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A GYMNAST'S DEDICATION

 




PROLOGUE

 

"Take a deep breath for me. There you go. Good, very good. And breath out again. That's it. Let me check the mask and make sure you're inhaling all of my hypnotic gas. Perfect! Airtight seal, that's what you'd like to see. Inhale. And exhale. Just relax now, everything is going to be alright.

 

Feel the hypnotic gas tickle your nose. It smells slightly sweet, doesn't it? I bet you like that. Exhale. Do you feel your body tingling yet? Inhale. All that gas making your lungs glow - making your mind go dizzy and numb. It feels so good - so addictive.

 

All you want is to breath in more of that hypnotic gas for me. And you can, you can breathe in as much of this hypnotic gas as you like. Breath in and breath out. So relaxed, so deeply drowsy. Inhale. If you really pay attention, you can feel my trance tingle at the tips of your fingers already, feel it in your lips, feel it in your cheeks. Inhale and Exhale. Your whole body is already deeply in trance by now, your mind just doesn't know it yet. But that doesn't matter because in a few moments even your mind is going to succumb to my trance. Just keep breathing. In and out and out and in.

 

Let my trance grow stronger and stronger until it pushes out any and all thoughts. All you want to do is go deep into trance for me. All you want is to take a little break and surrender. And you can, sweety! You have my permission to let go. There's no need to think right now. Let me do all the thinking for you. Keep breathing the gas. Inhale and Exhale. Just surrender to my words, let my words echo into your empty mind. Relax deeper, sink deeper, let your mind take a little break. Trance for me. Trancing so deeply for me. It feels so good to listen and obey. It feels so good to let my words become your new reality. Nice deep breaths, every breath takes you deeper and deeper into that trance and the deeper you go the better you feel. My words a trail and all you must do is follow me to feel good, to feel so calm and relaxed, to feel so deeply hypnotized. All you want to do is follow my words and go deeper. Obey me and go deeper. Trancing so deeply for me now. Allow my words to become your reality. Allow yourself to feel good. Obeying feels good. My words bring you pleasure. Allow yourself to feel pleasure, now. My words become what you experience. You just want to immerse yourself in my words. It feels so good. You want to surrender.

 

You have my permission to surrender, darling. You've got my permission to trance so deeply now. You've got

my permission to obey. You've got my permission to feel good and enjoy yourself for a while."

 




CHAPTER 1

Lauren used the hardened cast around her wrist to knock on the bathroom door. 'Open up,' she yelled

through the wood. 'Open up Kayla. I need to get ready.'

 

The incessant singing stopped, and the water turned off.

 

'Don't be a prude now. It's not like we've never seen each other shower before.'

 

'Calm down,' Kayla said when she opened the door to the bathroom, still dripping wet. Lauren peeked

down at her perky breasts and her smooth waist curving into Kayla's hips. She blushed and then forced

herself to look up in her friend's face.

 

'Thanks,' she mumbled, 'I have to leave for that meeting in a few minutes.'

 

'That's today?' Kayla asked. 'You know, poor planning on your part, doesn't constitute an emergency

on my part.'

 

Lauren laughed. 'Someone has been reading too much Reddit,' she said.

 

'Maybe,' Kayla said as she grabbed a towel.

 

Lauren focused on the mirror and put on her make-up. The pink cast filled with names and little

drawings made it difficult to be precise and her eyeliner was a tad bit wobbly. Still, doing it with her left

hand would only make it worse. Via the mirror she looked at Kayla who had wrapped a towel around her

hair. She was jealous. Kayla had it so easy, just wrap her hair in a towel and it comes out beautiful and

shiny every time. Whereas Lauren's curls were more like a fruit machine in a casino, you could throw

endless time and money at it. Sometimes you won and you magically had a good hair day, but most of

the time it was frizzy and unruly.

 

Today she didn't even try and just bound everything together in a ponytail on top of her head.

 

'You're still going tonight, aren't you?' Kayla asked.

 

'It's mandatory' Lauren nodded.

 

'It's mandatory for people on the team,' Kayla said, 'I thought maybe because of your arm ... '

 

'I'm still on the team,' Lauren said, 'I'm just injured, but the moment the doctor says it's okay I'm back.'

 

'But you have that meeting today?' Kayla asked.

 

Lauren nodded. 'At two. It won't be that long. I assume it's similar to a consult from the sports psychologist. It can't last more than an hour. The fundraiser doesn't start till eight. Plenty of time to get ready.'

 

'Hmm, what you call plenty,' Kayla stuck out her tongue.

 

'You're so vain,' Lauren said teasing.

 

'Well, we can't all be as naturally pretty as you, some of us need to work for it,' Kayla said, 'your eyeliner is crooked though. Do you want me to fix it?'

 

'Please,' Lauren said. She stood there very still as her friend bent over her face and fixed her up a bit.

 

'Thanks,' Lauren mumbled.

 

'They say Ivan Kadin is coming tonight as well.'

 

'Hmm,' Lauren said.

 

'Ivan Kadin! Do you hear what I'm saying? You do know who Ivan Kadin is don't you? He's only the

hottest, sexiest gymnast in the world right now. They say he's going to be selected for the Olympic

team.'

 

'The Olympics are three years from now. He has to keep proving himself,' Lauren said shrugging.

 

'Gee, what a party pooper you are,' Kayla said, 'well I have you know if he's at the party, he will be

coming home with me. So, if my door is closed, you'd better not interrupt.'

 

Lauren smiled, even though the thought of her friend sharing the bed with Ivan Kadin was a little bit

painful. Kayla and she had known each other since they were twelve and they were both accepted into

the Gymnastics Youth Top. Once a month the best gymnasts in their area traveled to a special training

camp where they spend three days in a row training underneath the most talented and successful gymnasts. Over the years the girls of the Youth Top had become some of her closest friends. A bunch of them managed to secure a gymnastics scholarship for Rosedale University, so now they shared a dorm and a life together. When she was assigned Kayla as a roommate, she couldn't be happier and hoped it would be a recreation of those many nights during training camps where they kissed and fondled in the dark. Yet so far Kayla had only shown an interest in boys. Helping each other stretch was the most intimate physical contact they had so far. Although Kayla fixing Lauren's eyeliner was pretty intimate too. Their faces very close together, Kayla's breath caressing her cheek.



Lauren sighed when Kayla said she was done. 'Are there any other alumni coming to the party

tonight?' she asked. She quickly glanced at the mirror to check her make-up.

 

'I would assume so,' Kayla shrugged.

 

'I'd be more interested in meeting Cece Blue, than Ivan Kadin,' Lauren said, but Kayla didn't understand the hint. She didn't understand that she was trying to come out and express a preference for women over men. Lauren didn't push it. She didn't really know for sure if she was ready to come out anyway. Kayla was now fangirling about Cece Blue and the floor routine she did last year and how she was the only one to ever have gotten a perfect score during nationals.

 




CHAPTER 2

Lauren stepped through the hallways of the neurology faculty, looking at the signs to make her way

to the right department. The building looked identical to the one in which she spent most of her time

studying Business Management. Just hallways filled with doors, leading to college halls or small offices where professors and post-doctorates worked on their research papers. The only difference was in the decorations. Here MRI's hung on the wall, black and white images of the inside of someone's skull. There was a portrait of a woman named Davina Rogers with an inspirational quote that said: 'The mind is a canvas; neurology is the brush.' Around the corner on a small pedestal rested some sort of helmet, that according to the sign was almost 350 years old and one of the first brainwashing helmets ever made. Lauren had never seen anything like it. It may have been vintage, but it didn't look rusty at all. It still looked a bit futuristic.

 

'Lauren?' one of the students appeared next to her and curiously looked her up and down. She had

raven black hair and eyes that were on the brown side of green - autumn green. She carried a friendly

and confident smile. She was both cute and intimidating at the same time.

 

'Hi,' Lauren said. She wondered what the girl wanted from her.

 

'That's a cool piece of tech, isn't it?' The girl gestured towards the pedestal, 'the hand-crafted prototype

made by William D. Dresswood himself.'

 

'Hmm,' Lauren nodded. There was a bit of an uncomfortable silence. 'Does it work?' she asked

eventually.

 

'Not anymore,' the girl said, 'there's no compatible chargers around anymore and the encryption

codecs to the software have been lost.'

 

'Okay' Lauren nodded, 'but in the past they did actually brainwash people with that thing?'

 

The girl laughed. 'More or less. What they did back then can hardly be called brainwashing. It's probably more accurate to call it hypno-electric conditioning. And although our field has evolved and we are that much more effective in rewiring someone's brain than back in the day, we'd still don't typically call it brainwashing. I guess brainwashing is more of a fictional thing.

 

'O,' Lauren said. She smiled at the girl and fidgeted uncomfortably with her fingers. 'I have a ... ' she

gestured towards the hallway. 'I have an appointment, but it was nice talking to you. Nice to meet you.'

 

The girl laughed. 'You have an appointment with me darling,' she said.

 

Lauren tilted her head and studied the girl, then she shook her head. 'Really?' she asked a bit confused.

 

'You're Lauren Ingram, right? I'm professor McKenna,' The girl reached out her hand, her nails decorated with black nail polish and a shiny rhinestone glued to the nail of her pinky finger. She wore a ring

that was atypically bulky and square and that didn't fit the otherwise so gracious appearance of the girl

- or woman?

 

Lauren frowned and squinted. 'How old are you even?'

Professor McKenna laughed. 'I'm 39,' she said. 'Just because I have a petite figure doesn't mean I don't

age.'

 

Now that Lauren paid attention, she did notice some subtle wrinkles next to the corner of her eyes. She

felt a little bit silly for making assumptions.

 

'I'm sorry,' she mumbled.

 

'It's okay,' Professor McKenna said, 'please follow me.'

 

Lauren walked next to Professor McKenna through the hallways. She wondered whether the professor had been here on a gymnastics scholarship as well and then decided to stick around for the academics. She bit her lip and tried to decide whether that was appropriate to ask or too intrusive of a question. What if it reminded the professor of a traumatic injury, which had marked the end of her gymnastics career and forced her to focus on her academics instead.

 

Lauren grabbed the cast around her arm and traced the little heart that Kayla had drawn on the pink outer shell. She would heal. In a couple of weeks her arm would be completely healthy again, and she would work twice as hard to catch up with her teammates. Breaking her arm was unfortunate, but it wouldn't stop her from reaching her goals. It wasn't even technically broken. The bone hadn't snapped in two. It was just a tiny, innocent, little, hairline fracture.

 

They went into a room that reminded Lauren of a dentist's office. Centered in the middle posed a big leather chair surrounded by hoses and wires and instruments Lauren had never seen before. It looked intimidating. Nervous she kept standing with her back against the wall, while Professor McKenna seemed to fly through the office - opening up cupboards putting some needles on the counter, plugging some of the machinery into the outlets.

 

'Come sit down, Lauren honey' she said making a welcoming gesture to the leather chair.

 

Lauren hesitated. 'What's all this?' she gestured around the room, 'when coach Nathalie said I had to meet with you because of my arm, I kind of assumed it would be to make sure I was mentally alright, and you would just talk about fear of failure and self-sabotage and all that jazz for half an hour or so.'

 

'Then either Nathalie didn't explain it correctly or you didn't listen very well,' Professor McKenna said matter-of-factly, 'I've been asked to give you a neurological schism.'

 

'What's that? Who asked you to do that? Coach Nathalie?'

 

'I can see you're a bit upset and nervous,' Professor McKenna put her hand on Lauren's shoulder and guided her towards the chair in the middle. 'There's really no reason to be scared,' she said, 'just sit down and relax.'

 

Lauren climbed into the brown scuffed leather. The chair obviously wasn't made to suit her bodily measurements. The curve for the knees pressed somewhere halfway down her calves, and her head leaned against the back and didn't even reach the head rest. Professor McKenna smiled. 'Good,' she said. She put her hand on Lauren's arm right above the cast and rubbed over the skin. Plunged in thought she stared at Lauren's arm, then she pouted her lips. She rolled on her stool to the other side of the chair and studied that elbow.

 

'Maybe it's best if you take off your shirt,' Professor McKenna said.

 

'Why?' Lauren asked.

 

'It'll be easier with the IV' Professor McKenna said, 'and also please undo your hair,' she gestured towards the dot of curls on top of Laurens head.

 

'But why?' Lauren asked.

 

'So that the neuro-electrical nodes can make contact with your scalp.'

 

'No ... I mean .... like ... why do I need and IV anyway? What is happening? What is a neurological schism?'

 

Professor McKenna sighed and with a tired look on her face she stared at Lauren. Then she cupped Lauren's face and grabbed her cheek. Her thumb caressing over the corner of Lauren's mouth. It was strangely tender and somewhat intimate in a way.

 

'Honey' she said, 'there's really no point in telling you, because you won't understand, and you'll forget anyway. It'll be a waste of time of which we have very little to start with. This is kind of a last-minute hail Mary. I know you're curious and maybe a bit scared because all of this is unfamiliar, but let me ask you this; do you know Cece Blue, Kinsley Hartfield, Brynn Oswalt? All great gymnasts who went to college here and then continued to be successful athletes, right?'

 

'I'll say. They all went to the Olympics. Cece even won three medals.'

 

'How do you think they got to be so great?'

 

'Talent and a lot of training?' Lauren asked.

 

'They listened to their coach. When their coach corrected them, they didn't protest or talk back. They just fixed what they were doing wrong and became better athletes because of it. And you know how they became such good listeners, so unquestionably obedient and so incredibly focused on their goals?'

 

Lauren looked up at Professor McKenna, 'how?' she asked.

 

'Because at one point in their career Nathalie send them to me for a neurological schism, and I added

a state of mind to their brain that allowed them to focus on their gymnastics without any distractions. Do you understand?'

 

Lauren nodded.

 

So, if you want to have any chance of being as successful as them - especially after your silly accident,

that was clearly a sign of you not being able to pay attention - you have to cooperate and let me get on with it.'

 

Lauren looked at the pink cast around her arm. When she fell from the balance beam, she was indeed distracted. Kayla had been talking with her teammates about the Youth Top training weekends. Even though they chatted about the gross pasta salads that were always served for dinner, Lauren was reminded of those muggy nights of fondling and shy kisses hidden in the dark under the warm blankets. She blushed and pressed her lips together.

 

'Maybe I can use a little help focusing,' she mumbled agreeable as she pulled the scrunchy from her curls and pulled her arms out of her top. She was a bit cold in just her bra. She wrapped her arms around her torso and shivered.

 

'That's what we thought,' Professor McKenna said, 'lie down. You're not scared of needles, are you?

Otherwise please look the other way now.'

 

A little prick down in her elbow as Professor McKenna installed the IV. It wasn't hooked up to any tubes or medicine yet. It was just he little plastic nub sticking out of the band-aid.

 

'It's not illegal, is it?' Lauren asked just to be sure, 'it's not like doping or anything?'

 

'None of the chemicals we'll use on you today will show up on your drug test,' Professor McKenna said

in a reassuring tone of voice. She added some contraption with small silver nodules onto Lauren's head.

'Are you comfy darling?' she asked, 'if you want you can take off your trousers as well.'

 

'I'm fine,' Lauren said.

 

'Okay, I'm going to have to tease you a little while you're still lucid,' Professor McKenna said. 'It's not

going to hurt but it will be uncomfortable.' She grabbed a stainless-steel rod and asked Lauren to sit up

right. With her thumb she seemed to be counting the vertebrae in Lauren's neck all the way to up to her

hair. 'Here?' she asked.

 

Without further warning an electrical pulse seemed to shoot across the nape of her neck. 'Ouch,' Lauren yelled indignant, 'what was that?' It was more the shock than the actual pain that had her riled up.

 

'That was the wrong spot,' Professor McKenna said. Two more times she gave Lauren one of those

nasty uncomfortable pulses in her neck, each time apologizing for being in the wrong spot. The next time she gave Lauren a pulse it made her entire body spasm and tense up. A flash of light traveled across her mind and numbed her thoughts.

 

'There it is,' Professor McKenna said, 'don't move while I mark you.'

 

Lauren moaned a little and pressed the palm of her hand up to her temple. 'Shit,' she mumbled while the professor marked her neck with a sharpie.

 

'What the hell was that?' Lauren asked.

 

Professor McKenna didn't answer. 'Did you pee yourself?' she asked. She looked around at Laurens

pants and Lauren stared at her own crotch too. Indeed, there was a wet spot in the crotch of her jeans.

 

'What the hell?' she mumbled.

 

'Don't worry about it,' Professor McKenna said, 'one in five people pees themselves when their central

node is being stimulated. I'm even working on a theory that tries to proof people who do pee themselves have better synaptic integration between their limbic system, their central nervous system, and their peripheral nervous system.'

 

'You could've warned me,' Lauren said.

