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My Discovery Girl



I’m a horrible person. No, I’m not horrible. Yesterday I helped an old lady cross the street, and also there was a mother with two whining children and I helped her grab a bag of crisps from the top shelves in the supermarket. I’m actually quite a kind and helpful person, but this isn’t about my random acts of kindness.



I’ve been trying to rehearse a speech for days, in my mind I keep pretending to talk to an auditorium filled with people, when I’m putting my socks on, when I’m making breakfast, when I’m watching Netflix, my mind just keeps drifting off. I’ve been reflecting on the events surrounding my big discovery but whenever I try to go through the complete story, my speech turns out the length of a novel. So I don’t know what I want to say.



I think this speech should be about my intellect, shouldn’t it? About my brilliant discovery and how I used that discovery to satisfy my own perverse needs, instead of – no, not ‘instead of’ – I also used my discovery to do good in the world. I helped cure people from depression or borderline personality, I helped cure sociopaths and autistic people. All kinds of psychiatric disorders that were previously incurable are now eliminated because of me.



But alongside all the good I did –  let’s make sure we don’t forget about the good I did - I also did some perverse things.



In hindsight it all started with that psycho-active substance I developed. I got it patented, and soon contractors got involved. There emerged an entire research center studying the possible applications of my invention. There were test subjects filtering in and out of the facility. The main drug was being mass produced and there was a specialized team working on designing the hardware for mass production too. The results were amazing. The only thing my philanthropist's heart was unsatisfied about was the fact that so far we only cured people that were already functioning quite well in their daily lives. People with jobs, with families, people with enough money to pay for mental health care. Of course we only worked with those people, because those were the ones we asked to volunteer for this experimental research.



However I was weeping for all the people that really needed my help. All the people locked away in mental institutions, all the people that had gotten homeless because of their disorders, the people filling up prison, because they didn’t have access to adequate mental health care.



It all started with a noble spark, or at least I think it all started with a noble spark. I wanted to help those who needed my help the most. Maybe, just maybe my wish had something to do with me reaching the age of forty-two that week, and my desire – nay, my urge to love and care for someone. Despite my scientific successes I was still single, still childless and my hormones were racing, I can’t deny that. I’m old enough now to admit my hormones probably had something to do with it.



During long sleepless nights I frequented the websites of local animal shelters, thinking about adopting a sad little puppy, just something fluffy to cuddle and care for. Or sometimes I clicked around on the website of a sperm bank.



I didn’t have time for a pet nor a child. I had to oversee about four different teams of scientist all working to enhance different sides and applications of my discovery.



Then came that day, the day that changed everything. Like I said, the fact that my birthday was coming up may have had something to do with it. That particular strand of melancholy that comes with aging filled me up for days and I was almost getting dizzy from the existential questions spinning around in my brain.



To be honest, I don’t really know what happened. It was as if my mind was befuddled, I wasn’t thinking clearly. Almost as if my body was acting on it’s own. I didn’t think it through, or maybe I did and don’t remember. I don’t know.



Anyway that night, instead of ransacking around on the websites of local animal shelters, I send one carefully worded e-mail to a bunch of prisons, mental institutions, parole offices and homeless shelters, offering my services. Maybe the combination of alcohol and sleeping medication had something to do with it too, because the next day I barely even remembered what I wrote. It wasn’t until I saw the numerous enthusiastic replies coming in when I recalled sending that e-mail.



A lot of troublesome people were presented to me. Their caseworkers were writing me excessively about the behavioral issues, about the despair they themselves felt in trying to help those people, and the despair the people themselves must be feeling. I was heartbroken. I couldn’t retract my offer now, could I? That would be cruel and heartless. I had to follow through. I made a selection and then I went to visit a number of institutions. I interviewed the people themselves, their guards, their caseworkers, their psychiatrists. I listened to all parties involved and I came up with a shortlist.



Now this is were my story starts to gets iffy. Because up till now all my actions - no matter how drunken or hormonally motivated - can still be considered philanthropic and compassionate, but I’m about to tell you something that put all of that into a different perspective.



The shortlist I created consisted of five women, the youngest one was 23 and the eldest 29. There were lots of other people needing my help. There were lots of male patients too, and 30, 40 and 50 year olds. They didn’t make it onto my shortlist though. I hate to admit it, but it’s hard to deny at this point that age, gender, and general attractiveness probably played a role in whether or not one made it onto my short list.



The one I eventually picked, was my Demi. She had major behavioral problems, mainly that she got angry and aggressive and she still had tantrums at the age of twenty three. She had also stolen my heart. Brown curls contouring her face, a tip tilted nose, cheeks full of freckles. Her eyes green and deep like a lush forest I wanted to get lost in, and she pouted her lips, puffy and pink, making her mouth look adorable and kissable.



I wanted to have her in my life, I wanted to care for her, love her. And although I hate to admit it, there was yet another factor that made me favor her over the others. The others still had a family of their own: parents, a brother, a lover or children in a foster home that were waiting eagerly for their mother to come home, but my Demi was totally and utterly alone in the world. Like me. We were both orphans. We were both discarded, we were destined to be together, destined to help each other out.



No one cared about her, she had been transfered from home to home, she did have a brief overnight stay at the psychiatric ward, but eventually she ended up in juvenile detention and she was basically just shelved until she was eighteen, they tossed her on the street and within a week she was back in prison again for getting riled up and attacking a volunteer in the homeless shelter. She didn’t really belong in prison, but her aggressive tantrums were simply unsustainable, and each time she attacked a guard or was aggressive towards another inmate her stay in prison got prolonged.



I visited the prison a few times and eventually I came to an agreement with the warden, the psychiatrist, her caseworker, and a judge. I would be made her guardian and she would be released into my custody. That way I had full control and autonomy over her treatments. 



They didn’t even pay me a house visit. The system is screwed up. I shouldn’t blame the system though, I was the one making unethical decisions. They probably all assumed she would be living in the research facility, and I don’t blame them for that. For a while I myself thought she would be living in the research facility too, but then I decided I didn’t want to share her, I wanted to keep her all to myself. We all signed of on the plan, it was a big pile of paperwork, the only signature we needed was Demi’s.



The day I took her home we went up to her cell room to get her. The very first time I’d seen her she was locked away in isolation. Growling and snarling and hurling insults at me, but this time she was calmly sitting on her bed reading a book.



When me and the warden and her former caseworker barged in she looked disturbed.



‘What?’ She said defensively. ‘I didn’t do anything? Where are you transferring me now?’



‘This is doctor Rossenstein.’ The warden said, gesturing at me.



‘I know.’ She said. She looked into her book and pretended to read another paragraph.



‘Doctor Rossenstein wants to tell you something.’ The warden said.



‘Call me Vera.’ I said. Or mommy, a silent voice in the back of my head whispered. I didn’t know where that random thought came from and in that moment I didn’t have time to reflect on it. I shook my head and sat down on her bed. ‘What are you reading?’ I asked.



She showed me the cover of the book. She was reading Anna Karenina.



‘Isn’t that too difficult?’ I asked.



‘It’s the only thing they have, there’s only three books in this hellhole and I’ve already read the other two.’



‘We used to have more, but the inmates keep destroying them, and we simply don’t have the funds to keep replacing them.’ The warden sounded defensive and I gave him a reassuring smile.



‘So, Demi.’ I said. ‘I have a lot of books at home. How would you like it to come and live with me for a little while.’



She sighed deeply and looked at me her eyes full of fatigue. ‘No thanks. You’re annoying.’ She said.



I guess that wasn’t the answer we had expected.



‘It’s not up to her.’ The warden whispered. I didn’t know whether that was meant as encouragement for me or to reassure himself.



‘Listen Demi.’ I said. ‘We’ve all agreed that it’s best for you if you come to live with me, we’ve just signed the papers. We just need your initials here and here, and your signature over there and then I’m your legal guardian.’ There was a burst of tingles in my tummy, referring to myself as her guardian made me feel excited.



She looked at me filled with disgust. ‘What does that even mean?’ She said. ‘You’re gross.’



‘It means I’m in responsible for your well-being and I’m legally appointed to make decisions about your medical treatments.’ I said. ‘You can compare it to an adoption in a way, an adoption for adults. You can think of me as some sort of mommy.’



‘Fuck no!’ Demi said. ‘I’ll never call you mommy, you creep.’



‘Demi.’ The warden said strictly. ‘That language is unacceptable. Sign that paper, pack your bags and go with this nice doctor.’



‘What bags?’ Demi said. ‘I don’t own anything, except maybe for this painting I was forced to make in creative therapy.’



‘Well bring that drawing.’ The warden said.



Demi got up out of bed and yanked the picture of the wall and tore it apart in a dozen of  pieces. ‘So.’ She said. ‘Now I own nothing.’ She grabbed the contract out of my hands and scribbled her name on the dotted lines that I pointed to. ‘Let’s go.’ She said. she slammed me on my shoulder. I don’t know whether that was supposed to be a friendly tap on my shoulder, but she actually hit me quite firmly. I suppressed an ouch and got up too.



‘Demi.’ The warden said. ‘Behave.’



‘Or what?’ She said. ‘Looks like I’m being transfered and going with this shrimpy looking female, so you can’t put me in isolation or give me chores anymore.’



She spit on the shoe of the warden, little white bubbles on top of his black loafers.



He turned to me and shrugged. ‘I guess it’s your turn to correct and discipline her for this.’



I nodded. Part of me wanted to reassure him that I would, but another part of me didn’t want to scare her. We would have a long car ride ahead of us, and I didn’t want her to act out because she feared some kind of punishment would be waiting for her when we arrived home.



‘Let’s go.’ I said. I put my hand on her shoulder and tried to push her through the hallway. She turned away from me and stepped aside so I couldn’t touch her anymore. We walked through the hallways escorted by the warden, her former caseworker and a guard and soon some of the other inmates were following us.



‘Demi where are you going?’ ‘What’s happening?’ ‘What did you do Demi?’ ‘What did she do?’ ‘Is she being punished?’ A choir of inquisitive questions followed us around, until we reached the locked doors.



‘None of your business.’ The warden said.



‘Apparently I’m being adopted.’ Demi said while rolling her eyes. I might be mistaken here, but I think beneath all that disdain, there was a sliver of hope in her voice. She could have said transfered, but she choose to say adopted. On the one hand she was off course a twenty three year old adult that had learned to cope without love, by shutting out everybody, but deep inside must be that young abandoned kid, that just longed for love and attention. I would love her so hard, so deep. I would love her so inappropriately intense. Whatever you want to say about me, you can’t say I didn’t love her.



We walked outside. It was just the two of us now. I pointed out which car was mine and I had her sit down in the passenger seat. First I locked her into the harness before I closed her seatbelt.



‘Why is that?’ She looked down with disgust. Her hands pulling on the straps and fidgeting with the clasp, she managed to free herself. I slapped her hands away and closed the harness again.



‘That’s not necessary.’ She said. ‘I’ve never driven in a car with such elaborate straps, just a seatbelt will do.’



‘Well you grew up as an orphan,’ I said softly. ‘So you never had anybody care enough about you, that they wanted to make sure you were safe.’



My words hit a nerve. She turned her face away from me. ‘You suck.’ She said angrily. But she left the straps on. I got in the car and we drove of. By the gates one of the guards waved at us and then we were in the middle of nowhere on a deserted road leading away from the prison.



‘You really suck.’ She said again. ‘That was a mean thing to say.’ She kicked her feet against the dashboard cabinet. Tears were popping up in her eyes. I feared she might be sliding into one of her infamous tantrums. ‘You’re car is disgusting.’ She said. Kicking against the dashboard cabinet once more. ‘I hate you.’ Her voice was raised and out of control now, she undid her harness again.



‘Demi, be careful.’ I said. ‘Calm down.’



She must have heard phrases like that a thousand times, so it didn’t impress her at all. She freed herself, she pushed my elbow and the car wobbled. Luckily we were the only one on the road, just surrounded by desert and prickly plants.



‘Stop it.’ I said. ‘That’s dangerous.’ I didn’t know whether she listened or whether she herself had enough insight and responsibility to realize you shouldn’t be tugging on the arms of your driver. Anyway she stopped.



‘Look in the dashboard.’ I said. ‘There might be a packet of Oreos in there.’



‘Big fucking deal.’ She said. Still she opened the glove compartment quite roughly, not only the Oreos came tumbling down, but also the syringe and the glass jar filled with a special medicine, and a CD from Taylor Swift.



‘You still like Taylor Swift?’ She said. ‘What kind of doctor are you anyway?’



She leaned back in her seat and put her feet up while she unwrapped the roll of Oreos.



‘Could you put everything that’s fallen out back?’ I asked. I wearily kept an eye on the syringe that was now sliding back and forth on the bottom of the car. I didn’t bring a spare one, if this one would break or get lost or would be compromised somehow, there was no way to administer her any of the preparatory psycho-active medicine. 



She let out a growl, but she did as I asked, she put the CD, the syringe and the little brown bottle back in the glove compartment.



‘Thank you.’ I said.



She leaned backwards again, put her feet up the dashboard and grabbed the first Oreo. The whole of it she put in her mouth immediately, and the she grabbed a second one.



‘Easy there.’ I said. This morning I opened the package of Oreos and carefully I twisted biscuits from one each other. I scraped the milky cream into a bowl and then I mixed it with some ground up sleeping pills and sedatives. Carefully I reapplied the layer of cream and pressed the cookies back together, then I put the laced Oreos back on top of the roll.



My intention were to feed them to her throughout the trip, to keep her calm and sedated until it was time to inject her. It wasn’t my intention that she would eat all of them within the first few minutes and to knock herself out like that.



Yet she kept on stowing away the cookies, and it was a matter of time until all the cookies were gone. I looked at her to see if there were any signs of it affecting her already.



‘What?’ She said aggressively. ‘You aren’t going to preach to me about sharing, are you?’



‘No. No-no.’ I said. I looked at the little clock on the car radio. It was ten till twelve. I started to do the math in my mind. It would be about twenty minutes till she would start to feel the affects, depending on her weight. 



‘What do you weigh?’ I asked.



‘That’s rude. What do you weigh?’ She asked. ‘Let me guess 300 pounds?’



‘You’re a petite girl.’ I said. ‘Quite small for your age, you must have been developmentally stunted, because a lack of proper nutrition, you must weigh about 120 pounds.’



‘You’re developmentally stunted yourself.’ She said.



‘Have you eaten anything this morning?’



‘Well prison porridge isn’t food, and no I didn’t eat any of that crap. I planned on raiding Marcella’s cupboard for some packages of crisps but then you came to transfer me.’



‘Good.’ I said. ‘Well not good.’ I was still doing maths in my mind, the interactive effects of the medicine would maybe make the effects last longer. ‘We might be okay.’ I said out loud.



‘Geez. You’re crazy.’ Demi said. ‘Help I’m kidnapped by a crazy lady that’s talking to herself. You’re not going to try and fix me through extensive religion and Christian rituals to rid me of my demons aren’t you.’



‘God, sweetheart. You’ve had an awful life.’ I said. Vaguely remembering I’ve read something in her file about a religious foster family she was placed in for a few months, but taken out of because of the strange rituals they performed on her.



She looked at me, and I looked at her, way too long. I should have kept my eyes on the road, but as I said, it was an empty road through the desert, we hadn’t come across any other cars. We connected in that moment. She felt understood in that moment, it must have been. It was as if a sigh of relieve went through her like a shiver across her spine, realizing she would finally be with someone that loved her and someone that would care for her. It was just a moment, a spark in both our eyes, a spark of understanding, a bond that began to grow.



‘You’ve had an awful life yourself.’ She said. ‘My life has been fine. Thank you.’



‘We’ll get some food.’ I’ll said. ‘Just keep your eye out for any restaurants.’



She nodded and mumbled something about being in the middle of nowhere. I knew we wouldn’t go out into any fast food restaurant, there was a McDonald's coming up in about forty minutes, but she would be drugged out of her mind and fast asleep by then.



We talked a little. I explained a bit about my first discovery and the applications that were being researched right now. Keeping a close eye on the time, the twenty minute marker passed, but nothing seemed to have changed. Well, maybe she was a tad less aggressive, she was speaking more slowly and not as confrontational anymore.



Or was that my imagination? I started to doubt myself, had I maybe packed the wrong roll of Oreos or did I miscalculate the dosage perhaps? What was going on?



Seemingly out of nowhere she put her hand up to her forehead. ‘I feel weird.’ She said. ‘I feel funny.’



‘What are you feeling exactly?’ I asked curiously.



‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘Just a bit queasy I guess. Like fuzzy inside and also a bit sleepy.’



‘You mean you feel calm and relaxed and safe?’ I asked. ‘That’s how it feels to be loved and cared for. You’ve been alone for such a long time, this is how it feels to be surrounded by people that love and care about you, how it feels to belong with a family, to belong with me.’ I don’t know where the words came from, I kept on babbling nervously.



‘You think?’ She said. The medicine must have been hitting her quite hard for her to belief that nonsense. She leaned her head backwards against the chair. ‘Yeah, maybe that’s it.’ She said. ‘Although it also kind of feels like the pills they forced me to take back at.. you know, like... I don’t know. That same blurry haze.’



‘That makes sense.’ I said enthusiastically. I was talking too loudly and it startled her. She looked at me confused.



It made total sense that they used to medicate her, she must have build up a resistance to one of the substances that was now coursing through her bloodstream, that’s why she was holding on so well.



‘Don’t worry, sweetheart.’ I said. I put my hand on her knee and squeezed. ‘Just relax. Having a new guardian, or you know having a new mommy in a way, that is a bit overwhelming, just enjoy the sensations for now, you’ll get used to it soon enough.’



She stared at my hand and then she looked up into my face. She had a delightfully drugged glaze in her eyes. Her eyelids were drooping, her mouth was partially opened and she didn’t seem to really grasp what was going on anymore.



‘Just lean back.’ I said. She was cute, she was overwhelmingly cute. I wanted to kiss her, hug her, love her. I wanted to care for her and give her a home.



‘Yeah.’ She said agreeable. She rested her head against the chair and stared out of the window. I waited for her to fall asleep, but although she was quite dazed and drugged, her eyelids never shut, her head never slumped to the side.



‘McDonald's.’ She said, pointing towards the big yellow M. ‘You promised food.’



‘I did promise.’ I said hesitant whether to take her or not. Showing up in public with a drugged inmate, that was stupid, wasn’t it? On the other hand I didn’t do anything illegal. I was her caseworker now, giving her medication, going to the McDonald's it could all be part of her treatment, part of her rehabilitation. Everything I did so far was perfectly justifiable.



It didn’t matter that I liked seeing her intoxicated like this. It didn’t matter that I enjoyed the reduced consciousness and the increased dependency that came with it. It didn’t matter that my heart was fluttering as if I was in love with her, and my pussy was throbbing as if she was some sexy dude like Sean Connery. Everything could be justified if someone started to ask questions.



Also getting some of that McDonald's starches and corn syrup into her would slow down her metabolism, meaning the intended effects of the medicine could be dragged out for a little while longer.



‘You promised.’ She said again. ‘Or are you one of those people who makes empty promises and then abandons me?’ She sighed deeply.



I turned onto the parking lot. I wanted to help her get out of the car, but she rejected my help. She took a few steps and then stumbled. I ran to support her and she almost slumped into my arms. Her warm sedated body for a moment close to mine.



My heart pounding, my pussy throbbing. I couldn’t help myself. I gave her a little peck on her forehead.



‘Gross.’ She said, while rubbing her skin. I grabbed her elbow and she actually managed to walk in to the McDonald's remarkably well. She asked for fries and a hamburger and soda. I myself got a salad.



In the time it took me to take three bites, she had finished her entire meal. She asked for ice cream and apple pie and a separate order of kip nuggets and I obliged. She seemed famished and I wanted to spoil her. I wanted her to think of me as that magic guardian angel that came to rescue her.



I knew full well the food was trash, but she was my drugged little princess, that deserved everything her heart desired. That is, as long as her heart desired McDonald's food and to be a guinea pig in my science experiments later.



Skip forward thirty minutes and we were back on the road. When we got in the car I tried to put her into the harness, but she undid the clasp and freed herself.



‘I’m not a baby.’ She said, while maneuvering her elbow out of the strap.



‘I know I just want you to be safe.’ I said.



‘I think I’m getting used to being loved and cared for now.’ She said.



I gave her an inquisitive look. ‘That would be awfully quick, what makes you think that?’ I asked.



‘I don’t feel as groggy and loopy anymore.’ She said.



I didn’t respond. I just looked at her and hoped it was the fresh air that made her a bit more lucid, maybe if we were driving again, then the soft and constant humming of the car, the cadence of the motor, the warmth from the heater, her belly full of food. Those would hopefully all help to make her doze off.



We were driving for a while. She didn’t fall asleep completely, but she was incredibly calm and malleable. Just carelessly slouching in her chair, looking out of the windshield.



Now and again I made a comment about a weirdly shaped tree, or a little bird on the side of the road, but she didn’t respond to me anymore. Just some lazily grumbling sounded once in a while.

After we had driven a few hours the alarm from my phone went off. It was time to look for a parking lot, after a while I saw truck stop coming up.



‘Are we getting food again?’ She asked. She sat up surprisingly aware. It startled me a bit. I thought the medicine had kept her subdued, but maybe it was just her being bored and daydreaming.



‘No.’ I said. I reached over to the glove compartment and got the syringe and the medicine out.



‘O, do you have diabetes or something?’ She asked. ‘Is that why the alarm went of just now?’



I unscrewed the bottle and put the needle into the liquid. I sucked the syringe full of the cocktail of drugs that I had mixed especially for her, especially for my Demi. It had a slight amber color.



