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Chapter 1

I was stupid. The realization hit me like a truck as I was running across campus. I should have known better. An all-night gaming session right before a big meeting with the college? What was I thinking? We played until the morning of the next day. I stumbled home and passed out. An hour later, my alarm shrieks at me to get up. A new day was here and I was already sick of it. In my defense, I was worried about talking to the school. A meeting with them couldn’t be good. That, coupled with the fact that my grades weren’t exactly what you’d call promising didn’t help either. My friends tried to cheer me up by playing our favorite game together and one thing just led to another.

Now here I am, sprinting like a mad man across the quad while wearing yesterday’s clothes. The only thing keeping me upright and mobile was the excessive amount of caffeine I’d consumed before leaving my dorm room.

As my breathing started to get heavy, I slowed my pace and dug my phone out of my pocket to check the time. Damn. I’m not going to make it. Still, I had to keep going. Pushing past the haze of exhaustion, I forced myself to keep running.

Luckily for me, the administration's office was on the ground floor. I already felt physically exhausted. Climbing several flights of stairs would have just been pouring salt into the wound. The waiting area for the office was just ahead of me marked by a pair of glass double doors. I burst through those doors panting and covered in sweat. Despite how I looked I figured that the less late I was the better.

The assistant to the administration office was a woman in her late fifties with a prim and severe demeanor. Sitting behind a desk that sat in the center of the room, she guarded the office and acted as its gatekeeper. She eyed me with mild disdain. I couldn’t tell if that was due to my lateness, my appearance, or some combination of the two. With some apprehension, I put on my politest smile and sauntered up to her desk.

“Hello, I’m here for a meeting. My name is Mike Fields” I said.

“You’re late,” she said in a clipped tight voice. “Take a seat until she’s ready for you.”

My smile fell. I was hoping to get this over with quickly. My poor judgment and lack of sleep had left me feeling drained and a little nauseous. I wasn’t sure how long I could hold out.

To my left was a row of uncomfortable looking seats. I selected the least comfortable one hoping it would help keep me awake. Picturing the embarrassment I’d feel if I passed out here did the rest to keep my eyes open. But staying conscious wasn’t a pleasant experience right now. It felt more like a punishment to be endured.

Inwardly, I suppressed a sigh. It’s not as if there weren’t signs. I should have seen this coming. My grades had been slipping for a while but I couldn’t bring myself to do anything about them. Don’t get me wrong, I still cared about school. I hated that I couldn’t concentrate on work. But the more I hated myself the more I avoided it. It felt like I was stuck in a car crash that was going in slow motion. Watching it drive headlong towards a cliff while feeling powerless to do anything except watch it go over the edge.  It didn’t help that I’d often drown those feelings with nights of drinking and gaming. It became both a source of procrastination and the only time I felt happy.

A clock on the wall loudly and obnoxiously ticked the seconds. That just made it worse. It felt like everything was moving at half speed. God, I want to sleep. Let’s just get this over with and then I’ll start trying to fix my life tomorrow. Ten minutes crawl by. It’s agonizing. I wonder if I could postpone by saying that I’m not feeling well? It wouldn’t even be a lie. I feel awful. It’s just that my sickness is entirely self-inflicted.

Mercifully, the office door finally opened. Rebecca Smith, the school administrator appeared. She’d never given her name but considering it was written on the door it felt like a good educated guess. I expected her to be as irritated as her assistant but instead, she seemed calm and collected. A middle-aged woman who’d reached the peak of her career and was now just trying to coast by. Conducting this meeting would arouse no more emotion in her than if she was talking about the weather.

“Mike Fields?” She asked in an almost monotone voice.

“Yeah, that’s me” I replied, perking up in my chair.

She beckoned me to follow her by pointing a finger at me and then curling it. It was the sort of thing someone might do to call a dog over to them or something an asshole boss does to an employee. I immediately hated her for it. Still, I had no choice. I followed her into the office like the powerless failing student that I was.

“I’m sure you know why we’re having this meeting,” she said as I closed the door behind me.

“Uh, no. You didn’t say much over the phone.”

She sat down behind her desk and gave me an incredulous look. “Really? You have no idea why you’re here?”

Is she going to make me say it out loud like she’s forcing some kind of confession? Fine. I don’t care. At this point, I just want to sleep.

“I know my grades have been slipping lately. Is that what this meeting is about?”

Saying that they were slipping was a huge understatement but I already felt bad about it. I didn’t need this woman piling on. Her calm detachment was now gone. In its place was a hungry eagerness. She wanted a confession so that the school could close the book on me.

“That’s right. One of your teachers hasn’t seen you in class for weeks. The last few papers you’ve submitted have all been F’s. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’ve stopped working on your education altogether. Is that it? Have you given up? Maybe you decided that this wasn’t for you?”

Even as tired as I was, I would not let her bully me into dropping out. It wasn’t bravery on my part. I simply had nowhere else to go if I left college.

“No. I’ve just been going through a rough patch. I still want to finish my degree.”

“And how do you expect to accomplish that given your past performance?”

“I don’t know maybe I’ll see someone professionally about it like a therapist.”

The thought had just occurred to me at that moment but it sounded promising. Maybe if I demonstrated a good faith effort to fix my problems then they’ll let me stay. Plus, my procrastination problem was getting out of hand. A therapist might actually help with my grades anyway.

The administrator seemed less enthused by the idea than I was.

“I need something definitive from you today because right now you’re not showing any sign of actually changing. It’s been decided by the school to put you on academic probation for the next six months. You can come back to class after that.”

My heart stopped. This can’t be happening. I have to convince her to change her mind.

“Six months? But I live in the dorms. Isn’t there something else? Some other way?” I begged.

She was resolute. That’s when I realized that the decision had already been made before I even set foot in the door. This wasn’t a conversation to discuss the problems I was having. This was just her notifying me of the decision.

“You will have the weekend to collect your things and then we’ll need you to move out by Monday morning.”

She continued to drone on after that but I barely heard her. Talking about the papers that needed to be signed. I felt numb. I just couldn’t believe the college was kicking me out. Not only that but it would mean moving back in with my parents. Going home to the small town I’d vowed never to return to. I wouldn’t be able to see my friends either. I’m not sure how any of this is supposed to help me psychologically or academically. But the worst part is that even as it's all hitting me, I still just wanted to sleep.

Eventually, the meeting ended and I was released back into the halls. I went straight back to my dorm and jumped into bed. Whatever my problems are, I’m not going to solve them when I can barely keep my eyes open.


Chapter 2

Tomorrow comes. Instead of moping in my room, I decide to make the most of the time I’ve got left. I message my friends and ask if they want to meet up. Then I begin pacing around the room, trying to burn off nervous energy while waiting to hear back. Responses come over the next few hours saying yes to the idea. I stop and sit down. Maybe I can have one more fun night here after all.

We agreed to meet at my friend Nate’s because he lives off-campus in a big apartment. His family comes from money and was more than happy to cover his college expenses. I’ve met his parents once or twice. They seemed very reserved which is the complete opposite of Nate who’s warm and energetic. Still, they always made the trip up to see Nate’s football games. Yep, that’s right. Not only is he outgoing and rich but he’s also the star quarterback. Nate has it all. Money, sports, and good looks with his square jaw and easy smile. Normally, someone like that would have nothing to do with an underachiever like myself but we both share a passion for the videogame Ritualscape. Somebody started a college club for the game and that’s how we met. Actually, that’s how I met all of my friends. But Nate and I immediately hit off and it didn’t take long before he became my best friend.

Then there’s Thomas. If I was the slacker and Nate the athlete, then Thomas was the nerd of the group. He was the one who had the idea to form a Ritualscape club in the first place. A little uptight and high-strung but he was always ready to help if you had a problem. He’s also the smartest person I know which wasn’t hard to figure out because he likes showing off how smart he is. Thomas would begin making a statement and then pause for an inordinate amount of time. During this pause, he would take off his glasses and clean them as he pondered the point he was about to make. Our other friend Steve was the first to notice this affectation and pointed it out one night while we were drinking. We teased him about it mercilessly but he’d keep doing it anyway.

Steve was the wild one in the group. A musician who would openly tell people that he only came to college for the parties. And party he would. Sometimes he’d disappear for a few days and then reappear to tell us all about an experience we’d missed out on. In between parties and college, Steve would make less than minimum wage playing music in local bars. Despite this obvious handicap, he would always magically appear for a gaming night with tons of decent liquor. When I asked him how he could afford it, Steve would just shrug and say that he knows a guy. Generally, that turned out to be true. Steve always seemed to know people. No matter where we went, there would always be people who wanted to hang out with Steve.

The final member of the group was James, a freshman and a couple of years younger than the rest of us. He was a bit too eager to please but was generally nice to have around. I think he was relieved when he found friends at the Ritualscape club. I wasn’t as close to him as the others but I thought I should invite him out anyway.

I went to Nate’s apartment early so that I could run some ideas by him for tonight. However, when he opened the door, it was clear that I was the last to arrive. That suited me just fine. Maybe Steve will have some ideas for a fun night. Once inside, I make my declaration. 

“Tonight has to be extra special. I want to do something big.”

Nate nodded and Steve smiled. They were always down for anything. Thomas frowned and I understood why. This was meant to be our gaming night and now I was upsetting the routine.

“Why?” asked Thomas.

It was a fair question and I wasn’t embarrassed enough to lie. So, I told them the truth.

“Because the college is kicking me out for six months. Academic probation they called it.”

“What do you mean they’re kicking you out?” Asked Nate, alarmed by the news.

“I can’t live in the dorms anymore. And since I can’t afford my own place, I’ll have to go back to living with my parents.”

“That really sucks. You know I’d help out if I could but my parents…”

I told him I understood. He’d help me if he could but his parents would go ballistic if they found out Nate was letting someone else live at a place they were paying for.

“How long did they give you?” He asked.

“Until Monday.”

Nate nodded. “So we’ve got to make this weekend special. Thomas, tell Mike what you just told us.”

Thomas’s frown was gone. He eagerly beckoned me over and I took a seat on the couch next to Nate and Steve. Thomas and James were sat on the floor next to the coffee table. On it were some papers that Thomas had laid out. Some of the papers were covered in text while others had design sketches on them. Thomas took a moment to clean his glasses before he speaking.

“As I was saying before Mike got here, you guys know that I work in the psychology department, right?”

Everyone agreed.

“Well a few months back, Fortress, the developers of Ritualscape contacted the college to ask if the students here would be interested in participating in a study. The head of the department said sure and then didn’t hear anything back until a couple of days ago. Out of nowhere, people from Fortress showed up with this huge delivery and instructions on what to do with the equipment.”

He paused and looked around at each of us to see if we understood the implication of that. None of us did. I was starting to lose my patience as I waited for him to get to the point. Thomas read our expressions and hurried on.

“Fortress have made a new game. A virtual reality game with new technology and they’re testing it here.”

That was it? That was the big secret? I couldn’t help but feel let down by the reveal and I told him so.

“Don’t get me wrong I’m sure it's great for you, but for the rest of us, a psychology study doesn’t sound that interesting. In fact, hearing that Fortress is going into VR kind of sucks. Most VR games aren’t very good.”

