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Part 1: The kidnapping
Her fingertips played with the withered grass of the sunny meadow while Ezzy looked out over the public pool. The atmosphere was filled with joyful shouting, bugs and the smell of fries. Ezzy had been coming to this pool ever since she was a little girl. She’d had tasted her first sip of cola here, she’d gotten her first kiss, lost her first phone, gotten her first sunburn. This place was to the brim filled with memories. It was her favorite spot in town and since she’d returned home from college, she spend most of her summer days at this pool. 

Her turquoise bikini had dried up and she contemplated getting into the water once more. She looked out over the pool, droplets flying around, a group of teens was fighting over a floating raft. It made her smile. Only a few years ago she had been one of those teens. She and her classmates from high school had been splashing around, giggling over boys, and sharing candy. Those memories felt like another life though. She was an adult now, she just finished her third year in college with grades to be proud of, and after summer she would start her internship. 

A man was rubbing sunscreen on his own calves, just a few yards across from her. When he saw her looking he smiled and waved. It was about the third time they’d smiled at each other that day. Ezzy looked away, she didn’t want to give him the impression she was flirting with him. Even though he was quite cute and athletically build, he was also twice her age. 

She had never seen him here before. There was an empty Disney-themed beach towel next to him, so she assumed him to be a dad. Off course that didn’t mean he was married, he could be a single dad, with a midlife crisis, flirting with a hot young college girl. 

Ezzy shook her head and laughed at herself. She got a magazine out of her backpack and flipped through the pages. She wasn’t the typical hot young college girl at all. She was skinny and gawky, her long curly hair was about the only feminine feature of her body, the rest of it was quite androgynous, and to her despair all through puberty her boobs hadn’t really grown. Sometimes she wished she was more curvy and sexy like Tina from her college dorm, Tina seemed to hook up with a guy every other weekend. But then again Tina often times expressed her desire to be skinny and petite like Ezzy. No one was ever satisfied with their own body it seemed. 

Maybe that athletic single dad wished he was taller, or had less gray hairs or maybe he disliked those three moles on the side of his neck. Three brown spots perfectly aligned, as if he was bitten by a vampire with three fangs instead of two. He caught her looking and smiled at her again, then he got up from his towel. Ezzy focused on her magazine again and pretended not to notice him. He wouldn’t actually come over to talk to her, would he? Would she want him to? 

From the corner of her eye she saw him walking up to the cafeteria, probably to get some snacks for him and his kid. Maybe that was for the best. Ezzy leaned back and lied down on her towel. It had been an abnormally warm summer. The sun was licking her cheeks, a warm breeze caressing her lips. She knew she had to put on some more sunscreen, in a minute she would, but right now she didn’t want to get up. The lazy summer day felt like a warm cozy blanket. 

Suddenly a shadow was blocking her sun. She looked up, right into the face of the guy that had been smiling at her. 

‘Hi there.’ He said. 

She pushed herself up into a sitting position.

‘Hi,’ she said shyly. He was holding two slushies. 

‘This might be a bit weird,’ he said, shrugging his shoulders apologetically. ‘I bought my kid a slushy but now he just managed to get his hands on one of those pool floats and he doesn’t want to get out of the water.’ He nodded his head towards the pool. Ezzy glazed over but she didn’t know which kid he was referring to, there were six of seven boys playing with the same red raft. 

‘You fancy this one?’ He asked. 

‘Erm…’ Ezzy nodded. ‘Sure,’ she said.

He handed her a plastic cup with the chemical blue ice in it. She put the straw in her mouth and sucked in a big gulp. It didn’t taste like the sweet lemonade flavor she’d expected. She vaguely recognized the flavor of blueberries, but it had a weird after taste, almost as if she was drinking paracetamol. 

‘What flavor is this?’ She asked. 

‘I don’t know.’ The guy said, he looked down and brushed some withered grass of his trunks. ‘Is it okay if I sit down next to you? I’m Mart by the way.’

‘I’m Esmeralda.’  She said, ‘but everybody calls me Ezzy.’

‘Hi Ezzy.’ He said as he pulled his own towel closer to hers and sat down. 

Ezzy took another sip of the slushy. The cold ice was a pleasurable refreshment on such a hot day, but again the bitter taste hit her. She smacked her lips together and tried to figure out what it was.

Mart must have seen her scrunching her nose. ‘You don’t like it?’ He said. ‘Those things always taste so chemical don’t they?’ 

Ezzy nodded. ‘Yeah. Thanks though.’ She said. 

She and Mart were talking for a while, she learned he wasn’t from here, that he was a well known neuro-pharmacologist just passing through town. Ezzy finished about two thirds of her slushy, then she got fed up with the weird bitterness and she just left it to melt in the sun. She shared some memories of past summers, she told him a funny story about a classmate of hers that fancied the swimming guard and pretended to drown but then the wrong guard came to save her and she was forced to wear water wings for the rest of summer. Mart chuckled. 

Ezzy’s eyes were burning. She only noticed when he made a comment about her rubbing her eyes so much. He asked whether she had hay fever or something. She shook her head, she’d never had any trouble before. Yet her eyes seemed to be tired and dry today, they had this warm heavy glow and her vision was blurring.

‘I don’t know,’ she said. Her tongue was different too, dry and too big for her mouth. She felt detached, as if her mind was floating above the meadow looking down on her own unruly body. A pulse of lightheadedness, she grabbed her own chin and rested her head in her hand. The dizziness subsided only slowly and never went away completely, a light buzzing stayed and messed up her thoughts. 

‘I’m sorry.’ She said to Mart. ‘I don’t feel so good, maybe I have a sunburn or something.’

Another wave of dizziness spread through her thoughts, she feared she would faint. Maybe she should lie down for a moment. Marts arm around her shoulders, she noticed just now. How long had he been holding her like this? 

‘Poor thing,’ he said. His fingers rubbing her neck. ‘Did you drink enough today? Maybe you’re dehydrated. You want another sip of your slushy?’ 

His voice came from far away. Ezzy fought the dim darkness closing in on her, she tried her hardest not to faint. She wasn’t the kind of girl that would faint in the middle of a public pool.

Yet she was feeling increasingly more wobbly, her body seemed to be taken over by some numb tingling. It was difficult to sit up straight, her vision blurring, ears buzzing. 

‘I’d better take you home.’ Mart said. ‘It would be irresponsible to let you cycle home like this. He helped her to pack up. He rolled up her towel and stuffed it into her bag, and then he lifted her up into a standing position. His arm surrounding her waist, she swayed and leaned heavy into his torso.

‘Is she alright?’ Someone asked. 

‘She just had a bit too much to drink. Alcohol and heat don’t mix well together, do they?’ 

Ezzy wanted to say she didn’t drink any alcohol, but before she managed to slur out some random syllables they had already left the pool and arrived at his car. She slouched into the passenger seat and he buckled her in. 

The car was warm, the engine humming soothingly, the cool breeze of the airco blowing into her face. When they abruptly turned a corner, her body banged into the door, the sudden movement made her nauseous, and the pain in her shoulder helped her to sober up. How did he even know where she lived?

He didn’t. She stared through the windscreen, they weren’t driving home, they were driving out of town. Hitting the highway now. 

‘Where are we going?’ She asked confused. Her tongue still languid and hard to control.  

A brief hand on her knee. ‘Home, sweety.’ He said. 

‘No,’ she said shaking her head, but that movement made her feel even more sick. ‘I have to puke.’ She said. 

‘Probably not. You might feel a bit disoriented and I know Fluniprol can mess up your balance and give you some vertigo, but it rarely leads to puking.’  

It took a while before Ezzy had processed what he said. She frowned and looked at him sideways ‘Where are we going?’ She asked again. 

Mart just smiled. He was tapping his fingers on the steering wheel along with the song on the car radio. ‘You’re going to sleep real soon. In about ten minutes theres a nice abandoned parking lot coming up and I’ll help you.’ 

Ezzy’s intoxicated mind started to register that something was wrong, that she was being kidnapped. She stared at the logo on the dashboard cabinet. She could barely focus and she only after a few minutes she recognized it was a Mercedes. But by then she had forgotten why she wanted to know the brand of car she was in. 

‘Where’s your kid?’ She asked Mart, suddenly remembering the empty beach towel. She tried to look over her shoulder to the back seat, it was awfully quiet back there. No kid. Just an empty McDonalds hamburger wrapper. ‘Did you forget your kid?’

‘No.’ He said. He squeezed her cheek, ‘I have my kiddo right here, you sweet gullible little girl.’ 
She pushed away his hand from her face. Alarm bells were going off now, she needed to panic, she needed to call for help, to get out of this car. She patted down her own thighs looking for her phone, but she was in bikini still. Her bag nowhere to be found. She tried her best to fight off the dizziness. She had to think harder. She had to stop feeling so lightheaded and drowsy. It wasn’t right, she felt so... so... detached, as if she had taken some sedative. 

‘Did you drug me?’ She asked. 

‘Yeah.’ He said gently squeezing her knee. ‘I did indeed. I’ve been keeping my eye on you for months, you’re a pretty young lady.’ 

‘I’m pretty?’ She said in disbelief. Despite the disturbing situation she was in, she started blushing. 

‘You are indeed.’ Mart said. ‘And you’re feeling drowsy and disoriented right now from the Fluniprol I squirted through your slushy, if you’d drank it all you’d be fast asleep by now, but I don’t mind that you didn’t, now I can start you on the psychomorphic clense right here in the car. There we have the parking lot, see?’

He turned the car off the highway and steered into a little patch of green. There was a brick building with public toilets and not much else. He stopped the car at the end of the lot and opened the glove compartment. From a medical kit he got out a syringe and filled it with an amber colored drug. 

Ezzy watched him attach the needle. A surreal haze. ‘What’s that?’ She asked. ‘What is happening now?’ 

He yanked the needle in her thigh. A tiny sting and then he plunged the drug into her body. Ezzy looked down, a skin colored leg with a transparent now empty syringe sticking out, a disjointed feeling, as if it wasn’t her leg but just some movie she was watching. 

‘Are you injecting me?’ She asked. 

‘I am.’ He said. ‘And you’re doing great, you didn’t even fight back or try to escape. You’re going to be a good girl, I can tell already.’ 

‘I...’ Ezzy realized she should have fought back and start fumbling with the door. He just reached over and held both of her hands in his. A slightly amused look on his face. 

‘Why? How? I mean... Why? What did you give me?’ She stuttered

He gave her a mysterious smile, his thumb rubbing over the back of her hand. ‘It’s a cocktail.’ He said. ‘Firstly you’ll notice the general sedative kicking in. Are you getting a sleepy and relaxed now sweety?’

Ezzy nodded. She didn’t realize what she was agreeing with, slumberous swirls were taking over her mind, her toughs were draining away. She wasn’t anxious anymore, and the alarm bells in the back of her mind had silenced now, she happily leaned back into the passenger seat. 

‘The second thing you’ll notice is the paralytic component turning you into a limp little puppet.’ He carefully let go of her hands, one by one, and they fell into her lap. He smiled satisfied. For he moment he held her chin and inquisitively looked her in the eyes, then he let go and her head sunk onto her chest and lulling from side to side. 

Ezzy couldn’t move anymore, her muscles were drained of all energy. Mo matter how hard she tried, her body just slouched in her seat, sinking forward ever so slowly, hanging in the seatbelt, until he pushed her back and her body limply rested against the back of the chair.

‘See?’ He asked. ‘Good girl. Now you’re going to feel a rush of pleasure soon, you know. Since there’s also a very strong addictive component I add to the cocktails. I need my little girls compliant begging for more and more injections, because the last and most important component of these injections is my infamous psychomorphic drug, see. You won’t even notice it’s in there, but it’ll soak and weaken your brain and overtime with enough exposure. It’ll allow me to change your brain structure.’ 

A warmth filled up her tummy and chest. She just let the happy sensations wash over her. His words a string of sounds that couldn’t frighten her anymore. 

He tenderly stroke Ezzy’s upper arm, he lifted up her hand and kissed her limp fingers. The humming of the engine filled the car en they drove of. Ezzy was engulfed by a dreamlike satisfaction, she was happy, life was good, she was blessed. In a moment she would wake up at the swimming pool, a guard would squad down next to her and shake her shoulders until she opened her eyes, he would inform her that the pool was closing and she needed to go home now. Maybe it was a pretty guard, with the gray hairs, and the athletic chest muscles. No, she wasn’t dreaming about a guard anymore, she was picturing Mart, the single dad, that wasn’t a dad. She vaguely remembered he had drugged her, but she didn’t care. There was just this overwhelming joy and happiness, each sensation more pleasurable than the last, the airco blowing into her face, the seatbelt pressing into her collarbone, her tongue filling her mouth and resting against her lips

In this satisfied bliss time passed. She didn’t know or care how much time though. It was if only a finger-snap had happened between then and now. Although now it was dark outside, there was a moon and loads of stars in the sky. She started to come down and she was sad to feel the euphoria fading away. In her hometown there were too much lights to see the stars. They must be far away from any big city, she thought. Maybe they were out of state, or in an other country even. On the horizon she could see the dark silhouette of mountains and all around her there were loads of trees. 

‘Hey sweety.’ Mart said. Looking over his shoulder and briefly stroking her hair. ‘You’re coming down aren’t you?’ 

There was a nervous tingle in her tummy. A hope that he would give her another shot, so she could feel more euphoria, more happiness.

‘Don’t worry.’ He said. ‘We’ll be home soon.’  

After a while they took an unpaved road. It was wobbly and rocky.  He opened the gate and then they drove onto the lawn of an huge mansion.

It was a brick building with dark blue roofs, there were a thousand windows and all these different corners and nooks, it even had a little tower. 

‘Welcome home.’ He said. ‘How are you feeling?’ He briefly lifted her chin and examined her eyes, he studied her limp fingers and then seemed satisfied. ‘Good.’ He said. ‘You wait here, I’ll get you a chair.’ 

He walked away and left her in the car. Ezzy looked at the extravagant mansion and wondered where they were. It could be a boarding school. The main building of her university was also fancy like this. It could be a hotel or a hospital. She vaguely remembered almost fainting at the pool, but she also remembered Mart injecting her and drugging her, and then she was overcome with the desire to be drugged again. She wanted to open the dashboard cabinet to look in the medical kit, but her paralyzed arms didn’t move. Far away, in the background of her thoughts alarm bells were going off again, although it could also be the frustration about not being able to open the dashboard cabinet. 

No, it wasn’t just frustration. The alarm bells were right. She was kidnapped. In shock she saw Mart approaching the car with a wheelchair and she wondered what would happen next. 

He opened the door and the cool night’s breeze gently caressed her face. 

She meekly protested, but those slurred syllables didn’t stop him at all. He just unbuckled her, grabbed her around her waist and hoisted her out of the car, into the wheelchair.

‘There you go,’ He said. ‘What a pretty petite girl you are, daddy has no problem lifting you at all.’ He gave her a little kiss on her forehead, talking to her in this patronizing voice as he pushed her into the mansion. Continuously referring to himself as daddy. 

‘Now let’s take care of you for tonight before all of the paralytics flush through.’ He said. They were inside a huge marble hall. He pulled out a small terry cloth and from a bottle he sprayed copious amounts of a smelly liquid on the fabric. He pushed the cloth into her face and covered her nose and mouth. 

‘Deep breaths now, honey.’ 

The fumes chafed her throat and made her eyes water, it was sharp and chemical. She tried to hold her breath but he just patiently waited until she had to grasp for a breath of fresh air. She inhaled the fumes and felt lightheaded instantly. This is wrong, she thought, as her mind was slowly shutting down. The world getting hazy and misty. It felt is if she was about to fall, she couldn’t fall, she was strapped in a wheelchair, yet everything was spinning so quickly. Something was wrong, her thoughts kept repeating over and over, wrong, wrong, wrong, wrong, wrong. She tumbled backwards down and down and down into a deep black hole of unconsciousness. 

