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Drugged Revenge

 


A muggy warmth enclosed my finger. She was nice and
soft inside, so lovely and vulnerable and on top of it completely
defenseless, finally she was mine. Her blond hairs draped over my
pillow, her lips loosened, her mouth slightly opened. The same
mouth that would usually form a condescending smile or an arrogant
chuckle, that mouth was now powerless. She was kind of ugly really.
Her opened mouth, gave her a double chin. I wished she would start
drooling as well.

Her little g-string pushed down to her knees,
her thighs spread apart and now my finger was resting inside of
her. I didn’t have to move, I didn’t have to finger-fuck her, I
wasn’t looking for a reaction. She was unconscious anyway. For once
it wasn’t about her, it was about me now.

Me, little Aubergine they’d called me, because I’d painted my hair
in the color of an eggplant, they said. No, She! She said! She, the
popular Lisa started that nickname for me, she called me Aubergine,
and it stuck. I didn’t mind, it connected her to me. Popular Lisa
and unpopular Aubergine bound together. She named me, so in a way
she created me, she controlled me. In my mind she was always with
me, whenever I got dressed I wondered what she would think about my
clothes, whenever I bought a new notepad, whenever I tied my hair
into a ponytail, or when I heated up a frozen pizza, whatever I
did, I always imagined her reactions, mighty Lisa’s reactions.

Mighty Lisa, lying powerless in my bed now.
She had checked-out. I could do whatever I wanted, and I wanted to
feel her, feel her around my finger, feel her inside. I wanted to
penetrate her. I wanted to be with her, to disappear inside of her.
That’s the only thing I wished for. I needed to mark her, so the
rest of her life she would carry part of me with her.

For a moment I wished I was a man, so I could
fill her up with my sperm. At the same time I was glad that I
didn’t have one of those little trunks dangling between my legs. I
was just like her. My pussy felt just like hers. I pushed my finger
as deep as possible and dented her soft spongy insides. I inspected
the little layer of slime on top of my finger, transparent slime,
just like my own, I rubbed it over her thighs, fondled her labia,
the fatter outer labia and also the wrinkled inner labia.

She was shaved, the skin prickly with
stubble. Her inner labia were like little flaps popping out. My own
inner labia were small, almost invisible, hiding behind the outer
labia. I tried to pull on my own inner labia, I wanted to be just
like her, I wanted to have those little flaps as well. It hurt and
I gave up. I just couldn’t control myself and once again I pushed
my finger inside of Lisa. It was so nice, so soft and warm and
safe. I wanted to crawl in with my entire body, being surrounded by
her warmth, she would enclose my arms, my legs, my butt, belly and
boobs. Everywhere, everywhere around me she would be.

She moaned.

I pushed my finger deeper and deeper. Wild
and rough, wilder in an attempt to make her moan again. She wasn’t
aware, she wouldn’t know about anything, she wouldn’t remember. I
knew from experience.

Experience I say. Only once I’d stolen a
sleeping pill from my mother and tested it on myself. With Lisa, I
slipped her three at the same time, and a bunch of alcohol to go
along with it, because the information leaflet said alcohol might
increase the effects of the pills.

Giggly, Lisa had become, giggly and
uninhibited. She told me personal stories, shameful stories, she
confided in me, told me secrets, and of course I remembered them
all, if only because it were her secrets. By sharing her secrets
the bond between us grew stronger. She had given me my name,
Aubergine, and now she had given me her secrets.

Later I could use those to invite her to my
house again, to manipulate her, to dominate her, the black mail her
perhaps. Black mail is an ugly word, what I was trying to say is
that the power between us had shifted.

After the secret sharing, her speech got
slurred, her words were languid and incoherent, she jumped from
association to association, words, nothing more than words dripping
out of her mouth. We sat on my bed, our backs against the wall, the
books for our chemistry paper spread all around us.

I pretended not to notice her disorientation.
She tried to get up, that was a scary moment, she slided forwards
put her feet on the ground and wavered, her hands swaying through
the air trying to find balance.

‘Whoa,’ she said, ‘What’s happening? What’s
going on?’

She talked way to loudly but luckily no one
was home. No one was ever home, my mom was single and had to work
three different jobs to feed me and pay my college bills. Usually I
loathed our poverty, because it made me an outcast, but now it made
me happy, because of my loneliness no one would notice the
giggling, confused, sedated Lisa.

I grabbed her arm and pulled her back on the
bed. She plumped down with a lazy heavy body. The mattress almost
launched me. She laughed and grabbed her head again.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, ‘I don’t know what’s
wrong with me.’

I put my hand at the nape of her neck. ‘Drink
some more,’ I said. More alcohol, more orange juice and vodka with
dissolved sleeping pills. I poured the juice into her mouth, she
swallowed, and giggled again.

‘Maybe I’m just a little tipsy,’ she
said.

‘Maybe,’ I said. The bottom of the glass was
left with a white residue. Powder. Sleeping pills that weren’t
completely dissolved. Maybe the liquid was saturated or something,
I vaguely remember a chapter about that in our chemistry books.
Saturated solutions. I grabbed the vodka and poured a little into
the glass, I twisted the glass, the vodka swirling around the
crushed pills, and I poured it all into her mouth. She shivered,
and said she didn’t like it. I laughed. She made noises with her
tongue and mouth, sticking her tongue out, feeling with her
fingers, touching and poking her own tongue. It looked ridiculous,
as if she was a little girl still. I laughed at her and got out my
phone. I filmed her. She was giggling as well.

‘Are you doing?’ she said. She tried to push
herself up, she put her hands on he mattress, she swayed from side
to side, her head nid-nodding, almost she bumped into the wall, she
sank back onto the bed again. Her eyes closed. A moment. Another
moment. A tiny voice.

‘I’m worried,’ she said. ‘I’m scared Aubie.
What’s happening? Am I dying? I feel like... I feel like I’m full,
or something, as if my blood has turned into syrup, sticky and
slow, as if everything slows down, and the rest is like... as if
I’m tired from working out or something, with warm and drained
muscles but then... like...’ She started crying. Tears propped up
in her eyes, first only a shimmering in the blue that was usually
so confident and arrogant, but then the tears rolled down her
cheeks, smudging her make up, dark mascara lines and light stripes
where her foundation had washed away.

She tried to wipe her tears away, her hand
dropped limply into her face and she started sobbing. ‘What’s going
on? I’m dying. You have to call an ambulance Aubie. I’m just so
tired, I can’t think anymore, I just want to close my eyes.’

I waited. Her eyes rolled up into her head.
It was quiet for a while. I waited. I waited till I could hear her
snoring softly, her breathing nice and regular.

I pushed her skirt upwards and studied her
g-string, her pubis beneath the silk, a curvature, a slight hill,
the skin of her thighs smooth and firm. I watched, I watched and
caressed. First her knee. Careful and comforting, then my hand slid
up over her skin, lightly tanned, her thighs, her groin, muggy, the
silk of her g-string and the dune beneath it. I could feel her
labia denting under the fabric, I was mesmerized. That feeling.
That sensation I had fantasized about for ages, now, in real life,
it was so much better then all fantasies combined.

‘I don’t wanna die,’ a soft mumbling, barely
audible. Her eyes opened, tiny slivers, her pupils kept rolling and
turning away, her eyelids drooping, shutting close. She fought it.
She shook her head, rolling from side to side. She tried so hard to
keep her eyes open, it made her cross eyed. ‘I don’t wanna die,’
she said again.

She wasn’t aware of me or my actions, she
didn’t notice her skirt was shoved up to her belly button, and my
hand in between her legs was fondling her little g-string and
pussy.

‘Sshhh,’ I said. I pressed my fingers more
firmly against her g-string, I prodded around in her crotch and
looked for the little nodule, that I liked to play with at night in
my bed. I found something resembling mine, although her clit seemed
slightly bigger, as if it was swollen. I circled around it with my
finger.

With my other hand I caressed her cheek, I
softly wiped away the tears and the tangled hairs. ‘Sshhh,’ I said
again. ‘You won’t die, You’ll only fall asleep for a little while,
you’ll sleep and surrender to me now.’

Her face, her eyes, the moment I said it, the
moment I told her to surrender to me. They grew bigger, more
confused, even though they were still little closing slivers of
white.

‘Lisa,’ I said, ‘Dear Lisa. There’s nothing
you can do to stop it, the moment you fall asleep you’re mine.
You’re body will be mine. I will make you mine.’ I wish she
understood what I said, or that she at least registered some of it,
but I also knew I need to be realistic. Three sleeping pills a dash
of vodka.

Her eyes closed again. A long time. Her
breathing deep and regular. Once in a while a moan, a
semi-movement, a sliver of an eye. There was no surrender like I
had hoped, there was no notion of powerlessness that crawled over
her face, she was too confused, already, too sedated to realize
things like that. Her mouth fell open, soft snoring in the back of
her throat. I was victorious, yet it didn’t feel like a victory.
For it to feel like a victory she had to acknowledge her own
defeat.

I groped her. I pushed her g-string down to
her knees, pushed her legs apart and pushed my finger inside. It
was about me, I told myself it was about me. Still it bothered me
that she didn’t notice me, that she didn’t realize how much more
powerful I was in this moment.

I pushed her top up and slapped her breast,
first softly but every time she didn’t react a bit harder, my own
fingers tingling. I squeezed her nipple. Nothing. I bent over and
bit her nipple, still nothing.

Instead a pink imprint of my teeth in her
skin. I rubbed it over with my thumb. I kissed it. I laid my head
on her chest and suckled on her nipple as if I was a little girl
and she was my mommy. I pulled her arm around me. Her hand kept
slipping away, away from my shoulder back onto the bed. I needed to
hold it in place. I embraced myself with her body. I took off my
own pants and panties and I rubbed the tingling warm spot between
my legs over her breasts, back and forth, over the nipple. Desire
grew and grew. It felt like never before. When I touched myself
with my fingers it was pragmatic with only one goal in mind. Right
now there was no goal, there was just desire, tingling arousal
pleasure heaven, larger than life.

Uncontrolled breathing. Uncontrolled
movements. I grabbed around me, I grabbed her breasts, her nipples,
her belly, her face her cheeks. I pressed the spot between my legs
against her mouth and nose and chin. I rubbed myself all over her,
every possible piece of her body, and yet it was unsatisfying. Now
she was here, available, for me to do with as I pleased, but still
she felt further away than ever.

Fantasies of her locked in a dungeon.
Fantasies of me hypnotizing her, brainwashing her. Fantasies about
humiliating her, and spanking her until she cried, all of those
fantasies seemed more real, more close, than this moment and her
availability right now.

I pressed Lisa’s fingers into my pussy. Her
limp hand. I fucked myself with her limp fingers. I was going crazy
with desire, crazy with the satisfaction that refused to wash over
me. I rubbed my crotch against hers, rubbing, rubbing, rubbing.
Ecstasy but no release. I had to finish with my own fingers, the
same old fingers, and the same old overused fantasies.

My orgasm was deeper than usual, it came from
further away, it streamed through my body, the afterglow longer and
lazier. I was laying against her. Curled up, with my head against
her shoulder. She still wasn’t drooling.

I listened closely and held my breath to
check if she was still breathing, still alive. Her chest went up an
down regularly. I laid close to her. A while, a long while. I
pushed my fingers once again inside her, then I put inside a
pencil, I searched for other things to slip in, the remote control
of my television for example. It made me laugh and I took a
picture.

I masturbated once more, a feeble orgasm,
then I grabbed our chemistry assignment. Half of it I wrote with my
own ballpoint, the other half I wrote with her fountain pen trying
to mimic her hand writing as closely as I could.

I took a bunch of pictures. The spot between
her legs, her breasts, her fingers against her breasts or in
between her legs. Pictures I could use later on, to masturbate to,
or perhaps to black mail her.