The rest of the group nodded. It was common knowledge that a lot of virtual reality games were disappointing. Our skepticism was well warranted but Thomas wasn’t having it.

“You don’t understand. I’ve seen the technology. It’s far beyond anything else on the market. They delivered the equipment with these lounge chairs. You lie down on them, put the gear on, and suddenly you’re transported to a whole new world. This thing connects directly to your brain. Supposedly it’s like having the best dream of your life.”

“That sounds a little far-fetched,” said Nate.

“It’s the truth. This technology is going to change everything. My professor tried it out for two minutes. He said that for him, he was in there for two hours.

“Wait so what’s the game?” Steve asked.

“Yeah that’s right you said they’re making a new game. What is it?” asked James.

“Fortress said that the working title is ‘New life.’ Apparently, you can create your dream life and then live it in VR. My professor tried it out as a race car driver. He said it felt like the real thing. Anyway, the reason I brought it up is that in a few days they’ll allow applications. I figured we could all sign up for it.”

I grimaced and everyone except Thomas awkwardly looked away. He realized why a moment later and apologized for putting his foot in his mouth.

“It’s alright. Not your fault” I said. “I just don’t want to hear about awesome college things that I’m going to miss out on.”

Steve’s eyes brightened. “I have an idea,” he said. “We should go to the lab tonight and give Mike a chance to try out the game before the college kicks him out.”

“Won’t we get in trouble for being in there after hours?” James asked, praying that someone else would disagree with the idea.

Thomas snorted. “More like expelled.”

Steve shook his head. “I know you have a key and right now the place will be empty. We stroll in, play around for a couple of hours and then we’ll leave. No one will know we were even there. What do you guys think?”

Nate thought about it and said, “I don’t think they’d expel us simply for using the room without permission. It’s not like we’re stealing or damaging property. Plus this could be Mike’s only chance to try it. I’m in if he is.”

I nodded. “Why not? I did say I wanted to do something special before I left and I think this qualifies.”

The four of us stared at James who was looking down at his hands.

“I dunno. It still seems risky,” James said.

“You don’t have to come,” Steve said bluntly.

“Nobody has to come” I pointed out. “If you’re not comfortable with it then we don’t have to do it.”

Thomas relented. “The more I think about it, the more I think we should. The technology is going to cost thousands if not tens of thousands when it first hits the market and then there’s the massive waiting list that will occur once the word gets out. This could be our only chance to try it as a group. Let’s do it.”

With the rest of the group in agreement, James's fears were assuaged and he quietly agreed as well.


Chapter 3

We hung out together for a few more hours and devised our plan. Thomas ordered us to stop drinking and all of us reluctantly complied. The plan was simple. We’d wait until midnight and then walk casually across campus. Once the coast was clear, we’d use Thomas’s key to enter the building.

Steve asked us about what we were going to pick for our dream lives. I shrugged and told him I’ll just see what’s available. Nate said something similar about not wanting to get his hopes up. Steve rolled his eyes.

“You guys better not be this boring when we get to the game. I’m going to be a Rockstar in case you were all wondering.”

“We weren’t,” said Thomas.

The rest of us chuckled.

At midnight, we grabbed our coats and began the walk across campus. Even midnight is not exactly a quiet time for a college campus. However, the science building that the VR game was stored in couldn’t be further away from the dorms. As we got closer, we saw fewer and fewer people. Still, that didn’t stop James or Thomas from constantly looking over their shoulder to check. Steve and Nate, as the most confident members of the group, naturally took the lead.

When we reached the side of the science building, Nate turned the corner first before backing up. He held out his hand for us to stop. Everyone did except Steve who didn’t notice until Nate grabbed the back of his coat and pulled him back. Steve was about to launch into a series of profanity-laden shouting when Nate held his finger to his lips and then pointed. Ahead of us, voices could be dimly heard murmuring to each other. Steve nodded and carefully peered around the corner. Of course, that made us all want to look. When it was my turn, I saw what had made Nate so concerned. There in front of the science building were two men from campus security. The two guards were leaning against a wall next to the entrance while smoking cigarettes. One of them was a bald, stocky guy in his early fifties. The second was a younger bearded man. They both looked like they could easily catch everyone in the group except Nate.

There was no way we’d get through the front door without being noticed. We decided to retreat down the path and talk this out. James was the first to say what some of us were thinking. “We should go back and forget about it right?”

Nate looked at me for my opinion. He was here for me and he’d follow my lead since this was my last night out. I shook my head. We’d made it this far and I was pretty sure we could still do it. There just had to be another way. I took a step back and let the others argue amongst themselves. We can’t get the security to leave and we can’t walk past them. But what if we avoided them altogether? I looked up and our way in became clear.

“Guys I figured it out. Hey, Thomas” His gaze snapped sharply to me. There was an unmistakable tension in his eyes. He was just as nervous as James but was doing a better job of hiding it. “Go in through the front door and act like you’re returning something. Then once you’re inside, open one of these big windows above us and we’ll climb inside.”

Thomas looked at the windows and frowned. “I’m not sure if I have a key for that room,” he said. “But the lab I was in has the same windows on the other side of the building. I’m not thrilled about the guards seeing me either.”

“They’re not going to care. You have a key. They’ll just assume you have twenty-four access” I replied.

Apart from James the rest of us felt confident in the plan. Thomas relented and agreed to the plan.

“I’ll text you once I get a window open,” he said before leaving.

Nate had to grab Steve again to stop him from peeking around the corner to watch.

A few minutes go by. No one feels like talking. The chill wind causes us to tighten our coats. I can tell it’s only a matter of time before someone suggests we go back. If Thomas takes too long it might even be me. I know I wanted one last great night with my friends but I’m still harboring doubts about this game.

The phone in my pocket buzzed. It’s a message from Thomas. I read it out loud. “I’m in. Go to the other side of the building.”

We walk around the back of the building. Thomas, leaning outside of the window gave us a wave. Uncertainty built as we got closer. The windows were higher up on this side and I’m not sure I can climb it on my own. Fortunately, Nate stepped forward to take charge.

“James, you go first. I’ll boost you up,” said Nate.

He pushed James up to Thomas who grabbed his hand to pull him inside.

“Okay, your turn Mike.”

“Wait why me next?” I asked, suddenly feeling self-conscious about how weak I was.

“Because you’re the second lightest after James.”

It was frustrating that he was right. I couldn’t do it on my own. As I stepped up to the window, two large hands wrapped around my waist. He lifted me into the air effortlessly. I prayed that it was too dark for any of them to see my face burning red.

Thomas gave me his hand and helped me awkwardly climb through. I didn’t like being manhandled. I know it wasn’t Nate’s fault. He was just trying to help but it still felt annoying.

When I saw the classroom, I stopped and stared. We weren’t just in some random room. This was it. Six long white chairs were arranged in a semi-circle in the center of the room. They were the kind you lie down on. I guess the developers want you to be comfortable when you play. Next to each one was a small circular table with a large shiny black box on it.

“Hey, a little help!” Thomas cried.

His arms were shaking as he struggled to pull Steve in. I rushed over and grabbed Steve’s arm. With the two of us working together, we managed to heave him into the room. Finally, the only one left was Nate. The rest of us held our hands out ready. Nate jumped and grabbed my hand. A lance of pain shot up my arms and the weight of him jolted me forward toward the open window. Everyone realized I was falling and quickly grabbed onto me. They pulled me while I held onto Nate. Slowly, he was raised up until his other hand reached the edge of the windowsill. At that point, he pulled himself up the rest of the way. As soon as he was clear, I let go to nurse my throbbing arms.

Once Nate was clear, Thomas closed the window and explained what to do.

“Basically, all you need to do at first is lie down and let me put the equipment on you. Once the game starts, there’ll be some calibration tests and then the character select screen. You pick your options and then it should dump us all together in the starting area. Any questions?”

James raised his hand. “Where’s the bathroom?”

Everyone collectively groaned.

“You couldn’t have gone before we broke into the building?” Steve asked incredulously.

“Thomas just show him where to go,” I said, already feeling exasperated.

All of us were on edge. I just wanted to try out the game and now I’m being held up by a bathroom break.

“I don’t want us getting separated and I don’t trust Steve not to break the equipment while I’m gone,” said Thomas.

Steve rolled his eyes. “That was one computer from a year ago. How can you still hold that against me?”

Nate stepped forward. “Look let’s just all go. The sooner we do it, the sooner we can get back here.”

With the argument settled, we moved quietly down the dark hallways. Nobody wanted to risk being seen by using light. It was a little spooky with how quiet it was. There was nothing but our footsteps echoing down the halls. When we reached the bathroom, James went in while we waited outside.

Nate edged closer to me and asked, “have you thought more about what you’re going to pick in the game?”

I shrugged. “Maybe a pro video game player of some type if it will let me. Like the best Ritualscape player in the world. What about you?”

“NFL star,” he replied.

I was about to ask the others about their choices when lights flashed up ahead. I tapped Nate and Steve on the shoulder and pointed. Voices could be heard softly in the distance, drawing closer. We had to move. The four of us dashed around the corner and waited.

I risked a glance back. Two men were casually walking side by side with their flashlights out. It was the two security guards from the entrance. They went straight for the bathroom without stopping. Damn. Well, maybe James is hiding in a stall?

A few moments later there was shouting and then the younger guard dragged James out.

“What are you doing in here?” the older guard asked.

“I just forgot something. I came to get it. That’s all.”

“How did you get in the building?”

“The front door. I just walked through the front door.”

“Nobody without a key is allowed on the property after hours. Do you have a key?”

James shook his head.

“If I catch you again, I’ll report you to the college.”

James nodded glumly, as he was marched down the hall.

We waited until we couldn’t hear them anymore before moving back to the classroom. I messaged James to come back around to the window and we’d help him up. A few moments later he replied stating that he was just going back to his room. The whole thing with the guard must have spooked him. I couldn’t blame him but at the same time, I’d come too far to stop now.

“James isn’t coming back. If anyone else wants to go I won’t stop you” I said.

I looked up from my phone to see Steve was already lying in a chair while Nate and Thomas were inspecting one of the black boxes.

“No way am I missing this,” said Steve.

“The security guys were probably just going to the bathroom themselves. I doubt we’ll see them again,” said Nate.

“Unless they go looking for me,” Thomas said.

“Well you could have easily left when they abandoned their post,” said Steve.

Thomas, frustrated that Steve had come up with a logical answer he couldn’t refute just ignored him and told the rest of us to pick a chair. Nate and I laid down in our chairs. They felt softer than they looked. I could easily see myself falling asleep in one of these.

Thomas went around opening a black box next to each of us. Inside was a helmet with a screen that covered our eyes. I watched him put the helmet on Steve and then attach these long wires to the sides of the helmet. The end of wires were patches like you’d see in a hospital that he applied to his arms, legs, and chest. Thomas repeated the process with Nate and I before doing it to himself.

“Lie back. It will activate soon,” he told us.

I did as he asked though I could barely hear him with the helmet on. If the security guards did decide to come back and check the rooms, they’d have no trouble sneaking up on us.