‘Good girl.’ A faraway voice said. ‘Almost gone now. Sleep tight little one.’ 

 

What happened after that she couldn’t recall. She only remembered some fragmented scenery. Waking up in a bright lit room, an operation table, lights shining into her face, white tiling on the walls. And then there was that smelly cloth covering her mouth again. A kitchen table, a high chair another woman, pizza, he was trying to stuff some pepperoni pizza in her mouth. Crust bumping against her tongue and lips. The cloth followed by a sleepy darkness that engulfed her. 

Warm water, running water, sloshing water. She was taking a bath, soft caresses as he rubbed the sponge all over her body. His voice soft and mesmerizing. The cloth and the sleep. 

After a while she didn’t even try to wake up again, she just came to expect that smelly rag, the strong pull on her eyes and those numbing tingles drowning out all of her thoughts until there was nothing left but an endless tumble into darkness.

Her head was hurting, her throat felt raw and sore and her entire body was aching. Her muscles were tired and sore as if she’d run an entire marathon. She didn’t open her eyes, she just kept laying in the same position, waiting for the cloth that didn’t came. 

She tried to stir and moan a little bit, but still no smelly rag was placed over her nose and mouth. She waited and waited and all the while she regained more and more consciousness, until she was completely awake. She opened her eyes and tried to figure out what had happened. 

She was lying on the floor, a hard metal floor with only a prickly tartan blanket. Ezzy pushed herself up into a sitting position and looked around. Black bars surrounding her, she was locked in a cage or a prison. It was too small to be a prison, she thought, but too big to be a cage. It didn’t matter what it was called, she was trapped and she couldn’t get out, that was the idea. She stood up and examined the bars trying to look for a way to open it. Maybe there was a door in the ceiling or in the floor. For a long time she couldn’t find it, until eventually her fingers bumped into a keyhole in the upper rim of the cage. If only she knew how to use a bobby pin to open a lock. Although that was probably some unrealistic Hollywood gimmick. Besides, she didn’t have a bobby pin anyway.  

She had been awake for quite some time, firstly fumbling with the lock on the cage and after that just sitting down and playing with the tartan plaid, waiting for something to happen. Eventually the lights were turned on. The room was bigger than she’d assumed when it was dark still. A small kitchenette on the side, counter tops filled with medical supplies and syringes, there was a desk with a computer, a security camera and there were three more cages just like hers although those were empty. 

After the lights had flipped on, half and half she suspected a police officer would come in and tell her she had been drunk and now her friends were here to pick her up. Her memory was fuzzy, sometimes when she drank a little too much at a frat party she blacked-out. So she figured yesterday another college party had run amok. Deep down she knew she didn’t get drunk at a collage party. She had come home for the summer. Yet she compulsively tried to make herself belief it was just a party. 

When the door swung open, a man came in wearing yoga pants and a black t-shirt. 

‘Good morning sweetheart, How are you feeling today?’ He asked. 

‘Sore.’ She said. She studied his face and the three moles on the side of his neck. 

‘That’ll be from the muscle tone test, those electric pulses shooting through your muscles making them spasm and relax always leaves people with a bit of a strain. It’ll pass in a day or two. The good news is, I now know exactly how much muscle relaxer I should give my little girl during transition.’ 

‘What?’ She asked. ‘Say that again?’ 

‘Is the medical terminology going a bit too fast for you. I thought you were a smart girl, you told me you went to college right?’ 

She nodded. ‘I did.’ She said hesitantly. She now remembered the guy in front of her was named Mart, and she had met him before at the public pool. Maybe a day ago, or a week ago, she had no idea how much time had passed. ‘Will you let me out?’ She asked. 

‘It’s not your fault.’ He reached into the cage and patted her on the head. ‘I know I sometimes get too wrapped up in all the technical mumbo-jumbo. The thing is, it doesn’t really matter if you understand or not.’ 

‘I don’t.’ Ezzy said. ‘I don’t understand. Will you let me out now.’ 

He smiled and shook his head. ‘No.’ He said. ‘Letting you go would be counter-productive and is not part of my plan.’ 

‘What is your plan? What do you want from me?’ 

‘Poor princess. It’s scary isn’t it? Waking up in a cage like this, not even remembering what has happened and how you ended up here.’ 

‘I do remember.’ Ezzy said. 

‘You do?’ He tilted his had and gave her a bemused little smile. ‘Tell me.’ 

‘You were at the pool.’ She said. ‘And you... you must have kidnapped me or something.’ 

‘Not bad.’ He said, picking some lint from his pants and blowing it away. ‘Now listen Ezzy. I can give you an injection, and it’ll help you to feel less scared and confused. Are you down for that?’ 

Without waiting for a reply he strolled towards the kitchenette and filled a syringe. He attached a shiny silver needle. 

‘You remember?’ He asked while dangling the syringe in front of the cage. ‘This makes you feel good, you want me to inject this into your arm?’ 

She bit her lip and tried her hardest not to comply. She needed to protest and escape. Yet her head bopped up and down and her mouth was telling him yes please. She stuck out her arm and presented him with her elbow.  

‘You do, don’t you?’ He pressed the needle against her bicep. She noticed a little sting as he broke through her skin. Rapidly he pushed the plunger down, releasing all the medicine into her blood. 

A warm cloud spread through her arm, making her fingertips tingle, a shiver ran up her spine. Her fears and worries just dissolved into a sea of numbness and satisfaction. Wave after wave of haziness slowing down her thoughts, making her sleepy and inattentive. 

‘Lie down now.’ Mart said. ‘In a moment the paralytic will kick in, remember?’

Her knees were getting weak and wobbly. Her fingers gripping tightly around the bars, trying to hold on. 

‘Lie down so you won’t hurt yourself sweety.’  

Her body was swaying and her head was feeling increasingly more heavy, it was hard to keep her chin op. Lying down was probably good advise, she thought. She let go of the bars and let herself drop to the floor. Her knee hit one of the bars quite hard and for a moment it hurt, but then the pain faded again. Her mind seemed to be swirling and twirling as if she was lost in the great big cosmos. 

‘Good girl.’ He said. He squatted down next to the cage and studied her, fervently making notes and writing down everything that happened. Although nothing really happened. Ezzy just limply lied on the floor of the cage and stared at the top, feeling more and more desensitized, more and more euphoric, until she was in heaven.

He rubbed her tummy, as if she needed soothing. ‘Now we just wait till the psychomorphic substances have done their job and they’ve made your brain nice and malleable. Enjoy your trip Sweety.’

The world was perfect, time space love harmony, everything came together, Ezzy had one epiphany after the other, she understood life, she understood happiness, all she needed to do was just... accept it, accept the euphoria flushing through her body. Why on earth wouldn’t she? Why on earth would she resist something that felt so good. Time was distorted and after what seemed like a few minutes he came back and told her the day was over. 

‘How are you feeling?’ He asked.

‘Good.’ She slurred a little. 

‘I expected nothing less from you.’ He said with a smile. He gave her a tablet to swallow for the night. It was bitter and granular and it fell apart on her tongue. She scrunched her nose and tried to spit it out, but the tablet had completely dissolved and there was nothing left to get rid of. A shiver ran down her spine and for a moment she panicked. She wasn’t suppose to be here, she didn’t belong here, she needed to find a way out. She didn’t try all that hard to escape though, after all he was the one that provided her with the injections, she’d better not make an enemy out of him. 

He sat down on a little stool next to the cage and tried to have a little conversation with her. Ezzy had a hard time concentrating though, she was yawning, and his voice just seemed to fade into the background noises. She nestled herself into the blanket on the ground, all fuzzy and warm, not a single care in the world, she closed her eyes, only for a moment. 

Soon she got used to the rhythm of her days here, there were only two moments during the day that really mattered. In the morning she would get an injection that made her euphoric and happy and in the evening she got a tablet that made her fall asleep like a baby. The rest of the day and night just went by in a blur, sometimes he asked her questions, sometimes he ran tests on her, sometimes he put her in a bathtub, she simply didn’t care about anything anymore.  

She had no clue how many days and nights passed, everything just strung together and her entire life was reduced to those two moments, the injection and the tablet. When he opened the door that morning she stood up, pressing her body against the bars of the cage and willingly presenting him her arm. Her skin was getting a bit bruised from all the injections, she stared at the blue and black spots on her arm. 

‘Someone is a bit eager today.’ He said. ‘Are you ready?’

She nodded enthusiastically. 

‘You are?’ He asked with a smile. ‘You’re ready to start transition?’

‘I’m ready for my shot.’ Ezzy said.

‘First lets test that little brain of yours, to see where you’re at.’ He sat down and took a clipboard on his lap. He asked her a bunch of questions she wasn’t really interested in. Only after she realized she would get her injections if he had finished the test she started to co-operate. 

‘What school do you go to?’ He asked. ‘How old are you?’ ‘Why are you here?’ ‘Who am I?’ ‘Who are you?’ 

None of his questions she could answer properly. She pushed the palm of her hand against her head and whacked herself a few time. She knew who she was right? 

‘Come on sweety, what is your name? Tell me, tell daddy your name.’ 

She was amazed by the lack of substance in her head, as if she was wiped of all personality, of all memories. It scared her to bits. She should at least be able to remember her own name, shouldn’t she? 

‘Is your name Ezzy?’ He asked. 

‘Yes,’ she said relieved. ‘I’m Ezzy.’ 

‘Are you daddy’s little girl?’ He asked. 

‘Yes.’ Ezzy said. ‘I’m daddy’s little girl.’ She wasn’t a hundred percent sure of that statement, but it sounded familiar, and she didn’t want to fail the test and not get her shot today. 

‘You’re right!’ He said clapping his hands together. He stood up from the stool. ‘You are ready indeed.’ 

He opened up the cage. The key screeching in the lock and then the bars swung away. She vaguely remembered the cage being opened before. Whenever he brought her food, or took her to the bathroom, or gave her a shower. But during those moments she had been drugged out of her mind. In an euphoric bliss she would compliantly do what he said, but now she wasn’t drugged.

‘You’ve forgotten my shot.’ She said. 

‘No I didn’t.’ He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her along. ‘Today we’re starting your transition, just be a good girl and listen to me.’ 

Ezzy meekly followed him up the stairs, through a long hallway with heavy wooden doors on either side, a marble bust, a dark painting with an extravagant picture frame, she looked at the shapes and colors. 

He briefly squeezed her shoulder and pushed a little peck on her temple. ‘Good girl.’ He mumbled. He guided her into a room that resembled an operation theater, although it could just as well be the set of a science fiction movie. There were loads of machines, and screens, lights flickering, cables, wires and hoses all twisted an messy, all surrounding the big center piece of the room. A padded operating table. 

Ezzy looked around, for days she’d only seen the bars of her cage, this was suddenly a lot to see. ‘Wow.’ She mumbled. 

‘You like it?’ He said. ‘Come on, hop on the table then.’ 

‘Why?’ she asked. ‘What’s happening now?’

He squeezed her cheek and subtly pushed her closer and closer to the table. ‘Today we reprogram you.’ 

‘I don’t wanna.’ Ezzy said. 

‘Sure you do.’ He said. ‘You’d like to be daddy’s little girl don’t you? Daddy makes you feel all good and happy, remember.’ 

Ezzy nodded. He made her happy with his injections, although today she didn’t get any yet. She stared at the table, the leather padding was old and chappy, at one point the yellow foam popped out a little bit. 

‘You remember all the injections daddy gives you?’ He asked. 

‘I want one.’ She said, showing him her arm. 

‘Lie down and you’ll get loads of different injections.’ 

‘Will they make me feel happy?’ Ezzy said. Now she climbed up on the table. 

‘Some might.’ He said. He pushed her down into a lying position, the lights beaming into her face, machinery around her hissing and beeping. He grabbed her wrist and started to tie her down. First her arms, then her legs, and lastly he placed three thick straps around her torso. The leather straps pressing into her skin, hurting her. 

‘You feel good?’ He asked. 

‘It’s too tight.’ Ezzy said. 

‘Which one.’ 

She nodded towards one of the straps and he loosened it, although she was still firmly tight down, unable to move, unable to escape. 

‘All good?’ He asked. 

‘Yes. Why is that?’ 

‘Just regular safety reasons.’ He said patting her on the tummy, his fingertip grazing passed the edge of her boob. ‘First lets make a brain scan and check the amount of deterioration in your frontal lobes, we don’t want any remaining memories messing up the new Ezzy, do we?’ 

‘I guess not.’ Ezzy said. 

He stuck some sensors to her face and forehead and then he put a helmet on her. She was completely surrounded by the soft black padded insides of the helmet. There was a hum, something vibrated and her entire head started to pulsate. She got scared, her heart was fluttering and intuitively she started to wriggle and pull on her bounds. She screamed and shook her head trying to get rid of the helmet. 

Eventually he removed the helmet. ‘There, there.’ He said. ‘That wasn’t so bad now was it?’ 

Ezzy nodded.

‘And will you look at that?’ He pointed to a computer screen and rambled on with a lot of terminology. Apparently those wriggly lines were a rendering of her brain, and the small yellow parts were delightfully small and the absence of green was something to celebrate. Ezzy looked at the colors, she didn’t understand and her feelings were torn. Her brains was commendable, that was something to be proud of, right? Or should she be scared and worried, what did it mean to have a perfect brain? What would happen next? What would he do to her? 

Ezzy let out a scream in protest and pulled on her bounds once more. 

‘I know, I know baby.’ He said soothingly. ‘Well start soon.’ 

He prepped a syringe and Ezzy’s chest started fluttering with happiness, in a moment she would be overpowered by euphoric bliss, in a moment she wouldn’t need to worry about anything anymore. 

The drug in the syringe wasn’t that familiar amber color, it was milky white. Ezzy frowned as she saw the needle approaching. He carefully looked for a vain and then he slowly released all of the medicine into her bloodstream. Ezzy closed her eyes and awaited the happiness, but the happiness never came. It was just a dull coldness spreading through her body quickly. A cloud of coldness growing bigger and bigger until those feelings covered her entire body. Ezzy looked up at him in fear. 

He just loomed over her, a secretive smile on his face, his fingers absent-minded stroking her forehead. ‘I know.’ He said. ‘It’s okay sweety, it’s all good.’ 

Involuntarily her body started moving and spasming. It was as if her muscles were awakening wanting to stretch and move. Her convulsing body slamming against the operating table over and over. 

‘See.’ He said. ‘Now aren’t you happy daddy has tied you down?’ He asked. ‘It’s just a bit of motor excitement before the anesthetic takes over, but we don’t want you to hurt yourself, do we?’ 

Her muscles were feeling tired and warm as if they became exhausted from all of the movement. A heat wave took over and chased away all those cold tingles. The padded table started to grow softer and she sank away limply into the leather. 

‘That’s it.’ Mart said. ‘No we can start.’ He hooked her up to a heart monitor and all sorts of sensors. An IV was shoved into her arm and attached to a drip and then another sort of drug started to slowly enter her bloodstream. Softly beeping. Ezzy didn’t feel any of the effects yet, she tried to concentrate, maybe she would start to feel happy soon, or maybe she would begin to yawn and fall asleep. Both would be welcome, she didn’t like being tied down and paralyzed like this, and any drug that would help her not to consciously register what was going on, she would welcome with open arms. 

She waited and waited, but nothing happened. He muttered something about a number that needed to get up to a seven, and when it was a seven he pulled out an anesthesia mask. 

Ezzy moaned and meekly protested as he pushed the breathing mask into her face. 

