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 Playing Games with Baby Bella

Isabella turned up the
volume of her Call of Duty game, because her annoying aunt was
talking to her again. She pretended not to hear, her eyes focused
on the screen, her fingers darting around on the Xbox controller.
‘Behind the chopper, there’s one hiding behind the chopper.’ She
yelled into the microphone to the rest of her squad.

Her aunt stood
in front of the console and hit the power button, the screen went
black. Isabella cussed. Her aunt shoved a piece of paper into her
face. ‘Sign this she said, the professor will be here any second
now.’

The front door
bell rang.

‘There you’ll
have him. Sign.’ Her aunt said while walking out of the room.

Isabella
skimmed the contracts that were lying before her. It was some sort
of agreement about her living arrangement.

Her aunt
returned to the salon followed by a hansom older man, he carried
himself full of confidence and yet there was a very friendly and
kind sparkle in his eyes. He wore a green polo shirt and was
carrying a antique doctors bag made from black leather.

‘What is this?’
Isabella asked. She wove the papers around and stared at the man
next to her game console. Her Call of Duty friends would probably
get worried by now, she was never offline for more than the few
minutes it took to go to the bathroom or get some crisps, and even
than she mostly just put the game on hold without actually logging
out.

‘I gave you an
ultimatum last month, for you to get your life together and to get
a job. Since you’ve failed to do so and clearly refuse to be a
responsible adult, I’ve made another arrangement.’

Isabella looked
at the man, he gave her a friendly nod.

‘What kind of
arrangement?’ She asked warily.

‘This is
professor Mahnsheim, he has a project that’ll be perfect for you.
Right?’

‘That’s right,
you can call me David for now.’ The professor said. His voice was
firm but friendly, there was a full warm ring to it.

‘You can’t kick
me out.’ Isabella said. ‘It was written in my parents will that you
have to take care of me.’

‘That was until
your eighteen.’ Her aunt said, ‘your twenty-seven now, I gave you
plenty of time to get your act together. But you’re still playing
games all day. I’m done with you.’

Isabella stared
at her aunt in disbelief. Granted their relationship had never been
great. Ever since her parents died, and she had to move in with her
aunt, there had always been some friction, but she’d never expected
her aunt to actually throw her out of the house.

‘So what is he
doing here?’ Isabella asked with a nod towards the professor.

‘You clearly
don’t want to grow up, you clearly don’t want to be a responsible
adult, and if you go with him you don’t have to.’ Her aunt
said.

‘What’s that
suppose to mean?’ Isabella asked.

‘Let’s all calm
down.’ The professor said. ‘I see tensions are high, but that’s
absolutely not necessary.’ He walked towards Isabella, he shoved
the empty crisp package down the sofa and sat next to her. He
picked up her Xbox controller. ‘You like video games?’

‘Yes, I do.’
She said hesitant.

‘I like games
as well.’ He said. He pulled his leather bag on his knees and
opened it, ‘All I need is someone to keep me company, someone to
play games with.’ He kept on talking about how her aunt didn’t mean
any harm, and how coming with him would be an amazing opportunity
and all the while he filled a thin syringe, very calmly attaching a
shiny silver needle.

‘What are you
doing?’ Isabella asked.

‘Don’t worry
about it.’ He said.

‘I am going to
worry about it.’ Isabella said. ‘I worry about whatever I want. I
think you’re creepy, you both are.’

‘Are we now?’
The professor asked.

Isabella tried
to get up out of the sofa, but the professor held her back. ‘I need
a little help here.’ He said. Her aunt grabbed her arm and rolled
up the sleeve.

‘Don’t help
him, help me.’ Isabella yelled.

‘I am helping
you.’ Her aunt gave her a smile.

The needle
broke through her skin, a tiny sting. His thumb on the plunger and
swiftly all the medicine disappeared into her body. A cold fuzzy
feeling filled her arm. Her fingers tingled and it spread through
the rest of her body, wave by wave she started to feel fainter and
heavier at the same time. She fell back into the sofa, the pillows
grew around her. Languid and sleepy she stared at the professor and
her aunt.

‘Whaaasss...’
She tried to speak but her tongue was reluctant to help form the
words she wanted.

‘There, there.’
The professor said. ‘That’s better isn’t it? Now be a good girl and
sign your aunts contract.’ His voice sounded from far away, she was
drowsy and she hardly understood what was going on anymore. He put
a pen in between her fingers and guided her hand over the paper.
Then he handed the contract to her aunt. ‘This is for you.’ He
said. ‘What’s left of her inheritance is now yours as well.’

‘No.’ Isabella
said. Her voice slurred.

‘You won’t be
needing it where you’re going, sweetheart.’ The professor said. He
reached into his bag and handed her aunt two piles of money as
well. ‘And here’s the ten thousand we’ve agreed upon.’

Isabella tried
to get up out of the couch. She pushed herself upwards. The room
was spinning around her. The sedative flushing through her body
made her limbs heavy and unusable. She wavered towards her aunt.
Angry and ready to hit, ready to hurt. She could only lift her arm
long enough for a faint push.

‘You selling
me?’ She grumbled, her words slurred together.

‘Careful now,
sweetheart, don’t you fall and hurt yourself.’ The professor
grabbed her and supported her so she wouldn’t tip over. ‘You’re
aunt isn’t selling you, you mustn’t look at it like that. Your aunt
is helping you in a way, and she’s helping me as well, so that
deserves a reward. Remember that. Good girls get rewards.’

While still
supporting Isabella and making sure she didn’t fall. He said
goodbye to her aunt and then walked Isabella to his car. It was a
very nice red Audi. He slumped her into the passenger seat and
buckled her down.

‘Wave goodbye.’
He said.

Her head rolled
back and forth. They drove of.

Where are we
going, she wanted to ask, but she just produced a faint moan.

‘Try to sleep
it of.’ The professor said. ‘I see I gave you a bit too much
sedative. I must have slightly overestimated your weight because of
your baggy trousers.’

She didn’t want
to fall asleep. She fought the drowsiness with everything she had,
every shred of willpower. When her eyes fell shut she forced them
to open again, when her thoughts drifted away she forced them to
focus, when her head bobbled down, she yanked it upwards.

The airco blew
nice fresh air into her face, out of the radio blurted some pop
song. She vaguely recognized it. She tried to focus on where they
were going but all the roads looked alike. Just a gray ribbon of
asphalt stretching out through the landscape.

‘Still awake?’
the professor asked after a while. He caressed her cheek. ‘I see
baby Bella is more strong-willed then her aunt made her out to be.’
He briefly laid his hand on her knee.

 


The whole trip passed
in a blur. Isabella had no idea where they were going. She vaguely
noticed the landscape changing, less farmland and more trees and
forests. She didn’t know whether they had been driving for an hour
or for multiple hours. At times she wished she could just give in
and surrender herself to the sleepy mist that had fogged up her
mind, but she forced herself to fight it. As the time passed it
became easier to stay awake. It was as if the strong pulling
undercurrent of sleepiness was fading away and left behind was just
a carefree dullness.

They drove
towards a gate that opened upon their arrival, they drove through a
green lush forest full of colorful flowers and fluttering
butterflies, then a small luxurious villa appeared. Shiny white
walls and a azure blue roof. A curtain was blowing through an open
window.

‘Where are we?’
Isabella asked. Her voice still sluggish and feeble, but still she
did relish the fact she could say complete sentences again.

The professor
got out of the car. Isabella yanked on the handle but her door
wouldn’t open. A few moments later the professor opened her door.
‘There you go.’ He said. He helped her out of the car. Briefly she
contemplated running away, but then she remembered the gate. Also
the professor was grabbing her arm very firmly and pushing her
forward towards the door.

‘What is this
place?’ She asked again. The professor didn’t answer her. He just
opened the front door and wandered into the hall. His footsteps
echoed on the marble floor.

Suddenly a
burst of sound, some giddy laughter and running footsteps. On top
of the stairs a woman emerged, by the look of her she must have
been in her early thirties. Still she was dressed in knee socks
with bows on top, a pink frivolous dress and her hair in two high
ponytails. She was carrying a plush elephant.

‘Daddy.’ She
yelled. Enthusiastically she ran down the stairs, then a few meters
before them, she shyly kept waiting. Her eyes fixed on Isabella.
She was only wearing one shoe, and she was sucking on two fingers.
It was weird to see a full grown woman behave like a little girl.
Her stuffed animal pressed closely against her full round
breasts.

‘Hello Amy.
Where’s Suzy?’ He asked. ‘Isn’t it nap time, aren’t you supposed to
be in the box right now, so Suzy can do some work?’

A second woman
appeared on top of the stairs. She was wearing a French-maids
outfit with a stained apron. From her finger dangled the missing
shoe.

‘She wouldn’t
go down.’ Suzy said. ‘She was too excited to meet her new sister.
Also the clinic called, there are two more new admissions next week
and one release-form needs to be signed, I told them you would step
by.’

‘I will.’ He
said. ‘Today or tomorrow?’

‘Tomorrow is
fine.’ Suzy said.

Amy sneaked
closer and closer until she could touch Isabella. A wet finger full
of saliva prodded into her face. Isabella pushed her away. ‘What is
wrong with her?’ She said. ‘Is she mentally disabled or
something?’

‘I don’t like
her, Daddy’ Amy said. ‘She’s mean, and her pants are ugly.’

‘Don’t worry,
hon. I will teach her to be a good girl and a nice sister for you,
and we have plenty of nice clothes to share with her, don’t
we?’

‘I’m not
mentally disabled.’ Amy said to Isabella. She stuck out her tongue.
‘You are.’

‘Be nice, Amy.
Or do you need some discipline?’

‘No Daddy.’ she
said. Still she gave Isabella a mean look, before she went to get
her shoe. She sat down on the stairs to put them on.

‘Suzy, could
you go and prep her in the examination room, in the meantime I’ll
call the clinic and the research center to see what’s up.’

Suzy walked
over she grabbed Isabella’s hand en told her to come with. Isabella
was so startled, she didn’t even try to escape. Sheepishly she
followed Suzy upstairs. Maybe she was dreaming, maybe she was
hallucinating from the sedatives, everything just felled
unreal.

‘Suzy.’ He
yelled from downstairs. ‘Don’t be fooled by her docile behavior
now, she’s a feisty one, use precautions.’

‘I will, Sir.’
Suzy yelled back.

Upstairs there
was a big living room full of toys, they walked right trough it,
Isabella stepped on a Barbie and the arm came off. She kicked it
out of her way. Huge white bars that were either cage or a box for
a giant baby. There was a bar and a kitchen area, a diner table
with two highchairs and through and open door she saw a nursery.
She didn’t have time to look at everything closely. Suzy unlocked a
door and pushed her into an examination room, that fairly
accurately resembled a doctors office.

‘What’s going
on?’ She asked Suzy. ‘What’s the meaning of all this? What is this
for a kind of place?’

‘Sit on the
table and I’ll explain.’ Suzy said.

Isabella
hesitated. This little circus had been going on for long enough
now, hadn’t it? She needed to get out, she needed to report her
aunt who had stolen her inheritance, she needed to go to the
police, she needed to go back online and tell her Call of Duty
friends she was alright. Was she alright, though?

‘Just hop on,
my love.’ Suzy said.

‘I’m not your
love.’ Isabella said. If she could reach the car she could drive
of. Yes, maybe an escape would be possible. She slowly backed up
until she felt the handle of the door pressing against her
back.

‘Don’t do
anything stupid now, dear.’ Suzy said gently but with a looming
sound in her voice. ‘If I need to sedate you again the professor
will be very upset with you, and with me also, we don’t want that,
do we?’

Isabella
pressed the handle down, the door swung open and she ran away
backwards, bumping into a highchair, she spun around and ran
through the living room. Amy screeched.

Isabella
twisted her ankle on a toy train, she jumped over the tracks
kicking over a little farmhouse. Her ankle stung painfully. Suzy
caught up with her. She jumped her from behind and Isabella fell
over. Suzy twisted her arms behind her back. A sharp pain in her
shoulder.

‘Get up.’ Suzy
ordered. ‘Now.’ She yanked on Isabella’s arms and quickly she stood
up to avoid any more pain. Suzy didn’t let go. She shoved Isabella
back into the examination room en forced her onto the table.

Isabella
struggled but Suzy very competently and quickly forced her to lie
down, and firstly secured her arms with some shackles that were
apparently already attached to the table, and after that she tied
down Isabella’s legs. Who was this Suzy-Lady?

She had blond
hair in a strict bun, there were little crows feet next to her
hazel eyes and her lips were grazed with a reddish purple lipstick.
Her movements were brisk, and she seemed to be proud of her
resoluteness. A sly smile crept over her face as she looked down on
Isabella.

‘Boy oh boy,
you are a feisty one, indeed.’ She said. ‘But now you can’t go
anywhere can you? No, you can’t. No.’

‘You’re sick.’
Isabella was fuming inside. She spit in Suzy direction.

Suzy chuckled.
‘The professor is going to have a lot of fun breaking you.’ She
said. ‘Now let’s prep you.’ She opened a drawer a showed Isabella
some huge industrial scissors. An evil smile crept over Suzy face,
she stared at Isabella as if she was waiting for her to get the
joke.

When it hit
her, Isabella started screaming and growling. She yanked on her
shackles and smashed her wrists against the table. This only seemed
to humor Suzy, so Isabella quit struggling and sank back into the
examination table.

‘You got it out
of your system?’ Suzy asked. Then she cut open Isabella’s T-shirt.
It was a faded Call of Duty shirt she’d bought online a few years
ago. It was very dear to her, but now it was ripped into pieces en
jerked off of her body.

‘You’re a
monster,’ Isabella said. Tears filled up her eyes as Suzy set the
scissors in her bra. She didn’t cry because of her T-shirt, she
cried because of the overwhelming helplessness. She tried to fight
her tears, she didn’t want Suzy to see her like that.

‘I’m going to
go to the cops, I’m going to have you all arrested.’

‘You do that,
dear. While I get rid of your trousers,’ Suzy said bemused.

Isabella
growled again, she spit at Suzy and she tried to bite her arm. She
managed to set her teeth into a piece of Suzy’s sleeve. Suzy
smacked her in the face. A sharp pain across her cheek. She
yelped.

‘No biting,
dear.’ Suzy said composed.

Isabella’s
baggy jeans were shredded to pieces. Her bare legs still tied down
to the table. Without notice Suzy also cut open her panties, she
pulled the fabric away, and now Isabella was completely nude and
vulnerable. Suzy gave her a little pet on her pubis.

‘Not bad at
all,’ Suzy said, while her eyes glanced over her body, ‘I think the
professor will be pleased with you, miss Bella.’ She put the
scissors away. At the sink she filled a bowl with water. She got
some towels out, made a little excuse about the temperature of the
water and then she started to wash Isabella. The towel rubbed over
her face, her shoulders, her arms. Beneath all Suzy’s vigor there
was a tenderness. Her fingers caressing Isabella’s skin ever so
carefully while she was washing her. Suzy took especially long
washing her breasts and her nipples, and also in between her legs
Isabella was cleaned thoroughly.

Isabella told
herself the tingle she felt didn’t mean anything. She wasn’t
aroused, she wasn’t aroused at all. The happy tingles were just a
physical response to being touched down there. It had nothing to do
with being actually horny about the whole situation, about being
stripped of her autonomy and her clothes.

She resisted
the feelings that just kept on growing within her.

Then Suzy
stopped. Luckily. It would’ve been so demeaning and humiliating to
actually have an orgasm right then and there. A sigh in relief.

‘Oh dear.’ Suzy
said. ‘Was baby Bella enjoying it?’

‘No.’ Isabella
said firmly. ‘No, not at all. My name is Isabella by the way, not
Bella. And as you clearly can see now that I’m naked, I'm no baby
at all.’

‘I see.’ Suzy
said. Her hand sliding up Isabella’s torso and cupping a breast.
She squeezed and then she pinched the nipple. ‘But it’s not the
outside that counts. I bet inside you there’s a lovely little girl,
that just wants to play and be taken care of, a little girl that
doesn’t want to worry about jobs or paying rent, and the professor
is here to cater to your every need, to give you all the love and
attention and discipline you deserve.’

‘What?’
Isabella said in disbelief.

‘I thought I
explained that quite poetically.’ Suzy said. ‘But don’t worry if
you still don’t understand, it’ll become clear as we go on.’ Suzy
now got out the razor and she started to shave Isabella, first her
legs and her armpit hair en she finished of by removing all of
Isabella’s pubic hair. With a dry towel she wiped away any leftover
shaving foam.

