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The Dark Asylum

They came with the eight of them, or maybe even more, and they pinned me down to the ground until I couldn’t move. Some nurses, some doctors, and even the volunteer from the creative space all ganging up on me. It was an unfair fight, but still I managed to kick the one a bloody nose and the other a black eye. It was as much of a victory as anyone could’ve expected from a scrawny little thing in my position. I was so angry, so god damn angry, everything just happened in a haze, until eventually someone yanked a syringe in my thigh. Now I was here locked in my room, laying on my bed. The anger wasn’t gone, but the sedative has made me lazy and lethargic, so I just stared at the ceiling arguing them in my mind, until eventually the doctor came in.
‘Brynn,’ he said. ‘How are you feeling?’
‘Like I’m being consumed by a big tidal wave of hatred.’ I said.
‘How poetic.’ He smiled and in my mind I already punched that smile from his face, yet I was too apathetic to lift my arm and actually do so. Instead I reverted to rolling my eyes at him.
‘This is already the eight time this month you are exhibiting such a fit of aggression.’ The doctor said while flipping through his papers.
‘So fix me!’ I said annoyed. ‘That’s why I’m here, aren’t I? So you guys can fix me. Do you think I like it here? Do you think I like feeling like this?’
‘Well,’ the doctor said hesitantly. ‘The I guess the good new is your test result came back negative.’
‘I told you so.’ I said annoyed. ‘I’m not a mutant, you’re the fourth person to have me tested.’
‘So that means we can’t send you to The Silos.’ The doctor said.
‘I had no interest of going there anyway,’ I said.
‘The thing is... you know... you don’t have insurance.’ 
‘So?’ I asked.
‘We’ve managed to track down an uncle.’
‘An uncle?’ I asked. This was completely new information for me. I had family somewhere still?
‘But he understandably refused to pay for your hospital stay.’
‘Yeah off course.’ I said confused. ‘I didn’t even know he existed, but if he’d left me to wither away in the orphanage the first eighteen years of my life, why would he suddenly start caring about me when I’m twenty two?’
The doctor looked at me for a moment.
‘So what are you going to do? Throw me out?’ I asked. ‘It’ll just be the same story all over again. I’ll be homeless, I get into a fight, the judge sends me to a jail, jail can’t handle me and sends me to another psych ward, they have me tested again, they throw me out again. I mean imagine how fucked up you must be for jail and The Silos and the psych wards to not even want you?’ 
He looked at me and I could tell by the look in his eyes that he felt sorry for me. I hated that look, that patronizing look, that fake sympathy from people who had no idea what it was like to be me. It wasn’t that I didn’t try, but in the end I was powerless against that surge of emotions even as a little orphan I was tortured by those aggressive tantrums and now as a twenty two year old I was even more broken and disturbed and I was still struggling with those tantrums. I sighed and closed my eyes for a moment. I don’t know whether I’d given up on myself or whether I was just too lethargic still from the sedatives.
‘Fine,’ I said defeated. ‘I’ll get my stuff.’
‘I’m not throwing you out on the streets.’ He said. ‘I’m transferring you. A friend of mine has a privately funded residential care facility for disturbed and traumatized young ladies.’
I sighed.
‘If I don’t have enough insurance for public health care, how am I supposed to pay for a private clinic?’ I asked shaking my head.
‘I’ve convinced them to take on your case pro bono.’ He said.
‘So I’m charity?’ I asked filled with disdain. 
‘You’re not in a position to be picky or to look down on charity, Brynn.’ He patted me on the knee and got up from the bed to grab some papers.
‘Here sign this. It’s a waver that says you agree with their experimental treatment plan and that you’ve been informed that not all the medication and therapies they will be offering you, are tested and approved by the ministry yet.’
‘But I haven’t been informed about that, have I?’
‘I’m telling you now.’ The doctor said. ‘What they’re doing is revolutionary, I mean if I were a richer man I would definitely be a client there myself.’
‘But you aren’t a mental case.’ I said.
He laughed for a moment. ‘It’s not just for mental cases. It’s a very special place, that offers unique therapies that aren’t even available to most hospitals. I mean I would be lying if I said I wasn’t jealous.’
‘Maybe you can get a job interview and work for them.’ I suggested.
‘Hmm...’ he said. ‘I’m not sure I like the way they train their personnel.’ He said shrugging. ‘Anyway, just sign, or if you want to be diligent read first and then sign.’
I flipped through the pages my own name was about the only thing I understood. He handed me a pen and I put my name on the dotted line. He slapped his hands on his thighs.
‘Good. This conversation went very well,’ he said. ‘Go pack your things and say goodbye to your friends, because your ride will be here first thing tomorrow morning.’
‘Fine.’ I said. After he left the room I just kept laying on my bed. It took another few hours for the sedative to flush through my system and for me to motivate myself enough to get up from the bed and start moving. I didn’t even have to say goodbye to my friends because I didn’t have any friends to begin with. I’d been transferred around the system so much that I knew not to grow attached to anyone and besides the others were all scared of me and who could blame them, sometimes even I was scared of all the rage inside of me.
The next morning I was picked up by a woman in a worn-down Volvo. I put the garbage bag with my belongings in the trunk and then I opened the door to the back seat.
‘Are you sure you want to sit in the back?’ She asked.
I shrugged.
‘It’s a long trip, won’t it be more fun to sit up front with me?’
I closed the door again and sat down on the passengers seat. As we drove away I looked backwards to the closed doors behind me. The first few times I left an institution people were there to see me out, to wave at me, but here no one cared, not even the doctor or one of the nurses, not even a volunteer. It made me angry and I kicked at the dashboard cabinet. It flew open and a bunch of snacks and papers poured out onto the ground.
‘Sorry.’ I mumbled.
‘Don’t worry.’ She said. ‘I’ve been briefed on your anger problems, I guess in a way it’s my fault, I should have anticipated that saying goodbye would be an emotional moment for you.’
‘Fuck you.’ I said.
She reached over and put her hand on my knee. Her fingers were warm and soft and gently circling my skin. ‘You can be upset if you want to,’ she said. ‘Just try not to hurt yourself or damage the car.’
‘I’m not upset.’ I said. Although I was mostly just being defiant, I wasn’t really sure what I was feeling in the first place.
She kept quiet as she steered the car away from the clinic, she turned the corner and a moment later she drove onto the highway.
‘Who are you anyway?’ I asked.
‘I’m Julianna Meadows,’ she said. ‘I’m one of the doctors assigned to your case together with doctor Kevin Parker. You can call me Julie, or Doctor M. or whatever you like.’
‘What if I’d like to call you Doctor Motherfucking Slut, or Doctor Ass Face Boob Fart,’ I said, just to get a rise out of her.
She chuckled. ‘Well,’ she said a moment later. ‘I wouldn’t much appreciate that.’
‘You said I could call you whatever I like.’ I said.
‘In that case we’ll have to teach you to like better things,’ she said. ‘Let’s start with teaching you to like good music, instead of that auto-tuned crap  your generation likes.’ She put on some old fashioned rock music.
‘I don’t like auto-tuned crap.’ I said.
‘Good,’ she briefly put her thumb up. ‘That means you’re already one point up over the last girl I picked up.’
‘How many of us are there?’ I asked.
‘Right now...?’ She squinted her eyes and leaned forward to look at a traffic light, she didn’t talk until the car started driving again. ‘Depends on what you mean.’ She said. ‘We have seven girls in the east wing of the residential care facility at the moment, but off course you’ll be starting out in observation, and you’ll be on a slightly different program than most of them. There are also some 300 outpatients who come in for check-ups, or therapy session, but... I guess in a way you’re unique and you’re the only one.’
I frowned. ‘You’re talking in riddles.’ I said.
‘Yeah, I understand it may sound like that.’ She said.
She hadn’t lied about it being a long trip. We had two food breaks and another three sanitary stops. By the time we arrived at the residential care facility it was already dark outside and it felt like the middle of the night. Which on the highway didn’t matter because of all the bright orange lights, but now as we were approaching the new clinic it was pitch black all around us. A nasty shiver ran across my spine.
‘What’s this for backwater place, are you still living in the middle ages? In case you didn’t know, electricity has been invented centuries ago.’ I said just a tad bit too aggressive in order to mask any fear and insecurity I was feeling.
Doctor Julie chuckled once more. ‘I think you find that this facility is much more sophisticated and much more operating on the scientific forefront than you expect.’
‘I’m not expecting anything.’ I said.
She parked the car in some sort of dark hallway under the ground and then we had to walk back up the ramp to go outside. It smelled like pine forests all around and being so far from the city there were a million more stars visible than I’d ever seen. I tilted my head in my neck and just stared upwards and then I felt Julie’s hand on my shoulder. Gently but decisive she pushed me forwards.
‘Let’s admire the stars some other time.’ She said. ‘Kev has been waiting for you and it’s way past your bedtime.’ I rolled my eyes at her but she didn’t see it. She pushed me into the large building and into a dark and abandoned reception. She put on a little light next to the computer and she rummaged through the desk.
A moment later a man walked into the area. A slender athletically build guy, with curly hair that was messy and that gave him the air of a movie star playing a crazy professor.
‘There you are.’ He said warmly. He wrapped his arms around doctor Julie and a moment later they were kissing.
‘Ilgh gross.’ I said.
‘You think kissing is gross?’ Kevin asked. He let go of Julie and now came my way. His arms spread apart as if he was about to wrap me up in a big hug. I inched backwards until the reception seats were pressing into the back of my knees and I had nowhere to go. He indeed put his arms around me and pulled me close to his chest.
‘Don’t.’ I said. ‘You aren’t allowed to touch us. You’ll get fired for power abuse, that’s why no one can ever hug me when I’m sad.’ I tried to wriggle my way out but he was much stronger than me, as if he was keeping me in some sort of headlock.
‘Aw, poor thing,’ He said. ‘You don’t even know how to bond with people, you don’t even know how to experience love, you think love is gross, and that affection will get you fired, that’s messed up. You’re a messed up and disturbed young lady, but don’t worry we’ll fix you.’
‘Where’s the Saminax?’ Doctor Julie asked. ‘She hasn’t had anything yet, I thought Betsy always kept a box at reception. I mean I would even go for a box of Pluxifal’
‘You want to drug her right away?’ Kevin asked. ‘She seems perfectly calm to me, let’s just show her to her room and put her to bed first.’
‘Yeah you’re right.’ Julie said. She yawned theatrically. ‘Okay, follow me sweetheart.’
I stared at Kevin, his arms were still wrapped around me, luckily he let go. I followed Julie into the hallway and Kevin came with us too. The hallways were cluttered, there was a laundry basket filled with towels, rolling carts with medical machines and computer displays, IV stands, cylinders filled with gas, cardboard boxes, but there was also some private stuff scattered around a PlayStation controller, some make-up, a bike was leaning against the wall.
‘Can you cycle here?’ I asked.
‘Yeah,’ Kev said. ‘You like cycling? There are some nice bike trails in the woods, although most girls just cycle the hallways here.’
‘Inside?’ I asked. ‘They cycle inside?’
Julie shrugged and with a card key she opened a door for me.
‘Here’s your room.’ She said.
Aghast I stepped into the white padded room. There was nothing there, it was terribly smalled and confined.
‘No way.’ I said. I turned around to walk out of the room, but Kevin stopped me from leaving.
‘I’m not staying here.’ I said.
‘I know.’ Julie said, she looked over my shoulder. ‘Close the door Kev.’ A moment later the door fell shut with a dull thud.
‘Let her go now.’ Julie said. I lunged for the door but it was padded as well, there was no way to open it from the inside. I kicked the padding and I felt a wave of uncontrollable anger bubble up in my chest. I kicked and screamed. I tried to pull the padding from the walls but it couldn’t, so next I turned towards doctor Kevin and Julie and I started to attack them.
I yelled and tried to scratch Julie’s face but without putting in any effort she caught my wrist and turned my hand behind my back. I couldn’t move anymore or else my arm would break.
‘Ouch,’ I cried. ‘Let go of me, let go you stupid motherfucker.’ I stomped my foot on the padded floor but even that movement was too painful and I had too stop.
‘I know you’re upset.’ She said when I stopped struggling. ‘But you can be upset without hurting me or Kevin.’
‘I’m not upset.’ I said. ‘I’m just not staying here. This isn’t a room, this is a cupboard, this is demeaning.’
‘This is observation. Everybody stays here the first few days,’ Julie said. She let go of my arm and I pulled my wrist to my chest and rubbed my shoulder that felt overly stretched out.
‘How long you have to stay here is up to you,’ Julie said. ‘It’s just to make sure you’re ready to receive treatment.’ She pointed to the little black dots hidden in the white padded walls. ‘Through those camera’s Kev and I can keep an eye on you.’ She said. ‘We need to get a feel for who you are.’ She sat down on a raised part of the floor that might have been a bed and she patted on the padding. I begrudgingly sat myself down on the edge next to hear and a moment later Kevin plunged himself on the other side of me.
Julie wrapped her arm around my shoulders and Kevin did the same, I tried to shake them off. ‘Don’t.’ I said.
‘Sweetheart.’ Julie said. She put another hand on my knee and her fingers were gently circling my skin. ‘I know you’ve had a tough life,’ she said. ‘You never knew your parents, you never had the opportunity to properly bond with someone and now that’s all coming back to bite you in the ass. In your files they’re talking about aggression and you possible being a neuro-mutant, but you know what I see when I look at you? I see a sad and lonely little girl who doesn’t even know how to accept love, and every time you have a meltdown, all I see is a young woman acting out, in search of care and affection.’ Her fingers were gradually moving up my thigh. I figured she wouldn’t let it go too far, but her hand slipped under my skirt anyway, and I was a too confused to say something. She was caressing my inner thigh now inching closer and closer to my crotch.
Kevin gently ran the back off his finger over my cheek, caressing the hairs out of my face.
‘It’s okay.’ He whispered. ‘You’re safe here, you’re in very good hands now. Everything we do, we do because it’s in your best interest, do you understand?’
I wasn’t sure what to say to that. Julie’s fingers grazed passed my pussy lips once in a while and I wondered if she noticed or whether that was on accident. Should I do something?
‘You understand that do you?’ Julie said.
I nodded.
‘Yeah, she understands.’ Kevin said. He leaned in and kissed my cheek, it didn’t just stay with one kiss, it were like twelve kisses all in a row and then his lips closed around my earlobe. It got wet and cold and extremely ticklish. I could hear him breath.
‘It’s just that you’re sick,’ Julie said. ‘You’re severely psychologically disturbed, and we’re here to help you. We will teach you what it’s like to be a normal and healthy young lady, we will teach you to experience love and affection safely and how to grow healthy attachments. Do you want us to help you?’ She asked.
She wasn’t touching my pussy on accident anymore, her hand completely disappeared underneath my skirt and she rubbed up and down over the crotch of my panties softly massaging the spot hidden underneath the fabric. Kevin’s hand rested on my other thigh his fingers squeezing my leg.
‘Don’t you want to be normal and happy again?’ Julie asked.
I bit my lip and nodded.
‘Good girl.’ Julie said. ‘So why don’t we start by taking your panties off, she tugged on the fabric and still a bit confused about whatever was going on I lifted my hips to let the fabric slide down to my ankles, there it kept dangling with a little wet spot in the crotch. I reached forward to hide the wet spot, but both Julie and Kevin pushed me back against the padded wall.
‘Ssh,’ Kevin hissed. ‘You’re safe here.’
‘Don’t worry.’ Julie said. ‘This is part of our therapy, don’t be embarrassed Kev and I have done this a thousand times, it’s just part of our job. You don’t know what it’s like to be in a loving and caring environment, so I can understand it’s a bit confusing and scary for you. Just remember we’re doing this for your own good.’
They both seemed so calm and assured of themselves, maybe this is indeed what I needed to be happy again. I’ve never had any therapy like this, maybe this was one of the experimental therapies I had signed off on. Maybe I should give it a try, I didn’t have a lot of other options left. I spread my legs so doctor Julie could reach my pussy even better.
‘This,’ Julie said as her finger was sliding up and down my slimy cunt. ‘This is a very special spot, do you feel that, do you feel it get tingly and all happy when I touch it, Brynn?’
‘I don’t know,’ I shrugged.
‘Focus.’ She said. ‘Focus on my finger, can you feel my finger?’
‘Yes,’ I said nodding.
‘Does it feel good?’
‘Okay, sure.’ I said.
‘Good.’ Julie said her voice sounded somewhat hoarse. ‘This is a very special spot,’ she said again. ‘little girls use this spot to connect with people, little girls use this spot to feel love and affection and to grow attached to people.’ She slipped her finger inside and I felt it fill up on the inside.
‘I’m not a little girl anymore,’ I said. ‘And I’m not a virgin, I already know about cunts and cocks and sex and all that.’ 
‘Ssh,’ Kevin pinned me against the wall and he pressed his mouth on my lips slipping his tongue in my mouth. I pushed him to the side and arched away from him.
‘Ssh. It feels so good, doesn’t it sweetheart?’ Julie said as he kept on wriggling her finger up and down in my pussy. ‘It feels so very good.’
‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘Maybe this is enough therapy for now, maybe I should just go to sleep and take some time to get accustomed to my new room and shit.’
‘Nonsense, you’re doing great, honey,’ Julie said. ‘Look who’s already learning to be a good and obedient little girl.’ She massaged my pussy on the inside and pushed her thumb against the little clitty on top. A surge of electricity shot through my body. I twitched.
‘See,’ Julie said. ‘Your pussy is already learning, you’re pussy is already growing attached to me. Here come lie down.’
Her hands around my shoulders, she turned me around and pushed me backwards onto the padded platform, she hoisted up my skirt en gently spread my thighs apart, her eyes fixated on my crotch, her finger toying with my little labia.
‘What a beautiful little cunt you have miss Brynn.’ She said. ‘So gorgeous and it’s getting nice and wet in response to stimuli, that’s a very good sign.’ She briefly slid her finger inside of me and then she lifted the same finger up to her face. She smelled that finger, closed her eyes in delight and then she put that finger in her mouth. ‘Delicious,’ she said.
‘Are you supposed to do that?’ I asked. ‘Is this still part of therapy?’
‘Shh.’ Her full weight was on top of me. Her index finger pressed against my lips. It was still kind of damp with a mix of my juices and her saliva.
‘Look at Kevin,’ she said as a very naked Kevin stepped into my field of view. I was so petrified by this big stiff rod in between his legs that I didn’t even see the rest of his body, only this member. He knelt down next to my face and he gently pushed the tip of his cock against my cheek. It was warm and slimy and I shuddered in disgust.
‘Poor thing,’ Julie said as she felt me shiver. ‘It’s okay sweety, we’re doing this for you because you need this, because we need to help you get better.’ She folded her fingers around the shaft of Kevin’s cock and slowly started tugging on it, the cock seemed to be twitching in the palm of her hand.
‘Now you try it.’ She grabbed my hand and pressed my fingers against Kevin’s member. It was mushy and stiff at the same time. She ran my fingers up and down his shaft and I closed my eyes and pretended to be somewhere else. When she let go of my hand I let go of the cock immediately.
‘Mouth?’ Kevin asked in a gruff voice.
‘Hmm,’ Julie seemed to think about it for a few seconds. ‘Yeah sure.’ She said nodding. She made room for Kevin to sit on my chest. It felt like all air was expelled from my body and I couldn’t breath anymore. His dick hovering over my face, thumping against my cheeks and nose and eyebrow. I frowned and tried to turn my head away, but with him sitting on top of me there wasn’t much wiggle room.
‘Look,’ Julie said. ‘I know this is a new type of therapy for you, but you’re not a virgin anymore, so don’t act so innocent.’
I pressed my lips even tighter together. Julie had a mean little trick though, where she put her index finger behind my ear and her thumb on my chin and soon I couldn’t close my mouth anymore. Kevin’s long slithering cock was shoved into my mouth, first the tip, it was weird and warm and it tasted like skin, like salty warm skin, but then he kept on pushing, even though my mouth was already completely filled, he kept on sliding his cock deeper and deeper until it was bumping into the back of my throat and I gagged.
‘Good girl, good girl.’ He mumbled panting. He pulled back a little so I could inhale and then he started pumping again, trusting himself all the way and when I gagged he didn’t pull back. I choked on his cock and tried to move my head away but his hands kept me in place. Tears propped up in my eyes.
‘That’s okay sweety,’ He said in a very soft and soothing voice. ‘I know it’s a lot for a little girl like you, it’s a cathartic experience to finally get the love and affection you’ve been yearning for all these years, go ahead and cry. Crying is part of the therapy, it means you’re allowing yourself to heal.’
I didn’t know whether I was crying or not, tears kept on streaming and my cheeks were wet but that may as well have been a physical response to the gagging. I don’t think there had been any emotional break-through, but then again I wasn’t the doctor.
In between my legs I felt doctor Julie kissing me,  first my knees and my thighs and my inner thighs, but soon her lips were on my pussy and my clit. Her tongue touched me very tenderly.
Involuntarily I twitched. It was a bizarre sensation, warm and wet and slick, her tongue darting around my labia, even slipping inside my pussy.
Julie grunted into my crotch and on top of my chest Kevin moaned as well. He kept on choking me with his cock and my body seemed to be perpetually gagging and twitching now.
‘I’m almost there,’ Julie stuttered in between two moans.
‘Good.’ Kevin grunted. ‘Me - ‘ His head tilted backwards his eyes closed and his face in a  grimace. His cock was throbbing in my mouth as he pushed it the deepest it had ever been. ‘Too-oo-oo.’ His moans made it sound like he was howling like a wolf and out of his cock shot the sticky sperm that made my stomach turn. My dinner came up.
‘Fuck,’ He said. He slid of my chest, yanked me upwards and pushed me forward. I was throwing up over my own clothes.
‘Gross.’ Julie said.
I couldn’t stop. My body kept on convulsing and another gulp of throw up came out.
‘I’m not cleaning it up.’ Julie said. ‘I’ve told you time and time again you have to be careful with the new ones, they’re not trained yet, you could’ve known she wouldn’t be able to handle it.’
‘Just... just...shut up,’ Kevin said. ‘She’s just...’ He grabbed some of his own clothes from the floor and used them to wipe down my mouth. ‘I’ll handle this.’ He said and then he turned to me. ‘Take of your clothes.’
Hesitantly I stared down at my skirt and my blouse with a big wet throw up spot and then I started unbuttoning my blouse. Closing my eyes and pretending not to feel the semi-digested fries clinging to my skin. At least his cock wasn’t in my mouth anymore. A moment later I was completely naked.
‘I’ll be right back.’ He said with my clothes in his arms. ‘Where’s my fucking key card?’
‘Don’t be grumpy with me now, at least you got to finish.’ Julie said.
‘There it is.’ Kevin said. ‘It’s just there.’ A beep sounded and the door opened, then Kevin was gone and it was just Julie and me.
She sat a few feet away from me. Her hand  down her own jeans and she appeared to be playing with her pussy.
‘So what happens now?’ I asked.
‘We wait for Kevin to come back. If he’s smart he’s bringing you some meds too.’
‘Medicine?’ I asked. ‘Like sedatives, but I’m already calm, now.’
‘Are you?’
‘I couldn’t help it.’ I said I felt the tears burning in my eyes. ‘I’m just... I’m confused, I've never had any therapy like this, but I’m not aggressive, am I?’
Julie sighed. ‘Just wait. I need to finish and then I can pay attention to you again.’ She leaned back against the wall, her eyes closed her lips slightly parted as the fingers in her trousers increased their rhythm.
‘I’m not going to take your medicine.’ I said just to say something. ‘I’m not. I won’t do it and I don’t need your therapies anymore.’
‘Hush now.’ Julie said without opening her eyes.
But I couldn’t help myself. It was like a rush rising up in my head and a moment later I was crying and yelling and screaming. I was kicking against the door and I reached into her coat pocket to get her key card.
‘Stop it.’ She said. It all happened quicker than I’d anticipated. She opened her eyes, her hand shot to my throat and she started squeezing. I couldn’t get anymore air and still she wouldn’t stop squeezing.
‘Stop it right now,’ she said with a threatening calmth in her voice. ‘Sit down and be quiet.’
I had to inhale. I was gasping for a breath of fresh air, but she didn’t allow me any. She pulled me down on the padded platform. My lips and fingertips started tingling and I was about to pass out when she let go of me.
‘Stay.’ She said. Although her eyes had closed already and she was masturbating again, her movement more and more frantic, her face flushed and little blushes ran down her neck across her chest. Her entire body started shaking and trembling and then she let out a loud moan.
‘Pfffff.’ She said when she opened her eyes. She ran her hand through her hair and looked at me with glossy eyes. ‘That wasn’t easy.’
She seemed like a totally different person, the fire had faded from her eyes and right now she seemed so lazy and mellow that it was almost unbelievable she just tried to choke me. Still I didn’t trust her one bit. I wrapped my hands around my knees and kept a watchful eye on her.
‘Don’t be afraid of me sweetheart,’ she said. ‘I know everything is all new to you, and your not used to a facility like this. I can imagine it’s a bit of a culture shock, but when little girls are disobedient they need to be disciplined, that’s how we help them to grow up into healthy young ladies. I just gave you what you needed, you understand?’
‘I’m not a little girl, I’m twenty two. I don’t think I want your therapy anymore.’ I said. ‘I think I’d rather take my chances on the street.’
‘You’d rather be homeless? Don’t say those silly things.’
‘I’m not being silly.’ I said. ‘I mean it.’
She sighed and closed her eyes. ‘Nobody wants to be homeless sweetheart, I know that being and orphan and being on the streets is all you know, so that may seem familiar and comfortable right now, but if you choose that life you’ll keep having those aggressive meltdowns, you don’t want that do you? You want to be happy, you don’t want to die in a skeevy motel room from a drug overdose, right? Is that what you want?’
Meekly I shook my head.
The door beeped and Kevin came in. He’d changed his clothes and he was now wearing some sweatpants and a Thunderbirds t-shirt.
‘Off course you don’t want that.’ Julie said.
‘Want what?’ Kevin asked.
‘Dying in a ditch from a overdose.’ Julie said.
He lifted his eyebrows. ‘Well off course our little miss Brynn doesn’t want that, nobody wants that.’
‘Did you bring her nighttime meds.’ Julie asked.
‘I’m not stupid.’ He said. ‘I even brought you options.’ He showed her a couple of boxes.
‘Did you bring the Pluxifal?’ She asked.
He picked one of the boxes and threw it her way. ‘Both the 15 mg and the 40 mg XR.’
‘15 will be enough for now I think.’ Julie opened the box and she pulled out a silver strip, with a soft cracking sound she pushed one of the pills out of the foil.
I stared at the little triangle shaped pill in the palm of her hand, but I couldn’t push myself to pick it up and take it. Instead I pretended not to see her. I hid my head in my own knees and shivered.