‘Sshhh.’ He said. ‘It’ll be fine. You’re safe. You’re with daddy now. Daddy is going to help you.’ 

Ezzy didn’t feel that safe at all. There was so much going on, so much beeping and hissing, so many lights flickering. She tried to grasp what was happening, what was he doing with her body and to what end? 

‘In a moment two different gases will fill up your breathing mask.’ He said. ‘I will turn them on one by one. It works best if you just keep breathing normally, don’t start panting, don’t start holding your breath, understood sweetheart?’ 

Ezzy let out an indistinct mumbling. 

‘The first gas is going to make sure you won’t remember anything from what happens today, the second gas will jump start neurogenesis. As the other girls have told me, neurogenesis can be a bit overwhelming and scary. Suddenly your brain starts sprouting all these neurons and creating all these new pathways. When you get scared just remember that daddy is here, just listen for daddy’s voice and daddy will help guide you through it all, understood?’ 

He looked at Ezzy’s face intently and gave her an endeared smile. ‘It’s all going to be fine sweetheart, tomorrow you’ll be my babygirl.’ He folded his hand over the anesthesia mask and pressed it into her face, the silicon rim resting on her nose and chin. A hissing sound and a lukewarm breeze caressed her upper lip. The sweet smell of spring and strawberries, she happily inhaled the gas and after a few breaths she started to feel the effects. The room started spinning, she felt dizzy and floaty. As if she was bobbing up and down on the waves of the pacific ocean, being soothingly rocked to sleep by the water. Her eyes felt heavy and started to shut. The breathing mask disappeared. 

‘Don’t fall asleep.’ A far away voice said, a voice from a different world. ‘Lets adjust the concentration and give you a bit more oxygen.’ She felt the rim of the mask on her skin again and started breathing eagerly. She wanted to sink deeper and deeper into this floaty drowsiness, she was balancing on the edge of sleep, dreamlike worlds emerged. 

She was only vaguely aware of the operating table and the gas keeping her calm and subdued, without tipping her over the edge and rendering her completely unconscious. 

‘That’s it.’ The far away voice said. ‘Here comes the second one.’ 

Ezzy didn’t even register the other scent, another gas filling up the mask, she was dreamily drifting, surrendering herself to the sleepiness, then a flash of light burst open, it was as if her brains exploded, as if she was in heaven now, but heaven started right inside her own mind. She didn’t exist, she was everywhere and nowhere, she was everyone and no-one. She was just a lost soul, waiting for a new body to reincarnate into, waiting to become a new person. 

‘Ezzy.’ A voice said. ‘Ezzy listen to me, you want to listen to me and you want to obey me, because listening and obeying makes you feel so good, and you want to feel good, don’t you? You’re lost without me. Lost without my words. Hold on to my words, my words are your life line, my words will become your reality. Forget everything you’ve ever learned, forget everything you ever were. You’re mine now, you’re helpless, you’re totally dependent on me, you need me to tell you who you are.’

Ezzy didn’t even make a conscious decision the words just etched themselves into her brain and started carving out a new personality. The voice controlled her, her body, her mind, the voice controlled everything that ever was and everything that was yet to happen. She didn’t understand how that was possible, but she didn’t need to understand, she just needed to obey.

Rhytmically, melodic, mesmerizing, repetitive and so very controlling. It shut her down, every thought she had was slowly erased, her memories had become inaccessible, she didn’t even miss them, because she couldn’t remember they had been there in the first place. 

She was a blank piece of paper, blank like a new born baby. 

She stared up at the ceiling of the operating table. Sounds and shapes, colors and sensations, just no conscious thoughts. Beeps and hissing, and soft pressure on her face, a tube-thingy sticking out of her arm. Then there was his face. He was leaning over her. It was the face that belonged to the voice. It was comforting to know he was close, to know her daddy was close and she was being kept safe.  

She needed him, she needed him so badly. She tried to reach out her arms to him, she to be picked up and held close to his chest. she couldn’t move her arms though, she was tied down for some reason. 

He leaned over her and smiled at her and instinctively she smiled back. He was cooing and making funny sounds until she chuckled. 

‘Good girl.’ He said. 

He released her legs and spread them apart, his fingers caressing the insides of her thighs, a soft and ticklish sensation, she squirmed and giggled. The fingers moving up until he touched the spot in between her legs, it was a magical sensation, like his fingers spread joy and happiness wherever he touched her. 

Slowly he slid a finger inside of her. Her body started panting and softly moaning, it was really pleasurable to feel him there on the inside. Her body becoming more and more excited and aroused, little spasms on the inside of her pussy. 

‘Good girl.’ He said musing. 

He added another finger, now she was even more filled up, he moved his hand back and forth, finger banging her, his thumb rubbing over her clit. Those sensations were simply too much for her brand new baby brain to comprehend. She was overwhelmed with pleasure, overwhelmed with sensations, she reached peeks of arousal she’d never known before and suddenly it all exploded. 

Is if arousal had been building up behind the floodgates and now the gates were opened and it burst out, splashing through her body, taking over her mind. Her body rocking and panting completely filled up with pleasure, drowning out any and all other sensations. 

‘Cum for daddy, daddy makes you feel good, all you have to do is obey daddy, cum for daddy sweetheart.’ 

As long as he kept talking to her, those climactic arousal kept on gushing through her groin and spreading out through her body. It was wonderful and exhausting at the same time. 

Eventually the orgasmic pleasures subsided and she was able to open her eyes again. For a moment she was filled with fear. She couldn’t see him. He’d left her here all by herself, he had abandoned her. Almost instantly she started sobbing. 

‘There, there.’ Daddy said. ‘I’m still here sweetheart, don’t you worry.’ He patted her on the belly and placed some scary looking instruments on the table next to her, they were shiny stainless steel instruments. 

‘Don’t worry.’ He said. ‘Daddy is just going to insert a little capsule that’ll help to unpotty train you, it won’t hurt.’ 

He pushed her legs further apart and then pushed the biggest shiny object into her pussy. It filled her up and stretched her out as daddy opened it wide. Daddy pushed a little oval shaped bullet inside of her, and with some tongs he moved it around until he was satisfied. It was a weird unpleasant feeling inside of here, especially compared to all the pleasures she’d felt a minute ago. Ezzy started squirming and protesting, but daddy just kept going without paying any attention to her meaningless moaning. 

She was getting less and less hazy though, as if reality slowly started to kick in again. She was laying on an operating table, she was tied down, bright lights, rough edges. The mask had slipped Ezzy now realized, that’s why she was getting increasingly more alert, the gases that were supposed to keep her subdued now blew against her earlobe. Her her mouth was freed up to breath in the regular air of the room around her. Good, she thought, getting a bit more lucid was a good thing, wasn’t it? 

‘All done.’ Daddy said. He removed the thongs and the speculum. ‘Let’s give it a test run.’

He looked at her pussy and pressed a button on a remote control. Ezzy felt and strange pinch deep down in her belly. It was as if she was zapped with electricity, her pussy muscles first tensing up and then releasing the tension again, as her muscles relaxed she felt something wet gushed out of her, a warmth spreading in between her legs, seeping into her butt crack, a puddle on the table getting bigger and bigger until it started dripping of and onto the ground. She was peeing, she now realized, she was lying in a big puddle of her own pee. 

‘Well done, sweetheart.’ He said. ‘That works like a charm doesn’t it?’ He leaned over and kissed her on her tummy and then on her pussy. 

Ezzy was confused and kind of appalled, she grumbled in disbelief and disgust. 

‘Don’t worry.’ Daddy said. ‘Tomorrow you won’t even remember. Just keep breathing the gas.’ Only now he looked at her face and noticed the breathing mask had slipped. With a worried look on his face he turned around and studied some graphs on the screen. 

Still frowning he readjusted the mask and put it back in place. ‘How long has this been askew?’ He asked. He clacked his tongue and pressed the mask firmly against her nose and mouth, as if that would compensate it. ‘How long, how long?’ He muttered. ‘Is anything compromised?’ 

 He looked at Ezzy, clearly not expecting an answer from her. He shook his head and focused on a screen again, scrolling through numbers and lines and graphs. ‘Hmm...’ He said. ‘Around 20 minutes ago there was an irregularity in your vitals, which could point to panic caused by increased awareness, but why then did it recover so beautifully. No. That must just be your orgasm, don’t you think?’ 

Ezzy just listened to his words without fully understanding them, it was soothing to know he was there, he was talking to her. She drifted away in to the mesmerizing bliss again, just enjoying the dreamlike detachment. 

‘Nothing appears to be compromised,’ he said. ‘I guess we’re in the clear. Let’s knock you out for the night. Sleep tight sweetheart.’ 

A heavy feeling in her lungs as the scent of the gas intensified. Floating away, the world dissolved into darkness, her eyes closed and then there was nothing. 







  
 

Part 2: The Transition
A tingling noise, a music box was playing its song over and over again. Ezzy grumbled and tried to fall asleep again, there was this delightful haze pulling her down, but the music kept on interrupting her sleep. She vaguely recognized the song, it was an old classical tune, followed by a brief moment of silence and then the same tune started over again. A childlike giggle.

‘Please stop.’ Ezzy grumbled without opening her eyes. 

It worked. It was peaceful and quiet and Ezzy surrendered to the drowsiness. Someone poking her cheek now, one pointy finger prodding her awake. 

‘Can you talk? Hey, sissy, sissy, wake up, can you talk?’

Ezzy opened her eyes begrudgingly. What she saw next confused her, there were white bars all around, a colorful dangling mobile over her head. She was laying in some sort of baby’s crib. She sat up and looked around, a cute pastel colored duvet with bears and clouds covered her legs and there was an array of stuffed animals surrounding her. 

She picked up a bunny with dangly ears and tried to make sense of it all. What happened, how did she end up here, where was she anyway? She frowned and tried to recall but her mind remained completely blank, it was just empty. Almost as if she had no memories besides the things she experienced a few minutes ago and right now. She was a baby, wasn’t she? It did make sense, no memories, she lied in a baby’s crib, in a big baby’s nursery. Yet something didn’t add up. 

‘Sissy are you awake now?’ There was a hand reaching into the cot and shaking her shoulder. On the floor next to her crib an adult woman suckled on the red ring of a stacking tower. She was dressed in a onesie, two messy pigtails were sagging. 

‘Maybe.’ Ezzy said. ‘I think so, I... might as well be dreaming still, maybe. My name is Ezzy by the way, not Sissy.’

The plastic ring was all wet, and a drip of saliva fell onto the floor. The woman tilted her head then removed the toy from her lips. ‘You’re my sissy, and I’m your sissy.’ The woman said. ‘My name is June. I asked daddy for a sissy to talk to and play games with, but he said you would be a little baby, and little babies can’t talk, but now you can talk, can you play games too?’

‘I guess, I don’t see why not.’ Ezzy said. She stood up, her body felt gawky and unruly, but if she held on to the bars she managed to stand up. The rim of the crib went up till her shoulders, she couldn’t climb over it and get out. She did manage to see herself in a large mirror on the side of the wardrobe. 

She was wearing a yellow footsie, and her hair was in two messy pigtails too, one of them was still on top of her head, the other one was sagged and bungled next to her ear. She was a grown woman, she looked like a grown woman, she had boobs. She felt her chest and squeezed in her own boobs. It weren’t those big fluffy extravagant boobs like June seemed to have, but it were unmistakable, small but adult boobs. She wasn’t a baby, she couldn’t be, right? Although according to her memories she just started existing a few minutes ago. But the world wasn’t new, she knew what things were called, she’d all these concepts and information in her head about boobs and bars, she could talk, babies couldn’t talk.  

‘Do you know what happened?’ She asked June. ‘Can you help me get out of here?’ She had no idea where to go, but running far away from this place seemed like a sensible thing to do. 

‘How old are you?’ June asked. ‘I’m two and a half, daddy says.’ 

Ezzy tilted her head. ‘You’re not two and a half, you’re at least twenty five, now tell me how did you get out of your crib?’ 

‘You’re silly.’ June said while scrunching up her nose. 

‘You’re useless.’ Ezzy said. Again she looked at herself in the large mirror. She recognized her own face, how could she though? How could she recognize herself without remembering who she was? Maybe she had a specific sort of brain damage causing amnesia, or something.

‘Are you mad or sad?’ June asked. ‘You’re voice says you’re mad, but your face looks like you’re about the cry.’ 

Ezzy fought back her tears and sank down upon the mattress in her cot. A grown woman in a nursery. Two grown woman in a nursery. One locked in a crib, the other playing with a stacking tower. Ezzy shook her head, she wrapped her arms around her own legs and hid her face in her knees. Softly she started sobbing. 

June patted her on the back and try to console Ezzy. 

‘Good morning girls.’ The door swung open and a man entered the room. A man with gray hair and friendly eyes. Ezzy felt a jolt of happiness, a soothing feeling of safety, like nothing bad would ever happen to her as long as he was close. She wanted to be hugged and comforted by him, almost as if he was her daddy. 

‘What’s going on?’ He asked while he squatted down next to June. 

‘Sissy is sad, daddy.’ June said. ‘She said I was twenty five and then she started crying.’ 

Now daddy focused his attention on Ezzy. His arm reaching into the crib and softly stroking the back of her head and the nape of her neck. It was calming and Ezzy’s tears started to dry up. 

‘So you can talk?’ He asked. 

 Ezzy shrugged and then nodded. 

‘And what did you two talk about?’ Daddy asked. 

 Ezzy didn’t answer. She just pushed her face against her own knees and tried to hide, tried to escape the situation. She heard June babbling, talking about games and toys. 

‘If I turn three I can play on the computer, right daddy?’ June asked. 

‘Sure sweety. But it isn’t your birthday yet for a really long time. Be a good girl, will you, and go play in the living room.’ 

‘In the ball pit?’ June asked excited. 

‘Sure,’ Daddy said. ‘Just make sure you clean up after yourself, and I won’t find scattered balls all the way into the bathroom and the kitchen.’ 

June happily skipped of, she closed the door and then it was just daddy and Ezzy left in the nursery. He came towards the crib and tried to lift her face. ‘How are you feeling Ezzy?’ He asked. 

She just ignored him. 

‘Happy, sad, angry, afraid?’ 

‘Mostly confused.’ She mumbled. 

‘Confused.’ He repeated. ‘That’s not a bad start. What are you confused about?’ 

‘Don’t know.’ Ezzy said. One part of her just wanted to trust him unconditionally and crawl away in his lap and snuggle up against his chest, while another part of her, a significantly smaller part, was warning her that he couldn’t be trusted, that she should be careful and try to plot for escape.

‘Tell me sweety, you can tell daddy anything. Daddy’ll help you.’ 

Ezzy kept silent. 

‘Daddy can fix anything, daddy can make you feel good and happy, remember daddies injections?’ He asked.

Ezzy shook her head. ‘I don’t remember anything.’ She snapped at him. ‘That’s the problem.’ For a moment she pushed her lips together. ‘I would like an injection though, please.’  

Daddy chuckled. ‘First things first, we’re going to have a little conversation, daddy needs to assess you so he can decide what kind of cocktail you need.’ 

Ezzy pressed her eyes so hard into her knees that she would see the little fluorescent green circles. She started panting and realized she might be hyperventilating. She counted her breaths in hope of calming down. 

‘What’s wrong honey?’ Daddy asked. ‘You don’t know what’s going on, don’t you? And that’s confusing isn’t it?’ 

‘I don’t even know who I am.’ Ezzy said, muffled into her own knees covered in yellow velvet onesie. 

‘You’re my baby.’ 

‘I’m not though,’ Ezzy said. ‘I know stuff, I have boobs, babies don’t have boobs.’ 