 

'I offered for you to take off your pants,' Professor McKenna shrugged. 'You didn't think I said that because I was some sort of pervert, did you?' She gave Lauren a charming smile. 'Take your pants off now,' she said, 'I'll hang them out to dry for you and grab you a blanket in the meantime.'

 

After a moment of hesitation Lauren pushed the cold wet jeans from her hips. She debated what to do about her panties, those were soaked to. While professor McKenna draped the clothes over the radiator, Lauren pulled the blanket over her body, so she felt warm and a little less exposed.

 

'Did Cece Blue pee herself?' Lauren asked.

 

'Probably' Professor McKenna said, 'I don't recall, but seeing how gifted she is motorically, I'm guessing she has good reflex integration so yeah ... it's most likely she did.' She now rolled over a big cylinder until it was next to the chair. She attached a plastic breathing mask to the translucent hose and then briefly placed it onto Lauren's face, but before Lauren could protest, she'd removed it already. She adjusted the way it attached to the hose and focused on the silver cylinder again.

 

'Are you ready?' Professor McKenna said.

 

'What's happening now?' Lauren asked a bit suspicious.

 

'You're going to take a few nice deep breaths from this medicine, which will make you feel a bit floaty

and a bit drowsy and then I'll get to work. Next thing you'll remember is waking up a few hours from now all done.'

 

'A few hours?' Lauren said, 'but there's a fund raiser tonight. I'll have to be there.'

 

'I'm aware of the fund raiser, Lauren darling. I'll make sure you get there on time even if I have to

personally chaperon you. Now take a deep breath for me, okay?' She gently placed the mask on Lauren's face. It was a bit stuffy, and the air smelled musty and stale. There was a light pressure where the silicon rim touched her skin. Lauren inhaled.

 

Something fluttered in her chest and confused she looked up into the face of Professor McKenna. Was

she nervous, or was she falling in love? This flutter felt a lot like falling in love and she couldn't help but blush. Shyly she averted her eyes.

 

'It's okay. It's okay, sweety,' Professor McKenna said, 'you're doing great, just keep breathing, take another breath for me, will you?'

 

Lauren sucked her lungs full of the medicinal gas and the butterflies in her tummy increased. Her fingers tingled and her lips did too. A rush of euphoria crashed over her. She moaned

 

'Good girl, very good. That feels so nice, doesn't it? That feels so nice you're almost growing a little bit addicted to my gas. All you want is to breath in more, don't you?'

 

Lauren moaned again and felt the desire to fill her lungs as much as possible. A deep inhale until her entire chest was puffed out and tense.

 

'Ssh, exhale now,' Professor McKenna whispered as her hand ran over Laurens chest and pressed her down into the chair again. A gentle caress that confused Lauren. Part of her hoped the fingers of the professor would wander and caress her tits. She moaned again her body squirming in the chair. The leather clung to the wet spots on her ass cheeks and squeaked as she moved.

 

The world around her seemed to be dancing; colors escaped their shapes, shapes escaped their colors,

reality disintegrated, and everything turned into a blur.

 

'Ssh,' friendly fingers caressed those parts of her cheek that came out from underneath the mask.

'It's okay. You're doing great, honey. You're doing absolutely amazing, just keep breathing. You're a bit

stubborn, aren't you? Yeah, you are. I'm going to up the concentration a notch.' She turned away from

Lauren and adjusted something on the cylinder. Lauren never even noticed a difference. She was already a puddle of fluttering love and surrender, trapped in this hazy world. Her head slumped to the side, but the professor grabbed her neck and tilted her head backwards. Her eyes kept rolling and fluttering shut.

 

'There you go,' Professor McKenna said soothing. 'Who's a good girl? Is Lauren a good girl? Yes, you are! Are you ready? I think you are, aren't you? Let's hook up your IV.' Professor McKenna left and suddenly Lauren was alone in this misty haze that swirled all around her. If she was all by herself then who was she in love with? Did she maybe love the mask that was still magically attached to her face, no matter which way she looked? Or did she love this leather chair? Or maybe she was completely and madly in love with the blanket that covered her. In an impulse she hugged the blanket and tried to rub herself up against it. Someone pried on her fingers and trying to get her to stretch her arm.

 

Lauren fought her heavy eyelids and studied the very blurry rendition of Professor McKenna.

 

'You're back,' she mumbled. Her tongue wasn't really obedient, her words came out slurred and not

really annunciated. 'I love you. I think I'm a lesbian and if you weren't a professor and if I wasn't so shy,

I'd ask you out on a date and then we'd kiss and get married.'

 

The professor smiled. 'You're a cutie pie and quite the charmer. Did the medicine made you a bit unfiltered and talkative?'

 

'Yes,' Lauren said. The words of the professor were little strings pulling on her thoughts. 'So unfiltered

and talkative, like I tell you my favorite secret, do you want to know?'

 

'Right now, I need you be a good girl and relax your arm. Can you do that for me?' Professor McKenna

asked.

 

Lauren nodded although she didn't quite know where in this intoxicated haze her arm was, so she

just relaxed everything. She moaned as her body seemed to melt into the soup of sounds and colors and

other sensory input.

 

'Good girl,' Professor McKenna said as she attached a little hose to the IV. Far away on the horizon of

Lauren's awareness a machine started beeping.

 

'Uh-oh,' she mumbled. 'I think I peed myself again.'

 

'I doubt that,' Professor McKenna said as she pulled away the blankets. She pressed her hand between

Lauren's legs and into the puddle. 'I think this is just squirt,' she mumbled as she brought her fingers up to her nose. 'Did you orgasm just now? Are you a squirter usually?'

 

'Uh ... ' Lauren wasn't sure. 'I only squirt when I think about Kayla during my masturbations.'

 

'Kayla Fisher?' Professor McKenna asked. 'Your teammate? Are you guys a couple?'

 

'No. I don't think she thinks about me when masturbating. She probably thinks about Ivan Kadin.'

 

Professor McKenna laughed. 'So, you're in love with your roommate, but she doesn't love you back? Oh boy, college drama.'

 

She doesn't even know,' Lauren said, 'but that's okay, because now I'm in love with you.'

 

'You are?' Professor McKenna asked with a bemused smile on her face. She gently caressed Lauren over her cheekbone and temple, and over her fingers, and over her tummy.

 

'Ye-he-hes,' Lauren said. 'I swear I'm going to masturbate to you tonight and I'm going to squirt so hard. So, so, so hard.'

 

'I have no doubt about that,' Professor McKenna said. She briefly lifted Lauren's hand and pressed a kiss against her fingers.

 

Her arm felt so heavy, so incredibly heavy. Not just her arm felt heavy her entire body seemed to be

sucked down into the chair. Lauren moaned in protest and tried to stop the chair from eating her. Her body didn't obey.

 

'What's happening?' she asked in a slight panic, 'I can't move. Help! Help me.'

 

'Shh,' Professor McKenna said, 'don't panic darling, that's just a side effect of the medicine reaching a workable concentration in your blood.'

 

'Why?' Lauren asked, 'but why?'

 

'Shh,' Professor McKenna hushed her soothingly. 'I'm going to give you a little bit more sedative because you're still a little bit too lucid to my liking, but I don't think we need to add any more euphoriac or muscle relaxer, do we? Your body is already responding perfectly. It's just your mind that remains a little stubborn.'

 

She turned on a valve and pressed the breathing mask tighter against Lauren's face. Lauren moaned as

 

she felt her mind slipping away further and further into that euphoric emptiness.



'I don't think we need this anymore,' Professor McKenna said as she pulled the blanket away from

Lauren and then she lifted up Laurens limp and unruly body to help her out of her bra. She tossed the

garment towards the radiator and cupped one of Lauren's boobs in the warm palm of her hand. Her fingers toying around with Lauren's nipple. A pillar of pleasure rose out of the collision between thumb

and nipple. An immensely high pillar, almost like a beacon for anybody in the world to see, demanding

every last bit of attention from her jumbled mind.

 

In response her pussy began twitching and convulsing and another gulp of warm water sloshed over her thighs.

 

'I'm squirting again,' she mumbled.

 

Professor McKenna gently lowered her back in the leather chair again and then looked down. 'I see,' she said, 'do you orgasm so easily darling or is this just because of the blend of euphoriacs running through your body and the sedatives removing your inhibitions?'

 

'It's not an orgasm,' Lauren mumbled, 'real orgasms feel even better, squirt is just squirt.'

 

'Hmm,' Professor McKenna said, 'well, I'm going to put some puppy pads underneath you anyway.' She

disappeared of into the blurred distance and for a while Lauren was left alone with her discombobulated thoughts, her limp body, and those bouts of pleasure sloshing through her pussy whenever they felt like it.

 

She moaned as she fought the nebula that kept her captive. The beeping of the IV was unrelenting

and kept sending more and more droplets of whatever drug into her body. The mask kept on hissing its

sleepy fumes into her face. She tried to remove the mask from her face or pull the little tube from her IV,

but she couldn't move at all.

 

'Help,' she mumbled when Professor McKenna returned to her bubble of awareness. She lifted Lauren's

legs and by extension her hips and placed some plastic sheets with cotton wool padding underneath her

bum.

 

'You have to help me,' Lauren mumbled again.

 

'I am helping you, sweetheart,' Professor McKenna said.

 

'No, but ... ' Lauren protested, but then felt the fingers of Professor McKenna trace over her ass and inner

thighs, inching closer and closer to her pussy and involuntarily her body convulsed. Another drizzle

of squirt was expelled from her pussy. 'You're so easy' Professor McKenna said with a teasing chuckle,

'what is it you wanted to say honey?'

 

'You need to take off the mask,' Lauren mumbled, 'it's making me a bit sleepy, and I can't move.

 

Professor McKenna laughed, 'that's exactly my intention. You're doing perfectly. You're still surprisingly chatty, but I guess that's just who you are. There's no way you're anywhere near conscious with these amounts of chemicals in your system. I'm guessing you're one of those people who talks in their sleep.'

 

'I don't know,' Lauren said, 'you'd have to ask Kayla, but I'm not asleep right now. I'm conscious. I can

still think and - hmm. Maybe I can't think very good right now.'

 

'Awake isn't the same as conscious, sweety' Professor McKenna bent over and pressed a quick kiss

against Lauren's temple and surprised by that sudden expression of love and tenderness another wave

of arousal gulped out of her pussy, drenching the padded plastic underneath her bum.

 

'Why does that keep happening?' Lauren asked surprised and a little frustrated.

 

'Okay, almost there,' Professor McKenna said, 'we're going to roll you onto your side, careful to not

dislodge your IV. There you go.'

 

The world seemed to turn and tumble. Suddenly everything looked different. Lauren moaned half in

protest, half mesmerized by the confident hands that moved her knees, hips, and shoulders until she

was in a stable position. The fingers of Professor McKenna massaged the nape of her neck. At first it was

a really nice massage, but soon that spot started to feel strangely numb, almost as if there was a black

hole sucking up all those sweet caresses and never letting Lauren enjoying them.

 

'Do you feel this honey?' Professor McKenna asked.

 

'What?' Lauren asked.

 

'Does this hurt? And this?'

 

'Huh?' Lauren said.

 

'You're ready for the Synalink,' Professor McKenna said, 'so ... let's not forget to turn on the neuroconductor. Go to settings - let's see, initiating complete convergence. Yes, perfect. Here goes nothing darling.'

 

Professor McKenna seemed a bit nervous and fidgeted with something in the back of Lauren's neck.

Lauren didn't feel anything, she didn't notice anything change.

 

'I don't think it's working,' Lauren mumbled but then suddenly there was a white flash that invaded

her mind and expelled every other thought - another flash and another. She faintly noticed her body

shaking and spasming in response to those flashes but soon there was nothing left to notice, and Lauren

was absorbed into this overexposed nothingness.

 

'Lauren! Lauren my darling.' A voice came from far away. Sounds beating through this very comfortable never-ending emptiness and echoing through her brain.

 

'Lauren open your eyes for me sweetheart.'

 

When she obeyed, she stared up into a face she didn't recognize. She did recognize it was a pretty girl

though, with the raven black hair and the autumn green eyes. Involuntarily she smiled at the woman

hovering over her.

 

'There you are,' a voice said. The words echoed all around. She saw the lips of the girl move. Lauren

licked her own lips. She had a strong impulse to push herself upwards and kiss the woman, but she

found out she couldn't move at all. She wouldn't have been able to kiss the women anyway, a silicon

mask kept Lauren's mouth hidden. She had no idea what was going on, but somehow the not-knowing

didn't bother her. There wasn't an insatiable curiosity that fired off a barrage of questions; there wasn't

that anxious confusion about not understanding the situation; there was just a serene acceptance.

 

She was here. This was happening. Everything was fine.

 

'So how do you like this new state we've just created?' the woman asked, 'do you think we can work

with this?'

 

Lauren stared up at the face. She didn't know what to say, she didn't know if she was even capable of

using her mouth and forming words. She tried to move her lips and tongue around. She moaned, but no

actual syllables appeared.

 

The lady laughed. 'I know. It's a bit empty in there, isn't it?' She ran her hand over Lauren's hair. 'Don't

worry over time we'll fill you up with a perfect personality. But since we don't have much time today,

let's first focus on getting you an internal reward system. That way we can guide the development of

this new personality and make sure we'll get some of that reflexive obedience going. That should be

doable in the next two hours don't you think?'

 

She looked at her watch and then tugged on Lauren's limp legs, readjusting them until her knees butterflied out and her pussy was totally exposed. The lady looked down at the pussy and smiled.

 

'You're cute,' she said, 'let's first try it like this.' She pressed her fingers up against the labia and gently

rubbed over the slippery cunt. It felt like a torrent of arousal came out of nowhere and splashed onto the

fingers.

 

'Wait,' the lady said, 'is the neuro-conductor on?' She bent over the contraption of nodules that apparently covered Lauren's head. 'Go to settings ... ' she mumbled, 'reward system, calibrating new reward system, and ... hmm ... what to do ... ' She pressed her fingers against her mouth as if she was kissing her own hand, 'let's go with peak accumulation,' she mumbled eventually, 'since you squirt so easily, don't you darling?' She tapped something and then returned to focus on the pussy again.

 

Her fingers tenderly grazed the labia. She pressed her thumb down onto the clit and Lauren felt her

pussy contracting and more arousal spilled out across her thighs. Except this time the pleasure didn't

stay limited to her pussy. Instead, a similar pleasure seemed to overwhelm her mind. As if her thoughts

were an erogenous zone.

 

She didn't quite understand how that was possible, but she didn't have much time to ponder, a new

wave of pleasure already crashed over her. This one seemed to be twice as strong and helplessly she

moaned into the breathing mask. She was panting quite irregular as she already felt a third wave rolling

in.

 

Her body which seemed paralyzed when she wanted to move it, apparently was perfectly capable of

convulsing and shivering and spasming in response to all that arousal.

 

The waves kept on rolling in. She barely even noticed what was happening down in her pussy. All the

pleasures overwhelmed her mind and body too much to focus on all the separate sensations. However,

she did vaguely register that the fingers had been switched out for a mouth and a very agile tongue,

which lured out more and more and more of those pleasures. She kept on squirting helplessly. Unable

to control herself, unable to stop herself. That tongue down there between her legs had so much power

over her body, while she herself was powerless. Her pussy happily complied with all the pleasures and

her mind willingly surrendered. Why would she resist something that made her feel so good? It all felt

incredibly addictive. The more overwhelmed she became the more she craved that tongue. More, more,

more.

 

Her mind empty. No thinking, no thoughts. Only plain primal pleasure that seemed to form the base

for everything else. Every thought that did appear was instigated by arousal.

 

Moans escaped her lips. Her body was doing a dance that seemed completely reflexive and unencumbered by thoughts of any sort. Undeniably she got pushed towards orgasm. It was as if she could see her

upcoming orgasm already looming over her, rolling in like an avalanche, bigger and better than any orgasm she'd ever felt before. It started tumbling down and soon she was a helpless toy to her own climax.

 

The flashes of bright white light invaded her mind again - in rapid fire one after another. Each flash

seemed to be another pulse of electricity intercepting every last thought, rerouting her most primal impulses. It kept on going and going and going. Her fingers and lips tingled, her eyes rolled shut and she was consumed by her own body.

 

'Lauren! Lauren darling, open your eyes for me,' someone gently shook her shoulder and groggily

Lauren fought against the heavy eyelids. She blinked against the bright lights and then recognized the

face of Professor McKenna staring at her. She yawned and tried to rub her face, but she barely managed

to lift her arm a few centimeters before it slumped down again.

 

'What's going on?' Lauren asked, 'are we done?'

 

'Not yet, sweety,' Professor McKenna said.

 

'But ... but ... but you said that I would go to sleep and the next thing I would remember is being done,'

Lauren mumbled into the anesthesia mask that was still hissing a musty air into her face.