 


She knew something had happened. She had to know
something had happened. On campus Lisa ignored me, in class she
ignored me. We got an A for our chemistry assignment and she just
shrugged. She didn’t tease me anymore, she didn’t bully me. No one
would call me Aubergine, nor call me by my real name. It was as if
I didn’t exist. As if I was a ghost, a dead one, not yet realizing
I had died.

It scared me. What did Lisa know? Wat did
Lisa suspect. Why did she behave the way she did?

At home I tried to forget it. I frantically
watched the pictures and the movies I’d made and I masturbated
myself into oblivion. Again and again I stole my mothers sleeping
pills. I noticed I got used to them, one pill didn’t make me fall
asleep anymore, so I took two or three at the same time. I
masturbated, masturbated, masturbated until sleep washed over me. I
hoped I would dream about my fantasies, that all my fantasies would
feel real and lifelike, as dreams often do. But the sleeping pills
made my nights dark and dreamless. Every morning I woke up and my
problems would still be there, every morning I had to get up out of
bed and go to college, I was still a sophomore, Lisa was still a
sophomore. Nothing had changed.

In the weekends I searched the Internet for
clues about Lisa. I read stories from real victims, being actually
sexually abused by their fathers or neighbors. It made me sick, I
got nauseous and quickly clicked that website away. Lisa wasn’t a
victim, I told myself. Lisa doesn’t even remember, you can’t be a
victim if you can’t remember, can you? After a while I found a
story from a victim that was slipped a drugged drink in the pub,
she didn’t remember, but still she felt icky, she knew something
was wrong.

I’m evil. I’m a terrible person. I’m
horrible. I stared out of the window, a brown leaf twirled through
the wind and stuck to the glass. I sighed. Even though I strongly
disapproved, I couldn’t help myself. I kept fantasizing about Lisa.
My body just got aroused thinking about Lisa ignorantly sleeping,
completely unaware. There were other ways to drug her besides a
spiked drink. I could give her an injection or something, I would
be more like a medical thing, instead of a sexual predator thing.
And injection would be quicker anyway, I wouldn’t have to trick her
into drinking my spiked drink, just a little shot and she would be
mine. Youtube turned out to be heaven, thousands of clips about
sedation, people falling asleep before an operation, with a shot or
an anesthesia mask. Yes, I would love to put her under with an
anesthesia mask. I studied. I studied harder than I ever did for my
regular classes in college. I downloaded books from different
universities, books for the anesthesia major, new anesthesia, old
anesthesia. Chloroform. Ether. Ether could be bought at a petrol
station, and Chloroform could be bought at any hardware store, I
just had to tell them at the counter I was gluing perspex or
something, I didn’t even know what perspex was, but I stored that
word away in my mind. Even laughing gas could easily be bought, it
were shiny silver capsules, used for prepping whipped cream.

My fantasies got new momentum. I wasn’t
scared of Lisa anymore, If she hadn’t turned me in by now, she
wouldn’t anymore, would she? I needed more. Last time I got away
with it easily, so why would this time be any different? My
fantasies – could you still call them fantasies? – My scenario’s
became more and more realistic, feasible. Not that realistic
though, when I had my fingers down my pants, and I imagined Lisa in
my dungeon, locked up, tied down, left to my whims and wishes, my
chloroform, my sleeping pills, my injections, then I didn’t really
think about the location of the dungeon, where my mother would be,
or why no one was looking for Lisa, or how on earth I had gotten my
hands on such injections, but still, my fantasies had changed.

I imagined sending her one of her own nude
pics, anonymously, and then I told her to come to a meeting place,
a dark secluded place, maybe somewhere in the industrial area,
outside the city lines, there I would sedate her, push a cloth of
chloroform against her face, shove an injection into her arm, I
would tie her down and keep her drugged and intoxicated and I would
have my way with her.

 


One day when I was bored I skipped my college classes
and took the bus to the industrial area. Big buildings, factory
halls, corrugated sheets and nobody knew what happened behind those
walls. Trucks were driving to and fro. Man walking outside in
overalls, loading or unloading the trucks. There wasn’t a suitable
building here.

Loud laughing I turned around. Ridiculous I
was. Ridiculous! I wouldn’t really think about kidnapping a fellow
college student, I was nineteen. Women my age don’t kidnap other
women. I was laughing and giggling and running against the wind
back to the bus stop.

When I got home my mother was waiting for me,
she was furious. She yelled at me. She yelled that she did
everything for me, that she juggled three different jobs, just so I
could have everything I wanted, so I could attend college and then
she was thanked with this? She threw and empty box of sleeping
pills on the table. She yelled at me and told me I was a thief,
asking me if I was an addict or if I maybe sold the pills at
college to make some extra money.

Bewildered I stared at the empty strips. Of
course my mother would sooner or later discover I had stolen her
sleeping pills, why hadn’t I realized that? My mother had turned
into an abstract concept. A post-it not on a box of lasagna, a
rumbling key in the door when I was about to fall asleep, a shadow
in the night whispering sweet dreams. I studied her face, her brown
hair in a tight ponytail, deep wrinkles next to her eyes, she was
still wearing her uniform, stained and sweaty and smelly. Her face
red with anger. How long had it been since I saw my mother for
real, in daylight, maybe nine days, two weeks, I couldn’t even
remember.

Disappointment in her eyes, I could see it.
She was disappointed in me. It scared me and I started crying,
sobbing like a little girl, with snot dripping from my nose, tears
streaming down my face. She wrapped her arm around me, she talked
softly, more empathy, more understanding rang through in her voice.
I didn’t know what to say. I told her I was stressed because of
college, because of all the homework and the tests, because of
other people bullying me, I said that was the reason I couldn’t
sleep, that my grades were dropping, but that the sleeping pills
seemed to be a solution.

She understood. Full of empathy she stroke my
back, she gave me a little lecture about medication being personal,
that you couldn’t take someone else’s medication that it was
dangerous, but then she promised to make an appointment for me with
my doctor so I could ask for my own pills.

The appointment with the doctor, wasn't all
that special. I repeated the same sad story, although I didn’t
manage to make myself cry. She prescribed me another medicine than
the one my mother used. My mother had zopiclone and I got
temazepam. I asked why. I asked about the receptors in the synapses
that I’d read about in the downloaded books. The doctor was quite
surprised, she asked me how I knew.

I shrugged. ‘Internet,’ I mumbled.

‘Do you like medicine, do you want to become
a doctor?’

‘Maybe Anesthetist,’ I said. It wasn’t a lie.
The last few weeks I had seriously considered changing my major
into anesthesia.

The doctor kept asking questions, maybe she
was suspicious, maybe she wasn’t allowed to prescribe medication to
people who knew so much about it, or maybe she wanted to pump up my
self esteem. Deliberately I used a lot of jargon, so she wouldn’t
think I was just another addicted junky, so she would know I was
serious about anesthesia. I mentioned rucuronium and told her about
the difference between field blocks and surface blocks. She was
very impressed with me, or pretended to be impressed. She asked
whether I would be interested in an orientation day, maybe assist
some anesthetist in a hospital or something. She said it would be
good for my self esteem. Of course I agreed.

 


It was an interesting day at the hospital. I stole a
few empty syringes and needles wrapped in plastic. It was easy.
They just laid there out in the open, up for grabs. I didn’t know
what I would do with them yet. I rubbed the side of a syringe
against my pussy while masturbating, or I tried to shove it into my
vulva, but most arousing where the fantasies and scenarios where I
terrorized Lisa until she got Stockholm syndrome and looked up to
me with gushing submission.

After that day in the hospital, I e-mailed
other hospitals, and pharmacies asking whether they offered
orientation days as well. It was so easy. Who would ever suspect a
nineteen year old college girl trying to pick the right future for
herself? Four different pharmacies invited me to come over. I build
up a stock, with syrups and tablets, with syringes and masks. Once
in a while I started to believe myself, and thought: yes, I’m going
to be an anesthetist, why not? Other days I was just horny, and the
only things that mattered were the things I wanted to do to Lisa.
After I orgasmed, the banality of that hit me again. Of course I
wouldn’t go through with it, I told myself. Where and how would I
even? There were simply too much practical objections and I didn’t
want to go to jail.

Collecting all those medications was just a
hobby, I told myself, just an after school activity, something that
interested me. It was just a random coincidence that I would have a
bag full of sleeping pills, and sedatives and several paralyzing
and sleep inducing agents that could be injected, chloroform,
ether, capsules filled with laughing gas, needles, syringes. I
wanted to become anesthetist after all. Just a random coincidence.
Just a hobby.

 


My mother went to go on holiday for a few weeks.
Together with a friend she’d met at one of her jobs. A man, he
would pay. She’d deserved a nice vacation, she said. I knew his
type, they spoiled my mother for a few months, let her believe she
was young and beautiful again, that somewhere out there, there was
a better life waiting for her, and he would be the white knight
giving her that better life. He would move in with us, give me some
money for a laptop or some clothes to win me over, and then he
would plump down on the couch, watch television, he would become
lazy, laugh at his own farts, and in the end my mother would be
annoyed with him and kick him out. That’s how it always went. I
wanted to protect her, but at the same time I wanted to be home
alone for a week. Having the apartment completely to myself. I
didn’t have the money to move out and find a place on my own or
else I would have done so already. This vacation would be a few
welcome days.

I could bind Lisa to the kitchen table and no
one would be bothered.

For days I was constructing a plan, for days
I was horny, arousal swirling between my legs, between my ears. I
couldn’t think clearly anymore, or maybe I could, I was fully aware
of my stupidity, I knew that they would come looking for Lisa, that
I would get caught, but I simply couldn’t help myself.

I send Lisa an invitation. Well, no, it
wasn’t and invitation, it was a order, a command. A command she
followed to the letter because of the picture I send along with
it.

‘Explain,’ she said when she was at my door.
She pushed the nude photo into my face, it was the picture with her
own fingers in between her legs. ‘Explain yourself Aubergine. I
always knew there was something wrong with you. You’re insane.
There’s something loose inside your mind. You slipped me something
in my drink, didn’t you? Admit it. Don’t think you’ll get away with
it. I’ll tell everyone, my father, the headmaster, the police.’

She had stepped into the living room. Raging.
She yelled that she had known all along, that she had known since
the very first day that there was something wrong with me,
something weird, something just plain wrong.

I had thought long and hard about the
medicine I would administer to her first, she was about my height
and weight, so chloroform would be a struggle, a risky struggle.
There was a very real possibility she would fight me off and have
me breathing the fumes instead. Sleeping pills would take half an
hour or more to take a hold on her, I didn’t know if she would stay
that long. So I had decided on a shot. I’d found a drug that was
used in mental institutions to subdue aggressive patients, an
injection it was. My thumb grazed the smooth plastic in my pocket.
I studied her. I wanted to remember it all. Her anger, her
fierceness, her energy, just remember it all, so the contrast with
her sedated laziness would be all the more visible.

‘Why don’t you say something? Talk Aubie,
talk! Why did you do that, why did you ask me here, what do you
want from me? Money? Do you want money? Or do you want me to stop
bullying you? Is this some sort of Robin Hood type thing, you think
you’re a hero?’

She looked at me questioningly. I walked
over, grabbed her wrist and put the needle in her biceps. A moment
of silence. A moment were she stared at me confused and surprised.
I released all of the liquid from the syringe into her arm, I had
emptied it all before she jerked her wrist out of my hand and
started screaming.

‘What are you doing?’ she yelled. ‘What on
earth do you think you’re doing.’ Then she started faltering,
stumbling. ‘What was in that syringe?’

She held herself up at the wall, wavering,
grasping at the door handle. She fell onto the ground. She tried to
get up, but she failed. Then, in that moment, she looked up at me
with fearful glassy eyes. She realized. She realized I had the
power, I was in charge, I was victorious. She whispered: ‘Wat are
you going to do to me?’

