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Loving Lesbians of Sweet Dreams Spa II: Introduction
to Ageplay

 


Romy remembered every second of the kiss. The soft
lips, Fay’s hands on her lower back pulling her in even closer, a
wet warm tongue twirling around in her mouth. During the day there
were plenty of moments in which she would drift off and daydream
about the kiss, but most of all she recalled the kiss at night when
she was trying to fall asleep.

For a couple of days she thought the kiss
would be the start of a relationship, her and Fay would be
girlfriend and girlfriend, but then she never heard from Fay again.
Not for a week, not for two weeks.

The kiss happened in the office of the local
Sweet Dreams Spa. Romy had just handed in her contract, so she
could participate in a training program and Fay Williams the CEO
was standing across from her. A handshake. A simple handshake to
welcome her into the program turned into a passionate kiss.

Romy had been obsessed with Fay for such a
long time, and now they finally finally finally kissed. Romy
recalled the moment over and over. She wasn’t quite sure what it
meant. Why hadn’t Fay called or anything? Was the kiss an impulsive
act that wasn’t suppose to get a sequel? Would they pretend nothing
had happened?

Romy wasn’t even out of the closet as a
lesbian yet. She had known for ages she fell in love with women,
not men. But her love had never been returned, she’d never been
kissed before, so it seemed obsolete to disclose something about
herself to her parents or coworkers, that wasn’t really existent or
happening at the moment.

But now, now that they had kissed, should she
tell her parents now? She didn’t want to think about it, she just
wanted to stay in bed and dream about the kiss again and again.

 


Fay send her a text message. It was about three weeks
later early in the morning. Romy didn’t expect a text message from
Fay. Fay had returned to corporate and was busy doing CEO
stuff.

In about a month or so Romy would move to
corporate too, so she could participate in the training program.
She had gone through numerous scenario’s of what would happen if
she’d ran into Fay. In some of her fantasies Fay was wildly in love
with her and they would kiss and hold hands and go out for romantic
dinners and sleep together. In other scenarios she urged herself to
be more realistic, maybe they would just nod at each other in the
hallway and nothing more. Just a nod.

Fay had send her a text message. It was a
short one, it said: ‘Last group left, dorm is free, will you
come?’

Romy was elated, she stared at the letters on
her phone and couldn’t help smiling. Yes, yes, yes, she wanted to
write back, but she restrained herself. She didn’t want to come
across too eager. After their kiss she hadn’t heard from Fay in
three weeks, you wouldn’t ignore a lover for three weeks. Fay
probably thought of her like a booty call or something.

Well she would still happily be Fay’s booty
call. It took all of her self control to not write back
immediately. She would wait an hour, or maybe two and then she
would write something carefree. Like: ‘Sure why not?’ or ‘Why? The
program won’t start for about a month right?’ She constrained
herself for about forty seven minutes, then she send a text back
asking why.

‘Can I call you?’ Fay send back
immediately.

Romy heart was pounding heavily, her stomach
fluttering. If she said yes she would hear Fay’s voice. That voice
was the most wonderful mesmerizing sound she’d ever heard.

‘Sure.’ She said.

A moment later her phone rang. Romy stared at
the black plastic. It trembled and almost tumbled of the table. She
waited three Mississippi’s before she picked up.

‘Hey Sweety.’ Fay said.

Romy’s chest filled with butterflies. She
mustn't read anything into it. That was just the way Fay talked.
She would call everyone sweety or darling or my child or my love.
Fay sounded business-like on the phone.

‘Listen the last group just left, the dorms
are free now.’ Fay said. ‘Some maintenance will be done next week,
but you’re welcome to be here during that period. In about a week
the others will arrive for the selection. You’re selected already
off course, but you could still participate if you like, to get to
know your classmates and all that, and I think it would be nice to
have some time to settle in, right?’

‘Yeah,’ Romy said. ‘Yeah, that sounds
reasonable.’

‘Good.’ Fay said. ‘Go pack your bags, I’ll
send an assistant to help you move. Don’t worry about forgetting
stuff, darling, everything will be provided anyway. We even got
some spare toothbrushes if needed. Just bring some personal things,
like pictures, or a favorite stuffed animal or something. I’ll send
Marsha. She’ll be there end of the afternoon.’

‘What?’ Romy stared at her apartment. It had
turned into a mess once again. She hadn’t even start packing yet.
She had to fix a broken door if she wanted to get her deposit back,
and...

‘I can’t.’ She said to Fay.

‘Why not?’ Fay asked. ‘Your boss knows you’re
moving here. I discussed this with him, beside he has already hired
another girl to take your place, so the spa there will manage
without you.’

‘I know.’ Romy said. ‘It’s not about my Spa
job here. It’s just... I guess I know... it’s just... like... I’ve
got a lot to do.’

‘Just make a start, my child. Marsha will be
there soon to help you and I will see you tonight, okay?’

‘Okay.’ Romy said kind of overwhelmed. ‘Okay,
see you tonight.’

‘Good girl.’ Fay said before she hung up the
phone.

Romy listened to the silence. Maybe Fay did
like her. Why else would she urge Romy to move so quickly. Although
at the phone she sounded more practical. She’d only used two or
three pet names in the entire conversation, usually Fay’s sentences
were riddled with little pet names.

Would there at corporate be any magical
saunas or herbal baths? Or would corporate just be a skyscraper
full of offices doing management stuff with numbers, graphics and
stocks and what not?

Romy got nervous, she was quite addicted to
the Sauna’s in Sweet Dreams Spa, she couldn’t do without them,
maybe she should call Fay back and ask. She didn’t dare to pick up
the phone. Fay was the CEO. Fay was probably way too busy.

She started to clean up her apartment. She
packed two suitcases full of clothes and underwear and toiletries,
and she threw out a lot of junk that had been collected over the
years. Expired coupons, a broken ball point, some books she’d never
read.

In the afternoon a limousine arrived. It was
an awkward sight. The car was shiny and fancy, while everything in
this neighborhood was run down and broken and dirty. Also a
limousine wasn’t really a moving truck, right? A woman got out and
rang the doorbell. Romy let her in.

She wore her blond hair in two pigtails, but
despite the cuteness of her hair she was quite an impressive lady.
She was bulky with a lot of muscle, she looked heavy and strong and
intimidating.

‘I’m Marsha, you’re Romy.’ She said with a
stern nod. ‘You’re ready to go, or do you need help packing? Miss
Williams said you might need some help packing as well, those are
your suitcases?’ She pointed towards the suitcases on the floor and
didn’t await any response. She just picked them up as if they
weight nothing and carried them to the limo, then she returned.

‘Anything else you want to bring?’

‘I... I just... the... door.’ Romy said. ‘I’m
Romy.’

‘I know you’re Romy.’ Marsha said. ‘I just
told you I know you’re Romy. Which door do you want to bring?’

‘No, I need to fix it, to get my deposit
back.’

‘Okay.’ Marsha helped her to fix the door, to
clean the apartment and to talk to the landlord. An hour and
fifteen minutes later Romy sat in the back of the limo. Marsha
drove.

‘So who are you?’ Romy asked.

‘I’m Marsha. I told you I was Marsha. Miss
Williams told you I would come right? Honestly, you don’t seem
smart enough to partake in our training program at all, most of
them are total eggheads always studying, but you seem a bit air
headed, since you don’t even remember my name.’

Romy didn’t know what to say she just stared
at Marsha’s shoulder and her hands on the steering wheel, she was
wearing a wedding ring, that seemed too elegant and dainty compared
to the rest of her rough posture. Romy pressed her lips together
and looked through the window for a while.

They were on the highway, just cars and
fields of grain, nothing else to see. Romy wanted to ask a lot more
questions, about corporate, about Fay, about the program, about
Marsha’s job, but she kept her mouth shut.

She didn’t even dare to ask if the peanuts
were complimentary. She sat there in the back of the limo. It was a
long drive to corporate, by the time she arrived it was dark
outside. They drove into a parking garage and Marsha carried her
suitcases up a stairs, through a corridor. She unlocked a door,
another hallway, another door unlocked.

‘This is your room.’ Marsha said. She put the
suitcases in the hall. ‘See you next week.’ Marsha handed Romy a
ring with four keys on it.

Romy nodded, although she wasn’t sure what
would happen next week. She also wasn’t sure why she needed four
keys, after all Marsha had only unlocked two doors to get here.

‘Don’t forget to let Fay know you’ve
arrived.’ Marsha said on her way out. She slammed the door
close.

 


Romy was overwhelmed. For three weeks she had heard
nothing from Fay. For three weeks she had fantasized about the day
she would arrive at corporate. But she didn’t imagine anything like
this. Now she was here, in a room, that partly resembled a college
dorm. Two bedrooms, a shared bathroom and a small shared living
space. Disoriented she stared out of the window, a little square
with trees and benches. She had no idea how to get out there or how
to get back to the parking garage.

Well that was her own fault. She was always
quickly disoriented, and maybe Marsha was right, maybe she just
wasn’t smart enough. She didn’t know whether she was allowed to get
out of her room, off course she was allowed, but still it felt like
she shouldn’t. She picked the largest bedroom and threw her
suitcases on the bed, then she send Fay a text that she’d
arrived.

Fay came to pick her up, she led her through
the building and a moment later they were sitting across from each
other in a small restaurant.

Fay’s black hair dangled shortly on her
shoulders, her lab coat was draped over the back of her seat and
she wore a deeply cut black dress that exposed quite a bit of her
chest. Romy couldn’t help it, her eyes were drawn again and again
to the décolleté. Here she was, Romy a twenty two year old college
drop-out that had been cleaning a small local branch of Sweet
Dreams Spa for the last year, and then Fay Williams a forty three
year old CEO that owned Sweet Dreams Incorporated.

They were an odd couple. Fay was gorgeous,
Romy was mundane looking and clumsy. Or maybe she wasn’t,
objectively speaking she was kind of pretty, even though she had
red curls and freckles, her face was still quite nice and her body
was young and athletic, she just felt mundane and clumsy next to
Fay.

‘Are you all right, my love?’ Fay said.

Romy nodded.

‘You sure? It must have been a long day for
you. I’ll bet you’re tired. Was Marsha nice to you?’

Romy shrugged.

Fay laughed. ‘Yeah. Marsha can be a bit blunt
sometimes, can’t she? But she’s an awesome lab assistant. She used
to be a nurse. She’s also one of our teachers in the training
program now.’

‘Okay.’ Romy said.

She wasn’t quite sure how to behave. She was
elated to finally be here with Fay, she was bewitched by her
presence, but still she wasn’t quite sure whether this was a
romantic dinner or something else. Would she be allowed to kiss Fay
again? Would Fay want to kiss her again?

Timidly she ate the food Fay ordered for her.
She listened to Fay’s musing about the restaurant and the spa
downstairs and the lab upstairs.

‘You’ll see.’ Fay said. ‘I’ll arrange for you
to get a tour.’

After dinner Fay asked her to come upstairs,
she wanted to show Romy the lab she was so proud off. Romy nodded.
She followed Fay through the hallways, a shiny elevator. From the
buttons she deduced there must be seven floors all together. Fay
went to the fifth. When they got out she put her hand on Romy’s
shoulder. The warmth soaked into her skin. Fay pushed her through a
hallway and opened a door.

‘This is my private lab.’ She said. ‘They’ll
show you the other labs another time.’

Fay’s lab wasn’t that big. There was an
operating table in the center, surrounded by machines and computers
and LCD screens. There was a rolling swivel chair a counter with
cupboards another counter filled with glass work, there was a
refrigerator filled with chemicals.

‘Look sweetheart.’ Fay said. She held up a
little tube filled with a green liquid. ‘This has been my little
side project for the past few weeks. It’s my special Romy cocktail,
I’ve invented this just for you.’

‘For me?’ Romy said blushing. ‘But why? What
is it?’

‘Come sit here.’ Fay patted the padding of
the operating table.

Romy climbed on top of the table, she sat on
the edge, her feet dangling at the side.

‘Good girl. Now roll up your sleeve.’

Romy did roll up her sleeve and she watched
Fay filling a syringe with the green liquid.

‘But what is it?’ Romy asked. ‘Why is it
especially for me?’

‘Well.’ Fay said. She tapped her nail against
the side of the syringe to get all the bubbles to flow up.
‘Remember how last year you were an intern at a newspaper, and then
within a month or so, you were so addicted to our treatments you
dropped out of school and you stole money just to get another one
of our treatments. Well that’s not suppose to happen. Or at least
that doesn’t happen with other people and that’s not at all what we
set out to do. You responding to our treatments in the way you did
actually brought us a lot of thinking material, both in the damage
control department with that journalist following you around and it
has also sparked some scientific curiosity. I’ve got a lot of
questions about your brain chemistry, so I’m really glad to have
you here.’

‘Okay.’ Romy said. So Fay liked her brain
chemistry, not her. She was just a science project, not a romantic
interest. But why then had they kissed?

‘Okay then.’ Romy said again. ‘I guess I’m
glad I’m here too, although... I’m also...’

‘Confused?’ Fay asked. ‘Don’t worry. Just
hold out your arm. I’ve mixed it so that it’ll feel like another
treatment to you, you won’t even notice it’ll mark and highlight
the different area’s of your brain that are affected, the scans
will be over before you know it.’

‘A brain scan?’ Romy asked.

Fay nodded. She poked the little needle into
Romy’s elbow and Romy felt a dull tingling.

‘Shouldn’t I have to drink a vitamin cocktail
first?’ She asked. In the spa before any treatment could take
affect all customers had to drink a vitamin cocktail that would
open up their brain to be influenced by the treatment chemicals. A
wave of cold dizziness passed through her body. Romy felt
woozy.

Fay shook her head. ‘Careful now, my child.’
A hand stroking Romy’s back. Soothingly and Calmly. ‘You’re not a
customer anymore.’ Fay said. ‘You’ve signed a contract, remember?
The contract for the internal training program, you also signed the
part about participating in research projects. The vitamin
cocktails are to keep our treatments legal, but since you signed
the contract it’s legal to administer all the chemicals I want to
you. No need for loopholes with the vitamin cocktails, just one
injection will do the trick.’

Romy’s sight was getting fuzzy, her ears
ringing. Fays voice was soothing and peaceful all around her. It
came in waves, an overwhelming wave of drowsiness and dizziness,
and then it was gone for a second, until another wave engulfed her
mind.

‘Sweetheart, I guess you don’t understand a
word I’m saying by now, do you? Lets lay you down, so you won’t
hurt yourself when the muscle relaxer kicks in.’ She tenderly
guided Romy’s body onto the padded table. As soon as Romy lied
down, her head started spinning even more frantic. Fay caressed her
face, her thumb slowly grazing Romy’s cheek.

‘Good girl. That’s my sweetheart.’ Fay said.
‘Just give in now, just surrender now Romy. You’re save here. I
will take care of you. Momma Fay will take care of you, okay?’

The voice seemed to come from miles and miles
away. Just sounds, random sounds she didn’t even understand. She
was so sleepy. She wanted to give in to the relaxation. In the Spa
she always loved to feel drowsy and helplessly sedated. She loved
this feeling of relaxation, being dismissed of all
responsibilities, just being a defenseless sleepy puppet for the
spa assistants to do with as they pleased.

She loved being barely conscious and through
the haze and the euphoria, feeling a wandering hand groping her and
fondling her. It turned her on so much, it made her horny beyond
belief. She let her mind drift off.

Fay was here. Fay was close. And since Romy
was almost knocked-out and thoroughly incapacitated, Fay would have
to take care of her. The sleep kept pulling her under, yet she
didn’t want to give in yet, she wanted to know what kind of things
Fay would do to her. Her eyes kept rolling up in her head. It was
painfully hard work to keep them open.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. Her hand on Romy’s
lap. ‘That’s my good girl. That’s right. Now don’t worry. Fay will
put on a few electrodes on your head, it won’t hurt but you might
feel a little pressure.’

Another wave of cold drowsiness seemed to hit
her brain. She felt Fay’s fingers caressing her skin. Grazing her
head, stroking her hair to the side. Fay glued the electrodes onto
her skin, when they were turned on Romy felt a buzz passing through
her head, or maybe that was just her imagination, she didn’t
know.

‘Sshhh.’ Fay said. Although Romy couldn’t
remember making any sound or being fussy, Fay still tried to
comfort her. She wanted to be comforted by Fay, she wanted to be
held and kissed. She wanted to feel safe and calm. The daze kept on
flowing.

‘Done.’ Fay said. ‘That was the first test.
Now I’m going to put a helmet over your head, okay? It’ll pick up
on the marking liquid and make a nice rendering of your brain.’

The room was spinning more intensely.
Wavering. Tumbling all around her. Her body was lifted off the
table. She limply hung in Fay’s arms while Fay shoved the helmet
over her head. It was all dark around her. She couldn’t see. She
heard sounds, rumbling sounds, then her body was slowly laid back
onto the table.

She didn’t know how much time it took to make
the scan. She didn’t know if she’d actually drifted off and was now
waking up again or if she never fell asleep and was just dazed and
drowsy and now the medicine started to flush through her body. She
opened her eyes, it wasn’t dark around her any more, the helmet had
disappeared. Fay was gone as well, she was just lonely lying there
on the padded table. Her head still spinning, she tried to sit up
straight, but her muscles were way too weak, and her body slumped
back into the table.

‘Are you coming to, my love?’ Fay’s voice
sounded, but she couldn’t see were Fay was. There she came. On the
rolling swivel chair she was suddenly next to Romy. She stroke
Romy’s face and bend over to give her a little kiss, a small peck
on her temple.

‘Good girl.’ She said. ‘You did real well,
I’m going to be busy studying those scans for days, you’re a really
fascinating girl, you know that? Just lay down. You’re going to be
groggy for a while, but if you want I can give you a bit of gas and
we can have some fun, would you like that, my child?’

Romy nodded. Although she wasn’t sure it was
a real nod. She quickly laid her head down. Romy tried to say yes,
but her tongue was a thick lump of flesh that didn’t want to move.
Some indistinct moaning came from her mouth.

‘Yeah, Romy likes that, doesn’t she. Let me
get you a mask.’ A moment later a silicon breathing mask was
strapped over her face. It smelled new, like new plastic, not at
all like the vanilla smell she remember from her treatments in the
spa.

‘Are you comfortable?’ Fay asked. ‘I’ll turn
it on now.’

The breathing mask filled up with a sweet
chemical smell, she wanted to say something about the vanilla scent
in the Spa’s, but her tongue was unresponsive and her thoughts
fading fast. It was as if there was a drain in her head and her
thoughts were swirling around and seeping away. She couldn’t think.
She didn’t want to think. She just wanted to experience more and
more of this blissful oblivion.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said while pushing the mask
even firmer into her face. The silicon pressing onto the bridge of
her nose. Fays fingers wandering. Stroking her tummy, her chest,
cupping her breasts. Then Fay pushed-up Romy’s shirt, fingertips
stroking her bare skin, her belly button. Her bra.

‘You like that don’t you?’ Fay said. ‘I see it in your glassy
sedated eyes. You like it a lot when momma Fay touches you, don’t
you?’

Romy was fighting off the sleepiness. Fay was
right, this was all she ever dreamed about. Having a sleepy floaty
treatment like this with Fay. For months and months she had
wondered if Fay was one of those that would grope her when she was
all relaxed and absent-minded like this, but now she knew.

‘I know you like it sweetheart. I know
because you told me. Yeah, you don’t remember, do you? The time I
gave you truth serum, you told me all about your little sexy sleep
fantasies. We’re going to have some fun here Romy. You and me,
finally together at head quarters.’ Fay bent over Romy her face
close to hers, kissing her on the cheekbone next to the breathing
mask. She suckled on Romy’s ear.

Fay was whispering in her ear, breathing
warmly in her neck. Her fingers massaging Romy’s nipple.

Romy started moaning, she was getting more
and more aroused.

Fay bit her earlobe again. ‘And I didn’t even
put on the aphrodisiac.’ She said. ‘Looks like you don’t need the
aphrodisiac. Or should I still turn it on, just for fun?’

Fay pushed herself up and suddenly she was
gone. A weight disappeared from Romy’s chest, a cold muggy spot in
her neck. She fussed. Her tongue still to limp and flabby to
actually complain or to ask where Fay had gone.

‘I’m here, I’m still here.’ Fay said. ‘Just
hooking you up.’

A moment later the scent in the breathing
mask changed. It was more briny and savory. Behind all the dazed
euphoria another sensation popped-up into her body. Warm tingling
arousal. It started to glow in between her legs, but soon the
arousal was too big for her pussy alone. It filled up her entire
body. Everything seemed highly erotic. Her entire skin one big
erogenous zone.

‘Now since you’re a little squirter we’d
better take your pants and panties off, right?’

There was tugging on her legs, on her hips.
The fabric of her jeans sliding down her legs was a most arousing
sensation. Then there were Fay’s fingers, pushing and probing
around in her panties. Her pink satin panties with a little bow on
top. The fabric so smooth and soft, grazing her labia, her clit.
Her hips involuntarily tilting and spasming. Romy was aching for
something to rub herself up against.

She couldn’t think straight. She couldn’t
think at all. No thoughts, no doubts, no insecurities. There was
just this mindless nebula, this arousal, this craving for Fay. She
didn’t have to do anything, she couldn’t even do anything, she was
too heavily sedated. It was all up to Fay. Whatever happened, was
because Fay wanted it to happen. Fay pressed the palm up her hand
in between Romy’s legs and cupped her pubes. Fay teasingly licked
her knee and inner thigh. Romy was a will-less puppet, the only
thing she could do was surrender to Fays whims, the only thing she
wanted to do was to surrender. To just experience this blissful
string of sensations.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. She hooked her fingers
behind Romy’s panties and slid it of her hips. Then she lifted
Romy’s limp legs and spread them apart exposing her pussy
completely. It was so incredibly arousing. Fay’s fingers stroking
up and down in between the labia. Slimy and slippery. Then Fay’s
fingers disappeared. She lifted her dress and pulled down her own
panties, then she grabbed Romy’s paralyzed hand. She rubbed the
fingers in between her own legs. Romy’s fingers getting wet and
warm. She wanted to feel, she wanted to actually touch Fay’s pussy,
but she was too paralyzed and limp to do so. She simply couldn’t
control her fingers. She couldn’t control her body. Heavy and
motionless she laid on the padded table. She let Fay finger herself
with her hand. Fay squeezing tightly in her wrist, the breathing
became superficial, she was moaning and panting.

‘Good girl. Touch mommy’s pussy. Yeah help
mommy, such a good helpful girl you are. God.’ Then Fay started
trembling, screaming loudly. Panting heavily. While Fay tried to
catch her breath she laid her head down on Romy’s tummy. Her ear
and cheek resting on Romy’s skin. She looked up at her face.