 

'That's correct,' Professor McKenna said, 'you're not going to remember any of this. I just had to turn

off the Synalink for a second because you passed out.'

 

'I did?' Lauren asked a bit surprised, 'I didn't even know you could pass out while you were sleeping.'

 

'You weren't sleeping, you just weren't conscious,' Professor McKenna smiled, 'you were in the deeper

levels of your primal subconsciousness but then you moved into non-responsive levels of unconsciousness and those are not workable levels for me. Thus, I had to get you out. I guess it was my fault. You did warn me your squirting wasn't the same as your orgasms, but I guess I didn't fully believe you, so I put you on the accumulative program anyway, which ... well eventually your orgasm became a bit too intense for you to handle, didn't it? But it did open up your brain for me in an interesting way. So that'll be fun to explore when we put you back in your alter-state.'

 

'I ... ' Lauren looked at the professor hanging over her. There were enthused glimmers in her eyes. She

seemed passionate about her work.

 

'My orgasm? What is an alter state?' Lauren asked confused.

 

'It's that alternative state of mind we're creating for you, to help you obey your coach and focus on

your training.'

 

'And my orgasm helped?' Lauren frowned and moved her head around in the hopes of getting rid of

that mask, but the stupid anesthesia mask kept following her around. Lauren whined.

 

'Shh, shh, shh,' Professor McKenna said, 'calm down now. We're going to switch to your alter state just

one more time and finish the reflexive obedience program and then you're done for the day, okay?'

 

'I want to ... ' There was a lightning strike that zapped all her thoughts away. Completely blank minded

Lauren glared up at the woman in front of her, no thoughts, no realizations. She didn't recognize the

woman. She barely even registered where she was and what was going on.

 

'What did you want, sweety?' a beautiful voice asked her.

 

Lauren could only look up in awe. No words formed. No thoughts formed. The woman laughed and

kissed Lauren on her temple which made her body convulse and another splash of squirt was absorbed

by the already drenched cotton wool padding.

 

'Do you want me to teach you how good it feels to obey? It feels so good to listen to my voice. It feels so good to let me control this new reality. It feels amazing to stop thinking and to just do as I tell you to do; feel what I tell you to feel; think what I tell you to think. It feels so addictive listening to my voice. Obeying me is all you want to do. It's all you can do. You just want to feel good, so good.'

 

The words all swarmed around her. Lauren hardly understood what they meant. It was a chain of

gorgeous sounds that made her heart flutter and her pussy gush. Another flash of light and then there

were a whole lot more words swaddling her, filling up her empty mind with just one desire - to obey.

Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience. Like a mantra those words kept on coming back. Her pussy worked its way up to another orgasm. She was completely and utterly filled with the desire to listen to that voice. She followed the words deeper and deeper into the darkness until there was nothing left.

 

'Good! Very good. There you go. Take your time,' a faraway voice echoed all around her. There was some clank and cluttering. Lauren yawned and rubbed her eyes. Both her fingers and her cheeks seemed to feel a tingly and numb.

 

'What's happening?' Lauren asked. She pushed herself up on her elbows. The blanket that had been

covering her slipped down and exposed her bra and hastily she pulled the blanket upwards again.

 

'Did I pass out or something?' Lauren asked confused.

 

Professor McKenna looked over. 'If you feel stable again, you can get dressed.' She put Lauren's shirt

on her lap and Lauren picked up the fabric. 'Why?' She asked a little bit nervous. 'Is something wrong? I thought I would get that thing Cece Blue has in her head as well, so I could become a better gymnast.'

 

'You're already done for today,' Professor McKenna said with a friendly smile.

 

'But ... like ... ' Lauren frowned, 'how is that even possible, I just walked in here a second ago.'

 

Professor McKenna looked at her watch. 'We've been at it for four hours now,' she said, 'I'd happily go

for another four because you're far from finished, but you and I have a fundraiser to attend and rich

people to charm. Because who else is going to pay for your scholarship and for my new Converter with

palladium conductors? We'll have to make do. What are you wearing?'



Flabbergasted Lauren looked at the professor. She was talking too quickly and saying too many words

at once. Lauren still hadn't come to terms with the world around her. Yet she liked listening to her chattering. It made her pussy feel strangely warm. She pressed her thighs together and checked whether the blanket truly covered her.

 

'Do you need another minute?' The professor asked. 'I'm just going to tidy up in the meantime.'

 

Professor McKenna turned around. She wiped down the counters and threw away some plastic wrappers. Lauren followed her with her eyes. A thousand questions ran around in her head, but she seemed to be too slow to hold on to one of those questions and force the words out of her mouth.

 

She put on her shirt and then tugged on the legs of her jeans that were uncomfortably twisted around

her ankle. The professor came back to the chair and without saying a word she picked up the blanket and folded it up.

 

'How are you feeling?' she asked when the room was all tidy again. A bit worrisome she looked at

Lauren. She grabbed a little light and flashed it in Lauren's eyes, which felt strangely familiar and somewhat addictive. She moaned and sank back into the chair.

 

'Hmm,' Professor McKenna sounded displeased. She placed a pin on Lauren's finger and said her vitals

were all normal and there should be no chemicals interfering with her ability to function right now.

 

'What's wrong with you honey?' Professor McKenna asked.

 

'I don't know. I'm just ... confused,' Lauren mumbled, 'what do I need to do?'

 

'Right now, you need to go home, take a shower, get some food in you, put on a nice sexy dress and I'll

see you at the fundraiser,' Professor McKenna said.

'Right,' Lauren mumbled, 'I can do that.' She slid off the leather chair. The ground underneath her feet

felt strangely flat and inert. Although weren't grounds always flat and inert? Those were their main

characteristics. If they were wobbly, they'd be a bouncy house or a trampoline.

 

Lauren frowned. She put her hand up against her forehead and slapped herself a few times, but Professor McKenna was quickly there to intercept her hand. 'Don't hurt yourself,' she said strict.

 

She kept holding Lauren's wrist and Lauren marveled in the warm pressure of those sweet soft fingers

grazing her skin. A fluttering feeling bubbled up in her chest. Shyly she looked at Professor McKenna.

Was she falling in love with a professor? She barely even met the woman. Is this what people meant with

love at first sight?

 

She moaned and with a little jerk she pulled her arm free. 'Okay bye,' she said.

 

'I'm a little bit worried about you, Lauren honey,' Professor McKenna said, 'maybe it's better if you stay

with me after all.'

 

'I'm fine, I'm fine,' Lauren said hastily. She grabbed her coat and her bag and then hurried out of the

room. The moment she strutted through the hallways she'd regretted her anxious haste. Why would she

say no to the opportunity of spending more time with Professor McKenna? Because ... because ... something weird was going on in her head right now, and she'd rather be alone than embarrass herself.

 




CHAPTER 3

'How did it go?' Kayla asked when Lauren stepped into the apartment and tossed her bag into the corner. Lauren looked at Kayla. She sat at the dinner table and painted her nails. Much to her reassurance looking at her friend still gave her that burst of happiness and that shy fluttering feeling in her tummy.

 

'I'm not sure,' Lauren said. She sat down next to Kayla and rested her head against her friend's

shoulder.

 

'What was the meeting about? It ran quite long, didn't it? You were gone all afternoon.'

 

'I don't know,' Lauren mumbled, 'they said I was too distracted just like Cece Blue, so they did something to my head to help me focus.'

 

'Like they gave you Ritalin or Adderall or something?' Kayla lifted her eyebrows.

 

'No. Yes. Maybe. I don't know. It's kind of messy inside,' Lauren pressed her palm against her head and wanted to slap herself, but then remembered she wasn't allowed to do so, instead she massaged her forehead. 'I don't remember anything.'

 

'Creepy' Kayla said, 'do you need to eat still? We could order something or have tomato soup with

grilled cheese sandwiches.'

 

'Yes, food and a shower,' Lauren mumbled.

 

'You're not really yourself yet, are you?' Kayla asked. 'You're acting a bit dopey. If you take a shower, I'll get us some food.'

 

Lauren nodded. In a haze she stepped into the bathroom. She had hoped the water would wake her up

a bit more and chase this brain fog away. The warm cozy droplets only made her feel rosier, and that

drizzle that tickled past her clit made her horny beyond belief. Involuntarily she found herself moaning.

 

'Are you alright in there, girlfriend?' Kayla asked knocking on the door.

 

Lauren's heart tumbled backwards, girlfriend, Kayla had called her girlfriend! That meant they were

friends and girls, and they would kiss now, yes! She would kiss Kayla so hard they would choke on each other's tongue.

 

Lauren lifted the shower head and directed the little drizzles so that they directly massaged her pussy.

Kayla, she would kiss Kayla, she would fuck Kayla, slide her fingers up in between those pussy lips and Professor McKenna would lick Lauren at the same time. She had no idea where the idea for a threesome suddenly came from, but she couldn't put that image out of her head. Those shiny black hairs in between her legs, a warm tongue swirling around her clit and labia.

 

Her pussy continuously squirted out gulps of arousal, although that didn't matter, the squirt got

mixed in with the shower water and drained away immediately. She moaned. Her body twitched

involuntarily.

 

She'd felt her orgasm approach although it wasn't like any orgasm she'd ever experienced before. It

was like a dark storm cloud rolling in and covering her in darkness.

 

'Lauren? Are you sure you're alright? Do you want me to come in? Should I call someone for you? Talk

to me.' Kayla's voice sounded panicked. Lauren wanted to obey, she wanted to talk to Kayla, but her

orgasm was already breaking and releasing a thunderstorm into her body. Flashes of light mixed in with

peaks of pleasure she'd never felt before.

 

'Lauren! Hey, Lauren,' Kayla's voice so incredibly close.

 

'Kayla,' she mumbled even before she opened her eyes. She reached out her hand and Kayla grabbed

her fingers. 'I'm here, I'm here,' she said. Softly she slapped Lauren on the cheek, 'stay with me okay, I'm

going to call for medical assistance.'

 

'I'm here,' Lauren said, 'I'm here too.'

 

I know,' Kayla said, 'I'm going to turn off the shower now and cover you with a towel, okay? The

paramedics will be here in a few minutes.'

 

Lauren fought to open her eyes, but when she did, she barely recognized the bathroom. She did recognize Kayla though and her heart melted. She took a deep breath and another deep breath and as the remnants of her orgasm faded, she felt a little more lucid again.

 

'I'm fine,' she mumbled to Kayla. Only when she pieced together what happened, did she feel embarrassed. 'I feel fine. I'm okay.' She grabbed the towel and dried her face. Damn it! Her hair had all gotten wet because she tumbled on the ground. It wasn't even washday. There wasn't time for her full curl-care routine, which meant she would go to the fundraiser with horribly frizzy hair.



There was a knock on the door and Kayla left to welcome the paramedics. One of them squatted in

front of Lauren. He asked her if she could remember what happened and when she didn't answer he

asked if she could remember what day it was.

 

'What happened?' he now asked Kayla.

 

'I'm not sure,' Kayla said, 'she came home and took a shower and then suddenly I hear all sorts of

screaming. I ask her if she's alright and then I hear a thumb like ... bampff ... and then I walk in to find her

on the floor of the shower.'

 

There were a whole lot of questions from the paramedics and when Lauren started to feel a bit better,

she tried to answer most of them to the best of her ability. They did a few tests on her, but eventually

decided she just had a fainting spell. They explained how the hot water must have done something to

her blood pressure that made her pass out and recommended that next time she wouldn't turn up the

temperature so high.

 

'Okay' Lauren mumbled agreeable.

 

And then because Kayla was flirting and joking around with them. They got a very childish princess

band-aid out and put it on a little cut on her forehead.

 

'I'm not wearing that to the fundraiser,' Lauren said peeling the band-aid off again the moment they

were gone.

 

'He was cute, wasn't he?' Kayla said dreamy.

 

'Which one?' Lauren asked.

 

'The cute one was cute! If it doesn't work out with Ivan tonight, I'm going to give him a call.'

 

Lauren sighed as she felt her heart sting. It was a familiar pain though - a pain that belonged to her. It was something she could hold onto in this jumbled mess of a mind and know she was herself.

 

They both got dressed. All day Lauren had planned on wearing the floor length marine blue dress she

usually wore to galas and formal get-togethers. But when she looked at herself in the mirror she didn't

much like the view. It was way too conservative. It was like a gala dress you would buy your 13-year-old

niece for her first ever winner's gala after junior state championships. It wasn't something a college girl

would wear if she wanted to look nice and sexy.

 

Kayla was elated when Lauren asked her to borrow a sexier dress. 'I knew it. You're going to seduce

Ivan after all, aren't you?'

 

'I just want to look nice,' Lauren said defensive as she hoisted up the forest green dress, which Kayla

allowed her to borrow. The silk closed tightly around her hips and the neckline dipped down quite deep.

 

'Wow' Kayla said impressed, 'You look so hot, girlfriend.'

 

'You too,' Lauren mumbled shyly, 'you're hot as well.'

 

'The dress comes with one condition though,' Kayla said, 'if Ivan is interested in you, we do a threesome, agreed?'

 

Lauren's face flushed and she nodded. Now, that was an enticing reason to try to seduce that guy. She

smiled, then worried she was grinning too widely and looked like a stupid idiot. She bit her lip to contain her excitement. Then she worried biting her lip would come across as too sexy. God! She had no idea how to force her face into that same nonchalant indifference Kayla was projecting.

 

'Deal,' she mumbled as she looked away to hide her blushing cheeks.

 




CHAPTER 4

The fundraiser was held in the auditorium in the administrator's building. Lauren climbed up the stairs,

just a few steps behind Kayla. They were welcomed with a glass of champagne and some puffed pastry.

With the glasses in hand, they mingled into the crowd. Most of the people they didn't know. Just rich

people willing to donate money to this university, so a wing of the library would be named after them.

 

They zigzagged through the masses until they found the people from their own gymnastics team. They happily started chatting. Most of these girls Lauren had known for the larger part of her life, because most of them had been part of the Youth Top Selection growing up. They laughed about boys.

They teased Wendy with her pimple. They discussed their homework for their statistics class. They once more gossiped about Emma being expelled for plagiarism and leaving the team in the middle of the season. And they vehemently disagreed on whether or not it was a good idea to change up your routine this late in the season.

 

'If you mastered some new trick that's worth more points and more difficulty, why not add it into your

routine,' Kayla said.

 

'I'm not talking about adding a new trick or fixing something that isn't working,' Wendy said dismissive, 'I'm talking about learning a whole new routine from scratch.'

 

'You have to learn it sometime,' Gia said, 'it seems pointless to invest time and energy in a routine that

isn't giving you the points you need.'

 

The discussion was getting quite heated, especially when Kayla accused Wendy of being jealous of her

new routine.

 

'Ladies,' coach Nathalie said as she joined their group. In the gym they usually only saw their coach in sweatpants and with her hair wrapped up in a messy bun, but right now she looked marvelous. Her dress showed off her figure. She wore make-up, and her hair framed her face with big gracious ringlets.

 

'How on earth did you get them to curl like that?' Lauren asked jealously reaching out for one of the ringlets.

 

'Curling Iron,' Nathalie said. She looked at Lauren and then at the glass of champagne she was holding. 'Should you be drinking?'

 

'Why not?' Lauren asked confused, 'I'm not on any pain medication anymore, that was just the first two days.' She halfheartedly gestured towards her cast. The bright pink decorated with names and funny drawings was a shrill contrast with the formality of the event. For a moment Lauren stared at her arm, maybe she should've gone for the marine blue dress anyway. At least it covered her arm, even though it would also cover up the rest of her body.

 

'How did your appointment go this afternoon?' Nathalie asked.

 

'Good, I guess,' Lauren said.

 

'And what happened here?' Nathalie pressed her finger up against the painful cut in her forehead.

 

'Nothing,' Lauren shrugged.

 

'What do you mean nothing?' Nathalie sounded a bit angry, 'you're not taking any more unnecessary

risks and getting yourself hurt, are you?'

 

'She fainted in the shower,' Kayla said, 'it was quite scary - the paramedics came and everything.' Kayla

seemed to marvel in the attention as she told the entire story. She exaggerated a lot, especially when she

described how handsome that one paramedic had been. If you had to believe her it was Gavin Garcia himself that came to patch up Lauren. The others found it hilarious that Lauren had been naked under a towel the entire time they were examining her.

 

Lauren pressed her lips together and hoped Kayla wouldn't talk about the moment they pulled the towel down so they could glue some electrodes to her chest and check her heart.

 

'Is that true?' Nathalie asked Lauren.

 

'He wasn't that hot,' Lauren said.

 

'My god! You have no taste in men, girlfriend,' Kayla shook her head, 'you're unimpressed by Ivan. You

didn't think that paramedic was hot. What even is your type?'