I waited. A few seconds pass and then I felt myself falling. It felt physical but also mental like I was in freefall and falling asleep at the same time. There was a spark of light below me. It grew brighter as I fell. I clenched my eyes shut and waited for it to be over.

Suddenly the falling sensation stopped. I opened my eyes and found myself lying in a white void that stretched on in every direction into infinity. I looked down to see that I was still wearing the same clothes. A smile crept onto my face. Oh my god, this thing really works. I’m in the game.

A floating message popped up in front of my face asking me if the representation of myself was accurate with a yes/no option. I selected ‘yes.’

The next questions asked me if I want to keep my name and background as before. Again, I picked ‘yes.’ I didn’t know how the game already knew this stuff. It must be picking it up from my brain somehow.

The next message was about the dream life I wanted. But it already knew what I wanted. The message said pro gamer and streamer with a question mark. I reached out to select ‘yes’ but the message flickered and went fuzzy for a moment. Then it went back to normal and I selected ‘yes.’ The next part was called dream partner. Do you want one? It asked and I confirmed that I did. It gave me a range of options for what I wanted my virtual partner to look like and what her personality should be.

I selected a girl my age and height with similar interests and intelligence. It was better to keep it simple. I didn’t want to overcomplicate things considering my friends were waiting for me. For appearance, I made her into a very feminine curvy blonde with large breasts. A little stereotypical but like I said I can always change it later.

The next message asked me to select the time dilation effect. This is what Thomas talked about earlier. How you could spend days in this thing but only minutes passed in the real world.

I selected one day but the message flickered and didn’t register it. I selected it again. The answer flickered from one year back to one day. Once it was stable, I selected yes for one day.

The white void turned dark and I felt myself drifting off to sleep.

A woodfire crackled loudly nearby and I jolted awake.

Startled, I found myself sitting in an armchair next to a fireplace. My friends were sat in similar chairs next to me and were all slowly waking up. We were in some kind of large study with high ceilings. The scent of woodsmoke and leather hung gently in the air. Shelves covered the walls from floor to ceiling with an array of books. I wasn’t much of a reader but this place looked like heaven for those who were. Despite appearances, there was a nagging confused voice in the back of my head telling me to be concerned.

“Where are we?” I asked.

Thomas got his feet first and said “This is the starting area. It’s used a lot for when groups play together. We load into the study room first, get our bearings and then head into the hotel.

“The hotel?”

“Yes, the dream life game has everyone staying in a five-star hotel when they play. It was simpler than trying to code a million different possible house combinations.”

He reached out towards the door.

“Wait, we…”

The door opened before Thomas reached it. A man in his fifties wearing a hotel uniform appeared. He glanced curiously at each of us before striding into the room. Thomas had to step back to avoid bumping into him. The man cleared his throat dramatically before addressing us.

“Hello, I am known simply as the Concierge. I am here to help you achieve your dreams and live the life you truly desire. Any issues, concerns, or questions regarding your time here can be answered by me. Any technical issues while in-game can also be answered by me. I stress this point because I am the only character you will find in the game who is aware. Everyone else you encounter will be non-playable characters who believe that this is all real. Now if you’d like follow me. I can take you to your rooms so you can get settled in.”

We shuffled out of the study and into a carpeted hallway that led to an elevator that simply opened when the Concierge approached it. As soon as we got inside, I noticed that there were only a few buttons and each had a name instead of a number. The buttons listed were: the study, the lobby, the gym, the swimming pool, restaurants, and bars. Finally at the top was a button next to each of our names.

“Hey is there a way to access the menu or settings?” asked Thomas.

“Certainly. Just snap your fingers and say ‘menu’ out loud and it should become visible to you.”

Steve tried it. The rest of us couldn’t see anything but he assured us that it worked.

The Concierge pressed the button that said Thomas before carrying on. “Every floor is available to you and the world at large, although some of the best experiences players find are often in the hotel itself.”

The elevator doors opened into a large room with white and grey marble floors. We started to get out when the Concierge held up his hand. “Why don’t you get comfortable with your rooms first?”

Thomas shrugged and said he’d see us later. The doors closed and I panicked. How would we keep in contact with each other? That was when I realized I had a copy of my phone in my pocket.

“Wait do phones work here?” I asked him.

“Yes. Your phones were copied with you into the new life game although they can only reach other players and can’t access the internet.”

I nodded. That was good to know. At least we had a way of staying in contact with each other.

The Concierge pressed the button for my floor and I felt the elevator rise. I’m sure it's only an illusion though. Normally in games like this, the elevator is just used to hide the loading screen. I just hoped it wasn’t too long. A minute later the doors opened to reveal my room.

A ‘room’ turned out to be a massive understatement. Instead, I walked into a large open-plan living room and kitchen. You could have stacked five of my dorm rooms in here easily. The living room had large floor-to-ceiling windows and a door that led out onto a balcony. Very nice. Instead of marble floors, mine was covered in soft cream carpeting. I took a step inside and said goodbye to the others.

One thing that did bother me straight away was that on one of the walls was some artwork that didn’t seem right. It was a portrait of Marilyn Monroe surrounded in this bubble-gum pink color. Weird. I’ll have to redecorate later.

I explored further and found a home office room with a gaming pc, camera, and light setup. This is where I’ll become a famous streamer. Part of me wanted to jump in right away but I held off until I had explored the rest of the place. The whole thing was more of a luxury penthouse apartment than a hotel room.

The bathroom came fully stocked with everything a person could want. Then there was the bedroom. I opened the door and was immediately surprised. This wasn’t me at all. The walls and bed were bright pink. The furniture was white but there was a vanity table in the corner where a woman could do her makeup. There must have been some kind of mistake.

Inside the bedroom was another door. I open it to discover my very own walk-in closet. My confusion only deepened. The left side of the closet was filled with men’s clothes while the right side was full of women’s clothing.

This must be some kind of glitch. Maybe I have a roommate or a girlfriend? The game did ask me about my perfect partner. I just didn’t think it would jump straight into us living together. Something just felt off. I needed answers. Perhaps the menu could tell me what’s going on.

I snapped my fingers and said “menu.” Instantly a floating screen popped up in front of me. It contained everything I’d selected when I first put on the headset. I scrolled down and found a big red button at the bottom that said call the Concierge. I pushed the call button and went to the elevator to wait. 

Moments later, the doors opened and the Concierge stepped out.

“How can I be of assistance?” He asked.

“There’s something wrong with my room. It’s not what I wanted.”

He frowned. “Can you be more specific?”

“I’ll show you.”

We went back to the bedroom and I pointed at the walls. “Look it’s all pink and in the closet, there’s a bunch of women’s clothes. Who are these supposed to belong to?”

The Concierge looked surprised.

“Why you of course,” he said. “Let me just pull up your character sheet to double-check.”

A large floating screen appeared in front of us but the details were all wrong. The name next to the player character said Mike Smith slash Mikayla Smith. Underneath my name, it said ‘time dilation effect: 1 year.’

“Wait that’s not right. I put in one day not one year. Change it back.”

“I’m afraid all selections are final until the game is over.”

“You’re telling me I’m going to be in here for a year?”

“That’s correct. But don’t look so glum. Think of it more like you’ll be living your dream for a year.”

“What about the outside world. How much time will pass there?”

“Only a few hours. Now let’s go through your dream life.” He waved his hand and the writing on the screen scrolled down. “Yes, here it is. You wanted to become a pro-gamer and turn into your dream girl here.” He pointed to the last section.

I looked at where he pointed and shook my head. “No, that was my dream partner screen. I don’t want to turn into a woman.”

He didn’t react to this information one way or the other. In fact, I was getting the impression that he was a little bored by the conversation.

“Well as I said, all selections are final. So I suggest you try to enjoy it.”

A cold shock hit me. I wanted to scream. This was so unfair. Instead, I silently counted to five and then asked in a weak voice, “enjoy it? What’s going to happen to me?”

The Concierge looked at me like I was dumb.

“You will turn into the woman of your dreams and have a wildly successful career on the internet.”

I didn’t understand. “But how do I change it?”

He shrugged, “you can’t. Now I have to go. Another guest is requesting my assistance.”

After he left, I just stood there unsure of what to do. The whole thing was overwhelming. Before in times of stress, I would go to my computer and play Ritualscape to relax. It’s too bad I can’t access it here. Although this is made by the same company and I am meant to be a pro-gamer in this world. What if they included it in the game?

I went into the office and turned on the gaming computer. Instantly, the lights and camera came alive. The screen in front of me became the Ritualscape menu. Another screen to my left came to life and said that five thousand people were now watching me.

I hadn’t intended to test the streaming function but the Concierge said that we couldn’t connect to the real-world internet so these wouldn’t be real people. On the other hand, it might be a fun distraction to play along with. I noticed the microphone in front of me and decided to test it.

“Hey…guys?”

There was a chat screen on my left monitor suddenly flooded with messages welcoming me back. Apparently, I was already popular in this world. Still, it was alarming to notice some of the messages saying things like, ‘what no Mikayla today?’

In this world, I was already appearing as Mikayla? That’s weird, I don’t feel any different. A search on the computer led me to some old video files. I clicked play on one titled makeup tutorial. A version of myself was on the screen. It looked exactly like me but I was wearing a tight pink t-shirt. This version of myself smiled brightly and introduced themselves.

“Hi my name’s Mike or Mikayla and I’m here to show off my makeup progress.”

Their voice was slightly higher than mine and they gave off a more effeminate vibe. Is this what the game wants me to become?

I fast-forwarded. The rest of the video was them applying makeup. At the end of the video, this version of me looked like a more feminine boy.

“As you guys can see I still have a long way to go. But I’m making progress! Anyway, thanks for tuning in.”

I’m never doing that. Still, if all I had to do was sleep in a pink room in order to be internet famous then so be it. I could do that.

I turned back to the game. The minority of people calling to see Mikayla faded away until all that was left were fans eager to watch me play. I put the video I’d just watched out of my mind and played the game exactly as I normally would. From time to time, I’d glance over at the other screen. Every one of my fans watching said I was doing a great job. After everything that had happened that felt good to hear.

After a few hours of this, I ended the stream. The fans were disappointed but I wanted to stop. Once everything had shut down, I pulled out my phone and found my contact list had shrunk to three names. I send a text to the others about meeting up. The tone of the message was casual but deep down I’m dying to know if any of them experienced any glitches and what their time dilation effect was. I get responses from Nate and Thomas saying that they're busy and that we can talk tomorrow. Steve doesn’t even respond. I guess they’re having too much fun in their dream lives.

It’s late so I turn in for the night while trying very hard to ignore my problems.


Chapter 4

I wake up in a panic. Damn what time is it? Did I oversleep again? I can’t be late for another class. I rub my eyes and see I’m surrounded by pink. Oh, right. I’m being held hostage for a year by a video game that wants me to become a woman. I shake my head. It’s too early for this. I lie back down and go back to sleep.

A few hours later I sit up and check my phone. I’ve got a new message from Nate. It says everyone else is meeting in the study at 12. I glance at the clock. It says 11:50. Damn.