I wished I had captured that moment on film.
That moment alone would be enough material to masturbate to for
years and years to come. Her body dropped to the ground. Her eyes
empty, drowsy. Lisa didn’t exist anymore. Lisa was gone and her
body was for me alone to enjoy. She wasn’t completely asleep yet,
but that wasn’t necessary. She was a sedated mental case.

I pulled on her arms and stretched her body
out over the ground, then I undressed her. I groped and fondled
her, where ever and whenever I wanted. I dragged her body into my
bedroom. She was heavy. I was sweating. Sweating and panting, but
eventually I managed to get her onto my bed. I tied her down, very
carefully. Her arms spread wide apart, her knees open to the side,
her body, her ankles, everything I secured to the bed. It was
impossible for her to escape, or to even move.

I rubbed my crotch against hers. I fondled
her and myself at the same time. She just kept on lying there. The
same empty look on her face. I wanted to drug her again, and again.
I wanted to try every single sedative I’d collected. Masturbating
in the meantime was just a little play, it was just filling the
time. Fondling her, groping her, her body, the sex. It wasn’t about
sex. It was about power. It was about that moment, that precise
moment I just witnessed, the fearful glance on her face, her
looking up at me and whispering ‘what are you going to do with
me?’

I had already decided on the next drug, now
she was immobilized I would give her the chloroform, if
administered correctly it could be a slow induction, hopefully I
would be able to stretch that precise moment I was looking for into
infinity. I hesitated, what if I would paralyze her first, then she
would be completely helpless, but also completely aware at the same
time.

I laid down next to Lisa on the bed. My hand
in between her labia. I toyed around with the slime, with the
vulva, every now and again I slipped my finger inside. In the
meantime I turned the television on and watched some cartoons. Four
hours had past when I noticed Lisa was regaining consciousness.
Four hours on the dot, exactly like the information leaflet had
predicted. She started moving and moaning.

‘Where am I?’ she asked with at thick languid
tongue. ‘What happened?’

I kept toying with her pussy. She had to wake up more, she had to
wake up completely, she had to know, realize, she had to
understand. Understand that now I was in charge.

‘Why did you bound my hands? What are you
doing? Why are you touching me. Stop it. Don’t do that. Get away
from me. Who are you? Aubie? Aubergine? Why am I here? Aubie let me
go this instant or I’ll scream. I swear to god, I’ll scream.’ She
started screeching, her voice shrill and high filling up my
bedroom. I might have been home alone, but I wasn’t the only one in
this apartment building, I had downstairs neighbors, upstairs
neighbors, and then there were the ones across the hall. I ruffled
up her own panties and shoved them in her mouth. The screeching
changed into coughing and gagging. A look of disbelief.

Aubie, she had mentioned my name. She knew it
was me. She knew what was going on. Almost. To be sure I waited
another hour. I kept rubbing her pussy, caressing, penetrating,
shoving stuff in it, pressing an electric toothbrush against it.
Sometimes I did that to myself, I saw she reacted more or less in
the same way I did. Her breathing shallow, she was panting. Fear in
her eyes. Panic. Protest. I would let her orgasm and capture that
moment on my phone. That would be an amazing victory.

I pressed the vibrating toothbrush against
her skin, with my fingers I searched for the right nodule. I
studied her face, primarily her eyes, even the littlest muscle
spasm, a muted moan from behind her panties, was it? wasn’t it? I
wasn't sure. Her breathing picked up pace, tension in her hips, her
legs, the panic in her eyes growing bigger, bigger, begging now,
begging me. I grabbed my phone, with one hand I held the toothbrush
in place, with my other hand I pointed my phone at her. She was
about to cum. I knew for sure, no she wasn’t.

Relief in her eyes. What had gone wrong?
A-ha, the toothbrush had slipped. It was vibrating against her
labia instead of the nodule. I adjusted the toothbrush to the
correct spot. She tensed up again. Panic returned. Her back arched.
A sound in her chest, the noise was muted by the panties in her
mouth. She orgasmed, a rocking body, moaning, panic, eyes rolling
away in pleasure. I had won. I was the winner. Winner, winner,
winner.

I kept taping her until the last wave of
arousal had subsided. I folded up a cloth an placed it over her
nose and mouth, then I grabbed the bottle of chloroform and a
little pipette. I dropped the chloroform drop by drop onto the
cloth, a wet spot appeared.

More and more sound she produced.

‘If you promise me you won’t scream, I will
remove the panties. Do you promise?’

She nodded.

I didn’t know whether I believed her. It
didn’t matter. I wanted to hear her muttered protests, and if she
would scream, the panties would be quickly back into place
again.

I slapped her face, her cheek. My own fingers
were tingling. I don’t know why I did that. It scared me. It scared
Lisa as well.

‘You promise?’

Again the same nod.

I pulled the panties from her mouth and put
the cloth with chloroform back in place, loosely lying on her face,
I wasn’t in a hurry, she wouldn’t go anywhere.

‘Aubie please, let me go please, why are you
doing this? Are you mad at me? I promise I will make it up to you.
I promise. Aubie? Aubie? Why don’t you say something. Why? Aubie?
Britt, Britt is your real name isn’t it?’

I shrugged. I drizzled a whole seep of
chloroform from my pipette onto the cloth. Her eyes rolled away for
a moment.

‘What is that?’ Lisa asked.

‘Chloroform,’ I said. ‘I will give you more
and more until you become dazed and drowsy and you fall
asleep.’

‘But... but... but why?’

‘Because I like that.’ I said.

‘Please. Let me go please. Tell me what you
want me to do. I’ll do anything.’

I repositioned the cloth over her face and
dropped another few drops. The sharp chemical fumes evaporated
quickly. I got a bit lightheaded, so I distanced myself some
more.

‘Say: Aubie is in charge,’ I said.

‘Aubie is in charge,’ she repeated quicker
than I’d expected.

‘Say: Aubie decides what happens to my body,
Aubie decides whether I’m asleep or awake.’

She tried to say it. I drizzled more an more
chloroform on the cloth and she lost her train of thoughts. I
assisted her. I let her say a lot of things. I waited a moment with
the chloroform and taped her while she was humiliating herself, she
said I was her mistress, I dominated her, I decided everything for
her. I taped her saying she enjoyed being sedated, she enjoyed
surrendering to me. It wasn’t easy for her to say that, not yet.
But Stockholm syndrome could set in within three days. I hoped she
would get Stockholm syndrome, she would believe to be in love with
me, she would enjoy being depended on me.

More chloroform. Droplet by droplet. I
pressed the cloth against her nose and mouth, no fresh air anymore,
more droplets. Her begs and pleas through my hand, I felt her lips
move, the sounds emerging from her throat, begging me to please
stop.

A splash of chloroform. She was gasping for
air. It finally started to get a grip on her, finally. She fought
it, her eyes rolling up, ever so often, blue eyes rolling in there
sockets, upwards, left and right, she try to look at me, dazed,
drowsily, drooping eyelids. The begging faded. Would she still
realize what was going on.

‘Sweety,’ I whispered into her ear, ‘Sweety,
are you still with me? You still want me to explain what’s going
on?’

She turned her head away from me. She pulled
on her bounds and looked at me in surprise.

‘Yes,’ I told her, ‘you’re tied down, you
can’t go anywhere.’ A teasing tone within my voice, teasing and
patronizing. ‘I’m drugging you Lisa. I’m drugging you with
chloroform.’

Once again her head rolled from side to side.
As if she was shaking her head.

‘Sshhh, calm down,’ I said. I pressed the
cloth firmly into her face. Her moving stopped, she seemed to
relax, to actually calm down, to actually surrender. I held the
cloth against her face till every sign of protest had faded and she
was deeply unconscious.

Half a bottle of chloroform I’d used already,
more than I’d thought, maybe because I had dragged it out for so
long, droplet for droplet, it evaporated quite quickly. I closed
the bottle, put the cloth away and installed myself next to Lisa. I
laid myself on top of her. Completely, my belly onto her belly, my
breasts against her breasts. I slided back and forth. Boob to boob,
pussy to pussy. A wave, it seemed, like the sea comes and goes,
there was something meditative about it. I was rocking on top of
Lisa, kissing her, her closed eyes, her rosy cheeks. On her lips I
could still taste the chloroform. I wiped it away with the corner
of the sheet. Chloroform wouldn’t knock her out for long. I rubbed
myself against her thigh, when my orgasm didn’t come quick enough I
wriggled my finger in between my pubis and her thigh. Moving, keep
moving, against Lisa, against my own finger until it washed over
me.

Overwhelming, it started small and quickly
grew stronger, until I couldn’t control it anymore. Only when it
subsided I noticed I had bitten into Lisa shoulder, pinkish indents
of my teeth, a semi-circle. Little dark red spots. I inspected her
skin, but I hadn’t broken it.

Again the waiting. I watched the footage of
Lisa orgasming and masturbated to it. I turned the television on
again and heated a frozen pizza in the oven. It was way past dinner
time, something so mundane as hunger and eating just hadn’t occured
to me before now. I ate, I watched cartoons and every once in a
while I checked up on Lisa.

It was getting late. I was yawning in front
of the television and nid-nodding on top of it. I adjusted my
plans. When Lisa woke up I would feed her sleeping pills, enough
for a long night, I would watch her fall asleep and then I would
take a few pills myself. While staring at the screen I imagined her
becoming vulnerable, just like last time, she would trust me her
secrets and her insecurities and...

I must have drifted of, I was awoken by a
soft sobbing that came from my bedroom. It wasn’t sobbing, it was
more of a sad moaning. Drowsily I walked to Lisa, she was pulling
on her bounds, her wrists marked red with the indents of the
rope.

‘Aubie,’ she said relieved and more chipper
than I’d expected. ‘Will you help me, and untie me?’

‘No I won’t,’ I said.

‘Why not? Aubie, please, please, please?’

I didn’t feel like listening to her begs, I
didn’t feel like waiting until the sleeping pills would kick in. I
got another syringe out, and prepared a shot, I attached the needle
and patted the inside of her elbow until a saw an nice blue vain. I
was waking up, in between my legs it was throbbing already. Only
the thought of putting Lisa to sleep pushed me almost over the
edge.

‘Tell me how you feel,’ I said sweetly.

She started talking. ‘My wrist hurt, like it
has a big chafe, and my mouth is dry, I would like a sip of water,
can you give me a sip of water please?’ for a moment she kept
silent. ‘Ouch,’ she yelled, ‘and I feel you sticking a needle in
me.’

I plunged my thumb down and pushed all the
medicine into her body.

‘Nowww I fffeee... nnnnow... nnnn,’ she was
asleep. Her eyes closed, her head slumped to the side. I crawled
next to her on the bed, I laid my head against her shoulder and
tried to sleep. I couldn’t. My thoughts kept on spinning, they kept
me awake. Now what?

I was an evil person. I had kidnapped a
classmate, I had abused her, maybe even raped her. I wasn’t sure
about the juridical terminology. But I’d seen enough law and order
to know she would be able to witness against me. Maybe they
wouldn’t be mad at me because I was only nineteen, or maybe I could
pretend to be crazy, maybe I could plea insanity or something. I
was disgusted with myself, disgusted with the situation, but I
didn’t have a clue how to get myself out of it. Lisa. Lisa in my
bed, what to do with her? I couldn’t wake her up and let her go. I
sure as hell wouldn’t kill her, I... I just didn’t now what to do.
The only thing I could think of was keeping her here, keeping her
close, just continue to go on. I reached for the sleeping pills and
pushed two out of the silver strip, three, then I swallowed them
with a sip of water.