 

Lauren blushed and stared at her feet. This might be the moment to come out to her friends and say she doesn't like boys at all. Somehow, she didn't dare to say anything.

 

'I meant, is it true you fainted and hit your head?' Nathalie asked.

 

Lauren shrugged and nodded.

 

'Does Vanessa know?'



'Who's Vanessa?' Lauren asked.

 

Nathalie held Lauren's shoulder as she stood on her toes and looked out over the crowd. 'Nessa, hey, Ness come here for a sec?' She waved over some woman and only when she came closer, did Lauren

recognize Professor McKenna. This afternoon in her lab coat, she'd already been beautiful, but now after her glow-up she truly made Lauren's knees buckle.

 

Lauren gasped as her breathing became irregular. Professor McKenna confirmed that she shouldn't be

drinking yet and removed the glass of champagne from her hand. Their fingers accidentally grazed each other. It was warm and magical. Her whole hand seemed to be glowing and she felt a little bit of squirt gush out of her.

 

'I have to go,' Lauren said in a panic.

 

'Wait a minute,' coach Nathalie grabbed Lauren's arm to stop her from leaving.

 

'I have to go to the bathroom,' Lauren said.

 

But Nathalie didn't listen. Instead, she told the other girls that if they wanted their scholarships paid for next year, they'd better start charming some of their benefactors.

 

'Is it true Ivan Kadin is here as well?' Kayla asked eagerly.

 

'Somewhere,' Nathalie said dismissive, 'but there's no need to charm him.'

 

Still Kayla grabbed Gia's arm and dragged her in between the clusters of talking people. Lauren tried to

follow them but wasn't allowed to leave yet. With a heart full of regret, she had to watch Kayla disappear into the crowd.

 

Lauren was told to follow Nathalie and Professor McKenna to an abandoned office in the hallway behind the coat check.

 

Professor McKenna inspected the cut on Lauren's head. She tutted her lips as her fingers poked around

in the sore spot. Lauren tried to pretend she wasn't there, so her pussy wouldn't send out any more droplets of squirt. Her panties already felt drenched. A bit more and it would start to seep down her leg or leak into her dress.

 

'Do you think she's alright?' Nathalie asked worried.

 

'The paramedics said I was alright,' Lauren nodded, 'I just fainted.'

 

'I don't know,' Professor McKenna said. She looked down the hallway to the cheerful and loud people

who took off their coats. She pulled Lauren further into the office.

 

'I should check her alter to be absolutely safe.'

 

'Do it,' Nathalie said.

 

Professor McKenna toyed with the bulky ring and then pressed the silver square up against the nape of

Lauren's neck. There was a burst of lightning. The world disappeared - no, that wasn't true. The world

stayed exactly the same, while Lauren was quickly zoning out and floating off into the darkness.

 

'Hey,' the most beautiful woman in the world snapped her fingers a few times to get Lauren's attention. The moment Lauren saw her, she only wanted to pay attention to her, she only wanted to listen to her. Filled with wonder and admiration she looked up at the autumn green eyes, beautifully framed by those eyelashes and that smoky eye make-up.

 

Lauren felt her heart beating furiously. She quivered and held her breath.

 

'Hey, are you there?' Someone else snapped their fingers in front of her face. A bit confused Lauren looked around, 'can you talk? What does this mean, Nessa, does she have a concussion or something? Does this mean the schism didn't take?'

 

'Uh ... ,' the most beautiful voice in the world said and Lauren almost melted. Her breathing became more and more superficial. She bit her lip as she longingly stared up at those dark red lips that now started talking.

 

'Well, her alter is barely a few hours hold, so naturally she's going to be a bit empty headed,' the beautiful lady with the beautiful voice said and as if on cue her mind seemed to become a bit emptier just to comply.

 

'Lauren honey, can you talk to me?' she asked. She reached out and grabbed Lauren's chin. Her fingers

so warm and soft, so magical. Lauren's body flushed with arousal. She went cross-eyed and her tongue

dangled out of her mouth.

 

'That's a cute face,' the most beautiful woman said.

 

'It's not a face she should be making right now, is it?' the other one said.

 

'I know,' the beautiful one said. Lauren felt the overwhelming impulse to obey. She tried to stop making that face. She pulled her tongue back inside her mouth and blinked her eyes a few times to force them to look out straight. She had obeyed, she had obeyed the beautiful woman and obeying felt so good. Obedience is pleasure and pleasure is obedience.

 

She moaned as her eyes rolled askew again.

 

'Shh, shh, shh,' the beautiful woman hastily pulled Lauren against her chest and pressed her hand in

front of her mouth to muffle her moans. Lauren wanted to obey, she wanted to obey so badly but her

orgasm already took over. The warm cleavage against her back didn't much help to regain control over her body either. The arm wrapped around to cover her mouth almost felt like an embrace. The sweetest most delicious embrace, by the most beautiful woman on earth. It was pointless to resist the rising waves of orgasm.

 

Her pussy spasmed and her hips rocked as bouts of pleasure thrust into her mind and body. She had no choice but to surrender and to let herself be swept away in this overwhelming torrent.

 

'Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck,' somewhere at the edge of her awareness someone cursed. Footsteps paced back and forth near her head. Whereas a bit further away someone was laughing hysterically.

 

'Nathalie, calm down,' a gorgeous voice said in between the chuckles.

 

Someone knelt next to her head and gently slapped her cheek. 'Lauren, listen to me, open your eyes.'

 

Obediently Lauren opened her eyes and stared up at one worried face looming over her and one giggling woman standing off to the side shaking her head.

 

'Lauren, are you alright? What happened? Can you try to sit up?'

 

'Don't have her sit up yet,' the grinning woman said.

 

'Well then do something, Nessa. Don't just stand their laughing. There's nothing funny about this.'

 

'I mean,' Nessa rubbed her fingers across her own chin. 'You have to admit it's a little bit funny.' She stepped closer towards Lauren and poked her in the side with the nose of her shoe. 'Yeah,' she said high pitched as if she was talking to a baby or a little kitten, 'did you like that so much you had to orgasm?'

 

Just hearing her say the word orgasm, made Lauren's back arch backwards as her pussy throbbed with pleasure. 'Ye-eh-eh-eh-es,' she stuttered.

 

'Nessa talk to me, what's going on?' the woman named Nathalie asked. Lauren didn't much like her.

She was strict, grumpy, worried, and negative, whereas Nessa seemed happy and in control. Also she was incredibly attractive on top of it.

 

'Isn't it obvious?' Nessa asked.

 

'No,' Nathalie said indignant, 'of course it's not obvious.'

 

'I guess this is what you get if you do a rush job,' Nessa said. She lifted her foot and put it on top of Lauren's chest to shake Lauren back and forth. Lauren loved that little touch. She wanted to kiss the shoe and hug it. She reached out her hand and gently traced her index finger over the ankle and instep.

Being allowed to touch Nessa was so intensely pleasurable. Her eyes rolled up and her body convulsed as more and more squirt kept gushing out of her.

 

'Stop it! Both of you stop it right now,' Nathalie kicked Lauren's finger away and pulled back Nessa's leg. 'She's a student, you're a professor, someone could walk in at any moment.'

 

'You're right,' Nessa said, 'someone should close the door.'

 

Lauren got up and closed the door which made Nessa laugh some more.

 

'Do you like being obedient?' she asked, 'does it feel so good to obey me?'

 

'Ye-eh-eh -' Lauren couldn't even finish her sentence because arousal was already taking over her

mind and body. Overwhelmed by pleasure she sank back to the ground.

 

'Lauren?' Nathalie squatted in front of her, 'Lauren, stay with us okay? Don't pass out again.'

 

'Huh?' Lauren mumbled.

 

'Nessa do something.

 

Now the beautiful Nessa squatted down next to Lauren as well. The warm inviting cleavage waving in front of her face. Those gorgeous dark red lips she craved to kiss. Those autumn green eyes she just wanted to disappear into. Those eyes must be a portal into another world. A world where Lauren only had to obey, and this woman - this Nessa - would be in charge of her.

 

'Lauren,' she said calmly, 'this thing that happened just now; you getting overwhelmed with pleasure,

so much so that your brain stops functioning and you pass out, is that what happened at home in the shower as well?'

 

Lauren nodded.

 

'But your alter wasn't activated, was it?'

 

Lauren didn't know. She stared at the woman and waited for her to tell her what to do.

 

'Talk to me, Lauren honey,' Nessa said, 'don't be embarrassed. You can always be honest with me and

tell me anything. In fact, it's very, very important that you'll tell me everything.

 

'Say words,' Lauren attempted to do what the woman asked of her. 'Lauren talks to Nessa, Lauren obey,

o-bey, oh-oh-oh-bey' Her mind became overrun with pleasures, just from talking on command and

knowing she'd done what the woman said.

 

'Calm down, Lauren, it's okay,' Nessa said.

 

'It's far from okay' Nathalie said, 'this is horrible.' She gestured towards Lauren, 'this is some sexual

harassment lawsuit waiting to happen. This is you and I getting fired and blacklisted in our fields.'

 

'Calm down, Nathalie,' Nessa said and although she stopped talking, she didn't calm down. At least not

as much as Lauren had calmed down when given that same order. Nathalie was disobedient.

 

'Tell me about what happened in the shower Lauren,' Nessa said, 'were you masturbating?'

 

Lauren nodded.



'What were you thinking about?'

 

'Nessa, you can't! That's so inappropriate,' Nathalie said.

 

'Hush, I'm working,' Nessa said dismissive. 'Don't be embarrassed Lauren. You can trust me, tell me the

truth.'

 

'Yes,' Lauren nodded. Her mind seemed to be swimming in tingles and euphoria. She wanted to obey

so badly. It was addictive to obey. She wanted to tell Nessa the truth, she wanted to tell Nessa the truth

about everything and share every little detail.

 

'The water ran past my clit and I got horny. And then I thought about Kayla, about kissing her and

shoving my fingers up her cunt. And then I thought about you and the three of us doing a threesome

and you were licking me down there. You're so pretty. I think I'm in love with you. I think I'm addicted

to being in love with you. I think I'm addicted to obeying you. Obeying you feels so good. So, so, so good. I just want to obey you. Please tell me what to do, anything and I'll do it. I need to obey. I need to oh-oh-oh-bey' New peaks of pleasure surged through her body, just thinking about it. A new orgasm building up. It was rising higher and higher, until it was about to crash into her body.

 

'Don't come without my permission,' Nessa said strictly. Although the orgasm was already a runaway

train, Lauren's body just went through the motions without any of the pleasures actually reaching her

mind.

 

'Good,' Nessa said, 'good, that all looks very promising.'

 

'Promising?' Nathalie said, 'that looks like you've turned her into your own private little sex slave instead of the super gymnast she's supposed to be.' She slammed her hand back against the wall and

kept shaking her head.

 

'Well, yeah, maybe for now,' Nessa said. As Nessa agreed with Nathalie it almost felt like Lauren's mind

was shapeshifting until she transformed into an obedient and submissive sex slave indeed.

 

'I want to please you,' she said to Nessa, 'I'm your sex slave. You can do with me as you please.'

 

Nessa laughed and ignored Lauren. 'Like I said, sweetheart, that's what you get for doing a rush job.

You make mistakes. Although, it wasn't even a mistake. It was a judgment call based on the information available to me at the time. Apparently, it wasn't the right call. This wouldn't have happened if we

hadn't rushed it and given her a regular intake. This wouldn't have happened if you didn't allow that

Emma to drop out in the middle of the year.'

 

'I didn't allow her to drop out,' Nathalie said, 'she was expelled. I tried. I really tried Nessa. I begged the

Dean and then I even begged her to at least stay in the area. I'm sorry.'

 

'Don't be sorry,' Nessa said, 'it's interesting to see how this plays out. Making mistakes and getting

unexpected results, that's when scientific progress happens.'

 

Nathalie looked like she wanted to protest. She licked her lips and stared up to the ceiling, but then she

exhaled and just shook her head. 'So ... what was the mistake?' Nathalie asked, 'anything we can fix?'

 

'When I anchored her orgasm, I put her on accumulative peaks which ... was clearly not necessary and

now her internal reward system seems to be out of whack. The arousal she experiences is way out of

proportion. It looks like it's not just confined to her alter but also blending into to her real life when she's masturbating in the shower.'

 

'Yes,' Lauren moaned as she listened to the women talk. Nessa's words were almost like building blocks

of reality. Changing the world around her until everything logically aligned. Nessa was right, she did

experience extreme peaks of pleasure. There was another one coming already. Involuntarily her hips

thrust up into the air.

 

'Shh, be quiet and don't cum without my permission, remember?' Nessa said briefly putting her hand on Lauren's head.

 

Lauren didn't make any noise and she didn't cum, but still her body kept squirming and swirls of pleasure befuddled her mind. She rolled over onto her side and curled up around Nessa's heels as if she

was hugging her legs.

 

'So now what? How do we fix it? Can you remove the schism and have her return to normal?'

 

'Now?' Nessa said, 'No. Removing all Synalink from her brain is a tedious process. It would take weeks. It's a liquid that crawls into every little nook and cranny of that brain, and even then the Synalink is a training tool. If we remove the Synalink we get rid of her alter, but it doesn't remove the neuropathways we've created. Also, I don't think I want to.'

 

'Why not?' Nathalie said exasperated. 'Honey ... if this comes out, it will ruin us.'

 

'I've never gone this deep into someone's primal brain before. If this comes out, they'll give me a Nobel

prize.'

 

'Fuck you,' Nathalie said, 'fuck Nessa! How could you have let this happen? Couldn't you have paid a bit more attention?'

 

'Don't turn this around on me,' Nessa said eerily calm, 'if anyone is to blame it's you, for allowing that Emma to get expelled with about half a million worth of neuro-adaptations in her brain, and forcing me to recreate eight months of work in four hours.'



It was quiet for a moment. Lauren was still curling up around Nessa's legs. She brushed her boobs up

against the instep and rubbed her cheek against the nylons. She wanted to be an obedient sex slave. Almost intuitively she kissed and suckled on the ankle. A moan bubbled up in her chest, but she kept quiet, that's what Nessa had told her to do. She was so obedient. She was so quiet and staying quiet meant she was obedient. Waves of intense pleasure invaded her mind and body.

 

'I'm sorry,' Nathalie eventually broke the silence. 'I'm sorry. You're right. I shouldn't have pushed you.'

 

'I'm sorry too,' Nessa said, 'I should've taken my time and paid better attention, instead of letting the

time constraints get to me and making a rushed decision because of it.' She leaned backwards and rested her head against the wall. Then she lifted one foot out of Lauren's embrace and gently poked the nose into Lauren's tummy.

 

'She is hot,' Nessa said, 'especially when she's all dazed and submissive like this. But I agree, it's not a

good look.'

 

'Can you imagine presenting her to General Yanice like this?' Nathalie said. 'Hi there ma'am. Remember the millions you gave us to research neuro-schisms and to create super gymnasts, who are

consistent in their performance and unencumbered by things like ego or emotion. We're known from

previous successes with Ivan Kadin and Cece Blue. Let us present this year's chosen one.'

 

Nessa laughed. 'You should've sent Lauren to me in the beginning of the year instead of stupid Emma,'

she said. 'I mean ... Emma wasn't our best work either. She was nowhere near Cece Blue. Whereas Lauren here has allowed me so far into her soul, she'll might even surpass Cece Blue.'

 

'After a whole lot more training,' Nathalie said.

 

'At least she has her cast,' Nessa said, 'so she doesn't have to give a demonstration. That was your plan, right? Thus, the only thing she needs to do is have a little conversation with general Yanice and be a charming, devoted, and driven gymnast with an obsessive and single-minded goal, who remains unfazed by emotion. She's obedient enough, right Lauren, my darling, will you be a robotically driven gymnast for us when you talk with our benefactors tonight?'

 

Lauren nodded.

 

'Sure, and then after she obeys, she orgasms and faints, because her systems are out of wack,' Nathalie

said sarcastically.

 

Nessa squatted down next to Lauren. She cupped her chin and gently ran her thumb over Lauren's lips.

'Does it feel so good, to be obedient. It does, doesn't it? But you can control yourself for me, can't you? You won't orgasm without my permission, and you won't faint without my permission.'

 

Lauren's pleasure rushed to new heights. She was barely able to understand. She went cross-eyed and

she melted into that one touch. That one thumb running over her lips igniting a fountain of pleasure.

Squirt gushed from her pussy, but her orgasm didn't break through.

 

'See,' Nessa said, 'She obeys me, we'll just have to desensitize her a little to those extravagant pleasures.'

 

'How?' Nathalie asked, 'she's a student, we can't be caught having any sort of sexual relationship with

her.'