Then she got
out a brush. She lifted Isabella’s head for a bit to get all the
hair out from underneath and she started to brush her hair. Loving
strokes. A shiver ran down Isabella’s spine. She couldn’t believe
how good it felt to have her hair brushed like this. How save and
loved it made her feel. Don’t be fooled, she said to herself, don’t
enjoy it, they’re still freaks. The pleasurable sensations were
mesmerizing though. Suzy braided her hair an made two pigtails.

‘I see you’ve
calmed down. Good girl.’ Suzy said.

‘I’m not a good
girl.’ Isabella replied.

‘I see.’ Suzy
sat down on a high swivel chair and rolled over to the desk with
the computer. Her fingers rattled on the keyboard. Isabella tried
to see what see was doing but she couldn’t.

After a while
the professor entered the room. ‘Any problems?’ He asked. He
grabbed a white coat from a hanger and put on some blue latex
gloves.

Suzy just
smiled. ‘I don’t mind a struggle.’ She said.

‘I know you
don’t.’ He said bemused. ‘And I see you’ve managed to subdue her.
Anything in her medical records I should be aware of?’

‘Nothing big. A
bladder infection a some low blood pressure a few years back,
nothing recent.’ Suzy said.

The professor
opened a drawer and got his instruments out. He examined her ears
and her eyes. He opened her mouth and with a little wooden stick he
pressed her tongue down while he had a look inside. Then his latex
fingers pressed into her neck fumbling her glands. He gave her lots
of praise in between, that she was such a good girl for lying still
and cooperating, and how she was so healthy.

‘As if I have a
choice.’ She said.

The professor
just smirked. He took her blood pressure, listened to her heart and
lungs. Then he groped her breasts, his fingers probing into her
flesh. ‘Beautiful.’ He mumbled.

‘I told her you
would be pleased.’

With his thumb
and his forefinger he massaged her nipple until it was hard.
Isabella felt the happy tingles flowing through her body again, but
dismissed them immediately. She would simply refuse to get horny
right now. Her body though seem to have a mind of it’s own. Her
heart started to beat a little faster, and her breathing became
irregular. She tried to regain control. But now the professor moved
further and further down, his latex fingers exploring her
labia.

‘Birth
control?’ He asked.

Suzy looked at
the computer and nodded. ‘She has the Mirena IUD, it’s good for two
more years.’

‘Perfect.’ The
professor said. ‘Hand me a cotton swap.’ He probed her with the
little cotton swap and handed the stick dripping with Isabella’s
horniness to Suzy. Then he got a little syringe out and took her
blood.

‘Test her blood
sugar and test for STD’s.’ He said to Suzy. ‘You know the drill.’
Then he leaned over the table, hovering over Isabella. He tickled
her under her chin for a moment. ‘We’re done, sweetheart. That
wasn’t so bad now was it?’

‘Looks like
she’s sad it’s over.’ Suzy said smiling.

‘I’m not.’
Isabella said.

‘You know what
Suzy, I think so too.’ The professor said. ‘I did hear her panting
earlier.’

‘I wasn’t
panting.’ Isabella pulled on her bounds. Frustrated with the
position she was in. ‘I wasn’t.’ She said again.

‘Nothing to be
ashamed of, sweetheart, sometimes when little girls such as
yourself get examined and touched by a Daddy as handsome as me,
they start to feel giddy and tingly, just like this.’ He pressed
his latex fingers against her freshly shaved labia once more en
slowly he stroked her, caressing her clit along the way.

Isabella tried
to compose herself, but her body betrayed her, her heart fluttering
with excitement and her breathing shallow and irregular. Her hips
started rocking ever so slightly riding up against his finger.

What was wrong
with her? She was twenty-seven. She’d been with plenty of men, and
she even had a night of curious frisking with a girl, but her body
had never reacted this intensely to someone touching her. To be
fair she’d never been touched this intense, tied down and
completely helpless, with everything on show. Very - yes, indeed
very - capable fingers that seemed to know exactly how to push all
her buttons, that she had to admit. A soft moan escaped her
mouth.

‘I’m not
horny.’ She said immediately. ‘And I’m not a little girl.’

Suzy still in
her swivel chair rolled towards the end of the table, she cupped
Isabella’s face in between her two hands and softly stroked her
head.

‘Dear Bella. Why resist something that makes you feel so good?’ She
asked. ‘Just feel, just let the sensations flow through you, no
thinking, no resisting, just feeling. You can’t do anything about
it anyway.’ Suzy kept on whispering, her warm breath tickling
Isabella’s earlobe. The professors fingers kept on working her,
pushing her further and further to the edge. In a way Suzy was
right. She was helpless anyway, why spend energy trying to resist
if it could feel like this, this amazing. She went over the edge.
Her body rocking, no longer trying to hide her moaning. Just
pleasure, nothing else, it splashed through her body bewildering
her mind.

Only after the
biggest waves of excitement had faded away she came back to her
senses. Immensely ashamed of herself. She didn’t even dare to look
at Suzy or the professor. She feared their smirking faces. She
wished she could cover herself up, or at least close her legs, but
she was still tied down.

‘See, Bella?’
the professor said, ‘I told you. Good girls get rewards. I think
you and Daddy are going to have a lot of fun.’

She shook her
head vigorously.

‘No?’ he asked.
‘Well bad girls get discipline, that’s also a lot of fun for
Daddy.’

He gave her a
kiss on her forehead and petted her stomach.

‘Get her and
Amy ready for diner.’ He said.

Suzy nodded.
‘Can I sedate her?’ She asked.

‘No.’ The
professor said. ‘Let’s wait for her blood results to get in. I want
to get her on a regular schedule as soon as possible. If she
doesn’t want to get dressed, she’ll just eat diner in her diaper.’
The professor ran his hand through his hair. ‘And if not you can
give her some spicy milk, I guess, that won’t interfere to much,
but I would appreciate it if you could push the spicy milk to at
least nine o’clock, so she won’t be up early morning waking
everyone.’

‘What?’
Isabella said astonished. ‘What’s spicy milk? There’s no such thing
as spicy milk. And I’m not wearing a diaper. No way.’

They both
didn’t seem to hear her protests. The professor left, she heard him
talking in the other room, he used the same demeaning tone of voice
towards Amy. Stupid Amy, why on earth would Amy co-operate with
their insane project and actually behave like a little girl? It was
degrading, that’s what it was.

Suzy indeed got
an adult size diaper out from one of the cupboards. It had a
butterfly print all over. Despite Isabella’s wriggling and
pleading, Suzy slit the diaper under her bum and very efficiently
swaddled her hips. She felt the fabric chafe against her skin.

‘I hate you.’
She said to Suzy.

‘That’s not a
very nice thing to say.’ Suzy said with a friendly smile. ‘So Baby
Bella, you’ve heard the professor. What’s it going to be? Do you
want to get dressed or do you want to eat diner like this?’

‘Get dressed.’
She chose without hesitation.

‘We’ll see.’
Suzy untied her legs first and then she untied her hands. Isabella
rubbed her wrists and massaged the red marks the shackles had left
in her skin. Cautiously she followed Suzy outside. In the living
room Amy and the professor were sitting on the floor cross legged,
they played with stuffed animals and dolls. Amy’s voice high and
enthusiastic and the professors voice was tender.

Suzy pushed her
forward. Isabella saw the door through which they had come in. A
moment she hesitated. Would she escape in only a diaper or would
she pull the diaper of and escape naked? She already blushed in
humiliation, but still, when would she get another chance to
escape? She made a run for it. She grabbed the handle of the door.
It was locked. She kicked and screamed and searched for another
escape. Suzy worked her to the ground once more. She struggled, she
pulled on the adhesive strips of the diaper, trying to get at least
that stupid thing of, but Suzy overpowered her already and held her
in a firm headlock.

‘Daddy what are
they doing?’ Amy asked with a worried voice

‘Your new
sister doesn’t know the rules, yet.’ He said.

‘I’m scared.’
She said.

‘O honey, don’t
be. Daddy is here to protect you. Give me a hug. You know what.
Let’s help Suzy a little bit, why don’t we go to the kitchen and
wash your hands and then we can help set the table for diner.’

Suzy had a
strong hold on her. She pulled Isabella back up, and dragged her to
the dinner table. She forced her into a high chair, tying her down
with a harness. Leather straps wrapped over her shoulders and in
between her legs, her hands also immobilized with leather straps. A
least the leather was softer than the shackles she’d been wearing
in the medical room, she thought. Suzy pushed the tray of the
highchair in place, effectively locking Isabella in.

At the sink the
professor helped a fully grown woman to wash her hands. Amy
voluntarily climbed up into the other high chair and she waited for
Suzy to strap her into the harness. Her hands were left free. She
banged her fists on the tray of the highchair and asked what was
for dinner.

Rice with mushy
eggplants was what’s for diner. Amy got her own little princess
themed bowl and cutlery. Happily she begun spooning away her food.
Isabella got a bowl with a starfish and seahorse theme. But since
she couldn’t move she could only stare at it, feeling her tummy
rumbling, the last thing she ate where the breakfast crisps this
morning in her aunts house.

They talked
about the clinic and the research center, they talked about
patients in segregation and about a trainee that would come next
week to do an internship, they talked about chores around the
house, the professor needed to change a light bulb and fix one of
the kitchen cabinets, since the door was unhinged, and they talked
about the weekend, the professor wanted Suzy to work on her day
off, promising another free day, but Suzy refused, they talked
about the professors sister-in-law who would celebrate her birthday
this weekend.

Once in a while
Amy asked a childlike question or made a childlike comment.
Isabella was confused. How could a situation this weird feel so
recognizable and normal at the same time?

When Suzy was
done eating she got a bib out and put it around Isabella. The terry
fabric smooth and soft against her bare nipples, when she moved,
the bib darted over her skin. She meekly opened her mouth and let
Suzy spoon feed her. She was too hungry to put up another fight,
and the mushed eggplants were kind of nice.

After diner she
was left sitting alone in her highchair, while they did the dishes
and Amy played around on the living room floor. She build a big
tower with building blocks and then put a Barbie doll on top of
it.

‘Daddy look.’
She said. ‘I made a palace for the princes.’

The professor
said she’d done a wonderful job and that he was very proud of her.
Then they watched television. Amy asked if she could get the arts
and crafts box out, but she had to wait till tomorrow, Sesame
street would start in a few minutes, they said, and after that it
was bath time and time for bed.

Amy sat down on
the couch, curled up against the professor. She suckled on two
fingers and stared at the screen.

It was as if
they had all forgotten about Isabella still stuck in the highchair.
She didn’t know whether to relish the fact they had left her in
peace for a few moments, or to shout and make a fuss about it. She
pulled on her arms trying to see if the leather straps would slip
off her hands, but they wouldn’t.

When Sesame
street had ended Suzy went to give Amy her bath and the professor
said he would go downstairs for a while.

‘Your working
too hard.’ Suzy said.

‘I know.’ He
replied. ‘But I’m relaxing hard as well, so it evens out.’

Suzy chuckled
and a few moments later Isabella was the only one left. She could
hear water splashing behind one of the doors and there were playful
voices.

There was a new
kind of calmness swirling inside of Isabella, she didn’t want to
admit it, but yet it was there. A complete lack of duties and
responsibility, she didn’t have to do anything, she couldn’t do
anything anyway. So why worry about it?

‘I don’t wanna
go to bed.’ Amy yelled, she ran into the living room in a footsie,
her brown hair was wet and flowed loosely over her shoulders. She
made a dive into the pile of plushies. ‘Sleeping is boring. I want
to play more.’ She said pressing a stuffed rabbit with a top hat
against her chest.

‘You can pick
one plushy.’ Suzy said.

‘I want them
all. I can’t pick one.’ Amy said.

‘Then it’s
none.’ Suzy went and grabbed Amy at her wrist, it was as if she
folded her hand. Amy screeched in pain and complied. They walked
into the nursery.

‘Why doesn’t
Bella have to go to bed?’ She moaned.

‘Bella’s coming
in a few moments, if you lie down, I’ll get her.’ Suzy said.

It remained
silent for a few moments. Then Suzy returned. As soon as Isabella
was untied, her hearth started pounding nervously, she looked
around, trying to plot another escape. It was pointless, she knew.
Suzy had a firm hold on her and she guided her into the nursery as
well. It was a cheerful room, full of pink and purple and turquoise
colors, there was a big Victorian dresser with a mirror atop, and a
wardrobe with shiny silver knobs. There were two adult size cots,
at opposite sides of the room. Suzy pushed Isabella towards the
empty one, the side of the cot swung open and she forced Isabella
to lie down. How come Suzy was so strong, how come Suzy was so
quick and experienced in tying her down? Before her head even hit
the pillow there was already a big leather strap across her chest
pushing her down into the mattress. More straps followed until she
was immobilized once again.

‘Can we have a
bedtime story now?’ Amy asked.

Suzy shook her
head.

‘Suzy please.’
Amy begged. ‘please, please, please.’

‘Maybe later,
first I need to cook her some spicy milk.’

‘Can you cook
me spicy milk as well, please, Suzy, please, please, please. I will
be such a good girl. I promise.’

‘Good girls
don’t whine about stuffed animals, or stories, or spicy milk.’ Suzy
said.

Suddenly it was
dead silent across the room, as if Amy had spontaneously turned
into a mute.

Suzy gave her a
little smile. ‘I’ll cook you some as well,’ she said. She petted
Amy on her head and left the room.

Isabella tried
to pull herself out of the bondage, she knew her struggles were all
in vain and soon she gave up. That serene feeling came over her
again, she didn’t have to do anything, the situation excused her
from any and all obligations. There would be no aunt nagging about
a job, no looming threat of responsibilities, it was useless to
worry about tax forms or things like that.

She did worry
about her Call of Duty friends though. Would they manage to win the
games without her? They’d probably posted a message on their forum
by now, asking why she had dumped them like that. If only she could
go online for a few minutes, she could explain, her friends would
notify the police and she would be saved.

‘Is there an
Xbox?’ She asked. She tried to remember the living room set up, it
was full of toys.

‘There’s a
Wii.’ Amy said. Something was weird about her voice. Isabella tried
to sit up and look, but she was too tightly strapped down to see
Amy. Her voice sounded less childish, her voice sounded indifferent
and matter-of-factly, almost as if she was an adult.

Well nothing to
be surprised about there, in the end she was an adult, off course.
Still it confused Isabella. ‘What games?’ She asked. Not because
she cared about the games, but she wanted to hear Amy’s adult voice
again.

At that moment
Suzy walked back in. She was holding two baby bottles full of milk.
She handed one to Amy, who thanked Suzy in her childish voice and
started drinking. Then Suzy leaned over Isabella’s cot. She put the
silicon nipple in Isabella’s mouth, and a dribble of lukewarm milk
filled Isabella’s mouth. She gulped it all in. It didn’t taste
spicy at all, it was just normal baby formula, sickly sweetish. The
milk kept drizzling down her throat. Suddenly a warm wave of
drowsiness engulfed her, it started in her chest and filled her
head. Then it subsided again. Suzy was drugging her, she realized.
The milk must have been spiked with something. She shook her head,
trying to escape the bottle, a drop of milk seeped down her
chin.

‘Ssst, Bella.
Just a few more sips,’ the nipple was forcefully thrust into her
mouth and the milk started flowing again, filling her up, urging
her to drink. A new wave of drowsiness. And another one. Her mind
tingly, her thoughts sluggish, slowing down even more. Her eyelids
where growing heavier and heavier. Blissfully carefree. Almost
completely unaware. It was impossible to think. It was impossible
to keep her eyes open any longer. They fell shut.

Someone stroked
her face, a nice calming stroke. A voice sounded from far away
telling her she was such a good girl and that she would have a nice
long sleep tonight. Thoughtless she suckled on the nipple, until
her head slumped to the side and the deep mindless sleep had taken
hold of her completely.



She couldn’t move. It
scared her. She tried to roll over, she couldn’t remember her
dream, but she remembered the sleep being warm, welcoming and
blissful. She didn’t want to wake up, but still she had to, because
she couldn’t move. What was going on?

Slowly she
opened her eyes, blinking against the bright morning sunlight.
There were bars all around her. She was in some kind of cage. No
she was in a cot, she remembered, a huge adult size cot. And she
was tied down by Suzy, slowly all the events of yesterday came back
to her. She cussed. Angrily she pulled on her bounds.