More mulling, I couldn’t masturbate myself to
sleep. I was already fully satisfied, my arousal was gone, it was
all hyper sensitive down there. I just waited until the pills would
get a hold on me. A warm glow, a serene calm. Everything smoothed
over. I yawned. I nestled myself against her.

 


I woke up before Lisa did. I rubbed my eyes and
stayed in bed. My eyes darting around the muggy bedroom, a dim
light fell through the curtains. I climbed over Lisa’s limp body,
and checked my stash. How many sedatives did I have left? Loads.
Tons. Enough to keep her asleep for a month, or maybe even longer.
It wasn’t about the sleep though, it was about that moment right
before sleep, the moment she transitioned from being awake, to
being not-awake.

I organized the bottles and the pills in one
long alphabetical line. I crossed my arms and looked at them. Which
one would I start with today? In between my legs a throbbing
feeling, I wanted it to stay, to grow, the moment I orgasmed I
would realize what I was doing. The disgust, the shame, the guilt
everything would come back. I needed to prevent that, as long as I
was aroused, as long as I was swept up in the haze of pleasure and
horniness, I couldn’t think straight. I didn’t want to think
straight. I didn’t want to think at all. I never wanted to think
again. Just feeling this throb and nothing else.

A warm tingle. Firework, little stars, just
like earlier. Little firework stars but on the inside. Magic in my
magic spot. This is how it was suppose to be. This is how it should
stay.

I slouched towards the kitchen, stuffed milk
and old bread into my mouth and stared absent minded at the
television. Just news. I changed the canals, quicker and quicker
until I found a cartoon. It was in Spanish and I couldn’t
understand. I watch anyway. I was meant for children I didn’t need
to understand the words to get a grasp of the story. Two times I
returned to my bedroom to check up on Lisa. I had to wait such a
long time, I wanted to give her something else. Which medicine I
hadn’t yet decided on, there were multiple possibilities. I pinched
her cheek. I shook her back and forth. I hit her. Whenever I hit
her there was a soft moan and she briefly opened her eyes, so I hit
her again, I hit her harder. On her breasts on her thighs. My hand
tingling. I started to hit her with my hairbrush, a smacking sound
whenever the wood smashed into her skin. She started to wake up,
slowly.

‘Ouch,’ she mumbled. ‘Ouch,’ she whispered
inaudibly. ‘Please?’ Tears in her eyes, tears of acceptance, she
wasn’t fighting back. She closed her eyes. She squinted them
together and slowly opened them again. I spanked her. I spanked her
until her skin changed color, first it became pinkish and warm,
then dark red spots appeared, and deep purple clouds.

I stopped. I didn’t knew why. It felt like I
was done. Spanking her was tiring, I was panting and I’ve had
enough, she had had enough. Her skin was mine. Her skin had my
color, the purple color of an eggplant, the purple of an aubergine.
I’d given her skin that color.

Grateful she looked up at me. I wanted to do
something nice for her. From the bathroom I got a washing cloth and
a cup of cold water. Carefully I dabbed the sore spots I caused.
Tears seeping down her cheeks and dangling on her jaw.

‘Thank you,’ she muttered.

It gave me butterflies in her stomach.
Stockholm Syndrome was getting closer. I wanted to do more nice
thing for her. Sideways I sat down next to her. I wiped away the
tears from her face.

‘What would you like?’ I asked. ‘What would
you like sweety?’

She didn’t understand me. Silently she looked
at me. I asked again. I ordered her to tell me what she wanted.

‘I want to go home,’ she said hesitantly.

I shook my head. ‘Something else.’ I
said.

‘I have to go to the bathroom,’ she said.

Maybe it was a trick, maybe she just wanted
me to untie her and then she would turn against me, attack me,
overpower me.

‘I’ll see what I can do,’ I said. My fingers
grazing past the different drugs, most of them I knew by hearth, I
knew the effects, as well as the side effects. Which one to use so
I could untie her without her turning against me? Versed? That
might be an option. It was a sweet syrupy drug, that hospitals fed
to children to calm them down, for a tiny operation or to prep them
before the proper anesthesia was administered.

I enclosed the little bottle. The plastic
dented in my hand, my eyes gliding over the label. How much would I
give her? I grabbed a glass, only a little splash, or more?
Caution: Has muscle relaxing side effects. Perfect. I poured a gulp
into the glass, and then some more, just to be sure. I lifted
Lisa’s head and told her to drink, to swallow. She coughed and
gagged, then obeyed and swallowed. I put her head back on the
pillow.

‘What was that?’ she asked. ‘What did you
give me this time? Aubie for god’s sake, what are you doing?’

I didn’t say anything. She talked to me, a
monologue, a soliloquy, it lasted minutes. She said she would help
me. She would fix it. If I would let her go now, she wouldn’t say
anything, no one would know. Her pleas turned into threats, people
would come looking for her. I just sat and watched. She was
desperate, that’s what she was. I don’t know when I noticed the
medicine kicking in, the first signs were small, I wasn’t even sure
if I noticed correctly.

They should put you in a mental institution,
she said, and they had to shoot me in the face, right from the
start, my mother should have had an abortion. It wasn’t begging or
threatening anymore. It was the same old bullying she used to do
all the time. She was good at that, she was a proper bully.

I looked into her eyes. Her arrogant self
possessed eyes.

‘I love you,’ I told her.

Only after I said it I realized that it was
true. I might not love her in the traditional way, with tingles in
my tummy, and valuing her happiness above my own, but I loved her
for sure. I loved her because we were connected, we were bound
together, inseparable. She had made me the person I was today, and
I would make her the person she would be in days to come. I would
traumatize her, forever and ever she would carry me and these
moments with her. These days would shadow over the rest of her
life, maybe this exact moment, this image of me hanging over her,
studying her face expectantly, waiting for the drugs to take
affect. This moment would return to her later, in the most random
moments, when she was eating ice cream with her children or her
grand-children, in completely random moments when she thought she’d
gotten rid of me, I would turn up in her memories. I would stay
with her. That’s how it was meant to be.

‘I love you,’ I said again.

She looked at me as if she didn’t understand.
Confused. Maybe it was the drug. I caressed her tenderly. Her
secured wrists, her arms, her neck. Yes, it all went quickly now. A
glassy look in her eyes, giggling, murmuring nonsense about
raisins, dancing raisins and fat ladies in Victorian dresses, a car
that was broken. I didn’t understand.

‘Sweety,’ I said. ‘Sweety, I will untie you
and then we’ll go to the toilet, alright?’

‘Where?’ she asked.

‘Just there. In the bathroom. Listen to me
carefully though, I’ve got a syringe, and the moment you’ll think
about escaping I’ll inject you and you’ll be powerless within a
minute or so, you understand?’

‘Why?’ she asked.

‘Why what?’ I asked.

‘That,’ she pointed to a poster on my wall.
She was drugged enough. Ready to go. I firstly untied her ankle.
She put her leg up in the air and told me she could fly. Then her
leg slammed into the wall, a loud bang, she giggled. I told her to
stop, that the neighbors would get angry with her. She pouted and
said she didn’t want angry neighbors. I told her in that case she
had to be very quiet. She nodded and giggled, slamming her own hand
against her mouth. I removed all the ropes from her body. She kept
still. Absent minded, blankly giggling. I helped her to sit up.

‘It hurts,’ she said. She pointed to her
arms, her muscles that’d been stuck in the same position for hours
were all cramped up. I nodded and massaged a bit of pain away. She
was swaying on my bed. Her head slumping onto her left shoulder,
her right shoulder, as if she didn’t have the strength to keep it
up. I helped her stand up. Wavering and swaying and stumbling I
guided her to the bathroom. I plumped her down on the seat, her
back slouched to the side and I had to keep her straight.

‘Now go,’ I said, ‘Pee.’

She nodded but nothing happened. Eventually I
heard a tinkling stream. She closed her eyes, limply the slumped
into my arms. I held her. She sighed.

‘You still there?’ I asked when the tinkling
sounds stopped.

She opened her eyes and looked at me full of
surprise. ‘Yes?’ she said. ‘I’m here, right here, right?’

I nodded.

‘That was nice,’ she said.

‘Good, then you can thank me,’ I said.

‘Thank you Aubie,’ she muttered.

I pushed her legs apart and with a little
toilet paper I wiped her clean. She was still swaying. I pulled her
up, but she couldn’t stand on her own. I tried to held her up
against the wall, I flushed and tried to wash my hands. Her
weakened muscles kept swaying and wavering. Washing up at the sink
wasn’t possible. I helped her climb into the bath. A little bit of
warm water.

A tenderness. My body just overflowed with a
tenderness I didn’t know I had in me, a tenderness I hadn’t
expected in this moment. I wanted to take care of her, I wanted to
be nice and sweet. A sponge and some shower cream. She could be my
little sister, like a baby sister. Something small and vulnerable
and totally depended on me. With a belittling voice I talked along
with her mumbles.

‘Isn’t the water nice and warm?’ I asked.
‘You should thank me for that.’

‘Thank you Aubie,’ she said.

I washed her body, her feet tickling, she
giggled and I washed the bruises on her legs and breasts. ‘Does it
still hurt?’ I asked.

‘What?’ she asked.

I wished I had never made those bruises, I
wished I had been able to control myself. The bruises where ugly,
they didn’t fit this moment. I rubbed the sponge all over her,
caring and tenderly. I washed her in between her legs, long and
elaborate.

A little sigh.

‘That’s nice, isn’t it?’ I said.

‘Yes.’

‘If I touch you right here with my fingers,
you’ll like that, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ she sighed dreamily.

‘And if I put my finger inside, how does that
feel?’

‘So nice,’ she said.

‘Yes, it is, isn’t it,’ I said, ‘So
nice.’

She was moldable. Pliable. Clay. She loved
being groped by me, maybe because she didn’t realize, because she
only felt those sensations, the firework stars, the magic, she
didn’t realize who I was, who she was, where we were. She didn’t
grasp the gist of the situation.

‘I can do anything with you,’ I said. I kept
on fingering her and saw her cheeks getting a reddish glow.

‘Yes,’ she said.

‘Anything,’ I said.

‘Anything,’ she repeated.

‘And you’ll like it. Slut.’

Confusion. ‘I’m not a slut.’

‘You like it don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘And you want me to continue.’

An enthusiastic: ‘Yes.’

‘That means you’re a slut. Tell me what are
you Lisa?’

‘A slut.’ she mumbled.

I needed my phone. I needed to capture this,
I needed to save this, own this, remember this, this moment forever
mine, forever on repeat, on my phone whenever I wanted.

‘Don’t drown,’ I ordered her.

I knew it was dangerous to leave her alone.
Alone in the tub with those feeble muscles, but I just had to have
my phone.

When I came back into the bathroom, she tried
to climb out of the tub. She couldn’t. Her body slumping back, her
body didn’t obey. Her arms swaying through thin air, her fingers
grasping for some support that wasn’t there.

‘You were lost,’ she said. It sounded like a
accusation. I comforted her. I told her I was here again, that she
didn’t have to worry, that I would stay with her forever and ever.
I would take care of her, she could trust me. She relaxed and
nestled herself into the tub, her legs spread apart. I slid between
them with my hand, I fingered her, I filmed her.

I captured the way she closed her eyes in
pleasure, I captured her saying it was all so nice, that she was
grateful to me, that she loved me. I had to ask for it, but then
she said it. She loved me. My finger under water against her clit,
drawing little circles. The expression on her face made me horny,
the way her mouth was slightly opened, the way she muttered and
moaned, surprised and in awe, the way she mumbled her little words
of gratitude. She would say whatever I wanted. That she was a slut,
a whore, a sex slave, a little sex doll made to fulfill my every
need.