Daddy was shaking his head. ‘You sound confused indeed.’ He said. 

‘Beside I don’t want to be a baby.’

‘What do you want to be then?’ Daddy asked. 

‘Just me. Just who I am already.’ 

He brushed some crumbs of his sleeve, then he tapped his chin and looked at Ezzy inquisitively. 

‘And who may that be? Who are you then?’ He asked. 

‘I don’t know.’ Ezzy said. ‘That’s the problem.’

‘You are Ezzy.’ Daddy said in patronizing voice, ‘You are just my little Ezzy. My cute little baby that needs a daddy to take care of her.’ 

‘No.’ Ezzy said, adamantly shaking her head. ‘No, that’s not true, that’s not right.’

‘You’re a baby.’ Daddy said. ‘You’re wearing diapers still, look.’ He pointed to her own crotch. Ezzy looked down and then shook her head. ‘You hadn’t noticed yet?’ Daddy asked. He put his hand on the bulky fabric in between her legs and pushed it up against her pussy. It was a diaper indeed, how had she not noticed that before? It felt so familiar to wear a diaper, as if she’d never done anything else, it made her feel safe and small and... she shook her head. 

‘This isn’t me.’ She mumbled.  

‘No?’ Daddy asked. ‘You’re not a little girl that pees her pants still?’ In that moment she felt a weird pinch deep down in her pussy and a moment later her muscles all relaxed, warmth seeping out of her, wetness in between her legs that was quickly absorbed by the fabric, the diaper swelling and becoming even more bulky in between her legs, making her feel even more safe. 

‘I can feel you’re peeing.’ Daddy said his hand still covering the bulk in between her legs. ‘I can feel your diaper getting all warm and thick with your pee. You are a little baby aren’t you? You are a little girl that can’t control her bladder yet. What a luck you were wearing a diaper still.’ 

Ezzy nodded, his voice soft and soothing, the diaper making her feel small and safe. For a moment she was lured into his words, wanting to surrender to this whole new world and her role in it, to just be a baby. 

‘No.’ She said, trying to get a hold of herself. ‘No I don’t need a diaper, I can use a bathroom.’ 

‘So you don’t want daddy to change your diaper? You don’t want a nice fresh clean one?’

‘I do.’ Ezzy said. ‘I mean I don’t. I... a clean one would be nice, but I don’t need diapers. Are you somehow controlling me? Are you controlling my thoughts or my body? Or maybe both?’

‘Oh... poor thing.’ Daddy said. ‘You really are confused aren’t you? I’m just your daddy, daddy just knows their little girls that well.’ 

‘Okay.’ Ezzy said hesitantly. ‘I guess that makes sense, maybe.’ She frowned. It felt as if she was being pulled apart, two different sides of her fighting for control, it was a war. A war between giving into being a baby, or trying to escape. 

‘It’s a rough morning for you.’ Daddy said. ‘You know what, get some rest for now, maybe have a little nap. I’m going to check up on June.’ With those words he walked out the door and left Ezzy all alone in the nursery, locked in her crib. 

Ezzy lied down and stared at the ceiling, if she thought long enough or hard enough eventually things would start to make sense. After a while her soaked diaper started to feel cold and muggy. She opened her onesie and took the diaper off. It was heavy with her pee and it smelled slightly sweet, not like pee at all, maybe the diapers were perfumed or something. She rolled the diaper into a tight ball, but she couldn’t reach the bin, so she just pushed it out of her cot.

She hesitated putting her onesie back on, but then she decide she didn’t need a onesie, she took it off all together and hurled the velvety fabric through the nursery. Now she was naked, maybe getting rid of her onesie wasn’t the best idea. She wrapped a blanked around her bare shoulders, hiding in the pastel duvet cover didn’t make her seem anything less babyish than wearing the onesie. 

She kicked the foot board, she kicked the bars, maybe she could just tear down this cot and escape that way. From the other rooms came giggles and happy screams, daddy’s playful and soothing voice and for a moment Ezzy was jealous, she wanted to play with daddy in the ball pit too, get his attention, his hugs, his love, his comfort. 

After a while she heard June scanting for pancakes and then there was the banging and clanging of pots and pans. Ezzy was hungry too, she wouldn’t voluntarily eat those pancakes, but she kind of hoped they would force her to eat something. No one came though, as if they had forgotten about her, as if the entire world had forgotten about her. Her tummy rumbling, hurting almost. 

‘Can I have some pancakes too?’ She yelled. ‘Daddy? Daaa...ddddyyy!!’ 

It took a few minutes of yelling before he actually opened the door and came into the nursery. 

‘Look at that?’ He said while he walked into the room. ‘There’s a little girl trying to get daddy’s attention, are you hungry sweety? Why are you all naked? Where you trying to seduce daddy?’

Ezzy shook her head. She wrapped the blanket more tightly around her shoulders and daddy chuckled. ‘Don’t worry sweetheart, you’re a pretty little girl, you don’t have to hide that cute little body of yours.’ 

He reach into the cot and grabbed one of her boobs. A tender squeeze. His fingers rubbing over the nipple until she was panting and the nipple was rock hard. 

‘Good girl.’ He mused. His hands wandering further over her body, he rubbed her tummy and fumbled his hand in between her legs, toying with her muggy pussy. It was a pleasurable sensation, and for a moment Ezzy closed her eyes and just let herself be swept up in his skillful finger work. 

‘Did you take your diaper off so you could show your little bum-bum to daddy?’ He asked. 

Ezzy nodded and then shook her head. She wanted to say he wasn’t her daddy, but if he wasn’t her daddy there was no need to protest. Him fondling in between her legs wasn’t wrong if he wasn’t her daddy. Why resist something that felt so nice? 

She leaned back against the head board and opened her legs a little bit more, so daddy had a bit more room. The pleasurable sensation completely took over her mind, for a moment she didn’t have to worry, all she had to do was lean back and enjoy. At least that’s what daddy told her to do, to lean back and enjoy, and she willingly obeyed him. 

She started panting more and more, her hips spasming whenever he grazed her clit. The pleasures intensified, as if she was engulfed by a tick misty cloud of arousal swallowing her whole. She started to approach orgasm, her breathing irregular, all of her muscles tensed up. 

‘Daddy probably shouldn’t leave you without a diaper like that. Little girls who aren’t potty trained need a diaper.’ 

She started to fall over the edge, arousal skyrocketing and overtaking her body, a little painful pinch up in her vagina, and then everything just relaxed. She was orgasming and peeing at the same time. Was it pee? Maybe it was squirt, she didn’t know, there was just something warm drizzling out of her pussy over daddy’s hand and arm. Dazed from her orgasm she opened her eyes. Her arousal fading away, leaving room for shame to take over. She was blushing, she could feel her cheeks burning. She didn’t dare to look at daddy. Instead she just focused on her own fingernails. They’d recently been clipped she saw. 

‘See.’ Daddy said in a pretend strict voice. ‘Now you’ve peed all over the bed. We need to clean you up and change the sheets. Next time you’ll leave your diaper on, understood?’ 

Ezzy nodded. Not because she agreed, but because he seemed annoyed with her and she didn’t want him to get mad at her anymore. She really wanted him to wrap his arms around her and give her a big comforting reassuring hug, but he didn’t. 

He just inspected his watch. ‘Two hours and fifty minutes.’ He said. ‘How are you feeling?’

‘Erm... ‘ Ezzy stumbled and didn’t know what to say. She could say she was still feeling happy and satisfied because of her orgasm, or that she was ashamed because of the pee, or that she needed a hug real bad. She just shrugged. ‘Don’t know.’ She said. 

‘I’ll go check on June, and then I think you’ve had enough unmedicated training time. So let’s try to make it till the three hours and then daddy’ll help you feel more like a baby, okay? It’s been a bit of a rocky start, but nothing to be too worried about, nothing daddy hasn’t dealt with before.’

‘Huh?’ Ezzy said. ‘What does that mean, what are you talking about?’ 

He squeezed her cheek, with fingers that still felt muggy and damp, he was rubbing her own pee into her face. With the seem of her duvet cover she tried to wipe her face clean. He walked away and then shut the door behind him, leaving Ezzy to be on her own once more. She was hungry still, but she didn’t dare to scream for food anymore. In a puddle of her own pee, she sat. It was wet and gross and cold against her skin. She pushed the blankets away and removed the sheets from her mattress. Apparently the bottom sheet was made of oilcloth and the mattress beneath was still completely dry. She threw all the wet blankets over the rim of the crib and watched them lying crumpled up on the floor. 

Without blankets now she was getting cold. It was as if satisfaction just didn’t exist, there was always some level of discomfort somewhere. For a moment she kept quiet and tried to figure out what was going on in the other room, there was some soft chitchat, but the voices were too muffled to hear any words. 

She kept on mowing over scenario’s and explanations until she tired herself out. She lied down in the crib and picked up a pluche toy. A green elephant and if she squeezed the tummy a soothing lullaby sounded. She pushed the elephant against her ear and try to remember what song it was. Brahms, wasn’t it Brahms lullaby?

She was startled when daddy walked into the room. She jumped up and looked at him, quickly followed by June. June’s arms and tummy were covered in colorful lines of a felt tip marker. Only wearing a diaper, a big adult sized diaper with cute little bears and pacifiers in the pattern. 

‘Go play by yourself June.’ Daddy said in a strict voice. 

‘But I want to help.’ June said. ‘I want to help you and sissy and I want to be a good girl.’ 

‘Good girls listen to their daddy when he tells them to go play by herself for a little while.’ 

June pouted her lips theatrically, she stomped her foot. The big breasts jiggling up and down as she moped and protested. 

 ‘10,’ daddy said threatening. ‘9, 8, 7...’ 

‘But daddy.’ 

‘6.’ 

June stomped her foot once more and then turned around and slammed the door shut. Daddy came towards the crib. ‘Lots of rebellious girls today.’ He said while shaking his head. ‘Guess June is a bit worried she now has to share daddy’s attention.’ He smiled at Ezzy and came towards the crib. He shoved the wet blankets out of the way and studied Ezzy, just looming over her observing her,  making judgmental sounds. What did that hum mean? And that clacking with his tongue?  

‘So...’ He said. He clapped his hands together. ‘Time for the medicated part of your training, are you ready for your injection.’ 

‘I guess.’ Ezzy said hesitantly. 

‘Yeah you are,’ Daddy started cooing and poking into her belly. Ezzy thought it was bizarre, yet involuntarily she chuckled. ‘Yeah you are ready aren’t you?’ Daddy said. ‘Let’s drug this little girl.’

He prepared a syringe, all the while talking to her in a soothing reassuring voice, telling her she didn’t have to worry, the injection and the drugged drink he would feed her afterwards should help her to learn how to function on the level of a new born baby. The drugs would simply inhibit her motor skills and her cognitive functioning for now, until eventually her brain was ready to accept she was a baby and function on that level all by itself. 

‘Cool.’ Ezzy said with a hint of sarcasm in her voice. Daddy looked over his shoulder and took her up and down. He smiled and showed her the syringe. 

‘Ready?’ He asked. Ezzy gave him her arm and he carefully pressed the needle through her skin, pushing all the drugs into her bloodstream. Ezzy awaited the drowsy laziness and euphoria, but nothing happened. She stared at the little red dot the needle had left in her skin. 

‘It doesn’t work, I don’t think.’ She said. 

‘Sure it does.’ He said. ‘It’s a different cocktail than you’re used to, but in a moment you’ll start to feel happy, just wait and take this.’ Daddy said. 

He handed her an big over-sized baby’s bottle. He prodded the nipple against her lips. ‘Drink.’ He says.

Ezzy’s body started buzzing and feeling warmer, more satisfied and less worried. This she’d been waiting for. She smiled and  put the nipple into her mouth. She suckled on the milk that didn’t taste like milk at all, instead it was a syrupy yogurt-like structure, sweet and artificially flavored with chemical banana. It didn’t taste bad, it just wasn’t the milk she’d expected. 

The more she drank the better she felt and she started suckling with more enthusiasm. Daddy cheering her on and praising her endlessly for drinking the milk. 

‘Good girl.’ He kept on saying, almost as if he was on repeat, good girl, good girl, good girl. Rhythmically, mesmerizing, soothing. It felt like she was shrinking, as if her intelligence was slipping away from her, if her brain had been a fire it was now reduced to a weak little flame. Her world seemed simpler, all she had to do was keep drinking, if she kept drinking she would feel good and daddy would tell her she was a good girl. Easy as that. The rest of the world seemed infinitely more complex, but she didn’t need to worry about all the things she didn’t understand, for now she just drank and chuckled at daddy, each time he made those weird noises. 

The world condensed into one tiny moment, her, her bottle of milk and daddy. She was feeling warm and satisfied, her muscles sinking heavy into the mattress, she was drifting away in her crib, the world was growing and growing while she was getting smaller and smaller. A little baby unable to move, unable to think. Just cooing and chuckling at daddy. Just toying around with her own tongue that felt weirdly warm and wet. 

Then the bars disappeared, all the white bars that had kept her in the crib suddenly weren’t there anymore, daddy was there though, he sat down next to her and started to pull on her body, rearranging her limbs so she wasn’t sore and crumpled up anymore. That was kind of him. She wanted to reach out to him, but when she lifted her arm it just swayed aimlessly through the air and bumped into the headboard. 

Daddy leaned over her. He looked so happy, he caressed her cheeks, and made cute little sounds. 

‘That’s it.’ He said. ‘That’s daddy’s little girl, there she is again. It feels good to be daddy’s sweetheart, doesn’t it?’

Ezzy just smiled at him and from her mouth a purring sound emerged. 

‘Cute little Ezzy-bezzy.’ Daddy said. ‘Overtime you’re brain will learn to function like this all on it’s own, wouldn’t that be nice?’

Ezzy cooed and swayed her arms through the air once more. Listening to daddy’s voice made her feel so happy in her tummy, his eyes focused on her, getting all of his attention. She didn’t have to think about it, she just responded intuitively, making purring and cooing sounds, smiling when he was close and fuzzing when he walked to the other side of the room to put the bottle away and to get a bib to clean her face.  

No consciousness, just intuition, almost as if she was dreaming and awake at the same time. 

‘I can say anything now, can’t I? You won’t understand me anyway, you’ll just be smiling at daddy won’t you? Cause you are daddy’s happy little girl. Who’s a happy little girl? Who’s my happy little girl... I think it’s.... Ezzy.’ 

He tickled her tummy and Ezzy squirmed and giggled. No curator, no inner monologue, just the purest form of joy, an all-encompassing faith in daddy. 

Daddy lifted her from the bed, her head resting against his chest, she could feel the warmth of daddy’s skin against her cheek, she was floating in a cloud of his aftershave, his voice reassuring and funny at the same time. 

He carried her to a bathroom and put June and Ezzy in the tub. The bubbles were all pretty, and shiny. June played around with them, but Ezzy just slouched in the water and looked at them in awe. Each bubble reflected a the sunlight falling in through the window, it was as if she took a bath in rainbow sparkles. She reached out her hand but her heavy arm splashed into the water. Droplet flying through the air. June started giggling and splashing too. 

Ezzy tried to do it again. Working hard to lift her arm out of the water and then just surrendering to the lazy lethargy and letting it drop again. Daddy was playfully complaining about getting wet, but that only ignited more joy in June and Ezzy. 

Ezzy was getting tired quickly though. After a while she just slouched back into the warm water, letting the whole experience just wash over her, the sloshing of the water, the bubbles popping against her skin, the echoing sounds. The sponge softly rubbing over her skin, her thighs in between her legs. Daddy poured scoops of water over her hair and shoulders and Ezzy was in heaven. 

