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Top Secret Slut

Ch.01

With her new leather suitcase in her hand she climbed
up the two steps towards the front door for her first assignment as
an Au Pair. She rang the bell and a man opened the door. She had
seen a picture of him online, but in reality he did look somewhat
different, or maybe his calm dominant energy just didn’t translate
into a photograph.

‘Tim.’ He said. He shook her hand and asked
her to come in, showing her around the house. There was not a
single toy lying around, there wasn’t even a cupboard with toys in
the living room. Quite amazed she looked around.

‘Do the children have their own playroom?’
She asked. This was quite a normal sized single house, she didn’t
think there would be enough space for something as decadent as an
special playroom.

‘Huh?’ He looked up as if she’d disturbed
him. ‘How do you know about the playroom?’

Angela gestured around the living room.
‘Cause there are no toys here.’ She said.

He squinted his eyes as if he was somehow
suspicious.

‘The kids aren’t home today.’ He said. ‘So
you’re the Au Pair. Angela right? We’ve e-mailed.’

She nodded.

‘That was nice.’ He said. ‘It’s good we found
each other directly. You know agencies have all sorts of regulation
and they skim off a large amount of money.’ He gestured towards a
chair and offered her tea.

‘Please.’ She said and he disappeared into
the kitchen. Angela looked around. There was a blue and black
abstract painting on the wall, a large organized bookcase,
everything looked very clean and very tidy, yet there was no sign
at all there lived children here, no pictures on the wall,
nothing.

‘Where’s your wife?’ She asked.

‘My wife?’ He repeated kind of distracted. In
the kitchen he was stirring the tea, the little spoon clanked
against the side of the mug. ‘My wife isn’t home right now.’ He
said.

‘No sugar for me please.’ She said.

Huh? O in your tea you mean?’

She smiled. He was indeed just as
scatterbrained as he said he would be. He was a genius he’d told
her, a molecular-biology prodigy, at least he had been when he was
young, now he was older he couldn’t be a prodigy anymore. Now he
just was the head of some pharmaceutical laboratories that
experimented with molecular-biology and new medicine.

‘When will the children come home?’ She
asked. ‘I can’t wait to meet them.’

He pushed a cup of tea her way and shrugged.
‘Later.’ He said.

She took little sips while they talked about
his job. He didn’t seem interested in talking about the children or
explaining what her tasks would be and what he expected of her. He
just kept mentioning these multi-syllabic chemicals that would
interact with each other. She nodded and pretended to understand
while she sipped her tea. When the mom and the children would come
home she would ask them to go over her duties. She poured the last
sip of tea in her mouth and swallowed it, a bitter granular taste.
He must have forgotten to pour it through a sieve.

He asked her if she wanted to have another
cup, but she shook her head.

‘Can you show me my room so I can settle in?’
She asked.

‘In a minute.’ He said absent-minded. ‘First
tea.’

Gradually she started to feel more and more
tired. She tried to hide a yawn. She had flown a few hours, then
traveled by train another few hours. All she wanted was to take a
shower and maybe have a little nap before the children got here.
She yawned again. The sleepiness was suddenly overwhelming her. It
was as if all her energy was drained. She rested her head in the
palm of her hand, she noticed she was swaying. Her eyes drooping.
She blinked and tried to keep them open. She didn’t want to be
impolite.

‘I’m sorry.’ She mumbled. ‘I’m not bored,
just tired from the trip.’ It was difficult to sound out the words.
Her mouth didn’t want to move. Her tongue lethargic. She stared at
the center of the table. Meandering veins in the wood. Her eyes
shut for a moment.

‘That’s alright, sweety.’ A soft tender voice
sounded around her. She tried to open her eyes and she saw him
bending over her. Inspecting her. The tip of his index finger
stroking her cheek. Then he grabbed her shoulder and pulled her out
of her chair. ‘Come.’ He said. ‘You’re ready to see you’re room
now.’

She could barely stand up straight. The room
was spinning around her. She grabbed around for balance, searching
for the back of the chair or the edge of the table. He held her.
His hands surrounding her torso.

‘Careful now.’ He said.

‘I’m sorry.’ Her voice and mouth still numb,
as if she just came from the dentist and her lips were sedated. She
opened and closed her mouth, stuck out her tongue. ‘I’m
ssssorrrry.’ She slurred. ‘I don’t know what’s happening.’

‘No.’ He said tender. He stroke a strand of
hair from her face. He wrapped an arm around her waist, his hand
grazing her boob. Maybe that was an accident? It wasn’t. His hand
now totally cupped her breast, his fingers softly squeezing
massaging her. She tried to push him away but she almost lost her
balance. She fell into his arms, her body leaning heavy against his
chest.

‘No.’ He said again. ‘You don’t know what’s
happening do you? But I do. I think the sedative I put in you’re
tea is taking a hold on your mind. Could that be it?’

Angela nodded. It sounded logical. She was
sedated. It wasn’t her fault, she wasn’t impolite, she was just
being sedated. It was a relief. No, it couldn’t be a relief she
should be angry, shouldn’t she. Another yawn. She didn’t know what
she was supposed to feel.

‘Yes that’s it. That explains it doesn’t it?’
He said. ‘Poor little thing. I’ll show you to your room now.’ They
went downstairs. He walked right behind her and kept her swaying
body up right, so she wouldn’t trip and fall and hurt herself. A
dark dim lit room. He switched on the lights. She was blinded by
the brightness. She blinked. Her swaying body sinking deeper into
his chest. He stroke her forehead.

‘Look.’ He said. ‘Look around, this is you’re
new room, do you like it?’

Her eyes darting around. She couldn’t quite
comprehend where they’d ended up. There was a big dentist chair in
the middle of the room, surrounded by scary shiny looking
instruments, there was a counter with a microscope, some cupboards
stacked with all sorts of chemicals and in the corner of the room
there was a bed surrounded by bars, high shiny metal bars, starting
at the floor and ending all the way at the ceiling. She blinked and
tried to understand, yet her sleepiness made her groggy, her
thoughts slow and simple, confused. She tried to hide in the warm
comforting shoulders that still held her up, the shoulders that
protected her. He patted her on her head.

‘Do you like it?’ He asked again. He pointed
to the doors. ‘There’s a bathroom, But it’s better we put you to
straight to bed, isn’t it?’ He walked her over to the bed in the
corner. He fidgeted with the bars and the cage swung open. He
picked her up and tenderly placed her body on the mattress. As soon
as her head hit the pillow the drowsiness intensified. Laying down
made the room spin even more, her energy seeping away, her eyes
closing.

She vaguely heard him say something about
removing her dirty travel clothes and a moment later he was yanking
the jeans from her hips, he helped her sit up straight so he could
take off her shirt en removed her bra, and finally he took off her
panties as well. He crumpled up her clothes and threw them on a
pile on the floor.

Her body completely naked. She wasn’t cold,
yet she felt the fresh air touching her skin. It was as if they
were on a boat, the bed moving, wavering, spinning, or maybe they
were in the sea, sinking down, floating upwards, she had no idea
what up or down was anymore. She felt so dizzy, so groggy, barely
aware.

His hands wandered over her body. First he
cupped her breasts as if he was weighing them, moving them around
squeezing, checking out the density. His thumb rubbing over her
nipple until it was a firm prodding nodule. Little pulses of
arousal started in her nipple right beneath his rubbing finger and
shot down to her tummy. A tingling feeling, a blob of arousal
growing bigger and bigger. His hands exploring her entire body. Her
shoulders and neck, her hands and fingers, her stomach and belly
button. Her feet and knees and at last he explored the little spot
in between her legs.

He lifted her thighs and repositioned her
legs.

‘Open wide.’ He said. His fingers poking
around in her pussy. Exploring her groin, he pulled her labia to
the side, his finger rubbing around until he found her clit.

Her body spasmed and she let out a moan.

‘O?’ He said bemused. ‘You like that?’

Again he flicked her little clit up and down
and again her body reacted involuntarily. It was arousing, it was
terribly arousing and pleasurable, but something wasn’t right. She
was so sleepy, she wanted to close her eyes for a while, but
arousal kept her awake, his fondling fingers demanded attention,
the ball of arousal that was throbbing within her pussy kept on
growing intenser and intenser. She shook her head and tried to
remember what was going on, she tried to get a grasp of the
situation, yet if she didn’t even know what was up or down, how on
earth was she supposed to know where those tingling sensations came
from, why she was feeling so aroused all of her sudden, who was
flicking her clit and what it meant? She couldn’t. She just
couldn’t wrap her intoxicated head around it.

Something wet and agile circling her clit.
His tongue? Was he licking her? She tried to open her eyes, yet
arousal made her sink back into the mattress, her eyes closed.
Soggy lines, straight and circling, touching her clit her labia. A
wet finger played around on the entrance of her vagina, she tilted
her hips, welcoming him in. He slid in smoothly. Filling her up. A
pulse of satisfaction. Yes. This was right. Yes! She moved her hips
following his rhythm.

‘That’s right honey.’ He said. ‘Good
job.’