‘What to do with you?’ She asked. ‘You...
you... what to do with you.’ She shook her head. Then she pushed
her fingers once more in between Romy’s legs, she started rubbing
the pussy, once in a while slipping a finger inside. Fondling her
on the inside.

‘Good girl. Keep breathing the gas for mommy.
Good sleepy girl, let mommy touch you. You’re so pretty. Such a
pretty little girl. Cum for mommy, you’ve got my permission
now.’

There was a burst of arousal. It exploded in
between her legs and traveled through her hips, passed her spine
and it befuddled her mind.

‘Good girl. Well done.’ Fay said. ‘I’ll
adjust the gas now, I’ll turn off the aphrodisiac and turn up the
other one to knock you out for a little while.’ Fay disappeared and
again the scent in the breathing mask changed. It became more
chemical, more sharp. It wasn’t a pleasant smell at all. It made
her cough. Involuntarily her body started moving, trying to get rid
of the mask, her limbs were way too heavy though to put up any
fight. Her back was arching and her head was rolling from side to
side, but Fay kept the mask firmly in place, and seemed to turn the
gas up even more.

Romy tried to fight it, but it was just to
overwhelming. Unconsciousness was luring, pulling her down, pulling
her under, her eyes rolling up and fluttering heavily, then
everything went black.

 


She awoke back in her dorm room. She was laying on
the bed, tucked in under the blankets. She was wearing the terry
shorts and a faded unicorn top she always wore as pajamas. Her head
was pounding. It was as if she had a hangover, yet she couldn’t
remember drinking that much or drinking at all. She pushed her palm
against her skull and stared around the room. It was decorated with
shiny dark wood and some creme colored curtains, there was a nice
arm chair and cute little lights on the ceiling.

She didn’t have to be anywhere yet. The
training program hadn’t started, none of the other students had
arrived. She tried to sit op straight. Next to her on the night
stand was a breakfast. A glass of orange juice, a banana, some
croissants and a little note.

‘The orange juice will help with the
headache. I’m sorry. Love Fay.’ The note said. Romy got a little
burst of butterflies in her tummy, because Fay had signed of with
the word, love. But the rest of the note was confusing. How did Fay
knew she had a headache, and what was she sorry about, was she
sorry about the head ache? Was the headache somehow Fay’s
fault?

She tried to remember what happened
yesterday. She remembered the restaurant and going up in the
elevator. She remembered the injection and the brain scan, and
after that she got to breath in some gases. She got horny. She
pushed her fingers in between her legs. Fay did fondle her, right?
She vaguely remembered being high and almost out of it and Fays
fingers darting around in her panties. Or had she dreamed that?
She’d masturbated to those fantasies so often, maybe it didn’t
happen in reality, maybe she had just masturbated so much that
those fantasies started to feel like a memory.

She picked up the orange juice and put the
rim of the glass against her lower lip. Maybe the orange juice was
laced with some other sedative, maybe it was just a vitamin
cocktail but with another color and consistency, maybe she would
become sleepy and drowsy and then when she almost passed out Fay
would enter her room and start caressing her. She had watched a
million Youtube videos with drugged drinks in them.

Eagerly she gulped the orange juice down but
she didn’t feel any different. Her headache started to subside,
that was true. She waited some more, but she only felt more awake
and alert. Disappointed she started to nibble on her croissant.

At first she stayed in her room. Unpacking
her suitcases and mucking about on her laptop, but in the afternoon
she got bored. She grabbed her keys and locked the door behind her
and she started to explore the building she was in.

She was in a dorm hallway, most doors were
locked, only one room was unlocked, but there maintenance workers
were drilling and hammering. There was a large common living room
and kitchen with a dining table. Based on the number of chairs Romy
thought they would be with fifteen people. She wandered around, it
was quite the labyrinth of hallways and offices and stairs.

As she was roaming the corridors she wondered
if Fay would come and get her today, maybe she should have stayed
in her room, if she wasn’t in her room Fay couldn’t find her. She
returned and frolicked around on her laptop some more. She didn’t
hear anything from Fay. Should she send Fay a text? She could ask
Fay what she was suppose to do all by herself. She wasn’t brave
enough, she kept on doubting but never actually send the text.
Around dinner time she walked back to the common kitchen to see if
there was any food, there wasn’t. The fridge was empty, the
cupboards were empty.

That was a proper excuse to text Fay right?
She pondered over the right words, it took her about fifteen
minutes to write the text.

‘Hey Fay. Do you happen to know where I can
find some food?’ That was the message she send.

Fay texted back right away. ‘I’m sorry. I’m
busy in the lab. I’ll send someone to bring you diner.’

‘Okay.’ Romy said.

About twenty minutes later there was a knock
on her door. ‘Are you Romy?’ A male voice said. ‘Jerry told me to
bring you a plate of food.’ Romy opened the door. She looked at the
fries and the peas and the chicken. Her stomach was rumbling. He
handed over the plate. ‘Enjoy your meal.’ He said as he turned
around.

‘Wait.’ Romy said. He was the first person
she saw today. ‘Who are you?’ She said. ‘Who’s Jerry? If you tell
me where this food comes from I can just come get it myself
tomorrow.’ She said.

‘I’m Sean.’ The guy said. He was in his
twenties, a slim waiter, the black shirt and the red tie looked
good on him. He probably had girls swooning over him, straight
girls, not Romy.

‘The food is from the restaurant.’ He said.
‘Jerry is the chef today. I don’t know if you can get your food
yourself tomorrow. Usually the trainees are catered to separately,
just like the office workers and lab workers, they have their own
break room and their own catering. The restaurant is for the guests
only.’

‘There are guests here?’ Romy said.

‘I should get back to work.’ The guy said.
‘Enjoy your meal.’

He was gone. Romy ate all of it and then she
watched some more Youtube video’s. Tomorrow if she was left alone
like this again she would text Fay. Around eleven o’clock in the
morning, that seemed like a good time to text Fay.

 


She didn’t have to text Fay some other guy came to
pick her up and show her around. He walked her through the building
and told her which keys to use to enter the employees only parts of
the building and he also showed her how to get to the spa and the
public parts of the building. His name was Arnold he said, he
worked as an office cleric at the fourth floor. After he had shown
her around he dropped her off at the spa. She registered as a
trainee and then she was granted free access. At the welcoming area
she had to fill in a new questionnaire, so they could mix her
vitamin cocktail which she willingly gulped down. Impatiently she
awaited the serene calm the buzz that made her thoughts fade away.
This spa at head quarters was three times as big as the spa at
home. There was a large pool, there were numerous saunas and an
Himalayan salt room and there was a light therapy room and a lot of
herbal baths and private rooms as well.

There were way more then just the four saunas
at home. Romy didn’t know where to start. She just tried a random
sauna it wasn’t named after a color like the saunas at home, this
one was called the Ceder Wood Sauna. She lied down on the top
bench. The assistant locked them in and steam filled up the cabin.
It smelled sweet and earthy at the same time. She wasn’t getting as
drowsy and dazed like she was used to at home. Or maybe she had
build up a tolerance. She felt delightfully warm and disconnected,
but not sleepy, she was actually feeling more alert and more aware.
Noticing the grain of the wood in the ceiling, the drops of sweat
on her lower arm. She seemed to experience more details instead of
less, the details filled up her mind, the details drowned out every
other thought. There was the soft hissing sound, there was another
guest wiggling his toes, there was... - A humming sounded. A
mechanical humming, it sounded from far away at first, but it
entranced her completely, the humming seemed to lure her in, she
wanted to sit up straight, but only now she noticed she wasn’t able
to move anymore. She was completely paralyzed, yet totally aware.
It was kind of scary, but also really sexy. If now someone came in
to fondle her, she would be aware of it, but she would also be
helpless against it. She didn’t know if fondling and groping the
sedated guests happened here at headquarters as often as it
happened at the local Spa back at home.

The humming became louder and rhythmic.

‘Relax now.’ A voice said. ‘Focus on your
breathing and feel the relaxation flow through your body, feel the
tranquil steam touching your mind, shutting it down, all your
stress and tension is melting away. You don’t have to think, you
just have to listen, to listen to my voice and to obey my words.
Breath in and breath out. She noticed another gas was released into
the sauna. The hissing was louder, and it seemed to have another
color, slightly thicker and it laid more heavy in her lungs, it was
as if she was pressed down into the wooden bench, as if some heavy
weight was laying on top of her.

‘And as you keep breathing in, you’ll notice
you’re mind begins to drift, you notice your consciousness is
falling asleep, your body is falling asleep around you, it’s just
my voice and your subconscious having a little chat together.’

Her eyelids felt so heavy. It was hard to
keep track of the voice. It didn’t matter she didn’t have to pay
attention, she would just obey automatically. She kept on breathing
and fell asleep.

 


When the assistant came in to wake her up, she
vaguely remembered the voice, she remembered this sauna being
different than the other saunas. She felt energized, she wanted to
work hard, she wanted to be the best she could be, she wanted to
study like crazy for the new program. She wouldn’t procrastinate
ever.

There wasn’t anything to do yet. She tried
out another sauna, and another one. There was just so much to
discover. She didn’t give herself any time to recuperate in between
saunas, she just went from one into the next. She was a puppet
almost, a sluggish body. She tried to control her walking so the
assistants wouldn’t kick her out and tell her to wait. It was all
one big haze. She willingly breathed in the slumberous fumes, dazed
she lied there in the saunas. Some were familiar. Some where
totally different than she was used to.

She tried the Himalayan salt room. It was a
small room, the walls were made of large pinkish stones, there
wasn’t any steam, it was nice and warm and there was a bowl of salt
standing in the middle. According to the assistant she had to rub
the salt into her own skin. Romy cupped her hand and scooped a
little out of the bowl. She rubbed the pinkish grains on her legs
first, her muscles feeling warm and lazy. Yet it would be even
better if someone else rubbed it into her skin. Her skin got
tingly, she also rubbed it on her tummy, her arms, her legs. It
almost felt as if she was getting a herbal bath. Her skin all warm
and throbbing her muscles all heavy and soft. She scooped up
another cup of salt, even though she could barely control her
muscles anymore. Wobbly she tried to hold it together long enough
to rub another large amount of the scrub into her skin.

However her intentions started to fade.
Nothing seemed to matter any more. She just felt her body slip of
the bench, with a thud her shoulder hit the floor, it hurt, her arm
was twisted and stuck beneath her, yet she couldn’t move. She
didn’t care, she was in a blissful euphoria and emptiness,
everything was perfect.

‘New girl, isn’t it.’ A voice said. Her body
was lifted and draped on the bench. Someone patted her on the head
and then left again. Now she was lying way more comfortably. Her
head started to spin, her thoughts shutting of. She awoke with a
warm shower spraying her and the other guests down.

There was a bar. A bar that sold aroma
therapy. She waited until a spot opened up, she got a clean tube
that she was told to stick in her nose and drape over her ears.
Then the barman explained, there were five slides, each would
release another aroma into her nose, each with a different kind of
relaxation, she could operate the slides herself and even mix her
favorite scents together.

She breathed in the gases for a while. She
put all five slides wide open, and even though she felt nice and
euphoric and energized, she missed the sleepy haze she got from the
aromatherapy in the private treatments.

After the aroma bar, she went into one of the
sauna’s again. This one was called the Ancient Wood Sauna. It had a
cozy rustic feeling. This one was more like the saunas at home. The
first steam made her drowsy and sleepy and as she was fighting her
rolling eyes a second type of gas was released into the sauna
knocking her out completely.

‘There you are.’ A familiar voice said.
‘Rooo-my. Wake-y, wake-y sweetheart.’ Romy was captured in a mist,
her head was foggy and she couldn’t seem to break through. Someone
caressed her cheek.

‘How long have you been lying here honey?’
The voice asked. ‘Come I’m going to get you out now.’

She felt her body being lifted. She tried to
stand up, but she sank limply into the arms of the lady holding her
up. ‘Oh-oh, Romy my child, come with me now.’ She was transferred
out of the sauna, and she laid down on one of the lounge chairs at
the pool, she heard the water sloshing, and slowly the pull of the
drowsy nebulae disappeared. She opened her eyes and saw Fays face
hanging over her.

‘What happened?’ She murmured.

‘My best guess.’ Fay said. ‘You saw all the
saunas and means of relaxation here and you went a bit overboard.
Maybe you forgot to eat as well and eventually you didn’t get up
and out of the sauna anymore but you just kept on lying there,
session after session. Am I right?’

‘Maybe.’ Romy shrugged. She vaguely
remembered her session in the sauna ending, but she didn’t want to
get up, she wanted to go again, and eventually a new session did
start and she willingly inhaled more of the slumberous steams.
‘Yeah, I guess.’

‘Did you eat?’ Fay asked.

Romy tried to remember and then shrugged.

‘That’s what I thought. Here.’ Fay handed her
a robe and helped her to stand up straight. ‘Albert showed you the
restaurant this morning right?’

Romy nodded.

‘Good. Let’s go.’ Fay said.

They didn’t have to leave the spa. They just
went up a stairs and then they could either eat on the balcony and
overlook the pool area and the surrounding saunas, or they could
sit inside. Fay wanted to sit inside. It was the same restaurant
they’d dined in the other night as well. Fay ordered for Romy and
for herself and a few moments later the food was delivered.

They ate in silence. It was a dimly lit and
kind of a romantic setting.

Fay seemed shy. She seemed to avoid looking
Romy in the eye. It was kind of cute. The silence was somewhat
uncomfortable though. Romy felt pressure to say something, to say
something smart and intelligent. Something mysterious and
attractive, but she couldn’t think of anything. So they just sat
there at the table like mutes.

‘Romy.’ Fay said after diner. ‘You’re here to
partake in the training program. The facilities are free of use for
employees and trainees, but if you keep behaving this irresponsibly
I’m going to revoke that privilege for you, understood? I don’t
want to worry all day whether you’ve fainted in some sauna that you
shouldn’t have fainted in.’

Romy nodded. It was quite shameful to be
scolded by Fay like this. She nodded again. ‘I’m sorry.’ She
said.

‘Really?’ Fay asked. ‘Are you really sorry,
because you understand what you’ve done and why that’s bothersome
to me? Or do you just want to get back on my good side again, so
you’re telling me I’m right.’

‘Don’t know.’ Romy said. ‘I guess the last
one.’

‘Yeah, that’s what I guessed. At least you’re
honest.’ Fay smiled. ‘Don’t worry, your still on my good side.
You’re adorable, sweetheart. But you have to be careful with that
brain chemistry of yours.’

‘Okay.’ Romy said.

Fay walked her back to her room. ‘One more
kiss?’ Fay asked. Without waiting for a response she put her hand
on the nape of Romy’s neck and she pulled her in close. Her lips
parted, her tongue wet and quickly moving around Romy’s tongue.

Someone walked by and Fay let go of her.

‘Good night, My love.’ She told Romy, then
she turned around and walked away.

 


‘Wasn’t that Fay Williams the CEO,’ someone
asked.

Romy was still in a daze. Not a sedated,
chemically induced daze. But just... that kiss, Fay’s kiss, Fay’s
body. It meant... it must mean something right? She wanted to jump
in bed and swoon all over the kiss, analyzing every little second
of it. Analyzing everything Fay had said and done this evening,
every look on her face, every tone in her voice. But someone
wouldn’t let her. Someone was blocking her door. It was a girl, a
woman with long brown hair and a dimple in her cheek, she was
dressed like a hippie in colorful clothes and with jingling
armbands.

‘It was, wasn’t it? That was Fay
Williams.’

Romy nodded.

‘I’m Star.’ The girl reached out her hand and
Romy shook it. ‘Well my real name is Taylor, but I go by Star,
cause stars twinkle like me. I guess we’re roommates.’ She pointed
towards the door. ‘I arrived this afternoon. You?’

‘A few days ago.’ Romy said. ‘Roommates? So
you’re here for the training program as well?’

‘Yeah, for the selections at least. It’s my
third time trying. I can’t seem to make it into that end zone.’

‘Third times the charm.’ Romy said. She knew
it was a cliché, but she couldn’t think of anything better to
say.

‘I hope so.’ Star said. ‘Who are you. Is it
your first selections?’

‘I’m already selected.’ Romy said.

‘Because you’re Fay’s girlfriend?’

‘I’m not... I guess, maybe I am. I don’t
know. Do you think we are girlfriends?’

‘Well there was quite a lot of her tongue in
your mouth, so yeah, definitely.’

‘But like... I... how.... I just don’t
know.’

‘Well then you have to ask her.’ Star said
she walked into the room and Romy followed her. It was as if a bomb
had exploded inside. There were clothes everywhere, and more
jewelery and all sorts of creams and make-up.

‘Wow...’ Romy said. ‘Just... wow.’

‘I know. I’m a bit of a slob.’ Star said.
‘It’s just that I’m unpacking, I believe stuff has the autonomy to
pick their own spot they want to be in, you know?’

Romy shook her head. ‘No.’ She said. ‘No, I
don’t know.’

‘It’ll get better once things have found
their own spot. You never told me your name by the way.’

‘I’m Romy.’ Romy said. ‘I’m going... to...
like...’ She gestured towards her bedroom. She closed the door, and
laid down on her bed staring at the ceiling. It was way too early
to fall asleep. She had slept all afternoon, at least she had
relaxed all afternoon. She thought about the kiss, the soft sweet
slightly wet lips against hers.

 


Over the next few days more and more of the other
participants arrived. There were all kinds of people, from all
sorts of backgrounds, however most of them seemed to have a degree
from a university. Some went to med school, some studied molecular
biology, or pharmaceutics, or chemistry or some went to law
school.

Since the selection program didn’t start yet,
most people just visited the spa during daytime. Romy went with
them, but she was very careful not to overdo it. She took plenty of
breaks, even though the soothing sleep seemed to be calling for her
and she desired to surrender to the peace and quiet. That warm
comfort. However she didn’t want to loose spa privileges altogether
and she didn’t want Fay to be mad at her, so she paced herself.

The whole group of aspiring trainees ate
together in the common kitchen. Often time the food was accompanied
by complicated discussions.

‘What do you think they use in the sauna’s?’
One of them would ask.

And then they all started to pitch chemicals
and sum up why that would or wouldn’t work, or how that could be
legally troubling. Those conversations mostly went over Romy’s
head. As she was spooning up her mashed potatoes she wondered if
she was supposed to be here. She wasn’t a genius like any of the
others here. None of them seemed to have figured out the steam in
the sauna’s interacted with the vitamin cocktails though. Romy
wasn’t sure if she should share that information. On the one hand
she wanted to impress the group, on the other hand she didn’t want
to blab about any of Fay’s secrets. She kept her mouth shut and
when people asked her what she was thinking she just shrugged and
said it was magical.

There was also a lot of speculation about
what the selections would look like. Some thought it would be an
intelligence test, others thought they had to come up with recipes
and chemical formulas themselves.

Star was the only one who had been to a
selection before. She told the others about it, there were several
parts to it, she said, there was an intelligence test, but they
also had to do some physical tests. Most people tend to ignore Star
after that, since she was rejected before, people seemed to think
they shouldn’t take any advise from her.

 


Romy hadn’t seen Fay the entire week. It was the
Sunday night before selections started when she got a text message
inviting her back to the lab.

Romy found the elevator all by herself, but
once she was on the fifth floor she didn’t know how to get to Fay’s
private lab from there. She roamed around, she found a bunch of
different rooms, one was a more mechanical workshop, one was filled
with operating tables, one was filled with glass work and tubes and
bubbling chemicals.

She ran into Marsha, still as intimidating as
when she had picked Romy up in the limo.

‘What are you doing here?’ Marsha said
grumpy. ‘You’re not supposed to be here. Shoo.’

‘I’m looking for Fay’s lab.’ She said. ‘Fay’s
private lab.’

‘No, you’re not.’ Marsha said.

Romy shrugged. ‘I am.’ She said.

Marsha shook her head, then she grabbed Romy
by the upper arm. Her fingers squeezing tightly into her skin. With
brisk paces she walked through the corridor and knocked on a
door.

‘Come in, sweety.’ Fay said.

Marsha opened the door. ‘I found this girl
spying around.’ She said.

‘Were you know?’ Fay asked in a bemused tone
of voice. ‘Were you spying on us Romy and what did you learn?’

‘I was just looking for you.’ Romy said.

‘You shouldn’t trust her.’ Marsha said. ‘I’ll
bet she’s working for a paper or a competing spa or who knows maybe
the DA’s office, I’ll bet she’s just here to discover our
methods.’

‘I’m pretty sure she’s not, but if you’re
that worried you can put her in your group tomorrow.’ Fay said.
‘Just let her go now.’

Marsha released her tight grip and Romy
rubbed her own arm. When Marsha left Fay told her she was sorry
about that.

‘Marsha is a bit suspicious sometimes. Well
luckily so. She has discovered already three people with insincere
intentions that tried to work for me. Come over here Romy.’

Romy walked over. Fay sat down on a rolling
swivel chair and she pulled Romy on her lap, then she opened up a
computer program, with a 3d model of a brain. Some parts were lit
up.

‘It took me a while to figure out.’ Fay said.
‘For days I’ve been puzzling and trying to understand what I saw.
You know, at first glance your brain structure looks quite normal,
right?’

‘That’s my brain?’ Romy asked pointing to the
screen. She bend over and studied the wriggly lines and the colored
blobs, she had no idea what it all meant.

‘But then I saw this.’ Fay zoomed in on one
of the blobs. ‘See there’s a activity in the nucleus accumbens, at
first I just thought that was because you’re in love with me, but
what if you’d been in love with me that first time I worked on you,
or you know, love is a complicated word, but what if that nucleus
accumbens was active as well during that first treatment, that
would’ve caused the bloodflow to your precuneus to increase and
your cortical exitement to decrease, creating this state of high
susceptibility.’

Romy was terrified that Fay could tell from
her brain scan she was in love with her. One part of her wanted to
deny everything, another part of her liked sitting on Fay’s lap,
the warm thigh in between her legs, Fays arm surrounding her waist,
her boobs pressing up against Romy’s back.

‘So now what?’ Romy asked.

‘Well I’m not completely sure. I’d like to do
some more research. You know this arousal you feel while slipping
under, I’m not really sure whether that’s correlated with this high
suggestibility you posses. It could be part of the cause, the
increased blood flow and the vulnerability, but it might as well be
a side effect to the suggestions you picked up while in this highly
susceptible state of mind. So what I’m proposing is that I remove
any conscious predilections you have towards being put to sleep and
replace them with some fear and defiance and see how your body and
brain chemistry react then. Is that okay with you, my love?’