I granted her an orgasm. Her body was
rocking, her head slammed into the ceramic side of the tub. I
granted her another orgasm, and another. The water became cold. I
assisted her as she got out of the bath and rubbed her dry with a
towel. I guided her to the living room and fed her another dose of
Versed syrup. I wanted to keep her just like this. Vulnerable and
pliable and totally depended. This was right, it needed to stay
like this forever.

We sat down on the couch, she was laying in
my arms, leaning against me. I caressed her. I manipulated her, I
filmed her, gave her another orgasm, gave her another sip of
Versed. I was scared to death that she would get used to the drugs,
and the medicine would loose its grip on her, I feared the moment
this would pass and I needed to put her to sleep again. Not yet.
Sedated and lazy, she was. We watched television. I touched her. I
licked her. I try to get her to lick me, but she couldn’t, her
muscles weren’t strong enough and she couldn’t concentrate for that
long. Her head laid in between my legs, she made bubbles with her
own saliva and mumbled more nonsense, the nonsense ramblings kept
on coming, she talked about big hats with flowers, about cotton
candy and pan cake machines, nonsense stories, nonsense
questions.

I told her to keep her mouth shut, to keep
quiet en lick me. Her tongue touched my labia three times, then she
was distracted again.

I finger banged her once more. I didn’t know
how many clips I had made featuring her. I had to delete old
pictures, holiday pictures of me and my mother, these moments with
Lisa were more precious. The whole night I kept her close to me, I
fed her the versed and manipulated her until she was a little
obedient lap dog. Only when I heard the birds twittering and I saw
the first beams of sunrise appear I realized we had stayed awake
all night, suddenly I was tired.

‘Time to go to bed,’ I said.

She nodded obediently.

I guided her to my bedroom and put her on my
bed against the wall. ‘You want to have a solid night of sleep
don’t you? You want to have pleasant dreams, and all. Shall I give
you a little hand with that?’

‘Yes, please Aubie, please.’ she said.

‘You want me to put you to sleep?’

She bit her lip and nodded. I grabbed the
cloth we’d used yesterday, hesitated between chloroform and ether
and decided to make a mix, just like in the olden days. 40-60. A
wet spot on the cloth.

‘Here. Press this against your face,’ I said,
‘And breath deeply.’

I watched in awe. I helped her fold her
fingers around the cloth, I brought the cloth to her face. Then I
let go. A few steps backwards so I would be able to capture
everything. Her hand kept in place. She pressed the intoxicating
cloth against her own face. A surprised questioning look in her
eyes.

‘Breath deep,’ I said.

On my command, she sucked the fumes into her
lungs. Glassy eyes, her hand slipping away, she tried again, the
cloth had slipped from her fingers and she pressed her empty hand
against her face. She inhaled deeply.

‘Where’s the cloth?’ I asked.

She looked for it a moment, then picked it up
and dropped it again.

‘I can’t,’ she said disappointed.

‘You need help?’ I asked.

‘Yes please.’

I fumbled the cloth into her hand, pressed it
against her nose and mouth, immediately she started to inhale
quickly, she breathed in more and more of the fumes. I sat down
next to her, I held on to her hand and pushed the cloth into her
face.

‘That’s a good girl,’ I whispered in her air.
‘Feel the fumes entering your body, feel them overpowering your
mind, overtaking your body, weaker and weaker, more and more
oblivious.’

Her eyes rolled up. To the left, to the
right, forwards and upwards again. Her body sank heavy into my
arms. Heavy and languid. I positioned her on the bed. Added a few
extra drops to the cloth. She let me. She let it all happen. She
let herself be sedated. She breathed herself to sleep, into
darkness, she breathed herself unconscious in my arms, a toy for my
perverted whims. She had slipped under a long time ago. It made me
horny, her unknowingly breathing herself deeper and deeper to
sleep.

When I couldn’t control myself any longer, I
threw the cloth aside and rubbed my pussy against her thigh. I
didn’t need my own fingers anymore. I had been horny all day, so
immensely aroused, the only thing I wanted was to orgasm. The fear,
the shame, the guilt, the mulling thoughts it had all faded into
the background. The only thing that mattered right now was my
arousal, my pleasure. I didn’t need much. Her limp leg against my
pussy, rubbing and rocking. I found my relief. Trembling and
spasming. I think I might have screamed but I’m not sure about
that. Out of this world I was, a moment and a moment more. Her body
was perfect, life was perfect. Those feelings slowly subsided.

Guilt propped up. Worries. Despise.
Self-condemnation. I took a sleeping pill. I tied Lisa down, not
too tightly, tomorrow I would give her Versed again, tomorrow she
would be my unknowingly drugged doll, a will-less toy, just some
flesh to mold and manipulate. I would force her to my will, and she
would thank me for it. I crawled under the blankets next to her and
tucked us both in. I waited until the sleeping pill would drown out
all worries.

 


The next day around lunch time my mother called. Lisa
sat sleepily on the couch, I had turned the television off, because
all channels showed news items about the missing Lisa. Pictures,
Photo’s. People who had seen Lisa should call to a specific number.
The crying parents of Lisa. Poof. TV off. Carefully studying Lisa’s
face. She wasn’t aware was she? She was too high, too stoned, too
out of this world because of the Versed.

Now she was lying on the couch, unable to
keep herself up, unable to talk, just gurgling sounds, grumbling
murmuring.

I listened to my mothers stories, she had
rented a little cottage in a national park, a luxurious kitchen
within the cottage, with an induction cooker, she wanted to have an
induction cooker at home as well.

I said: ‘that’s nice,’ and kept an eye on
Lisa. What was she trying to do? Maybe she tried to get up, maybe
she wanted to turn on the television again. She tipped over, her
face sank into the couch, she swayed her limbs around, helpless
like a little baby. I rolled her onto her side, so she wouldn’t
choke in the pillows. She put her thumb into her mouth. She looked
happy, happy and satisfied and cute as well. I wanted to give her a
little kiss.

My mother talked about her new boyfriend.
Joey. She wanted me to meet him when she was back home. With him it
would be different, it would be better, he would solve all of our
problems.

I listened to her musings about Joey and
asked myself where she was calling from, would she be in the
cottage right now, would Joey be in the room listening along? Maybe
she only pretended to talk to me, maybe she intended for Joey to
hear everything.

Lisa had closed her eyes. I shook her foot. I
didn’t want her to fall asleep. She opened her eyes and looked
around the room. She looked at me and tried to get up from the
couch, she rolled over, a bang, she was lying on the ground, a
sobbing moan, sobbing crescendoed into crying, louder and
louder.

I gestured her to be quiet.

‘Everything alright there Britt?’

Britt. Britt, that’s what she had called me
when I was born, but I wasn’t Britt right now. I was Aubergine.
Aubie. Inevitably connected to Lisa. My mother was miles and miles
away, I didn’t feel connected to her at all.

‘I dropped something,’ I said.

‘Not that sculpture of that ballerina, is
it?’ My mother asked with a slight panic in her voice. The
sculpture she meant wasn’t even close, it stood on top of the book
shelves.

‘No, just a bottle of coke,’ I said.

‘You won’t drink too much soda, will
you.’

‘Mum,’ I said annoyed. ‘Don’t patronize me.
I’m nineteen. I’m a sophomore now. I can perfectly well take care
of myself.’

‘Well even sophomores can get diabetes when
they drink to much soda,’ my mother said.

I sighed. ‘I won’t drink to much, you
happy?’

Lisa kept on sobbing. I bent over and put her
thumb into her mouth again. She calmed down. There on the floor, in
stuck between the couch and the coffee table, she sucked on her
thumb and looked up at me in wonder. Was this Stockholm Syndrom
already? I definitely hoped so.

‘Did you hear anything about that missing
girl from your college,’ my mother asked. ‘Scary stuff isn’t it,
did you know her, or didn’t you have any classes together?’

I didn’t know what to say. I kept silent and
pressed my lips together.

‘Anyway. I hope you’re being careful dear.
Don’t go out in the dark all by yourself, and don’t go anywhere
with men you don’t now.’

‘Looks who’s talking. You’re the one, who’s
stuck in a cottage in the middle of nowhere with a dude we don’t
know.’

‘That different. It’s a completely different
situation. Joey is...’

The gushing started again, well better
gushing about Joey, than questions about the drugged girl laying at
my feet and sucking her thumb.



The next day I fed Lisa the last bit of Versed. It
was before noon. She gulped it down willingly as if it was
lemonade. I brought her to the toilet and put her in the shower. I
didn’t dare to put on the television anymore. I ate the last slice
of bread, it was hard and old. It was time to get some groceries.
It was improbable that I would manage to get my hands om some more
Versed, but I had many more drugs I wanted to try on Lisa. Still it
made me sad. I didn’t now how much of Lisa’s behavior was actually
Stockholm Syndrome, and how much of her obedient submission was
just caused by the syrup. I didn’t want it to end, but new moments
would come, new medication, new drugs, new experiences. I had four
days still, until my mother would return home. I didn’t have a clue
what I would do with Lisa then. Don’t think about that. Think about
the groceries first, new frozen pizza, maybe a bottle of vodka.

I brought Lisa to my bedroom. ‘Sweety,’ I
said with a loving voice that she had reacted well to, the last
couple of days. ‘I have to step out for a while and we don’t want
you to run away now do we?’

She shook her head.

‘That’s why I have to give you a few shots,
do you understand.’

‘Yes Aubie,’ she said.

‘Good girl.’ I searched through my stash
until I found the bottle I was looking for. I would set up a field
block. I would immobilize her. I had read about that. I filled a
syringe with the medication, I counted her vertebrae and on the
correct spot I pressed the needle into her skin.

‘Ouch,’ she said. Fussing a little. I told
her to be a good girl, to sit still and very quiet. I injected her
with the liquid but I didn’t notice anything different.

‘What do you feel?’ I asked ‘What’s
happening?’

‘I don’t know,’ she said.

It was a fast acting agent, right? Or did I
confuse them and mix it up? I thought this injection would have an
immediate effect.

‘It’s cold,’ she said, ‘and weird, like, as
if someone is pulling and...’ She started to fall. I guided her
onto the bed.

‘Turn your head,’ I said. She obeyed. I
filled the syringe again and pushed it into her back.

‘Ouch, don’t do that.’ Indignantly she looked
at me. She brought her fingers towards my hand and tried to push me
away.

‘We don’t want you to run away,’ I said, ‘You
have to be a good girl right now, squeeze my fingers if it hurts.’
Her hand enclosed my fingers. I injected her with the liquid. She
squeezed firmly.

‘I don’t like it,’ she said. ‘It’s
scary.’

‘Sshhh,’ I stroked her fingers. Her grip was
loosening already. Tying her down wasn’t necessary. I would be back
within a few hours and her paralysis would still be going strong
when I returned.

‘Now it’s warm in between my legs,’ Lisa
said.

‘Did little Lisa get aroused?’ I asked, ‘does
this slut get horny from being helplessly paralyzed and left to my
whims?’

‘Yes,’ she said.

I slid my hands in between her legs. I wanted
to do her a favor. I would finger her and stop right before her
orgasm, so she would long for me when I was gone, she would desire
Aubie’s capable fingers who could give her some relieve from her
swirling horniness.

It was wet. Her crotch was wet, everything
wet, a strong smell presented itself.

‘Did you pee?’ I asked. ‘Did you pee in my
bed, like a baby.’

‘I don’t know,’ she mumbled.

I got up from the bed. Frozen pizza’s needed
to be bought, maybe some fruits for our vitamins. The moment I
closed the door she started to yell for me.

‘Aubie, aubie, aubie, aubie.’

I returned to the bed. Angry. She kept quiet.
She laid there, scared, looking up at me in fear. I searched for
something to put into her mouth. Panties. I ruffled up one of my
own panties and shoved it in between her teeth. I secured the
cotton gag with some duct tape.

‘Be quiet,’ I ordered. ‘You don’t want the
angry neighbors to come, do you? If you make as much as one noise,
they’ll come and they’ll kill you.’