After the bath he lifted her out of the tub and swaddled her in an enormous towel. She was completely wrapped up exactly like a new born baby, all nice and snuggly, the terry fabric giving her some nice deep pressure making her feel safe and secure. 

The euphoria lingered on and Ezzy was satisfied and smiling. After daddy had helped June get dressed he put a clean diaper on Ezzy. First he rubbed some cream on her pussy and groin, his fingers darting around full of care and tenderness. Ezzy closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations. After that he sprinkled some powder all around. 

It wasn’t talc powder, daddy said, it was a magical daddy powder and if she was a good girl and peed in her diaper instead of in the bed then the powder would do a magic trick and make her feel good. It was nice listening to his voice, his hands gesturing to emphasize his words, his eyebrows bobbing up and down as he explained, the sounds and sights were all so familiar and soothing.

Daddy pulled a romper over her diaper and closed the buttons in between her legs, then he carried her to the living room. He laid her down on a play mat, with dangling toys over her head. There were colorful stuffies all around, there was indeed a huge ball pit and a tent, there were building blocks and felt tip markers, there was a race track, and a humming top. The colors enticed Ezzy, the entire world only colors and shapes and these bright toys were the most attractive colors and shapes out there. Ezzy wanted to reach over, but couldn’t move her arms or legs, she couldn’t even wiggle her torso around. All she could do was stare up at the dangling toys. They swung back and forth in a mesmerizing rhythm. Then a face, with red cheeks and dark blue eyes leaned over her. It was June looking down on her.

‘Can I play with her, daddy? Please?’ She asked. 

Apparently daddy said it was okay, because then June started talking at her. ‘Look Sissy, this is the butterfly, if you pull on the butterfly then it flies up again.’ She pulled on a orange and yellow colored toy and it moved around. She pushed and pulled with all the toys surrounding Ezzy. Talking a million words Ezzy didn’t know and couldn’t understand, explaining what the toys did, what the toys were called, it didn’t matter. The world was perfect. Ezzy was feeling wonderful and June could talk, or not talk, nothing mattered all that much. 

She didn’t know how much time had passed, it could’ve been minutes or hours. June had stopped playing with her and was now hugging and talking to a rag doll. 

Eventually daddy came towards her, he played with her, also saying words she didn’t know. Suddenly she felt that electric pinch down in her pussy, and then she was peeing. Her crotch getting warm and wet, the fabric of the diaper soaking it all up, getting even more thick and bulky. The fabric pressing tightly against her pussy, and then there was another feeling, a variation of happiness, that started right between her legs inside her wet bulky diaper. 

‘See, if you pee in your diaper like little girls are supposed to, daddies magical powder will turn into an aphrodisiac, so addictive isn’t it? You’ll want to use your diaper, again and again and again.’ He pushed the bulk of her diaper against her pussy. ‘Good girl. Now enjoy.’ 

He stood up and disappeared. Ezzy didn’t mind. She’ll just happily laid there reveling in the euphoria and the arousal she felt. Completely wrapped up in the moment and the sensations. 

After a while daddy came back, he put her in a big high chair and secured her in a harness. June was also put in a highchair but she didn’t have to wear a harness. Daddy put a bowl of porridge on her tray it had a dull gray color, but June got to eat rice with a vibrant yellow sauce. Ezzy wanted to eat the yellow rather than to eat the gray. She leaned over, she managed to reach over and dip a finger in the yellow sauce, but then June started screaming and daddy shoved their high chairs further apart.

‘Is the paralytic flushing through?’ He asked as he bumped his finger into Ezzy’s nose. Ezzy giggled. He leaned over her and pulled on the straps of the harness securing her even more tightly.

‘Eat your porridge.’ He said. 

Ezzy was hungry, she dipped her finger into her own boring bowl. Her muscles were still heavy and unruly. They were hard to control, but she could move, at least being able to move was a step upwards wasn’t it? She lifted her arm and suckled the porridge of her fingers. A big dab fell of into her lap and daddy grumbled as he wiped the porridge of her leg.

Blobs everywhere, on her tray on the ground, she tried to suckle a bit of porridge of her elbow, but she lost control of her arm and it slammed into the tray, throwing the entire bowl of porridge on the floor. 

Ezzy looked down and figured she would get punished or scolded. Daddy just sat there with this enigmatic grin on his face. He just leaned back and observed her futile attempts to feed herself. Frustrated with her own body, and her rumbling tummy she fussed and moaned. Kicking her legs against the high chair, a dull pounding sounded but neither Daddy nor June leaned over to help her. When Daddy and June were done, Ezzy had still only managed to cover her lips with a few blobs of porridge and her tongue was tired trying to recover food from her chin and cheeks. 

Daddy got up and started to do the dishes, while June was pressing herself into his legs, grabbing Daddies butt, pressing her boobs into his arm, kissing his elbow.  

‘Will you cuddle with me tonight daddy?’ She asked in a sweet and innocent voice that somehow felt theatrical. ‘I need cuddles.’ 

‘You do indeed.’ Daddy said. When they finished the dishes daddy sat down on the couch in the living room and June snuggled up against him. Ezzy was totally forgotten in her messy high chair. She tried to wiggle out of the harness, she let out some displeased moans and kicked and fussed around. 

Daddy didn’t even look up, he gave June loads of little pecks and kisses on her forehead and suddenly they were kissing, full blown tongue against tongue kissing. 

Ezzy was still hungry and grumpy but also somewhat flabbergasted by the tongues swirling around each other, exchanging saliva. Pressing their bodies closer together, rubbing their bodies together, they seemed totally enchanted by each other. 

‘Why don’t you kneel in front of daddy and take daddy in your mouth for a little while.’

‘Can I?’ June asked. ‘Can I please daddy, please, please, please.’

She slid of the bank and knelt in between daddy’s legs, she eagerly watched as he rubbed his hand over the bulge in his pants. Rubbing her cheek into his thigh as if she was a little kitten purring and begging for attention. Eventually he unbuckled his pants, opened his zipper and took his dick out. 
‘Oh wow, daddy.’ June said full of wonder. ‘It’s so pretty daddy. It’s so big and beautiful. I want to feel it in my little cunty daddy.’ 

‘First take it in your mouth sweetheart.’ Daddy said. 

Ezzy turned her head away. She didn’t want to witness this, although out of curiosity she kept looking back every now and again. She watched June opening her mouth and taking daddies dick into her mouth completely, she gagged and coughed but she managed to shove it into her mouth all the way, when she stuck out her tongue she could lick his balls, barely though, only for a few seconds until she gagged and had to grasp for fresh air. 

Ezzy got turned on watching them, her pussy was tingling just from seeing daddies cock. Although his cock wasn’t that amazing, was it? It was averagely sized, maybe slightly thicker and slightly more curved, it was in no way a big impressive porn cock. 

How did she know? If she had no memories whatsoever before this morning, how would she know what an average penis looked like, what an average porn cock looked like? And June... June was just a full grown adult woman, the pigtails wouldn’t hide her curvy adult body, and little girls definitely didn’t beg for their daddies cock like that, did they?

Yet June enthusiastically threw herself at daddy. She licked and kissed and let him slide in an out of her mouth, until daddy closed his eyes and let out a satisfied grumble. 

‘Good girl.’ He said. His hand resting on the top of Junes head, moving her back and forth over his dick. 

‘Where’s my other one?’ He said. He pushed June out of the way. He came towards the high chair and unbuckled Ezzy. He carried her to the couch, so she could lean against his torso, and while June was nurturing his cock again, daddy wrapped an arm around Ezzy en pushed his hand into her diaper. 

He started rubbing her pussy and clit, until Ezzy was panting in his arms. She was hungry and confused, she probably could’ve struggled, but the pleasurable feelings were just too powerful and overwhelming, she didn’t want to struggle or escape. She just wanted to lean against daddy and completely loose herself in those pleasures. She wanted to let go, just forget about her worries and surrender to the pleasures.

 She closed her eyes and drifted off. In the background sounded the slobbering of June sucking on the cock. The rhythm traveling through their bodies, through the couch, and then daddy orgasmed. He let out a loud moan, his muscles all tensed up, irregular panting and little spastic convulsions. 

‘Good girls.’ Daddy said still out of breath. ‘Both of you.’ First he gave June a little kiss on her forehead and then he gave Ezzy a peck on her cheek. 

‘So bed time, who wants to go to bed first?’

‘Me, me, me,’ June said. Since Ezzy didn’t object June got her way. Daddy took her into the nursery. Judging by the sounds that came from the other room Ezzy assumed they were still snogging and cuddling each other.

Ezzy could move around a little, her muscle movement was still heavily impaired, but she wasn’t paralyzed anymore. She rolled off the couch and fell onto the ground, a dull pain in her hip, she tried to stand up, but she couldn’t, she just swayed and tipped over, so she crawled and pulled herself over the ground. First she approached the door of the nursery she wanted to interrupt daddy and June, she wanted to join in and not be ignored. But just as she was about to knock, another feeling came over her, as if her own brain tried to warn her for something, telling her she needed to escape. For a moment she hesitated then she started crawling towards another door. It took ages of struggling and reaching before she managed to open the door. It wasn’t the way out, it was just a dark office, with a desk and some bookcases. 

She worked her way over to another door, she was heavily panting and out of breath when she finally managed to open that other door. It was a bedroom, an adult bedroom with a large double bed, messy sheets and piles of dirty clothes laying on the floor. 

Ezzy just sank onto the floor. She laid her head down for a moment. She was exhausted. She would just take a little rest, there were three more doors to try. She would, in just a few minutes, she only needed to rest her body for a moment. Her hand slipped in her diaper, she was still kind of horny, daddy had fumbled around down there, but he hadn’t brought her to orgasm yet. 

‘Hi there.’ A voice said. Startled Ezzy opened her eyes. Suddenly daddy was standing next to her, she didn’t hear him coming, and now he was looming over her, smiling. Ezzy blushed and pulled her hand out of her diaper. 

‘What are you doing here?’ Daddy asked. He looked at his watch. ‘Have the effects of your medicine started to fade? I guess it’s about time. Were you just exploring? You weren’t trying to escape now were you?’ He squatted down next to her, his hand rubbing over her tummy. Ezzy involuntarily smiled at him. 

Daddy seemed somewhat suspicious though, he didn’t smile back, he just squinted his eyes while he looked her up and down. 

‘You hungry?’ He asked eventually. 

He prepped a bottle of milk and laced it with a sleeping agent, at least that’s what he told her. He carried Ezzy back to the couch and pulled her on his lap. He cradled her and rocked her back and forth. Ezzy was soothed by the rocking movement, she closed her eyes and snuggled her head against his chest. The nipple of the bottle pressing into her lips, she opened her mouth and started suckling. It felt nice a safe. For a moment she didn’t worry whether she was actually a baby or not, all was good resting her head against his bicep, being rocked, being spoken to so soothingly, suckling on the luke warm creamy milk. If she wasn’t a baby she would want to be. 

The milk seeping over her tongue, she got drowsy and inattentive soon, her mind just happily drifting into other worlds, dreamlike imaginations, rivers filled with starlight, surfing on waves of flowers and butterflies. 

Daddy’s hand slipped into her diaper, he fondled around with her pussy and then ordered her to pee. Her body obeyed without her mind paying attention, a slight pinch and then a wave of relaxation traveling through her pussy, she relieved herself against his fingers. 

‘Good girl.’ He said softly. ‘She was getting aroused but also increasingly sleepy at the same time. She barely even noticed him changing her diaper and putting her to bed. 

 

It was dark all around, it took a while before Ezzy was getting used to the darkness and able to see some shapes and shadows. She noticed the bars surrounding her and vaguely remembered she was lying in a baby’s crib. As she was looking around the events of yesterday slowly started to come back, being bathed, peeing in a diaper, trying to eat porridge. 

She was a baby. It all made sense. A deep sigh of relieve, that sense of imminent doom wasn’t necessary, there was nothing wrong. She was probably just scared of the dark. Intuitively she started to suck her thumb. A soothing feeling came over her, her body and mind both wanted to lean into it, being nurtured and cared for like a little baby was easier than being on edge and confused all day. 

Still something inside of her was protesting. She fussed around in her crib, the curtains were closed, but through some creeks she could see it was getting light out already. She pulled herself up with the bars of the cot and looked around. A nursery filled with toys, a dresser filled with diapers, a big wardrobe. She could see her own reflection in the big mirror mounted on the wardrobe. 

The body of a full grown woman, breasts and hips she had, but she also the pigtails en the onesie of a baby, she wore a diaper just like a baby, and she had the muscle control of her toddler. Her thoughts were way too fast though, and her vocabulary was too big to be a new born baby, new born babies, wouldn’t have this inner dialogue about muscle tone and pigtails. 

Her thoughts were like and endless mill, just grinding and grinding whatever she saw, scrutinizing every little detail and then mowing over everything that just didn’t seem to add up. She wouldn’t mind it if her thoughts kept quiet for a while. If daddy would come. Her chest was filled up with an intense longing for daddy, it was more than a desire, it was an intrinsic need. Daddy needed to come and help her subdue her thoughts, he would need to feed her some medicine to slow down her thinking. 

She sat down in her crib again. She grabbed a little purple penguin against her chest, and tried to sooth herself that way. Something wouldn’t let her cry out for daddy, something prevented her from sobbing and yelling until daddy came to hug and drug her. She just pulled her knees towards her chest and waited. He would come, that she was sure of, eventually he would come. 

After a while June woke up too, Ezzy could hear her tossing and turning. Crying a little bit. Maybe June would cry out for daddy now, daddy had to get here soon. Ezzy observed June as she stretched and rubbed her eyes. Then June fumbled with her fingers on the side of the cot and a moment later the bars swung to the side and June slipped out of bed. She strolled through the bedroom, kicking around some toys and sat down next to a colorful doll house and she moved the little plastic dollies up en down while softly mumbling, positioning them in the living room or in the kitchen. June suckled on something that seemed to be a jacuzzi for the doll house. 

Just softly playing, no screaming and yelling for daddy. Ezzy wondered if she should say something, like ‘good morning’ or ‘how are you’, but she didn’t even know if she was able to talk, she didn’t trust her own tongue and vocal cords. She lolled out her tongue and touched it with her fingers, warm, wet and soft. It seemed normal, right? She mouthed the words good morning, but when she tried to add voice only some incoherent mumbling sounded, just like she expected. 

She did manage to get June’s attention. 

‘You awake sissy?’ She asked. ‘Wanna play a game?’ 

Ezzy nodded. At least she could try. To play a game June had to help her get out of her cot, right? No. Ezzy stayed in the cot. June just spread out the memory cards in front of the crib. She won, off course, because everytime Ezzy was about to get a pair, she pretended not to understand Ezzy’s pointing and mumbling and turned over some random other cards.

When daddy walked into the room a jolt of happiness went through Ezzy’s chest. She jumped up and smiled at him, part of her wanted to reach out her arms and be hugged by him, but another part of her just followed every bit of his actions conspicuously. 

He changed June’s diaper, let her pick out a dress and brushed her hair. Then he patted her on the diapered bum and send her out to play in the living room. 

When June was gone he came over to Ezzy’s crib. 

‘And how’s my litle baby today?’ He asked. 

Ezzy produced some random syllables that pleased him greatly. 

‘Confused still?’ He asked. 

She nodded. 

‘I’m impressed with your progress.’ He said nodding. For a moment he studied his watch, then he tilted his head and studied Ezzy. ‘Let’s try to make it till four hours today.’ He said. He clapped his hands and then cupped her face. He put a big kisses on both of her cheeks. 

‘Four hours.’ He said again, holding up four fingers, ‘and then daddy’ll give you something to help you with your confusion.’ 