Romy tried to focus on Fay’s words, but Fay’s
hand was stroking her knee and leg. She liked the caress, she liked
the caress a lot. She kept quiet hoping Fay would keep on talking
and keep on caressing her. Was this the right moment to discuss
with Fay whether they were in a relationship now? She didn’t want
to ruin the moment, she just wanted to keep sitting on Fay’s lap
and being caressed. It was obvious Fay liked her, wasn’t it, why
else would she be stroking Romy, why else would they sit so close
together, their bodies touching.

‘Is that alright with you?’ Fay asked.

‘Yeah, sure.’ Romy said. ‘I guess.’

‘Good.’ Fay said. ‘I’m happy to hear that. Go
lay down on the table then.’ Fay pushed Romy off of her lap and
slapped Romy’s butt as she walked away. Romy climbed onto the
padded leather and sat down on the edge.

‘Lie down.’ Fay said. ‘I’m going to give you
two injections. One is a little cocktail with some nice sedatives
and paralytics to make you feel good, the other one is the one
interfering with your brain chemistry, like a little amnesiac and
stuff like that.’

Before Romy knew what was going on there was
a tiny needle yanked into her thigh. Fay pushed all the medicine
into her leg muscle. It got warm and fuzzy in her leg. It quickly
spread. She noticed her entire body was glowing and then her
muscles started to melt, she felt heavier and heavier. More and
more powerless and she became aroused, a warm tingle. Fay,
beautiful Fay hanging over her, now she was unable to move, Fay
would have to take care of her. She started to feel numb and happy.
Her thoughts were buzzing.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘Such a lovely sweet
girl you are, Romy, you know that.’

She tried to nod. She knew indeed she was a
good girl.

‘Now I’m going to give you the second one.
Ready? This one might be a bit scary when it starts to reach you
head, but it’ll be over before you know it. Just give in, just
surrender and slip into that hypnotic trance, okay?’

‘Okay.’ Romy said slurring. She felt another
sting, this one wasn’t placed in her leg but in her elbow. A dull
feeling crept up her arm, it reached her neck and then she was
engulphed by a weird wave of emptiness.

‘Wow.’ She said.

‘Sshhh.’ Fay was stroking her face, soft
fingers caressing her forehead, her cheeks. ‘There was another
wave. It felt cold and threatening. Involuntarily she started to
struggle, her body just wriggled and tried to get away.

‘I know. I know sweetheart, that’s why I gave
you some paralytics first. Just surrender now, just like we agreed
right. It always feels good to surrender to Fay right?’

It was closing in on her. Dark shadows seemed
to be stalking her, surrounding her, a wild vortex keeping her
prisoner in her own mind. Romy didn’t want to loose, she wanted to
break free.

‘I’m going to count backwards from ten and
when I reach zero, you’ll be in a mindless deep trance, pliable and
vulnerable to any and all of my suggestions, unable to resist, you
obey mindlessly and effortlessly. 10...9...8... sshhh, my child,
stop fighting it now... 7...’

Finally Fay reached zero, a fingersnap and
after that just miles and miles of nothingness.

 


‘You are Fay’s girlfriend.’ Star barged into Romy’s
room. Romy blinked against the bright lights. ‘No matter how much
you deny it, we all saw you, Patrick and Tim and Gemma and Noa and
Oscar, we all saw you.’

‘What are you talking about?’ Romy fought
away the fog in her mind, she tried to sit up straight but the room
was spinning.

‘Yesterday night, it must have been around
one o’clock. You were past out drunk, slurring, talking bullshit,
you were unable to walk or even to stand up straight and Fay
Williams came to return you to your room. Ever so caring, sweetly
supporting you, being all nice and tender, putting you to bed,
tucking you in, and everything.’

‘I can’t remember.’ Romy said. She frowned
and try to recall anything what happened last night. She could
barely remember what was served for dinner. Wasn’t it mash potatoes
or something?






‘No surprise there.’ Star said. ‘Where did
you even get alcohol? It isn’t served anywhere inside this
building, did you sneak out?’

‘We’re no prisoners,’ Romy said. ‘We’re free
to leave whenever we want, right?’

‘So you did sneak out.’ Star said.

Romy shook her head. ‘I don’t know.’ She
said. She got dressed and went to the kitchen for breakfast. People
looked more business-like and professional then they did the other
days. Today the selections would start.

Someone came to pick them up. First they had
to do an IQ test, it took about three hours, they all sat together
in a small classroom. After the IQ test there was lunch and then
they had to do a physical test.

The group went up to the lab. One by one they
were called in, the rest sat in a small waiting room. Eventually
Marsha called in Romy. When she entered the lab she saw four padded
operating tables. Three were filled with the other people of the
group, Star was lying there completely unconscious it seemed, she
was attached to an IV.

Romy was scared. ‘What’s happening here?’

‘Just a little physical exam.’ Marsha said.
‘You won’t notice a thing.’

‘I don’t have to participate.’ Romy said.
‘I’m already selected. I’m just part of the program to get to know
my future classmates. I don’t need to have an examination.’

‘Yeah you do. Besides, you signed a contract
that says you’re obliged to participate in any research projects
that come up during your training here.’

Romy shook her head. ‘Call Fay.’ She said.
‘Fay will tell you. Call Fay.’ She shuffled towards the door, but
Marsha grabbed her. Within moments she had Romy tied down on the
table. Then she grabbed her phone.

‘Miss Williams?’ She said. ‘That girl of
yours doesn’t want to participate.’

Her face turned from smug, to timid to
indifferent. ‘Fine.’ She said. ‘Come tell her yourself if you
must.’

She ignored Romy. Romy pulled on her bounds.
She tried to escape. Next to her a sleeping Star woke up, she just
got up and walked out the door calling in Patrick. Patrick
willingly laid down on the padded table, the lab assistant put an
IV in his arm and turned on the drip. Romy saw his eyes going
glassy. His head was lulling and then slumped to the side. She was
horrified, yet somewhere deep inside a warmth, a tingling horniness
was buzzing, she didn’t understand what happened inside her
body.

The lab assistant sat down next to Patrick's
sleeping body. He asked him questions and even though Patrick
seemed to be fast asleep, he answered them with humiliating
honesty. Romy was blushing.

‘Is that truth serum?’ She asked.

Marsha nodded. ‘It is, Little Miss Smarty
Pants.’

It took a while for Fay to arrive. She seemed
busy, she was wearing her lab coat and her hair was tied up in a
bun. ‘Hi sweety.’ She said when she saw Romy. She saw Romy was tied
down, but she didn’t make any attempts to untie her.

‘You’re girlfriend doesn’t want to
participate.’ Marsha said.

‘Romy is not my girlfriend.’ Fay said. ‘I’m
just working on a little side project with her.’

‘But you promised me I could interrogate
her.’

‘You can.’ Fay said. ‘Hook her up. I just
want to see what happens.’

Romy was terrified and confused. ‘But Fay...’
She said. It was kind of hurtful that Fay didn’t think of her as a
girlfriend, but it was even more confusing that they now against
her wishes plunged a needle into her arm. She was tied down, no
matter how she struggled she couldn’t escape, the needle protruding
her skin, kept in place with a little band-aid. Through a drip some
medicine started to enter her body.

Romy screamed. Neither Marsha nor Fay
reacted. Fay just stared at her with a poker face and Marsha seemed
to be occupied with some graph on a computer screen. Romy felt so
helpless she was about to cry. Yet behind all that helpless
rebellion her arousal was increasing steadily. It was almost as if
her body enjoyed being helpless. Her breathing got more
superficial, she was panting. No that wasn’t horny panting, that
was out-of-breath because of struggling panting, right? A wave of
dizziness engulfed her mind, she felt her body filling up with a
warm glow and a few seconds later she was paralyzed, unable to
struggle or fight anymore, her mind was foggy and unclear. She
couldn’t think, yet her mouth kept talking.

‘Fay.’ She said. ‘Why are you doing this to
me? Why? I thought... I thought we were friends, I thought we had
something special, everybody seemed to think I was your girlfriend,
but now... why are you doing this? I don’t like this at all, I
don’t like this one bit... I just... I...’

She was getting sleepier and sleepier. It
crawled up her spine and suddenly it was hard to keep her eyes open
and as her mind was shutting of and as her resistance faded the
arousal that had been luring in the background suddenly exploded.
Her body was limply drugged and almost falling asleep, she could
barely keep her eyes open and yet she seemed to be orgasming, waves
of arousal just crashing through her body, or was it maybe waves of
drugged sleep.

‘If you’re done bring her to my lab and make
sure she’s tied down, just like this.’ Fay said.

Then she bent over Romy. Her lips touching
Romy’s lips, a quick peck on the mouth. ‘Have fun with Marsha
sweetheart.’ She said. That’s the last thing Romy remembered.

 


There were little shards of memories, she remembered
walking through a hallway, she remembered she was docile and
obedient while she waited to be tied down again, rope wrapping
around her wrists, around her ankles.

When she fully came to she realized she was
in Fay’s private lab. She was strapped down to the padded table,
unable to move or go anywhere.

How had she ended up here? What had she done?
What kind of contract had she signed that made this all justified?
She just worked at a Spa. But... now.... now... it seemed she was
trapped at the core of some sort of criminal business. They’d
manipulated her, kidnapped her, used her, abused her. Confused she
shook her head. It was disgusting and yet in between her legs she
felt an arousing tingle. Maybe they’d brainwashed her to enjoy the
things they did to her?

Or was it the other way around? Had they’d
brainwashed her to dislike it? No, she would be crazy to like this.
Romy was confused and scared. She closed her eyes and tried to
drown out the confusing world around her.

‘Good evening, my love.’ Fay said when she
eventually walked in. ‘How are you feeling, by now the truth serum
must have flushed through your body completely hasn’t it. I heard
you passed your test with Marsha. Well I already knew you hadn’t
any malicious intentions but it’s good Marsha is convinced now
too.’

Romy was just angrily staring up at Fay.
‘You’re crazy.’ She said. ‘You’re all crazy.’

‘I know sweety. You’re mad and scared and
confused, and I’m sorry to say, but you’re going to stay mad and
scared and confused for a little while longer. I just need to run a
few test on you tonight, okay?’

‘No, not okay.’ Romy said.

‘God, the defiance is really kicking in,
isn’t it?’

‘What are you talking about?’ Romy said.

‘Never mind, my child. Just let me prep you.’
Fay fidgeted with Romy’s pants, she undid the button and slipped
the pants and also her panties down. Her pussy bare and exposed.
Romy was embarrassed and also kind of curious, was this all
something sexual? Then Fay stuck a few electrodes onto Romy, in her
inner thighs, on her pubis, and she slipped an electrode into
Romy’s pussy. She also glued a few electrodes onto Romy’s temples
and forehead. Romy was squirming and screaming, but Fay didn’t seem
to hear or care. Once in a while she patted Romy on the tummy.

‘I know, my love.’ She said. ‘I know. It’ll
be over before you know it. I promise.’

When Romy was hooked up to the computer the
screen showed a few graphs that Fay meticulously studied.

‘You’re aroused already.’ Fay said.

‘No I’m not.’ Romy said angrily.

‘I know, I know. Consciously you’re not
turned on by any of this, but your body apparently is.’

‘No it’s not.’

‘Is it because I’m here? You do have a little
crush on me, don’t you?”

‘Well not any more, cause you’re a creep.’
Romy said.

‘O dear. That makes me kind of sad to
hear.’

Romy’s heart stung but she kept on being
defiant. ‘Why? You told Marsha I wasn’t your girlfriend anyway, so
why would you care?’

Fay nodded. She put her hand on Romy’s tummy
and soothingly started rubbing up and down. Not even touching the
labia or the breasts, just rubbing her tummy. Still Romy was
getting horny, horny and calm.

‘You can’t be my girlfriend Romy.’ Fay said.
‘No matter how much I adore you, or how much you love me.’ There
was a sadness in her eyes.

‘Why not?’ Romy asked. ‘You adore me?’

‘What’s not to adore.’ Fay said. ‘But I’m a
very perverted woman. I need my girlfriends to be pretty perverted
as well, or else it isn’t going to work, but then... if I found
someone who’s perversions are compatible with mine I get attached
so quickly and I get really possessive. I just want to... I... My
girlfriends can’t have a normal life, I want to know where they are
and control them 24/7, but I don’t have time for that, it doesn’t
work, it never works.’ Fay shook her head.

‘What kind of perversions?’ Romy asked.

‘We’ll talk about this later. I probably need
to wipe your memory after this, so there’s no need to have this
conversation if we need to have it again anyway.’

‘But...’ Romy said. Keeping Fay talking
seemed like a good way to delay whatever tortures Fay had in store
for her. Maybe Fay would eventually forget.

‘But maybe I’m a pervert as well.’

Fay just shook her head. ‘Maybe.’ She said.
She looked over her shoulder at the lines of the graph that were
moving up and down. Then she grabbed an anesthesia mask. It was a
rubber mask that she gently placed over Romy’s nose and mouth, then
she put on the gas.

‘Go to sleep now, darling.’ She said.

The gas was hissing into her nose and mouth.
It was sharp and chemical. Her body was convulsing, her lungs
seemed to be burning, the room started floating, spinning. Her mind
shutting off and then that same burst of arousal rocking through
her body.

‘Beautiful.’ Fay said. The mask
disappeared.

Dazed Romy inhaled more and more fresh air.
She was a bit disappointed Fay didn’t let her slip under
completely, but as the drowsiness faded and her thoughts came back,
so came her anger and her fear and her rebellion.

‘That’s very promising, Romy.’ Fay said.
‘Let’s try another one.’ She showed a little syringe filled with a
milky white liquid. A little sting and the drug was released into
Romy’s body. She struggled and pulled on her bounds.

‘What is that?’Romy said.

‘Just a paralytic. It’s fast acting. Just
keep struggling and you’ll notice it kicking in by now.’

Romy wriggled and squirmed, but her body was
getting heavier, her muscles weaker and weaker, until she was
unable to move. She was so helpless, so incredibly helpless. She
despised it, but there were still bubbles of arousal rising up in
between her legs and filling up her mind and body.

‘What’s happening?’ She asked.

‘I don’t know.’ Fay said. ‘You tell me. I
guess you’re starting to realize you’re paralyzed and helpless and
based on the electrodes that’s giving you quite a spike of in
neurological activity in your nucleus accumbens and also in more
blood flow to your genitals, so I guess you’re getting turned on,
although there isn’t any increased activity in your precuneus so it
isn’t hypnotically induced, it’s purely physiological which means
you must have had some fetish for sleep or sedation or being
helpless even before you set foot in one of our spas, and I guess
that’s why you reacted the way you did to our treatments. Because
on top of our chemically induced reward system, you also had your
internal reward system and your own brain telling you that you
liked what we were doing. That makes sense.’ Fay was nodding, she
rolled on her swivel chair back to the computer screen and for a
while she seemed to be entranced by her work. Then she put the
helmet back on Romy’s head and she gave Romy another injection in
her arm. Not with any sedative, but with another marking fluid, so
her brain would light up and Fay could make another rendering.

Romy was confused. She felt so helpless and
powerless. She felt angry and humiliated, but she also was so
horny, and even though she despised Fay she still seemed to be in
love with her as well. There was something comforting in lying
here, surrendered to the whims of that woman, even though she would
never ever ever admit it, she was ashamed even thinking a thought
like that, but her feelings were filled with desire. Confused she
closed her eyes.

‘Interesting. Really interesting.’ Fay said.
‘Let me make a screen shot, this could mean a break through in our
research.’

For a while Fay was working. Romy heard her
moving around and talking to herself. She seemed busy. Romy entire
body was so paralyzed she couldn’t even move, and on top of that
she was still tied down as well. Romy could only wait till the
medicine she’d been given would loose it’s potency.

‘Are you still with me, Romy?’ Fay said. She
was leaning over her. Stroking some loose hairs from her face.

‘We’re done. Well you’re done. I’ve got all
the data I need. I will be busy analyzing this information for
days, maybe weeks, since I have a company to run as well, but so
far it’s looking good. If you’d like I can turn you back into the
old Romy and make you forget about all this torment I’ve put you
through today. Okay?’

Romy tried to shrug, but her shoulders didn’t
respond.

Fay got another injection out. Romy could do
nothing but witness the silver needle breaking through her skin and
seeing the drug disappear into her body. Fay was caressing her
arm.

‘Good girl.’ She said. ‘Let’s give it a
moment, you’re brain needs to be completely saturated then we can
start. Ah... see the computer says there’s increased activity in
your precuneus already.’

Romy was feeling trapped and woozy. She
couldn’t think straight anymore. She couldn’t think at all. The
drug was sedating her slowly. She became more and more sleepy. A
vortex of sleep, of voices, of words and noises.

‘10...’ Fay said. She counted backwards. Romy
never even registered Fay saying zero.

 


She was warm and nice and cozy. Someone was spooning
her. A warm body pressed up against hers, a soft belly against her
butt, breasts against her shoulders and warm exhales grazing her
neck. Romy was very groggy still, yet the situation urged her too
wake up. She didn’t know where she was or what had happened, and
she also didn’t know who was spooning her. For a split second she
feared it might be Star. She sat up. The room she was in was dark.
She looked around, but she just couldn’t figure out where she was.
Maybe if her head would stop pounding. She tried to slip out of bed
but two strong arms wrapped around her waist.

‘What wrong, my child? Where are you going?’
A sleepy voice mumbled.

‘Fay?’ She asked. Suddenly her body was
filled with nervous butterflies. Was she really spending the night
with Fay. But how? What had happened? Were they an official couple
now? She couldn’t remember a thing. The last thing she remembered
was having dinner with the rest of the group and getting a text
message from Fay.

‘Come lie down, sweety.’ Fay said softly.

Romy wanted to, she wanted so badly. She sank
into the mattress and snuggled her body close to Fay’s.

‘What happened?’ She whispered.

‘The drugs have flushed through your system
and now you’re coming to.’ Fay said. ‘At a kind of impossible time
of night. I shouldn’t have worked on you that late in the evening.
I just couldn’t contain myself. Just lie down and try to sleep some
more.’

‘But...’ Romy said. ‘But I’m not tired.’

Fay started chuckling. ‘That’s all you’ve got
to say, that you don’t want to go back to sleep because you’re not
tired. Do I need to give you a sleeping pill?’

‘Yes please.’ Romy said. She was blushing,
but luckily Fay couldn’t see that in the darkness. A sleeping pill
sounded awesome, being drugged and dazed and laying comfortably
safe in Fay’s arms.

Fay laughed. ‘Yeah. No doubt about it, you’re
back to being my sweet old Romy again. You’re not getting any
medication right now sweetheart, you’ve been pumped full of drugs
this night, you’re body needs a break.’

‘Did I go overboard in the saunas again?’
Romy asked.

Fay came up to a sitting position as well.
She grabbed something from her nightstand, it was her phone. Her
face lit in blue from the touch screen. ‘It’s three fifteen.’ She
said. ‘Come.’

She wrapped her arms around Romy and pulled
her back on the bed. She once again spooned Romy and pressed her
own body against Romy’s back.

‘Are we at your place?’ Romy asked. Fay
covered Romy’s mouth with the palm of her hand.

‘Sshhh, my love.’ Fay whispered. ‘No
talking.’ Her other hand was stroking Romy’s hip and thigh. Romy
wasn’t wearing any clothes, only now she realized she wasn’t
wearing any clothes at all. Maybe she and Fay had made love earlier
tonight, but why on earth didn’t she remember. No matter how
sedated she was, kissing Fay, or making love with Fay was something
she had desired for soooo long, she would never, ever, ever forget
something like that. Fays fingers were now cupping her pubis.
Slowly she started to rub Romy up and down her pussy.

Romy held her breath, her entire body tensed
up. Was this finally happening?

‘Fay.’ Romy said. ‘Fay. I’m still a
virgin.’

‘I know.’ Fay said. ‘Well technically you’re
not, but I know you think you’re a virgin. Don’t worry about it,
okay? Fay knows what to do, just relax, let momma Fay do all the
work, all you have to do is just feel the pleasure, let all the
happy sensations wash over you, okay?’

‘Momma Fay?’ Romy asked.

‘What’s wrong sweety?’ Fay asked.

‘No... I mean... why did you call yourself
Momma Fay, is that a thing lesbians do?’

‘No, it isn’t.’ Fay said. ‘It’s just... it’s
something I like, there might be more lesbians like me, but not a
whole lot, so I wouldn’t say it’s a lesbian specific thing. Stop
talking now honey, just open your knees a bit.’

Fay wrapped her leg around Romy’s leg and
pulled it to the side. Fays hand was rubbing her up and down, her
fingers slimy and wet moving around the entrance, then finally a
finger slipped inside of her. Romy was all filled up and incredibly
aroused.

‘Sshhh.’ Fay said. ‘Just let it happen.’

Romy wasn’t even fighting it, of course she
would let it happen, she was so exited. She feared she would orgasm
way too soon, or what if she squirted, she’d only squirted once in
her entire life, and ever since then when masturbating she
suppressed that impulse. She just didn’t want to deal with the
mess. But what if she couldn’t hold it back. Fay would be grossed
out. Fay would be... would be...

She couldn’t think. The fingers slipping in
and out of her pussy were just bewitching her. She was so horny, so
incredibly aroused, and her tummy was full of fluttering
butterflies. Fay was here, she was being deflowered not just by any
girl, but by Fay. Fay Williams. And now... and now... She couldn’t
hold back a moan, she blushed, her body was convulsing every time
Fay hit the right spot.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘That’s my good girl.
Just surrender now. You like to surrender, don’t you? Just
surrender to momma Fay now, surrender to the pleasures. No
thinking, no thoughts, just pleasure. Mommy loves you. Mommy loves
you so much Romy. Mommy is madly in love with you. Cum for mommy,
you’ve got my permission now.’

Romy had been balancing on the edge for a
long time and now suddenly a new explosion of arousal pushed her
over the edge, her body rocking heavily, her hips spasming. The
arousal filled her up, completely it was more then she could
contain, she would overflow. Her orgasm crashed through her body.
Overwhelming and all encompassing. She felt the pressure in her
pussy, she was about to squirt, she tried to hold it back, but it
was simply stronger than her, there seeped a drizzle of fluid out
of her, it sprayed against Fays fingers.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘Good girl. Now go
back to sleep okay. I’ll have to work early in the morning.’

‘Don’t we need to change the sheets?’ Romy
asked.

‘Why?’ Fay asked.

‘You want to sleep in … like... in...’ Romy
didn’t want to say it out loud. ‘Won’t you get cold?’

