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Trapped In His Lab

Alyssa went over the ad in the newspaper again. After college she had a hard time finding a job, she had been broke and borrowing money from friends just to make ends meet, but now her scraping for money would come to an end.
Some fancy laboratory was looking for test subjects, she would have to be a participant in a medical trial, she would be an inpatient for a few days while they tested new medication on her, and then she would receive over 3.000 dollars. Her eyes darted over the printed letters, what was the catch? Why would they pay her so much money for something so simple?
After a few moments of consideration she called the phone number listed, just a call for more information wouldn’t hurt. A friendly voice answered.
‘Bambor Laboratories, this is Nancy speaking.’
‘Hi.’ Alyssa said hesitantly.
‘Hi sweetie. How can I help you?’
Alyssa talked about the ad in the news paper and asked about the research they would be doing.
‘Ah, it’s your first time.’ Nancy said. ‘The compensation is because we’re testing some new drugs, so there’s risk involved, well the risk is minuscule, but still, that’s why you get money, get it? It’s risk money. Can I sign you up?’
Alyssa nodded, she looked at her fingernails and bit off a little piece of skin that was sticking out. ‘Yeah sure.’ She said.
A few days later she traveled to the lab. It was way out of town, she had to take the subway all the way to the outskirts, and then she had to walk for another twenty minutes. The laboratories stood in the middle of nowhere. They were boring white buildings, surrounded by a grass pasture and a lot of bushes and trees. Alyssa pushed open the gate and walked onto the lawn, pebbles crackling under her shoes. This is it, she thought, now she would be a real adult. No longer would she be a student or a moocher, today she would start providing for herself. She opened the door, and walked up to the desk. A lady with reddish hair was bent over a computer, she wasn’t very tall, but she had an athletic appearance.
Alyssa waited a few moments, then she coughed to get the woman’s attention.
‘O hi there, I didn’t see you, dear.’
‘I’m Alyssa, I have an appointment.’
‘Ah, yes, welcome. I’m Nancy. We spoke on the phone.’ The lady reached out and grabbed Alyssa’s hand, her fingers firmly squeezing while she was shaking her hand, it kind of hurt. Alyssa just smiled.
‘You’re the last one to arrive, we’ve started already this morning. Here fill this out.’ Nancy said while giving her a little pile of forms, ‘it’s insurance and legal stuff.’ Nancy said, ‘so you can get paid you know.’
Alyssa nodded.
‘You can sit in the waiting room, the doctor will call you when it’s your turn, I think there’s two or three people in line in front of you.’
Alyssa nodded again. Nancy voice was warm and friendly, but the scenery was imposing. Large white hallways, the smell of disinfectant, just the one plant standing next to the desk. She followed Nancy into the waiting room. Two other people were waiting. There was an young man a few years older than her, he looked fancy wearing an expensive suit, and there was another woman roughly her age with a round face and floppy ears, bent over her own pile of forms.
‘Hi there.’ Alyssa said.
The man just looked up and nodded, and the woman mumbled a, hello there.
Alyssa looked at her forms and started filling them out, they wanted to know everything, if she was on any medication, if she had any history of medical or mental issues, when was the last time she had had intercourse.
First the man was called, he went with Nancy and didn’t return. After a while the other women was called in, now Alyssa was all alone in the waiting room. She stared at the framed poster of parachutists, it probably had some motivational meaning, about trust or working together and depending on one another.
Finally it was her turn to go into the doctor's office. The doctor was a man in his fifties, his hair already graying, his eyes friendly and inquisitive, it was as if he could see right through her. Alyssa shivered. He went over the form with her and then explained the procedure.
‘We’re testing a very new medicine.’ He said. ‘That’s why we had you sign the secrecy waiver, we don’t want you to go off selling our inventions to our competition of course. The medicine we’re going to test on you these couple of days is called Neuro-3.4-Reloc-P.’
Alyssa scrunched up her face and the doctor started laughing.
‘You can forget that.’ He said. ‘That’s just the working title, when we sell it we’ll give it a more commercial name. Anyway it’s a substance that interact with the natural neurological processes in your brain, combined with therapy to reprogram and erase any unwanted thoughts, this could be the next cure for all mental issues, from depression to hallucinations. This is the third trial run. This trial has ten subjects you’ll be sorted in a group first, you can consider them your brothers and sisters as it were, they’ll be going through exactly the same thing as you. Me and Nancy will be your supervisors, your counselors as it were, your mommy and daddy, to stay within the family metaphor.’ The doctor laughed loudly, a shrill chuckle that echoed through the office. Alyssa shyly grabbed onto her own elbows, she smiled and stared at the impressive bookcases on the wall.
‘Do you have any questions or are you ready to start?’
Alyssa hesitated for a moment. ‘What exactly do I have to do? What do you expect of me?’ she asked.
‘Nothing.’ The doctor said amicably. ‘You can just go with the flow, surrender to the medication as it were. Let’s go.’ He put his hand on her shoulder and guided her out of the office through a long hallway. They turned a corner and went up a stairs. Alyssa was disoriented already. From afar she thought she heard someone crying or sobbing. ‘What’s that?’ She asked.
‘Nothing to worry about.’ The doctor checked his watch, ‘I think the first ones we handled this morning are waking up.’
‘Does it hurt?’ Alyssa asked.
‘Of course not.’ The doctor pushed her into a room that was full of electronic wires, and buttons and computers. Nancy walked in.
‘Last one.’ She said.
‘Last one.’ The doctor repeated. ‘After you’ve helped with this induction, will you please go check on the others, I thought I heard them fuzzing.’
Nancy nodded. She prepared a very thin syringe, she filled it with a amber colored liquid and attached a shiny silver needle on top.
‘Sit down, sweetie.’ She said while patting on the big leather chair.
Alyssa hoisted herself up. It was kind of like a dentist chair. Leather padding, and the back could tilt to a lying position. Nancy rolled up Alyssa’s sleeve, a cold cotton swab on the inside of her elbow.
‘Look the other way, darling.’ Nancy said while pushing against her chin. A dull sting followed by a cloudy tingling sensation.
‘Is this the new medication?’ Alyssa asked. The tingling sensations were shooting up her arm, she felt a warm ball of calmness growing in her chest, the room was slightly spinning.
Nancy shook her head. ‘This is just a regular old sedative.’ She said. ‘Looks like you’re feeling the effects already.’
‘A sedative?’ Alyssa asked. ‘But why?’ Her body was getting tired and heavy and she leaned backwards into the chair, her eyelids were drooping but she fought to keep them open, she was so sleepy.
‘We found out, with the first batch of subjects that the medication would have a bigger effect if the subjects were in a relaxed, detached, dreamlike state. It’ll open up the brain making you more susceptible and it’ll remove any and all defense mechanisms in place, making you pliable and nicely vulnerable.’
The voice was ringing all around her, it was as if she couldn’t hold on to the words, as if she couldn’t hold on to the meaning of those words, it were just sounds swirling around her. Her muscles seemed to be melting in the chair, her head lulling from side to side. Someone was caressing her cheek.
‘You can stop explaining now Nance, she’s as good as gone. Aren’t you sweetie?’ The doctor pinched her cheek while smiling at her. ‘You are all dazed and dreamy now aren’t you.’
‘She’s a cutie pie.’ Nancy said. ‘I want to keep her.’
‘We can’t base our decisions on appearance alone, you know how it works, it all depends on how well the subjects respond to the drugs, please go prep the syringe with the amnesiac now.’
‘But she’s young and hot. Look at that raven black hair, feel her velvet soft skin and look at her eyes, look at those deliciously blue eyes.’
‘I see her eyes.’
‘And her body, her boobs. Just feel the firmness of her boobs, and her butt, don’t you just want to spank that little bum of hers.’
‘Give her the amnesiac please so I can start.’
Alyssa just sat back in the chair, she heard rumbling around her, she felt people touching her body, people were moving, people were talking, but she didn’t register. A blur of sounds and colors and sensations, and under it all was a satisfied lethargic stream of serenity. Another little sting, this one in her upper arm, she looked over. Her head responded very slowly, the room swirling and spinning around her, not in sync with the movements of her head at all, by the time she could focus on her upper arm, there wasn’t a syringe in sight, still she felt a dull pain left in her skin.
‘It’s finished already sweetie.’ Nancy said. ‘Just lay back now.’ Nancy’s hands pushed her into the leather chair. She vaguely noticed straps were being placed around her wrists and ankles, then the chair started moving, it tilted and it felt like Alyssa was falling, tumbling down for ever and ever, like Alice in Wonderland. Alyssa in Wonderland. She could feel the soft bunnies caressing her skin. She wanted to sway with her arms, she wanted to grab something, grab for balance, but she couldn’t move, her limbs were way to heavy and tied down. Was she actually tied down? She tried to lift her head to look at her arms. But the doctor placed a transparent mask over her mouth and nose and pushed her head back into the padding.
‘Poor little thing.’ Nancy said. She tenderly stroke Alyssa’s face. ‘She has no clue what is happening to her anymore.’
‘And that’s how it’s supposed to be Nance. You don’t want the failed experiments going back into the world tattling on us, and we don’t want the keepers to be compromised either.’
‘I know, I know.’ Nancy said. ‘Just look at her poor helpless little face.’ She bend over the chair and gave Alyssa a little kiss on her forehead. Comforting her by stroking her belly and fondling her boobs.
‘You can be dismissed Nance, go check on the others. I’ll turn on the gas now and prep this last one.’ He pressed the mask even firmer on her face. Alyssa felt a soft pressure right on the bridge of her nose and on her chin, a hissing sound, it started afar but it got louder quickly, a smell, a pink smell. No, smells didn’t have colors, a sweet smell, it surrounded her everywhere, no matter where she turned her face there was just this sweetness all around her. It crawled into her nostrils, it filled her mouth, she inhaled it into her lungs, it was as if she could feel the pink sweetness filling up her bloodstream, her body.
‘That’s right.’ a voice said, ‘don’t panic, just breathe slowly and regularly, in and out.’
Her breathing slowed down, it followed the rhythm of his words, in and out. Her whole head was tingling.
‘That’s a good girl, just inhale this medicine, let your mind drift off into a deep empty trance, no more thinking, no more thoughts, just mindless obedience, that’s right, another deep breath in, let the medicine slowly fill you up, feel it spread through your mind and body, let it take over control, just let go, slip into that deep mindless trance-like neurospace. A limbo. A place of no-existence, just perception, just listening to my words, following my words, completely disappearing, being a blank page for me to write on, a blank page, a blank mind, as blank as a baby.’
There was a mesmerizing ring to his words, they seemed to entrap her, to encoil her, the more she kept on breathing the sweet aroma, the more she got lost in his words, in his voice, in this void of non-awareness. Just count backwards, from ten to zero. Ten. Nine. Count out loud sweetie.
‘Ten.’ Alyssa mumbled. Her tongue thick and languid. Her mouth didn’t move right, the mask still pressing on her cheeks. ‘Niiinnnne.’ Her words slurring already, a wave of dreaminess rushed over her.
‘Keep counting, sweetie.’ A voice from far away. She had to obey. She couldn’t remember were she had left counting. ‘Teennnn.’ She murmured again, her eyes unable to focus, rolling up in her skull, her eyelids closing, she sank into this void, this neurospace he had been describing to her, no memories, nothing, just this overpowering gas and his overpowering words.
A warm beam of sunlight shone over her face. She was blinking her eyes against the bright light, she wanted to turn around but somehow her body wouldn’t cooperate. Slowly she opened her eyes, she was lying in a cage, no not a cage, a cot, a cot with a dangling mobile hanging over her. Frazzled she stared up at the dangling giraffe and elephant. She vaguely remembered those animals were called giraffe and elephant and at the same time she felt like it was impossible to know, that she was just a new born baby, unaware of all the animals in the world, unaware of all the shapes and colors in the world, unaware of everything. Yet she knew the elephant was blue, the giraffe was yellow, the cot she was lying in was white, the blanket on top of her was pink, the footsie pajamas she was wearing were yellow as well, but a pastel kind of yellow, the other cots next to her were white as well.
She was confused, confused about the things she did or didn’t know. Well she knew them, right? That information was in her head already, nothing to do about it. She pushed herself up to a sitting position. Now she moved she felt some thick fabric coddling her hips, was she diapered? Why was she wearing a diaper? Cause she was just a little baby of course. No she wasn’t, she was potty trained already, she knew full well she had to use a bathroom. Her muscles still felt somewhat heavy and feeble, at the edge of her cot she pulled herself up, she stood on the mattress and looked around.
There were ten cots in total, five on her side, and five cots across the aisle on the other side. All of them filled with adults, dressed in velvety pastel colored pajamas. Some of them were sleeping, some of them were lying in their cots cooing and murmuring and suckling on their own hands, others were standing in their cots just like her, looking around bewildered, a few of them were sobbing and crying, others were screaming and yelling, asking for an explanation. One man, who she vaguely recognized was trying to climb out of his cot.
‘What’s going on?’ She asked him.
‘How the hell am I supposed to know.’ He said angrily. ‘One moment I apply for a research program, the next moment I wake up here. I’ve been part of countless studies, I’ve been a test subject for over a dozen of different medications, but this is highly irregular, something fishy is going on here.’
‘I was part of a study too.’ Alyssa said vaguely remembering. It was as if there were two personalities in her head, the personality of a blank minded newborn baby, and another one, that of a full grown woman, an adult woman, yet it was as if she couldn’t really enter that part of her brain, as if it was somehow blocked.
‘Do you know who you are?’ She asked the man.
‘Yeah, I’m Richard.’ He said.
‘You don’t feel like a baby?’ Alyssa said. She looked around. She saw another girl she vaguely recognized suckling on her thumb, staring up at the dangling mobile in awe. Kicking her legs up in the air, cooing. Her blanket had twisted around her legs.
Then the doors swayed open and Nancy walked in. Richard stopped trying to get out of the cot. ‘I’m a mountain climber.’ he whispered, ‘I could have easily escaped.’
Alyssa nodded. She looked at Nancy, still dressed in scrubs, her red hair tied up in a tight bun, only one curly lock escaped and dangled playfully next to her ear.
‘I see the second batch of you are awake.’ she said, ‘lets see what the yield is, this week.’ She walked past the cots. A bunch of syringes in her hand.
‘Let me go.’ Richard yelled at her, ‘I didn’t sign up for this.’
‘Yes, you did sweetie.’ Nancy said. ‘Maybe you didn’t read carefully enough, but you did sign up for this.’
‘This is bullshit, this is abuse, this is... this is...’
‘There, there sweetie, don’t get all riled up. Seeing how you’re not a sweet type one kind of baby boy right now you’ll just get to go home at the end of the week after the doctor has finished his experiment, let me give you something to help you relax.’
Before Richard could do anything, she yanked a syringe into his skin and pushed a milky white fluid into his neck.
‘There, there.’ She said, as his eyes started to roll in their sockets. She grabbed his weakening body and slowly guided him back into his cot.
‘This is...’ He still muttered faintly.
‘I know, I know, sweetie.’ Nancy said. ‘Just sleep now, soon you won’t remember and you’ll just be a regular test subject again, wouldn’t that be nice?’
‘Yes.’ Richard mumbled.
‘Good boy.’ Nancy said.
She worked her way around the room everyone who wasn’t lying in their cot and looking around as blank minded and helpless like a baby, got an injection and was being put back to sleep. She skipped Alyssa. Only when everyone else was either asleep or helplessly cooing and suckling their thumb she came to Alyssa’s cot. She leaned over the bars and cupped Alyssa’s cheek. Caressing her skin with her thumb. Alyssa pulled away her face.
‘What’s going on?’ She asked
‘What a pity.’ Nancy mumbled.
‘What is a pity?’ Alyssa asked.
‘You. I hoped you would’ve been a type one, but you seem to be a type three, maybe a type four, you’re not a five like Richard aren’t you?’
‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ Alyssa said.
‘Well.’ Nancy said as she strolled around the big medical nursery collecting something from a cabinet. Glass bottles clinking together, stomping on a counter ‘Didn’t the doctor explain to you? You’re divided into two groups right now, the type one kind of people, who are very susceptible to our medical neuro-programming and who are perfect little babies after only just the one session, and there’s the others, the type two, three, four and five kind of people who need a little more repetition to let the message sink in. The types one will be entered in a special program, and the others will be used for just our regular research.’ Nancy now came back to the cot, in the one hand she carried yet another syringe, although this one was way thicker than the other syringes. In her other hand she carried a babies bottle filled with milk.