‘Don’t be difficult.’ Kevin said. ‘Just take your med-meds.’
Julie laughed. ‘If it was that easy she wouldn’t be send to us now would she?’
Now Kevin snickered. ‘I suppose.’ He said.
Julie lifted my head and forced me to look at her. ‘Hey sweety,’ She said. ‘I need you to take your medication.’
‘No, I don’t trust you. I’m not going to take that.’ I slapped her hand away from me, the pill flew in a little bow across the room and landed somewhere on the padded floor. Julie didn’t even try to pick it up she just pushed the next pill out of the strip and showed it to me between her thumb and index finger.
‘Listen to me carefully miss Brynn,’ she said. ‘Because I’m going to give you a choice and before you respond I want you to think about the consequences of each choice. This is just a little sleeping pill, nothing to be afraid of, it’s got a slow induction time, so if you take it you’ll gradually start to feel a bit drowsy and a bit sleepy over the next twenty minutes or so and then  you’ll drift off. You can either take this pill voluntarily, or you can battle me for it. A battle I’ve fought numerous times with numerous patients and thrust me I’m gonna win. If you battle me for it, I will need to discipline you afterwards.’
‘You’re going to choke me again?’ I asked.
‘You choked her?’ Kevin asked.
‘You made her throw up,’ Julie said dismissive. ‘So what’s it going to be sweety, take the pill voluntarily or me shoving it down your throat followed by punishment.’
I looked at her face and then at Kevin's face, they both looked at me expectantly. Begrudgingly I reached for the pill and put it in my mouth. Kevin handed me a sip of water.
Then he got out a lukewarm washcloth and some soap and he started cleaning my fingers and my face until I smelled like flowery soap instead of sour throw up. He handed me a toothbrush and told me to brush my teeth. There wasn’t any mirror, so I just kept sitting on the raised platform, the both of them looked at me while I brushed my teeth. It was kind of awkward, especially since I was still naked.
‘She’s holding up quite nicely.’ Kevin said.
‘Hmm, maybe she’s just learned to compensate, you know sometimes they won’t allow themselves to show any vulnerability so you don’t see any signs of the meds kicking in until they pass out.’
‘She’s a cutie.’ Kevin said as he briefly patted me on the head.
‘She is. Are you feeling the meds working already sweetheart?’ Julie asked. A gentle finger caressed my cheek and I closed my eyes for a moment. The world started spinning and I felt my body tumbling over. Hastily I opened my eyes again.
‘Yeah, she’s feeling it.’ Julie said.
‘No, I’m not.’ I said, my tongue languid and my speech slightly slurred. I forgot my mouth was filled with foamy toothpaste so that was now seeping over my chin and onto my chest. Kevin wiped it away with the washcloth and the he pulled me against his chest. He cradled me while he brushed my teeth. My mouth was shaking, everything was shaking and trembling. I had trouble concentrating on what was going on. There was a warm satisfied glow filling up my chest and although it was nice it was also kind of distracting, because every time I moved that satisfied glow rose up from my chest and filled my head, disorienting me, confusing me. I was so sleepy, yet I didn’t allow my eyes to close. Who knows what they would do to me. They might not only put a toothbrush in my mouth, they might put something else in my mouth again. I started coughing and they told me to spit out the toothpaste in the little bowl of water Kevin had used to clean me up.
‘What’s going on?’ I asked drowsily as a string of toothpaste and saliva was drizzling past my chin.
‘Yeah, she’s feeling it now.’ Kevin said.
‘It’s bedtime for you.’ Julie said. ‘Come lie down here.’ She pulled on my elbow and willingly I sprawled out over the little raised padded platform.
‘Is this a bed?’ I asked.
‘It is,’ Julie said.
It was a fight to keep my eyes open and to keep the dreamy nebulae at bay.
‘But there are no blankets,’ I said yawning.
‘Are you cold? We can raise the temperature in here so it’ll become nice and warm.’ Her fingers softly caressed my forehead. My skin felt tingly and numb, somehow that made it even harder to battle the ever-luring drowsiness.
‘She’s almost gone now.’ Julie said. ‘Aren’t you sweetheart? Just give in, just fall asleep, it’s okay, you’re safe here, we’ll keep you safe. Just surrender to us.’
‘No.’ I mumbled. ‘Pajamas.’ And then I had to think about Lorna’s pajamas in the old orphanage, they had My Little Pony on them, and then I thought about other TV shows I liked. ‘Punky Brewster.’ I said.
The tingling sensation on my forehead stopped and confused I opened my eyes to figure out what was going on.
‘It’s okay.’ Julie said. ‘Just go back to sleep.’
‘Back?’ I said yawning. ‘But.... I.... I....wasn’t yet even....’
I heard the door beep and the two doctors leaving while sleep overpowered me.
When I woke up it was pitch black around me, nowhere a window, not even a beam of light peeking out from underneath the door. I took me a moment to realize I was transferred and I was in a new facility now, a new futuristic clinic that felt more like an old fashioned insane asylum than any of the psych wards I’ve been to before. I hadn’t seen any of the other patients here. I got up and with my hands I searched the walls.
‘Hey,’ I yelled. ‘Help! Help get me out of here.’
Now the lights in the room flickered, for a moment I was blinded by all the brightness surrounding me. ‘Who’s there?’ I yelled. ‘Help! Get me out of here.’
‘Sweetheart,’ Julies voice seemed to come from all around me. ‘There’s no need to panic, you’re going to stay with us for a while and we’re going to help you be happy, do you remember or did your sleeping meds give you a bit of amnesia?’
‘I want to get out of here.’ I said.
‘I know. You’ll be in observation for just a few days it’ll be over before you know it.’
I growled against the wall and then I searched for the little black dot of a camera lens and I flipped it off.
‘You can’t keep me here against my will.’ I said. ‘That’s against the law.’
‘Honey it’s not, you signed the waver, you agreed to submit to our therapies and you gave me and Kev full power of attorney over your medical decisions.’
‘Well then I demand to see that contract! I demand, I demand, I demand, I demand.’
Julie didn’t answer and I got more and more frustrated I slapped my hands against the padded wall, it didn’t even hurt, I kicked the walls and when that didn’t help I banged my head against the wall.
‘Why are you doing that?’ Julie said and somehow I was relieved I got her talking again. Somehow knowing that she could see me, although creepy, was also reassuring. I wasn’t completely alone.
‘Because you won’t let me out.’ I said.
‘But does it mean you’re a neuro-mutant anyway. Is this a symptom of you not experiencing pain or lacking a sense of self-preservation? Or is it just attention seeking?’
‘How the fuck should I know?’ I yelled towards the top of the room, because somehow I figured the speaker was there, although I might be wrong. ‘Just let me out of here you fucking, slut.’
It remained quiet again and I yelled out every curse and any bad words I could recall and when Julie didn’t say anything I banged my head against the wall again, because that seemed to have done the trick last time.
‘I’m going to write down attention seeking, for now.’ And that was the last thing Julie said for the rest of the morning or maybe even the rest of the day. Food was shoved in through a little latch and that was about the most exiting thing that would happen. The third time they brought me food there was a little triangular pill on the tray.
I told Julie I wasn’t going to take her pills this time and she said that was only going to extend my time in observation since refusing meds was an obvious sign that I wasn’t ready for treatment yet. I just rolled my eyes at the little black camera lens.
Another couple of days seemed to go by and the boredom was slowly killing me. I was getting antsy and frustrated. It all started with me banging my head against the wall just to get a rise out of Julie, but when she didn’t respond I started pulling out my own hair and pinching myself and biting myself.
A moment later both Julie and Kevin barged into my room, they pinned me down and it felt an awful lot like the way I was pinned down in other psych wards. One of them, I don’t even know who, pushed their knee in between my shoulder blades so that I could barely breath or move and then I felt a painful sting in my butt.
‘Ouch.’ I yelled indignant.
‘10, 9, 8...’ Julie calmly counted down and a lightness was raising up in my head while simultaneously my body was feeling increasingly heavy. The room around me was spinning. This was something else, this wasn’t at all like any of the sedatives I’d gotten in the other facilities, those sedatives just made me lazy and lethargic and apathetic while I would still feel the anger and the frustration underneath. This was different, this was nestling itself in my mind, it was disorientating and confusing and...
‘and 1.’ Julie said. ‘You can let go now.’
The knee disappeared from my back and I took a deep breath of fresh air, it almost hurt my lungs.
‘Whazz go’in onnnn?’ My speaking was a lot more slurred than I’d anticipated and I wanted to make it clear to them that even though I was sedated I wasn’t completely out of it. Julie rolled me over onto my back. That movement was too much for me to comprehend. I was in a totally different world now, a totally different situation.
‘Wazzsss...’ I uttered.
‘You’re here because you’re a disturbed young lady, remember?’ Julie brushed a few messed up strands of hair from my face. ‘We’re going to help you, and when you’re ready we’re going to give you all the therapy that you need. However just now we observed some self-destructive and self-injurious behaviors and we can’t have that, that’s not how healthy little girls express themselves.’
I wanted to say I wasn’t a little girl but no words came out of my mouth anymore. There was just some helpless mumbling and unarticulated moans.
‘I know.’ Julie said, although I doubted she actually understood. 
‘We need to keep you safe sweetheart,’ she said. ‘So we’re going to put you in a straight jacket to avoid any more of such outbursts.’ She showed me some rough canvas fabric, it was a mess of straps and metal rings.
Euphoria was still buzzing over my mind and detached I stared at the garment. Only when she lifted up my very heavy and limp body and started pulling my arms through the sleeves I tried to protest. I shook my head. ‘No, no, no.’ I mumbled although it sounded more like ‘nom, nom, nom,’ which reminded me of cookie monster and involuntarily I had to giggle.
‘You’re taking it well, sweetheart.’ She said as she closed the straps on my back. I’d expected a bit more protest from you, I pegged you for a feisty one, didn’t you Kev.’
‘Me too.’ Kevin said.
They folded my arms around my chest and then they pulled the straight jacket tighter and tighter locking me in the garment, locking me in that position.
‘No,’ I mumbled again.
‘No?’ Kevin said. ‘You’re not a feisty one?’ He cupped my chin and forced me to look at him. I think that’s the drugs talking sweetheart. I think when our sedative has flushed through your system you’ll be back to throwing your tantrums and defying us.’
I tried to move and wriggle myself out of the straight jacked, but my limbs were way too heavy and too unruly to do anything, besides it felt actually quite warm and cozy to be so tightly wrapped up, so when they lowered my weakened body back on the padded platform I just kept laying there completely satisfied and lazy.
Julie sat down next to me and softly she caressed my cheek. Her voice sounded soft and melodic.
‘You’re a very troubled little girl, Brynn.’ She said. ‘I want to help you so badly, but you’ll have to accept our help, you have to want to get better and you have to open yourself up to our therapies.’
‘Mmmmnozzhh Wwwwidddle.’ I said.
‘Are you trying to tell me you’re not a little girl?’ Julie asked. ‘I agree. Technically you’re an adult woman, but you did have a very rough start to life and that has taken it’s toll, your thinking is all warped up and you missed out on some pretty important shit growing up.’
‘Isss not.’ I mumbled. The euphoric component of the drug seemed to be waning, although the muscle relaxer was still going strong.
She put a hand on my knee and ran her fingers over my skin, massaging my thigh inching closer and closer to my pussy. She lifted my legs apart and exposed my pussy.
I shook my head and tried to close my legs again. It felt like my leg weighed a million pounds but eventually I managed to slide it back over the padding, her fingers trapped in between my thigh and my pussy.
‘See,’ she said as she spread my legs again, this time she put one knee over my leg to keep it trapped in that position. ‘All I’m trying to do is help you, all I want to do is to help you catch up and compensate for all the love you’ve missed out on in your life and you keep resisting me.’
Her fingers toyed with my pussy lips, softly flicking back and forth over the labia and the clit on top. She spit some of her own saliva on my pussy. A drizzle of white bubbles dangling from her chin. She spread it all out over my pussy, making everything so slick and slippery and then she slid her finger inside and started finger fucking me.
It was shocking and full. I wriggled but both the straight jacket and the sedative kept me captive and suddenly it hit me, I got a grasp of the situation I was in and how completely and utterly helpless I was.
These doctors were in charge of me, and they’d drugged my muscles to feel like jelly and they locked me in the straight jacket, leaving me utterly powerless to fight back. My eyes were burning with tears as this realization grew to encompass everything, I cried, no matter how hard I tried to hold back the tears. I wailed and bit in on of the shoulder straps. 
‘O poor thing,’ Kevin said, his empathy sounded hearth-felt. ‘The sedative is flushing through isn’t it? And now she’s just going to start again were we left off.’
‘At least she can’t hurt herself anymore.’ Julie said.
He dried my tears with the sleeve of his doctors coat. ‘That’s a start, I guess.’ He said. ‘Sweety, please just let us help you. You don’t need to feel this upset, you can be so much happier.’
His hands stroke the fabric of the straight jacket, groping at my titties.
‘My sweet and lovely Brynn.’ Julie said as she pumped her finger in and out of my pussy. ‘If you had just taken the medicine we’ve offered you these past few days you wouldn’t feel so horrible right now.’
She caressed my cheek and tried to bite her hand, my teeth snapping together.
‘Ssh,’ Julie said. She put her fingers round my throat and she squeezed slowly increasing the pressure. ‘I really want to help you heal Brynn,’ she said. ‘We both do, Kevin and I are here to help, but it’s hard to concentrate when you’re so loud, try to be quiet okay?’
‘N-’ I wanted to scream in her face, but then her fingers closed even tighter and I couldn’t talk any more, I couldn’t breath. Her finger was increasing it’s rhythm and involuntarily my hips twitched.
‘Hmm,’ Doctor Julie let out a soft moan en momentarily closed her eyes. ‘That’s a good girl.’ She mumbled. She kept choking me until I was about to pass out and then her fingers let go just a little bit. I was gasping for air and then cursed at her. Her fingers tightened again.
‘Ssh, ssh, ssh, my sweet little Brynn,’ she said. Her eyes glassy and her cheeks flushed, ‘there’s absolutely no reason for you to use such nasty language.’
Kevin got up and pressed himself up against Julie’s back, his one hand around her boobs, his other hand ran down and disappeared into her pants.
‘You’re such a good doctor,’ he whispered hoarsely. ‘The lengths you go to, to help your patients, it’s admirable.’
I felt my lips and fingertips tingling and I was on the brink of passing out again when she let go of my throat once more. I coughed and gurgled.
‘I don’t like that at all.’ I said. My voice didn’t sound like my own voice though, there was something gravelly and painful. ‘You’re monst – ‘
She didn’t allow me to finish, once more she choked me.
‘I’m sorry.’ She said. ‘I’m sorry Brynn, people don’t go to therapy because they like it, they go because they need it, and you’re just a very unlucky little girl. Because you grew up a little orphan girl without a mommy and a daddy, all these mental issues and delays and disorders were developing and there was no one to bring you to a doctor when you needed it the most. I mean it’s a relief you’re with us now, because a few years down the road you’d have been beyond our reach, you would’ve ended up as a junky dying in a ditch somewhere.’
All the while she was talking she kept on chocking me and she kept on jamming her finger in an out of my pussy wildly. Simultaneously Kevin seemed to be playing with her pussy. Once in a while her little speech was interrupted by a satisfied moan.
‘You don’t want to die in a ditch somewhere do you?’
I couldn’t speak.
‘You don’t want to die, do you?’
The fingers around my throat were shaking me back and forth to urge me to answer. No, no, I mouthed with my lips even though no syllables came out. I shook my head, of course I didn’t want to die. She let go of my neck and allowed me to breath for a second.
‘I don’t want to die.’ I said although my voice was even more gruff now, only some hoarse whispering came out. ‘I don’t want to die, I don’t want to die, I don’t want to die.’ Fear was filling up my chest, I was so afraid, afraid of dying but also afraid of what they needed to do to me to keep me from dying in a ditch somewhere.
I felt her fingers tightening again. ‘No more.’ I pleaded. ‘No more please! I’ve had enough therapy for today, I can’t take it anymore, please, no mo- uch,’ I gurgled and coughed as her fingers were getting so tight I couldn’t speak.
Kevin unbuckled Julie’s trousers and for a moment she let go of me to undress. She had pale skin with a few moles sprinkled across her thighs, she apparently shaved her pubes because there was only a film of dark stubble on her pubic mound. Her pussy lips were larger than mine, her clit was swollen and shiny peeping forward and her frumpled up inner labia were dangling out. Kevin laid himself on the ground and Julie just sat down on his face, smushing her pussy into his mouth, riding his mouth, she leaned forward and briefly looked at me.
‘Good girl.’ She said. ‘Don’t fight it, just allow us to help you now.’ Her hand surrounding my neck once more while her finger was pounding my cunt. Quite infrequently she allowed me to breath. Even when her hand was gone, it was as if I never got enough oxygen. I kept feeling short winded. Julie’s squeals were getting louder and higher pitched, and her finger was pounding my pussy erratically.
My lips and fingertips tingled, even my cheeks were tingling now and still she didn’t let go. My vision was getting blurry. Doctor Julie moaned and her whole body was shaking, her head tilted backwards as she howled at the ceiling. A moment later her face was hovering over me again.
‘Do it again,’ she said frantic. ‘That with your eyes you did just now, do it again.’
I wasn’t sure what she was referring to. She squeezed my neck tighter, a greedy haze in her eyes. ‘Do it.’ She hissed at me. ‘Do it Brynn.’
Everything was going numb, it felt like I should’ve passed out already. My heart beating rapidly. I was getting sweaty and my vision was blurring again.
‘Yeah, yeah, yea-ea-ea-eah!’ Julie screamed it out, her body trembling and shuddering and convulsing. Yet her voice was coming from far away, she seemed to be far away, it was like I was zoning out quickly, I was falling backwards into a pit of blackness and this image of a screaming and twitching Doctor Julie was quickly moving away from me.
‘Brynn,’ Doctor Kevin’s voice came from somewhere in the distance. ‘Brynn can you hear me, can you open your eyes?’
I could hear him but somehow I couldn’t open my eyes, I seemed to be trapped in this emptiness. He gently tapped my cheek. ‘Come on open your eyes sweetheart.’
Maybe I could’ve, maybe if I’d really tried, but I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to be pulled back to that other world, that confusing world, at least here trapped in the darkness things were quiet and calm. Well not that calm, doctor Kevin slapped my cheek quite roughly. ‘Open your eyes, Brynn.’ He said strictly with a hint of panic in his voice. ‘Open your eyes right now.’
Begrudgingly I obeyed and looked into his very worried face, surrounded by this empty bright whiteness. I was still in the padded room. I looked around to see were Doctor Julie had gone, she was laying on her back with this delighted grin on her face, for a moment I tried to understand.
‘What happened?’ I asked.
‘You passed out,’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘Doctor Meadows here was orgasming and therefor not that alert and she went a bit too far.’
‘Did not.’ Julie said with a dreamlike melody in her voice. ‘I went precisely far enough, 10 out of 10 would do again.’
‘She passed out.’ Keven said.
‘So?’ Julie said. ‘You made her throw up.’
‘That’s different.’ He said.
‘Is it?’ She said. ‘What’s so different about it?’
He kept quiet. With two fingers he was softly poking my jaw and neck until he found what he was looking for. He stared at his watch and mouthed words he didn’t say out loud. It took me a while to realize he was counting.
‘That’s what I thought,’ Julie said. ‘We’re both boundless and prone to loose control when it comes to our sexual urges. We know that. This isn’t the first time we crossed some socially imposed limit. You and I aren’t bound by society, we’re only bound by our own intellect, we’re only bound by science, and if you know science, if you understand science the way we understand it, the world is limitless. That’s why we gravitated towards one another in the first place, that’s why we went into business together, that’s probably why we started sleeping together.’
‘I know.’ He said. ‘Her hearth rate is 110 though.’
‘So what? She looks like Bambi, her average hearth rate is probably 105.’
‘That would also be way too high. We’re still doctors Juliana, we both took the Hippocratic Oath, “do no harm”, remember?’
‘She’s not harmed. You’re not harmed are you sweety?’ She crawled over to me on hands and knees over the padded floor and she gently started stroking my cheek. ‘You’re not harmed,’ she said and then she turned to Kevin again. ‘And if ever she needs to be released she’ll be happier, healthier and with more sense of purpose in her life than 99% of the people walking the face of the earth.’
‘I know.’ He said.
‘So stop moping around.’
‘I’m just... I don’t know. I’ve never seen you like that.’ He shook his head and curiously studied doctor Julie. ‘Maybe I was just jealous.’
‘Aawh.’ Julie said pressing her hands towards her chest. ‘That’s so cute. I know something that’ll help with that.’ She said.
He looked at me with an eager look in his eyes. ‘You sure?’ He asked.
Julie seductively bit her lip. ‘Definitely,’ she said. ‘I’ll keep her docile and compliant.’ She stepped out of the room.
‘What’s happening now?’ I asked Kevin. ‘What are you going to do to me now? Is this still part of therapy.’
‘It is sweety.’ He said. ‘Everything is part of therapy and it’ll be in your own benefit to cooperate.’
‘But you were fighting earlier,’ I said. I rolled around, my arms still tightly wrapped in the straight jacket. I managed to maneuver onto my side, and immediately I rolled further onto my tummy and face planted in the padded floor. Eventually I managed to pull my knees under me and sit up.
Kevin didn’t attempt to stop me he was just looking with a bemused smile on his face.
‘You were fighting weren’t you?’
‘No, sweetheart. Julie and I weren’t fighting, we were just having a very scientific discussion about your treatment, I wouldn’t expect a disturbed young lady like you to understand the complexities of neurosubmission through reality deprivation and pharmacological personality mapping.’
I was trying to stand-up now. It was weird trying to stand up without using my arms, I tried leaning against the wall, but I lost my balance and I fell face forward into the padding again.
‘What’s with pharmacological personality mapping?’ Julie said as she walked into the room with a metallic cylinder and some plastic tubing.
‘Nothing,’ Kevin said. ‘Just that our little Brynn here probably wouldn’t understand any of it.’
‘I’m not stupid.’ I said.
‘That’s true.’ Julie said nodding. It was unclear whether she was agreeing with me or with Kevin. She installed the tubes hitching them to the cylinder and then she sat down against the padded wall. ‘Come here sweetheart, come sit in my lap.’
I shook my head, but apparently I had no choice, because Kevin just pushed me towards Julie and forced me to sit down in between her legs. Julie wrapped her arms around me and gently stroke my hair. Her face close to mine and she gave me a little kiss on the rim of my ear. ‘Are you ready sweetheart?’
‘No.’ I said. ‘I think I’ve head enough therapy for now, can you take this contraption off of me now? I’m calmed down now, aren’t I?’
‘Ssh,’ Julie said. ‘We’re the doctors sweety, it’s up to us to decide when you have had enough therapy and the straight jacket is purely for your own safety. Look at this.’ She held up a plastic tube that looked somewhat like a flute. I stared at it, not really sure what to say, I tried to wriggle away, but in my straight jacked I didn’t get very far. Julie wrapped an arm around me and pulled me against her chest.
‘Allow me to explain... You’ve been showing a lot of resistance and anger and fear to our therapies so far. You’ve been refusing our medication. This medication you can’t refuse, this you don’t want to refuse. In a moment you’re going to put this piece in your mouth, I’ll turn on the gas and you’re going to take a deep breath, okay?’
‘No.’ I said. ‘Not okay.’
‘Sweetheart, this isn’t up to you. Now don’t be afraid, this gas is a very very very special gas and little girls like you usually like it a lot, it’s going to make you feel happy and good and really calm and docile at the same time. Now open up wide.’
She bumped the end of the plastic tube against my lips. I kept my lips tightly sealed, yet she easily pried my mouth open and forced me to bite down on the mouth piece. She turned a knob and a soft hissing sounded. Some lukewarm breeze blew against my tongue and my mouth instantly felt dry. I spit the mouth piece out, but less than a second later Julie had placed it in my mouth once more. She kept it in place with the palm of her hand, while her thumb and index finger were squeezing my nose.
‘Just breath,’ she whispered softly. To illustrate she deeply inhaled and blew against my ear and cheek. ‘and again.’ She said.
I shook my head, but skillfully Julie kept the mouthpiece in place and she was still pinching my nose. Eventually I had to breath and so I sucked in a big gulp of the gas. I could feel it tingling and irritating my lungs and a warm cloud expanded in my chest.
‘Good girl. I’m so proud of you, Brynn,’ she said. ‘I’m so proud of you, you’re doing great, come take another deep breath.’ I found myself mimicking her. Again I felt my lungs burn and that burning sensation was now spreading through my entire body, my arms my legs, my fingertips and toes, everything was consumed by that warm glow. I felt the fear and weariness seep away from my body, my spine seemed to be melting as my body was leaning heavier against Julie’s chest.
‘Take another breath sweety,’ her voice so soft and soothing, so beautiful and melodic, a voice I wanted to get lost in, words I wanted to get lost in. I inhaled. The warm glow seemed to be slowly creeping up my neck, I felt my cheeks flush and my eyelids were getting heavy. I was so sleepy and yet I didn’t want to fall asleep, because I didn’t want to miss out on feeling so good, feeling so happy. My mind seemed to be throbbing with wave after wave after wave of happiness. My head lulling back and forth on Julie’s shoulder.
‘She’s ready.’ Kevin said. In a hazy blur I saw him take his doctor’s coat off, and a moment later he was completely naked. He tugged on his own cock.
‘I wanted to give her a more of the addictive component, you know, maybe that’ll speed things along.’
‘Fine.’ Kevin said. He spread my knees and reached out to play with my pussy. His fingertip denting my labia and pressing into my clit and still I didn’t mind, it wasn’t that I didn’t register, because part of me was well aware of everything that was going on around me, but another part of me was just too sleepy to care and the best part of me was floating on a very enjoyable high.
Julie reached over and my body wobbled in her arms. ‘I’m going to put her right on the max for someone of her posture.’ She said as she was turning a knob. The breeze that came from the mouthpiece was blowing even harder into my mouth, she still pinched my nose and every time I inhaled I sucked another gulp of gas into my lungs. It didn’t burn me anymore, I was consumed by that heavenly tingling glow all over my body, everything was awesome and the world was precisely how it was supposed to be.
I moaned in pleasure as I took another deep breath, my body moving involuntarily, almost as if I wanted to rub my self against the straight jacket, against the padded flooring, against Julie’s body, or even rubbing my body against my own body, my knee against my own knee. There was not a straight thought left in my mind, there was just this very overwhelming heaven, numbing anything and everything.
Kevin tried to spread my legs, but I didn’t much like that, I wanted to rub my knee against my knee some more, my foot against my foot.
‘Turn it up some more.’ He said.