Fay shrugged. She clung onto Romy’s body.
‘Don’t worry.’ She said. ‘If you don’t shut up soon I’m going to
snap my fingers and force you to fall asleep.’

‘Snap your fingers?’ Romy asked
curiously.

Fay sighed. ‘I probably shouldn’t have said
that. That doesn't sound like punishment to you, but like a reward
doesn’t it?’

‘What are you talking about?’

Fay snapped her fingers. ‘Deep sleep.’ She
said in a hoarse whispering voice. ‘Deep mindless sleep.’

Romy felt her body relaxing her eyes seemed
to shut automatically, yet she didn’t feel sleepy. Her mind was
still running, thoughts and doubts and questions still popping up
in her mind, but she kept her mouth shut, she just lied there next
to Fay. Limp like a puppet.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘That’s mommy’s sweet
obedient girl. Good night Romy.’

Fay kissed the rim of her ear.

Romy didn’t know how long they were lying
like this. Eventually she heard Fay softly snoring.

 


She must have drifted off because she was woken up by
some mechanical chimes and Fay cursing. The moment she heard Fay’s
voice she sat up straight. Fay was laying next to her, flat on her
stomach. Groggily she was reaching for her phone and eventually she
turned off the alarm.

Romy did remember what had happened in the
middle of the night, but she didn’t remember anything before
that.

‘Good morning.’ She mumbled. She had the urge
to stroke Fays head, her hand floating above the messy black hair,
but she didn’t dare to go through with it. In the end she just laid
her hand on Fays back in between the shoulder blades.

Now Fay turned around. She blinked her eyes
and looked up at Romy.

‘How long have you been awake?’ Fay
asked.

‘Since the chimes from the alarm.’ Romy
said.

Fay closed her eyes again and stretched out
her body. ‘I’m an idiot.’ She said. ‘What was I thinking?’ She
shook her head and got out of bed. Romy could see her naked body,
her breasts softly bouncing, the curve of her waist flowing into
her hips, her butt firm and round. In between her legs she saw the
labia and the slit. Fay grabbed a bathrobe and walked towards the
toilet. Romy just kept on waiting. She heard Fay tinkling, then
some water running, then Fay returned rubbing her eyes.

‘I’m sorry sweety.’ Fay said.

‘For what?’ Romy asked.

‘For leading you on. Having you spend the
night here, just wasn’t a good idea. It was late last night and I
was horny I guess, charmed by your brain chemistry. But this...
this doesn’t lead anywhere good.’

‘Why not?’

Fay sighed deeply. She disappeared into a
walk-in closet and got out some clothes, a frivolous dress with a
flowy skirt and some pantyhose. Fay dressed herself.

‘Why not?’ Romy asked again. ‘I... I kind of
like you.’

Fay laughed. ‘You kind of like me.’ She said.
‘My child, you’re crazy in love with me.’

Romy nodded.

‘According to your brain scans at least. I
don’t know if your consciousness is still in denial or trying to
suppress any lesbian inclinations or something.’

‘No.’ Romy said. ‘No denial.’

Fay nodded, she grabbed a brush and started
to brush her hair. The messed up black strands all fell back into
place.

‘And you?’ Romy asked. ‘You like me too
right? You said mommy loves you, and you meant... like... I don’t
know why you called yourself mommy, but you meant you love me
right?’

Fay shook her head.

‘You don’t?’ Romy said horrified. Painful
cringing. She wanted to run away and hide in bed. She had made such
a fool of herself.

‘I guess I love you too.’ Fay said. ‘That’s
not the point. It can’t happen.’

Romy was confused now. A roller coaster of
emotions, sad, angry, embarrassed but also elated that Fay loved
her too.

‘Why not? Because you’re my boss and I’m your
employee... or like maybe I'm your student or something?’

‘That has nothing to do with it.’ Fay
said.

‘Then why?’ Romy whined. ‘If I like you and
you like me, why can’t we be together, why can’t we have a
relationship and be girlfriends.’

Fay looked at her phone. ‘Seven forty five.’
Fay said. ‘You’re classes start at what time today? Ah hell, you’ve
already been selected you won’t have to go to class, okay, let’s
have breakfast together and talk.’

 


Fay was living in a penthouse on top of head
quarters, downstairs was the spa, then there was a layer with
corporate offices, then there was a layer of laboratories and all
the way at the top lived Fay. They ate breakfast next to the
window, they overlooked a small park.

Fay tore of a piece of her croissant and
stuffed it into her mouth. Romy wasn’t hungry. Her throat was sore
and seemed to be squeezed together. Now Fay would break up with
her, before their relationship had even started. Romy wished she
had been awake longer tonight, those blissful moments in the dark
with Fay whispering in her ear and rubbing her pussy.

She didn’t even get a change to feel up Fay’s
pussy yet. Fay kept silent, she just ate her croissants and sipped
from her coffee. Romy fidgeted with her napkin.

‘We’ve already had this conversation.’ Fay
said. ‘But I guess you forgot. Well that’s not fair, I’ve made you
forget, because... anyway. I’m not a lesbian.’

‘Your not?’ Romy said. ‘Your bisexual then or
something?’

‘Ulgh, no.’ Fay leaned her head into her
hand. ‘I definitely don’t like men.’ She said. ‘It’s just... you’re
so young, you’re twenty one, twenty two what is it?’

‘Twenty three.’ Romy said.

‘And you’re still a virgin.’

Romy just stared out the window. She looked
at the wind flowing through the trees, the leaves waving. She was
too young. Fay found her too young, too inexperienced.

‘You should meet a girl your own age.’ Fay
said. ‘You should have some nice vanilla relationships first, you
shouldn’t dive in head first into something perverted with me. I’m
twisted, I guess, I’m... I’m just no good for you.’ Fay had a
sadness in her eyes, like she was about to cry. For a moment it was
there and then her eyes turned a shade darker, as if something
closed off. Fay shrugged.

‘I can... like...’ Romy wasn’t really sure
how to say it. She wanted to respect Fay’s decision. She didn’t
want to humiliate herself by begging and whining. That sadness,
that sadness in Fay’s eyes was drawing her in though. It was as if
Fay was just insecure, trapped into believing she wasn’t a lovable
person. Romy could love her. Maybe if she told Fay about her own
Fetishes, although she wasn’t really sure how much she wanted to
share. ‘I’m a pervert as well.’ Romy said.

Fay smiled. ‘You are, aren’t you?’

‘I... I... I like being put to sleep, I like
being helpless and then taken advantage of. Like... at home... I
watch Youtube video’s of people getting chloroformed and kidnapped
and then ...’

‘I know, sweety. I know you told me
already.’

‘I did?’ Romy said.

‘Yeah, months ago.’ Fay said shrugging.

Romy was confused, she stared at her own
mangled croissant, she still hadn’t managed to eat something, she
teared off a piece and rolled it up into a little ball. Fay reached
her hand over the table and briefly squeezed Romy’s wrist.

‘You’re adorable.’ She said. ‘You really are
adorable. I’m not denying that. I just want to protect you from...
from... me.’

‘Well.’ Romy said. She brushed Fay’s hand of
her wrist and threw the little ball of croissant dough on her
plate. ‘Frankly that’s stupid. I don’t need to be protected, you’re
not all that scary. You’re... you’re...cute and attractive and
gorgeous and sweet and caring and...’

Fay was blushing and looking out the window.
Romy started blush as well. For a moment there was silence. Neither
one said anything, neither one dared to look the other on in the
eye. Romy started to fidget with her napkin again.

‘Listen.’ Fay said. ‘I have kinks and
fetishes, and well there’s nothing wrong with having kinks and
fetishes off course, you have yours, I have mine... but... like I
said... I get crazy attached and overbearing and possessive.’ Fay
shook her head and smiled. It wasn’t a happy smile, but more of a
sad restrained smile.

‘Will you tell me?’ Romy asked. ‘You’re
acting so secretive saying you have this weird kink that makes you
unlovable, but you haven’t even told me what this kink is, maybe I
have it too. Maybe we can just be together.’

Fay sighed. ‘Promise not to laugh.’ She
said.

‘Fine.’

‘And not to scrunch up your nose full of
disgust.’

‘Okay.’ Romy said. ‘Go on, tell me.’

‘Okay...’ Fay said. ‘Okay.’ It looked like
she was summoning up the courage. ‘Okay. Well... I... I like...
have you ever heard of AB/DL or DD/LG.’

Romy shook her head.

‘Ageplay?’ Fay asked

There was a short silence. Romy awaited and
explanation.

‘Okay.’ Fay said again. Her shy stammering
was kind of cute. Romy already knew that whatever Fay would say,
she would pretend that is was totally normal, whether Fay liked
whips or bondage or whatever kinky stuff. She would convince Fay
that she could do it. She nodded.

‘I can’t have a normal relationship.’ Fay
said. ‘Normal. Equal. Vanilla relationships are just too confusing
for me. I... I feel intimacy when an adult woman is acting like a
little girl, like a little baby, when she needs me and I can be her
mommy. That’s just... that’s just how I’m wired I guess.’

Romy was flabbergasted. She didn’t even know
a kink like that existed, but it did make somewhat sense. ‘That’s
why you called yourself mommy tonight?’ She asked.

‘It slipped.’ Fay said. ‘I was horny and
sleepy and it just slipped.’

Romy stared at her own fingers, she needed to
cut her nails. Maybe. Cutting her nails wasn’t that pressing
actually.

‘Now you think I’m gross.’ Fay said.

‘No.’ Romy said. ‘I just... I’m just
processing this information.’

Fay stood up. She walked into the living room
and started to adjust the pillows on the couch. ‘Stupid.’ She
mumbled. ‘Fay you’re so stupid. So... so... so stupid.’ She was
shaking her head continuously. ‘You want another treatment Romy, a
free treatment, you like treatments right?’

‘Are you going to wipe this conversation from
my memory, like apparently all other conversations we’ve had?’

‘Yes.’ Fay said. ‘I am.’

‘Then no thank you.’ Romy said. ‘I want to
try this ageplay thing.’ Romy said. ‘Tell me how this works.’

‘You can’t just try it.’ Fay said. ‘Like I
said. I’ll get crazy attached, and then... what happens if you
don’t like it?’

Romy shrugged. ‘That’s love isn’t it? There’s
always the possibility of getting hurt and getting you’re heart
broken, that’s just part of love, part of life.’

‘Kid. Don’t lecture me. What do you know
about love?’

‘I know I love you... Mommy.’ She said.

Fay stared at her in shock. She seemed angry
and terrified at the same time. Romy was also quite terrified. She
called Fay Mommy, because Fay had called her Kid. It was... maybe
it was a bit of an experiment, to see how Fay would react, but she
didn’t expect this frozen astonishment.

‘No.’ Fay said. ‘No, no, no.’

‘I’m sorry.’ Romy said. ‘That was out of
line, maybe. I don’t know. I’m sorry.’

‘You don’t know. You have no idea. This isn’t
a game to me.’

‘I’m sorry.’ Romy said again.

‘I have a company to run.’ Fay said. ‘I have
a company to run.’ She grabbed her lab coat and ran out the door.
Romy was left alone in Fay’s apartment. Not sure what she was
suppose to do now. Should she stay here and wait for Fay to return?
Or should she leave? For a while she waited around, but Fay didn’t
return. She walked up to the door and looked out into the hallway.
It was empty. Just an elevator. Romy waited around for a little bit
longer, she did eat half of her croissant but eventually she got
bored. She took the elevator down to the fifth floor, she looked
around, but Fay’s lab was empty. She went back to the dorms, but
those were empty as well. Eventually she found the group in a
classroom. Marsha was standing in front of a white board, drawing
lines. Romy wandered in and sunk down in a chair.

She tried to listen to Marsha’s explanation
about lab safety protocol. Always wash your hands, switch your
gloves regularly, if somethings spills take a shower. There were
lots and lots of rules. She couldn’t focus, she kept on thinking
about Fay. Where would Fay be now?

Would she ever do ageplay with Fay? She
didn’t know how that was suppose to go, but she could look online.
She grabbed her phone and did a little Google search. She found the
Wikipedia page but it wasn’t that illuminating, and a Tumblr page
just revealed lots of adult woman with pigtails in their hair and a
pacifier in their mouth. It was... weird... somewhat embarrassing
even, but she could wear pigtails and suckle on a pacifier if that
turned Fay on. Yeah, if that was needed for Fay and her to be
together she could quite easily do that.

‘Romy?’ Her name was called out. ‘Repeat to
me, what is the proper protocol when there’s toxic spillage of a
liquid.’ Marsha said.

Marsha was wearing pigtails as well. Was
Marsha maybe an ageplayer? Did she maybe have a relationship with
Fay? Marsha was scary, she was way bulkier and more muscular than
any of the other lab assistants.

‘I’m waiting.’ Marsha said.

‘I don’t know.’ Romy mumbled.

‘Well you’d better learn, because if you
don’t pass your lab protocol test you can’t participate in the rest
of the program, no matter if you’re Fay’s special friend or
not.’

Some people were chuckling. Romy nodded. She
put her phone away and tried to pay attention. Although her mind
kept drifting.

‘Marsha is a tough one, isn’t she?’ Star said
during their break.

Romy didn’t answer, she walked away and tried
to find a calm spot to continue her online research. She felt
annoyed she couldn’t remember any of the other acronyms Fay had
used, she just remembered this word. Ageplay. She didn’t quite
understand, would she need to wear a diaper and would she need to
talk in a baby voice?

At the end of the day she only barely passed
her lab protocol test, but she didn’t care, she went looking for
Fay, not completely sure what to say. She still couldn’t find her,
not upstairs in the penthouse, not downstairs in the spa, not at
the laboratories.

‘You again?’ Marsha said when she caught Romy
hanging around on the fifth floor. ‘Fay’s not here. Fay is visiting
the other branches, she’ll be back in a few days.’

Romy just looked at her. Why would Fay leave
without saying anything? Marsha smiled, she grabbed her own coat
and hung her bag around her shoulder, then she grabbed Romy by the
shoulder.

‘Come.’ She said. ‘I’ll return you to the
dorms.’ She pushed Romy through the hallway, and Romy just let it
happen. She was kind of dazed, still confused about why Fay would
leave. ‘You think Fay’s mad at me?’ She asked without really being
aware of her surroundings, or aware of Marsha pushing her. Only
when she got an answer she was brought back to reality.

‘Why?’ Marsha said. ‘Because she left? Fay’s
always gone, she’s always on the road, visiting branches, having
business meetings or what not.’

Romy kept silent.

‘You’re a kind person.’ Marsha said. ‘I don’t
know why Fay have brought you here, you know... If Fay didn’t hand
pick you you probably wouldn’t even be invited for the selections.
But yeah... your intentions are good I guess.’

She patted Romy on the shoulder and left her
in the hallway with the dorms, then she left. Romy felt like a
zombie, sluggishly she strolled towards her room, there she grabbed
her laptop. Maybe she should send Fay a text message, saying sorry,
or saying... she didn’t know what to say, so she didn’t send
anything.

 


For days Fay remained absent, and Romy although her
body was present, absentmindedly went through the motions of the
day, eating breakfast, or at least sitting in the kitchen and
poking in her cornflakes while the others where eating breakfast.
She attended classes. They were classes on psychology where they
had to analyze questionnaires or video interviews and determine the
cause of someones stress and then suggest what kind of relaxation
they needed. Romy wondered if everyone at her spa back at home had
followed a training like this.

There were lessons in neurology, in human
physiology, and each day ended with a little test. During the week
Marsha seemed to warm up to her, she wasn’t as strict and mean
towards her anymore. At the end of the week they had one last big
exam, they got to see a video interview with a woman and they had
to write a herbal bath recipe. Romy just picked one of the recipes
she remembered from her spa back home, she didn’t even know if it
was suited for this lady, but it was one of the most commonly used
recipes, that’s why she could reproduce it from the top of her
head, so it was a pretty save bet.

In the end Marsha said she was impressed with
Romy, that she was the only one who’d actually come up with a
working recipe even thought he lady could’ve used a little more
chaulliant and less troxipal to really accommodate to her needs,
since she did complain about RSI. Romy nodded.

Six people were selected to partake in the
training program. Star was one of them.

‘Finally.’ She said. She was overjoyed end
she urged Romy to take her out for some alcohol to celebrate. Romy
shook her head and locked herself in her room.

‘Why not?’ Star shouted from the other side
of the door. ‘What’s wrong with you anyway. All week you’ve been
brooding and now you’re selected and you still can’t be happy.’

‘I was selected already.’ Romy shouted
back.

‘I wasn’t. You could be happy for me.’ Star
said.

Since there were people leaving now, she
could probably switch rooms. There was no need to share a room with
Star if there were all those empty rooms just across the
hallway.

For the umpteenth time she looked at her
phone. Still no message from Fay, not a sign of life at all. She
threw her phone on the bed, it bounced off and hit the floor. Romy
didn’t even bother to look if it was still intact.

She went downstairs, gulped down a vitamin
cocktail and installed herself in the sauna. She didn’t care about
overdoing it, Fay wasn’t here anyway, she just wanted to escape her
own mind for a little while. A little break from her confused
feelings. She desired to be helpless, to be lost in this blissful
oblivion. She hopped from sauna, to sauna, to herbal bath. She
sneaked back into the welcoming area and ordered another vitamin
cocktail with another assistant, back into the sauna, back for a
third vitamin cocktail, this place was so big no one noticed she
had gulped down two cocktails already, they served her a third one,
now the saunas would be even more overwhelmingly sleepy, right? She
entered another sauna and soon she felt too groggy too move. Her
thoughts were numb, her feelings were numb, there was just this
lethargy, endless carefree lethargy. She laid on a bench in the
warm steamy sauna and she willingly breathed in more and more of
the slumberous gases. Nothing mattered, she could cry or not cry,
it just... it didn’t matter. She inhaled deeply and slipped under,
welcomed the drowsy sleepiness, her eyes fell shut.

 


‘You stupid, you, you stupid.’ The world around her
was tumbling, turning upside down, spinning. Someone had lifted her
body, she was carried outside the sauna. ‘Why did none of you do
something?’ Someone was livid. Shouting. Some excuses, someone was
fired.

Romy moaned a little, she wanted to go back
into the sauna. She wanted to be sedated, she wanted to be put to
sleep, helplessly dismissed of all her responsibilities. She kept
her eyes shut.

‘Open your eyes.’ Someone said. Someone was
poking her in the face, slapping her on the cheek. ‘Open your eyes
you stupid.’

‘Miss Williams. Calm down.’ Another voice
said.

‘No I won’t calm down. Why did no one stop
her? Why didn’t any of the assistants tell her to get out and
refresh before joining in on a new session?’

‘They don’t need to, people control
themselves.’

‘Well she obviously didn’t.’ Fay shouted.
‘She has this obsession because of her nucleus accumbens being
triggered and because and...’ Another slap on her face. ‘Open your
eyes this instant, you stupid girl.’

‘You had a long trip.’ The other voice said.
Was it Marsha? It sounded like Marsha. As Romy was longer outside
of the sauna and breathing in more and more regular air, she
started to break through the fog, through the grogginess. She felt
sad and confused and she wanted to go back, she didn’t want to feel
like this, she wanted to slip back under. She moaned once more.

‘Why don’t you go eat something and relax,
and I’ll take care of her.’ Marsha said.

‘No.’ Fay said. ‘No. That’s not necessary.
I’ll take care of her, this is all my fault anyway.’

‘I will carry her out of here, so we won’t
make a stampede in front of the guests.’ Marsha said. Her body was
being lifted again. It wobbled and shook and the world was tumbling
all around her. Her arm limply dangling down, her head lolling to
the side bumping into Marsha’s shoulder.

Romy didn’t really work all that hard to wake
up. There was nothing in the waking world she wanted to experience
right now, she didn’t want to deal with Fay’s anger. And besides
being helpless and having Fay be worried about her felt kind of
nice.

She lay somewhere on a leather couch, she
couldn’t deduce where, the leather squeaked and it was cold against
her cheek. She wanted to give in to the drowsy nebulae, but the
real world kept on imposing itself

‘Should I get her some reversal agent?’
Marsha asked.

‘You can’t know what she overdosed on.’ Fay
said dismissive.

‘You can’t overdose at all in our spa.’
Marsha said. ‘The vitamin cocktails are mixed with a formula that
takes in mind her weight, so the substances interacting with the
gases in the sauna or with sedatives in the herbal baths will never
reach more than the acceptable threshold saturation.’

‘Dammit Marsha. No need to explain to me how my own spa works. I
invented that shit. Didn’t it occur to you that she might have
taken two vitamin cocktails or maybe more?’

‘Why would she do that?’ Marsha asked.

A thud. Another thud. ‘Open your eyes.
Goddammit’ Fay screamed.

‘Come here.’ Marsha said. ‘Miss Williams.
Fay. Come here. Stomping your foot won’t wake her up faster. Even
if she did drink multiple vitamin cocktails, it’s not that
dangerous, right? It might take her a while to wake up, and she
might remain groggy for hours, but eventually it’s harmless.’

‘I know.’ Fay said. ‘I know. I know.’ A deep
sigh.

‘Good.’ Marsha said. ‘Are you good?’






Silence.

‘Good.’ Marsha said again. ‘All calmed
down.’

‘Yes. Thank you.’ Fay said.

‘You’re welcome.’ Marsha said.

 

‘I’m sorry for overreacting.’ Fay said.

‘We’d better get her a blanket. We don’t want
her to get hypothermia or something.’

‘You go.’ Fay voice said. ‘I’ll stay with
her.’

Romy heard a door closing. Then she felt her
body being lifted again, someone was pulling her in an embrace, she
felt two warm arms surrounding her torso, someone stroking her
face. She tried to open her eyes, but her eyelids were just
terribly heavy, still despite feeling groggy and weak, she was
awake, she had witnessed the entire conversation. If she tried
opening her eyes she felt something pulling her eyes upwards
backwards, her eyelids fluttering, she couldn’t focus on
anything.

After a while Marsha returned. ‘I got one of
the duvets from the dorm.’ Marsha said. ‘I didn’t know about any
other blankets.’

Something warm and soft was wrapped around
her body.

‘You want me to stay?’ Marsha asked.

‘No, no. Thank you.’ Fay said. She was still
clinging onto Romy’s body, pulling her in even closer.

‘I’ve asked them to bring you some food, and
I’ve made a little calculation, assuming she drank two vitamin
cocktails instead of just the one, and then she passed out in the
Thalasso sauna where we’ve found her, right? Well she was with me
in class till 5.15 and we’ve found her at around 7.30, so she can’t
have been there any more than two hours, a new session starts every
20, so she participated in 6 sessions tops, so having the Farbiclon
from the sauna interacting with binding agent in the vitamin
cocktails her saturation can’t be more the 3.4.’