‘That’s a
naughty word.’ A voice said. ‘You’re not allowed to say naughty
words, they’ll think you have a potty mouth, they’ll discipline
you.’

‘Amy?’ Isabella
asked.

She heard
rumbling and then Amy’s face appeared behind the bars of her cot.
She was still wearing a footsie, her hair was all messy and
tangled. ‘My real name is Amanda,’ she said. ‘Your real name is
Isabella, isn’t it?’

Isabella
nodded. A little confused about the adult voice that came out of
Amy, or Amanda.

‘Can you untie
me?’ She asked.

‘No, it
wouldn’t make a difference.’ Amy said. ‘We’ll both be punished. But
listen, I need to tell you something before Suzy comes to wake us
up. Stop resisting. Just co-operate with them, enjoy it, just go
with the flow.’

‘Enjoy it?
You’re insane.’

‘They love
playing mind games, they are going to get their way with you, one
way or the other. If they break you, sooner or later you are going
to break again, and again, and again. Until they get fed up with
your breakdowns and get rid of you.’

‘They’ll kill
us?’

‘No, you’ll be
transferred to his clinic. You’ll be an in-patient until you’re
save to rejoin society.’

‘Save? Like...
for me save or for them save?’

‘Both, no one
in their right mind would dare to accuse David, they say, so
they’ll put you in an insane asylum if you do.’

‘Who’s
David?’

‘That’s Daddy,
that’s the professor,’ Amy said. She pulled on the fabric of her
footsie that was twisted around her ankle.

‘But why, like
what is... how... why?’ Isabella stuttered, there were so many
questions she needed answering, she didn’t know where to start.

‘David works
with psychotic patients and people with schizophrenia. He’s
fascinated by the concept of reality and he wants to know why and
when people accept something as real, what are the impulses needed
to change someones convictions about reality.’

‘How do you
know?’ Amy asked.

‘You’ve heard
Suzy and Daddy talk in front of us during diner, they think we’re
to stupid to understand, I guess.’

‘But... but...
but...’ Isabella tried to fit all the piece of the puzzle together.
‘Then are we part of the research? I thought it was some sexual
fetish fantasy or something.’

‘Both, I
guess.’ Amy said, ‘although it’s mostly about the fetish thing, I
think he just likes reducing woman to helpless, needy little girls,
that depend on him. It gives him control.’

‘That’s gross.’
Isabella said.

‘I like it
actually. It’s kind of relaxing and freeing, you know, no worries,
no responsibilities, it’s stress free.’ Amy said.

‘It hasn’t been
stress free for me.’

‘Because you
keep fighting it. You know how society can make you feel clogged
up, like your not enough of a person, like your insufficient or
something, like you should be doing and wanting and working for all
these things. Out there you’re expected to behave a certain way and
hide your impulses and emotions. In here that’s all gone. In here
you don’t have to worry about what others think of you. I love
it.’

‘You love it?
That’s weird. Honestly.’

‘Yeah. I guess
your right. Maybe it is a little weird.’ Amy glanced at the door,
then she continued. ‘But I’ve been here for six years now, and I’ve
had four sisters, you’re the fifth one. They’ll break you and
discard you, unless you learn to enjoy it like me.’

Isabella
glanced at the ceiling she didn’t know how to respond, she didn’t
even know what to think.

‘By the way,
why did you ask for an Xbox yesterday?’

‘So I can tell
my Call of Duty friends what happened.’ Isabella said. ‘I think
they might be able to contact the authorities to get me out of
here.’

‘Yeah maybe.’
Amy said. ‘Well, you know, you can always ask for one. Sometimes
when Daddy has had his way with you, he feels guilty and you get to
pick a toy. That’s how we got the Wii, also.’

‘That sounds
horrible.’ Isabella said in disgust.

Amy shrugged it
of. Footsteps were sounding in the hallway.

‘Suzy is
coming.’ She said. ‘Just remember, stop resisting before they get a
chance to break you.’

Isabella was
shaking her head. But Amy wasn’t there anymore. She had slipped
back into her roll as a toddler, sucking on the fingers of her one
hand, her other hand poking into Isabella’s face.

‘Good morning,
girls.’ Suzy said as the door swung open. ‘Amy you’re not supposed
to be out of bed.’

‘I’m sorry,
Suzy.’ She said, ‘I wanted to play with Bella.’

Suzy said they
would have the entire day to play together, then she asked if Amy
needed a nappy change. Amy said she didn’t and Suzy praised her for
being such a big girl. Amy got to pick out a dress, and some big
girl panties. Suzy helped her to get dressed.

Isabella had to
go to the bathroom so badly. She hadn’t been for hours and she felt
a warm urge in between her legs asking for attention. She told
herself to wait, to hold it in. But it was getting more and more
difficult.

‘I need to go
to the bathroom.’ She said.

No one gave her
any attention, as if she hadn’t said a thing, as if she didn’t
exist.

Amy sat down in
front of the mirror.

‘What do you
want in your hair today.’ Suzy asked.

‘A ponytail
with a scrunchy.’ Amy said.

‘Do you think
Daddy will like that?’

Amy shook her
head.

‘What if we did
two ponytails with two scrunchies? I bet daddy would like
that.’

‘Yeah!’ Amy
said. ‘Two scrunchies.’

‘Excuse me, I got to go.’ Isabella said again. Still no reply.

After Amy got
all dolled up, she asked if she could make a painting today. Suzy
told her after breakfast they would have a little arts and crafts
time, but now she needed to play on her own for a while, so Suzy
could get Bella ready.

She leaned over
the cot and tickled Isabella’s tummy. ‘Did you have an nice night
of sleep sweety? I bet you did, didn’t you.’ She was purring and
cooing and talking down to Isabella.

‘I’m not a
baby.’ She said.

‘Dear oh dear.’
Suzy shook her head. ‘Aren’t you now?’

‘No, I’m
not.’

‘I’ve got good
news for you Bella.’ Suzy said. ‘Your blood tests came back all
clear, so we can start with your training right now. Isn’t that
neat?’

‘I need to
pee,’ Isabella said.

‘Look at that
nice cocktail Daddy has cooked up for you. See?’ she held a thick
syringe above the cot, it was filled with a see-through purple
liquid. ‘Cause Daddy knows it can be scary and fearful to become a
little girl. This is going to help you.’ Suzy pulled back the
blanket, a fresh breeze touched her bare breasts, her nipples
hardened. Suzy carefully put the syringe against her elbow, the
little silver needle scratched her skin. Then Suzy pressed. A
sting. She released all the purple liquid into Isabella’s
bloodstream.

She felt cold
and hot and cold in rapid succession. A wave of dizziness as if the
room was spinning around her. A dull prickling feeling all through
her body, it felt as if she was melting, as if all her strength
just disappeared, then a wave of warmth, a wave of relaxation
rushed through her body. All of her muscles relaxed. She noticed
she was peeing in her diaper, she just didn’t have enough strength
to constrain herself. She didn’t feel ashamed, she just felt dizzy
and careless. The bars around her cot seem to grow bigger and
bigger and suddenly she wasn’t in a cot anymore, she was in a
prison. She blinked, no, she was still in the cot. Suzy was talking
to her, but strangely her words just seemed empty sounds, without
any meaning, she couldn’t understand what Suzy was saying. It was
chanting, chanting of Buddhist monks, she was transferred back in
time, back to ancient china, with all the nice temples.

No she wasn’t.
She tried to focus on Suzy. Suzy was untying her. China wasn’t
real, Ancient china was just an fragment of a dream, but Suzy
untying her was real. With the restraints gone from her body it
felt like she was suddenly floating, high up in the air, rainbow
clouds drifting by. A mint green fluffy care-bear was waving at
her. She tried to wave back but her arm was way to heavy it fell
back on the mattress of the cot. The care-bear still there. It was
Suzy prancing it around in front of her face. Suzy pressed the
plushy in her face as if it was giving her kisses. Isabella felt
all giddy inside, she giggled and cooed and she was trying to grab
the bear. Her languid heavy arms just fell down again.

Suzy laid the
bear on top of her tummy. It was like a mountain, a big green
mountain, with trees and ferns and a waterfall. She walked trough
the forest, little leaves an twigs crackling.

It wasn’t
leaves crackling it was plastic. There wasn’t plastic in the
forest. Confused she tried to look around, the threes were just the
bars of her cot.

‘Does Bella
need a nappy change?’ Suzy asked.

She looked up.
Suzy could be a cartoon character, with the apron she was wearing
and all the little ruffles and the puffed sleeves. No, she wasn’t
in a cartoon, don’t drift away, she needed to focus now. Suzy was
just a real woman, in the real word, and she was asking a
question.

‘Does Bella
need a nappy change?’ Suzy asked again.

The meaning of
those words only slowly penetrated her consciousness. Bella, she
was Bella, wasn’t she? She would love a nappy change, the one she
had on now was all soggy and wet. She nodded to Suzy.

‘Yes, I thought
so too.’ Suzy said. Swiftly she removed the old diaper from Bella’s
hips. With a cold wet wipe she cleaned her up, then she powdered
her with talc. Her fingers dabbing Bella to spread the powder
evenly. A nice warm giddy feeling started in between her legs,
right there where Suzy touched her. She giggled.

‘Does Bella,
like that? Yes, I think Bella does.’ For a moment she continued to
teasingly touch Bella down there, then she put the new diaper on.
Suzy opened the side of the cot so Bella could get out. A soon as
she sat up straight the room started spinning again, her weakened
muscles wobbling.

She saw a green
plush bear and she tried to reach it, it rolled further away.

‘Come here,
sweetheart.’ Suzy said. ‘So you can pick a dress.’ She opened the
wardrobe and a burst of colors entered the room. Bella was amazed.
She stared at it in wonder, it was as if inside that wardrobe there
was another world, a magical fairytale world.

‘Come.’ Suzy
said. She made a clacking sound with her tongue to lure Bella over
there. Bella slid out of the cot. Standing up seemed to be
impossible, the room spinning and wavering around her, her muscles
all wobbly and unresponsive. She clung to the bars of the cot and
she stumbled step by step towards Suzy. Suzy seemed so far away, as
if there was a desert between them, a warm desert, or maybe that
was just the sunbeam entering through the window. She couldn’t
reach Suzy. She had to let go of the cot and set a few steps on her
own. As soon as she tried to walk without support she fell over.
The world tumbling around her, disoriented she sat on the
floor.

‘Come here,
sweety, come pick out a nice dress,’ Suzy said in a bewitchingly
nice voice.

Bella tried to
get up, but she couldn’t. She just didn’t have the muscle power or
balance, to do so. On her hands and knees she crawled forward. That
seem to work, that seemed to be a way to beat the dizziness and the
vertigo.

‘Well done.’
Suzy said when she finally bumped into Suzy’s knee. ‘That’s a good
girl.’ Suzy put her hands around Bella and lifted her of the floor,
she kept her balanced while Bella admired all the beautiful colors
in the wardrobe. It was so overwhelming she wasn’t even able to
focus on the actual dresses. A bright yellow color stood out to
her. It was as bright as the sun, or the sand on the beach, it made
her happy just to look at it. She wanted to get lost in it, to be
on the actual beach, she could hear the seagulls screeching, the
waves crashing, there was sand in between her toes an beautiful
seashells glistening in the sun.

‘Which one is
it going to be?’ Suzy voice yanked Bella back, after a slight
confusion she realized the beach wasn’t real, she stared at the
colors in the wardrobe again.

That one, she
wanted to say, but even the muscles in her mouth and tongue were
diminished. ‘Da, da.’ She mumbled. She tried to point at the dress
and almost fell over.

‘Careful now.’
Suzy said while she grabbed Bella around the waist. ‘This one?’
Suzy asked. She got a green one out and Bella shook her head. ‘Da.’
She said. Now Suzy got out the right one, the bright yellow dress
with a body made out of elastic smock and a puffy skirt with
sunflowers embroidered all around the seem.

She helped
Bella get dressed, the smock tightly stretched over her well
rounded breasts. Suzy tied the strings on top of her shoulders, she
helped her step into matching ruffled panties that went over her
diaper. She got to wear socks with little ruffles and black shiny
shoes with a strap across her instep.

The black was
so shiny it was as if you could fell trough it. Bella was just
about to let go and jump into the black hole, across the universe,
when Suzy set her into a chair and in front of the mirror.

Bella stared at
herself. She saw her face. She knew it was her own face. She
recognized herself and yet at the same time she didn’t, it was a
fearful feeling that grew bigger and bigger inside her. She wasn’t
suppose to be here, she was suppose to be at home, at her aunts
house, she was suppose to play Call of Duty with her friends.
Pressing the buttons of the controller and shooting enemies. It was
as if she could hear the gunshots, the voices of her teammates
preparing a new plan of attack, and then her aunt came by and
nagged about the dishes.

Soothing brush
strokes. She felt her hair being brushed and she slipped back into
reality. Brushing the visions of that war game away as just another
hallucination. She smiled. It was nice to have her hair stroked and
caressed like that. The sight of herself in the mirror confused her
again. She never ever wore dresses, she wasn’t a girly-girl, she
was one of the boys, wearing baggy pants and T-shirts with logo’s
from video games, right? Or was that just another one of those
weird dreamlike worlds that seem to prop up every few minutes.

She tried to
touch the mirror and the woman she saw in the mirror. ‘Dee.’ She
said. Her tongue and mouth again failing her miserably in getting
her point across. Suzy seem to understand her anyway.

‘That’s you,
Bella.’ She said, ‘Aren’t you a pretty little girl?’

Bella shook her
head.

‘No?’ Suzy
said. ‘Don’t be so negative about yourself, you’re beautiful.’

Bella kept
shaking her head. Suzy didn’t say anything anymore. She divided
Bella’s hair in two parts and started braiding, at the end she tied
a little yellow ribbons that matched the color of the dress. When
she was finished she petted her on the head and said it was time
for breakfast. She supported Bella as she hobbled through the
living room towards the high chair. She lifted her up into the
chair and secured her with the harness, she pushed the tray back
and she yelled at Amy to come over as well.

Amy asked if
they could have pancakes for breakfast. Suzy said they would have
to make do with porridge, but she could ask Daddy for pancakes
tomorrow on Daddy-day. Today Amy could have sprinkles or syrup in
her porridge. Amy wanted both. Suzy put a bib on each of them, and
then she gave them their porridge and their spoons. Bella was quite
hungry she tried to grab the spoon, her fingers were mushy and
useless. She enfolded the spoon with her entire hand, her
coordination was abominable. It was a difficult task, to first get
the spoon into the bowl, then move the spoon from the bowl towards
her mouth without losing all of the porridge along the way, then
trying to get her lips to cover the spoon en slide the porridge
into her mouth, then swallowing.

After a few
bites her tray was one big mess, there was porridge everywhere on
her hands, on her face, on her bib, on the floor. Still very little
actually ended up in her mouth. Her stomach still rumbling. Cut out
the middle man, she thought. She threw her spoon on the floor and
tried to eat with her hands. The porridge slipped past her fingers,
she just couldn’t hold on to it. She suckled some of the porridge
from her wrist.

‘Bella, oh
Bella.’ Suzy said. ‘Daddy’s is going to love you, he would be
thrilled to see you like this, I know for sure, but Daddy’s not
here right now and I’m the one who has to clean it up.’ She shook
her head and sighed. Then she grabbed the bowl of porridge and took
it away from Bella. She wasn’t done eating yet, she had hardly
eaten anything. She reached over the tray, the harness pressing
into her shoulders.

‘Ee, ee.’ She
bawled. Her eyes filling up with tears. She was just so hungry it
made her sad, the tears rolled down her cheeks before she could
even think about it. Her sadness was so overwhelming it just
bypassed any cognitive thought completely.

‘Don’t cry,
dear.’ Suzy said. She grabbed the bib and wiped Bella’s fingers and
cheeks clean. Then she got a new spoon and she fed Bella. Her
sadness was soon forgotten, her mouth was just so full of porridge,
so spoonful of porridge she had to try her hardest to swallow it
all without drooling or losing anything. Still some amount dribbled
over her chin and onto her bib.

