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Eggz Part 2

“Ouch!” Pains from the rack were increasing, but the pin prick in her left arm was new.

“That’s just your maintenance IV,” said the black cloud floating above. “It will keep you filled with electrolytes and shit like that.”

Tia sniffled and stared as the huge demi bra hovered over her head. It looked as though Karen, the TA, had shucked the lab coat in favor of just underwear.

“I’m gonna stick your other arm with an IV too, but this one you’ll like even better ‘cause its got drugs in it.”

The professor heard Karen and looked up from the tools he was arranging on the metal tray. “She gets no anesthesia. This is supposed to be torture, remember?”

Karen snorted and angrily stomped over to where he stood at the far end of the rack. Tia could hear hushed words argued. The arguing stopped. 

She saw Karen’s back. Pinkish gray lines criss-crossed powerful shoulders. She saw fingers reach behind and unhook the bra. The back disappeared as the bra fell, and then a cracking whip frightened Tia even more. Minutes later Karen returned to hover over Tia. Angry red welts streaked across the shivering purplish nipples. Karen also was crying.

“I’m supposed to get you prepped child,” she said and draped a wet cloth over Tia’s face.

Under the darkness of the cloth Tia heard the tiny clatter of metal on the tray end. She felt the enema and the trimming and shaving of what hair she had left between her legs. Through the damp gloom, a large oval light illuminated. She could barely see it move. It seemed to be focused on her stretched belly.

“Stop your whimpering Karen. This is your kind of amusement, after all.”

“But, master. You just can’t do that without giving her anything.” Whining might help.

The professor grunted and wiped his hands on his trousers. “Okay. Start a diluted morphine drip, but make sure it is very diluted and very little morphine.”

In just her panties and heels, the unorthodxically-clad surgical nurse injected an opioid infusion of low strength morphine into the burette in the side of the IV as the professor lifted cloth covering Tia’s face.

She blinked rapidly under the new bright light.

“I’m going to place this plastic bar between your jaws. It’s not exactly like the Old West, where they got to bite a bullet, but you get the idea.”

He recovered her face with the cloth and walked alongside the table until he came to the small metal tray abeam Tia’s hip.

“We like to call what we’re going to do a bilateral ovariectomy because we’ll be going after both sides. When I mentioned doing this the traditional way, I meant making a vertical incision, which I am afraid for one you age will leave a scar that might prevent you from wearing any more bikinis.”

Karen smirked: the least of Tia’s worries were going to be future cosmetics. She lightly slid her index finger over the wide pinkish perimeter surrounding one nipple when a noise distracted.

“Can’t you do something about that damn chirping, slave? Turn the darn thing off.”

The TA ignored the professor’s growl in favor of watching the heart rate monitor. It showed that Tia’s HR rapidly rose. She turned down the volume control and watched as the numbers on the machine flashed.

Getting an idea, she inserted two oxygen prongs under the cloth and into Tia’s nostrils. Karen fed in nitrous oxide.

She felt the tubes stuck in her nose and continued to hyperventilate. Tia breathed deeply, and in moments felt dizzy.

The professor watched his assistant and the monitor. Satisfied that the patient’s heart rate was slowing, he took a shiny scalpel from the table. He located a spot midline and just below the navel. The sharp blade easily sunk into the young flesh.

Tia’s drug-induced reverie shockingly sobered. Panic drove sweat to spurt as she felt fire sear into her lower belly. 

Karen saw the monitor flash. Numbers seemed to jump from the small window as they raced higher, and higher. She glanced over her shoulder and saw the professor bent over Tia’s belly. Streams of red blood flowed from where he started the incision. She saw Tia’s racked body shaking from side to side. The cloth covering her face made waves as it moved. She heard garbled screams from the mouth with the plastic bit.

Not that she would notice that much, Karen wiped her own face free of tears and bent down to softly plant a kiss on Tia’s cheek. Looking up, she saw that the professor was cutting halfway below her navel to her pubic bone. She kissed Tia, and then brought sponges to wipe away the blood.

A shiny rectangle was wheeled over her when the cloth was removed. In the mirrored reflection Tia could see most of her torso and lower body. A gory gash split below her navel and was held open by some sort of spacer. Seeing the opening made her pass out.

The professor kept his eyes riveted on the surgical field as Karen mentioned what happened. He suggested using spelling salts to revive her, the morphine drip depleted. He used the bloody pair of toothed forceps to carefully avoid a uterine artery and removed the last of the eggs.

The special container holding the ovaries was delicately set aside.

“Come here, slave. You’ll enjoy seeing this.”

The TA revived a bleary Tia and stepped to her master. She looked beyond the various clamps and hemostats. Inside swam a sea of orange, gray, pink, red, blue and ivory. She recognized many of the contents.

The professor seemed pleased with his work. “What the hay? Since we’re here, why don’t we take the rest of this stuff?”

Karen knew that once the professor got on a roll, it was hard to stop him. She silently gathered more clamps.

To Be Continued…