‘I just really, really, really hoped you would be a type one.’ Nancy said. ‘But since you’re not, I will have to find a way to make the doctor think you are.’ Nancy put down the bottle for a while and held the syringe upside down while she tapped the plastic cylinder with her finger, moving all bubbles to the top
‘But... but...’ Alyssa stuttered as she saw the syringe approaching her body. ‘But why?’ She asked.
‘Well. Love is a mystery. Why are we attracted to the one person, but not to another? I guess you could try to analyze, a psychologist might pose I’m attracted to you because your dark hair and light eyes remind me of my distant mother, and now by turning you into a little baby to cuddle and care for, it is in fact some twisted revenge on her or something, you know. But the thing with psychology is; it isn’t a real science. Thoughts can change so easily. Especially when me and Lucius are around.’ Nancy winked as though she and Alyssa now shared a secret, as if they were partners in crime.
‘And to be fair.’ Nancy said. ‘I don’t just want to cuddle you and care for you, I want to give you very special mommy cuddles, I want to make you feel good, and you’re going to make mommy feel good.’
‘This is sick.’ Alyssa said.
‘Please.’ Nancy said, ‘You’re my little baby, not an obstinate teenager.’
‘I’m nothing.’ Alyssa said. ‘I’m just me.’ The syringe was approaching her arm. She pushed Nancy’s wrist.
‘Get that thing away from me.’
A brief struggle. Alyssa fell back into her mattress. Nancy was way stronger, she pushed her down and before she knew it the needle was yanked into her skin. Nancy’s thumb hovering over the plunger. What was she waiting for?
‘Don’t be scared.’ Nancy said while she aggravatingly slowly released the drug into Alyssa’s arm. ‘It’s all natural, it’s just a little muscle relaxer, it doesn’t even interfere with your brain chemistry, all other type ones produce this type of paralysis and lack of muscle control themselves, you just need a little help.’
Alyssa’s arm started to feel heavy and limb, she felt the drug flushing through her body, it was as if she could feel all her muscles just melting away, she sank into the mattress, her resistance reduced to a uncontrolled swaying of her arm, just like the other people in the other cots. A warm tingling feeling in between her legs, a wetness, she was peeing. O hell no, she wasn’t peeing, she tried to stop, but she just couldn’t control her bladder.
Fuck you, she wanted to say to Nancy, but she had even lost control over her tongue and throat muscles as well, incoherent mumbling. A wave, a overwhelming wave of helplessness as she realized the full extend of this situation. Powerless. In one word powerless. That’s what she was. Tears propped up in her eyes, she couldn’t help herself, tears just kept on welling up and crawling over her cheek. Screaming, crying, writhing around in her cot.
‘There, there.’ Nancy said within a soothing voice. ‘How sad, what a sad little baby you are.’ She picked up the babies bottle from the ground and shoved the nipple into Alyssa’s mouth. ‘Now this will interfere with your brain chemistry.’ She said. ‘But only a little bit, sweetie, just enough to make you stop crying, to make you a teensy tiny bit high, to make you experience the world as full of interesting colors and shapes and sounds, you know, just like how a baby would experience the world, or someone on drugs would, so stop crying now.’
Alyssa tried to push the nipple out of her mouth, she tried to push the bottle and Nancy’s hand away, she tried to turn her head, but it was all in vain. Nancy kept probing the nipple into her mouth and the spiked milk kept dripping over her tongue, seeping into her throat. She swallowed, she had to, it was either swallowing or suffocating. Nancy talked to her, calm and soothing, she sang to her, she stroke Alyssa’s forehead. Alyssa fought back, although there wasn’t really anything she could do at this point. After she had gulped down half of the bottle she noticed something in her dangling mobile, it was as if the elephant was signaling to her. That wasn’t possible. Colors intensified. Sounds intensified. It was as if she was experiencing the entire world at the same time, so much to see, so many impulses, they flooded her brain, all her perceptions merged together in one big stream of color, sound, touch, and taste.
‘Well done, sweetie, you’re starting to feel the effects now aren’t you?’ Tender caresses. Nancy’s hand wandering over her body, first stroking her arms and shoulders, then cupping one of her breasts, saying Alyssa was such a sweet girl, such a pretty girl. Mommy would take good care of her. Mommy would teach her. Mommy would discipline her. Mommy would turn her into a perfect little girl and then she could be Mommy’s little helper, for ever and ever and ever.
Alyssa tried to focus, if she relaxed everything started to blend together, but if she focused she knew where she was, she knew what was going on. She shouldn’t give in to those overwhelming sensations, she shouldn’t let her mind be rocked to sleep, she shouldn’t believe in those comforting words Nancy was uttering, no matter how soothing and comforting her voice sounded, Nancy was Nancy. Nancy was a nurse, not her mother. And she wasn’t a real baby, she was only being drugged so she would mimic a baby.
A bang. Nancy jumped up. She hid the bottle with still a little bit of milk left and the empty syringe under Alyssa’s pillow. Then she ripped open the pajamas and exposed one of Alyssa’s breast.
What? Alyssa was flabbergasted, still she couldn’t express her amazement, just some cooing sounded. She stared at Nancy’s back.
‘What are you doing there Nance?’ The doctor approached the both of them.
‘I was just playing around.’ Nancy said. ‘She turned out to be a type one, so I figured a little bit of fondling wouldn’t hurt.’
‘A type one, is she?’ The doctor leaned over the edge and looked into the cot. His hand reaching in briefly squeezing her boob. ‘So you’re a type one?’ He asked.
Alyssa wanted to shake her head. She tried to, she tried her hardest, but her body just didn’t respond.
‘Isn’t that a lucky coincidence.’ He said. Then he turned back to Nancy, he gave her a stern look. ‘Is she a type one for real? This isn’t another one of your ploys to get yourself a cute little girlfriend? I know they turn you on, I know she’s your type.’
‘She’s for real.’ Nancy said hastily.
‘She’s really for real?’ He asked. ‘You were really just fondling her, and you weren’t administering her a little bit of this or that to make her a more convincing number one?’
‘No, I swear. I was just groping her. I was just playing with her boobs.’
A suspicious look on his face.
‘Lucius, come on, don’t you trust me anymore?’
‘I’ve become careful after what happened with that Madelon girl.’
‘I’m sorry. I told you I was sorry about that.’
‘Well sorry doesn’t cut it when all of this is exposed and comes crumbling down and we both end up in prison.’
‘But we weren’t exposed, Lucius. They believed you when you said psychosis must be a rare side effect of whatever we were testing at the time and all that jazz and now she’s locked away in an institution and we’re still out and about going our business.’
‘I know. But not thanks to you Nancy. You were lucky they believed me.’ The doctor leaned over and looked into the cot again. His eyes squinted together, he studied Alyssa, he pinched her cheek, it hurt a little and Alyssa grimaced, he pinched her nipple until she squealed in pain. Then he grabbed her chin, his fingers pressing into her cheeks, his eyes staring into hers, he had golden brown eyes, circles with a hole in them, like golden brown bagels but without the cream cheese. She chuckled. Focus, she told herself, she shouldn’t let her mind be swept up in that stream of associations, she should focus, he’s the doctor, doctor Lucius and the other one was her mother, no, no, no, her... nanny? No, she was called Nancy, that was it.
‘Good.’ the doctor said. ‘What’s the yield this week?’
‘Four type ones.’ Nancy said. ‘And the other six are sedated and sound asleep.’
‘Okay.’ he nodded. His fingers drumming on the side of Alyssa’s cot. ‘Well transfer the six to the regular recovery room, and bring the type ones to the nursery, you know the drill. And if you’re done, start working on the synopses of their former life.’
‘Yes sir.’ Nancy said.
Then they were both gone. Alyssa rolled around in her cot for a little while, her arms and legs heavy swaying through the air and sinking back onto the mattress. She needed to keep focusing, but with Nancy gone there was nothing more to focus on, her mind was slowly engulfed by the floating images, the string of sensations, the stream of associations.
Something hard and angular. It hurt her head. Her pillow. It wasn’t as nice and soft as it was supposed to be. It wasn’t right, something wasn’t right. She started fussing and crying but nothing happened. The dreamlike string of sensations just assimilated her. She lost all sense of time, all sense of reality.
She saw Nancy again. A shock to the system, a vague memory, it was as if she could remember who she was better and better, she was Alyssa, she had just finished college eight months ago, she was an English major, she had trouble finding a job, she had entered a research program to finally be a responsible grown-up able to provide for herself, yet right there her memories abruptly stopped. A few moments ago she’d known, she knew Nancy, she still knew Nancy, but yet she couldn’t remember Nancy. How could you know someone you couldn’t even remember. It didn’t make sense. She searched her mind. Walking over the lawn, pebbles crackling under her shoes, yes the pebbles crackling as she walked was the last thing she remembered, and now she was here. So this was the experiment already? Probably? Right thinking logically that would mean...?
Alyssa kept having this undefined feeling, there was something she just couldn’t grasp.
Nancy was fidgeting with the cot next to her, in it was a grown adult man sleeping, she recognized him, yet she didn’t. Wasn’t he called Richard? But why was he asleep, while she was awake? Was she awake? Maybe this was all a dream, maybe it was some sort of hallucination. She gave up. She let her thoughts go, just go with the flow, she was happy for a while, happy thoughts happy feelings happy images. Colors were just so beautiful, and the velvety fabric of her pajamas was so soft and soothing against her skin.
She peed, again, a seep of pee just drizzled out of her and into her diaper.
Nancy appeared again, now she was fidgeting with Alyssa’s cot, she took the breaks off and then she pushed the bed through the hallway. A white ceiling, bright lights wishing past, Nancy’s face high above, pushing the cot forward, in an elevator, and then through another hallway, around a corner another corner through automatically opening doors and then suddenly the atmosphere had changed. Walls weren’t white anymore, but painted in bright colors, there were pictures, and lots of toys, stuffed animals, a large wardrobe filled with footsie pajamas and frivolous dresses.
Nancy parked the cot in a corner of the room, all the while she was softly talking to Alyssa. Alyssa barely even noticed, just once in a while she remembered she needed to focus, she needed to fight those happy feelings cause – why did she need to fight them? – cause... cause... they weren’t real or something, but they felt real, she felt really good and really happy.
‘Isn’t this a nice spot for my little baby, nice and close to mommy’s room, mommy’s room is right through this door over here. That was a close call just now with doctor Lucius, wasn’t it. Mommy will have to keep an eye on you, you need to be indistinguishable from real type ones, yes you do, mommy need to make sure the doctor doesn’t find out.’ She was tickling Alyssa’s tummy and Alyssa giggled, she was kind of confused, not really sure whether she had to fight something or give in, also not really sure what she had to fight in the first place. Nancy lifted up her head and grabbed something from under her pillow. When she guided Alyssa back down she noticed the pillow was way softer, nice and floaty and cloudy.
‘You didn’t finish your milk, sweetie, just a few more sips, so the dosage is right.’ Nancy said while putting the nipple of the bottle in Alyssa’s mouth. Milk started to seep into her mouth and Alyssa drank it all. A pat on her head. Nancy disappeared. A while, maybe a longer while. She returned with another cot and another. Four cots filling up the nursery. Next to her was a girl with a round face and floppy ears, Alyssa stared at her, she stared at her for hours, for years and years, something there was familiar. The girl was roughly Alyssa’s age, she had blond hairs and rosy cheeks. Her leg was all wrapped up in her blanket, Nancy tenderly unwrapped it and put the blanket on top of her again. The girl cooed. She suckled on her own thumb, a look of wonder on her face.
‘That’s better isn’t it, sweetie. Mommy’s made everything alright again. Yeah, now little Hannah is happy again. Who’s my happy little girl? Who’s my happy little girl?’
Hannah chuckled and swayed her arm in the air.
‘Good girl.’ Nancy said. ‘Go suck your thumb some more.’ She forced the thumb back into Hannah’s mouth and willingly Hannah started to suckle again.
Alyssa couldn’t see the others, she had no idea who were in the other cots. She followed Nancy with her eyes, until she couldn’t see her anymore. Did she leave? Or was she just busy on the other side of the room.
Alyssa drifted off for a while, then drifted back to consciousness again, although she never remembered actually falling asleep, her thoughts slowing down, it became easier and easier to focus, her mind repeating the same circle of puzzling thoughts over and over again, she kept missing a piece of essential information. Like what happened between entering the facility and waking up in the cot, if only she knew, if only she could remember.
Nancy and the doctor appeared again.
‘Did you finish?’ The doctor asked.
Nancy didn’t answer, maybe she just nodded.
‘Okay, talk me through it. Let’s start with this one.’ He moved over an pointed to a cot.
‘This is Gerald.’ Nancy said. ‘Thirty six years old. He’s in a relationship with a girl, they’ve been together for two years, she has an expensive taste. He has a dead-end job in a grocery store, didn’t finish any education, he has regular contact with his family, regular dinners, regular visits, just money problems that’s why he’s here.’
‘Okay.’ The doctor clacked his tongue for a few moments. ‘So he has to go back to his day to day life as to not raise suspicion, but he could get a better job offer perhaps being a slave... well no, let's say servant to a wealthy widow. Where is he from, did we place someone with miss Ferrone already.’
‘Yeah we did, that young man from that last batch.’
‘Well go check the requests queue, see if we have a match for him.’
‘There’s sir Nimbates, he wants a – ’
‘Perfect.’ the doctor said, ‘Send him some pictures and see if this is his type, then make me a report with his needs and wishes and stick it on his cot, so I can start working on him. Next one. Who’s this adorable little redhead.’
‘She’s Liliane Muster,  she’s twenty nine years old. Unemployed. She’s a single mother trying to provide for her child.’
‘So another part timer.’ The doctor interrupted as if he was displeased with the situation.
‘She can serve the Johnsons.’ Nancy said, ‘Perhaps. It isn’t exactly in her neighborhood, but she should be able to commute.’
‘Fine.’ the doctor said. ‘Compile a report, etcetera, etcetera, please tell me that we’ve got at least one full timer in this batch.’
‘Yes, the other two, both of them can be full timers.’
‘So your sweet little Alyssa can be a full timer.’ the doctor said cynical, ‘isn’t that a happy coincidence.’
‘I didn’t make it up.’ Nancy said.
‘Now tell me about her, then.’
‘Well, her name is Alyssa, she’s twenty two years old, she just finished college. She doesn’t have a boyfriend or anything, just some regular friends who she relies on for money, her parents live out of state and she barely sees them, she doesn’t even go home for thanksgiving or anything, she’s unemployed.’
Everything Nancy said was true, except for the implication that she didn’t go visit her family because of a fall out they had, she just didn’t have the money to fly home.
‘Now let's guess.’ The doctor said. ‘You’ve already checked the waiting list, you skimmed through all the request and there’s absolutely not a single request for a girl like her.’
‘Well there’s about seven or eight, including that one from abroad you know, from Sheik unpronounceable. But...’ Nancy said.
‘But what...’ The doctor said. ‘But you have a way to make more money of of her than if we were to sell her to Sheik Nefrtousmnini.’
‘Well no.’ Nancy hesitated.
‘Then sell her.’
‘But... but...’ Nancy protested. ‘What if I buy her.’
‘With what money?’ The doctor asked. ‘Where are you going to get more than the half a million dollars that some spoiled Arabian kid is willing to give for a perfectly programmed sex slave slash ninth wife or whatever.’
‘She could work for us. She could scout girls, she could help us program them, we could upscale our organization.’
‘No.’
‘But Lucius...’
‘Nancy, you’re on very very thin ice. Stop whining. This isn’t a mass production of perfect Stepford wives, this is precision work, this is art, each brain chemistry meticulously altered to turn someone into a fantasy, the perfect companion, the perfect wife, the perfect sex slave, the perfect fuck doll, or hell even the perfect gardener, I don’t care, the perfect whatever the client wants. We are exclusive, cause we can afford to be exclusive. It’s what people want. The clients want exclusivity, they want a product the average millionaire can’t afford, they want something special, something exciting.’
‘I know, I know, I know.’ Nancy said. ‘But...’
‘Stop arguing or I’ll reprogram you. Alyssa goes to the sheik and that’s it. Now tell me about the last one.’ He pointed to Hannah’s cot.
‘Hannah. Age twenty five. Unemployed. Lives with an abusive boyfriend. Foster kid. No known family. Is here to get money so she could possibly leave him and find a place of her own.’
‘Perfect, which requests does she fit?’