I jump out of bed and rush to the bathroom. I’ve got a lot of experience brushing my teeth and showering at the same time so it wasn’t more than a few minutes before I’m running back to the closet. Huh weird. The men’s side of the closet is only eighty percent full. I could have sworn it was packed full of clothes just yesterday. I’ll have to ask the Concierge about it when there’s time.

I grab a simple black t-shirt and some jeans from the men’s side before digging through the drawers. Inside one of them was a row of black men’s boxer briefs. I reached out to grab a pair. A sharp electric shock hits me as soon as I touch them. Ow. It must have been static or something. I rub my fingers and try again. Another painful shock. What the hell?

Suddenly a soothing feminine voice entered my mind and said “You don’t really want to wear those. Go choose the pair that fits your greatest desire.”

So the game is blocking me from wearing men’s underwear? It’s pressuring me to follow the path it's set. Well, I’m not playing. I don’t need to wear underwear. I moved to leave the closet with the t-shirt and jeans in hand. At the doorway between the closet and the bedroom, I slam into an invisible wall.

“You cannot progress through the world without progressing in your dream,” the voice said.

I put my hand out. The wall felt like solid stone. I glance at the clock. 11:57. With Steve’s attention span, I’d be lucky to get everyone together again today. I had to make that meeting whatever the cost. I sighed. Fine but just this once. I went to the right side with all of the women’s clothes and opened a drawer. An array of colorful panties and thongs presented themselves. Carefully, I poked a pair with my finger. There was no shock this time. 

I guess there’s no choice.

I selected a pair of white cotton panties with little hearts on them and slipped them on. Strangely, as soon as I put them on, I felt a warm pleasant feeling in my core. The sensation took me from being tired and irritable to slightly elated now that I was wearing the panties.

Is this part of the game's conditioning? It punishes me for wearing men’s underwear and rewards me for the opposite? I put my hand out. The invisible wall was gone.

The clock said 11:59. I hurriedly threw the rest of my clothes on and dashed to the elevator.

Everyone was already in the study waiting for me when I got there. I had to admit it hurt to see Steve being more punctual than me. He sat in an armchair wearing big sunglasses, some designer-label clothes, and a couple of necklaces. I guess he found his Rockstar wardrobe.

Nate sat nearby looking the same as before while Thomas was wearing an expensive tailored three-piece suit. Weird. I never asked him what he’d selected. I wonder what his dream life is?

“Great you’re here. We can finally begin,” said Thomas.

I took a seat and Thomas began.

“As I’m sure you all realized there is a glitch with the game. The time dilation effect says one year for me instead of one day. Is that the same for the rest of you?”

Nate and I nodded. When Steve didn’t respond, Nate prodded him. Steve woke up and asked, “what we were talking about?”

Thomas repeated his question.

“Oh yeah me too,” Steve said.

“Are you hungover?” I asked him.

“Yeah, my dream life is kind of crazy. I didn’t get much time to sleep and then when I tried to, the game kept me awake. It forced me to practice with my guitar even though I was exhausted from partying.”

“And that’s the other issue,” Thomas said. “The game seems to railroad each of us into following the path we set and punishing us if we don’t do it.”

“True but I don’t know what we can do about it” I replied. “I already asked the Concierge to change things for me and he refused. He stated this will continue until the time is up. I don’t know what we can do about it to end the game early.”

Steve raised his hand. “I should also point out that I got very frustrated when it was trying to force me to practice, so I jumped out of a window.”

“You tried to kill yourself over guitar practice?” I asked incredulously.

Steve shrugged. “It’s not like it’s real. Besides I had a terrible headache. But anyway, the point is that I just reappeared back in the room as if nothing had happened. I don’t think there’s a way to end the game before the time runs out.”

That was concerning. Nobody knew what to say to that. A year in this game would feel like a long time and we don’t even know what the world is like here. Finally, Nate broke the silence.

“We’ll just have to ride it out and make the most of it,” he said. “I’m sure none of us wanted to spend a year in here but it is a luxury hotel and our dream lives. As long as we stick together, I think we’ll be okay.”

Everyone nodded in agreement.

“Well we all know what Steve and I chose but what about you and Thomas?” asked Nate.

“I picked a famous scientist,” said Thomas before checking his watch. “Which reminds me I’ve got to get a taxi soon. It turns out that famous scientists do a lot of interviews.”

“I picked a famous streamer slash pro-gamer,” I said.

Thomas shook his head “In hindsight, yours sounds more fun.”

I couldn’t help but look away. “Yeah sure is” I muttered.

The woman’s voice in my head abruptly returned and advised me that I should go back to my room and start streaming.

Nate looked up and said, “I should go, a voice in my head is telling me I have to go to practice.”

“Yeah, it's telling me to go too” I replied.

It was sad how quickly our meeting was over. I wanted to spend more time with them and tell them about the glitch. But I couldn’t just say ‘hey the games trying to turn me into a girl!’ as my friends were heading out the door.

Nate seemed to sense my mood.

“We’ll talk later,” he promised before leaving.

I went back to my room and ran into another invisible wall surrounding my computer. Frustration boiled over into anger. I kicked at the wall and shouted “I thought this was what you wanted? What am I supposed to do?”

The woman’s voice was as calm as ever when she responded. “It’s time for a Mikayla stream. Don’t worry if you’ve forgotten anything. I’ll walk you through all the steps. First, go into the bathroom and shave your body.”

This is ridiculous. There has to be some way around this. It’s not like the game can keep me trapped in invisible walls forever. I called the Concierge but this time he appeared instantly on the message screen as video chat.

“I cannot help you avoid or alter the game's instructions. Do you have another request?” he asked.

I angrily ended the call. Fine, let’s get this over with. I stomped over to the bathroom where a pink razor and shaving supplies were waiting for me. I followed the voice’s instructions until my body was completely smooth. Once I’d shaved, the voice said “Excellent, please proceed to the closet and wear the selected outfit.

In the closet, there was a neatly folded set of clothes on the side for me. I inspected the outfit and then groaned. This wasn’t just women’s clothes but provocative women’s clothes. The outfit included a pair of fishnet stockings, jean shorts that would barely cover my ass, a pink cut-off t-shirt that left my midriff exposed, and a pink choker with a metal heart in the center. To my horror, each piece of clothing I put on gave me another warm pleasant feeling. The closer I got to completely wearing the outfit, the happier I became. It made me wonder how much of this is me and how much is the game influencing my personality. Am I actually enjoying this? No, it has to be the game tricking me. I never showed any interest in this stuff back in the real world. It’s just messing with my head. I can’t lose who I am just because the game is forcing me to look a certain way. I’m still me. I know who I am.

After I put the pink choker around my neck, the voice directed me over to the vanity table. Various makeup products were now sitting on the previously empty table. Off to the side was a small bust with a long blonde wig sitting on it.

I had a flashback of the dream girl I’d designed. Similar interests and intelligence but she was a busty blonde. That was who I was going to turn into?

The voice interrupted my thoughts and instructed me on how to apply makeup. I wanted to ignore it but this was different than when it told me to put on the clothes or to shave. It felt like the game had taken over my hands and I was applying the makeup on autopilot. My hands moved by themselves. It was incredibly unnerving and I took slow deep breaths to avoid freaking out over the machine controlling my body. Only when the makeup was finished did I regain control of my hands.

I grabbed the wig and put it on my head without being asked to. I figured the sooner I get through this the better. Though a pleasant tingle shot through my heart as the blonde hair settled on my head, much to my annoyance.

“What now?” I asked in a girlish voice. “Wait. What happened to my voice?”

“Mikayla doesn’t sound like a man,” explained the voice.

“Who even are you?” I asked.

No response came.

As I took in my appearance in the mirror, more happy bubbly feelings arose. It was like the more I appeared like a girl, the happier the game would make me feel. Although this was only happening in my room, I was still nervous to be seen dressed like this. Even if all the fans on the computer were fake, my hands shook when I turned on the computer. As I loaded it up, the chat turned into a deluge of positive messages. It seemed that everyone in this world liked seeing Mikayla.

One message said, “I like your choker.”

Out of nowhere, I giggled and said, “thanks it's one of my favorites.”

Where did that come from? Is the game messing with my mind? I wanted to be terrified but it was hard to be afraid. A logical part of me felt concerned but whenever I did anything girly, I’d feel happier than before. No matter what the pleasant feelings just seemed to drown out the negative voice in my head. Besides, it’s only dressing up occasionally for work and wearing women’s underwear. I can manage this I thought to myself as I played Ritualscape and interacted with my fans. 

A few hours later, there’s a ping on my menu that pops up out of the corner of my eye. It’s a request from Nate to come into the apartment.

Damn, I can’t let him see me like this.

I turn off the computer and try to take the choker off but it won’t budge.

“Mikayla likes to look cute even when she’s not working,” said the voice.

“Yeah yeah I get it,” I said still in my girly voice.

It made sense to assume neither the wig, makeup, or the rest of the clothes would be coming off any time soon. I sent a message to Nate apologizing and saying I’m too busy right now. ‘Maybe we could meet tomorrow?’ I texted him. If I was stuck in this outfit all day then maybe the game would let me wear normal clothes tomorrow?

Nate sent a message back saying there were more glitches in his game and that he needs to talk to me.

“Fine” I snapped. I might as well show him what I’m dealing with. It’s not like it's my fault that the game is broken. If he thinks he’s dealing with glitches then he hasn’t seen anything yet.

I accepted his invitation and I heard the elevator doors ping open.

“Hello” he called out.

My heart started racing. I don’t want to do this. What if he just laughs at me?

He called out to me again. I steeled my nerves and stepped out to meet him.

Nate’s eyes widened in surprise but then he smiled. His eyes moved up and down, taking me all in. Oh god was he attracted to me?

“Hey, do you know where my friend Mike is?” He asked.

“It’s me,” I said in the girly voice.

“What?”

“I’m Mike. There’s a glitch with my game too. It’s forcing me to dress as a woman.”

“Oh. I’m sorry, it’s just you look exactly like a cute girl. You don’t look like a guy at all,” he explained.

Another wave of happiness hit me. I tried to ignore it but inwardly I was beaming at the compliment.

“So the game makes you wear that?”

“Yes,” I said. “What’s your glitch?” I asked eager to change the subject.

“Well for one, it was insistent that I come to talk to you and see how you’re doing.”

“The game wanted you to check up on me?”

“Yeah and it blocked me from doing anything else. I think I would have been stuck in the elevator until you agreed to see me.

“It’s creepy when it does that. The game forces me to say and do things that are super girly and then it rewards me for them. I don’t know what to do.”

Nate stepped closer, “Well it’s all just pretend right? Try not to worry too much. I mean it's only temporary. Who cares if the game forces you to dress like a girl? Once we’re out of the machine it will just be a funny joke we tell each other.”

“I guess,” I said although I couldn’t help but notice he was moving closer.

Out of nowhere, he swept me up into a big hug. Woah. Nate’s never done that before. Another warm pleasant feeling. It seems this is what the game wanted.