See. Everything was alright, she was doing a
good job. The pleasures intensified, she was about to burst,
arousal was at an all time high, then suddenly it all released into
her body, pleasurable tingles bursting through her veins,
encompassing her, engulfing her.

Panting. She panted and sank even deeper into
this void. This intoxicated emptiness of not knowing. A satisfied
glow assimilated her body. She barely even registered that he
undressed himself and put his cock inside of her. Only when he had
been pounding her for quite some time, and her arousal started
building again, she briefly opened her eyes and try to grasp what
was going on.

‘Sshhh.’ He said. ‘Go back to sleep.’ He
said.

She listened. It was just so easy to close
her eyes and go back to sleep. To sink deeper and deeper into that
overwhelming calmness, the soft mattress, her dense pillow, his
rhythmic pounding it rocked her to sleep.

She remembered opening her eyes for a moment
when he orgasmed and then again when he rolled off of her and
suddenly her pussy felt cold and wet. He locked the cage
surrounding her bed and squatted down next to her. His hand
tenderly stroking her forehead.

‘Welcome home.’ He said. ‘Sleep it off now.’
Then he left her alone, switching the lights off. She was overcome
by darkness, swirling sleep, dreamlike images, or maybe they were
real, there was no way of knowing. She surrendered to the strong
undercurrent of unconsciousness that had been trying to pull her
under for quite some time now.

 


Ch. 02

When Angela woke up she didn’t know where she was. It
was cold, she pulled the blanket over her naked body and tried to
find out where her clothes were. The bars confused her. The dim lit
room showing something in between a laboratory and a dentists
office.

Blinking. Closing her eyes and trying to fall
back a sleep. She wasn’t ready to deal with this yet. She just
wanted to go back and ignore all of this. She couldn’t sleep
anymore and slowly she started to remember what had happened. She
tried yelling, no response came. She tried pulling on the bars,
kicking, pushing. The bars stayed in place. There was nothing left
to do but to lay down and wait, or to sit up and wait, or to stand
up and wait.

After what felt like an eternity the door
opened. Tim walked in, dressed in a robe. It was open, she saw his
chest hair, one of his nipples, his belly button and his flaccid
dangling penis. Although the pinkish flesh started bouncing and
throbbing as he walked over to her cage and he was erect within
moments. Slightly curving upwards, not that thick but indeed quite
long, the head slightly bigger than the shaft. It bounced up and
down as he walked around. He got a little stool from next to the
counter and rolled it towards her cage. He sat down next to
her.

‘How’s my little Angela doing?’ He asked.

‘Let me out.’ She said. ‘Let me out right
now.’

‘Defiant.’ He mumbled. ‘You seem to be quite
riled up.’

‘No kidding.’ She said. ‘How would you feel
if you applied for a job as Au Pair and the next day you woke up in
a cage?’

A friendly smile crept over his face. ‘Me
personally?’ He asked. ‘I would be immensely turned on by that, but
I’m kind of kinky that way.’

She frowned. She had no idea what to say or
do next. She reached her hand out between the bars and tried to hit
him.

‘Aggressive, as well?’ He said.

‘Will you please let me go?’ She said. ‘What
is this even? What is happening? What are you going to do to me?
Are you going to kill me? Are you’re kids even real?’

‘Well. No. I don’t have kids. I’m not
married. I was, but then she died.’ For a moment he stared into
nothing a sad nostalgic smile on his face.

‘She was the best.’ He said. ‘She was really
smart and pretty. First we were regular girlfriend and boyfriend
but then she introduced me to kink. She was truly precious. But she
was ill, mentally ill, there was nothing that could change that.’
He shook his head. ‘But that’s all gone now. Memories on the wall.’
He gestured towards the walls of the room, there were pictures of
brains and molecules and chemicals seen from under a microscope.
‘One day she killed herself. I wish there was something I could’ve
done. I wish I could’ve invented a medicine to heal her in
time.’

‘What has that got to do with me?’ Angela
asked

‘Nothing, really.’ He said. ‘To answer your question. I’m not going
to kill you. At least not on purpose. But you are going to be my
lab-rat for a while, so I can test some of my inventions.’

He reached his hand into her cage and briefly
squeezed her shoulder.

‘Don’t touch me.’ She said, shaking his hand
away from her body.

‘I’m not stupid.’ He said. ‘I know full well
that inventing a cure now won’t bring her back, but what else can I
do?’

‘Let me go?’ Angela said. ‘You can let me go
for starters. And just grief like normal people and move on with
your life. Look I’m very sorry this is happened to you, but...’ She
looked around. ‘This is insane, you have to acknowledge that.’

‘I suppose it is. I’ll get you some
breakfast.’ He got up from his stool and walked out of the
room.

‘You should try therapy or grief counseling.’
She yelled. He didn’t respond.

He came back with a plate full of toast and
some orange juice. He pushed it through the bars of the cage and
Angela refused to eat at first, but as she stared at the slightly
burned toast longer and longer, she felt her stomach rumbling and
she started to nibble on the crust of the bread.

In the meantime he was bending over the
counter, making notes and calculations. Softly mumbling. She heard
his voice, a low indistinct hum, but she couldn’t hear what he was
saying, or maybe she just didn’t recognize the words.

‘Finished?’ He asked after a while. He was
shaking a thin syringe up and down, and looking at her plate of
toast. She quickly grabbed another slice and pushed it into her
mouth to appear busy. He exposed the silver needle and asked her to
stick out her arm.

She refused. How could he expect she would
cooperate? If he thought that, he was truly delusional. Her
resisting didn’t make much of a difference though. He opened up the
cage, the bars swung away from her. She tried to escape but he
trapped her and yanked the needle into her neck and pushed the
medication into her bloodstream.

‘Don’t be scared.’ He said. ‘This is just a
paralytic agent, so I can examine you and set a base line, there’s
nothing scary about this drug yet.’

She felt some tingling sensations crawling
through her spine, her entire neck felt dull and numb, like it was
covered in cotton candy or filled with fluffy clouds. She quickly
lost control over her body. She just fell limply back into the
mattress, unable to move, unable to talk, unable to do
anything.

A warmth between her legs. A wetness.

‘Ah shit.’ He cursed. ‘I always forget to put
you guys in a diaper on before injecting you with the paralytic. He
walked towards a cupboard and mumbled something about her size. He
came back with and adult sized diaper.

‘Don’t worry. My mistake.’ He said. He
swaddled her hips and picked her up. He cradle carried her towards
the chair and positions her limp body in the leather padded dentist
chair. Then he tied her down with soft robe, first securing her
wrist and then her ankles. He attached an enormous amount of
adhesive sensors around her head, sliding her head into a helmet.
She couldn’t see anything. It was pitch black all around. She felt
him stroking her arm.

‘Calm down.’ He said. ‘Now we set out the
baseline.’ A humming sounded, it seemed to come from within her own
head. Her whole brain seemed to be pulsating. After a while there
were images projected within the helmet. She heard his voice
commenting, reading out loud a number and saying it was high or low
or whatever. She had no idea how long it took.

When the helmet and the electrodes were
finally removed from her head she was hungry. Yet he didn’t untie
her. He just started fondling her breasts. Cupping them, softly
massaging the nipple, while rubbing his hand over his own crotch.
He was panting, not really paying attention to her.

His cock was stiffening again. His robe
pulled aside. He took his cock in his hand, her rubbed his index
finger and thumb over the head up and down. Jerking himself off.
Then he laid his hardened cock on her face. The rod of flesh
hitting her on the bridge of her nose and cheek. His was rubbing
his shaft all over her. A drop of pre-cum made a cold wet line on
her forehead. He opened her mouth a little bit and shoved his cock
right in. Pushing deeper. Fucking her in the mouth. His hand
cupping the back of her head. He pulled her face over his cock
again and again. She felt him sliding in and out, passed her lips,
over her tongue, bumping into the back of her throat.

He was increasing his rhythm, fondling his
own balls at the same time. His eyes had this insatiable glow.
Suddenly he pulled himself out of her mouth, he jerked himself off
again, quick and handy. His eyes closed a grimaced face. He blew
his load all over her tits, with the tip of his cock rubbing the
slimy sperm into her skin, distributing it all around her
nipples.

‘Good.’ He said. With a tissue he cleaned
himself up. He didn’t clean her up though. He just left the blobs
of sperm to dry on her tummy and tits. Cold breeze crawling over
the wet spots. She shivered.

‘Lunch time.’ He said as he closed his rope
and tied the waistband. ‘And maybe it’s time to get dressed as
well.’ He chuckled and shrugged. ‘Whatever. I don’t care.’ For a
moment he stared at her.

‘After lunch we’ll start with the first
medicine trial. According to my math it’ll be able to block
synapses and inhibit the release of neurotransmitters in certain
parts of the brain, while igniting neurogenesis in other parts of
the brain, it’ll be a great way for relocating neurological
pathways. It’s a bit of stretch you know, a bit of a detour for
curing a actual clinical depression, but I think it might work.’ He
laughed and patted her on her tummy. His fingers touching in his
own sperm.