‘7.9 if she drank three cocktails and 13.1 if
she drank four.’ Fay said.

Romy moaned and tried to move. Her muscles
were weak and flabby, beside she didn’t want to go anywhere. She
was laying on Fay’s lap, no matter if Fay loved her or not, no
matter if they would ever be lovers or have some sort of a
relationship, she was laying in Fay’s arms right now and she wanted
this moment to last for as long as she could drag it out.

‘I can take a blood test to make sure and
cook her up an reversal agent, but she’s probably awake before I’ve
finished. Looks like she’s waking up already, isn’t she?’

‘I guess.’ Fay said.

‘I can also put her in the lab and monitor
her heartbeat and oxygen levels if you want.’

‘No, she’s fine.’ Fay said. ‘She’s fine. You
can go home.’

‘You sure?’ Marsha asked.

‘Yeah, yeah, see you tomorrow.’

‘Tomorrow is Saturday.’

‘O right,’ Fay said. ‘See you on Monday.’

After Marsha was gone there was a long
silence. Fay cradled her, held Romy close to her chest and rocked
her back and forth. Once in a while she stroke Romy’s forehead or
cheek. Romy didn’t know how long they’d been sitting like that.
Someone came to bring them food, asked Fay who the unconscious girl
was and what had happened and if the should call someone, but Fay
assured them everything was alright and then the door fell close
and they were with the two of them again.

After a while Romy felt her muscles tingling,
her head was buzzing, and as the euphoric peace start to fade the
world around her seemed to penetrate her brain more and more. She
fought her heavy eyelids and opened her eyes. It took a while
before she managed to focus on the world around her.

They were in a dim lit break room, that Romy
hadn’t seen before. She was lying on a leather couch, she was lying
on Fay’s lap, a worried face hanging over her, stroking her cheek,
her chin, her lips, a gentle fingertip grazing her skin.

‘Hi there.’ Fay said softly.

Romy wanted to answer but her tongue was
thick and unresponsive and her throat was dry. She coughed, moaned,
coughed. ‘Hi.’ She managed to utter eventually.

‘How are you feeling?’ Fay said.

Romy tried to stretch, her muscles were weak,
she was groggy still, but her mind wasn’t by far as sedated or
disconnected as her body was. Moving was too difficult, she just
sank back in Fay’s lap.

‘Good. I guess.’ She said. Her voice weak and hoarse.

‘Don’t let this appearance of worry and care
and kindness fool you,’ Fay said gesturing towards her own worried
face. ‘I’m really mad at you.’

Romy closed her eyes she just wanted to keep
lying here, lying in Fays arms, smelling the mixture of Fays sweat
and a faded flowery perfume, feeling Fay’s tender caresses, her
tight embrace.

‘Did you slip away again, sweety?’ Fay asked
softly. ‘Or are you just pretending so you won’t have to deal with
the wrath of angry Fay?’

Romy chuckled, then she started coughing, she
limply fell back into Fay’s arms again.

‘I’m angry too.’ She said.

‘You?’ Fay asked. ‘Why?’

‘Because you left me, like in the middle of
our conversation you just left me all by myself.’

‘You were making fun of me.’

‘I wasn’t.’ Romy said. ‘I honestly
wasn’t.’

Fay kept silent for a little while. Romy
wondered if she should try to sit up straight, but she didn’t want
to, she like being cradled like this. Fay’s chest rising and
falling as she inhaled and exhaled. Irregular. After a while Romy
opened her eyes again, she looked up at Fay. Fay’s eyes were closed
and Fay was crying. It was distressing seeing Fay Williams cry. A
woman that was almost twenty years older than her, a woman that
always seemed to have it together, that run an empire of spas,
someone that everybody looked up to, someone that Romy looked up to
and had mythified for over a year. It’s was unbearable seeing her
cry, seeing her this vulnerable.

Romy wanted to close her eyes and pretend she
hadn’t noticed, she didn’t know what to do. But a tiny part of her
was flattered as well, Fay cried because of her. Romy pushed
herself up and wrapped her arms around Fay.

‘Hey.’ She said. Softly stroking the back of
Fay’s head. The black hair silky soft beneath her fingers. ‘It’s
okay.’ She said. ‘Don’t cry.’

Now Fay started sobbing. Her body was
convulsing and with the back of her hand she wiped some tears from
her face. Romy didn’t know what to do, so she just kept on holding
Fay. Stroking the back of her head, until the sobbing stopped,
still quiet tears propped up in her eyes.

‘What’s wrong?’ Romy asked. ‘You want to talk
about it?’

Fay shook her head. She reached over to the
plate of food and grabbed the paper napkin next to it. She blew her
nose. And started laughing.

Romy was confused by this sudden change of
emotion. With raised eyebrows she studied Fay.

‘I’m an idiot.’ Fay said shaking her head.
‘I’m sorry, my love.’ She wrapped her arms around Romy’s torso and
pulled her close once more. ‘I’m just... I’m a stupid idiot, but so
are you drinking two vitamin cocktails and then passing out in a
sauna.’

‘Three.’ Romy said.

‘That’s ever more stupid.’ Fay said.

‘I’m sorry.’ Romy said.

‘Are you?’ Fay asked. She studied Romy’s
face. ‘No you’re not. You can’t be. You can’t be sorry, because you
don’t understand what you’ve done. You wanna come up to my
penthouse? The restaurant workers will want their break room back.’
Fay grabbed her phone. ‘Although they probably have gone home by
now. Wanna come up anyway?’

‘For real?’ Romy asked. ‘For real this time
or are you going to wipe my memory and pretend nothing ever
happened.’

‘I never did that.’ Fay said.

‘You absolutely did delete my memory.’

‘Okay Maybe.’ Fay said. She held Romy’s chin
and forced her to look her in the eye. ‘For real this time.’ Fay
said softly.

Romy nodded.

 


In the elevator ride up they started kissing. Fay’s
hands on her lower back, on her butt. She copied Fay’s touch and
pressed her hands against Fay’s lower back and butt. Her ass was
nice and firm and round and squishy.

Still tangled in this kiss they slumped down
on Fay’s bed. Fay on top, she pushed Romy into the mattress en
rubbed her body up against hers. Romy was still naked under the
duvet. Her clothes still somewhere in a locker at the spa. Fay
threw the duvet out and put her hand around Romy’s breast.

Shyly she cupped Fay’s breast. She fidgeted
with the buttons of the blouse. Fay sat up straight. She sat on top
of Romy’s torso and slowly unbuttoned her own blouse, exposing her
bra white lace accents, she removed her bra and then grabbed Romy’s
hand. She pushed it into the dollop of flesh. Romy squished and
stroke and she played around with the nipple. She was in awe. Fay
was just so... so beautiful, so soft, such silky smooth skin. Her
heart was pounding. Nervous tingles all over her body. Fay. Fay.
Fay. Her entire body was yearning for Fay.

Fay now bend over she kissed Romy. Long and
wet and then she made a trail of kisses and wet saliva until she
had reached Romy’s nipple. Softly she swirled her tongue around it,
it was warm and muggy and it felt quite nice, but then Fay blew at
the wet nipple and it felt icy cold, her nipple getting even
harder.

Fay flicked the nipple around in with her
tongue and Romy was quite curiously observing, remembering
everything Fay did so she wouldn’t embarrass herself when later she
was trying to pleasure Fay, but at the same time it was hard to
concentrate. The sensations were mesmerizing. Her body had all
sorts of involuntary reactions, moaning and panting and hissing and
her back arched all tensed up, then Fay’s head went further down. A
line of saliva from her nipple all across her skin, past her belly
button and just when she thought Fay would lick her pubis and clit,
Fay moved on to her knees, kissing Romy’s thighs and massaging them
with her hands, slowly moving her legs further and further
apart.

Fay could look right into her pussy. She felt
her labia tingling, her clit was so aroused it almost hurt, the
inside of her vagina was clenching together and her hips were
spasming. All without Fay even touching her.

Fay maneuvered both her hands underneath
Romy’s ass. She lifted her up slightly. She scooped Romy up and
shoved the pussy into her own face.

Fay closed her eyes for a moment. As if she
was overcome with delight. ‘Oh sweetheart.’ She mumbled. ‘My love,
my child. You smell so good. Just... even better than I imagined.’
She pressed her nose into Romy’s pussy, she rubbed her entire face
in Romy’s pussy.

Romy was a little taken aback. She always
thought oral was suppose to be something the receiver enjoyed, but
Fay seemed to enjoy it even more then Romy did at the moment. Fay
pushed her tongue deep inside, one time, another time. Fay
moaned.

Briefly Romy lifted her head. In between her
boobs and past her tummy she saw Fay. Her black hair slightly
messed up, her blue eyes looking inquisitively.

‘Are you alright sweetheart?’ Fay asked.
‘You’re okay with me going down on you?’

‘Yes.’ Romy said. ‘Yes absolutely.’

‘Good.’ Fay’s face disappeared in between her
legs again. Her tongue now gently and agile darting around her
labia. Licking her inner tights, her pussy, and swirling around the
clit, suckling on the clit. It was something Romy had never felt
before, her clit being sucked into this warm wet vacuum, the tongue
delicately caressing her at the same time.

It felt like she lost her mind, as if she was
going crazy. Any and all thoughts she had were magnetically pulled
into this overwhelming sensation. It was like a fountain of arousal
exploded, it felt as if she was floating in space, colorful swirls,
tingling stars, she was completely out of this world. She’d lost
control over her body, she heard screaming and moaning and she
figured those screams and moans must be hers. Her back arching and
then her body convulsing, just spasm after spasm. Until her muscles
were sore. When she opened her eyes she noticed she was holding
Fay’s hair in the palm of her hand, and Fay was prying on her
fingers.

‘Let go now, honey.’ Fay mumbled. ‘You’re
hurting me.’

‘I’m sorry.’ Romy hastily let go.

Fay crawled on top of her, her face dangling
over Romy’s face, and then they kissed. Fay’s lips were muggy and
cold and tasted like pussy. Her own horniness was spread all across
Fay’s face.

They kissed, then Fay rolled over, she pulled
Romy on top of her. Romy’s boobs dangling down, pressing into Fay’s
boobs. She felt kind of shy all of a sudden. She didn’t know what
Fay expected, now it was her turn to take initiative, wasn’t it?
She kissed and she also made a trail of kisses until she found
Fay’s nipple. She tried to make the same swirls and flicks with her
tongue.

‘Bigger.’ Fay said. ‘Put it all in your
mouth.’

Romy tried to suck the nipple and the boob
into her mouth, soft squishy flesh. The boob was way too big to put
in her mouth completely. Wet skin sliding past her lips, the hard
nipple rubbing against her tongue.

Fay seemed to relax, like a tension was
lifted off of her. A deep sigh. A hand on Romy’s head. ‘That’s
right. Good girl.’ Fay said.

Romy didn’t know if that meant she had to
keep going, or if that was a way of saying, well done move on to
the next bit now. For a while she kept on suckling on the boob some
more. Maybe Fay associated this with breast feeding, maybe this was
an ageplay thing already. Fay kept on padding her head, toying with
Romy’s hair, twirling a red curl around her finger.

When Romy wanted to continue down. Fay
grabbed her head tightly and pushed her face firmer into the saliva
around boob.

‘More.’ Fay said.

Romy obliged. She kept on sucking and toying
around with the boob until Fay pushed Romy’s head down to the
pussy. The muggy pink labia already dripping with a white sparkle
of horniness. Romy curiously licked, her tongue exploring the
pubis, the inner thighs the labia, the outer labia soft and squishy
and muggy and stubbly. The inner labia were small and wrinkly and
slimy. She tried to find the clit, she knew where her own clit was,
and prodded her tongue around somewhere in the same area. She
wasn’t exactly sure were Fay’s was. So she just covered the entire
upper area of the pussy until she felt Fay’s body reacting, she
heard some soft moans, she must be on the right track. Finally she
found the little nodule she could flick around and toy with. Her
tongue circling.

‘Ouch, ouch... ‘ Fay said. ‘Sweety, my clit
is very sensitive, don’t touch it directly, just make sure there’s
a little skin between your tongue and my clit okay.’

Fay’s fingers pulled her labia aside and
showed Romy what she needed to do.

‘Don’t worry, you’re doing great.’ Fay said.
She pushed Romy’s head down again, and Romy once more started to
make little drawings with her tongue, careful she didn’t touch the
clit directly this time. Fay tasted nice. Musk and slightly salty
and also there was a bit of sweetness. There was slimy wetness
wiped all over her face, her chin was muggy and so were her cheeks.
She was kind of surprised at how much she actually liked it, she
felt her heart fluttering with love and her pussy tingling with
arousal. She wanted to do something nice for Fay, she wanted to
pleasure Fay, she wanted to be the one that brought Fay into this
blissful euphoria of horniness.

‘Will you slip a finger inside, or maybe
two?’ Fay asked.

Romy nodded, she rubbed her finger in between
the labia, until her entire index finger was cold and slippery and
then she pushed it inside. The insides of Fay were warm and
cushiony, it encompassed her finger on all sides. She wanted to
crawl into that welcoming warmness with her entire body and curl up
there. Forever close to Fay. Forever inside Fay. For a moment she
regretted not having a penis.

She moved her finger in and out. Fay was
cheering her on. Telling her she was doing such a good job and she
needed to keep going, although her breathing was getting more and
more superficial and she seemed to have trouble actually vocalizing
the words. Moaned syllables, sharp exhales, tension. Long silence.
Romy wondered if something was wrong, if she did something wrong,
maybe Fay didn’t like it anymore. She lifted her head to look at
Fay.

‘Don’t stop now you idiot.’ Fay pushed her
head back in between her legs.

‘Sorry.’ Romy mumbled into the moist labia.
She kept on licking and finger banging Fay, again this long
silence. Fay seemed to be motionless, all cramped up. Romy didn’t
dare to do anything, she just kept on going, the same rhythm with
her fingers, the same circles with her tongue.

A sigh of relieve. Fay’s body relaxed. ‘Good
girl.’ Fay said somewhat dazed and satisfied. ‘Good girl. Good
girl.’ After that brief moment of relief Fay’s body started to
convulse as if Fay was having some sort of seizure. Maybe it was an
orgasm. Romy hoped it was an orgasm, but she wasn’t entirely
sure.

She just kept on licking though, she didn’t
want Fay to call her an idiot again. Eventually Fay’s body calmed
down, her arched back sinking into the mattress.

‘Stop now, my love. It’s getting too
sensitive all together.’ Fay said out-of-breath. She pulled Romy
into an embrace. Romy’s head resting on her shoulder, her arm
draped across Fay’s chest. Fay was looking up at the ceiling. Blank
and motionless.

‘Are you alright?’ Romy shyly asked.

‘Are you kidding me?’ Fay asked. Romy didn’t
know what to make of it. Worried she kept staring at Fay. ‘My
child, I’m more than okay.’ Fay said. ‘You did very well,
especially for a first timer. How are you feeling, sweetheart?’

‘Good.’ Romy said hesitantly. ‘My feet are
getting cold.’

Fay chuckled. She pulled the blankets back on
the bed, that apparently had fallen off, and she covered both Romy
and herself. ‘Better?’ She asked. ‘Come lie close to me, I'll keep
you warm.’

Romy shuffled a little bit more into Fay. Fay
wrapped her arm around Romy and held her tightly.

For a while they kept lying like that.
Tightly. Silently. Romy didn’t want to say anything, she didn’t
want to move on to whatever came next, she just wanted to stay in
this moment, this moment should last an eternity. She couldn’t
imagine ever getting hungry or having another reason to let go of
Fay. Fay’s skin was just so soft beneath her cheek, so warm and
pleasant. Fay’s presence was just entrancing.

‘Sweety.’ Fay said after a while. ‘I know
like... having sex with you might seem like a reward of some sort.
But I’m still really shocked and mad about the way I found you
today, passed out in the saunas and I’m going to revoke you’re spa
privileges, so you’re not allowed in there unsupervised
anymore.’

‘Okay.’ Romy said. She just wriggled a little
bit to find a way of lying even tighter against Fay’s body, even
more skin touching skin. She didn’t care about the spa, she just
wanted to be here with Fay.

‘Okay.’ She said. ‘So you just have to come
with me, to supervise.’

Fay didn’t answer. She kissed Romy somewhere
in between her hair, another kiss and another one, a million
different kisses.

‘As much as I would like to babysit you 24/7
I’ll have to run a company as well.’

Romy nodded. ‘Should we talk about ageplay?’
She asked. ‘I did a little bit of online research and stuff and if
you want I can wear pigtails or something.’

‘It’s not about the pigtails.’ Fay said with
a sigh. ‘Although I bet you look cute in pigtails, I guess what I’m
saying...I’m not opposed to you wearing pigtails, but in the end
it’s about a relationship. A way of loving one another. Like I told
you before I stormed out, I can’t have a regular relationship,
that’s just... I doesn’t work for me. I’ve tried and failed
miserably on several occasions. I’m a mommy. I’m a mommy to my
core, I convey love by caring for someone, nurturing them and I
just... I want to control them, I need to feel needed.’

For a while they lay together in silence.
Fay’s fingers softly stroking Romy’s shoulder and neck. It was a
pleasant caress and Romy involuntarily pushed her shoulder up into
Fay’s hand. Inviting her to keep petting her.

‘What are you thinking?’ Fay asked. ‘Why
don’t you say something?’

‘Your fingers.’ Romy said. ‘So nice.’

Fay stopped caressing her. ‘What were you
thinking about the mommy part?’

‘Oh.’ Romy said. ‘I don’t know. I can try,
aren’t you scared you’ll get overly attached anymore?’

Fay shrugged. ‘What do you think?’ She
asked.

Romy didn’t know what to say.

‘There no point in lying to myself. I already
am overly attached.’ Fay said softly, almost under her breath.

 


The weeks that followed were filled with happy giddy
love-y dove-y feelings. Fay and Romy spend all of their spare time
together, although Romy had a lot more time than Fay did. When Fay
went away for a business trip she and Romy kept in touch, they send
each other text messages and e-mails and little vlogs. In the
meantime Romy started her regular classes, she learned loads
although not everything seemed as relevant. She wasn’t by far the
smartest in the group, but she could come along quite nicely.

Romy had almost forgotten Fay was the CEO,
when they were talking or texting or hanging out in Fay’s room, Fay
seemed as giggly and insecure as Romy herself, but when Fay showed
up in the trainings program to give the group a lecture about the
different types of stress, stress through insecurity, stress
through time pressure, stress from being overly stimulated, stress
from feeling stuck and powerless, stress from feeling too much
responsibility, and the different effects those types of stress
would have on the body, then Romy suddenly saw that well put
together, charming, lady in charge again, and she got hot thinking
about how she could make that woman feel vulnerable with arousal if
she flicked her tongue around her clit the right way.

Endless nights were spend together. Ageplay
wasn’t mentioned anymore and Romy had almost forgot about it, until
one Friday night Fay brought it up again.

There were sitting in Fay’s bed. Romy was
scrolling through Netflix and Fay was wiping her fingers with a
napkin after just having finished eating her fries. Then she
grabbed Romy’s hand.

‘Come.’ She said. ‘I want to show you
something.’ She pulled Romy towards the walk-in closet, into the
walk-in closet.

‘What?’ Romy asked.

First she thought Fay had brought her some
clothes as a gift, the other day when she returned from her
business trip she’d bought Romy a dress, but she hadn’t been on a
business trip recently, she would leave tomorrow, for a new one.
Maybe it was a going away present.

Fay pushed some clothes to the side, the
behind all those hangers full of clothes there was another door,
that Fay now unlocked.

‘A secret room?’ Romy said. ‘Is it like a
secret lab, or a secret library with a large fireplace, or is it
like a safe with a treasure.’

Fay walked through the door and Romy
followed. When she saw the room that was on the other side she
froze. It was like nothing she’d ever seen before. Right in the
middle was a large adult sized crib. There was a high chair next to
a breakfast bar and a small kitchen, there was a huge playpen
filled with stuffed animals and all sorts of toys, there was a
crafting station, a wardrobe filled with pastel colored velvet
pajamas and pastel colored frilly satin dresses, there was an adult
sized dresser with a stack of diapers next to it, a bookcase full
of picture books, there was a couch and a telly. Everything was
pastel colored. A magic land hidden behind a door in a walk-in
closet in a penthouse. The walls were filled with childish posters
and paintings.

After a while of astonished staring she
looked at Fay. Fay looked inquisitive and nervous at the same
time.

‘Okay.’ Romy said hesitantly.

‘I didn’t build this especially for you.’ Fay
said. ‘This has been here... I’ve been collecting stuff like this
for a long time. It’s just... I thought I’d clean up the place. You
know. Unbox all the toys and pull the sheets and the dust from the
furniture and... you know, what do you think?’

‘I don’t know.’ Romy said. ‘It’s... it’s
impressive, it’s a lot.’

‘You hate it.’ Fay said disappointed.

‘No.’ Romy said. ‘I don’t hate it. I just...
I don’t have any frame of reference for it, I guess. I thought you
said ageplay wasn’t about the aesthetics, that it was about the way
you loved someone.’

‘It is.’ Fay said. ‘This can be part of that,
will you try?’

‘Right now?’ Romy asked.

Fay nodded.

Romy rubbed her face. ‘Okay.’ She said. ‘I’ll
try. Just tell me what to do.’

Fay smiled. ‘That’s a good start.’ She said.
‘Just being obedient and doing exactly what mommy tells you to
do.’

‘Right.’ Romy said.

‘First, you’ll have to find your little
persona. Like are you a non-verbal helpless baby or a curious
toddler or a naughty little girl or maybe a very sweet middle?’

‘I don’t know.’ Romy said. ‘I like being
helpless, but I don’t know if I like being a baby.’

‘You don’t have to know.’ Fay said. ‘We’ll
just figure it out along the way. We’ll just try a few things,
alright? And if you don’t like it just blurt out any word that’s
totally grown-up and out of character like ‘real estate investment’
or ‘hedge fund’ or something.

‘Okay, so “hedge fund” is our safe word?’
Romy asked.

Fay nodded. ‘So do you want to pick out your
clothes or do you want mommy to pick out your clothes?’ Fay
gestured towards the wardrobe.

‘Is this... like have we started now, or is
this a real question?’ Romy asked shyly.

Fay giggled uncomfortable. ‘Let’s look at the
clothes.’ She said. ‘And start from there.’

They walked to the wardrobe. In silence the
two of them looked at the dresses and footsies. It was a long and
uncomfortable silence.

‘It may not all be your size.’ Fay said. ‘I
just... I sometimes have these sleepless nights and then I just buy
this stuff.’

