asked.

Melanie looked
at her and shrugged.

‘Don’t be like
that, sweety. Look, be rational about it. If I had messed with your
brain wouldn’t I also change the part that would be paranoid about
imprints? Wouldn’t I also modify your memories, so you wouldn’t
know that the catacombs are just a big nursery for adults, think
Melanie.’

Melanie
frowned. That was a good point. She still wanted to escape, she
still faked being in love with Nonna, Nonna could’ve changed that,
but she didn’t, or maybe Nonna just didn’t know about that.

‘Okay then.’
Melanie said.

Nonna petted
her on her head. She asked Melanie how she was feeling and gave her
a banana to eat, cause supposedly that would help against the
grogginess. They had lunch together and after that Nonna had to
work on the line of dangling girls. Melanie helped. She knew how to
control the harnesses and to lock the girls in the chair. All by
herself she could sedate them first with the one gas then knock
them out completely with the other gas.

As she pressed
the transparent mask over the nose and mouth of the blond girl
laying in the chair, she felt a strange tingle in her body, a throb
in between her legs. She looked at the eyes rolling up into the
skull and pressed her legs together.

‘Well done.’
Nonna said. Her hand in between Melanie’s legs, fondling her for a
moment. ‘That’s right give in, go to sleep, sweety.’ Nonna said, as
the girl in the chair lost consciousness Nonna pressed herself
against Melanie.

Then she made a
quick scan of the brain, she made some adjustments and send the
girl away again. Melanie was confused by the horniness she felt. It
was as if drugging those girls suddenly turned her on. Their
dimming consciousness, their weakened muscles, their rolling eyes
and even their faint struggling, it just made her horny. Arousal
clouding her mind and after a few girls she just ached for some
release. She inched closer to Nonna and ran her index finger over
her back, she seductively licked her lips. She grabbed Nonna by the
hand, and took her to the bedroom. She threw her on the bed.

She crawled on
top of Nonna. Her hair falling down into Nonna’s face, their eyes
locked, they were surrounded by this waterfall of hair. She slowly
sank down and kissed Nonna. She rubbed her pussy against Nonna’s
thigh. Squeezing the soft flesh between her own legs. Nonna moaned.
It was as if Nonna’s arousal turned her on even more and the moment
Nonna orgasmed, she felt her horniness oozing over the edge and
filling up her body. Rocking with orgasm, with pleasure.

After the
thought-numbing highs had faded and she could think somewhat
straight again she felt her cheeks blushing. She hid her face in
Nonna’s shoulder ashamed, confused. Why would she initiate sex? She
was only pretending, she was only playing along with Nonna’s
fantasies, it was only a survival tactic. She wasn’t supposed to
feel actual desire. She wasn’t suppose to actual feel something for
Nonna.

‘Are you
alright, sweety?’ Nonna asked. A burst of butterflies in her tummy,
just because Nonna called her sweety. She shook her head. Nonna did
do something to her brain this morning, that must be it. Nonna put
all that horniness in. Nonna put all this love in.

Melanie shook
her head.

‘What’s wrong?’
Nonna asked.

‘I don’t know,’
Melanie said. She opened her eyes and looked at the side of Nonna’s
face. Shiny turquoise hair with purple tips, a pinkish cheek, a
preciously cute tip-tilted nose, slightly pouting lips. Nonna was
hot. She was a hot girl.

Melanie wasn’t
a lesbian. She had never been a lesbian and now suddenly she felt
attracted to another woman, that must be something Nonna had put
into her brain. She couldn’t say anything about it, cause that
would mean she had to admit she was faking it before.

Melanie rolled
over and got up out of bed. She tried to hide her face from
Nonna.

‘What’s wrong,
sweety?’ Nonna asked.

She needed to
escape, that was a thought that was completely her own. Nonna
wouldn’t have put a thought like that into her brain would she? She
needed to cling onto that thought. No matter what she felt, she
needed to get out of here.

‘You said you
would show me the biotope-level.’ She said.

‘I will.’ Nonna
rolled out of bed as well.

 


A few moments later
they drifted in a pod upwards. The pod locked onto the wall and
Melanie got out and looked around. They were at the reception of
what seemed to be quite an expensive hotel. There was marble
flooring and shiny wooden reception desks with pretty girls in
uniform standing behind them.

Nonna walked up
to one of them.

‘Good morning
Miss Nonna.’ The receptionist said.

‘Good morning
Melissa, can I take a look at the schedule for today?’ Nonna pulled
on a computer screen and scrolled through some tables. ‘So Pierre
is out there right now with two girls?’

‘Yes
ma’am.’

‘How long?’

‘He started
just a few minutes ago ma’am.’

Nonna looked at
her wrist watch then walked back to Melanie. ‘I’ll show you around
the control room first.’ She grabbed Melanie’s hand and pulled her
towards a regular elevator. She pressed a button on the panel.
Melanie looked at herself in the mirror. It was as if she hadn’t
looked in a mirror for weeks. She saw her own face, the red curls,
the freckles. She stared at herself trying to find something that
wasn’t her. But she just saw the same person she’d always been.

Don’t let them
get to you. She said to herself silently. Who knows what kind of
mind games they were playing. She just needed to survive. Survive
and eventually escape.

‘So I told you
about the differences between the male and female brain right?’
Nonna said.

Immediately a
waterfall of terminology washed over her brain. Melanie could
reproduce all theories about the instabilities of brain structures.
She nodded. Did Nonna make her smarter as well?

‘Well what we
have here is actually a research center for the male brain. This is
were we welcome visitors, usually some high profile man that’s
quite successful in either politics or business. Right now Pierre
Gaudier is here from France, cause we need the environmental laws
in France to change in support of our new product line. Since he’s
a man we can’t give him a complete imprint, but what I’ve found is
that if we trigger the most primal parts of the brain, that it
leaves the more sophisticated parts exposed and vulnerable to our
suggestions.’

The elevator
doors opened and Nonna walked out onto the top floor of the hotel.
There were a bunch of girls sitting behind computers, like it was
some sort of air traffic control room, in front of the room there
were all screens.

‘Where is he?’
Nonna asked at the girl closest by.

‘Quadrant C,
section 4.’ The girl pointed to a big radar like circle on one of
the screens that showed three dots lightning up.’

‘Good.’ Nonna
said all enthusiastic. ‘That means we should be able to see them
from what window?’

The girl
pointed towards one of the windows. Nonna grabbed Melanie’s hand
and dragged her with her. Nonna pressed her nose against the
glass.

‘Over there.’
She said. She pointed at a tiny man that was walking in between the
trees. Melanie followed him with his eyes, there was a shotgun
hanging from his back and he was wrestling his way through some
bushes.

‘What is he
doing?’ Melanie asked.

‘He’s hunting
our bait.’ Nonna said. ‘We’ve put two of our girls out there with
him, and he is going to hunt them down, shoot them with a sedation
dart and then he’ll fuck them. Hunting, Fucking and Surviving.
That’ll trigger the primal parts of his brain, like I said.’

‘And leave the
other parts exposed.’ Melanie understood. It was the first time
ever she understood one of Nonna’s monologues about brain structure
and the theories behind brainwashing or thought manipulation.
Vaguely she knew she had to be disgusted by the methods they were
using. That it was unethical. But her excitement won, it was just
such an ingenious way to work around the problems with the male
brain. Nonna really was a genius. Thinking about the girl being hit
by a sedation dart and limply sinking to the ground, made her horny
again.

Melanie sighed.
That wasn’t her, right. That was also one of the things Nonna had
put into her brain. It was frustrating that she didn’t know which
of her thoughts and feelings were real, which of her impulses she
could trust. Another sigh.

‘What?’ Nonna
said.

‘You are
brilliant.’ Melanie said.

‘I know.’ Nonna
said. She pointed at another screen in which a brain was visible.
It was giving live feedback of the state Pierre’s brain was in now.
If the primal parts weren’t triggered quickly enough they would add
fear, they would add something to appeal to his survival instinct,
like bad weather, threatening animal sounds, or another man even.
But that wasn’t necessary right now. Pierre was doing fine on his
own.

Nonna took her
to look at the different stations and told her what the girls were
doing, how they were keeping track of Pierre’s thought adjustments
as well as the biotope itself.