‘Gross.’ He mumbled while wiping her fingers
on his rope. ‘Hear me rambling, sweety. All exited. You probably
didn’t understand a word I just said, did you? Anyway, time for
lunch. For me at least. You’re going to take a little nap whilst
I’m upstairs.’ He rolled over a big cylinder to the dentist chair.
He attached some hoses, complicated looking machinery and an
anesthesia mask. He put the rubber mask over her face. She felt
pressure on the bridge of her nose and on her chin. He turned open
an valve. Hissing sounds. A sickeningly sweet smell. Sweet and
heavy. It filled up the mask. No escape. Just Inhale. A wave of
drowsiness. A serenity, floating freely. His voice ringing in her
ear. Nothing registered. Her vision blurring. The gas was
relentless, blowing against her face, crawling into her nostrils,
her mouth, her throat. She sank away in a detached dreamstate. Her
head was lifted. The mask attached to her face with an elastic band
behind her head. He laid her back down. Stroking her cheek, pushing
the mask firmer on her face making sure the rubber covered
everything. Her eyes fluttering, rolling away, she started falling
or flying she didn’t know, confused, she didn’t know. Tumbling away
and away. Deeper into dreamy darkness.

 


Ch.03

‘Let’s start.’ A chipper voice was pulling her back
into reality. She fought the fog that’s was clogging up her mind.
She wasn’t able to think, there was just this numbing mist hiding
away her thoughts. Blank-minded she looked up at him. He smiled and
patted her on the stomach.

‘You’re a cutie-pie.’ He said. He bend
towards her. His face hovering over hers, his lips pouting, moving
in closer and closer. A kiss. A quick simple kiss on her lips.

‘We’ll give you the first dose today while I
make an other brain scan to see what area’s are affected, and after
that maybe there’s some time left for fun, wouldn’t that be nice?
I’ve also developed an aphrodisiac, it’s quite...’ He seemed to
ponder his choice of words for a moment. ‘quite potent.’ He said
smiling. ‘But only if there’s time left, first work.’

He rumbled around and set up an IV-stand,
carefully attaching the needle to her skin, hanging a bag of amber
colored medicine on the hook. He didn’t turn it on though, first he
put the electrodes and the helmet back on her head.

‘Here it comes.’ He mumbled while squeezing
her fingers. ‘Let’s start off with a very slow titration.’

She heard something beeping. At first she
didn’t feel any different. Her arm started to feel somewhat bruised
though. After a while she noticed a shift in her brain. She wasn’t
getting sleepy or dazed. She wasn’t getting happier either. There
just seemed to be an exorbitant amount of concentration, she craved
some new information, she craved something new to focus on. She
felt lost. Left unattended. Just the beeping of the IV. A rhythm, a
mesmerizing rhythm.

‘Wait?’ A voice said.

Her body completely focusing on that sound,
that word. She had to wait, but for what? She didn’t know. Yet she
started to feel immensely bored, like she had been waiting for an
delayed airplane for half a day.

‘That’s impossible.’ The voice said. ‘It’s
amazing. Absolutely amazing.’

Something changed. Suddenly she was filled
with wonder, with admiration. It was a happy feeling, a humble
feeling as well.

‘It’s not what I was looking for. But if it
is what I think it is… You don’t mind me experimenting some more do
you?’

‘No,’ Angela said. ‘Not at all.’

‘Not at all.’ He echoed.

He circled around the chair. Adjusting a
little this or that. The beeping sped up. Now she started feel
detached actually. She wasn’t getting sleepy, but she just felt
absent minded. The past, the future, any abstract thought faded
from her mind, there was only the present, only the now, there
seemed to be a hyper focus on this moment in time.

He said she was feeling sad and suddenly she
felt her eyes watering, tears running down her face.

‘And now your happy,’ he said. A burst of
giggles. She simply couldn’t stop laughing. He calmed her down. His
voice guided her. His voice seemed to control her, whatever he said
became the absolute instant truth. Immediately, without any delay,
without any thinking.

‘Beautiful.’ He said. ‘Now let’s see how long
those changes will stay with you.’ He said. He started talking to
her, saying she was a slut, a sex craving little nymphomaniac that
just threw herself at him, she loved to obey him, to serve him, she
desired to please him. She loved being a helpless little slut. The
more helpless the better. Her body changed, her mind changed, her
feelings changed. All seem to be moving ideas and notions running
together, mixing or separating. Swirling and swimming all around
her.

Then she felt him removing the IV. He put a
little band-aid on her arm. ‘I’m leaving the helmet on, sweety.’ He
said. ‘I want to see what happens as the medicine flushes
through.’

He drummed his finger on top of her knee
while he was waiting. It was a terribly arousing sensation. Her
pussy was so warm, getting wetter almost instantly, every second
her pussy got wetter, warmer. Her pelvis was throbbing. She ached
for a release.

It was as if part of her brain was disabled.
She vaguely remember there had been some other sides to her
personality as well, but that side wasn’t available anymore. There
was just horniness. Just plain slutty horniness. She ached for some
cock, and if not cock a good set of fingers would do as well.

She moved her hips. Wriggling and squirming.
A soft moan. Not an involuntary moan because she lost control but
an inviting moan, hoping to arouse him, to seduce him into touching
her.

‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘You’re levels have
dropped by fifty percent now.’ He said. He let go of her for a
moment. She heard him moving about, rattling on the keyboard of his
computer. She couldn’t see. She just saw the inside of the helmet.
Endless blackness. A wire pressed into her cheek. Another moan.

‘Come here.’ She said panting. ‘Come here
please. Touch me. Fuck me.’

‘Just wait a few moments more.’ He said.

It was sheer torture. She was just so horny.
So incredibly aroused. Everything just seemed to arouse her even
more. The rope tying her down to the chair, the leather padding
denting beneath her bare body.

‘It’s unbelievable.’ He said after a while.
‘It’s truly unbelievable. I’m going to be a millionaire, a
billionaire even. This is priceless. I should call Remco. Yeah. I
should give him a call’ He took her helmet off and ripped the
electrodes of her skin. He smiled at her. She looked at him
begging, biting her lip seductively, like they did in movies.

‘Please.’ She said. ‘Will you fuck me
please?’

She saw his cock stiffening under his robe.
He still hadn’t gotten dressed apparently. A pink rod of flesh,
growing, bobbing up and down. See, he was getting aroused as well.
She kept on seductively squirming in her bounds, begging,
moaning.

‘Sure.’ He said. With a suspicious look on
his face he untied her. He seemed ready to jump into action, ready
to attack. As soon as he’d freed her wrist she lunged at his cock.
Her fingers closing round the shaft, she started pulling. Rubbing
her hand up and down, massaging the head. He let her have his way,
while he untied the rest of her body. She wanted to wrap herself
around him, pull him on top of her, and ride him, endlessly riding
him in search of that long desired release.

‘Stop now.’ He said. For a moment she
hesitated. She didn’t want to let go of the cock, but she also
didn’t want to disobey. Pleasing him, pleasing his cock, that was
her place here on earth.

‘If you really want to be fucked by me –

‘I do.’ She said nodding frantically. ‘I do.
I do.’

‘Go lay down in your cage and spread your
legs for me.’ He said.

She jumped out of the chair and ran to the
large cage in the corner. Laying down on her back. Pulling in her
knees and showing him her pussy. ‘Please.’ She said.

He crawled on top of her. His stiff cock
pressing against her pussy. Rubbing it up and down. She thought she
was going crazy with arousal. Her head seemed to explode. Her clit
burning with anticipation.

‘Go ahead.’ He said. ‘You guide it
inside.’

She squeezed her hand between both of their
pelvic bones, her fingers touching his shaft. She picked up the
penis, set the head against the entrance of her pussy. She tilted
her hips and welcomed him in. Finally. A loud moan. A brief moment
of satisfaction as she felt her pussy being filled up. Her hands
cupping his butt. She squeezed his buttocks and pulled him closer.
Pulling his cock even deeper inside of her. A loud moan. He started
thrusting, slowly at first, slowly and deliberately. His eyes
seemed to be glued to her face. She tried to smile seductively, but
his cock drained away any and all thoughts. Her eyes rolling up in
pleasure, her lips parting in another involuntary moan.

It was all terribly overwhelming. Way more
intense. There was no room to think about anything else, just her
pussy being pounded. She felt the tip of his cock bumping deep
inside of her, the shaft sliding past her labia, his balls bobbed
against her ass every once in a while.

Her body cramping up. Her back arching, an
orgasm was building. Little orgasmic sparks bundling together in
one point, intenser and intenser. Then there was release. It all
exploded, pleasures bursting through her body, wave after wave.

She was trembling. His hand on her throat. He
kept her in place and pounded her. Again and again. Picking up
speed, picking up power. Then a moment of silence. His eyes
closing, a soft exhale. A spasm in his hips. Then a few moans. He
sank down on top of her. His sweaty chest resting on her breasts.
He kissed her ear, her cheek.

After a few minutes he got up. He locked her
cage and left her alone, mumbling he had an important call to
make.
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Angela was left alone in her cage. The computer was
still on, she could see a brain flashing on the screen. Would that
be her brain? Her pussy was getting warm again. It was nagging for
some attention.

