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Prison or Pigtails

She was just a petty thief, it wasn’t fair, she should’ve gotten a fine or something it was ridiculous to sentence her to a 3 year imprisonment. April looked out of the window as the barbed wired fence came closer and closer. A three year sentence just for some stolen nail polish. She banged her head against the window and the officer that was driving looked at her with a stern look on his face.
‘Sorry,’ April mumbled. A deep sigh.
The gates opened and they drove onto the grounds. She stepped out of the van and and followed the officer inside. There she got a quick check-up, they handed her some overalls and then she got appointed a bunk. She just had so much anger pinned up inside of her. She threw the blanket on the bed and mumbled a grumpy hello to her bunkmate.
It was so unfair. It was all so unfair. All her life she had lived in a group home, and even after she’d turned eighteen she had to live in cheap apartments with lots of roommates. Now at 24 things would finally turn around, she had a job interview lined up and she could almost afford an apartment of her own and then she was put in jail. 
‘Dr. Kasbrilov wants to talk to you.’ Another inmate stood in the doorway and came to get her. April sighed, then she followed the other girl through the building into an office.
‘He’ll be here in a few moments.’ The girl said before she left.
April sat down in a chair and looked around. It was quite a large office, it was messy and chaotic. Lot’s of piles of papers on the desk, a bookcase overflowing with books, a cabinet with some antique looking medical instruments, posters with pictures of brains and muscles and neurons and what not. April dangled her feet back and forth.
‘Welcome April.’ A warm baritone voice sounded. April turned around and entering the room was a man in a pinstriped suit. He had gray hair and a gray beard, and warm blue eyes. With a curious but kind look on his face his eyes wandered over April. ‘Good.’ He said. ‘Very good.’
He closed the door behind him and walked over to the desk. He got a yellow folder out and opened it. Then he started to recant Aprils history.
‘I know.’ April said disinterested. ‘I know who I am, no need to tell me.’
‘I just need to be sure my information is correct.’ He said while he kept on reading from the file. April nodded.
‘Very good, very good,’ he said when he was finally done and he slammed the folder shut. ‘So you’ll qualify. You’re exactly the type of woman we’re looking for.’
‘I qualify for what?’ April said
‘We have a special program. It’s intended for people like you. You’re not a criminal. You aren’t actually a bad person. It is my believe that you’re deep down a very good girl, but there just lacked some love and parental guiding in your upbringing.’
April shrugged. She thought about the orphanage, with some of the summer camp volunteers she did have quite a strong connection, she always assumed that was a type of love. She pressed her lips together and didn’t say a word.
‘I believe I can help that good girl come out, basically by raising you and educating you all over again. What do you think?’ He looked at her inquisitively. A long pause. The silence grew longer and longer. ‘The choice is up to you, April. If you enter my correctional program, then you’re sentence will automatically be reduced to the time it takes to turn you into a good girl, usually three to four days and after you’ve successfully finished that program, you will be released and relocated, you will be placed in the care of a mentor.’
April pulled her foot on the chair and embraced her own knee. With her head slightly tilted she examined the doctor. He was tall and his shoulders where wide and strong, with big biceps bulking under his white lab coat. His face friendly and quite attractive. Three days. Only three days was way better than three full years. What was the catch?
‘Sure.’ She said. ‘I’ll join your program.’
A contract was shoved under her nose and he told her to sign it. She quickly skimmed over it, most words were way too complicated to understand. “Reprogramming neurological pathways and igniting new brain chemistries.” She saw, and: “Adjustments by chemical reinforcements and repetitive cognitive stimuli.” She turned the page she was about to skim the paragraph that would explain about mentors and what would happen after the program when the doctor grabbed the papers and turned to the last page.
‘You just have to sign here.’ He said. ‘And we’ll start right away.’
April hesitated for a moment, then she shrugged and put her name on the dotted line. The doctor blew against the ink to make it dry, then he put the contract into a drawer and locked it away. She was told to follow him.
He opened a door and what she saw amazed her. It was not at all a sight she would have expected in a gloomy colorless prison like this. They entered a nursery. Bright walls, an adult sized cot with a dangling mobile, an adult sized high chair, some cheerful stuffed animals and toys carelessly laying on the floor.
But it wasn’t all nursery, there were also some computers, some machines and medical equipment with lots of wires and cables and tubes.
‘What is this place?’ April asked full of wonder.
The doctor gently lied a hand on her shoulder and guided her inside. ‘This is the reprogramming area.’ He said. ‘We need to erase all bad behavior, all bad thoughts from your brain and then we’ll start to reprogram you into the lady you’re meant to be.’
April frowned. ‘But why all this?’ She said gesturing towards the nursery.
‘It sets the mood.’ The doctor said. ‘Now I need to set some things up before we actually can get started, and I don’t want you to get frightened by my preparations, so I’m going to give you a little something to help you stay relaxed.’ He talked to her in a calm and soothing voice while he opened a cabinet and got some little bottles out, he filled a syringe with a mixture of three different liquids then he attached a needle to the syringe.
‘What’s that?’ April asked, staring at the sharp silver needle approaching her.