When Ezzy realized that meant she had to wait four more hours before she would get medicine she pouted her lips, she kicked against the bars of the cot and let out a whining cry. 

‘What are you protesting, sweety?’ Daddy asked. ‘You being here and daddy treating you like a baby or having to wait a little while before daddy will give you a shot?’

Ezzy was getting increasingly more frustrated about not being able to express herself. She threw the purple penguin at daddy and stomped her foot on the mattress, that made her wobble and she fell onto your bum. 

Daddy smiled. ‘I’m guessing you’re protesting not getting your medication right now, since you seem to have embraced your impaired motor skills and your lack of verbal skills. That’s your pure unmedicated brain telling me, you want to be a baby.’ He said musing and cooing. He poked a finger in Ezzy’s tummy and tickled her until she giggled. 

‘See, that’s my happy little girl again, no more grumpiness, just happy giggles. Lie down sweety, so daddy can change your diaper.’ The bars swung away and daddy opened her diaper, he rubbed some cream on her and Ezzy’s tummy filled up with a warm arousal, unintentionally her hips started trusting forward, pushing her pussy into his hand. He caressed and fondled her for a little while, without leading her to climax and then he swaddled her into a new diaper. He pushed a mint green dress over her head, and sat her down in a princess chair so daddy could brush her hair.

Tender strokes, the brush rustling through her hair. She got the chills and closed her eyes. It was wonderful being cared for like that, she felt precious. Like he cared about her and he wanted what was best for her. It was as if she was his little princes. Her tummy nervously tingling with butterflies, and she started giggling. 

With her hair neatly tucked into two pigtails, he carried her to the dining table and secured her in the high chair. June could eat on her own, but Ezzy was spoon fed some yogurt with muesli. The entire morning they played on the floor of the living room. June mucking around with dolls and crayons and the ballpit, while Ezzy was more drawn to a soft baby’s book with cellophane inside that made a nice crinkly sound whenever she squeezed it, she suckled on one of the pages until it was wet with saliva and daddy took the book away from her and gave her a toothing ring with beats on it instead.

After lunch daddy squatted down next to her. He inquisitively looked at her, and brushed a few loose strands of hair out of her face. ‘How are you feeling?’ He asked. Ezzy just muttered some incoherent syllables. 

‘I’m really impressed with you.’ He said. ‘After that rocky start yesterday I thought we were going to have a tough time with you, but you’ve shown me today you really want to be my little girl don’t you?’ 

Ezzy smiled at him. 

‘I still want to try if we can regress you a little bit further. If we can suppress your motor skills and your cognitive functioning a bit more. Wouldn’t it be fun to see how far we can push it with you?’ He said. 

Ezzy reached up her hand and try to grab his face. 

‘Yes.’ He said patronizing. ‘We’re going to push you even further. So we’re going to give you a nice injection, you’ll like those don’t you.’

Ezzy nodded. She managed to grab his ear and now daddy pulled on her fingers to free himself from her grasp. She was laughing and chuckling. 

‘I want an injection too.’ June said.  

But daddy just shook his head and said it wasn’t necessary, that June was perfectly fine the way she was and that he didn’t have time to put any work into her today. June shoulders dropped and somewhat sad and grumpy she walked away. 

Daddy prepared a syringe and pushed the medicine into Ezzy’s thigh. A wave of warmth and happiness spread through her body, her confusion was gone, there was just euphoria, there was just this drug induced trip her mind was going on, and Ezzy happily submitted to that drowsy haze. 

Days strung together. Each day Ezzy woke up less and less confused, and over time she started to accept the regression her mind and body had gone through, she didn’t question it anymore, she didn’t fight it anymore, and whenever that far aways voice started screaming and panicking in the back of her head, urging her to plot an escape, she just fuzzed and yelled for daddy, so he would come and give her a new injection. She liked being a baby, she liked being nurtured and fed. She liked being care free, not a single worry in the world, not a single responsibility bugging her and stressing her out. 

Just sounds and voices, colors and shapes. Snuggling into daddy’s lap and drinking from her bottle, laying in her cot looking up at the dangling mobile, daddy’s hand in her diaper fondling her and making her feel good. She suckled on toys en enjoyed bath time with Sissy June. Life was good, life was a string of happy days and each day was a string of happy events. 

Sometimes when they took a bath, she and June fondled each other. She liked it a lot to feel June’s fingers in between her legs, June’s thumb sliding into her pussy and fucking her, while she sank away in the bubbles and the warm water. Sometimes they rubbed their wet soaped up bodies against one another, it was exciting and all slippery to hug each other like that. 

Sometimes they competed for daddy’s attention, pushing their boobs forward, begging for daddy to put his finger in their pussies, begging for daddy to stick his dick in their mouths. Usually daddy gave in and let the two of them play with or fight over his cock. 

Sometimes when daddy was changing Ezzie’s diaper, he got turned on, his hands rubbing over his pants, playing with himself, until eventually he got his dick out of his pants and rubbed it against Ezzy’s pussy. 

‘Ssshh, little one.’ He would say, even though Ezzy was over the moon feeling his penis that close to her skin and not at all in need of comfort and soothing. ‘Ssshh, it’ll be over soon, this is what daddies do with their little girls, just let daddy have his way with your body.’ Then his cock would slide into her pussy and Ezzy would moan and sigh. It was such a satisfying feeling. He knew how to please her so well, he knew how to read her so well. His cock sliding in and out, she felt his pubic hair chafing against her skin, he filled her up, he brought her to orgasm, over and over again. He brought himself to orgasm with her body, whenever he wanted. 

They lived in happy harmony with the three of them. Daddy taking care of both the girls, and the girls just being adorable and cute and playing around with toys, and sometimes with each other. They were happy until June started to act out more and more. 

At first Daddy thought she was just jealous that she had to share daddy with Ezzy now. However even after he had explained how he loved June very much and that having a little sissy didn’t change anything about his love for her, she kept acting out. Screaming, Yelling, Throwing toys. She was flat out disobedient, and got spanking after spanking. At least one time a day June would get herself worked up and have a huge tantrum. After a while the spankings didn’t cut it anymore, daddy started to give June more and more medication and she was taken downstairs for more maintenance almost twice or three times a week. Until one day when Ezzy woke up, June wasn’t in her crib, June wasn’t in the nursery at all, June had disappeared. 







  
 

Part 3: The new girl
Ezzy woke up in silence. No cheerful chattering, no rumbling on the ground, no snoring or heavy breathing in the crib next to her. Ezzy was completely alone. It scared her, she missed June. Ezzy started to fuss and cry so that daddy would come and get her. He barged into the room and said she was awfully noisy this early in the morning. He pretended not to even notice that June was missing, he just went on with his day. He tenderly fucked Ezzy while changing her diaper, he put her in a footsie and brushed her hair. Ezzy only had a left a limited vocabulary and most of the things she didn’t understood or didn’t care about so she didn’t need any words for them. She cared about June though. 

‘Sissy?’ She asked daddy. 

‘Sissy is not here anymore.’ Daddy said, while pulling the hairbrush through her tangled hair. 

‘Sissy.’ Ezzy said again. After he was done with her pigtails, she crawled towards June’s cot, she pulled herself up at the bars. ‘Sissy,’ she said. 

‘That’s right,’ Daddy said. ‘That’s where your sissy used to sleep, but June is gone now.’ 

‘Sissy.’ Ezzy said again. 

Daddy sighed. ‘I’ll get you a new sissy, okay? It’s just going to take a while. You know a lot of preparation goes into scouting a new girl.’ 

‘Where Sissy, Sissy where?’ Ezzy crawled on all fours, from daddy to the empty crib to daddy again. ‘Where Sissy?’ 

‘Come here.’ Daddy said. He picked her up and carried her into the living room. He put Ezzy on his lap and Ezzy snuggled up against his chest. She felt happy and safe and she closed her eyes for a little while. Daddy stroke her forehead and gave her lots of kisses. 

‘June was getting used up,’ He said, ‘you remember how she had more and more of those tantrums lately? When a sissy gets all those tantrums that usually means we’re approaching the end of the road. I could’ve stalled for a little bit give her even more medicine, give more maintenance treatments, but I was getting bored of her anyway, she’d been here for over two years. So I let her go. She’s back to being big adult June in the outside world now.’ 

Ezzy enjoyed his embrace, the soothing voice, the soft caresses, the sensations from his fingertips on her forehead where mesmerizing. 

‘Ezzy too.’ She murmured.

He just kept on stroking and caressing her until she was completely calmed down and compliant, then he put her in the high chair and spoon fed her some porridge. Ezzy looked at the empty chair. 

‘Sissy,’ she said. 

‘That used to be sissy’s chair,’ daddy nodded. ‘You’re right, but sissy is gone now, remember, sissy has gone outside now.’ 

‘Ezzy too. Ezzy outside too.’ Ezzy said. 

‘You want to go outside?’ Daddy asked. ‘We can go play outside today. It’s going to be hot out anyway.’ He brought some of her toys with them and they played around on the grass besides his house. Well Ezzy just laid on her back cooing and suckling on a teething ring while looking up at the blue sky filled with only a dollop of cloud here and there, the mountains peeking out over the trees, dark rugged peeks, with some eternal snow on the top. The leaves of the trees were turning red and yellow, some leaves were blowing in the wind drifting down onto the grass. It was a beautiful day, late in summer or early autumn. Ezzy rolled on her tummy and tried to crawl towards one of the yellow leaves, but daddy picked her up and put her on the plaid again. 

After a few days she got used to being alone. All of daddy’s attention was now focused on her. When he bathed her, he only have to scrub and look after Ezzy. He took his time and really spoiled her, with fancy soap and bubbles and lots of attention. He hugged and kissed her all day long, she didn’t have to share his cock, there was just so much more Daddy for her to enjoy. 

Only when she woke up next to the empty crib she remembered June had once been here and had now disappeared. Each morning she kept asking daddy to go to sissy, but daddy kept distracting her, with toys and hugs and baths and colorful sprinkles in her morning porridge. 

One morning it was raining, the drops drumming against the window. Ezzy screamed and fuzzed until daddy came to get her out of the got. 

‘Sissy?’ She said. 

‘No.’ Daddy said again. ‘I’ve picked you a new sissy, but it takes a while to stalk her and determine the right moment to take her and bring her here.’ 

‘Ezzy too. Ezzy help you.’ Ezzy said. 

Daddy shook his head. ‘That’s kind of you sweetheart, but you can’t help daddy. You’re a tiny little baby. I’d have to put you in a wheelchair and make people believe you’re mentally disabled, I don’t have time for that, I need to focus.’

He put his hand on Ezzy’s tummy and quickly moved back and forth. It was a bit ticklish but mostly funny. Ezzy chuckled and and giggled joyfully. 

‘Although...’ Daddy said. He stopped wiggling her tummy for a moment. Plunged in thought he stared out of the window and the rain pouring down over the glass. ‘Maybe... I haven’t done anything like it before, but it might work... it might indeed....just... wait... I have to... check something.’ 

He lifted her out of the crib and put her on the ground, then he disappeared. Ezzy tried to follow him, crawling on all fours, he wasn’t in the living room anymore, she looked around to see where he went. Light came from behind the office door. Ezzy crawled over and opened the door even further.

Daddy looked over his shoulder. ‘I’ll get you breakfast in a minute.’ He said absent-minded. ‘I just need to do a bit of work. Go play with the ball pit or something.’ 

Ezzy just crawled further into the office, she looked at the screen daddy seemed so absorbed by. They were all pictures from the same woman all taken from a distance. Red hair that angelically flowed over her shoulder, she had a cute tip tilted nose and a happy twinkle in her eyes. On one of the pictures she was playing volleyball, on another picture she was working as a barista at a coffee shop, at the third picture she was pushing a young man in a wheelchair. ‘That’s it.’ Daddy said. He enlarged the picture and isolated the face of man. 

Ezzy was getting bored. She pushed herself against daddy’s leg and hugged his knee. She sat down on his foot, and whenever he moved his toes he pushed the bulk of the diaper even more tightly against her pussy. 

Daddy was mumbling to himself. He was typing away on his keyboard, his fingers rattling on the buttons, clicking the mouse rapidly and impatiently. 

Ezzy clung to him for a while. Rubbing herself up against his instep until arousal was sky rocketing. She reached out her arms. ‘Ezzy up.’ She said. 

 Daddy lifted her from the ground and put her on his lap. She could feel his dick already rock hard and she purposefully rubbed her diapered bum over his crotch. In a moment he would give her a fresh clean diaper, he would probably slip a finger inside while changing her, or maybe he would pull his own trousers down and get his cock out to fuck her. 

He wrapped his arm around her waist and pointed to the picture of the red headed woman. 

‘That’s your new Sissy.’ He said. ‘Her name is Maya.’

‘Not Sissy.’ Ezzy said. 

‘No, it’s not your old sissy. It’s a new sissy, Maya.’ He pulled Ezzy closer on his lap and with her arms around her she started working again. 

 

A few days later he said it was time to get going. When he dressed her, he didn’t put her in a onesie or a frilly dress. He hoisted her in jeans and a tube top. The only thing familiar was her diaper. Ezzy fuzzed and wriggled, the the top was too itchy in the seems, she pulled on the fabric and tried to take it off. 

‘Ssshh,’ Daddy said. ‘Leave it on.’

‘No.’ Ezzy said. 

Daddy cupped her face and gave her a little peck. ‘I’m sorry sweatheart.’ He said. ‘This is the only thing I got for you. You’re helping daddy today. You are going to be daddy’s big helper and then we bring sissy home with us.’ 

‘Sissy.’ Ezzy said. ‘Sissy outside.’ 

‘Yes we’re going outside.’ Daddy said. ‘But we’re not visiting June, we’re taking home your new sissy today, Maya. Remember Maya?’ 

Ezzy shook her head.

Daddy petted her on the head and then he gave her another injection. A tiny pinch in her bicep, Ezzy awaited the euphoria but it never came, she just lost the little bit of muscle control she’d left.  

He carried her to the car and they drove for a really long time. First they drove through the mountains, then past miles and miles of farmland, over highways and eventually after hours of driving they reached a big city, daddy stopped at the mall and parked the car. 

‘How are you feeling?’ He inspected her fingers? ‘Still limp and paralyzed, I hope? Or are you building up a tolerance?’ 

He transferred Ezzy into a wheelchair and he tied her down with the harness. Ezzy’s body slouched in the chair, but the straps covering her shoulders held her in place. There was a lot too see, all those different colors and sounds, she’d never seen anything like it before. It was quite overwhelming actually. Ezzy started to cry. 

‘Sshhh,’ Daddy said. He wiped her tears away with a handkerchief. ‘It’s okay, you’re going to be fine.’  

Daddy pushed her wheelchair into the mall, all the while he was talking to her in a soothing voice. Ezzy wished she wasn’t as paralyzed as she was, so she could suckle on her thumb, now she couldn’t do anything at all. It was as if she was a doll, some prop in a theater scene. They walked around until daddy spotted the red haired girl from the pictures, she was working. Daddy first sat down on the edge of the fountain, keeping an eye on the coffee shop, when it wasn’t as crowded he pushed the wheelchair up towards the counter.

‘Hi there.’ He said to the red head girl. ‘I have a question, would you mind it if I left her here with you for a second. I have to jump into the drugstore real quick and she just hates the lights there, she always starts crying and fuzzing when we have to go there.’ 

He talked to Ezzy in a patronizing voice and Ezzy was confused, was he really about to leave her here with a stranger? 

‘Sure.’ The read head girl said. ‘I’m Maya by the way. I have a nephew in a wheelchair.’ 

‘Really?’ Daddy asked quasi-suprised. ‘Seems like I asked the right young lady then.’ 