Big fearful eyes. The threat of neighbors
would keep her silent until the effects of the versed subsided. The
gag would take care of the rest, the gag would mute her when she
got her sanity back.

 


At the grocery store I found diapers as well. I
bought a packet. It would come in handy whenever I paralyzed her,
It would come in handy anyway, without Versed I wasn’t sure whether
I would dare to let her go to the bathroom. So diapers.

And maybe something like a vibrator or a
double sided dildo. To enter most sex shops you had to be twenty
one, so I had to make do with the stuff they sold at the drugstore.
I brought home a small green massage stick.

The moment I entered my room, I could tell by
the look in her eyes that the Versed was gone from her system. She
was still laying in the exact same position, her limbs still
paralyzed. Weak and motionless. But her eyes were clear. She
understood. She knew who she was, where she was, who I was. I
rolled her limp body from my bed. With a thud she plumped onto the
ground. A sound in her throat, an inaudible word, maybe a protest.
I changed the sheets and put all the wet stuff in the washing
machine. Then I hoisted her body back on the bed ant swaddled her
with a diaper. Little gurgling protests.

She was ashamed. I could tell.

‘I don’t want you to wet my bed again,’ I
said.

She blushed. I wanted to hear her voice. I
wanted to know how far along the Stockholm Syndrome was, if
everything had faded away with the Versed or if we were maybe
finished already. After all she’d been here for three days, three
days was all it took, wasn’t it? Although thinking about it she
hadn’t been fully conscious much, barely an hour or two. I pried
the panties from her mouth and waited.

She didn’t say anything. She looked at me,
for a while, then she turned her head away, ashamed.

‘What do you want?’ she asked after some time
had past.

‘This,’ I told her, ‘You, right here,
powerless.’

‘Are you going to kill me?’

‘No, of course not.’

‘Will you ever let me go?’

‘Maybe,’ I said. ‘I don’t know. I guess I’ll
have to. Eventually.’

She nodded and kept silent. For a while she
stared at the wall. ‘If I scream?’ she asked. ‘Then you’ll give me
another shot, or a cloth or a drugged drink.’

‘Yes, probably,’ I said. ‘Or I’ll stuff those
panties back into your mouth.’

‘Okay,’ she said. Again it was silent for a
few minutes. ‘And you’ll torture me, you’ll keep on torturing
me?’

‘Torture.’ I tasted that word. Torture. It
wasn’t the right word, it didn’t fit the situation. I wouldn’t call
the things I did torture. I would call it... I shrugged. ‘You
seemed to enjoy it,’ I said.

‘No I didn’t.’

‘I can show you some clips.’

My phone was in the charger. I pulled it
towards myself and looked for a movie in which she humiliated
herself most, in which she begged to orgasm the loudest, in which
she announced to be my little slut, to obey me every word. I showed
her the movie. She turned her head away, but I followed her. I
pushed the images of her own pussy in her face, the sounds of her
own orgasm.

She refused to look. She closed her eyes,
tried to hum away the sounds that came from my phone. I slapped her
in the face.

‘Look,’ I said. ‘Look.’ I kept slapping her,
until she opened her eyes and looked at my phone, listened at my
phone. She wasn’t crying. Embarrassed. Ashamed. Disconnected maybe.
I curled up against her paralyzed body. Together we watched all the
movies. I got horny. From the clips themselves but also from her
shame and humiliation in this moment.

I pulled the green vibrator from it’s casing.
In fucked myself, and pushed the vibrating head against the nodule.
I finished quickly. Quick and intense. The phone had slipped from
my fingers. I didn’t mind. I took my time, to regain my breath.
Then I opened the diaper and pushed the vibrator into her pussy, in
and out. She tried to hid her horniness from me. I forced her to
look at herself on the phone, I banged her with the vibrator until
she moaned.

‘What a little slut you are.’ I said. ‘Does
it turn you on that much, to see yourself be humiliated, to see
yourself begging? Does it make you aroused to be paralyzed and
fucked by me?’

‘No,’ she said, ‘Really not.’

I thrust the vibrator inside roughly and made
it vibrate even faster. Another moan. I mimicked her, made the same
noise.

‘What was that?’ I asked.

‘Aubie please, Aubie. You won, okay, you won.
I surrender, just put me back to sleep now, please, make it stop,
please.’

Even though tears were streaming down her
face a few moments later Lisa orgasmed. Grasping for air, panting,
angry about her own body betraying her. I didn’t stop. I kept on
using the vibrator on her. Again, and again. I decided how many
times she could cum. The crying stopped. All reactions whatsoever
stopped. Only the panting was left, the panting and the orgasming,
her eyes involuntarily shutting in pleasure.

After a while I noticed she could move her
fingertips. I only noticed because she herself noticed. Her arms
still paralyzed but her fingers could move somewhat.

I was horny. I wanted to continue. I didn’t
want to put her to sleep yet. Tying her down again. I grabbed the
ropes and and positioned her the way I wanted. When she was tightly
secured I picked up the vibrator again.

After a while her body started to react.
Involuntary movements. Her hips rocking with every orgasm. She
tried to avoid the vibrator. She could. She could try. Her
struggles in vain. It endeared me somehow. The next unwelcome
orgasm flushed through her body.

‘Please, I can’t Aubie. I can’t anymore.’ I
had broken her silent protests, now there were words again. I
crawled on top of her. I put the vibrator between my pubis and
hers, I moved my hips and pushed my clit against the vibrating
silicon again and again. We orgasmed at the same time, mostly
because her orgasm pushed me over the edge.

Exhausted I plumped down on top of her. The
vibrator slipped away from us, and now trembled somewhere on the
floor. It didn’t matter, nothing mattered anymore. I was
disgusting. I was horrible. I hated this feeling I got every time I
had an orgasm, don’t orgasm, that’s the trick. Arousal will
suppress any rational thought, any tiny slivers of guilt and regret
and disgust, arousal suppressed any rational thought, the need to
orgasm was stronger, every time.

I cried. First a tear, then a sob and quickly
it overwhelmed me. Inconsolable sobbing. I hid my face in her
shoulder. Her collarbone covered in my snot.

‘I’m sorry,’ I whispered, ‘I’m so, so
sorry.’

‘It’s okay,’ Lisa said. ‘It’s okay. Hey
Aubie, I would love to put my arm around you and comfort you. If
you untie me, I will comfort you, okay?’

‘Nice try,’ I said. All the sobbing had given
me the hiccups. I squeezed her nipple until she said ouch, then I
squeezed a little bit harder. ‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘My mother
will come home in a couple of days and then? What will happen then?
I mean... I don’t know anymore. I really don’t know.’ I tried to
find solace with Lisa, with her body, her neck, her tummy. The
vibrator now trembled against the bin, a loud annoying sound. I got
up and turned it off.

‘You don’t have to know everything.’ Lisa
said. ‘I’ll help you. I’ll tell you what to do. You have to untie
me and let me go. I’ll promise I won’t tell anyone. Tomorrow we’ll
go back to class as if nothing has happened. All will be well.’

‘It’s Sunday tomorrow.’ I said.

Lisa seemed confused, as if she quickly tried
to retrieve the missing days in her memory. Then she gave up.
‘Aubie,’ she said, ‘Is it okay if I call you Aubie or do you prefer
Britt?’

‘Aubie,’ I said with way to much self-pity in
my voice.

‘Aubie,’ she said. ‘Listen, it’s gonna be
alright, I promise, the only thing you need to do is untie me,
okay?’

It was temping. Just one thing, I needed to
do just one thing, only pry those ropes loose and then everything
would be alright. Lisa would go back home, she wouldn’t be missing
anymore and everything would be solved. I wouldn’t be disgusting
and horrible anymore. All of my problems would disappear. I didn’t
want to lose her yet.

‘One more day,’ I begged. ‘Just give me one
more day, I’ll let you go tomorrow.’

‘No,’ Lisa said. ‘You have to untie me this
instant, that’s the only way.’

The only way. I wondered what she meant by
that. I wondered if she would be able to keep her promise at all.
Solve all of my problems. How? It was a huge promise. An impossible
task. I couldn’t even remember all of my problems. My mother would
come home, that was the main one, she would find Lisa, I needed to
find a way to transfer her, to bring her to another location, that
was my problem. I needed to decide which medication to use on her
next, that was my problem. Although, problem? I kind of liked
picking out the next drug. I had tried almost everything by now.
Only the capsules of laughing gas were still unused. I didn’t have
a clue as to how to open them, they were little silver bullets. No
option.

A injection, a sleeping pill, a cloth of
chloroform. The chloroform was almost gone, an injection it was. I
felt a familiar spot throbbing between my legs. Just being horny.
Being horny without actually orgasming, that would solve my
problems.

I prepped another syringe and injected the
medicine into her arm. No word was spoken, no looks were exchanged.
Serenely she just let me do what I wanted, she had closed her eyes
even before I jolted the needle into her arm, and she didn’t open
them when I released the drug into her body. Her breathing deep and
regularly. Her mouth opened, her head slumped to the side and that
was about it.

 


I took a sleeping pill and crawled into bed with her.
I woke up way before her and I tiptoed to the television. This time
I intentionally looked for news about Lisa. I wanted to know
whether I was still save. No one knew where she’d been. Someone had
seen her walking two streets from my house, at the subway station,
but that was about as close as they’d gotten. They were still
begging for more tips and clues of Lisa’s whereabouts.

There was a reporter that asked if it was
possible that Lisa had simply walked away, or joined a sorority or
something, or stayed at a friends house, she was a college girl
after all. Lisa’s parents got angry about that, but I thought it
was a good suggestion. Maybe Lisa hid at my house voluntarily. I
nodded at the screen.

Now our classmates entered the picture.
Crying girls, popular girls, friends of Lisa that were overly
positive about her. Lisa was such a sweet girl, she was so loved
all around campus, she was so smart. I put my finger in my throat
and made gagging noises at the television screen, still I kept on
watching. I turned the television off when they started an item
about a harvest festival that was messed up by some rain.

I walked back to the bedroom to check up on
Lisa. She was awake. Her eyes open. She blinked. Her eyes darting
around the room in panic. She pulled on her bounds. I hid in the
shadow of the door, and looked at her struggles. Only when she
started to scream for help I walked into the room. I slapped her in
the face.

‘Don’t even think about it.’ I said.

Abruptly she closed her mouth. The bruises on
her breasts turned black and green. I prayed they would fade before
I was forced to let her go. I wished I would be able to control her
even after I had set her free, maybe with hypnosis or mind control
or something, if only there was a way to reprogram her brain.

‘What?’ she asked. I realized I had been
staring at her, while I imagined the possibilities of hypnosis.

‘I have to go to the toilet.’ she said.

‘Use your diaper.’ I said.

She refused and I shrugged. That was her own
choice. I put on the computer and sat down. I searched for hypnosis
and mind control and all that, but it didn’t exist. Hypnosis could
be a therapeutic tool, but you couldn’t use it to actually control
someones brain. Not like in the movies anyway.

I got out my anesthesia mask. In reality it
was a respirator mask from a first aid kit, but I had cut up a
piece of sponge and put it in the air valve. With the elastic bands
I put the mask on her face. She struggled, she turned her head, a
waterfall of words trying to convince me, fake promises. None of
her promises would make me feel as good as dropping a bit of ether
on the sponge would.

‘Don’t worry, sweety, I won’t put you to
sleep. I will keep you on the edge, okay? Just sedated enough to be
my friend again, like with the Versed, remember how we were friends
when you drank the Versed. It’ll be like that again.’

She shook her head. I splashed some ether on
the sponge. She shook her head, but the masked moved along.

‘You don’t agree?’ I asked teasingly. ‘But
you can’t do anything about it, can you?’