‘About three of them, sir Borchard is probably willing to pay most.’
‘Fine. Compile the data and prep them for the night while I go check on the others.’
As soon as the doctor left and the automatic doors fell back into place Nancy came back to Alyssa’s cot. She squat down next to her, her arm sticking through the bars of the cot. ‘Don’t worry.’ Nancy said soft and soothing. ‘I’m not letting him send you to Egypt or Dubai or where ever Sheik Unpronounceable is from. I’ll make you mine. I’m going to make you mine. I’ll make sure of it. I’ve watched him program subjects over and over again, maybe I’ll be the one to reprogram him first.’ She was tenderly caressing Alyssa’s forehead. Alyssa just blankly stared up at the ceiling, at the dangling mobile, the giraffe and the elephant, they did have pretty colors, but the colors couldn’t enchant her anymore. She just found the piece of missing information, now she understood what was going on. Did she really? Well at least she had an idea. Reprogramming people, drugging them, selling them to rich clients. She had to get out of here, being saved by Nancy didn’t sound a whole lot better than being sold.
Alyssa tried if she could move her arms again, but her limbs were still weak and out of control. She grumbled and growled. Nancy patted her on the head and gave her a little kiss on the cheek, then she left again.
Alyssa plotted an escape. She had to wait until the drugs in her body lost their potency, she had to wait till she could move again, then she would climb over the edge of the cot, she would walk out of the automatic doors and then, once she was outside of the building she would just keep on walking until someone found her, a car, a hiker, a farmer, someone. They’d bring her to the police, she would explain what was going on. She would be a hero, an actual hero, the news would come down and interview her, she would single handedly bring down this entire operation, and then she would write about her experiences here. Admitted, when she started her English major she told herself she wouldn’t end up as a wannabe writer, but this wouldn’t be wannabe, this would be an actual best selling novel, based on a true story.
Once in a while she checked whether she could move her muscles. Her mind seemed to be completely clear, whatever else they had given her was way past working, but her muscles were as unmanageable and unruly as ever. A frustrated cry.
The girl in the cot next to her got scared and started crying, instigating a whole wave of sobs and cries all throughout the nursery.
‘Yeah, yeah, yeah.’ Nancy said while walking in. ‘Mommy’s here. I know, I know. It’s bedtime for you guys.’ Nancy slowly worked her way around the room, changing diapers, bottle feeding them until the peace returned to the nursery. Alyssa she saved for last again, only when the other three subjects were all far away in dreamland she came over to Alyssa’s cot.
‘How is my little girl feeling?’ Nancy asked.
Alyssa hesitated for a moment, not really sure whether to react angrily and hostile or whether she needed to play along until she was in control of her body again. Playing along, she decided, a snap decision. A coo.
‘Are you happy to see Mommy again? Yes you are, aren’t you. Lets change your diaper. A nice clean diaper for the night.’ Nancy fidgeted at the side of the cot and suddenly the whole side of the cot swung open like a door. Of course. Alyssa thought, she was a grown adult, of course the cots could open at the side, there was no way Nancy actually could carry her and pick her up over the bars of the cot.
Nancy unzipped the footsie pajamas, exposing Alyssa’s breasts. Her fingers prodding around pushing into the flesh, cupping the boob. With a wet fingertip she circled the areola. Alyssa felt her nipple harden. Damn it. She wouldn’t get horny. No way, there was absolutely no way she was getting horny right now. Still the wet circling fingertip was a very pleasurable tingling sensation. It made little electric pulses shoot through her body, from her nipples all the way down to her pussy. Her back involuntarily arching. Nancy massaged the nipple profoundly. Teasingly commenting on the reactions she invoked. Alyssa closed her eyes for a moment trying to get herself together, but somehow with her eyes closed the sensations were even more intense, so she opened them again, looking up into Nancy’s face. Green eyes with pointy corners, catlike eyes almost, a porcelain white skin and her red hairs dangling in big curls next to her face. Wasn’t she wearing a bun earlier? Nancy seductively licked her lips. She knelt next to the cot, her upper body bending over Alyssa, her tongue softly licking her nipple, up and down, saliva drying, a cold breeze, the tongue flicking her nipple up and down.
Panting. She was panting now.
‘Good girl.’ Nancy mumbled. ‘Just let mommy take care of you. Feels good doesn’t it?’ She sucked the nipple completely into her mouth, her lips closing around the boob, a vacuum, more tingles, it felt so good. Why did no man ever do this to her? Alyssa wondered. She brusquely opened her eyes again, she was so wrapped up in her own pleasure she forgot were she was for a moment. She couldn’t forget. She needed to stay alert. She tried if she could move her arm again.
‘Shh.’ Nancy said, while pushing her aimlessly swaying arm back into the mattress. ‘What’s wrong sweetie? Shh. Just relax. Just enjoy Mommy’s tongue for a moment.’
An agile soft tip of the tongue aroused her even more. Licking, flicking, swirling and twirling. Nancy’s mouth found her way down, she kissed Alyssa’s belly until she reached the edge of the diaper.
‘Now lets change my sweet baby.’ She said. She pulled on the sides and opened up the diaper. Cold air breezing past her wet moist pussy. Nancy cleaned her up first with a little wet wipe and after that with a washcloth. She mumbled that it wasn’t pussy shaving time at all, but that Alyssa might as well be a girl who had shaved her own pussy this morning before coming here, there was no way the doctor would know. All the while she was distributing a white foam over Alyssa’s pubes. With a disposable razor she started shaving, a rasping sound, a pressure, it was uncomfortable but exciting at the same time. The inside of her pussy was throbbing. Alyssa tried to resist, but she was just so curious. If Nancy was so much better in licking her nipples than any other man she’d ever been with then, she couldn’t wait to find out how good it would feel if Nancy would lick her down there.
She was still planning on escaping. She was still horrified by this whole experience, she didn’t want to feel curious and excited and yet she did. Nancy wiped away the last pieces of shaving foam and then cupped Alyssa’s pelvic bone with the palm of her hand.
‘Who has a nice bald pussy? Tell mommy who has a nice bald pussy? It’s you, isn’t it? Now Mommy can have a little taste can’t she?’ Her lips pouting, pressing softly in between Alyssa’s thighs, pushing her legs further apart. A tender kiss. Lips grazing past her labia, another little kiss and another. Alyssa’s body was trembling. A moan, she tried to suppress her moaning, but the sounds found their way out of her mouth either way.
Tongue now. A sloppy wet tongue pressing against her pussy, stroking up and down, caressing the entire vulva as well as the little clit on top. Arousal was flooding her body and mind, it was as if she couldn’t think straight. Whatever. Alyssa thought, what good had thinking straight brought her today?
‘Just relax sweetie.’ Mumbled words from down between her legs. ‘Let Mommy love you. You taste so good sweetie, so sexy.’ She grabbed Alyssa’s hips and tilted them, pressing the pussy into her mouth. Her lips completely surrounding her, tongue pressing inside of her, roughly one moment tenderly the next. Alyssa was approaching orgasm way quicker than usual. Normally when someone was going down on her, she had to fantasize a lot to come close to orgasm. Even the slightest thought out of place could send her all the way back to the start, a thought about grocery shopping, or washing the dish cloths or something like that.
She tried to stop her orgasm, she tried her hardest to think about mundane household chores, and when that didn’t work she tried to be angry, she reminded herself about the fickle situation she was in. Still her arousal kept on building, it was like a big ball of electricity growing bigger and bigger, and every lick, every kiss, even the tiniest movement of Nancy mouth would mean another spark flying through her pussy building up higher and higher.
Nancy licked her finger and shoved it inside of Alyssa. Fingerfucking her, rapidly, massaging the inside of her vagina, licking and kissing the clit on the outside. No. No. No. No. NOOO. She couldn’t control herself. The orgasm smashed through her body, the ball of pleasure melted, it flowed through all of her limbs, from the tip of her toes till the top of her head, everywhere just felt this magical tingling feeling. She screamed loudly, her body rocking involuntarily, her arms swaying and thrashing around.
‘Good girl. That’s a good girl. Good girl.’ Nancy kept repeating what a good girl she was, in this soft soothing almost mesmerizing voice. ‘That’s mommy’s girl.’
The orgasm slowly subsided. Nancy teasingly flicked her tongue over her clit, causing Alyssa’s body to spasm once more.
‘Now turn over.’ Nancy ordered. She waited a moment, but of course Alyssa couldn’t move. Although Alyssa did check whether she was able to move her muscles again, it seems as though she could wriggle her fingers quite accurately, that was a start, right? First fingers then arms, then legs, then escape.
‘A right I forgot you’re not a ... never mind.’ Nancy mumbled. She grabbed Alyssa by her waist and in one smooth movement she flipped her over. Nancy now admired her butt. Caressing her butt cheeks.
‘Beautiful.’ She said. Followed by a hard smack.
What? Alyssa wanted to look around, she wanted the ask what was going on, she cursed her own paralyzed body. Get that shitty medicine out of your system already she ordered herself, but it didn’t make her any less paralyzed. Another slap on her butt and another. Nancy was sitting on top of her now. Rubbing her own naked pussy against Alyssa’s upper leg, while she kept on hitting her and smacking her on her butt.
‘So pretty. Such a pretty girl. But pretty girls needs discipline. Mommy needs to spank you.’ She rode her pussy against Alyssa, fingering herself with her one hand, spanking her with  the other. ‘Alyssa.’ She panted, a hoarse voice almost a moan. ‘Pretty Alyssa needs spankies from Mommy, doesn’t she? Needs spankies. Needs – moan – spankies. Needs – moan – Mom – moan - my. I’m your Mommy. Your Mommy. I’m your... Mom... – moan – my.’
She fell on top of Alyssa. Her body rocking her finger still fervently rubbing over her own pussy. Moaning loudly. Louder. She bit Alyssa’s ear. A warm wetness dripping over her leg. Damn it. Alyssa thought. Am I peeing? I hope I’m not peeing. It got warmer and wetter between her legs. She closed her eyes, trying to hide from the situation, trying to ignore, to possibly escape away into her own mind.
Nancy’s breathing got slower and more regular. She pushed her chin over Alyssa’s shoulder, pressing her cheek against Alyssa’s cheek. ‘Good girl.’ She mumbled. Her arm protectively laying over Alyssa’s head. Stroking her hair. ‘Good girl. That’s a good girl. You gave Mommy a lot of happy feelings.’ She mused. ‘You did good. You’re a sweetheart. You’re such a good girl that Mommy squirted all over you.’
She kept on stroking her hair. Her warm body heavy and sweaty on top of Alyssa. She kissed her cheek and the nape of her neck.
‘You alright there sweetie?’ Nancy asked.
Alyssa didn’t answer, she just tried moving her fingers again, she could press her index finger and thumb together, that must be a good sign.
‘I know it’s bed time.’ Nancy said. ‘Mommy will clean you up.’ She dried Alyssa’s leg, then swaddled her hips in a new clean diaper. For a moment Alyssa was relieved, now with a fresh new diaper on she didn’t have to worry about peeing herself. She shook her head. This was the worst, Nancy was the worst. She just couldn’t trust her own thoughts. Maybe she had been partially reprogrammed already. Her thoughts didn’t feel like her own. She should be horrified about wearing a diaper, and never ever before did she have any lesbian inclinations, there was no way she just orgasmed out of arousal, they must have slipped her some aphrodisiac or something. Alyssa compulsively tried to think of another explanation for her thoughts and feelings, she didn’t know exactly what was going on, but she wasn’t herself, that much was clear.
She tried her fingers again, she even succeeded in grabbing a piece of fabric, but then Nancy lifted that arm and shoved it into the sleeve of the pajamas. She dressed Alyssa, tucked her in and closed the side of the cot again.
Nancy pulled up her own panties, rearranged her clothes and stroke a strand of hair behind her ear. ‘What do you weigh again sweetie.’ For a moment she looked on a chart that seemed to be attached to the end of the cot. ‘Let’s give you seven and a half milligrams, that should do the trick.’ She prepped a bottle of milk and shoved the nipple into Alyssa’s mouth. Alyssa now noticed she was quite hungry. Was it really bedtime already? She had no clue about time. Breakfast this morning at home had been her last proper meal. She tried escaping the bottle, but the nipple just kept following her. She looked at the girl sleeping in the cot next to her. Her thumb had slipped from her mouth and limply lied between her teeth. She hadn’t woken up from the sound or anything, she was probably sedated, perhaps with the same drug the Nancy was now force feeding her.
She was torn between hunger, the impulse to gulp all the milk down and the wish to fight it all, the wish to escape. It wasn’t more than a wish, her fingers could only grab a piece of fabric, not much for an escape plan. Milk seeping down her throat, it tasted bitter. She soon felt the drug taking effect, a drowsy yawn creeping over her face. She was defeated, so defeated, so helpless, she gave up. She closed her lips around the nipple and started suckling. Better to fall asleep quickly, she thought, at least when she was asleep she wouldn’t feel so lost and confused. A warm humming feeling all through her body, her mind fading away quickly. She welcomed the sleep.
‘Good girl.’ A reassuring voice said. ‘That’s a good girl. Sweet dreams my darling.’
A dry mouth. That she noticed first. Her mouth was terribly dry and she had a horrible taste in her mouth. She reached her arms out, maybe she had a bottle of water still standing on her nightstand. Her hand slammed into something.
‘Fuck.’ She mumbled. She opened her eyes. Frazzled she looked around, bars, why was she surrounded by white bars? She pushed herself up to a sitting position. A cot, she was in a cot. ‘What the fuck.’ She mumbled. For a few moments she just stared at the blanket, at her own feet hidden behind the velvety fabric of the footsie pajama. Slowly it came back to her. The medical experiment. The drugs. They were drugging and reprogramming people. She had to escape. She stood up. A dull headache nagging, she ignored it, hoping it would go away if she just ignored it. It was like having a hangover, maybe it was a side effect of the medication. She tried to climb out of the cot, she pulled herself upwards and tried to hoist her leg over the rim. She didn’t work out regularly, although she did have a gym membership, if she got out of here she would make an effort to actually go, she made a resolution. Halfway through her gymnast acrobatics escape she remembered the side could swing open, she felt around until she found the little sliding lock, it was easily pushed open and then she was free. She stepped out of the cot onto the soft carpet. She kicked a pluche duck out of the way. Now what? There was no one around, no Nancy, no doctor. She walked over to the door, but the doors were locked, they didn’t open no matter what she tried. Damn it.
She looked around the room, there was another door leading to a tiny office. The office door was open, she walked in, a messy desk, a pacifier bouncing around on the computer screen. Alyssa hit the keyboard. Enter password, it said. Focus, she told herself, all she needed was a key, a little key to open the door, or maybe a card or something.
From the nursery came sobbing sounds, first softly, but quickly getting louder.
‘Shh.’ Alyssa said angrily, but the crying didn’t stop.
She walked over to the cot. Blond Hannah with the freckled face and the floppy ears was crying her lungs out, her cheeks were all red and wet with tears.
‘Shh.’ Alyssa now said somewhat more compassionate. ‘Don’t cry, okay? I’ll get us out of here. I’ll get us all out of here, but first I need to find a key to open that door. Don’t cry, sweetie. Just tell me what’s wrong. I’ll help you.’
Alyssa looked over at the door. What if someone heard Hannah crying and came checking up on them, they would find her out of bed and before she knew it, she was drugged and sedated and paralyzed again.
‘Please.’ she begged Hannah, ‘Please shut up. Snap out of it or they’re going to drug us again and sell us.’
Hannah just kept on sobbing, as if she didn’t understand a word of Alyssa’s plea. Alyssa reached into the cot. She grabbed Hannah’s thumb and tried to stuff it in her mouth.
‘Here.’ she said.
It seemed to work for a brief moment, then the sobbing started again.
‘What do you want?’ Alyssa said. She picked the pluche duck up from the ground and wriggled it around. Hannah fell silent. A smile crept over her face. An innocent chuckle.
‘Yeah you like that?’ Alyssa said. ‘Go play with your ducky then.’
Now the silence had returned to the nursery, and she went back into the office. She shoved papers aside, filing folders, one with her name on it as well. She had to fight her own curiosity. There was no time, she had to get out of here. There weren’t any keys on the desk. She pulled open the top drawer. It was filled with drugs and medication, long chains of syllables, long names. They seemed to be ordered, the ones in the back were for inducing sleep, the once in the middle for sedation, then there was a row that was labeled ‘psycho-active’, another row labeled paralysis and muscle relaxers.