I studied the measuring lines on the syringe, 7mg would be enough for now. I was nervous and I didn’t really know why, I had injected people a thousand times, I had witnessed nurses and doctors and lab technicians injecting test subjects over and over again. This was different, maybe I was nervous because I loved her so much, because I couldn’t wait to see her succumb to my drug. She wouldn’t be a test subject, I wouldn’t bring her to the lab, she would be mine and mine alone. She would be in my power, totally under my control. I owned her. I was her legal guardian already, and now this medicine would make her emotionally dependent on me too.



Was that it? Was it that I pondered the importance of this moment? Or was I hesitant and nervous because I could sense she would struggle and put up a fight. I hadn’t conjured up some excuse. I had just assumed she would be so sedated and drugged that I would inject her without her even noticing.



I smiled.



‘What?’ She said. ‘That’s creepy. Don’t smile at me like that please. What are you doing?’



‘This?’ I asked. Still contemplating how I would get her to cooperate, or would I just joust at her?



‘Yeah?’ She asked.



I lunged forward and grabbed her arm, but before I could plunge the needle into her skin she had slapped me away.



‘Hell no!’ She said. ‘You better not plan on injecting me. I can’t stand syringes.’ She said as if she was warning me. Again I reached forward this time I grabbed her shoulder, she smacked me across the face. A stinging sensation  in my cheek and jaw.



‘Bitch,’ I mumbled, while rubbing my hand over my burning skin. I undid my seatbelt and so did she, she turned towards the car door and tried to open it. I had locked it from the inside, with a bit of luck she couldn’t find the button to unlock the doors and get herself out. I climbed over the gearbox and put my full weight on top of her. She was fighting and squirming. I had almost won now. I was bigger than that skinny underfed twenty some year old. But she was quick and she had some mean tricks, she bit me and pulled my hair, she scratched my arm, but finally I managed to keep her arms out of the way while I swiftly stuck the needle into her neck, with my thumb on the plunger I released the medicine into her bloodstream.



‘There you go.’ I said. ‘Good girl, there you go. Just relax now, let the drugs take you over.’



‘Never.’ She said rebellious, she managed to free one of her hands and pinched me in my breast, it was quite painful. ‘What was in that syringe anyway?’



I managed to grab her wrist, first her one wrist and then the other one and I held her arms upwards and away from my body. I noticed her strength fading, she was getting weaker already, and she noticed it too.



‘What’s happening?’ she asked with panic in her voice. ‘What have you given me?’



‘That’s a fast acting paralytic kicking in,’ I said. ‘It’ll render you completely paralyzed and unable to move.’



‘No.’ She said. ‘No, no, no, no, no. You’re a monster.’



‘Shh.’ I said. The moment I let go of her, her arms limply fell down. I grabbed her head and pulled her against my chest, soothingly petting her hair, while I felt her body melting away, ‘Good girl.’ I said. ‘Good girl.’



‘Why?’ She said.



When I was completely sure she was paralyzed I got up. I pulled her limp body upwards and maneuvered her weak and heavy arms into the harness again. Two straps covering her shoulders, two straps coming from the sides and one big strap in between her legs all five of them coming together in the big clasp in front of her tummy.



The harness kept her limp body in place, I could see she was slumping and heavily hanging into the straps. ‘Good girl.’ I said again. ‘That’s my safe little girl.’



‘I’m not a little girl. And I don’t feel all that safe with you.’ She said.



‘Shh.’ I said. I looked at her face and caressed her cheek. ‘Just relax.’ I said. ‘It’ll start to feel good in a minute, you’ll be happy in a minute.’



‘Never.’ She said. I kept stroking her cheek until I saw her eyes glassing over with euphoria. ‘See.’ I said. ‘That feels good, doesn’t it?’



‘No.’ She said. ‘What’s happening?’ She was trying to move, she managed to lift her head for a little bit but then it slumped to the side again, powerless. ‘What... Why...?’ She was mumbling and stuttering.



‘See, sweety, it feels so good when you get my injections, doesn’t it? It makes you feel so good and happy it’s almost like you’re becoming addicted. You’ve been an orphan for so long, that’s horrible, but now you feel so happy and so good, because you’re with a loving and caring guardian, with a mommy. It’s so addictive to have a mommy like me, that gives you all the right medicine, isn’t it sweetheart?’



Her eyes were glassy. By now not only the euphoric addictive component would’ve reached her brain, but also the psycho-active drugs would have a firm hold on her. Her brain wouldn’t be as malleable and meek as it would be in a few weeks after she had been on a diet of this stuff. But according to the other test subjects what she would experience after a first dose could be compared with a deep hypnotic trance.



‘Feels good, doesn’t it sweetheart?’ I asked again.



‘Yeah.’ She said.



I started the car, we were driving again. There was finally a moment of peace and calm and I reflected on my own impulses, mostly the impulse to call myself her mommy. I had surprised myself, confused myself. It just slipped out and yet it felt totally natural. I wanted to love her and care for her and be responsible for her well being, I wanted to be the mommy she never had. My body filled with a happy peaceful warmth when I thought of myself as her mommy, as if loving her now could compensate for her orphaned past, as if I could undo the pain and loneliness. It was getting rush hour and we were nearing a big city. I didn’t care about the traffic jam, we were together and we would be home soon.



‘My injections make you feel happy, don’t they?’ I said.



‘Yeah. Wow!’ She mumbled in amazement.



‘You’re addicted to my injections, aren’t you sweety?’



‘Maybe. I think so, maybe.’ She said.



‘It makes you feel good that you’re not an orphan anymore does it, that you’re not alone anymore.’



‘Happy.’ She mumbled lazily.



‘It makes you happy you have a mommy now, doesn’t it?’



I kept on talking to her, reinforcing this idea that she was addicted and dependent on me, relying on the addictive component to do the rest. I guess you could argue about whether that was absolutely necessary or not, the other subjects never were made addicted, they never even got the addictive component added into their medication, but they were volunteers.



The addictive component would assure me her cooperation.



Also I liked it. I like the idea of this woman being dependent on me, being addicted to me. I liked the idea of having that power and that control over her. It must be said, she was adorable as she was limply hanging there in that harness, her mind being taken over by my drugs working their magic. Glassy eyes, rosy cheeks a slumping head.



If the addictive component is already questionable, the thing I did next is unmistakably perverse. It could be justified by the idea that I honestly wanted to make sure she was okay, that I honestly wanted to make sure she was comfortable, but only a very naive and drugged little lady would buy into that. To anybody else it was obvious I lusted after her.



We were still in the traffic jam, the cars in front of us not moving at all. ‘Let me check if your straps aren’t too tight.’ I said. I reached over and I wriggled my hand under the strap in between her legs, pretending to check the edges, while in fact my fingers were feeling up her pussy. It was warm and it dented a bit. I fidgeted around down there way longer than necessary. I rubbed her pussy because it turned me on. My hands were sweating, my heart pounding, I was getting flushed with warmth and horniness. I wanted her to get turned on too.



‘It feels good doesn’t it when I check your straps.’



‘Yeah.’ She said lazily as if she didn’t even register what was going on.



‘It makes you feel good in between your legs, when mommy cares for you, and cares for your safety and checks your harness doesn't it? It gets all tingly and happy doesn’t it?’



‘Yeah?’ She said hesitantly. ‘Wow. What is that?’



‘That’s your pussy sweetheart, you’re pussy is happy that you’re with me now. It’s starting to glow and get warm with happiness and excitement.’



‘Cool.’ She said. ‘That’s so cool.’



‘It is cool, sweetheart. It’s indeed very cool. Tell me how you feel, tell mommy how good it feels.’



‘Happy.’ She said. ‘Happy Pussy.’



‘Yeah, you have a happy pussy, don’t you sweetheart.’



Then the cars started to move again, cars behind me honked their horns at me and I had to retrieve my hand and focus on driving again.



‘Mommy?’ She mumbled confused. ‘Where’s mommy now?’



My heart just melted in that moment. Any doubts about calling myself her mommy, faded. I knew my intuition had been right, because my tummy exploded into a million different butterflies the moment she called me mommy. It was as if I stopped existing for a moment. Those words, those syllables coming out of her mouth, out of her very drugged brain, those were magic.



‘I’m here sweetheart.’ I said briefly squeezing her knee.



‘Mommy more.’ She mumbled.



‘Mommy has to drive now.’ I said. ‘Mommy has to pay attention to traffic, but you can play with yourself if you like.’



I grabbed her hand and placed it in between her legs, it limply rested on her thigh, and slowly it slipped off until it dangled next to her. 



‘Maybe later.’ I said, ‘when you’re not paralyzed anymore.’



‘Later.’ She said.



See, the woman had been in my care for less then a day and I had already done some questionable perverse things. Sometimes I feel like I’m a monster for being the way I am, for liking the things I liked, but then I think about all the good things I brought humanity. If it wasn’t for my obsession for brainwashing, I would’ve never made this big break through discovery for which they want to honor me. I would’ve never developed that first drug, those chips, that software, that hardware. It all started with a fantasy, a sexual turn on, and it turned out to be greatly beneficial to mankind and to have all sorts of applications.



Demi and I arrived home. I lived remote in a modern mansion on a piece of pristine kept grass, surrounded by wild and unruly woods. I always liked the shimmer of the white cubes in between the tree trunks and the ferns. There was a fountain in the front, a large balcony on the roof and a pool in the back.



‘Look, that’s your new house.’ I said to Demi.



‘Wow.’ The woman said quite out of it and dazed still. ‘Am I rich now?’



‘Well your I did discover possibly one of the best medicines of the twenty first century, with the potency to cure a lot of previously incurable mental disorders. That means your mommy does have several billions to her name.’ I said. I drove my car into the garage. I undid her harness, she was still too paralyzed to move or walk.



I carried her out of the car, her body limp and heavy in my arms and I slouched her into a wheelchair. I closed the strap around her waist, and secured her wrists and ankles to the chair, even though I knew she wouldn’t be going anywhere.



I squatted down in front of her and cupped her face. ‘Now listen sweety, for the next bit I need you to be asleep, only for a little bit, I don’t want you to get scared or upset, by seeing things you shouldn’t be seeing. You know, it’s a mommy’s job to protect you and keep you save, you understand?’



‘Yeah.’ She said slurring.



I grabbed a little cloth and a bottle of chloroform. ‘So I’m going to put a bit of this on the towel and hold it in front of your face. Then you will breath in the fumes and drift off into a nice sleep okay?’



I twisted the cap of the chloroform and poured a little of the colorless liquid on the terry fabric. The fumes were quite strong. I held the cloth in front of her face. I saw her take a breath, just as we agreed and then her eyes opened up wide in fear, she started coughing.



‘No.’ She said. ‘No more.’



‘Shh. Don’t fight it, it’ll be over before you know it.’



She mumbled no a few more times, but she was unable to move or fight back. It was easy to keep the cloth in front of her face and to let her inhale more and more of the fumes. Despite her faint protesting her eyes started to roll, I could tell she was fighting it, trying to keep her eyes open, but they kept falling shut, they kept closing, until eventually her protest faded and it were just those green eyes, begging and dazed looking up at me, before succumbing and rolling away. I’m guessing she was gone at that point, but just to be sure I pressed the cloth against her nose and mouth for a little while longer. Having her inhale and exhale calmly into the cloth, breathing herself deeper and deeper into unconsciousness.



I pushed the wheelchair through my mansion into the laboratory where she would be staying the first few weeks, while she was on her preparatory diet and I did her medical check ups, after that she would move on to a more appropriate room.



First I lifted her limp and unconscious body on the examination table. I undressed her and threw her old clothes in the bin, a faded blue t-shirt, some black cargo pants and those really rough cotton panties. Completely nude and completely unconscious she was lying on the examination table in front of me. I secured her with a few safety straps. She wouldn’t know. She wouldn’t notice. It was harmless, that’s what I told myself. I had to give her a check-up, didn’t I? I had to know whether she was healthy before I started my experiments, right? My fingers slowly running over her face, her closed eyes, her freckled cheeks, her mouth open. I rubbed my index finger over her lips, those lips were so soft, so soft and puffy and pink. So kissable.



My instinct just took over, it wasn’t a decision I made, it was just something I needed to do in that moment. I couldn’t help myself. I bent over the table and pressed my lips against her mouth. Her skin was still somewhat damp and she reeked of chloroform, but her mouth was so soft, her skin dented between my lips. I stuck out my tongue and felt her teeth. With my hand I opened her mouth a little bit more. My tongue penetrating her, tasting her, bumping into her tongue.



‘My god.’ I said. When I stretched back upright I felt dizzy. ‘My god.’ I said again. My body was simply so flushed with hormones and horniness, I had to say something. I couldn’t kept silent. ‘Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god.’



I wasn’t sure whether I was delirious from being in love with her, or panicking because I didn’t know what I was doing. Maybe it was a little bit of both. Of course I knew full well what I was doing, I would help her, fix her, rescue her, save her. I would be her savior and she would be mine. I knew the science behind all of it, but I hadn’t anticipated this kind of visceral response.



I took a deep breath, urged myself to continue with the medical check-up, putting the medical instruments on the tray next to me.



‘I’m an idiot.’ I heard myself mumble, before I found myself snogging with her once more. Tender lips, so silky soft, her tongue, her taste, everything about her was intoxicating. I even started to appreciate the smell of chloroform on her breath, simply because it was her breath.



The passing of time happened without me, or time had stopped existing. It was just my mouth and her mouth pressed together. Nothing else in the entire universe mattered anymore. The first time she moaned and moved I was startled, blinking my eyes and staring at the woman on my examination table. I had put her to sleep so she wouldn’t be aware of the needles I would be sticking into her, the number of tests I would be running on her. I wanted her to be addicted to my treatments, not scared of them. I couldn’t afford her having any memories of this. Yet she was waking up, way before she was supposed to, or maybe she was waking up just in time. Maybe I just hadn’t noticed it was getting later and later. I prepped another towel with some chloroform and held the cloth in front of her face. First just waving it around in front of her nose and mouth. She slipped back under without ever truly waking up. Her eyes rolling up and closing. I held the cloth in front of her face to make sure she’d breathed in enough to keep her unconscious for a while.



When I’d decided she’d had enough and removed the cloth, I was instantly attracted to her open mouth again.



No. I told myself sternly. First finish the job, first do what needs to be done, do the check-up, collect the data, after that we could think up some reward. Yeah, after I’ve done all my chores I deserved a reward, didn’t I?



I forced myself to look away from her face, instead I looked at her chest while I checked her neck for swollen lymph nodes. Her shoulders where beautiful too, she was skinny and her collarbones were really prominent. My hands feeling up her arms, even though I didn’t really know what I was checking there. I was trying to justify my hands examining her body purely by touch. My hands running over her nipples, my fingers feeling up her breasts, because she was laying on her back, her breasts seemed smaller than they were. I squeezed my hands around her chest and dug my fingers into her skin, trying to grab a boob, to create some softness, some squishiness. She had the cutest pink puffy nipple.



My lips closed around her boob. I can’t even remember what I told myself to justify that. Maybe that my lips where more sensitive, so a more accurate measure to decide whether she was healthy or not. More likely I wasn’t thinking at all, I was just swept up in admiration, I just wanted to kiss her. Kiss her on that little nipple of hers. But the moment my lips touched her cushy puffy nipple, my mouth opened and sucked the nipple inside, sucked the entire boob inside. Almost as if I was nursing on her, as if she was my mommy and I was her little one. It was mesmerizing, I couldn’t let go of her anymore. I wanted to kiss her belly, her belly button too. I wanted to press my lips against her hipbones sticking out. I wanted to kiss her pubis. Smooth skin, soft pinkish lips with a bit of fluffy hairs on them. I kissed and then I licked. I needed to taste her. It was an intrinsic need. My tongue slipping in between her pussy lips, finding her little hole and just protruding inside. She tasted like heaven, sweet and salty at the same time. I was intoxicated and only after she started coughing so hard her hips started rocking and my tongue slipped out I realized that I had heard her moaning and stirring before. It just didn’t register.



I saw she had her eyes open, although her eyes were quite glassy still. Not really focusing on anything. I cupped her head and pushed the cloth with chloroform against her face again. Most of it must have been evaporated at that point because it didn’t have any effect at all. In a haze I grabbed the bottle I splashed some fresh chloroform on the towel and then waved it around in front of her face.



Her coughing got louder. She was fighting it, pulling on her bounds, trying to turn her head the other way.



‘Shh, sweety, it’s okay, go back to sleep now.’ I covered her nose and mouth completely with the towel and I felt bad. It was all my fault, if I’d just done what I needed to do she wouldn’t be this distraught right now. Then she would just be waking up in a nice cozy bed with a pink princess duvet cover. Instead I was chloroforming her for the third time that day, was it the third time, or the fourth already? I wasn’t sure. But I did know that I had to make haste, her brain was young and resilient, but too much chloroform could eventually damage her.



Her struggling faded, there were some muffled moans coming from under the cloth. Fighting to keep her eyes open, as if she had grown a resistance already. I stroke her hair, her forehead. ‘It’s okay sweety. Just give in, just surrender now, go to sleep, a nice long sleep.’



Unfocused eyes just staring through me. Opening and closing as if they were part of some dance. She was in another world, a sleepier world. Her eyes blinking and fluttering as if she was playing games with me, tugging on my heartstrings, tugging on my horniness strings.



When she was finally rendered unconscious I got to work. First I hoisted her in a medical gown as to not be distracted by her body and then I started my medical exam. I took some blood for a complete blood count, to test her for several diseases and illnesses and to record her hormone levels. I checked her vitals, her blood pressure, her heartbeat, her breathing rate and oxygen saturation. I filled up her file with numbers, graphs, tables and I calmed down.



This world just made sense to me. Medical data had something very soothing about it. Social interaction could be complicated, someone could say or do something that hit you out of left field and then left you embarrassed. Ashamed of yourself even. But data was data, clear and accessible. No tricks, no games, just numbers on a chart. Brainwaves, cortical potential, delta waves or alpha, beta, gamma waves. All humming on their own frequency, just noise waiting to be tuned by a great musician. I was a virtuoso, a prodigy. I was the composer.



I hadn’t really noticed how agitated and tense I was until her file was complete. A file in my laptop filled with numbers, I hit save and made a back-up just to be sure. Then a serene calmness came over me. 



I untied her and carried her unconscious body to the place she would be spending the nights. In the back of my lab, part of the room was secluded by a fence. A fence reaching from the floor till the ceiling and behind that was a little nook, just large enough for a bed with a duvet cover with princesses and a remote controlled reservoir.



I was holding her limp body against mine, her head slumping against my chest. I put her on the bed and tucked her in under the blankets. I reconsidered my decision to keep her here during the the preparatory diet. I could also take her up to my own room. No. She needed to be here. I would strain my shoulder or back if I had to carrying her up and down everyday.



Maybe I should try to hide the fence with a blanket or something? Or was I being weak and overly romantic?



One last time I stroke the hairs out of her face, a little peck on her forehead and then I left her alone.



I went upstairs to take a shower, to have a bite to eat, I watched some Netflix and then I went off to bed. I couldn’t sleep. Of course I couldn’t sleep, I was too exited, but I told myself Demi and I had a long way to go, and I would be performing her complete treatment all by myself. There would be no-one to double check on me, I had to be well rested, I had to be awake and alert enough to not make any mistakes.



The next morning I walked into my lab it was a lot more quiet than I had anticipated. I had anticipated screaming, crying or even a tantrum, but it was completely silent.



‘Demi?’ I said while putting the lights on. The fluorescent lights started flickering and lit up the room, the white tiling, the medical instruments left from yesterday evening. She hadn’t killed herself or hurt herself, had she? I hurried over to the cage. She was peacefully laying on the bed, on top of the duvet covers instead of under. Her gown twisted around her belly exposing a large part of her hip and butt.



‘Demi?’ I asked again.



She grumbled and rolled over.



For a moment I stood there with my nose pressed against the fence. She was magnificent, her skin looking so white and fragile, blue veins as cobwebs running over her limbs, as if she was frozen, but then her brown hear was bright, it even had a reddish glow as if it was on fire.



‘Demi sweetheart?’ I said again.



‘What do you want?’ She mumbled.



‘Just checking if you’re alive.’ I said.



‘Why wouldn’t I be?’ She said. ‘Yeah, I’m alive, now bugger off, so I can go back to sleep.’



I nodded and kept my mouth shut. I was not really sure what had happened or why she was sleeping so peacefully, while I expected her to be emotional and cross with me. Maybe she didn’t realize she was locked in a cage yet? Or maybe she had struggled and screamed all night and tired herself out that way? Or maybe she was just emotionally resilient, so many times she had been transfered from place to place maybe being here didn’t really face her.



I just waited for a while. Then I returned to my laptop and opened her file. Familiar numbers. I made some preparations for the tests I would be performing on her today, and I would give her another injection for her psycho-active diet. At first I had planned on only giving her the psychotropic drug and some of that euphoria inducing addictive substance, but now I contemplated adding something extra for my own fun, some sedatives, some sleeping agents, some paralytics. I got to work and designed a new cocktail specifically for this afternoon.



It would be a one time thing, I told myself. The things I added didn’t interfere with her preparations at all, and they would allow me to bathe her and feed her more comfortably. It was for her own benefit. Really it was, if you think about it.



‘Fuck.’ Demi screamed.



Her yelling startled me and I ran over to her cage.



‘What’s wrong?’ I asked.



For a moment she looked at me, as if she didn’t understand who I was or what was happening. ‘What is wrong?’ She asked. ‘Really? Do you... are you serious right now... don’t you have any idea what is wrong about this?’ She gestured around. ‘You have to ask me what’s wrong?’



‘Demi sweetheart.’



‘Don’t sweetheart me. You don’t know me lady.’



‘I do. I’m your guardian now, remember. You’re in my custody. We’ve talked about this, in a way you could say I’m your new mommy.’