Again Julie reached over and twisted on some latch on the cylinder and again the mouthpiece started blowing even harder.
It was really hard to focus on what was going on, my eyes were shutting involuntarily. I was getting so incredibly sleepy and tired and yet I didn’t want to give up on this happiness, I wanted to stay awake to enjoy it.
Kevin stopped my feet from rubbing up against one another again and I fuzzed a little and moaned and put my legs back the way they were.
‘Here, I’ll help.’ Julie said. She reached past my shoulder for my leg and Kevin handed it to her. She pulled my knee upwards to my shoulder and my other leg she hooked behind her own foot, pinning me down in place with one leg lifted and the other one spread to the side. ‘Go ahead, hon.’ She said.
Kevin played with my now totally exposed and accessible pussy. I saw it happening, but I didn’t feel anything, the sensations just got lost in the swirling tornado of happiness. I couldn’t help but moan and nestle myself against Julie’s shoulder. With his one hand he spread my pussy lips apart and then with his other hand he guided his cock inside.
‘O fuck. Fucking god, she’s tight, she so fucking tight, I don’t fucking deserve it.’ He said as he pushed his cock deeper and deeper. For a moment I thought it was hurting, for a moment the tornado of happiness seemed to have a swirl of unhappiness, but a moment later I’d already forgotten about it, and yet another moment later I had no idea what was going on, I just knew that I felt amazing. 
‘Good girl.’ Julie whispered in my ear. ‘Just breath, all you have to do is inhale, you’re such a brave little girl, I’m so proud of you, it feels so good doesn’t it sweetheart, you’re becoming more and more addicted, aren’t you?’
I moaned, my eyes closed and my back was arching involuntarily.
‘All those little gases invading your mind and your thoughts, making you such a docile little girl for Kevin too fuck.’
‘She’s really tight,’ Kevin said. ‘She feels great around my cock, she feels like heaven, like magic.’ He was panting loudly. ‘Can you make her beg?’ He asked.
‘I don’t know.’ Julie said. ‘She’s not - ... O wait, I’ll have an idea how to get her to... just wait a minute.’ She reached for the cylinder and adjusted some of the knobs, a moment later the mouthpiece was hissing a lot less intensely, and another moment later she wiggled the mouthpiece out of my mouth. At first I didn’t care that much about it, I was still trapped in that tornado of blurry and surreal awesomeness, but soon that started to fade and reality was seeping in.
The straight jacket, Julie keeping my legs spread apart to give Kevin access to my pussy, the cock pounding away at me. As the numb high was waning reality seemed to get sharper and more prickly and ugly and painful and pointless. It was like I was hit wit a wave of depression and I whined, I struggled to get out of there.
‘Ssh.’ Julie said. ‘I know what you want, you want a little bit more of this don’t you?’ She showed me the mouthpiece.’ I stared at it, of course I didn’t want to be drugged again, but I did want to feel that amazing euphoria again. Instead of this a-rhythmic shaking as Kevin was pounding me.
‘You don’t have to fuss and cry about that.’ Julie said. ‘You can just ask, will you ask?’
I shook my head. 
‘I see what you’re doing.’ Kevin said while putting his thumb and index finger around the base of his cock to create a ring. ‘Smart. Thanks.’
‘Just say you want a little bit more.’ Julie encouraged me. 
I bit my lip and very softly I mumbled ‘more.’ That was immediately rewarded and she placed the plastic in my mouth again. I sucked in the gases and soon I was melting and floating away in this sea of intoxicated jubilee. Not caring about anything, not even noticing the cock trusting me, not even realizing where I was or who I was.
The mouth piece slipped from my lips.
‘Are you okay?’ Julie whispered. ‘or do you want more?’
I didn’t even return to earth I was still high when I heard myself saying. ‘More, I need more.’
‘Yeah you do.’ Kevin said. ‘You need so much more.’
I got to take another few breaths from the mouthpiece, but far too soon it was taken away again.
‘What do you need?’ Kevin asked.
‘More!’ I said still trapped in that hazy euphoria. ‘More, more, more.’
‘Say: Kevin Please.’ Julie whispered in my ear.
And I obeyed. ‘Kevin, more please, Kevin more please.’
His hands underneath my hips, his fingers digging into my butt, he lifted me from the padding and pulled me by my thighs over his big and erect cock.
‘Doctor Kevin.’ He panted.
‘More please, doctor Kevin I need more, more.’ I was pleading with him frantically fighting my own panic as I felt the end of the euphoria approaching, it couldn’t go, I didn’t want the happiness to leave me now. ‘Please.’ I said. ‘Please Doctor Kevin I need more. Please.’
‘Fu-u-u-u-u- ‘ his voice trailed off in a loud grunting moan as his body was convulsing. Squeezing my thigh he roughly pulled me over his cock that was swelling and throbbing inside of me.
Another grunt and another twitch and then he sank down on top of me, his heavy body pressing me down, expelling all the air from my lungs.
‘Fuck it.’ He said. ‘Fuck you little lady.’ He pressed a little kiss on my mouth. ‘It’s been a long time since I came so quickly and so intensely even though I tried to delay it. You’re magic, you’re a magical little nymph.’ Kevin said.’ And you Julie, you were a genius! Why hadn’t we thought of that before?’
They kissed and I was trapped between their bodies. My high was faded and within moments I went from being perfectly satisfied to feeling the most profound sadness and anger I’d ever felt. I whined and kicked my legs against the padding.
‘Careful.’ Kevin said. ‘I don’t want a knee in my groin.’
I was already past the point of no return, there was no controlling myself. There was just this rage and aggression burning in my body trying to find it’s way out.
‘For God’s sake,’ Kevin said reaching for the mouthpiece. ‘Give the woman some more, God knows she deserved it.’
The plastic bumped against my lips and eagerly I bit down on the mouthpiece, he turned some knobs and it started hissing. I inhaled deeply and greedily. I moaned as I surrendered to the happiness. I couldn’t even remember what I was unhappy about earlier, everything was perfect.
‘Good girl.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘Nice and Docile. Nice and Addicted. She’s cute. You know based on the pictures alone I was like... yeah she’s nice, but in reality she has this sparkle about her, you know.’
‘You’re saying that because you orgasmed.’
‘Maybe.’ Kevin said. ‘But go ahead, you look in those innocent and drowsy and fluttering little eyes of hers and tell me you don’t get a flutter in your heart and a shot of arousal in your genitals.’
‘Fine.’ Julie said. She was pulling me aside so I wasn’t leaning against her chest anymore, instead she was cradling me in her arms as if I was a baby, as if the mouth piece was a bottle of milk, her face hanging over me looking at me. ‘Yeah, I agree she’s adorable, she does have that sexy eye roll mastered when she’s almost unconscious.’ 
‘With that eye roll alone she could wrap you around her little finger.’
Julie laughed. ‘Probably, yeah. It helps that she’s ours though, that she’s spit out by the system, no family picking her up on the weekends, no Master claiming her at the end of the process, she’s ours.’ Julie cradled me and held the mouth piece in place, while she was softly rocking me back and forth.
‘I can’t wait till we can actually start working on her,’ Kevin said, ‘isn’t there anyway to speed things up?’
Julie laughed. ‘Doubt it,’ She said. ‘I think were in it for the long haul, it might be weeks or even months until she agrees to take our medication.’
‘What if we skip that part? We can just force the medications on her, can’t we, we have power of attorney over all medical decisions, right?’ Kevin asked.
‘Yeah we do,’ Julie said. ‘But it wouldn’t work, I tried that once, but if there’s no compliance there’s doubt, and doubt will undermine what we’re trying to achieve. She’ll keep having lucid moments.’
‘What’s so bad about that?’ Kevin said. ‘It’s not like she’s going anywhere and the two of us can handle the odd fit of lucidity,’
Julie just grunted, without actually replying.
‘Do you remember how we speed things up with Haley?’ Kevin asked.
‘No way,’ Julie said, ‘We’re absolutely not going down that road with Brynn. It’ll mess up her neurosubmission, besides that amount of hormones is basically chemical castration.’
‘Just hear me out.’ Kevin said. ‘I’ve been tinkering with a little something in my lab. I think I found a way to stimulate her erogenous zones throughout the treatment, while still having her mentally where you need her to be to ensure neurosubmission.’
‘Really?’ Julie said. ‘Then why haven’t you told me about this before?’
‘It’s just a theory for now, but I’m fairly confident my calculations are correct.’
Julie frowned. ‘I guess we could use Brynn as a guinea pig, but I do want to read the science though to make sure you’re right. I mean if you’re right it could safe us so much time, we could scale up production, we could...’
She adjusted the mouthpiece and I moaned, to make sure she wouldn’t pull it out. Her words just floated past me like autumn leaves on a warm sunny afternoon.
‘Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,’ Kevin said. 
‘Let’s get to work.’ Julie said. ‘Are your calculations in your office?’ She turned of the gas and hastily put me down on the padded platform.
‘More, more,’ I mumbled dazedly. They didn’t listen to me, they got dressed, picked up their belongings, beeped themselves out of my room.
‘More, more, more.’ I whimpered while trying to fight off the panic rising up in my chest. Still there was nothing stopping that haze of anger now and for all the time I had been trapped in that tornado of euphoria I now spend in this tornado of anger and desperation.
I rolled around from shoulder to shoulder, trying to escape my straight jacket. I screamed and yelled and lifted my hips high into the air and then dropping myself. I bit down on the white padding and tried to tear it of the walls. My eye fell onto a little triangular pill that was laying there in the seam between the floor padding and the wall padding.
I don’t know whether I acted out of anger and self-destruction or whether I was just yearning for a little break that would make me stop feeling this distraught, but I inched closer to that junction and I wriggled my tongue in that seem until I could swallow the pill.
For a moment I waited expectantly, now something would happen, now I would feel high again or fall asleep or whatever. Yet nothing happened and flushed with disappointment and frustration I started crying and wailing and screaming again. My entire body was convulsing and writhing around on the ground. I banged my head against the wall over and over and over again and then I somehow found out that I was flexible enough to bite my own toe and somehow that pain was better than all the other anguish I felt, simply because I got to control that pain. I kept on biting until the door swung open and a strange woman barged into my door.
‘Who the fuck are you?’ I said.
‘Stop biting yourself.’ She said.
I shook my head, the pain was beaming in my body like a lighthouse. Guiding me to a place where it was slightly better. The stranger tried to stop me by putting her hand in between my feet and my mouth, so then I bit her.
‘Ouch, you little b-.’ She yelled out, then she pressed some button and yelled out that she needed help and so another two people barged into the room. It felt familiar, me fighting the medical staff. It had happened a gazillion times before, although I must admit the straight jacket didn’t work to my advantage and they easily overpowered me.
‘Get me some Resbar, Betsy.’ One of the guys said.
‘But Doctor Meadows said she had a lot of Spalivea gas this afternoon.’
‘The interaction affect only applies to the cluster C & D sleeping meds.’
‘I know that. You don’t have to talk down to me like that just because you’re a Doctor, Sander. You’re not better than me. I’ve been working her for years, way before you came along.’
‘For god’s sake Betsy, stop bickering with me while I’m fighting this patient, just get the meds.’
‘Betsy is right though, she can’t have any meds, her chart says she’s starting flux tomorrow, meds given to her now could affect the effectiveness of flux.’ The third guy said.
‘Look at her Vernon, she’s obviously not ready.’ Doctor Sander said. ‘She’s starting nothing tomorrow.’
‘Well, take a look for yourself.’ The Vernon-guy who must be a nurse too handed him a tablet and Doctor Sander looked at the screen. ‘Well that must be a mistake. I’ll talk to Miss Meadows to figure out what’s going on, I guess for now we... we have to immobilize her the old fashioned way and tie her down.’
The three of them hastily secured me to the platform, apparently the silver rings on my straight jacket were there for precisely this purpose and quite quickly they’d attached me to the platform, Sander pulled the last strap close around my ankle and then he picked up the tablet. Yet as he walked out the room doctor Julie walked in. I growled and moaned at her. ‘Julie I need more.’ I yelled, she completely ignored me. 
‘What’s going on?’ She said. ‘I told you Betsy that she was going to have some mood swings because she’s still coming down from the Spalivea gas. You know better than to panic about a few mood swings, right darling?’
‘I’m sorry.’ Betsy said, she seemed like a completely different person now, much more shy, much more humble almost like she was admiring Julie. ‘At first I just let her be, like you told me, but then she was biting herself and she bit me and...’
‘Excuse me miss.’ Doctor Sander said. ‘But it says here that she’s starting flux tomorrow, but obviously that’s a mistake she’s not ready, right?’
‘This is the case we’ve taken on pro bono and so we can allow ourselves a little more freedom to experiment and that’s all you need to know. I take it, you weren’t cocky thinking you know better than me and gave her something anyway?’
‘No miss,’ Betsy said. ‘I stopped him.’
‘No miss.’ Doctor Sander said.
‘Well then, spit spot back to work. All of you! Isn’t it almost medication time for the east wing Sander?’
‘Yes Miss Meadows.’ He said meekly as he left the room.
‘Betsy, I see you’ve tied little Brynn here down, so hoist her in a diaper and then I want you back on observation,’ she said. ‘Don’t worry too much about our Brynn here, instead I want you to keep a close eye on Amalia in room C, use the App to log her behavior, I think she might be ready for flux soon.’
‘Yes, miss.’ Betsy said.
Julie stepped outside, she left the door open and for a moment I could see right into the hallway. I guess my fighting spirit was fading, although the anger and the desperation was still there. I kept struggling for a while to no avail, and eventually I just gave up. I just laid there. Betsy walked away too but a moment later she returned with an large diaper in her hands.
‘You can untie me now.’ I said. ‘I’m calm.’
Hesitant she looked at me.
‘I’m sorry.’ She said. ‘I can’t. I’m sorry you’re not feeling well. I know what it’s like to come down from a Spalivea high, it’s the worst. You’re in for a rough night lady. I mean, my worst time was when I got to breath in the Spalivea for about five minutes straight and it took me about half a day to feel normal again, like literally six hours or something, and I saw the cylinder they used on you, that was more than half a cylinders worth, that must have taken like 30 or 40 minutes, not? You’re a lucky little lady. I mean, you were this afternoon, now not so much. Anyway, it’s diaper time for you, because I need to go log Amalia’s behavior, which is quite a boring task actually. I’d rather stay here chatting with you.’
‘But I haven’t said anything.’ I said. ‘You’re not chatting with me, you’re just babbling into a vacuum.’
‘Don’t be mean.’ She said. ‘Lift you hips.’
‘No.’ I said.
She sighed. ‘Really it’s a lot quicker if you cooperate.’
‘For you.’ I said vindictive. ‘not for me.’
‘You’re quite sassy for a patient that’s been tied down with dozen some straps, what were you planning on doing about it?’
She shoved the diaper under my hips and despite me trying to struggle there was very little room to move and my little wiggles didn’t stop her at all. So in an impulse I started screaming at the top of my lungs, just screaming screaming screaming until I was out of breath and then I took another deep breath and I screamed some more.
‘My goodness.’ Betsy said, she folded the diaper against my crotch and closed the tapes. ‘There you go.’ She said. ‘Now have a nice night, you know, if that’s even possible, and try not to ruin your voice.’
And then she left. For a moment I kept screaming, but it felt pointless and so I stopped. With everybody gone I suddenly felt extremely tired. My body was throbbing as if I’d just ran a marathon and I had the feeling like I was perpetually falling backwards, just tumbling into nothingness, without actually moving.
In the corner of my eye I saw a little orange light whizzing past, it was a fast flicker, like a falling star or something, yet when I looked that way it was gone already. When I tried to figure out what that orange light had been I saw a similar thing in green, it was a flash that quickly moved downwards and then I saw the walls wavering almost as if the padding wasn’t made of some indestructible canvas, but out of clouds of whipped cream floating on a cup of hot coco, just floating up and down, up and down.
Suddenly I was back at the orphanage again. It was Christmas and I was a whole lot younger still. I was five maybe six, my tantrums weren’t that worrisome yet. My favorite volunteer came over, Grace, she’d brought us hot coco and whipped cream, it was the first time I’d ever tasted anything like that. It was magical. She helped us craft a Rudolph that we could put up in our own bedroom as a Christmas decoration and then this girl with the two pigtails tipped over her own hot coco and ruined my Rudolph. I was inconsolable and I remember Grace picking me up and putting me on her hip. She was holding me and talking to me, telling me that everything would be alright, that she would help me make a new Rudolph and that I would get a new cup of hot coco, even though it wasn’t even my cup that had tipped over.
‘How are you?’ A voice came from far away, a voice carried over on the wind originating in another world. Reluctantly I opened my eyes and I found myself strapped in a straight jacked tied down to the bed with straps. It felt surreal.
‘Good morning, sleepy head.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘You slept surprisingly well for someone coming down from Spalivea, Betsy told me you were out like a light after seven thirty and that she hadn’t heard from you since. Well maybe that’s for the better, isn’t it?’
‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘I don’t want to be here, will you let me free now?’
‘O sweety.’ Julie said. ‘I can’t, that wouldn’t be safe. You remember why you’re here, don’t you?’
‘No.’ I said. ‘I don’t. You just... put me here.’
‘You need help’ Julie said. ‘You’re really sick in your head.’ She tapped her index finger against my temple. ‘You keep having these meltdown and these tantrums and then you hurt yourself or you hurt others. You’re here so we can make you better.’
‘Am I though?’ I asked. ‘Aren’t you going to run experiments on me, because I’m a charity case, that’s what you told the others right?’
‘What are you talking about?’ Julie asked.
‘Don’t feign innocence. I heard you. I heard you talking to Sander and Betsy and Vernon. You said... they said I wasn’t ready and you said it didn’t matter because I was unimportant because I’m an charity case anyway.’
She gave me a questioning look and frowned. ‘I... I think you were hallucinating.’ She said. She put her hand on my forehead as if she was checking my temperature. ‘Which is coincidentally illustrating the point that I’m trying to make.’
‘The point that I’m crazy?’
‘Sweety, you need help, whether you’re ready to admit that or not. It would be better if you agreed with us and admitted you needed help, but we can’t wait any longer, we need to start your treatments as soon as possible.’
‘Because of the experiment right? Because with Amalia in the other room you could wait.’
‘How... when...did Betsy tell you that? It doesn’t matter.’ She was stuttering and stammering and then she pressed her lips together and stared at the wall for a few moments.
She took a deep breath and looked at me again. ‘You have those meltdown right?’
‘I guess.’
‘So you agree you have those meltdowns, that’s good, very good.’ She said. ‘Now as a doctor what I see happening during those meltdowns is that you completely pull away from reality, you don’t know who you are, where you are,  you start hallucinating, seeing things that aren’t there, hearing conversation that never happened, won’t you agree? The only way to fix that is with medication, and since it’s so severe in your case we need to start that medication right away. It simply wouldn’t be responsible of us to wait till you’re ready to admit you need help.’
She pulled a syringe out and carefully put that in my thigh, a brief sting. I lifted my head and saw her releasing the contents of the syringe into my leg. Even before the syringe was empty I already felt a wave of dizziness crashing over me. She gently massaged my thigh saying that would help spread the drug, but judging by the way the room was spinning the drug was already working quite well.
‘It’ll take a moment to start kicking in.’ She said. ‘Most women feel a little euphoric at the beginning, because it’s such a relief when you’re mind is finally working the way it should.’
I wasn’t feeling any euphoria yet. I was just trapped in this world that had no solid ground anymore. It was making me incredibly nauseous and at the same time it was hard to focus on what she was saying. Her words seemed to be echoing, or maybe she wasn’t the only one talking, I didn’t know where all the voices came from, they weren’t saying anything sensible, they were talking about hot choco and about Grace. My vision got blurry and it was really hard to focus on anything, my eyes seemed to be rolling up and away.
‘Are you doing that on purpose?’ Julie asked. I blinked my eyes and tried to remember who she was and why she was here. I was just so sleepy, so drowsy and dizzy and nauseous. I tried to focus on her face, but I couldn’t control my eyes they kept rolling up and closing on their own accord.
‘Don’t get me wrong it’s terribly hot,’ she said. ‘So if you’re doing it for me please don’t stop.’
She leaned over, put her hand behind my head and kissed me ever so tenderly on the mouth, her tongue was thin and soft as she gently pushed my lips apart and entered my mouth.
The dizziness was now so overwhelming that I felt like I was about to either pass out or throw up and helplessly I moaned.
Julie pulled back and stared at me for a moment. ‘But even if you’re doing it on purpose it would be atypical to just do it because you want my attention, right? You’re not there yet. So I guess you are trying to manipulate me? Your file said you were quite skilled at manipulating staff members.’ She sat up and felt her pockets, when she saw her key card was still there, she put it back and gave me an inquisitive look.
‘What are you planning, Missy?’ She said. ‘You’re helplessly tied down, drugged, do you really think you can outwit me? That you can outsmart the worlds leading chemical neuro-engineer.’ She shook her head and right at that moment the first wave of euphoria hit me, it was mind numbing and overwhelming and I felt my thoughts quickly seeping away into this warm pool of satisfaction. I moaned helplessly, because it felt good, but I also moaned because I was getting to numb to understand words. Words had no meaning anymore.
My back arched and I was once more writhing in my bounds, this time not to escape them, but to feel they were still there, to feel they were touching me, just rubbing my skin against anything felt so good.
There were those shooting stars again, those light flickers that were gone before you even looked at them and there were sounds lots of sounds, moans and words and voices. Julie’s faces seemed to be swirling and I couldn’t quite figure out if she was alone or whether there was someone standing next to her.
Julie smiled at me. ‘Let’s give you a clean diaper.’ She said, she pulled open the straps and I felt a cool breeze running over my muggy skin. Involuntarily I shivered. I couldn’t remember peeing in my diaper but according to Julie it was full anyway and I needed a clean one.
She was wiping me with a wet wipe, my leg straps undone, she’d folded my knees up against my chest as if I was a little baby.
Far too soon the euphoria started to taper away again and instinctively I started to ask for more.
‘Mow mow momomomo.’
Julie turned her head abruptly and stared at me in astonishment.
‘What did you say?’ She asked.
I took a deep breath and tried my best to articulate even though my brain seemed to be turned to mush. ‘Mow. Mow.’
‘Did you just call me Mama?’ She asked. She tilted her head a little bit. ‘Because I’m changing you’re diaper? Has that triggered some old memories? But that can’t be, your mother never even changed your diaper, according to your file she snuck out of the hospital mere hours after you were born.’
For a moment I was in a hospital in a long white hallway that never ever seemed to end. I could run or walk or turn around and walk the other way, yet I would never go anywhere. 
‘So...’ Julie bit her lip, she reached for the powder and then she sprinkled it on my crotch, spreading it around with her fingers. ‘So are you hallucinating that heavily already? But that’s also not... I mean... no, right? We gradually build it up because we don’t want to trigger any psychosis, we just want to bring you to that state of ultimate flux, were reality is fluid and malleable.’
She closed the diaper and stared at me for a few seconds. ‘So more manipulation?’ She asked. ‘But how would you know that... I mean I didn’t even know I would feel... I’m still not even sure if I felt... I could be the rolling eyes, it was probably your rolling eyes though, right?’ She gave me a suspicious look and then once more checked whether she still had everything in her pockets.
‘Fine.’ She said. ‘Fine, maybe I’m getting a bit paranoid myself.’ She laughed too loudly and too fake and then she asked whether I wanted to get untied, without waiting for my reply which would’ve been nothing else but a moan, she undid my straps. ‘Let’s leave the straight jacket on for now.’ She mumbled. ‘See you later sweetheart.’
She opened the door and left me alone, although I never felt really alone. From the corner of my eye I saw silhouettes scurrying away the moment I tried to look their way, shadows seemed to be talking to me.
I don’t know how many hours later it was when things started to calm down and I felt myself returning to earth. I hadn’t been to space but it did feel like I had seen an alternate dimension in which people lived in walls, casting shadows that disappeared when you looked at them, they must be witches or aliens, they must be the ones shooting those sparks I kept seeing, yet now they were gone. This was better, this was calmer.
The calm didn’t last long though. Julie came back and injected me again, and even before the syringe was completely empty those witchy aliens had returned again shooting their lights, laughing at me, telling me I was just an experiment.
‘No, no, no.’ I said. I closed my eyes to block out the aliens and I tried to pull my leg away from the syringe that was only making it worse.
‘No eyes this time?’ Julie asked with disdain. ‘Don’t you want to put on a show for your “mommy” this afternoon? Well...’ She shrugged. ‘Meh. I don’t care.’ She patted me on the stomach and left. Soon after that the euphoria kicked in, followed by a few hours in which I barely grasped what was real and what wasn’t.
History seemed to repeat itself over and over again, at first I would resist the injections because I didn’t want to be trapped in that alternate dimension again, but soon I got addicted to the euphoria that came from being injected.
Each time Julie emptied a syringe in my leg she made a comment about my eyes, about how they weren’t rolling around like the first time, that she was missing my rolling eyes, or if I was depriving her of those rolling eyes on purpose.
At first I was convinced that those injection made everything worse, that those injections caused those light flashes, but overtime I started to believe Julie when she said that I was a disturbed little girl and that I was suffering from hallucinations and that those injections would help me feel better. The injections did make me feel better for a while.
After a few days I was released out of my straight jacket and I didn’t need to wear a diaper anymore. I guess I wasn’t that dangerous anymore at that point. I don’t remember much from those days except from the injections Julie gave me sometimes it felt like she gave me a shot every hour, but maybe that was just an illusion, maybe it was those aliens giving me a shot, or maybe I just imagined that. It was so hard to differentiate between the things that I’d imagined and the things that were real. Sometimes I would be thinking about a tropical warm beach, I would be swimming and playing and building sand castles and then I’d suddenly remember that beach wasn’t real, that it had just been a TV-series I’d watched at the orphanage, only to realize that the orphanage wasn’t real either that I had become an adult and left the orphanage. Yet the beach still felt so real and for hours after that I would reach up to my hair still dripping wet with the water from the ocean.
One morning both Julie and Kevin came in the room. I hadn’t seen Kevin for a while and I’d almost forgotten that he’d exist. They sat down next to me and showed me a little book, they said I had to do a flux test to see if the reality deprivation was complete. They had me flip through the book and asked me questions about what I saw, they asked me to point at things. I don’t remember much. I guess I pointed at a chicken one time, and maybe one of the pictures was of a mountain because I remember being cold in the snow and making a snowman, although there was also white padding in the room. I didn’t much like the test. I closed my eyes and theatrically I fell backwards as if I fainted.
‘I don’t want to.’ I said.
‘Come on sweety.’ Julie said. ‘You’re doing great, we’re almost there.’
‘No, we’re not.’ I said.
‘Still defiant.’ Kevin said.