A bang. A burst of adrenaline. For a moment she froze, then she hid under the desk. Nothing happened, no one came in, another bang and another. When Alyssa put her head around the corner of the nursery she found that Gerald was banging his foot against the end of his cot.
‘Stop that.’ She hissed.
Of course he didn’t listen, she walked over. ‘Stop that.’ She said again. Now Hannah started crying again. For a moment all of her courage faded, this was never going the work, she would never get out of here. ‘I’m trying to help you, idiots, you stupid brainwashed babies.’ She stomped her foot on the ground, then in a haze she walked back to the office. She examined the drawer with medication and grabbed a bottle from the sleep inducing section. ‘Plus minus. One drop = hour sleep.’ it said on the label in handwriting. She took the bottle back into the nursery. First she went over to howling Hannah. She got a pipette out.
‘Open your mouth, sweetie.’ she said. Hannah didn’t listen, so Alyssa reached into the cot, she pulled on Hannah’s chin till her mouth opened, then she pinched the pipette. Instead of just one drop an entire spurt came out, and dropped into Hannah’s mouth, she frowned, her mouth in a grimace, she opened her mouth to start screaming again, then suddenly her face became softer, she blinked, she blinked again, her eyes rolling away, her head lulling to the side. Her lips parted a little.
Alyssa was amazed at the speed of the sleep setting in, she was also a bit scared what if she had given Hannah way to much, what if Hannah died? No. No, time to think and reflect and ponder over the ethics of it all. Right now she had to survive, it was all about survival and escape, later she would come back for them. Drugging them was in their own interest. She moved over to Geralds cot, this time she was a little bit more careful, she only dropped three drops in his mouth. His eyes started rolling all the same and he was out like a light.
Then Alyssa went to check on the last cot, the red-headed Liliane was still sound asleep, yet Alyssa pulled open her mouth and dropped a few drops in, just to be sure.
Now it was time for action, real action. She didn’t know how much time she would have before Nancy or the Doctor would come back. In a rush she pulled open all drawers, she pulled books from the shelves, she opened file folders, nothing. What if there wasn’t a key at all, what if they had locked them in and taken the only key with them. Maybe she just had to force the doors open, she took the large swivel chair from the office, it was the heaviest thing she could find, she was barely able to lift it. She pushed it into the doors. Nothing, she tried again and again, and then something broke, a tiny crook, she pulled and wriggled and kicked until it was a big enough hole for her to crawl through.
Freedom. Well actually a white empty hallway, stretching out to the left and the right of her. She started running. Just random running. Corners. A staircase. Another hallway. Another corner. Suddenly she heard voices. She stopped. Her heart beating in her throat. She pushed herself into the wall. The voices were coming from behind the door, they were fighting.
‘Just let me go check, Lucius.’
‘You’re being a whiny brat Nancy, you know how it works, let them wake-up, let them cry, the longer they are waiting for you, the easier the Mommy dependency Stockholm Syndrome variation sets in. You like the Mommy dependency Stockholm Syndrome, don’t you?’
‘I’m not going to change or feed them, I just want to check in.’
‘No. There’s three more of the regular subjects we need to examine, there’s more than just the nursery, we do actually have to generate an actual research paper on neurological... .’
‘I know, I know, but Lucius...’
A smacking sound.
‘O no. You did not just hit me.’ Nancy said.
‘O yes I did, and I swear to God Nance I will do it again, if you keep behaving like a spoiled brat, I swear I will give you a full on spanking if I hear another word coming out of your mouth. I’ve had it to here with you.’
There was a brief silence.
‘What?’ the doctor said. ‘Nothing to say? That’s what I thought. Finally coming to your senses. Now I will collect some data from the other three and in the meantime I want you to enter these numbers into the computer. You’d better have it done by the time I get back, and if I have the slightest reason to believe you did sneak out to the nursery I will spank you so hard you won’t be able to sit for days. If all of the people up there are type ones there’s no reason for you at all to check up on them this early in the morning.’
The door swung open and the doctor appeared. Alyssa froze, she held her breath. The doctor marched away from her with big brusque pases. For a few moments Alyssa waited, but it seemed like the coast was clear, so she started moving again. Somewhere there had to be an exit, or even a window, when there was a window she would know whether she was on the right floor, of hell she might just crawl through the window right then and there. Somehow she looped around, after a full walk she was back at the same office door where Nancy was working again. She held back a curse and tip-toed passed the door. It was a labyrinth here. Everything looked alike. The hallway over there seemed to be a bit brighter lit, maybe there was a window over there. Without any hope she walked over there, there wasn’t a window, there was just a big brightly lit ward.
Six people were laying in regular hospital beds, watching television, reading books. They were wearing normal adult scrubs, there was nothing baby like about them at all. This was the kind of thing she had imagined when signing up for medical research.
The doctor was kindly going around the room asking how people felt, taking their blood pressure, listening to their heart and lungs. The other patients were softly talking to each other about what they would do with the money they would get, and how they would have to file it with the IRS.
She was supposed to be in this group, in this group with Richard over there, the group that just took some medication, was tested for side effects and then could go home again. She wasn’t even a type one, she needed to be in this ward to start with. Nancy had fucked her over. Nancy had fucked her over big time.
‘That bitch.’ She mumbled.
The doors swung open. ‘Who’s there?’ Strong hands. The doctor pushing her into the wall. His face inches from hers. ‘What are you doing here?’ He asked. He looked her up and down, and Alyssa felt eerily self aware about her footsie pajamas and the diaper she was still wearing. She looked for a way out, to the left, to the right. The doctor pushed her against the wall even more firmly. ‘What are you doing here?’ He asked again.
Alyssa took a deep breath. ‘I’m supposed to be in this group.’ She said. ‘I’m not a type one. I’m a type three, maybe type four whatever that may be. Nancy said so herself. But she injected me so I would be paralyzed, she deceived you, she fucked me over.’
‘That bitch.’ the doctor said.
‘That’s what I said.’ Alyssa nodded. The fingers of the doctor still poking into her shoulders, it hurt, she was kind of terrified about what was going to happen to her now, but it could only get better, couldn’t it? The doctor dragged her along. He barged into the office. Shoving Alyssa in front of him, pushing Alyssa towards Nancy.
‘What is this?’ the doctor asked.
Nancy looked petrified.
The doctor repeated the question angrily poking Alyssa in between her shoulder blades.
‘Stop it.’ Alyssa said. ‘I’m Alyssa.’
‘Nancy?’ The doctor said, completely ignoring Alyssa’s words.
Nancy shrugged. ‘Don’t know.’ she said softly.
‘You don’t know, do you. Well I do know. You’re fired.’
‘Okay.’ Nancy said. She pushed herself up from the desk and wanted to walk a way.
‘Sit down.’The doctor ordered while snapping his fingers. ‘You didn’t think I would let you walk out of here, just like that, did you?’
Nancy shrugged again.
‘Hand me your keys.’
‘Lucius.’ Nancy said begging.
‘Hand. Me. Your. Keys.’
‘Lucius don’t.’ Nancy whispered. ‘I’m sorry. I’m terribly sorry.’
‘You were sorry last time, apparently that didn’t keep you from doing it again.’
‘But... nothing went wrong this time. I wouldn’t have let her go home unstable. I’ve learned from my mistakes. I would’ve just kept her drugged and sedated until she was done, the other types eventually do get there, it just takes longer. It’s alright. Lucius. There’s no harm done yet.’
‘There’s no harm done, you say. But here she is, isn’t she? She somehow escaped from a locked nursery and made it all the way down to the ward, what if she’d walked in and the research group had seen her like this.’
‘But she didn’t.’
‘She’s talking to me about not being a type one and what not.’
Alyssa just stood uncomfortably in the midst of the office. The doctor kept pushing her and shaking her as he was yelling at Nancy. Alyssa didn’t know who to root for, she didn’t know what outcome to root for. She was angry at Nancy, yet at the same time she felt sorry for her, she feared the doctor and his anger. Another shove. She looked over her shoulder.
‘How does she know about type ones? Did you even give her that amnesiac yesterday, or did you fuck that up too?’
‘I didn’t fuck it up.’ Nancy said.
‘What else does she know?’
‘I don’t know. What else do you know sweetie?’
Alyssa stared at Nancy’s red face, then looked over her shoulder at the doctors angry expression. She knew too much, she knew about the type ones being reprogrammed and sold, she knew everything, but if they found out they would never ever let her go again.
‘I know...’ Alyssa said hesitantly. ‘I know all poems by Edgar Allan Poe by heart. I was an English major.’
‘Don’t play dumb with me.’ The doctor grabbed her face, his fingers squeezing into her cheeks. ‘There’s an easy way to find out what you know, hon.’ He said threateningly. ‘You can either tell me, or I’ll have you tied down and pumped full of truth serum.’
‘It doesn’t matter what she knows Lucius.’ Nancy said. ‘Don’t panic. She just needs another session or two or three and then she’s as blank minded as a baby, we will wipe it all away, all of her memories, including the ones she’s made here, and then we reprogram her.’
‘I’ll reprogram you.’ The doctor said slightly calmed down already. ‘I swear Nance. I will reprogram you.’
‘You can try. I bet I’m a type five anyway.’
‘This is a waste of time.’ The doctor said. ‘This is an utter waste of time, a waste of money, a waste of facilities and resources.’
‘It doesn’t have to be. I’ll take care of her in my spare time. She’ll be my little pet project.’
‘I don’t want you interacting with her, thinking about her, touching her, or even in the same room as her, ever again.’ The doctor said. He grabbed Alyssa at the upper arm and dragged her out of the office.
‘You don’t need help with her induction?’ Nancy yelled.
‘No.’ The doctor grumbled. ‘Go do your job, enter the numbers, then take care of the ones in the nursery.’
‘Yes sir.’ Nancy said. ‘Does this mean I’m not fired anymore?’
The doctor pretended not to hear and walked away from the office. He briefly looked at Alyssa rolling his eyes at her, a silent comment on all Nancy’s shouting. Alyssa shyly smiled.
‘I’m sorry.’ He said to her as soon as they turned the corner. ‘It’s partially my fault I guess, I should have dealt with Nancy the last times she went of the rails. You’re kind of the innocent victim in this.’
Alyssa nodded. All of the type one test subjects were innocent victims, weren’t they. She kept her mouth shut and nodded again. He wrapped his arms around her shoulder amicably and walked her down to a dark room. He turned on the lights, and a wall of computer screens, and buttons and wires was revealed.
‘What’s this?’ Alyssa asked. Shying away back to the door. She felt the silver knob sliding in the palm of her hand but the door didn’t open. How did he lock it so quickly she hadn’t even seen him lock it.
‘Calm down.’ The doctor said friendly. ‘I’m not going to hurt you. Nancy’s the one who’s hurting you. She’s a mess. She’s crazy. Well I guess, when you’re in this line of work your colleagues have to be a bit crazy, they have to have compromised morals to say the least, but Nance has no morals whatsoever, she’s just a... well an unsatisfiable maniac.’ He shook his head and patted on the leather chair. ‘Sit down sweetheart.’
‘What are you going to do to me?’ Alyssa asked. She was still fumbling with the doorknob.
‘It won’t open without a key.’ The Doctor said.
Alyssa looked at him startled.
‘Don’t be scared. Come sit down. I’ll give you something so you won’t be scared.’ The doctor talked to her so calmly. She almost fell for it. His soothing words, his friendly calm smile. She shook her head and fumbled with the doorknob again.
‘Let me go.’ She said.
‘I wish I could, believe me sweetheart, I wish I could. But thanks to Nancy you’re a liability now, and since I’m not willing to kill you, and I won’t condone Nancy killing you either, I have to find a way to turn you from a liability into an asset.’ The doctor sighed deeply. He sank into a chair. ‘And since you’re not a type one, it is going to take multiple days probably and a lot of hands on management.’ He pulled open a drawer and fidgeted with the things inside. It was silent for a while. Alyssa stood there pulling on the doorknob but it didn’t budge. The calmness of the doctor made her think it was impossible to escape at all. Yet she refused to give up just like that. The doctor was now prepping a syringe.
‘Neither one of us is particularly looking forward to this, but at least you’ll be high on drugs and sedatives for most of the time. You can either come sit down now, or we can have a little struggle over there at the door, with you possibly hurting yourself, you possibly breaking a few pieces of equipment. I’d prefer if you just came to this chair now.’
Alyssa stared at him in disbelief. She shook her head. No matter how forlorn her situation seemed, she wouldn’t just give up and give in.
The doctor sighed and came up out of is chair. He walked over. There wasn’t even a struggle possible. Before she knew what was happening he had grabbed her by the throat, with his lower arm he kept her in place while he rolled up the sleeve of her pajamas and looked for a vein. Any resistance was futile. He wasn’t even the big bodybuilder type, yet he was way stronger than her. It seemed to be no effort at all, for him to keep her in place while he released the contents of the syringe into her arm. She felt the drug spreading to her body, her fingertips tingling, a dullness shooting up through her spine, a warmth calmness.
‘Good girl. You’re starting to feel it working, don’t you.’ He removed the syringe and put it down on the corner of the counter, then he grabbed her body, he pulled her in for a hug. ‘I know sweetheart.’ He said soothingly, while rocking her back and forth. ‘I know it’s a shitty situation, but we’ll make the best of it.’
Alyssa was losing her grasp of reality quickly. Her muscles weakened, she sank into the chest of the doctor, she seemed to melt into his embrace. She couldn’t hold herself up anymore, the room was getting clouded, her thoughts floaty and misty. He caressed her forehead, still talking to her in that very soothing voice. She closed her eyes for a little bit. She felt safe, she felt so safe and relaxed, completely surrounded by such a strong doctor.
‘You ready?’ The doctor asked. He shook her awake and pulled her chin up to look into her eyes.
Disoriented and absentmindedly she looked up at him.
‘You are.’ He mumbled. ‘Now let's come sit on this chair over here.’ Willingly she let herself be guided and placed in the chair, for some parts the doctor might have picked her up and carried her. She wasn’t paying that much attention. She was just floating away, a dreamy haze, her body seemed to be filled with fuzzy softness, like her own skin was hugging her body. She felt happy, happy and serene.
‘Now I can’t start right away, honey.’ The doctor said while he tenderly placed her ankle into a strap and clasped it. ‘I first need to think up a new personality for you. Maybe I’ll have you replace Nancy as my assistant, but how to...’ The doctor clacked his tongue and made some thinking sounds. Alyssa was now completely tied down, yet her powerless position didn’t frighten her, the straps around her limbs pushing her into the chair barely even registered. She just leaned backwards, her eyes heavy, closing every once in a while. The pondering of the doctor was a vague grumbling from afar, sometimes a few of his words entered the tiny sliver of consciousness she had left. Yet it didn’t make any sense. They were scientific words, long strings of unpronounceable syllables, maybe he was summing up the medication he would give her or something.
It was fine. All was fine. She didn’t care about anything. Nothing mattered. A sensation, the doctor was caressing her knee, his fingers touching the inside of her upper leg, tenderly stroking. Alyssa tried to open her eyes for a moment, a hazy room, spinning and turning, heavy limbs, he kept on talking to her, as if she had asked him a question, or maybe he was just thinking aloud. His voice was as a drumming engine.
‘Let’s see why Nancy likes you so much.’ He said.
Alyssa’s head, lulled to the side. The doctor grabbed her face and leaned in to give her a kiss. His lips pressing against hers, soft pushing, the stubble of his chin chafing her, his tongue entering her mouth, probing, curiously exploring. Alyssa intuitively answered his kiss, she tried to stick out her tongue and touch his, although her muscles were heavy and and unruly.
‘O sweetie.’ the doctor said amazed. His hand sliding around to cup the nape of her neck, he pulled her in and kissed her once more. The weight of his body laying completely on top of her, his hips slowly rocking back and forth.
He unzipped her pajamas, and rubbed himself against her breasts. ‘You are a pretty one.’ He said. ‘For that part Nancy was right.’
Alyssa kind of nodded.
The doctor lifted his head and looked at her from a few inches distance. ‘Were you nodding?’ He asked.
Alyssa nodded again.
‘Have I been working that long?’ He asked. ‘Is the medicine flushing out already? Well apparently. Don’t worry.’ He said while kissing her again. ‘I’m almost done, I almost figured it out. Before we start I’ll give you something extra, or do you want something extra right now?’
Alyssa shook her head. She didn’t want any new medication at all. Although, she did like the satisfied calmness, the happiness, everything just seemed so perfect.