‘It’s a
complete ecosystem.’ Nonna said proudly. ‘It can sustain on it’s
own, with only very very little maintenance.’ Nonna kept on
monologuing and explaining. Melanie listened with great interest.
It was fascinating! At first it was just a bit of nature to keep
the Dome balanced, to provide oxygen and homeostasis, but since
they were researching the male brain, they’d build the hotel with
the control room and the biotope doubled as an arena for their
hunting trips. So far they’d adjusted over a hundred male brains
all around the world successfully.

Melanie
listened. She soaked up every word that Nonna uttered. Some alarm
sounded and Nonna pulled her towards the window. Far away she saw a
girl stumbling, wavering and sinking to the ground. Pierre was
standing over her looming.

Melanie felt a
throb of excitement in between her legs.

‘Can we try as
well?’ She asked without thinking.

‘Sure you wanna
hunt or you wanna be the hunted?’ Nonna asked. Without waiting for
a reply she said. ‘Let’s pick another girl to hunt down. You’re
probably still recovering from your overdose this morning.’

‘I feel fine.’
Melanie said protesting. She frowned then she pressed her lips
together. What was she doing? She didn’t want to be the hunted
anyway. It wasn’t right. You couldn’t hunt girls. It shouldn’t make
her feel this horny and excited. It shouldn’t make her feel horny
at all. She shook her head and looked as the man down in the forest
pulled his drugged and sedated prey to an open spot in the forest
and started to undress her.

‘Let’s start.’
Nonna said. ‘I’ve only done this once before.’ She wrapped her arm
around Melanie’s waste and together they went back in to the
elevator and to the reception. ‘This is were the visitors come in,
by the way.’ Nonna said, while gesturing around the reception.

‘Where?’
Melanie looked around.

Nonna pointed
at two thick sliding doors that were in the corner of the room.
‘They land on the heli-pad and then they enter there.’

Melanie walked
over to the doors, they were heavy and they didn’t have windows or
even a simple door handle. She pushed and pulled and tried to slide
them open. Nonna laughed.

‘Then they
check in at the desk.’ Nonna leaned over reception. ‘Hi, Melissa
could you book us a hunt?’

‘With a room?’
Melissa asked.

‘No, no, just
the hunt.’ Nonna said. Then she turned back to Melanie, she grabbed
her fingers and squeezed into her hand for a moment. A twinkle in
her eyes. ‘Some guests stay for a few days so they get a room in
our hotel.’ She explained to Melanie.

Melanie nodded.
She felt nervous and excited and somewhat guilty at the same time.
block guilt, just survival. She told herself. She repeated it like
a mantra, but it wasn’t true anymore. It wasn’t about survival, or
about escape, she could perfectly well survive the dome without
hunting down a girl. It was about an incontrollable curiosity. She
just needed to try. It was about excitement and horniness
and...

I’m evil,
Melanie thought, the dome has made me evil, Nonna has made me
evil.

‘What kind of
girl do you want?’ The receptionist asked.

‘Can I scroll
to the available ones myself?’ Nonna asked. She turned the screen
of the computer towards herself and scrolled past some modeling
photo’s. She gestured Melanie to come closer and together they
looked at the girls.

‘She’s pretty,’
Nonna pointed at a girl with long brown hair and friendly blue
eyes. ‘Do you like her?’

Melanie
nodded.

‘Or do you want
this one?’ Now Nonna scrolled down and clicked on a photo of an
Asian looking girl with big black eyes, ‘she’s cute as well isn’t
she? O no, no, no, this one.’ Now Nonna stared at a picture of a
coy red head. ‘You pick,’ she said to Melanie. ‘It’s your
party.’

Melanie
examined the pictures and then picked a girl with light brown hair
that waved over her shoulders. She reminded her of a mean girl back
home.

‘And
personality wise?’ The receptionist asked with her fingers hovering
over the keyboard.

‘I want a
fighter.’ Nonna said. ‘Make her intelligent and creative. Driven
and aggressive. Do you have any wishes?’ She turned to Melanie.

Melanie
uncomfortably shrugged. It was weird, first picking out a body,
than picking out a personality of someone they would torture in a
few minutes. ‘Can she be mean?’ She asked. ‘Like a mean girl, like
a bully or something.’

‘Yeah. Nonna
said enthusiastically. ‘Make her captain of the Cheerleader team.
Popular and dominant and mean and limber. That’s a good idea
sweety.’ She poked Melanie in her ribs. Melanie shyly smiled.

‘You’re pale.’
Nonna said. ‘You sure you want to do this. We don’t have to. If
it’s makes you sick or something we’ll just return to my chambers
and go watch a movie or something.’

Melanie shook
her head. She didn’t want to quit now. She was scared and
apprehensive but also curious and somewhat aroused. ‘I want to do
this.’ She said softly.

‘I know you do.
I love you.’ Nonna whispered.

They went
upstairs with the elevator. Not all the way to the control room but
a few floors underneath. They entered a waiting room, and a girl in
a lab coat welcomed them in, before they could sit down.

‘We don’t need
a medical.’ Nonna said, shoeing away the girl.

Nonna and
Melanie had to wait for a while. Melanie flipped trough a magazine.
One of the girls came to welcome them and explained the rules. It
was like she was a broken recording, she chanted the rules and
warnings. She explained how they could track the girl with a GPS,
and that they could either choose to shoot the girl from a
distance, or if they managed to get up close they could also choose
to chloroform her.

Then through a
window she saw a cage floating above the forest. Inside was a girl
in a cheerleader uniform, she was angrily growling, and screaming,
and cussing she kicked to the side of the cage. Melanie pressed
herself against the window to look. The cage was lowered into the
woods, and popped open. The girl crawled out. For a moment she
attacked the metal bars of the cage, then she seemed to realize she
was free. She looked around and started running.

Nonna stood
next to Melanie. Also looking through the window. She put her hand
around Melanie and rested her head against her shoulder. ‘Let’s
give her a little head start.’ Nonna said.

Melanie
followed the girl with her eyes until she disappeared behind some
lush leaves. Nonna gave her a little kiss on her cheek and looked
up at Melanie questioningly.

‘And?’ she
asked.

Melanie didn’t
know what to say.

‘What do you
think about that? What do you think about this part of the
dome?’

‘I’m not sure.’
Melanie said. ‘I guess I’m curious and strangely aroused, but
also... also... I feel–

‘I’m so glad
that you’re here. I’m so blessed to have someone to share all this
with. Finally.’ Nonna said. She handed Melanie a shotgun filled
with sedation darts and pulled another one around her own
shoulders. ‘Let’s go.’ She said.

With another
elevator they went down again, the doors opened and suddenly they
were outside. They weren’t really outside. They were still in the
Dome of course, but the temperature and the humidity and the smell,
it was all very convincing. Melanie looked up at the ceiling, she
knew the village level was still on top of them, but the sky looked
very convincing, blue with moving clouds.

Nonna saw her
looking and started to explain how it worked. Technology mimicking
sunlight and clouds and even rain or lightning. She kept on
marveling about the biotope, pointing out details to Melanie, a
type of mushroom that had a pivotal role in the whole system, or
specific type of ants that were genetically designed for the
function they were fulfilling within the dome, there were even
birds singing their song, doing a courtship dance to each
other.

Melanie didn’t know if she needed to feel guilty about that. The
birds being trapped in the dome, probably had a better life than
the birds being trapped in cages at peoples homes, but still. It
wasn’t real. She had to keep telling herself, it wasn’t real. All
of this was a mirror of life outside the dome. It confused her
somewhat.

She bit on the
nail of her thumb. ‘You ever seen Hunger Games?’ she asked
Nonna.

‘No? Is that a
movie?’

Melanie nodded.
‘Yeah. It’s also about a forest in a dome and people hunting each
other. You would love it.’

‘Okay. Maybe we
can watch it tonight.’ Nonna said. She focused on the GPS tracker
in her hand, and then looked up. Squinting and searching the trees
all around her.

Melanie could
very easily drug Nonna. She could just shoot her or chloroform her.
She pondered over her options. It was as if her brain worked faster
than usually. She could remember random information about the
different drugs she was carrying. A whole plan fell into place, she
would drug Nonna and slip out with that Pierre guy from
earlier.