‘That’s because we didn’t wait.’ Julie said.
‘Don’t talk about me like I’m not here, I’m right here with you we’re all in the same caravan.’
‘We’re in a caravan?’ Julie asked.
‘Well, it’s small and crowded and caravans are too.’ I mumbled. ‘You.’ I said pointing to Julie. ‘I know you. You need to give me my medicine.’
‘If you do the test you’ll get your medicine.’
‘You can’t promise that.’ Kevin said.
‘Well she’s getting some medicine either way, either the new ones because she’s ready to start mapping or she’ll get her old flux medicine.’
‘If you give me my medicine now I’ll do the eye thing.’ I said. To demonstrate I stared up at the ceiling and let my eyes roll around as if I was being sarcastic. 
‘Hmm, strange.’ Julie said.
‘That’s she’s manipulating you, isn’t that just part of the starting too soon thing.’
‘It is.’ Julie said. ‘It’s not the manipulation I’m worried about, it’s the eye roll, she did it the other day and I thought she was manipulating me back then too, but obviously she’s not that good at faking it, which means maybe back then she wasn’t faking it.’
Kevin put his hand under my shoulders and tried to push me back to a sitting position. ‘Come on sweety it’s just four more pages and then you’re done.’
In the end they said I was ready for mapping and they told me to follow them, they walked out of my room, but somehow I was too scared to step into the hallway.
‘Come on sweety.’ Julie came back and grabbed my hand and pulled me with her.
‘Shouldn’t I wear clothes?’ I asked.
‘Huh!’ Kevin said. ‘Clothes, I didn’t think we were going to get that question from her anymore.’
‘The patients in here typically don’t wear clothes.’ Julie said. ‘For safety reasons, although some might wear a straight jacket and if someone is particularly shy they’ll can request a special leotard that covers them up without it being unsafe.’
‘Why is clothes unsafe?’ I asked.
Julie said something about steeling pills and hiding sharp objects, but I didn’t listen. I was distracted by a picture I saw of a green maple leave with little dewdrops on it, it was such a beautiful picture and I wanted to be a fairy so I could live in that tree.
‘Sweetheart are you coming?’ Julies voice sounded from far away and I tried my best to ignore it. I flapped my hands up and down and started flying, I soared through the air and landed on the leave with grace.
‘Do you like that picture so much?’ Julie asked. She put her arm around my shoulder and gently pulled me away from the painting.
‘No, no, no.’ I said in distress.
Yet firmly and resolute she guided me into a scary looking operating theater.
‘I don’t want to be here.’ I said. ‘I’m not sick.’
‘You’re sick in your head, remember sweety.’
‘No I’m not.’ I said.
‘It’s okay.’ Kevin said. ‘If you sit down in this chair you can look at the picture of the treasure chest.’ He pointed to a sticker on the ceiling.
I tipped my head backwards. ‘I can see it from here just fine.’ I said.
‘What would you do if you had so much money?’ Kevin asked.
I squinted at the wooden chest with all the gold coins seeping out and for a moment I saw myself on a island far far away, the cold coins rattling through my fingers. ‘Buy stuff.’ I said.
‘Come on hop on,’ Kevin said. ‘What sort of stuff would you buy?’
Still trapped in my own fantasy world I obeyed him, I climbed up into the chair and lied down to admire the coins. ‘I would buy...’ I tried to think about rich people and the stuff they owned that would make them happy, the medicine made me the most happy. ‘Medicine,’ I said. ‘I would buy all the medicine.’
‘Well then you’re in luck, because you’re going to get a lot of medicine today.’ Kevin said.
‘Yes!’ I started flapping my hands as if I was a fairy again. Kevin grabbed my arm. ‘Hold still now,’ he said, ‘so I don’t miss your vein.’
‘My vein?’ I felt a little prick on the inside of my elbow and I stared at the needle sticking out of my arm. Kevin’s fingers moved fast and a moment later the needle was gone, yet there was a little white tube taped to my elbow.
‘What’s that?’ I asked. ‘I don’t even feel happy yet?’
‘That’s because this is just your IV.’ Kevin said. ‘You’re going to get so many different medicines today it’s easier like this.’
‘But I want it to feel good.’ I said. I kicked my legs against the chair.
‘Maybe this’ll help.’ Kevin said. He twisted a syringe into the little tube and slowly released the drug into my arm.
In excitement I started flapping my arms again, but Kevin was quick to pin my arm down on the chair at least the one with the syringe, although my other arm was feeling heavy now too, maybe Julie was pinning that one down. I looked at my fingers but no one was holding it. My back was arching and tingling, it was like a million itching ants were running up my spine and then I started peeing.
‘O shit.’ Kevin said.
Before he could do anything Julie already pushed a diaper against my crotch to catch all the pee.
‘Sorry hon.’ Kevin said. ‘I always forget.’
‘I know you, don’t I? I came prepared.’
‘Thanks.’ He said.
My body grew warmer and heavier until I eventually couldn’t move anymore. Kevin lifted my hand for a moment played with my limp fingers and then he let my arm drop on my stomach. ‘Perfect.’ He mumbled. ‘Let’s do this.’
‘Let’s do this.’ Julie said too. ‘What do you need from me?’
‘First we need to isolate and stimulate some of the area’s you need for your mapping, so I need you to get your brainwashing helmet and – ‘
‘Don’t call it that.’ Julie said.
‘What?’
‘Just...it’s crude and disrespectful to call it a brainwashing helmet, we’re not brainwashing her. It’s a Neurochemical Map Rendering and Electro Magnetic Re-routing Device.’
‘Yeah, that thing.’ Kevin said. ‘I need you to render and stimulate the pleasure centers in her brain, while I stimulate the erogenous zones on the body so we can create strong pathways that won’t deteriorate under influence of the hormone treatment.’
Julie lifted my head and shoved a metallic ring around my head running across my forehead and round the nape of my neck, she attached a lot of wires and tubes and sensors and then she turned the device on. It was humming and vibrating softly, yet overall it was quite nice, like I was getting a head massage.
‘And render complete. Look at that.’ Julie said cooing. ‘Aw isn’t that brain of her the cutest, look at the activity in her Henderson Lobe and that cute little sparkle here in her Ryosin Cortex.’
‘So cute.’ Kevin said cynically.
Julie reached over and playfully slapped him on his bum. ‘Well I’m not teasing you when you’re swooning hopelessly romantic over someones blood levels or spinal fluid.’
‘Yeah you are.’ Kevin said. ‘You’re teasing me all the time, just this morning you made fun of me for calling Amalia’s Nirosan index beautiful.’
‘Alright,’ Julie said. ‘But that’s because you were being silly.’
‘You’re silly yourself. You’re lucky I love you.’ Kevin said. He put different tongs and other stainless steel medical instruments on his tray and then from a little fridge he picked up some plastic container that made me think about the take out food. 
‘I’m lucky? You’re lucky I love YOU.’ Julie said.
‘I am.’ Kevin said. He lifted my left leg and limply I had to let him position my body. He strapped my leg in on of the braces and then he attached my other leg in the other brace. My knees up high, my legs spread apart. He grabbed one of the medical instruments from his tray.
‘Is that the speculum from my office?’ Julie asked.
‘Do we have more than one? Unless you’ve some hidden secret stash you forgot to –’
‘She’s wide awake still.’ Julie said staring at a screen with sparkling lines. ‘Are you aware of that?’
‘Yeah. I only gave her a paralytic, I thought that would be better for your brain thingies, unless you think it’ll be traumatizing and we need to give her some amnesiac or something?’
‘I don’t know,’ Julie said. ‘What are we doing anyway?’
‘Well,’ Kevin said. He grabbed some tube and squeezed a dollop of some colorless gel on the instrument he was still holding, then very carefully he pulled my pussy lips aside and slid the steel thing inside of me. It was a cold and weird feeling and then he opened it and I was completely stretched out.
‘These cotton pads are douched with an aphrodisiac.’ He said. He stopped apparently in the middle of his sentence because he had to concentrate. With some scary looking thongs he picked up a dripping wet cotton pad from the plastic container and he draped it over my nipple. It was freezing cold and really uncomfortable at first but a moment later I felt my heart beating quicker, my face was getting warmer and from my nipple a magical pulse of electricity seemed to spread across my body.
‘I’m going to stimulate things on my end here, and when your brain rendering machine picks up on her being aroused I’m going to ask that you’re mirror that with the device to create a loop.’
‘Right away, or when you’re done with everything, I’m already picking up on a very aroused nipple here.’
‘Yeah, do it.’ Kevin said.
A moment later it felt like a lightning flash had struck my mind, leaving me dazed and disorientated. I noticed my nipple feeling so much better and so much more intense than it had felt before.
Kevin put another cotton pad on my other nipple and as soon as I felt it tingling, my brain was hit with that electric pulse again, and again and again. Until it felt like my nipples were exploding with pleasure and arousal and I couldn’t think about anything else.
‘So basically we’re creating artificial erogenous zones.’ Julie said.
‘Hmm,’ Kevin said. ‘It’s not really artificial right, her nipples are erogenous zones anyway, it’s just that we’re solidifying the pathways that are already there.’ For a moment he was rattling with some instruments. ‘Are you ready?’ He asked. ‘I’m going to do her pussy now.’
With that same scissor-like tongs he now picked up a big soaking wet cotton ball that he pushed through the speculum into my pussy. With the pliers he moved it around making sure every part of my pussy had been touched by the ice cold drug, and everything started to glow and get warm.
‘Got it.’ Julie said. ‘And sending it back, now.’
Another flash interrupting my thoughts, interrupting reality, interrupting me. Just this flash taking over my head and then my pussy seemed to be perpetually exploding, the one explosion wasn’t even over yet when the next one started.
‘God,’ Julie said bemused. ‘According to her rendering she’s experiencing about 18 and a half orgasms per minute, the woman is lucky to be paralyzed or else she would’ve been exhausted. For a moment the both of them looked at me, although it was hard for me to look back, the pleasures in my nipples and in my pussy were just too overwhelming. Yet as if it wasn’t enough Kevin let go off the pliers while the cotton ball was still in my pussy and draped some more of those soaked cotton pads and he place them around my labia en clit.
A moment later followed by a ‘Got it,’ from Julie and another flash of light.
‘So now we let the aphrodisiac soak and your brainwashing rerouting whatever thing do it’s job for about thirty minutes. I guess we could get some coffee in the meantime.’
‘Can I try something?’ Julie asked. ‘You know I do have the feeling we’re creating artificial erogenous zones, can we like wrap a cotton pad around her thumb or something to see what happens? I mean, it could be a game changer if it works, think about Amalia for instance. Her master has a foot fetish, if this works we could turn her feet into an erogenous zone, that would be so much easier than spending weeks to create some hypnotically induced obsession.’
‘I mean we can try.’ Kevin said. He picked up a cotton pad and rolled it around the thumb of my right hand.
‘It doesn’t have to be her thumb.’ Julie said, ‘that was just an example.’
My mind and body were already perpetually attacked by all these pleasures, so I don’t think I even registered my thumb joining the party until Julie started to yell enthusiastically.
‘Got it, got it, got it. It’s picking it up, copying now, sending back and...’
A white pulse took over my thoughts and for a moment it felt like I was floating amongst the stars, just soaring through this vacuum in complete and utter freedom, surrounded by the most gorgeous sparkling stars and universes, a witness to God’s creation. This was the purpose of life, this must be the purpose of life.
My thumb had joined in and was now throbbing and tingling and exploding just as intensely as the rest of my body.
‘Let’s do her throat next, so she’ll like it when I choke her.’ Julie said greedy and somewhat impatient.
‘Well if you get to turn her neck into an erogenous zone I want her mouth, I want the back of her throat.’
‘Fine, fine.’ Julie said. ‘We have enough cotton pads still?’
A moment later they covered my neck in the cold cotton pads, one of them slipped of and created a cold and wet spot next to my ear.
Julie was tapping her fingers. ‘It’s not showing up,’ she said impatiently. ‘What if it was a fluke, what if the thumb was just a flu – There it is!’
Another flash and another and another.
They opened my mouth and held it open with some stainless steel contraption and then Kevin put one of the pliers in my mouth and he started to rub the soaking wet cotton ball all over my tongue and the roof of my mouth, it tasted horrible, it was really bitter and sour at the same time. Eventually he pressed the cotton ball deep into my mouth rubbing it up against the back of my throat.
‘Got it.’ Julie said, followed by more white flashes. ‘I’m so excited. I’m actually nervous.’ She said. ‘I really hopes it works, that’ll be amazing! So now we let her soak in this and have some lunch right?’
The two of them were still talking about the possibilities and other girls they might want to use this technique on when they walked out of the operating theater. Leaving me alone with this overwhelming pleasure, the white flashes kept on coming and each time they seemed to double the arousal and pleasure I was feeling. My paralyzed body unable to express any of it, I couldn’t even twitch or writhe around or moan or flap my hands. I could only feel it, although it was more and more impossible to process the intensity of whatever was going on, it was as if my mind was attacked by pleasure, as if there was more pleasure than the human brain could realistically comprehend, and those disorienting light flashes didn’t help much either. I was overpowered by my own body and I passed out.
‘This is unacceptable behavior young lady!’ A strict voice pierced through the cloud of overwhelming pleasure that had kept me captive, the pleasures and arousal were somehow feeling even more intensely than I’d ever imagined possible. I tried to make a sound but the pliers were still pressing that cotton ball in the back of my throat and so I coughed. I was still mostly paralyzed although I could move my head weakly rolling it back and forth.
‘Stop that.’ Julie said. She grabbed my cheeks and forced me to keep my head still in the same position. ‘You’re ruining my  Neurochemical Map Rendering and Electro Magnetic Re-routing Device. Come I’ll unhook you.’ She started fidgeting with the sensors on my head.
‘Stay.’ She said to someone else. ‘Stay there and think about what you’ve done.’
Somewhere far away I heard some sobbing and a faint voice. ‘I’m sorry Doctor Meadows.’
Kevin barged into the room too and started disinfecting his hands. ‘What’s going on?’ He asked.
‘This little thieve stole some of Betsy’s pills and sold them to Chiara. So now we have to discipline Amalia and make sure no damage is done to the programming of Chiara and then we have to punish Chiara too because she should know better than to buy stolen pills.’ She sighed. ‘Help me unhook Brynn,’ she said.
Carefully he removed all the wet cotton from my body, the mouth spreader was removed and the speculum slid out and then Julie lifted me up from the chair.
‘Can you put Chiara over there so I can put Brynn in the swivel chair for now.’ Julie said.
A moment later I was put down in the chair, my body was still uselessly limp and I almost slipped of the chair. Julie didn’t much care she walked over to the leather chair in the middle of the room and bend over the girl that was laying there. She was about 19 years old I guess and she had dark curly hair. Skillfully and quick Julie attached the silver ring with all the sensors to the sleeping Chiara’s head and stared at the screen.
‘Okay, we can salvage this, lets take Chiara back to scololiber and restart the last module over. Triptofam.’ She held out her hand and Kevin put a syringe with some brown / reddish medicine that Julie injected into the girl. ‘And tell Betsy to notify the owner that his slave is going to be delayed.’
‘Already on it.’
They worked together effectively almost as if it was a dance they’d been practicing, Kevin handed Julie the instruments she needed, she handed him the instruments he needed. My paralyzed body was slumping over. It started with me being unable to lift up my head, so it sank onto my shoulder, and then by sheer force of gravity it was sinking deeper and deeper my back almost bent to the side. I couldn’t see them anymore, I could now only look at the side of the desk, there was a drawer with a Donald Duck sticker next to the handle.
‘Are you alright?’ Someone asked. I couldn’t see were the voice was coming from. ‘Do you need help sitting up?’ Someone tugged on my arm to pull me back into a sitting position and then I could see her. She was somewhere in her early 20s as well, and she looked really pretty, like a rich girl and a supermodel, long blond hair was waving over her shoulders, big innocent brown eyes and a bit of a gap between her two front teeth. She didn’t position me in the chair very stable because now I felt my hips sliding forward inching closer and closer to the edge.
‘I’m Amalia,’ She said. ‘I haven’t seen you around here yet. I’m new. Are you one of the external patients that only comes in for therapy?’
My bum was now completely dangling of the chair and a moment later gravity had won and I slithered onto the ground. Kind of roughly I bumped my head against the corner of the desk and a nasty pain shot through my temple.
‘Damn it, Amalia.’ Kevin said. ‘What the fuck are you doing, stay away from Brynn please.’ He slumped me back in the chair, grabbed Amalia by her shoulder and put her down on the rolling stool on the other side of the room.
When they were done with Chiara they called doctor Sander. He got scolded for not having his patients under control and he was very apologetic about it, then the still unconscious Chiara was hoisted in a wheel chair and wheeled away while Julie was yelling some instructions to Sanders back.
‘You think we should fire him?’ Julie said. ‘He keeps disappointing me.’
‘I think he’s just overworked.’ Kevin said.
‘You think we should hire him another nurse? He already has Vernon to help him out and I know Betsy can’t stand him but she’s a good girl and she’ll chip in when needed.’
‘I don’t know.’ Kevin said. ‘Maybe you should run him through your re-routing machine again, make sure everything is calibrated the way it should.
‘I’ve tried that twice already, my calibrations aren’t the problem. You.’ She suddenly turned her head and pointed to Amalia. ‘Sit down.’ Obediently Amalia crawled up in the chair yet Julie seemed to completely ignore her, she was sitting behind a computer screen entering numbers.
‘I’m sorry.’ Amalia said eventually with a thin and trembling voice. ‘I just wanted to help, I thought it would help her feel better, I didn’t know she was going to faint because of it.’
‘Let’s disable your free will for at least a week and maybe add some self-correcting sub routines, where you come ask anyone of us for punishment when you’ve been a bad girl.’
‘No.’ Amalia said. ‘Please, I’m sorry, I’m really sorry, that won’t be necessary.’
Yet they both ignored her and went to work. The silver ring was now placed around her head the sensor attached to her skin and then with a very long needle Julie injected something in her neck. As the medicine was getting a hold of her, her protest were waning until there was only some agreeable moaning left whenever Julie or Kevin asked her a question. After about 40 minutes of them bombarding her with needles and drugs and shocks that came from the silver ring around her head and that apparently could make her whole body convulse make her scream in pain, she too was hoisted in a wheelchair and she was wheeled away by Betsy.
While they were working on Amalia I slowly regained some control over my body. It started with me being able to move the tips of my fingers and wriggling my toes, but half an hour later I could already hold my own head up again, and push myself up in the chair when I was slouching too much. Seeing Amalia struggle and whimper and scream in pain had made me weary and I’d much rather walked out the door, instead of patiently waiting my turn, yet when I tried to stand up I felt my knees buckling and I hastily sat down again, besides running away would be pointless anyway, they’d probably catch me before I reached the end of the hallway.
I played with my own thumb, it felt really good to stroke it with the fingers of my other hand, to gently caress it, to wrap it up in the palm of my hand and slowly move it back and forth, it made my thumb feel really warm and tingly, it made my stomach fill up with butterflies and it caused my pussy to start throbbing.
‘Brynn’s turn.’ Julie said. ‘Come on over, has the paralytic flushed through or does Kev need to help you?’
I tried to stand up my knees still felt really wobbly, but if I held myself at the desk I managed to take a few steps.
‘Go help that poor little thing.’ Julie said with a nod to Kevin.
He wrapped his arm around my waist and when we reached the treatment chair he hoisted me up and put me down.
‘I don’t want to.’ I said. The image of the crying and screaming Amalia was still fresh in my mind. ‘What are you going to do to me? I don’t want to.’ I shook my head, getting more and more fearful by the second. ‘You’re going to hurt me right? You’re going to brainwash me and turn me into a zombie?’
‘God, now you have the girls saying it.’ Julie said shaking her head to Kevin. ‘It’s not brainwashing, it’s a process of neurochemical mapping and re-routing.’
‘No it’s not. I saw. I saw what you did to Amalia.’
Julie sighed and turned to Kevin. ‘Hand me – ‘
‘20 mg of Amnezilor?’ He asked. ‘Or a breathing mask with Wandiflurene.’
‘Both.’ Julie said. ‘Let’s start with the Amnesiac though.’ She twisted the syringe into my IV while I wriggled and protested.
‘It’s not going to hurt.’ She said. ‘I promise. This is going to make your head buzz for a moment and then you’ll just forget everything, it’s really funny, you won’t even remember your own name, and all things you’ve experienced today just won’t get a chance to be stored in your long term memory.’
As she was talking she slowly pressed the drug into my IV, at first I felt nothing happening at all, but then suddenly it hit me like a punch to the face. It was a rush almost an itch up in my skull. My memories were all fading away, all my thoughts seemed to be draining out of my body somehow I felt like I could see them seeping away, that I just have to reach out to grab them, like everything was at the tip of my tongue.
‘There.’ The doctor said. ‘That wasn’t so scary now was it?’
‘What?’ I asked. ‘What wasn’t scary?’
‘Good girl. You already forgot.’
‘I forgot what?’ I asked. ‘Who are you? Why are we here? What’s happening? What are you going to do with me? Am I sick? Is this a hospital?’
The doctor reached for a silicon breathing mask and gently she put it over my nose and mouth.
‘We’re going to re-route your mind,’ she said, she was softly stroking my hair. ‘Today we’re going to build a strong foundation, make sure you trust us, obey us, respect us. Make sure you know your place, and you know you’re a silly little girl that’s sick in her head, a little girl that doesn’t understand what’s going on, that desperately needs help and treatments. Make sure you understand that we are the doctors, that we know everything, we know you inside out.’ The mask was hissing into my face and she tilted my head backwards. I was feeling a bit sleepy and drowsy.
‘What’s going on?’ I asked.
‘I just told you.’ She said. She leaned in closer, her lips next to my ear. ‘We’re going to control you, we will control your mind and your body, you’ll be our little slave devoted to our pleasure, you’ll beg us for more treatments, you’ll beg us to use you, to fuck you, and you won’t even know how wrong it is what we’re doing, you won’t even know you’re behaving like a little nymphomaniac slut, because you trust us completely when we tell you that everything is for your own good, that little girls just need to learn how to love and how to create save attachments. You’ll think it’s completely normal to serve us like our little slave.’
‘Huh?’ I asked. I was getting incredibly drowsy now. I tried to roll my head away from the mask, but the doctor kept everything firmly in place. My vision was blurring.
‘Gorgeous,’ she said. ‘So beautiful.’ Her tongue licked over my eyebrow and my eyelid, it was weird warm and wet. ‘Show me those eyes,’ her warm breath caressing my forehead. ‘Show me, give it to me, give me those helplessly rolling eyes as you surrender to my drugs. One day I’ll snap my fingers and you’ll just be helplessly rolling your eyes for me, until I snap my fingers again and allow you to stop.’
I let out a little moan everything was so numb, so surreal and far away. My hand slipped from the armrest and dangled of the chair. I turned my head and moaned again.
‘Ssh, just breath sweetheart, I’ve been told that having your psycho-neurotic defense mechanisms disabled feels just like falling asleep.’
I felt that same familiar hum of the silver ring entering my brain, yet I hadn’t even registered the doctor putting it on my head and sticking the sensors to my skin. I tried to lift my arm and feel the sensors. How come the breathing mask was still on my face if she wasn’t holding it anymore? My hand wasn’t that coordinated it dropped somewhere dislodging the mask and pulling off one of the sensors.
‘Could you...’
‘On it.’ Someone grabbed my arm and started tying me down.
‘I’m ready to shift to a blank neurocanvas, you?’ The doctor said.
‘Ready.’ The man said.
‘You sure? Brynn is a though girl and we skipped phase one, so I reckon we’re in for a tough battle.’
‘I’m prepared.’ The man said.
Now the female bend over and kissed me on the cheek. ‘Nighty-night sweet girl, just go to sleep now and in about 12 hours you’ll wake up back in your room and you won’t remember a thing. Here we go.’
There was a flash of light and then another one a lot of rapid flashes in a row. Everything in my body was waking up now, everything was resisting those flashes, those intruders. A very primal growl rose up my chest and before I knew what was happening I screamed. My legs kicking randomly and I heard someone curse.
‘I warned you.’
There was not only a primal screaming there was also some primal strength fueled by the drive to survive and I managed to break free of one of my arm restraints. Instinctively I reached for the metal ring but my hand was intercepted and pinned down against my chest.
‘God damn it.’
‘We’re at 48%’
‘I really don’t want to know what this would’ve been like without the remnants of the paralytic in her system and the general sedative still blowing in her face.’ The male voice said.
‘59%,’ the doctor said. ‘In the last facility they sometimes needed some eight staff members to restrain her.’
‘I know I just figured they were really incapable at their job and they didn’t know what they were doing, I never figured the woman would have the strength of a thousand demons.’
‘I guess her abnormal strength is why she’s been tested for being a mutant on 4 separate occasions. We’re approaching 80% by the way, she should start to submit soon now.’ The doctor said.
The light flashes were relentless and no matter how much I fought them, they were gaining on me, they had the upper hand, I felt myself shutting down, my mind becoming more and more empty and my self-consciousness was just a scared little spider running through this enormous empty gymnasium trying to hide from those light flashes.
‘There she goes,’ a voice said. ‘95. Are you alright?’
‘Well she kicked my wrist, in quite a weird angle. It’s a nasty sharp pain, you think it’s broken?’
It was like going down a slide, like someone had pulled the floor out from underneath me and I was just sliding down in this light-less tube ever accelerating. Bumping from side to side and up and down.
‘And 100’
When I woke up I didn’t know anything, I didn’t now where I was, what time it was, or what was going on. There were two faces hanging over me and male face and a female face, the female was talking to me, words I didn’t understand, words that somehow weren’t meant for me to understand, but for someone else who was now also housing in my brain and then they attached a syringe to my arm and they shot a little bit of the drug in my arm, as the lady kept on talking. Soon the faces were feeling really familiar, I got to associate warm safe feelings from seeing those faces, before I slipped into that oblivious unconsciousness again.
There were more images I didn’t understand. Things they were doing to me, things they were saying to me, yet although I seemed to be able to witness everything from a distance nothing really registered.

My mind was preoccupied with those flashes of light. At first it felt like I was drifting in and out of sleep, but each time I woke up it felt like I never really slept and the voice kept talking to me as if I had been listening to them all those times, maybe I was drifting in and out of awareness.
There was another moment, but that was back in the white padded room. I remember being groggy and whining and rubbing my eyes and then some woman hurried into my room.
‘I know, I know.’ She said. ‘I told you you could wake up after 12 hours, but since you were such a tough nut to crack I want to keep you unconscious for another 48 hours, I don’t want any lucid moments to mess up our still very vulnerable foundation we worked so hard on yesterday. Sooo.’ She said as she reached for my arm and twisted another syringe in the IV, she pressed the drug into my arm and almost immediately my head was too heavy to keep up. It sank bank into the padding and my vision was getting blurry.