After breakfast
Bella was released out of the harness and the highchair. She sat on
the kitchen floor, dizzy and unbalanced, trying not to tip over.
Everything has made her so tired, so immensely tired, even the
simplest thing seemed to be an enormous enterprise. Getting
dressed, eating, sitting on the floor. Her mind kept drifting of,
finding new worlds and universes in everything she focused on for
too long. If she looked too long at the legs of the chairs and
table in front of her, they would diffuse into a jungle filled with
spiders and gecko's and alligators.

Or the little
flecks of dust in a beam of sunlight would turn into a see full of
mermaids and starfish.

‘You promised I
could make a painting now.’ Amy’s voice said.

‘Well, go put
on your poncho then, and get the paint and the tablecloth.’ Suzy
said.

Feet passing
Bella, back and forth and back again. Then Suzy stood next to her,
Suzy’s hand on top of her head.

‘You’re in the
way, sweety, go play over there.’ She pointed to the living room
floor filled with colorful toys. Bella didn’t even try to get up.
She crawled towards a rag doll with bright orange hair, the carpet
lush and soft under her knees. She picked it up. The doll was
wearing a light blue dress with an apron, maybe the doll was a
waitress, a waitress on roller skates and then she would bring the
customers pie with lots of whipped cream. Vividly she imagined the
diner, that frog over there was an impatient customer and the
waitress had to calm him down.

There was a
loud bang and she jumped back to reality. She was holding a doll
and a plush frog, and she was making them talk with the weird
languid noises that would come out of her mouth. She dropped the
toys and felt ashamed. She started to cry.

‘Don’t be
startled, Bella.’ Suzy said. ‘It was just a bowl that slipped from
my hand. Go play.’

Bella stared at
the frog and she travelled in time. She was in the middle ages, she
was a witch, she would use the frog and make a witch potion and
then the witch potion would turn everyone into mermaids. She
started to enjoy playing with the toys, she was vaguely aware that
she was just hallucinating because of the medication Suzy had given
her, but she didn’t care. The toys allowed her some form of
control, the toys allowed her to choose in what kind of imaginative
world she would loose herself.

What if she
pretended not to be here, she crawled over to the Wii and even
though it was off and the television screen was pitch black she
pressed the buttons of the controller. Suddenly she was at home
again, at home playing Call of Duty with her annoying aunt nagging
about growing up.

It was boring.
She left the controller for what it was and crawled over to a box
full of Sesame Street figurines. This was way more fun, she got
them all out of the box an for a while she was talking to Big bird
and Oscar. Then she saw a plush Hello Kitty and a Barbie doll and
then she wanted to play with a train and some sort of device with
colorful numbers on it and when you hit the number it would say the
number out loud.

The day just
went by in a haze. Floating between different worlds, different
realities, but always returning to the one with Suzy and Amy, the
reality were her body was weak and flabby, where her coordination
was severely distorted and her head was feeling fuzzy and dizzy and
her thoughts were absent and drifting away again. One time Suzy
gave her some apple slices to eat, and another time she got her a
sandwich to nibble on.

One time she
crawled over to the dinner table, because Amy and Suzy seemed to
have so much fun. Sitting on the floor she couldn’t see what they
were doing so she used the highchair and the table leg to hoist
herself up.

Amy was wearing
a rain poncho that was full of stains. She held a paint brush in
her hand and made a beautiful picture of an owl. Bella reached out
to the painting, she wanted to play with it, or with the colors.
There was a bright pink dot right over there. Like the icing of a
cupcake. She was in a magical cupcake store, of course. She reached
out and stuck her finger in it, it was cold against her skin she
wanted to look at her bright pink finger but Suzy grabbed her
wrist.

‘No.’ Suzy
said.

Bella tried to
escape. But Suzy was way stronger, she dragged Bella to the kitchen
sink and washed of all the magical pink color away. Bella started
crying. Suzy kept on scrubbing of paint, until the skin on her
finger was red and chafed. Then she grabbed Bella’s face and gave
her a little kiss on her nose.

‘I’m sorry
Bella.’ She said. ‘When the professors puts you on a lower dose or
a on different cocktail of the training medication I will let you
paint, okay? But not today.’

Bella sulked.
Suzy got out a handkerchief and wiped Bella’s nose clean. Then she
helped her walk back to the living room floor.

‘Look at this
dinosaur.’ She said. It’s was bright blue with friendly eyes. Bella
forgot all about her sadness and a whirlwind of new cheerful
sensations excited new imaginations.

She didn’t know
how much time had past, when Suzy said it was time for their naps.
A nap sounded wonderful. And when Suzy opened one side of the big
baby box she willingly crawled in. The box had a ceiling, that was
weird, it was more like a cage, she was surrounded by bars. But the
blanket she sat on was nice and soft, it had a picture of a house
on it, and a tree over there and also a chicken.

‘You want a
binky?’ Suzy asked. Without waiting for a response she got out a
soft pink pacifier en put it in Bella’s mouth. ‘Yes, you do, don’t
you. Aren’t you the dearest one. Daddy will be very pleased with
you.’

Bella suckled
on the soother.

Amy didn’t want
to go in the box. She didn’t want to sleep she said, she wanted to
play more. Suzy said she could pick a toy to bring with her, and
that she didn’t have to sleep as long as she tried to rest. Still
Amy was fussing, until Suzy counted backwards, then she gave in,
grabbed the plush elephant and ran into the box.

Suzy closed it,
and locked it from the outside. Then she left. A strange quiet
surrounded them. For a moment Bella was scared, she didn’t want to
be left alone. Bella laid down, her cheek against the soft blanket
on the floor. Only when she started peeing in her diaper she
noticed she actually had to go, she tried to stop and control her
bladder, but it was hopeless.

‘Are you
sleepy?’ Amy asked. She shook Bella’s shoulder. ‘They’ve drugged
you haven’t they?’ A few moments she waited in silence.

Bella tried to
answer even though see knew she wouldn’t produce more than a
incoherent murmur.

‘You’re
boring,’ Amy said, ‘You’re useless.’ She poked Bella and kicked her
against her shins. Then she turned her back on Bella and started
talking to her elephant. Bella yawned.

It wasn’t long
before her eyes grew heavier, her thoughts drifted away, dreaming
already, her mouth relaxed and the pacifier slipped out, she put it
back in her mouth and suckled on it. Sleep was swirling around her,
circling her like a predator, waiting to devour her mind and body.
Her eyes shut close. She fell, she fell endlessly, she kept on
falling deeper and deeper, until she was lost in a sleepy
wonderland.

 


When she awoke the side
of the box was open and Amy was gone, there were voices echoing
through the living room. Her dress was crept up, her frilly panties
and diaper were visible for anyone to see. The fabric of the dress
seemed to be wrapped around her, keeping her prisoner, tied up in
sun dress. She rolled over and back, but she couldn’t free her
self.

A soft moan
started in the back of her throat, quickly it transformed into full
blown sobbing.

‘I hear little
baby Bella is waking up.’ A male voice said, a few moments later he
appeared in front of the box. ‘What’s wrong sweety? I see. You’ve
tangled yourself in your dress, come here, come to daddy. Daddy
will set you free.’

Bella tried to
crawl towards him although it wasn’t crawling because her arms were
still twisted and trapped in her dress, it was more like sliding
over the floor, kicking her legs to move forward. He grabbed her
around the waist and pulled her closer. With just a few quick tugs,
she was free. He held her in front of him and looked at her.

‘So how is baby
Bella today? Did you have a nice day with Suzy and Amy?’

Something had
changed in her head, her thoughts weren’t as liquid and drifting
anymore, no strange new universe appeared, it was just this man in
front of her. She yawned, still a bit dazed an fuzzy.

‘Can you give
Daddy a kiss?’ He asked.

She had a
suspicious feeling. Was he her daddy or wasn’t he? Her fragmented
memories weren’t of any use, she vaguely remembered him kidnapping
her, but she also vaguely remembered being in ancient China en
being a mermaid in the ocean. She was quite sure she wasn’t
hallucinating right now, that this world with Suzy and Amy was the
real world, but still, how and where did this man fit in. She
turned her head.

‘No? You’re not
going to give daddy a kiss, then daddy is going to kiss you. Yes,
Daddy’s going to kiss you!’ He planted her face full of little
pecks, she fell over but he didn’t stop, he just laid on top of her
and kept on pressing his lips against her face and her big well
rounded breasts.

He tickled her
until she was all happy and giggly.

‘I made you a
painting, Daddy,’ Amy said.

‘I know hon,
you’ve showed me already.’ Daddy said, pushing her aside. ‘I think
little baby Bella needs a nappy change, doesn’t she?’

‘I need a nappy
change too, Daddy.’ Amy said.

He lifted up
her skirt. ‘Your wearing big girl panties.’ He said.

‘But I still
want my nappy changed.’ Amy said rebellious, stomping her foot on
the ground. Daddy’s face changed, he wasn’t nice and kissy-kissy
anymore, his eyes turned dark and strict.

‘Stop whining.’
He said.

‘But I want my
nappy changed.’

‘Go help Suzy
put the groceries away and set the table for diner right now, or
you will be disciplined, young lady.’ Daddy said.

Amy was quiet
for a moment, disappointed and angry she stared at Daddy, then she
turned away. Halfway to the kitchen she turned back again, she
grabbed a stuffed animal and threw it at him. It hit the side of
his torso.

‘That’s it.’ He
said. He stood up and with a few big steps he was next to Amy. He
grabbed her arm and she screeched in fear. He sat down and threw
her over his knee. He lifted her skirt pulled her panties down and
started spanking her bare ass. The sound of every slap echoed
through the living room, Amy wriggled and struggled and
screamed.

Isabella was in
shock. It horrified her to see Amy’s ass being smacked like that.
His hand colliding with her butt, her skin red with the marks of
his fingers. Her screams were so sad and hearth-felt. Isabella
needed to do something. Amy was or wasn’t her sister, she wasn’t
sure about that, but they were in the same position either way.

Still too limp
and uncoordinated to actually stand up and walk, she crawled over.
She tried to get his hand to stop but he just brushed her away.

‘Bella don’t
interfere.’ He said. ‘Bad girls need discipline.’ He kept on
hitting, endlessly it seemed. Amy’s cries and protests stopped
after a while. Her struggling stopped. Limp she just lied over his
knees, her bum sticking up in the air, collecting slap after slap.
Amy was completely unresponsive now. Only the snot and the tears
dripping from her face, and her light panting were signs that she
was still alive.

‘Saa.’ Bella
said. Annoyed with her unresponsive tongue. Stop, was what she
meant to say. He didn’t listen to her. Of course he didn’t, why
would he?

‘There.’ he
said after what seemed like an eternity he finally stopped. He
lifted Amy up from his knees and put her onto his lap. ‘What do you
say to that?’

‘I’m sorry
Daddy.’ She whimpered.

‘And?’

‘Thank you for
disciplining me, Daddy.’

‘And?’

‘I love you,
Daddy.’ Amy said. With the back of her hand she wiped away some
snot and tears from her face.

‘I love you
too, hon.’ He wrapped his arms around her and rocked her back and
forth for a while. Then he stood up and went into the kitchen. Amy
was left on the couch, just lying there, silently sobbing.

Bella came
closer, she tried soothing her, caressing her head and her
shoulder. Her arms unwilling and heavy, but still she made it
work.

‘Thank you,
Bella,’ Amy whispered silently. ‘Are the meds wearing of already?
Don’t answer just nod.’

Bella shrugged,
her head seemed somewhat more clear, although she still couldn’t
decide what to believe, but her body was still as unusable as this
morning. ‘Don’t know.’ She wanted to say. The same useless
murmuring came out of her mouth

‘Yeah, the
muscle relaxer is always the last to flush through, but in here?’
Amy pointed towards her head.

Bella nodded.
In that moment Daddy started to cuss at Suzy. That she needed to
listen and obey him and if she couldn’t do that she needed to get
spanked just like Amy. Suzy apologized, and said it wasn’t planned,
it was just something that happened.

Then it hit
Bella. What if Suzy was just like them, like her and Amy. Maybe
Suzy was also brainwashed and broken. She shivered. She wanted to
ask Amy, but of course she couldn’t sound out the words. She tried
to imprint the question in her brain so she would remember to ask,
maybe tonight or tomorrow morning.

‘I’m going to
give Bella her nappy change and when I’m back I expect dinner to be
ready.’

‘Yes, Sir.’
Suzy said complaisant.

He grabbed
Bella by her waist and hoisted her up over her shoulder. Stroking
her leg up and down as he walked towards the medical room. He
opened the door and put her on the table. She tried to wrap her
mind around it, why would her diaper be changed in here? Fearfully
she looked up at him.

‘Don’t look so
scared.’ He said, ‘I’m not mad at you. Suzy just needs to listen to
me and take care of you, like she’s supposed to.’ His voice
changed, the pitch became higher and his face softer. ‘Cause you
are far too cute to be left alone locked in a box all afternoon,
aren’t you. Yes, you are.’ He took off her frilly panties and her
diaper. He wiped her down with some baby wipes and then he put some
talc powder on her.

Instead of
pulling a new diaper out, his hands started wandering over her
body. He grabbed her breasts and squeezed them, pulling her dress
down until they were exposed. He bend over, kissed her nipples,
pinched them until they were hard.

‘Who’s my horny
little girl?’ He asked. ‘You are. Yes, you are indeed. Don’t worry
Daddy knows exactly how to threat horny little girls, like
you.’

Bella looked up
at him in fear. She was grasping at memories, trying to make sense
of it all. Either he was her real Daddy, but then what he was about
to do was wrong. Or he kidnapped her and tried to brainwash her or
something, but that was still wrong.

She remembered
lying right here another time and feeling nice and excited, all
tingly and happy. How did that fit into the story? He put a little
lube on his finger and rubbed it in between her labia, every now
and again slipping his fingertip just a tiny bit inside her.
Arousal bubbled up, slowly filling her, overtaking her. Was there
an explanation that would allow her to enjoy this? Maybe she was
more like Amy, than she had thought this morning. She could enjoy
it, she even should enjoy it, that way they wouldn’t be able to get
to her, according to Amy.

It was hard to
think straight with his fingers fondling her, making her more and
more excited every moment. She closed her eyes and leaned into it,
her hips slowly rocking, a satisfied sigh passed her lips.

‘There you go,
sweety. Good girl. That feels nice, doesn’t it?’ It was as if he
could read her mind, as if he somehow knew she’d decided to stop
resisting. She sank further and further into her arousal.
Panting.

He unzipped his
pants and pulled them down. He was fully erect and slightly curved
upwards. Immediately she imagined him inside her, could it be,
could it be that because of the curvature, he would stimulate her
precisely in her favorite spot?

Don’t be silly,
she told herself. The chances of that would be one in a million,
maybe even one in a billion. It would simply be to much of an
coincidence. She was shaking as he climbed on top of her. Pressing
himself against her pubis, rubbing, rocking his hips in sync with
hers.

This was so
weird, she taught, not just weird, it was also wrong, she shouldn’t
enjoy it, but yet she did. There was no denying it. He slid inside
of her. Slowly. Closely watching her face. She gasped and tried to
open her legs even wider, she wanted him to go faster, to go deeper
so she would feel if his shape matched her anatomy.

When he had
filled her completely she’d tried to hold back a moan. He gave her
coy smile. ‘You’re such a good girl.’ He said. ‘And such a pretty
one at that.’ A quick peck on her lips before he started thrusting.
She felt him slide in and out, his tip bumping into her special
spot almost every time. If she could put her legs up high, it would
be even better.

Just rocking
together, finding a cadence together. Her breathing shallow and
irregular, her heart beat picked up a pace. Arousal swirling
through her body, luring her closer and closer to the edge. Her
mind just went blank with pleasure. No thinking, just feeling, just
sensations. Tingling happy sensations, pushing her further and
further, she was high up on the edge now, dancing along side it,
the tiniest whiff of wind could make her drop of into orgasm. He
groaned, cramped up, a deep single thrust. She started trembling.
Ecstasy flowed through her, waves crashing, engulfing her,
overwhelming her. Panting. Moaning loudly.

When the
highest peeks of her orgasm subsided she looked at him, nervously
and ashamed. His eyes were closed, the look on his face was one of
blissful satisfaction. He was breathing heavily, softly moaning.
When he finally looked at her, his eyes were watery. Glassy with
lust. Shyly he smiled, as if he felt exposed.

‘You alright,
dear?’ He asked.

Bella
nodded.

He hid his face
in her neck and gave her a lot of tiny kisses, licking her, biting
her, nibbling on her earlobe.