After a few moments, we both stepped away awkwardly. “Uh… yeah… so you should tell the others now,” Nate said. “You know rip that Band-Aid off. Steve might make fun of you at first but it's better to get it out of the way rather than worry about it. And besides, the game is making you do it. None of this is your fault.”

I nodded and wrote them a message effectively stating what I was going through. Thomas responded first.

“Interesting. I’d like to hear more about the psychological side of things later when I’ve got time.”

Steve responded after him, “hey you do you. I’m having a big party in my room right now. You guys should come up.”

I asked Nate what he thought. He shrugged and said, “I could use a drink.”

The thought of going out in public and meeting people as a girl should have left me paralyzed with fear. Instead, the idea felt exciting. The game clearly wants me to go and I was tired of fighting with it.

“Alright let’s do it,” I said.


Chapter 5

As the elevator doors opened into Steve’s apartment I was immediately taken aback. For starters, it was much larger than my room. We entered the foyer of what looked like a mansion with a large double staircase and multiple doorways. Rock music could be heard echoing from other parts of the house. I couldn’t help but notice the chandelier above swinging gently. This place seemed like the opposite of what Steve would want. It was far too gaudy compared to his usual tastes but then maybe this is how he’d live if he had the money.

“Which way?” asked Nate looking at the different directions.

I shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. Maybe follow the music?”

He nodded and I felt him take my hand and lead me right. A warm tingly feeling hit me as he held my hand. Was he even aware that he was doing it? I wanted to say something or pull my hand away but it felt too nice. I didn’t have to think, worry or plan. I could just let him lead me to the right place.

We walked down a hallway framed with oil paintings. Nate tried the first door. It led into an empty theatre room. We kept going, trying various doors into empty rooms until we turned a corner to find two bouncers standing in front of a pair of double doors.

“Are you on the list?” One of the bouncers asked.

Nate said he was and told him his name.

The bouncer holding a clipboard glanced down and then nodded. “Alright go on through.”

I tried to follow but the bouncer held up his hand blocking me.

“Name?” the bouncer asked.

I tried to say Mike Smith. Instead, the words “Mikayla Smith” slipped out.

The bouncer frowned at his clipboard. “You’re not on the list but maybe we can make an exception,” he said eyeing me.

“I’m not leaving without my friend,” said Nate.

“You can find her after the show,” said the second bouncer shoving Nate on through and closing the doors behind him. The doors then rattled where Nate was trying to open them but they remained locked. Just another part of the game I thought bitterly.

“So where do I go?” I asked.

A door suddenly appeared to my right on what was once a blank wall.

“Through there,” the bouncer said.

I went through the door into what looked like the backstage area for the band. People moved around me carrying equipment. That’s when I noticed a girl about my age with dark hair. She moved away from the music. Something told me to follow her.

She moved further into the backstage area into some kind of lounge. The girl sat down and joined four other girls in skimpy clothes. I stood and watched, unsure of what to do. One of the girls with short red hair noticed me and smiled.

“Looks like we got another one,” she said, pointing at me.

“Another one?” I asked.

“Yeah, a groupie. You know for The Awesome Steve’s,” she said earnestly.

I struggled to keep a straight face. The Awesome Steve’s? Maybe he was messing around with the character creator like I was? I guess I can’t hold it against him. God, I can’t wait to tell Thomas the name of Steve’s band name. He’ll completely lose it.

The redhead encouraged me to join them.

“I’m Courtney by the way. The band has just finished. They should be out any minute now,” she said while practically bouncing on the spot with excitement.

I decided to just wait with the groupies. Once I found Steve, I could tell him everything and then go look for Nate. At least with his band name he no longer had any right to make fun of me.

A door opened and a group of guys in bedazzled jackets came out. The girls around me squealed and I felt a profound sense of relief that the game wasn’t forcing me to act like them. 

Steve was the last in the group to come out, wearing an equally ridiculous-looking shiny jacket.

I moved towards him when one of his bandmates blocked my path. He was tall with a short beard. There was a kind of confident swagger to him that reminded me a bit of Steve. It was the expectation that he was always the most important person in the room. He had to be the center of attention. Now this Rockstar expected another swooning groupie? Well he’d be disappointed.

The band member grinned and said “hmm yes. Do you want to see my dressing room?”

That’s it? No flirting or anything. He just straight-up asks women this? I wanted to say no but then that familiar happy feeling came back. Okay, this could be bad. “Uhm actually…” I tried to say no but the words wouldn’t come out. Instead, when he held out his hand, I giggled and said “sure I’d love to see your room.”

The other groupie girls stared daggers at me, jealous that they weren’t chosen. He told me his name was Dan as he led me to his dressing room. Part of me just wanted to leave but it was like some kind of magnetic force was pulling me to follow him. Once inside the dressing room, I couldn’t help but notice he closed the door behind him.

Dan eyed me up and down. “You’re really pretty,” he said.

My face flushed red and my body was suddenly hot. It was nice to hear that. I’d worked so hard on my makeup and my super cute outfit choice I thought to myself.

“Thanks. Do you have anything to drink?” I asked him.

“I’m sure we could get something later.”

He moved closer and I backed up. I didn’t know how much freedom the game was willing to give me but I prayed it wouldn’t make me sleep with a man. Even if that man was sort of handsome in a certain light.

Dan moved closer still and I felt my back touch the wall.

“Um I think my friends are waiting for me,” I said.

We were almost touching now. I could feel the heat of his body, his musky scent. My head started to spin.

“Oh yeah. Who are your friends?” He murmured moving towards my neck.

“Steve and Nate,” I whispered dreamily as I waited for him to take me.

Dan immediately stopped and pulled back. “Wait you’re Steve’s? Well why didn’t you say so.”

He backed off and went to open the door. I was too dazed to argue about how I was no one’s. I felt groggy like I was coming awake slowly from a deep dream. 

As Dan opened the door, Steve and Nate appeared.

“Are you alright?” Nate asked.

“I’m leaving,” I said, regaining my confidence as I push past Dan.

“Woah who’s your friend Nate?” Steve asked.

“That’s uh… our friend actually,” he replied.

Steve stared at him blankly. “What?”

“I’ll explain when everyone’s together,” I said before heading straight to the elevator. I didn’t trust myself or this game and I wasn’t going to let either have an excuse to continue what was started with Dan.


Chapter 6

In the study, my friends sat and listened as I recounted every detail that I could think of. They all looked especially concerned when I mentioned it messing with my emotions. By the time I was finished, each of them reacted differently.

“Fascinating,” said Thomas before getting lost in thought.

“Well, you’re right there’s nothing you can do,” said Steve.

“Steve!” said Nate.

“What? It's true. I jumped out of a window just to try to get out of guitar practice and I still ended up having to do it. If the game wants you to do something you do it. The more you go against it the worse it seems. Look, I know this is a strange situation Mike or Mikayla.”

My heart fluttered when he said Mikayla. I wasn’t even remotely attracted to Steve and the game still made me feel happy for being called by my girl name.

Steve continued. “The best thing you can do is to just go with the flow. Even though practice is usually a pain, once I started it, it actually felt really good. The game made me feel happy for practicing and the whole experience became easy. You should just go along with it. I mean it's only temporary.”

The room went quiet. I looked at the others. Neither of them would meet my eyes. It seemed like the others all silently agreed with Steve.

I sighed. “I guess you’re right. Just call me Mikayla then until we’re out of the game.”


Chapter 7

I took Steve’s advice and decided to just go along with it. It was a good thing too because the next morning when I woke up, all of my male clothes had vanished. I found that I couldn’t really get upset about it since the game wouldn’t let me touch them anyways. Besides, if I’m going to do this then it's better to not have any reminders around. What did surprise me was that the male space on the left wasn’t empty. Instead, it had been replaced by a series of costumes. No doubt the game expected me to wear them on stream. Some of them looked like they’d be quite revealing but I couldn’t bring myself to be concerned. Yesterday I’d asked the others if they could watch any of my videos or streams. They all tried but couldn’t find any of them. So only the fake virtual audience could see me. That was a relief.

I checked my phone and found a schedule for my videos. It said that today I was doing a cosplay stream. I scrolled further but it didn’t elaborate. I asked the voice for what to do but there was no response. Maybe the game wants to me choose? There was something unpleasant about giving me choice while observing me. Like an invisible teacher grading me on my decisions. If I selected the wrong one, would I be punished for it?

As an experiment, I ran my hand gently across all of the fabric to see if I would get another shock. None came. Well, might as well get this over with. Several of the outfits were hung together as a set to make it easier for me. I selected a bundle that didn’t look too revealing. As I laid it all out on the bed, I could see it was a schoolgirl uniform covered in splashes of blood with a pink wig. A small plastic hatchet was next to it. I guess this was some sort of horror movie character. I picked up the wig first and then panicked.

A wig? Wait am I still wearing one? Quickly my hands reached my hair and pulled off the blonde wig. My chest tightened. I’d completely forgotten that I was wearing a wig. It had felt like my natural hair. No doubt more of the games doing. Everything to make it easier for me to transform into the dream girl I’d designed a couple of days ago. I wonder how much time has passed in the real world at this point? Seconds? Minutes? I’m sure Thomas could give me an exact calculation if he wasn’t too busy. But then he’d probably tell me to stop overthinking things and just follow the game.

A reminder buzzed on my phone telling me it was showtime in thirty minutes. I searched my phone and found an image of the character. She was tall and busty with a kind of playful expression as she wielded a bloody hatchet. Alright, I can do this.

I got undressed and looked myself over. Huh, more weirdness. I rubbed my chin just to make sure but I still had no facial or body hair. I hadn’t shaved since yesterday but there would normally be something by now. It looks like the game is accelerating things but I can’t worry about that now.

First was the underwear. Black cotton panties with tiny white cartoon skulls on them. Maybe she shows them off in the movie? I put them on quickly but that didn’t stop me from taking a moment to enjoy how they felt and checking myself out in the mirror. I loved how girlish my butt looked in the panties, almost getting lost in the image. It took a small voice in my head shouting that I was going to be late for my stream to break me out of it.

I reminded myself this is for work while trying to quickly finish getting ready. Next, were a pair of white thigh-high socks and a short dark skirt. I shivered as I pulled the feminine fabric up my nice smooth legs. The skirt barely covered my ass and still left plenty of leg exposed. It’s a good thing I’m only wearing this indoors.

The top was a black bra with breast inserts to help give me that curvy look the character is known for. That too I put on quickly trying not to get lost in the sensations. After that was the white shirt with some dried fake blood on it. A bottom part of the shirt had been torn away so part of my stomach was bare. It’s a good thing I’m skinny or I might have felt more self-conscious showing so much of my body.

I finished the look by putting on my makeup and letting the game guide my hand. Who knows what kind of mess I’d make if I had to do it all by myself? Finally, there was the wig. I liked putting it on last. It was the last piece of the outfit and sort of signaled a kind of completeness.

With the finishing touches out of the way, I went to my computer and everything turned on automatically. Comments started flooding in, saying how hot I looked. I laughed girlishly and thanked everyone for showing up before striking some poses in front of the camera and miming with the hatchet as if I was taking out a zombie.