She put her hand between her legs, a slimy
wetness, her own horniness mixed with the sperm he just splurged
into her pussy. She rubbed her fingers around her labia, then she
suckled on her fingers, she could taste him, she tasted both him
and herself, mixed together. She licked on her finger until there
was nothing left but some drooled skin.

Her pussy still throbbing. She played with
her own clit for a little while, working her way up to an orgasm.
Collecting arousal and building up to a new orgasm. It was only
slowly growing. A dollop of electricity down between her legs,
swirling and tingling. Overflowing pleasure. Her fingers rubbing
frantically over her own little clit, sinking further and further
away into her own arousal, barely aware of her surroundings
anymore, that spark between her legs was the only thing that
mattered to her. Building. Growing. Going over the edge.

Her orgasm hadn’t even completely subsided
and she started rubbing again. It was as if she was addicted, as if
she was insatiable. Just rubbing, rubbing, rubbing. When her clit
got to sensitive and touching herself there started to hurt, she
pushed her fingers inside. She fucked herself with her own fingers.
She rubbed herself on the mattress and against the bars of the
cage. She stimulated her own nipples.

Only brief moments of calm and quiet, when
she was floating on the waves of her orgasms. She was tired. So
tired. Exhausted. Yet she couldn’t stop touching herself.

‘Tim!’ She yelled happily when he walked back
into the room. ‘Will you fuck me. Please? Will you come and fuck
me. Show me your cock again.’

‘I need to do some work now.’ He said. He sat
down at the computer. For a moment she tried to figure out what he
was doing. She saw the brain on the screen turning and changing
color, but then her horniness sucked away her thoughts and she
started masturbation again. Moaning loudly, somewhat theatrically
in hopes of luring him closer to her cage.

After two orgasms he indeed came over. He
stood in front of her cage. His arms crossed. He observed her for a
while.

‘This isn’t healthy.’ He said. ‘You need to
stop touching yourself.’

‘I will if you fuck me.’

‘You will obey me anyway, whether I fuck you
or not.’

She nodded. She stopped moving her fingers so
frantically, but she kept on cupping her own vulva. The pressure
was somewhat soothing.

He order her to come over, to turn around and
put her hands on her back. His arms reaching into the cage, he was
tying her down.

Angela whined and moaned. ‘But I’m so horny.’
She said. ‘I’m perpetually horny.’

‘I know.’ He said. ‘That’s indeed the
suggestion I put in you brain. But you’ve got to stop hurting
yourself. I’ve called an old study buddy of mine who works for the
army now. He will be here tomorrow to check you out, so we have to
make sure you’re well rested.’

Angela hopped around the cage. With her hands
tied behind her back it was difficult to get around. She couldn’t
rub her pussy against anything, she rolled around and squeezed her
thighs together in hope that would help.

‘Sit up straight.’ He said. ‘On your
knees.’

Without hesitation she obeyed his orders,
although it was quite a struggle to get up. He stroke the bulge in
his own pants. Slowly unzipping, pulling his boxer down and
whipping out his cock. He was standing very close to the bars,
leaning against the cage, his cock sticking inside the cage.

‘Suck it off.’ He said.

She closed her lips around the head, her
tongue circling around his dick. A little drop of pre-cum. She
moved her head back and forth, trying to enclose as much of the
penis as possible. Pushing through even though she was gagging. She
licked all around the shaft. Her lips moving fast, faster and drip
of saliva seeped onto the ground. He reached into the cage and
grabbed the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He
moved her head he pulled over his cock in his preferred rhythm. His
eyes closed. He was hissing. Panting. Moaning. His fingers pulling
on her hair. His cock thrusting far into her mouth.

His cock started pulsating, she felt the
shaft getting thicker. A gulf of seamen filled up her mouth, she
tried to swallow it all, a little bit seeped over her chin. He
caught the runaway drip with his thumb and stuck it in her mouth,
she suckled his sperm of his finger.

He briefly patted her head and said that now
it was really time to get to work, that tomorrow would be an
important day for the both of them. He got her a little white pill
and ordered her to open her mouth. He put it on her tongue and
ordered her to swallow it, which she did, then he returned to his
computer.

Her horniness was nagging, but she was still
tied down, so she couldn’t do anything about it. She tried to look
for a distraction, she observed Tim moving around in his lab for a
while, but nothing could really take her mind of off that warm
tingle in between her legs.

After a while she started yawning. Horniness
seemed to be interwoven with sleepiness. A careless lethargy. She
lied down, still squeezing her thighs together, but everything
seemed to be numbed down. Another yawn. The room was spinning all
around her, yet she didn’t fall asleep all at once, there was a
long intoxicated haze getting intenser and intenser, but her
arousal grew at the same time, keeping her awake somehow, well not
really awake, but keeping her from falling truly unconscious. It
was as if another orgasm was building up again, but she couldn’t
even touch herself. Yet those bright tingles kept on intensifying.
She was helpless, locked in a cage, tied down, drugged out of her
mind, he could do with her whatever he wanted. Somehow that thought
send her over the edge. Her orgasm radiated through her loins,
magically dropping of the edge, being encompassed by wave after
wave after wave of orgasmic pleasures.

Drowsy and dazed she just laid there. She
vaguely noticed him untying her wrists and pulling the blanket up
over her shoulders, tucking her in. She let go, she followed the
dreamy imagery that kept on imposing themselves. She sank deep into
that will-less, mindless, and above all helpless sleep.
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‘Wake up.’

She was drifting. Up and down. No! Back and
forth. Shaking. Was she on a boat? Was the boat sinking?

‘What?’ She asked groggily.

‘Wake up.’ He said again. ‘They’re here.’

‘Who?’ She asked. She rubbed in her eyes.
There was a thick foggy haze pulling her under again, a mist
bewitching her mind, telling her to go back to sleep. She rolled
over and pulled the blanket over her head.

‘I had to give her some sedative last night.
Apparently there’s still something left in her system. I’ll show
you the brain scans first.’ Tim said

She heard footsteps moving away from her
cage. She tried to sink back into that serene calmth, but the
voices kept on waking her up. Tims voice rambling on.

‘This was her brain before. This is her brain
on a saturation of about 5% and this happened when I turned it up
to 7%. Look at those changes, it’s uncanny isn’t it, Remco?’

‘I don’t know.’ A second voice said.

‘It’s legit.’ Tim said. ‘Look and this is her
brain after just one treatment, look at the amount of neurogenesis.
It’s a complete transformation. When she wakes up you’ll see.’

Angela turned rolled over again. She opened
her eyes and looked at the lab. Four man where standing there. Tim
and three man dressed in uniform. Army officials where studying
something on the computer. Four men, what if all four men would
fuck her at the same time? Her hand slid between her legs and she
started fondling herself. No one could see her anyway, it was
hidden beneath the blanket.

‘I don’t know. The math looks interesting and
so do the results of your trials. I think this substance that
you’ve created is certainly worth looking into. But when did you
became such a crazy scientist, Tim? Locking patients in your
basement in a cage? Did she at least sign any sort of waver? Are
you protected against legal prosecution? Did she sign any
confidentiality clause? I just don’t know what to think of all of
this. This doesn’t look good, Tim. Why didn’t you just invite us to
your lab? What happened?’

‘Remco, listen. I know I kind of let myself
go a bit. I’m grieving still, you know that. But this isn’t about
that. We’ve got gold here. Think of all the possibilities. You
could brainwash spies and enemies to work for us, you could
reprogram our own soldiers to be super soldiers, you could
brainwash kings and presidents and prominent politicians from all
over to conquer the world.’

‘You sound like a maniac.’ Remco said. He had
red hair and quite a pale skin, and curvy cheekbones sprinkled with
freckles, yet he had a stern look on his face. He was shaking his
head.

‘I’ll show you. I’ll demonstrate.’ Tim said.
He came over to her cage and asked her if she was awake. Angela
nodded, her pussy throbbing somewhat more fervently now she got his
attention.

‘Are you going to fuck me?’ She asked. ‘Are
they all going to fuck me? The four of you all at the same time.
That would be so hot.’

‘No, we’re not.’ Tim said. He turned around
towards the others. ‘Yesterday I had a little fun with her and
turned her into a slutty nymphomaniac, but you know, I’ll put her
in the chair and I’ll change her into anything you like.’

He opened up the cage, and helped her get up
out of bed. She was naked now. Four man staring at her pale
titties, her belly, her hips and ass, her pussy, well her pussy
wasn’t really visible, cause she kept on rubbing her fingers
against it. She obediently sat down in the padded chair and let
herself be tied down.

‘I’m so horny Tim, I want to see your cock so
badly.’ She whined, and as Tim didn’t respond she turned to the
other man. ‘You’re Remco isn’t it, won’t you fuck me please? I’ve
never had a red head before, you know. Just whip your cock out and
dip it in my pussy, please, please.’

‘Shut up.’ Tim said.