‘Like I said, this is a little something to keep you calm. Why don’t you come sit here on the edge of the bed so you won’t hurt yourself.’ The doctor patted the mattress to show her were to sit. April hesitated. She inched backwards, back to the door. She wasn’t all that sure that she wanted to do this. This was weird. Her fingers touched the doorknob.
‘Come here sweety.’ The doctor said friendly. ‘Don’t be scared.’
She pushed the handle down but the door didn’t open. In fear she stared at the doctor.
‘I changed my mind.’ She said. ‘I choose jail, I rather just do my time.’
‘Too late.’ The doctor said. ‘You’ve signed a contract, you’re in my care now.’
‘But, but...’ April shuffled from one foot onto another. She looked for a way out. There wasn’t, there was just this locked door, there wasn’t even a window. The doctor approached her, the flickering needle coming closer and closer. April was frantically pulling on the doorknob, kicking against the door, screaming for help.
The doctor pushed her against the wall. She was pinned in between his strong arm and the bricks. Very calmly he pushed her sleeve up and yanked the needle into her arm. His thumb on the plunger, releasing the medication into her bloodstream.
She felt some weird tingling numbness shooting up through her arm and her neck. A dizziness. A warm fuzzy feeling. She was loosing her balance. The doctor pushed the last few drops into her arm and then pulled the needle out again. He threw the syringe away and held her confined with his strong arms. Curious eyes examining her face.
Her knees were trembling, getting weaker and weaker, her limbs heavy. It was as if she couldn’t keep herself standing up straight any more. She fell into him. The room spinning around, wavering. He embraced her and picked her up as if she weighed nothing. He carried her towards the bed. She wanted to struggle but somehow she couldn’t move anymore.
As he laid her down in the cot he gave her a little kiss on the forehead. ‘See, that wasn’t so bad now was it, don’t worry, it’ll get even better.’ He positioned her limp body on the bed and then tied her down, he twisted some rope around her wrists and ankles and secured her by tying her to the bars of the cot. ‘It’ll get better,’ he said again. ‘The muscle relaxer is always the first to kick in, but in a few minutes the other drugs will start to take affect as well, a nice little sedative to keep you calm and compliant, and a little hallucinogenic to prep your brain for what’s to come.’
‘What’s to come?’ April asked.
The doctor didn’t answer, he just tied her down and then he went to turn on a computer. A few moments later a man appeared on Skype.
‘Hey Richard.’ The doctor said. ‘I’ve got your girl here, all prepped and ready to go.’
April looked at the man on the screen. She vaguely recognized him, hadn’t she seen him talking to her judge the other day? She was about 80% sure it was the same man. She recognized his floppy ears.
‘Tell me what you want Richard?’
‘Well she needs to be submissive, obedient, eager to please, no talking back, and I like her to enjoy sex, like she’s addicted to my cock, unable to control herself, unable to control her horniness.’
‘You want her to be horny on command? You want her to cum on command?’
‘Can you do that?’
‘Yeah, sure.’ The doctor said.
‘Do that. But she also needs to do house chores, make me my coffee, that sort of shit.’
April was listening in disbelief, she heard the man on Skype discussing the type of girl she would be turned into. She protested, she screamed, she pulled on her bounds, the doctor turned around and briefly looked at her, then he looked at his watch.
‘Still nothing kicking in?’ He asked. ‘Don’t worry you should feel something soon.’
Even before he was finished speaking she felt a warm numbness washing over her. She tried to resist, but it was way stronger than her, calm soothing waves crashing over her, rocking her to sleep, no it wasn’t sleep, but it was a serene calmness. She was happy and satisfied. Her thoughts fuzzy, but that didn’t matter, she didn’t have to think, she just had to feel this beautiful warm peacefulness.
The voices of the men still discussing her future, she didn’t hear what they were saying anymore, the voices were far away, random images, random sounds. She just stared up at the dangling mobile, only just semi-aware of her surroundings, bewitched by the magical tranquility that flowed through her veins.
After a while the face of the doctor appeared above her cot. He stared down on her and then smiled. ‘That’s my little girl.’ He said cooing. ‘That’s daddy’s little girl, all calm and compliant, ready to start you’re program, aren’t you? Poor little thing all drugged out of your mind.’ He reached into the cot and patted her tummy. He looked at piece of paper.
‘Lots to do, lots to do.’ He mumbled. ‘Let’s start.’ He carefully undressed her, loosening the rope around her wrist for a little while so he could slip her sleeve off of her arm, then securing her to the bars of the cot again, she was completely naked now.
The doctor looked at her body, his fingers caressing her collarbones, her small but perky breasts, the pink nipples. He continued to her ribs, her belly button and then he reached in between her legs, his fingers rubbing her pussy, the soft lips.
A wave of pleasure crashed over her.
‘That’s right, that’s nice isn’t it sweety, it feels nice when daddy touches you down there doesn’t it.’ His hand pressing against her pubis, rubbing her up and down, she was getting wet, panting. Reality seemed to slip away from her. She only vaguely remembered what was going on, she didn’t know whether her memories were real, she didn’t know whether the sensations were real. It all became a blur. A happy blur, her body and mind just surrendered into the tranquil satisfaction. She didn’t fight it, she didn’t struggle, she just let it wash all over her. The arousal, his words.