‘Yeah.’ Romy said pretending she’d
understood. Well she knew that urge, she also had those late nights
in which she liked to click through webshops and dream about shoes
or tops, but she never actually bought them.

‘So sweetheart, see anything you fancy?’
Fay’s voice had changed. It was higher pitched and sounded somewhat
patronizing. Romy pulled on the rack of clothes and looked at a
dress with sunflowers and puffed sleeves.

‘That one, my love?’ Fay asked.

Romy shook her head.

‘It’s hard picking something isn’t it.
Mommy’ll pick something for you.’ Fay got out a purple velvet
footsy with a small unicorn embroidered on the chest. ‘Do you like
this one?’ She asked.

Romy shrugged. ‘Okay. I guess. It’s as good
as any. I don’t know.’ She wondered if she should be acting more,
should she try to put on a baby voice or something. This whole
situation made her incredibly shy and it felt somewhat awkward to
suddenly pretend to be someone else. She giggled nervously.

‘Okay, climb upon the dresser, then mommy
will put your night time jammies on.’

Romy tried not to laugh. She didn’t want to
hurt Fay’s feelings, she didn’t want Fay to run away on a business
trip again. She wasn’t laughing at Fay. The whole situation was
just kind of uncomfortable and it made her giggle.

She climbed upon the dresser just as Fay had
told her to do and she laid down on the rubber pad on top.

‘Now what?’ She asked.

‘Now you let mommy change you.’

‘Are you going to put me in a diaper?’ Romy
asked.

‘Would you want that?’

Romy frowned. ‘Maybe not.’ She said.

‘We’ll see.’ Fay said. ‘We’ll safe the
nappies for later. Just relax. You like relaxing don’t you? Just
pretend you’re in the sauna. Lie down, you don’t have to do
anything, mommy’ll take care of everything.’

‘Okay.’ Romy said. She liked the saunas, she
missed the saunas, not doing anything sounded quite nice actually.
Fay undressed her, she rolled Romy back and forth over the dresser,
she tugged on Romy’s T-shirt. Romy helped her a little bit. She
lifted her back so her t-shirt would more easily slip off. Fay
undressed her all the way to her panties. Then she slid Romy’s foot
in one of the legs of the footsie. The velvet was nice and soft
against her skin, one by one, she closed the buttons.

Then she helped Romy to sit up straight.
‘What a pretty girl you are.’ Fay said.

‘Always.’ Romy said. ‘I’m always pretty, not
just when I’m wearing a purple footsie.’

‘That’s true.’ Fay said and Fay laughed. For
a moment she seemed like the old Fay instead of this Mommy
character she personified.

In her mommy voice she told Romy to sit down
in front of the mirror and then she started to brush Romy’s hair.
It was kind of nice and soothing, the soft long brush strokes were
comforting. Even though once in a while Fay had to tug on a tangled
strand and that was a little painful.

Romy closed her eyes for a little while. The
brushing had a calming rhythm to it. Her hair softly sizzling each
time the brush went through, and then followed Fay’s hand. She got
a strange tingling in the back of her neck and she got goose
bumps.

‘If this is age play. I can get used to it.’
Romy said dreamily. ‘This feels like I'm getting spoiled and
pampered.’

Fay didn’t say a word. Via the mirror though
she could see Fay standing behind her smiling. Fay kept on brushing
her hair even after all the tangles were long gone and Romy’s hair
was soft and shiny. Eventually she made two braids and tied some
ribbons on the end.

‘I thought is wasn’t about the pigtails.’
Romy said.

‘It isn’t. But that doesn’t mean we need to
avoid pigtails like the plague. Now stop making all these comments
in between and try to commit to it, try to give it a fair try.’

Romy nodded.

‘Are you hungry sweety? Is mommy’s little
girl hungry? I’ll tell you what, you go play in the play pen while
momma cooks you some milk, you want a nice bottle from mommy?’

Romy pressed her lips together. It was a bit
alienating how quickly Fay could switch from one voice and one way
of talking to her into the other voice. Romy felt a bit angry about
being approached with such an patronizing tone of voice, but she
tried to stay in her role and to give it a fair try.

‘Come mommy will show you.’ Fay grabbed her
hand and walked her over to the playpen, she locked Romy inside.
The bars on the side were quite high and Romy couldn’t get out
anymore, for a moment she was scared. What if it was a trap, what
if Fay would never ever let her out again, what if Fay kept her
here locked away dressed like a little girl forever?

‘Go play with your stuffies.’ Fay said. ‘Do
you like your stuffies? Where’s is mister duck, go find mister duck
for mommy.’

Romy picked up a stuffed duck and tried give
it to Fay. This one, she wanted to ask, but she feared her voice
would sound too adult, too pragmatic, and Fay would be disappointed
in her not giving it a fair try. So she pressed her lips together
and just showed Fay the duck.

‘Good girl.’ Fay mused. ‘That is Mr. Duck. Do
you want to play with Mr. Duck for a while?’

Romy nodded.

Fay’s arm reached through the bars and she
patted Romy on her head and shoulder. Then she got up and walked
toward the kitchen counter. Romy stared at the duck, she didn’t
even know how to play. Should she bounce it up and down or
something? Fay wasn’t looking at her.

For a while Romy just sat in the play pen.
She looked around, there were a lot of stuffed animals. She reached
over and picked up a cute white teddybear in a pink dress, and
there was also a raccoon with enormous glittery eyes. Romy couldn’t
really go anywhere, or do anything besides playing with the stuffed
animals. She studied Fay for a little while, but Fay was simply to
busy to pay her any attention, just to keep herself busy Romy
picked up a dinosaur. A stuffed dinosaur was kind of cool. She’d
never seen one before, when she was a kid herself, stuffed animals
were mostly bears or dogs or cats, no dinosaurs. She made the
dinosaur stomp around the playpen and actually quite enjoyed
herself. She didn’t even notice Fay was standing next to the
playpen looking at her, only when Fay started talking, Romy looked
up.

‘So you like that dinosaur don’t you?’ Fay
asked.

‘I guess.’ Romy said. ‘Kind off.’

‘And what is your dinosaur called?’

‘Steve?’ Romy asked. Was Steve a good name
for a dinosaur? Why not.

‘Steve.’ Fay repeated, alright. ‘Do you want
to take Steve with you, while you drink your milk?’

‘Eehm...’ Romy hesitated. ‘Okay.’ She
said.

Fay opened the playpen and Romy stepped out.
She was holding Steve still. Fay sat down on the couch and invited
Romy to come lie down on her lap and in her arms so she could
easily feed Romy. Romy like being cradled like this, her head
resting against Fay’s boob. She didn’t know what to do with Steve
though.

Fay rubbed the nipple of the bottle over
Romy’s lip. Romy opened her mouth and the nipple was shoved in. A
drizzle of warm milk seeped over her tongue, it was warm and
creamy. She closed her lips around the silicon nipple and started
suckling and swallowing, sometimes the bottle made a slurping
sound.

Romy snuggled her cheek against Fay’s boob.
Being bottle fed was uncomfortable and patronizing, but being
cradled against Fay’s boob made it somehow worth it. She looked up
to Fay and saw an endeared face looking down on her.

She giggled, she couldn’t help it. The
vulnerability and the bizarreness of the entire situation made her
chuckle. Some milk came from her mouth and seeped over her cheek,
tickling her ear and neck and wetting her hair.

‘O dear.’ Fay said. With a little bib she
dried parts of Romy’s face. When she put the bib away she kept on
caressing Romy, fingers stroking her face, or her hand palm patting
her tummy, little circles moving down, rubbing her in between her
legs.

A happy tingle spread through Romy’s body,
and Romy closed her eyes for a moment.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said.

Romy wasn’t sure what to do next. She tried
her hardest to participate in this little play. It all felt like an
act, a somewhat ridiculous act, but she loved Fay so much, and she
could see it was important to Fay, so she tried even harder. Maybe
she should say something, maybe she should coo or whine or what did
little girls even say? Mommy? Romy kept her mouth shut.

‘What a big girl you are, you’ve finished all
your milk, mommy is so proud of you sweetheart, do you need to
burp?’

Fay pulled Romy up and pressed her against
her chest. Slightly patting her back.

Romy giggled again. ‘I don’t need to burp.’
She said.

‘Don’t...’ Fay sighed deeply. ‘Forget it.’
She said. ‘This isn’t going to work. You can’t surrender to it,
you’re just an adult pretending, well not even pretending. It’s not
going to work.’

Romy sat up straight, she studied Fay’s face.
Fay looked absent and sad.

‘Are you breaking up with me again?’ Romy
said. ‘Are you honestly breaking up with me because I can’t burp on
cue?’

‘No.’ Fay said. ‘It isn’t about the burp it’s
about... I don’t believe you.’

‘You don’t believe me?’ Romy said. ‘You think
I’m a liar.’

‘Not a liar, just a really bad actress. I can
tell by the look on your face this repulses you, that I repulse
you. And that’s... I guess that’s okay, you’re entitled to your
kinks, I’m entitled to mine. You obviously don’t feel turned on,
you don’t feel love or intimacy at all... and that’s okay too,
there’s nothing wrong with you, there’s also nothing wrong with me,
it just means were incompatible.’

‘No we’re not.’ Romy said. ‘I just... I need
to get used to it.’

‘Stop whining sweetheart. Go put on you’re
real clothes, I think it’s better if you sleep in your own dorm
tonight.’

‘No, I want to sleep with you.’ Romy said.
‘Don’t be ridiculous.’ At that moment Romy did have to burp, it
just shot out of her mouth. She put her hand against her lips but
the burp had already sounded. ‘Excuse me.’ Romy said. ‘But we have
been happy, the last few weeks we were so happy together, why can’t
we go back to that?’

‘My plain leaves tomorrow morning, I have to
get up at five o’clock. Just sleep in your dorm.’

They bickered a little bit back and forth,
but eventually Fay got her way and Romy strolled down to the dorms.
She sneered at Star then locked herself in her room. She hid her
face in her pillow, she felt detached. She couldn’t even feel
sadness, she couldn’t cry. It was just unfair.

 


Fay left and stayed away for ten days. Romy tried
texting her, but she didn’t get any response. It felt unfair and
sad. Like a zombie she moved from class to class. One time Marsha
asked her to stay after the lessons had ended. She asked if Romy
was alright.

Romy just shrugged. What was the point in
studying, why would she torture herself by staying here, she should
just drop out and leave?

‘You’re stressed.’ Marsha said. ‘You come
across angry and sad, like you’re stuck and feeling powerless in a
hopeless situation. Maybe you could consider a visit to the Pine
Wood Sauna.’

‘So I’ll get more self esteem?’ Romy said.
‘That’s bullshit, I don’t need more self esteem, I need...’

Fay, she wanted to say, but she kept her
mouth shut. She needed a sauna that could turn her into a little
girl, so she could be a more convincing little to Fay.

‘I need a sauna that makes me even more
vulnerable, a sauna that turns me into an helpless little baby, do
you have something like that?’

Marsha tilted her head. ‘Not downstairs. Not
in a commercial capacity. but I’m sure your girlfriend could cook
you up something like that in her private lab.’

‘Really?’ Romy said more chipper already.

Marsha frowned. ‘However, you don’t seem all
that happy. I know you have your spa privileges revoked but if you
need some relaxation I can arrange for you a supervised visit.’

Romy shrugged. She’d had multiple supervised
visits, those were boring. A gawky intern just keeping an eye at
her at all times, monitoring her intake, timing her recuperation
times, it was impossible to find that true blissful relaxation with
someone shadowing her like that.

‘No thank you.’ She said. ‘Nice of you to
offer though.’

At dinner some of her classmates were talking
about some test they’d needed to prep, but Romy kept on mulling
over Marsha’s words. Would it really be possible to use a sauna
treatment or any of the lab chemicals to turn her into a more
compatible partner for Fay? Why not? After dinner she picked up her
notebook, but instead of studying for the test she went over her
notes, chemical formulas, neurological pathways.

 


She waited for Fay to return home, and the moment she
saw her walking through the hallway. Romy just ran out of class and
clamped onto Fay.

‘I fixed it.’ She said. ‘I found it. I know
of a way we can be together and both get what we want.’

Fay looked tired. She had dark circles under
her eyes and she tried to brush Romy off.

‘You have to listen to me.’ Romy
insisted.

‘Fine.’ Fay said. ‘Walk with me then, and
tell me.’ They went upstairs, to Fay’s penthouse. Fay fell down on
the bed and pushed her hand against her head.

‘What’s wrong?’ Romy asked.

‘Just a little jet lag, my love. Now tell me
about this amazing idea of yours of how we can be together and
happy for ever and ever before I pass out from exhaustion.’

‘Well.’ Romy said. ‘I was thinking. I like to
be sedated. I like to be put to sleep and rendered helpless with
all sorts of chemicals. And you’d like to mommy me, right? So maybe
you can like give me an injection or create some new sauna fumes
that make me helpless and then you can take care of me, you know,
cause littles are sort of helpless and dependent as well
right?’

There was a silence. ‘Continue.’ Fay
said.

‘That’s it.’ Romy said. ‘This is my idea. We
can combine your ageplay fetish with my sedation fetish and both
get what we want, and then we can be together.’

Fay sighed and closed her eyes. Romy waited
and sat down on the edge of the bed. ‘Did you fall asleep?’ She
asked.

‘No.’ Fay said. ‘Not yet. Maybe it’s good
you’re here. You should try to keep me awake till at least 8
o’clock tonight, getting back on a regular schedule that’s the
quickest way to get rid of my yet lag.’

‘Where did you go anyway?’ Romy asked. ‘All
branches are within driving distance right?’

‘I had meetings with some Japanese and
European business owners that were considering to use our portable
spa’s for their employees to boast productivity and moral. But
you’re right I should hire someone to manage European sales and
Japanese sales, those tasks I should delegate.’

‘I didn’t say that.’ Romy said.

‘Well I still should.’ Fay said, rubbing her
forehead and eyes. ‘Should I try some coffee? I don’t like coffee
at all, but maybe it’ll help.’

‘What do you think of my idea?’ Romy
said.

‘Well I’ve thought about it myself as well.
But it’s just... Which medication or chemicals do you propose I
use?’

‘I don’t know. You studied that stuff.’ Romy
said. She shrugged. It didn’t seem all that complicated to her.
‘Marsha said it was possible, but not commercially viable.’

Fay chuckled. ‘And which chemicals did Marsha
propose.’

‘We didn’t go into specifics.’ Romy said.
‘But you can figure it out right?’

‘We could give you some paralytics to make
you helpless, but no little is completely paralyzed and I’m not
strong enough to carry you, so I’d better give you something that
incapacitates or interferes with the motor functions within you’re
brain, but it’s hard to dose that in a way that gives us the exact
results that we want, then we need something to trigger your
nucleus accumbens and your precuneus in a way that makes you
susceptible, so I can instill this need and dependency in you, but
at the same time I don’t want to ruin any of my test results so
far, and then I need to find a way to inhibit your cognitive
functions in a way that allows you to regress. You get it. All of
which are quite big interventions in your brain chemistry. Some
might be so big they’re irreversible. And then well, besides the
ethics of it all, one could call it brainwashing, one might argue
that after that you aren’t you anymore, who do I love if you aren’t
you? If I can adjust your brain to be the girl I want to love, why
would I adjust your brain? I like your brain. Why wouldn’t I for
example adjust Stars brain and program her to be my sweet little
girl? She’s pretty, but her personality could use a little help.
So... but anyway, that’s besides the point. If I were to do that
with you we’re right back were we started, I need to work, I need
to run a company, I can’t take care of you or control you or be
with you as much as I would like and no amount of chemicals or
medication is going to change that.’

Fay had closed her eyes, her soliloquy went
on and on, she named loads of chemicals and neurological
terminology she talked about synapses and neurotransmitters and
hormones and neurological activity and raised a bunch of questions
Romy didn’t know the answer to. Although after a while her
monologue slowed down, she spoke slower and slower, mumbling the
words, incoherent words. Fay was falling asleep, Romy realized.

Maybe she needed to wake her up, but she
didn’t want to. She just sat on the edge of the bed and reached out
her hand, she stroke Fay’s knee. A smile crept over Fay’s sleeping
face. Romy unlaced Fay’s shoes and slipped them of her feet, then
she crawled on top of the bed and pushed her body against Fay.

She softly kissed her on the cheek and Fay
started to stir a little bit.

‘God, sweetheart.’ She mumbled. ‘Mommy loves
you so much.’

‘I love you too, mommy.’ Romy whispered
softly in her ear.

She didn’t know if Fay heard her, or even
registered she was there. She just nestled herself close to Fay’s
body and lied awake for hours, just listening to Fay’s breathing,
softly stroking Fay’s lower arm. Maybe she was acting creepy, she
was quite sure she was acting creepy, she shouldn’t be pushy and
she should just respect Fays decision. Although Fay was sending
mixed signals, one moment she seemed to like Romy and the next
moment she broke up with Romy because of some bullshit excuse. Fay
was probably just as confused and insecure as Romy, but if Romy
showed her she was all in, Fay would eventually warm up to her
right?

‘My child, you’re adorable. You have no idea
how much I love you.’ Fay said in a hoarse sleepy voice.

Romy got a burst of butterflies. See. Fay did
love her. Deep down Fay did love her, it was just some crazy self
conscious overthinking that made Fay break up with her. Fay should
have jet lags way more often. Or maybe Romy could try to sedate
Fay, give her some injection with tranquilizers or feed her some
drugged drink

She ran her hand over Fay’s sleeping body.
The shoulders, the soft breasts, the curvy hips. She massaged Fay’s
thigh and involuntarily Fay’s body spasmed. Romy paused for a
little moment and waited to see if Fay would wake up and send her
downstairs again. But Fay’s eyes remained shut, her lips slightly
parted. She started rubbing Fay’s thighs again. This time the body
spasm and convulsions didn’t scare her. She just examined the body,
felt her up. Her hand running under the silky blouse, her fingers
running over Fay’s belly. Soft smooth skin. It was squishy and firm
at the same time. She wanted to be nice to Fay. Loving caresses and
soft kisses on the cheek. Another one, this one on the corner of
her mouth, a kiss on the slightly parted lips.






Fay didn’t move. Romy probed her tongue into
Fays mouth. Fay kissed her back, Fay’s tongue was moving around
Romy’s tongue, touching each other, twirling and toying around each
other.

Fay moaned.

‘God, this is just...’ Fay sighed.
‘Sweetheart come here.’ She wrapped her arms around Romy and pulled
her in close. She spooned her and fell asleep again. Romy kept
quiet. She just started to rub and stroke Fay’s body again.

‘Alright than, you can sleep here tonight.’
Fay said.

Romy still didn’t say anything. One part of
her said she needed to get out, to reject Fay just as Fay had
rejected her. But another part of her was just too elated to be
with Fay, she didn’t want to think about it, she just wanted to
enjoy any moment she could have with Fay.

She unbuttoned Fay’s blouse and admired the
boobs, putting her fingers deep within the flesh, rubbing the palm
of her hand over the bra. Caressing the stomach, the rim of the
skirt. She unzipped the skirt and slid her hand in the panties. She
felt the stubble of pubic hair rasping against her fingers, a warm
muggy spot in between the legs. She played around the labia,
carefully monitoring Fay’s face. Fay just lied there with closed
eyes, softly moaning and rocking her hips, bumping her pelvis into
Romy’s hand. Fay seemed to like it.

Quite unexpectedly Fay opened her eyes. Her
blue grayish pupils looking up at Romy. An insecure smile when she
realized Romy was hanging over her.

‘I’m awake still.’ She said. ‘What time is
it?’

Romy didn’t answer, she just leaned over and
kissed Fay’s lips shut.

‘I don’t want to lead you on.’ Fay mumbled.
‘I don’t want to give you any false hope or whatever.’

‘Sshhh.’ Romy said. ‘Close your eyes mommy,
it’s going to be alright.’

Fay shook her head. ‘My love. You haven’t got
a clue. Don’t say that unless you mean it, this isn’t a game to
me.’

‘It isn’t a game to me either.’ Romy
said.

Fay shook her head but she didn’t push Romy
away. She just closed her eyes again and stopped talking. She did
put her legs a little bit wider so Romy had even better access to
the pussy.

Romy pulled the skirt up and pulled the
panties down. She sat up straight to explore the pussy. Soft pink
fluffy labia. Wet and shiny. A bit rough with stubble though. She
rubbed her finger up and down in between the labia and then she
slid her finger inside. She started moving in and out.

Fay’s body reacting. Squirming, panting,
moaning. Romy was almost a bit disappointed when Fay orgasmed. She
didn’t want it to be over yet, she wanted to play with the pussy
for way longer, but Fay grabbed her wrist and said it was too
sensitive now. She pulled Romy in and embrace. Romy the small
spoon. Fay the big spoon. Fay’s breathing became deeper, more
regular and soon Romy could hear her snoring.

 


In the morning Fay was up way before Romy. Romy felt
her slipping out of their embrace, then tucking Romy in under the
blankets, for a moment Romy wanted to fall back asleep, then she
realized she shouldn’t let Fay get away from her, because it could
be weeks before they shared another moment like this.

‘Where are you going?’ Romy sleepily
asked.

‘I’m wide awake.’ Fay said. ‘I’m going to do
some work.’

‘No.’ Romy said. She sat up straight and
pushed the blankets off. ‘No, you have to lie with me. Come.’

She saw Fay’s silhouette standing next to the
bed. When Fay didn’t come, Romy got up out of bed, she wrapped her
arms around Fay.

‘Come back to bed please.’ She said.

‘I’m bored laying in bed staring at the
ceiling, I’d rather be productive.’

‘Come back to bed mommy.’ Romy said.

‘I told you not to joke about that.’ Fay
said. ‘Don’t joke about it or call me mommy to manipulate me,
unless you’re ready to carry the consequences and be my little
girl.’

‘We can use the medicine right?’ Romy
said.

Fay shrugged. ‘I explained didn’t I? It’s a
long process to get the results I want. It isn’t a one time shot I
can give you, it’s requires a long period of training and
programming to get you to be the little girl I want and some of the
effects might be irreversible, are you ready to be my little girl
24/7. And what happens when I go on a business trip? Where do I
hire a nanny?’

Fay pushed her away and walked into the
living room, she started to unpack some suitcases. Romy followed
her. It was cold, so she wrapped a blanket around her shoulders,
she sat down next to Fay on the floor and looked at the blouses and
dirty underwear Fay pulled out.

‘What if we use some intervenosuccinaat.’
Romy said. ‘We’ve discussed that in class. Marsha said it can
trigger some area in the brain... I don’t know... I forget what
it’s called, but then perception of reality can be changed or
influenced?’