She pressed her lips together. Her pussy
throbbing still. Twice as annoying now she couldn’t touch herself
anymore. Or maybe her being helplessly tied down, being naked and
on display, just turn her on twice as much.

‘I need to run upstairs and get some new IV
bags. Wait here. I’ll be back in a sec.’ Tim ran upstairs and
slammed the door shut.

As soon as he was gone one of the man in
uniform started talking.‘We can’t let him go through with this,
Sir. We can’t legally watch this unfold.’

‘I know.’ Remco said. ‘I know. But he is
right, this could be big. We need to research this, but we have to
tread lightly, very carefully. I don’t want this to turn into a
kidnapping-rape case. Local cops, press, all of his notes being
evidence in a criminal trial. We can’t let that happen. We have to
keep a lit on it. We have to handle this internally.’ Remco ran his
hand through his red hair. A golden ring shimmering around his
fingers.

‘What do you want us to do, Sir?’

‘I don’t know, yet.’ Remco said.

‘Will you fuck me?’ Angela asked one man,
then the other, then the third, but they all ignored her. It was as
if she didn’t exist. ‘For the love of God.’ She yelled. ‘Can one of
you at least stick a finger in my pussy.’

Remco briefly laid his hand on top of her
head. He tenderly stroke her forehead. ‘Calm down, darling. We’ll
figure something out.’ He said. ‘You two go get –

At that moment the door swung open and Tim
came in. He had a bunch of transparent bags clamped in front of his
chest and dropped them on the counter, then he started to fill one
with the amber colored medicine.

Angela had indeed calmed down something.
Remco’s finger still caressing her forehead, it soothed some of her
horniness. She closed her eyes. Yet she wished his finger wasn’t
caressing her forehead, but her clit, or maybe her nipple, her
nipple would do as well.

‘Listen Tim.’ Remco said. ‘I’m extremely
interested. I want to wrap this all up and take it with us, your
research, your instruments, any last drop of the substance you’ve
left. If it’s alright with you I like to send my men upstairs now,
so they can prepare save and tranquil transport for everything and
everyone that’s in the lab right now.’ While he was talking he
seemed to over emphasize some of the words as if he was speaking in
code. Tim however didn’t pay any attention and absent-minded
gestured that it was okay, while he was squeezing the IV bag and
hooking it up on the IV stand.

The two other men left, now it was just her
and Tim and Remco. He prepared a syringe and attached it to her
skin. Remco didn’t say a word, he didn’t even flinch, he did
nothing to stop Tim. Completely unaffected he watched as Tim hooked
her up to the helmet and the electrodes and then turned on the IV.
The dripping started, soft rhythmic beeps.

‘It takes a while for saturation to hit 7%.
But look at this. This is her brain now, 18 hours since the last
dose, looks as if the transformation is pretty permanent, doesn’t
it?’

‘Impressive.’ Remco’s voice said
unemotional.

Angela felt the medicine taking hold of her,
or maybe because she had it administered once before she knew what
to expect. Her mind seemed to be shrinking on the one side while
expanding at another. This hunger, this craving for new
information, for clarity. It was as if she was getting lost and
someone needed to take her by the hand and guide her, she needed
guidance so badly.

 

‘She’s coming up 5% already.’ Tim said. ‘She
going to be so vulnerable. Her mind will be like a sponge, soaking
up everything we say to her.’

For a brief moment she felt her head soften
somewhat, as if it was indeed turning into a sponge. While
everything else got blocked away, locked out. She couldn’t think
anymore, just listen.

‘There she is.’ Tim said. ‘What do you want
her to be?’

It remained silent all around her.

‘She can be anything, truly anything. A sex
slave. An obedient sex slave. A little slut. A little girl
still.’

Angela felt her mind shifting, transforming,
shrinking, she didn’t know what was going on, of course she didn’t
she was a little girl. There were just sensations, marvelous
sounds, beeps and voices.

‘See. See Remco. Look at that. It’s
instantly. Now you’re a musical prodigy.’ He said. ‘A spy, a
lesbian, a naive nun.’ The world kept changing, she couldn’t keep
up. One moment her knowledge was gone, then a moment later all
knowledge flooded back into her brain, then part of it was gone
again.

‘It’s amazing, isn’t it?’ Tim said.

‘It is.’ Remco said stale. ‘Isn’t it
dangerous to give her so many contradicting suggestion, won’t her
brain short circuit or something from changing so quickly?’

Maybe Remco was right. It was too much. She
couldn’t follow, she couldn’t keep up. It was dizzying her.
Thoughts seemed to collide and explode, then disappeared into
nothingness.

‘The important thing is, she’s my little
nymphomaniac slut, aren’t you? Such a horny little girl. Addicted
to sex, addicted to the helplessness, and to all the drugs that
render you helpless. A horny little girl, eager to please, eager to
obey, eager to...’

Clanking sounds, struggling sounds, a scream,
a thud. Something glass fell on the ground and broke. Something
metal smacked against some other metal.

‘Don’t you dare.’ Tim said.

‘You leave me no choice, Tim. Look at what
you’re doing. Just take a little nap now. That’s right.’ Remco’s
voice sounded calm and soothing. Rustling. Then someone touched her
shoulder.

‘Are you alright?’ Remco asked.

She didn’t know, was she alright? She felt
confused and lost. Incomplete even if parts of her brain had been
chipped away.

‘You’re alright.’ Remco said. Immediately she
felt better. A soothing calmth came over her. ‘That’s better. I
see.’ Remco said. ‘You’re save now. Don’t be scared. I’m with you
now, I’ll keep you save. Tim is gone. I’m your master now, you’ll
listen to me. You’ll obey me. In a moment a lot of people are going
to come to that door and they’re going to ask you a lot of
questions, you won’t know the answers to any of those questions.
Understood? You’ve no clue what happened here. If you obey me
you’ll be kept save. I’m going to turn the IV down now.’

Angela’s head was still spinning. She clung
onto some of the words, but they seemed to fade quickly as if she
couldn’t even remember them. She felt the needle being removed from
her arm, the helmet and electrodes slipped off of her face. She
blinked against the bright light in the lab. She was still tied
down. She laid down in the chair and looked around.

Remco was sitting next to her. His face red
and sweaty, his red hairs all messed up. His lip seemed to be
bleeding. His hand was still resting on her shoulder, his fingers
soothingly caressing her. She didn’t understand. She had no clue
what had happened. There was still a throb in her pussy something
that yearned for a cock.

‘Will you fuck me please?’ She asked looking
up into his face.

He shook his head.

‘Why not?’ She whined.

‘In a moment my colleagues are going to be
here and we’re going to confiscate all of this and take Tim into
custody.’

‘Can you at least put your finger in my
pussy?’ She asked. ‘Please?’ She tried to make those big innocent
begging puppy eyes at him. He briefly smiled.

‘Alright.’ He said. His hand moving over her
stomach down in between her legs. His fingers moving around,
tickling her, rubbing her over her clit.

‘Listen to me.’ He said. ‘There’s still a bit
of medicine left in your blood probably. I’m going to finger you
for a little while, when I tell you to orgasm, you do, and it will
be a satisfying orgasm okay? It’ll leave you satisfied for a while,
so there won’t be any need to beg and whine for sex while my
colleagues are here. After you’ve had you’re orgasm, you’ll just be
a groggy very sleepy nitwitted girl, who is just coming to and is
still very very sedated. You won’t remember what have happened at
all. You’re just going to do as you’re told until we’re done.
Understood?’

She nodded her head. Her pussy almost aching
for some release. She pushed her hips upwards and bumped her pelvic
bone into his hand. He started to rub his finger up and down in
between her labia. Warm and arousing. Throbbing ferociously.

‘Orgasm now.’ He said.

She felt the little orgasmic sparks bundling
together forming one big wave that crashed through her body.
Starting at her toes and quickly moving up her body, her hips
rocking and spasming, her spine arching, her mouth fell open, a
loud moan. Remco’s hand covered her mouth.

‘Sshhh.’ He said. ‘Cum silently.’

It was as if him ordering her to cum silently
started a new wave of orgasmic ecstasy, building up starting in her
pussy, and quickly spreading through the rest of her body
overwhelming her.

She sank into a satisfied void. ‘Thank you.’
She mumbled. Although she couldn’t quite remember why and who she
was thanking.
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There was a lot of sound around her. At lot of
movement all of a sudden. Voices. Men barking orders. She tried to
sit up in the chair. It was as if she was just waking up, but she
also had this feeling she was never really asleep. There was a fog,
a fog between her and the rest of the world. She felt groggy. She
pushed the palm of her hand against her head.

‘Are you alright?’ A young blond medic put a
blanket around her. She looked at him, not really understanding
what was going on. On the floor on the ground next to her, lied
Tim. He was face down, his shirt seemed to be ripped. She pointed
at him.

The medic didn’t respond.

‘Is he dead?’ She asked. Her voice sounded
weird, different than usual, somewhat more higher, somewhat more
childish. Again she pointed at Tim.

‘No.’ A red haired man came to her chair. She
didn’t know him, yet he felt very familiar. She felt really save
with him. She wanted to hug him, she stretched out her arms and
tried to wrap her arms around his neck. ‘He’s not death.’ He said.
‘He’s just taking a little nap.’