She flipped me off and sat down on the bed. ‘Whatever.’ She said. ‘I’m twenty three, I did perfectly well without parents the first eighteen years of my life, so I definitely don’t need a parent now.’ She pulled her knees close to her body and wrapped her arms around them, as if giving herself a big hug. She looked frail. A frightened woman, not knowing what to do. Referring back to what she had always done, shutting down, being aggressive and confrontational.



‘Honey.’



‘Fuck you.’ She said.



‘Don’t be like that, sweety.’



‘Fuck you.’



‘Watch your mouth.’



She got up from the bed and approached the fence. ‘Are you deaf?’ She asked. ‘I said: Fuck. You.’ She slammed her hands against the metal wiring.



Unintentionally I started smiling. I wouldn’t mind being fucked by her, her hanging over me with a strap on dildo, or did I want to be the one wearing the strap-on?



‘Don’t smile at me like that, you creep,’ she said.



‘You’re angry.’ I said.



‘Well duh. Aren’t you a genius.’



‘Do you remember why you’re here Demi?’ I asked.



For a moment she squinted. She looked around trying to remember. ‘I didn’t do anything.’ She said.



‘That’s true.’



‘And this isn’t isolation, and neither is it the sick bay.’



‘You’re correct there too.’ I said. ‘You’re not in the prison anymore.’



‘Okay,’ she shrugged. ‘Don’t care. Being locked in here doesn’t seem like that much of an improvement.’



‘Listen you are here because I can help you. I’m a doctor, remember? I’m a brain doctor of some sorts, that’s the easiest way to describe it. I’m not a therapist, I’m not a psychiatrist. I’m... a neuro-pharmacological engineer, meaning I can change both the software and the hardware of your brain to help you feel better. Remember that? We talked about it in the car yesterday.’



‘I feel fine.’ She said. She kicked against the fence, and a loud banging noise sounded. ‘I don’t need any help.’



‘Well I think you do. According to the doctor and psychiatrist from prison and according to the files of your caseworker you have some severe behavioral problems.’



‘Fuck them.’



‘Demi, do you sometimes feel angry for no reason? Does it sometimes go red in front of your eyes and do you say or do things that get you in trouble? Do you feel so sad and lonely that you feel you have to keep fighting or else you will succumb to pain?’



‘So what?’



‘Imagine if you didn’t feel angry anymore. Imagine if you didn’t feel lonely and sad. If you wouldn’t feel this pain anymore. If you could just feel safe and happy and cheerful and loved. Wouldn’t that be nice?’



‘That’s impossible.’ She said dismissive. Although I could see she was getting curious.



‘It isn’t.’ I said. ‘It’s what I do. Remember I told you that I discovered a chemical substance that could rearrange your way of thinking. We’ve helped so many people already, people who were sad and lonely and depressed before, people that couldn’t function, that needed to be locked up and locked away, but now those people are happy and free and out there in the world enjoying their lives. You don’t like being locked up, do you?’



‘Off course not.’ She said.



‘Think about it.’ I said. ‘You can reject my help and I’ll return you to prison today, you’ll be looking at a life of being locked away and ignored. Or you can agree to let me help you and be better, be happier, be free.’



‘I don’t want to be locked up.’ She said. Her voice was trembling.



‘Off course not.’ I said. ‘Nobody likes that.’



‘But I don’t think I need to be locked up.’ She said shaking her head. ‘I think you all are idiots, all of you fuckers, tying me down, locking me up, putting me in isolation, you dick heads. No one ever listens to me.’



‘I know, sweety.’ I said.



‘I’m still not your sweety.’ She said.



‘If they would listen to you, what would they hear, what would you be telling them?’ I asked.



‘I’m just normal.’ She said. ‘I’m just a normal woman, like everybody else. I just get mad if they annoy me, they should stop being annoying.’



I nodded. ‘They should.’



It was quiet for a little while. She sat down on the bed again and she was staring at her own toes, toying with the hem of the sheet.



‘My feet are cold.’ She said.



‘I threw away your old socks, but I’ll get you some new ones.’



‘Princesses are childish.’ She said. ‘Holding up the duvet cover.’



I shrugged. ‘I’ve got one with Care Bears too if you preferred that one.’



She scrunched her nose and shook her head. ‘If I agree to this treatment plan of yours and it works, what happens then, where will I go? Like if I don’t need to be locked up anymore, where will I live, I don’t have anybody or anywhere to go to?’



‘You can stay with me. You’ll get a beautiful room.’ I said. ‘With everything you could ever dream off. A bookcase filled to the brim with all sorts of stories, stuffed animals, a doll house.’



‘A doll house and stuffed animals? How old do you think I am?’ She said. ‘You’re crazy.’



‘What would you like then?’ I said.



‘An iPad,’ she said without thinking, ‘and a laptop and a smart phone, and maybe a game console, but if the graphics cart on my laptop is good enough I can play games on there too.’



I nodded.



‘And I always wanted a room with a balcony with a view on the ocean so I can watch sunsets, and there are little birds flying and twittering and maybe there’s a squirrel that comes to sit on my shoulder.’



‘I don’t know about a room with a balcony.’ I said. ‘But we have a terrace on the roof and we could hang some bird feeders around if you’d like. And you know what, if you cooperate with the tests I have to run today, I’ll get you an iPad agreed?’



She squinted her eyes and looked at me suspiciously. ‘Honestly?’ She asked.



‘Promised.’ I said.



‘Buy it now.’ She said. ‘Show me. Buy it now online with Amazon Prime so it gets delivered to the house this afternoon.’



‘Fine.’ I said. I knew she wouldn’t be really using or wanting the iPad anymore as soon as we started training her, but her cooperation in this moment was worth a few hundred dollars. It would give me a good baseline to start from. It would give me comparative data to proof how well my discovery had worked with her, and it would allow me to customize her treatment in a way that would significantly improve the results. I brought my laptop over to the fence.



I showed her the iPads for sale on Amazon Prime and she picked the newest one. I clicked the buy now button. Thank you for your purchase, the website said.



‘Cool.’ Demi said. ‘What time will it be arriving?’



‘First we’ll do your tests.’ I said.



‘Can I pick out a protective casing? What if I dropped it, that would be a waste of money I need a protective case too.’



‘If you first do the tests then you can pick out a casing afterwards.’



It was a long morning. First we had to test her intellectual abilities. Her IQ was a little above average at 109 but with her academics she was at a level of a twelve year old, probably because the foster care system and the psych wards and juvi didn’t really offered her any quality education. Nothing all that surprising.



‘I got 109 on my IQ test, didn’t I?’ She kept saying. ‘That means I’m really smart, right?’



‘It means you’re above average.’ I said.



‘Do you think Marcella is average?’ She asked.



‘I don’t know. I don’t know Marcella.’



‘And the Warden, and miss Hempsworth, and Tony and Julia?’



‘I don’t know their IQ.’



‘I think I’m smarter than all of them.’ She said.



‘You are indeed a smart cookie.’ I said.



Her face was beaming with happiness, she seemed pleased with herself.



‘I’m very proud of you, sweetheart.’ I said. ‘And you can be proud of yourself too.’



She nodded.



She liked doing the tests and kept wanting to know the scores. The rest of her scores weren’t all that great, so instinctively I lied to her. Language processing was at a really low level, but I said she was better than expected Emotionally she was severely behind. So I told her she was very special and she had a really unique score.



She didn’t show any signs of a developmental disorder, she just seemed developmentally stunted because of the lack of appropriate stimuli.



‘So, that was the last one.’ I said while closing my laptop.



‘You promised me I could pick a casing.’ She said.



‘I did.’ We spend a few minutes choosing a teal casing with hearts and flowers and her name on it. I hit order now and then shut my laptop for the second time. I grabbed the syringe I had prepared earlier that day and told her it’s time for her medicine.



‘Medicine?’ She said. ‘I don’t do medicine anymore, whenever they had me taking pills I just hid them under my tongue and spit them out later, or I saved them and sold them to the other girls.’



‘That’s honest of you to tell me. Thanks for sharing.’ I said.



‘I didn’t tell you because I wanted to be honest, it was a warning. I don’t do medication anymore.’



‘I think you’ll like this one.’ I said, showing her the syringe.



‘No I don’t.’ She said.



‘You liked mommy’s injection, don’t you sweety? Mommy’s medicine makes you feel good remember?’



She hesitated for a little while. Her fingers rubbing over her neck. She bit her lip. Determined she shook her head. ‘No medication.’ She said.



‘Sweetheart.’ I said. ‘You want to feel good, you want to feel happy, don’t you? Come get your medicine.’



‘No.’ She said although there seemed to be an internal struggle going on. ‘no, no, no.’



‘Okay.’ I said. I didn’t really need her cooperation for this part. I could fill her cage up with a sedative gas from the reservoir remotely. I opened my laptop again to find the control panel and soon the hissing started.



‘What’s happening now?’ She said. ‘What are you doing now? You aren’t canceling my iPad are you?’



It wasn’t a visible gas, only if you know how and where to look – against a darker colored background – you would see little nebulae swirling through the air. I watched to see her cage fill up, reaching her face. She sniffed and scrunched her nose. The gas did have a little stink to it. She sniffed again.



‘Did you fart?’ She asked. ‘It smells like...’ I saw her loosing her train of thought. She got confused. ‘I... It... what...?’ She stumbled. Her body was getting weaker, she tried to sit up but her elbow collapsed and she sunk onto the bed. ‘Is... you... are... is.’ I didn’t have to wait till she was completely knocked out, just physically incapacitated would be enough. I turned on the filters. I heard them humming and filtering the gas out of the air again, maybe to be used again. I would have to check on the level of purity of the filtered gas later. Right now I had to open the cage, get in and inject her before she could move and struggle and possible escape. Who knows what she would smash and destroy in the lab if she got out. Maybe keeping her in the lab wasn’t so safe after all, maybe I should bring her up to my room anyway. 



I bend over her little sedated body. She was laying there on the bed, looking up at me confused, unable to fight me off. I pushed the syringe against her bicep and plunged the drugs into her body.



‘There.’ I said. ‘That wasn’t so bad now was it?’ I sat down next to her on the bed and stroke her head, ready to grab her would she try to escape, but I assumed the medication of the syringe would kick in before the effects of the gas had wore of.



She was still muttering trying to ask a question, trying to understand.



‘It’s okay sweetheart. In a moment you’ll feel really good, because mommy’s injections will do that to you, they make you feel happy and satisfied and relaxed.’



‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘Yeah, wow.’ She tried to roll over and sit up straight but she didn’t have the strength or coordination to do so. She just swayed her head slumping against my arm.



‘What...? Like what...?’ She was slurring now. That must be the sedatives I’d mixed in with the drugs this morning. ‘Wazzzz happening?’ She asked.



‘You feel good. Sweetheart.’ I said. ‘You feel so good, better than you’ve ever felt before, that is what being with a new mommy does to an orphan like you. It’s overwhelming isn’t it.’



‘Yeah.’



She was reaching her arm up into the air trying to grab something or point at something maybe. I didn’t know what she was seeing, maybe she was hallucinating, that was a rare side effect to the drug if people had disturbed dopamine cycles. It didn’t have any negative consequences in this stage of the treatment, later I would have to check and take it into account.



Maybe she wasn’t hallucinating at all. Maybe she just had the heightened sensory input, that some of the test subjects reported on, maybe she just saw a nice shimmer where the light bounced of of the fence.



I grabbed her hand and kissed the fingers. ‘It’s okay sweetheart.’ I said.



‘Happy.’ She mumbled.



‘Yes’ I nodded as I pulled her sedated somewhat unruly body into my arms. I was rocking her back and forth. ‘You feel happy now, because mommy gave you a happy injection.’



‘More.’ She said.



‘I know it’s really addictive. It feels so good that you want more and more and more of mommy’s injection, don’t you?’



‘Yeah.’ She said. A satisfied smile crept over her face, and I wondered if it was the first time that I saw her smiling. She relaxed into my arms, heavily sedated, growing more and more addicted to the euphoria, while the psycho-active drug who was the star of the show almost unnoticeable penetrated her brain and made her nice and malleable. Putting her in a state that today resembled a deep hypnotic trance but that overtime would prepare her for being brainwashed. At least that’s what I liked to call it. The researchers in the teams have renamed that brainwashing stage, the “tweaking of neurological pathways” or “through verbal surgery removing the mental disorder”. I understand, brainwashing sounds scary, brainwashing would probably not make it past the ethics committee, while tweaking neurological pathways or verbal surgery sounded a lot more ethical.



Her head was resting on my arm, she was looking past me at the ceiling, drowsily just laying there. I caressed her cheek and for a moment her eyes locked into mine. I gave her a friendly smile, she didn’t really seem to understand.



‘You feel good, don’t you sweetheart?’ I asked.



‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘Feel good.’



‘We are going to give you a bath today.’ I said.



‘Bath.’ She asked. I told her to get up, I only put a little muscle relaxer in the cocktail but not enough to paralyze her. She stood next to the bed, quite wobbly. I brought her upstairs to the big bathroom and filled the tub with water and foam, then I had to support her by her elbow as she stepped in and sat down.



The look in her eyes was adorable. She was dazed definitely, overwhelmed with pleasure, not really understanding the world around her, confused maybe, but also happy. I washed her with a sponge. When I reached her nipples I examined how they felt, how big her breasts were now she was sitting up straight. Cupping her boob, a nice handful of squish-able flesh, not too big, not too small. I rubbed my thumb over the swollen nipple.



I played with her breasts for a little while. Until she looked down at my hands and mumbled. ‘Wazz that?’



‘Mommy is washing you.’ I said, moving on to her tummy and arms. She looked down again and then she looked at me as if she didn’t understand where my hands had just gone.



‘Wazz happen?’ She asked. ‘Wazz now? Where are we?’



‘Shh, sweetheart.’ I said. ‘You’re feeling good, don’t you. You’re feeling so happy because mommy gave you another injection today. You love it when mommy gives you injections don’t you. That makes you feel so good.’



‘Yeah.’ She said nodding. As if she agreed with that. I wanted to kiss her so badly. I wanted to lay down on top of her and just plump her face full of little kisses, put my tongue in her mouth.

‘You’re cute.’ I said.



‘Yeah.’ She said agreeable. ‘Cute.’



‘Mommy is going to wash your hair now.’ I said.



She looked at me. ‘Are you mommy?’ She asked.



I nodded.



‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘Washing hair feels good?’



‘It does sweetheart.’ I said. ‘It feels really good when mommy brushes your hair, and when mommy takes care of you. Because that means you’re a little girl that still needs her mommy. It means that you depend on your mommy, and depending on your mommy feels good. It makes you feel so good and happy and relaxed when you can surrender to your mommy.’



‘Yeah.’ She said.



I massaged some shampoo into her hair, and then with little cups of water I carefully rinsed it out. I got some conditioner and brushed that into her hair and all the while she had a look of intense euphoria on her face. Intense satisfaction. Closing her eyes in pleasure. I knew it was just a combination of the medication and the hypnotic suggestions that had steered those drugs to stimulate those feelings, but still I loved to see her enjoying herself. Enjoying my love and my care. I brushed her teeth as well and then I took her to the kitchen to feed her some slices of bread with peanut butter and jelly.



We had a wonderful afternoon together, she being my drugged little pet. Obedient and agreeable. It wasn’t until I had to bring her back to the cage when she started whining.



‘I don’t want to.’ She said.



‘It’s necessary.’ I said.



‘No.’



‘Come on sweety, you’re not ready yet. Remember, first mommy has to help you, and before mommy can help you, mommy needs to prepare you, and give you your medicine everyday, you like mommy’s injection, don’t you. They make you feel good and happy, right.’



‘Yeah. I like that.’ She said.



‘So if you go to bed now, then tomorrow mommy will give you another injection, okay sweetheart?’



‘Yeah,’ she said. She climbed up on the bed. I tucked her in and gave her a little kiss on the forehead. I wanted to read her a story. I wanted to hold her in my arms. I wanted to stick my hand in between her legs. I wanted to push her fingers against my own groin. I shouldn’t. I knew I shouldn’t and I didn’t. I just stared at her, falling in love with her deeper and deeper, thinking I never realized I was a lesbian. Maybe I should’ve realized sooner, somewhere before the age of forty two. Or maybe I was bisexual, I still liked Sean Connery too, or maybe I wasn’t attracted to men or women in general, maybe I was only attracted to my Demi.



The next morning when I came to give her her shot I didn’t need to open the gas reservoir first. When I told her it was time for her injection, she fought me, she argued with me, she told me ‘no’ a few times, but still she willingly offered me her arm and it was easy to release the medication into her bloodstream.



I don’t mean to brag but I wanted to tell you that I showed great restraint the entire week. I kept to the schedule. Slowly I increased the dosage of the psycho-active drug and I tapered the euphoria. I didn’t give her anymore improvised cocktails to live out my own fantasies. Almost every night in bed I contemplated sneaking downstairs, turning on the gas, injecting her with either a drug that would put her to sleep, or a drug that would give her amnesia, or feeding her a sleeping pill and then having my way with her, but I didn’t. I wanted to, but I showed self-control.



I’m a philanthropist. I was there to help her, not use her or abuse her. Maybe I should have, maybe if I had a few more orgasms in that preparatory period things would’ve turned out different, things that happened wouldn’t have happened in the way that they unfolded now – but then again today the world is grateful things unfolded in the way that they did, otherwise I wouldn’t be honored here in Stockholm today.



Only in the second week I showed a moment of weakness. She was progressing marvelously. She was focused on the injections, not only allowing me to give them to her, but asking for them, bugging me about giving her a bit more, a higher dose, and after she got an injection she just laid down on the bed, enjoying the euphoria and letting the other drugs do their job.



It was a Tuesday evening. Maybe it happened because I just finished binge watching Stranger Things on Netflix and I didn’t want to dive into the next show immediately. I guess in a way I was just bored, so I started to watch porn, I started to masturbate. I had no intention of going downstairs, but I became hornier and hornier. I didn’t think clearly. I just walked down and approached the cage that she was in.



She was groggily waking up, moaning and tossing in her bed. Blinking against the bright lights and then she saw me.



‘Is it time for my injection?’ She asked me.



‘No.’ I said. ‘But I do have a special pill for you.’ I showed her one of my own sleeping pills.



That should tell you I was innocent in all of this. I didn’t plan for it to happen. I didn’t concoct any specific drug just for her. It was an impulse. I didn’t think about it. I just gave her one of my own sleeping pills.



She picked up the pill from the palm of my hand and looked at it with a suspicious frown on her face.



‘I don’t know.’ She said hesitantly.



‘What don’t you know sweetheart? You like mommy’s medicine right, that makes you feel good, you trust me don’t you?’



‘This isn’t an injection.’ She said.



‘You’re right sweetheart, this isn’t an injection, this is a pill.’



‘Will it make me feel the same.’ She asked.



‘No.’ I said truthfully. ‘It won’t make you feel exactly the same. But you like it when mommy gives you medicine, you like it when mommy takes care of you, when you can just surrender and depend on mommy, this pill will make you feel all warm and fuzzy inside, it will make you all sleepy and helpless and when you’re helpless mommy has to take care of you.’



‘I guess.’ She said. She put the pill in her mouth and I handed her a cup of water. She took a few sips and then gave the cup back to me.



‘Swallowed?’ I asked.



She nodded.



Part of me had expected it to be a bigger hassle. Her refusing to take the pill, or her trying to hide the pill instead of swallowing it. It was done and as I waited for the pill to start to take effect I pondered my own feelings. Had I been looking forward to a struggle? Was I disappointed she agreed to me so meekly? I remembered her in the car, her anger, her arguing, her struggling. Images came to mind, images I had masturbated to numerous times over the last week. Her struggles fading, her body succumbing to the paralytic, her mind being overtaking by the drugs. I thought it was the position that I was in, me sitting on her lap, the physicality of the fight, the closeness.

Could it have been that I like the struggle itself?



No! That would be an horrendous thing to like. I wasn’t a horrendous person, I was a nice person, a good person. I was a philanthropist. I did great things for humanity. I did great things for my Demi. I wasn’t some pervert that liked to see women struggling and succumbing to my drugs. No, no no.



‘How are you feeling?’ I asked. ‘Are you noticing anything yet?’



‘Not yet.’ She said. ‘Maybe. I don’t know. I’m kind of tired, but it’s late and you woke me up in the middle of the night, so I don’t know whether that counts.’



It was too early to open the cage. I know, but yet I did. I unlocked the door and sat down next to her on the bed. I asked her to come sit in my arms and she did. She didn’t even look at the open door. Escaping didn’t seem to cross her mind.



She appeared to be happy and satisfied just to be snuggling up to me, just to be cradled by me. Her head resting on my arm, her cheek leaning warm against my chest. I could feel the sensation of her skin, tingling, the warmth, the love. I despised my clothes being in the way, so I took of my shirt and then held her, once more in the same position.



Her cheek now resting against my bare skin. Her eyelids seemed heavy. I could feel her breath caressing my skin. Her face so soft and full of trust, her mouth slightly opened. Her puffy lips glistening. It was an impulse. I can’t reiterate that enough. I wanted to help her, primarily I wanted to help her. Seeing her lips, so pink and slightly parted made me want to kiss her, although part of me figured if she wasn’t fully asleep yet and I shouldn’t impose myself. I didn’t want to give her any memories that could potentially ruin the treatment program she was on.



So what I did in an absolute brain fart moment, it’s stupid and I don’t even know why I did it, I guess because I restrained myself and didn’t kiss her on the lips, I deflected and shoved my nipple into her mouth. I just held my breast with the one hand, made the nipple protrude forward and with my other arm I brought her head closer to my boob. Rubbing the nipple over her lips and pushing it into her mouth.



‘What?’ She asked confused. Her words were slurring a bit, so I assumed the medicine was working. ‘What’s happening now?’