I didn’t care that it was fake. The game made everything seem so life-like that even the comments I was getting felt real to me. As the show went on, it went from cute to sexy. The comments slowly became more sexual. They wanted me to take off some of the clothes. They wanted to see more of me. Some of them told me how much they wanted to sleep with me. Instead of feeling concern, all of the comments were turning me on. The more they talked about how sexy I was as a girl, the more aroused I got.

The show passed by in a blur. Even after I said goodbye to all of my fans, my arousal remained. I had to do something about it. I needed a release.

After the stream had ended, I tried turning the computer back on. It was a long shot but maybe there was porn on there. The computer wouldn’t turn on. I tried my phone but I couldn’t find anything. Frustrated, I left the office only to find porn already playing on the tv in the living room. I was too horny to be annoyed that the game had read my mind.

That wasn’t all it had done. The game had taken a chair and placed it in the living room with a large pink dildo stuck to it. I ignored it and sat on the couch. It was obvious what the game wanted but I had my limits. Instead, I reached down to pull my dick out of my panties when an electric shock caused my hand to snap back. You’ve got to be kidding me!

The porn on the tv featured a busty blonde flirting with a muscular guy. My cock grew hard as I watched them kiss and fondle each other. Damn it. The arousal was so strong that I would do anything to get off. Reluctantly, I went over to the chair and pulled my panties aside. A wave of encouragement filled my chest and I knew this is what the game wanted for me. That this is what Mikayla wanted. She wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be fucked. Slowly, I lowered myself onto the toy. There was a tight pressure around my hole before I felt myself relax and slowly accept the cock. I moaned as it filled me up inside. 

The porn on the tv changed. The couple were now naked and getting more intimate. Hard muscles pressed against her soft curves. My eyes felt drawn to his massive cock that stood at attention. The blonde felt the same way. She began stroking it in her hands. I rode the dildo slowly as I watched her pleasure her man. A sensation of pleasure slowly began building in my ass.

The scene was interrupted as the words ‘Say you love cock’ suddenly flashed on the screen.

Without thinking I replied out loud, “I love cock.”  

A close-up of the man’s thick cock was shown on the screen. More words flashed on the screen. ‘Cocks give you pleasure. You love getting fucked by a real man.’

“I love getting fucked” I moaned.

Oh god this felt so good. Why didn’t anyone tell me getting fucked felt like this?

The man on the tv threw his girl onto the bed and took her. He had one hand wrapped around her throat and the other grabbed hold of one of her breasts as his manhood plunged into her.

The phrase ‘you love cocks’ kept flashing on the screen.

I nodded and smiled as I rode my own toy cock harder and faster. I did. Cock felt amazing. I couldn’t get enough. All thoughts of touching my own had vanished.

I kept riding. When the first orgasm hit, my body was shaking but I couldn’t stop. More orgasms hit. One after the other. Like surges of heat, filling me completely. My cock was rock hard and strained against my panties but I knew better than to touch it. I kept fucking myself while watching the man fuck the girl. I imagined myself in her position. Lying on the bed and having this strong masculine presence on top of me. My soft supple breasts bouncing in rhythm to his wonderfully thick cock pumping inside of me. The surges of pleasure kept growing stronger and more frequent.

As I continued being fucked, I could feel another orgasm building inside me. Bigger than the ones before. Tension grew, as the feeling grew stronger but without a release. My body teased me with the prospect of it. I could feel it just out of reach. Desperate for release, I bounced up and down even faster while my mind was fixated on the screen.

‘Doesn’t it feel good to be a girl?’

“So good. I love being a girl,” I moaned.

‘Then stop resisting. Let the feminine girl inside you come out. Become what you truly desire. Say you want to be a girl.’

“I want to be a girl.”

‘Say it again and again.’

“I want to be a girl. I want…to…be…a…girrrrrllll” I cried.

The dam inside me broke and the biggest sexual pleasure of my life hit me. A tidal wave of ecstasy swept me away. I couldn’t move or think. There was no me. Only pure bliss.

I did notice that my panties had gotten wet. Somewhere in the middle of it all, my small dick had cum softly. When I’d masturbate as Mike, huge loads would aggressively shoot out of me. Now in this place, I was even cumming in a feminine way.

I don’t know how long I sat there with the toy cock inside me while wearing cum soaked panties. The tv had frozen on the words I want to be a girl. My whole body felt numb. The only thing that got me moving was a desire to lie down.

Everything had changed from that moment. I wasn’t going to be reluctant or complain about what was happening anymore. Being a girl just felt too good and I was tired of fighting it.  I don’t know what the next few months held but I was now determined to enjoy every minute of it. Becoming Mikayla and embracing my new identity was now my only goal.


Chapter 8

I awoke to a knock at my bedroom door. Which was unusual since no one could enter my place without being invited. So it could only be one person. I yawned and went to go see why I was being woken up so early. I opened the door in a silk pink negligee and my classic blonde wig. Despite not wearing any makeup, I still thought I looked quite feminine.

The Concierge looked pleased to see me.

“I see you’ve begun to enjoy what the game has to offer,” he said in a way that almost sounded like gloating.

“What is it?” I asked bluntly. Being woken up early always made me grumpy and I knew it couldn’t be my duty as a streamer because those people never woke up early.

“I’ve prepared breakfast for you. If this is too early then you can adjust the time you want it sent to your room. I thought since you were doing so well on your journey that you deserved a reward. On your phone, you should find a setting that allows meals to be prepared and delivered to you. The food is also part of your next stage in development.”

“A reward and next stage?” I said slowly, not fully comprehending what he meant.

The Concierge clapped his hands together. “Well, I’ll let you enjoy your meal.”  He strode off before I could ask what he meant by the next stage.  A small part of me wanted to be suspicious and avoid it entirely but that voice had grown smaller and weaker as Mikayla had grown stronger. She was more than happy to follow the game's instructions and take what was offered.

As soon as he was gone, the delicious smell of coffee hit me. That decided it. I followed the scent to a table covered in food from fruit platters, to pastries, to scrambled eggs.

I tried a little bit of everything and thought about reaching for another pastry when my phone beeped. It was a message from the game. It said that I now needed to watch my figure and that I’ve eaten enough. I nodded that made sense, especially since I was going to be on camera and showing off my body. It would take some diligence and work to maintain my body.

I checked the schedule and it said I should go workout in the gym downstairs. Today there were no clothes set out for me. The game wanted me to decide on what to wear. Going through the closet, I selected a pair of tight grey yoga pants that fit me perfectly, baby blue sneakers, and a short yellow top. It was only when I looked down did I realize that the yoga pants were too revealing. A few minutes of searching on the game’s internet later and I found a tip on how to hide my bulge with tape. I checked my reflection one last time. Now my front was nice and smooth. I smiled and gave myself a twirl before leaving. Today is going to be awesome.

I rode the elevator down while trying not to feel nervous. I’d been out and met others as Mikayla before but then I’d done it because the game forced me to. This time it felt like a choice and I was nervous about how other people would look at me. Plus, this was only my second time out as a girl. I just hoped it would be quiet in the gym since it was so early.

The gym, far from being empty, turned out to be a sea of strangers roving between various pieces of equipment. Men and women of all different ages and sizes were exercising with purpose and an intimidating intensity.

Even as Mike, the gym was never exactly my first priority. I looked around unsure of where to begin.

“Can I help you miss?”

I turned to see a cute guy with sandy blonde hair wearing a polo shirt with the hotel’s logo on it.

“You just looked a bit lost” he added.

“Uh yeah, a bit. This is my first time” I said.

He smiled. “No problem. My name’s Jake, I’m a personal trainer here at the hotel. I could give you a tour of the place or if you want, I could give you a personalized workout.”

“The workout sounds good.”

“Okay great. We’ll start with some calisthenics.”

He took me over to an empty gym mat. There, he would demonstrate a bodyweight exercise and then have me repeat it for a certain number of reps. It seemed easy at first but my muscles quickly began to hurt. I didn’t question the routine since obviously a trainer would know more than me but it did seem odd that most of the exercises were centered on my legs, butt, and core.

“Okay last one,” said Jake. “Lift your left leg out straight behind you and then kick it up into the air.”

I did as he asked, feeling the burn in my butt.

“Come on just a few more,” he said as my body shook.

His hand gently grabbed my ankle to help me to reach those last few reps. When the workout was finally over, I collapsed onto the mat gasping for breath. Jake stood over me and smiled.

“That was good for your first time. You should know we offer complimentary massages. They’re a great way to cool down after a workout.”

“Sure. Sounds good. I just need a second,” I said.

After resting, he helped me up and we walked out of the gym and into the spa section next door. Jake then led me into a small private room with a massage table in the center of it. As soon as the door closed behind us, feelings of self-consciousness flooded back. Suddenly, being alone in a room with him was harder than exercising in front of strangers.

“Okay hop on the table,” he said.

I laid on my front and felt his hands go to work. First, he started massaging my lower legs. But as his hands moved up, I started to feel aroused. When he reached my ass, I could feel my body tingling.

“What are you doing?” I asked him.

“The butt is one of the most important muscle groups and you worked it pretty hard today miss. It deserves special attention.”

“Call me Mikayla,” I said as I relaxed into his hands.

To my surprise, I was disappointed when the massage ended and nothing else happened. Jake did his job and said he’d be here if I wanted more sessions and then left. I’d expected him to make a move. I’d wanted him to. Still, I knew where he was and would definitely be returning for another session.

I was about to leave for the elevator when my phone got a message. It said ‘grab a protein shake to help grow your feminine body.’ I shrugged and got one from the front desk. I mean it's not like anything costs real money in this game.

When I got back to my room that’s when I got a message from Nate asking to hang out and leave the hotel. It said he’d be waiting in the lobby. I quickly downed the shake, had a shower, and rushed through getting changed. I briefly thought about leaving without doing my makeup but then I realized that I didn’t want to. I wanted to look my best as Mikayla. I sent Nate a message telling him to wait while did my makeup and finished getting ready.

For my outfit today I chose some skinny jeans, black boots, and a white sweater. I also wore the breast inserts from before so even with the thick sweater I still had a feminine shape.

When I got down to the lobby, Nate’s eyes lit up when he saw me. My heart fluttered at the reaction. Damn. Has he ever looked at me like that before? As I got closer, he even looked a little stunned.

“Hey,” I said, not able to stop myself from smiling.

“Thanks for meeting me. I feel like we’ve barely hung out since…”

“Since we got trapped in this game together. Yeah, I know the game seems to keep us busy.”

“I know I’ve been trying to do stuff with Steve and Thomas but they both couldn’t make it. I’m glad you came though, there’s a car waiting outside for us.”

“Where are we going?”

“It’s a surprise,” he said and held the door open for me like a gentleman.

Of course, once we approached our destination the secret was out. We were at a giant football stadium. The parking lot was empty and our driver showed the guard some kind of pass to get in. When the car pulled up to a side entrance, we got out and Nate led me through some back hallways that the fans don’t have access to.

“I figured I should show you where I’ve been the last few days,” he explained.