‘There!’ Nonna
yelled and pointed, then she started running. A screeching girls
voice. Nonna put the gun against her shoulder and shot. A high
whistling sound followed by a thud as the feathered dart hit the
trunk of a tree.

‘Melanie, go,
go!’ Nonna yelled while reloading her own gun. Nonna aimed again at
the running girl and the dart hit her in the shoulder. The girl
screeched. She wavered. She was swaying and slowing down, grabbing
on to twigs and trunks to regain her balance. Her knees collapsed,
she tried to crawl away from Nonna, then she sank onto the ground.
Her cheerleader uniform covered in mud and grass stains.

Melanie felt an
excited throb in between her legs. She wanted to rub herself
against the sedated girl, but she also wanted to escape. This was
her opportunity, this was the chance she’d been waiting for. She
shot a dart at Nonna.

Nonna looked
back. ‘What are you doing?’ she asked. She tried to pull the dart
out and grabbed her own head.

‘You’vvvve made
a misssstaaa... misssss...’ Nonna’s words were slurring, her face
relaxed and dreamily she looked up at Melanie. Her body went limp.
She muttered some incoherent sounds, then her eyes started rolling.
Melanie looked down on her, strangely excited by the sedative
medicine taking a hold on Nonna. She pressed her fingers against
her crotch and try to resist the urge to masturbate.

‘I’m sorry.’
She mumbled confused. ‘I’m so sorry Nonna.’ Melanie said again. ‘I
do love you. I love you, but I...’

Nonna’s eyes fell shut, her body limp in the mud draped over the
other sleeping girl. A whirlwind of feelings and thoughts within
Melanie, she was both uncontrollably aroused and felt horribly
guilty at the same time. She closed her eyes.

She knelt next
to Nonna and rubbed her pussy against her sleeping limp body. She
squeezed in her boobs and rubbed herself against Nonna’s thigh
until she orgasmed. She hoped the relief would set her free.

She just
shouldn’t look at the sedated Nonna. No thinking, no looking just
surviving, just escaping.

She grabbed the
GPS and found her way back to the big hotel-like building. She
looked up at the impressive seven stories high building, on the top
floor she saw the big windows, no one was looking at her. She
entered the building and found her way back to the reception. She
walked up to the desk.

‘Hi there,
Melissa,’ she tried to say in a strict and dominant voice. ‘I was a
visitor here and I would like to go home now.’ She pointed towards
the doors that were suppose to lead her to the heli-pad.

‘What is you’re
name?’ Melissa asked while typing something into her keyboard.

‘I’m with
Pierre.’ She said confidently. Her fingers crossed behind her back.
‘I’m leaving in his helicopter.’

‘Sure.’ Melissa
said. ‘His ride will be leaving in a few hours, he’s having dinner
right now. You want to wait here or do you want me to take you to
the diner so you can eat together?’

‘I’ll wait
here.’ Melanie said trembling. She sat down on a little sofa in the
corner of the room. She toyed with a little plastic plant as she
looked out of the window. What would happen to Nonna? She wondered.
Would she be picked up by a harness and be brought to one of the
bays?

Do not feel
guilty. Melanie told herself. Nonna had it coming, Nonna had put a
hundreds of girls in cages and bays. It would only be fair that she
herself would experience what that was like. Melanie’s fingers were
trembling, her hearth was pounding. How much longer?

She went up to
the receptionists desk, to ask. What if Nonna woke up? Melanie bit
on the nail of her thumb, although very little nail was left to
actually chew on. She could always tell Nonna it was an accident,
that she had aimed for the girl, and unintentionally had hit Nonna.
Nervously she smiled at the receptionist. She hopped from one foot
onto another.

‘Sir K. L.
Perrette and Pierre Gaudier are on their way down, they’ll be here
any minute now,’ the receptionist said.

Adrenaline
flushing through her body. Sir Perrette was the CEO. She tapped her
fingers on the desk. ‘Good.’ She said trying to not give herself
away. ‘Very good.’

She waited
another few moments, then a soft bing sounded, the elevator doors
opened and two man walked out. She recognized Sir Perrette
immediately from the televised announcements, although he looked
more skinny in the suit he was wearing now. He walked with this
other guy named Pierre towards the door and Melanie followed
them.

Right before
Perrette would open the door he turned around and looked at
Melanie. ‘Who are you?’ He asked.

‘I’m Pierre’s
assistant.’ She said quickly. She gestured towards the other man.
He had dark hair and friendly blue eyes, his lips were thin and
pale.

‘Is she?’
Perrette asked the Frenchman.

He shook his
head. ‘I don’t know her.’ He said in an weird accent.

‘I don’t know
anything about you either.’ Sir Perrette said.

‘I’m a bay
fiver.’ Melanie said whispering to Perrette. ‘I’m imprinted to be
his personal assistant so I can keep an eye on him to see if the
adjustments don’t make his brain structure unstable. You don’t want
him to go crazy and expose us all, do you?’ Melanie said.

A bubble of
excitement burst open. She wasn’t scared. She was on a roll. Those
lies just gushed out of her mouth. And they were pretty believable,
she thought.

Perrette gave
her and endearing smile. His face wrinkly and paternal. ‘Nonna has
outdone herself with you.’ He said. ‘Very impressive.’ He patted
her on the head and scanned the back of his hand. The thick doors
slid open slowly and Melanie felt the fresh air blowing into her
face. They were on a platform halfway up the dome. A big helicopter
was waiting for them and the three of them walked towards it.

‘Pierre, you’re
sure you don’t know her?’

The Frenchman
looked her up and down. His nose scrunched up. ‘No,’ he said with
uninterested disdain.

‘Sorry,
sweety.’ Perrette said to Melanie. ‘I guess there was a mix-up,
maybe next time.’ He grabbed Melanie around her waist and lifted
her up from the ground. Melanie kicked and screamed, but Perrette
was way stronger than her. He carried her back inside and locked
her into a harness. ‘Have her taken back to bay five.’ He said.

The
receptionist pushed a few buttons and the harness started rolling
away. Melanie screamed, she screamed and yelled everything she
could think of, but the harness had her locked in and took her away
from the hotel. She whizzed through dark tubes, empty hallways, and
was send through a shower area. She cussed. Other girls in other
harnesses looked at her frightened and with some suspicion.

‘You should
rebel!’ Melanie yelled at them. ‘We should rebel, there are way
more of us than there are of them, we can beat them. Do you want to
be part of a computer here or do you want to be your own person,
have you’re own life.’






‘What’s wrong
with her?’ Girls whispered.

‘I don’t know.
But if she doesn’t get it together soon, she’s going to end up in
sick bay.’

‘Or even worse.
The catacombs.’ A silent shiver went through all the girls that
were listening.

‘The catacombs
are just a big nursery,’ Melanie said, ‘They use it to brainwash
us. We need to revolt.’

All the while
the jets were hosing her down, the harness manipulating her body
into different positions so her body could be cleaned thoroughly.
After she was blow dried, the harness took her down to the big
fabric hall with all the cages she was let down in the aisle of bay
five.

A woman with
dark hair in a strict bun came to inspect her. ‘You again?’ she
asked. ‘Miss Nonna still hasn’t given you an imprint yet?’ She
squeezed in Melanie’s cheek and gave her a friendly smile. ‘Well
welcome back, I guess.’ She turned around. ‘Clara can you put this
one in cage fifty again.’

‘Yes, Miss
Lewis.’ A voice sounded from further up the aisle.

A moment later
Melanie’s harness dropped her, and she was surrounded by the bars
of a metal cage again. She angrily kicked against the sides. Now
what?

‘Fuck!’ She
screamed. ‘Fuck it. Damn it. Devils shit.’ She was angry with her
self, with Nonna with everything around her. She had wasted her one
change to escape. She’d lost all of her privileges and she was back
were she started.

There sounded a
soft piano music. She didn’t even care what it was for. She
followed the example of the other women and pressed her nose into
the anesthesia mask. She’d deserved some high, she deserved a
floaty trip to get away from it all, to get away from her own
thoughts for a moment. Frantically she started sucking in the gas.
It filled up her lungs completely. She awaited the dazed high, but
it wasn’t as magical as she remembered. She felt disconnected, but
for one reason or another the euphoria didn’t come.