The doctor kissed her again, rubbing his body against hers. No thoughts, just surrendering to the string of sensations. His hand fumbling with her pajamas, pulling on her diaper, all nude now. Every single touch felt even more intensely, her skin seemed to explode into a thousand little sparks. His hardened cock rubbing in between her legs, pushing against her pubis. He lifted his hips for a moment, then with his hand he guided his cock inside of her. Thickly filling her up. Waiting. Panting. Then slowly he started to thrust, back and forth. The tip of his cock bumping into an extra sensitive spot. Slowly deliberately. Then suddenly he seemed to lose control. Rapidly fucking her. Rough. Deep. Hard. Alyssa was overwhelmed. Her eyes had closed again, her head slumping to the side, no awareness, just sensations, just that one sensation, that one magical sensation down there in between her legs. She wanted it to never end. It felt so good, so magically wonderful. There seemed to be no rhythm to his thrusts, no cadence, it was soft and smooth the one moment, rough and rapid the next, and everything in between. The doctor moaning, panting, mumbling, whispering, ‘good girl, good girl, good girl.’
He cramped up. A brief moment of silence, complete silence. No panting, no movement. It was as if the world ceased to exist for a while. Had she died? Fought with her heavy eyelids to open them. Blurred vision. The face of the doctor looming over her, an ecstatic grin around his lips.
He sank on top of her. A deep sigh, a deep inhale, slowly his breathing became regular again. ‘You did well.’ he said, kissing her nose and cheek. ‘I can see why Nancy likes you.’ another kiss. ‘Just one moment more sweetie, just let me lay here for a few minutes more, then I’ll go back to work. I almost solved it. I almost got a complete plot.’
The doctor kept laying on top of her. Heavy. His damp breath breezing past her earlobe. Softly kissing her in her neck. She felt his cock shrinking within her pussy, he slithered out of her. A thin itching seep dripped out of her pussy and ran down her butt crack.
Eventually the doctor got up. Another few kisses. He re-dressed himself and he also put the diaper and Alyssa’s pajamas back in place. He sat down behind his computer. There was silence. Every once in a while he tapped with his pen against his desk.
‘That’s it....’  he said one time while scribbling something on a piece of paper. ‘But hmmm...’ Sometimes he looked around and stared for a few moments at Alyssa, telling her to don’t worry, that he would figure it out.
Alyssa would shrug, well if she were able to shrug that is. She just lazily laid back in the padded leather chair, her limbs still tightly tied down, her mind wandering. Her pussy warm and throbbing. She drifted off, she jumped onto that big rainbow of happiness and let herself be engulfed by quiescent peacefulness.
‘Yes, got it.’ The doctor said. His words dragging her out of her mind and back into the strange room filled with wires and buttons and tubes and syringes. He was leaning over her, exposing the inside of the elbow, a silver needle protruded her skin, it slowly sank into her arm as if her arm was made out of cotton candy. He pushed the plunger down, releasing a new dose of sedative into her bloodstream. Her whole body got warmer, her limbs tingling, she noticed but she didn’t care, she kind of liked this feeling actually. No reason to resist happiness. She felt the numbness shooting through her body, a wave of drowsiness and another, her eyes burning, her eyelids heavy, she closed them for a while.
A pressure against her nose and her chin. A hissing sound. She barely noticed the breathing mask that was placed over her face. It filled up with the sweet fumes. She just breathed and drifted away.
‘Take a deep breath honey.’ The doctor said. ‘This gas will help you reach neurospace, a blank minded limbo where your mind will be as empty and pliable as it can possibly be. No consciousness. No sense of self. No awareness. Just my voice. My voice is the only reality that you know, my voice will shape your world, will shape your mind, will mold your personality. Almost there, just another deep breath or three. Good girl. Two.’
Alyssa’s mind was swimming, there were a lot of thoughts blowing through her head, a tornado, all in a big blur, she couldn’t focus, and the thoughts seemed to spin faster and faster, nothing left, they faded, the room faded, her body faded, everything disappeared.
‘Wake-y, wake-y sweetheart.’ She was being shaken, a push against her shoulder, her body rocking. She fought against the misty haze in her head. She tried to open her heavy heavy eyelids. She vaguely noticed she was laying in her cot, then she sank away in the darkness again.
‘Yeah, daddy knows you’re tired, there’s some neuro-readjusters still in your body, that’s why daddy’s waking you up now, so daddy can give you an extra powerful post-treatment trigger. Open your eyes now sweetheart.’
Alyssa turned away her head and tried to fall asleep again, but Daddy kept on poking her until she begrudgingly opened her eyes. She looked up into his face, for a moment she didn’t recognize him, then she remembered, he was her daddy, no he wasn’t, he was Lucius, the doctor. A doctor why would there be a doctor here? Was she sick? Competing thoughts, competing memories, the world she experienced, seemed to exclude the world she remembered.
‘Good girl.’ The man said.
Alyssa tried to understand but it was hard to make sense of it all. ‘I don’t understand.’ She said.
‘That’s a good start.’ The man said. ‘That’s a really good start.’
‘But why? What is going on. What’s a good start?’
‘Shh.’ The man said. She still hadn’t decided whether he was a doctor or a daddy. ‘Don’t worry. You’re a little girl still. You don’t have to understand everything as long as Daddy knows what’s going on.’
‘But... but... what is going on?’
‘Well in a moment Daddy will change your diaper and feed you and give you your medicine.’
‘I don’t want to wear a diaper.’ Alyssa said. That much she was sure of, no matter who she was, or who the man was, she didn’t want to wear a diaper.
‘I know sweetie, you want to be a big girl.’
Hesitantly she nodded.
‘You are a big girl already. Daddy knows you don’t need a diaper. It’s just for now, while your sick.’
‘Am I sick? I’m not sick.’ Alyssa frowned, then lazily laid her head back into her pillow. She was indeed tired, maybe she was sick indeed. She let her eyelids sink shut for a moment, but before she had the opportunity to drift off Daddy was shaking her awake again. She grumbled crankily.
‘I know you’d rather go back to sleep sweetheart, we just need to take care of you for a while.’ First he zipped open her pajamas, he wriggled her legs out of the pants and he undid her diaper. He rubbed a wet wipe over her pussy, it felt kind of nice, happy tingles seemed to spread in between her legs.
‘That feels good, doesn’t it Sweetie.’
Absentmindedly she nodded.
‘I know.’ He said. ‘I know.’ He first rubbed some sort of cream over her pussy and then sprinkled some baby powder on top of it. Her skin quickly getting warmer it was as if the cream was getting hot, it felt nice though, her pussy started throbbing. He swaddled her hips and put her into a brand new diaper. His index finger caressing her face for a moment. ‘Look at those rosy cheeks. I think my baby likes getting a fresh clean diaper, doesn’t she.’
‘I’m not a baby.’ Alyssa said.
‘I know you’re Daddy’s big girl.’
She nodded, then shook her head. She squinted her eyes as she looked at Daddy. Why wasn’t she sure. There was one reality, there couldn’t be two, why couldn’t she pick which one of the realities was real? Was he a daddy or a crazy evil doctor scientist? Plain logic would suggest he was her daddy, she was a baby she was lying in a cot, daddy was caring for her, but still it didn’t make sense, the other reality felt way more real. She sighed and closed her eyes again. Maybe she was just sleepy, maybe her dream had somehow slipped into reality. She just had to sleep for a little while longer and then all would make sense again.
‘Are you hungry?’
Now he asked she suddenly noticed the hollow feeling in her tummy. She nodded and Daddy presented her with a big baby’s bottle. It wasn’t white milk though, it had a yellowy color.
‘What’s that?’ She asked.
‘NutriEnriched-milk.’ He said. ‘It’s all the nutrients a girl like you needs in just one bottle feed, I picked banana flavor, your favorite isn’t it.’ He leaned over the brim of her cot, his arm reaching down and putting the nipple of the bottle into her mouth. She suckled for a moment. It was a thick almost yogurt-like consistency with a chemical banana flavor. She was hungry indeed, yet somehow it didn’t feel safe to drink some milk she’d never heard about of a bottle. She tried to push it away with her hands, her arms seemed to be to long and gawky but she could move them quite accurately nonetheless, she pushed the bottle away.
‘Shh.’ Daddy said. He again pushed the nipple in her mouth.
She shook her head.
‘What’s wrong, Sweetie, you prefer strawberry or chocolate today?’
‘No.’ she said.
‘Then what?’ He asked. ‘What are you afraid of?’
‘Like...’ she said. ‘Like what’s in it, what are you feeding me, is it actual food or is it drugs again?’
‘Oh poor baby.’ Daddy said while stroking her forehead. ‘You’re getting all confused again, don’t you. This is just your milk, Daddy will give you your medications after you’ve finished your milk.’
‘I don’t want medication.’ 
‘Shh’ Daddy said. His calm voice and his tender caresses had a comforting effect. ‘Why don’t you hold your bottle yourself, while Daddy preps your med-meds.’ He grabbed her hand and wrapped her fingers around the plastic bottle. Alyssa nodded, she suckled on the banana flavored milk, she was indeed very hungry. She gulped it all down, except for the last sip. She didn’t want to drink the last sip, as long as she didn’t finish, she didn’t have to take her medication.
‘Go on.’ Daddy said. He was fidgeting with an asthma-inhaler type of instrument, it had a small rubber mask attached to a transparent nebulizer.
‘I’m not sick.’ Alyssa said. ‘I don’t need medication.’
‘But sweetie, you’re so confused all the time and you have these horrible nightmares about that hospital.’
Alyssa nodded, she kind of remembered the hospital. ‘With the doctor?’ She asked. ‘And the nurse, and the research project.’
‘Exactly.’ Daddy said.
So it was a nightmare, that did make sense. At least it did make somewhat sense, not totally. Why would she think Daddy was an evil doctor, and it wasn’t a hospital it was some sort of research facility, like a laboratory or something.
‘Wouldn’t it be nice if those confusing and scary thoughts all went away?’
‘Yes.’ Alyssa nodded.
‘Daddy’s medicine will help, Daddy’s medicine will help you remember you’re daddy’s little girl. So you won’t be sick anymore. You won’t be confused, wouldn’t that be nice?’
She smiled hesitantly. It would be nice to not be confused anymore.
‘You’d like that don’t you?’ Daddy said.
She nodded.
‘Well then finish your milk.’ He ordered.
She gulped down the last sip and handed Daddy her bottle.
‘Good girl.’ He said. He placed the rubber mask with the nebulizer over her nose and mouth. Then he sprayed a three little whiffs into the nebulizer. It was weirdly sweet, but kind of nice.
‘Take a deep breath honey, then hold your breath for three counts, two, one, and exhale. And again.’
She listened to Daddy and obediently inhaled and exhaled, following his instructions. She felt somewhat light headed as if she was about to faint, the worlds seemed fragile, her thoughts fragile.
‘You’re feeling better already I see, all those confusing thoughts just fade away, further and further, each time you inhale, you’re daddy’s little girl. You love getting your medication, don’t you? It feels so good to know you’re daddy’s little girl, to know you can just trust daddy, you don’t have to know everything, you don’t have to understand everything, daddy will take care of you, daddy understands.’
He blew another whiff into the nebulizer, briefly the air around her smelled more sweet. She obediently inhaled, she listened to his words and nodded, it was all better now, her thoughts slightly detached and floaty, she didn’t care, she just listened to daddy and knew he spoke the truth.
‘Good girl.’ Daddy said while he took the mask away from her face again. ‘I think it is working isn’t it? A little bit of maintenance medicine to make sure your brain won’t reject all my suggestions and undo all of my hard work.’
Alyssa nodded, although she didn’t quite understood what he was talking about. Daddy just smiled and pinched her cheek. ‘O you agree, don’t you?’
‘Yes.’ she said hesitantly.
‘Now Daddy has to give you a tiny little injection as well, to make sure your physiology is in line with the rest of the story, it would be a pity if an incongruent thing like that would make you confused again, wouldn’t it?
Alyssa frowned. ‘I don’t know.’ She said.
‘No, you don’t. But daddy knows. It was a rhetorical question. Will you be a good girl and lie very very still for Daddy?’ He brought a little syringe into the cot, he pushed it into the muscle of her upper arm and plunged all the medicine in. A numbing feeling in her upper arm quickly spread through the rest of her body. She wasn’t paralyzed, being paralyzed felt different, or at least when she dreamed about the nasty nurse in the hospital it felt different. Her muscles felt weird, strangely detached, but she could still move them, although, not as smoothly as she used to, it was as if she had to re-learn how to move her arms and legs all over again, she waved her arm up into the air. Kind of amazed, she looked at her own hand.
‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. He patted her head. ‘Now Daddy has to leave you alone for a while, cause Daddy has a lot, a lot of work to catch up on, are you going to be alright? Let’s strap you down, make sure you don’t hurt yourself if I get back later than I intend to.’ He knelt next to the cot, and pulled a big leather belt across her tummy pushing her firmly into the mattress. The buckle was somewhere hidden under her cot. Alyssa pried on the belt, she tried to get it off but she couldn’t, also she noticed her sense of touch was different, she felt the smooth leather atop of the belt, also the soft fuzzy leather on the side.
‘I’ll be back later.’ Daddy said. He patted her on her tummy and left.
For a while Alyssa just lay there in her cot. She touched the painted wooden bars, and she felt the fluffy blanket on top of her comfy pajama. There was no reason to think, there was just so much to see and explore. She could kick her legs up in the air, she tried to grab the elephant of her dangling mobile. Weren’t dangling mobiles supposed to turn? She knew it was called an elephant, she was a smart girl, a big girl, daddy was proud of her, she knew, she did well, she was a good girl.
She soiled her diaper, she just felt a drizzle of pee seeping from her pussy and soaking her diaper. It was a new clean diaper. Damn it. Now she had to lay in her own filth until daddy would return. She couldn’t help it, she was sick and confused according to daddy. Her diaper was wet and soggy.
Maybe she could take it of herself, she pulled on her pajamas, she managed to slide the zipper down all the way to the belt, but she couldn’t push it passed the belt, no matter how hard she wriggled or tried.
‘Hey.’ she yelled. ‘Come back.’ She listened to the silence and waited. ‘Anyone there? Can someone help me please, my diaper is dirty?’ No response. ‘Daddy!’ she yelled. It felt weird saying daddy, she slammed her hand in front of her mouth. Why would she call him daddy? He wasn’t, right? Or was he? Oh, those obnoxious confusions again, maybe his medication didn’t help as well as he told her.
She rolled her head from side to side, hoping her thoughts would sort themselves out if she would spin them around quick enough. A bang.
‘Hey.’ Alyssa said. ‘Anyone there?’
A sob, another sob. There was someone else in this room with her and that person was crying.
‘What’s wrong?’ Alyssa asked. ‘Who are you.’
Just incomprehensible cries.
‘I’m Alyssa.’ she said. ‘Why are you sad?’
She kept talking to the mysterious crier for a while, but there never came an answer, after a while Alyssa gave up, maybe it was just a radio, or something. For a while she could entertain herself with just exploring her hands and her feet moving around, suckling on her fingers felt really soothing and nice. She put two fingers in her mouth, after a while she got bored, she might have drifted off again, cause she was awoken by a loud noise.
‘Who’s there?’ she asked.
‘It’s me.’ A female voice said. ‘Nancy.’ A woman’s face appeared over her cot, she had bright red hairs, bound together in a low frizzy ponytail. She pushed a strand of hair behind her ears.
‘Could you untie me?’ Alyssa asked.
‘I’m not allowed.’ Nancy said.
‘Could you at least change my diaper?’
‘You want your diaper changed?’ Nancy said keenly. ‘I think we can arrange something sweetheart. Mommy will change your diaper. Mommy will.’ She looked over her shoulder and hushed at the one crying, it changed into a soft sobbing. Nancy squatted next to Alyssa’s cot. She stuck her arm in between the bars and she caressed her cheek, her shoulder, she cupped Alyssa’s boob softly squeezing and massaging.
‘But you can’t tell the doctor okay? It’ll be our secret. Promise you won’t tell?’
‘I promise.’ Alyssa said.
The side of the cot swung open and Nancy unbuckled the belt that crossed her belly. She unzipped the footsie pajamas and helped Alyssa undress. Somewhat further in the room the crying started again. Nancy undid her diaper and cleaned her up, but instead of giving her a fresh new diaper she slid her finger in between Alyssa’s legs. She felt up her pussy, stroking up and down, the slithering over the slimy labia.