We started in the locker room where he spoke a lot about the guys on his team. Then he took me to the skyboxes where VIPs would come to watch the games. Finally, we went onto the field and he excitedly told me about a touchdown he’d made recently and how the crowd had cheered for him. I tried to picture it but then the jumbotron screen came to life and showed me a replay of his touchdown and the reaction from the crowd.

“Wow, that’s impressive. It’s a shame I missed it live” I said.

“Well maybe you could come to my next game.”

He looked hopeful when he said it. I looked away from him, feeling nervous. That was when I noticed the basket and blanket about twenty feet behind Nate. Changing the subject, “wait did you bring food?” I asked pointing at the basket.

“Uh yeah that’s not too weird is it?”

“No, I could eat.” 

He smiled and went over to the blanket. I’d never seen him like this. He always seemed so confident and sure of himself. Now he seemed tense but also eager to please. I guess he really sees me as a girl now. Maybe this is just how he acts with his female friends?

I got down on the blanket and joined him for a picnic in the middle of the empty football stadium.

“You’re not going to get in trouble for this are you?” I asked.

“No. There are certain rules I have to follow when it comes to playing the games like I can’t just instantly win every football game. I still have to work really hard both with training and on the field. But with stuff like this, the Concierge seemed fine with it.”

“That guy creeps me out a little.”

Nate’s eyebrows rose. “Really? He seemed pretty polite whenever I spoke to him.”

“Maybe it’s because you’re living your dream life so it all felt easy for you. For me, there was a certain level of resistance that he didn’t appreciate” I said bitterly.

“Sure but you look like you’re doing okay with it now. I mean not everyone gets the chance to find out what it's like to live as a hot girl you know?”

My head turned. “Wait you think I’m hot?”

His cheeks went red. “Well you know that’s what you put in when it glitched right? That’s what you’re going to become.”

“Oh, so I’m not hot right now?” I teased.

“No you are,” he insisted.

“It’s okay. I was just messing with you.”

I couldn’t help but enjoy the difference in the power dynamic. Before I was the unpopular friend who was always out of my depth at social events. I was the nervous one who needed reassurance from my confident friend Nate. Still, I should stop torturing him since he went to all this trouble today with the tour and picnic. It’s too bad the other guys couldn’t make it.

“I think you’re beautiful,” he said.

My instinctual reaction was to think he was joking. That I couldn’t be beautiful. I stopped and looked into his eyes. He was completely serious. Suddenly I became acutely aware of just how close our bodies were. His hand moved until it touched mine. Without thinking, I moved closer until our faces were so close, we were almost touching. I don’t know who made the next move whether it was one of us or both but our lips found each other. I didn’t know whether to be shocked that I was kissing a man, kissing my best friend, or the fact that I loved it. 

When Nate stopped and pulled away first, I moved forward, hungry for me but he held up his hand.

“I don’t know if this is right,” he said. “Whether it’s the game or what. All I know is that I didn’t have any feelings for my best friend Mike and now I don’t know what I feel. What if it's just the game controlling one or both of us? I don’t want to take advantage of you.”

I was hurt but tried not to let it show. What he was saying made sense. I too had never had any romantic feelings for Nate before we entered the game. What if this was all mind control? If that was the case then it would be incredibly awkward once we got out of this virtual world. I might lose my best friend by going further down this path. Kissing him had felt so good though. This whole situation sucks.

“Okay,” I said finally.

“It’s just I’m not sure what I want and what it means once we get out of here. I think we should just chill as friends for now.”

I nodded and went back to the hotel alone while wondering how I was going to handle a year of this.


Chapter 9

There was a sense of relief as soon as I got back to my room. It had become my safe haven. I threw myself onto the couch and cried. This whole thing was so unfair. The game wants me to have these feelings but then I’m not allowed to act on them. I couldn’t remember the last time I cried. Since when was I this emotional?

“That would be the hormones,” said the Concierge.

I jumped. The guy just couldn’t help but be creepy. The fact that he was reading my mind didn’t help.

“Technically you agreed for the game to read your mind when you put on the headset. Besides, how could we give you your dream life if we didn’t know what you were thinking?”

I ignored the question. I wasn’t in the mood to debate this with him.

“Why are you here? Did I do something wrong with Nate?” I asked, hoping he’d leave as soon as possible. Better to get this conversation over with.

“No on the contrary. I just wanted to remind you that you are free to date anyone in the hotel.”

“Even you?” I joked.

“Aside from me.”

We were getting off-topic.

“What were you saying before about hormones?”

“Yes well, becoming the Mikayla of your designs requires more than some simple fashion changes. We started your hormone regimen as soon as you arrived but it takes some time to really get going. All of your food and drinks contain everything you need.”

“What is it going to do to me?”

“Your skin will get softer, your male equipment might get smaller, you’ll grow breasts and your hips might widen some. But your emotions will change too. They’ll be stronger and you’ll be more sensitive at times hence the crying.”

“Is all that necessary?” I asked, suddenly feeling tired.

“Yes. Besides I have it on good authority that certain people would find your final state very attractive.” He said hinting with all the subtlety of a hammer.

“You mean Nate. You’re saying once I fully become my dream girl that Nate will be more interested in me?”

“It is a very strong likelihood but the game doesn’t like to make guarantees when it comes to other players. Let’s just say that it increases your chances. Right now he’s conflicted. Sometimes he sees his friend Mike and on the football field, for a brief moment he glimpsed Mikayla.”

“It doesn’t matter. Nate’s reasons have nothing to do with how I look,” I said bitterly. “He can think what he likes.”

The Concierge frowned. “I hope that doesn’t mean you're going to fight the game on this?”

I shook my head. “No, I want to keep going. My life before felt miserable. Like everything was this dull slog. Ever since coming here, I’ve felt better than I ever have before. Being Mikayla makes me happy. I don’t want to stop. But I’m doing this for me and not chase some guy. I want to be my dream girl. Let’s go all the way.

The Concierge smiled and looked relieved. “Excellent. Well, I’ll let you get back to it” he said went to the elevator. Considering I didn’t hear him come in, I did appreciate him actually using the elevator to leave

I pulled out my phone and found the picture of the dream Mikayla. Excitement buzzed in my chest. “Soon,” I said.


Chapter 10

The next few months passed quickly. At that time, I never saw any of my friends. Not that I would have had much time. Since that day on the football field, I’ve been working on myself and my career twenty-four seven. Occasionally I’d receive a message from Thomas or Steve to meet up but I always politely declined by saying I was too busy. Nate never tried to contact me.

My days consisted of a simple routine. I’d start by getting into my cute workout clothes and have my personal trainer Jake come up to my room to train me. Somedays it was yoga and other days it was bodyweight exercises. Slowly my stomach firmed up as other parts softened. Some days I would get naked just to check myself out in the mirror. Noticing how my chest was softening and slowly expanding until I had my own small pair of breasts. The first time I could wear a bra without breast inserts was so exciting. Having my own breasts just made me feel more like a real girl. My ass and hips both expanded in a way that gave me an even more feminine figure and would have left my old self drooling. But whenever I did get horny, there was plenty of toys to familiarize myself with. Although sometimes my thoughts did drift to my personal trainer.

Whenever Jake was here, he would always keep things professional but I could tell by how his eyes would linger on parts of me that he was interested. I never pressed him for anything more than a workout though. It just never felt like the right time to ask him out.

After my daily workout, I would stream for thousands of people. Sometimes it would be me playing Ritualscape and other days I would do cosplay, fashion, or makeup streams. I used to resent those types of days before but now I looked forward to them. It became exciting to show off all the new cute girly outfits I’d acquired and I loved all the positive attention my fans gave me for it. They loved seeing me as Mikayla almost as much as I did. With some practice, I even got better with makeup. Now I can actually do it on my own without the game having to take over for me.

Over time my breasts grew even more and I had to upgrade my wardrobe. The clothes I selected became tighter and more revealing. My confidence grew and so did my desire to show off my new busty hourglass figure in front of the camera. When the message I’d been waiting for finally came I believed it completely. It read ‘congratulations Mikayla. You’ve reached your dream!’

I had done it. I’d become my own dream girl. It was strange. I thought I’d be more ecstatic at the news. I mean I loved my new girly lifestyle. The pretty clothes, the makeup, this soft feminine body but now that I had made it, I couldn’t help but feel something was missing.

The phone beeped again. Maybe the game would tell me what to do next? I checked but it was another message from Steve. I almost ignored it but curiosity got the better of me. It turned out to be a birthday party invitation. It was Thomas’s birthday soon and Steve is throwing him a huge party. 

My hand hovered over the reply button. Already thinking about a polite response saying that I wouldn’t be able to make it. But that wasn’t true. I could go if I wanted to. As I stared at the message, the more stuck I felt. I didn’t want to go to the party but I didn’t want to refuse it either.

The phone beeped again and I almost threw it across the room. It was a request from my personal trainer Jake. He wanted to come up and start our workout. I clicked accept and replaced the frown on my face with a smile as the elevator doors opened.

Jake entered wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off every muscle on his upper body. His expression brightened when he saw me and my own smile became more genuine. I felt a small burst of desire as his gaze lingered on other parts of my body just a fraction longer than usual. He’d never asked me out or made a move but I could tell by the way he looked at me that he was interested. It was nice to be appreciated.

He set down his gym bag and asked, “are you okay? You look troubled.”

“I’m fine. Just unsure of something. My friend invited me to his birthday party tonight and I don’t know whether to go or not.”

“What’s holding you back?”

“I guess there’s a part of me that wants to go but it’s been so long since I’ve seen them and I’m nervous about it.”

“Them?”

“My friends.”

I thought back to the moment when we were creeping around in that dark classroom. It felt like years ago. I’ve changed so much since then. What if they have as well?

“You have nothing to be nervous about. You’re amazing and if they don’t see that then that’s their problem.”

What he was saying made sense but I couldn’t help but wonder what Nate would do when he saw me. I felt a stab of anger for even worrying about his opinion. He’d made his feelings known and I had moved on.

“How about I come with you for moral support?”

“Like a date?”

“Would that be acceptable? I know I’m your trainer but we’ve been spending a lot of time together and I really like you.”

There had been many times over the past few months where I’d imagined a moment like this. To finally have a hot guy desire me. Especially Jake, who I’m not ashamed to say, I’ve pictured naked more times than I could count. A date with Jake felt scary and exciting at the same time. It was also the perfect way to truly move on. I yearned to get back out into the world and feel another’s man’s touch. This date could be both.

“I like you too. You know what? Let’s do it. Let’s go to the party together. If things end up being bad then that’s their problem,” I replied.

“Great, I’ll come back later to pick you up. Now, are you ready for a workout?”

I nodded and began my exercises. Physically, I followed all of his instructions but my mind couldn’t stop obsessively thinking about what I was going to wear.


Chapter 11

I was deep into another gaming session when the phone beeped. After spending several hours going through my wardrobe and worrying, I had finally found the perfect outfit for the party. Once that was done, I decided that some gaming would help pass the time until I needed to get ready.

I almost didn’t look at my phone but then what if it was Jake?

It wasn’t. It turned out to be Steve requesting to come in. That was odd. Curiosity got the better of me and I said yes.