I vaguely registered her fingers sliding in between my legs and pressing into my pussy.
‘Good girl.’ She said her voice was ringing in my head and I sank into a deep unconscious sleep again.
This pattern seemed to keep repeating itself, one time I woke up in the middle of a tub, warm water surrounding me, some blue vibrator shoved into my pussy.
‘It’s okay,’ a voice said. ‘Even sleeping beauties need to take a bath once in a while.’
Even before she’d emptied the entire syringe my head was nidnodding and slumping forward.
I was back in my padded room. I rolled over and over, but somehow I couldn’t find a relaxing way to lay down. It felt like I’d lied down so much my body was tired of lying down, yet I was too groggy to stand up. I stared at the ceiling and I found myself waiting for something that didn’t come. 
There was an impulse to scream, to yell and kick and to throw a tantrum, but something stopped me from acting on that impulse. How come I could suddenly control myself? For years they’d send me from facility to facility because of those tantrums and now I wanted to throw a tantrum, everything inside me wanted to throw a tantrum but somehow I couldn’t, because I knew it wouldn’t be considered polite and respectful behavior.
I frowned and my head started hurting, what was going on? Why couldn’t I throw I tantrum?
‘Fuck you.’ I whispered under my breath, just to see if I was still able to curse, but I didn’t dare to say it any louder that that.
Maybe the therapies they’d provided here were starting to pay off, maybe all the medicine they gave me had actually healed me. As I was reflecting on my own feelings I played with my thumb and a warm glow was expanding, first across my hand, but soon it was spreading out across my whole body.
Instinctively I raised my thumb to my lips and swirled my tongue around the knuckle, that felt even better. My hearth was racing and my breathing became more and more superficial.
Maybe this is why little girls sucked their thumb, because it felt this good. How come I never realized it felt this good to suck my thumb?
The door opened and instinctively I pulled my thumb out of my mouth. I felt caught doing something naughty. I hid my thumb behind my back and try to wipe my saliva on the padding.
Doctor Julie came in, this time holding a traditional black leather doctors case.
‘How’s our Brynn doing today?’ She asked. She sat down and opened her bag, with a little light she flashed into my eyes and instinctively I pulled my head away.
‘I don’t like that.’ I said.
‘It’s necessary.’ She replied, she cupped my chin, her fingers digging in my cheeks and I complied as she flashed the light in my eyes and checked my blood pressure and listened to my heart.
For the second time that day I felt the strong urge to loose myself in a fit of rage. To kick the stethoscope away, to slap the doctor in her face, and for the second time that day I just kept sitting there calmly feeling the anger but unable to act on it, almost as if I was physically unable to move.
‘I think I’m getting better.’ I said. ‘I think the therapies are working.’
‘You do?’ She raised an eyebrow and she pulled a little quiz from her bag and handed it to me. ‘We’ll see.’ She said. Together we walked through the questions and afterwards she said she agreed with me and that I was indeed progressing nicely, so nicely I might even be transferred to a normal room. I still had to take my medicines and participate in my therapies though, she pulled out a syringe and twisted that into an IV that was sticking out of my elbow.
I couldn’t remember when I got that IV, yet I didn’t surprise me that it was there. I felt like it had always been there, maybe I was just born with an IV. Like regular kids were born with a belly button and an umbilical cord and their mom gave them all sorts of sustenance and minerals that where good for them, but I was an orphan, so I would have an IV and my doctor would give me all sorts of stuff that was good for me through my IV.
I wanted to hug doctor Julie, or at least lean into her body and feel some of that nurturing warmth I had been missing out on for so long. Yet I knew full well the people weren’t allowed to hug their doctors, they would call it transference or power abuse and the doctors would loose their jobs and the patients would be transfered to another clinic.
No one was allowed to touch me. Even when I was a little girl still, even when I was crying and really really in need of a hug, they weren’t allowed to touch me. That’s why Grace stopped volunteering, because I sat on her lap too much.
The doctor released the contents of the syringe into my IV and I felt the drug rising to my head, I was getting increasingly lightheaded and then those light flashes started, light flashes I wanted to resist, almost is if there were electric jolts shooting through my brain and each time it happened my body jerked and my eyes rolled away.
‘Wow.’ The doctor said, she put the empty syringe aside and wrapped her arm around my shoulder. ‘Let’s lie you down for a second.’ She mumbled as she guided my body down to the padding, the jolts kept on coming for a while and by the time they were fading I was completely numb and disorientated as if my brain had been formatted.
‘That’s a bit of an atypical response,’ she said. ‘I didn’t expect that. Are you alright?’
‘I guess.’ I said hesitantly. ‘What was that, what happened.’
She shrugged. ‘I’m not really sure. It was just a little maintenance drug, to keep certain brain processes suppressed so the new rerouted processes have the opportunity to become the dominant pathways.’
‘Yeah that is certainly weird.’ I said.
She laughed. ‘Sweetheart you have no idea what I’ve been talking about do you?’
‘I...’ A moment ago I felt like I understood perfectly what she was talking about, maybe not all the medical stuff, but now... It was as if her words were igniting another flash in my brain, almost as if I was shrinking, getting younger and smaller and even more powerless, and the doctor seemed to be growing, getting bigger, more important, more knowledgeable. There was a very strong intrinsic pull to listen to her, to just trust her and do as she says, listening and obeying seemed like the smart thing to do, she knew everything and I knew nothing. She even seemed to have some sort of glowing aura around her.
‘You’re so smart.’ I sighed.
She reached out and gently caressed my cheek.
‘Are you ready for your therapy?’
I nodded.
‘What kind of therapy?’ I asked I tried to sit up but she gently pushed me back down.
‘Bonding and attachment therapy.’ She said. She gently brushed some hairs out of my face. ‘We’ve been practicing this, remember?’ The tip of her finger ran down my cheek over my jaw to the tip of my chin. She brushed her index finger back and forth over my lips and involuntarily my body twitched.
‘Good girl.’ She said. ‘Other girls are thought what it’s liked to be loved, how to receive affection, how to give affection, but you missed out on that, so you don’t know, you don’t have any idea how to love and be loved in return.’
‘But you do right?’ I asked. My voice sounded somewhat higher pitched somewhat more naive and childlike than I would have liked. ‘You’re going to help me, right?’
‘That’s right sweetheart.’ She said. Her finger tracing down my neck and another pulse of pleasure shot through my body. I almost moaned.
‘Is that good?’ I asked. ‘Is that what’s supposed to happen.’
‘This is what you need.’ She said and again her words seemed to invite a jolting flash of electricity, numbing my thoughts. As if that flash was a thick warm blanket putting all other thoughts to sleep. This is what I need, this is what I need, this is what I need.
Her hand moved further down and she circled my nipples. All my attention was sucked to her fingers and my nipples felt so good. It was impossible to suppress the moan bubbling up in my chest.
‘I need this.’ I mumbled.
‘That’s right sweetheart, you need me.’
I nodded and as she kept on circling my nipple my thoughts were ever so slightly shifting from I need this, to I need doctor Julie.
‘I need you.’ I mumbled when the transformation of my thoughts was complete.
‘You need me so badly.’ She whispered. ‘You’re helpless without me. I feels so good to need me, doesn’t it?’ Her fingers traveled up again and she folded the palm of her hand around my neck while her fingers were softly grazing and caressing the very hot and tingling skin over there.
A helpless moan and I tilted my head backwards, pushing my neck up in her fingers.’
‘Good girl,’ she said almost teasingly she pulled back her fingers a little and drew little soft circles on my skin.
‘I need you.’ I was bewitched by her teasing touch. ‘I need you so badly, so badly. I’m so helpless without you. I’m just a helpless little girl without you, it feels so good, it feels so good. I need you.’ I only partially understood the words that were coming out of my mouth.
Her fingers tightened around my throat and a wave of pleasure crashed over my body. ‘Yes please.’ I mumbled. I was loosing control, my pussy throbbing, my nipples were throbbing, my mouth and throat were throbbing and even my thumb seemed to be throbbing.
My body helplessly twitched and convulsed each time another wave of pleasure crashed over me, there was a muscle in my leg trembling with anticipation, and I was moaning louder and louder. Until her fingers were squeezing my neck so tightly no moan came out and no breath came in. I felt dizzy right away, the world surreal and blurry and I was going helplessly cross eyed as my eyes were rolling backwards up in my skull.
‘O yeah.’ Julie moaned. ‘Good girl. Very good, that’s a very very obedient girl, marvelous darling, you’re so gorgeous, you’re eyes are so gorgeous. This part of the rerouting has been even better incorporated than I could’ve hoped for.’
She wet her lips with her tongue and looked at me with an intense greed. When the dizziness changed she let go of me. ‘Take a breath now.’ She said and obediently I inhaled.
‘Spread your legs for me.’ She said and I did precisely as she told me to, I folded my knees to the side to show her my pussy and her fingers were curiously exploring my pussy lips, poking around and stroking me.
My hips thrusting up in the air as if I was trying to ride her teasing fingers. A thunderbolt of pleasure shot through my body and completely incapacitated me, when she took my clit in between her thumb and index finger and slowly started to pull and massage me there.
I wanted to say it felt good and that I needed her so badly, but only some inarticulate whimpering made it past my lips.
‘You’re so wet sweetheart,’ she said as she ran her finger up and down my pussy lips. ‘Are you that horny?’ She played around the entrance of my cunt for a little while and then without warning she trusted her finger deep inside and started rhythmically massaging me there. ‘Am I making you so aroused?’ She said.
My voice skipped an octave in the middle of my moan and she laughed.
‘I take that as a yes.’
She didn’t play with my pussy for long, a moment later her fingers were around my throat again, without warning she squeezed down and immediately I felt myself getting dizzy, my mind just shut down and I was about to faint, my eyes rolling up and away as my body was flooded with pulse after pulse of pleasure and arousal.
‘You can’t breath, sweetheart.’ she whispered. ‘I decide whether you can breath or not, I’m in control of your body now. You need me.’
My fingers were digging into the padded walls as I shivered with pleasure. Bouncing my hips up and down helplessly.
‘I know, I know.’ Doctor Julie said. She pushed me down on the bed. ‘Just breath.’ She said. ‘Just relax.’ I felt myself obeying her instantly and my body was melting under her touch.
‘I know you want to orgasm,’ she said. ‘Your body needs to orgasm, because these are just too many pleasures for a little girl like you to comprehend, isn’t it?
I nodded. ‘I feel so good.’ I nodded. ‘It feels so good to obey you.’
Julie got up from the bed.
‘Don’t go.’ I said as I felt the panic rising up in my chest. ‘Don’t go, don’t leave me, you’ll get fired don’t tell anyone, ssh, they’ll fire you, you can’t touch me or they’ll get angry, but you have to, I need you so badly. Don’t leave me, please don’t leave me, please don’t send me away.’ Tears welled up in my eyes. It was an old sadness that had been hidden away from years, but now I simply hadn’t the self-control to push it away. I was sobbing and confused and for a moment I didn’t know where I was, for a moment I saw myself sitting on the window sill, tearing up the Rudolph Grace made for me.
‘Hey, Ssh, hey, hey hey Brynn, look at me, open your eyes and look at me.’
I obeyed and when I saw myself laying in the padded room I calmed down.
‘I’m not leaving sweetheart.’ She said. ‘I’m just taking my clothes off, you’re making so much progress today I think you’re ready for some skin on skin bonding time.’ She showed me her naked body and a moment later she laid down next to me, so soft and warm, her breasts spilling over my arm, her thigh crossing my thigh her warm muggy pussy riding up against me.
‘If you put your leg up like this, my special spot can touch your special spot and it’ll feel extra special and extra good.’ She said. She lifted my leg it was all the way up to my shoulder and I felt her warm slimy pussy slither past my labia.
She closed her eyes and hissed. Her nails digging into my arm. A moment later she opened her eyes again and gave me an unsure watery smile. ‘Good girl.’ She mumbled.
The tips of her fingers danced around my neck and I could already feel my mind narrowing down and my breathing stopped for a second as if I was ready to surrender.
‘Do you want to be choked so badly sweetheart?’
‘Please.’ I uttered.
‘Tell me what you want.’
‘Choke. Choke. Choke me please. I want to obey you, I want you to tell me whether I can breath or not.’ I said. Her fingers kept on teasing me and I felt like I was going crazy with arousal.
‘Like this?’ She said as she folded her hand around my neck.
‘Yes, yes, ye – ugh,’ My enthusiastic screams morphed into a gasping cough. My breath stopped I my mind drifted away in that blissful surrender. My eyes rolling up as the dizzy disorientation was taking a hold of me. Her pussy relentlessly rubbing up against mine, more and more frantic. Way too soon she removed her hand from my neck.
‘More.’ I begged. ‘More, more, more, choke me please.’
‘I control you.’ She said. ‘You’re body is mine, your body obeys me now.’
‘Yes,’ I said although I wasn’t really sure what she was talking about. ‘I need you, please.’
She put her hand up in the air and snapped her fingers. ‘You can’t breath.’ She said sternly.
I felt my breath stop. I couldn’t inhale or exhale anymore, it felt like her hand was squeezing my neck. I reached for my throat but found nothing there. I dug my fingers into my skin, although it was unclear whether I was trying to get some air or whether I was intentionally choking myself. Yet it didn’t matter I was getting dizzy anyway my eyes helplessly rolling away.
Doctor Julies pussy was still rubbing up to mine. ‘Good girl.’ She said. ‘Now it’s my turn again.’ She pushed my own hands aside and wrapped her fingers around my neck. Choking me and fucking me both at the same time and I just sank deeper and deeper into my admiration for her, into my surrender to her, into my dependence to her.
‘It feels so good.’ Doctor Julie whispered hoarsely. ‘So good you’re about to explode, you’re about to cum, an orgasm is building up, your right on the edge now sweetheart, right on the edge of ecstasy, so close, so incredibly close.’ A few irregular moans came out of her mouth as she tensed up.
‘Cumming now sweetheart, orgasm harder, orgasm for me, show me how much you need me.’
My mind seemed to be exploding as my body was overflowing with this orgasmic ecstasy. I trembled helplessly and I felt my pussy spray out some fluids. Both her pussy and mine were soaked, soggy, wet and warm.
Doctor Julie appeared to be orgasming too. Her tongue dangling out of her mouth while she was shocking and convulsing erratically.
‘Good girl. Good girl. Good girl.’ She panted when she very groggily looked me in the eyes. ‘Do it again.’ She demanded. ‘Orgasm now, give me all of your squirt.’
For a moment I was scared that I wouldn’t be able to obey her, but it was pretty obvious she had more control over my body than I did and soon I was a shivering and shaking mess again as my pussy kept on expelling more and more squirt. It was too much, it was all too much to comprehend anymore. The world around me was moving away from me quickly and I was left in this darkness, this universe traveling amongst the stars.
‘It’s okay, it’s okay, sweety.’ A voice said. ‘Just enjoy it, I know it’s a lot for someone like you to comprehend, but it’s okay. You’re allowed to enjoy it, you can allow yourself to feel good, to feel so very good, you can allow yourself to need me.’
Dazed I opened my eyes again, her face was all misty and hazy and then she dried my tears and I could see her clearly again. I hadn’t even noticed I was crying.
‘Ssh, ssh, ssh. It’s okay. It’s a lot.’ She said. ‘You did really, really well though, I’m really really pleased with your progress today.’
‘Me too.’ I said still a bit out of it.
‘Good, I’m happy to hear that. Are you ready to see your new room or do you need a minute to process everything.’
‘Process.’ I said.
She laid down next to me and she kissed my cheek and forehead, while I just laid there stunned and mindless, unable to wrap my mind around whatever happened just now.
After a while Doctor Julie got up, she made a little comment about the squirt running down her leg and then she put on her panties.
‘Don’t leave me.’ I said suddenly filled with fear and desperation. ‘Don’t leave me, don’t, don’t, don’t.’ Little brown shreds of paper laying on the ground, I’d been so angry about Grace leaving that now there was nothing left of the reindeer. I hated myself so intensely for ruining Rudolf that I had to pull out my hair, bite my arm, destroy everything and anything in my room.
‘Brynn, don’t hurt yourself, open your eyes, you’re not in the orphanage anymore, I’m not Grace. I’m doctor Julie Meadows.’ Her voice seemed to slowly battle it’s way through the fog in my mind and when I eventually opened my eyes I saw indeed the worried face of doctor Julie.
‘You can’t leave.’ I said.
‘I’m not leaving.’ She said strictly. ‘and neither are you. Listen I know about Grace okay, I read your file, I know she was one of the volunteers that you were close to and that you didn’t handle it well when she left for college.’
‘She was fired because of me.’ I said.
‘She was not, but I can imagine it must have felt like that for a little girl who hasn’t been informed about what was going on. You just have a little bit of trauma and a little bit of abandonment issues, but that’s okay, most girls do when we’re just starting therapy. We’ll sign you up for some trauma counseling with Doctor Sander okay? Because if I make an educated guess this probably isn’t the only trauma we’ll be running into.
‘I’m not traumatized.’ I said.
‘Good.’ She she nodding and she reached out her hand. Yet I didn’t grab her fingers.
‘I’m not a victim.’ I said. ‘You don’t have to pity me, it was my own fault, I was horrible.’
‘Brynn,’ she said stern. She grabbed both my wrist and put me up to a sitting position and then she pulled me of the platform. Quite lost I stood there in the middle of the padded room, everything just looked grim and pointless. ‘Sander will tell you too, everyone always want to believe it’s their own fault, because that gives them a sense of control. I know it wasn’t your fault Brynn and you’re capable to let go of that control now and to accept that sometimes people are leaving.’
‘Fine.’ I said. ‘Fuck you.’
‘Excuse me?’ She said her eyebrows high. ‘What did you just say.’
‘Nothing.’ I mumbled, yet a little spark had returned and now lit up the darkness and little spark of who I used to be. I followed her through the hallways as she gave me a tour of the facilities. There was the west wing with all the laboratories and treatments rooms and observation and there was the east wing containing the living quarters for the other girls admitted into this clinic, and then downstairs there would be the conference rooms for group therapy sessions and the creative space and a little kitchen with a break room and some offices where they received new clients.
I wasn’t much paying attention to whatever she was saying and halfway through the tour I was already disoriented.
The spark was still there, glowing in my hearth and somehow it felt more alive than the rest of me. I wanted to protect and nurture that spark. So when we came past a potted plant I tore off a few leaves and shredded them just to see if I was still capable of destroying things, and a moment later I kicked a swivel chair that rolled away and bumped into a wall.
Julie brought me downstairs and handed me over to Betsy. Betsy apparently had to sort me into a group. She and doctor Julie were talking in letter codes I didn’t understand. Group V or S1 or S2 or L or XF. They agreed I would start out in S1.
‘Is that okay?’ Betsy asked me.
‘I don’t even know what that means.’ You Bitch, I thought in my head because I had the compulsion to check whether I could still curse, apparently not because I didn’t say anything out loud.
Betsy introduced me to the other girls. There were only 7 girls admitted, but about 30 girls roamed the hallways. As I shook everybody’s hand I tried to think mean things about them, it was a little trick I’d picked up over the years, I needed to figure out why I didn’t want to be friends with any of them, why they were all stupid and boring. The way it didn’t hurt that much when I got transferred again.
‘I know you,’ A girl with the long blond hair said, she could be pretty if she didn’t have that dopey look in her eyes. She could’ve been a popular cheerleader, but instead she seemed high and completely out of it. She pointed at me with an unsteady finger. ‘I know you. I’ve seen you.’
‘Amalia introduce yourself.’ Betsy said sternly.
The girl became somewhat robotic, she reach out her hand and shook my fingers. ‘I’m Amalia,’ she said.
‘Amalia has been a very bad girl,’ Betsy explained to me. ‘So now she’s being punished with a week of free will deprivation, that’ll teach her how to become more compliant and submissive.’ Betsy reached out and patted Amalia on her head. ‘Go brush your hair and take a shower.’ She said to Amalia.
‘I need to be punished.’ Amalia said, she showed me the little IV on the inside of her elbow. ‘Look.’
‘I have one like that too.’ I said. I showed her my IV.
‘Look at that.’ Betsy said, she turned to me. ‘Amalia also just started out and she’s in the S1 group too, I get the feeling the two of you are gonna be great friends.’
‘Doubt it.’ I mumbled.
‘Yes,’ Amalia said agreeable. ‘we’re going to be great friends.’
Amalia kept following me for the rest of the day, it was annoying at first but I soon discovered that having her free will disabled basically meant she would do whatever I said. I could order her around and let her do whatever I want. When we were alone with the two of us I tried to figure out how far she would go, whether there was some point at which she would snap out of it and tell me no. I told her to get a book from the common area and rip out the pages and without even thinking twice, she just did. Then I told her to spit on the book and to spit on herself, still no sign of her snapping out of it, she kept being high and detached and mindlessly doing everything I told her too. I told her to stand still while I spit on her, and then I spit in my own hand and I told her to slobber up all my saliva. Still no hitch, no wavering, no hesitance. I knew full well I was being mean, I was more than mean I was sadistic.
When I had a tantrum my heart was filled with rage and hatred. Now there was very little of all that, there was just curiosity and maybe the tiniest bit of defiance.
I wasn’t like Amalia, was I? I wouldn’t let their therapies turn me into a mindless robot. I told her to lie down on the bed, to spread her legs for me and then I put my finger into her pussy. Just like doctor Julie had done with me.
‘Are we doing therapy?’ Amalia asked.
‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Yes we’re doing therapy and you will feel good.’ While I was pounding her pussy with my one hand, I wrapped the fingers of my other hand around her throat and started squeezing until she was coughing and gurgling.
‘You will feel good.’ I said. ‘You will feel so amazing and then you can never ever ever leave me.’
I didn’t really know what I was doing. Amalia’s pussy was clasping onto my fingers, she was going cross-eyed and sticking out her tongue simultaneously. Weird gurgled moans came from her throat. She was more riding my finger than I was pounding her pussy.
‘Thank you, thank you master,’ she started mumbling. ‘Thank you for using me master, my body is yours to do with as you please master. You can always use me, you can always use my holes master.’ 
‘Okay.’ I said. ‘I guess I can be your master.’
‘Thank you Master, thank you. It’ll be an honor to serve you. It’ll be my duty to please you.’
‘Okay.’ I said. ‘Just shut up now okay.’
‘Okay Master, whatever you say Master. I’ll obey. You’re word is my command.’
I tried to squeeze my fingers tighter around Amalia’s neck, but somehow I couldn’t stop her from speaking the same way doctor Julie stopped me from speaking. So then I put the palm of my hand over her mouth and smothered her that way. At least now there were only some muffled moans.
I kept on poking around in her cunt and my fingers were becoming all slick and slippery, the thumb that rubbed over her frumpled up labia and clit was feeling especially nice, creating a wisp of that arousal that awakening my pussy, my nipples. My throat was itching for Doctor Julie’s fingers. I choked myself and felt a delightful numbness spread through my mind. Everything felt good Life was good, life was magic. 
‘Lift your leg.’ I told her while pushing her knee to her shoulder and showing her the same position that Doctor Julie had thought me that morning.
In the other facilities I would’ve never allowed any other patient to be my friend, I wouldn’t have shared love and affection with them in this way, so maybe I was getting better after all. My arousal built up more and more, rubbing my pussy over Amalia, choking myself and putting my tingling thumb in my mouth. My thumb as well as the roof of my mouth seemed to explode with happiness, even further in my mouth it felt even better. I kept shoving my thumb deeper and deeper in the back of my throat as my body lost control.
‘I’m gonna cum.’ Amalia said frantic. ‘I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum, O my god I’m gonna cum. I need your permission Master, please can I have your permission?’ Her voice was slowly breaking through this haze of horniness that kept me trapped in my own body and I realized she had been begging me to orgasm for quite some time now.
‘You have permission to cum.’ I said. ‘You have permission to orga- wow.’ As I was giving Amalia the permission she was begging for, my own body was approaching the edge of ecstasy too.
‘You have permission to orgasm.’ I panted and blurted out in between moans. ‘Orgasm now.’ All the arousal in my body exploded. The convulsions, the squirt, gulps and gulps of squirt were seeping over her tummy and legs, squeezing my own neck even tighter, putting my thumb even deeper, until I gagged and threw up all over Amalia, but somehow that was all the same, it was all just the overflow of arousal escaping my body. ‘Orgasm now.’ I kept on muttering, and each time a new orgasmic pulse was shot through my body, expelling more squirt and more throw-up, each time I said it Amalia would scream in pleasure and she would start trembling and thanking me profusely for allowing her to have another orgasm. I tumbled over and laid down on top of her, the squirt had made a soaking wet spot in the mattress and the throw up was now being smushed between our bodies.
‘Orgasm now, orgasm now, orgasm now.’ I said over and over and over again. It was a magic phrase a phrase that was bewitching both me and Amalia, those two words made me the king of the world.
‘What the fuck is going on?’ I looked briefly over my shoulder and saw doctor Sander standing in the doorway. His face red with anger.
‘Orgasm now.’ I said. My words didn’t seem to have any effect on him but both my and Amalia’s body succumbed to the pleasures, shutting out Sander’s angry scolding.
Doctor Sander physically had to pull me away from Amalia.
‘Ah fuck, that’s gross girls.’ He said as his fingers were slipping into a bit of throw up. ‘Fucking, fuck.’
He seemed to be at a loss for what to do and in this moment of indecision I just blurted out, ‘Orgasm now.’ And off we went again. This time he didn’t wait till I was done. He just grabbed me around my torso, his arms underneath my armpits and he tore me away while I was squirting over his shoes and the ground instead.
‘Stop it, both of you, stop it right now.’ To my surprise Amalia stopped immediately, but my body just kept on going. ‘Orgasm now.’ I said.
‘Don’t you dare.’ He said.
Yet his words couldn’t stop me. I was shaking and shuddering in his arms my mind numb with arousal. He dragged me into the hallway and Amalia jumped up from the bed.
‘I won’t leave you master, I won’t leave you.’ She said and she lunged towards my legs and held onto them with both her arms. On her stomach she slid through the hallways, leaving a trail of throw up and squirt. Other girls were watching us.
‘Orgasm now.’ I yelled at them, from the five watching only one of them obeyed me and appeared to be having and orgasm right then and there.
‘Stop it Brynn.’ Sander said frustrated and he tried to cover my mouth with his hand, there was still a bit of throw up on his palm and having that smell so close to my nose made me gag again and a drizzle of bile seeped over my chin and spilled out between his fingers.
‘Stop.’ He said. I bit his fingers. I wasn’t even all that angry, I mean, maybe I was still too dazed from all the orgasms, or maybe the therapy was starting to work, but despite there not being the typical rage running around my veins, there was still that same haze taking over my mind and I bit him again, this time with the intention of hurting him. I put an elbow in between his ribs. He was winded and let go.