He slipped his finger inside. Moving back and forth, finger fucking her. She panted, moaning softly. Usually when she was this horny her body would squirm and rock, her back would arch, but she was too sedated and too limp to move her body. All she could do was just lay there and let all of it happen.
‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. Although she vaguely had the feeling he wasn’t her Daddy, he was just a doctor, she didn’t know which of the two was a hallucination and which one was actual reality. She was in a cot, the cot was real, wasn’t it? He called himself Daddy, in reality he called himself Daddy. He wasn’t wearing a doctors coat. He wasn’t wearing pants either. She saw a thick bulge hiding behind the fabric of his boxer. He rubbed his hand over his own crotch, while looking at her.
‘That’s what you do to Daddy.’ He said, ‘You make Daddy hard as a rock. Now Daddy can’t work on brainwashing you when he’s all horny and distracted by your helpless little body tied down and sedated, can’t he?’
She stared up into his face. Her thoughts were just so fuzzy, so disconnected. She nodded, then shook her hand. She wasn’t really sure what was going on.
‘Isn’t that a nice and compliant little girl.’ Daddy said. ‘Now be a sweetheart and open your mouth.’
April parted her lips a little. He pushed his boxer down and exposed his cock. It was of average size but overall quite thick and it had a beautiful upward curvature. He laid his shaft on her mouth and told her to kiss and lick. April was drifting in an out of reality. She just felt good and nothing else mattered. She couldn’t think, she stuck out her tongue and started to lick the shaft up and down, just like daddy wanted. Then he pulled her chin down to open her mouth even further and he thrust himself inside of her.
His cock completely filled her mouth. She surrounded him with her lips and with her tongue she licked around the head. He fucked her in her mouth for a while. Moaning louder and louder. His knee resting on her chest, pushing her into the mattress as if she was trying to escape. Escape didn’t even cross her mind and even if it did she wouldn’t have the strength or the cognitive awareness to act upon those thoughts.
After a while he pulled back. His cock disappeared from her mouth and somewhat startled she tried to lick and kiss and suckle on the air for a little while.
‘You like that?’ Daddy asked. ‘You want more of that? But Daddy has something even better for you.’ He crawled on top of her. With his knee he pushed her legs wider and then he slipped his cock inside of her pussy.
For a moment April thought she was about to explode. He was so thick so perfectly curved, the tip of his cock massaged her g-spot every time he thrust deep within her pussy. He rocked his hips and started to fuck her slowly at first but picking up speed as they went.
His face hidden in her neck, he bit her shoulder. His teeth pushing into her skin. He was panting, whispering.
‘That’s my good girl, that’s my girl, good girl, good girl.’
April was completely engulfed by all this new sensations, the soft tickling whispers caressing the nape of her neck, his heavy warmth on top of her chest, his cock sliding in and out. She was getting wetter and her mind just stopped working. Why think if she could just feel? Why analyze if she could just welcome those sensations?
A nagging voice warning her, a nagging voice in the back of her head. She pushed it away and sank deeper and deeper into that compliant arousal, that pleasurable haze. His muscles tensing up, a loud moan, a growl almost. His fingers pushing into her skin, his face all scrunched up, his hips smacking into hers. Deep inside she felt his cock throbbing and filling her up with his sperm.
He kept on lying on top of her. Motionless. His eyes closed. All he did was just breathing. His panting slowed down to a regular inhale and exhale rhythm. After a while he stretched himself out, he opened his eyes and looked at her.
‘You’ve got a nice cunt, baby. Maybe we can stall your training a little bit, so Daddy can have some more fun. We’ll see.’
He kissed her on the mouth and pushed himself up from the cot. With a wet wipe he cleaned himself up and then he also wiped her crotch clean. His fingers tenderly rubbing over her labia, and her inner thighs.
April was still thoroughly dazed by the shot he had given her earlier. Kind of confused she followed him with her eyes. The mood had shifted so suddenly. Her chest was wet with his sweat and a soft breeze cooled off her skin. Her pussy was still throbbing, she hadn’t finished yet.
He didn’t seem to care. He dressed himself and then he went to work on an IV stand.
What are you doing, she wanted to say, but her tongue was almost as numb and limp as the rest of her body. Some incoherent mumbling and moaning.
‘Shh sweety. Daddy’s still here. Daddy hasn’t left you. Daddy’s just prepping your meds for your induction.’
He appeared above her cot and smiled. The IV standard towering next to him.
‘Now before I hook you up to this meds, we first need to diaper you, don’t we? Yes we do. Baby needs a diaper, cause all these med-meds Daddy has for you, will cause you to loose control over your body, loose control over your mind. Yes, within a few hours your mind will be wiped completely clean.’ He got a big diaper out of a cupboard and pushed it underneath her. He put a little baby powder onto her pussy and swaddled her hips. ‘Yeah, in a few hours all your thoughts and memories and personality will be completely gone and you’ll be a blank slate, just like a baby.’