‘Oh.’ I said, acting surprised. ‘Oh I forgot. You were an orphan, you never had a real mommy, so you don’t know what real mommy’s do. Mommy’s breastfeed their little girls, you must have heard about that, didn’t you?’



‘That just for babies.’ She said. She wasn’t moving her face away from me. I noticed that her cheek kept resting against my boob and I took that as an encouragement, although it also could’ve meant the meds were making her somewhat lazy and lethargic.



‘Babies too.’ I said agreeable. ‘All girls suck on their mothers breasts, so babies too, yes. It doesn’t matter how old you are, whether you’re a baby or twenty three, it matters that you have a mommy that loves you enough to take the time to nurse you. It’s so sad that you had to miss out on that all these years, but not anymore sweetheart, because now I’m here for you.’



She closed her lips around my nipple and started to suckle. It was incredibly arousing and really peaceful at the same time. She looked adorable, her mouth wet and warm, her tongue resting against my boob, a slight vacuum as she suckled. For a few moments I was in awe. I was taken of guard, I didn’t expect to feel such tenderness such endearing endless love.



I stroke her hair. I kissed her head. I caressed her shoulder and whenever she had trouble mouthing my boob, I used my hand to force the nipple back in. We sat like that until she started to fall asleep. The suction on my nipple slowed down and then stopped completely, her head slumping, almost sliding from my arm.



‘Sweetie.’ I said softly caressing her cheek trying to wake her up again. She woke up, enough to instinctively start searching for my nipple and closing her lips around it. Now I could argue it all started in that one moment, but that would be a lie. Honesty requires me to tell you that there were a lot of moments, there were twenty minutes filled with moments like that, twenty minutes of her nursing on my breast, twenty minutes filled with reflections that led to the events that followed.



Still that very first time of her being sleepy and instinctively searching for my nipple did trigger a train of thoughts that I hadn’t considered before that moment. It triggered a scientific curiosity that I needed to satisfy, something I needed to research further. Apparently she had an instinct a natural instinct to suckle on my boobs, as if she was a baby. What if she could bond with me on that baby level first, maybe I could re-raise her, maybe I could do way more than just fix her behavioral problem, maybe I could give her the happy loving childhood she never had, that way the behavioral issues would’ve never developed in the first place.



I was entranced by that idea, by those thoughts, the implications, the love. The love she would feel for me would be so much more deep, so much more real. She wouldn’t be a twenty three year old with trust issues and struggling with attachment. She wouldn’t be suspicious of me leaving her, she would just trust me as a baby trusts their mother.



A few more times I woke her up, just enough for her to start suckling again, but the fourth time she felt asleep I let her. I sat quietly as she sank deeper and deeper into sleep and then I carefully poked her cheek, nothing happened. Not even a grimace. I laid her down on the bed and undressed her, then I nestled myself against her body, my head resting on my arm, while my free hand ran over her chest, caressing her, discovering her. Touching her was bewitching, her skin was smooth and pale. I traced the veins that were shining through the almost translucent skin. I let the tip of my index finger rest on every little freckle I could find. I stroke the soft little baby hairs in her neck and on her arms. Little blond hairs. I found a scar on the knuckle of her index finger and imagined she had gotten that scar during one of her tantrums, when hitting her fists against a wall. I pulled her hand to my mouth and kissed the little scar.



My eyes inspecting her body, discovering every little impurity of her skin, every pimple, every scar. I made up stories for each and every scar I could find, the one on her knee she had gotten when she was in a foster home and her tricycle tipped over. The one on the side of her belly she’d gotten when some other kid threw scissors at her. The one on her shoulder she got when climbing a tree. All of my stories ended up with a sad lonely girl that didn’t have a mommy to sooth and comfort her, but now she had me. A mommy that would retroactively kiss away all the pain, by kissing all her scars.



Licking all her scars. I don’t know why I did that, it’s just that while I was kissing one of her scars my tongue slipped out of my mouth and briefly touched her skin. It felt good. And if the love of a little peck on a sore knee could take away pain, than imagine what an elongated French kiss could do, such a kiss contained so much more love, so it could heal much more. I suckled on her shoulder for a while.



My leg over hers, my crotch rubbing up against her thigh, getting hornier and hornier. Suddenly my mouth wasn’t on her shoulder anymore, my lips were caressing her lips, ever so softly touching. She was breathing in my face, warm and calmly. For a moment I missed the smell of chloroform on her breath, she just smelled like minty toothpaste. My tongue probing inwards, licking her tongue, her teeth, she tasted like toothpaste too. Agreeable lips, puffy and soft. I kissed her a thousand times. No, that is an exaggeration, I kissed her fifty seven times. I didn’t even know I was counting. I wasn’t consciously counting. It was like walking up the stairs, were you can carry on a conversation with someone, but in the back of your mind your subconscious is counting the number of steps, just because it’s soothing that the numbers remain the same every time you climb that stairs.



I was kissing her on the mouth, long kisses, soft kisses, rubbing my lips against hers, and all the while I kept rubbing myself up against her thigh. My pussy warm and getting soggy. Her thigh getting slippery with my horniness. I was grabbing on to her little leg as if my life depended on it. And maybe in a way, my life did depend on that moment right then and there. Not in a way that I was hanging on the edge of the cliff and would have plummeted to my death, but in a way that’s more philosophical, more esoterically, without her thigh in between my legs back then I would’ve become another person.



I was rubbing my pussy against her leg, my clitoris swollen, getting stimulated by her slippery skin. My fingers finding their way in between her thighs, discovering her pussy, discovering the soft little labia, the denting silky soft skin. I slid my fingers in between her little pussy lips, caressing her clitty and her little hole.



I spit on my hand and rubbed my saliva all around her pussy, making it nice and slippery. Nice and welcoming. My fingers slipped right in and I was enveloped by her warmth and her mushy membranes. I wriggled my finger up and down, I finger banged her, while kissing her, while humping her leg.



And then she moaned. It was a sleepy moan, not really aware of what was going on. But I couldn’t help but think she was moaning because of me, because my finger in her pussy had turned her on. That little moan of hers put me over the edge, unexpectedly. Well, I had been edging for a while at that moment, so maybe unexpectedly isn’t the right word, unintentionally maybe, I was planning on edging for a whole lot longer, but the little moan, just hit me in the heart and made me cum.



My body trembling, my hips tilting pushing my clit against her leg. Pleasure engulfing me, befuddling my mind and then something happened that had never happened to me before. I was so intensely orgasming that I squirted. A little bit at first, but as my orgasm kept going, the arousal kept gushing out, leaving her in a big puddle of my horniness.



In happy bliss I enjoyed the last swirls of my orgasm. I laid my head to rest on her shoulder and hugged her as tightly as I could. Her sleeping body easily manipulated into an embrace. Her face looking so peaceful and quiet, her eyes shut close, her eyelashes were reddish brown too, and perfectly curved. She had a little freckle right beneath the eyebrow of her left eye. I didn’t think I’d seen that freckle before. I pulled her head closer and kissed her on the eyelid. Fifty-eight I thought as my lips touched her skin



Then the dreaded moment came. We all know this moment, when your orgasm subsides, when the pleasures fade, and suddenly love seems trite instead of mystical. Suddenly there’s just two bodies covered in sweat and goop, the blankets are messed up and you can’t help but think: what have I done? You can’t help but feeling a little bit ashamed of yourself, judging yourself for your perversions, whether you’ve acted on them or merely fantasized about them.



It’s just not a nice moment in general, but on top of that I had the wetness of the blankets to deal with, the squirting I did, that I didn’t fully understand yet. I had heard about squirting, but I thought it was a myth. I thought those porn stars were just peeing or something.



Did I just pee on her maybe? It didn’t smell like pee. It smelled sweet and somewhat flowery. It smelled like horniness and sex.



I didn’t know what to do, so I did nothing. I just kept laying there, feeling ashamed of myself. Judging myself, feeling like a monster until the wet spot got cold and I yearned for a nice warm shower.



Upstairs in the bathroom I let the warm droplets fall onto my arms and shoulders, staring at my feet and the little rivers of water that twisted and turned around my toes finding a way into the drain.



I know I wouldn’t be able to sleep, so I took one of my own sleeping pills and laid down on my bed, waiting for the sleep to take a hold of me. Waiting for the pills to bring my mind to the place were her mind was as well. In our dreams we would be together, drugged by the same sleeping pills we would be connected.



The next morning I was groggy and somewhat grumpy. I made myself a coffee and regretted everything I’d done yesterday night. How would I fix this? What would I say if she asked me about it. I dreaded going into the lab so I avoided that. I did the dishes, I vacuumed the floor of my bedroom, I answered some calls from the research teams at the facility, and I let my mind be occupied with one of the test subjects there. It was a man with co-morbid schizophrenia and autism. He was quite the complex puzzle, we had both cured those diagnoses separately but curing them at the same time was a challenge, however he was making great progress. I emerged myself in his file, his medical records, data, graphs and I almost managed to forget her for a little while and to forgot my shame.



But then we agreed on a course of action for him and the puzzle was over. I asked around but nobody else needed my help at this moment.



I looked online for some more information about squirting, but I couldn’t find a website that was medically reliable. No actual research was done, so there was no prove squirting even existed. Although that meant there was also no prove it didn’t exist either.



Eventually I forced myself to go down to my lab and face her.

When I opened the door of my laboratory my heart skipped a beat. I froze with the door in my hand. She had somehow escaped her cage and she was now sitting at my workstation staring at some glass work that was distilling more of the psycho-active drug.



The cupboards were raided, paperwork was scattered around, a box of plastic syringes had tipped over, some Erlenmeyer flask had fallen onto the ground and now there was glass everywhere. She was bare footed.



‘Did you hurt yourself?’ I asked.



‘No.’ She said.



‘Stay there.’ I said.



She looked at me and shrugged. ‘Okay,’ she said disinterested, then she focused on the glass work again as if she was studying the bubbles.



I cleaned everything up. My mind racing, I didn’t lock the cage, I must have forgotten to lock her cage. Yet she didn’t escape, well she escaped a little, she got out of her cage, but she didn’t run away. She didn’t even leave the lab. I was confused, but also happy the situation wasn’t much worse, she didn’t destroy anything valuable and she was still here with me.



After I was done I sat down next to her.



‘What are you doing?’ I asked.



‘Figuring out how I could get that medicine out of there and into a syringe.’ She said. ‘I need my injection and you didn’t came.’



‘That medicine isn’t ready yet.’ I said. ‘But if you go back to your bed, I will prepare an syringe for you.’



‘Okay.’ She said. She hopped of the stool and walked towards the back of the lab. I prepared her another syringe. I know I was tapering the euphoric component, but I wanted to reward her for not running away when she totally could’ve, so I put a little bit extra in it for her, then I walked towards the cage.



Behind the fencing it was a mess, the sheets were tossed on the ground, the mattress pillaring upright, and Demi just stood next to the cage, naked and frail, embarrassed and shyly looking at her own feet.



‘What happened here?’ I asked.



‘I don’t know.’ She said shrugging.



‘What did you do?”



‘Nothing.’



‘Nothing?’ I asked. ‘Then why is the mattress upright like that?’



She shrugged.



‘It’s time for my injection.’ She stretch her arm out in front of me and offered me her bicep.



‘First tell me whats going on.’ I said.



‘I’m not a baby.’ She said. ‘I’m not a little girl anymore. But like, maybe, maybe I don’t know, maybe I did wee the bed a little, only a little and then I wanted to flip the mattress over so you wouldn’t notice, but it got stuck and then I didn’t know what to do, and then the door swung open... like, i didn’t even push it all that hard or something it just flung open and then I just... I just wanted to get another injection so I didn’t have to think and worry about anything anymore.’



‘O, sweetheart. Sweet, sweet Demi.’ I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into a tight embrace. Things worked out even better than I could’ve imagined. If I had to think up an excuse for the big squirting spot I left on her bed I don’t think I would’ve come up with the story that she had peed herself.



Maybe I'd tell her about a spilled glass of water or something. This was better, this was way better and her embarrassed little face was so cute. I almost wished she actually still peed the bed. I loved seeing her uncomfortable and shy like this, it was a new vulnerable side I hadn’t seen from her before.



She wriggled out of my embrace.



I told myself we were making progress, that she would not have shown this amount of vulnerability with someone else. She was bonding with me. I wanted her to pee the bed more often. I wanted to own her, control her pee, control her embarrassment, control all of her.



I was a monster for wanting that, for wishing that. I shook my head.



‘I’m sorry.’ She mumbled. ‘Are you mad?’



‘No.’ I said.



‘You look mad though.’



I shrugged. ‘I was just thinking about what to do next.’ I said.



‘Give me my injection.’ She said enthusiastically.



I nodded and she held out her arm. A little dent in her skin and then the needle slipped in. I released the drugs into her arm, as she eagerly watched me empty the syringe.



‘Just a minute, right?’ She asked. ‘And then I feel good, right?’



‘Absolutely. You will feel so good.’ I said. ‘In the meantime lets fix your bed. I walked into the cage and started tugging on the mattress. It moved slightly, but she was right, it was stuck. Maybe it had caught on some metal wiring of the fence or something. I just kept pulling and pushing and eventually something tore, and the mattress came tumbling down. The casing of the mattress was indeed a little bit damaged. With my knee I pushed the mattress back onto the bed frame. I grabbed an armful of sheets to put them in the washing machine.



She sat on the floor with her back against the wall. A glassy and euphoric look in her eyes, as if she was in different worlds, as if she was detached from this world, not really knowing what was going on. Maybe I had given her to much of the euphoric component, although we did enter the second week of her diet, so it could also just be that the psycho-active drug was getting a stronger and stronger hold on her.



I squatted down next to her and cupped her face.



‘How are you feeling?’ I asked.



First she gave me a confused look, it seemed to take her some time to tune in with the world around her.



‘How are you feeling?’ I asked again.



‘So good.’ She said. ‘I love mommy’s injections.’



‘Yes, you do.’ I said. ‘Come.’ I helped her to stand up and then I walked her back into the cage, I sat her down on the bed and she willingly laid down. But a moment later she sat up again, she pointed to a spot on the mattress. ‘Cold.’ She said.



I looked. I had gotten the mattress down from the ceiling but I didn’t actually flip it. I shrugged.



‘Come lets just scoots over a bit.’ I said. She obeyed me, for a few moments I marveled at her drugged little face, her obedient demeanor, her cute tip tilted nose, her lips that were slowly rubbing together. She was beautiful. I locked to cage behind her and went to put her sheets in the washing machine. I made her bed with fresh clean sheets and I helped her to take a bath again.



She was just playing with the bubbles, scooping them up in her hands and looking at the dollop of foam. She let me wash her body. I was trying to be very pragmatic about it. I didn’t want to be distracted by lust or desires. Although I must admit I did wash her back a number of times. Just because whenever I rubbed the sponge up and down between her shoulder blades her eyes would close and she’d let out a satisfied sigh.



‘Feels happy,’ she would say and ‘more,’ she would say and then I’d wash her back again.



I gave her some food and then I brought her back to the cage. I locked her in and she seemed happy just lying there. I turned on my laptop. Maybe if I had just put a chair next to the cage, maybe if I’d just sat there and watched her things would’ve turned out differently. Maybe if I had just sit on her bed with her and held her this would be a different story, or maybe this wouldn’t be a story at all. I didn’t though, I opened my laptop and I set out to do some research for what later turned out my biggest scientific discovery.



If you had told me in that moment that the path I was on would lead to a drug even more impressive then the psycho-active medicine I’d developed before, I wouldn’t believe you. If you had told me right then and there that the research I was doing would lead to a new milestone for humanity, previously thought impossible I would have laughed right in your face. The research and the chemical substance that eventually lead to me winning the Nobel prize today, it all started right there in that moment.



Off course I wasn’t aware of that. I was just torn between curiosity and horniness at the one side, and judging myself on the other side, calling myself a pervert, a monster, a lunatic, a crazy villain.



I guess we all have those voices, these inner critics that tells us we’re no good, that tell us we’re stupid and not-worthy. I guess we don’t have to value or listen to those voices, we don’t have to trust and believe those voices. I know I’m not a pervert. I brought happiness into the world. I brought happiness into humanity. I brought happiness onto my Demi. People admire me, people thank me. Little girls dress up as me during their school science fairs. No one really questions or doubts me as much as I question or doubt myself.



I was entranced by my laptop. I skimmed a bunch of scientific articles, I read up on brain development in infants, the explosion of neurons that happens right after we were born. Neuro-genesis. The milestones they hit mentally and what brain structure activity could be responsible for that. There was not one article that talked about the thing I wanted to know. So I just read fragments, snippets of slightly related articles. Snippets that gave me a good understanding of the knowledge out there. It gave me a good starting point for my research. I called the research center but they were already closed, a quick look at the clock would tell me it was after seven. That meant reception was closed, but the facility was always open. Test subjects stayed in the ward overnight, there where night nurses, doctors that worked on a 24h shift schedule and in the labs there was always someone working late.



I checked up on Demi. She was still just happily laying there, staring at the ceiling of her cage. She would be like this for a while. She would be safe, right? I got in my car and drove over to the research facility. The laboratories were mostly deserted, they had a spooky glow, just lit by the light of the emergency exit signs. I rummaged through the archive. Somewhere there must be a huge collection of brain scans and MRI’s. I did found them, but they were solely of adult brains and didn’t provide me any information about brain development. So I sat down at the computer and e-mailed the biggest pediatric hospitals around the world.



I only had to lie a little. I just wrote them an e-mail saying we were doing research on brain development to possibly find an early intervention kind of cure for mental illnesses and if they could send me as many MRI’s and brain scans as possible, of course they would need the patient approval to share medical information for research, so I attached a waiver and then I impatiently waited. My fingers tapping on the desk next to the mouse. I was refreshing constantly, but no replies came.



Maybe it was because of the timezone. I chuckled. Yes, chalk it up to timezones.



‘Doctor Rossenstein. I’m sorry.’ A pudgy intern walked into the office. ‘Why are you sitting in the dark like that. I mean. I’m sorry. You can sit in the dark if you like. Does that help you think. Maybe I’ll try it someday. You’re my role model. One day I hope to be a great scientist and invent a new cure as well, just like you. I know you’re a woman and I’m a male, but males can have female role models right, gender construct is just a societal concept, I mean, I think it is, is it? Look at me blabbering on, making a fool out of myself, you would know, wouldn’t you, you know everything about the brain, so you would know if it’s a societal construct or if there’s actual evidence for a difference in brain structure, you know. Is there?’



I was annoyed by him disturbing me at first, but as I listened to the waterfall of words coming out of his mouth, his starstruck stuttering, I was kind of flattered actually.



‘What’s your name.’ I asked.



‘Youri.’ He said. ‘I’m named after Yuri Gagarin, the astronaut. Yuri means... like...  you aren’t really interested in the origins of my name are you?’



‘Not really.’ I said.



‘I’m sorry. It’s just. I look up to doctor Newman, who’s my mentor, but he looks up to you and I know this is all... like based on your invention, but I never dreamed I would actually see you here, or maybe I thought if you came here I would only see a glimpse of you, when you paced through the hallways surrounded by security or something, and I imagined the whole lab would be up in arms and stuff. And now you’re sitting here in a dark office and I’ve unintentionally disturbed you while you were doing something important no doubt. O my god. I’ve disturbed you. I’m so sorry. I’m so so sorry. This is surreal you know.’ He was quiet for a second as if he was thinking about something ‘It is surreal.’ He said again. ‘Maybe I’m dreaming or hallucinating. I must have spilled some hallucinogenics in the lab or something.’



‘Calm down.’ I said. ‘You’re not hallucinating Yuri.’



‘O my god, you know my name?’



‘You told me your name.’ I said.



‘I did. Yeah. And you remembered. Which I guess isn’t that remarkable because you have an IQ of 140 they say.’



‘148 actually.’ I said. ‘Listen, you want to help me?’



‘Absolutely. Definitely. I wish. Tell me what I need to do and I do it, do you want coffee or something.’



‘MRI’s’ I said.



‘I can get you the MRI’s from the archive.’ He said.



‘New ones. I need the MRI’s of children as many as you can get your hands on, ordered by age and gender, with special annotations if the child had a mental disorder or behavioral issues. I’ve already e-mailed some pediatric hospitals, but they may take a while because they need the patients to sign off on the sharing of medical documents. So please go find out if there is a university or some archive somewhere that already has these MRI’s that are cleared for scientific research. Okay? And then give me a call.’



‘I don’t have your number.’



‘I though everybody here had my number that it was somewhere in the company directory or something.’



‘O No! Definitely not! Only the higher-ups do. They’re afraid, we lower folks will bother you with nonsense and prank calls, and interview requests and what not...’



‘That’s very considerate of them,’ I said. I got my wallet out and gave him a card with my phone number. ‘Please be discrete about this then.’ I said.



‘I will, Miss. I mean, I will doctor Rossenstein, thank you so much for this opportunity.’



I was kind of endeared by this entire interaction, Yuri was indeed a pudgy intern back then, but he grew out to be a valuable scientist. Some of you may know my published research listed several co-authors. Fun fact: Yuri is the Y from Dr. Y. Maass that was listed sixth. 



Anyway I went back home, quite pleased with myself. I went to check-up on Demi and she was still happily enjoying her medication.



‘Are you alright?’ I asked.



‘Yeah.’ She said lazily.



I should’ve just gone upstairs and gone to bed. But I didn’t. Yesterday I made her believe that good mommies breastfeed there little girls to show their love. So I couldn’t just leave. Going to bed without having her suckle on my breast would be like telling her I didn’t love her anymore. It would be mean and cruel. I had to. I wasn’t sure if she remembered, but just in case I had to nurse her for a little while.