She felt a tiny
sting in her ass cheek, followed by a cold cloud that swiftly
spread through her body. She was getting sleepy, her eyes heavy,
her body heavy, she sank to the bottom of her cage. Well, falling
asleep was good as well. At least she wouldn’t have to think for a
moment. She welcomed the slumberous mists, and the dreamless
darkness.

 


The next day, she went
up to the village wit the rest o the girls. She wandered around
town for a while, she ate a vegan wrap and sat down on the edge of
the fountain overlooking town square. She looked at the girls
coming and going and contemplated what to do next. She could follow
one of the other groups of girls that would leave early. She could
try to find Nonna’s chambers, she could probably find them,
couldn’t she? But then what would happen?

She went into
the yoga class that Yuno taught. Out of boredom she tried to flirt
with the woman. Seeing her in her tight yoga pants and her limber
positions made her horny. Although she was sure if it was just the
fake horniness that Nonna had put into her brain. She waited till
the end of the day then went back to the cages with the woman from
bay three.

She could stay
hidden for days. She did stay hidden for days. Melanie got used to
the rhythm in bay three again, after a few days the gas distributed
through the anesthesia masks even made her euphoric again.

She didn’t go
on any excursions anymore. She just tried to stay unnoticed and she
managed to do so. Until one night when she was lying in her cage,
softly whispering to Yuno in the cage next to her, when an alarm
sounded. Melanie wasn’t familiar with the sound. It wasn’t
signaling dinner time or visitor-night, it was more like a fire
alarm or something. She sat up straight and try to look around, she
just saw other cages with other girls that were looking around. She
sank back into the bottom of her cage and disinterested stared at
the bars over her head. The dark ceiling with the dangling
harnesses. It would probably be bedtime soon.

Someone banged
against her cage. The metal rang loudly. She lifted her head
somewhat. The other Miss Lewis and Clara were standing in front of
her cage.

‘This one?’
Miss Lewis said, she did a step to the side and Nonna appeared. She
looked pale with sunken eyes. The moment she saw Melanie locked in
her cage she froze. She just stood there, staring. She nodded
shyly.

‘It is?’ Miss
Lewis asked filled with hope. ‘We’re finished? This is the one you
were looking for?’

Nonna nodded
again. She inched closer towards the cage and carefully pushed her
fingers through the bars. ‘Sweety.’ She said. ‘Melanie sweety.’ She
wiggled with her fingers.

Melanie stared
at her hand pushing into her cage. In an impulse she wanted to bite
the fingers off. She was trapped like an animal, threated like an
animal, why then shouldn’t she behave like an animal?

She kicked
against the metal caging. ‘What?’ she said aggressively. ‘I’m not a
dog.’

‘I know sweety,
I know.’ Tears propped up in Nonna’s face, she pressed her lips
together and started blinking, but she couldn’t hold them back.
They dripped over her face and made dark spots in her blouse. ‘I’m
sorry sweety. I’m really sorry. I swear.’ Nonna sobbed.

You’re sorry?
Melanie thought. She herself was the one shooting her supposed
girlfriend with a sedation dart and trying to escape, if someone
needed to feel sorry it was Melanie not Nonna. Melanie shrugged.
She didn’t say anything but just watched Nonna breaking down and
sob.

After a while
she couldn’t cope with it anymore anymore. She crawled over to the
fingers and kissed them. ‘Now stop crying.’ She said to Nonna. ‘I
forgive you. Get me out of here instead.’

‘I will.’ Nonna
said. ‘I promise. Just put your face in the mask for now, will you
sweety?’

Melanie looked
around and stared at the transparent anesthesia mask.

‘Why?’ she
asked. ‘Why don’t you just open my cage? We’ll take the pods back
to your chambers and then we can take a nice hot bath together,
drink some wine, watch a movie, or you can explain how myelin
sheets are related to intelligence and how to assimilate that into
an imprint.’

‘You can’t
change the length of the myelin sheets.’ Nonna said
matter-of-factly. ‘If you want someone to be more intelligent, you
have to assign more of their brain structure to the memory
retrieval cells and jump start some neurogenesis within the
neocortex. It’s quite easy. It can even be done without a full
imprint. I’ll show you later. Now just inhale a little bit of gas
for me?’

Melanie
squinted her eyes. Did she have a choice? She could distract Nonna
for hours, she could ask questions keep her talking, she could
bicker with Nonna over inhaling the gas. But in the end she was
trapped in a cage and Nonna would still have all the power.

‘I love you.’
She said in one last attempt to manipulate Nonna. ‘I love you so
much. Please just get me out of here?’

‘I’m trying
to.’ Nonna said. ‘You’re not listening to me. Put your face in the
mask.’

‘You could also
dose her manually if you like.’ Miss Lewis said. ‘Just flick on
that switch over there.’

She pointed and
Nonna reached out her hand.

‘No.’ Melanie
said, but it was already to late. She heard the little click of the
switch being flipped, followed by a hissing sound. Her cage filled
up with yellow smoke. It was dry. It hurt her throat, but it
smelled kind of nice. Sweet. Like oranges and vanilla. ‘Nonna,’
Melanie whined. ‘Why can’t you just let me out, what’s going on?’
She crawled through her cage trying to find a dollop of fresh air,
but the smoke had surrounded her completely. After a few breaths
she was getting dizzy and sleepy. She couldn’t think straight
anymore.

‘Nonnnnnaaa.’
She said whining in vain. Her voice slurring, her limbs getting
heavier and more unusable with every breath. She collapsed onto the
bottom of the cage faintly breathing in more and more. Holding on
to the tiniest sliver of wakefulness.

Someone
caressed her forehead. Soft fingers grazing her skin. ‘That’s
right, Sweety. Just go to sleep for a little while.’ Nonna
whispered. ‘Stop fighting it.’

Sleepiness was
swirling all around her. She was getting dizzy breathing in more
and more, switfly drifting away. Her limp body was being lifted.
She felt herself floating through the air, arms carrying her,
strapping her into a harness, firmly secured. She was dangling in
front of Nonna and Miss Lewis. She fought the sleepiness, but it
kept pulling her under. She forced her eyes to open. Little
slivers.

‘First send her
to the imprint area and then send her up to my private lab.’

‘Yes, Ma’am,’
Miss Lewis said. She seemed to be adjusting something on the side
of the harness, then Melanie was swept away from them. Dark
hallways, dim lit tubes, she fell asleep for a little while but
when she woke up again she was still whizzing through the
corridors. Eventually her harness came to a stand still. She
couldn’t see were she was dangling. She could see a shadow of
another girl softly sobbing in front of her.

Melanie
thoughts drifted away again. Docile and subdued she just hung
there, moving only a little bit every few minutes as if she was
queuing up for some sort of roller coaster. The sleepiness slowly
faded from her mind, she became more and more aware and she stroke
up a little conversation with the girl in front of her.

Apparently her
name was Susan. She had no money and had been on the verge of
selling her used panties on the Internet in order to pay her rent,
when a friend of her tipped her on a job opening at SinTech Corp.
She remembered filling in an application, but not much after that,
until she woke up dangling in her harness.

‘I guess the
job opening was fake.’ She said. ‘They must have drugged my tea or
something.’ She started sobbing again.

‘It’s not
fake.’ Melanie said. ‘You’re inside the SinTech Dome right
now.’

‘But why are we
strapped in those things? What are they going to do with us? What’s
happening? Is this human trafficking or something? I saw a
documentary about that once, but I don’t remember it being such a
high tech thing.’

Melanie tried
to reach out to her. She wanted to comfort the sobbing girl. She
remembered her own confusion when she first got here. Hell, she
must have been here for almost a month now and despite Nonna
explaining everything, she was still confused. Their harnesses were
too far away and she couldn’t touch the other girl.

‘The harnesses
are to get around.’ Melanie said. ‘The dome is enormous, and I
guess it also prevents us form visiting places we aren’t allowed to
visit. I think we are at the imprint area for bay three. So you’ll
probably be brainwashed, they will imprint you with a new
personality that needs only a tiny sliver of your brain, and the
rest of your brainpower it will be used to power up the servers of
SinTech.’

‘What?’ The
girl said in disbelief. ‘Are you kidding me?’

‘No.’ Melanie
said.

‘How can you be
so blasé about that?’ She said. She pried on her harness and kicked
around. ‘We need to do something, we need to escape.’