He patted her on the diaper and returned to the IV. He pushed a little needle out of a plastic packaging and pushed the shiny silver needle into her arm that was still paralyzed. She couldn’t do anything to stop him, she could only watch. He attached a little tube to the needle, and turned the IV on. A drop of amber colored liquid fell into the tube and slowly entered her arm. She didn’t feel anything different yet.
Daddy adjusted some numbers on the standard. ‘A nice slow titration, so we can build up the saturation and keep you at the same level of consciousness during the entire script, that’s important isn’t it sweety? Yes, that’s important. So we can have an smooth rinsing and a nice stable brain structure to build your new personality on.’
He checked all the wires and tubes one more time, then he told her he would get something to eat and he would be back to check on her after dinner. April nodded. She couldn’t do anything else than just lay there and look at the drops of medication entering her body one by one. Her body numb and paralyzed, and even when the drugs would wear off she was still tied down. Her mind fuzzy, a satisfied laziness. She didn’t feel afraid, although of realized she kind of should be. Something was up, something was weird.
Suddenly a warm glow in between her legs. It was a pleasurable relaxing feeling. A warm wetness. She was peeing, she realized all of a sudden. Pee just seeped out of her and into the diaper, she tried to stop it, but she didn’t have any control over her muscles anymore.
After a while the warmth faded, a cold damp wetness was left in between her legs. She started to feel sleepy and careless. It was as if her mind slowly retracted, more and more functions weren’t available anymore. More and more knowledge wasn’t accessible anymore. After a while she just laid there, blank minded staring up at the dangling mobile, she examined the colors and the shapes, but somehow she couldn’t remember what the colors and the shapes were called. It was as if she was sleeping and awake at the same time. She wasn’t fully conscious, yet she wasn’t unconscious either. She was drifting in an twilight zone, she had no idea how much time had past, when a face appeared over her cot.
‘Hi there sweety,’ a voice said kindly. ‘How are you holding up?’
She stared at the man looming over her. It was as if she had forgotten how to speak. She laid there looking around in wonder.
‘Daddy thinks you’re ready for the first script. Let me get my chair.’
There was a rumbling sound. He pulled a chair next to the cot and he had a big folder on his lap. He flipped through the pages until he found what he was looking for. Then he started reading. A melodic soft voice. It was mesmerizing. It was hypnotic. She didn’t understand the words, yet they seem to enter her subconscious anyway. Her body reacted to him in a very intuitive way. She was slipping further and further in that twilight zone. She sank into a deep trance. She was completely vulnerable to his voice. His words entered her mind and took over her thinking. She was told to forget, to forget everything. She was told to go back in time, to return to a simpler time, a time full of love, and care and happiness. She was a baby. From now on she would be as blank minded and stupid as a baby doll, she wouldn’t have any thoughts of her own, she would have the motor skills and mental abilities of a baby, she would be completely helpless, completely powerless. She would need to listen to her daddy, she would need to obey daddy. He would teach her, he would guide her, he would learn her how to be a well behaved proper young lady.
He kept on reading, repeating the same words over and over again, repeating the same phrases. Pushing her to go even deeper into trance, and deeper and deeper and deeper. She was slowly drifting, as if she was sinking down into an ocean of calm and surrender. She succumbed to his overpowering words, she felt her mind changing, her thoughts shifting. Helpless, powerless, no fear, no anger, just surrender.
‘So. That was session one,’ Daddy said. He tenderly rubbed his index finger over her cheek. ‘You did well sweety, you did very well. Now let’s prep you for tonight. You need a clean diaper don’t you?’
April stared at him, his words only made partial sense. Part of her brain understood, while another part seem to block any meaning. She made a cooing sound, she squirmed, her body moved around involuntarily, her hand swaying through the air. Her arm landed in her face. She suckled on the skin of her wrist for a while.
Daddy undid her diaper. The open air cold against her bare skin. He wiped her clean with some wet wipes, then he rubbed some baby powder on her loins. His fingers prodding around in between her legs and her soft little lips. She felt a weird tingle, an almost magical tingle as Daddy slipped his finger into her pussy. She felt him moving around inside of her. She was trying to make sense of it all, but her brain didn’t work the way she wanted it to. His finger was so nice, so distracting and pleasurable. Another finger entered her.
‘You did well, sweety. Daddy thinks you deserve a little reward, don’t you?’ With two fingers at the same time he fucked her. His hand moving rapidly back and forth, his fingers massaging her insides. A tension. Quickly growing more and more intense. She was squirming and panting. Her body reacted involuntarily to all those pleasures.
‘That’s right sweety. Just let go. Just let it all wash over you. You’re daddy’s now. You’re completely depended on daddy. You’re helpless, you’re powerless. Daddy decides what’ll happen to you. Daddy knows what’s best. Just surrender now.’
She felt a surge of arousal, quickly rising, pushing her over the edge and suddenly she was just overflowing with pleasures and arousal, an orgasm splurged through her body, the feeling completely overtook her.