 

'We won't get caught,' Nessa said, 'You won't tell anybody, will you?' Nessa asked still caressing Lauren

with her thumb. 'You will keep quiet and not say a word to anybody about all this. You won't even

remember.'

 

'Ye-eh-eh-es,' Lauren's body writhed on the ground. She opened her mouth and suckled on those magical fingers, on the black nail polish, her tongue swirling over the little rhinestone glued to her nail. Her lips kissing whatever piece of skin they could find, pouting and reaching for the bulky square ring.

 

'Don't touch the ring,' Nessa said decisive, 'we don't want you to short circuit.' She pulled her fingers

back.

 

'I'm sorry' Lauren said regrettably. 'I'm so, so sorry. I won't do it again. I promise. Please let me suck on

you some more.'

 

'You're adorable,' Nessa said, then she got up and turned towards Nathalie, 'so are we good? You're not

jealous, are you?'

 

'I don't know,' Nathalie said, 'maybe a little.'

 

'You can be my little sex slave later tonight if you want,' Nessa reached her arm around Nathalie's waist

and pulled her close. Nathalie blushed, but still answered the kiss that Nessa placed upon her lips. The two women merged into a tight cuddle and Lauren felt a familiar sting of pain and jealousy. Except this time, it wasn't because Kayle gushed over some boy. It was because Nessa kissed someone else.

 

Lauren crawled up from the floor and pulled Nathalie away from Nessa and then took her place and

pressed her lips against Nessa's lips. They were soft and sweet. The lipstick made them a little bit greasy. She stuck out her tongue and probed it into Nessa's mouth.

 

Nessa held her and softly moaned.

 

'I don't like that at all,' Nathalie said grumpy.



'I know. I know,' Nessa said hastily. 'Eventually we'll train her alter and get rid of this behavior. Lauren,

listen to me very carefully; I don't want you to act all possessive and jealous when I kiss my girlfriend,

understood?'

 

Obediently Lauren nodded. She loved touching Nessa. She loved brushing up her own exposed cleavage against Nessa's bare skin. She was already going cross-eyed with pleasure again and despite her best efforts she couldn't stop a moan from bubbling up in her throat.

 

'And I don't want you orgasming and hurting yourself, understood?' Nessa held Lauren's chin and

gently ran her finger over Lauren's lips. Little clouds of arousal emerged from that sweet caress, accumulating in an orgasm that seemed to be forever on hold.

 

'Good girl,' Nessa mumbled.

 

Lauren looked up at her stunned with admiration. This woman was either a witch or a goddess. Either

way reality seemed to bend to her whims. Butterflies fluttering in her tummy. Her knees were getting

weak with giddy love, while her arousal was still waxing. 'Now give me another kiss, but remember no

orgasm,' Nessa said.

 

Lauren's eyes were already rolling up as she pouted her lips and pressed them against that marvelous

mouth. She moaned and melted into the warm body. Her mind turned off. She didn't want to think anymore, she just wanted to mindlessly obey.

 

'Keep standing,' Nessa said strict and so Lauren fought against her buckling knees to keep herself upright.

 

'It's just not that, Nessa,' Nathalie said, 'it's ... inappropriate. You're a professor. You're in charge of her schism. If people see you kiss her, all hell will break loose.'

 

'I know,' Nessa said. 'Listen to me Lauren. You can't touch me or kiss me when there are other people around, okay? It will be our little secret. Can you be a good obedient girl and keep that secret for me?'

 

Lauren's yes got morphed and absorbed into her moaning. 'I love obeying you.'

 

'I mean ... ' Nessa said, 'You must admit she's fascinating, Nathalie. She does obey. It's obvious she's

physically overwhelmed with a pleasure response that's clearly disproportionate, but her mind does

comply with what I say, and she is able to control herself. She was quite stubborn to begin with, which

is probably working to our advantage now. She's so malleable and easy to work with, already. I mean the only thing installed is her reflexive obedience, but boy does that exaggerated pleasure response makes her obedient in ways I've never seen before.'

 

'Maybe her reaction isn't disproportionate,' Nathalie said in sultry voice, 'maybe she's just madly in

love with you. I'm pretty sure that's how my body responded as well when you first kissed me.'

 

Nessa giggled and with endeared look on her face she cupped Nathalie's face. Their mouths met in the middle. Lauren couldn't pull her eyes away from that kiss. Now and again a little slither of tongue was visible. A whole lot of things were happening in her tummy all at once. She felt the painful sting of jealousy and the desire to punch Nathalie in the face. But there was also Nessa's comment. She wasn't

allowed to act jealous or possessive, and since she was not acting on those feelings, she was being obedient. It felt so arousing to obey. She moaned and leaned against the wall. Overwhelmed by this mixture of jealousy and arousal.

 

She wished Kayla was here. There were no limits on her kissing Kayla. Lauren let out a trembling exhale as she tried to get herself under control.

 

'Okay' Nessa said when she finally pulled back from the kiss, 'there's one more thing I want to try before we send her back out there. Lauren?' She turned her head and suddenly her face was very close to Lauren's face.

 

She wrapped her arms around Lauren and pulled her in. Lauren could feel her breath tickle on her

cheeks. Involuntarily her eyes shut as she marveled in all the sensations of her body touching Nessa's

body

 

'Lauren, I want you to listen to me carefully; in a moment I will give you permission to experience a

very, very, very mild orgasm, the tiniest orgasm ever. It will be not even one percent of an orgasm. You

will not make a sound and it won't make you pass out. But it will make you feel incredibly satisfied afterwards. Can you do that for me?'

 

'Yes,' Lauren nodded.

 

'Okay, go ahead, you have my permission,' Nessa said with an inquisitive look as she studied Lauren's

face. Lauren's body began shaking and shivering uncontrollably. There was all that power, that very

primal power of an orgasm that had been accumulating for a while now. It was trapped behind a dam.

Except for one little tear that allowed some of her orgasm to leak out.

 

Pleasures flushed her body. She panted and gasped for air, trying to suppress her moans. She mostly

succeeded in keeping quiet, only a few helpless sounds found their way out. A hand was placed over her mouth. Her eyes rolled up in her skull and she was leaning heavier and heavier into the arms that tried to hold her up.

 

'Okay, that's enough. All done now,' Nessa said, 'come on keep yourself up, no passing out.'





Her orgasm seemed to come to an end. She moaned as she fought all that lightheaded dizziness that

was spinning around her mind. Her legs wobbly and unbalanced. She mowed her arms, in search of

something tangible, while this darkness seemed to want to suck her in.

 

'Did she pass out anyway?' Nathalie's voice only barely made it through the ringing that echoed in her

ears. Her finger caressing Lauren's cheek.

 

'She's fighting it,' Nessa said.

 

'It looks like she's heavily drugged,' Nathalie said.

 

'Well, she's far from conscious,' Nessa said, 'at this point she might as well just give in and faint, but I'm

guess she's waiting for my permission,' Nessa said.

 

Lauren's mind swirling in this limbo. She wasn't conscious but neither was she unconscious. She floated somewhere between a never-ending darkness on the one side and these colorful shapes and colors on the other side.

 

'Go ahead darling, pass out already,' Nessa said. As if those words tipped her over the edge, that was the

moment the darkness won and invaded her mind.




CHAPTER 5

'Lauren? Are you with us again honey?' Coach Nathalie and Professor McKenna dangled over her with

bemused faces. Lauren frowned and rubbed her eyes and then she stretched her body, as if she'd just

woken up in the morning.

 

'What's going on?' she asked as she studied the empty office. Wasn't she supposed to be at a party? She

crawled backwards a little bit, away from those prying looks. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

Did she faint again? She must have fainted again, but then where was Kayla? Last time Kayla had been

so sweet and caring and now she was nowhere to be found.

 

'What happened?' she asked the two women.

 

'You fainted,' Professor McKenna said friendly and with half a grin on her face. 'Try to sit up and drink

something. Don't get up too quickly or you'll go down again.' Professor McKenna leaned forward and

handed Lauren a glass of water. Lauren got quite a pleasant view of the cleavage. She felt her pussy throb and her heart flutter. Shyly she averted her gaze.

 

'At least there are no problems with the memory schism,' Nathalie said.

 

'What?' Lauren frowned and squinted.

 

'Never mind honey, that comment wasn't meant for your ears,' Professor McKenna said, 'how are you

feeling?'

 

'I'm fine, I'm fine,' Lauren said, 'I'll manage, thanks.'

 

She got up and fought off the dizzy spell as she stepped towards the door. As she put one foot in front

of the other, she noticed her panties being soaking wet and her legs feeling all sticky. She didn't pee herself, did she?'

 

Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. She hasted herself out of the office, ignored the voices yelling

after her to be careful and to stay away from alcohol and she hurried into the toilets.

 

In her little cubicle she hoisted up her dress. Her panties were indeed soaking wet. She remembered a

tiny little gulp of squirt coming out, but nothing this extravagant. She examined her dress. There were

multiple wet spots in the skirt, some on the back some on the front. Although the wetness visually blended easily into to hue of the fabric and the spots weren't that noticeable to the eye. It was still humiliating to have to go back out there.

 

'Damn it,' she mumbled to herself. Her panties she could just take off and throw away, but what to do about the dress? Should she call Kayla and ask her to run home and bring her the marine blue dress anyway? It would be embarrassing though. Kayla would probably think she was disgusting for peeing

all over a dress she'd borrowed. With flushed cheeks she rubbed her hands over the wet spots.

 

'Damn it,' she yelled unsure of what to do next.

 

'Are you alright in there?' a voice coming from the next cubicle asked, 'do you need me to hand you

some toilet paper or a tampon?'

 

Lauren's heart pounded anxiously. Shit! She didn't expect someone to be there and hear her. Her mind

was running around in circles, could she ask this stranger for help? But how? Unless they happened to

have an identical gala dress in their purse, so Lauren could switch this one out without anyone noticing.

That seemed unlikely, though.

 

'Uh ... ' Quickly Lauren's eyes glanced over the toilet paper dispenser which still had half a roll. 'No, thanks. I'm fine, I'm fine.'

 

She pressed her lips together and nervously stared at the flickering fluorescent light, until she heard the toilet in the cubicle next to her flush. Intently Lauren listened as the stranger washed their hands. Finally, it became quiet, and Lauren dared to come out of her own cubicle. The best course of action was probably to get rid of the wet spots using the hand dryer.

 

Yet when she opened the door, the lady was still there. She bent over the sink and reapplied her lipstick.

Via the mirror she looked at Lauren and smiled.

 

'Are you okay, hon?' she asked, 'stomach issues?'

 

'No,' Lauren shook her head, 'my stomach is fine, thank you. I must have spilled some champagne over my dress when I fainted.' Lauren nodded, happy to have come up with such a believable excuse for those wet spots. 'I fainted and I was holding a glass of champagne. It spilled all over me,' she repeated her lie. Was it even a lie? She had no idea where those wet spots did come from. At first, they weren't there, then she fainted and suddenly they had appeared. She might as well have spilled her drink. Except that Professor McKenna had already taken her champagne away from her, but still.



'Oh dear,' the lady's shock seemed overly dramatic as she gasped and put her hands up against her mouth. She asked if Lauren was on the gymnastics team and when Lauren confirmed, she started babbling about young girls who were too ambitious and athletic standards that were unhealthy and girls that got eating disorders. Then she hooked her arm behind Lauren's elbow and led her through the

crowd up to the bar. She explained to one of the waiters that Lauren felt faint and needed to eat something and a moment later they shared their own private plate of fried snacks. The woman ate most of them by the way.

 

Lauren was a little bit surprised by the sequence of events. She still felt detached and a bit disoriented,

so she didn't really mind the woman taking charge. The wet spots in her dress luckily weren't that noticeable. Especially not if she was sitting down at a table like this. Although it did feel cold and uncomfortable against her legs. Also, her pussy all bare underneath her dress made her really self conscious. She regretted tossing out her panties.

 

She shook her head. 'Maybe I should just go find my coach and tell her I'm not feeling well, so I can go

home,' she mumbled towards the worried lady. Lauren looked around the auditorium to see if she could

find coach Nathalie. Absentmindedly, she put a few of the snacks in her mouth.

 

'Do you often have fainting spells?' The woman asked.

 

'No,' Lauren shook her head, 'I don't think so. Two in the last couple of hours, but before that ... uh ...

the last time I fainted I was six or something.'

 

The woman went on to talk about all sort of dangerous diseases associated with fainting spells. She

urged Lauren to talk to a doctor. When Lauren meekly agreed that she would visit her doctor soon, the

lady pulled someone from the crowd. It was her husband who happened to go to med school right here

and now came back as an alumnus. He gave Lauren a quick check-up.

 

'Give me the bad news, what's wrong with her Fred?' Professor McKenna joined their table and questioningly looked from Lauren to the doctor that examined her. 'Veronique always a pleasure to meet you,' she gave a friendly nod to the woman.

 

Lauren stared up at Professor McKenna. Her heart was suddenly pounding in her chest, her fingers

were trembling and if she wasn't sitting down, she was pretty sure her knees would've buckled. She

inhaled and tried to regain her composure. Somehow, she seemed madly in love with this woman. She

even felt the impulse to lean over and kiss her on the back of her hand, but she didn't. She couldn't. It

would be weird.

 

'I'm sorry,' Lauren said confused.

 

'About what?' Doctor Fred asked.

 

'Don't be sorry' Veronique said, 'we all faint sometimes. It's not your fault, it's not like you did it on purpose.'

 

'I ... ' Lauren stuttered still captivated by those gorgeous green eyes of Professor McKenna. She wouldn't mind fainting right now, and face planting right into that gorgeous cleavage. 'I don't know,' Lauren mumbled, 'I still feel a bit lightheaded, maybe.' She reached for her own skull and rubbed her fingers on her temples.

 

'You do?' Professor McKenna asked curiously. Quite unexpectedly she put her hand on Lauren's shoulder and startled Lauren squirted again. This time there weren't even panties to catch all the squirt. Now what? She tried keep her face neutral and hide what had happened. She should probably keep sitting here until most of the people had left. Discreetly she tried to look at her dress to assess how obvious the wetness was.

 

'Lauren here is one of mine. She just got her SynaLink today, so it's all a bit new and disorienting still,

isn't it honey?'

 

'Yes,' Lauren said. 'It's ... I'm quite disoriented I guess.'

 

'Cool,' Fred said, 'can I see her alter?'

 

'There's not much to see yet,' Professor McKenna said, 'it's all terribly new. Her alter is a bit of tabula

rasa.' She put her ring up against the back of Lauren's neck. There was a flash of light and suddenly

every last thought had disappeared. Mindless she looked at all the faces around her, the only one she

recognized was Nessa. Somehow that name just floated up to the surface. She trusted Nessa. In all this

confusion she looked up to Nessa, she depended on Nessa for guidance and instruction. Expectantly she stared at the woman. She wanted to lean over and snuggle up to that body, but she wasn't allowed to. Not acting on those physical desires meant she was obedient. And although she couldn't quite remember what order she was following, there was this overwhelming arousal flushing over her for doing the right thing. But nobody was supposed to know, right? She squeezed her thighs together and tried to hide her arousal. Even though her hips were spasming involuntarily and more and more drizzles of squirt just seeped out of her.

 

'Tell Fred about your gymnastics training,' Nessa said gently poking Lauren in between her shoulder

blades and causing another wave of arousal to gush out of her.



'I love training my gymnastics,' Lauren heard herself mumble quite robotically. 'I want to train all day

every day. It's the only thing I can think about. I love obeying.'

'Schisms are so interesting,' the guy said enthused, 'and when her alter matures and fully fleshes out,

does it follow the same developmental milestones as when their regular personality evolves?'

 

'Oh ... ehm ... ' Nessa looked at Lauren a bit curious, 'honestly because of all the coaching and training

that usually goes into an alter, it's hard to tell what their natural development would be like.'

 

Nessa studied Lauren for a second and then tenderly caressed her cheek with the back of her index

finger. Lauren's eyes rolled up in pleasure and her body squirmed around. She leaned backwards in her

chair and bucked her hips forward.

 

'Calm down,' Nessa whispered, 'anyway don't worry about her fainting spells. She just gets disoriented

switching between her alter and her regular self.' Nessa put her hand back against Lauren's neck. A flash

as her brain seemed to short circuit.

 

She found herself laying face forward onto the table and confused she pushed herself upwards. What

had happened? Had she fallen asleep for a second? When had they finished their drinks? Did she just

make a jump in time?

 

'What's going on?' She asked disoriented. Questioningly she looked at Professor McKenna and rubbed

her head. 'Did I faint again?' she mumbled.

 

'Something like that,' Professor McKenna said dismissive. 'Of course, we'll work with her the upcoming months to make those transitions a lot smoother, until they happen instantly and unnoticeably.'