I waited till her eyes started rolling, then
I stopped dropping. The mask still firmly secured over her nose and
mouth, all filled up with the sedative fumes. Fumes that crawled up
into her nose, that nestles in her brain, laziness, drowsiness,
apathy. I undid her diaper and guided her to the bathroom and sat
her down on the toilet. It was different than it was with the
Versed syrup. Way different. She seemed to have more control over
her muscles and at the same time her thoughts seemed to be drifting
of, further away. Unconscious. Semi-conscious.

Maybe this was better than the versed. The
same days. Days filled with love, filled with caresses, with
tenderness, with care, horniness, humiliation and power. Just a
haze. A haze of power, a haze of control. Nothing could go wrong.
Just apply some new drops of ether once in a while, she was barely
aware. Her body was mine, her brain was mine, my finger enclosed by
her wet muggy warmth, she was so close, so close.

My mother called again. Lisa was laying with
her head in my lap. Again she wouldn’t lick me. I caressed her
forehead, repositioned the mask and prepared for a minute long
monologue from my mother worshiping Jeffrey or Jacob or whatever
her new boyfriend was called.

‘Honey what’s going on?’ My mothers voice
sounded worried and panicked. Your college just called me, saying
you haven’t attended any classes all week, the police apparently
wants to question you because of the missing girl. What’s going on
Britt?’

I bit my lip. ‘Nothing.’ I said.

‘Did you attend your classes?’ she asked.

‘No, I didn’t.’

‘Why? Honey you know I work insanely hard to
give you the future you want, to pay for your classes, to... you
know, I do everything for you. Why then would you skip class?’

‘I don’t know. I just didn’t feel like
it.’

‘Britt, dear. You can’t run away from your
responsibilities. You’re nineteen now, you’re an adult now. Adults
don’t skip out on their responsibilities.’

‘Well, raising a child is a responsibility
too,’ I said. I caressed Lisa over her cheek and her ear. This
morning I had brushed her hear. With rolling eyes she sat in front
of me. Completely unaware of the situation. I brushed her long
shiny hair. It was tangled and rough. Whenever she started fussing
I gave her another few drops, so she would niddle-noddle and drift
away again. I thought that was a sweet thing to do, real kidnappers
were nasty men, big brute cruel old men. Not cute nineteen year old
girls, like me, who tenderly brushed the hairs of their victims and
made sure the victims weren’t in pain, either.

‘Don’t start with me.’ My mother said. ‘You
know full well, I’m barely at home because I have to take care of
you, what do you think your books cost, your clothing, your shoes,
you think raising a child is free?’

‘No,’ I said. Maybe it was better to agree
with her right now.

‘I’m coming home,’ she said. ‘I want to be
there when the police is talking to you, I’m your mother, I have a
right to be there. Joey?’

A male voice sounded in the background.

‘We’re coming home. Right now.’

‘Are you crying?’ I asked. I thought I heard
her voice tremble.

‘No,’ she said. ‘Maybe a little. I’m worried
about you Britt, what’s going on little lady?’

‘Nothing.’ I said. ‘I’m fine. You don’t have to come home early. I
swear.’

‘We’ll leave right now.’

I squeezed Lisa’s breast. My hand enclosed
the firm bubble of flesh and started squeezing, harder and
harder.

‘Mom. I swear. You don’t have to come home.
Really. Just enjoy your vacation.’

‘You’re going through something. I can tell.
You’re going through some tough times. I want to be there for you.
I’ll see you tonight.’

She hang up on me. I was still holding on to
Lisa’s breast. I had to keep holding on. Not squeezing, not being
mean. It was just the only thing to hold on to, the only real thing
in my life, the only thing I wanted in that moment. Lisa. Lisa.
Lisa. I had half a day to find a solution. Maybe I could keep her
in the shed downstairs, my mother hardly ever came there. I shook
my head.

Lisa started to move around, she made some
noise. More ether. Soaking the sponge. Her eyes glassing over
before she understood what was going on. The tension seeped away
from her muscles. Her muscles were relaxed again. Hers were. Mine
were still tensed up.

Only half a day to do whatever I wanted. I
crawled out from under her and rolled her over. Her ass. Her
beautiful round ass. I spanked her. I pushed my finger first in her
pussy and then in between her ass cheeks into her anus.

I don’t know why. I disgusted myself. Why?
Why did I choose to do something in those last moments together
that I didn’t even want to do? Something disgusting. I took the
mask away from her face and pressed my thumb even deeper.

‘Can you feel this?’ I whispered.

She didn’t react. I pinched her cheeks, her
arm, her ass, again and again until she regained some
consciousness.

‘Can you feel this?’ I asked again.

She wasn’t aware. She wasn’t aware of
anything. Doing what I loved to do, a proper goodbye, that’s what I
wanted. I wanted that moment from the first day again, the moment
she sank to the floor and asked. ‘What are you going to do to
me?’

I grabbed the same medication again. Mental
institution drugs, for aggressively disturbed people. I waited
until she regained consciousness. She had to be aware, she had to
understand, to look at me with that same look. To stand, she also
had to stand.

I helped her stand up from the couch. Now?
Was she aware enough? I just couldn’t control myself. I put the
needle against her skin and injected her. She didn’t even flinch,
with the same vacant glance she kept staring forward. Her eyes
rolling in their sockets, a weird grumble in the back or her
throat, than she sank onto the floor. I dragged her towards the
bed.

Now what? She had to disappear, she had to
get away from here, far, far away but how? Where? My horniness
didn’t suppress anything anymore. My mother would be here. She
would come home and then this would all come to an end. How long of
a trip would it be? I looked it up online. A five hour drive. Did
she depart already? When would she be here?

I looked down on Lisa. She mumbled something,
rolled her head from left to right. Where to hide her. Maybe I
shouldn’t have given her more drugs, maybe I should have let her
go. Too late, too late, too late. I kicked to the side of my bed,
and hurt my toe, on purpose I kicked again.

In the wardrobe. I pulled my dresses from
their hangers, crumpled them up and threw them in the corner of my
room. A tiny space, would Lisa fit into that? How long would this
medicine keep her docile, four hours or something, probably longer,
there was probably some sort of interference with the ether. Could
I give her something else? No, that would be dangerous. I had to
wait. I had to wait at least four hours before I could administer
more drugs to her. I pulled on her limbs and dragged her towards
the wardrobe. I pushed and shoved and poked until she was fit
inside. It didn’t look good. A naked girl in a diaper. I had to
dress her. I struggled with her limbs and put her in one of my
dresses. Her body heavy and uncooperative. Something to put in her
mouth, another gag, made from another set of panties. I looked at
the scene in my wardrobe. Lisa, her freshly brushed hair all
tangled up again, a dress that was way too small, the puffed
sleeves squeezing into her arm, her wrists tied together, and the
diaper popping out from under the skirt. It still didn’t look good.
Her slumping head, her drowsy face. It had to make do.

I crawled into bed and pretended to be a
sleep. Of course I couldn’t sleep. I popped out of bed, checked
Lisa again. Back to bed. Out of bed. Lisa’s clothes. I had to get
rid of them, hide them in the wardrobe with her. The drugs as well.
I needed to clean the house, completely clean the house. Every last
blond Lisa-hair should be vacuumed away. Back to bed. Laying. Just
laying down and waiting for the sound of a key. Just like when I
was younger, waiting for the sound of a key. It used to be a joyful
sound, a sound that meant someone was home, someone would bring me
a kiss good night.

The sound echoed through the house, way
sooner than I wanted. I held on to my blanket. Crumpled up the
corner of my sheet in my sweaty palm. She came straight to my room.
A soft knock on the door.

What time was it? How long till Lisa’s
medication would wear of? I didn’t know, I didn’t know anything
anymore. I squeezed my eyes together and pretended to be asleep.
She entered my room. She sat down on the side of me bed and
caressed my forehead in the same way I had caressed Lisa’s forehead
earlier today.

‘Hello Britt,’ a soft voice, a sweet voice.
My throat closed, as if I couldn’t breath anymore. I couldn’t talk.
‘Are you asleep already? I wanted to talk to you dear.’

I kept still. Motionless, breathless, less,
less, lesser until there was nothing left. If there was nothing,
this situation didn’t exist either.

‘Britt, I can see you’re faking,’ my mother
said. ‘I can see you aren’t asleep. Go put on something decent and
come sit with me and Joey in the living room.’

‘You brought him here?’ I asked.
‘Today?’

‘I will get you a cardigan,’ she said. She walked towards my
wardrobe.

‘Noooo,’ I yelled. It felt like a horrible
sitcom. Her hand on the handle. I jumped out of bed. I grabbed a
dress from the floor, the first one I saw, an orange summers
dress.

‘This.’ I said. ‘I’ll wear this.’ I pushed
the door of the wardrobe close again.

Her face full of surprise and confusion. I
nodded. Her cheeks full of freckles, little wrinkles next to her
eyes, I would indubitably get the same ones when I got older. I
embraced her. ‘I’ll put on this dress,’ I said again. ‘Welcome
home.’

I pushed her towards the living room, and
while walking I pulled the dress over my head. That, Yuri or
whatever this guys name was, saw my breasts and my panties only
bothered me a little.

‘There,’ I said, ‘what do you want to talk
about.’

‘You’re behavior is strange,’ my mother
said.

‘Probably getting my period soon,’ I
shrugged.

My mom laughed and said: ‘You’re not getting
away with it, that easily.’

‘Maybe she has trouble adjusting to me.’ said
Jasper or Jaden.

I nodded in agreement.

Hope. My chest filled with hope. I would get
out, if I could only keep my mother distracted, as long as she
wouldn’t look inside my wardrobe, all would turn out okay. She
would go back to work, I would be home alone for days in a row, and
I could have my way with Lisa. It would be fine, as long as I kept
talking, I would be fine.

‘Yes mother,’ I said, ‘Again and again
adjusting to a new father figure, that makes me... erm... what’s it
called. Weird. How was your induction cooker, in the cottage? How
was your holiday, you haven’t told me about your holiday yet?’

She didn’t want to tell me about her holiday,
she wanted to talk. Really talk. About insecurities and that sort
of stuff, about my feelings, and father figures and school. She
asked whether I still used the sleeping pills the doctor had
prescribed me, she said it seemed to be going better, right? My
grades, how were my grades lately? And that missing girl, did that
have any impact on my at all?

I shrugged. I needed to know that she would
love me, always and forever, that she would be there for me.

Strangely it was Joey who came up with the
most believable explanation. I was a victim of my hormones, he
said, a victim of the situation. I must be lonely he said, being
bullied in college, being an outcast in college, still living with
my mother commuting back and forth to campus, missing out on the
true college experience. He said I must feel as if I didn’t fit in
anywhere. All I had to do was nod, and agree with Joey. I was so
grateful I learned his name. Joey, it was. Eventually I was allowed
to go back to bed. I didn’t dare to walk to the wardrobe
immediately. I waited until I heard them going to bed. Apparently
Joey would spend the night.

When the house was completely silent I
tiptoed toward my wardrobe. Lisa. Lazy languid Lisa. I checked if
she was alive still, a pulse a breath. I wanted her now, I wanted
to touch her naked body, I earned that after all the stress I went
through. Undressing her seemed too complicated. I just cut open the
fabric and fondled her breasts, her arms. I masturbated sitting on
the floor next to the wardrobe. A wimpy orgasm, it didn’t fix
anything.

 


The next day I was awoken by cluttering in my
wardrobe, early morning, banging thudding. The sleepy voice of my
mother. ‘Britt, dear, what are you’re doing?’

I prepared an injection. I released the drug
into Lisa’s upper arm and I cupped her chin. I forced her to look
at me while she fell a sleep. It didn’t trigger the same reactions
in my body as it used to. I shoved her foot into the wardrobe, so
the door would close.