It faded ever so slowly. When she had regained her breath and opened her eyes she noticed Daddy had crawled on top of her again. His dick was pushing inside of her. He was fucking her deep and hard. Every time his pelvic bone hit hers a burst of arousal exploded deep within.  Daddy kissed her on her mouth. He kept on mumbling what a sweet little girl she was. His dick thrusting in and out. Pounding her long and hard. She just leaned into the excess of feelings and sensations. She didn’t have to think. It was good. It was all better now.
Daddy suddenly pulled back. Her pussy aching with horniness. Surprised she looked at him. She couldn’t talk, she couldn’t control her movements the way she wanted. She could only produce a little moaning sound, a little whining moan.
Daddy didn’t pay her any attention. His dick in his hand. His fingers quickly moving up and down over his thick throbbing cock. A curly blue vein a shiny purple head. Quicker and quicker he was jerking himself of. A loud moan. A spasm. White blob landed on her face. Slimey cold lumps of sperm sticking to her skin.
Her pussy still felt empty. It felt unfinished. The cold droplets grazing her cheeks and forehead weren’t all that comfortable. More whining and fussing. She couldn’t control herself, she couldn’t even control her emotions. She started crying, her eyes watering, tears running down her face, out of her mouth a sob and another one.
‘Beautiful, beautiful,’ Daddy said panting and out of breath. ‘Cry.’ He said. ‘Go ahead sweety cry. I love your tears, your tears are so precious, baby.’ There was a greed in his eyes as he looked at her, a satisfied smile. ‘Yeah. You can cry all you want.’ He stuck out his hand and rubbed his thumb over her cheek, wiping away a tear and some of his cum. He pushed his slimy wet thumb into her mouth and automatically she started to suckle. She was fed all of his sperm like that. He would use his thumb to push it into her mouth so she could lick it off.
After a while her face was all clean, her horniness had faded somewhat, although her pussy still felt weirdly empty, like she needed his cock, like she couldn’t function without his cock. He put a new diaper on her and he also hoisted her into a soft velvet footsie. Then he got out a small toothbrush. He helped her sit up straight, her weak body swayed uncontrollably, he leaned her against his own shoulder and opened her mouth. He carefully and tenderly brushed her teeth.
Minty foam filled up her mouth. She tried to obey, she opened her mouth, but the the minty foam just dripped over her chin. He wiped her face, gave her a little bit of water to drink and then he put her back into bed.
‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘Now Daddy has a little something for you.’ He said while he got out a transparent mask. He attached it to a black rubber hose ‘I want my little girl to sleep well tonight, and since our client wants you to turn into a little sex-addict I will add some aphrodisiac as well, to make sure all of your pleasure center's are triggered and you’ll wake up filled with arousal and desire.’
He put the mask over her nose and mouth. April barely understood what he was talking about, part of her wanted to get a hold of the situation while another part was just empty minded, she was happy listening to daddy, happy obeying daddy. Daddy knew what was best didn’t he? A slight pressure on the bridge of her nose and on her chin. Daddy turned open a valve and a hissing sound filled the room. A sweet smell filled up the mask, it crawled into her nose and mouth and she couldn’t do anything but just inhale. Soon her vision was blurring, her ears were ringing. So powerless, she realized. A tingle in between her legs, a warm arousal rapidly getting intenser and intenser, while she was getting sleepier and sleepier. It just felt so good to fall a sleep, it was just so horny to be forced to fall a sleep, to breath in the gas, being powerless felt addictive, or was it something else. She was reaching peeks of pleasure higher and higher. Way more intense than she had ever thought possible. Way more intense than any orgasm she’d ever had. She was slipping away quickly, her eyes rolling up, fluttering, still the pleasures kept increasing and increasing, until her eyes fell shut, her head rolled limply to the side as she sank into a deep unconscious sleep.
When she woke up she was alone. She was laying in her footsie in the cot and she stared up at the dangling mobile. It was as if she wasn’t fully awake yet, there was some dreamy haze blocking her thoughts, her mind, her personality. She knew it had to be there, somewhere, somewhere in her mind there should be a memory of how she got here and why she was wearing a diaper and a footsie. Yet she just kept on lying there, mumbling, cooing, swaying her arms through the air, kicking her feet. Suckling on her thumb for a while, suckling on a foot from a plush penguin.
She had to pee, the moment she realized she had to go, she already felt the warm wetness dripping out of her, she was filling up her diaper. Wet and soggy fabric pushed up against her bum. She just couldn’t help herself, she couldn’t hold it. She couldn’t control it, as if she was a baby still. She wasn’t. Or was she?
A confusing thought. An important thought. She didn’t want to loose that thought, but it was gone already. She was distracted by a teething ring she saw laying on the ground, colorful shapes dangling on the plastic. She tried to grab it. Her diaper started to chafe. Wet and raw. She was hungry. She couldn’t grab the teething ring because it was to far away. She couldn’t sit up straight, her muscles just didn’t obey.
She was overcome with sadness. She started to cry. Tears over her face, loud sobs coming out of her mouth.
‘There, there.’ Someone said. It was daddy. He was approaching her cot and he soothed her and held her body against his own. Patting her on her back, he rocked her back and forth. ‘What a lot of sadness sweety. Daddy is here now. All is good. Daddy is here.’