 

Lauren felt the wet fabric of the dress cold against her bum. Did she pee herself? maybe she had

some form of epilepsy. Didn't some forms of epilepsy come with black outs and time skips and peeing

yourself.

 

'You're a doctor, right?' she asked Fred. 'Do you know the symptoms of epilepsy?'

Professor McKenna laughed. 'You don't have epilepsy Lauren,' she said decisive.

 

'I have a patient with traumatic brain injury,' Fred said, 'who I believe would greatly benefit from an

alter.'

 

'Hmm ... good luck with that,' Professor McKenna said. 'Schism technology has been around for two

decades and still only on the rarest occasions is it allowed to be used medically. It's crazy expensive.'

 

'I know' Fred said a bit disappointed, 'but couldn't it be part of your research?'

 

'That would have to be approved by General Yanice,' Professor McKenna said, 'she's funding all of this.

She is mostly interested in creating people with superior abilities.'

 

'Did you hear about Calcutta, by the way?' Fred asked. 'They started a trial of injecting SynaLink into

the spines of people who are paraplegic.'

 

'I read about that. Any results yet?' Professor McKenna asked.

 

'Nothing officially published, but I heard through the grapevine that out of 19 people that participated

in the trial, two have regained some faculties over muscles in their lower half.'

 

'That's not bad,' Professor McKenna said.

 

Lauren saw Kayla and Gia walk by. And hastily she got up from the table. 'I have to go,' she mumbled,

'it was nice meeting you. Talk to your later, bye.'

 

Professor McKenna looked a bit suspiciously at her and Lauren felt her chest tighten, she didn't want

to disobey Professor McKenna. But this conversation was boring. She'd rather hang out with Kayla.

Apologetically she smiled and then hurried after her friend. Only now the dress fluttered around her

legs and ass, she was reminded of the wet spots again. How could she have forgotten them? She was

really scatterbrained today. Her cheeks flushed and she tried to look at her own backside to figure out

how noticeable it was.

 

She hesitated, should she go after Kayla or visit the bathrooms again. Then what? She'd threw away

her panties already. If she hadn't done that, she could have maybe stuffed her panties with toilet paper.

 

She groaned.

 

'Are you alright?' A guy in a pin striped suit asked.

 

'Yes! Yes, I'm fine,' Lauren said. She walked in the direction where she'd last saw Kayla, but Kayla

seemed to have completely disappeared.

 

'Lauren,' coach Nathalie said, 'come with me. I want to introduce you to someone.'

 

'Actually,' Lauren mumbled, 'I'm not feeling well. I was wondering if I could go back to my dorm.'

 

'Nonsense,' Nathalie said, she put a hand on Lauren shoulder and guided her through the crowd.

 

'I ... really ... I ... please,' Lauren said, 'I feel weird. I've fainted two times today or maybe even three. I'm

not sure anymore. And I think I may have ... ' She didn't dare to say out loud that she may have peed

herself. She tried to look over her shoulder to figure out how noticeable the wet spots were. Those in the front blended in with the gradually shifting hue of the fabric, so maybe visually it wasn't that bad. Still, it was cold, uncomfortable, and embarrassing.

 

'I think I need to change,' Lauren said.



'Nonsense you look great,' Nathalie said, 'Put on a smile and be charming.' She joined a little group of

people. 'Mr. Idira, this is Lauren, our latest talent.'

 

'Lauren?' he lifted one eyebrow and shook Lauren's hand. I thought you mentioned an Emma?'

 

'Lauren proofed to be more talented and dedicated,' Nathalie said.

 

'So, this is the new Cece Blue?' he asked.

 

'Absolutely' coach Natalie said. She was really bigging Lauren up and although Lauren felt proud to

receive so much praise from her coach in front of a near stranger, she wasn't quite sure whether it was

warranted. Yes, she was a great gymnast, at least compared to the general demographic, but she'd been

part of this select top for so long now, she felt her abilities were quite average compared to the others.

 

'Excuse me,' Lauren said, 'it was nice talking to you but I ... '

 

'Stay,' Nathalie said putting a ring similar to Professor McKenna's ring against Lauren's neck. A pulse of lightning. Devoid of any wants or wishes Lauren kept standing there. Nathalie was close but Nessa was nowhere to be found, which made her anxious. She fidgeted with her fingers and balanced on the side of her foot.

 

'Where's Nessa?' she asked.

 

But neither Nathalie nor the guy answered her. They kept talking about gymnastic competitions and

scoresheets and Lauren was just standing there like she was some sort of prop.

 

'Can you tell Mister Idira about that last competition, where you got a score of 9.9 for your balance

beam?'

 

'I need Nessa,' Lauren mumbled.

 

'You don't need Nessa, you need to listen to your coach and tell this nice man about your back handspring layout into a double back tuck into an onodi,' Nathalie said, 'she's one in maybe ten people in the entire world who can manage that combo.'

 

'What happened to her arm?' Mister Idira asked gesturing towards Lauren's cast. They talked about her

as if she wasn't there. Again, she tried to walk away to go find Nessa.

 

Yet Nathalie grabbed her arm and put the ring back against Lauren's head. Her mind was attacked by a

barrage of flashes. Disoriented and discombobulated she kept standing there, swaying heavily and then

she started to tumble onto the ground. Nathalie and Mister Idira grabbed onto her. There was worried

yelling and their fingers dug painfully into her upper arm, but Lauren just sank into the darkness.

 

She found herself laying on the floor once more. She blinked her eyes.

 

'Honestly' she mumbled, 'maybe it's just better if I go home and rest.'

 

'You're fine, you're fine,' Nathalie said decisive. 'Can you get up? Follow me.'

 

Lauren still felt a bit faint when she followed her coach through the crowd. They were back at the table

with Fred, Veronique and Professor McKenna.

 

'Can I talk to you for a sec, honey?' Coach Nathalie asked.

 

Honey. Coach Nathalie had called Professor McKenna honey. Did that mean they were a couple? Lauren got quite nervous just thinking about it. If her coach was a lesbian, that would make it so much easier to come out to the team. On the other hand, if her coach was dating Professor McKenna, her heart would break.

 

She inhaled deeply. She wasn't in love with that professor. It was just a stupid infatuation. Lauren rubbed the bridge of her nose. 'I feel a bit under the weather,' she mumbled. 'I think it's best to go home

and rest now.'

 

'You're fine,' coach Nathalie said.

 

'You guys are always so hard on those girls,' Veronique said, 'they're only human, these are their college

years. They need to get wild and enjoy themselves.'

 

'If they want to make it into the Olympics they need to focus and apply themselves. These are the years

that count,' coach Nathalie said. 'They can get drunk and party the rest of their lives.'

 

'Excuse me,' Professor McKenna said. 'I'll be right back.' She stepped away from the table and followed

Nathalie towards the side of the auditorium. 'What's the matter?'

 

'You have to fix her,' Nathalie said.

 

'I ... I can't,' Professor McKenna said, 'I told you before, I think the best course of action is to rely on her incredible obedience tonight and to over time get her a bit desensitized to her pleasure response until we find a workable balance.'

 

'Well, her obedience is not that incredible or impressive,' Nathalie said annoyed. Professor McKenna put her hand up against Lauren's neck. Her thoughts froze. Lauren blinked a few times and then stared at Nessa expectantly and filled with admiration.

 

'Touch your nose,' Nessa said. Lauren immediately did as she told. 'Talk about gymnastics.' Lauren started babbling about her training sessions and how she was hoping to master this specific Hartfield twist, which was named after Kinsley Hartfield who also went to college here.

 

'Now pretend you've taken a very heavy sleeping pill,' Nessa said.



Immediately Lauren started yawning and rubbing her eyes. Her mind seemed to be numb with drowsy tingling and her thoughts were slow and syrupy. Her head was nidnodding as her eyes rolled up in her skull.

 

'See,' Nessa said, 'it's amazing. None of them obeyed this instantly, this effortlessly, this unconditionally. You can't fake this. This is incredible to work with.'

 

'She's not obeying me,' Nathalie said, 'when I put her in her alter she just keeps whining about wanting

to go to you or about not feeling well and wanting to go home.'

 

'Ladies,' some guy with red hair and freckles joined their little group. 'Is this the new star I've heard so

much about all evening.

 

'Lauren darling,' Nessa said, 'snap out of it, feeling awake and aware and happy to talk to Mr. Granger

about your gymnastics.'

 

Suddenly Lauren wasn't sleepy at all anymore. She chatted about her routine, and about how many

hours she trained in the gymnasium, as well as how many hours she trained at home by doing extra

stretches and extra strength training. They happily chatted for quite some time, until he eventually left.

 

'Okay,' Nessa said looking after him for a while before she turned her focus back on Lauren. 'So why

aren't you obeying Nathalie?'

 

Lauren shrugged. 'It feels good to obey you.'

 

Nessa laughed endeared and tickled Lauren under her chin. Lauren went cross-eyed with pleasure and stuck her tongue out of her mouth.

 

'Don't make that face,' Nessa said strictly, 'Okay, I see, Lauren go deep into trance for me for a second.

really, really deep. Remember how good it feels to go deep for me?'

 

Lauren nodded as she felt her mind tingling. Nessa told her she should always obey her coach. Obeying

her coach would make her feel good too, not a crazy over the top amount of good, but a regular amount

of good. Obeying would feel addictive, and that made all obedience happen reflexive and instinctual.

 

'Go ahead, give it a try,' Nessa said gesturing towards Nathalie.

 

Nathalie told her to touch her nose, to clap her hands, to jump, to be very polite and charming. Each

time Lauren did exactly as she was told. Except it didn't feel as magical as when she obeyed Nessa. When she mentioned that, Nessa just smiled and said she was happy to hear that.

 




CHAPTER 6

Lauren toured around the auditorium with Nathalie. She was introduced to strangers, and they talked

about her gymnastics. They talked about how much promise she showed, and to some she had to explain her injury. She slipped in and out her alter state. Those flashes of light were unnerving and disorienting each time. Although she didn't faint every time she was pulled back, there were still quite a few occasions were Nathalie had to hold on to her to stop her from plummeting into the ground.

 

Lauren felt terribly confused each time she was back to being her regular self, trying to figure out what

had happened and where all the time had gone. She felt greatly embarrassed about the wet spots in her

dress and kept begging Nathalie to go home. Until eventually Nathalie must have thought it better to

not get her out of her alter state and to just leave her in it, even in between conversations.

 

'How's it going, babe?' Nessa asked when they met up again halfway through the night. Laurens tummy was tingling and part of her wanted to throw herself at Nessa's feet and promise her never ending submission. There seemed to be a muscle ache in her pussy from being so overwhelmingly aroused.

All she did was just look at the professor.

 

'Good, good,' Nathalie said, 'a lot better. She is wowing all of them. The only issue is her regular self just keeps begging to go home, so I decided to keep her in her alter.'

 

'Why does she want to go home?' Nessa frowned and studied Lauren inquisitively.

 

'I don't know,' Nathalie shrugged, 'she says she's not feeling well.'

 

'Why do you want to go home Lauren?' Nessa asked her directly, 'what's wrong?'

 

There was this overwhelming urge to be honest with Nessa, to tell her everything without any shame

or embarrassment. 'I think I peed myself,' Lauren said, 'my dress is all wet, and - it's not even my dress. I

borrowed it from Kayla. I feel so humiliated.'

 

Nessa reached around and felt up the wet spots on the dress. 'I see,' she said with a cheeky blush on her

face and a secretive little smile. She looked around to see if anyone could overhear them. 'Do you find it so sexy to obey you just keep squirting?' Nessa asked.

 

'Stop it,' Nathalie said.

 

'Yes,' Lauren said, 'and I find you so sexy. Sometimes I have to squirt just from looking at you, or from

touching you, or from thinking about you.'

 

'Adorable,' Nessa put her hand on her heart and let out a mollified squeal. 'Do you hear that, Nathalie?'

 

'Nessa be careful,' Nathalie said apprehensive.

 

Nessa just rolled her eyes, 'you be careful,' she mumbled, 'you're the one who has kept her in her alter

for a prolonged period of time.' She fidgeted with her ring and pressed it against the back of Laurens

neck. The light flashes didn't seem white but black, rapid flickering of black.

 

'Keep standing, keep standing,' Professor McKenna urged her. Fingers dug in her upper arms. Lauren

was pushed against the brick wall behind her.

 

'What happened?' Lauren mumbled. Her mind felt terribly feeble and disassociated as if she had

drunken way too much wine. She couldn't remember what happened. It was as if she just woken up

here. Or maybe this was a dream still. She rubbed her own eyes. 'How did I get here? Did I drink too

much.'

 

'No,' Professor McKenna said. 'Remember your neuro-schism? Nathalie has kept you in your alter for

too long. Usually with a new schism we try to build up your stamina gradually to avoid these sort of side effects. You're probably going to feel groggy and detached and a little intoxicated for a while and your memories of tonight are most likely going to be jumbled and discombobulated.'

 

'Oh,' Lauren said, 'okay'

 

Professor McKenna looked at her and seemed a bit worried. 'Okay. Here's what's going to happen Lauren; we're going to get you some dry clothes, then we put you in your alter just one more time and have you meet general Yanice and after that you're done for the night, deal?'

 

'But there are like a thousand other people she hasn't met yet,' Nathalie meekly protested, but Nessa

just said she didn't care and told her to go find general Yanice and get her all warmed up. Lauren mindlessly stared at the crowd of people mingling and talking. No matter how mindless she was, her eyes kept being pulled towards Professor McKenna. Just having her stand there so close, those boobs so soft and full of beautiful curves, that ass so round and firm. She wanted to kiss that ass, or at least smack it. Bury her face in between those thighs and lick that pussy.



For a moment her mind seemed to sink away into a bog of sexy fantasies. Until she softly moaned and

was brought back to her senses.

 

'What's happening to me?' Lauren asked.

 

'I explained it to you just a second ago,' Professor McKenna said a little bit annoyed, 'have you forgotten already?'

 

Lauren didn't want to disappoint her, but she also didn't want to lie to her, so eventually she just nodded and shrugged. 'My head feels a bit weird,' she said.

 

'Yes, I know. Where's Cece?' Nessa asked.

 

'In the side room I guess,' Nathalie said.

 

Nessa grabbed Lauren by the shoulder and pushed her forward through the mingling crowd, they

stepped past a rope into a lounge with large couches and a separate bar, but more of the same people in

fancy suits and shimmering gala dresses, all chatting and feeling important about themselves.

 

'Cece,' Nessa gestured the world-famous gymnast to come closer. They were all here it seemed. Cece

Blue, Kinsley Hartfield, Brynn Oswalt, even Ivan Kadin. The moment she discerned him amongst the

crowd her heart started fluttering. Not because he was so attractive - although he probably was a good 

looking guy - but because he was her ticket to Kayla.

 

Tonight, they would do a threesome. So many tongues, so many kisses. Kayla's naked body available for all touches and kisses and somehow in her fantasies Professor McKenna was there as well. A blur of fluttering love and arousal. Her leg twitched and her body spasmed.

 

'Shh,' Professor McKenna's voice pulled her back to reality. 'Just hold on for a little while longer and

then I'll get you out of here, okay babe?'

 

Blank and mindless she stared up at Professor McKenna and she tried to tune in with the world around

her. Professor McKenna smiled at her and shook her head.

 

Cece came over and Professor McKenna explained that Lauren had a little accident. Lauren felt her cheeks flush and her tears well up in her eyes. She had wanted to make a good impression on Cece not be

known as the college girl that still peed her pants. She wanted to protest but then she figured out there

were talking about a spilled drink.

 

'Did you drink a little too much?' Cece asked motherly, 'you look quite drunk.'

 

'No, she just got her SynaLink today and she spend too much time in her alter.'

 

'O boy! You do have to pace yourself and gradually train your brain. It's just like training your muscles.

Training half an hour each day is much more effective than just going all in and overexerting yourself

on day one,' Cece said.

 

'She's not anywhere near controlling her alter herself,' Professor McKenna laughed, 'but listen to Cece,

darling. That's good advice.'

 

Lauren looked at Cece, she looked quite friendly, her hair hung loose and straight over her shoulders,

and she had those fairytale wisps at the ends, a few freckles on her cheeks. Her make-up seemed quite

muted compared to the extravagant competition make-up she usually wore when she was on television.

 

'She's really a bit out of it, isn't she?' Cece asked.

 

'Did you happen to bring your leotard?' Professor McKenna asked.

 

'Always,' Cece said.

 

'I know, that's why we came to you,' Professor McKenna smiled, 'can she borrow it, so she at least has

something dry to wear for now?'

 

'Professor Vanessa McKenna!' Someone said approaching her with open arms. A guy theatrically put

his hands on her shoulders and kissed her on both cheeks. 'Tell me,' he said, 'why did the neuron sleep

in the top bunk bed?'