‘You should pay better attention in class.’
Fay said shaking her head.

‘Or what if we use like a cocktail of some
muscle relaxer and maybe Genotri-oxylaat? It won’t turn me into a
little but it will make me loose inhibitions and block off part of
my frontal cortex, making me more impulsive and less able to
concentrate or access higher cognitive functions. Won’t my behavior
then resemble that of a little girl?’

‘Yeah, maybe, or you know taking away
inhibitions could also turn you into a serial killer.’

‘No it won’t.’ Romy said. ‘Marsha told me
about that, she said that could only happen in theory, and it never
happens for real.’

‘Okay.’ Fay said. ‘If you’re that insistent
I’ll think up a little cocktail for you and we’ll give it another
chance. The cocktail won’t be perfect though and I still need you
to play your part. As soon as I feel you’re laughing or just not
taking it seriously I pull the plug, understood?’

Romy nodded compliantly.

 


All day in class she was nervous. At night she went
up to Fay’s penthouse, but Fay didn’t have time to design and cook
up a cocktail, yet Romy wasn’t kicked out. They hung out together,
watching Netflix, eating crisps, talking. Romy and Fay slouching
together on the couch. Fay softly caressing Romy’s shoulder.

Romy could see Fay was still conflicted. One
moment Fay could look at her with this mollified look on her face,
and a few moments later there was this detached indifference. When
Fay almost fell asleep she mumbled the sweetest things, telling
Romy she loved her to bits and that Romy had no idea how much she
meant to Fay. But when Fay was wide awake there was no mention of
the word love. According to Fay they were just hanging out or
chilling and apathetically she shrugged and told Romy they could
never ever be lovers.

Romy wasn’t quite sure why she stuck around
and allowed herself to be hurt over and over again. There was just
something about about Fay, something that made her feel like Fay
was completely enamored by her, that Fay was just scared by the
intensity of the love she felt for Romy. They could be happy
together, they could have this magical connection with the two of
them, once she managed to break down all the barriers Fay put up.
Fay just wanted her to put the effort in an tear down those
walls.

It was a regular lab day. Romy and her
classmates had to assist with some experiment. Romy put some
solution in a test tube and shook it around then she prepared the
tube for titration. Through the windows of the lab she could see
out in the hallway, across in another lab worked Fay. A white lab
coat, her hair put up in two messy buns. Once in a while she would
look up at Romy and smile or wink or put her thumbs up. After class
had ended Fay opened the door and gestured Romy to come over.

Romy put her lab coat back on and Fay showed
her what she had been working on.

‘It isn’t perfect.’ Fay said. ‘It isn’t
perfect by far, but I guess it’s a start.’ She showed Romy some
chemical formulas, they were handwritten in a notebook. Romy
studied them. Although she was getting along nicely in class and
most of the formulas and chemicals didn’t startle her anymore, this
seemed to be of an whole other complexity. She couldn’t understand
it without any more explanation.

‘What’s this?’ She asked Fay.

‘It’s the cocktail.’ Fay said. She shyly
looked away. ‘You know if we want to try age play again. Look I’ve
put this one in, especially for you.’ She pointed at a string of
letters and numbers. Romy recognized it from class and tried to
recall what it was and what it did.

‘If you still want to.’ Fay said. She grabbed
the notebook and started talking about the chemicals and her
considerations for using the ones she’d used. Romy nodded.

‘So you’re okay with using this?’ Fay
asked.

‘I’m okay.’ Romy said. She was getting
butterflies in her tummy and nodded. ‘Okay.’ She said again.

Fay filled up two syringes and poured the
rest of the liquid into a little bottle that she dropped into the
pocket of her lab coat, then the two of them walked towards the
elevator.

‘Why two?’ Romy asked as the elevator started
going up. She hesitated for a moment but eventually she grabbed
Fay’s hand.

Fay shrugged. ‘Don’t know.’ Fay said. ‘For
tomorrow morning maybe. Are you scared?’

Romy shook her head. When the elevator reach
the top floor they got out, they entered the apartment and went
straight for the walking closet and the hidden ageplay
apartment.

‘Maybe I’m a little bit scared.’ Romy said
when she bent her head and walked through the secret door. ‘Not
because of the medication, but you know... that you’ll break up
with me again if I don’t do it right.’

‘Sweetheart.’ Fay said with a sigh. She
draped and arm over Romy’s shoulder and briefly squeezed her
against her own torso. ‘Don’t put so much pressure on yourself, it
isn’t a test, darling.’

Romy nodded. It still felt like a test. She
tried to smile.

First she had to pick out a footsie pajama.
Romy choose a mint green one with little teddy bears all over. She
undressed herself, put the footsie on and then she lied down in the
crib. Fay had the syringe ready. Romy was nervous but also
aroused.

‘Here’s what’s going to happen, my child.’
Fay said. The side of the crib was open and Fay sat next to her on
the mattress. ‘I’m going to give you this injection, you’ll feel
the regular euphoria you know from your treatments kicking in
first, after that the other chemicals will come into play. It’ll
feel like you’re falling asleep or falling into trance, don’t fight
it, I’ll put some suggestions into your subconscious and when you
wake up you’ll be my baby. You’ll be my little girl, the chemicals
and the hypnotic suggestions might make it a bit easier but you’ll
have to commit and play along as well. From the moment you wake up,
until I tell you it’s okay to stop, You just are my little girl.
Agreed?’

‘Agreed.’ Romy said.

Fay then rolled op the sleeve of her footsie
and pushed the needle through Romy’s skin. A tiny sting, then she
felt a warm cloud spreading and filling up her arm. Romy’s pussy
was throbbing, she wanted to be helpless, helplessly sedated and
Fay would take care of her, Fay would touch her and maybe abuse
her. She would pretend to be a little girl, but that didn’t matter,
it was all about being helpless. Being helpless turned her on.

She felt a wave of numbing euphoria flushing
through her brain. Her thoughts slowing down, her eyes getting
fuzzy. Her entire body was warm and tingling. She’d missed this,
with her spa privileges taken away, moments like this were
extremely rare.

‘Feels so good.’ She mumbled.

Fay rubbed Romy’s tummy, it was comforting
and save.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said.

She was getting dizzy. Her muscles started to
feel flabby and heavy. The room seemed to be spinning. She wanted
to say something to Fay but her tongue didn’t work any more. Her
mind was engulfed, wave by wave. Her thoughts all fading away,
draining away. Her eyes were rolling up and fluttering.

‘Sshhh.’ Fay said. ‘Surrender now. Surrender
to mommy. Listen to mommy’s voice. You’ll fall into trance in 10...
9... 8...’

 


There was a tranquil buzz in her head, it followed
the beating of her hearth. Slowly she came to. At first she didn’t
quite understand where she was or what had happened. She just saw
bars, white bars all around her. Reaching all the way up to the
ceiling. No, that was an exaggeration. She was laying in a crib, a
blanket tucked in around her torso. A stuffed animal squished in
her arms and over her head dangled some mobile.

She fought the misty nebula’s in her head, it
was swirling all around her, pulling her in, blocking off her
thoughts. Why couldn’t she understand? She kept on fighting and
trying to recall what had happened, and then she remembered. She
remembered Fay and the injection and she relaxed. She needed to
pretend to be a baby, she needed to pretend to be a little girl.
She could just give in to the luring drowsiness. It didn’t matter
that she didn’t understand, little girls didn’t need to understand.
She could just feel helplessly sedated, she sank back into the
mattress. She felt the impulse to suck her thumb.

For a moment she fought that impulse and she
tried to constrain herself. But then she remembered she had to play
along, she’d promised Fay she would play along, sucking her thumb
would be playing along, so why fight it? Why not simply give in.
She put her thumb in her mouth and started to suckle. A warm wave
of soothing comfort engulfed her mind, it was as if she was being
drugged all over again. She just sank into this blissful feeling,
some sleepiness crept all around her and she snoozed a little while
longer until Fay’s face appeared over the crib.

‘Hi there sweetheart, are you awake?’ Fay
asked.

Romy didn’t really know what to say or do.
Should she answer or not? How would she play along most. Maybe she
could just keep her mouth shut, she could be a little girl that
couldn’t talk yet, but if she couldn’t talk she couldn’t say
“mommy” either. She wanted to say “mommy.” First so she could show
Fay she did play along and secondly because saying “mommy” would
make Fay really attached to her. She wanted Fay to feel really
attached to her.

‘Come sit up straight.’ Fay said.

Romy tried to. Her muscles wear heavy and her
body felt drained of all energy. She had to pull herself up from
the bars of the crib until she was in a sitting position.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘Now lets get us some
dinner shall we? Cause mommy is really hungry and I guess Romy is
hungry too aren’t you, my child?’

Romy nodded and put her thumb back into her
mouth. It was just so soothing to suckle on her thumb, it felt as
if the world was fading, as if the world turned into this soft
welcoming space the moment she suckled on her thumb.

Fay opened the side of the cot and helped
Romy climb out. Romy’s muscles weren’t really cooperative, she felt
wobbly and weak, but she did manage to stand op straight. Fay
supported her and walked her towards the kitchen, where she put
Romy in a high chair. Romy was secured within a harness and the
tray was closed shut in front of her tummy.

Two plates of food were already standing on
the table. It were curly fries and hot dogs and lots of peas. Fay
put Romy’s plate of food on the tray, but she didn’t give Romy any
cutlery, was she supposed to eat with her hands? Romy was indeed
very hungry, she’d been working all day at the lab today. She
picked up a fry and shoved it into her mouth. It wasn’t that weird
to eat fries and hot dogs with her hands, only the peas were
somewhat difficult, especially with her partially sedated muscles.
The peas were small and slippery and there was ketchup all over her
plate, that was now all over her fingers and cheeks. Stealthily she
tried to study the look on Fay’s face, maybe eating messy would be
playing along, right?

She wasn’t quite sure how messy she dared to
eat, besides her muscles still felt tired and incredibly drained.
She was somewhat happy when finally Fay finished her own food and
she got out a wet wipe to clean Romy’s fingers and face. Then she
spoon fed Romy the rest of her food.

She also fed Romy her pudding, and then she
said it was time for bath. She unbuckled Romy and supported her
while they walked towards the bathroom. Romy hadn’t been in the
bathroom before. There was a bathtub and a toilet and also an adult
size potty. That was pink with a princess picture on it.

‘You need to go potty sweetheart?’ Fay
said.

Romy shook her head.

‘Try anyway.’ Fay said. She undid Romy’s
footsie and slipped it off of her body and then she sat Romy down
on the potty. It was quite cold in the bathroom and Romy shivered.
She felt uncomfortable and somewhat humiliated. She was convinced
she couldn’t pee with Fay standing there and watching her. But she
did feel some pressure in her bladder. She stared at her own feet
and tried to concentrate, but it was simply impossible to pee.

Fay just stood there waiting.

‘Mommy?’ Romy said.

‘Are you done sweetheart?’ Fay asked. She
helped Romy standing up, she had a piece of toilet paper already in
her hands, would she be wiping Romy clean? Romy wasn’t sure if she
wanted that to happen, should she call the safe word? It was just
too humiliating. The moment was gone already and she didn’t want to
ruin their play so she kept her mouth shut.

‘We’ll try again later, sweetheart.’ Fay
said. Her hand cupping Romy’s chin. ‘Don’t look so sad, mommy is
still very proud of you. Are you ready for your bath now?’

Fay turned on the tap and warm steamy water
filled up the tub. She poured some bubbles into the water. Romy got
into the tub, she hoped it would be like one of the herbal baths,
but it was just a regular bath. The water was all warm, and the
bubbles smelled sweet, like raspberries or strawberries or
something. She sat down in the water and felt all happy and rosy.
She sank down until her entire body was beneath the surface, only
her head was sticking out of the water.

Fay got out a sponge and dipped it in the
water, she started to wash Romy. Slippery soap was rubbed into her
skin, it was nice. Romy gave in to the slumbers and just registered
the sensations of Fay taking care of her. Fay washing her. It was
really soothing and comfortable. Instinctively her thumb was
looking for her mouth again.

‘Wait a minute, sweety.’ Fay said. She
intercepted Romy’s thumb and wiped all the bubbles and soap off of
it. ‘Otherwise it’ll taste yuck.’

Now Romy felt uncomfortably self aware, but
she didn’t dare to crawl back so she put her thumb in her mouth
anyway. Curiously studying Fay’s face. She wanted to ask how she
was doing, if everything was going as it was suppose to, but asking
that would break character so she shyly just suckled on her thumb.
Her free hand played a bit with the bubbles, nice and soft. A lot
of little bubbles popping, it sounded like crackling or
sizzling.

Fay’s sponge was now rubbing her in between
her legs. It aroused her quite a bit, a warm ball of energy build
up in between her legs, warmer and warmer, hornier and hornier. She
laid her head back against the rim of the tub and closed her eyes.
Her body was trembling, her breathing superficial.

‘Does that feel good sweetheart, do you like
it when mommy cleans you in between your legs?’

The warm sensations spread quickly, arousal
was feeling more and more overwhelming, and orgasm wasn’t that far
off.

‘Mommies need to clean their little girls
thoroughly, that’s a mommies job.’ Fay said.

Romy nodded. Her thumb had slipped from her
mouth. She was panting, almost moaning, she wasn’t sure if moaning
was allowed or if that was too much of an adult thing to do. She
could hardly control herself. Fay’s fingers just kept on rubbing
her. Fay’s fingers? What happened to the sponge? She didn’t care.
Fays fingers now slipped inside.

‘Mommy also needs to clean you on the inside,
doesn’t she?’

Romy nodded. Fay’s finger filled her up,
trusting back and forth. Romy moaned.

‘That feels good, doesn’t it sweety? Don’t
worry about it, it’s supposed to feel good. Mommy knows what she’s
doing. Just relax. You don’t have to understand, you don’t have to
think. Just lay back and relax.’

Romy nodded. She let the sensations wash over
her, the sloshing water, Fay’s mesmerizing voice, the fingers
caressing her, entering her, fondling her. Arousal was building and
building, she felt better and better, as if she was slowly being
lifted.

‘Good girl. Now cum for mommy, you’ve got my
permission to orgasm.’ Fay said.

Suddenly she was yanked over the edge.
Arousal was released into her body, it splashed through her spine,
her neck, it engulfed her mind. She was trembling, her hips
rocking. It just felt good, so good.

Fay’s hand was tenderly placed beneath the
back of her head, so that Romy wouldn’t hurt herself no matter how
much her body was spasming. Eventually the waves of Ecstasy
subsided and a tranquil satisfaction buzzed in her pussy.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. She patted Romy on the
head and then got undressed herself. Romy sneakily admired Fay’s
body. She looked at the curves and the soft boobs, the small waist,
the belly button and hips, and then in between her legs that
special spot. Pinkish labia a clitoris peeping out. Fay got into
the tub and sat behind Romy. Romy leaning into the soft skin and
the mushy boobs.

She let out a satisfied moan. ‘I love you
mommy.’ She mumbled. Fay’s embrace tightened and Romy was almost
squished in the hug. Fay’s chin resting on Romy’s shoulder, she
teasingly licked the back of Romy’s ear and the earlobe. Then she
grabbed Romy’s hand and guided it towards her own pussy.

It was a bit uncomfortable and Romy changed
positions until she found a way to lean against Fay’s chest and
fondle the pussy without dislocating her shoulder. Fay’s hand laid
on top of her own hand. Fay guided her fingers.

‘Now mommy made you feel good, now it’s your
turn to help mommy feel good. That’s only fair isn’t it, my little
one?’

Romy nodded. She rubbed her fingers over
Fay’s pussy. She felt the crinkly skin slipping past her
fingertips, she stroke up and down, the outer labia, and then
pushed her fingers in between the inner labia until she felt the
entrance. Warm and slimy. She pushed her finger inside and fumbled
around the spongy insides.

She heard Fay’s breathing increasing and
since her head was resting against Fay’s chest, her head was now
raising and falling with each inhale and exhale. She fingered
Fay.

‘That’s a good girl. You do that so well.
Mommy is very proud of you sweetheart. You know how to pleasure
mommy so good.’ Her encouragements became stammering and stumbling,
words alternated by moans and sighs.

‘Mommy is going to cum sweety. Now don’t be
scared, there’s no need to be scared. In a moment mommy is going to
cum.’

Her body tensed up and her back was arching
backwards. Her moans sounded more like grumbling. It was an orgasm
longer and intenser than Romy had ever seen in Fay. Maybe she’d
never seen Fay orgasm at all she realized. Fay had closed her eyes,
she seemed to be completely swept up in this pleasure. Her body was
tense with tiny spasms once in a while.

Finally Fay relaxed. When she opened her eyes
she still looked somewhat dazed and dreamy.

‘You’re a good girl.’ She said. ‘That went
really deep, you gave mommy a really deep orgasm, sweetheart.’ She
grabbed Romy’s face and planted it full of little kisses. A tight
embrace. They stayed in the tub wrapped up in this cuddle forever.
At least it felt like forever. When they got out, the water was
cold and Romy shivered with the chills. She wanted to grab a towel
and dry of herself off, but Fay intercepted her.

Still dripping wet she had to walk into the
living space and climb op on the dresser. On the changing pad
already laid a big terry towel. It had a hood part that Fay gently
placed over Romy’s head and then she wrapped Romy into the fabric.
She was completely swaddled like a little baby.

It actually felt quite safe and soothing to
be wrapped up so tightly. She just laid there and waited until Fay
got dressed. Then Fay came over, she firstly toweled Romy dry,
although the terry fabric had already dried most of her body, and
then she covered Romy’s body in baby oil. Smooth slick hands
sliding over Romy’s body, over her arms, her chest, her legs and
feed. Romy closed her eyes. It was almost like getting a
massage.

‘Did bathing make you a bit sleepy, my love?’
Fay asked.

Romy shook her head and Fay squeezed in
Romy’s cheek with an endeared smile on her face. Then she grabbed a
diaper. Romy stared in disbelief at the white plastic covered in
pictures of alphabet blocks. Just when she thought it would be
alright, just when she thought she could get used to this. The
sight of the diaper made all her fears and hesitations and
humiliation come back.

For a moment she contemplated saying the
safeword. But her love for Fay won, or maybe it was her curiosity
that won, so far being a little girl was way more soothing and nice
than she’d anticipated, maybe wearing a diaper wasn’t that bad, or
maybe the humiliation turned her on somewhat. She wasn’t quite sure
what happened within her body, but she was scared and entranced by
the diaper at the same time. She kept her mouth shut, she didn’t
yell out the safeword and when Fay asked if it was alright if Mommy
put her into a diaper for the night, she even nodded.

Fay swaddled her hips. The diaper was snug
and tightly fitted. Yet strangely bulky in between her legs at the
same time. The fabric on the inside rubbed up against her pussy, it
was a nice sensation that tickled her labia and reminded her how
little she was.

‘Done.’ Fay said with a smile. ‘Ah, look at
that adorable face. Look at my adorable little darling.’ Fay cooed
she pressed the tip of her index finger on Romy’s nose. She hid her
nose in Romy’s tummy and gave her lots of kisses. On her tummy on
her boobs, all over her face.

‘Who’s mommy’s little girl?’ She asked.
‘Who’s mommy’s big sweetheart?’

Romy smiled. Me, me, me, she wanted to shout,
but something held her back. Instead she just chuckled and cooed
back.

‘This girl!’ Fay said. ‘Little Romy is my
sweetheart.’

She hoisted Romy in the same footsie pajama,
the bulky diaper stretched out the fabric around her hips and ass.
Fay helped her up and off of the dresser and then she walked Romy
to the mirror.

Because of all the bulk in between her hips
it didn’t really feel like walking, more like waddling, or maybe
that was just the remnants of the injection Fay had given her, her
muscles were still affected and weak.

She sat down and Fay tenderly brushed her
hair. It was hypnotizing almost, the soft pull, the tender fingers.
Afterwards they sat on the couch and watched a movie together.
Halfway through Fay grabbed Romy’s thumb and placed it in Romy’s
mouth. Romy didn’t object, she just suckled.

When the movie ended Fay went to prepare a
bottle of milk for Romy. She cradled Romy and bottle fed her just
like before. Lukewarm milk drizzling over her tongue, it seemed to
taste somewhat more sweet than the last time, or maybe she just
misremembered. When the bottle was halfway empty a warmth started
to glow in her stomach, she felt fuzzy on the inside, as fuzzy and
velvety soft as the footsie she was wearing. A satisfied bliss came
over her. Sleepily she started yawning, she closed her eyes and
continued to suckle.

Whenever she started to drift off Fay moved
the nipple around in her mouth to wake her up again.

‘Come on, sweety.’ She would say. ‘Drink just
a little bit more for mommy.’

Romy felt swept away by this sleepy
drowsiness. She vaguely suspected that maybe Fay had drugged her
drink, but she wasn’t quite sure about that, maybe she was just
tired after her long day at the lab. Maybe being cradled and cared
for just released those endorphines she’d read about on the
internet, maybe she was entering little space and now her brain
just subconsciously reacted the way an actual little girl would
respond to getting her night time bottle feed. She wasn’t really
sure what was happening, her mind running in circles trying to
comprehend, until she let go. It didn’t matter. She was with Fay.
She felt warm and nice and snug and safe and comforted. She just
wanted to surrender to this blissful peace.

‘All gone.’ She heard Fay’s voice say.

She tried to open her eyes, but she couldn’t
focus, the world around her was one big haze, her eyelids so heavy.
Fay hoisted her up in a sitting position and patted her on the
back.

‘That milk has made you drowsy hasn’t it
sweetheart?’ Fay said. ‘After you’ve burped, mommy will bring you
to bed. You think you want a bedtime story or are you to tired for
that?’

Romy’s body was feeling way too heavy, she
couldn’t keep her own head up, she nidnodded until her head found a
snug warm resting place against Fay’s shoulder. Fay’s hand was
still rubbing her back, up and down, slapping her softly in between
her shoulder blades until indeed a little burp escaped her
mouth.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘Sweetheart.’ Fay
planted a lot of kisses on Romy’s cheek, she tenderly stroke her
face and then told her she would bring her to bed and tuck her in.
She supported Romy as the walked back to the crib. As soon as Romy
lied down she felt the world around her spinning away, her mind
started drifting.

Fay disappeared. Startled and scared Romy
opened her eyes. ‘Mommy.’ She screamed.

‘Sshhh, hon. I’m still here, I’m just getting
you a pacifier.’

Romy tried to come up to a sitting position,
she wanted to see what Fay was doing, but she was way too tired,
her muscles too weak.

‘Mommy.’ She said again.