The crying and sobbing stopped. She felt a warm safe feeling coming over her, and she snuggled her head closer to his chest. A soft tender kiss on top of her head.
‘That’s right. There’s nothing to be sad about. Who’s my sweet little girl?’ He asked.
April smiled.
‘Are you Daddy’s little girl?’ He asked. ‘You are. Aren’t you? And you have to stay Daddy’s little girl for another day, cause today we will condition you and reprogram you to fit the clients needs. Doesn’t that sound exiting?’
She didn’t know what he was saying, but his voice was high pitched and friendly. He seemed cheerful and April giggled involuntarily.
‘But first things first. We need to clean you up a bit and give you some food, cause you must be starving by now.’ He carried her towards a small bathroom and he lowered her body into the bath. He took the shower head out of the stand and with some lukewarm water he washed her. A little bit of soap on a washcloth. He rubbed it all over her body. Her nice round titties, her belly button, and in between her legs. He washed her entire body and then he rinsed all the soap and bubbles away. He got a little razor out and told her to lay very still. He shaved her pussy until she was completely nice and soft down there. His fingers moving around in between her legs had triggered a response in her body. An intense yearning, a desire, she wanted him to put his fingers inside of her. Or maybe his dick instead of his fingers, but he did nothing like that. She made a little whining sob, but Daddy just ignored her.
He rubbed her dry and put on her diaper. Then he stuck her in the high chair. He tied her down with the harness and quickly spoon fed her some tasteless porridge. Quickly spooning all of it into her mouth. Sometimes she didn’t even have time to swallow. When she ate all of it he put her back into the cot again and tied her down, her wrists and ankles firmly secured so she couldn’t move. She wasn’t quite sure why Daddy was doing that, but he kept on talking to her in that same mesmerizing soothing voice so she didn’t struggle.
‘So,’ he said when he finished tying the last knot. ‘Ready?’
She wasn’t sure. Ready for what?
‘Now first we attach you to the IV again,’ he said. He prepared the stand, this time there wasn’t a bag with amber colored medicine but there was a dark purple fluid. A dull sting when he pushed the needle into her arm, he attached the tube and only moments later the first drop of the purple drug entered her bloodstream. Daddy stood next to her cot and observed the process for a while. Nodding every once in a while.
April didn’t feel anything yet. Minutes they waited in silence, then suddenly she was getting flushed. A warmth rushed through her body, she felt it tingling, her spine felt numb, her entire body felt numb and warm and heavy. Her eyelids heavy, she was feeling sleepy all of a sudden, just peaceful and sleepy. She didn’t care about anything, her eyes rolling up into her head.
‘Ho sweety, don’t fall a sleep now.’ Daddy was shaking her shoulder so she would wake up again. Reluctantly she opened her eyes. A blurred vision. Daddy was just a haze hanging over her. Even her mind was feeling heavy, her thoughts syrupy and slow. Part of it was soothing and part of it was worrisome.
She didn’t know which thought was right. A strange emptiness in her mind, she needed to know something, she needed to hear something, she wanted Daddy to say something, to explain to her, to tell her what was going on, she needed to know.
Daddy leaned over, ‘just another few minutes until full saturation, babe and then we’ll start.’
She nodded. Another few minutes. They needed to wait for full saturation, Daddy was right, waiting for full saturation was important. She didn’t even know what it meant, but she knew he was right. She stared at the purple drops entering her bloodstream ever so slowly.
Then Daddy sat down in his chair and started to read to her again. This was another story. This story wasn’t about forgetting who she was, but it was about remembering who she was. Remember, daddy said, that you are a obedient girl, you just want to be told what to do, you need to be told what to do. Following orders, pleasing your master that makes you happy, you want to please you’re master so badly, remember that. You want to be subservient, you want to serve your master, you want to make him happy. He kept on talking to her like that, he kept on repeating the same words over and over again. A soft mesmerizing voice. The rhythm bewitched her. His words entering her mind and finding their place in her brain. Slowly it all came back. Slowly she remembered who she was.
She was April. She needed to do her chores, she needed to make her master happy, please him, serve him, obey him. That was who she was, that was the meaning of her life.
After a while Daddy told her to wake up. She didn’t remember falling asleep, but still her eyes were closed so she opened them again. Startled she looked at the cot and the nursery. How did she end up here, she needed to be with her master, she needed to serve her master, how could he ever be happy without her? She tried to sit up straight, but the rope pressed into her wrist and she noticed she was still tied down.
Daddy looked at her, his head slightly tilted. She didn’t know what time it was, or how many time had past since the first purple drop had entered her body. The IV was still dripping, the purple medicine was still entering her body.
‘Now it’s time for the last part, sweety.’ He said. ‘The most fun part as well. Now Daddy has to turn you into a little sex-addict, a cock craving nymphomaniac. Yes, Daddy’ll turn you into a little nympho cause that’s what the client wants, that’s what your master want, you want to please your master don’t you?’
She nodded.
Daddy undid her diaper then he stuck a little electrode onto her clit and he pushed a capsule into her pussy. Then using the computer he could activate the electrode, within seconds she was completely overflowing with arousal, the electrode seemed to vibrate and stimulate her clit in a way she had never felt before.