‘On the floor?’ Angela asked.

The red haired man chuckled and briefly
squeezed her foot. ‘I’m Remco.’ He said.

His name sounded familiar. ‘Me too.’ She
said.

‘No, you’re name isn’t Remco.’

‘No.’

‘What’s your name?’ He asked.

She frowned and tried to remember. It was
very hazy in her head. ‘I don’t know.’ She said.

‘Poor thing.’ Remco said. ‘How is she?’ He
asked the medic.

‘She seems to be in good health. Hearth rate,
breathing regulation, blood pressure, reflexes all are in order. I
think she’s just a little groggy still from some sort of sedative
he must have slipped her. We have to take her to the center to do a
proper blood test.’

The room was getting more and more crowded
still. People walking in and out. They were bagging everything.
Even the computer got ripped out of the wall and was put into a
plastic bag. Tim’s sleeping body was being hoisted onto a stretcher
and carried away. She wanted to go after him but the medic held her
back. Kind of confused she let herself be pushed back in the chair.
For a moment she closed her eyes. She was feeling weird, it was
scary, almost as if she wasn’t herself. She looked at the Remco.
The red haired man. Her fears faded somewhat. He seemed to know
what he was doing. It was all going to be fine.

More man came to talk to her. One with a
brown complexion and bright red glasses and another man with a big
scar on his hand. They asked the medic if they could question her
and he gave them the go ahead.

‘What’s your name?’ They asked. ‘Who are you?
Where do you live? Are you scared? Do you remember how you got
here?’

She tried to think, but her thoughts seemed
thick and slow, there was just this haze, a sleepy fog. She
couldn’t remember a thing.

‘This is of no use.’ Someone said.

‘We’ll take her to the clinic.’ Remco said.
‘Once she’s sobered up we’ll interrogate her again.’

People asked her if she could walk. She
didn’t know. They told her they would take a little ride in an
ambulance, they talked to her as if she was a little kid. Someone
stretched out his hand, urging her to grab it and get up. She just
looked at his wriggling fingers, then she looked at Remco. She
didn’t want to go, she wanted to stay with him. With him she felt
save.

Someone hoisted her up and craddle carried
her away. She started screaming and fighting. There was just so
much fear bubbling up inside of her all of a sudden. They urged her
to calm down. The person holding her almost dropped her. Her knee
clashed into his nose. He let her go. Her feet on the ground,
running, running away, one way or another. The only thing that make
sense was to run towards Remco, wasn’t it? She wrapped her arms
around his waste and clung unto him.

She calmed down somewhat. Remco patted her
head. ‘What’s wrong?’ He said in a commanding tone of voice.

‘I don’t know.’ She said. She didn’t know
anything.

He bend over and whispered in her ear.
Silently, so only she could hear it. ‘Good girl. I’m proud of you.
You can have a very very silent orgasm now as a little reward.’

Somewhere in between her legs a tingle
started and orgasmic tingle. Pulses of ecstasy. Her pussy growing
warmer and warmer, clenching together and then suddenly her body
was flooded with the most intense pleasures. Full of wonder she
looked up at Remco.

‘What’s happening?’ She asked.

‘I don’t know.’ He said with a secretive
smile. ‘I’ll ask them. What’s happening, guys?’ He asked the men
around him.

The medic and the one who tried to carry her
away came over. ‘She’s traumatized, I think.’ The medic said. ‘She
had some sort of panic attack probably, but she seems to be alright
now. You want to take a little ride in the ambulance?’ He
asked.

‘I don’t know.’ She said.

‘For God’s sake.’ Remco grumbled. ‘Just have
her sedated.’ He picked her up from the ground and hoisted her over
her shoulder. His one hand around her legs the other on her ass. He
carried her upstairs, with every step his shoulder bumped into her
stomach. It hurt, but she didn’t say a thing. Remco put her down in
front of an army truck and walked away. She started screaming and
fighting with the people around her, trying to calm her down. He
couldn’t leave her alone like this. He just couldn’t. As soon as
she’d freed herself she ran after him again. Clinging onto him for
her dear life.

‘Apparently she’s formed some sort of
connection with you. Maybe she sees you as her savior or
something.’ The medic said.

Remco walked her back to the truck. He opened
up the back and sat down on the stretcher.

‘Come here.’ He ordered her. ‘Where’s her
blanket, you can’t let a young woman like her run around on the
street naked, before you know it there’s press and rumors and
whatnot.’

Someone handed him a blanket. He wrapped it
around her. It was a gray wool blanket it tickled and pricked her.
He pulled her on his lap and started rocking her back and
forth.

‘Now hand me an anesthesia mask.’ He
said.

Someone pushed a transparent rubber mask into
his hand and he gently placed it over her nose and mouth. One arm
wrapped around her back and holding the mask in place. The other
hand slipped under the blanket. He rubbed her thigh and then her
pussy.

The smell in the mask changed. He was slowly
rocking her back and forth. Sweeter now. His fingers fondling her.
A nice warm throb. A horniness. Heavy air crawling into her nose
and mouth. She got somewhat dizzy. Her eyelids heavy and drooping.
A bulge. A bulge in his pants, she noticed it pushing against her
ass. He wasn’t rocking her soothingly. He was rubbing her over his
own cock. Cock. Cock. Cock. She couldn’t stop thinking about his
cock. His fingers still secretly fondling her beneath the blanket.
The tip of his index finger slid into her pussy. A burst of
pleasure. She started moving and squirming.

‘Turn up the gas.’ He ordered.

The sweet fumes in the mask got denser. She
inhaled. Her lungs felt heavy and full. Her body melting. Her head
sank against his shoulder. ‘Look at that.’ He said. ‘Loot at that
helpless girl being sedated. Just surrender. It feels good to
surrender, doesn’t it?’

Sleep and arousal were swirling through her
body, an orgasm was building up around his fingertip. She couldn’t
help it. She couldn’t hold it back. She couldn’t fight it. She was
helpless. Her orgasm started to spread, first filling up her entire
pussy, then traveling through the rest of her body. She felt the
pressure on her nose and chin increasing, as if someone was pushing
the mask extra tightly against her face.

She was barely aware anymore. Her body limply
lying in Remco’s arms. Her head lulling forward. Her eyes rolling
away.

‘So.’ Remco said. She felt her body moving.
She was laid out on the stretcher. ‘Place her in room 10F for
observation.’ Remco ordered. Then he left. She wanted to fight and
struggle and go after him, but the gas was still blowing in her
face. Someone else pushed the mask against her nose and mouth. Her
head was swimming. Someone tied her down. Big straps covering her
body, securing her to the stretcher. They started driving.

‘Take her off the gas now.’ Someone said.
‘She’s strapped down, she can’t go anywhere.’ The mask was removed
from her face. Regular air seemed to hurt her throat. She coughed.
It was all a blur, but slowly she regained some focus. She didn’t
quite realize where she was or what was going on though. They were
driving. Two people were sitting next to her. The medic she’d seen
earlier and a woman with blond hair in a tight bun. The woman
slowly caressed her face.

Her pussy throbbing.

‘Is it all done?’ She asked kind of
confused.

‘Yes, sweety it’s all done now.’ The lady
said.

Angela nodded. She tried to make sense of the
situations, but she wasn’t able to think logically. The only thing
she could think about was her throbbing horniness.

‘Will you please touch my pussy?’ She asked
the lady.

‘What’s wrong with your pussy, hon?’ The lady
pulled away some of the blankets and inspected the spot between her
legs.

‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘It’s just. Touch
it please.’ In a flash of clarity she understood the woman was a
doctor. ‘Somethings wrong with it.’ Angela said. ‘Please, please.
It hurts so much.’ She whined.

The fingers of the lady fondling around in
between her legs, she pushed her thighs apart and then carefully
inspected her labia, pushing them this way or the other way. It was
a blissfull sensation, so soft and tender.

‘I can find nothing wrong.’ She said.

‘It’s on the inside.’ Angela panted a little
bit. ‘It hurts on the inside. So bad. Please. Please lady. It
hurts. I can take it anymore. Fix it please.’

‘I can give you some painkillers.’ The lady
said.

‘No. No.’ Angela hastily yelled. ‘I think...
I think somethings stuck up there, you have to get it out.
Please.’

The Lady shyly looked at the other medic,
then she shrugged and put her fingers all the way up Angela’s
pussy. Angela closed her eyes in pleasure. ‘Further.’ She said.
‘Deeper.’

The lady tried to push her fingers even
deeper and Angela was getting more and more aroused. She felt some
horniness oozing out of her pussy, a wet seep dripping past her
buttock. She tilted her hips and tried to ride the lady’s
finger.

‘There’s nothing there.’ The lady said. She
pulled back.

‘There is!’ Angela yelled. ‘There is, there
is. Please. Put your finger back in. Please. Or his cock, you can
also put his cock in, that would work as well, maybe even better.’
Neither the medic nor the lady said anything. They just looked at
each other uncomfortably. The lady put the blanked back in place
and covered her up.