‘Almost done.’ Fay said, and then she
appeared next to Romy again. ‘Mommy has put a little suprise in
your binky. It’s a very very special binky, with a very very
special medicine in it, an aphrodisiac. You’re way too small to
know what that means aren’t you? Mommy using all those complicated
words. But I’ll bet you’ll like it loads.’

She put the binky into Romy’s mouth. Even
though Romy was very tired and sleepy, she did remember what an
aphrodisiac was and enthusiastically she started to suckle.

Fay sat next to her on the bed and read her a
bedtime story. Romy couldn’t really follow any of it. She was way
to sleepy and drowsy on the one hand and on the other hand she was
distracted by the happy tingling glow in between her legs. It
seemed like her pussy was throbbing with warmth and arousal, it was
spreading across her body, but the sleepiness was increasing
quickly as well. She was swept up in this swirling nebula of
blissful sleep and arousing tingles, the world around her
disappeared, the world inside of her body expanded to the size of
the universe. She never made it to the end of the story.

 


When she woke up she was in a dim lit room, some
light fell through the curtains, creating long dark shadows. She
felt energized. The bars of the crib surrounded her. She remembered
everything that had happened last night, they tried age play and it
went quite well, didn’t it? Fay wasn’t mad at her, Fay didn’t send
her away, and Romy actually liked some of the activities they
did.

It was a bit weird waking up in a crib all by
herself thought. She’d rather wake up next to Fay in the king sized
bed in the penthouse. When she stood up the bars still came up till
her chin. She tried to climb out but it was to high, she looked for
the mechanism to make the bars swing open but she couldn’t find it.
This was weird. She needed to go to the bathroom, badly.

Why was she locked in here? Didn’t their
roleplay end tonight? She was still wearing that bulky diaper and
that silky soft footsy. She wasn’t going to wet the diaper though,
she just wanted to get out of the crib and use the toilet.

Again she started looking for some sort of
lever or lock to get rid of the bars, but she was effectively
locked in an Fay was no where to be found.

‘Fay.’ She yelled. But no response came.
‘Fay? Where are you? Can you get me out?’ Romy screamed a little
bit louder. On the dresser she saw some light flickering each time
she made a sound. ‘Fay.’ She said and again a green led light
flared up. It must be some sort of baby monitor Romy presumed. She
talked directly to the green led light.

‘Fay, please wake up.’ She said. ‘I need to
go to the bathroom, you need to help me get out of this crib.’

She waited for a little while. She kept quiet
and intensely listened to the sounds all around her. It was silent,
no rumbling, no nothing. So either Fay was fast asleep or Fay had
gone to work in the laboratories or something. Romy sighed. She
could try and trash the crib or she could yell out the safe word,
but she didn’t want to do either one of those things. Maybe she
should just accept that she was locked in here for now. It kind of
turned her on. The lack of responsibility that came from being
locked in her crib was appealing. She didn’t have to do anything.
Fay knew she couldn’t get out, so until Fay came to get her she had
no obligations to do whatsoever, she was just free.

She sank back into the mattress and tried to
sleep for a little while longer. The pressure on her bladder was
distracting her. She tried to take her mind of off it. She toyed
around with the dangling mobile for a while, she pulled the string
and listened to the song while she watched all the stars and
unicorns move and turn around each other.

Yet she still had to pee badly.

‘Mommy.’ She yelled. Realizing that if they
were still roleplaying, it would be way more likely to get Fay to
respond to that. ‘Mommy, mommy, mommy.’ She screamed. Yet putting
that much pressure on her lungs and vocal cords also put pressure
on her bladder and she felt a little pee seeping out. She squeezed
her legs together. The urge to go was really overwhelming, she
couldn’t hold back for much longer.

‘Mommy.’ She said again, although not as hard
anymore.

It was seeping out of her. A tiny warm
drizzle, she felt it leave her labia and soak her diaper. It became
wet and muggy and the diaper seemed to swell up and become even
more bulkier. She was relieved the pressure on her bladder was
gone, she was also relieved she didn’t pee the crib, maybe she was
lucky she was wearing a diaper. She sat down. And felt the soggy
diaper pressing against her bum. One part of her wanted to take the
diaper off, but another part of her was holding her back, what if
Fay didn’t come back for another few hours, maybe she had to go
again. Or was that just an excuse to keep wearing the diaper. She
shook her head, she didn’t like it, but it did feel save to keep it
on, and she did like the lack of responsibility she felt when
wearing the diaper.

She sat down in her crib. For a while she was
bored, but then she noticed this shift in her mind. She wasn’t
actually bored, there were lots of stimuli. She could look at the
dangling mobile, she could look at the stuffed animal, she could
look... everywhere, there were loads of interesting things to see,
and to feel, the fabric of her footsy for example, or the bulky
diaper, or the blanket in the crib. It was almost as if her brain
reached some sort of meditative state of mindfulness, where the
world around her was just endlessly interesting and she didn’t need
any distractions to prevent her from being bored. Being bored was
actually quite relaxing.

It felt like hours had past when Fay finally
came into her room.

‘Mommy.’ She exclaimed happily, when she saw
Fay come in through the secret door. ‘Where were you?’

‘I needed to work.’ Fay said. ‘I checked on
you before I went to work, but you were so sound asleep I didn’t
want to disturb you. I had a meeting with the legal department and
then I had to sit through a number of pitches from the marketing
department.’ Fay smiled. ‘But now I’ve managed to sneak away to
check up on my little sweetheart. How are you? Hungry I guess.
Let’s start by giving you another shot right, I guess the last one
has flushed through by now. Are you okay with that Romy, with
getting another shot and continue playing for a little while
longer.’

Romy nodded. ‘Don’t I need to go to class?’
She asked.

‘Silly girl.’ Fay said squeezing Romy’s
cheek. ‘You’re way to young to go to school don’t you, you can’t
sit in class wearing a diaper can you?’

Romy shook her head. ‘Can I take my diaper
off?’

‘No.’ Fay said. ‘Better not. Mommy has to
work still, when mommy gets home from work tonight we can take your
diaper of and try some more potty training. Now lay down so mommy
can give you your shot.’

Romy was a bit confused, but she obeyed
anyway. The attraction to getting another shot was stronger than
her fear of potty training. She willingly rolled up her own sleeve
and Fay mused about what a helpful little girl she was. She yanked
a needle in Romy’s elbow and soon Romy felt the warm euphoria
spreading through her body, she felt her muscles getting warm and
relaxed and heavy. Then she noticed her thoughts slowing down,
every bit of her brain was focused on Fay now, she waited for Fay
to start counting backwards from ten, but Fay didn’t start at ten,
she just said three, two, one and snapped her fingers, and Romy
sank into this deep mindless trance.

Somewhere in the distance she heard Fay
talking, but she didn’t consciously register the words, it didn’t
matter, she liked drifting of in this mind numbing slumbers. When
she woke up she vaguely remembered she didn’t actually sleep,
although her head was feeling fuzzy. She felt liberated and free as
if thoughts that were holding her back had now disappeared from her
brain.

Yet the fuzzy euphoria kept her calm and
sedated.

‘Now let get you some breakfast, although
it’s almost lunchtime, lets get you some brunch.’ She helped Romy
walk to the high chair. Romy’s muscles were weak and flabby,
although she didn’t try all that hard to support herself, she liked
slouching in Fay’s arms way better. She climbed in the high chair
and Fay secured her with the harness and shoved the tray in front
of her.

There were waffles with bacon and there also
was a sippy cup filled with orange juice. Romy wasn’t even that
aware of her hunger until she took the first bite. Once she
swallowed she felt her tummy coming to life, her stomach rumbling.
She quickly stuffed her mouth with waffles and bacon, her fingers
and cheek dripping with maple syrup. After she was filled up she
drank from the sippy cup. She was vaguely aware Fay was looking at
her with those glossy love filled eyes. She smiled and drank some
more from the sippy cup.

‘Thank you, mommy.’ She said. Just because
she wanted to see Fay melt away with love and endearment. Fay
smiled and squeezed her cheek. With a wet wipe she cleaned Romy’s
hand and face and then she walked her to the play pen and told Romy
to go in there.

‘I don’t want to be locked in the play pen,
mommy.’ Romy said.

‘Well I don’t want to go to work, but that’s
life, sometimes you have to do things that you don’t like.’

‘But...’ Romy said.

‘Stop whining now, my child.’ Fay said. ‘Or
else mommy is going to give you spankies tonight to turn you into
an obedient little girl.’

‘Spankies?’ Romy said shocked. ‘Like you’re
going to spank me? Can’t I go to the bathroom real quick before you
lock me in, or can’t I at least have a clean diaper?’

‘Sweet Romy.’ Fay shook her head. ‘This is
why I didn’t want to fall in love with you, you’re going to ruin my
life, sweetheart.’

Romy got scared by the sad look on Fay’s
face, she didn’t want Fay to go down the pad of breaking up with
her again, so she hastily walked into the play pen and obediently
waited till Fay had locked her in.

‘Kiss.’ Fay ordered. She pushed out her lips
en Romy pressed her own mouth against Fay’s. ‘Good girl.’ Fay said.
‘Now go be a good girl and play nice. Mommy will be back at six I
hope. That is if the meetings don’t run too late. Love you,
sweety.’ She said as she walked away.

Romy’s heart was fluttering, that was the
first time Fay said she loved Romy while she was fully awake,
wasn’t it?

‘Love you too, mommy.’ Romy said.

After that she was left alone again. She
tried to find that meditative state again, but somehow she
couldn’t. Maybe it was because of the injection, or maybe it was
because her stomach was still tumbling from Fay’s ‘love you.’ To
keep herself busy she inspected the toys in the play pen. Besides
the stuffed animals there were also some plastic toys, some with
sound and light effects, a rolling caterpillar, a wooden cube with
shapes cut out, so colorful blocks of the right shape could be
pushed inside. There were beats on crinkly metal wire, there was a
rock-a-stack and a doctors case. She opened the doctors case and
inspected the colorful syringes and stethoscope and knee hammer.
There even was a little plastic anesthesia mask. To humor herself
and to cope with her boredom she pretended to inject one of the
stuffed animals with a sedative, she made him slowly pass out and
then she pretended that one of the other stuffed animals would
grope him. She was actually getting horny fantasizing about that.
She injected about every stuffed animal she could find, but she
mostly enjoyed injecting this doll, that if you tilted it slowly
backwards would actually close her eyes. She injected this doll
over and over again, she pretended it would wake up groggy and
confused and then she would put the snub point of the plastic
syringe into the arm again, or she would put the mask over her
face, or she would make her drink something from the medicine
cup.

She knew she was just playing pretend. She
knew it was ridiculous for a grown woman to actually play with
dolls and a plastic doctors set, but she actually quite enjoyed
herself. It started to feel real, or at least she started to feel
invested in the toys. Besides she was also getting quite horny.

She rubbed her diaper over one of the toys,
pressing the muggy fabric against her labia and clit. She was
riding the rock-a-stack, but still the faint pressure that made it
through the thick layers of diaper wasn’t nearly enough to get her
off. She didn’t want to take the diaper off, because she didn’t
know if she could get it back on herself, but she still wanted to
play with herself and orgasm.

She laid on her back and carefully slid her
hand into the diaper. She registered the wet muggy fabric but she
told her mind to block out any and all thoughts about pee, she just
wanted to orgasm real quick. She rubbed her fingers over her labia
and soon her arousal was skyrocketing. All she had to do was
surrender to the arousal and she went over the edge, her orgasm
crashing through her body. Her body convulsing and trembling and
then she noticed a warm drizzle seeping out of her pussy. She was
squirting. Squirting felt nice and now she was wearing a diaper she
didn’t worry about any mess she made.

After her orgasm subsided she felt a little
ashamed about what she’d done. Her hand was all gross and moist
with pee and squirt she didn’t want to touch anything around her,
maybe to be safe it was better to keep her hand into her
diaper.

She toyed a little with herself and
eventually she must have drifted off. Because she was awoken by
Fay’s voice.

‘Hey there sweetheart. Did you have a nice
time playing?’ Fay asked. Her face appeared behind the bars of the
playpen. ‘Ah you’ve had a very nice time by the look of it.’ Fay
smiled and unlocked the play pen. ‘Come to mommy now.’ She said
outstretching her arms.

Romy wasn’t really sure is she should pull
her hand out of her diaper, she didn’t want to smear germs and
bodily fluids all over, but still keeping her hand in her diaper
was somewhat embarrassing. Embarrassment was better than grossing
everything out, she decided. Fay wrapped her arms around Romy. She
kissed her on the cheeks and pulled her close into a tight hug.

Fay seemed tense at first, but as the hug
lingered on for longer and longer the tension seemed to fade away
from Fay’s body.

After she’d hugged Romy for a while she
pulled Romy’s hand from her diaper. She pulled her towards the sink
and washed it, first with regular soap and after that she put a
dollop of disinfectant on Romy’s palm.

‘That’s better now isn’t it?’ She asked.

Romy nodded.

‘Let’s change your diaper now, go lay down on
the dresser.’ She said. She slapped Romy on her padded bum.

Fay undid her onesie and then undid her
diaper. She threw the dirty diaper out and then she got a bowl with
some warm water and a washcloth. She started to wash Romy ever so
tenderly in between her legs. The wet washcloth rubbing over her
labia stimulating her clit, it was all quite arousing.

Fay kept washing her. Again and again she
dipped the washcloth in the bowl, squeezed the excess water out and
then rubbed the terry cloth over Romy’s pussy. Romy closed her
eyes, she enjoyed the sensations without thinking too much about
it.

‘You’ve got permission to cum now, my love.’
Fay said and Romy’s horniness shot up and away, over the edge, her
body was squirming and panting and moaning, and the most orgasmic
pleasures crashed through her body, bewildering her mind. When she
came down, Fay said again she had permission and again. Romy just
kept on coming. Fay had total control over her body, over her
orgasms at least. Romy didn’t have a say. She lost count of all her
orgasms, she was just floating is this sea of orgasmic pleasures,
she lost her train of thought, she lost herself, the only thing
remaining was her arousal and Fay’s voice.

She was getting exhausted. Her muscles sore
and cramped up, she couldn’t, she just couldn’t anymore. Yet her
body kept on going and going and going. Fay kept on giving her
permission to feel better and better.

Her head started buzzing. ‘I can’t.’ She
mumbled. ‘Mommy.... mommy... I can’t anymore.’

Fay smiled, she put her hand on Romy’s tummy
and shushed until Romy calmed down. She still felt light
headed.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘Now do you want a
diaper or do you want potty training tonight?’ Fay asked.

Blank minded Romy just stared up into the
face hanging over her. She was too overwhelmed, too exhausted by
all those orgasms to focus on the question, to grasp the
consequences of the decision in front of her.

‘Does mommy need to make that decision for
you?’ Fay asked.

Romy nodded.

‘Let’s put on some big girl panties then.’
Fay said. From the dresser she got out a cotton pair of underwear
riddled with pink teddy bears. She pulled it over Romy’s legs and
hips.

‘Now you’re wearing big girl panties you need
to tell mommy when you got to go, okay?’

Romy nodded.

She was hoisted into a footsie once more. The
rest of the night went roughly the same as the last one, they ate
dinner together, they sat on the couch and watched some netflix.
She was leaning against Fay and Fay was mindlessly toying with
Romy’s pussy. Romy snuggled close to her and put her thumb in her
mouth.

‘Sweety.’ Fay said after a while. ‘Why don’t
you kneel in front of Mommy, here on the floor.’ She positioned
Romy like she wanted, then she pulled up her skirt and pulled down
her pantyhose and panties.

‘Give me your hand.’ She said. She grabbed
Romy’s wrist and rubbed the fingers against her pussy. ‘Do you feel
that, my love? Mommy is gotten all wet and slimy down there hasn’t
she. That’s because you’re such a pretty girl and you’re so sweet
and kind and obedient to mommy and you’re so cute, that has made
mommy all turned on.’

Romy was blushing. Partly because of the
patronizing tone in Fays voice but most of all because she had made
Fay this horny. Fay liked her, Fay was crazy about her. She could
make Fay horny. She smiled.

‘Give mommy a kiss.’ Fay said.

Romy looked up and tried to kiss Fay on the
mount, but Fay just pointed to her shiny pussy. ‘Down there.’ She
said.

Carefully Romy squeezed her face in between
Fay’s thighs, she put her lips out and kissed the muggy labia. Fay
smelled great, musky and salty. She kissed her another time and
another time.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said. ‘That’s what mommy
wants. Aren’t you an obedient little one.’ She grabbed Romy’s hair
and pulled her head in even closer. ‘Why don’t you stick your
tongue out and lick mommy, wouldn’t you like to know what mommy
taste like?’

Romy already knew what Fay tasted like,
because they’d sex a number of times, but still she stuck her
tongue out and twirled it around the labia and the clitoris. She
made her tongue hard and pointy and drew quick circles around the
clit, and she also made her tongue soft and mushy licked Fay with
long wide strokes up and down. She knew what Fay liked and she
tried her hardest to satisfy Fay. Fay’s head was tilted backwards,
resting on the couch. Romy licked and sucked. After a while she
slid her finger inside.

‘O sweety.’ Fay said. ‘You wanted to feel
mommy on the inside too? That’s okay honey, feel mommy.’

Romy nodded, she wanted to please and
pleasure Fay. She tried her hardest, she kept on licking and
fingering Fay until she orgasmed. Her back arching. Fay was all
wrapped up within herself Her body trembling, and Fay moaning
loudly. Her hips were rocking so ferociously that Romy had a hard
time following the clit around, but that didn’t seem to bother Fay.
Fay was orgasming hard.

Glassy eyes looking down on Romy. Were there tears in Fay’s eyes or
was that just the regular after orgasm gloss? Romy smiled, she
crawled on Fay’s lap and snuggled her cheek against Fay’s
shoulder.

‘Good girl.’ Fay said while stroking Romy’s
hair. ‘You did good, you did real good, mommy is proud of you.’

They kept on cuddling for a while. Fay
planting loads of little butterfly kisses on Romy’s forehead and
temple.

‘Where do you want to sleep tonight?’ Fay
asked. ‘You want another bottle, just like yesterday and sleep in
your crib here or do you want to sleep with mommy in the big
bed.’

‘With mommy.’ Romy said.

Fay nodded. She got up. ‘Let’s stop playing
then.’ She said.

‘Okay.’ Romy nodded. Still dressed in her
footsy she followed Fay back to the penthouse. It was weird she
knew it had only been a day but it felt way way longer, she didn’t
fully feel like her adult self yet, she still had this urge to suck
on her thumb. They crawled into the big bed together and Fay put
her arm around Romy’s shoulder.

‘How was that for you?’ Fay asked. She seemed
somewhat guarded off again, all this access she had to Fay and to
Fay’s love in the secret ageplay apartment had gone. Fay was a CEO
again, a tough lady, making tough business decisions. Fay had put
her walls back up.

Romy was a bit sad she’d chosen to sleep
here.

‘I can also sleep in the crib if you like.’
She said.

Fay shook her head. ‘Let’s talk first, how
was that experience for you.’

‘Eehm...’ Romy wasn’t sure what to say, she
didn’t want to say anything that would hurt Fay or make her flee on
a business trip again. ‘I liked it.’ She said.

It was silent. ‘Can you tell me a bit more?’
Fay asked. ‘What did you like specifically.’

‘You.’ Romy said whole heartedly.

Fay laughed, shyly and she pulled Romy close.
‘O, darling.’ She said affected.

‘I can do this.’ Romy said encouraged. ‘I
actually quite liked most of it, although sometimes I felt
humiliated or just... somethings were a bit weird, but overall I
like it, I enjoyed it. If this is what needed so I can be with you
I’ll gladly do so.’

Fay smiled. She seemed both happy and sad at
the same time. Romy couldn’t quite determine what was going on in
Fay’s head. ‘I still have to work.’ Fay said. ‘I still have to go
on business trips.’

‘I have to study and attend classes.’ Romy
said. ‘When you’re on a business trip I’ll just do what my
classmates do.’

Fay shook her head. ‘No.’ She said fiercely.
‘No you won’t, you’re my little sweetheart, I need to be there for
you. I need to care for you.’

Romy nodded and pushed her body even closer
into Fay’s torso. ‘Yeah,’ she said. ‘Don’t go on business trips
anymore, just stay with me.’

‘I’m the CEO.’ Fay said.

Fay seem to be pulling away again. That
detached indifference came over her.

‘Mommy.’ Romy said. Hoping to break through
that wall before it was too late. ‘I think you’re over thinking it.
I love you. You love me. We can spend lots of time together and we
can also spend time apart. It’s okay to spend time apart, it’s okay
to miss each other, but missing each other won’t kill us. That’s
just how life goes, how love goes. We’ll figure it out. Maybe when
you’re on your business trip you can skype and read me a bedtime
story or something, or maybe one day I can come with you on your
trip or we can text each other.’

‘You sound wise.’ Fay said. ‘Like a wise old
man with a long gray beard. You don’t sound like my sweet little
girl at all.’

‘I’m sorry Mommy.’ Romy said.

‘God.’ Fay mumbled under her breath. ‘God
Romy, what are you doing to me?’

‘I don’t know.’ Romy said.

Fay chuckled.

‘I guess you’re right.’ She said.

‘So does that mean we’re girlfriend and
girlfriend now?’ Romy asked hopeful.

‘If you want to call it that. I’d rather say
I’m your mommy and you’re my little now, but I guess it means the
same thing. It means we’re in a relationship.’ She shyly looked up
at Romy and Romy bent over to kiss her once more. Tongues
touching.

‘How did you like the aphrodisiac in the
pacifier by the way?’ Fay asked.

Romy blushed. ‘Liked it.’ She said.

‘I figured you would. I’ve got a lot more
idea’s like that, you know to combine your fetishes with mine. I
can use all sorts of sedatives and drugs to train you to be my
perfect little girl.’

‘Train me? I though I already was your
perfect little girl.’

‘You are.’ Fay said. ‘But training you will
be fun anyway.’

***
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Caged:

A struggling model gets a contract with SinTech Corp.
Soon after she signs up, she’s sedated and transferred to head
quarters, where’s she’s kept amongst other girls in cages. She’s
determined to find out what’s going on. One day she manages to
escape her cage and wanders around, that’s how she meets Nonna the
brain behind it all. Nonna falls in love with her and wants her to
be her girlfriend.
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Brainwashed by a Billionaire

Lily is a runaway nun that hitches a ride in Elvira’s
limousine. 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.

Elvira however starts to fall in love with Lily and
she can't cope with those feelings. She's slowly loosing herself
and she’s grasping at straws to find a way to regain control and
return to her normal self.
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	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

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

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

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

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