Also the bullet could be activated. Daddy explained to her, he said they needed to calibrate before they could start conditioning. He turned it on it started to vibrate, but at the same time it released a strong aphrodisiac into her pussy. She was trembling and throbbing.
Daddy tried different speeds and doses and combined it with different settings on the electrode on her clit. Until he found a combination that would render her completely crazy with horniness. Helplessly spasming in the cot. Just surrendering to the pleasures.
Then he said they would start. Although it felt like they had started already. Daddy put the transparent anesthesia mask over her face and told her to take a few good deep breaths of the aphrodisiac. Her head was spinning, helplessly against the arousing fumes, the electrode and the capsule in her pussy.
Daddy kept talking to her. She didn’t hear a word he was saying, she was just too distracted by all of the arousal, all of the pleasures. Although after a while she started to notice a pattern. Every time he mentioned her masters penis he would turn on the gas for a while, letting her mask fill up with the sweet intoxicating fumes of pleasure, or he would turn on the bullet or the electrode. She started listening, anticipating, hoping he would mention the penis again, hoping he would mention her master again. Just anticipating would make her horny already, even if he didn’t turn on the gas and the electrodes.
There were loads of triggers words that would make her horny.
Then Daddy left the gas on for longer, the electrode on another setting pulsating even more intense, within a few seconds she was having an orgasm it kept on going, it lasted until daddy adjusted the settings again.
After that he kept on talking to her and certain words just triggered her orgasm. Intense arousal. Bubbling. Bursting through her veins. Incontrollable. Her body responded to his words more and more. Even if daddy didn’t turn on the aphrodisiac gas or if he didn’t turn on the electrode, she would still cramp up, her body rocking, moaning loudly, panting. Overflowing with pleasure, overflowing with arousal.
She was getting tired. Her muscles aching. She was sweating and panting. Being aroused all the time was hard work.
‘Good girl.’ Daddy said, ‘you’ve done very well today sweety. I think we’ve got you completely brainwashed and reprogrammed now. Tomorrow we’ll have a test run and if all goes well we’ll hand you over to you to the client.’ He patted her on her tummy, stroking her up and down now and again playing with her belly button for a while. ‘Then your master will come and get you, won’t that be nice?’
April felt a surge of arousal, her pussy was throbbing. She would meet her master, she would see her master. She wanted to see him so badly, she wanted to please him, she wanted to pleasure him. She nodded and smiled.
‘But only if the test run tomorrow goes smoothly. Tomorrow we’ll pretend daddy is your master, cause daddy needs to see that you are truly ready to pleasure your master.’
April nodded. That seemed fair. She planned on being the perfectly obedient and submissive tomorrow, she would pleasure her daddy and serve him like no other, so he would see she was ready.
Daddy smiled at her as he readjusted the anesthesia mask on her face. He made a little comment about the eagerness in her eyes, and the enthusiastic look on her face. Then he turned open the valve, an extreme amount of aphrodisiac mixed with another smell, another gas filled up the mask. She was getting aroused again, quickly, but also she was getting sleepier and sleepier. The room started spinning around her, her vision blurring, her eyes rolling back into her head. Sleep was overpowering her. She wanted to stay awake, she wanted to feel that arousal, that orgasm, but the second gas was stronger. With every breath she felt sleepier and sleepier and then she slipped away.
Daddy woke her up early in the morning. April instinctively knew what to do. She went to the bathroom, first she took a shower and took care of herself, she shaved her pussy and her legs, she brushed her teeth, and combed her hair.
Then she started to do her household chores. She cleaned the toilet and the bathroom, she made the bed and she went to get Daddy some coffee. She knelt next to him and presented him the cup.
‘Good girl,’ Daddy said. April just melted, tingles in her tummy almost as if she was in love.
‘Thank you, D... Master,’ she said. She almost said daddy but at the last minute she corrected herself. Daddy had to do some paper work, he said. But she could kneel next to him on the floor until he needed her.
She served him all morning. Every time he gave her a little assignment she jumped up eager to obey, eager to please him and make all his wishes come true. 
‘Very well,’ Daddy said around lunch time. She had served him his food and now she was doing the dishes. ‘Horny little slut.’ He said.
April was startled. Why would he call her that? Slut. She was a good girl wasn’t she, she wasn’t a slut. His words had triggered a torrent of pleasure. Kind of surprised she looked at her own crotch. It was tingling, quite intense, she was so horny, she wanted to feel her masters cock inside of her, that’s all she wanted. But it was rude to ask, she needed to be a good slave, she needed to prove to daddy she could be a good submissive or else she would never meet her master. She pushed her hips against the little cabinet below the sink, she rubbed her clit over the little doorknob while she did the dishes. It wasn’t as satisfying as she had hoped it to be. As soon as she was done with the dishes, she let her hand slip inside her panties and toyed around with herself.
Daddy ordered her to come closer. A strict tone of voice. She had to kneel in front of him. No touching, hands behind her back. His hands wandered over his own hips, over his crotch. She couldn’t keep her eyes of off him, the zipper, the faint bulge visible behind the zipper. His cock. She craved his cock. It’s all she could think about.