I turned into a Tasmanian devil destroying anything and everything I could get my hands on, whether it was Sander, or a painting hanging in the hallways or some medical equipment, or a potted plant. I was blind and deaf to the people around me, just shutting them out, shutting their calls for reason.
As I was letting all this confusion and frustration spill out on the surface inside there was a calmth, an eye of the storm.
Someone tried to inject me and I head butted them in the face. They cursed and my head was hurting a lot too, but their distress was my victory and my victory trumped my pain.
Doctor Kevin and Doctor Julie were now also called for back up and for a moment I feared doctor Julie’s voice would win, her soft soothing words telling me that I didn’t have to feel like this, that she would give me some medication and that she would help me feel better.
I felt a strong urge to fall into her arms and to willingly hand her my IV. I suppressed that urge though, and when someone grabbed my elbow and tried to pin me up against the wall I was back again. Growling and destroying.
Doctor Julie put her hands on her hips. ‘I’ve got Master Ferdinand and a new patient in my office for an intake,’ she said.
Kevin looked at his watch. ‘I don’t have much time to deal with this either. I’ve got a lunch with John.’
She sighed. ‘Fine. Okay go get me some towels or something, I really don’t have time to shower.’ She and Kevin had wrapped me into a large cotton blanket. My arms stuck against my hips, they’d wrestled me to the ground. Doctor Julie snatched a syringe out of someones hands and yanked it in my neck. I growled and yelped in pain. I kicked and wriggled around but it was all in vain. My neck seemed to be itching and burning and a moment later I felt it rising up through my chest, my hearth beat slowing down, my breathing becoming more superficial. My thoughts were gushing out of my mind, spilling away, and I was just softly whimpering like a wounded animal.
‘Someone go put her in the shower, hoist her in a straight-jacket and secure her in observation room A, and put the other one back in C.’ She walked away and my heart sank in my chest, my eyes filling up with tears.
‘Don’t go.’ I cried. ‘Don’t go, don’t go, don’t go.’
She stopped and turned around. ‘Damn it, Brynn.’ She yelled, she slapped her hand against the wall. The bystanders were rattled by her outburst. ‘You were showing so much promise this morning and then you go ahead a pull something like this, the moment we...’ She shook her head again and stopped herself. She took a deep breath. ‘I’ll have to get back to work, I’ll deal with you later.’
For a moment the three adults were bickering about who had to clean me up, eventually Vernon was put to the task. Still mummified and wrapped in the blanket he picked me up and hoisted me over his shoulder. 
‘For God’s sake Vernon.’ Doctor Sander said. ‘Use a wheelchair, you’re a nurse now, you’re not a kidnapping goon anymore.’
‘It’s okay.’ Vernon said. ‘What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. If you want it done your way, you have to do it yourself.’
His shoulder bumped into my stomach and I was feeling terribly weak, not only because of the drug that doctor Julie had shot into my neck, but also because I was exhausted. My body felt as if I ran an entire marathon and that spark had shattered and disappeared. I barely remembered what had happened, the scene in the bedroom with Amalia and the tantrum in the hallway, it all felt like a hallucination, something surreal, maybe a film I had been watching. Even this moment right now didn’t feel that real. I closed my eyes for a moment and I must have drifted off because I woke up when Vernon hoisted me off his shoulder and put me down on the floor. I was still tightly wrapped in the blanket and I could only hop back and forth. The tiling was cold at my feet.
‘What’s going on?’ I asked my voice was slurring and my tongue was having difficulties articulating the letters.
‘You puked.’ He said. ‘So now we have to clean you up.’ He slowly peeled the the blanket off of me and threw it out into the laundry bin. ‘You were having some sort of tantrum, so doctor Meadows gave you a shot of Lupiferon. That’s why you’re a bit loopy and you’re body probably feels like it’s made out of jelly, doesn’t it?’
‘I don’t know.’
‘Just sit down.’ He said. He nodded towards the floor and I obeyed. He lifted the shower head from the wall and let the water run over his fingers for a while.
‘What are you thinking?’ He asked. ‘Is this alright, too hot, too cold?’ He sprayed some of the water over my feet and legs. ‘Good?’ He asked.
I nodded and then he was spraying me down. ‘Are you gonna wash yourself?’ He asked, he handed me a sponge and squirted a dollop of shower gel on top of it. For a moment he waited.
‘Please don’t hurry up,’ He said. ‘Take all the time you need, I really don’t feel like doing creative therapy with the S1’s and S2’s anyway.’
‘Okay,’ I said. ‘I won’t.’ I closed my eyes and just let the shower droplets rain down on me. It was dark outside, dark and cold, and I must have been about 8 or 9 years old. The rain was drenching all my clothes and I was shivering constantly. Behind the windows were the other girls, pointing and laughing. I had destroyed one too many toys in my tantrums and now they just locked me in the garden whenever I kicked off so all I could destroy were bushes and the patch of grass. I begged them to let me back in, but they wouldn’t. I told them I was calm already, but they just laughed at me, they bullied me, they teased me with songs and by calling me names and until I kicked off again. They threated me like a zoo animal, tapping the glass and making me angry on purpose.
‘Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey,’ A voice said, some strong fingers were pulling my arm out of my mouth and I saw a pinkish indent shimmering in my skin. ‘It’s okay, baby. I was only joking about hurrying up, you don’t have to stall for me, you can go ahead and clean yourself now.’
He stared at me for another moment. ‘Or are you too drugged up to wash yourself?’ He cupped my chin and forced me to look at him, his sleeve was getting wet.
‘Hey babe,’ He said friendly. ‘Are you still there?’ He waved his hand up and down my face. ‘What’s going on? Talk to me.’
‘I’m disgusting.’ I said.
‘Well that’s why I handed you the sponge and the soap.’ He said.
I shook my head. ‘No I’m a disgusting, horrifying, monstrosity of a human being. Maybe I’m a neuro-mutant after all, maybe I’m second gen, a double mutant, maybe that’s why my mother sneaked out of the hospital because she didn’t want to get caught, maybe that’s why my test results keep on coming back negative, maybe I’m mutated beyond the gene they’re testing for. Nobody can help me, not even doctor Julie can help me. I’m like... just send me to the Silos. Lock me in the garden before I scratch your eyes out, your eyes are way too pretty to be scratched out by a maniac like me.’
Vernon took his clothes of and he stepped in the shower with me. He pried the sponge from my fingers and very gently and very caring he washed me, rubbing the soap all over my body and slowly the sour smell of throw-up was masked by the smell of orchids and citrus fruits.
‘Doctor Meadows can help anybody.’ He said. ‘I promise. I was like you once, chucked out by the system. I was a hopeless case before I met her and she took me in, she trained me, she gave me a job and when I had that little accident she pulled me off the streets and trained me again for this job.’
He was done washing my body and he just sat down next to me. I saw his cock dangling in between his legs, it was a soft lump of flesh and it was hard to imagine this thing could swell up to become an erect throbbing cock capable of penetrating a pussy.
‘You know, when you’re like us, people keep telling you you’re no good, while in reality their system is failing us. But if enough people are telling you you’re worthless and meaningless and stupid you start to believe them, and then when Doctor Meadows tells you, you ARE worthy and valuable, you think she must be blind or crazy, but she’s not. You have to believe her.’ He said. ‘You’re are an awesome human being, you’re unique and beautiful and smart and you’re deserving of love and attentions just as much as the next person, you’re allowed to make mistakes and you’re allowed to be forgiven for your mistakes.’
I nodded.
‘Just try to trust doctor Meadows.’ He said. ‘She’s my savior and she could be yours too. Are you feeling better?’
I shrugged.
‘You look like you need a hug, do you want a hug?’
‘Won’t you get fired?’ I asked.
‘Off course not.’ He said. He opened his arms an pulled me on his lap, softly rocking me back and forth, the water raining down on the both of us. I nestled my head on his shoulders and closed my eyes. I was trapped in the darkness again, trapped in the rain on the patch of grass they called a garden, but this time I wasn’t alone anymore, this time Vernon was right there with me and my anger was melting away and underneath that glaze of anger appeared a very frightened and lonely and sad little girl.
‘It’s okay.’ Vernon said. ‘It’s okay. It’s not your fault babe.’
Only when his voice put me back to the tiled bathroom did I realize I had been crying and sobbing in his arms. Gently he brushed a few wet hairs from my cheek.
‘When was the last time you used some shampoo?’ He asked. ‘I’m guessing they were giving you sponge baths in observation, right? And now you’re send back into observation again, so shall we try and wash your hair?’
I nodded mostly because I wanted to stay here, because I didn’t want the moment to change, but it changed anyway. Vernon got up and opened the cupboard to find the shampoo. I just looked at him. He wasn’t that crazy old, maybe somewhere in his mid to late twenties. He had an athletic body and his skin had a bronze hue. His ass was now turned towards me, two round buttocks. It made me nervous and I chuckled.
‘Hey,’ He said. ‘You’re starting to feel better.’ He poured some shampoo on my hair and gently massaged it with his fingers, it was quite nice actually. He rinsed it out and then he brushed all the tangles out of my hair. He turned off the shower and wrapped me in a big warm towel. He blow dried my hair and then he ran his fingers through my curls.
‘You have beautiful hair Brynn,’ He said. ‘You should take good care of it.’
‘Okay.’ I said.
‘Do you like me to put some braids in your hair. I don’t know how long doctor Meadows needs to keep you in observation, braids won’t tangle as much.’
‘Sure.’ I said. He skillfully parted my hair in two sides and then he quickly braided my hair and then I had to follow him through the hallways back to the observation rooms. He put me in a slightly different room this time, it was a little bit smaller than the previous one because of a little indent with some wardrobe or something.
‘Here put this on.’ He said. He handed me a straight-jacket. I didn’t want to be trapped in a straight-jacket again.
‘I’m calm now, aren’t I.’ I said.
‘Just put it on.’ He said. ‘It’s doctor Meadows orders, she knows what she’s doing.’
I shoved my arms into the sleeves that were way too long. Vernon first closed the leather straps around my back and then he pulled my sleeves backwards.
‘Are you comfortable?’ He asked. ‘Or do you want it tighter, or less tight, or... you know.’
‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘I guess it’s good.’
‘Okay lie down.’ He said with a nod to the white padding.
I shook my head.
He smiled and playfully lifted me off the ground. He cradle carried me as if I was a little baby still and lowered me onto the padded platform anyway.
‘You’re strong too.’ I said.
He attached the rings of my straight-jacket to my platform and strapped me down. He put a diaper on me, asked me if I was okay and then he just left. I was all alone staring at the white ceiling, surrounded by white padding, completely immobilized.
After what felt like a month Doctor Julie came in to my room. She looked tired and her hair  had a thousand fly-aways.
‘So...’ She said. ‘Brynn. You’ve had some time to reflect on your behavior, what the fuck happened this afternoon?’
‘I don’t know.’ I said. ‘I was just... angry.’
‘Angry.’ Doctor Julie repeated with a hint of sarcasm in her voice. ‘So that’s why you fucked Amalia?’
‘I don’t know... horny?...’ I asked. ‘Curious?’
‘No, no, no, no, no.’ Julie said. ‘Don’t play innocent with me, you two definitely weren’t innocent little girl exploring their sexuality, I reviewed the security tapes. You were on quite the power trip.’
‘I don’t want to talk about it anymore.’ I said.
‘Unacceptable.’ Julie said. ‘Do you have any idea of the time and resources we invested in you? Do you any idea what my time is worth? We’re taking you on pro bono and then the moment my back is turned you go around and pull something like that?’
There was a familiar anger bubbling up in my chest. ‘Oh, Shut the fuck up.’ I said. ‘I didn’t asked to be a charity case, and you knew full well what a mess I was before you took me in.’
‘Don’t talk to me like that, Missy.’
I shut my mouth and didn’t say anything anymore, I didn’t answer her questions and I didn’t talk back when she got angry with me. Eventually she stood up and left. Her walking out on me felt familiar, her giving up on me made sense, all doctors eventually gave up on me, there’s no reason to assume Doctor Julie would be different. Still I found myself crying and no matter how strictly I told myself to not act like a little baby and that it was my own stupid fault for growing attached to her in the first place, I just couldn’t stop crying. I cried myself to sleep and I woke up terribly hungry, yet nobody came to feed me, nobody came to change my soggy diaper.
I don’t know how much time had passed when Julie came to visit me again.
‘Ready to talk?’ She asked.
I nodded.
‘So what happened?’ She asked.
I shrugged. ‘How am I supposed to know what happened?’ I said. ‘You are the brain doctor.’ She got up and immediately left the room again.
I tried to think up something to say, something that explained my outburst.
The door swung open again.
‘I’m a neuro-mutant,’ I said. ‘I’m a second gen neuro-mutant. That’s why all your therapies don’t work.’ Yet nobody entered the room, there were just two silhouettes arguing in the doorway. ‘Honey please, don’t obsess, we knew she would have moments of lucidity.’
‘But... this wasn’t lucidity, this was... this – I don’t even know if I should call it a tantrum – this was different and worse than anything she’d ever done before, and she was totally fine this morning, she was being submissive and obedient, she willingly complied with the therapies and – O my god, I totally forgot to tell you, those erogenous zone’s we’ve created are amazing, we should totally reach out to Amalia’s Master and ask her if we could do something like that to her feet.’
‘Maybe we should offer it to him for free.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘He’s obviously not happy about us calling him two days in a row about his girl having a unfortunate delay.’
‘Yeah.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘Yeah do that, that sounds like a good idea. Maybe we should get rid of Brynn, maybe the others were right, maybe there’s just nothing we can do.’
‘Don’t jump to any conclusions, maybe there’s some other explanation maybe Sander gave her some medicine she wasn’t suppose to have and she had some averse reaction.’
‘He says he didn’t.’
‘Doctor Kevin leaned against the doorway. ‘So what are you thinking, do you have a temporary hypothesis?’
‘Maybe she is a neuro-mutant after all and she found a way to falsify those other four tests? Perhaps we should send her to the Silos. I mean there’s just no explanation.’
‘Hey, hey, hey. Calm down honey, don’t cry.’ Doctor Kevin wrapped his arms around Julie. ‘It’s okay.’
‘No it’s not, it’s fucking not okay.’ Doctor Julie said sharply.
‘It will be okay, we’ll figure it out. Leave Brynn to me. You just go take a bath, go watch that musical you like some much, pour yourself some wine. You being all stressed and lashing out isn’t helping anybody.’
‘You’re right.’ Doctor Julie said.
‘I love you.’ Doctor Kevin said.
They kissed. Doctor Kevin stepped into my room and closed the door behind him. He sat down on the edge of the platform and his hand ran over my straight-jacket and my diaper, my thighs.
‘How are you doing?’ He asked.
I pressed my lips together.
‘Are you feeling happy or angry or sad? Let’s start with what you are feeling?’
‘Happy.’ I said.
He raised his eyebrows. ‘Really?’ He asked. ‘Okay then, but you weren’t feeling happy earlier were you?’
‘I don’t know what happened.’ I said. ‘Are you going to throw me out? I’ve been to every psych ward in the city, there’s no facility left that will take me. Are you going to have me tested again?’
‘Let’s not think about that. What do you remember from this morning, do you remember doctor Julie coming into your room?’
I nodded.
‘Good,’ he said. ‘And then she did some bonding therapy with you right? How did that make you feel?’
‘Happy,’ I mumbled. My arms were still trapped in the straight-jacket and crossed in front of my chest. I folded my thumb into my palm and squeezed myself rhythmically, it felt quite nice and somewhat magical.
‘And then she handed you over to Betsy.’ He asked.
Moment for moment he walked me through my day, asking questions about the things I did remember, asking me how I was feeling. When he asked about Amalia I simply didn’t know what to say, I couldn’t recall the sequence of events, I didn’t know what I felt or thought and eventually he took some of my blood for a test and left too.
The next day they did feed me and change my diaper but I still wasn’t allowed out of the straight-jacket. Julie came in multiple times to talk to me, sometimes that ended with me being injected with a little something and feeling floaty and numb or paralyzed for the rest of the day. Other times Kevin came in, and then Vernon asked to have a shot at it, claiming he and I had bonded, yet he didn’t manage to get the information they needed either. 
I tried lying and guessed what they wanted to hear, but she kept debunking and refuting all my claims. I wasn’t a mutant they’d tested my DNA and it contained no mutant markers. After another inquisition that seemed to last forever Julie slammed her fist down on my thigh and Kevin barged in the room and tried to calm her down.
‘What if she’s telling the truth?’ He asked. ‘I mean... , she’s not some secret spy that’s trained to resist interrogation techniques.’
‘Then I don’t understand the truth.’ Julie said. ‘And that... rarely happens, I’ve got an IQ of a 162 and I’ve got a masters degree in neurochemistry. Her truth is simply impossible, we’ve brought her into flux, she showed all the perfect signs, her flux index was even below 2 remember, which you know, usually we’re happy if someone drops below a 3.5 and then we rerouted her pathways, I’d even injected her with a bit of Biffolon to protect those pathways from possible lucid moments and she was working, she was functioning, she was behaving precisely as you’d expect someone to behave. It would’ve been impossible for her to just black-out and have a meltdown. Besides it wasn’t a meltdown, it was like she was possessed or something. I’ve watched that tape over and over again she was a sadistic demon.’
‘So a demon possession is more likely than you making a mistake in your calculations?’ Kevin asked. ‘Maybe I should call in a pastor?’
‘I didn’t make a mistake.’ Julie said. ‘If I did I’d be the first to admit it, it would be so much easier if I had just made a mistake, then I’d knew how to correct this. I’ve triple tested the math. We’ve tested all the drugs and medications to rule out an averse reaction.’
‘The human mind is a mysterious organ, maybe it remains a mystery forever.’
‘That’s unacceptable.’ Julie said.
‘Okay,’ He said. ‘I know I’ve said no to this before and I still feel it’s dangerously close to torture but lets do this, let’s give her truth serum and bring her under hypnosis, you put you’re helmet device on her to monitor her brainwaves and we’ll make her relive that day. There’s two conditions though. One, after that you’ll have to move on even if it yields no results and it doesn’t clear up anything, and two, I’ll be with you the entire time and you stop when I tell you to stop. We both know you can be a bit boundless when it comes to a scientific mystery you can’t fix and you’re well on your way to create an obsession.’
‘Am not.’ She said sulking. ‘But fine. I’ll agree to your terms.’
After that they’d left me alone and I surrendered to the situation. My state of perpetual helplessness wasn’t even something I noticed anymore, it was a given, just like how having two eyes and two ears and two legs was a given.
The endless injections that doctor Julie gave me were a welcome distraction. I started to hallucinate out of boredom maybe, or maybe because I was getting sick in my head again, they hadn’t been given me treatments in days, so it didn’t surprise me the hallucination came back.
And then doctor Julie came to get me, she untied me from the padded platform and pulled me into a standing position. Being upright made me incredibly dizzy and my feet and knees seemed to have weakened from all the lying down, after a few moments I just collapsed onto the floor. She hoisted me up by my straight jacket and threw me in a wheelchair. She rolled me to the treatment room, transferred me onto the chair. The silver ring was attached to my head and soon I felt the familiar hum massaging my brain.
They had me stare into a bright flashing light, with a twirling spiral at it’s core. I blinked my eyes, the light was so bright it was hurting my eyes. I shook my head, but they forced me. Julie just put her fingertips on my eyelids and made me stare into the flickering light and soon after that I was bewitched, my mind was getting blank and empty and I vaguely remember seeing this large flickering needle approaching me, this syringe filled with a brown drug. I don’t even remember the needle stinging me, but I did notice the lightheadedness quickly increasing, the room around me swirling and wavering, I was feeling sleepy and numb. My eyes closed and I guess I must have fallen asleep.
I woke up to bickering voices and yet I didn’t have to open my eyes, they’d been open the entire time.
‘Okay, okay,’ Julie said. ‘Get of my back. See I’ve given her the reversal agent, she’s coming to already.’
‘I don’t understand why you’re being so cross with me. You’ve got your explanation, you’ve got what you wanted.’ 
‘It’s still highly unlikely.’
‘If you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth.’
‘Don’t quote Sherlock Holmes to me as if it’s a philosophy.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘Hi sweety, I’m just going to monitor your blood pressure for a while, so don’t touch the sleeve okay.’ She stopped my fingers from fidgeting with the rubber band around my upper arm and I wondered where the straight-jacket had gone. I felt naked and vulnerable without it and I had no idea what to do with my arms.
‘It was always going to be a unlikely thing.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘If there had been an obvious explanation it wouldn’t have taken us so much time to figure it out.’
‘But why didn’t she tell us about that pill before.’
‘Maybe we weren’t asking the right questions, we were too focused on what happened that specific day, we didn’t ask her whether she had taken a sleeping pill she’d found in a corner of her room a month an a half ago, and why should we be asking that, she’d refused to take any medication up to that point and there shouldn’t have been a random pill laying around in her room. The good news is, the world is all comprehensive again, right? Julie Meadows is still in charge. You feel better now?’
‘Significantly.’ She said. ‘And I’m kind of relieved our Brynn here still has a workable canvas, don’t you sweety?’ She put her hand on my leg and shook my knee back and forth. ‘Like more relieved than I’d care to admit. I guess I was already emotionally distancing myself from her, thinking she was a lost cause and we’d had to give her up, but we don’t have to give you up, don’t you sweetheart? Yeah, I’m quite pleased we get to keep her.’
‘Are you mad at me?’ I asked.
‘Not anymore.’ She said.  She returned to her computer and started typing. ‘Let’s start with putting her into flux again, I guess we can start her right on the highest dosage right away and have her be back below two within twelve hours, then tomorrow we anchor her neurocanvas and strengthen the re-routed pathways. If we drug her up and keep her natural personality repressed the new pathways should become the dominant force in guiding her behaviors, and neurosubmission should begin to set in.’
‘Okay,’ Kevin said. ‘I’ll prep her meds.’
They brought me back to the white padded room, but this time I didn’t have to be tied down to the platform and I didn’t have to wear the straight-jacket. The next morning Julie came in and injected me in the leg and soon I lost track of where I was and what was happening. I may have even momentarily forgotten who I was. I was traveling from thought to thought, as if I was surfing on my own imagination, except it wasn’t my imagination, every thought I had turned into reality.
I found myself laying curled up sucking my thumb because it made me feel so good, it made me feel so happy that my pussy started tingling and I peed myself. I wasn’t wearing a diaper anymore, and so there was a wet spot on my legs and on the canvas padding, somehow the pee didn’t seep into the fabric but it was just laying on top of it, in a shimmering puddle surrounded by a few misplaced droplets.
Someone must have come in to clean it up, although I couldn’t remember who or when. I got another injection and another one and after that I just stopped counting.
I found myself sucking my thumb and simultaneously my other hand was playing with my pussy until it felt really good. I imagined Julie was with me, that doctor Julie was helping me feel good, helping me to become a normal girl.
I may have peed myself again right in the middle of one of those peeks of happiness, and while I was lying there in a lukewarm puddle sucking my thumb I felt like being a baby and suddenly the world wasn’t that complicated anymore. It didn’t matter if I understood who I was or where I was, why I was there or what was going on. Sucking my thumb, peeing my pants, it all just made sense.
Julie came to clean me up and I wanted to tell her. ‘I’m a baby now.’ I said, while she was wiping me down.
‘I see.’ She mumbled.
‘I think that is part of me getting better, you know,’ I said. 
She turned her head and lifted one eyebrow. ‘How come?’ She asked.
‘Well I was an orphan and then I was unhappy right, and then I came here and then you had to teach me how to be a real girl, because nobody has told me, but other girls don’t learn that when they are twenty two, they learn that when they are a baby.’ I said. ‘So I think in my mind I have to become a baby to learn those things.’
Doctor Julie laughed. ‘Is that so?’ She asked bemused. ‘I thought I was the big neuroscientist.’
‘No.’ I said. ‘I am.’
‘So you’re a neuroscientist and a baby?’ She asked.
‘Yeah.’ I said.
‘I’d really hoped you’d be further along in your flux state by now, and although you come across a little bit delirious, you’re still too lucid to take the test. I’m guessing those erogenous zones and you’re frantic masturbation is keeping you tethered to your body and to the moment, right? You really have to stop squirting everywhere, don’t you sweetheart?’ Her hand ran over my lower back and I shivered.
‘I think you need to put me in a diaper.’ I said.
‘Yeah, is that your official recommendation little miss neuroscientist? Don’t you think a chastity belt and an increased dosage would be more effective?’
‘Eerm...’ I didn’t much understand what she had just said. ‘Yes maybe.’ I said, but then I realized that if I was a baby I didn’t have to understand what she was talking about. I could just suckle my thumb and coo at her.
She looked at me for a moment and laughed. ‘You’re cute.’ She said. ‘I mean delirious and incorrigible, because I’m pretty sure you’re going to end up squirting on everything, if I don’t intervene, but also very cute.’
‘Ga-ga-goo-goo.’ I said.
She chuckled some more. ‘I guess you’re right and I better get you a diaper.’ She said. She stepped out of the room. My thumb was starting to feel better and better, my pussy was feeling better and better, and just when I was about to pee myself Julie came back.
‘Just in time,’ she mumbled as she pressed the diaper against my crotch, and then she swaddled the already wet diaper around my hips. ‘Let’s see how long you leave it on.’ She said. Her hand was resting on the bulk of the diaper and pressing the wet fabric against my still pulsing pussy. ‘You’re ready for your med meds sweetheart?’
‘Are you my mommy?’ I asked.
She shook her head and then after a moment of silence she said. ‘Shall mommy give you your med meds, yeah, you like your med-meds don’t you, yeah, your med-meds make you feel all good.’
‘My thumb makes me feel good too.’ I said. ‘And also if I do this, I folded my fingers around my neck and started choking myself. I kept pressing until I had to cough and to gag. ‘And this,’ now I slipped my hand into the diaper and played with my pussy.’
‘I’m going to call Kevin.’ She said. She pressed her phone against her ear. ‘I just needs some advise you don’t have to come this way, I mean you could, she’s cute, she a delirious nymphomaniac what’s not to like about that. I’m just calling to discuss, she’s not progressing into flux the way we expected I’m guessing because of those erogenous zone’s and I’m considering giving her a double dose of medication, maybe combined with a paralytic or a analgesic or something to disqualify her body from the equation, but since paralytics and analgesics and the erogenous zones are more your area of expertise I wondered what you were thinking.’ She kept quiet for a while. ‘Okay see you in a minute.’ She said. She put away the phone and then she sat down on the elevated platform next to me, she gently pulled my fingers away from my neck and then the tip of her finger was slowly dancing over my skin.