‘Yeah.’ Melanie
said. ‘We need to escape, or at least someone needs to escape so
this place can be exposed, but there’s nothing we can do at the
moment.’

The harnesses
were moving again. Now they were dangling right in front of sliding
doors, with a yellow three painted on it. Melanie stared at it, her
thoughts were spinning. She couldn’t do anything right now, but in
a moment the harness would drop her into an examination chair
probably, during that switch she would briefly be free, she should
be able to escape. She tried to remember the chain of events, what
would be the weakest moment, the best point to escape?

She told Susan
what was going to happen and told her what to do to escape.

‘And if we
fail?’ Susan asked faintly.

‘I don’t know.’
Melanie said. ‘I guess then you’ll be brainwashed and imprinted. I
don’t know how that goes. If you’re part of the computer, maybe you
can access some information or something, although I guess not. I
don’t know. If you can, try to put an order in for a bay five girl
to be imprinted with the assignment to go out and expose this
company.’

Melanie sucked
her own cheeks inside of her mouth and bit down on them, maybe she
could do that herself as well once she was back left alone in
Nonna’s chambers. If she was ever allowed back there. Nonna seemed
to be more sorry than angry, so maybe she actually believed it was
an unfortunate mistake that Melanie had shot her with a sedation
dart and apparently she felt guilty about Melanie spending time in
a cage. Yeah, it’ll be fine. Nonna was desperate and very easy to
manipulate.

The harnesses
started moving again. The door slid open and they were rolled into
a large examination room. A slender black haired woman with big
boobs and a cute dimple in her cheek was walking around. She
navigated Susan’s harness towards the examination chair.

‘Now.’ Melanie
yelled, the moment the harness opened. Susan rolled away, just like
Melanie had told her to. She managed to roll onto her side, but the
straps coming out of the chair still clung onto one of her arms.
Susan pried on the straps, but the black haired woman pushed her
back into the chair until she was firmly secured and tied down.

‘Now what
Melanie?’ Susan screamed in a trembling voice.

The black
haired woman pointed at her. ‘You’re Melanie?’ she asked.

Melanie
nodded.

The women
reached for her hand and shook her fingers. ‘Well nice to meet you
Melanie. I’m Bethany. So you two have plotted an escape, have you?’
She gestured towards Susan in the chair, and smiled bemused. ‘Well
I’m sorry to say you’re plan has failed, and now you’re forced to
watch what will happen to your friend, you’ll see exactly what’ll
happen to you too. If I was a less sadistic person I could probably
give you some sleeping meds, but I think I like you watching and
squirming.’ While she was talking to Melanie she had a sweet
somewhat endeared smile on her face. She cupped Melanie’s chin for
a moment and looked at her.

‘I’m Nonna’s
girlfriend.’ Melanie said.

‘Oh boy.’
Bethany said sarcastically.

Melanie looked
away. It made sense. She could understand why Nonna would imprint
the women doing this job with some sadistic tendencies.

‘You’re just a
brainwashed puppet.’ Melanie said. ‘A straw man.’

‘I am?’ She
asked. ‘You are going to be soon. Now look closely.’ With a smile
she went back to the chair. She hovered over Susan for a moment,
then she pulled out a thick rubber mask. It wasn’t transparent, but
it was completely black. She put it over Susan’s face and turned
open the valve.

Melanie saw the
poor girl struggling, her body arching, cramped up with tension.
Muffled protests. Her consciousness slowly draining away, her eyes
turning.

Damn it! Why
did she get horny. She spit on the floor and pushed her thighs
together hoping Bethany wouldn’t notice her horniness. Nonna must
have adjusted something in her brain. This wasn’t her. She just
wasn’t herself. That thought only comforted her a little.

She saw Bethany
pulling on a large tube shaped machine, it appeared to be some sort
of canon. She pushed it towards the nape of Susan’s neck and then
theatrically pushed a button, while smiling at Melanie. A high
pitched humming, as if the machine was charging, followed by a loud
bang.

Melanie
screeched. Even though she had decided she wouldn’t flinch, she
just couldn’t help it.

Susan in the
chair tensed up. She was pulling on her bounds, growling and
struggling even though she seemed to be deeply asleep still.
Bethany kept on working on Susan. An IV was installed. A white
spherical helmet surrounded Susan’s head. Light flashes on the
inside. It took a while. Susan seemed to be in agony, but after a
while the struggling faded and she was just a limp pale body laying
in the chair.

Was she dead?
Melanie didn’t know. Her heart was beating furiously. Maybe
something had gone wrong. Although Bethany didn’t look worried.
Bethany acted as if this was just a regular part of the program.
She went to her computer, Melanie saw different brains scrolling
over her computer screen. Bethany selected one and the helmet
started flashing. It took ages. Eventually the helmet and the IV
were removed. Susan was lifted up in a harness and she whizzed away
from them.

Then Bethany
focus on Melanie. ‘So, so, so. Now it’s your turn, Melanie. Enjoy
your name these last few seconds, enjoy you’re personality, because
in twenty minutes you’re going o be someone else.’

‘No I’m not,’
Melanie said. ‘I’m Nonna’s girlfriend, you’re not allowed to
imprint me, ask Nonna, call her, e-mail her.’

‘I guess you’re
going to try to escape as well, aren’t you? Just like your friend.
Well fortunately Nonna has given us something for girls just like
you. Bethany whipped out a little cannister she held it in front of
Melanie's face and sprayed a mist into her nose and mouth. She felt
lightheaded and weak, as if she was about to faint. She tried to
fight it, but her thoughts just went numb. She felt her mind
slipping away in to darkness.

When she woke
up she was firmly attached to the leather chair. The black letter
mask was hovering over her face. Bethany pressed the cold rubber
against her nose, forcing her to breath in more and more of the
sedative gas. Melanie felt her thoughts spinning. She tried to hold
her breath but it was useless. Her mind numbing down, fading away,
unable to fight off the gas, to fight of the sleep, just
surrender.

 


The hazy mist only
slowly subsided from her brain, the world around her a blur, her
body strangely tingling. She blinked her eyes, bright lights were
shining right into her face. Within the blurry mist she saw a hazy
silhouette. She blinked again. Short turquoise hair, a caring
tender face.

‘Nonna!’ She
mumbled relieved. ‘They wanted to...that woman... she said she was
going to give me an imprint.’

Nonna just
smiled, she reached out her hand and briefly caressed Melanie’s
cheek.

‘She was so
mean.’ Melanie said. ‘Why did you have to make her so mean?’ Her
voice sounded weird, not like her own voice at all, somewhat more
hoarse and her teeth seemed to be arranged differently in her
mouth. With the tip of the tongue she examined her teeth.

Melanie tried to sit up, but when she tried to she noticed she was
still tied down. She looked at her wrist, a tiny strap across her
brown skin. Wait what? In disbelief she stared at the tied down
wrist. A chocolate colored hand. She wiggled the fingers, they
opened and closed just like she intended to, but it wasn’t hers,
right? It wasn’t her own hand?

She yanked on her bounds.

‘Sshhh, sweety.
Don’t panic.’ Nonna said.

‘What’s going
on?’ Melanie said. ‘What did you do to me?’

Nonna tenderly
stroke her forehead trying to sooth her.

‘Untie me.’
Melanie said, ‘Untie me right this instant. What did you do to me.
Who am I?’

‘You’re
Melanie, sweety, you’re still my sweet curious little Melanie.
You’re still my girlfriend.’

‘But...?’
Melanie asked. She tried to look at her own body, she pulled on the
straps, the leather pressing into her skin and hurting her.

‘Calm down,’
Nonna said.

‘No. I won’t
calm down.’ Melanie yelled. ‘I demand an explanation.’

‘Well.’ Nonna
said shyly. ‘I had a back-up made from your neuroscape and I had
that imprinted within the body of Denise, I think you’ve met her
down in the catacombs that one time.’

‘But...’ Melanie stared up into the bright lights. In vain she
pulled on her bounds again. ‘But that doesn’t explain
anything.’

‘It’s only temporarily sweety. We’ve found some interesting
brainstructures in your brain that we, or you know I, wanted to
research. So we had to wipe you and imprint you and you know...
just experiment some with it. Your brainstructure might actually
allow for farming you know, so that would be a big breakthrough for
the company, so I had to like... But I couldn’t bare to be apart
from you for all that time, so I had a back up neuroscape of your
brain temporarily imprinted on this body.’ She patted with her hand
on Melanie’s boobs. They were bigger then she was used to, and the
nipples felt way more sensitive. She closed her eyes for a little
while. This was... too weird, too confusing.