 

'I heard that one before Richard,' Professor McKenna said, 'because it wanted to have a high resting

potential, isn't it?'

 

The guy named Richard laughed loudly.

 

'I'll get her ready' Cece said, 'don't worry about it, Professor McKenna.'

 

'Be careful though with her Cece, and don't turn on her alter.'

 

'Don't worry I won't,' Cece said. 'Come with me, what's your name again? I'm sure professor McKenna

told me just now, but I'm terrible with names.'

 

'I'm Lauren,' Lauren said, 'what's yours?'

 

'It's Cece,' she said with a friendly smile and Lauren felt stupid, off course she knew who Cece Blue was, it was just some automated politeness.

 

'I knew that. I'm sorry,' Lauren said, 'I just feel a bit weird.'

 

'I know exactly how you feel, when I first got my neuro-schism I didn't know how to pace myself

either. I just wanted to train, train, train. I was in my alter for hours on end, for days in a row. I mean

eventually coming out of your alter just feels ... you know like when you do a puzzle, and one piece has

had spilled some coffee on it and it's all crooked and it just doesn't fit in right with the others anymore.'

 

'I think so,' Lauren said.



'Let's take Dean Rawad's office,' Cece said, 'I'm sure he doesn't mind and it's always so gross if you have to change in the toilets.' They went into a small office behind the coat check and Cece locked the door behind them.

 

'I think I've been here before,' Lauren said as the office felt strangely familiar, but her memories were

too messy to be sure.

 

'Maybe during your admission interview' Cece said. She opened her bag and got out a light blue leotard

filled with rhinestones and sparkles.

 

She tossed it towards Lauren. 'I know this one,' Lauren said, 'you wore this one in the interview with

Vogue, didn't you?'

 

'I don't know' Cece said, 'that's very well possible, I don't keep track of such things, that's all on my

alter.'

 

'Oh,' Lauren said. Cece laughed.

 

'You'll learn,' she said. 'Do you need help unzipping your dress?' Without waiting for a reply Cece

pulled the zipper down and a moment later Lauren was all naked standing in the office. 'What happened

to your panties?' Cece asked.

 

'I think I tossed them,' Lauren said.

 

'Why? You weren't trying to seduce some guy, were you?'

 

'No, I think I'm lesbian,' Lauren mumbled. The moment she sat it out loud she felt her cheeks flush and

her heart flutter. She didn't plan om coming out tonight, and especially not to Cece Blue. It just slipped

out. She felt so stupid.

 

'Trying to impress some woman then?' Cece said casually and Lauren felt happy she didn't turn it into

a bigger deal.

 

'I'm not sure,' Lauren mumbled apologetically.

 

When Lauren was all naked, Cece got a little pink flask out of her bag. 'Little tip,' she mumbled, 'carry

this with you always.' She showed her the little bottle, squirted a small puddle on her hands and then

started to distribute it over Lauren's skin. 'It makes your skin soft and your muscles pop. At photoshoots

they always want to use baby oil, but that gets all greasy and slippery and is really annoying if you want to train afterwards, this stuff ... ,' Cece kissed her fingers and then continue to distribute the body lotion over Lauren's legs and ass and tummy.

 

Cece tried to have a friendly conversation. She wanted to know what happened to Lauren's arm, and

what her favorite element was, and whether she was doing a gymnastics demonstration tonight, probably not, she'd already answered her own question saying that Lauren otherwise would have brought her own leotard.

 

Lauren found it hard to focus on the conversation. Those hands gently rubbing that cream all over her

skin were simply too distracting. Every touch seemed to ignite a new cloud of pleasure and all those

clouds together started to converge into her pussy and became the basis of a new orgasm.

 

'I ... I ... ' Lauren mumbled panicked. 'I don't know what's happening to me.'

 

'We're just going to make you look pretty for all the guests out there,' Cece said, 'the benefactors love to

meet new and upcoming talent.'

 

'But you're Cece Blue,' Lauren said.

 

'I know,' Cece said.

 

'And I'm naked.'

 

'I know,' Cece said with a friendly smile, 'and you're a bit loopy because you spend too much time in

your alter today.'

 

'It feels so good,' Lauren said.

 

'I know,' Cece said, 'I love being in my alter too, the world just seems so easy. No thoughts, no worries,

no emotions, just gymnastics. It's simple and it feels so ... nice to be in that flow.' She moved on to Lauren's arms. With two hands she spread the lotion over her muscles, which indeed got a pleasant little shimmer to them. She noticed Cece was wearing a similar bulky square ring as Professor McKenna and Coach Nathalie. She gently put her finger against the silver square.

 

Cece laughed. 'I'm not going to put you in your alter right now,' she said.

 

Lauren nodded.

 

Cece told her she was done, and that she should put on the leotard now. Lauren wanted to protest, she

wanted to be massaged for a little while longer. Her pussy hadn't been massaged at all for instance and

yet it was begging for some touches. She pressed her own fingers up against her pussy and started rubbing over her clit.

 

Cece laughed. 'Come on,' she said decisive, 'I know it feels good to be in your alter, and I know from

experience how horny it can make you, but now it's time for you to behave and put the leotard on. Are

you lucid enough to understand it's inappropriate to touch yourself in public?'

 

Of course, Lauren knew that. She wasn't brain damaged, she just felt a bit groggy and surreal. But

despite knowing full well how embarrassed she would be tomorrow to realize she had been masturbating in front of Cece Blue, right now she couldn't control herself. Or maybe she could, but she didn't want to. She kept on fingering herself and Cece just shook her head.

 

'Well make it quick then,' she said, 'make sure to get it all out of your system. Do you want me to leave

you alone for a moment?'

 

Lauren shook her head. She cupped her pussy in the palm of her hand and massaged her entire vulva.

 

'Do you want me to help you?' Cece asked with a chuckle.

 

Lauren's cheeks flushed. Shyly she nodded. 'Yes, please,' she mumbled

 

Cece just shook her head, but still she reached out her hand and started fingering Lauren's pussy.

 

Lauren's tummy was fluttering with love and excitement and when Cece knelt in front of her and

started suckling on her clit, she closed her eyes. Satisfied her mind sank away in fantasies about Kayla,

about Professor McKenna, about Cece Blue - wait, Cece Blue wasn't a fantasy, Cece Blue licking her pussy was actually happening right here, right now. It couldn't be! This couldn't be real. It was ridiculous. Why on earth would Cece Blue lick her down in between her legs. It must be a fantasy too.

 

'What's happening?' Lauren asked, 'Where are we? Are you real?'

 

'Try to cum,' Cece mumbled with her mouth full, 'try to get it out of your system.'

 

'Yes,' Lauren said. Not sure if her orgasm was building up because of those words or if it just happened

coincidentally. It came rolling in like thunderstorm and it completely suffocated her. Her body spasming and gasping for air as this dark vortex of pleasure seemed to suck her away.

 

'Lauren, Lauren darling, open your eyes for me please,' Professor McKenna said and since it was impossible to disobey her eyelids opened up, still deeply unconscious she stared up at the ceiling and the people hanging over her.

 

'I'm really, really sorry, professor,' Cece said. 'I swear I didn't put her in her alter. I swear. She was just ... she was ... masturbating and she didn't seem to comprehend that it was inappropriate and then I

remembered being a bit horny in the beginning when switching out of my alter, so I figured I'd let her

get it out of her system, but then she just ... she just fell unconscious.'

 

'It's okay Cece, calm down,' Professor McKenna said, 'put yourself in your alter if you need to.'

 

'I'll do that,' Cece mumbled. She reached behind her own head with her bulky ring and a moment later

her panic was all gone. Completely unaffected by everything she just stood there looking. 'What do you

need from me professor?' she mumbled, 'do you need help?'

 

Cece and Professor McKenna helped Lauren to get up from the floor, but none of it really penetrated

her mind. Everything felt surreal and tingly and far away.

 

'Talk to me,' Professor McKenna said.

 

Lauren wanted to obey but she didn't quite know what to say. 'Words,' she mumbled.

 

'Yes, talk words,' Professor McKenna said.

 

Lauren looked around. 'Chair, window, clock, Cece, professor,' she just named the first few things that

caught her eye.

 

'Fuck,' Professor McKenna said, 'she's really far gone isn't she, you have to pull it together Lauren

darling.'

 

'Don't talk words,' Cece said, 'talk in coherent sentences and be charming.'

 

'Yes, ma'am,' Lauren said, 'it is an honor to meet you. You are a great inspiration to me. I especially liked the floor routine you did during nationals. The music choice was a little bit risky and unconventional, but I knew you would pull it off.'

 

'Thank you, Cece,' Professor McKenna said. She was however a bit surprised about Lauren's obedience, then worried whether she was in her alter still, with her ring she tried to pull Lauren out, but that only made her feel more mindless and blank.

 

However, when ordered to talk she was able to hold a conversation quite well. She seemed unsure

whether this was her alter or this was Lauren's regular self and she kept flicking her back and forth between the two a couple of times, cursing along the way.

 

'I'm going to pull myself out,' Cece mumbled reaching for her neck. Quite calmly she kept standing

there in the middle of the office. 'I swear I didn't put her in her alter,' Cece said.

 

'I know, I trust you,' Professor McKenna said.

 

'Can't you just ask her?' Cece asked, 'she would know whether she's in her alter or not, right?'

 

'Lauren are you in your alter?' professor McKenna asked.

 

'I feel weird,' Lauren mumbled.

 

There was a flash of light and then the exact same question was asked and Lauren's answer was identical to the one she'd given before.

 

Nessa got up and started pacing through the office. 'I don't know,' she mumbled, 'I don't know anymore.'

 

'You look agitated,' Cece said, 'maybe you should put your alter on to calm down.'

 

'I don't have an alter, Cece darling,' Nessa said.

 

'But you have a ring right,' Cece gestured towards Nessa's fingers.



Nessa looked at it for a second and then shrugged. 'Do you think the schism has somehow dissolved

and now her two personalities are blended?' Nessa asked.

 

'I have no idea professor,' Cece said, 'I only majored in history, but I could get Professor Dune or doctor

Farrough for you if you want to brainstorm with someone.'

 

Nessa kept pacing back and forth. She looked worried. Lauren felt the impulse to sooth her and reassure her, but there was a strong intuition preventing her from touching Nessa.

 

'Nessa,' she mumbled, 'it's okay Nessa.'

 

'Nessa?' The beautiful woman looked at her for a second with those pensive green eyes. Then she came

over pressed her ring against Lauren's neck.

 

'Who am I,' Professor McKenna asked.

 

'Professor McKenna,' Lauren said respectfully.

 

'Okay, okay,' Professor McKenna said nodding, 'good, now let's get you in front of General Yanice so we can get you out of here as quickly as possible, maybe we should take you back to the lab and run a convergence analysis.'

 

Groggy Lauren stared at her and meekly agreed.

 

'Come on, on your feet,' Professor McKenna said. Lauren obeyed. She got up from the floor and followed Professor McKenna through the auditorium between all the little groups of people networking or engaging in small talk.

 




CHAPTER 7

'Lauren,' Kayla's voice yelled at her. Lauren looked around to see where that voice came from and a few feet away Kayla and some of the girls from the team were waving at her to come over.

 

She had the impulse to obey Professor McKenna, but she had an even bigger impulse to obey Kayla.

Also, Kayla's request to come closer was way more recent and meant she got to be close to Kayla. Her

tummy fluttered as she darted in between the people to join her teammates.

 

'Why are you wearing a leotard?' Kayla asked, 'what happened to my dress.'

 

'I ... ' Lauren hesitated, she didn't want to admit she'd squirted all over the dress and the truth was she

didn't really know what happened to the dress. It must be somewhere in dean Rawad's office, maybe?

 

'What's going on?' Kayla asked, 'Why were you allowed in the VIP room? Is it true that's where Ivan

Kadin is holding up?'

 

Lauren was getting confused by the barrage of questions. Kayla was beautiful though, she was mesmerized by those eyes, that tip-tilted nose, those sweet pink lips smiling and talking, only now and

again the tongue was visible. A little tip of the tongue rested in between her teeth whenever Kayla

smiled or when she was extremely concentrated. Although biting her tongue when concentrated was

something she'd been working on and happened a lot less now than when they were younger.

 

Whenever she saw that tongue appear she could only imagine how soft and warm it would feel

against her pussy.

 

'You're so pretty when you smile,' Lauren mumbled.

 

'Thank you,' Kayla said a bit confused and then she giggled. 'You're drunk, aren't you? Is that Cece

Blue's leotard? The one she wore in Vogue?'

 

'She doesn't know for sure, she doesn't track those things,' Lauren said.

 

'Girlfriend, why are you wearing Cece Blue's leotard?' Kayla asked, 'what the hell is going on? And why do coach Nathalie and that professor keep trotting you around?'

 

'I think Nathalie and Professor McKenna are in love with each other,' Lauren said, 'I think Professor

McKenna used to be a gymnast too, maybe they met during a training weekend and then did all that curious exploring at night and fell in love.'

 

'They are a couple?' Kayla's face was bright red. She didn't dare to look Lauren in the eye. Instead, she

fidgeted her own fingers and flicked the tip of her pinky finger back and forth quite rapidly. Usually, she would only do that right before a competition when she was nervous.

 

'I think they're dating,' Lauren said, 'or maybe they're married, they do wear similar rings, but Cece has

a ring like that too, so maybe it's just for controlling the alters and not something romantic.'

 

She looked at Kayla and then this novel realization popped up in her head. What if Kayla was a lesbian

as well? What if Kayla just pretended to be a loudmouth about what boys she liked to throw everybody

of the scent. She could very well still be a lesbian. She could be madly in love with Lauren.

 

Almost delirious from this notion Lauren reached out and brushed some hairs behind Kayla's cheek.

Then she held her face and initiated a kiss. Those lips as soft as she remembered them, Kayla's tongue

hastily tapped against her own tongue a few times, but when some annoying guy whistled Kayla broke

the kiss.

 

'You are so drunk, Lauren,' she said giggling, 'we'd better keep you away from coach Nathalie or we're

all going to get scolded about our priorities and she will lecture us about what to value more, a traditional college experience or a national title.'

 

'I value you more,' Lauren said.

 

Kayla blushed and shook her head. 'Let's get you some water and some fresh air and then you can

explain to me how to get into that VIP room and whether or not Ivan Kadin is there.'

 

She grabbed Lauren's cast and pulled her through the auditorium, making sure to dodge and scoot

whenever they spotted coach Nathalie or Professor McKenna.

 

'Lauren,' Professor McKenna's voice disappeared into the murmurs of small talk, and it was easy to

pretend she didn't hear her.

 

She was standing out on the stairs, shivering in the cold nights sky, the leotard not really keeping her

warm, she sipped from the glass of water Kayla had handed her.

 

'That leotard is so pretty,' Kayla said her fingers dancing over the little rhinestones, especially the

rhinestones attached to Laurens chest and glued to the lycra that stretched out over her boobs. Was it a coincidence. Or was it a hint? Or maybe it was an invitation! She should reach to caress Kayla's boobs and mumble something about admiring the sating dress.

 

'Lauren,' a very strict professor McKenna said.

 

Was she so angry because she was jealous? That thought gave Lauren a whole new pulse of giddiness.

 

'There's no need to get jealous,' Lauren said, 'we can just do a threesome.'

 

'I'm sorry ma'am,' Kayla said, 'she's just a bit drunk.'

 

Professor McKenna looked at Kayla for a second, then she shook her head and rubbed her own face.

'Lauren come with me,' she said tired.

 

Lauren followed her without any follow-up questions, but Kayla followed them as well.

 

'Why?' she asked dribbling behind them, 'what do you want with Lauren? Are you taking her to the

VIP room? Is Ivan Kadin there? Can I come? Why can't Lauren stay and chat with us for a moment? What are you going to do to her? Is it true you are a lesbian? Are you in love with coach Nathalie?'

 

'Miss Fisher,' Professor McKenna said, 'those questions are wholly inappropriate, now please go back to your friends and stop bothering me.'

 

'Lauren is my friend,' Kayla said indignant and stubborn she kept following them, but she wasn't allowed in the side room, even though Lauren and Professor McKenna were.

 

Lauren was brought over to an austere looking woman with gray hair tied up in a tight bun. She wore

glasses with a thick white frame, and she was dressed in a black jacket with a matching pencil skirt.

 

Lauren was told to introduce herself to general Yanice, but when she held out her hand, the woman

didn't grab her fingers to shake. Instead, she seemed to look down on Lauren and only bowed her head a little bit before she returned her conversation with Ivan Kadin and coach Nathalie.

 

Lauren wanted to turn around and walk away. It was obvious she wasn't wanted here, but still coach

Nathalie forced her to stay. Nathalie talked about training and dedication. She said training could be

boring, people might lose motivation. Emotions and nerves might get in the way of a stable training

regime and a solid performance.