Now he leaned into the wheelchair, his face all close to Ezzy’s. ‘Sweetheart,’ he said. ‘I’m going to go to the drugstore, I’ll be back in a few minutes, you’ll be a good girl okay?’ 

‘Is there anything I need to know?’ Maya asked. ‘Like anything that can go wrong?’ 

‘She’s not much of a troublemaker.’ Daddy said. He really did walk away and left her all by herself. 

Now Maya bent over her. ‘Hi.’ She said, with a kind smile on her face. ‘I’m Maya, what’s your name?’ 

Ezzy looked at the door to which daddy had disappeared, he had really left her here. She started crying and fuzzing. 

‘You’re daddy will be back soon.’ Maya said. 

‘Here you want to play with an empty cup?’ She put a coffee cup on Ezzy’s lap, Ezzy looked at it, but couldn’t move or do anything with it. Maya just sat with her and talked to her, she told her stories about her nephew that had some sort of brain injury sustained during birth, he had low muscle tone and he suffered from seizures. Apparently he liked to play with coffee cups, he liked to stack them and suckle on them pretending to drink.

It seemed to take ages before daddy returned and when he did, his arms were full of bags. 

‘I’m sorry.’ Daddy said. ‘That took a bit longer than anticipated.’ 

‘Don’t be, she’s an angel.’ Maya said. 

‘Sometimes.’ Daddy said. 

‘How old is she?’ Maya asked.

 ‘Mentally she operates at a level of a one year old, I guess. She has a few words but she’s mostly non-verbal, although her receptive language must be quite good, or maybe that’s just because she has those wise eyes, it seems like she understands what were saying, doesn’t she?’ 

‘Yeah, I think she’s very smart,’ Maya said. 

‘Hey, would you mind helping me pushing her back to the car? Or would you get in trouble with your boss?’

‘I would love to.’ Maya said with a wide smile. ‘I’m the boss. Or you know, I’m the team leader of this branch.’ She seemed really proud of that, her face was beaming. 

‘Awesome,’ daddy said.

Maya leaned over and told Ezzy she would be the one pushing her wheelchair. Ezzy smiled at her, she didn’t know what else to do. Maya was over the moon by that smile. ‘She such a special girl, she has such a cute face.’ She pushed Ezzy and followed daddy all the way to the outskirts of the parking lot. 

‘Don’t you qualify for disabled parking?’ Maya asked surprised. 

‘Some asshole had parked in that spot.’ Daddy said. Him and Maya talked a little about inconsiderate assholes. Daddy opened the trunk and put the groceries in the back, then everything happened really quickly. Maya screamed. Daddy held her and talked to her soothingly. Ezzy saw daddy pulling a syringe out of Maya’s arm. Maya’s eyes were glassed over and she was slouching in daddy’s arms.

‘Good girl.’ Daddy said in a tender voice. It wasn’t meant for Ezzy, it was meant for Maya. It filled her up with a hot burning jealousy. She started fuzzing and crying. 

‘Sshhh.’ Daddy said briefly looking over his shoulder, glancing at Ezzy. 

‘What happened?’ Maya said, confused and sedated she looked around, her head slumping down. ‘You... what did you givvvve mmmee?’ 

‘Just a little cocktail.’ Daddy said. ‘Easy there.’ As Maya was getting more and more limp Daddy held her around her waist to support her, he guided her into the passenger seat and buckled her in. 

‘Don’t look so terrified honey,’ He said to Maya. ‘Just wait. In a moment the addictive component will kick in and you’ll be all happy and satisfied.’

‘You drugged me?’ Maya said. 

Daddy slammed the passenger door shut. He carried Ezzy and put her in the back seat and then he put the wheelchair in the back of the car with the groceries. He sat down and twisted the key in the ignition.

‘How are my girls doing?’ He asked. ‘Both thoroughly paralyzed and happily compliant now? You’re almost able to move again aren’t you Ezzy?’ 

He drove of. Ezzy stared at the lady in the passenger seat, the limp body, the lulling head, her face in an euphoric grin. It felt familiar, it was all so very familiar. 

It was as if she suddenly became aware of a blind spot in her mind, all the memories she couldn’t retrieve, all the thoughts that had been unavailable for the last few months, the things she couldn’t think because she was too young to think them, they had been locked away, they had been put in a safe, for months she hadn’t even realized that safe and those thoughts was there. But now she knew, because deep within that safe something had started to stir. 

Blind panic and confusion. Those feelings didn’t make her happy though, she wanted to feel happy and carefree and euphoric like Maya. She surrendered to being a baby once more, being daddy’s little girl was easy, no confusion, no panic, just daddy and Ezzy. Ezzy and Daddy and no one else. 

He would give her a bath later, and bake her some pancakes, he would change her diaper, and bottle feed her milk laced with some sort of drug that made her all fuzzy and warm and sleepy. 
After a long time daddy pulled off the highway and onto a parking lot. He got out a little white cloth. He sprinkled a few droplets on there and then pushed the cloth over the nose and mouth of Maya. She looked at him quite dazed. 

‘Poor thing,’ Daddy said. ‘Too paralyzed to fight back are you. It’s okay, I won’t hurt you, just take a deep breath in.’ The woman’s eyes started rolling upwards, she didn’t seemed to be aware what was going on, yet her body, or at least her eyes seemed to resist the sleep, until she finally surrendered and her eyes stayed close. 

‘You want to help?’ Daddy looked over his shoulder at Ezzy. ‘You want to help daddy. Her paralytics is running out so now we have to keep her sedated with the chloroform. You would really help daddy if you would put a few drops of this onto the cloth and pushed it into her face every time she opened her eyes. That way daddy can just drive home and he doesn’t have to look for a place to stop every fifteen minutes. You want to help daddy Ezzy?’

Ezzy nodded. Daddy got out of the car and transferred the woman to the back seat, her head was slumping to the side, her eyes closed, her lips slightly parted. He buckled her in and then handed Ezzy the brown glass bottle and the white cloth. 

Ezzy once more pushed away the panic that bubbled up in her head. Something was wrong, something was horribly wrong. Maybe. But she was just a baby, a little baby, she didn’t know, she didn’t need to know, she just needed to obey daddy. She kept an eye on the woman and the first time she opened her eyes, Ezzy obediently dripped a splash of liquid on the cloth and then pushed the cloth in the womans face. 

Her eyes fluttering, she didn’t even seem to realize what was going on, she just closed her eyes and went back to sleep again. 

‘That’s enough now sweety.’ Daddy said. 

Ezzy removed the cloth. She briefly smelled the terry fabric. It was gross and chemical, and really strong, she got light headed just from a simple whiff. After that she kept the cloth far away from her face. 

The second time Ezzy had missed her cue. She didn’t see the woman waking up, or maybe the woman intentionally pretended to be asleep. 

‘Ezzy hon.’ Daddy said after a while. ‘Go check if Sissy needs some more chloroform okay.’ 

When Ezzy leaned over Sissy had her eyes wide open. She pushed Ezzy away. ‘You?’ She asked. ‘What’s going on, what are you doing to me? How can you suddenly move?’

‘My drugs have worn off.’ Ezzy said.

‘Don’t talk to her, just give her a bit more of the chloroform now.’ Daddy said. 

Ezzy sprayed a new dose on the cloth and then wanted to push the fabric into the lady’s face. Unfortunately the lady had regained enough muscle control to fight back. She pushed Ezzy to the side. Ezzy kept on trying until she was able to cover the nose and the mouth of the woman. Within moments her eyes had turned glassy again. She faintly pushed against Ezzy’s arm, but soon her arm fell limply into her lap, her head nid-nodding, Ezzy tried her hardest to follow her lulling head around with the cloth, until her eyes rolled up and she was asleep once more. 

‘Pay more attention next time.’ Daddy said. But there wasn’t a next time. Soon Ezzy recognized the trees and the mountains and then they were home. Daddy made sure the lady was sleeping the rest of the day, while they took a bath, while they ate dinner, eventually the lady had to go downstairs and she was locked in a cage.

‘Sissy there?’ Ezzy pointed to the other crib and looked questioningly at daddy.  

‘No, first we’ll have to train her, first her brain needs to be soaked in psychomorphic drugs and then we brainwash her into being a little girl.’ Daddy said. ‘When Maya is ready to be a good sissy for you, then we’ll move her up to the nursery.’ 

Essy didn’t see Maya anymore after that, for about two weeks it was just her and her daddy again. Sometimes daddy left her to play on her own when he had to do some work, but that wasn’t different from any other days. Most of the time he was playing and cuddling with Ezzy. He fed her her bottles, he fondled around in her diaper, Ezzy would beg to suck his cock or to be fucked by him, and the little alarm bells in the back of her mind were completely forgotten again, pushed away and hidden out of sight. 

Ezzy loved laying in her crib having her diaper changed and then daddy crawling on top of her, pushing his dick inside her and fucking her hard. She loved his hands fondling around in her diaper, she loved kneeling in between his legs and suckling on his cock. All was well until eventually Maya was brought upstairs. 

Ezzy woke up and noticed in June’s crib now laid this other woman, her hair sprawled out over the pillow. She was sleeping peacefully and sucking on her thumb. Ezzy stood up in her crib and studied the lady. That uneasy feeling was back again. She just didn’t like Maya, she decided, she wanted June back. She grabbed a stuffy and threw it in Maya’s face. The sleeping woman grimaced and then continued sleeping. 

Ezzy jolted another stuffed animal in Maya’s crib and another one until the woman finally opened her eyes. She was squinting, she kept on sucking her thumb for a few seconds then removed her thumb from her lips. She looked around confused and sat up straight. 

‘What...?’ She asked. ‘What the fuck is going on here? Where am I?’ 

Now she looked at Ezzy. She stood up in her crib. ‘How do I get out of here, do you know how to get out of here? Who are you?’

She looked down at her own onesie. 

‘Who am I?’ She asked. ‘Who am I? Why don’t I know who I am?’ She took a deep breath and tried to calm herself down. ‘I was in an accident, I’ve been in an accident and gotten some amnesia, right? Or... Who are you?’

She pointed at Ezzy. 

Ezzy just looked at the woman. She didn’t want the woman to be there. It was confusing, it was giving her all sorts of unwanted feelings, she remembered the confusion, she remembered a time where she had woken up in a crib for the first time. Had daddy picked her up in a mall like that too? Ezzy threw another one of her toys at Maya. ‘Maya bye-bye.’ She said. 

‘You can talk.’ Maya said. ‘What’s your name? Are we in some sort of hospital, are you mentally disabled? It looks more like a nursery than a hospital to be frank. How old am I?’ 

‘Daddy!’ Ezzy yelled in relief when Daddy finally opened the door of the nursery. She stuck out her arms. ‘Ezzy out.’ She said. 

Daddy didn’t pay any attention to her. He focused all his attention on Maya. ‘How’s my little girl doing.’ 

‘I’m not your little girl.’ Maya said. ‘Am I? Do you know what’s going on? Where are we? Are you like a bad guy, you don’t feel like a bad guy, can I go home?’

‘This is you’re home, we are in the nursery, don’t you recognize it?’ Daddy said calmly. 

‘But... but... who am I?’ 

‘You’re Maya, you’re my little girl and I’m your daddy.’ 

Maya tilted her head. ‘No.’ She said. ‘No, I’m pretty sure that’s not right.’ 

Daddy smiled and gave her a brief nod. ‘You’re a tough nut to crack sweety. You were a tough nut downstairs, and you still are.’ 

‘Let me go.’ Maya said. 

‘Don’t you want another injection? Don’t you want daddy to give you another injection.’ 

Now the eyes of the lady glazed over as if she was in some sort of hypnotic trance. She rolled up the sleeve of her onesie and stuck out her arm. 

‘Let me help get Ezzy out of bed and then we talk.’ He said. Now he approached Ezzy’s crib. Ezzy also showed Daddy the inside of her elbow, she wanted an injection also. 

‘Ezzy too,’ she said, ‘Ezzy too.’ 

‘You don’t need any injections, you’re my perfect little baby girl already.’

‘Ezzy too.’ She almost begged. 

‘Well lets get you ready for today and if you’re a good girl, then maybe daddy will give you a little shot just for fun, or daddy can spike your milk if you’d like.’ He helped Ezzy get dressed and then he put her in the living room and told her to go play. He didn’t even get her breakfast. 

Ezzy was jealous the new sissy got so much attention, but she was also worried about the panic she started to feel. She crawled to the door of the nursery, put her ear to the ground and tried to peek beneath the door.  

Daddy was talking with Maya. Although not really with Maya, he was more talking to Maya, while Maya hurled out all sorts of insults. 

‘You’re my little girl.’ Daddy said. ‘If not why are you wearing a diaper.’ 

‘I don’t want to wear a diaper.’ By the sounds of it, Ezzy assumed Maya was trying to take her diaper off. 

‘But you’re not potty trained at all.’ Daddy said.

‘I’m not peeing.’ Maya screamed. 

‘Looks to me like you are.’ Daddy said. 

‘I’m not. I’m not peeing, this isn’t pee. This is... you’re tricking me, this is so gross, I don’t want to pee myself.’

‘Then you should’ve kept your diaper on.’

‘You’re a freak,’ Maya said. ‘You’re a pervert. You’re tricking me. You’re somehow controlling my pee. Somehow. I don’t know how, but you do.’ 

‘Poor little Maya.’ Daddy said with a fake pity in his voice. ‘You know the sooner you accept your new reality, the sooner you’ll be happy. But I guess seeing how obstinate you still are we’ll only do a little bit of unmedicated training per day. You’ve done twenty minutes today, you wanna try to make it till thirty?’ 

Maya didn’t answer. Ezzy couldn’t figure out what was going on, she heard some rumbling noises, maybe they were fighting. ‘I guess not.’ Daddy said. ‘Daddy doesn’t mind, the more you resist the deeper you fall. Give your arm to daddy. Good girl. That’s a good girl.’ Daddy said soothingly. 

A moment later the door swung open and Ezzy got hit in the face. ‘Ouch.’ She yelled. She grabbed her own cheek and started crying.  

Daddy squatted down and inspected the sore spot on her cheek bone. He gave her a little kiss. ‘You shouldn’t play so close to the door Ezzy.’ He said. ‘Go play over there.’ 

He was holding Maya by the hand. She had a satisfied glazed over look on her face, as if she wasn’t really aware of her surroundings, as if she was far away in some magical fairy land. 

‘Ezzy too.’ Ezzy showed daddy her arm. ‘Ezzy wants too.’ 

Daddy shook his head and squeezed her cheek. He gave her a little kiss on the forehead and then he gave Ezzy and Maya a bath and breakfast.

All the following days seemed to adhere to the same pattern. Maya would wake up, trash around, defy daddy and after a while daddy would give her more of her medication, to turn her into a zombie drugged puppet. 

The panic in Ezzy’s head was getting stronger and it became more and more difficult to push it away and to just be daddy’s little baby. As she witnessed Maya being turned into a little girl day after day, she started to recall more details of her own first days here. There was quite the resemblance, and the more similarities Ezzy noticed, the more she started to suspect that she had once been an normal full grown woman in the outside world that had been taken against her will. It filled her with anger and rage and confusion. She couldn’t remember who she had been before she came here, but she must have been someone, somewhere, right? 

Then there was one particularly bad morning. Maya had been trashing the crib, throwing toys at daddy, trying to bite Ezzy and trying to escape. Daddy just sighed and looked at her. ‘We’ll break you sweetheart, the harder you resist the deeper you’ll fall into my clutches when you eventually break. We’ll get you there, don’t you worry, but today I’m just don’t feel like battling you all morning. So why don’t you start drinking your milk already.’ 