‘I’m just curious,’ she said. ‘does this still work? You can’t breath.’ She snapped her fingers and I felt my throat close-up. No air was getting in and out and instinctively I grabbed my own throat, the world around me was blurring and I was going cross eyed.
‘What’s happening, why is she choking?’
‘Breath now, sweetheart.’ Doctor Julie said to me. ‘It’s nothing,’ she waved doctor Kevin aside. ‘It’s just a little suggestion we worked on that first morning while she was still really susceptible. I haven’t tried it since and I was wondering whether it still worked or whether all the hassle last week and the partial flux had made it deteriorate.
‘Look,’ she said. She snapped her fingers. ‘You can’t breath.’
Once more I was out of breath, my vision blurring instantly, my mind feeling numb and detached as if I was on the brink of passing out, instantly.
‘Breath now.’ She said. I inhaled but I kept massaging my own throat and I kept on suckling on my thumb.
‘And why is she in a diaper, won’t she just rip it off the moment we’re gone?’
‘She might.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘But she asked for a diaper herself and she keeps squirting on everything, so it didn’t seem too bad an idea.’
‘She’s a squirter?’
‘You didn’t know? I’m pretty sure I told you.’
‘No you didn’t tell me, why didn’t you fucking tell me we had a squirter here? She could’ve squirted over my face a dozen times by now. Forget about my own pleasure, I could’ve examined her physique and gathered enough data to finally crack the code and to turn any girl into a squirter. You know John has been begging us for a squirter. Why would you be so selfish Juliana. Meanwhile I allow you to basically go all Guantanamo Bay on her with your week long interrogations and truth serums and your so called hypnotic memory jog, and you don’t even give me the heads up about her being a squirter.’
‘Yeez, calm down.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘It was a weird week, there was a lot going on, I must have forgotten to tell you.’
‘Don’t be mad.’ I said. ‘I’m not a Squirtle, I’m not a Pokemon at all. I’m just Brynn, like a human with the name Brynn. I need a diaper because I’m a baby, because then I’m getting better, because I’m sick in my head and now you and doctor Julie can teach my how to be a normal girl, but normal girls learn when they are babies, you see. So to learn it right I have to be a baby.’
‘Well you sounds alarmingly lucid.’ He said.
‘And alarmingly consistent with what she’s been saying earlier, that’s why I wanted to increase the dosage and disable the body.’
‘Yeah, we’d better.’ Doctor Kevin said.
‘If Doctor Julie is my mommy does that mean you’re my daddy?’ I asked.
‘You’re her mommy?’ He asked.
‘Well not really, I mean, I guess she’s been calling me mommy a few times and I’ve been playing along.’ Doctor Julie shrugged.
‘You should try and breastfeed her.’
‘That’s not really my thing.’ Julie said.
‘But it’s my thing.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘And you owe me one for not mentioning the squirting.’
‘Okay, fine.’ She said. She took of her doctor’s coat and lifted her shirt up to her skin, then she sat down on the padded platform and pulled me on her lap, she shoved her warm squishy boob in my face.
‘Come on, be more tender, be more motherly.’ Doctor Kevin said. He was tickling me on my tummy. ‘Hey there little baby Brynn,’ he said in a high pitched cooing voice. ‘Are you thirsty, do you want to drink some milk from your mommy.’
‘There’s not actual milk coming out of my nipples, you do understand that, right?’ Julie said.
‘Don’t ruin the fantasy please.’ Kevin said. ‘There could come milk out of your breast. I could make you lactate for real.’
‘I told you before I’m not doing your lactation induction.’
‘What if I turn your nipples into extra erogenous zones with this new technique we used on Brynn, maybe then you can learn to like it and...’
‘Stop dreaming and start enjoying this moment honey, because this is a one time thing.’
‘Okay, okay, I’m sorry.’ Kevin said. ‘Go nurse on your mommy now Brynn.’
I was getting a bit confused, but then Julie cradled me and rocked me back and forth. ‘Open your mouth darling,’ she said and she gently pushed her nipple against my lips, for a moment I hesitated and then I closed my lips around her boob.
‘Is this part of therapy too?’ I asked.
‘Yes it is.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘This is how little babies bond with their mommy, this is how they know they can trust their mommy.’
‘That’s true.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘Hand me the meds, will ya, because she’s overdue for her next dose.’
Kevin handed her a couple of syringes.
‘What dose were you thinking, If you want to go over the 90mg, it might be wise to stacker the flux medicine over three or more moments to avoid an acute psychosis.’
‘Way ahead of you,’ she said as she pressed the medicine into my leg. ‘I was planning on four doses of 50 spread out over the next 30 minutes. So I guess you’ll have half an hour to enjoy this little show Brynn and I are putting on for you.’
‘Thank you!’ Kevin said. ‘You’re the best girlfriend ever.’
‘You better not forget it.’ She said.
‘You want the paralytic now or later?’
My mind was spinning and everything seemed surreal. It felt like reality was melting all around me and I was floating on a raft in the middle of a see. My thumb found my mouth, it was like a beacon I could hold onto, something I could rely on.
‘No, no, sweety, don’t suck your thumb now, suck on mommy’s breast.’ Julie said. She pulled my thumb out of my mouth and replaced it for her nipple so then I started rubbing my own neck.
‘See.’ Julie said. ‘See what she’s doing?’
‘Okay, so paralytic now.’ He said. ‘Should I or do you want to or...’
I didn’t hear either of them replying but still I felt a sting in the inside of my elbow. I whined a little and tried to pull my arm away.
‘Almost done.’ Kevin said.
There was a cloud spreading through my arm, I could feel it first but a moment later it was as if I could see it too, a dark cloud that was making my arm too heavy to hold up. Again a little moan came over my lips, the cloud was growing it was spreading, my head was too heavy to hold up all by myself and it tipped backwards, my entire body was feeling limp and slumping.
Tenderly Julie lifted my head, she placed it so that it was supported by her arm and my face rolled into her boobs, I opened my mouth again to suckled on the nipple. It was warm and soft although the nipple was somewhat hard. Images appeared and disappeared almost as if I was channel surfing past different realities. However the one reality that kept showing up, every time there was a sound every time someone moved was the reality in which I was suckling on the nipple. I was a baby and that was my mommy’s boob. I wanted to believe that, I guess that helped a lot. I wanted to be an innocent little baby, I didn’t want to worry about all the complexities of boobs and doctors and being sick in your head, I just wanted to be a baby, an innocent and naive and helpless little thing that just trusted her mommy.
I cooed a little. ‘Mommy,’ I mumbled.
‘Okay.’ Julie said. ‘I mean... okay, okay.’
When she give me another injection I had to cry, maybe because the pain startled me or maybe because I felt betrayed that my mommy who I trusted had caused that pain with that scary needle.
‘Ssh,’ She said as I was softly sobbing. ‘It’s okay sweetheart, mommy is here, you’re safe, it was just a little bit of medicine, you need your medicine don’t you sweetheart.’ As she was talking my head was spinning more and more and I wasn’t quite sure whether this was real or just a dream, yet she was talking to me so caring and soothingly. She pulled me against her shoulder and rocked me from side to side.
‘It’s okay, are you hungry sweetheart, do you want to nurse on mommy, come on try mommy’s other boob, because the left one is getting a bit sore. She switched me around, supporting my useless and limp body, supporting my head and gently placing it on top of her other arm. ‘Do you want to drink mommy’s milk sweetheart?’
‘Hamamama,’ I uttered.
‘God.’ Mommy said shaking her head as she shoved her nipple in my mouth again, there were moments I felt actual milk gushing out of her boobs and seeping in my throat, but there were other moments where that just seemed to have been a weird twist in my mind. I saw a shadow, it was more than a shadow, it was a full person, a guy and he was staring at me and mommy, his pants down around his ankles and he was tugging on his cock.
There were light flashes and voices, one moment I felt like I was on top of a sky scraper, the next moment I was somewhere surrounded by sand and dirt and the third moment I was trapped in a hospital.
I couldn’t move my arms or legs, but I could move my neck a little bit, my head limply rolling from side to side over mommy’s arm. I let out a helpless moan.
‘It’s okay sweetheart. Here’s mommy’s nipple, I’ll help you find it.’ The little nodule was shoved into my mouth again and I calmed down, the confusion and the anxiety was fading, it didn’t matter that I understood jack shit about what was going on, all it mattered was the fact that I was safely laying in my mommy’s arms.
‘Okay. See sweetheart, everything is okay. It’s alright.’ She gently caressed my cheek and the rim of my jaw, her fingers itching down until she was very softly and very gently caressed my neck. It felt so good, mommy tickling my neck, mommy’s fingers on my skin, it felt so fucking awesome I involuntarily moaned.
Her fingers moving down to my nipples though, she was softly rubbing her finger back and forth over my chest, flicking the nipple and the bursts of arousal were shooting up and spreading around. Even if I understood nothing, this I understood.
I don’t even remember mommy injecting me with the third dose, I just remember feeling like another floor in my mind had disappeared and I was sinking yet deeper and deeper in this unraveling soup consisting of the molten remnants of a thousand different realities and when I was falling and moaning and looking for some sort of straw to hold on to I saw mommy remove a syringe from my leg.
There was a sloshing sound a rhythmic sloshing sound and a superficial pant that was getting more and more erratic, there were hoarse grunts hitching along with those loud panting exhales.
I opened and closed my mouth searching for mommy’s nipple. I closed my eyes to shut out those confusing images.
A louder moan and little lukewarm blobs were raining down on my chest.
‘Huh,’ I asked.
‘It’s okay sweety, it’s okay.’ Mommy said.
‘Thanks, thank you, thanks Julie. That was so hot, the two of you were so, so, so, so... amazing and... thanks.’
‘You’re welcome, I guess,’ Mommy said.
I was still searching for the nipple, my lips opening and closing and my head rolling from side to side, yet without the ability to move there wasn’t much I could do. I fussed a little bit.
‘She wants more.’ The guy said, the doctor said. Were we in a hospital? Maybe we were at the maternity ward or something.
‘In about two minutes she get her last dose and then it’s time to go back to work.’
I was still fussing and whining.
‘Are you still hungry, little baby Brynn?’ The doctor said. He was poking me in my belly and then he put his fingers in one of the warm blobs on my chest and started to spread it around on my nipple.
‘Look you orgasmed, my boobs are getting sore. I’m done.’ Mommy said. ‘If you want to let her nurse some more, I’ll put her in your lap and you can have her suckle on your nipple.’
‘But I don’t have boobs.’ The doctor said.
‘So? I didn’t have milk either, it’s just a role play right.’ They transferred my body to the other  lap. I cried.
‘It’s okay sweetheart,’ Mommy said. ‘You need to bond with Kevin too, so now you go nurse on him okay.’ He lifted his shirt and then a very hairy male nipple was shoved into my mouth. For a moment I didn’t want it, it was weird and itchy and I just wanted mommy’s nipple, but soon I was sinking in that that vortex where all existence was based on a fantasy anyway and I willingly suckled the nipple.
‘Ow wow, wow Julie, she’s actually doing it, she’s like sucking on my nipple. I’m blushing. Jeez. What is this? What the hell is she doing to me?’
It was quiet for a moment and then I felt mommy’s soft fingers caressing my face. I opened my eyes. ‘I know. I guess she has a gift to disarm people.’ 
‘Don’t get me wrong Julie, I don’t want to be a woman, I’m quite happy I’m a man and I don’t hate my body, but right now I find myself wishing I had actual boobs, that would lactate, so I could actually feed her.’
‘Well if that’s really what you want I guess we can make it happen, give you some hormones, transplant some milk glands.’
‘That’s not what I mean.’ He said and then he started talking in a higher pitched voice. ‘Hey there, baby Brynn, are you nursing on your Papa Bear? Yeah, you are!’
He was shaking me back and forth and I fell off his nipple. He repositioned me and then I latched on again.
‘Fucking hell,’ he whispered. He bit his lip and closed his eyes and then he looked at mommy. ‘Did you feel... like this?’ He asked.
Mommy just shrugged. ‘I don’t know what you’re feeling, I’m guessing aroused? I was definitely not aroused, but... I guess.... her nursing on me did unleash some feelings I... I... I – never mind.’
‘What?’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘What feelings.’
‘It’s time for her last dose and then we’re done here.’
‘Don’t be like that sweetheart, don’t shut me out, we can tell each other anything, we’ve promised each other we would always be honest to one another.’
She put another syringe in my leg and before I really understood the situation I was in the vortex was getting deeper and stronger, and just to avoid myself getting sucked into there I clutched on to the nipple in my mouth.
‘Please.’ He asked.
‘I don’t know what I’m feeling.’ Julie said. ‘There were some... I don’t know, I really don’t even know yet what I’m feeling, I need some time to reflect and frankly I’m hesitant to tell you, because I don’t want you whining and badgering me for more nipple play or nursing play or whatever.’
‘I won’t.’ He said. ‘I won’t I promise. Just, it’s okay, take all the time you need, I’ll respect your limits, I promise.’
She scoffed. ‘You don’t have to promise.’ She said. ‘I’ll make you respect my limits or else I kick your ass to the curb. Now come on, put Brynn aside, it’s time to get back to work. I mean I’m going to go back to work and you have some therapies with Amalia and Brenda on your schedule this afternoon, right?’
They slid out from underneath me and put my paralyzed body on the elevated platform.
‘I guess I felt some very primal motherly urge to protect her, it felt like my heart was exploding with tenderness and fear simultaneously, and I had this urge to keep her close to me at all times, just to make sure nothing bad would happen to her, almost... don’t laugh, promise not to laugh – ‘
‘I promise.’ Doctor Kevin said eagerly.
‘Like I wanted to shove her up my pussy and carry her around in my tummy for ultimate safe keeping.’
‘I understand.’ Kevin said. ‘I felt something similar but in a very visceral way and I mean it’s still a fetish too, and the arousal was definitely there, but there was something else, something way more powerful than the arousal that just... I felt so vulnerable.’ He said. ‘But I wanted to be, I wanted to be vulnerable and give her everything she wanted, everything she needed, I didn’t want to be her Master and tell her what to do, I wanted her to guide me, I wanted her to see her and get to know her and give her what she need, I wanted to.... to be her Page and her Knight.’
‘Yeah, and her poet apparently,’ Julie said. It was quiet for a moment. ‘I’m sorry. That was uncalled for. Maybe you should masturbate before you go to your therapy sessions though.’
The two of them beeped themselves out of my room and then I was alone. Without their voices and their bodies close to me keeping me alert and keeping met tethered to somewhat of a consistent situation, it was really hard to keep myself from being sucked into that vortex, there was nothing I could do to resist, I couldn’t use my thumb as a buoy, I couldn’t slip a hand in my pussy, and so the vortex grabbed me and my mind was draining and getting empty until there was nothing there anymore, no sliver of comprehension left, just this crazy sequence of images and colors.
Someone broke me out of that accumulation of everything and suddenly I wasn’t everywhere anymore, suddenly I was pulled towards this one place, this one place I didn’t recognize with this one person looming over me. Without any sense of understanding I just stared up at that face, the face was a composition of different shapes and colors, there were black circles surrounded by blue circles, and there was this moving red line surrounding this dark hole and each time it moved sounds came out. It made me chuckle.
‘You think that’s funny?’ The sounds were a string of tones, some tones were fluid like a slide and other sounds were hissing or more like a clicking sound.
‘You’re looking at me like you have no idea what I’m talking about?’ The moving red line and the sounds were putting on some show for me, the entire face was moving now, the eyes were looking at me differently now.
‘Come on at least try to sit up sweety, the paralytic should have flushed through your system by now.’ She grabbed my hand and then my elbow was floating up from the platform and then my shoulder lifted, but then she let go and I fell back.
‘Okay,’ she said. ‘maybe this is my fault, maybe 200 mg of flux medicine was overdoing it a bit for someone weighing barely 140 pounds.’ Her hands were now underneath my arm pits and she hoisted me up and let me lean with my back against the wall. ‘But at least we know you’re fairly deep in your flux state by now. I’m guessing you’re below a two, you might even drop below a one point five, I’m not sure the test even measures that accurately on the level you’re functioning right now. Too bad the dept of the flux state isn’t a guarantee for a similarly deep neurosubmissive response to the rerouting therapy.’
I was opening my mouth and sticking out my tongue it was a strange sensation to be able to lick my own chin.
‘What are you doing?’ She asked. She looked at me for a moment. ‘Can you at least talk still?’,  She tilted her head. ‘Talk.’ She said. ‘Talk to me.’ It was quiet and I missed the sounds, the dancing sounds. Sometimes it was as if I could see those sounds roaming around the room, some of them round and smooth, other were sharp triangles or itchingly small specks floating around me.
‘Hwaaaaaah,’ I said, to create so more sounds and to fill up all the empty spaces.
‘I guess that’s something.’ There was a book with a lot of pages and the woman opened it for me, she flipped through the pictures and made some more sounds, she even picked up my hand and tried to get me to point at things in the book, although it was more like she was caressing the pictures with the tip of my fingers. I leaned over and put my head on her shoulder.
‘Hey,’ She said. ‘What’s that sweety?’ Her voice had changed from stern to soft, her voice was like little ribbons and bows raining down on the two of us.
‘I’m going to just write down: unmeasurable. Do you think you can walk or do I need to find you a wheelchair, I think Kev might be hoarding them in his lab today because he has a few patients in a row.’ Her arms underneath my armpits and she lifted me from the bed. I was floating somewhere in the middle of the room, I was flying, my body very close to her body it was nice and squishy and soft.
‘Put your legs on the ground.’ She said. ‘Come on Brynn, put your feet down.’
I closed my eyes and put my head on her shoulder, a very pleasant smell. This was were I belonged in this smell, in her neck, in this very familiar warm and welcoming –
She’d put me down on the platform again and now she’d left my room.
‘Nooooooo!’ I cried out instinctively and I ran after her, I wrapped my arms around her and clung to her back.
‘It’s okay Brynn.’ She said as she was prying my fingers loose. ‘I wasn’t leaving, I was just going to get a wheelchair, but apparently you can walk, so then we can go right away. Come, let go of my neck now, you’re chocking me, just hold my hand.’
She supported me by holding my elbow and then we walked through a hallway that was just too filled with shapes and colors. In my own white room there were already so many shapes and sounds and colors and shadows to get lost in, but in here it was overwhelming. Each object seemed to sprout a new world, a new universe, everywhere I looked new realities emerged and soon I had no idea what was real and what wasn’t. I sat down on the ground and closed my eyes.
‘Are you fainting?’ A voice said.
There was too much to process and I didn’t want to open my eyes anymore, I didn’t even want to sit up anymore, so I just laid down on the ground. There was some voice talking to me, creating sounds and syllables, there was somebody slapping my cheek and opening my eyes to flash light into them and then I was left alone for a while.
Not for long though, because a moment later I was flying in the arms of two people, all their hands lifted me from the floor and placed me in a wheelchair.
‘Uh uh uh uh.’ Rhythmic sounds emerged from my mouth. 
‘Follow me to the treatment room Vernon and then return the wheelchair to Doctor Parkers office.’
‘Yes Miss Meadows.’
I didn’t like all the sensory input, it was way too much, too much sounds, too much shapes and lights whizzing past. I closed my eyes and with a little humming sound I tried to drown out everything else, slowly rocking my body back and forth, slamming my back into the back rest of the wheelchair over and over again.
‘What’s she doing?’ A voice asked. ‘I’ve never seen any of the others do that.’
‘Well you work in the east wing, that’s after they have already gone through this process, I don’t think you’ve seen many patients in flux.’
‘So this is just normal?’
‘Not really. She’s in an unusual deep flux state. Hold the door for me will you.’
‘Uh uh uh.’ Again sounds came from my mouth, but my sounds were less beautiful than the sounds from the woman’s mouth. I turned around and wanted to climb up my seat just to be close to her, but I didn’t even get the chance. She told me sternly to sit down and she pushed me back in a sitting position. I wanted to protest, so I just closed my eyes and let everything disappear, my head sinking to the side, my body going loose and limp.
‘Don’t put your fingers in the spokes, babe.’ Someone lifted my hand and put it in my lap.
‘Take her legs.’ A voice said. ‘3, 2, 1, Go.’ I was floating again, flying and I was screaming in joy, flapping my hands to fly even higher and faster.
‘Ssh, ssh, ssh, it’s okay, calm down now.’
‘Can I go now miss Meadows.’ A voice asked.
‘Would you mind staying until I’ve adequately prepared her, I mean she’s pretty out of it now, but it’s Brynn, she had a pretty strong response to the neuro-canvas being activated last time.’
‘I could get doctor Sander for you.’
‘No, he’s a wimp.’ She said. ‘Just don’t be afraid okay. I’m just going to attach an IV in her elbow, there you go sweetheart, that’s the one drug and that’s the second one.’ I was feeling sleepy now, sleepy and blank and mindless.
‘So I’m going to slowly disable her neuro-defenses, most people have a very primal and very instinctive reaction to that, that’s nothing to worry about, she’s probably going to fight and protest and have some motoric response, so just keep her in her chair and stop her from destroying anything. Ready.’
‘Ready.’ A voice said.
‘Okay here we go. 12%, 18%, the first few percentages are usually, oh, there she goes.’
There was something humming around my head, like flies or mosquitoes that were trying to keep me awake. I was so tired and numb, I just wanted to relax. I growled and tried to swat the mosquitoes away.
‘Good 38%.’
I screamed and then my whole body started shaking and trembling. A helpless cry for help as my body was spasming out of control.
‘You’re doing great 59%, just hang in there.’
I tried to get up, I rolled around and and pushed the hands aways that were keeping me down.
‘82%, as we’re approaching ninety she’s suddenly going to pass out, so don’t be startled when that happens, most people go out around 80, but last time Brynn kept us busy till 95-96.’
I was screaming in vein and kicking and slamming my body up and down in the chair.
‘92%,’ a voice said. ‘93’
My head was being eaten alive by those humming insects, my thoughts were pulled out and replaced by this empty humming blankness, just this vacuum of nothingness.’
‘See, there she goes.’ A voice said. ‘Now those last percentages will be easy.’
‘That was intense.’ He said.
‘Yeah. I’m sorry.’ She said. ‘Ideally I would’ve done this part with Kev, or I would’ve asked Betsy, but they were both busy. Are you alright? Maybe it would’ve been better to practice on an easier client, although it doesn’t get anymore intense then Brynn, she’s a fighter if I ever saw one. If you can handle a Brynn you can handle anybody.’
‘Okay.’
‘You’re not traumatized are you?’
‘No, I don’t think so.’
‘Good.’ She said. ‘Come find me after work, I want to make sure of that.’
‘Yes, Miss Meadows.’
‘You’re dismissed.’
‘Please, can I just ask you one more question though?’ He asked.  ‘When I... when you help me are you doing that to me, am I... am I like that, too?’
‘Like I said everybody has a bit of resistance, but overall you were much more compliant.’ She said. ‘Lets continue this talk tonight, okay? Thank you for assisting me.’
He left the room, she put a hand on my chest. ‘Are you ready miss for your rerouting session? Here we go.’ She flipped a switch and this lightning bolt invaded my brain and took over control and any last bit of consciousness left was expelled from my mind an body.
‘Hey little Brynny-Brynn, That was a big yawn, are you beginning to wake up?’ A voice was breaking through my unconsciousness, pulling me back to the surface and when I opened my eyes I was back in the white padded room with doctor Julie, she sat on the edge right next to me and held a silicon breathing mask over my face.
‘How are you feeling?’ She asked.
I reached for the breathing mask en tried to push it away from my face.
‘No, no, no, you have to keep the mask on for now. You’re a stubborn little girl and after what happened last time we’re going to take every precaution conceivable, and that includes keeping you drugged up for a little while so nothing in your little brain is going to ring the alarm bell and pull you into another meltdown.’ With the back of her index finger she was softly stroking the bit of cheek that wasn’t covered by the mask.
‘Did you have a nice dream?’ Doctor Julie asked.
Again I tried to push away the mask. She grabbed my fingers and held my hand. ‘You can talk with the mask on your face.’ She said. ‘Or are you still too groggy to – ‘
There was a little high pitched beep.
‘O no.’ Julie said. She inspected a screen. ‘Already. Fuck it. Let’s go a few steps back.’ She adjusted a valve. The gas in the mask was hissing harder now and I felt my eyes rolling up in my skull and I fell asleep again. Ribbons of dark dreamless sleep were wrapped around my thoughts and when I opened my eyes again I still wasn’t really awake yet, groggy I just stared up at whatever was in front of me. In the background a voice was softly singing a soothing song. Very gradually I came to my senses and I started to recognize the white room I was in and doctor Julie sitting next to me, there was a silicon breathing mask covering my nose and I tried to push it away.
Doctor Julie never stopped singing, she just held my hand to stop me from fidgeting and continued.
‘Why?’ I asked. ‘What’s going on, why are you singing?’
As I was waking up more and more I found my confusion coming and going, it was rolling in like waves and then fading into the ocean of everything again. I closed my eyes for a moment. I’d heard that same lullaby so many times by now I could hum along.
Yet when I did she shook her head and turned a valve on the hose. I never fell asleep but I did feel myself becoming more groggy, the song trailed of as forgot the words.
‘Good morning, Brynn,’ she said.
‘Good morning, doctor Julie.’ I replied politely.
‘How are you feeling sweetheart,’ she said.
I frowned for a moment. ‘Like I’m laying in this white room and you’re making me drowsy with the gas in mask.’
She chuckled for a moment. ‘Well that’s precisely the situation were in right now, so your feelings are accurate.’
‘But why?’ I asked.
‘You know why you’re here right, can you tell me why you’re here?’
It was as if some misty haze pulled over parts of my thoughts, almost as if I was answering like a robot, without really knowing or realizing what I was saying. Yet my mouth was forming words. ‘I need to be obedient.’ I said. ‘I need to be an obedient little slave, who does precisely what she is told. I’m sick. I’m sick in my head and you’re making me better. I should trust you and listen to you and do everything you say, because you know what’s best for me and I do not and ...’ I lost my trail of thoughts and I felt the ribbons of sleep tighten around my thoughts again, pulling me back in that groggy haze. ‘and...’ I uttered drowsily. ‘and... I’m little. I’m a little girl and you’re my mommy and I need you.’
There was a knock on the door, she may have made me a bit more groggy at that point but I don’t know, I was fighting the sleep, my head lulling from side to side in this carousel of a world.
‘Yeah, enter.’
‘How are things going here?’ Doctor Kevin asked. ‘Are you making progress?’
‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘Maybe the false start has messed us up more than I’d like to take into account.’
‘You look tired.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘Why don’t you take a little break?’
‘I can’t.’
‘At least eat something.’ He said. He put a plate of spaghetti next to her and she laughed.