I opened the cage, sat down on the bed and pulled her on my lap into a cradling embrace. I lifted up my shirt and bumped my nipple into her mouth. Intuitively she turned towards my boobs opened her lips and started suckling.



See! I told myself. See, she remembers. Nursing her was the right thing to do. For a while we sat like that, she softly suckling, me caressing her hair, her forehead, her shoulder.



We sat like that every night. After that first time I let her suckle on my boob every night right before bed. I just couldn’t bare to skip a night, skipping a night would mean I didn’t love her. Skipping would be cruel especially to a former orphan. Sometimes she would fall asleep, sometimes because I’d given her a sleeping pill, other times because she was tired. Sometimes after she’d fallen asleep I would fondle her for a while, sometimes I just held her and looked at her filled with wonder.



In less then a day Yuri called me, it was about eleven o’clock in the morning.



‘Geez, Yuri, did you even sleep last night?’ I asked.



‘I’m Yuri.’ He said. ‘You know my name. I know you do, you’re not stupid, you’re crazy smart and I’m not stupid either I know that you know, but it’s just surreal to hear you say my name.’



‘What did you want to tell me?’ I asked. I looked at the cage. Yesterday Demi had gotten her injection later than usual, so I decided to wait a while this morning too. She was now playing games on her brand new iPad. Like I had predicted she didn’t really care about her iPad, the only thing she cared about were my injections. Most of the time the iPad was just forgotten about, being tossed to the side. Only some mornings when she was lucid and waiting for a new injection she played a game. She was sitting cross legged and swiped her finger over the screen.



She could only play games. Before I handed the iPad to her I put some games on it and disabled the Internet. She could enter Whats'App if she’d liked, but she would just be chatting  with some AI. The chat bot didn’t pass the Turing test by far, but since she was drugged and medicated most of the time, so I figured she wouldn’t notice.



She looked cute sitting there, almost like a typical twenty some year old, she could be an office worker, or a librarian, or maybe a waitress. A strand of her red curly hair kept falling in front of her face, and she kept pushing it back behind her ear.



‘So what do you think?’ Yuri asked.



‘I’m sorry.’ I said. ‘I was distracted, can you repeat what you said? I mean, please do not repeat everything, just the important things.’



He chuckled. ‘I know I’m a blabbermouth. I think... I don’t know if the sample size is big enough yet. I figured you were doing comparative research for normalities and abnormalities, but I have about 30 files for you.’



‘About thirty?’ I asked.



‘Well exactly thirty. This morning we had twenty four submissions, but I told myself I had to wait till thirty until I could call you, so the thirtieth one just e-mailed.’



‘That’s Awesome!’ I said.



He started giggling.



‘What?’



‘It’s just I never thought you were a person that said awesome, I though you would talk like all dignified and wise and stuff.’



‘There’s nothing undignified about saying awesome. I’ll be there in about an hour.’ I said. I didn’t wait for him to respond anymore. I just hung up. I went to the cage and offered Demi her medication which she willingly let me inject. After I emptied the syringe she smiled at me and said: ‘Thank you.’



It melted my heart. I wanted to give her a big kiss, but I just petted her through the fencing.



‘How’s your iPad.’ I asked.



She grabbed the device. ‘The games are nice, but Spotify isn’t working she said, I can’t get the music to play and I also can’t open the play store, I can open it but the games won’t load. I wanted to see if I could download Minecraft. Marcella says – Oh. Wow.’ She grabbed her head and sat down on the bed. Her eyes were filled with this euphoric glaze. ‘That’s magic.’ She said. ‘That’s wow.’



I nodded.



‘Enjoy sweetheart. Listen mommy is going out for a little while, you’ll be fine won’t you?’ For a moment I contemplated getting a baby monitor to keep an eye on her, but  the research facility and my house were probably too far apart and out of range. Although technology had come a long way. I decided to check out Amazon later. ‘Bye, bye, sweety.’ I said.



About forty minutes later I walked into the research facility. Yuri was waiting for me, he had reserved a conference room and put the files out on the table. The other doctors must have been informed about me coming here, because it was somewhat of a circus. There were a lot of people trying to impress me, and it might be that some of the senior staff felt passed over that I wasn’t interested in talking to them, that I only wanted to talk to Yuri.



My hands became sweaty and the rims of my ears started tingling. I don’t know why, well actually I do know why. Whenever I got nervous I started to hyperventilate ever so slightly and that increased oxygen supply was always first noticeable when the rims of my ears started to tingle. I took a few deep breaths. Maybe it was a mistake coming here, now they all assumed I was working on something big. Well they weren’t wrong, I was working on something big, but I wasn’t ready to share my progress with the rest of them yet. I wasn’t ready to share Demi. She was my secret side project.



I started to feel nauseous. I shut the door and got cross with Yuri.



‘Why did you tell everybody?’ I asked.



The pudgy intern that was usually a rambling chatterbox, now didn’t have anything to say. He just looked at me terrified.



‘I’m sorry.’ I said. ‘Show me.’



He talked me through the information that he had, and I logged the useful data in my computer. It wasn’t exactly what I was hoping for but at least... yeah... ‘Be quiet now.’ I said to Yuri. I started working and lost myself in the numbers, the world just made sense to me, strings of math, the beauty of the human brain, visually rendered. When I looked up there was a plate of spaghetti next to me.



I must have had a look of bewilderment on my face, as Yuri hurried to offer an explanation. 



‘It was lunchtime.’ He said. ‘You were busy so I got you food from the cafeteria. I know we’re not suppose to eat in our lab, but this isn’t technically a lab.’



‘Okay.’ I said to get him to shut up. He sat on one of the tables and dangled with his feet.



‘Do I need to go?’ He asked.



‘You need to be quiet.’ I said. I focused on my work once more. Equations, chemical formulas, visual representations. ‘Yes.’ I clapped my hands. It was done. I tried to let the computer make a visual rendering, but nothing happened. ‘Damn it.’ I looked back at the code. I wanted it to work, I didn’t want to problem solve. I just wanted it to work. My eye fell on a simple typo. I crossed my fingers, wishing that was it as I ran the rendering again. Lo and behold, it worked, a systematic visualization of a brain, moving from infant through the stages of childhood into adulthood. I wasn’t some beautiful animation you would see on discovery channel. The untrained eye would just see a chaos of lines and crosshatching, as if a toddler had run a crayon over a piece of paper. But to me it was beautiful.



‘Come look at this.’ I said.



Yuri came over and looked at the rendering.



‘I’m speechless.’ He said. ‘Can I look at it again?’



I started the rendering again, an explosion of chaos in the infant years and then more chaos, and organized chaos. I was really pleased with myself.



‘This is really unbelievable.’ He said. ‘Just... you did all of that just now, didn’t you? Yes, I was there. I saw it. I witnessed it, but nobody is going to believe me. Nobody is going to believe you did all that in just a few hours, while it would take a team of researchers months, to figure out the math and to interpret the data. It’s... you’re remarkable.’



‘I know.’ I said.



‘But Dr. Rossenstein. I do think you made a mistake, well, I don’t know. It might as well be that popular science is mistaken. But I assumed you took the data I gave you and then made interpolations to fill in the gaps, but since there is a gap in data between here and here?’



He showed me part of the rendering.



‘It looks like a gradual increase here in the sermonial cortex, while scientist believes there’s actually a short sprint, they believe the entirety of this cortex develops within weeks, not within months like in your rendering.’



‘What prove do they have?’ I asked.



‘Well no physical evidence, like no actual brains or brain scans. Their theory is purely based on observed behavior in infants. But Werner and Hyde do have this hypothesis that.... ‘



‘Yeah, yeah. I know.’ I said. I was clacking my tongue up and down while I was thinking, and then I altered the code to see how the rendering looked when I included their hypothesis. ‘I need more data.’ I said.



‘Yes.’ Yuri was nodding.



‘And then I need even more data, so we can include different disorders and see how the brains develops for each possible pathology.’



‘That’s ambitious.’ He said.



‘I guess.’



‘I would say that’s impossible, but I just saw you kind of do the impossible. So...’



‘Collect the data for me will you? And then have somebody bring it over to my house, coming here is kind of a hassle, I don’t need this circus.’



‘They say you live quite secluded.’ He said.



‘I’m a hermit.’ I said. ‘But for a file box full of MRI’s I’ll open my front door.’



I closed my laptop, put it back in my bag and then I let my eyes wander over the files he had collected for me.



‘Thanks.’ I said. ‘Good work. Good initiative. Now collect me the rest of the data will you.’



‘But... is that like my new assignment? Does Doctor Newman know about this? Because he usually has me analyze biopsies in the lab.’



‘I’ll tell him.’ I said.



‘Aren’t you going to share your work with the rest of the teams?’



‘Why?’ I asked. ‘They all have there own research to do, and this isn’t finished by far.’



The next day I couldn’t constrain myself. Maybe you’ve noticed by now that I can get a bit obsessive with the things that peak my curiosity. I could’ve stayed at home and spend the day with Demi. After all, everything I was working on was because of my Demi. But I was simply too curious. I didn’t wait for them to bring me data, I wanted to be there when it rolled in. So the next day and the day after that, most of the second week and part of the third week, I went to the research facility. I’d bought a baby monitor to keep an eye on Demi, but most of the time I was too busy to really look, and at other times Yuri was too close by and looking over my shoulder. Without mentioning it he became my personal assistant that week. Facilitating me in whatever I needed and in exchange he could watch me work, which apparently was a great honor to him. I personally don’t know what would be so interesting to watch a forty two year old woman bend over her laptop all day. Although I could look at Demi’s drugged little face all day, which to an outsider may be on the same level of boring. 



I know it sounds unbelievable, but within a week and two days I had the theory done. And it only took me a few days in the lab to create the substance that I had designed, we had an entire vile of dark blue liquid with a pearly glow.



‘I didn’t expect it to have this color.’ Yuri said. He slapped his hand against his forehead. ‘I’m an idiot.’ He said. ‘There is some new unnamed substance that according to our calculations could possibly create neuro-genesis but instead of being amazed by the importance of this moment, the magnitude to humanity, I’m rambling on about the color.’



‘Let’s test it.’ I said eager. ‘Let’s see if it works.’



His eyes opened wide. ‘You can’t.’ He said. ‘We need to organize the data, get an article published, get the substance registered, get it patented, get the ethical committee to sign of on animal testings, like were you thinking mice or chimps or...we can’t test it today.’ He seemed kind of scared. 



‘You’re right.’ I said. It was as if my own trance was broken. All this time I was driven by curiosity and by desire. By lust for Demi, lust for control. It was all a haze, but now that I’ve cracked the puzzle the haze faded. I came to my senses. ‘I’m an idiot.’ I said.



‘You’re not.’ Yuri said surprised. ‘You’re one of the greatest human minds alive today. You’re going to win the Nobel prize, definitely.’



I chuckled. ‘That doesn’t make me any less of in idiot.’ I said. ‘Here. You take care of it.’ I handed him the vile. ‘I’m going home.’



‘Just like that?’ Yuri said. ‘What should I do? Can I tell others about this?’



‘Sure. Just the senior partners for now, have them conduct interviews to set up a new team of researchers to work on this.’



‘Okay.’ Yuri said. ‘Okay, but... before you go, can I ask you another question? What are you going to work on now?’



‘Nothing.’ I said. ‘This is me. I get obsessed with something for a few days, I figure out the puzzle and I loose interest, then I’m kind of bored for a few months before my mind is grabbed by another puzzle. I hate the scientific world, precisely because it’s so slow, because an article needs to be peer reviewed, but those so called “peers” are always way more stupid than I am, the ethical committee never understands me, the money is slow, the gossip is fast. I have you to figure out the rest.’



‘Me?’ He asked.



‘I meant you guys, these facilities, the research teams, they do the boring nitty-gritty work.’



He nodded. I walked towards the door.



‘Wait.’ He said. ‘One more question.’



‘Last one.’ I said. ‘It’s starting to feel like an interview.’



‘If this ‘puzzle’ about creating neuro-genesis would have grabbed you like three years ago, you would have solved it three years ago in a week too, wouldn’t you?’



‘Maybe. Three years ago I may have had less resources and less of a famous name, so I may not have been able to collect the data I needed from universities and hospitals and pediatricians within a week.’



‘There are loads of puzzles out there.’ He said. ‘Like brain aneurysms, maybe you can fix that puzzle next.’



I shrugged. ‘Maybe.’ I said. ‘I’m not really interested in that right now, though.’ I walked out the door, only later I realized Yuri had some weird pitch in his voice when he talked about brain aneurysms, maybe it was personal to him, maybe one of his loved ones was suffering from a brain aneurysm. I felt bad for not noticing sooner, for not being more compassionate in my response.



And then I realized what a perverse person I actually was. All this was motivated by lust, by sexy fantasies. Helping people never crossed my mind, and this substance that created neuro-genesis was almost accidental, like a side effect of my horniness, a side effect of my desire to have Demi relive her childhood, a side effect to figuring out how the brain developed. Granted a medicine to create neuro-genesis would help a lot of people, people in coma’s, people with brain damage, people who’ve had a stroke, baby’s with birth injuries, all those people that would have otherwise lived life as a vegetable, be chained to a wheelchair, or whose families would’ve otherwise pulled the plug, those people now are easily healed by being injected with this drug I created.



I did good. I did really good and Yuri was right, I would probably win the Nobel prize. I and I alone knew what a monster I was. I alone knew that Demi sucking my nipples and peeing the bed was the reason for this new obsession, and I alone knew that I would never bother with finding a cure for brain aneurysm unless either Demi or Sean Connery had a brain aneurysm and my pussy told me to go and fix it.



When I got home I didn’t eat, I didn’t shower. I just opened the cage and lied down next to Demi. It was late but she wasn’t asleep yet, maybe she had been waiting for me. I hoped she had be waiting for me. She wasn’t totally awake either, she was enjoying the coattail of her medication.



She nestled her body close to mine and my heart just exploded. I was an idiot, why on earth would I’ve spend all these days at the facilities, while I could’ve also just been here,  laying next to her. Just feeling her body close to mine, feeling her smooth skin, smelling her hair, smelling her sweat. She actually smelled quite sweaty indeed. I tried to remember when I last gave her a bath. I had been so preoccupied with the research that I had neglected her. I was a horrible guardian to her. Well I did remember to let her suckle my breast every night, so that counts for something.



I nuzzled my face into her shoulder.



‘Time for pills?’ Demi asked softly.



It wasn’t a question I expected. ‘You want a pill?’ I asked.



‘Yeah.’ She said.



‘Okay then.’ If she asked for it herself, I wouldn’t say no, would I? I gave her a pill and after she swallowed it she waited for me to sit on her bed, with my back against the wall. She wanted to suckle on my breast, she seemed to expect it. As soon as I sat down, she nestled her body against mine, her head on my arm, her lips opening up, ready to take in my nipple. I swear. You may not believe me, but I swear, she offered to suckle on my nipple that night.



I was looking at her cute little face, her mouth and cheek moving ever so slightly while she suckled. Her eyes closed, satisfied and peaceful. Life was simple and I made it complicated, or maybe it was the other way round, life was complicated and I made it simple. I caressed her face and kissed her forehead. I held her head when she fell asleep and started sliding of my arm. I held her on my lap until I started to feel sleepy myself and then I just crawled under the blankets with her.



It was ridiculous if you think about it. I had a mansion with about eight bedrooms all of which had a king size bed, and here I was, in my lab, behind a fence, in a cage of my own making on a small twin bed with a care bears duvet cover. Sharing a bed with an inmate that had severe behavioral problems and aggressive tantrums, but that was actually doing quite well on her preparatory diet.



The next morning I was awoken by her iPad beeping, she herself was still too groggy from the medication to notice, but the buzzing woke me up. I picked up the iPad and checked what was going on. Maybe I could download some music for her and get Spotify to work.



Actually she was receiving a Whats'App message. Which was kind of weird to me, since she was talking to AI right? I opened her program and saw she was having three different conversations all labeled with different names. Well not really off course, all of those girls were just the chat bot that I had installed, but still.



One of them was called Marcella, a name that vaguely sounded familiar so I opened that conversation. The chat bot had send her a random poop emoji this morning. I shook my head, I didn’t understand this, but I was happy my chat bot did know that apparently woman send each other random emoji’s once in a while. I scrolled a bit back in their conversation, until my eye fell on the word ‘Mommy.’



‘I’m kind of adopted by a very rich lady, she calls herself my mommy.’ Demi had written. ‘And she has bought me a new iPad and we have a terrace on the roof, and my room is gigantic I have a canopy bed with Christmas lights all around it and a vanity table and I have my own bathroom with two sinks, next to each other.’



‘That sounds nice.’ Marcella had answered apparently.



‘How are you even talking to me, right now, there are no phones allowed in prison.’



‘I’m talking to you.’ Marcella had said.



‘But how?’



‘I’m good.’ Marcella had said.



‘You mean as a reward for good behavior you were allowed phone privileges? That never happens, you only get like outside time or television room privileges.’



‘You’ve got it’ Marcella had said.



I laughed. I would be thoroughly annoyed talking to a chat bot like that, but apparently Demi really didn’t notice the difference.



My laughing made her roll over. ‘What?’ she said annoyed.



‘Nothing, go back to sleep sweety.’



‘Yeah.’ She said.



I scrolled through her conversation to see if she had said anything else about me, but Demi was mostly just trying to get information about the prison. ‘What did you have for dinner last night?’ She asked Marcella. ‘We had take-out Chinese.’



I tried to remember whether that was true. I’d never gotten her take-out, did I? But if it was such a special thing to her, that she lied about it, just to brag to her friend, I could easily get it for her tonight.



Marcella answered that she had eaten rice crispies.



‘Liar.’ Demi had said.



‘Pants on fire.’ Marcella had answered.



I put the iPad down and laid back down next to Demi. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her body close to mine.



‘What?’ She said groggy. ‘What’s going on?’



‘Shh.’ I said.



‘Shush yourself,’ she mumbled.



I gave her a little kiss on her forehead. ‘What?’ She said. ‘Leave me alone.’



‘I’m never going to leave you, sweetheart.’ I whispered into her neck.



‘What?’ She opened her eyes, for a moment she seemed disoriented. ‘What are you doing?’ She asked. ‘Why are you in my bed?’



‘It’s time for your injection.’ I said, hoping to redirect her attention, so I didn’t have to explain myself.



‘I love my injections.’ She answered. She showed me her arm, even though I didn’t have a syringe close by. I got up out of bed.



‘Just a sec.’ I told her. I walked into the lab and prepped a syringe.



‘Now I know.’ She said. She had followed me into the lab, she was standing there naked and fragile, ready to receive another injection. Still her words frightened me, her ominous tone of voice. What did she know, what could she possibly know that justified that amount of smugness on her face?



I felt caught, I felt caught with a dirty little secret. As if she new I lusted after her, as if she knew about my perverse thoughts and the perverse things I did to her once in a while when she was asleep.



‘Know what?’ I asked.



‘Where you stash my medicine.’



There was a moment of relieve immediately followed by the panic of realizing what she implied. ‘You can’t.’ I said. ‘Never, ever, let anybody other than me inject you, understood? Don’t ever inject yourself. If you do it yourself it won’t feel good at all.’



‘Lady, lady.’ Demi said while walking towards me. ‘Geez, don’t fret about it. I was only joking.’

‘Were you though?’ I asked.



She shrugged.



‘Promise me you’ll never inject yourself, okay, promise me.’



‘Fine. I’ll promise. Now can I get my injection, please.’ She was making those big begging puppy eyes and blinking at me. She was cute, don’t get me wrong, but she seemed too aware of the effect her cuteness had on me. Or maybe I was still a bit paranoid. I gave her the injection.



After I removed the syringe she kept looking at her arm.



‘You’re not giving me heroin.’ She said.



‘Off course I’m not giving you heroin.’ I said, ‘I’m not a monster.’



‘Do you know how I know?’ She asked? ‘On television heroin always is quick, and also this girl Brenda, from the foster home she was on heroin and that seemed quicker than this too. But this always takes a minute doesn’t it?’



‘That’s right.’ I said.



‘And then at first it’s just a little tingling, like in my brain, like a background tingle and then there’s a wave that feels good, and then another wave and another wave.’



‘Let’s go back to your bed.’ I said.



‘Together?’ She asked. ‘Are you going to lie next to me again?’



‘Would you want that?’ I asked.



‘Grosssssss.’ She said. She kept on hissing for a while as if her tongue was stuck on the sss. I assumed one of the euphoric waves had just reached her brain. I would be a tiny wave though. I was tapering off the euphoria, and she was on quite a low dose today, well the last few days actually. It was interesting that she mentioned feeling a tingling sensation in her brain. I’m pretty sure that was because of the psycho-active substance, but none of the other test subjects had ever mentioned feeling such physical sensations. They mentioned it feeling like a trance in the beginning of the diet, then halfway through they reported feeling dissociative, like one person phrased it: “as if everything around me is just a dream.” In the last stages it’s hard to get a statement out of them about their experiences. Some said it’s like falling asleep and having no awareness at all, other people said it’s like the ultimate freedom, they felt as if they were no-one and everyone at the same time, no where and everywhere as if they didn’t exist.



The hissing stopped and Demi was just leaning against the workstation, smiling and playing with a light beam and her hand. I guess she was somewhere between the middle and the end stages. She definitely seemed self aware still.



‘Let’s get you back to bed.’ I said. I put my arm around her shoulder and guided her towards the cage. She leaned into me, her body heavily leaning against mine. ‘Come on, stand up straight.’ I said. ‘I know you can still walk, there wasn’t any muscle relaxer in this syringe.’



‘I want that.’ She said.



‘You want muscle relaxer?’ I asked.



‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘Feels good.’



‘I think you just want more injections from me, I don’t think you specifically want muscle relaxer.’



‘Yeah.’ She said agreeable.