Daddy gave her a baby’s bottle and Maya muttered still some protests and curse words while she started suckling, a few moments later the peace had returned to the nursery. With a mollified look on his face he looked down on the now drugged and euphoric Maya. 

‘She’s going to be awesome.’ He said. ‘Compared to her you were easy.’ He ran his hand through Ezzy’s hair. Maybe she shouldn’t have understood what he said, but she did. He affirmed what she already suspected, she was trained like this too. She had been defiant, and confused, and bewildered. He had over time trained her to be the little girl she was today. 

Later that day he was fucking Maya. Her naked body shaking back and forth with every thrust. Ezzy looked on and suddenly she couldn’t keep her panic in check, she couldn’t push it aside anymore. The panic filled her head, her mind. Her heart was beating rapidly, she was hyperventilating. She started crying and screaming. 

Daddy stopped his fucking and with an erect penis pushing against Ezzy’s thigh he tried to console her. ‘What’s wrong honey? What’s happening?’ He held her and rocked her back and forth. ‘Everything is alright, daddy is here, daddy is with you now. You’re alright.’ 

After a while Ezzy calmed down, she was still dizzy from all that hyperventilating, and she was still softly sobbing. Daddy returned to Maya and again shoved his dick in between her legs. 

 

In the weeks that followed Ezzy had more and more panic attacks, the first few daddy tried to console her, but after a while he started calling her attacks tantrums. He thought she was doing it on purpose because she was jealous of Maya. But even after he assured her there was nothing to be jealous of and that Maya would be her big sister and she would always remain daddy’s little baby the panic attacks kept happening. 

‘Knock it off, Ezzy.’ He said one afternoon, when she was having a particularly hard time keeping her panic attacks in check. ‘You’re too young to behave like this, you’ve been here for less than a year. All the other girls only needed this much maintenance at the end of their time, when they were becoming used up, you’re not becoming used up are you now?

Ezzy shook her head. 

She couldn’t keep her panic attacks under control even if she wanted too, but lately she didn’t want to keep them under control anymore. Because the more panic attacks she had, the more maintenance sessions she would get. 

In the evening daddy would give her a special bottle of milk, and then she’d suckle on the nipple while snuggling up against his chest, she would feel drowsy and happy and sleepy and numb, and when her consciousness was only dangling on by a thread, daddy would stroke a strand of hair from her face and tell her it was time for some maintenance. He would carry her downstairs to a room that started to feel more and more familiar, he would tie her down on a padded table and flush her body with loads and loads of medication, she would be hooked up to an IV, he would place a breathing mask over her face and in those moments she felt satisfied. She would finally feel relaxed, no panic, no worries, the past life she couldn’t remember suddenly seemed not as far away anymore. 

She liked those evenings, sometimes she even faked a panic attack just so daddy would put her through one of those evenings once more. He knew she faked it though and that made him mad. He yelled at her that it wasn’t right, the she wasn’t suppose to behave like this, that she shouldn’t have such tantrums, that it was impossible. Yet because she’d faked it, it seemed even more important to him to run her through one of those maintenance sessions. 

Until eventually his patience was gone. Maya had been getting better over time. She seemed to be giving in more and more to her role as daddy’s little girl, and seeing Maya succumb to the program only triggered Ezzy more. 

One last tantrum, panic attack, melt down. Ezzy didn’t even know what it was herself, she just leaned in to the feelings and lost all control. Shouting, screaming, kicking, mowing her arms around. Until daddy grabbed her arm and shook her back and forth. 

‘You’re done, little lady. Tonight I’ll reset you and tomorrow I’ll send you back.’ 







  
 

Part 4: The release
The threatening tone in his voice made Ezzy really anxious. He would send her back. That sounded as if she was a faulty product and needed to be returned to the factory. She was having all sorts of conflicted feelings, she was happy she might see June again, she was curious to find out who she was or who she had been outside of this mansion, but she was also sad daddy didn’t like her anymore, daddy didn’t want her anymore apparently. 

At night time he had her drink spiked milk from a bottle. It started just like any other maintenance session, she willingly gulped her milk down and she happily welcomed the effects of the medication. Her thoughts becoming fuzzy, her body warm and tingly, her arms got so heavy she couldn’t even hold up the bottle herself. Daddy pulled her on his lap and placed the nipple into her mouth. 

She looked up at him, the world was becoming misty and she felt sleepy. Daddy was crying. No! He couldn’t be. She blinked her eyes and tried to fight the haze trying to look at daddy. There were really tears streaming down his face, a deep sigh, he readjusted the bottle. 

‘Drink, little one.’ He said. His voice unsteady almost breaking. 

Ezzy felt sorry for him, she wanted to console him and tell him everything would be alright. She snuggled her head against his chest. 

‘You were so perfect.’ He said. ‘I’ve scouted you so carefully. You were my perfect little girl, my perfect little baby, you were the first one who I managed to regress so far back, and you had the perfect petite body so I could carry you around everywhere. But I must have made a mistake. Somehow, somewhere. I wanted you to stay with me for years and years to come. I wish I knew what I did wrong, I wish I knew what compromised your training. Was it that the mask had slipped of your face that first day? But it didn’t show in any of the graphs. Maybe I shouldn’t have took you outside that time we scouted Maya, but then you were functioning on baby level already, you didn’t have the cognitive functioning to know what was going on by then, did you? Or maybe you were compromised already and taking you out to pick up Maya worked as catalyst.’ Another deep sigh. Daddy lifted her up and pressed  her body against his chest, he hugged her so tightly as if he would never let go, as if he couldn’t live without her. He rocked her back and forth and then Ezzy started to tear up too. 

‘Poor thing.’ He said. ‘It’s as if you can sense we’re saying goodbye now. Here finish your milk, just a few sips more.’ 

The milk kept seeping over her tongue and she kept swallowing. She barely registered daddy craddle-carrying her downstairs, he put her on the padded table, attached her to an IV drip and flushed her body with medicine, he put a breathing mask over her face. 

‘Sweet dreams.’ He said while turning up the valve. Ezzy heard the hissing, she felt the lukewarm gas blowing against her upper lip, sweet and heavy in her lungs, sleep luring in the shadows, darkness, tumbling, darkness. 

 

There was a fountain in a pond. It sprayed high up, and it made a rustling sound as the droplets fell back into the water. She was in some sort of park. She recognized the park. When she’d been a little girl, she and the neighbor kids often went to play in this park. She had no idea why she was here today, she didn’t know what day today was, she didn’t know how she ended up here. 

She didn’t feel scared though. For a while she just kept laying on the wooden bench. Marveling in her childhood memories that came back to her with such ease. She remembered Amanda with the freckles, she’d lost a ball in this pond, and another time Ezzy had pushed a bully from school called Embrah in this pond, but then she’d found out he was just bullying her because he liked her and then they were boyfriend and girlfriend for a few months. They wrote notes in class and held hands and one time they shared a chocolate mars bar. 

The wooden bench was becoming hard and uncomfortable. She pushed herself up towards a sitting position and then looked at her hands, they were so... obedient... her hands were just doing exactly what she needed them to do, her fine motor skills were especially amazing, she tried to pick a flower, a white little snowdrop, just for the fun of using her hands like that, it was so incredibly easy. 

She giggled. It was weird being surprised about her own motor skills, yet she valued her hands greatly today. It wasn’t wrong to value and be grateful for things you’d otherwise took for granted, was it?

She pulled her knees towards her chest and hugged herself as she looked around. There was a lady walking her dog, the dog was barking at the ducks in the pond, the ducks quacked and flew up and then paddled around a bit further in the pond again. 

By the state of the plants she assumed it must be spring, there were little green nodules in the trees, there were flowers all around her just waiting to burst open. 

She felt the same. She felt like there was some secret happiness inside of her just waiting to burst out. A guy was staring at her, it was an older man, with gray hairs above his temples, he had kind eyes and three moles on the side of his neck in one straight line as if he was bitten by a vampire with three fangs. 

She liked him. No, not like, she loved him, she loved everyone on this entire planet. She was enlightened, maybe. She reached up her hand and waved, but the guy scurried away quickly as if she’d caught him doing something illegal. For a moment that made her sad, she wanted to hug the guy, she wanted to hug the entire world.  

‘Hi there.’ The lady and the dog had now reached her bench. The dog put his nose under her hand and Ezzy petted the dog. ‘Are you alright miss?’ De lady asked. 

‘I don’t know.’ Ezzy said. ‘I think so. I feel great. I feel enlightened.’ 

‘Did you sleep here?’ The lady asked.

‘I woke up here.’ Ezzy said. ‘So I guess that means I slept here too. Maybe I was drunk or something, but I don’t have a hangover, do you have a hangover?’ 

‘I don’t have a hangover sweety.’ The lady said smiling. ‘It’s way too cold to sit here on a bench like this, is there anyone I can call for you, like a friend or a family member that can pick you up? What’s your name if you don’t mind me asking.’ 

‘Esmeralda, but I go by Ezzy.’ Ezzy said. 

‘Are you Esmeralda Miller, the missing girl? I thought you looked familiar. You are, aren’t you?’ 

‘Am I missing?’ Ezzy said. 

‘Not anymore.’ The lady said. ‘Should I call your parents, or maybe the police.’ 

‘I guess so.’ Ezzy said nodding. 

There were a few minutes of blissful tranquility when she and the lady and the dog waited for the police to arrive. Ezzy marveled about the fountain and then inspected the jeans she was wearing, they were a bit to tight, and the seams of the tube top were way too itchy. 

‘I don’t recognize the clothes I’m wearing.’ She told the lady. 

The lady put an arm around her shoulders and told her it would all be okay. 

A few moments later the park had turned into a circus. Her parents were there, hugging and crying. She studied their faces. Those where her parents, it was her father, her mother, she recognized them from her childhood memories, and yet something was off. She let herself be hugged but didn’t answer their embrace. 

Police wanted to interview her and brought her over to the station, they asked her a lot of questions she couldn’t answer. Apparently she’d been lost for eight months but Ezzy didn’t have any memory of those months whatsoever. They asked her about the pool, and about the chain of events of the day she went missing, but she couldn’t recall anything about that day. They said someone had spotted her being drunk at the pool and she just shrugged. 

‘I’m in college.’ She said. ‘I get drunk sometimes.’ 

The police showed her pictures from another missing woman, asking her whether she’d recognized them. Consciously she didn’t remember any of them, but her hand reach out to two of the photos. 

‘You know them? You’ve seen them somewhere?’ The police asked with a sliver of hope in his voice. Ezzy eyes were just drawn to them, the faces felt familiar. ‘What are they called?’ Ezzy asked. 

‘The one on the left with the red hair is called Maya, she went missing three months ago, and the one on the right with the brown hair is called June, she went missing two years ago and came back four months ago. Quite similarly to you, she just showed up one day barely a mile from where she went missing and she had no memory whatsoever about what happened in the missing years.’ 

‘I like her.’ Ezzy said. ‘Can I keep this picture?’ 

After the police got nowhere with her she had to partake in some psychological assessment, a kind lady with her hair in a tight bun and strict glasses that didn’t suit the kindness of her eyes asked her a million questions. 

She didn’t know what was wrong with Ezzy. She did state that Ezzy didn’t show any signs of being traumatized and that Ezzy was in no way mentally unstable. She simply couldn’t explain Ezzy’s amnesia and Ezzy was free to go home. 

Her parents were extremely emotional and repeatedly told her they were convinced Ezzy was death, that it was a miracle she was with them again. Her parents send away all the reporters that tried to get an interview with Ezzy. Except for one afternoon when her parents weren’t home. A young gawky looking teenager wanted to interview Ezzy for a magazine called U.F.O he said he had evidence that Ezzy and five other girls, June, Kimberly, Luna, Hannah and Robin were kidnapped by aliens. They all had similar stories, they all went missing for a while and then returned without any memory of what happened in between. 

Ezzy thought he was an idiot, but he was a kind idiot, so she talked to him. A few weeks later he send her a copy of the article. She studied the pictures of the others girls, again her body reacted fondly and warmly upon seeing June. She wanted to go look for her and connect with her and hug her. 

She had no idea how to contact her though, and in the meantime other problems arose. She started wetting the bed, first only at night, her parents forced her to visit a doctor, her general physician referred her to a psychiatrist and he said that in her absence something traumatizing must have happened to Ezzy so that now at night she was regressing and wetting the bed. 

It sounded like a load of bullocks and Ezzy simply didn’t visit him anymore after that. She just started wearing diapers at night, and when she started to have accidents during the day too, she started to wear diapers all day round. Wearing diapers felt good, it made her feel snug and safe, as if it reminded her of being a little baby again. 

She returned to college in September, but she couldn’t concentrate at all, she didn’t want to be a grown up. Studying history seemed immensely boring and futile. Especially since she couldn’t even remember every little detail of her own history. 

So instead of studying she waisted her days online. She found a group of diaper lovers, some just liked to wear a diaper, others also liked pretending to be an adult baby. She felt inexplicably drawn to them. It didn’t make any sense, rationally she thought it was weird and perverted and deplorable what they did, but on an emotional level she got it, she understood the desire, she understood how good it felt to regress and have a daddy and mommy to take care of you. She went on a few dates with daddies she’d met online but it wasn’t at all what she had imagined it to be. She became friends with an other little that called herself ‘DiaperDino’. DiaperDino was the only one who understood her, they were on the same level, they just clicked.

Eventually they decided to meet up. ‘You’re June.’ Ezzy said the moment she saw her. ‘You’re that other missing girl, that was retrieved five months before they found me.’ 

June nodded. ‘I recognize you from the news too.’ She said. ‘You’re Ezzy, right? I wanted to connect with you but I didn’t know how to get in touch.’ 

‘Me too.’ Ezzy said. 

‘Ezzy too.’ June said smiling. It sounded like an echo of a past life, a life they both tried to remember but couldn’t. 

‘You think we’ve met before?’ Ezzy asked. ‘Like in the gap?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ June shrugged. ‘Maybe. It’s bizarre isn’t it, that you and I... that we have such similar stories and that we’ve connected online without knowing who the other one was.’ 

‘It’s a coincidence.’ Ezzy said. ‘A weird coincidence. AB/DL is a very niche fetish, what are the odds of us both being into that? That must be nihil, it must be related somehow with the gap.’  

June nodded. ‘Maybe.’ She said. ‘I stopped worrying about the in between time. I simply couldn’t figure it out, no matter how much the police and everyone wanted me to remember. At one point I started lying and making up stories just to please them, they almost brought in an innocent man, just because I picked up his photo from a row pictures they presented me. Anyway it’s a lucky coincidence we’ve found each other. I feel like we’ve known each other for ages, like in a past life you were my sister or something.’ 

‘Or in the gap.’ Ezzy said. 

‘Who knows.’ June said shrugging. ‘So what do you want to do today, do you feel like getting pancakes and then sneaking into the ball pit of the macdonalds?’

‘Sure!’ Ezzy said. She grabbed June’s hand, and the two of them started giggling like little girls. 

***


  
 

Note from the Author

Thanks for reading my novel. I hope you enjoyed it, I certainly had a lot of fun writing it. If you liked it please leave a review with your favorite vendor, to support me and my books. 

 

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

 

For more erotica please visit my smashwords author page and don’t forget to mark me as your favorite to get notified whenever a new novel comes out.
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Brainwashed by a Billionaire
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A young virgin nun gets kidnapped by a wealthy billionaire lady. She’s brainwashed to behave as a little baby and fullfill the billionaires fantasies, until the billionaire falls in love with the nun.

 

The Loving Lesbians of Sweet Dreams Spa. 
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A journalist wants to discover what is going on at Sweet Dreams Spa, and why the patrons turn into addicted puppets. The director of the Spa offers her a tour and a free treatment, and the journalist slowly turns into an addict herself.
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