‘You know me too well.’ She said. ‘I’m starving. Will you hold the mask for a minute?’
She scooched over, the breathing mask wobbled for a second and then she rolled some of the spaghetti onto her fork.
‘We’re so close.’ She said. ‘It’s so frustrating, like I had to stop myself from giving her a good shake like four times, it’s like she’s doing it on purpose.’
‘Maybe she is, maybe she just likes all the attention you’re giving her.’
‘Naaah, her behavior is fine. It’s just I’ve waken her up about 10 times now, I even figured out that if I’m singing to her and not engaging in conversation with her she’ll be much more compliant and calm, but every time we start talking there’s this areas in her brain lighting up that are just...’
‘But her behavior is fine?’ Doctor Kevin asked.
‘Yeah, but her brainscapes show there’s still anger and fear and aggression.’
‘Juju. Honey. I love you. I really love you, and I ask this with all the tenderness in the world: What the fuck is wrong with you?’
‘What are you talking about?’ Doctor Julie asked. ‘There’s nothing wrong with me.’
‘I mean. You’re so smart. You’re the fucking smartest person I know, but how can you be so... so... stupid, clearly you’re not thinking, maybe you’re having some sort of meltdown yourself, maybe you’ve just been working too long, maybe Brynn has intoxicated your brain.’
‘Just stop being mean and tell me what I’m doing wrong.’ Doctor Julie said.
‘You’re doing nothing wrong, you’re just having unrealistic expectations.... first of all none of the other girls woke-up attached to your brainwashing device, so you have no comparative data on what her brainscape should look like, right?’
She nodded all be it begrudgingly.
‘Two, you’ve been pumping that little girl stiff with anesthetics for the past few hours, anybody waking up from general anesthesia can have mood swings, confusion, some become aggressive, some cry inconsolable, that’s doesn’t mean she’s aware and consciously fighting the routes or degenerating your canvas. It just means the drug flushing through her system and waking up is a bit of an uncomfortable and confusing experience for them, while they’re still too inhibited by the drug to manage their emotions well. It’s nothing mental or neurological, it’s purely physical I promise.
‘I guess.’
‘Third...’
‘There’s more?’ Julie said. ‘Don’t even say it I already feel like an asshole.’
‘You’re not an asshole, but you do need a good nights rest and maybe a day off or two.’
‘I can’t just take a day off. We have clients waiting for their slaves, we’re fully booked, for the upcoming months and then we have Brynn here, who apparently needs a lot of one-on-one support.’
‘Who you WANT to give one-on-one support.’
‘She needs it.’ Doctor Julie said stubborn. 
‘She’ll be fine. There’s no reason to believe that anything like last time will happen again, that was a anomaly, nobody could’ve known she’d taken that sleeping pill right before flux.’
‘Maybe if we’d tested her blood.’
‘Then what?’ Doctor Kevin asked. ‘Really honey. I need you to calm down and get yourself centered, maybe visit the spa, or follow along to some yoga video on YouTube. I’m worried about you.’
She sighed. ‘We skipped the first stage. She’s going to have moments of lucidity.’
‘I know.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘But those will be nothing to worry about and easily dealt with, those will not be her humiliating another patient and throwing up over anybody who tries to stop her.’
‘I don’t know.’ She said.
‘I do. Just let me handle it from here.’ Doctor Kevin pulled the sensors from my forehead, he lifted my head and slid the silver ring away from me and he removed the mask from my face.
‘But...’ Doctor Julie said.
‘I know what I’m doing. I promise. You just go participate in some self-care, maybe run a bath, put on some scented candles get yourself some champagne and when I’m done I’ll come join you. Also you can bring these two back to your lab.’ He handed her all the gear and the displays and the wires and the sensors.
‘Fine, but call me if anything goes wrong, if anything out of the ordinary happens, promise you’ll call me.’
‘Fine I’ll call.’ He said. She left the room and doctor Kevin now scooched further down the platform. He gently lifted me and slid underneath so I was laying on his lap.
He gently caressed my cheeks. ‘I’m not going to call her.’ He said to me.
I yawned and rubbed my face, my nose and mouth felt cold and empty without the silicon breathing mask.  On my forehead I found a sticky patch were a sensor had been glued to my skin. I was picking at it until doctor Kevin intercepted my hand and put it down besides me.
‘You’re okay.’ He said.
‘I’m okay.’ I repeated my tongue still numb and groggy. I sang the same song again and Doctor Kevin smiled for a moment.
‘She was always a big fan of that song,’ he mumbled. ‘Does it calm you down?’ He sang a few lines a long with me.
‘How are you feeling?’ He asked.
I shrugged.
‘No.’ He said. ‘I can imagine you don’t know anymore, that’s okay you don’t have to know.’
‘Because I’m a little girl.’ I said. ‘And you’re the adult and so I have to listen to you.’
‘That’s right.’ He said.
‘You’re smart.’ I said. ‘You’re the doctor.’
‘Correct.’
‘And the other one is that a doctor or is that my mommy?’
He bit his lip and looked at the door for a moment and then he looked at the little black lens of a security camera. He leaned over and whispered in my ear. ‘She’s your mommy.’ He said. ‘And she loves you very much and you love to nurse on her and suckle on her nipples.’ His hand running over my torso and his fingers were running back and forth over my nipple.
‘But then who is an orphan?’
It was quiet for a moment.
‘Am I an orphan?’ I asked. ‘I’m sick right, I’m sick in my head and you are going to make me better, but I can’t be an orphan with a mother, because then I’m not an orphan, then I’m just a foster kid, like Gretha was a foster kid, where’s Gretha now? Is Gretha sick in her head too? Am I adopted or sick?’
‘You’re a bit confused.’ He said. ‘You’ve been drugged up for the larger part of the day and you’ve had some intense rerouting session today, so your brain may feel a little bruised and numb, but that’ll fade.’
‘Good.’ I said. ‘I don’t want a bruised brain.’ Intuitively my thumb found it’s way into my mouth and I started suckling, it was such a good feeling to suck my thumb. Involuntarily my hips twitched, my pussy was clenching and pulsing and a little drizzle seeped out as I was panting.
‘Huh...’ He scoffed. ‘So you can squirt without any stimulation down there, does it work if I suck your thumb too?’
Gently he pulled my hand away from my mouth. He stuck out his tongue and very slowly the tip of his tongue drew a line across my skin. I shivered and moaned.
His mouth closed around my thumb, he slid his lips back and forth over my skin while his tongue was circling around the knuckle.
My body was melting, this felt so much better than I myself suckling on my thumb. I moaned and felt my body fill up with pleasurable tingles, everything was throbbing and tingling. I closed my eyes and marveled in the pleasures building up and a moment later I felt another drizzle of squirt escaping my pussy.
‘Wow.’ He said. ‘Just wow, Brynn, that’s amazing.’
‘It feels amazing.’ I said. 
‘I can only imagine.’ He mumbled with my thumb still in his mouth. He reached for my pussy and he caressed the pussy lips, toying around the clitoris and sliding his fingers up inside of me.
‘Cum again.’ He mumbled. ‘Cum for me. Squirt for me.’
I don’t know whether it happened out of pure obedience, or whether it was the combination of his tongue on my thumb and his finger in my pussy, but my back arched and my body hopelessly convulsed as an orgasm crashed through my body and squirt sprayed onto his fingers.
‘Good girl.’ He said a bit surprised and with a hint of appreciation in his voice. ‘Very very good girl, very obedient too.’
I just kept laying on my padded platform enjoying the glow that was still consuming my body.
‘And how about this?’ He asked. His fingers still wet with my squirt danced across my face he entered my mouth and started stimulating my tongue and the roof of my mouth, sending waves of arousal crashing over my body.
‘You like that too?’ He asked. ‘Does that make you feel good too?’
‘Ye-he-he-es.’ I panted in between two moans, as the pleasures were about to consume my body and mind, his fingers were slipping even deeper into the back of my throat stimulating and massaging me there and the further his fingers were reaching the more intensely pleasurable things were feeling, more squirt was drizzling out of my pussy, my thighs all slippery and wet and I was laying in a puddle of lukewarm fluids. Since he didn’t tell me to orgasm there wasn’t any climax, my arousal seemed to have plateaued, just pushing out a gulp of squirt whenever his finger touched the back of my throat.
‘God.’ He panted. He pressed the palm of his hand against his trousers. ‘God, Brynn, God.’ There was something helpless in his voice, something greedy and delirious. ‘I can’t take this anymore.’ He said, but he didn’t stop, instead he practically tore his own pants off and he pressed his cock into my mouth, shoving it further and further down. The tip stimulating those marvelous spots in the back and I opened my mouth even further, so he could reach those spots even better. He bend over and hid his face in my pussy, his tongue caressing my clit and slipping inside once in a while to play with me inside.
I was helpless against so much pleasure, my pussy kept on gushing as if I was just overflowing with pleasure and I couldn’t keep it in anymore. He fucked me in the mouth while simultaneously sucking on my pussy. His cock swelling up in my mouth, his breathing becoming more superficial and erratic in between my legs and then his whole body started trembling and this gooey salt substance was ejected onto my tongue and in the back of the throat. I swallowed it while in my mouth his cock was shrinking and now it didn’t hit all my magic spots anymore.
Quite lazy and lethargic he kept laying there.
‘Awesome, that’s fucking awesome, that’s so fucking, fucking rare, you’re a rarity you know that Brynn, you’re a fucking precious gem. The moment Juliana gives the all clear. I’m gonna tear you inside out, I’m gonna study every inch of your little body, every muscle, every gland, until I figured out how you work and how I can get other patients to be more like you.’
He was still breathing heavily although he seemed to have his panting under control now. He sat up and he dried his face on the rim of the t-shirt.
‘Squirt for me.’ He said and a moment later there was more fluid seeping out of my pussy, it wasn’t really seeping, there was so much power behind it, it was more like it was spraying, like I was a garden hose or a fountain.
‘Squirt for me.’ He said when it stopped and it started again. ‘Oh my god, you can go on like this forever, can’t you?’ He stared at me in awe and with a hint of disbelief and bewilderment on his face. ‘Fuck. Just Fucking unbelievable.’ He said. ‘You know how long I’ve been trying to create a girl that would be... like this, like you... and you’re like this without me doing anything, unless this is all because of the erogenous zones, you didn’t squirt before the erogenous zones did you... although I doubt we made you orgasm back then, probably not, right, so you could’ve been a squirter already, besides I created erogenous zones on Amalia too, but she didn’t magically turn in to a squirter.’ He put his hand up to his chin and seemed to be lost in thought. ‘Just one more time please, one more time and then I’ll leave you be for the night, although you probably can’t sleep anyway, because Juju has kept you out and sedated the entire day, so you’ll probably be reverse cycling for a while, but still... just... one more time.... squirt for me, cum for me.’
Him ordering me to cum was a significantly different command from him telling me to squirt and my pleasure that had been stuck on this same level now all seem to explode, my body was helpless against the forceful orgasm that was consuming me now. I was trembling and screaming and shivering and with a very satisfied serenity I eventually calmed down.
Doctor Kevin hastily cleaned me up and he also cleaned my room. He didn’t even say goodnight or anything. He just closed the door behind me and then he was gone.
All night I was awake. I paced through my room. I sang a song. I suckled on my thumb, although I stopped before it felt so good there would be squirt gushing out of me again, next time I would ask them for a diaper. I had no idea how much time had passed, but I was bored out of my mind.
Eventually I managed to fall asleep, but I had barely drifted off for a few minutes when Doctor Kevin entered my room again, this time in a change of clothes.
‘Did you have a good night?’ He asked.
‘Is it morning already?’
‘It’s eight am.’ He said. He handed me a duvet and a blanket and he put a pile of books and assignment sheets on the ground and then he summed up the schedule he had arranged for me. He summed up some activities I would do on Tuesday, but that made me wonder whether today was Tuesday or whether it was another day, and that made me realize I had no idea of the days of the week anymore, I had no idea how long I’d been here now. It felt longer than a week, but whether it was two months or six months I simply didn’t know, my thoughts were trailing of and by the time he asked me whether I understood and whether I was okay with the schedule I just nodded.
‘So is there anything you want?’ He asked. ‘Anything to make this feel more like your own room, more like a home.’
‘A diaper.’ I said. ‘Or maybe a stack of diapers, or like pull-ups or something I can just put on and take of whenever I wanted.’
‘Diapers.’ He said squinting at me. ‘Pull-ups? Are you sure? I was more thinking along the lines of a poster, or you know or some colored pencils, or a phone. What do you usually like to play with?’
‘My thumb.’ I said. ‘I like sucking my thumb.’
‘I see.’ He said. ‘I’ll get you some diapers, anything else?’
I shook my head.
He put his index finger in front of his lips. ‘You didn’t hear this from me, but Doctor Julie has a massive weak spot for you, I bet you could even ask for a laptop or an Xbox or something and she’ll get it for you.’
‘Okay.’ I said.
‘So you want an Xbox? You know what, I’ll just get you an assortment of entertainment.’
I nodded and then he was gone again, he didn’t even put me in a diaper right away. I sprawled the duvet over on the padded platform and I put the pillow at the end, now it looked much more like a bed. I skimmed through the books, most were just some fictional story books, and some where therapeutic workbooks I recognized from other facilities.
I must have drifted off, because I woke up on top of a book, the page was all crinkled and hastily I tried to restore it. I didn’t even realize why I had suddenly woke up, until doctor Sander started talking to me. He sat down on my bed and talking about trauma therapy and he wanted to talk about Grace leaving me. I didn’t want to talk about that.
‘I need a diaper.’ I said.
He shook his head. ‘You’re Brynn, you’re a twenty two years old woman you don’t need a diaper anymore, sometimes when we traumatized we regress a little bit, to a time before the trauma, when life was easy still.’
‘I’m a wittle baby.’ I said high pitched.
He kept talking too me, but I was too numb to really pay attention. When he was gone Betsy came and she said she would do some arts and crafts with me. She had me made a drawing and then she asked me loads of questions on why I had used a certain color and what that would say over my personality.
When she was gone I was so tired I just closed my eyes and drifted off, I guess I was gone before she even locked the door behind her.
Doctor Kevin kept his promise and brought me a diaper and some toys and Doctor Julie came to check up on me too, although everything just went by in a haze.
Soon I got used to the new rhythm though. Kevin had left me a stack of diapers I could put on whenever I want and now I was sucking my thumb constantly feeling awesome the entire time. Somehow Doctor Sander explaining to me about regression felt like a carte Blanche to just go with the flow.
I guess it was about a week later when doctor Kevin came to get me one day. He said I was doing great and that doctor Julie had finally signed off on some extracurricular research. He took me to a treatment room, but it wasn’t like the other one, there wasn’t a leather padded chair in the middle, instead there was some padded table, maybe a massage table or an operation table.
‘This is different.’ I said.
‘This is mine.’ He said. ‘The other one is Julie’s, but she’s working on Mikaela right now.’
‘Who’s Mikaela?’ I asked.
‘It’s a new girl.’ Kevin said. ‘Don’t worry about it. She’s meant for Lord Feder, she’ll be fine.’
‘Okay.’ I said. ‘Am I meant for someone too?’
‘Nope. You’re still a pro bono case. I guess that means you’re meant for me and Juju, and luckily so because I’d hate to hand you over to one of our delivery boys. Come hop on the table.’ He slapped his hand on the padding on the table and I climbed on up, my legs dangling over the edge. He set up some camera gear around the table.
‘Are we making a movie?’ I asked.
‘Nope.’ He said. ‘I mean, it’s a thermo-graphic camera. I’d rather stick you in an MRI machine though, but Juliana is absolutely right when she says that we don’t need to buy an MRI scanner just for this, so we’ll first try it this way. If it isn’t conclusive we always have the trans-vaginal ultrasound to try it out, although I worry having the Sononite Probe inside of you will interfere and won’t give me a clear image of the mechanisms at hand. As a last resort she’ll ask her friends at the University Hospital to put you in an MRI although... you know, that’ll come with the risk of people snitching on us.’ He adjusted the height of the tripod. ‘Can you take your diaper of for me please?’ He asked.
I hesitated for a moment and then obeyed like a good little girl. He smiled and put his thumbs up and then he gave me two little blue pills.
‘What’s that?’ I asked. ‘Is that going to make me fall asleep?’
‘No.’ He said. ‘At least I hope not, that would be quite the atypical response to frodixin.’
I put the two pills in my mouth and he told me I was a good girl, then he turned to his computer screen and left me be.
‘Now what?’ I asked. ‘What happens now.’
‘We wait.’ He said.
We had to wait for a long time and I was getting quite bored.
‘When are we done waiting?’ I asked.
He handed me a magazine and told me I could flip through it for entertainment. It was a scientific magazine most of it was just walls and walls of text with a few inexplicable graphs or diagrams next to it and then I saw an article that was written by Juliana Meadows.
‘Is that our doctor Julie?’ I asked.
Kevin made some confirming sounds and I tried to read the article. It was about the brain, and how a hormonal flux could be leveraged into healing personality disorders.
There was a wave of some really intense warmth crashing over my mind and body and for a moment I rested the magazine on my knees. ‘Wow,’ I said as the intensity was fading. ‘What was that?’
Kevin shrugged and didn’t say a word.
I tried to continue reading the article, the majority of the text was too complex for me, only once in a while I saw some terminology I’ve heard before. My skin was itching now, but not in a nasty way, it was a very warm and very inviting itch. I just had to touch myself, my hand on my tummy rubbing up an down erratically as if it couldn’t decide whether to touch my nipples or my pussy.
‘Ho.’ Doctor Kevin said. ‘Let’s move your hands out of he way that’s diluting the data we’re trying to collect.’ He pulled both my hands behind my back and tied them down with a piece of string, now I couldn’t touch myself anymore even though that itch was getting stronger and stronger yet. I squeezed my knees together and rubbed my thighs past one another. My back and shoulders were twitching irregular and my breathing was getting more and more superficial.
‘Hmm, interesting.’ Kevin said somewhere from the other side of the room. ‘Very... interesting.’
Yet his voice seemed to be drowned out by my own heartbeat pulsating in my ears, I couldn’t control my body anymore, involuntarily I was squirming and writhing around on the table, my back arching in all directions and then my hips started rocking so uncontrollably I tipped over and sank backwards onto the table. Trusting my pussy high in the air, trusting my pussy up towards the camera.
‘Gorgeous, gorgeous.’ Kevin mumbled and a moment later I was squirting helplessly.
‘I see. I see.’ He said. He kept me helplessly squirting like that for quite some time and then he started giving me commands, ordering me when to squirt, ordering me when to cum, he even ordered me to orgasm without squirting.
‘I think I see it. I think... yeah... it would be simple, it would be beautiful, that has to be it.’
Yet to be sure he wanted to try the ultrasound too. He spread my legs and trusted the probe into my pussy and I willingly took it inside of me, rocking my hips as if I was fucking the medical device.
‘Good girl.’ Kevin said. ‘Now cum for me.’ I obeyed his command immediately and effortlessly as my body was going over the edge. The probe prevented the squirt from coming out and so it was spraying in all directions, just like when you put your thumb on the edge of a tap to make it spray.
He said I was done. He said he wanted to go back to work now and interpret the data, maybe even get in another girl to test his new hypothesis and then I was returned back to my room. He undid my wrists and I’m quite amazed about having the clarity of mind to put myself in a diaper before I surrendered to the pleasures and masturbated myself into oblivion.
The weeks after that experiment things seemed to settle into a rhythm. I had my daily therapies and after a while I was allowed to join the other groups. Yet most of all I liked the attachment therapies with doctor Julie and doctor Kevin. The two of them just giving me so much attention and so much love. It was melting my heart  and bringing me so much pleasure. They both could bring me to orgasm just by looking at me and the more often they did the more I felt the desire to do something for them in return. To express my love to them in a similar way. I loved submitting to them.
Kevin could fuck me in the throat until I cried and gagged, but instead of feeling terrified about that, it gave me a sense of belonging. This was a way I could show him how much I loved them and how much I needed them and what I wanted to do to please them and beside it was very arousing to have him pump against that spot in the back of my throat. 
Doctor Julie would choke me and have me roll my eyes. Sometimes when I passed her in the hallways on my way to one of the group therapies I would roll my eyes at her on purpose. Usually she would bite her lip and say nothing, but before the class was over she would send someone to pull me out and claim it was time for my private session. Usually by the time my hand would reach for her panties she was already wet and slippery, and she would be panting in my ear.
After a few weeks Julie and Kevin came to talk to me. They said I couldn’t stay in observation anymore because I would slow down production, but they also didn’t want me in the east wing and I had a little heart attack, I believe. There was a pain in my chest, and I could hardly breath. I thought I was dying.
I screamed at them, I kicked them. I thought I was doing well, but history was just repeating itself, everyone always send me away, nobody wanted me around. They just spend months trying to win over my trust, trying to get me attached to them, and when I finally thought I found my place they throw me out on the streets again.
I was so angry. They pinned me down on my bed and urged me to calm down, but I didn’t want to listen to their soothing voices, I just wanted to go wild, I wanted to have a meltdown so they could see I needed more therapies still, that I needed them still.
Julie eventually yanked a little syringe in my neck and although my tantrum faded I didn’t feel happy by a long shot, all I could do was cry. Kevin pulled me on his lap and cradled me and Julie was softly brushing some hears out of my face while continuing to talk to me in that same soft soothing voice.
‘We’re not sending you away,’ she said. ‘You’re not going anywhere, we’re just suggesting you come live upstairs with us, so there’s more room for other patients here in the clinic. We want to have you even closer, because we love you and we treasure you Brynn.’
It took a while before her words fought their way through the nebulae of anger and panic and I realized what they were trying to tell me.
‘Do I have to?’ I asked.
‘Would you rather stay here?’ Kevin asked.
I shrugged.
‘Why don’t we go check out your room upstairs,’ Doctor Julie said, ‘and then you can decide what you want to bring with you upstairs, maybe we can have a few practice nights making it a slow transition.’
‘I’m not a little girl anymore.’ I said obstinately.
Julie laughed and gave me an endearing look, she started tickling me under my chin and talked in a high pitched cooing voice. ‘I know, our little Brynn isn’t a little girl anymore, you’ve regressed all the way down to being a baby now, have you.’
I chuckled and pushed her hand out of the way. ‘Only sometimes.’ I said, although I heard my own voice already shifting to a more childlike pitch.
‘Just come have a look at the other room,’ Julie said. ‘and we decide afterwards.’
They took me with them, first through the very familiar hallways and then through hallways I didn’t know, up the stairs we went and then we were in some sort of luxurious penthouse, one side of the living room was all sliding glass doors that walked out over a terrace with an pool. There was a bar and an kitchen island and then they showed me my room, with a king sized bed and my own private bathroom. 
It was all very impressive but hard to understand and while I was looking around I felt my mind just crumbling, reality was becoming razor thin, almost as if reality didn’t exist as if I was looking through a view finder an there was this 3D picture projected onto something that was in reality quite grim. This couldn’t be real, this wasn’t real.
I sank onto the floor, my face hidden in my fingers trying to grasp what was going on. Nobody wanted me, nobody had ever wanted me, I’d been bumped from psych ward to psych ward, until I ended up here.
‘You,’ I said pointing at Julie. ‘You... you did something to me... you did something to my mind... and you too.... I pointed to Kevin. You’re tricking me, but why, why are you tricking me? What do you want from me? What’s the catch?’
Both of them looked at  each other for a moment, almost as if they were communicating without words.
‘What?’ I said. ‘What are you planning.’
‘Brynn.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘I can see this is a little bit much for you, but you don’t have to worry about anything, okay? We’re going to take care of you and you’re going to take care of us, that’s what people do when they love each other.’
‘But...’ I frowned. ‘But...’ I slammed the palm of my hand against the side of my head.
‘It’s okay,’ Julie said, she intercepted my arm and stopped me from hurting myself. ‘You deserve this. Kevin and I just want to have you close. So you can help us, so you can be our little slave, you like showing your love for us through your obedience right?’
I nodded.
‘Good girl, and we can do our therapies here as well, let me demonstrate, why don’t you hop on on the bed and show us what a gorgeous little pussy you have.’
I obeyed them. Obedience was easy, I didn’t need to think myself, I didn’t have to worry about understanding these complex thoughts and feelings, all I had to do was do as I was told. I climbed up on the bed, the silky sheets smooth against my bum and I spread my legs for them, using my fingers to show them my little hole.
Julies fingers grazing up and down past my labia and Kevin was already fidgeting with his zipper. I knew what to do, even without them telling me. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue.
‘I need your cock Doctor Kevin,’ I said, I need your cock in my mouth, I want to be your little blow job dolly, please, I want to be your cum slut, I want to be your fuck toy.’
‘Good girl,’ doctor Julie said as she pressed her own pussy against mine and we started scissoring. ‘Good girl.’
I relaxed as things were starting to feel right again, my mind was clearing up and my little breakdown was quickly pushed down.
‘I need you. I need you doctor Julie, doctor Kevin, I need the both of you so badly, please don’t ever leave me, don’t send me away, I need you, I need you, I need you.’
‘That’s okay.’ Doctor Julie said. ‘Off course you need us, everybody needs love and support in their life, everybody needs someone to obey and submit to, you can need us, we will be here for you sweetheart, we will keep using you as our little sex toy, I’ll promise.’
And with those words any last sliver of doubt was whisked away from my mind and I was able to surrender to the moment, surrender to the cock that was pounding me, and the pussy that was smooching against my pussy and I forgot about being in a psych ward, I forgot about being a patient. I was just a slave, a very happy and horny little fuck toy.
***




Reading Recommendations

Let me spoil you tonight with another story
A.N.N (Artificial Nurse and Nanny)
[image: ]
The homeless Nina signs up for a program that is supposed to help disadvantaged women back on their feet. Yet when she arrives at the institute she finds out the program includes being locked in a robotic crib and being hypnotized to regress.
Controlled By Her Uniform
 
[image: ]
Amber lands a job at an hotel, however there’s one catch, not only is her traditional maid’s uniform short and skimpy it’ll also allow her boss to control what she feels. He can turn off her shame, increase her arousal and turn her into a masturbating maniac by just one push of a button




Note from the Author

Thank you so much for reading my story. You’re the best! You’re awesome!
Please let me know how you liked my stories and leave a review with your favorite vendor.
I started writing these stories, because I felt alone with my fantasies and my kinks, now I’ve found an awesome community of like minded people. So thank you for being a part of that community and if you haven’t yet done so, please connect with us on Fetlife or Twitter!
Support me and my writings by leaving a review, by marking me as favorite on my Smashwords Author Page or by following me on my Amazon page.
Fetlife: Sara_Quill
Twitter: @Sara_M_Quill
I love to hear from you soon!
Lot’s of love,
Sara M. Quill
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