‘Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me.’ Angela yelled.
She was horny beyond belief. She pulled on her bounds and growled.
She tried to free her arm. If no one would touch her, she would
touch herself. Screaming. Kicking her legs.

‘I’m gonna give her some more.’ The lady
said.

‘Yeah.’ The medic agreed.

The rubber anesthesia mask was placed over
her nose and mouth again. Covering her face. A thickly sweet smell
filled up the mask. She inhaled the anesthetic. Getting sleepy
quickly, drowsy. Her cheeks warm. Her eyelids heavy. Her vision was
blurring and it was hard to keep her eyes open. Her body stopped
struggling and fell limp.

‘There, there.’ The lady said. ‘Calm and
quiet.’

Angela was feeling helpless. Helplessly tied
down, unable to fight of the mask, unable to resist the sedative
gas entering her lungs, her blood and messing with her brain.
Slowly loosing consciousness. Helpless. Helpless. Helpless. That
word kept ringing in her head as some kind of mantra. As if that
word was pounding her brain deep attempting to bring her to orgasm
anyway. Horny waves. She got wet. She got so incredibly wet. She
felt a drizzle of horniness escaping her vagina. Dazed. Thoroughly
sedated. Barely aware. Yet, ecstasy was there. Her orgasm slowly
building up, starting in her neck, her spine arching, moving down
to her pussy and then overwhelming her. She sank away in
pleasurable unawareness.
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Her stretcher was pushed through a long hallway. No
windows anywhere. Just the same tiling on the ceiling everywhere.
The same blueish lights, the same white walls everywhere. They
turned a corner and entered another similar hallway.

Angela looked up at the person pushing her
stretcher. It was another stranger. She hadn’t seen her before.
Quite a corpulent looking woman. With dark hair in a bun on the
back of her head. She wore glasses with a neck cord her mouth was
pouting and strict. Beneath the sleeve of her coat there was the
edge of a tattoo visible.

‘Who are you?’ Angela asked.

‘I’m Bea.’ She said. ‘Or miss Kaper whichever
you prefer.’

‘Where are we?’

‘In G7-Delta.’ Bea said.

Angela frowned.

‘Don’t worry about it. It’s a military
research facility. Somewhere underground. Somewhere save. You don’t
have to know the details. You’re going to stay here with me for a
while. I’ll be you’re project supervisor. Or to be more accurate.
I’m the supervisor and you’re the project. I’m going to supervise
all the research they’re going to do on you and I’m going to
observe you.’

‘Where are the others?’ She asked. ‘Like
Remco and the medic and the lady from the ambulance and Tim.
Where’s Tim? Suddenly she remembered him laying there on the
ground, being taken away.’

‘Calm down now.’ Bea said.

‘No.’ Angela obstinately pulled on her
bounds. ‘I’m sick and tired of everyone telling me to calm
down.’

Bea didn’t react. No matter how much Angela
struggled and screamed, she kept on pushing the stretcher forward.
Passing through some electrical doors. Along the way she ordered
some people to come along for assistance.

‘Wouldn’t it be easier to sedate her?’
Someone asked.

‘No.’ Bea said. ‘Well yes. It would be
easier. But the poor woman has been sedated over and over again. So
first she needs to do a little detox. Everyone in place for the
transfer? Three, two, one.’

The straps of the stretcher were loosened.
Multiple people grabbed onto her swaying limps, they transferred
her onto the bed and tied her down again. Angela screamed. It all
happened so quickly. There was no chance of escape. So many people
pushing her down, keeping her in place. Straps everywhere. Around
her wrists, her legs, her stomach.

‘Thank you. You’re dismissed.’ Bea said.

The other people left and suddenly they were
left with the two of them again. Bea sat down on a chair and got a
little sudoku book out. No matter how much Angela screamed or
struggled. She didn’t react at all. Bea just let her tire her self
out and eventually Angela did. She calmed down. She was panting and
sweating. The bedsheets were wrinkled and all out of place. Her
pillow had hit the ground.

‘So.’ Bea said. ‘Worn yourself out?’

‘No.’ Angela said.

‘Wanna struggle and scream for another few
minutes?’ Bea said.

‘No.’ Angela said. She wanted to cross her
arms but couldn’t. She yanked on her wrist for a moment, without
achieving anything but hurting her wrist even more. Bea looked into
her little sudoku book and wrote down another number.

‘So what happens now?’ Angela asked.

Bea looked at her watch. ‘It’s almost time
for the night shift.’

Angela lied in her bounds. Her wrists hurting
from all of the struggling. Her pussy was throbbing again. She
tried to ignore the pleasurable warmth, but it was just too
distracting.

‘Will you touch my pussy?’ She asked Bea.

‘Aah, there it is.’ Bea said. ‘I was briefed
about this.’

‘About what?’ Angela said.

‘They warned me you were a sex addict.’

‘Will you touch me, lick me, fuck me?’ She
wriggled around in her bounds, tilting her pelvis up and down. She
could rhythmically clench the muscles in her pussy together it gave
her some satisfaction but at the same time her horniness seemed to
increase.

Bea bit her lip as if she was contemplating
to engage, but then she shook her head. She let Angela beg and
whine, while she finished her sudoku, then with a rolled-up sudoku
book she tapped Angela on her head.

‘I’m going to debrief now.’ She said.
‘Someone will be here to observe you overnight and I’ll see you
tomorrow at the MRI probably.’ For a moment her hand rested on
Angela’s thigh, she felt the fingers grazing past her pussy and
nearly burst from arousal. Then Bea left.

She was alone for a while until a young man
walked in. He had black hair and the pale green eyes. He gave her a
friendly nod.

‘Hi there.’ He said. ‘I’m private
Johnson.’

‘And will you fuck me, or have you also been
briefed to not do so.’

His face turned bright red and he started
stammering. ‘Briefed to not engage in any sex acts.’ He said
shyly.

Angela frowned. Was it even worth learning
his name? He would leave as well eventually, and someone else would
come and they also wouldn’t touch her and eventually she would die
from pinned up horniness.

Around dinner time he got her a plate of
mashed potatoes and he spoon fed her. She eagerly ate and
swallowed. She was so hungry. She couldn’t even remember the last
thing she’d eaten. He made a little comment about her appetite,
saying she was thoroughly hungry for someone who was detoxing. She
shrugged at least she tried to shrug.

‘If you untie me, you don’t have to feed me.’
She said. ‘I can eat myself.’

A hesitation, she took it as a sign of
weakness and started talking to him, trying to manipulate him into
untying her, the only thing she wanted was to touch herself, she
wouldn’t even try to escape, or maybe she would, although she had
this feeling escape would be impossible anyway. Just masturbating
would be a fine relief already.

He shook his head. After dinner he sat down
in the same chair Bea had sit in and he just stared at the blind
wall. It was getting late, although she wasn’t sleepy. She was
bored and horny, but her horniness wasn’t at an all time high
anymore. It seemed to fluctuate, sometimes it was unbearable and
sometimes it was just a background noise of warmth and arousal.

She apparently nodded off for a while, cause
she was woken up by a familiar voice.

‘Private Johnson, you’re dismissed. I’ll take
it from here.’ She opened her eyes and saw the red hair of Remco.
His gray eyes and and freckled cheekbones. She immediately felt
save, as if some part of her head been alert the whole time and now
she could finally relax. The other guy left the room and Remco
leaned over her. Rubbing her cheek.

‘You awake?’ He asked.

‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘I think so.’

‘Good.’ He got a little notebook out and
chewed on the back of his pen. ‘You’ve obeyed me very well
yesterday.’ He said.

‘Which day is it today?’ She asked.

‘That doesn’t matter. I want you to listen to
me carefully. Know you can trust me. Know you’re save with me. You
can tell me anything, understood? I need you to tell me everything.
We’ve checked you’re online communications with Tim. We know you
were supposed to be his Au Pair. Start talking from the moment you
walked into his house.’

She didn’t quite understood what was
happening to her. If people asked her questions she couldn’t
remember a thing, but now that she was ordered to tell the entire
story it was like she traveled back in time and relived every
single moment, each detail so clearly.

Remco didn’t ask any questions. Sometimes he
ordered her to tell more about this or that. It was like zooming in
with a video camera. She described some random details to a great
extend.

‘Very well.’ Remco said after a while. He was
frantically taking notes. Every now and then he looked up and
tapped his pen against his cheek. Sometimes he circled something or
he put a thick blue line under a word.

‘Thank you.’ He said. He put his notebook
aside. ‘You still want to be fucked by a red head?’ He asked with a
boyish smile.

‘Yes please.’ Angela said suddenly all
chipper and horny again. ‘Are you allowed to? The others seemed to
think they weren’t allowed to touch me.’

Remco chuckled. ‘I’m in charge. I make the
rules.’

He wriggled his hand in between her legs and
started to fondle her pussy. The horniness in her pussy ignited. A
soft ember turned into a flame, a fire. He redid some of the straps
around her legs, so she could open up for him, her legs spread
apart. He zipped open his pants and got his cock out. It was thick
with blond reddish curly pubes around his groin. He rubbed his
fingers up en down the shaft.