‘You alright
there, darling?’ Nonna asked after a while.

‘No off course
I’m not alright.’

‘Why? Is it
because I’ve put you in a girl with a darker complexion, you know
you don’t have to worry about racism and prejudices here in the
dome I’ve amplified everyones compassion remember I’ve told you
about it, there’s no racism or any crime here. If you feel bad
about being black it’s all due to your own prejudices.’

‘It has nothing
to do with that.’ Melanie said. She opened her eyes again, in
disbelief she examined Nonna. ‘I just want my own body back. I
don’t care if you put me in a black body or purple one or that of a
midget. It’s not my own. It’s not mine, that’s what’s wrong with
it.’

‘It’s only
temporary.’ Nonna said.

Melanie shook
her head and sighed deeply. Fighting obviously didn’t bring her
anywhere. ‘Fuck you.’ She mumbled. Her eyes closed for a moment.
Apparently she was still clever, still quick on her feet another
plan formed.

‘You love me right Nonna?’ Melanie said. ‘You’re my girlfriend
aren’t you. If you truly love me you have to give me my own body
back, it’s like a package deal, my body and mind go together, you
either love all of me or none of me.’

‘I love all of
you sweety, you’ll get your body back I promise. After we’re done
with our experiments we’ll send it down to the catacombs to rinse
out any and all trauma’s or damages we might have done, and then
we’ll have a clean brand new brainstructure to imprint you
on.’

Nonna was now rubbing Melanie’s upper arm, massaging it in a very
comforting way. Melanie resisted, but she couldn’t pull her arms
away.

‘Will you at
least untie me?’ she asked Nonna.

‘In a minute.’
Nonna said. ‘It can be scary to suddenly have another body.’

‘No kidding?’
Melanie said sarcastically.

‘You have to get used to it for a while, so you won’t panic and
hurt yourself, should I bring you a mirror?’ Nonna walked out and
came back with a little hand held make-up mirror. She held it in
front of Melanie’s face. She watched herself. A soft brown
complexion on her face, round cheeks with dark freckles. Her frizzy
hair tied together in two little pigtails with green ribbons.

She tried frowning. She tried smiling. Every time she moved, the
face in the mirror move simultaneously. It was surreal.

‘I don’t know.’
Melanie said with a sigh, what else could she possible do? Should
she still escape, was escape even possible? She promised the Denise
she’d met in the catacombs that she would help her get out, but she
couldn’t just leave her own body behind could she, and what good
was escaping if Nonna could just imprint a back-up neuroscape from
her brain onto the next girl. Another sigh. She would have to
relive this day over and over, like groundhog day.

Nonna looked at
her inquisitively. ‘You’re ready to be untied?’ She asked.

‘Yeah. I
guess.’ Melanie said.

Nonna unbuckled the straps and Melanie tried to move her arms, her
legs, she sat up straight. Moving her head, her body, her
shoulders, this was what her new body felt like, this was what it
felt like to be someone else. She swung her legs back and forth and
stood up, walking around doing a few stretches. This body was more
limber then the body she was used to, she was also a few
centimeters longer wasn’t she. She grabbed her own boobs and
squeezed. Would she like the same food still or would food taste
different, would she get turned on by the same flicking of the
nipple, the same massaging or the clit or would her sexual
preferences change now her body had changed.

Nonna’s arm
laid at the small of her back, she pulled her in for a hug. Melanie
wasn’t sure whether she should answer the hug, she was still mad at
Nonna. She just stood there, her arms will-less dangling down while
Nonna wrapped herself around this new body.

‘You wanna go
play with your new boobies and your new pussy?’ Nonna said.

Melanie
shrugged.

Nonna grabbed
her by the hand and lead her to the bedroom, she pushed Melanie
into the soft mattress. Melanie remembered sleeping in cages. At
least within this body there were no sore muscles from the hard
cage floor, that was a pro.

Nonna lied on
top of her and pushed her lips against Melanie’s, a soft kiss and
another soft kiss, a thousand quick little butterfly kisses and
then a long and passionate one, her tongue probing deep into
Melanie’s mouth. Melanie answered the kiss, she swirled her tong
around in Nonna’s mouth. She wrapped her arms around Nonna and
pulled her closer, one hand on the nape of her neck, another around
her shoulders. What else could she do besides just going with the
flow? Putting up some futile resistance?

‘Yes, yes. Hold
me.’ Nonna said. A soft moan. Her hips were rocking, rubbing her
pelvic bone over Melanie’s leg. Nonna’s face overflown with
ecstasy.

She suckled
Melanie’s bottom lip into her own mouth an nibbled on it. An surge
of arousal an increase of tingles in her pussy. Melanie tilted her
hips and tried to press her pussy against Nonna’s hip.

Nonna kissed her cheek, a trail of kisses, across her cheek, her
earlobe, down the side of her neck. Nonna took Melanie’s top and
bra of. With her tongue she tickled the little dent above her
collarbone and then she continued her way down until the dark brown
nipple disappeared into her mouth.

Melanie watched, she look at her brown breasts firm and round
coming up out of her chest, the areola was bigger than her own
areola and the nipple thicker and somewhat harder it seemed.
Nonna’s lips were pinkish and her tongue as well swirling around.
Melanie could feel even the tiniest movement of Nonna’s mouth,
instigating a new pulse of arousal every time Nonna touched the
nipple. Her pussy getting wet, her pussy getting way more wet and
slimey then she was used to. A damp muggy spot in between her
legs.

Nonna sucked
the nipple into her own mouth, it was surrounded by warmth and
sloppy wetness and tender caresses. Melanie closed her eyes and
just gave in to the sensations for a moment. It were quite
pleasurable sensations, it was quite fascinating to experience sex
through someone else’s eyes, who else would’ve ever got a chance
like this.

Another flick
of the nipple. She lost her train of thoughts her body spasming
involuntarily with pleasure. A moan, a loud moan.

‘I’m sorry,’
she said to Nonna. ‘I don’t know what happened, this body, this...
I don’t know how it works yet.’

Nonna hushed
her and told her not to worry, to just give in and let it all
happen. Nonna switch to her other breast. Massaging it with the
palm of her hand first, her finger rubbing over the nipple. Her
body’s spasmed again.

‘It’s okay.’
Nonna said. She pleasured the other nipple for a while. Long soft
strokes around the areola, the saliva drying in cold breeze. A
suckle. A nibble. Soft teeth biting into the nipple. It was quite
pleasurable actually.

Her pussy
getting warmer and wetter. She opened up her legs and pushed her
hips up against Nonna.

Nonna stuck her
own index finger in her mouth and wet it with her tongue, then she
slid the fingers in between Melanie’s labia, slowly and teasingly
moving up and down, once in a while touching the clit the next
moment caressing the entrance of her pussy as if she was about to
slid her finger inside.

‘Do it.’
Melanie moaned.

But Nonna didn’t enter her yet. Nonna just kept on teasingly
fondling her. Melanie felt her pussy muscles clenching in
anticipation, she was getting wetter and wetter, the body trembling
with arousal.

‘Nonna.’ She
moaned. Melanie let her hands wander over Nonna’s body, she cupped
her bum and pulled her in closer, squeezing tightly. Nonna closing
her eyes in pleasure. It was an impulse, an impulse she couldn’t
control. She spanked Nonna. A loud smack echoed through the room.
Nonna yelped and moaned.

Frazzled she
looked up at Nonna.

‘It’s okay,
sweety.’ Nonna said.

Melanie shook
her head. What was happening? Did Nonna make adjustments in her
brain, was she as of now someone who liked to spank? Or was that
something that came from the body instead of the brain. How much
could be changed before she wouldn’t feel like herself
anymore.

She spanked Nonna again. Then she moved to the front and started to
fondle Nonna’s pussy. She squeezed her hand into the panties, and
pressed into the softly denting labia. Muggy and slimy. Nonna’s
breathing stammered for a moment, a trembling sigh, a warm exhale
caressing Melanie’s nipple.