I don’t know why I bothered arguing with her, she didn’t even know what she was talking about. I helped her sit down on the bed and she started swaying from left to right.



‘What are you doing?’ I asked.



‘Happy.’ She said.



‘Are you feeling happy.’ I asked. ‘Is that why you’re doing this?’ I imitated her swaying from side to side.



‘Happy.’ She said again.



‘That’s okay sweetheart, just be happy.’ I said. I locked the cage and walked away.



My inbox was blowing up, most of the e-mails were from the senior partners, first asking if the kid was right, then saying they didn’t understand the math, then saying they might understand the math and I might be right, then saying congratulations, then mentioning Nobel prizes, and mentioning all the possible applications and grossly over estimating the number of lives I would safe and improve. It was kind of cute. I responded to a few of them, but then I got bored and watched some Youtube video’s.



Maybe I shouldn’t tell you what those video’s were about. I don’t want to gross you out. Demi was right, I’m a gross woman. I watched video’s of women in a hospital being put to sleep right before an operation. There was one video where the woman had to breath in sevoflurane, as the anesthesiologist explained to the camera, it gave her an involuntary motor reaction. I turned off the sound and watched the video again. I wasn’t interested in the science behind it, I wasn’t interested in involuntary motor reactions. I just imagined the lady realized what was going on, that she was being put to sleep, that the gas would overpower her and that because of that realization she was struggling to free herself. I watched the video again and again, until I knew the struggling movements by hearth, like it was choreographed.



It wasn’t that difficult to order a canister of sevoflurane through our medical supplier. When it came I didn’t use it. I didn’t even carry it to my lab. It just sat there in the hallway. An obstacle to walk past when I went out for groceries or for take out Chinese.



I kept to her preparatory diet, I didn’t mess it up with other chemicals, except maybe for the sleeping pills I sometimes gave her at night, but the sleeping pills worked on her K-receptors and didn’t really interfere with the psycho-active soaking we were doing. The fourth week went by in a blur. I had completely removed the euphoric substance from her medication and only gave her the pure psycho-active drug, in quite a concentrated dosage. She didn’t seem to mind, she still willingly let me inject her in the mornings and after that she was just gone. She had her eyes open, she could follow orders, take a bath, go to the toilet, eat. She could respond to me when I asked her a question. But she didn’t seem to have an opinion on anything, she didn’t seem to have a personality anymore. She was just my cute agreeable little girl. She didn’t mind me sticking her hand between her legs, me cupping her bum, me kissing her, although she didn’t seem to like it either. She was indifferent about it. Her neither struggling nor enjoying it was weirdly off putting to me. Which I didn’t understand, because I still liked feeding her sleeping pills and having my way with her body when she was completely knocked-out. Why then didn’t I like her as this agreeable zombie. Sometimes I didn’t understand myself. Nay, correction: oftentimes I didn’t understand myself.



Anyway as the fourth week neared the end I was faced with a difficult decision. I would say here’s were my story and my actions get questionable, but I must admit this story showed some questionable behavior already, so I guess this is were I continue to display some questionable behavior, where I continue to make questionable choices.



Off course there was the thing that I had set out to do, to cure her from her behavioral issues, to make her aggressive tantrums go away and to make sure she could live a happy and fulfilled and satisfied life.



And please remember I did those things too. Although I may have maybe, potentially, perhaps slipped in a few other alterations to her brain and her way of thinking. Some alterations that weren’t absolutely necessary maybe, but they were alterations that allow her to experience great happiness, intense happiness. I think she was a happier now, then she would’ve been otherwise.



If given the choice between a life filled with love and happiness or anything else, wouldn’t everybody pick the life with love and happiness?



The last day of the last week was there. She was ready. Her preparatory diet had been successful and now I had to finish the job. It would be a long session, that I had planned out carefully.



The joke is, I didn’t even need the neuro-genesis drug to get what I want. I got what I wanted anyway, with just the medication and the technology already available out there, and maybe a dash of genius and creativity.



Early in the morning I came to wake her up. Groggily she looked at me.



‘Is it time for my injection?’ She asked.



‘Something like that.’ I said. I opened the cage and let her walk to the examination table. I had her sit on the edge. She followed me with her eyes as I moved around the laboratory, there was a lot more activity in the lab today, every machine I owned I needed today, a lot of lights flickering a lot of monitors buzzing.



‘We’re doing things a bit differently today.’ I said.



She didn’t seem to care at all, maybe I should’ve just gone ahead and do it already. But in the testing facility most doctors explained what they were doing, actually the doctors that explained what they were doing had the calmest patients and the best results.



‘I’m going to start by giving you a paralytic.’ I said. ‘That’s a little injection that makes all your muscles go loose and limp so you can’t move anymore. It’s very important that you don’t move during this procedure, you understand?’



‘Sure.’ She said.



I doubted that she really understood, but I grabbed the first syringe from my tray of instruments. I checked once more whether there weren’t any bubbles in the syringe and then I pushed the needle through her skin and released the drug into her bloodstream. She started swaying right away. First she almost tipped over to the left. I grabbed her shoulder to keep her in place, her head tilted backwards. I put my hand in her neck to hold her head and then she started slipping, her body falling forward into my embrace, it was out of her control. I held her for a moment, longer than necessary.



‘Good girl.’ I said. ‘I’m proud of you, you’re doing great.’



She started giggling. ‘Feels guddy.’ She mumbled.



I don’t know whether she meant it felt good, or she was feeling giddy, or maybe she meant something else altogether. I placed her body onto the examination table. Securing her safely with a number of straps.



She was adorably powerless. Her body so limp and loose I could do with her what I wanted. I  longed to kiss and fondle her, but I restrained myself. I mostly I felt the desire to continue with making the alterations that I planned to do. So I covered her naked body with a blanket.



I told her so she wouldn’t be cold, but it was primarily because I didn’t want to be tempted or distracted by her beautiful nipples, her cute tummy, her pink pussy lips.



‘I hooked her up to an IV and had her on a drip.’ On the monitor I saw the concentration of my psycho-active drug increasing. It was incredibly important that her levels remained constant throughout the day. If they’d fluctuate too much it could compromise everything we were doing.



We had to wait a while before the blood levels were up to workable standards. Now while I’ve waited I could’ve cleaned my instruments once more, or I could’ve glossed over some parts of the plan for a last time, but I didn’t. I let my hand slip under the blanket and I just rubbed my fingers up and down across her tummy. To sooth her, I told myself. Never mind that the tips of my fingers frequently slipped down a bit further and touched her pussy. I was just caressing her tummy to comfort her.



‘You’re ready sweety.’ I said. ‘Now mommy is going to put some sensors on you.’ I clipped the heart rate monitor on her finger, which was the easiest one and then I put the rest of the sensors in place. One by one the monitors filled up with data. Squiggly lines, graphs, numbers, and straight lines too.



It was particularly interesting to see the distribution of brain activity she had. There was a great amount of theta and alpha waves, which were congruent with the results we’d seen in the other test subjects. There was some delta waves happening, but what really startled me was there were no beta waves at all. The other subjects all had some low level beta waves at least, but hers were zero. It was so low I was wondering whether that wire might be broken or disconnected or something.



But the moment I asked her for her name there was a little bump in the beta waves, she processed my question consciously and gave me the answer. The cutest slurred Demi came out of her mouth. After that the beta-waves dropped to zero again.



‘Beautiful.’ I muttered.



‘Now listen mommy is going to put you to sleep now, only for a little while so mommy can install the chip, okay.’



‘Okay.’ She said as I saw on the monitor the beta waves showing up for a moment.



I put a breathing mask over her face, first I had her breath in some oxygen, then I slowly added in the sleeping gas. Her eyes slowly blinking, then closing. I had to rely on the monitors to tell me when she was truly asleep. The sleep waves increasing, the rendering of her brain activity showed little bursts of potential activity now and again, but just in her oneirious lobe and her amygdala, which meant she would be deeply unconscious by now.



Carefully I made a tiny incision just below her hairline at the base at the skull. I maneuvered the chip into the right position on top of her brain stem. Through her pale skin I could see the dark rectangle of the chip shining through, or maybe the bright laboratory lights made her skin seem even more translucent.



The chip was in place. I connected it to my computer and, bam, I had about triple the data about what was going on in her brain. I turned the chip on, making sure it was emitting at the exact same frequency her own brainwaves were. I had to be patient, I had to wait for her brain to get used to this new source of activity, I had to wait for her brain to accept the chip. Two times my fingers reached out to my laptop, and two times I restrained myself, I shouldn’t start messing with the chip too early, I had to be patient.



To distract myself from doing anything stupid I started to massage her foot. It was a tiny little foot, with cute wriggly toes. My thumbs delving into the sole of her foot, the cushions of flesh moving beneath my fingers, she had the cutest patch of baby soft hairs on the knuckle of her big toe. My fingers softly caressing her instep.



Caressing her with my cheek, rubbing my face against her foot, her soft little instep against my lips, her toes against my lips, and then all of a sudden I was sucking on her toes.



Until I felt my phone buzzing in my pocket. I checked to see who it was. Just someone from the research facility. I turned the phone off. Who else could it have been, no one besides the people from the research facility ever called. Well and those trying to sell me diet pills off course. I’ll bet I could make a diet pill that actually works, that would help your brain only feel the real hunger impulse and remove the impulse to eat when your actually just feeling emotions.



Maybe I could eat my emotions away, maybe I could eat my impatience away. I opened one of the granola bars that were on my desk, but after just the one bite I didn’t feel like eating anymore. I wanted to just sit besides her and observe the squiggly lines on the monitor.



I had waited long enough now hadn’t I? With my laptop I adjusted the frequency of the chip ever so slightly. My heart was pounding like crazy, my hands sweating, my eyes glued to the monitor that showed her distribution of brainwaves.



It isn’t working, it isn’t working, it isn’t working, it isn’t working. I made a mistake. I was too impatient. I’m a failure. I should start all over again, a month of work being washed down the drain because I couldn’t control myself. My inner voices weren’t nice to me in that moment, they were rambunctiously tearing down my confidence.



But then the lines on the monitor shifted, her brainwaves adapted themselves and tuned in with the frequency of the chip. It had worked. ‘I’m a genius.’ I yelled out loud. My inner critics went silent and I marveled in the peaceful quiet.



I was a genius, but we weren’t done yet, we still had a long way to go.



Bit by bit I changed the frequency of the chip and waited for her brainwaves to follow, she woke up and opened her eyes, she was smiling to me and trying to talk.



‘Shh.’ I said. ‘Be quiet sweetheart.’ I didn’t want her talking, because talking required thinking and thinking required brainwaves that would mess up the the frail control the chip had over her.



Slowly I adapted the frequency of the chip, until I had created the perfect environment for my adaption, a work area in her brain. The perfect receptive state and then I just started talking to her, which always seemed to freak the new doctors out, some of the doctors still preferred to use a mesmerizing or hypnotic rhythm in their voice. I don’t know why they did that, that was bullshit.



I just asked her to remember the last time she had gotten angry, the last time she had gotten an aggressive tantrum. I made her relive the event vividly, trying to make the experience as real as it could be for her. She was paralyzed and tied down, so she couldn’t attack me or move, but her heartbeat got faster, her breathing more superficial, he blood pressure was rising and she was making some animalistic growling sounds, when she was at her peak I read out the brainwave distribution, I logged them into my laptop and told the chip to block this specific brainwave activity from happening by counteracting it with an infra-low frequency.



We had to repeat this process a few times, every tantrum was different every act of aggression was different and I had to make sure I only isolated the unwanted behavior.  And that I wasn’t blocking out anything else,  her ability to be a normal human being, to experience normal levels of anger, discontent or annoyance for example. It was a tedious process that took me hours, but finally it was done.



The things I could do for her were done, the upcoming months she would need a lot of aftercare and there was always the possibility that her brain would suddenly start rejecting the chip or stop listening to it’s suggested brainwaves, but we’ve made a start and I deserved a break. I needed a break. I needed to eat something, drink some coffee, maybe do some yoga or something to relax. I’d never done yoga really. I just sat on the floor of my lab, cross legged, hoping some magical peace and tranquility would refresh me and help me concentrate later this afternoon.



Now we all know I did what needed to be done. I could’ve stopped right then and there and let her recuperate, but there was more that I wanted to do, more that I wanted to try out.



After my break I went back to the examination table. I checked her psycho-active levels, they were beautiful and stable, the monitor showed a straight line with no real variations. I checked her brainwave distribution and without my words to listen to and process, she had tuned in with the chip again. She was perfectly workable, malleable and susceptible, a piece of clay, a blank canvas and I would be the artist.



I told her to let her mind go back in time, to regress back to being a little girl, a little baby, a six month old baby.



‘Remember what it is like. Feel what it is like to not know anything, to not be able to walk or talk, to do anything. To only know this loving face, your mommy’s face, open your eyes now, remember this is your mommy. You’re safe with your mommy, you’re totally dependent on your mommy.’



I kept talking to her, it was hard to maneuver her brain to where I needed it to be. I asked a lot of hands on management, a lot of creative phrasing, a mixture of memories and imagination, but finally her brain activity was in a state that resembled the MRI’s I’d seen and the renderings I’d created. I logged the frequency and the distribution of her brainwaves into my laptop and into the chip.



I couldn’t test the frequencies right away, because I needed to keep her in workstation modus, the chip needed to emit workstation frequencies. But I kept on collecting more and more frequencies, linking them to her brain activity, linking the brain activity to the renderings I’ve made. Until I had isolated a complete brainscape, at least that’s what I called it in that moment, a brainscape of my Demi as an infant that, fingers-crossed, the chip could recreate whenever I told it too.



You know I never told anybody, it was possible to isolate these brainscapes and have the chips recreate them. Everybody knew full well the chip was capable of blocking unwanted frequencies and therefor blocking unwanted feelings or behaviors, I figured that was all they needed to know. I thought back then and I still think the medical field has no necessity for imposing entire brainscapes on somebody, and I feared the only applications would be utilized by the army for warfare. So I kept my mouth shut about these possibilities. Eventually someone smart will figure it out, but if they’re as smart as me they will shut up about it.



Anyway, it was getting late. I had been working on Demi now for over fourteen hours and I still wasn’t done yet. I could’ve been done, but I didn’t want to be done yet. I took another break. I found some old take out in the fridge and shoved it into my mouth without warming it up in the microwave first.



I tried to watch a Netflix episode, but I was too eager to go back to work. To discover all the little secrets Demi’s brain had to offer me. When I checked up on her she was still laying on the examination table peacefully. I replaced the bag on the IV-drip because it was almost empty and I didn’t want to be distracted by having to check on it or change it later. Just to be sure I preemptively gave her another dose of paralytic, even though she hadn’t been stirring yet. But it was a simple piece of math to figure out after 14 hours of verbal surgery – or whatever you wanted to call what I was doing – the paralytic would’ve flushed through her system and lost it affects.

I stroke her cheek for a moment, she was laying there so peacefully. I gave her a kiss on the lips and almost involuntary my tongue probed into her mouth. I allowed myself this little transgression. I had been on my best behavior these past hours.



After our kiss I focused on her brain again. I distilled some partial brainscapes, that only affected a specific area of the brain, I didn’t know whether I want to use them, but since this was my only chance of collecting them I still logged them into my computer, even if I never used them it would be interesting information to ransack through.



The last part of the treatment was really out of my comfort zone, I was a neuro-chemist, or a neuro-pharmacological engineer. Sure I’d finished med school. Not to brag, but I actually graduated med school, and got university degrees both in chemical engineering and AI-technology before I was 25. I was the youngest one ever to get three university level degrees. Anyway, I still wasn’t really familiar with the procedure I had in mind next.



Partially because the procedure had never been done before, but truth be told about 65 percent of the things I did that day had never been done before, but mostly I was just nervous about messing with a part of the human body that wasn’t a brain.



Via her brain I could’ve made her incontinent, but I didn’t want her to be incontinent, that would be annoying. I wanted to control when and where she peed herself, I wanted her to pee herself and have a face flushed with embarrassment only when it suited me, not randomly out of nowhere.



I removed the duvet from her body. The monitor beeped and her breathing became a bit quicker. She got goosebumps all over her body.



‘Poor thing.’ I said. ‘It’ll be over before you know it.’



I unstrapped her ankles and moved her very limp legs apart, it was marvelous how limp and easily manipulated she was. I exposed her pussy and brought a speculum inside to open it up. Then I entered her with a little camera and determined the spot where the chip needed to go, close to a neural knot, so it could feed of the electric potential of her nerves, but also central enough to be able to reach her entire pelvic floor.



I picked a spot and inserted the chip. It was the same black rectangle as the one I had implanted in her neck, but this one I had made adaptations too. Instead of emitting brainwaves it would – if ordered to do so –  emit a electrical pulse that would make her loose control of her bladder.



Basically, if I was right, and let me tell you I’m hardly ever wrong, I could use my laptop to make her pee whenever I wanted, I could probably even write some software to put her on a timer.



We were done. I sat down next to the examination table and wiped a strand of loose hair from my face. It was two thirty at night. Now suddenly with the thrill of the puzzle gone and the challenge completed I felt fatigued. My body was aching, my shoulder and neck glowed with an annoying pain and my head felt like it was filled with cotton balls. If you’d asked me what the capital of Texas was, I still would’ve answered Houston, because come on I was tired not stupid, but I bet I was too tired to recreate the Galileo transformations.



In a haze I set the drip to tapering, so in about twelve ours her psycho-active levels would return to normal and we I could really start to observe the effects of this procedure. I set the chip to just blocking, instead of emitting the receptive workstation frequency and then for the second time in my entire life I plumped down on the little twin bed  in the back of my laboratory behind the fence and I almost instantly fell asleep.



Moments later I was awoken by the alarming beeps of one of the machines that were monitoring her. I was wide awake immediately and scared to death that something had gone wrong, that maybe the chip was being rejected, that she’d gotten an infection, that she had a heart attack for some reason, or that she was dying. Luckily nothing bad happened, it was just the machine warning me that her body temperature was getting a bit low, but the moment I put the blanket on top of her again, she returned to a stable 99.



‘Thank God, sweetheart.’ I said. I didn’t literally mean, thank God. I don’t believe in God. I was just tired, okay. For a moment I rested my head on top of her belly and I watched her tranquil face, the soft lips moving every time she exhaled, her eyelashes twitching a bit in her dreams. I almost fell asleep right there, I could’ve fallen asleep, but I forced myself to get up. I dragged myself towards the bed and dived into the mattress. For a moment I listened to the humming and buzzing of the machine, the soothing rhythmic beeping of her heartbeat rocked me to sleep.



When I woke up I was disoriented at first, it took me a while to realize where I was. My thinking felt sluggish, as if I had used up all my intelligence yesterday. That wasn’t possible, I know. You can’t use up all of your intelligence, that’s why I said “as if” it was a metaphor for how I felt, and how I felt was tired and disoriented.



It was already light outside and it took me a few seconds to realize what had awoken me. There was a soft voice coming out of my lab.



‘Hello? Anybody there?’ It was my Demi asking for attention.



I got up and walked over to the examination table.



‘Gee, you look terrible.’ She said.



It made me smile thinking I had only blocked her aggressive tantrums and not the rest of her spunky personality.



‘I feel kind of terrible.’ I said. ‘But that doesn’t matter, what’s really important is this patient here. How are you feeling?’



‘Depending on what happened either terrific or terrible,’ she said.



‘How so?’ I was confused. ‘Don’t you remember what happened?’



‘I remember.’ She said. ‘Well, I don’t know if I remember, I wouldn’t know it if I forgot what happened, would I?’



‘You’re being too philosophical, too early in the morning.’



‘Pfff... that’s a new one, people have called me everything, from brat, to psycho, but nobody has ever called me too philosophical.’



‘Just answer the question.’ I said with a sigh. ‘How are you feeling? Do you need anything, like food or a sip of juice, you haven’t eaten in over thirty hours. Do you have pain? You need some painkillers for example.’



‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘I could eat I guess. Yeah, I could definitely eat. I have a bit of a headache, and my muscles feel sore.’



‘That’s expected, both will fade within a day or two, but if it’s really bothering you I can give you an aspirin or something.’



‘No, never mind, I don’t do pills,’ she said.



I pushed my teeth together and tried not to laugh. ‘Okay.’ I said, trying not to argue with her. I could recite a number of times where she had asked me for a sleeping pill, but that wasn’t relevant right now. ‘Okay.’ I said.



‘I do have pain in my...’ She nodded.



‘In your what? In your neck?’ I asked.



‘No in my...’ She made that same nodding movement.



‘You’re chin?’



‘My tinkle nini.’



I laughed. ‘Your tinkle nini?’ I asked. ‘You mean your pussy, who the hell on earth told you your pussy was called a tinkle nini?’



She looked at me with a shy and embarrassed look on her face. It was atypical for her to look this shy. I glanced over to the monitors and saw indeed that the chip had blocked a natural impulse. I wondered what she had done or said otherwise. Probably she would’ve gotten confrontational with me.



‘I’m sorry.’ I said. ‘I don’t mean to make fun of you. I’m making fun of your caseworker or your foster parents or whoever taught you that. Anyway, you want me to do something about the pain in your nini?’



‘Like what?’



‘I can put some numbing cream on it.’ I said. I was really hoping she wanted me to rub numbing cream on her pussy, and then I realized I was the doctor, I was her guardian, if I deemed it necessary for her health and recovery I could rub numbing cream on her pussy.



‘You know what.’ I said decisively. ‘Let’s do that, it has anti-inflammatory effects as well.’



‘No, never mind.’ She said. ‘It isn’t hurting that much.’



I put a dollop of cream on my fingers, I first rubbed it over the outside, her outer and inner labia, and then I slipped a finger inside of her rubbing the cream over the incision and the chip. There was a little rectangular shape distinguishable in her pussy wall, but vagina’s were always a bit rippled on the inside, so I doubted anyone else would notice.