‘What do you think?’ He asked. ‘That’s a good
cock, isn’t it? What an honor for a girl like you, to be fucked by
such a nice cock.’

‘Yes, please.’ She said. ‘Please. Please.’
Pushing her hips forward.

‘Beg me.’ He said.

‘Will you please, please, please stick it in
me. Will you please fuck me? I want to be fucked so badly.’

He climbed on the bed. Gently laying down on
top of her. Kissing her cheeks, her mouth. Tenderly stroking her
hair. Then he shoved his cock inside of her. Pounding away. She was
swirled up in pleasures. She followed his rhythm, tilting her hips,
moving along with his pounding. There was something logical about
it. This just felt so right, cock in her pussy, that’s how it was
supposed to be.

She closed her eyes and let herself be swept
away by the waves of arousal. Waves of pleasure. Building. Rolling.
Crashing. Splashing. Her hole body tensing up. There was an orgasm
building, approaching the edge, quicker and quicker, then suddenly
it felt as if her arousal had plateaued, as if someone had hit the
pause button.

‘Can I cum, please?’ Intuitively she asked
him. He knew what he was doing right? He was in charge. ‘Will you
please tell me I can cum now?’

‘Not yet.’ He panted. ‘Wait a minute.’ He
kept on pounding her. His fingers grabbing onto her hips. Tilting
her hips. She closed her eyes in pleasure, yet it felt as if she
was stuck on the edge.

‘Please.’ She said. ‘You have to help me. I
need to cum.’

‘Go.’ Pant. ‘A-head.’ A loud moan. He cramped
up. Fingers piercing into her skin. She felt her orgasm rolling,
first slowly it started moving, picking up speed, picking up
intensity. She felt it first in her fingertips, and the tips of her
toes, a soft tingle. Moving up her arm, through her chest and past
her spine and then finally her orgasm reached her pussy. Bewitching
her. Bewitching her body and mind. She was out of it for a while.
Dazed. Satisfied. As if she was being sedated again. She opened up
her eyes and looked around.

‘Are you drugging me?’ She asked.

‘No.’ Remco pushed himself up. He got up out
of bed and dressed himself, straightening his clothes. ‘No, I’m
actually not.’ He said. ‘Why? What do you feel?’

‘I don’t know.’ She said.

He smiled and caressed her forehead. ‘Of
course you don’t know.’ He said with an endeared smile. ‘I should
have phrased that differently. Tell me what you’re experiencing
right now.’ He said.

‘I just feel like... dazed.’ She said. ‘I
feel tired and like I can’t think properly and like someone is
pumping me full of drugs or something. But not really. No. More
like I was already pumped full of drugs and now I’m waking up
again.’

‘Ah.’ Remco said. ‘That might be one of the
brainwashing suggestions still lingering in your mind. Those
adjustments are quite persistent apparently. Easy to impose and
impossible to eliminate. Tim’s substance is amazing, really. It’s
worth millions probably. Tim is right.’

‘Where’s Tim?’ Angela asked.

Remco shrugged uncomfortably. ‘He’s... um...
being questioned right now. Actually he’s gotten a little break
cause I came here to check up on you, but in a moment I will head
back and question him again, there’s just a few things his
notebooks didn’t specify, but I’ll get him to talk. I’ll learn his
secrets.’ Remco’s hand rested on her stomach. ‘Try to be a good
girl for Uncle Remco, will you?’ He said. ‘No more seducing my men
and my interns and what not. If you want an orgasm just come and
ask me, okay?’

She nodded. It was an easy promise now she
was all satisfied right after her orgasm. But what if she got horny
again? It was just something there she couldn’t control. ‘I don’t
know.’ She said. ‘I can’t help it.’

He cupped her chin and rubbed her cheek with
his thumb. An endeared smile on his face. ‘I know sweety.’ He said.
‘Just try? Okay?’

He left her alone in her room. He didn’t
cover her up. Her legs were still apart her pussy exposed for
anyone to see. No one came. She just lied there awake and alone all
night.
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A lots of medical test were run on her in the days
that followed. Machines were attached and detached. Adhesive
sensors were glued to her chest, glued to her brain. She was being
dragged from room to room, from examination to examination.

She couldn’t remember all of it. She
remembered being tied down on some sort of table, while a woman
shoved all sorts of instruments in her pussy, that was nice. She
remembered an other examination like that, but they shoved
something up her butt, that was less nice.

Her body and brain seemed to be the center of
their attention, yet nobody seemed to be interested in her. No one
cared if she was screaming and struggling, no one cared if she was
horny or not, it was all about the brain scans and the blood levels
that were regularly tested. She didn’t feel human.

It was a miracle, people said, she was a
miracle. There was no decline what so ever, even after a week,
after a month, all the brainwashing suggestions were just as fresh
and potent still. There was no annihilation in the neurogenesis
area’s. In fact after a time her brain seemed to accept the new
pathways, incorporating them, they said. Whatever that may
mean.

Being a military test subject was quite
boring. She was perpetually tied down, the only moments of fun were
when Remco sneaked into her room at night and fucked her, or
fingered her or forced her to suck him off.

And one time she manipulated one of the
female researchers to rub her pussy for a while. That was quite
nice actually, she almost came, but then they got caught and now
she couldn’t find that female researcher anymore. She’d probably
been reassigned or something.

After about two or three months of endless
research suddenly she was allowed to be sedated again, she didn’t
know how or why or what had changed. The first time she got a
sedative was at night, Remco was just finished with her and he
stuffed a little white sleeping pill in her mouth. She loved being
sedated, she loved this feeling of helplessness. Soon she learned
that the more she struggled the more chance they would push another
syringe into her arm, leaving her high and dazed and drowsy. And
above all completely helpless. When she was drugged out of her mind
and Remco came to her room to play with her and give her some much
needed sexual release, those were the best moments.

Over time there came to be more patients, she
past them in the hallway, she saw the empty rooms being filled up
with other people that stayed for a while and then left again. When
she asked about it Remco said they’d figured it out. They’d cracked
Tims code and now they could produce what they called Substance 58
in high volumes and continue with clinical trials.

It wasn’t long after that that Remco came
once again to her room at night. She felt her pussy throbbing by
the sight of his red hair and broad shoulders. But he didn’t want
to fuck her. He said he wanted to talk to her tonight. He showed
her a form, a complicated looking legal form.

He explained to her that she was brainwashed, and that she needed
to signed the contract so they could brainwash her again.

‘But why?’ She asked.

He shrugged. ‘You can’t go back in society
like this depraved nymphomaniac can you?’

‘They say I can’t go back into society at
all.’

‘Who... how... they weren’t suppose to tell
you that.’

‘Is it true?’ She asked.

‘You’re considered Top Secret.’ He said. ‘We
can’t risk any enemies getting their hands on you and figuring out
how to produces Substance 58. You can’t go home. When they’re done
with you they wanted to lock you away in an state secured insane
asylum, you know, to get rid of you. But I’ve offered to take you
into my care.’

‘Okay.’ She said. ‘Then why do I need to be
brainwashed again?’

‘I just...’ He fidgeted with his fingers and
pulled on a little piece of loose skin next to his nail. ‘A
little... You obey me right? I’ll order you to sign.’ He said.

Angela picked up the pen an put her signature
on the dotted line. On all the dotted lines that Remco shoved in
front of her. ‘It’s just a a little... follow up.’ He said, while
tenderly stroking the a strand of hair behind her ear. ‘You’re
precious. You know that? It’s just that Tim was a little... lets
say... ‘hamfisted’... with the suggestions he put in your head.
Wouldn’t it be nice if I could fine tune you, put a little nuance
in. Wouldn’t it be nice if you were my little nymphomaniac, but you
weren’t taunted by horniness the entire day when I am not around?
You know. You’ll be so much happier and you probably won’t have to
be tied down and sedated so much.’

‘But I like being tied down and sedated.’ She
said. ‘Just the thought of me being helpless turns me on so
much.’

Remco smiled. ‘I know. I know.’ He said.

‘So I won’t have to be brainwashed
again.’

‘You’ve already signed the papers, sweety.’
Remco said. He waved the pile of legal forms around and then left
the room.

A few hours later he came to get her. It was
just him, pushing her bed towards one of the examination rooms. He
untied her and she climbed up on the operating table herself. He
tied her down again, then he put an IV in her arm and turned it on.
Little beeps. She looked at the drops forming. Dripping into the
little tube and disappearing into her skin.

‘Don’t I need a helmet and electrodes?’ She
asked.

Remco shook his head. ‘I know what I’m
doing.’ He stroke her face and cupped her chin. He bend over her
and pushed a little kiss on her her lips. ‘Bye, bye, Angela the
little nymphomaniac. Just let the medicine flush over your mind
now, just surrender to my voice and when you wake up, you’ll be my
precisely perfect girl.’

‘Perfect?’ She mumbled. She felt the drugs
working on her mind, the strange detachment, the surge of
concentration. Beep. Beep. Beep. The IV kept dripping.
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