 

She seemed to be rattling off some sort of commercial monologue especially when she started to

talk about the importance of schisms and alters to maintain a consistent motivation and a consistent

performance.

 

'I'm well aware of the benefits of a schism, darling,' general Yanice said patronizing.

 

'Of course, of course you do,' Nathalie said sycophantic, 'with Lauren here we've gone deeper into her

subconscious than ever before, right Professor McKenna? She possesses the ability to surpass every single one of them.'

 

'I'd better watch out then,' Ivan said with a charming smile to Lauren.

 

'My friend likes you,' Lauren said, 'would you want to do a threesome with her and me?'

 

Ivan blushed. Coach Nathalie strictly corrected her and told her that comments like that were inappropriate. General Yanice just lifted her eyebrows and looked a bit skeptical.

 

'If I may' Professor McKenna now interjected, 'the interesting thing about Lauren is because we managed to get the schism so deep, we'll need a little more time to train her alter and she can act a bit

unfiltered at times.'

 

'Is her alter on?' General Yanice asked.

 

'No, no, not right now.' Professor McKenna said.

 

'I thought her alter wasn't supposed to affect her real personality.' General Yanice said.

 

Nathalie and Professor McKenna shared a glance and an uncomfortable silence descended upon their

little group.

 

'I thought your article on how to reduce the number of PTSD cases in returning soldiers was very

interesting,' Ivan Kadin said, 'it's such an important topic.'

 

'Yes,' Professor McKenna said with a faux enthusiasm and giving Ivan a grateful look. 'I was really

fascinated by your approach, targeting the Amygdala during their REM cycle to discourage stressful

events from becoming a memory is simply brilliant.'

 

'Thanks,' apparently all the brown nosing worked because General Yanice was smiling and seemed less

strict now.

 

'Of course, it would be even better if we got permission to give them all a partial memory schism before they left,' general Yanice said.

 

'We've been making great progress with memory schisms,' Professor McKenna said, 'with Lauren here

we got her memory schism up and running in less than four hours.'

 

'Is that so?' General Yanice asked, 'well go ahead show me the kid already.'

 

There was a flash of light. Lauren didn't even know whether it was Nathalie or Nessa who had turned

her alter on again. She was suddenly a whole lot more talkative though, she chatted about her routines,

about her training schedule, about the new tricks she wanted to learn.

 

General Yanice just scoffed. 'At least her social skills are whole lot better compared to when she's her

usual self.'



'Eeh ... yes,' coach Nathalie mumbled.

 

'Seems like a waste of time and resources, why put effort into making her more social, when you

could've used that time and effort to make her more determined and hardworking and diligent?'

 

'Communication is important,' Nathalie mumbled, 'for fixing corrections.'

 

'She doesn't need to know how to talk back to be able to listen and obey' general Yanice said.

 

'Oh, she's obedient alright,' Nathalie said, 'one of the most obedient ones we ever had.'

 

'Is that so?' general Yanice asked. She studied Lauren. Her eyes went over her body and Lauren felt a

little bit judged, although she didn't know about what.

 

'Why are you wearing a leotard?' she asked, 'I though we wouldn't get a demonstration because you

broke your arm.'

 

'It's just a little fracture,' Lauren said.

 

'So, what are you going to show us?' General Yanice asked.

 

'What do you want to see?' Lauren replied, 'I'm strongest on the balance beam.' She looked around to

see if there was some sort of ridge, she could use to show part of her routine, but she didn't see anything. Not even a line of tape on the ground she could use. 'Maybe it's most practical to do part of my floor routine,' Lauren said, 'if we move those tables aside.'

 

'I don't think that's a good idea, Lauren,' coach Nathalie said. 'I know you love gymnastics and you're

really eager to get back on with it, but we should listen to your doctor and give your arm time to heal.'

 

'Okay' Lauren said compliant.

 

'Come on, let the kid do some gymnastics,' general Yanice said.

 

'We didn't ... ' Nathalie stuttered and protested, 'we haven't quite prepared or trained a routine with her

alter yet.'

 

'Why not it's been eight months,' general Yanice said, 'with Ivan you claimed you were training with

his alter less than a week after the Synalink.'

 

'What Nathalie means is that we didn't rehearse anything especially for tonight to be performed at

this location, but I guess she could show you part of her competition routine.'

 

'Nessa,' Nathalie said strict, 'but her arm.'

 

'I won't even use my arm,' Lauren said trying to be helpful. 'I'll have to skip the handstand press up, but

with back tuck and flying aerials I don't need my arm.'

 

'Great,' general Yanice said, 'let's get these tables out of the way and see what kind of talent we're dealing with here.'

 

Nathalie and Nessa shared angry and worrying glances with one another, while Ivan and Cece and the

other gymnasts helped to remodel the room and make space for Lauren in the middle.

 

She looked up the music of her floor routine on her phone and Ivan held her phone for her while she

assumed her starting position. Right on cue she started her routine, she wasn't nervous, whereas she

did realize that if last week she had been asked to perform her routine with Cece Blue, Ivan Kadin, Kinsley Hartfield, and Brynn Oswalt in the audience she would have been dying with nerves.

 

Now she just tumbled back and forth, although she was a bit rusty. She wasn't warmed up at all and

two times in a row she figured a tumbling section was safe to perform, but then she forgot about a simple backhand spring that connected the more difficult tumbling moves together. The second time she heard her cast crack. Her arm was a bit sore, but nothing too unbearable.

 

When it was time to do her handstand press-up she had to improvise. She did a split and then noticed

her pussy rubbing up to the floor. The tiling was a cold and pleasurable contrast with the insatiable

burning that had been nagging down in between her legs for ages.

 

She kept thrusting her pelvis up against the floor. Her pussy feeling better and better. She seemed to forget where she was and why she was there. Eventually she couldn't hold out any longer. A moan escaped her lips and intuitively she pressed her fingers down to her crotch.

 

People were yelling her name, people were telling her to stop, but only when Nessa grabbed her arm

and pulled her hand away from her crotch, did she obey and stop fingering herself.

 

Awaiting further instructions, she looked up at Nessa. Her heart fluttering with love, so happy, so intensely, it numbed her mind. She sat down on Nessa's shoe, grabbed the leg and frothed her pussy up to the instep.

 

'Stop,' Nessa said strictly.

 

Which Lauren immediately did, although her mind was overrun with pleasure, she felt her eyes going

askew as she lied down backwards on the floor. Her legs spread apart. She fingered herself again, trusting herself up into the air.

 

'It feels so good to obey,' she mumbled, 'I want to obey. Nessa, Nessa! Please tell me what to do, I want

to obey you.'

 

'I want you to stop behaving inappropriately,' Nessa said.



Lauren did for a moment, but the pleasures were simply too intense. Her eye fell onto Ivan and she

begged him for a threesome with Kayla, and then she begged Cece Blue for a threesome with Kayla and Nessa even though that would technically be the four of them.

 

'Okay, that's enough,' Nessa said, putting her ring up against Lauren's neck and Lauren noticed herself

slipping away into darkness.

 




CHAPTER 8

It was cold. It was cold all around her and the world seemed to be shaking and wobbling. There were

bickering voices. At first it seemed like there were thousands of people fighting all around her, but soon

she discerned it where only two voices yelling at each other.

 

She tried to rub her eyes, but only now she figured out the shaking and the wobbling was because

she was being carried by someone. Someone who was panting heavily, while also yelling at the second

person.

 

'What's going on,' she mumbled. She opened her eyes and looked up in the face of Professor McKenna

who was cradle carrying her around campus. It seemed to be in the middle of the night.

 

'Huh?' Lauren mumbled confused.

 

'You messed up,' Nathalie said. She was following them. Her heels tapping on the stones.

 

'Me?' Lauren asked.

 

'Yes, you,' Nathalie said.

 

'Don't blame her,' Professor McKenna said, 'the girl did surprisingly well everything considered.'

 

'Well, general Yanice was horrified and is backing out,' Nathalie said.

 

'Then get back in there and try to sway her,' Professor McKenna, 'scolding me isn't going to get our

funding back. Reminding her about our previous successes might.'

 

'I can't go back there,' Nathalie said, 'I'd die from embarrassment. Dean Rawad was livid. Someone is

going to get fired over this, maybe we both are.'

 

'Dean Rawad is going to try and sweep this on under the rug, it's bad press if any of this comes out. Can

you help me out here and swipe me into the building?'

 

Nathalie grabbed a card from Professor McKenna's purse and opened the dark and abandoned neurology building. They hurried through the hallways and then Lauren was lowered into a leather chair.

 

Detached and disoriented she squeezed in the arm rests. She frowned. 'What happened? Why are we

here?'

 

Professor McKenna put a hand on her head and gave her a sad smile. Lauren almost went cross-eyed by that touch alone. She squirted into the blue leotard she was still wearing.

 

'Get me the puppy pads,' Professor McKenna ordered. 'Top left cabinet.' While Nathalie grabbed the

padded plastic sheets and maneuvered them underneath Lauren's bum, professor McKenna placed a device onto her head with loads of silver nodules all touching her scalp in a different spot.

 

Then she turned it on and focused intently on a monitor right behind Lauren.

 

'And?' Nathalie asked curious.

 

Lauren pushed herself upwards and turned around to also look at the screen that seemed filled with a

combination of blobs of color and wriggling lines.

 

'Lie down sweety,' Professor McKenna said. She put her hand on Lauren's shoulder and gently pressed

her back into the cheer. Absentmindedly she kept on caressing Laurens upper arm, which in turn caused

a whole lot of squirt to gulp out of her.

 

Professor McKenna produced a little tutting sound.

 

'How bad is it?' Nathalie asked.

 

'Bad,' Professor McKenna said, 'I mean it could've been worse, I'm glad it isn't worse, I was worried her

schism had become unstable and her alter had been leaking, but this still is far from pretty.'

 

'Can you fix it?' Nathalie asked.

 

Professor McKenna groaned.

 

'I think I love you,' Lauren mumbled, 'I think I'm a lesbian and I'm in love with you.'

 

'You're in love with Kayla Fisher,' Professor McKenna said dismissive.

 

'We can do a threesome,' Lauren said already consumed by this idea. She was sinking into a fantasy of

tongues and touches. Her back arching, her hips bucking up high into the air as squirt drizzled out and

rained down onto the padding.

 

'It's bad Nathalie, it's pretty bad,' Professor McKenna rubbed her own cheek, 'these are extremely

primal neuropathways that have grown to be incredibly powerful. Way more powerful than when she

left here this afternoon. It's like every time we activated the Synalink it fed into the further development of these pathways, which on the one hand is awesome to realize that is possible, but on the other hand… It's not very practical that it turns a student into a sex-craving nymphomaniac.' There was a big sigh.

 

'What do we do?' Nathalie asked, 'we didn't give her permanent brain damage, did we?'



Once more Professor McKenna sighed. She bent over and put her forehead up against Lauren's temple.

 

'No,' she said although she sounded defeated, 'I think if we scrub her alter clean of everything including the reward system, and then if we put her on some anti-depressants or something that negatively affects the libido and these neuropathways should hopefully deteriorate from a lack of use.'

 

'Can we have her back to normal by Monday when we're inevitably called into the Dean's office to be

held accountable for all this? That way we can claim it was an unfortunate anomaly and maybe we can

get away with just a reprimand and a short suspension.'

 

'Maybe,' Professor McKenna said, 'it'll be hard work, but it should be doable, but before we start, I'm

going to need some food and a large coffee, because it looks like we will be here a while.'

 

'I'll go grab us something, you get started,' Nathalie said.

 

Professor McKenna nodded. She grabbed the silicon breathing mask, attached it to a hose and then she

placed it over Lauren's nose and mouth.

 

There was a sad sort of smile on her face as she looked at Lauren. 'You are going to take a nice nap for

me,' she said, 'and when you wake up, hopefully, you'll have returned to your normal self.'

 

'Hmm,' Lauren moaned as her already groggy and lightheaded mind seemed to be spinning even more.

Her drowsiness drastically increased.

 

'I'm going to miss little nymphomaniac Lauren though,' Professor McKenna said as she grazed the

back of her index finger over Lauren's cheek and despite her already feeling deeply drowsy her pussy still gushed in response to that touch. 'It was quite flattering to be admired and have you squirt for me over the slightest touch.' That was the last thing Lauren heard. The voice kept on talking, but Lauren didn't pay attention anymore, she was already tumbling into a warm and soothing sleep.

 




CHAPTER 9

Someone was holding her up, Lauren leaned into the body next to her. It smelled sweaty and there was

a bad coffee breath coming out of that mouth.

 

'Careful,' a woman's voice said. 'Big steps, up the stairs.'

 

Lauren put her foot on the step, but it slipped of, and she almost tumbled down the stairs.

 

'Do I need to carry you?' Someone asked, 'come on.' An arm around her waist. The world was moving

so quickly, far too quickly for her mind to comprehend. She moaned a little bit, until they were on a flat

floor and the woman put her down again.

 

'You're strong,' Lauren mumbled, 'you're a lot stronger than you look.' The woman had a petite figure

and was barely taller than Lauren herself.

 

'We all are,' the woman said.

 

'I know you,' Lauren said, 'you look familiar. You look pretty. Where have I seen you before?'

 

The woman sighed. 'You've seen me all day,' she mumbled, 'you're just a bit loopy from everything that

happened tonight.'

 

'What happened?' Lauren asked.

 

The woman didn't answer, she just sighed and shook her head. Then she knocked on a door until a very

sleepy Kayla in her pajama shorts came to the door.

 

'Kayla,' Lauren said, 'I love you, I'm so in love you. I have been in love with you for years, and years, and years. Ever since that first night we bunked together.' Lauren reached out her arms and stumbled across the threshold into Kayla's arms who did support her.

 

'What happened?' Kayla asked the woman.

 

'I think she drugged me,' Lauren said, 'I feel weird.'

 

'She's right,' the woman said, 'she's still a bit intoxicated from the medicine we needed to give her.'

 

'Why?' Kayla yawned but still tightened her arm around Lauren's waist, 'what did you do to her?'

 

'She's part of a very select research team,' the woman said, 'there was some unfortunate error in her

programming, but now I think we're all back on track again. We'll give her some time to recuperate and

let some of the pathways degenerate and then she can step by next week and we'll try again.'

 

'I have no idea what you're talking about,' Kayla said, 'and honestly, I don't much care for a lecture in

the middle of the night. Is it true she had a mental breakdown in the VIP room and begged Ivan Kadin to

fuck her?'

 

'Eehm ... ' The woman hesitated and shook her head, 'not exactly, you shouldn't believe all that gossip.'

 

'So, none of is it true? Who then started that rumor? I bet it was Wendy. Wendy gossips a lot when she's

jealous.'

 

'You know, I'm not really interested in all that college girl social drama right now,' the woman said.

'Can you get her to bed safely, or do you want me to do it?'

 

'I think I'll manage,' Kayla said.

Okay,' the woman nodded, 'thanks, goodnight Lauren, and remember no sex, no masturbation, no

porn, no arousal, nothing of the sort, and take your medications okay?'

 

'Why can't she have sex?' Kayla asked.

But the woman with the autumn green eyes and the black hair had already turned around and briskly

walked away.

 

'I know her,' Lauren said, 'who was that? She looked so familiar.'

 

'You mean Professor McKenna? The one you were following around all evening?' Kayla asked.

 

'Yes,' Lauren said. Kayla supported her and helped her take the baby blue leotard off.

 

'Do you think Cece wants this back?' Kayla asked.

 

'Who is Cece?'

 

'God, you're really out of it, aren't you?' Kayla said, 'they say you went down on her and that's why you

got to wear her leotard, but I'm assuming that's just silly gossip too.'

 

'She went down on me,' Lauren said, 'she licked me and then it felt - oh, oops I'm not supposed to get

horny right now, or my mind will never fix itself, and then I can't become as good a gymnast as Cece.'

Still, it was hard to suppress the slurry of horniness already stirring up in her tummy. She took a deep

breath and stared up at the ceiling.

 

'Are you comfy?' Kayla asked as she draped the blankets over Lauren. 'Do you want me to stay with you to keep an eye on you?'

 

'Yes,' Lauren said quite eager. 'Yes, stay with me, come sleep in my bed.'

 

Kayla slid underneath the blankets and soon Lauren felt their warm bodies nestle up to each other

the way they had always done. It was as if their bodies remembered even if their minds tried to forget.

Lauren pouted her lips and kissed Kayla on her mouth and to her relief that kiss got answered quite passionately and with a little moan.

 

She felt her pussy spasm with pleasure, but this time she didn't stop it. These moments with Kayla

were too sacred, too rare, and too valuable to interrupt. As she reached for Kayla's boob, arousal swirled her mind and lured her further and further into that haze of horniness.

 

***
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