‘So.’ I said. ‘You should feel it improving quite soon.’



She nodded. ‘Okay.’ She said.



I glanced at the monitors, there were again several potentials blocked by the chip.



‘Do I get an injection today,’ she asked.



‘Definitely.’ I said. ‘You need loads of injections to make sure you recover well, but not right now. Now you need to rest for a little bit.



‘Here?’ she asked.



‘I’d like to keep you hooked up to the monitors for a little while, so I can keep an eye on what’s happening with you.’ I said.



‘But I’m bored.’ She said in a whiny voice. ‘Lying here is boring, can you at least untie me so I can play with my iPad?’



‘Not yet.’ I said, ‘But I can keep you company if you’d like.’



‘Fine.’ She said reluctantly.



Over the next few days, she was healing fine, the chip wasn’t rejected, it was doing it’s intended job and seemed to be accepted into her brain. When her headache faded, I had her take another series of cognitive tests, the changes were remarkable. Her improvements were so drastic and significant that it would’ve made any researcher jealous of the data I collected.



Before I agreed to take her of the examination table and unplug all the machines I first wanted to see if the extracurricular activities I’d programmed into the chip were working as well.



I opened my laptop and looked at the biofeedback the chip send me. First I set him to emitting on the same brainwaves that she was on right now. She didn’t seem to notice or feel anything. I waited a moment for the chip and the brainwaves to get in tune and then I started moving slowly towards the brainscape I’d created, first I moved it just a tad, it took a few seconds for her brainwaves to follow.



‘How are you feeling?’ I asked.



‘Why?’ she asked. ‘I feel fine. What are you doing then? Should I feel something?’



‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘You tell me.’ I changed the frequency of the chip a little bit further and a moment later I saw her brainwaves tuning in on that same wavelength.



‘If you don’t even know what you’re doing? How then am I supposed to know?’ She said.



Bit by bit I moved the frequency closer and closer to the neuroscape.



‘What’s happening?’ She suddenly asked. ‘Where am I? What’s going on.’



I looked up. She had a scared and worried look on her face. With the laptop on my knees I rolled my desk chair closer to the examination table. I caressed her little freckled cheek.



‘Mommy.’ She said. ‘Mommy, what’s going on. Where are we? I feel weird mommy.’



My heart was fluttering and I couldn’t suppress a satisfied smile, she had called me mommy. It was delightful hearing those two syllables come out of her mouth. I gave her a kiss on the cheek.



‘I’m scared mommy.’ She said.



‘There’s no need to be scared sweetheart, mommy is here, mommy is just running some test on your head.’



‘My head feels weird mommy.’



‘Weird how?’ I asked.



‘I don’t know.’ She said... ‘Like... like it’s foggy and I’m forgetting everything.’



‘That’s okay sweety.’ I kept adjusting the frequency and moving her closer and closer to that infant state.



‘Are we in the hopsital?’ she asked.



‘The what?’



‘The hop-si-tal.’ She said, she was nodding her head to emphasize the syllables she was trying to announce.



‘The hospital.’ I said . ‘You’re in some sort of hospital yes, that’s right.’ I kept moving the frequency and her brainwaves kept following along obediently. Her verbal skills regressing along the way, from mispronounced words, she started to mispronounced letters, she stopped making sentences and only strung two or three words together to get her point across, then she stopped talking completely and just did that babbling toddler talk and when she reached the final brainscape, she wasn’t talking at all anymore.



She was just moving her tongue and drooling a little bit. Her verbal skills regressing so gradually made me wonder if maybe not only her verbal skills were regressing so gradually but her entire mind. Maybe instead of only having created this brainscape for an infant, I’d created an sliding scale, a brainscape for every age from infancy past childhood into the teenage years all the way up till the twenty three year old woman she was today.



Later I would examine her more closely during the intermediate stages, today I didn’t want to push her brain to much, after all it was still learning to cooperate with the chip. But how cool would that be if I owned a dimmer switch for her mind, if with an App on my phone I could control the level of cognitive abilities she possessed.



I slowly moved the frequency back to her normal functioning, and I saw her grow-up, like literally in the course of ten minutes I saw her move from infant to toddler to kid to teen.



‘I could kiss you.’ I said when she was back to normal and I turned the chip off.



‘Gross.’ She said. ‘Why?’



‘Because you are awesome.’ I said.



‘Okay. I kind of agree with you there,’ she said, ‘but I still don’t understand the kissing part.’



‘How are you feeling.’ I asked.



‘Confused.’ She said.



‘Because I wanted to kiss you?’ I said thinking she was joking



She shook her head. ‘No. No I don’t think so, my head just feels weird, like tingly and awake.’



‘Were you asleep before?’ I asked. I wasn’t really sure how her memory was affected by this brainscape.



‘No. I don’t think so. Maybe? I think I was a baby or a little girl. Maybe only a part of me was asleep or like turned off, or I don’t know, that does sound weird, maybe I was dreaming?’



I was actually impressed by her ability to describe what she had just experienced. It was clear and comprehensive and it made sense that it would feel like that to her. There were subjects in the test facility that weren’t half as accurate in describing their feelings, they just mumbled: ‘I’m good.’ Every time me or the researcher asked what was happening and what they were feeling and experiencing in that moment.



‘How do you feel about that?’ I asked. ‘How do you feel about having been a little girl just now.’



‘Confused.’ She said. ‘I don’t understand, it feels like it can’t be true. Is it true or am I going crazy?’



‘Don’t worry about it to much.’ I said. There was just one more thing I wanted to try out, but I didn’t want her to know I had anything to do with that, I didn’t want her to know I could control her like that. So I told her we were done and I undid her straps. I told her to slowly sit up and then stand up.



‘I bought you some new clothes.’ I said. ‘Soon we’ll go shopping together so you can pick out whatever you like, but for now you’ll have to make do with jeans and a Tinkerbell t-shirt.’



She let out a big sigh. ‘Disney is a lie,’ she said. ‘There’s no magic, no princes, no happily ever afters. I don’t want to wear a Tinkerbell t-shirt.’



‘Then walk around bare chested,’ I said. ‘That’s fine by me.’



I waited till she had put her panties on, she was balancing on one foot trying to hoist her other leg into the pants and then I activated the chip in her pussy, a little electrical pulse should be taking over control and lo and behold a little wet spot appeared in her panties. She felt it too, she dropped the jeans and put her hands in front of the crotch.



‘I need to go to the bathroom.’ She said with a panic in her voice. I saw the pee running past her leg. Her embarrassment made me horny as hell. Her face flushing, she didn’t dare to look me in the eye.



Eventually she stood in a big puddle of her own pee, just staring down, her cheeks burning red.



‘I’m sorry.’ She whispered against the floor. ‘I don’t know what happened. It’s just... suddenly it came and then it just... I couldn’t stop it.’



I put my laptop aside and walked over to her. I wrapped my arms around her, vaguely registering that by hugging her, some of her pee would get on my clothes as well.



‘Don’t worry about it, sweetheart. Guess what, you’re all done now. Of course you still need to listen to mommy and take your medications when mommy tells you to, but you don’t need to be locked up anymore. We can go check out your room upstairs and maybe you want to see the terrace and the pool too? But first lets clean this up and get you and mommy in the shower.’



‘I... like... I mean... did you get pee on you? I’m sorry. I’m really... I don’t understand what happened, this has never happened to me before, I mean, not like this.’ She looked like she was about to cry, she was really startled by what just happened.



‘Sweetheart.’ I said. ‘Don’t fret about it to much. You know, you used to be an orphan and now you’re not an orphan anymore. You used to be angry and mad, you used to feel sad and lonely all the time, that pain is gone now isn’t it.’



For a moment she was quiet. She just stood there frowning, then she looked up at me. ‘Yeah?’ She said surprised. ‘I can’t feel that anymore.’



‘That’s because you have a mommy now.’



‘No, that’s because all of those injections and that operation or whatever it was.’



‘Sometimes when a person has been an orphan for a really long time, they forgot what it’s like to feel save and happy and loved with a mommy they can trust. Sometimes when an orphan and finally meets a nice caring person, a lover or a partner or a mommy like me they regress, even if they’re all grown-up, do you know what regressing means?’



‘No.’ She said. ‘What does it mean?’



‘It means you start to behave and act like a younger kid than you actually are, because you have to catch up on all the things that you were missing out on, when you were little. I think that’s happening to you.’



‘Hmm,’ she said, not looking all too pleased with my explanation. ‘Really? Or are you just joking. It sounds... weird.’



‘That’s how it works.’ I said. ‘Maybe that’s why you peed yourself, because you wanted mommy to treat you like you were a little girl still.’



‘I don’t think so.’ She said.



I shrugged. ‘Anyway it’s time to put your dirty clothes in the washing machine and to take a shower.’ I said.



She didn’t want me to help her in the shower. I felt a bit rejected as I waited outside of the bathroom, listening to the droplets rustling, thinking about her scrubbing her naked body. All the other days I was the one that bathed her, those were wonderful intimate moments. I cared for her, and she felt loved and cared for. Granted she was drugged out of her mind because of the preparatory diet, but I still felt I was entitled to that moment. I would drag that moment out of her, I would either drug her, or use the chip to turn her into a baby and then she would let me bathe her. Not today though. We had to slowly build up the amount of time the chip could be imposing the brainscape on her, and I also had to keep an eye out for her development and her recovery. I had to be aware of unhealthy replacement behaviors that would just be an alternative for the aggression.



Anyway, I waited till she got out of the shower. A towel wrapped tightly around her tiny body.



‘Gross.’ She said. ‘What are you doing here? I can perfectly well get dressed on my own.’ she said.



I nodded as I sat down on her bed – a bed that she would very very rarely actually sleep in by the way – and I pointed to the big wardrobe. ‘Like I said we will have to go shopping soon, but for now I think there’s a dress in there your size.’



She opened the wardrobe and grabbed the only dress available. ‘You can’t be serious.’ She said. ‘For real?’ She held up a cute pink dress with a white collar, puffed sleeves and lots of ruffles. ‘This is disgusting.’ She said. ‘I’m not wearing this. Like I’m never, ever, ever wearing this. I know it’s rude to ask, but are you mentally insane, do you actually like this?’



‘I think it’ll look good on you.’ I said.



‘O my gosh!’ She exclaimed, then suddenly her behavior changed and she calmed down. I didn’t have my laptop with the biofeedback, but I’m pretty sure the chip prevented a tantrum at that point. She was calmer now, she just shrugged, put the dress back in the wardrobe. ‘Anyway,’ she said. ‘I’m not walking around in that.’



I did expect some push back that’s why I first had her pee her jeans, so this would be the only option left.



‘Well. I guess you shouldn’t have peed yourself then.’ I said trying to hide my smugness. ‘It’s either this or nothing. I don’t care, you can run around naked, free like paradise, if you like.’



‘No, I’ll borrow something of yours.’ She said. She opened the door and walked into the hallway. ‘Where’s your bedroom?’



I didn’t expect her to be so resourceful, but it was an obvious solution. I was startled that my little plot had failed. I was a world renowned genius and she was a former inmate, how could she have so easily outwitted me. My intellectual ego was hurting.



Maybe it wasn’t that she outwitted me. I told myself. We just came from different backgrounds, I was an orphan but I grew up with my uncle, of course I never borrowed his clothes and I didn’t have any sisters or friends with whom I could share a cute top or something.



She, growing up in foster homes and institutions probably wore nothing but hand me downs from other kids, maybe sharing clothes was normal in her world.



It made me feel a little bit better to look at it that way.



I followed Demi into the hallway, she was opening doors left and right. ‘There are a million bedrooms here,’ she said, ‘but all the wardrobes are empty.’



‘Eight bedrooms actually.’ I said. ‘Mine is the large master suite right through those double doors at the end of the hallway.’



She started running towards the doors, keeping her towels in place with her hands, which made it a weird wobbly run. ‘Do you have a balcony?’ She yelled exited, she pushed open the doors and then she stood in the doorway looking around. When I had caught up with her I tried to see what she was seeing, a large bed that with wrinkly blankets and pillows scattered all around, some dirty clothes on the ground and empty packet of gum on the bedside table.



I felt embarrassed. No, she wouldn’t be looking at the mess, she would be impressed. The room was probably bigger than any bedroom she’d ever seen, she would probably think my bedroom was the size of the prison dining hall or something. I bet she was fascinated by the shiny silky sheets or by the intricate but subtle gold and white pattern on the wallpaper.



‘What do you think?’ I asked.



‘It’s nice I guess.’ She said. ‘Do you sleep there or there.’ She pointed first to the master bed and then to the adult sized crib in the corner of the room, that I had put there with her in mind, with lustful fantasies about her being my little girl in my mind.



‘I sleep in the master bed.’ I said.



‘Why then do you have this?’ She walked to the crib and climbed up against the bars, she leaned over the rim and pushed against a little dangling mobile. ‘And look,’ she said, ‘there is a little stuffed giraffe and everything.’ She was now balancing on the rim, her head completely bend down. Her towel was moving and exposed her bum. White and round sticking up in the air, with little pink pussy lips visible beneath. I tried not to look but it was impossible, my eyes were just drawn to that cute little tush. I felt a wave of tenderness rush through me, while at the same time my pussy started throbbing. I didn’t know if it was love or lust and I didn’t care to determine what was going on within my body. I was just enjoying the view.



She got the giraffe out and jumped back on the floor. ‘Isn’t it cute?’ She said. ‘Look at those cute little eyes, and his bow tie.’



‘You can have it if you want.’



‘No. I’m too old for that,’ she said. She threw the giraffe back in the crib. So why do you have that. ‘Do I have a little sister I haven’t met, or a niece or nephew that comes to spend the night here? It’s an awfully big bed for a baby, but rich people have everything bigger than ordinary people, so it make sense that rich baby’s have a bigger bed.’



She now opened the drawers of the bedside table, she found the book I had stopped reading a few months ago because it didn’t grab me and a bunch of half emptied strips of sleeping pills.



‘You shouldn’t take these.’ She said. ‘The doctors don’t want to help you, they just want to sedate you, so you won’t be a bother to them.’



I pressed my lips together, not really knowing how to respond to that. I just nodded. She went exploring my room. My room got a more thorough inspection than her own room had gotten. Maybe because her own room had mostly been empty. She flipped through a few of my books, rummaged through my basket of make-up and made a comment on how I shouldn’t use any brown eyeshadow because it didn’t fit my complexion, and eventually she opened my wardrobe.



She seemed shocked.



‘Geez’ she mumbled after a while. ‘We should definitely go shopping together. Like, you could look so much cuter if you had a better sense of style. We should do a make-over, rich people do make overs right and I’m rich now, aren’t I? Oh...’ She gasped for air as if she suddenly remembered something. ‘Let’s do a spa day!’



She was making those big begging puppy eyes at me. ‘I always wanted to do a spa day, with mud on my face, and fancy sauna’s and all that, could we please?’ She was using her cuteness against me, blinking fervently, pouting her lips.



‘Please, mommy, please, please, please,’ she said



‘Sure.’ I said begrudgingly. ‘One day we’ll do a spa day.’ I was kind of confused about her tactics. She’d called me mommy, just to manipulate me. She seemed to intuitively know my weak spots. No warden or caseworker had ever warned me about her being manipulative. Could this maybe be a replacement behavior? A way to feel in control of the situation, where she previously used aggression to feel that power.



Or was I maybe seeing things that weren’t there? I shook my head.



She was pulling clothes out of my closet and throwing them on the ground. ‘Is there absolutely nothing I can wear, in this entire mansion of yours?’ She asked.



‘You still have the option to go naked, sweetheart.’



‘No thanks. This will make do.’ She said. She grabbed black jeans and a white t-shirt. I didn’t know what was wrong with that. Before she came here she was forced to wear prison clothes, this couldn’t be worse than prison could it?



The clothes were slightly to big, but she’d rolled up the pants legs and she’d put on a belt.



‘Let’s go explore the rest of the house.’ She said. I followed her around while she opened every door, every drawer, every cupboard. She was asking me a thousand questions about what life with me would be like. If she would have to help with the dishes and other chores. If she needed to get a job. If she would be free to go out to the cinema with her friends.



‘What friends?’ I asked.



‘I’ll make new friends easily.’ She said. ‘I’ve been transfered so many times I’m really good at making new friends at any place they put me.’ She stopped to think for a minute. ‘I’m also really good at not missing them when I move away again.’ She said. She had a little frown on her face as if she was trying to figure something out, then suddenly she shrugged. ‘Anyway, is there a cinema?’



I shrugged too. She wouldn’t need to get a job and she wouldn’t meet a whole lot of new friends. I would just keep her here in my own house, I wouldn’t share her with anybody else. 



‘How far is the mall?’ She asked. ‘You think I could go there by bike? Do you even own a bike? or do I need to ask you for a ride every time I want to go? Could I get a drivers license? No, I know, you’re rich enough to have your own private limousine driver and he will drive me to the mall, right?’



‘I don’t have a limousine.’ I said. It occurred to me, that her exploring the house and asking me all these questions would usually happen the first day you brought someone into your home. Somehow it made me happy, that despite our unnatural start of her being a drugged little puppet in my laboratory being prepped for her procedure, we could still have this very normal moment of bonding together.



‘We’re a family now.’ I said.



‘Gross. Now you’ve spoiled it by being sentimental.’ She said.



‘Spoiled what?’ I asked.



‘Do you think you could buy me a limo?’ She asked putting on her big begging puppy eyes and her pouting lip. ‘Could you buy me a limo, mommy?’ She said.



‘Stop that Demi.’ I said. ‘Knock it off. We’re not getting a limo.’



‘Please, pretty please, pretty mommy please.’



I rolled my eyes at her. Her manipulation was so obvious that I couldn’t stand it was actually working. The way she said mommy, that cute little voice, it was caressing my ears, penetrating my brain, turning my thinking to mush.



‘No.’ I said again. ‘You have been here barely a month, you can’t be that spoiled yet so don’t act like that.’



‘I’m not spoiled.’ She said. ‘I’m just so used to having nothing, that I don’t even know what it’s like to own stuff or like how you should be a rich person.’ She had a serious look on her face and I started laughing.



‘Sweetheart.’ I said endeared. I tried to hug her but she didn’t let me, she just twisted her shoulder away from me. ‘So you figured you’d just behave like the rich people you see on TV?’



She shrugged. ‘Maybe. I don’t know. I’m not a shrink, and please don’t shrink me.’ Her foot swayed backwards as if she was about to kick the sofa, but then she put her foot down again. ‘Just don’t okay.’ She said.



‘You don’t have to be a rich kid, you can just be yourself, you can just be Demi.’



‘No.’ She said. ‘I can’t. Demi kicks people, she bites people, she screams until she has to throw up. People don’t want Demi around.’



‘I know.’ I said. ‘You used to be unhappy, you used to have this anger inside of you, this sadness and that made you act out. But now you’re adopted and mommy helped you to take that anger and that sadness and that darkness away. You can relax now.’



‘Don’t shrink me.’ She said waiving her hand dismissively towards me ‘I’ve heard that crap a thousand times.’ 



‘I gotta run to the lab real fast and make a few notes. You’ll find something to enjoy yourself with, don’t you?‘



‘I guess.’ She said.



I ran down and got my laptop out. Quickly I wrote down in her file that she was talking about herself in the third person, as if she was someone else. It could possibly point to multiple personality disorder, but way more likely it was just a glitch in her sense of identity. Many of the test subject experienced some identity issues when they suddenly recovered from a mental illness that had previously defined them. It could be that Demi had come to identify with her anger issues and her aggression. We could be facing an identity crisis later on.



I shut my laptop and then opened it again. ‘Low Scores emotional processing test.’ I wrote down. ‘Might be related. Might have to do with communicating complex emotions. Also manipulation might be replacement behavior to create a sense of control.’



I closed my laptop again and gathered the medicines she needed to take tonight. Antibiotics, anti-inflammatory medicine, a low dose of the psycho-active stuff so the chip wouldn’t be rejected and something to put her to sleep so I could have my way with her body.



When you thought about it though, she didn’t really need to be asleep for that, if I’d just give her an amnesiac she wouldn’t remember a thing either. But that was not for today, the amnesiac could run interference with the psycho-active drug. Today we would stick to old school sleeping pills, maybe even two, because she was probably building up a tolerance by now.



After dinner I told her she had to take her meds. She let me inject her quite easily but she refused to take her pills. I told her she would have to, but she kept refusing. We went back and forth a few times.



I had figured that because I was a brain scientist that would just get her to cooperate through meds and technology. I didn’t isolate any brainscape for obedience, that was stupid of me. Since now I couldn’t just turn the chip on and have her obey. Instead we were bickering. The sleeping pills weren’t that big of a deal when she wouldn’t take them. In that case I would just have to keep my hands to myself tonight, but the antibiotics and the anti-inflammatory tablets were an absolute necessity.



‘Demi.’ I tried to sound strict. ‘This is non-negotiable. I’m your doctor, you have to take your pills or else you could become very very sick. Yesterday you’ve had a very rare, very major procedure taken place. If you don’t take these pills, all will have been for nothing.’



There was a look of desperation on her face and I felt sorry for her. ‘I really don’t want to.’ she said. Her voice trembling a little bit, tears propping up in her eyes.



‘I know sweety.’ I said. ‘But you don’t have a choice. Will it help if you swallow them with a sip of chocolate milk instead of water.’



‘No.’ She said defeated. She picked up the four little pills from the palm of my hand and was about to put them in her mouth.



‘Wait a minute.’ She said. ‘Why don’t I feel good? Those injections are suppose to make me feel good aren’t they, but I just feel sad and betrayed and angry.’