‘Good. That’s
good.’ He mumbled. ‘You’re such a good girl Bella. Daddy loves you,
you know that? Daddy’s gonna buy you a lot of presents and make you
the happiest little girl in the world. You want a present?’ He
asked.

She nodded.

‘What do you
want?’

She tried to
say Xbox, but is sounded like ‘Hawbah.’

‘Well see.’ He
said. ‘Maybe Daddy will buy you girls a trampoline, to go on the
playground outside. You would be adorable jumping around in your
little sun dress.’ He cupped her breast for a moment and squeezed.
He got dressed, put her a new nappy on and helped her down from the
table. She sat on the floor a few moments disoriented and confused.
Crawling she followed him back to living room. She was put in a
highchair and the harness wrapped securely around her body. Somehow
it made her feel save. She couldn’t fall no matter how disoriented
and dizzy and uncoordinated she would be, and she didn’t have to
worry about being a good house guest, offering to help set the
table or anything. She could just sit here and wait. Relax and feel
the remnants of her sexy time with the professor drip out of her
and into the diaper. It was as if she was still glowing inside.

Shyly she
looked at the professor, at Daddy. He was a very hansom man, his
eyebrows wild and messy, an his eyes had this mollified
affectionate look, that made her feel loved and endeared. He was
wearing a long sleeve shirt, with shiny buttons. She wanted him to
look at her for a moment, to give her a little bit of attention, he
needed to acknowledge her and the fact that they just slept
together.

She tried to
get his attention by moving around and murmuring sounds. It worked.
He put his hand on her head and petted her.

‘Don’t fuss,
sweety.’ He said.

She got a bib
on and a plate full of food was placed on the tray of her high
chair. She tried to eat, ordering her fluffy muscles to obey. It
was still as impossible as it was this morning, whether she tried
to use the cutlery or just used her hands, it was just as much of a
mess.

Suzy needed to
feed her again. That was the only way for her to get some actual
food inside of her.

‘Huuu.’ She
said in an attempt to get Suzy’s attention. ‘Huu.’ She smashed her
hand on the tray, food splashing all around. She threw her fork on
the floor and tried to reach over the tray and the table so she
could grab Suzy’s arm. Daddy just picked up her fork and told her
not to be a brat.

She wasn’t
being a brat though. She was just hungry, she only wanted someone
to feed her. She threw her fork on the floor and kept fussing and
smashing her hands in her food. Kicking her legs against the table.
It was freeing indeed to pretend to be a little girl, there was no
other place in the world were she could express her unhappiness and
hunger in such a primal way, without being seen as weird or a
creepy freak. In here they just thought of her as a little bit
bratty and a little bit fussy.

‘She has had a
long day,’ Suzy said. ‘Experiencing the world from a completely new
perspective can be tiring.’

‘Well she had a
nice long nap in the afternoon when you went out.’ Daddy said
snarly.

‘Let’s not
bring that up in front of the girls. You needed your groceries for
tomorrow, didn’t you? Anyway I think she just wants to be fed.’
Suzy grabbed a fork and put a bite in Bella’s mouth.

She happily
chewed and swallowed the food. She smiled.

‘See.’ Suzy
said.






It felt
wonderful to be understood even though she couldn’t say anything.
She just reacted to the feelings that were there, crying, sobbing,
fussing, yelling and Suzy just fixed it and gave her all happy
feelings inside, happy feelings that were also bubbling out now in
their most basal form. Bella could get used to this.

For dessert
they had ice cream. She stuck her finger in the bowl and suckled on
her hand. Everyone was eating except for her. Suzy told her that if
she wanted to be fed she had to wait until she or Daddy finished
eating first. She didn’t want to wait, the ice cream was melting.
She protested, tried to eat on her own and then protested some
more. Kicking her legs against the table.

Daddy grabbed
her chin, his fingers pressing firmly into her cheeks. He yanked
her head towards his side, so he had to look at him. ‘Suzy said you
have to wait.’ He said in a strict and threatening tone of voice.
‘Don’t think I won’t discipline you because your new, you’ve had
the entire day to learn how things work around here. Little girls
obey, and right now I’m ordering you to stop this little riot of
yours and wait till one of us is finished eating, do you
understand?’

She was
petrified. She nodded in fear and didn’t move a muscle. Tears
propped up in her eyes. Burning. She wanted to say she was sorry
but she didn’t dare to open her mouth again. So she just sat there
staring at her bowl of ice cream, thinking that she’d made a
mistake. It was insane to like this, it was humiliating and
degrading, they controlled her with their syringes and then scolded
her for being frustrated about it. She had to get out. She had to
get an Xbox and regain her freedom.

‘I’m finished,’
Amy said shyly, ‘I can feed her.’

‘Aren’t you the
sweetest,’ Daddy said, ‘Well go on then, hon, go give your little
sis a bit of ice cream.’ He released Amy from her high chair and
cupped her bum as she walked by, tapping it briefly. Amy walked up
to Bella, she put the spoon in the bowl of ice cream, then when
no-one was looking she gave her a little wink, while feeding her.
What was that suppose to mean? Bella wondered. Did Amy somehow knew
she had been toying with the idea of enjoying this new lifestyle,
had Amy seen it in her face or her behavior? Well anyway, it wasn’t
a serious consideration. It was a random brain fart, but as soon as
Daddy scolded her she came back to her senses, realizing she had to
get out of here as soon as possible.

After dinner
when Suzy did the dishes, she and Amy were left to play on their
own. She crawled to the door, she hoisted herself up and grabbed
the door handle. The door swung open and there she saw the
entrance. She crawled over the little balcony to the top of the
stairs and contemplated how to get down, just sitting on her bum
and sliding down step by step seemed to be the most save way. In
that moment Daddy grabbed her around her waist and dragged her back
inside.

‘Where you
going sweetheart?’ He asked. She knew with her sedated muscles
fighting back would be a ludicrous thing to do, so impulsively she
wrapped her arms around Daddy and gave him a kiss, hoping that
would prevent her from being punished.

‘O what’s that
now?’ He asked surprised, somewhat confused even. He gave her a
little peck on the cheek then put her down in the living room next
to a big pile of toys. He grabbed one, it was a palm tree with
drums. Daddy wobbled it in front of her face. She giggled and
grabbed it. She pretended to play with it until he sat down to
watched television and didn’t give her attention anymore.

Again she
crawled to the door, why repeat a failing plan? Because she didn’t
want people to think she didn’t try to escape, she tried, at least
she tried. Once again she was intercepted.

‘Where do you
want to go, sweetheart?’ Daddy asked. ‘Do you want to see
downstairs? Shall I give you a little tour of the house?’ He helped
her descend the stairs, he held her balanced so she could walk a
very wobbly and unbalanced walk and she had to hold on to him
firmly. He walked her through the empty hallway and showed her
around.

‘Theres the
lawn.’ He said, pointing to the front door. ‘You might remember the
lawn from when you first got here. And here is the garage.’ He
opened a door to the side. Why would he show her all this? Was this
some sort of mind game, or was he just boasting? He pointed out his
car and Suzy’s car and a big bus for transporting patients. Maybe
this was meant to intimidate her.

He brought her
over to another room. ‘And here’s my home office,’ he said. It was
a tidy office space, there was a bookcase filled with psychiatric
study materials, a desk with a computer and next to the computer
there was a novel. 1984, by George Orwell. It had a yellow post-it
note sticking out. ‘Be your own opposition, control the story.’ It
said. Bella hadn’t read the novel. In school she was supposed to
but after a few chapters she’d given up, she dropped out of school
a few months later, so no harm was done. The sticky note made her
curious though. She reached out and try to grab it.

‘Don’t touch
that, sweety.’ He said. ‘Come see this.’ He opened another door and
showed her his laboratory. There were white tables filled with
intricate glass work, there were liquids and powders and there even
was a glass sphere filled with a mystical swirling mist. It seemed
magical and unreal, along the sides were machines some beeping,
some with flickering lights.

‘And this is
were daddy cooks up your medication.’ He said. He walked further
into the laboratory, leaving her to stand on her own. She held on
to the nearest table so she wouldn’t fall over. But after a while
it became too tiring to keep fighting the dizziness and clinging to
the table, for balance. So she sank to the floor and sat down.

He kept on
talking and showing her stuff. Shaking tubes, pronouncing
multi-syllable names of chemical compounds.

‘Here’s a new
batch of spicy milk.’ He said. Showing her an glass jar filled to
the brim with a creamy-white powder. ‘We’ll take that upstairs, for
Suzy to refill her stock, can you hold it sweetheart?’ He gave her
the jar and she tried not to drop it. Then he wandered back into
his lab. ‘And now we’ll cook you a nice cocktail for tomorrow
morning, won’t we, yes we will.’ He said. Getting all sorts of
tubes and chemicals out on the table. He seemed absorbed by what he
was doing and Bella wanted to make another run for it, she put the
spicy milk powder down and crawled towards the door. It was locked,
she couldn’t remember Daddy locking it.

‘Stay put
Bella.’ He said. ‘Just sit and wait, we’ll continue our house tour
in an minute, yeah? I will show you the pool and the playground,
aren’t you excited to see the playground, baby? Just wait ‘till
I’ve finished cooking your med-meds. Suzy told me your responded
very well to your first treatment. So tomorrow we can put a little
treat in it for you as well.’ He gave her a friendly wink. Bella
sat on the floor, her back resting against the wall, she was forced
to witness him putting chemicals together, stirring every once in a
while. She tried to focus on something else, on the little lights
flickering on the machines, an orange led light and a green
one.

It was scary to
imagine the liquid he produced there would be injected into her arm
tomorrow. It would turn her mind to a blurb of goo, trailing off,
drifting from imaginary land to imaginary land and her body would
be reduced to a body with the strength and the coordination of an
infant. She couldn’t decide which of the two was more humiliating,
losing control over her body, or losing control of her mind. Just
seeing him cook that stuff up, made her feel small and powerless
already. She didn’t know whether she want him to finish quickly so
this would be all over, or she didn’t want him to finish at all so
he couldn’t administer it to her.

He held a thick
plastic syringe in front of her face, filled with the see through
purple liquid. ‘There’s Bella’s baby juice.’ He said teasingly.
‘There are Bella’s little-girl-training-meds.’

He lovingly
grazed her cheek with his fingers, then he asked her were the spicy
milk was, he told her she should hold on to it and carry it
upstairs. He finally let her out of the laboratory. She stumbled
holding on to walls, or clinging to his arm and shirt. Wobbly she
walked back to the stairs, climbing it ever so slowly. It was as if
they were climbing a mountain so high, impossibly high. She finally
reached the top stairs, then she remembered he’d promised to show
her the pool and the playground as well, apparently he forgot. He
opened the door to the living room. She felt relieved to be back,
there was soft carpet on the floor, the toys were innocent and fun
and not scary at all.

‘Go give Suzy
the spicy milk.’ He gave her a little push in the back and she
handed Suzy the jar. ‘Good girl.’ He patted her head, then he sank
back into the couch in front of the television. ‘Could you prep me
a bottle of that?’ He asked Suzy.

‘Isn’t it still
too early?’ She asked. ‘She’ll be awake at three tonight.’

Daddy just
shrugged. ‘We’ll see.’ He said.

Suzy scooped a
few spoons full of powder into a pan, then she added water and put
it on the stove.

‘Can I have
spicy milk as well?’ Amy asked.

‘No.’ Daddy
said. Before she could protest he lifted a finger and gave her a
threatening look. She closed her mouth and stomped into a stuffed
animal.

Bella looked at
the door towards the rest of the house, she used think behind that
door on the other side she could find her freedom, but now every
time she looked at it she just felt eerie, remembering the
laboratory and the syringe. She felt scared and angry and confused
all at the same time. She mumbled, and hated her stupid mouth that
still wouldn’t work, she was trapped, trapped in her own body.
Frustrated she started crying, loud sobs, dripping tears, screaming
and kicking and wailing her arms through the air.

Amy came over,
she stroke her forehead, and gave her a tiny kiss. ‘What did he
do?’ She whispered. ‘What did he show you? Did he show you the
sedation guns already? Are you broken now?’

Bella didn’t
know. She shrugged. She just felt overwhelmingly frustrated and
powerless. Just fed up with the whole situation. She imagined being
broken felt even worse, besides he didn’t show her any gun, that
meant she wasn’t broken yet, right? There was still hope. She shook
her head. ‘Good.’ Amy said. ‘Don’t let them get to you.’ She
whispered silently.

Suddenly
Daddy’s face was hovering over her. She looked up to him in fear,
did he hear any of their conversation? He grabbed her around her
torso and lifted her up. ‘Come sit with me.’ He said. He put her on
his lap. His arms around her, warm and big, he rocked her back and
forth, and for a moment she actually felt soothed, until she
realized he was the one that had upset her in the first place. She
started struggling. But he was far stronger and held her
tightly.

‘Sweetheart,
what’s all the crying and fussing about?’ He asked innocently,
wiping a strand of escaped hairs from her forehead. ‘Sssh, sssh,
sssh.’ He kept on rocking her. Then Suzy told him the bottle was
ready, he asked her to bring it over and a moment later Bella felt
the silicon nipple pressing against her lips. She turned her head
away.

‘Sssh.’ Daddy
said. Even though she didn’t make a sound. Again the top of the
bottle found her lips. ‘Just have a few sips of milk, baby. You’re
just tired and cranky, the milk will make all those bad and sad
feelings go away.’ With his thumb he opened her mouth, and he
shoved the nipple in. She felt the milk dripping against the back
of her throat, she coughed and try to spit it out. Her legs kicking
around, but she only managed to hit a pillow.

He started to
sing a lullaby, his voice melodic and mesmerizing. She felt a
glowing warmth inside, or maybe that was just the spiked milk that
had already reached her tummy. Daddy grabbed her wrists pressing
both her hands together against her chest. She stuck her tongue
out, trying to push the bottle away.

Daddy just kept
singing and rocking her. The warmth grew bigger. She didn’t
remember the milk making her feel so good, she just remembered the
milk making her sleepy. This overwhelming warm relaxation was new.
She felt save and carefree so close to daddy. He would protect her,
he would care for her. As if she was floating, so calm and
wonderful, so safe and secure. It was addicting almost. She wanted
it to never end, she didn’t want to go back downstairs, she didn’t
want to go anywhere. Just her and daddy. And the milk of course,
the spicy milk, she closed her lips around the nipple and started
to suckle. Gulping down even more. Now everything made sense, now
everything fell into place, this is how it was supposed to be, this
was were she belonged. Now she understood why Amy voluntarily asked
for spicy milk.

‘Yes, that’s a
good girl, that’s a very sweet little baby.’ He said. He caressed
her cheek and her shoulder, rubbing his thumb over her skin. She
was slumping in his arms, her head bobbing up and down, her eyes
feeling heavy. Everything was just so wonderful and so perfect. She
didn’t need to think she could just relax and enjoy. Just like Amy
had told her, don’t let them get to you, just enjoy it.

His hand
started wandering. Massaging her round breast, cupping them, and
squeezing and pinching her nipples. His hand moved down, petting
her tummy, entering her diaper.

She flinched
when she felt his fingers against her skin there. She couldn’t
remember when she’d last soiled her diaper, and if it had been
changed after. He couldn’t be groping around in a dirty one could
he? She didn’t feel any wet of soggy fabric against her skin.

‘Don’t worry,
baby girl.’ He said. ‘No need to tense up, just drink your
milk.’

She sucked on
the nipple, creamy sweet milk filled her mouth and seeped over her
tongue. Such a lovely warmth, a lovely sleepy warmth surrounding
her. Happy tingles in between her legs. She started to drift off,
there was no need to be awake anymore, she was save, she was cared
for, she was loved. Daddy was there, singing for her, playing with
her clit and sliding his fingers up inside her. What else could she
wish for? Slumberous and Heavy. Just twirling swirling pleasurable
drowsiness, scooping her up and rocking her to sleep.

 


When she awoke she was
still sucking. She was alone though, she was alone in the dark,
sucking on a binky. The moment she spit it out she felt regret, the
pacifier had comforted her, and now she suddenly felt unsettled.
She tried to find it. She was still tied down she noticed, but not
as tightly as she was yesterday, she couldn’t roll over or get up,
but at least she was able to move her arms and legs a little. She
found the pacifier and put it in her mouth again. As soon as her
lips closed around the silicon, she felt the calmness flow through
her. Satisfied she stared up at the ceiling, there was a colorful
hanging mobile bungling over her. She reached out and with her hand
she tried to get it moving. There were little stars and seahorses
and shells. They dangled a bit, but they didn’t rotate.