Aggravatingly slow he pulled his zipper down, unbuttoning his pants, she saw his boxers. She was panting heavily, her pussy throbbing, every once in a while the arousal became so overwhelming her body spasmed involuntarily. Her eyes seemed to be glued to his groin.
‘Tell me what you want sweety,’ Daddy said.
‘Cock,’ she mumbled.
Smack. A stinging pain in her cheek. Daddy had slapped her. Frightened she looked up at him, his stern face. She realized her mistake. ‘I’m sorry, master.’ She quickly mumbled. ‘I want your cock please Sir, Master.’
‘That’s better.’ Daddy gave her an approving nod. First he wanted to know why she wanted his cock and what she liked about it. She mused over it. The shape, the size, the feelings it would give her. The more clearly she pictured his cock in her head, the more wet her pussy became.
Finally he pushed his boxer down. This wasn’t a mental image anymore, this was the real deal, a real cock. She gasped. A loud panting. A covert moan. Just staring at that majestic thing. She was allowed to touch it, to kiss it. Very slowly she brought her lips over to his skin, silky soft skin. First contact. Her body shaking and trembling with horniness.
‘Thank you, Master.’ She mumbled. She kissed him tenderly, caressing his shaft with his lips, she wanted to please him, she wanted to make it fun for him too. Kissing and licking, until she got permission the take the whole of it into her mouth. She slid her lips over the head, sucking him into her mouth further and further, her lips crawling closer and closer to his balls. She gagged. Still she pushed the cock into her mouth even deeper. She tried to suppress her gag-reflex so she could pleasure him even better.
Daddy’s hand was on her head. He patted her. He tangled his fingers into her hair and grabbed her like that. He moved her head back and forth. The cock sliding in and out. She tried her hardest to keep up. She mimicked his rhythm, sucking, licking, twirling her tongue around. Trying not to gag. Still tears propped up in her eyes, he rubbed them away from her cheeks with a thumb.
His rhythm was increasing. He was pulling on her hair. Pulling her over his cock. Thrusting deep into her throat. Faster and Faster. Tensing up. Then he froze. It was as if time suddenly stood still nothing happened. Just a frozen completely cramped up daddy with his cock resting deep into her mouth.
A moan. A deep grumbling moan starting from deep within his chest. His body convulsing, his cock throbbing. She tasted him. His cum seeping over her tongue, filling up her mouth. Slightly salty, slightly musky.
She gulped it all down. She swallowed everything. Overwhelmingly happy. Him cumming into her mouth meant she made him happy, she had pleasured him to satisfaction, she had served her purpose. She had proven her abilities and her commitment. She was drunk on happiness, on this satisfied arousal of knowing she’d done well.
‘Go ahead.’ Daddy said nodding. ‘Have your own orgasm now, sweety.’
Arousal was sky rocketing. She lost control and fell over. Her shoulder bumping into the floor, her body shaking with pleasure, she was moaning loudly, hips rocking, deep within pleasure exploded, another wave of orgasmic pleasures coarsening through her body.
It was exhausting. After her orgasm faded she just kept on lying on the ground. Dazed she stared at the ceiling. There wasn’t anything she needed or wanted to do right now. Just lying here. Lying here was perfect.
She heard daddy getting his phone. ‘She’s done,’ he said to someone on the other side. ‘Meet me at the drop off spot at five.’
After he had hung up. He came to her. He stood next to her, looking down.
‘Go clean yourself up sweety.’ He said. She was told to take a shower and then she had to put her prison uniform back on. Daddy explained they were going to go the her master, and her master would be her mentor wasn’t she a lucky little girl, but also because she was in prison she had to wear her uniform to get out. She didn’t exactly know why or how. But she listened and obeyed. She wanted to meet her master badly.
She walked next to daddy through the prison. It was weird seeing the other inmates, the stale walls, the dirty hallways, it was as if she entered a completely different world she only vaguely remembered and recognized. The nursery just felt so much more real than this. Daddy checked her out at a window with an officer behind it. There was some hassle with forms and stamps and then the officer opened the door.
When he walked of the grounds he asked the guard over there when the new batch would be arriving.
‘I heard there’s this young lady, called Trishia Baxter who could use some counseling,’ he said. Have her send to my office as soon as she arrives.’ The guard nodded.
Then Daddy put a hand on April shoulder en pushed her forward off the prison grounds and onto the parking lot. She sat down in his car and the drove away. She saw the barbed wired fence in the rear view mirror getting further and further away. An uneasiness. Something wasn’t right. Everything just felt so surreal.
‘Cheer up,’ Daddy said, ‘you’ll be meeting your master in a few minutes, you don’t want your master to think your a grumpy goose do you?’
She shook her head and smiled. Her master. She didn’t know what he would look like, still she knew he would be the most handsome beautiful person on earth. They stopped at a secluded parking spot on the edge of a big wildlife park. They got out, and out of another car came another man.
He had kind of floppy ears.
‘Is that him Daddy?’ she asked.
Daddy nodded.
It were the most beautiful floppy ears she had ever seen.
***
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