I was really impressed with her ability to communicate about her emotions, what happened right now contradicted what I had written in my notes downstairs. It seemed as though with her tantrums out of the way she was making great progress with her emotional processing. Identifying her own emotions, communicating about them.



‘I really want to give you a hug.’ I said. ‘Cay I please give you a hug to sooth you?’



‘If you must.’ She shrugged. ‘But first you promised me chocolate milk.’ She swallowed her pills and then she just stood there as I wrapped my arms around her. At first it felt as if I was hugging a tree, so stiff and non responsive. But as I held on to her I slowly felt the tension in her muscles fade, and despite her arms dangling down instead of reciprocating the hug I could’ve sworn she was nestling her cheek into my chest.



‘Now lets watch TV.’ I said.



I let her pick a movie that I didn’t find that interesting at all. My mind kept drifting of. Maybe tomorrow I could find injectable antibiotics so it wouldn’t be this much of a struggle, although it would be better if she stayed on the same strand. Maybe I could find a way to make the euphoric component ingestible, to give her that happiness reward for taking her pills, or maybe I should just grind up her pills and mix them in with Oreo stuffing or in with a bottle of milk or something. 



She was nidnodding. I didn’t even notice until she jerked her head upwards and made a disoriented noise.



‘Are you okay?’ I asked.



‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘Nothing the matter.’



‘A bit tired?’ I asked.



‘No.’ She said even though her eyelids were drooping and she was struggling to keep her eyes open. Her eyes fell shut. I put my hand in between her shoulder blades and scratched her back. She opened her eyes again.



‘Nothing the matter.’ She said. ‘I usually don’t even go to bed until eleven.’



‘That’s awfully late.’ I said while I kept on scratching her back.



‘Yeah.’ She said as she was slowly sinking away again.



‘Come sit with me.’ I told her. ‘I pulled on her body until I could cradle her like a little baby, she was laying in my arms again.’



‘I’m not tired.’ She said. ‘I want to watch my movie.’



‘We are watching your movie.’ I said as I pulled up my t-shirt and brought her head over to my boob. She opened her mouth and took the nipple inside, she started suckling on my breast and I softly caressed her hair as I saw her eyes reducing to little slivers of white before closing all together.



‘Wait.’ She said in a sluggish tone of voice. She fought to open her eyes again, loopy green eyes looking at me. ‘I remember this.’ She said. ‘I know this.’



I hushed her and shoved the nipple back into her mouth, she started suckling for a while again. Maybe giving her two sleeping pills was a bit overdoing it, one and a half would probably have been a better dose.



‘I’m not tired.’ She said into my boob, with her eyes shut. ‘I don’t know.’ She suckled for a while, drifted of to sleep, started suckling again, and I thought that’s how it would go for the rest of the evening. But then she opened her eyes again.



‘I remember.’ She said. ‘But I don’t remember.’



‘I don’t know what you mean by that sweety.’ I said. ‘Don’t worry about it, just go to sleep now.’



‘No.’ She said fighting to keep her eyes open. ‘I’m not sleepy. I don’t understand.’



‘What don’t you understand?’ I asked.



‘My memories.’



‘What do you remember?’ I asked.



‘I don’t know.’



‘Don’t worry about it then.’



‘We did this before.’ She said.



‘That’s true.’



‘But I don’t know when, because you are not my real mommy, you’ve only adopted me just now, and I’m like... old now... I don’t even know... I’m like real old now, I'm like a hundred years old.’



‘You’re twenty three.’ I said.



‘It feels like a dream.’ She said. ‘Maybe I’m dreaming.’



‘It’s okay.’ I said. ‘Just suckle on mommy’s nipple now. It’s okay, that’s what mommy’s do. That’s how mommy’s show their little girls that they love them. You may not know that because you used to be an orphan. You may even think it’s a little bit weird, because you’ve never experienced something like this, but it’s okay. You’re safe now. You’ve got a mommy now. This is how it feels to be loved by a mommy.’



Her mouth was slightly moving around my nipple as she suckled, pink pouting lips resting against my boob. My other hand was wandering over her body. I wrapped my fingers around her butt and squeezed softly. I pushed her thigh to the side to roll her on her back and to open her legs for me. I undid her belt and slipped my hand inside of her jeans and panties. Slowly I started rubbing and caressing her pussy. Moving my fingers toying around with her clit and labia, slipping up and down, until my finger was slippery enough to enter her.



She never stopped suckling, her eyes were closed and I figured she was in that delightful twilight zone, on the cusp of sleep, her mouth wet and warm, her pussy wet and warm. Her body heavy on my lap.



I fondled her and slipped my fingers in and out her pussy, her little nini as she liked to call it, no, what was it again. Her tinkle nini. I chuckled and then she very groggily opened her eyes again.

‘What’s that?’ She asked.



‘Mommy was just laughing.’ I said.



‘No that.’ She said. She put her hand on my hand.



‘This is what it feels like to have a real mommy.’ I said. ‘Feels good, doesn’t it.’



‘Yeah.’ She said kind of surprised. ‘I never knew.’



‘You couldn’t know.’ I said. ‘You were an orphan.’



‘Not anymore.’ She slurred as her eyes were shutting close.



‘Not anymore sweety.’ I agreed. The tip of my finger moving up and down in her vagina, while the palm of my hand put pressure on the rest of her pussy. She let out a satisfied noise, something between a grumble and a moan. I was so aroused, I just stared down into her peaceful face. She was here now, on my couch, watching a movie through my Netflix account, she wasn’t just some lab rat anymore, locked away to do research. The research was done, she was part of my life now, she was mine, my little girl, my girlfriend.



It was still hard to believe this was my life now. I loved her or at least I had an intrusive obsession for her and I lusted after her, but somehow, something was holding me back. I didn’t dare to be vulnerable, I didn’t dare to grow attached. People remained on the outside, they were colleagues, those were professional detached relationships, each of them could be fired at any moment, each of them could decide to leave at any moment. All the test subjects that past through the facility left, came back for check ups and then left again. Everybody in the entire world kept leaving me, but she wouldn’t, she couldn’t.



I admired her face, her cute little cheeks filled with freckles, I couldn’t help but rub my thumb over her face. There was a little red spot visible right above her eyebrow, a budding pimple maybe. I bend over and kissed her on the eyebrow. The nipple slipped from her mouth and for a moment her mouth was opening and closing looking around for my nipple.



‘Good girl.’ I said.



It would’ve been romantic maybe if we’d spend the entire night on the couch, she peacefully asleep and me marveling over her beauty just staring at her, reflecting on my life, reflecting on the experiences that held me back from loving her the way she deserved, but I didn’t. I didn’t care about my own orphaned past, my possible attachment issues, my expectations of people leaving. Those feelings didn’t matter anymore, things had changed, I had changed, the world had changed, and now I was the mommy to this precious woman and I would love her to bits, I would love her intense and completely.



Sure in some Hollywood movies loving someone means just staying up all night and looking at their face, staring at them creepily while they woke up, but not me, I needed my sleep, I needed to purge myself of this lust while she was still sleeping, so tomorrow morning I could love in a pure way.



I manipulated her sleeping body, I kissed her parted lips, I kissed her collarbones, her boobs, I kissed every part of her body. I lifted her hips to my mouth and suckled on her pussy for a while. By the time I was sucking or her pussy I could’ve orgasmed three or four times already, but I kept procrastinating, I kept edging.



I feared – and I don’t think this is an irrational fear – that the moment I would orgasm the pleasure that intoxicated me would fade, and these inner voices critiquing me would start talking. The haze of horniness kept them quiet.



I tried to let her lick and suck on my pussy. I opened my legs and positioned her sleeping body so that her face was resting in my groin. Nothing happened, even after me encouraging her to start suckling she just remained peacefully asleep. So I started rocking my hips, slowly moving up and down, rubbing myself up against chin and lips and nose.



My arousal building up higher and higher, my whole body tense and then the orgasm burst through. Overwhelming me. Trembling, panting, moaning and once more, although I didn’t intend to, I squirted. I was squirting right into her face, and the splash of fluids against her cheek and mouth woke her up ever so slightly. Confused her eyes opened into tiny sleepy slithers. She mumbled something I couldn’t understand, or maybe I didn’t want to understand. I just pulled her on my lap for a hug.



The critics had started their song of disapproval again. I was perverted. I was a monster. I was disgusting. I was horrible. I ignored them and just clung to her body, as if she would give me some soothing and reassurance.



Now as you’ve heard me say earlier in this story, I can easily loose my interest when I solved the puzzle and I solved the Demi puzzle. I controlled her, she was mine now. I created an app so I could read out her biofeedback on my phone and control the chip and the brainscapes it projected with my iPhone. But even though the puzzle was finished, I didn’t discard her.



I had her do some cognitive skill tests to determine whether the mechanism of the brainscape was indeed gradual and I discovered that I was right, off course, I’m hardly ever wrong.



When slowly imposing the brainscape on her she indeed moved back through the different developmental stages, acting, feeling, thinking, behaving as if she was younger. It wasn’t a hundred percent accurate though, as it was a gliding scale the regression was quite static, while in reality growing up went with leaps and bounds and plateaus. So there were a lot of anachronisms, but it was fun to play with her nonetheless.



For example we did some online shopping to get her some new clothes. All the clothes I wanted her to wear she deemed childish. She wanted to wear black, those black Gothic clothes, and I wanted her to wear cute dresses with knee socks, I wanted her to wear bows and ribbons in her hair, I wanted her to sleep in those cute velvet footsie pajamas.



Does that make me a horrible person? I don’t think so. I think it’s actual quite natural for a mommy and her girl to squabble over clothing, I think everyone goes through that at one point.



Not everyone could whip their phone out and diminish the cognitive abilities of the girl, not everyone could with just one tap on the touch screen regress their girl to the level of a pre-schooler. Suddenly she wanted to buy all the pink princess dresses, and she picked out the loveliest pajamas.



Off course when the chip was turned off, she didn’t like the clothes she had picked at all. She did remember picking out these clothes herself, but she simply didn’t understand why on earth she would ever pick out anything so “eye-achingly pink”



‘Maybe that’s part of being an orphan?’ I suggested, ‘Maybe because you’ve never had the chance to walk around in such princess dresses, and now you want to make up for it by being mommy’s princess.’



At first she rejected this explanation. Her chip was getting stronger and stronger though. I had no problem flicking her between different ages, multiple times per day, sometimes keeping her as a baby or a toddler for multiple hours at a time, sometimes entire days.



When I visited the research center she was home alone and the chip was turned off so she could take care of herself, but the moment I would get home I dialed her back to function on the level of toddler again. I let her pee herself through a range of ages, while being a toddler but also when she was my grown up girlfriend she kept peeing herself.



Overtime she came to accept my explanation. And before I forget –  What I wanted to tell you, what I need to tell you at this point is that there were moments when she suddenly started to behave like a toddler without me turning on the chip. She would just crawl on my lap and ask for cuddles and kisses, she would start to suckle her thumb, or at one point I asked her a question and she answered with the vocabulary of a toddler and the tone of voice and the incorrect grammar and replacing R’s with W’s and all that jazz.



A quick look into her biofeedback told me she was indeed experiencing the mindset of a little girl, but her beta-waves weren’t blocked as they would be in the brainscape. Of course we all know that beta-waves are the brainwaves that indicate conscious thinking and the presence of self-consciousness.



So the only conclusion one could come to was that she actually liked being my little girl. With her beta-brainwaves active, it must mean she made a conscious decision to allow her mind to regress back, and of course a person would only make a conscious decision to do so if they actually liked that state of mind.



She liked cuddling and kissing, she had become a very affectionate girl. Her spunk was still there, even as a toddler she could be quite a handful, disobeying me, getting into trouble, getting up to mischief and naughtiness. But nothing too bad, nothing destructive, she didn’t have the tantrums anymore, she wasn’t aggressive, she didn’t loose control.



She was just affectionate and spunky and sweet, so sweet. Slightly manipulative even, but I didn’t really mind being manipulated by her big beautiful green eyes, her innocently pitched ‘mommy’, her shy smiles. Especially if she was trying to manipulate me into getting her something I would enjoy myself too. Like extra bubbles in the tub, or a new stuffy to cuddle while she was asleep, or a big doll house, or pancakes for breakfast.



After a while the thrill faded. I still loved her in a way that I wouldn’t have deemed possible, but we’d slowly gotten into a rhythm together, our days started to string together, one resembled the other.



I longed for a new girl, a new puzzle. Someone that would struggle and resist me when I tried to drug her. Someone that needed my help, someone that was in dire need of a guardian angel.



I again checked the prisons and the mental institutions. At one point I even tried to figure out who this Marcella was my Demi had talked about at the beginning of her stay her. Marcella wasn’t a good fit though, she had wealthy parents and a whole lot of entitlement, she was in prison because she had destroyed a yacht that belonged to her ex-husband or something. I could understand why Demi disliked her so much.



I found another woman though, I brought her to my mansion and I cured her too, and then the next one and the next one. I didn’t keep them all, but I felt bad sending them back into a malfunctioning system, so I set up a charity and build some homes especially for them.



It wasn’t until the eight or the ninth girl that the neuro-genesis drug had been approved for human trials.



Demi was 31 at that point. She still looked petite and somewhat androgynous  Without the chip she functioned on the level of the normal 31 year old that she was, but mostly I had her on some frequency that made her function like a little girl.



Over the years she had become a valuable lab-assistant. The first few times it stemmed from jealousy, she didn’t like her mommy paying so much attention to these other girls so she begged me to let her into the lab and let her help. But now we had a routine together. She knew when and where I needed which medication, she would help me tie down those girls, she would even help me inject those girls.



Sometimes seeing those girls so happy and euphoric made her long for an injection herself, which I would indulge her in every once in a while.



Anyway the human trials in the research center were well on the way. The center had grown immensely over the years, there where four times as many people working there, the building had expanded at an incredible rate, a new wing a new floor another lab, two other wards, an AI technology department and there was even an educational wing where university graduates could sign up for one of the three masters related to neuro-chemical engineering.



The neuro-genesis drug had been tested on two dozens of volunteers, the first one was a man in a coma, the doctors had convinced the family it was better to pull the plug, since he had severe brain damage and if he ever woke up he would be living as a vegetable. Then we swooped in and offered our new and experimental treatment.



I was there, it was really exiting. We had hooked him up to an MRI machine and then through an IV we delivered the medication. Within moments we saw a burst of neural activity. Not just the synaptic activity, but actual new neurons growing.



There was a moment of silence, a shiver went through the group of professors and doctors and researchers, a lot of them came in to witness that moment even though they weren’t scheduled to work that day.



The parts of the brain that were damaged just repaired themselves, but the neuro-genesis wasn’t guided yet so his entire brain was flooded with new neurons. He opened his eyes a few minutes later but started functioning on the level of an infant and his development continued in the same pace.



It wasn’t until one of the test subjects was a really cute college girl that had gotten into a car accident when I found a way to guide the neuro-genesis only to the affected areas. 



And it wasn’t until I tried neuro-genesis on that ninth girl in my own private lab –  her name was Roxy by the way – when I felt compelled to figure out a way to speed up development after the neuro-genesis, so 18 years of growing up again could be compressed into a few months.



I’ve been trying to rehearse a speech for days, my mind keeps fantasizing about my big moment. The moment I stand there at the middle of a big stage in Stockholm, some medal in my hand, and an auditorium filled will people clinging to my every word, eagerly waiting for what I have to say. I’ve been trying to prepare something to say. I’ve known for weeks I would be honored here today, but I still aren’t sure. Demi helped make me a list of people I should thank, people like Doctor Yuri Maass, I shouldn’t forget to thank him.



In half an hour I need to enter that stage, smile and they’ll hand me a trophy or some sort of sculpture or whatever. A room full of people will cheer and applaud, and then they’ll expect a speech. However, here I am, back stage, wearing a fancy dress, still doubting whether I really deserve this prize. Still unsure about what I will say to that crowd.



All those people staring at me, thinking I’m a great humanitarian for saving all those women, they don’t know my perverse digressions, should I tell them? All those people thinking I’m a scientific genius, they have no clue about what an idiot I actually am, should I use my speech to illuminate them?



I’m more than a genius, I’m more than a philanthropists. I’m a human with flaws. I’m a human-being with urges, with sexual desires, with limitations, with weird quirks, with my own idiosyncratic perspective on the world. I’m neither this saint to be honored, nor am I this horrible perverse devil to be dragged through the mud.



I’m mediocre in many ways. I’ve done some littering in my teenage years, I’ve thrown some candy wrappers in the bushes behind my high school. I didn’t start separating my trash until I was fifty-seven. I’m quite competitive and I don’t handle loosing well, as my girl Demi can attest. On numerous occasions board games were tipped of the table simple because she was beating me. The other day I hit a stray dog with my car because I wasn’t paying attention to the road, instead I was reminiscing about the first car ride with my Demi while studying her face, trying to recognize that twenty three year old woman she once was in the fifty three year old woman she is nowadays.



When we arrived home, I made a large donation to a local shelter, not out of altruism, but to sooth Demi and in a way to buy off my own feelings of guilt.



I’m seventy-two now. You may think I know what life is about by now, you may think I would have the answer to the question: “What does it mean to be human?” But I don’t know, and honestly I’m not even trying to figure it out anymore. When I was younger I was desperate to find some meaning, to find some underlying code that could explain the ways of the world to me, but I don’t care anymore.



Now I spend my days drinking tea with Demi, just putting my hand on her hand, rubbing my thumb over her knuckles once in a while. We spend our days watching television together, the worst kind of television, soap opera’s and reality TV, just because it’s an entertaining distraction. We have fights about which bachelorette should’ve been eliminated that week, or whether Steve will ever kiss Fay or whether Steve is gay and should end up with Paul, even though Paul is his boss and currently in another relationship.



As long as I can snuggle up to my Demi, as longs as her hairs itch my nose and her shoulder is poking in my ribs, I’m well happy. As long as I can smell her day old sweaty socks, kiss her rosy cheeks when she’s about to drift of to sleep, or squabble in the store over what to eat that day, I’m a satisfied woman.



When you think about it, it’s purely a coincidence that I discovered neuro-genesis, I don’t feel I should be honored for a coincidence.



Someone with a clipboard came to tell me I have ten minutes left. I miss Demi. I know she’s here, she’s sitting in the auditorium, first row, but I wish she would be here backstage with me. I still don’t know what I’ll say, maybe I just keep it short, maybe I just thank the people on my list and leave it at that.



Standing here, about to be honored, I can’t help but think about Nobel himself, his invention of dynamite killed thousands, why would I want to receive a prize that’s named after such a killer? Why do we humans value that Nobel guy so much we named the most honorable reward one could receive after him?



At least I never killed anybody, I actually went to great lengths to ensure my inventions couldn’t be used for warfare, you know. I never told anybody, but it would actually be easier and cheaper to produce this neuro-genesis drug as a gas, but I kept that to myself, I kept working till I’ve found another way.



I thought if I presented this to the world in it’s original gaseous state, people would use it for chemical warfare, they would reduce the enemy soldiers to infants and incapacitate them that way.



Maybe I did kill people, indirectly, by not sharing my knowledge with the world. Maybe soldiers that have been killed these last few decades would’ve otherwise been still alive today, they would’ve been reduced to infants, but within a few months they would have recovered. Although arguably they wouldn’t be the same person anymore, maybe that would be worse. But then again, war changes people, even without neuro-genesis as chemical warfare, soldiers that return from war aren’t the same person they were when they left.



I don’t know. I don’t know whether I did good or bad by withholding that information. I don’t know whether I’m a good or a bad person. I don’t know anything. I know very very little, about a very very niche subject.



I can’t fix the world, there are still wars our there, but this isn’t the Nobel peace prize, this is the Nobel prize for chemistry. I can’t be blamed for all the wars out there, can I?



There are still a lot of people suffering out there, although slightly less, because of me, there are some people who aren’t suffering anymore because of me.



How do we even decide which human is worth of being honored? I created a chemical substance that was noteworthy. We honor my chemistry, not me as a person. I’m just human, and we’re not celebrating the ugly, perverted, banal, pointless, mediocre parts of life today, we are here to celebrate this drug, we are here to celebrate my creation. That’s what I should tell them. That’s what I will tell them. They just called my name and I’m about to walk onto the stage. The crowd is cheering, the lights blinding, I know my Demi is there somewhere, but I hate that I can’t see her because of the lights. I know what I’m going to say. I’m going to invite Demi up here with me, so I can hold her and hug her. After all, her role in discovering this substance is maybe even more important than mine. My sweetheart, my love, my muse, my creation and my inspiration. My discovery girl, my Demi.



***





Note from the Author





Thanks for reading my stories. Let me know how much you enjoyed it. If you want to support me and my books you can do so by leaving a review with your favorite retailer. Or you can connect with me on social media.



 






Social Media




Fetlife User name: Sara_Quill



Twitter: @Sara_M_Quill



For even more erotica please visit my Smashwords or Amazon author page and don’t forget to mark me as your favorite so you get notified whenever a new novel comes out.
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Related Erotica By the Same Author











Brainwashed by a Billionaire





An unusual love story between a nun and a billionaire. Lily is a young nun that runs away from the convent to. She hitches a ride with Elvira the billionaire. With no money, no plan, and nowhere to go Lily agrees to come work for Elvira. However the moment she signs the contract and steps foot into Elvira’s mansion she’s drugged and brainwashed into believing she’s a little girl. With a cocktail of drugs and sedatives Lily is slowly stripped away of all her old memories. While Elvira takes on the role of her loving mommy.



***










Regressing Ezzy





An ageplay and anesthesia story. Ezzy is a college student home for the summer. At the local pool she meets a guy that takes her home. With a mixture of medication and sedatives he brainwashes her to believe she’s a little girl and takes on the role of daddy. They live a happy homely life until he brings another girl into the mix and Ezzy starts to get suspicious.



***
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