It hit her, she
was actually behaving like a little girl. She stopped. She put her
hands next to her side and tried to lie in bed as an adult would,
just laying still and being bored. Is that what it meant be an
adult? Adults didn’t have soothers. She pulled it out of her mouth
and kept it in the palm of her hand. Anxious she started fidgeting
again, as if she was on the brink of a big cry. She bit her lip and
tried to collect her self. She longed after her soother, her
desires grew bigger and bigger until she couldn’t contain herself
any longer. She put the soother back in and felt peacefully
oblivious. As long is it was her choice to suck on a binky it
wasn’t a big deal was it? It became wrong when they forced her and
humiliated her, and stripped her of her autonomy. But in this
moment she sucked on the pacifier out of her own free will.

What if they
had drugged her soother as well, filling it with addictive
medication or something. They wouldn’t do that, right? It was crazy
paranoid to think like that, or wasn’t it? Was tempering with
pacifiers exactly the kind of thing they did?

‘Amy.’ She
whispered. ‘Amy.’ A little louder. ‘Amy. Amanda, wake up.’

‘What?’ a
sleepy voice sounded from the dark.

‘Do they put
drugs in pacifiers?’ She asked.

‘I wish.’ Amy
said.

Reassured she
started to suck again.

‘How are you
feeling?’ Amy asked, ‘still tied down?’

‘Good.’ Bella
answered, ‘I feel quite well rested. But yeah, still tied
down.’

‘Wait, I’ll
come to you.’ Amy said. She heard the soft bang when Amy jumped on
the floor, then she saw her face appear behind the bars of her cot.
‘Is it okay if I lay next to you?’ Amy asked. Already pushing
herself over the rim, hoisting first one leg over, and then making
a nose dive into the mattress. Amy and Bella both giggled as they
slumped into each other. Then Amy slid under the blankets her body
lying closely and warm against Bella’s. Her arm across Bella’s
chest.

‘Ah, I see why
you asked,’ Amy said pulling softly on her soother. ‘Feels nice,
doesn’t it?’

‘Is it weird?’
Bella asked.

‘No, of course
not,’ Amy said, ‘I suck on my fingers even if they’re not there to
see it. It’s just... you know, well you understand. Scoots over.’
Amy’s pressed her head against Bella’s head so she could also lie
down on the pillow.

‘Don’t worry
about the medication.’ Amy said. ‘I bet he showed you his lab
yesterday, trying to scare you, trying to warn you about what would
happen to little girls that run away. Showing of this cupboard full
of riffles with sedative darts, telling you he could shoot you from
miles away and that he has enough sedative to put down a rhino, so
you wouldn’t stand a change.’

‘Something like
that.’ Bella said. ‘He didn’t show me any riffles or guns.’

‘He will, don’t
worry. It’s just a scare tactic, meant to break you.’

‘So it’s not
true then, he wouldn’t shoot us?’

‘He would. I
saw it once. He used it on my second sister, Jenny, or Jennifer. A
few weeks after she arrived it was on a Daddy-day, once in a week
Suzy has a day off and Daddy takes care of us all by himself. We
were outside, chilling at the pool. Anyway she asked me to make a
fuss and provide her with a distraction and then she just went for
it, she started running, her water wings flapping around her arms.
It was ridiculous. Then daddy got his riffle out, it took him three
shots, until he hit her. She wavered for a moment, stumbled and
collapsed. Daddy picked her up and carried her back. She was in
agony for hours, apparently the darts aren’t filled with the happy,
floaty, tripping drugs, but with something that makes you limp as a
puppet and have a lot of depressing and scary thoughts. Then after
the meds flushed trough her body, Daddy disciplined her. Over his
knee, he just kept on hitting and hitting. That’s what broke her,
the spanking, that’s what set her over the edge I think. Anyway
after that she was a useless mess, sobbing and crying and having
mental breakdowns all the time. She didn’t even last a year before
they discarded her.’

Bella shivered.
Even though she was sucking on her pacifier, she still felt scared.
‘Horrible,’ she said, ‘Where is she now?’

‘Locked up in
his clinic, with the crazies there.’

‘That’s nasty.’
Bella said. She stared up at the hanging mobile, the sea creatures
were motionless. She couldn’t shake the image another full grown
woman, just like her, being trapped here and trying to escape.

Amy hugged her
and caressed her face. ‘Don’t worry. Then I didn’t know yet,’ Amy
said, ‘otherwise I would have warned her. You’ve got to know how to
fight back. You have to beat them at their own game, they want you
to struggle, they want you to resist, they want to break you. But
if you lean into it, if you learn to embrace it, they can’t hurt
you anymore.’

‘How do you
know?’ Bella asked. ‘How did you end up here anyway?’

Amy sighed. ‘I
was living on the streets, selling myself, then his car pulled over
and I got in. Instead of asking me how much he would get for a
tenner, he asked me if I was happy with my life. I was taken of
guard and told him the truth, no of course I wasn’t. I was
twenty-three at the time, I hadn’t had a shower in weeks, I hadn’t
had a proper meal in weeks, and I was selling myself. Then he asked
me if I thought I would be happier living in a villa, being
pampered, loved, nurtured and cared for, stripped of all my
responsibilities, and of course I said yes. He got a little syringe
out and yanked it in my arm, and I remembered thinking it was the
best drugs I’ve ever had, and I had tried a lot of crazy shit in my
days on the streets. Anyway after that it all went black and I
passed out. I woke up over there, strapped down in my cot.’

Amy kept silent
for a moment.

‘Are you okay?’
Bella asked. She tried to comfort Amy to the best of her abilities.
‘Do you need to cry?’

‘No. I don’t
need to cry,’ Amy said. ‘You’re sweet by the way.’

‘What happened
next?’ Bella asked.

‘Well I got
treated pretty much like you.’ Amy said. ‘Except, you know, I
didn’t actually try to escape. There were free drugs, free food,
free showers, and I liked pretending to be a little girl, after a
while it stopped being pretend. It was as if I had set myself free.
I had found this innocent spontaneous playful side of me. It had
been suppressed and ignored for all these years, but there David
was, accepting me, loving me for it.

Being a
responsible adult that’s far more fake and pretend. Forcing
yourself to dislike stuff, to be judgmental and normal. Not
allowing yourself to have fun, to laugh, to express yourself, to
feel joy and arousal. All that, just because you’re scared of not
fitting in, scared of being judged and being weird. You know, when
you think about it, that’s the actual weird thing.’

‘I never
thought of it like that.’ Bella said. She frowned, she took her
soother out of her mouth for a moment to think better. ‘I guess
your right.’ She said. Confused about her own feelings. Was she
also restricting herself? What type of person would she be if she
didn’t judge herself? She would suck on a binky apparently, she put
the silicon back into her mouth.

‘But what about
the sex?’ She asked.

‘What about
it?’ Amy said.

‘Do you like it
when he touches you? Isn’t it weird that he pretends to be our
Daddy and then puts his dick into our muffins. Isn’t that like
pretending to rape his own infant daughters?’

Amy shrugged.
‘But I’m not his infant daughter.’ She said, ‘I’m a twenty-nine
year old woman that he picked up from the streets. In a way he
saved me. Otherwise I would be dead in a ditch by now, overdosed
and riddled with aids and STD’s.

I love him.
There’s a pure intimacy between us, between me and Suzy as well by
the way. Something that goes deep into my heart, into the essence
of my being, I feel seen, I feel accepted for who I am, I feel
loved.’

‘That sounds
beautiful,’ Bella said. She felt slightly jealous, and again
confused, yesterday she wanted to escape and today she was jealous.
Her feelings were all over the shop.

‘Besides. He’s
very capable with his hands and his dick, isn’t he?’ Amy
giggled.

Bella also felt
giddy and somewhat naughty talking about it. She laughed. ‘He has a
very nice dick.’ She said. ‘The curvature is just-’

‘O my God. The
curvature. Yes! It is bliss.’ Amy exclaimed.

Bella couldn’t
stop giggling. ‘It is,’ she said, blushing. Luckily it was dark so
Amy couldn’t see her.

‘You know
what’s the absolute best. When he calls you in for a medical, at
first he examines you and he is nice and professor-y, and then he
convinces you to lie down on the table and inhale a bit of gas
through an anesthesia mask, if you struggle he’ll open up the valve
a bit more. It’s heaven. It’s the best trip ever. You’ll feel like
you’re floating and free. You’ll won’t pass out completely, but
you’ll be solidly spacing out. Then when the sexual touching start
you’ll be like... I can’t even describe it. It’s like there are
coming rainbows out of your cunt or something or as if he’s giving
you a hickey on your heart.’

Bella laughed.
‘Sounds like a vampire.’ She said chuckling.

Amy gave her a
friendly push. ‘I said it was indescribable. Anything I could say
about it would just turn into a far-fetched limping metaphor. Just
wait and see for yourself, after you’ve had your first medical,
you’ll come running back to me saying: Amy your right, it is like
sprouting rainbows out of my cunt and getting a hickey on my
hearth!’

They both
laughed.

After they’d
calmed down. Amy asked her were she would be if she wasn’t here
right now, and Bella told her about her parents dying and living
with aunt playing Xbox all day.

‘Sounds like a
good thing your not living there anymore,’ Amy said.

‘I don’t know,’
Bella said. ‘Yeah, I guess you’re right, but still.’

‘You miss
it?’

‘I miss my Xbox
and my Call of Duty friends,’ Bella said. Outside the sun was
rising already, a faint glow was visible behind the curtains.

‘Those aren’t
real friends. Honestly, it sounds like you were just fed up with
your aunt and the world so you tried to drown yourself in this
fantasy world.’

‘Aren’t we
doing the same in this place?’ Bella said.

Amy ignored her
comment. ‘Besides.’ She said, ‘You can play Xbox here as well, just
ask for one in your little girl voice, with big begging little
girls eyes. Daddy loves spoiling us. I bet, once you get one,
you’ll play with it once, maybe twice and then find out there are
way more fun things to do.’

‘Like what?’
Bella asked.

‘Like getting a
medical check-up, from doctor curvature.’ Amy said, making a hook
with her finger.

Bella burst
into a fit of giggles. Amy laughed and shushed her to be quiet at
the same time. They kept on whispering and chatting until the sun
was fully up.

‘I meant to
ask.’ Bella interrupted Amy in the midst of her sentence. ‘Before
they come to wake us up. I wondered if Suzy is one of us or that
she’s... ’ Bella hesitated, she didn’t know how to express
herself.

‘One of his?’
Amy asked.

‘Yeah,’ Bella
said, ‘Like, Has he turned her into this Suzy person, or was she
like that when he found her.’ She frowned, her choice of words was
still a little bit clumsy, but Amy luckily understood.

‘I don’t know.’
Amy said. ‘She was here before I came, so I don’t know what
happened. I do know she used to be in the army, that she told me
once, and even though she was a medic she still has some mean
fighting skills, like really painful grips and sneaky tricks.’

‘I know.’ Bella
said.

‘Yeah, I guess
you would know by now.’ Amy chuckled.

‘She’s crazy
strong and really quick.’

‘Uh-uh.’ Amy
said. ‘But to come back to your question. It doesn’t matters if
she’s one of us or one of his. In the end we all become one of
his.’ She shrugged. ‘But you know what does matter? Pancakes! I
think it’s Saturday today, it’s hard to keep track of the days, but
I think if we both look at him with our perfect little girl smiles,
we probably could get pancakes for breakfast.’ Amy said
cheerful.

 


The door swung open.
‘Good morning,’ Daddy yelled as he entered the room. Amy
transformed, Bella couldn’t exactly see how, but her face had
changed, the look in her eyes had changed, her movements were more
simplistic and instinctive.

‘Good morning,
Daddy.’ Amy said chipper.

‘Aren’t you two
the cutest, all snuggled up together. But you aren’t supposed to
climb out of your cot, Amy.’

‘I’m sorry
Daddy.’ She said. ‘I just wanted to give Bella a hug.’ He helped
climb Amy out of the bed and gave her a little pat on the head. ‘I
understand sweetheart, I want to give Bella lots of hugs as
well.’

‘Is it
Daddy-day today?’ Amy asked.

‘It is, hon.
Suzy just left a few minutes ago.’

‘But she didn’t
say goodbye.’ Amy pouted.

‘She’ll be
back, tonight. Let’s get you out of your jammies.’ He pulled the
zipper of the footsie down and helped her step out of it, then she
got to pick a dress out of the wardrobe. Daddy dressed her and
brushed her hair and send her of to play in the living room.

His face
appeared above Bella’s cot. She blushed thinking about his penis
and about all the stories Amy had told her that night. Nervous
butterflies in her tummy. She sucked on her soother, trying to calm
down, trying to find peace and courage. She wanted to be just like
Amy. But she didn’t know how. Somehow she didn’t have the guts to
just go for it and pretend.

‘How’s baby
Bella this morning?’ he asked.

‘Good.’ She
said shyly. She didn’t know if her voice sounded as childlike as
she intended or if it was just her regular voice with a nervous
tremble and a soother in her mouth.

‘Did you sleep
well sweetheart?’

She nodded.

‘Perfect.’ He
said, as he pulled the thick syringe out with the purple liquid.
‘So you’re ready for your second treatment?’

On the inside
she was being pulled apart, she wanted her treatment, she wanted to
feel fuzzy and dizzy and have her body uncooperative so she
wouldn’t have to worry about what to say or how to pretend. After
he’d injected her everything would be easy. But it felt like a
weird and stupid thing to ask for and she hadn’t forgotten how
humiliated she felt while he cooked up this stuff for her.

She bit her
lip. It was just like Amy said, her adult and judgmental side was
holding her back, making her feel stupid and ashamed, preventing
her from having fun and joy.

Slowly she
nodded ‘Yes, Daddy.’ She murmured.

‘Such a good
girl.’ He said. ‘And what do good girls get, sweetheart?’

‘Rewards,
Daddy.’

He smiled and
nodded. Then he opened up the side of her cot. The bars swung away
and he sat next to her on the mattress.

‘Can you roll
up your sleeve for Daddy?’

She pulled on
the green velvet from her footsie, exposing her elbow.

‘Now you need
to hold your arm very still, will you do that?’

She nodded. The
silver needle flickering, coming closer and closer to her skin. In
the back of her head there was a little voice yelling at her. What
was she doing? She must be crazy. She must be out of her mind. She
must be ashamed of herself. Crazy, stupid, crazy, shame,
stupid.

She pushed the
thoughts away and kept her arm motionless.

‘You ready?’ He
asked.

‘Yes, Daddy.’
She said.

A little prick
as the needle penetrated her skin, it glided in, with his thumb he
pushed the plunger down. The purple liquid disappeared from the
syringe, entering her bloodstream. Then Daddy removed the needle
from her skin. He inspected her face. His hand on her tummy.

‘It takes a few
moments to kick in.’ He said, still looking at her
inquisitively.

Suddenly there
was a big ball of happiness in her tummy, it broke free and burst
open and she started giggling.

‘There you go.’
Daddy said.

She laughed
harder. A wave of pleasure crashed over her.

‘Such a good
girl.’ He said. He kept on saying she was such a good girl and she
kept feeling better and better. More pleasure, more happiness,
mindless joy. She wanted to feel better, she just had to give in,
she just had to become daddy’s little girl, chase all her grown-up
thoughts away and allow herself to be, to feel.

Good girl. This
feeling was so addictive. Those words became addictive. She craved
them, she needed them, she needed to hear them. Good girl. Her mind
became blissfully numb. She smiled at Daddy, she tried to be cute,
to be good. So he would say it once more. Ecstasy pleasure arousal,
it was all there. Filling her, intoxicating her. Still growing,
still intensifying, as if she was approaching orgasm, quickly
rising towards the edge, dangling on the edge.

A loaded
silence. She looked at Daddy, his friendly eyes looked bemused
back, as if he was waiting for something. She cooed. She
smiled.

‘Please,
Daddy.’ She said.

‘Good
girl.’

She let go. She
went over the edge her body rocking with orgasm, moaning, panting,
getting her mind lost in all these wonderful pleasures, as if there
was ocean made out of orgasm and she could just float away.