Alyssa closed her eyes, a warm rush of arousal flooding her body. The finger entered her pussy, thrusting forward, deep and fast. Overwhelming sensations.
‘Good girl.’ Nancy said. Nancy lifted up her own skirt, she pulled her panties down and crawled on top of Alyssa. Nancy’s thigh softly pressing against her labia. Alyssa rocked her hips, she tried to push her pussy firmer into the denting flesh. Rubbing herself up and down, her clit stroking past the thigh.
Nancy rubbed herself against Alyssa’s thigh. A rhythm. A panting. Nancy kissed her, her mouth, her cheek, she suckled on her earlobe and neck. Nancy orgasmed. A moan. Her fingers squeezing into Alyssa’s skin. A cramp. Regaining her breath.
She quickly rolled off of Alyssa. Looking around as if she got caught although there was nobody there. She straightened her skirt pulled up her panties. Then she finally gave Alyssa the nice clean diaper she’d asked for. She didn’t rub any of the nice warm cream over Alyssa’s pussy like the doctor had done. She closed the cot and moved out off Alyssa’s sight. Although Alyssa could still hear her rumbling around in the room. She was softly talking to the one who was crying. Alyssa couldn’t see. Kind of annoyed she kicked her blanket, the fabric just waved and then sank down on her legs again.
She turned around and suckled on her fingers for a while. Something had changed although she couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was now. She tossed in her sheets for a while and then got bored.
‘Are you still there?’ She asked.
No answer.
‘Nancy?’
Nancy must have gone out again. She stared up at her dangling mobile. She tried to reach it with her hands, but she couldn’t. She hoisted herself up at the bars and then poked the plush dangling elephant, all the other animals would start dangling as well, it was quite amusing.
She wasn’t tied down anymore. Now she realized. Nancy had forgotten to put the belt back over her tummy.
Images flashed through her mind. Escape. White hallways. A ward. A doctor, a nurse, a mommy and a daddy. She shook her head. She was getting confused again. The confusions were getting worse. She suckled on her fingers for a while but it wasn’t as soothing as it used to be.
Grumpily she banged with her hands against the side of the cot. Somewhere in the room crying started again. Alyssa hoisted herself further upwards, into a standing position. Her legs felt weird gawky and somewhat weak, as if she were about to fall over. She clung to the bars of the cot. Now she was standing she could look out over the nursery. There were three other cots filled with... well not real babies. Adults dressed as babies, adults behaving like babies. One of them crying a red grimaced face. It was an annoying sound. Alyssa got more and more bored and also more and more confused. She looked at her own body, she had boobs as well, nice round breasts popping out of her chest. She felt her own boobs. She wasn’t a baby anymore, she couldn’t be, yet the others looked like adults and behaved like babies as well.
She was relieved when the man finally walked into the nursery. Daddy or the doctor, that didn’t quite matter, he was a soothing presence, whoever he was.
‘Why are you up?’ He asked.
‘To play with the elephant.’ Alyssa said, ‘and to see who was crying.’
‘Why aren’t you tied down anymore?’
‘Oh.’ Alyssa bit her lip. She had promised not to tell but she couldn’t think of any other believable excuse. She shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’
He squinted at her. ‘Well I do know.’ he said. ‘It was Nancy, wasn’t it?’
Alyssa shrugged again.
‘Sit down.’ He said. ‘It’s time for your medication.’
Alyssa obediently sank down onto the mattress, she watched as he prepared the nebulizer and willingly put her mouth in the mask. It was about time she took her medication, she was thoroughly confused. Quickly she started breathing, sucking up all of the sweet fumes, but he told her to slow down, to take deep breaths, he calmed her down, he straightened her thoughts out and by the time he took the mask away from her face all was crystal clear again. A happy fog, he was her daddy, it didn’t matter if she was confused, he would tell her the truth, he would explain it to her.
Dazed she laid in her cot for a while. The day past by in a haze, sometimes she got scared and she felt trapped like something was terribly wrong but within moments daddy would be there with her nebulizer and her medication. She loved taking her medication. It made her feel so calm and clear, like all doubt disappeared, but as time past doubt would pop-up again and again. In the evening daddy would give her a little white pill that was supposed to help her sleep better, and first thing in the morning she got an injection to change her physiology to be congruent, whatever that may mean. Her body would always feel heavy and disconnected for a while after she got the injections. Her arms swaying and dangling. She was never really bored, she was never really aware of time passing by. She just watched the world around her, she explored her cot, her blanket, once in a while daddy or mommy would put a stuffed animal next to her in the cot.
Sometimes Daddy changed her diaper, she longed for that moment, she longed for that special cream he would rub on her, the cream that would make her feel all excited. Sometimes Daddy put a lot of time in applying the cream, sometimes he would tell her to open up and then he would thrust his cock inside of her, it always felt so amazing, like she was floating and bewitched.
Sometimes Mommy Nancy would change her diaper. Then Mommy Nancy would grope her and fondle her, one time she suckled on Alyssa’s nipples, another time she forced Alyssa to suckle on her pussy. Alyssa always got confused by this.
‘Daddy.’ She would say as soon as he walked in the room. ‘Daddy I think I need more medication. I’m confused again.’
‘Was Nancy here again?’ He would ask.
‘I promised not to tell.’ Alyssa said.
‘I know, sweetie. You’re a good girl.’ Then he prepped the nebulizer and had her inhale a few whiffs of the sweet medicine, while he patted her head. ‘It won’t be long now, honey.’ He would sometimes say. ‘You’re almost done, and then we’ll start on Nancy.’
Alyssa would nod.
Sometimes instead of her taking her medicine, Daddy said he had the time for another treatment. For a treatment Daddy would give her an injection in the inside of her elbow, so her mind and body all got numb. In a happy daze she would lie in her cot, while daddy pushed her cot outside, after a few times she started to recognize the sequence of events, the cot would be pushed through hallways, she would be transferred onto a soft leather padded chair, daddy would place a mask over her nose and mouth and his voice would grew bigger and bigger, her voice would take over until nothing else was left.
The next thing she would remember would be waking up in her cot back in the nursery again, daddy looming over her, talking to her, playing with her, giving her some more medication, apparently the medication in the nebulizer helped the progress they made in the treatments to be accepted or something.
‘Sweetie. Open your eyes, sweetie.’ A familiar voice. Daddy’s voice. Alyssa grumbled and tossed in her sheets. Daddy’s finger was teasingly caressing her jaw, pinching her cheek. ‘Come on.’ He insisted.
Alyssa reluctantly opened her eyes. Her head was swimming. She rubbed her eyelids and stared at Daddy.
‘There you go.’ he said.
Alyssa shook her head. ‘No.’ she said.
‘What no?’
‘I’m not going anywhere. I want to sleep Daddy.’
Daddy opened the side of the cot and sat down next to her. He stroke her face tenderly. ‘I know, sweetie.’ He said. ‘But still we have to, we can’t lay in bed all day, cause then our muscles will deteriorate, we have to get up and work as well.’
‘No.’ Alyssa said.
‘Today is a very special day.’ Daddy said.
Alyssa got a burst of excitement. Was it her birthday, or would they go on a field trip to an amusement park, or was it maybe Christmas?
‘Why?’ she asked. Her eyelids got heavy, she loved the idea of Christmas, a tree and the lights and the presents and the cookies, she was swept up in this haze of happy feelings. She nodded off. Daddy grabbed her shoulder and shook her awake.
‘Today is a special day because today you’re allowed to help daddy with his work. Like a big girl, you like being a big girl don’t you?’
‘Yes!’ Alyssa yanked open her eyes, and tried to fight the sleepiness, yet her head was nid-nodding again. ‘I’m a big girl.’ She said.
‘Well then.’ Daddy said. ‘Yesterday a new sister came.’
Alyssa looked around the nursery. Only one other cot was there, weren’t there usually three others? She squinted, and shook her head. ‘I’m confused again daddy.’ she said, ‘I think I need some medicine.’
Daddy smiled he leaned over and gave her a little peck on the cheek. ‘You’re a cutie pie.’ He said. ‘What are you confused about?’
‘The other babies.’ she said. ‘I thought there were three other babies.’
‘You’re right sweetie, there were three other babies, but daddy cared for them and they got their treatments, just like you get your treatments. I turned them into the type of person their clients wanted them to be, and now they’re sent ready, this is a new baby.’
‘What is a client?’
‘Someone who pays Daddy a lot of money.’
‘Why?’ Alyssa asked. She shoved her finger in her mouth and suckled on it.
‘Aren’t you a curious little busy body. Come on.’ Daddy got up out of bed and stuck out his hand for Alyssa to grab. ‘I show you what we’ll have to do.’ She grabbed his hand with her fingers full of saliva and tried to stand up. Her muscles were weak and feeble though. She clung on to his arm. He patted her head and asked her if she was a little bit shy. Together they walked to the cot.
‘This is baby Vera.’ Daddy said. He pointed at an Asian looking woman that laid inside the cot, her eyes were closed and she was sound asleep. She was wearing a velvety pastel colored footsie pajama.
‘That’s my pajamas.’ Alyssa said.
‘You can share with Vera, can’t you, you’re a nice friendly girl like that.’
Alyssa nodded. Daddy showed her how she could help. He opened up the side of the cot.
‘But why do they give you money, daddy?’
‘Because they want something that I’ll provide, it’s a business.’
‘But why?’
‘Because I can turn dreams and fantasies into reality for them.’
‘But why?’
Daddy cupped her face and pushed a little kiss onto her lips.
‘But why, daddy?’
‘Come over here.’ He said. He pulled her in closer. He told her to zip open Vera’s pajama, and Alyssa yanked on the little metallic zipper, exposing her body. Vera was a very slim and petite girl. Her boobs were like small bumps with perfectly round brown nipples, she had a piercing in her belly button. Alyssa briefly pressed her finger against the silver metal jewelry.
‘Go on.’ Daddy said. ‘All the way down. And then you lift her legs out of the pajamas. Alyssa obediently grabbed one of the legs by the knee and the thigh and lifted it from the mattress, she tried to shake the fabric off, and then she got the other leg out. Vera never woke up, her eyes remained shut close, her body limply giving in to all Alyssa’s moving.
‘Now you take off the diaper.’
Alyssa pried on the sides until it opened up and the pussy was exposed. Alyssa looked for a moment. The pussy was pinkish and somewhat wet. Daddy gave her a wet wipe and told her to rub it clean. Her hand squeezed in between the thighs. Daddy helped her a little bit, he laid Vera’s legs further apart so she could more easily reach the pussy. The skin was muggy and warm, and it dented softly under her fingers. A strange throb in between her legs. It was as if her own pussy got all warm and tingly just by rubbing another.
‘And now the cream?’ She asked.
‘Which cream.’ Daddy said.
‘The cream. If you change my diaper I always get cream.’
‘Ah.’ Daddy wrapped his arms around her and playfully bit into the side of her neck. ‘That’s very special cream, only for my favorite little baby, it’s an aphrodisiac, you know what that means?’
Alyssa shook her head.
‘Never mind.’ Daddy said. ‘Vera has a different future planned out for her. Vera doesn’t need cream.’
‘But why?’ Alyssa asked.
‘Don’t start with me again, sweetie. Just put a clean diaper on her now.’
Alyssa followed daddy’s instructions, he told her from which cupboard to get a clean diaper, how to swaddle it around Vera’s hips, and how to close it carefully with the glue strips.
‘Good girl.’ Daddy said.
Alyssa felt a ball of pride swelling up in her chest. She smiled. ‘I want to help you some more daddy.’ She said enthusiastically.
‘That’s good, baby, you’re gonna help me loads more.’
He taught her how to prepare a bottle and explained the schedule to her, there were four bottles to give to the babies during the day, three with NutriEnriched-milk and one with spiked milk filled with sleeping medication. Right now the baby needed and NutriEnriched-milk. Alyssa prepped the bottle and wanted to shove the nipple into her mouth, first she had to wake up, daddy said. Alyssa
Daddy helped Alyssa get dressed. Instead of her footsie pajamas she got to wear a nurses uniform, with a blank white apron.
‘You think you can go without a diaper, like a big girl?’ Daddy asked. ‘Or do you want to keep it on, just in case.’
‘Keep it on.’ Alyssa said. ‘But I’m still a big girl, right Daddy?’
Daddy nodded and told her she was very big already, big enough in fact to assist Daddy with his job. All day long she followed Daddy around. Daddy told her a lot of things and Alyssa was fascinated by it all, especially all the chemicals he talked about, how he would turn them into medicine, how medicine could interfere with the brain, how the brain controlled everything, your movement, your feelings, your thoughts.
Alyssa learned so quickly, it was as if she had a special talent for this kind of science. She asked a lot of questions and Daddy answered them all and explained everything very patiently.
Daddy also took her to the ward. Nine people were laying there, just reading, or doing a crossword, basically just passing the time. Daddy told her what needed to happen in the ward. It needed to be cleaned, the inpatients would need to get food, different medical tests should be done on them, like testing their blood pressure, or their blood levels.
‘This is my little girl.’ He would say to the patients. ‘She’s studying in med school and doing her internship right here with her Daddy.’ Then he’d wrap an arm around her shoulders and pull her in. ‘I’m very very proud of her.’ He’d say. Then he asked the patient if they would be alright with Alyssa to carry out some of the small medical tests. Like taking some blood, or examining them.
Nancy was also in the ward. The three of them, worked all afternoon. Nancy gave her a few mean looks, but she kept her mouth shut, until they were back in Daddy’s office again.
‘What is she doing here?’ She whispered to Daddy.
Daddy answered softly. Alyssa couldn’t hear his reply. She sat in the large swivel chair and pulled her knees to her chest. She was tired from all the impressions she had today, and all the information that now swirled inside of her brain. Anesthexal, Neurotransponentia, Kalmitriol, Synaptic Transmitter Interference, Fibronallia. She was a genius, daddy had said so multiple times during the day, she was a genius for remembering it all and picking it up so quickly. Alyssa somehow felt more complete now, like there had been an empty space in her head, that had been waiting to be filled up with all this knowledge about the brain, and the chemicals interfering with the brain, and the medical procedures that would help someone to do so. Her chin was resting on her knee, and her eyelids were shutting close. She fought hard to keep them open. The voices got louder and louder, she listened to the arguing.
‘Don’t think you can replace me with her, with that pathetic brainwashed little bird.’ Nancy said. ‘You need me.’
‘I do need you, Nance.’ Daddy said. ‘Otherwise I would have kicked you out ages ago, when you started messing with her for example, you’ve brought this onto yourself, you made her a liability. I fixed it. Now she’s of use to us, she can help.’
‘I know what you’re doing Lucius. I know you so well. I can see right through your little scheme.’
‘Whatever.’ Daddy said. He laid his hand on Alyssa’s shoulder, she rested her cheek against his arm. ‘Are you falling asleep, sweetie?’ He asked. ‘Come I’ll tuck you in.’ He grabbed her by the hand and she followed him outside. She followed him through the hallways, they weren’t returning to the nursery the first visited a walk-in closet full of medication.
‘It has to be done tonight.’ He said. ‘She’s getting suspicious. I hoped we would’ve more time, but it has to be done tonight. Listen up, sweetie, it’s time.’
‘It’s time for what?’ Alyssa asked yawning. Dazed she looked at the immense supply of medication, only about a fifth of the medicine names she recognized, the others daddy hadn’t told her about yet.
‘It’s time to disarm Nancy. Listen up.’ He was rumbling through the medication and grabbed a syringe. ‘Every night Nancy comes to your cot to fuck you right?’
Alyssa nodded, then she remembered she wasn’t allowed to tell. ‘No.’ she hastily said.
‘Don’t lie to me honey. Daddy already knows. Daddy knows his little girl. Nancy is never going to trust me, she’s very wary about my presence, and justly so. If I would do her induction it would be a huge struggle, she’s stronger than you’d think and very agile. All subjects will be alarmed. So we have to find a way to induce her quietly. When she comes to your cot tonight, wait for a moment when she’s distracted then you inject this into the muscle of her upper arm, right? I showed you how to inject people in the ward remember?’
‘I remember.’ Alyssa said. She had a tight knot in her stomach. Hesitantly she stroke her finger over the plastic of the syringe. ‘I don’t know.’ She said.
‘You want to be a big girl right, you want to help Daddy don’t you, you want Daddy to be proud of you.’
‘Yes.’ Alyssa said.
‘Good. Then do this for Daddy. After Nancy has gone out you can call me, okay? Together we’ll reprogram her.’