She couldn’t
wait, she just couldn’t hold back anymore. She flipped Nonna over
and sat down on top of her. Nonna staring up with sickening
admiration. Melanie smiled. She pushed her finger inside Nonna and
started to work on her. Thrusting back and forth, until she was a
helpless little puddle of horniness and arousal, than she sat down
on top of Nonna’s face, pressing her pussy into the mouth. Riding
her mouth. Just some prehistoric urge she couldn’t control.

Nonna licked
her. Nonna stuck out her tongue and it wasn’t long before she felt
her orgasm building up and exploding through her body. She fell
over, her body trembling, spasming, rocking. Loudly moaning almost
screaming.

The orgasm
slowly subsided. When she opened her eyes again she saw she had
fell off of Nonna. Nonna was now lying next to her, looking at her,
while she fingered herself. Melanie just inhaled and exhaled a few
times until the last waves of pleasure faded into a calm
ripple.

Nonna fervently still stimulating her own pussy.

‘Oh come here
you,’ Melanie said. She pulled Nonna close and slid her finger up
inside of her, two fingers actually. She massaged the inside of her
pussy until found the right spot, each time she touched it Nonna’s
eyes closed in arousal. She finger fucked her, slowly building up
rhythm picking up some speed. Then finally Nonna started trembling
as well. Her hips shaking uncontrollably. Melanie had a hard time
following her around so she could keep hitting that special
spot.

‘Thank you.’
Nonna murmured. Her eyes watery and small. She blinked a few times,
then hid her face into Melanie’s shoulder. ‘Thank you.’ She mumbled
again.

‘We’ve done
this a thousand times.’ Melanie said. ‘Or you know, something like
this. You’re acting weird.’

She tried to
push Nonna away so she could examine the face, but Nonna just
clamped herself against her chest.

‘What?’ Melanie
said.

‘I have to get
used to your new body as well.’ Nonna said.

‘Or you can
just give me my old body back.’ Melanie said.

Nonna didn’t
answer. Melanie shrugged, she held Nonna for a while and then asked
if there was something to eat. She suddenly had a taste for ants on
a log, even though she usually hated celery. Whatever. Nonna went
to get her some celery sticks and then went back to work. Melanie
just kept on lying in the bed, nibbling on the celery.

In the other
room she heard Nonna moving around, soothingly talking to the
girls, fidgeting with the equipment.

Now that she
was alone and free she examined her body once again, starting at
the toes, wriggling around, a little mole on the instep, an angular
ankle. She watched and touched. This was so weird. She said to
herself a thousand times. It was just surreal. When she closed her
eyes, she almost felt like she was herself again, she could forget
about this other body for a while, but the moment she opened her
eyes an tried to move around everything just felt different.

With her
fingers she poked around in her own pussy for a while, touching and
feeling. Warm sensations, she was the one experiencing the touching
and yet it strangely felt like she wasn’t allowed to touch that
pussy, that it was someone else’s, that she needed to ask
permission to the original owner from this body.

She closed her
eyes for a while and masturbated herself into an orgasm. Then she
got up out of bed, she dressed herself, and went into Nonna’s
workspace.

‘Need help?’
she mumbled.

 


Days past. She got used
to her new body. The way it moved. The fact that is was more limber
than her old body allowed for an array of new sex positions she
could try with Nonna. But most of the time they weren’t having sex,
they were either just hugging and talking, or working and talking.
Melanie tried her hardest to learn all about the reprogramming and
the imprints. Over the last few weeks a new plan had formed in her
brain, she had to send an assignment to bay five, one of the girls
should be send out while programmed to expose all of this.

However she had no clue
how to do it. She could follow Nonna’s orders and help sedate a
girl, she even knew how to make a back-up neuroscape and save it
inside of the computer, but she had no idea how to write an actual
imprint, how to make changes. Nonna was very secretive about that,
it was done in a programming language full of unreadable symbols
and when she asked Nonna about it, she said the symbols were
irrelevant, that it was all about the neurological pathways and the
synaptic connections that needed to be activated or inhibited.

After a few months
Nonna said they were done with the experiments on her body, and
that her body was now being send down to the catacombs. If Melanie
wished to do so she could visit her body once in a while.

Melanie hesitated, then
said she wanted to go. With the pods they traveled down to the
catacombs. They found her body in one of the cots being flushed
with chemicals, thoroughly sedated. Melanie tried to caress the
cheek, she tried to wake up her body, she wanted to look it into
the eyes, she wanted to know how much of herself was left in
there.

Once a week
they visit the catacombs and visit the body, when phase one was
finished and the dosage of chemicals was slowly decreased, Melanie
saw her body awakening, the eyes were looking at her, she was
cooing, she even held her index finger and suckled on that.

Who’s that, she
wondered, who was in there, was it her but then as a baby or was it
someone else completely. After a while she stopped visiting her
body. It just made her feel confused and angry.

She focused on
learning. Learning more about neuroscapes, learning everything
about neuroscapes. She studied the reports Nonna did over the
years, she asked a million questions, and Nonna marveled about her
curiosity. Nonna was either explaining something to her, or fucking
her, or both at the same time.

 


One day Nonna went up
to the loading docks to check in on a batch of newcomers.

‘Can I please,
please, please come with you?’ Melanie begged. ‘I just can’t bare
to be apart from you for one minute Nonna.’

It was a piece
of theater. Nonna never took her with her, and those moments when
Nonna was gone, usually proved to be the most productive, she could
get one of the girls in and experiment something with recoding a
neuroscape. So far she had only destroyed the brain, when they woke
up, after the adjustments Melanie made, they would have aphasia or
they would be aggressive or paralized but at least the things she
changed had some effect. With Nonna gone up to the loading docks
she would have the entire afternoon to mess around and work on her
escape.

Yet she begged
to come with, it was part of the ritual. She’d never expected Nonna
to say yes, but then that afternoon she did. She said: ‘Well
alright then sweety, I can’t bear to be apart from you either.’

She took her up
in the pods. At first Melanie was annoyed, now she had to play the
girlfriend instead of working on her escape plan. They walked
through a hallway. Nonna scanned the back of her hand, doors
opened, another scan another door opened, and then they were in one
of the loading docks. There was a large white van standing in the
middle of a large room. Two man were carrying limp sedated girls
out of the van and they attached their sleeping bodies in the
harnesses.

Melanie looked
for a while. Wasn’t one of those men called Rick? She vaguely
recognized him. He was the talent scout that had tricked her, he
was the reason she was here. Although he looked somewhat more fancy
now, he was wearing an expensive suit and shiny black leather
shoes, he was the boss and the other one followed his orders.

Melanie was so
angry, she wanted to attack him, but then she smelled something she
hadn’t smelled in a while. That specific rainy smell after a long
dusty summers day, she looked outside and indeed she saw it
drizzling, there was grass and trees and drizzles, there was a blue
sky with a white airplane stripe across. She hadn’t seen an
airplane stripe in months.

There was the
real world, the realest world. It was just there, all she had to do
was walk outside, walk down the ramp and she would touch the earth,
she would feel the rain.

She couldn’t
keep her eyes of off that big garage door with that little pasture
of green behind it. Nonna walked over to the first girl, she
examined the sleeping body. Melanie started running. Her footsteps
echoing through the dock. Behind her she heard shouting, screams.
She didn’t look back, she just kept on running. Down the ramp. It
was as if she was flying. Soft grass. Denting beneath her feet. A
crackling dirt road filled with broken sea shells, just running.
Panting. Her throat was hurting. Yet she kept on going. A fence.
She ran around the Dome. Footsteps behind her. Shouting behind her.
A car following her. She saw the exit, the lever. Two security guys
were waiting for her, approaching her.

‘Don’t hurt
her, don’t hurt her.’ Nonna’s voice. High pitched and panicked.

A shot. A loud
bang. A sharp pain in her lower back. Instinctively she covered the
pain with her hand. She didn’t bleed, she wasn’t shot, there was a
thin cylinder sticking out of her. A sedation dart? She vaguely
recognized it from the hunt on the biotope level. She pulled it out
of her skin. A cloud of numbness spreading through her back.
Apparently it would have been better to let it just sit there. She
kept on running. A wave of dizzyness. Woa!