When she
finally started to come down the room around her was spinning and
hazy, she welcomed the dizziness and the tingly languidness in her
limbs. Heavy and warm and so perfect and nice. She smiled at Daddy.
Wailing her hand through the air trying to touch his face. Her
muscles weren’t as numb as yesterday. She managed to poke his cheek
and giggled. He grabbed her wrist and gave her a little kiss on her
fingers.

‘Again Daddy.’
She said.

‘What?’ He
asked.

She was free.
The medicine from her treatment had set her free. No shame holding
her back, just giddy desire pushing her forward.

‘Will you tell
me I’m a good girl?’ She asked.

‘Are you?’

‘Yes, Daddy. I
am.’ She said.

He untied her.
Her mind drifting all over the place, but her thoughts weren’t as
uncontrollable and hallucinating as they were yesterday. Still she
felt great. Daddy unbuttoned her footsie and slid it of her body,
she tried to help by moving her legs. Then he changed her nappy,
not even fondling her before he put the clean one on. She got out
of bed. The room spinning around her, happy dizzy, the good kind of
dizzy. She held on to her cot, stumbling towards the big wardrobe,
she knew she had to let go and take a few steps on her own. She
tried. She didn’t fall. Her arms swaying through the air to find
her balance she grabbed on to the door of the wardrobe.

‘I did it,
Daddy. I didn’t fall,’ she said.

‘I’m proud of
you, sweety.’ He said, ‘But don’t grow up too quickly now. I like
my little girls best when they are crawling on the floor and
messing up their food.’

The shaky
feelings intensified. Bella felt more and more wobbly and then she
fell on her diapered bum, her breast bobbing up and down. Maybe it
was a sham, maybe she was just pretending and exaggerating. It
didn’t matter. She wanted to crawl, she wanted to be the little
girl, that Daddy liked.

She picked out
a blue dress with puffy sleeves. Daddy slipped it over her head. He
put her in the chair in front of the dresser and brushed her hair.
An overwhelming tenderness. She closed her eyes and just let the
sensations flow freely.

‘Your okay
there, dear?’ He asked grazing her cheek with his fingers.

‘Yes.’ she said
overcome with love and happiness. ‘I’m super okay. I’m a million
mega lots okay. I love you, daddy.’

‘I love you
too, sweety.’ He braided her hair and put a blue flower in it,
right above her ear. ‘Come.’ he said, holding out his hand. She
grabbed his fingers and walked with him to the bathroom. He got out
a new toothbrush, put paste on it and told her to open up wide. She
was a little taken aback by it, and confused she felt the
toothbrush slipping into her mouth. Then she remembered Amy saying
that you didn’t have to hide any emotions, in here you were free,
in here you could express yourself.

‘I can do it by
myself.’ She said. She tried to grab the brush, the palm of her
hand rested on top of Daddy’s hand.

‘I know you
can, sweety. But I want to do it quickly and accurately, not all
wobbly and sloppy, making a complete mess of the bathroom.’ He
said. He pushed her head slightly backwards. His arm around her
shoulders. Swiftly brushing her teeth

‘Now spit.’ He
said.

She spit the
foamy toothpaste into the sink, and rinsed her mouth after.

‘Good girl.’
Daddy said, giving her a quick pat on her bum. She quickly became
overwhelmed with proud feelings, with happiness, and satisfaction.
The smile on her face couldn’t be bigger.

‘Yes.’ He said,
‘your such a good girl, Bella. Now go sit in your highchair. She
took a few steps and felt the wobbly dizziness overtaking her, she
fell to the ground and crawled back to the living room. She saw Amy
playing with toys and for a moment she felt compelled to join in,
to grab a plushy and a little teapot and to have a tea party. But
she wanted to be a good girl as well. So she crawled to the kitchen
and climbed in the chair.

‘Is it time for
breakfast?’ Amy said. She also hopped in her chair. ‘Are we eating
pancakes, did you ask for pancakes?’

‘I’m a good
girl.’ Bella said.

‘Me too.’ Amy
said. ‘I’m an even gooder girl, ‘cause I've been here longer.’

‘No, that’s not
fair,’ Bella said. ‘I’m a good girl. Daddy said so. I’m a good
girl, aren’t I, Daddy?

‘No I am Daddy.
I am.’

‘Your both
being cheeky right now.’ He said.

Bella
regretfully stared at her own feet, she admired the knee socks and
the shiny shoes. Or maybe she just liked the knee socks because
Daddy said they made her look cute. He came to strap her into the
harness, he tightened the leather straps over her shoulders and in
between her legs and then he shoved the tray into place. She felt
save. So tightly kept in place. The world could tumble around her,
the dizziness could take over her head and still she wouldn’t
fall.

‘What do you
girls want to eat?’ Daddy asked after he’d also secured Amy.

‘Pancakes.’ Amy
yelled cheerful. She looked at Daddy with big irresistible
eyes.

‘Yes,
Pancakes,’ Bella said. Trying to mimic Bella’s begging.

‘Can’t you pick
something else.’ Daddy said moaning melodramatically. ‘I’ll don’t
want to bake a hundred pancakes.’

‘I will eat a
thousand.’ Amy said.

‘Me too.’ Bella
giggled and try to mimic Amy’s bravado. ‘A thousand.’ She said.

‘But it will
take me hours to bake them all. Don’t you want to do other fun
things with me as well on Daddy-day. Like get your nails polished,
or go swimming, or go to the playground?’

‘Pancakes,’ Amy
said resolute. ‘Please, Daddy, Please, please, please, please,
please.’

‘Please,’ Bella
said as well.

‘Well it’s a
good thing I know you girls so well, and got up extra early this
morning to bake them for you.’ He pulled a tea cloth away. And a
big pile of pancakes appeared. Bella banged impatiently with her
fists on the tray in front of her and cheered. Then Daddy put on
their bibs and handed them both a plate with a pancake. At first
Bella tried to eat it with her spoon, but it was hopeless. She then
started using her hands. Pulling the pancake into pieces and
stuffing the shreds into her mouth, in a matter of seconds her face
and hands and arms and tray were all sticky with syrup. She didn’t
care. She put so much pancake in her mouth that she couldn’t close
her lips en little pieces dropped down on her bib.

Daddy said she
was messy, a messy dirty girl, but he said it with an endearing
smile on his face and was all too willing to wipe her mouth clean
with a napkin.

‘My tummy
hurts.’ Amy said after the seventh pancake.

‘I wonder why.’
Daddy said.

‘I don’t know.’
Amy said pouting.

‘I don’t
suppose it has anything to do with all the pancakes you’ve just
eaten.’ Daddy said.

Amy shook her
head. ‘No.’ She said. ‘It isn’t the pancakes.’

‘Then what
could it be?’ Daddy asked theatrically.

‘I don’t know.’
Amy said. ‘I think I need to go to the doctors office, so you can
look at me daddy.’

‘Oh, is that
it?’

‘Me too.’ Bella
said exited, suddenly understanding what Amy was doing. ‘My tummy
hurts too, Daddy, I need to go to the office too.’

‘Oh boy. Well I
can’t have two sweet little girls in pain now, can I? Let’s hurry.’
He untied them out of their highchairs. Amy was grabbing her tummy
and moaning loudly as she walked over to the medical examination
room.

Daddy opened
the door and turned on the lights. ‘Who wants to go first?’ He
asked.

Amy raised her
hand and he told her to go sit on the table. Bella could wait and
sit on a chair in the corner of the room. Curiously she watched.
She pulled her knees towards herself and wrapped her arms around.
She already felt the arousal tingling in between her legs.

‘What could be
wrong with Amy, I wonder.’ Daddy got out a black leather bag and
opened it. He got silver instruments out. He looked in Amy’s ears
and in her eyes and in her mouth. ‘Nothing wrong here.’ He said
every time. He tested her reflexes with a little hammer. ‘Amy looks
perfectly healthy to me.’

Amy shook her
head.

‘No?’ He asked.
‘In that case I will have to examine you more closely young lady,
could you remove your dress for me please?’ Amy had a big grin on
her face. And she pulled the dress over her head. Daddy helped her
and threw the dress on the floor. She sat on the edge of the table,
in her panties, with little bears all over the fabric. Then he
fondled her breasts. Amy’s breasts pointed forward, the nipples
were a cute pinkish shade and prodded fiercely ahead. Daddy cupped
her breasts and massaged them, feeling and touching, examining them
thoroughly. He pretended to listen to her hearth and put his ear
against her chest, his tongue grazing her skin. Amy flinched, her
mouth slightly opened, panting.

‘O boy.’ He
said. ‘I’m afraid I need to have a look at that cute little tush of
yours. Stand up.’ He gave her his hand as she slid of the table
then he turned her around, bending her over the table. He rubbed
his hand over her butt, groping her and feeling her up in between
her legs. Amy panted loudly, closing her eyes. Then without warning
he spanked her. She squealed. He spanked her on the other buttock.
‘I have to check out your ass, hon. I have to make sure it’s well
suited for discipline. Because we wouldn’t want a misbehaved little
girl on the loose, lying about tummy aches, would we now Amy?’

‘No Daddy,’ she
said.

‘So you
understand why I have to do this, don’t you? I have to be make sure
you’re properly disciplined, so I can thrust you’re telling the
truth.’

‘I understand,
Daddy.’ She said.

Then his hand
smacked her on the bum. The sound echoed through the room.

Bella embraced
her own knees even more tightly. With every slap she was getting
more and more nervous, she herself was indeed lying about her tummy
ache. She watched as Amy was being spanked over and over again.

Bella wished
she had her pacifier here, her pacifier would surely calm her down
and take away this anxious feeling. She suckled on her thumb for a
few moments, but it wasn’t the same.

‘Well done,’
Daddy said. ‘There’s nothing wrong with your bum, everything seemed
to be working as it should. I guess there’s only one thing left we
could do.’

‘What’s that,
Daddy?’ Amy asked.

‘I have to give
you an internal examination.’ He said, rubbing his chin with his
hand.

Amy nodded
trying to hide her excitement.

‘Internal
examinations however are very scary for little girls such as
yourself.’ He said. ‘But I might have something to help you keep
calm. Hop on.’ He tapped his hand on the table and Amy climbed on
top. He got out a transparent mask with a hole in it.

‘In a few
moments Daddy is going to put this mask on your face like this,’ he
said. Putting it over her nose ad mouth. ‘You see this hole?’ He
poked his finger through and touched her nose. Amy giggled. ‘I’m
going to attach a little hose, and then you are going to take a few
deep breaths for me. Think you can do that, honey?’

‘Yes Daddy.’
Amy said.

Daddy twisted
and pressed the hose into the mask until it was firmly attached,
then he placed the mask over Amy’s face. He turned open a valve,
and Bella could hear a soft hissing sound.

‘Can you count
backwards from ten?’ Daddy asked.

‘Ten, nine,
eight.’ Amy started struggling and he adjusted the valve. ‘Seven,
Sssix’ Amy slurred. She started giggling.

Daddy was
stroking her face. ‘That’s okay, baby, that happens sometimes, just
keep counting. Five.’ Daddy said.

‘Five.’ Amy
softly mumbled.

After that
Daddy was doing the counting. Amy inhaling deeply, her chest rising
up and down.

‘That’s right.’
Daddy said. He stroke her cheek and waited for a response, but
there came none. ‘That’s my sweet sedated princess.’ He said. With
one hand he held the mask firmly in place and with the other hand
he started to fondle her boobs. ‘So drugged out of your mind, just
a barely conscious oblivious puppet to play with.’ He said. He
pinched her nipple, pulling it away from her breasts. It’s looked
painful but Amy didn’t stir.

‘Bella.’ He
said suddenly.

‘Yes Daddy.’
She mumbled.

‘Why don’t you
come over here and help me?’ He said. She shuffled closer and as
soon as he could reach her he grabbed her arm. ‘Stand over here and
hold the mask.’ He said. ‘Just push it against her face.’ He put
her hands on the mask. She could feel the hose trembling in between
her fingers. Amy’s eyes were glassy, every now and again they
rolled up into her head, leaving tiny slitters of white, but then
they rolled forward again absentmindedly staring at the
ceiling.

Daddy slid
Amy’s panties off of her hips. He opened her legs. Caressing her
inner thighs and stroking the skin with his thumb. His fingers
toyed around with her labia, circling her clit. With his index
finger he slid inside. Amy moaned.

He asked
whether Bella was keeping the mask firmly in place, and then he
turned the valve a little bit more open. Amy’s eyes rolled up in to
her skull, fluttering slithers of white. Blankly rolling forward
again.

He entered with
a second finger and jiggled around for a while. Then he bent over
the table and started licking the shaved labia. Bella watched in
awe. Her own tummy tingling with butterflies and arousal, she
couldn’t wait till she would be the one lying there on the
table.

‘Uh-oh, Bella.’
He said. ‘Look at that.’ He pressed against his crotch and showed
her the big bulge hiding behind the zipper. ‘Amy has made me all
erect, with her so called tummy ache.’ He said, ‘Now it’s her job
to give me some release, don’t you think?’

Bella nodded,
somewhat confused. Amy was helpless, what could she do? Apparently
she didn’t have to do anything. He unzipped his pants and crawled
on top of her. Rubbing himself against her crotch and then entering
her. Rocking back and forth with his hips.

He was hovering
over Amy, his face very close to the mask. He gave Bella a quick
kiss and told her she was doing a wonderful job and that she was
such a good girl. Her chest filled with pride and happiness.

He pounded Amy
until he orgasmed. His nose was all scrunched up, and he was making
weird faces. Sighing and moaning and hissing. He collapsed on top
of Amy, giving her loads of kisses and regaining his breath.

‘You can take
the mask of now, sweety.’ He said, reaching his hand out and
closing the valve. He caressed Amy’s face until she started to stir
and moan, then he got up from the table and zipped up his
trousers.

‘Come over
here.’ He beckoned Bella, and grabbed her hand, pushing her fingers
against the soggy wet labia of Amy. He pressed her fingers deep
into the soft skin, rubbing, feeling. Her finger was inside Amy
now, she could feel the spongy insides of her vagina. She jiggled
around. Amy seemed to enjoy it, her lips somewhat parted and
breathing heavily.

After Amy was
fully awake again, Daddy asked her how she felt.

‘Much better.’
She said dreamily.

‘I’m glad to
hear it.’ He said. He turned to Bella. ‘And how are you?’

Shyly she
stared at her feet.

‘You’re feeling
better already too? Or do I need to examine you as well?’

‘Examine me.’
She said.

‘Really?’ Daddy
seemed surprised. ‘Do you think you need a full examination, or do
you think it’s the same kind of tummy ache Amy had?’

‘Same as Amy.’
She said.

‘Well, hop on
then, sweety.’ He said. She climbed up on the examination table. It
was still a bit warm and there were dents right there where Amy had
laid. He got out the mask and showed it to her. ‘I don’t have to
explain anything, do I?’ He said. ‘Because you know exactly what is
going to happen, isn’t that right sweetheart?’

‘Yes Daddy.’
She said.

‘You’re sure
you want to go through with this?’

She nodded and
he placed the mask over her face. The rubber pressed into the
bridge of her nose and against her chin. He turned open the valve
and she heard the same soft hissing sound again. The masked filled
up with a sweet chemical smell and instinctively she held her
breath.

‘Start
counting.’ He said.

‘Ten.’ She
said. She inhaled the fumes, it tickled in her throat. ‘Nine,
eight, seven.’ She didn’t feel any different yet. ‘Six, five.’ A
rush of funny tingles flooded through her body, her vision started
to blur and her mind started wandering, slowly drifting away,
everything around her just seemed brighter and weightlessly
floating about. ‘Four,’ she said, she was amazed by the feel of her
mouth, she moved her lips and stuck out her tongue.

‘Let’s turn it
up a notch.’ He turned the valve. More gas hissed into the mask,
filling her lungs, sedating her brain. He stroked her head and it
was an amazing feeling, his touch was the absolute best feeling in
the world.

‘Keep
counting.’ He said.

She tried to
remember where she left off. ‘Four?’ She asked. He nodded. She
couldn’t focus on the numbers anymore. ‘Four.’ She said. She just
wanted to breath, becoming more daze, more numb, more high and
tingly. His voice sounded from far away. Three he said and then
two. Her eyes were fluttering, rolling up into her had, she
couldn’t focus any more, she couldn’t listen. It was just a free
flowing string of sensations, each new one even more intense than
the last. She felt his hands groping her breasts and nipples, she
vaguely heard him comment that she was a drugged little play
puppet. Every sensation seemed to expand towards the size of the
universe. Fading over in to the next one, the next touch, the next
stroke, the next kiss.