Alyssa nodded.
‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. ‘Take this.’ He pushed the syringe into her hand. Alyssa took it and stared at if for a while. Daddy helped her undress, changed her diaper, he put loads and loads of cream on her pussy, it got warm and tingly. Alyssa was still very tired she sank into that arousing pleasurable feeling, his fingers poking around down there. A big bulge hiding behind his zipper. Alyssa couldn’t take her eyes off of it. She knew what it was, there was his cock, his big cock. It would grow big every time he touched her pussy, because he liked her pussy so much he said. Seeing the bulge grow bigger and bigger made her swell up with pride again. She smiled and reached out her hand.
‘What do you want, sweetie.’ Daddy asked.
She managed to push her fingers against the fabric, she felt his hard cock. ‘Will you please take your pants off daddy?’ She asked.
‘Tonight? Don’t you think we should focus on the task at hand?’
Alyssa smiled and biting on the tip of her tongue she shook her head.
‘No?’ Daddy asked.
‘I don’t have to focus. I still know everything you thought me today. Quiz me.’ Alyssa said.
‘I don’t want to quiz you right now, baby.’
‘You want to lay next to me?’ Alyssa said.
‘Okay, but let’s be quick.’ Daddy said, he unzipped his pants and pushed them down. His cock standing up right. ‘Open your legs for Daddy.’ He said. He pushed her knees apart. The tip of his cock was resting against her labia. He only had to push, then he was inside of her.
‘Daddy.’ She said begging. ‘Will you please...’
A soft pressure. His cock slid in between her labia, the tip was already inside her. A little bit of Daddy’s cock inside of her, she could feel him sliding in further and further. She couldn’t think. She just felt.
‘Daddy.’ she mumbled. ‘Daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy.’
He was sliding in deeper and deeper she felt his skin moving past hers, he was stretching her pussy, filling her up completely. All the way in. His body resting on top of hers.
‘That’s what you wanted, didn’t you sweetheart?’
She nodded. Her hands gripping his butt. She tried to pull him in closer. He needed to start thrusting now. Back and forth, in and out. When he finally followed the rhythm she longed for she started panting. Arousal pumping up, quicker and quicker. ‘Daddy.’ she uttered. ‘Daddy.’
‘Shh Daddy’s here now. Daddy knows what his little girl wants, just relax now.’ He said. He grabbed her around her waist and pulled her over his cock. Thrusting her hard and deep. She lost herself in pleasure. Just one sensation, only his cock inside of her, that was the only thing that counted, the only thing worth noticing. She was engulfed by it, she drowned in pleasure, approaching her climax, her body tensing up, suddenly it was there, bouncing through her body. She moaned loudly. Daddy put his hand over her mouth.
‘Shh’ he whispered in her ear while he kept on pounding her. Her moaning muffled away. He kept on thrusting until he reached his own orgasm only a few moments later. Sweaty. Warm. Heavy. Both still a little bit dazed by all of the arousal.
A shadow looming over them. Alyssa opened her eyes. Nancy was there. The silver needle of a syringe glanced up in the light.
‘Daddy!’ Alyssa screamed.
‘What’s wrong sweetie.’ He asked. Nancy stuck the needle into his neck, her thump on the plunger, she injected her Daddy full of some sort of medicine. He looked over his shoulder and seemed frightened, in shock, then his eyes glazed over, he fell through his elbows and completely limp he sank on top of Alyssa.
‘Daddy?’ She asked. He didn’t respond. His eyes were rolling away.
‘He’s out, sweetie’ Nancy said. ‘He’s trying to fight it, but he won’t be able to resist the sweet powerful sleep medication that’s flushing through his bloodstream right now. You’re daddy is going to take a nice long nap.’
‘Daddy. Wake up Daddy.’ Alyssa said.
His eyelids fluttering his eyes still rolling.
‘Still hanging in there Lucius?’ Nancy asked.
‘Daddy. Daddy. Daddy.’ Alyssa yelled. She was feeling increasingly anxious. No reason to panic, she told herself, she’d learned a lot today, maybe she could do something to help him.
‘What did you give him?’ Alyssa asked.
‘Just a little cocktail of this and that. Don’t worry, you’ll precious daddy will wake up soon enough and then we’ll change him into a little helpless baby, totally dependent on his forever faithful Nancy.’
Nancy bend over and started to tug on her sleeping Daddy, she pulled him out of the cot and onto the floor. She gained her breath for a moment and hoisted him in a wheelchair.
‘Then I’m the boss of this entire organization.’ Nancy said with a sparkle in her eyes. ‘Then I get to decide... oh, then I get to decide everything. I can build my own army, my own perfectly obedient army, and you’re going to help me.’ She grabbed Alyssa and yanked her up out of the bed. Alyssa was still nude. Something seeped out of her pussy, a wet slimy spot in between her thighs.
Nancy didn’t seem to care. She pushed the wheelchair into the hallway and told Alyssa to follow. The tiling felt cold at her bare feet, she tried to walk on her toes, but then her toes still got cold.
She was halfway there when she remembered the syringe that Daddy had given her, she’d left it in her cot, she should’ve brought it with her. She looked back. Nancy gave her a pat on her butt and told her to keep moving.
‘Where’re we going?’ Alyssa asked.
‘We’re going to reprogram your daddy.’ Nancy said.
‘I don’t want to.’
Nancy didn’t say a word. She grabbed the keys out of daddy’s pocket and opened a door. There was a room filled with wires and hoses and buttons and a big padded leather chair. Nancy grabbed Daddy under his arms, she told Alyssa to take the legs and to carry him into the chair. On the chair some straps were already attached and she tied daddy down.
Daddy’s face moved, he started stirring. A moan.
‘Quick.’ Nancy said. ‘Help me tie him down.’
‘I don’t want to.’ Alyssa said again.
Nancy worked her way around the chair till Daddy was completely secured. Alyssa snuck somewhat closer and tried to undo one of the clasps again. Nancy noticed and hit her across the cheek. Alyssa yelped. She covered her face with her fingers and rubbed her burning skin.
‘What did you do that for?’ She asked.
A threatening look on her face. Her mouth only inches from Alyssa’s mouth. ‘I’m in charge now.’ she said. ‘You’d better listen to me. You’re mine. All of this is mine now. Even your daddy is mine. You can either be with me and help me to make it right, or you can be against me and you’ll end up like him. What’s it gonna be girl?’
Alyssa stared at her daddy. He was waking up blinking his eyes but still not really aware apparently. Another slap across her cheek. ‘I’ll help you.’ Alyssa quickly muttered. She looked around, maybe she could somewhere find a weapon or a medicine to take out Nancy.
Nancy prepped a syringe, looming she stood next to the chair, staring at Daddy’s face.
‘Poor Lucius.’ she said. ‘Are you waking up, boy? Blinking. Desperately trying to figure out what is going on, aren’t you. Will you ever know? Probably not, as soon as I see the ekwa-signal passing over your face I will inject you with a big fat dose of this.’ She was showing him the syringe, shaking it up and down. ‘You won’t be awake and aware enough yet to know what is happening, you’ll just be awake enough for the drug to take a nice firm hold on your brain, you’ll just be awake enough for the brainwashing to actually take effect. There it is, isn’t it, moving your eyebrows, yawning, isn’t that a pretty ekwa-signal.’
Alyssa seemed to be forgotten. Without moving she examined the room, there was a desk, a cabinet, a counter with a little sink nothing to actually use as a weapon. Maybe she could roll up one of those papers and hit Nancy with it, but Nancy wasn’t a spider, she could just smack her, in a fight with Nancy a rolled up paper wasn’t any use.
Nancy rolled up Daddy’s sleeve. She squirted all of the content of the syringe into his bloodstream, she kept on teasingly talking to him. Then she put a rubber anesthesia mask over his nose and mouth.
‘You. Girl. Come here.’ She ordered. She placed Alyssa’s hand over the mask and told her to held it firmly in place, no matter what would happen. Alyssa nodded. Maybe she could sneak in a little crack, that way Nancy’s plan wouldn’t work. Nancy turned open a valve. The mask started trembling and a hissing sounded.
‘Take a deep breath Lucius, a deep breath in, you know how it works, breath in that magical gas and take a trip to neurospace yourself. I’ll turn you into a blank minded baby Lucius. I’ve seen you do it a thousand times.’
She kept on talking to Daddy. A commanding voice. A steering voice. Telling him who he was, who he would be, who he would turn into. Every once in a while she had to check on a graph or adjust a valve, that was the moment that Alyssa would bend over to his ear.
‘You’re not a baby.’ she whispered. ‘Don’t listen to Nancy, you’re my daddy, you’re my daddy and I love you very much. You’re a scientist and you’re teaching me how I can become a scientist as well. Nancy is crazy, you say so yourself.’
It took a long time reprogramming someone. Nancy used a lot op repetition, so Alyssa started to repeat the same things as well as she was whispering in his ear, those little in between moments. Finally Nancy said they were done. The mask could be removed from his face. They undressed him, put him into a diaper and footsie pajamas, they put him into a cot and pushed the cot upstairs to the nursery.
‘So.’ Nancy said while rubbing her hands together. ‘That’s that. Or wait, we should tie him down shouldn’t we, in case he isn’t a type one.’ She reached under the cot and strapped him down with a thick leather belt across his belly.
‘Well done sweetie.’ She said to Alyssa. She pulled her into an embrace and gave her a warm sloppy kiss. Now you and Mommy don’t have to sneak around anymore, that’s nice isn’t it?’ She pushed her hand in between Alyssa’s legs and started fingering her.
‘Don’t think I did all of this just for you, but you are certainly a nicely added bonus and you are definitely a catalyst in all of this.’
Alyssa opened her mouth and let in Nancy’s tongue. Nancy told her to kneel in front of her, she lifted up her skirt and pushed Alyssa’s face into her crotch.
‘Why don’t you give mommy a sweet little kiss down there.’
The damp panties rubbing against her cheekbone. Pubes pushing through the fabric. Alyssa pushed her lips forward and gave a little kiss on the crotch of the panties. That wasn’t enough though. With tongue, Nancy demanded, and without panties, now stick a finger in, now swirl around the clit, do this, do that. Alyssa obediently followed all of the instructions. Her index finger was being swallowed by the mushy flesh of the pussy, it was slippery, her cheeks and the thighs slimy with Nancy’s horniness. She licked up and down the labia, a slightly salt and sickly taste.
Nancy’s hand was stroking her head, she grabbed her in her hair and pulled her closer. Bumping her pubic bone into Alyssa’s face. ‘Now lick me.’ She said. Alyssa stuck out her tongue, but she didn’t get the chance to actually lick the pussy cause Nancy was riding her face, thrusting her hips forward and rubbing her clit all over Alyssa’s tongue.
Rough. It hurt her hair. Nancy tensed up, loudly announcing her orgasm was approaching. Then a burst of liquid. It squirted right out of the pussy and into Alyssa’s mouth. It was bitter and quite a lot. She gagged.
Nancy moaned. She sat down on the edge of a mattress and asked Alyssa to come lay next to her. Together they were lying in the cot. Nancy’s head was resting on her shoulder, it quickly grew heavier and heavier. Nancy’s breathing slowed down and after a while even a soft snoring sounded.
Alyssa tried to get her arm back, the cot was way to small for two people to use it. She stared up at the dangling mobile and wondered what she must do now. This was exactly the kind of moment Daddy had wanted her to wait for, if she would inject Nancy now she would’ve been caught completely of guard. But was it of use? Was it of any use now her daddy was knock out and sound asleep.
She yawned. It had been such a long day, such a day full of impressions and information and lots of stressful events. She felt her eyes close, she tried to remind herself she had to stay awake, she had to make a plan, she had to make a decision. Her mind just drifted of. She didn’t have to know everything, daddy knew, at least he had known, maybe Nancy had erased everything. Was there anyone left who knew what was going on?
She awoke the next morning. Nancy’s warm body was sweaty against hers, their skin stuck together at some places. Nancy had her wrapped up in an tight embrace, no matter how she tossed and turned she couldn’t escape. Nancy would just grab her even closer. ‘Shh, sweetie. Just lay still for a few moments more.’ She would grumble.
She tried to pry on Nancy’s arm, but it didn’t budge.
Eventually she managed to reach out of the cot, the syringe daddy had prepared for Nancy yesterday was still hidden beneath. She picked it up, she uncovered the needle.
‘What are you doing honey, it’s still early we don’t have to get up yet, just lay close to me.’
Alyssa froze. Yet nothing happened. Nancy still had her eyes shut, her lips slightly parted. She pushed the needle into the upper arm, first the skin just dented but then it finally shot through.
‘Ouch.’ Nancy said grumpy, she lifted her head and opened her eyes. ‘What are you doing.’
She pushed the plunger down and quickly released all of the contents of the syringe into Nancy’s body.
‘Sweetie?’ Nancy asked. Her words started slurring, her eyelids dropped, first halfway, little slithers of white. A relaxation seemed to pass over her face. Her head sank back into the pillow, her eyelids fluttering, another few slurred syllables and then Nancy got quiet. Her body got limp. It was way easier to get out of the embrace. Her arms heavy but will-less. Alyssa could easily lift them up. She got out of the cot. Now what?
She picked up a stuffed animal from the floor and held it close against her chest, then she shuffled over to Daddy’s cot. She pushed his shoulder. ‘Daddy.’ she said. ‘Daddy?’
A tired moan.
‘Daddy wake up, please, daddy.’
She felt lost, she was the only one awake, everyone here was drugged and brainwashed. What if they’d never wake up. How would she get food, she couldn’t keep drinking the bottles could she, she wasn’t a baby anymore, she was a big girl, she wanted to eat pancakes as well and fries and pizza and candy, but she couldn’t go to the supermarket all by herself could she? She didn’t even know were the supermarket was. She put her fingers in her mouth and suckled.
‘Daddy?’ She asked again. ‘Open your eyes please, daddy?’
His eyes did open. Brown eyes, golden brown eyes like freshly baked bagels. She smiled. But Daddy didn’t seem to see her, he just blankly stared up at the dangling mobile. She pushed him against his shoulder, nothing changed.
She leaned over, her lips touching his ear. ‘You’re not a baby.’ she said. ‘Nancy has brainwashed you, you’re my daddy.’
He frowned. He put his thumb in his mouth, but Alyssa yanked it out. ‘Stop it.’ She said.
A whining moan, a sob. ‘Don’t cry.’ Alyssa said. ‘Try to remember, you were my daddy and you’re a scientist, remember? Remember Daddy?’
‘Maybe.’ He said hesitantly.
‘Nancy brainwashed you.’ Alyssa said again. ‘But you’re not a baby, your my daddy and you do science-y stuff with medicine, should I list all the medicine you’ve invented, you thought me about it yesterday, there’s this substance called Amnorrit and it works on the Hippocampus and the Amygdala as well as the Prefrontal cortex in a way that it could adjust memories, not only erase them, but actually plant new memories, it’s one of the main components of...’
‘I’m not a baby?’ He asked.
‘You’re not a baby, daddy. Listen to me.’ Alyssa said.
‘But I feel like a baby.’
‘You’re not. Trust me.’
‘I’m confused.’
‘You need anti-confusion medication?’ Alyssa jumped up from the cot. She examined the dresser, in the corner of the room and found all of the separate components of the nebulizer. She brought them over to the cot.
‘How do I attach this?’ she asked.
‘I don’t know.’ Daddy said, again reaching for his thumb. This time Alyssa let him. She struggled with the parts until she finally found a way to make them fit, she pulled the thumb out of his mouth and put the mask on Daddy’s face. She squeezed in a few whiffs of the medication.
‘Remember now, Daddy?’ she asked. ‘You’re my Daddy, and you’re the boss, Nancy isn’t the boss you’re the boss, and you’re really really smart and you know everything about brains and neurological substances and you invent new medication, remember?’
‘I think so.’ He mumbled.
‘You need more medicine?’ She asked. She had no clue how much of the medicine was actually needed. She sprayed in another few good whiffs. ‘Remember now daddy?’ she asked.
‘Remember what?’
‘Me, and your job and like you know important stuff like were the supermarket is, so we won’t die.’
‘I know where the supermarket is.’ Daddy said.
‘Good.’
‘And do you remember loving me? And that you were going to teach me everything that you know? And do you remember how to make pancakes, I want to eat pancakes.’