She was about
to fall over. She took a little break for a moment. She breathed.
Hoping the dizziness would fade, but it only got worse. It was the
dart. It must have been that stupid dart. She started walking
again. Her vision was blurring. She wasn’t really sure which way
she was heading. Just keep on walking. One foot in front of the
other. Her knees week. She was stumbling. Wavering. She fell onto
the ground. An arm wrapped around her waist.

‘I’ve got her.’
A voice said. Hoisting her back up, her body was going loose and
limp, she hung numb in the arms leaning heavy against the
chest.

‘Should I put
her out?’ the voice asked.

‘No,’ Nonna
said. ‘Don’t hurt her.’

‘Why? Is she
your little girlfriend? Did you got a little attached. I bet she
used her pretty titties just to escape.’

‘Shut up.’
Nonna’s voice said. ‘Shut up or I’ll have you send to the
catacombs, Rick. Don’t talk to me like that. Don’t talk about her
like that.’

The person that
was holding her shrugged. Melanie’s body jiggled around. ‘Sorry. I
didn’t know you got mad. What do you want me to do with her?’

‘Fine
chloroform her if you must.’

A sweet smell
up her nostrils. A damp rag hovering in front of her face. Every
once in a while it touched her cheek and lips. She was getting even
more light headed and dizzy. Voices ringing all around her.
Dizzying smells. Twisting worlds. Darkness growing, engulfing
her.

When she woke
up she was back in a cage. A tiny uncomfortable space. She checked
the color of her skin. Still in that other body though. She laid
back on the tartan blanket and looked up at the ceiling. She was
still drowsy, still in a haze.

She wasn’t in
the large fabric hall with all the other cages though. She was in a
room she didn’t know, she didn’t recognize. When the drowsiness
faded she tried to look around. It smelled like fresh paint, a
faint light, not at all bright enough to have a good look.

After a while
Nonna came in. The lights on. Brightly shining upon her
surroundings. She was in the screen room, although it had been
rebuild, redecorated.

Nonna sat down
in front of her cage. Her face puffed up and rosy, her eyes red
from all the crying. Nonna looked so sad, so heartbroken. She
stared at Melanie, biting her own lip.

‘I figured
you’d be awake by now.’ She said.

Melanie nodded.
‘Will you let my out?’ She asked.

‘No.’ Nonna
shook her head. ‘I need to know. I’ve thought about it a lot. I
don’t care what they say online, how relationships are about trust
and all that, I need to know the truth.’

‘What truth?’
Melanie asked.

‘I need to know
whether you have ever loved me or if you’re just a manipulative
bitch praying on my weaknesses. Like when you hit me with a dart in
the biotope, was it an accident, or did you do that on
purpose.’

‘Off course it
was an accident.’ Melanie said. Even though she knew full well it
was a lie. She didn’t want to see Nonna unhappy, she did grew fond
of the woman, but yet she wanted to escape, both sides
coexisted.

‘I’d figured
you say that.’ Nonna mumbled. ‘That’s why I’ve pulled some old
fashioned truth serum out of the laboratories. She prepped a little
syringe and injected Melanie in the arm. For a while Melanie didn’t
notice anything, then suddenly her head started spinning, a hazy
blur between herself and reality. It was really hard to focus.

‘Do you love
me?’ Nonna asked.

‘In a way.’
Melanie said.

‘In what
way?’

‘I love being
around you. I love being special and not locked up. I love fucking
you. I love the way you can bring me to orgasm.’

‘Do you want to
escape?’

‘Yes off
course,’ Melanie said.

‘Why?’ Nonna
asked.

The questions
kept on coming and Melanie kept on answering them. Without
thinking, almost as if she was functioning on automatic pilot.
Nonna started crying, she got angry, she hit the cage, then she
asked more questions, begging questions, accusing questions, more
sobbing and crying.

Then she left
Melanie alone for a while. Melanie just sat in her cage. Tripping
on truth serum, and in the end she fell a sleep again. Nonna kept
her in the cage for days. She treated Melanie like a little pet,
the only time she was allowed outside of the cage was to have sex,
but then she would have to be on a collar and leach.

Nonna had her
body brought up to the old security room as well. Melanie could
observe her own body lying in the cot. She was in phase three now.
Nonna said. Her body acted toddler-like, sucking her thumb, playing
with stuffed animals, crying, climbing over the edge of the cot.
Nonna spoon fed her, and played with her, changing her diaper,
teaching her new words. Melanie had no choice but to watch it
happen, to just sit in her cage and observe. Sometimes she
pretended to be asleep, she tried to be asleep, but she just
couldn’t lock herself out of the situation. She would hear her body
cooing, she would hear Nonna marveling over a muttered word. Her
body standing in the cot, yelling: Nonna, Nonna, Nonna, with
outstretched arms as if she was yelling for a mother.

Who was in
there? What mind was controlling her body? Nonna worked on a new
imprint, for days for months, she barely even slept anymore.
Sometimes she told little Melanie what she was working on.

‘Nonna is going
to make you really smart, just like Nonna, so we can have all this
fun conversations.’ She would say one day. Or the other when she
was consoling sad little Melanie she would say. ‘Don’t cry sweety,
Nonna has to work for a little while. Nonna almost cracked the
code. Nonna almost knows how to turn you into my perfect little
girlfriend, you were so close already weren’t you, we just have to
get rid of that lying escaping side of yours don’t we. Yes we
do.’

Little Melanie
would chuckle and try to grab Nonna’s cheek. While big Melanie was
still locked up in her cage, forced to watch. Little Melanie grew
up. She learned how to dress herself, she learned how to eat, she
grew up really quick, in about two months she had gone from an
annoying toddler into a sulking teenager that listened to music all
day and made dark depressing paintings.

Sometimes she
would stand in front of the cage. She would stick her hand through
the bars and pet Melanie.

‘Knock it off.’
Melanie would grumble.

‘Why is she
still here?’ Teenage Melanie asked Nonna.

‘Just in case
my little plan doesn’t work out the way I wanted. I think it’s
about time you took a seat in Nonna’s chair don’t you? If all goes
well, we’ll have her memory wiped and we’ll give her a simple bay
two or three imprint.’

Melanie
couldn’t see. No matter how she twisted and tried. She could hear
Nonna softly telling her body to lay down, Nonna telling her to
breath in the gas.

When her
original body came back she was herself again. She recognized
herself, and yet, she wasn’t completely herself.

‘Melanie,’ she
whispered when Nonna was out of sight. ‘Come here.’

Here original
body came closer. ‘Are you me now, are you Melanie again?’ she
asked.

‘Yes I’m
Melanie,’ she said.

‘Well I’m
Melanie as well,’ Melanie said.

‘What a
coincidence,’ Her original body said. ‘We both have the same
name.’

‘No, we both
have the same brain,’ Melanie said.

‘I doubt it.’
The body said.

‘I’ll prove
it.’ Melanie said. ‘You want to be a model. You love Ben and
Jerry’s ice cream. You despise pretentious people. You...’

‘Whatever.’ The
body shrugged.

‘Wait.’ Melanie
yelled. ‘You want to escape. I’ll help you. I know what to do. You
just have to send an assignment to bay five.’

‘I don’t want
to escape.’ The body said. ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.
You’re nothing like me at all. You’re mean and weird and pathetic.
I would never leave Nonna. This place is like heaven, it’s the
best.’

‘But there’s an
outside world, there’s an actual real reality.’

‘So what, I
don’t need reality. I need Nonna. I’m happy here.’

‘No you’re not,
happy. I’m not happy. Were the same.’

‘We’re not. I’m
nothing like you.’

‘Can you at
least let me go?’ Melanie asked.

‘I’ll ask
Nonna.’ New Melanie turned around and walked away. Old Melanie
heard them talking in the other room. Then Nonna came to say it was
indeed time to let her go. She was hoisted in a harness and send
off to bay three. Floating through the long dark hallways, she
thought about new Melanie. She was slightly jealous, but also
angry, that wasn’t her anymore, that wasn’t the real her. Nonna had
adjusted so many things in the imprint the new Melanie wasn’t
anything like the old Melanie. She was the only thing that was left
of old melanie, she and a back up imprint. If this body she was in
right now, the Melanie that once was would seize to exist. Would
that be the same as dying? Her harness drifted into a small perspex
cabin. Yellow smoke surrounded her. She was getting sleepy.
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function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