It passed in a
blur. Multiple hands caressed her. Multiple tongues were licking
her and kissing her. A haze of fingers, filling her up. Dick
filling her up. Letting go. Completely surrendering to the
thrill.

The mask was
removed from her face. Regular air suddenly tasted somewhat bitter.
The high slowly faded. More and more reality was able to penetrate
into her consciousness. Her hips were being swaddled with a new
diaper again. Someone was helping her sit up right while her dress
was put over her head.

‘Good job,
Amy.’ A voice said. ‘Very nicely done.’

‘She was an
easy one, wasn’t she Daddy.’

‘I think I just
got all the elements right this time, hon. And we still have to be
careful the next few days.’

‘Can I go paint
now?’

‘No. Let’s wait
until your little sister wakes up.’ He caressed Bella’s cheek and
she softly moaned. ‘See she’s coming to already.’ He kept stroking
her face.

Bella didn’t
want the fuzziness in her brain to untangle, everything was
carefree and easy right now. She didn’t want to start worrying
again.

‘Can we paint
when she wakes up.’

‘No. You need
to listen Amy, I said no already. You can do a coloring with your
pencils, while I have my coffee.’

‘I don’t like
my coloring book anymore.’ Amy said.

Bella rubbed in
her eyes. Her blurry vision was gone, the haze was gone, but she
still didn’t feel quit like herself yet. She wanted her
soother.

‘So.’ Daddy
said. ‘You there again?’

Bella
nodded.

‘How do you
feel?’ he asked.

Bella thought
about it for a moment. Trying to pin down what felt different. Then
she shrugged. ‘Good.’ She said.

‘No more belly
aching?’

‘No,
Daddy.’

‘Good girl.’ He
said.

A bolt of
happiness darted trough her body.

She crawled
back to the living room, and she played around on the floor with
all the toys and with Amy. Amy had put a tiara on, and then she’d
put another tiara on Bella’s head. With a marker she gave Bella red
lips and rosy cheeks, and then she put sparkling stickers on her
face, with stars and rainbows.

‘We’re
princesses now.’ She said. ‘We’re going to the big dance tonight,
and we have to look pretty. And then we go to the palace and it has
a hundred different rooms, and then there are lanterns hanging in
the trees.’

Bella felt
tired and yawned. ‘I want my binky.’ She said to Amy.

‘Daddy, Bella
wants her binky.’ Amy just past on the message.

‘Then she needs
to go and get it. Where did you left it?’ He asked

Bella shrugged.
‘Maybe in the bedroom.’

‘Go look over
there then.’ He said. She crawled to the nursery, she pulled on the
blankets.

‘Daddy,’ Amy
said, ‘can I go in Suzy’s room and get her high heels?’

‘No.’

‘Why?’

‘Because Suzy’s
not here.’

‘But another
time when I asked Suzy she said it was okay.’

‘I’m saying
no.’

‘But I’m a
princes.’ Amy said. ‘Princesses wear heels.’

‘I’m a princes
too.’ Bella yelled form the nursery. ‘I want my binky.’ She kept
pulling on the blankets, but her soother just wasn’t there. She
pulled on the bars and kicked against the wooden head board. She
hurt herself and started crying. Shoving and pushing the
mattress.

‘What are you
doing?’ Daddy walked into the room. ‘Stop that. Stop making a
mess!’ He angrily pulled the blankets out of her hands. She was
sobbing, tears streaming down her face.

‘I just want my
binky.’ She said.

‘I know you do.
But it isn’t here obviously. Where else could it be?’

‘I don’t know.’
Bella said. She didn’t want to think, she just wanted to calm down
and suckle on her pacifier. She yawned again.

‘When was the
last time you had it?’ Daddy asked.

‘I want my
pacifier,’ She sobbed. She smashed her fists on the floor. Her face
was wet with sadness.

‘Calm down.’ He
said. ‘I’m trying to help you.’

Bella pulled on
the blankets again. Her soother must be here somewhere.

‘Stop that.’
Daddy grabbed her hands and tried to look her in the face. He was
observing her face quietly. She tried to tear herself loose from
his grip. Then she just angrily looked back at him.

‘Are you calmed
down?’ He said.

‘No.’ Bella
stubbornly shook her head.

He squinted at
her. Thinking deep for a moment. ‘Are you just cranky because
you’ve been awake half of the night and your overdue with for your
nap? You know, is this just a regular toddler tantrum that can be
cured with a good spanking? Or is your training faltering and do I
need to give you a little more of this?’ From his pocket he got out
another syringe filled with purple medicine. She immediately
remembered the happy horny feelings from this morning.

‘Yes.’ She
said, ‘slightly cheered up. ‘I need more of my medicine, Daddy.’
She stretched her arm forward pushing the inside of her elbow into
his face.

He smiled and
put the syringe away again. ‘I see. Nothings gone wrong with your
training, luckily. You obviously just need a good spanking and a
little nap.’

‘No. I need
medicine. I need medicine and my binky, daddy.’

He grabbed her
and dragged her to a chair. He bent her over his knee, pulled her
nappy down and started hitting her. A burning sting. She screamed
in pain, it slowly dissolved into a more dull kind of pain, but
then his hand smacked her again and a new pain rushed through her
skin.

She screamed
and flinched. Again she started crying. She just didn’t understand,
why didn’t Daddy just give her another shot? It would’ve made her
feel so happy, all of her crankiness would’ve gone away. Why did he
choose to spank her? How come the shots were part of the training?
The shots felt amazing, the shots could never break her.

His hand kept
spanking her. An dull pain, a stingy pain. A lot of different
sensations. She couldn’t predict the pain, there was nothing she
could do about it. The flinching stopped, the crying stopped. She
just surrendered to the pain, leaned into it. Just like Amy had
told her. She didn’t scream any more. She felt so small, so tiny
and small, and Daddy was right, she did have a bit of a tantrum. It
wasn’t nice to have tantrums. She wanted to be a good girl.

In remorse the
crying started again. After a while even the remorse dissolved and
then there was purity and submission. Daddy knows best. Nothing
else remained. Nothing else was important. Just Daddy. It was as if
every time he hit her another shell fell off, another layer of
judgment and pretend was being stripped away from her, and
underneath was her true self, there was her pure soul.

‘So,’ Daddy
said in the end. He was panting. He stroked her painful skin for a
while, then pulled her up and sat her on his lap. With his thumb he
wiped away the tears and the loose hairs. ‘What do you say to
that?’

‘I’m sorry
Daddy,’ Bella said remorseful.

‘And?’

She tried to
remember the things she was supposed to say. What did Amy say the
other time. ‘Thank you for disciplining me, Daddy.’

‘And?’

What else?
Bella couldn’t remember. She wrapped her hands around Daddy’s neck,
and hid her face in his shoulder. She started crying again. Her
breasts shaking with every sob. I wasn’t a cry that clogged her up,
it was a cleansing sort of crying.

He stroked her
back, and rocked her back and forth. ‘I love you, Daddy,’ He said.
As if he was telling her, her lines.

‘I love you,
Daddy.’ She repeated.

‘Well done.
Clever girl.’ He said. Still comforting her.

‘I found her
pacifier, Daddy,’ Amy said.

‘Give it to
me.’ He held his hand out and put it away in his pocket. Bella
snuggled up against his chest, and pressed herself closely against
him. She yawned again. Maybe Daddy was right. Maybe she could use a
nap. She laid her head to rest on his shoulder and for a moment she
closed her eyes. Enjoying his tender strokes and soft kisses.

‘Don’t fall
asleep on me now.’ He said. He shook her awake. He put her in the
big baby’s box in the corner of the living room. She sleepily
leaned with her head against the bars and looked at the picture
that Amy was drawing with her markers.

‘Why doesn’t
Amy has to take a nap?’ She said.

‘I’m not
tired.’ Amy answered.

‘I’m not tired
either,’ Bella said. ‘I want to draw too.’ She crawled out of the
box and grabbed a marker and a piece of paper.

‘I’m drawing a
princes with her own rocket ship.’ Amy said.

‘I’m drawing a
princes with two rocket ships.’ Bella said.

‘No, don’t copy
me.’ Amy said.

‘If you’re
going to fight, you’re both going in the box.’ Daddy said. ‘Bella,
do you still want your binky?’ He gave her the pink pacifier and
she put it into her mouth. Sucking on it, feeling calmer already,
she started drawing. Her head was too heavy to keep up. She rested
her chin on her arm. Daddy was getting some more coffee in the
kitchen.

‘Did he break
you?’ Amy whispered. She put her hand on Bella’s shoulder.

‘I don’t know,
Am I broken?’ Bella asked.

‘When he was
spanking you, did you loose yourself or find yourself?’

‘A little bit
of both.’ Bella said. ‘I found... I don’t know, tranquility or
something?’

‘That’s
subspace. Your not broken,’ Amy said with a big smile. ‘Your just a
girl like me now.’ She gave Bella a big hug and and a kiss on her
cheek. They lay next to each other on the floor. Bella sucking on
her soother. She drifted asleep a few times, her head bobbing. A
few times she yanked it up herself, opening her very heavy eyelids
and continue to color, a few other times Amy waked her up by
twittering on about space and stars and rocket ships.

‘Sssh, hon,
leave your sister alone for a little while,’ Daddy said. ‘Let her
rest now, she’s had a rough couple of days.’

‘We can buy her
a present,’ Amy said.

‘We will when
she wakes up.’

‘Can I pick
something as well then?’

‘What would you
want?’

‘A space ship,’
Amy said.

‘A space ship,’
Daddy repeated, ‘What If we got the Arts and Crafts box out and I
help you build your own?’

‘Yeah, let’s do
that,’ Amy said. Their voices faded as they walked away. Bella
wanted to go with them, she wanted to build her own spaceship too.
She would. In a few minutes she would follow. She just had to rest
for a while.

 


When she awoke, she was
still lying on the ground with her cheek on her drawing. She pushed
herself upwards. Amy had already glued together her spaceship and
was flying it through the air making all kinds of sound effects.
Bella pushed her self to sit op straight. She picked a sticker from
her cheek, after it came off she realized that sticker was supposed
to be there, it was part of the princess make over Amy had given
her. She crawled over to the table and grabbed a piece of blue
paper.

‘She’s awake.’
Amy said, ‘can we now call Suzy please, to tell her to buy more
colored paper and to buy me my light-saber?’

‘You can call
Suzy now.’ Daddy nodded and Amy ran to the kitchen getting a mobile
phone out of the drawer. She pressed in the number and put the
phone to her ear.

Daddy grabbed
Bella around her waist and pulled her on his lap. ‘What do you
want?’ He asked.

Bella reached
out to a pair of scissors and a strip of green paper. ‘I want a
spaceship too.’ She said.

‘Suzy is
stopping by the toy store on her way home, do you want to pick out
a toy? Amy thought you might want an Xbox, is that true?’

‘Yes, I want an
Xbox.’ Bella said. She leaned backwards against Daddy’s chest. In a
bowl on the table were little plush pompoms in cheerful colors. She
stuck her hand in the bowl to feel. Then she grabbed the glue and
tried to glue one of the pompoms onto the green strip of paper.

‘Just an Xbox
or also games to go with it?’ Daddy asked.

‘The Call of
Duty game, please.’ She said.

All the while
Amy was talking to Suzy on the phone. Her voice childishly high and
playful.

‘She wants to
talk to you now.’ Amy said handing the phone over to Daddy.

Bella reached
out to another pompom to stick it next to the first one. She didn’t
know how the pompoms would help her make a spaceship though. Maybe
she made a space monster, the little fluffy balls would be his eyes
or his ears. She looked around the table for other stuff to use. A
bouquet of plush wires, one of those could form the legs. She
slipped from Daddy’s lap and searched for a green one. She liked
the purple one even more. Maybe her monster would have purple
legs.

Daddy finished
his call to Suzy and put the phone down next to her, on the
table.

‘And?’ Amy
asked. ‘Does she wants to buy us presents?’

‘Of course she
wants to, who wouldn’t want to spoil two little angels like
you.’

‘Am not an
angel,’ Amy said, ‘I’m a space princess.’

‘I’m a monster
princes,’ Bella said, ‘and this is my monster, this is his ears and
his paws.’ Daddy helped her to turn her craft into a mean looking
monster. She let the monster walk all over him, growling and biting
his shoulder and earlobe. She giggled every time Daddy said ‘ouch’
and flinched. She knew full well he was just pretending, the
monster was just a fake she’d crafted herself, but it was nice of
him to play along.

After a while
he told them to start cleaning up the table for dinner. Bella and
Amy put the supplies back in the containers. Bella was ordered to
put the phone back in the kitchen drawer. She held the phone in the
palm of her hand and stared at the buttons. If she wanted to she
could call someone, if she was in danger for example, she could
call 911.

She put the
phone in the drawer where it was suppose to go. Then she helped
Daddy stir the sauce until Suzy came home. Suzy looked weird. She
was wearing normal jeans, and her hair hung in big curls over her
shoulders. She threw her bags on the floor. Amy ran towards her and
gave her a big hug.

‘Hey, Dear,’
Suzy said.

‘I made a
spaceship, I’m a space princess, did you bring me my
light-saber?’

‘Let’s eat
first,’ Daddy said.

Both Amy and
Bella were put in their high chairs and got on a bib. Suzy sat
down, pulled a plate towards herself and scooped it full of
spaghetti. Bella couldn’t keep her eyes off of her. She only knew
Suzy for a couple of days but she was used to see her in her maids
uniform with the apron and the strict bun. Now she looked like a
normal person.

‘Thanks for
coming home early,’ Daddy said.

Suzy just
grumbled without looking up.

‘I know I
didn’t leave you much of a choice.’ He said. ‘But I’ll make it up
to you.’

‘Fine.’ She
said, still not very amused.

‘Don’t be like
this.’ Daddy said. ‘You know it’s always chaotic schooling a new
one. But I have good news, she’s been behaving perfectly, today.
Like stage four perfectly. I think I’ve finally got all the
elements to come together in the right ratio. We’ll see how she’s
holding up coming days, but I’d be really surprised if she’d broke
of pattern now.’


‘Congratulations.’ Suzy said.

‘Don’t be
cynical.’

‘I wasn’t. I
meant it. Congratulations.’ Suzy said. She looked at Bella and
pulled away her plate of pasta. She held her hand up questioningly
looking at Daddy.

‘I like it when
they eat messy.’ He said.

‘But it’s red
sauce and you’re leaving for your brothers birthday in half an
hour. So who’s cleaning up?’

‘My brothers
wife, my sister-in-laws birthday.’ He corrected her.

Suzy just shook
her head. She told Bella not to touch anything. First she wiped
Bella’s fingers clean and then she started to feed Bella. ‘Open
up.’ She said, pushing the spaghetti in.

After dinner
Bella had to wash her hands. Suzy pulled her over to the sink and
pushed her palms under the water, putting soap on her fingers.
Bella played with the bubbles.

‘Do you want me
to change?’ Suzy asked Daddy. ‘Do I need to go put my uniform
on?’

‘Whatever you
like,’ Daddy said. ‘I want to give the girls their presents and
then I’m off.’ He grabbed Suzy’s bag. ‘In here?’ He asked.

‘Yeah. By the
way the game you mentioned seemed kind of boring for them.’ Suzy
said. ‘So I bought a few other games as well, you know, to have
some age-appropriate choices to go along with it.’

‘Perfect.’
Daddy said. He called them both over. With a lot of theater he
first got Amy’s light-saber out of the bag. She cheered and thanked
Daddy, she ripped it out of the casing and started waving it
around. It had actual light flashes and swooshing sound
effects.

‘And here is
Bella’s present,’ Daddy said. Slowly he lifted the green box out of
the bag and handed it to Bella.

She smiled.
‘Thank you.’ She said shyly.

She wrapped her
arms around it, and pressed her cheek against the box. With the tip
of her finger she followed the outline of the black console that
was printed on the packaging. Finaly she got her Xbox.




 End Notes

Thank you for reading
my book. I hope you enjoyed the story. I certainly had a lot of fun
writing it. If you liked it don't forget to leave a review with
your favorite retailer and go check out the other books I’ve
written.



Connect with me on Fetlife. You can find me at username:
Sara_Quill.

Or come find me on Twitter: @Sara_M_Quill
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	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

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

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

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

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