‘Let’s eat pancakes then.’ Daddy said. He pushed the nebulizer away and got out of the cot. Still dressed in his footsie pajamas he walked to the door. It was closed. Of course it was closed. She ran over to the sleeping Nancy, and felt up her pockets until she found the big ring of keys. Nancy mumbled.
‘Shh’ she said. ‘Just go back to sleep.’
Nancy rolled over and started snoring. With the keys firmly in her hand she walked to the door and opened them. The doors closed behind them. Daddy walked her over to a kitchen. He told her she was his precious little girl and that he would make her the best pancakes in the world. She sat on the counter and whisked the batter for him. Kind of amazed by the string of events.
Pancakes were just an example, she had summed up in attempt to bring back her daddy, but her daddy now acted as though this was normal, as though they did this every morning. She didn’t complain. She just ate her pancakes and thought about the different types, the type ones and twos and threes.
‘Can you teach me about types now?’ she asked. ‘Like what does it mean to be a type one or a type two or whatever?’ Could it be that her daddy was a type one, he did morph into a baby quite easily and he morphed into a pancake baking daddy fairly easy as well.
‘I’m confused again.’ He said.
Alyssa kept her mouth shut. First breakfast. After breakfast she hopped back into the nursery to grab the nebulizer. Maybe it was better if she kept it with her. She told her daddy it was time for his medication again. He willingly put his nose into the mask and started breathing.
‘Daddy you were about to explain me about the different types, remember, the type ones and all that.’
He nodded. ‘I don’t know.’ He said. ‘I kind of remember that I know it, but it’s like that information is unavailable right now. I’m sorry honey.’
‘Maybe you’ve written something down about it? Maybe you’ve some sort of report or paper or something?’
‘Yeah. I do. I do actually. It’s in my office.’
Alyssa followed him through the building into his office. It took a while till daddy found the correct file. ‘This is it.’ He said while opening up the folder. ‘Now I remember.’
‘Okay listen sweetie. The type ones are people with a specific brain structure, a specific vulnerability that allows them to be reprogrammed in just one session. The type two need more sessions, the threes even more tan the twos and so fort, it’s basically a waste of time to bother with the other types.’
‘But how... like... why... give me that.’ Alyssa grabbed the folder from his lap and started reading, then she opened up another and another, there was tons and tons of information and her brain just seemed to soak it up like a sponge. Just like it did yesterday, she learned all about the mechanisms of brainwashing, she learned about the research facility on the one side of the building being a front for the actual business her daddy ran from the other side of the building. He reprogrammed people to fit the wishes and needs of billionaires and then sold them, he made fantasies come through for a lot, a lot of money. It all felt very natural to her, as if it was a second instinct, as if she had known it all the time already. She was so swept up in all this new information suddenly at her disposal, she just peed in her diaper without even realizing she was a big girl now and she might as well have gone to the toilets. She kept on reading, until she got hungry for lunch.
Daddy had crawled into a corner of the room. He was all hunched over his knees and suckled his thumb. She squatted down next to him. ‘You alright there daddy?’
He looked up at her in fear.
‘Are you scared?’ She asked. ‘Are you confused again? You need some more medicine?’
He shook his head.
Yet he didn’t fight back when Alyssa put the mask over his face and squirted the medicine in. She talked to him, she reminded him who he was and a few minutes later he was acting like her same old daddy again. Maybe she should put him in the black leather chair again and once and for all undo everything that Nancy had caused this night. She grabbed a few file folders that talked about the process of reprogramming someone.
First she ate some lunch. Then she lured daddy back into the room with the padded leather chair. ‘Sit down.’ She said.
He listened to her. It was quite nice that daddy obeyed her. She injected him first with the sedative, then she tied him down with the straps, then she put the mask over his face. She put the file folder on his belly. This way she could hold the mask with the reprogramming gas, talk to him and follow the steps that were given in the folder.
It said it was easiest to prepare a script to read from, but she didn’t have anything prepared. She just improvised. She told daddy he was her daddy, she told him everything that she knew was true about him, she also told him a few made up things about himself, that he loved baking her pancakes for example and that she was his little princes and that he couldn’t resist her, that he obeyed her because he loved her so much, that he would buy her loads of toys, like sparkling barbie palaces and finger paint and a marble track.
She giggled. In the end she turned off the gas. According to the file folder daddy would stay asleep for a few hours still, and she had to make sure the new suggestions wouldn’t be rejected the moment he woke up and saw something incongruent with the adjustments you wanted to make into the brain.
He couldn’t wake up wearing a diaper, and a footsie pajamas. However Daddy’s sleeping body was heavy and quite unruly. It took her about thirty minutes to undress him. When he was naked she looked at his cock, she’d never seen it in its flaccid state, it was like a little heap of skin. She wrapped her hands around it, it was so soft, so much softer then she was used to. She played with it for a while, if it got hard and big again she could put it in her pussy. Putting his cock in her pussy always felt so good. She couldn’t get it hard though, she had to wait till daddy woke up. She looked for his adult clothes to put on. Luckily Nancy had just left his clothes from yesterday on the floor. Alyssa picked them up and knocked out the dust, and wrestled daddy’s limp body into the clothing.
Now what? Did she have to wait here? She could also go upstairs and check up on Nancy. She had actually no clue what she’d administered her. Daddy had prepped the syringe. She could try to deduce it. But any substance she could think of must have wore off by now, and she really hoped Nancy would be still sound asleep. She just didn’t have a clue what would happen otherwise. Nancy might attack her. Nancy might murder them all.
She dreaded going back to the nursery. Just as she was walking up the stairs she remembered there was a ward full of people, on the other side, that didn’t got a speck of attention today. She walked over there. Her footsteps echoing through the hallways, what to tell them? Should she let them go home?
‘Hi there.’ She said as she pushed open the doors. ‘How are you.’
‘Hungry.’ A big grumpy man snarled.
‘I’m sorry.’ She said.
‘Is this part of the research?’ A bony woman with a pointy nose asked. ‘Cause they didn’t tell us in advance, they should’ve told us if fasting were part of the research program.’
‘You’re right.’ Alyssa said. ‘They should’ve told you. I will try to get you some food, okay?’
‘Where’s the doctor?’ Someone asked.
‘Yeah or the nurse.’ Someone else joined in. ‘We haven’t seen either of them all day.’
‘It’s irresponsible, they should check up on us regularly. What if something went wrong, what if I got an allergic reaction, or some severe side effects, an intern in pajamas is going to take care of me?’
Alyssa looked at her feet. She didn’t know what to do. She just wanted to crawl onto Daddy’s lap, she wanted to get hugs and kisses, she needed to get her diaper changed still, she couldn’t wait to get her diaper changed, daddy would put that special cream on her and his cock would get big and hard.
She blushed and shook her head.
‘You’re right.’ She said. ‘I’ll get them.’ She walked out of the ward, she had no intention of actually getting Nancy or Daddy to go to the ward, but she didn’t want to deal with it herself either. How was she supposed to know. She was a little girl. She was daddy’s little girl. She still wore diapers for God’s sake, and footsie pajamas and she slept in a cot and she played with stuffed animals. That she was somehow a genius when it came to medicine and brain chemistry made her in no way equipped to deal with a room full of grown patients.
She walked up to the nursery. She could already hear Nancy raging from afar. The keys clang together in the palm of her hand. It was a suicide mission to go in there without a plan. She had to at least bring a full syringe with her and something heavy to swing and hit with. Alyssa filled her pockets with syringes full of sedatives. One of them she held in her hand cocked and ready to go, in her other hand she had the frying pan that daddy had used to bake pancakes in. It happened in movies all the time didn’t it, everyone used a frying pan to hit burglars and other unruly individuals.
Her hearth was beating in her throat, she was shaken with adrenaline as she approached the nursery, opened the door and barged in. Nancy was standing over a cot, her back turned against the door, quickly she turned around.
‘You evil bastard.’ She yelled when she saw Alyssa, she ran right passed Alyssa into the hallway and then turned back. ‘Where is he?’ she said. ‘Tell me where he is right now.’
Alyssa hesitated. Then she attacked Nancy and try to yank the syringe into her arm. Nancy grabbed her wrist and stopped her very easily. She squeezed and pried the syringe from Alyssa’s fingers, then she threw it on the dresser.
‘That snake.’ She said. ‘Brainwashing my little baby to attack her own Mommy. Don’t worry sweetie. I will brainwash you right back into my little cuddly-cuddle girl.’ She wrapped her arms around Alyssa and almost hugged her to death. Alyssa was flabbergasted. Frozen. This she didn’t expect, that much was sure. Her mind spinning, trying to adjust.
She tried to make herself cry. She couldn’t actually produce the tears but she did manage to sound out a very convincing sob.
‘I’m sorry, Mommy.’ She said. ‘I’m so sorry mommy. I don’t know why I did that just now, it was just like my head is all foggy, like I can’t remember.’
‘Poor little baby.’ Nancy said comforting.
Alyssa produced another sob, while she nestled her head against Nancy’s chest, her soft breasts acting as a bouncy pillow. She put her hands in her pocket to get out the next syringe. She thought she heard them clinking together and quickly she produced another few sobs.
‘Mommy, will you change my diaper please.’ She asked. She got the syringe out now, with one hand she had to remove the plastic cover from the needle, now she could yank it into a muscle. Nancy’s buttock for example.
‘What are you fidgeting with over there?’ Nancy asked she almost looked right at the syringe.
‘Will you please change my diaper, mommy, and then you could like rub me there, you know.’
‘Would you like that sweetie?’ Nancy asked in a sweet teasing voice.
Alyssa trusted the needle into Nancy’s buttock and pushed the contents out of the syringe into Nancy.
‘You sneaky bitch, that sneaky bastard, you both, you... you...’ She was wavering already. Her body swaying back and forth, her knees bending, almost giving in. Alyssa gave her push and tried to have her fall right onto the mattress in the cot, she fell askew, but most of her body was indeed inside the cot. She adjusted the rest of the paralyzed limps and then closed the side of the cot. Nancy’s head slumped to the side and her mouth fell open.
She quickly looked at the other cot with baby Vera in it. Baby Vera didn’t wake up for any of it. She walked over and checked if Vera was still alive, she was breathing steadily and regularly, for a moment she frowned then she shrugged and pushed Nancy’s cot out of the nursery. She took the elevator and pushed Nancy all the way to the room with the leather chair. Daddy was still sleeping, Nancy was knocked out cold.
She sat down in the swivel chair and the tears just kept coming. She couldn’t, she just couldn’t. She was still a little girl after all, she couldn’t run an entire research facility and Daddy’s company all by herself, if she couldn’t even lift daddy out of the chair and get Nancy into one. Defeated she swiveled the chair around. Maybe she should go outside, maybe she should look for help, she should go to a police man and tell him that Daddy and Mommy were fighting, that they had drugged each other and the she was now left unattended. The police would know what to do, they would get involved and then someone would take over, someone would take care of her. That’s what she should do.
She got out of her chair, grabbed the ring of keys and walked out of this room, she walked until she found a little reception desk with a waiting room and then she walked outside. A long lawn, grass on either side and further away were some bushes and trees, she walked, the pebbles crackling under her shoe.
She couldn’t, could she? She couldn’t just betray her own Daddy like that, maybe he would be send to jail, she wouldn’t do that to him, by the way she had just reprogrammed daddy to spoil her, to take care of her, to serve her every whim. It would be perfect. Al she have to do was wait, she just had to survive on her own for a couple more hours and then she would have the perfect Daddy and the perfect life. She looked up at the sky at the clouds. What if she had been brainwashed and reprogrammed as well? What if Daddy wasn’t even her Daddy, would she still be loyal to him?
She stuck her fingers in her mouth and suckled, it was a soothing sensation. Who else could she be beside Alyssa? She’d always been Alyssa. She couldn’t remember the life she was supposed to have and she couldn’t think of a live she’d rather have either. Maybe the world out there wasn’t so great. In the world out there, was also chaos and anger and fighting and not knowing what the hell you were supposed to do. At least life in here was easy, and it would become even more easier in a few hours when daddy woke up and he would be the perfect daddy for her, the perfect daddy she had created herself.
She turned around and entered the facilities again. She returned to the room with Nancy and Daddy. She looked at the set up. The leather padded chair was placed in the middle of the room, a centerpiece, yet she flipped through the file folder and noticed it was of no need to the reprogramming. She could also bring the hose with the anesthesia mask over to the cot, it was long enough, no need to go about dragging heavy sleeping bodies around.
She tied down Nancy in case. She had to be awake, not completely, but she had to be aware up until a certain point a certain indication, she flipped through the file folders and followed the steps. She waited till Nancy showed the Ekwa-indication, injected her with the sedative, then place the mask over her face, telling her to submit to neurospace.
Again she didn’t prep a script, she just improvised something, what was the ideal Nancy she would like to have. ‘You’re kind.’ she said. ‘You’re compassionate and moderate. You’re very respectful and you listen well. Yes, you listen very well, like you’re obedient and you want to make me and my daddy happy, you want to help us, you want to take our worries away, you’re very very very hard working, cause that makes you happy.’
After a while Daddy started moaning. He rubbed his eyes and yawned.
‘Daddy, you’re awake!’ Alyssa yelled out happily. She abandoned Nancy and the cot and went over to give Daddy a hug.
‘What happened?’ He said looking puzzled. ‘What’s happening here?’
‘Nancy tried to brainwash you, but now I’m brainwashing Nancy, so that Nancy will be kind. I’ll turn her into a kind person that works really hard and that doesn’t fight with you and that just obeys us, so our live will be perfect.’
Daddy grabbed his own head, pinching his forehead.
‘How do you know if she’s a type one?’ He asked.
‘I don’t know.’ Alyssa said. ‘We’ll see after the first session, won’t we?’
‘But...’ Daddy frowned and sighed. ‘Oh. look out, the mask has slipped from her face.’ Daddy walked over to the cot and repositioned the anesthesia mask, shaking his head. ‘But baby.’ he said. ‘But... but... baby.’
‘I had to Daddy. I didn’t know what else to do.’
‘I know. I know. I just feel groggy from...’ he gestured towards the leather chair ‘from whatever happened, did Nancy drug me or something, which drug did she give me, I feel so, weird, like I don’t know, I’m probably still groggy.’ He rubbed his own forehead again. ‘Now let me help you.’ Daddy said.
Together they reprogrammed Nancy.
‘Will you change my diaper.’ Alyssa asked when they were done. Daddy took her up to the nursery, he told her to climb up onto the dresser. Alyssa shook her head.
‘On the bed.’ She said.
‘Why do you want to have your diaper changed on the bed?’ Daddy asked.
‘Please Daddy.’ She said begging.
Daddy grinned and patted her on her head. ‘Who could resist my sweet little angel, well lay down then.’ He told her.
He undid her soggy diaper and cleaned her up, then he wanted to swaddle her hips with a new fresh one.
‘The cream, daddy, you’re forgetting the cream.’ Alyssa said.
Apparently he didn’t remember the cream, but she managed to convince him to rub the cream all over her pussy. Soon it got all warm and tingly in between her legs.
‘Now I need your cock Daddy.’ She said.
‘But Baby. Daddies can’t do things like that.’
‘Yes, you can. Please, Daddy, please, please, please.’
Daddy smiled mumbling he couldn’t deny her anything and he unbuttoned his trousers.
As it turned out, Nancy wasn’t a type one, but Daddy showed Alyssa a way to keep Nancy intoxicated and disconnected from reality so she didn’t have a chance to actually reject the suggestions and then they put her through the program, again and again and again. When she was fully done she had changed into a very subservient diligent nurse, that didn’t protest at all, not even when she was send out to do the most demeaning little tasks.
Alyssa was quite happy with the way things had turned out. Peace returned to their lives, they got back into a rhythm, new test subjects would come in and would be entered either in the regular research program or reprogrammed in the nursery and then they were send back out. Alyssa could always have her way no matter what she wanted, when she wanted to sit on daddy’s lap while he worked, when she wanted a new doll house or a new doll to play with, when she wanted to reprogram one of the type ones into another obedient employee so daddy could take a day off and visit the zoo with her, no matter what she wanted she would always get her way. Sometimes though when she would walk over the lawn and heard the pebbles crackling under her shoe, she wondered who she had been before she got here. It was frightening and scary and sad to think about that, to think about her other life, the one she couldn’t remember the one she had chosen to leave behind, but whenever she got too sad she just ran back to her daddy and crawled onto his lap, hiding away from that outside world, hiding herself in his strong arms, snuggling up to his soothing chest.
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Another medical ageplay story with forced regression
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