Luckily I still had the clips on my phone. I
scrolled through them and watched without sound a clip of her
will-less orgasming body. I imagined how she would feel. I
masturbated, masturbated, masturbated, but my orgasm stayed far
away. Again and again I thought about my mother in the other room
and the police. Today we would go to the police. Nothing to fear.
It was just a routine questioning. They’d questioned everyone in my
college.

Before we left I gave Lisa another injection,
then me and my mother got into Joey’s car. Apparently he came with
us. Maybe that was a good thing, maybe he could think up more
excuses for me.

The police station smelled like lavender for
some reason. Two police women were very friendly, they gave me a
can of coke, they told me I didn’t have to worry. It was just a
routine questioning, they had talked to all of my classmates, but I
hadn’t been at school that day, that’s the only reason they had
called me into the station. That’s what they said. Joey and my
mother weren’t allowed in the interrogation room. She asked about
Lisa and I mimicked the people I’d seen on the news, saying that
Lisa was very well liked and didn’t have any enemies.

The friendliest police woman asked how I
liked college, and if I had a lot of friends, she said according to
some people Lisa had bullied me.

I shrugged. ‘That wasn’t bullying.’ I
said.

The police woman looked interested, as if she
actually cared.

‘Well maybe it was,’ I said, ‘I don’t
know.’

She smiled and wrote something down. Her
questions got less and less friendly as we went along. She asked
about the chemistry assignment I had to do with Lisa. What happened
then. She asked whether I slipped Lisa something in her drink
maybe. How did she know? She trapped me with all of her questions,
then suddenly she was nice again, she asked something friendly,
something save. She would understand, she said. She promised.

I told her. Maybe because she was nice. Maybe
because she promised to understand, she said she would understand
if I had slipped something into Lisa’s drink. I told her
everything. It felt good. It felt relieving. She understood. She
wouldn’t put me in jail, she seemed to understand why I did all
those things even better than I understood myself. I told her about
the sedatives, about the drugs and the power. I showed her the
movies on my phone. For a moment she seemed shocked, then she
smiled at me again.

She said she go get someone else. I wasn’t
allowed to leave. I had to stay in that interrogation room. I was
tired, so tired, I’d barely slept last night. I looked around
bored. I was left completely alone. Completely on my own, once
again. I laid my head on my arms and tried to rest. I didn’t know
what would happen now, but I felt lighter. Free. I wasn’t crazy. I
wasn’t insane. There was someone out there who understood me. The
things I did with Lisa were just normal, normal behavior for a girl
like me, a perfectionist, a lonely, bullied... a... I don’t
remember how the police woman had explained it all, but I did
remember her telling me I wasn’t weird at all, I wasn’t disgusting,
I wasn’t guilty.

‘Tired?’ a voice said.

I looked up. The same two police women, with
two new people. More women. Only women. Someone was introduced to
me as a psychiatrist, the other one was a forensic psychologist. I
nodded.

They wanted to know were Lisa was right now?
If I could tell them, or point them. I looked at the friendliest
police woman, I wanted to hug her. I nodded. I got up and wrapped
my arms around her.

‘There, there,’ she said. She patted me on
the back, softly. I sat on her lap and cried, I sobbed, I simply
couldn’t stop crying.

‘Attachment issues,’ someone whispered,
someone else jotted it down. I tried to look in the notepad what
else they’d written about me. They pulled the pad away from me.

‘Will you tell us now where Lisa is?’ the
police woman asked.

I nodded. I hesitated for a moment, then
shrugged. ‘Okay,’ I said.

With two police cars we drove through the
city. I didn’t know where my mother was gone, I didn’t ask, I
didn’t care. We were going to Lisa, back to Lisa. I sat in the
backseat and watched the streets pass by.

‘Then what?’ I asked.

‘What do you mean?’ the police woman
asked.

‘You can’t take Lisa away from me.’ I said.
‘I need her. If your going to take her away I won’t tell you were
she is.’

‘We’ll just have a quick look and see if
she’s okay,’ the police woman said, ‘You obviously care a lot about
her, you want her to be healthy and save, don’t you?’

I opened the door and let them into the
house. I showed them my bedroom and opened the door of my wardrobe.
Lisa, fast asleep, nude. I had forgotten to dress her up again.

‘We’ve got her,’ the police woman said into a
radio. She squatted down next to Lisa and checked for a pulse.
‘She’s alive, probably sedated, send an ambulance.’

Someone took pictures.

Someone pulled Lisa’s sleeping body out of
the wardrobe. Tender tapping against Lisa’s cheek. ‘Lisa, Lisa,
open your eyes, you’re save now.’

‘No!’ I got scared by a scream, then realized
I was the one producing that scream. I pushed everyone aside. I
wanted to go to Lisa. People weren’t friendly anymore. Especially
the police woman who had hugged me earlier wasn’t friendly anymore.
She brushed me aside and said people needed to take me away. I
yelled. I trashed around, kicked everyone, I struggled to free
myself. I wanted to go to Lisa, I wanted to be with Lisa, stay with
Lisa forever and ever.

Someone grabbed me, two people grabbed onto
me, quick deliberation. Someone had to calm me down. I recognized
the injection they pulled out, an injection to calm down aggressive
mental cases.

‘I’m not crazy,’ I yelled, ‘I’m not crazy,
I’m not crazy, I’m not crazy. Don’t. I’ll calm down. Look. Look at
me. I’m calm.’ I quit struggling, but it didn’t change their minds.
Someone rolled up my sleeve, another one held on to my arm, another
one jolted the injection into my skin. I felt nothing. Nothing
changed. It surprised me. Injections are supposed to be quick, very
quickly, maybe I’d build up some tolerance, maybe this medicine
would work on the same receptors as the sleeping pills I used to
take. Fingers pressing into my upper arms, drilling into my skin, a
body pushing against mine. Breasts pressing into my back, an exhale
against the back of my head.

‘That’s quickly,’ someone said.

‘No it’s not.’ I wanted to say. It wasn’t
quick, I was immune, my tongue was heavy and languid, my own voice
slurring. The voices around me sounded like I was under water. The
person behind me was holding me up now, I slumped against her,
heavy in her arms. I don’t know which one she was, but she smelled
nice. The floor fell away, my knees slumping, someone dragged me
along. It was more a falling forward, than it was actual walking. I
stumbled and accidentally landed on my feet. The medication didn’t
work on me, it didn’t work at all. They brought me back to the
police car, they cuffed me and pushed me onto the couch. I snuggled
into the corner en put my thumb into my mouth. It was good. It was
supposed to be like this. I was sedated. Lisa was sedated. We were
together, somewhere. Somewhere in a magical land of sleepiness,
away from reality, a land with a different time, it’s own time,
things moved slower, things weren’t important. Lisa and me. It
didn’t matter we weren’t physically together, they could never
separate us anymore, our lives were entangled now, our
personalities forever shaped by one another. Cuffs together, a
thumb in my mouth.

‘How old is she?’ someone said. Someone wiped
a strand of hair from my face.

‘Nineteen, but don’t let her innocent face
and her age fool you, she’s a perverted young woman.’

I didn’t want to think. I wanted to be with
Lisa. I wanted to be drugged, not just with a sedative, but for
real, I wanted to sleep, there in that sleep, in that drugged
boggled mind, there I would become Lisa, we would coincide, no
power shift anymore. We would be completely equal. Other people
would have to take care of me, they would have to lift me and give
me a bath, people would grant me orgasm after orgasm, and I didn’t
have to think about anything. I would just be. I would obey, sleep,
orgasm, sleep, orgasm, sleep, orgasm. It wouldn’t get any better
than that. Maybe if I struggled again, if I would trash around,
kicking and screaming. I tried. There wasn’t much strength left,
not in my legs, not in my voice. Still I caused a panic.

‘What’s wrong with her?’

‘What’s she doing?’

‘Does she have some sort of seizure or
something?’

‘Get Maureen.’

‘Who’s that?’

‘The psychiatrist. The one with the brownish
curls and the green jumper.’

‘Honey what’s going on? What’s happening
right now?’

The lady with the green jumper. She studied
me.

‘Panic attack maybe,’ someone said.

‘She’s faking it,’ the lady with the green
jumper said. ‘Give her another half a dose, I need to focus on the
victim now, she’s regaining consciousness.

I wanted to follow her. Lisa. Awake. I wanted
to see Lisa. Someone blocked my path. A new injection. I always
imagined you would feel the medication the moment it entered your
arm, that you would feel cold tingles or hot ones, that you could
feel the drowsiness spread, but I felt nothing. Empty. Less and
Less. My head empty. My body empty. Just and empty shell.

The car seat was somewhat soft, nice against
my cheek. Drowsiness engulfed me. I was scared it wasn’t enough,
that I still wouldn’t fall asleep. Tiredness, Yawning. I could
easily resist. I could easily stay awake. Easily, easily, easily. I
closed my eyes, for only a moment. I fell, my body just dropped, I
slumped onto the back seat of the car, a thumb in my mouth. Sleep
lured me in, it danced through my head, through my brain, and then
I grabbed it’s hand and went along.

###


Other works by this author:

[image: tmp_6fab483cb1ea543f563819da24a134df_oOkQcg_html_2dc02601.jpg]

Playing games with Baby Bella.

 


An other suspense/mystery story, this time within the
arena of the age play fetish and the forced sleep / medical play
fetish.

 


Isabella is a moocher, she lives with her aunt and
plays video games all day. Her aunt gives her an ultimatum. After
Isabella ignores it, she’s kicked out of the house and forced to
live with a professor. Her aunt states that Isabella clearly
refuses to grow up and living with the professor she won’t have
to.

Isabelle doesn’t want to go, but she’s drugged and
sedated and taken anyway. Upon arriving in her new house she meets
her new sister. She’s examined and diapered. She’s continually
drugged and sedated and forced to live like a little girl. Once
she's a moment alone with her new sister, she warns her for the
mind games the professor likes to play. She tells Isabella
everything she knows. Maybe there’s a way to fight back after
all.
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Brainwashed by a Billionaire

 


A lesbian love story. Featuring both the ageplay and
the anesthesia fetish.

 


Lily is a runaway nun that hitches a ride in Elvira’s
limousine. Lily is offered a job to come work for her and of course
she takes it. Before Lily realizes what's going on she's
chloroformed and entered into a brainwashing program. With a lot of
drugs and sedatives Lily is slowly stripped of her memories and of
her past and turned into a little girl.

They live on an estate that's basically and age play
paradise. Elvira lives with a couple of woman that voluntarily
entered her program and are already turned into little girls.
During daytime she's a hardened business woman and the age play is
just something she does at nights to blow of stream. But ever since
Lily has entered her collection her priorities started to
shift.

Elvira starts to fall in love with Lily. She can't
cope with those feelings. She's slowly loosing herself and she
needs to find a way to regain control and return to her normal
self.
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Sara Quill is a rebellious art-school student, with a
passion for writing kinky stories.

Stories with a proper arc, and with believable
lifelike characters. She likes her work to encompass both the
mundane banality of sexy time as well as the divine intimacy kink
can provide. So prepare for sweaty chest hairs, inconvenient muscle
cramps and heavenly blissful spankings with the cutest butterfly
kisses in between.
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and maple syrup. She loves to walk around in her footsie and tiara
and reading other kinky stories. She also a big fan of blowing
bubbles and kaleidoscopes and Youtube video's of people falling
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Note from the author:

Thanks for reading my novel! I hope you enjoyed it. I
love hearing from my fans, so if you liked it and want more of
this, be sure to let me know and leave a review with your favorite
retailer.

 


If you want to connect with me, you can find me on
Fetlife at username: Sara_Quill.

 


For more kinky smut visit my Smashwords author page
and mark me as favorite, so you won't miss out on upcoming
novels.
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