The Steve I’d last seen had seemed kind of impulsive with a bit too much energy. You know the type of person who can never sit still. Months of Rockstar living had changed him. He stood straighter and moved with slow confident ease. It made him look taller. Despite this, he looked worried. That worry turned to shock when he saw me.

“Holy shit,” he said.

I’d gotten so used to living as Mikayla that I’d forgotten how intense the changes had been. Seeing me now must have been quite a shock.

“Nice to see you too.”

“No, I mean… it's just surprising. You look great” he said, flashing me a charming smile.

I suppressed a sigh. It wasn’t long before I needed to get ready and Steve wanted something from me.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s Thomas. I can’t find him.”

“He’s probably just busy.”

“True but we still usually keep in touch. Lately, he’s become increasingly withdrawn. To be fair you all have.”

I looked away. “I have been dealing with a lot,” I said softly.

Steve frowned. “Sorry, that was unfair. I can’t pretend to know what it's like. But I’ve barely seen Nate these past few months and a couple of weeks ago the same thing happened to Thomas. And he’s not working. I asked the staff in the lobby and they said they hadn’t seen him. I went to his room and found it empty. He hasn’t left the hotel and this fake internet thing on my phone says he hasn’t made any media appearances. Thomas isn’t working and he won’t respond to my messages. I was hoping the party might excite him or coax him out but it didn’t work. I need you to help me find him. The hotel isn’t that big. If we split up, I’m sure we could cover the whole place.”

“What if he’s just hanging out with Nate and you’re blowing things out of proportion?”

Steve waved me off, “Nate said he’s out signing autographs or something and hasn’t seen Thomas. Look I’m worried about him. Will you help me or not?”

“Alright. Where do we start?”

“I’ll take the restaurants, bars, and the lobby”

I shook my head. “I’ll take the bars and restaurants.”

His eyebrows rose. “You don’t trust me?”

“I do but you might get distracted. Take the gym and the spa. I’ll send you a message if I find him.”

We agreed to stay in contact and I got off the elevator at the lobby. The last time I’d seen Thomas, he was wearing a suit and did so regularly for his media appearances. He would be easy to spot in the hotel. The lobby however was more crowded than usual. A lot of people in their twenties were milling about. None of them had luggage as other guests did. It dawned on me that they were here for Thomas’s party or more accurately Steve’s party. Thomas wouldn’t be here. While Steve might love a crowd and thinks everyone else does too, Thomas doesn’t. He’d be somewhere quieter. The truth was that I wasn’t too worried about Thomas. He was the smartest member of the group and the most level-headed. But it wasn’t like him to disappear for long stretches of time.

The bar and restaurants were next. They were less noisy but still heavily populated. I moved through them quickly. I didn’t expect to find him here but I had to check anyway to make sure. As I made one last circuit around the place a young girl came up to me.

“Are you Mikayla?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said distractedly looking around the rest of the room.

“I just wanted to say I’m a huge fan.”

That was when I really noticed her. She looked so earnest and happy to see me. The realization hit me like a hammer. I have fans. Sure, I knew intellectually that they existed. But they were just words on a screen. Until now. Now one of them standing right in front of me.

My phone buzzed. Message from Steve that said ‘no luck.’

“Can I get a picture with you?” The girl asked nervously.

I smiled, “of course.”

We took the picture together but other people around the restaurant quickly took notice and were coming over. A few more people asked for pictures and I obliged. The girl who’d first asked me was soon swept away by the crowd of people that was building around me. More people and more people started to jostle and push to get close to me. It was suffocating. I had to get out.

“I’m sorry I have to go,” I said, trying to clear a path forward. There were murmurs of disappointment but they obliged and reluctantly let me go.

Was this what it was like for Thomas the whole time? And if not fans outside then someone like Steve always knocking on his door to do something. How would I get away from all of it?

The answer became obvious.

I went back to the elevator and selected a floor that I knew neither of us had searched. The one I’d hadn’t been back to since my first day at the hotel. I pressed the button for the lowest floor.

The study appeared the same as the first day we got here. It was a quiet place only occasionally punctuated by the crackling logs in the fireplace.  The room smelled of leather and wood. While the walls were covered in books. It was the perfect place to go if you liked to read and wanted to be left alone. Thomas was sat in an armchair, holding a book. He peered at me and for a second, I wasn’t sure if he knew who I was.

“Are you going to join me or just stand there staring?” He asked.

I sat down in the chair across from him.

“I wasn’t sure if you recognized me. It’s been a while,” I said.

“It has. But only players can access the study. So what brings you down here, I’m guessing it's not the books?”

“Steve was worried about you.”

“More like worried about his party,” he said with a surprising bitterness.

“That’s not fair. He said he’s been concerned about you for a while. That you’ve been isolating yourself.”

“Isn’t that the pot calling the kettle black?”

“Okay fair. I have been hiding away in my room for a while but I did it because I was scared. Are you scared?”

Thomas took off his glass and rubbed the bridge of his nose. “No, I’m just tired. I want to go home. I miss it. But no matter what I say the rest of you don’t seem to get it. With Steve, I thought he’d get bored of the Rockstar life after a few weeks but it’s been months. As for Nate, well he thinks the whole NFL career thing is real. He gets up at 5 am every day to train. But I’m bored of all of this. I managed to convince the Concierge to give me a break and I’ve been down here for the last few days.”

“The last couple of weeks actually from the sounds of it.”

“Weeks? Damn, the lack of windows makes it hard to keep track of things. Is it day or night?”

“It’s day. Middle of the afternoon to be exact. But you’re right. The rest of us have been swept up by the game and our new lifestyles. I’m not immune from it either. But hiding away down here isn’t going to make it any easier. We’ve got what? Nearly three months left here. Why not spend them with friends instead of books you could read at any time?”

“You say that but then something will come up and you’ll disappear like the others.”

“I promise you it won’t be like that. I’ll talk to the others. Until then I want you to try for today.”

“Try for today?”

I nodded. “Go to your birthday party tonight. We’ll all be there and if I’m not too hungover tomorrow, I swear I’ll be available to play Ritualscape with you.”

“Just for today?”

“Just for today.”

He nodded. “I’ll do it. You know you’re more different than I thought you’d be”

“Um hello?” I said gesturing about my feminine appearance.

“No, it's not that. It's just I’ve never seen you take such an interest in someone else. You always seemed kind of mopey before. You look a lot happier now.”

“I am.”

A nice quiet moment passes.

“Well I suppose I should tell Steve that I’m still alive,” he said.

I nodded “and I need to get ready.”


Chapter 12

Jake's jaw hung on the floor when I finally stepped out. He’d made the mistake of arriving too early and was forced to wait until I was finished getting ready. His reaction told me that the time was well spent.

The black dress I was wearing, hugged my curves in all the right places and highlighted my hourglass figure. I glided smoothly across the floor in high heels and my natural long blonde hair was curled slightly near the bottom. Jake's eyes lowered to my bountiful cleavage and I smiled. Little would be left to the imagination tonight. This is my first night out in public and everyone is going to know how good I look.

When he didn’t move, I gave him a nudge. “Come on we’ve got a party to get to,” I said, taking his hand and dragging him to the elevator.

When we arrived at Steve’s things were different than before. The grand marble foyer from last time was gone. Instead, the elevator doors opened to dark woods with no end in sight.

“Did you hit the right button?” Jake asked.

I had. These woods were now Steve’s home. I knew the game could redesign the rooms and change things but I had no idea it could get this extensive.

A natural path lay in front of us, illuminated by lanterns that were hanging from trees. Music could be heard faintly in the distance. I took a tentative step out. Strangely, it wasn’t cold even though it should be for this time of year. We followed the path through the trees until we reached a clearing with a large field. The field was covered in giant tents and surrounded by lights. As we got closer, I realized that it was a circus. In the center of it all lay a stage where a live band was performing. I was relieved when I saw that Steve wasn’t up there playing. If this was truly meant for Thomas then he wouldn’t use this as an excuse to hog the spotlight.

As we entered the circus, a mime approached us, carrying a silver tray with glasses of champagne on it. He silently offered us drinks. I rolled my eyes and took one. It just felt easier to go along with the absurdity than to try and fight it.

“I can’t believe Steve did all this,” I said.

Jake shrugged and simply said “Rockstar’s.”

He was right. The game was giving him a lot of options with the dream job he selected. It must be nice. Although considering he jumped out of a window on the first day maybe it's not all it's cracked up to be.

“We should look for the others,” I said.

Jake and I wandered around the circus, moving closer to the center where the band was playing. Even if he wasn’t playing there’s a good chance that Steve would be near the music.

The band was rocking out on a giant stage with a large crowd dancing in front of them. As we moved into that crowd, I found myself dancing to the music. Jake joined me and we lost ourselves in the beat. I felt his body press close to me. Heat and sparks spread through my body. Our first intimate moment together. I’d forgotten how nice it could feel to be with someone. To have them touch you intimately and respond in kind.

For whatever reason, there was a moment when I glanced past him. In that split second, I saw Nate in the distance. Our eyes met and then he turned away. He saw me. He must have. Damn, he’s so far away.

I stopped dancing. Jake notices and a look of concern comes over his face.

“Hey what’s wrong?” He asked.

I shook my head. Not here. There are too many people. Too many feelings swirling inside me. I leave the crowd behind and escape the dancing masses but there’s no sign of Nate.

“Do you want a drink or something?” Jake asked, trying to be helpful.

“Uh sure,” I said.

There was a large tent nearby. Maybe Nate went in there?

“I’ll be near that tent” I pointed.

Jake nodded and disappeared back into the crowd.

Above the flap of the tent in painted letters read the words ‘the study.’ I opened the flap and went inside. Part of me half expected that I would be instantly transported back to the hotel study but I wasn’t. Inside the tent was a bar, a tiny stage. A few tables and chairs.

The place was empty except for the bartender and another man ordering a drink. Even with his back turned, his fashion sense made him immediately recognizable.

“Hey” I called out.

Steve turned around and grinned. “I’m glad you made it.”

“Me too. Have you seen Thomas or Nate around?”

“Oh yeah, Thomas is around here somewhere. He disappeared with a girl a little while ago. I haven’t seen Nate though. He’s probably brooding somewhere.”

“Brooding? That doesn’t sound like him.”

Steve shrugged, “that’s how he’s seemed to be the last few times we’ve run into each other. But it’s a big place, I’m sure you’ll run into him eventually.”

I arched an eyebrow “a big place huh? Is this what Thomas wanted for his birthday?”

Steve pretended to look indignant. “I’ll have you know that Thomas was having fun the last I saw of him.”

“And what about you? Sitting here, drinking alone.”

He waved me off. “Eh, I’ll be fine.”

“Yeah, a lot of us have been saying that lately. I’m sure if you asked Thomas or Nate they’d say the same thing. But I don’t think it's true. We’ve spent so much time in this game that we’ve become isolated from one another. We need to stick together. I think we’re good for each other.”

“So what exactly does sticking together mean?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we all have dinner together in the evening and talk about stuff. But that’s just one idea. We’d need Thomas and Nate here as well to discuss it. But right now you look miserable. You need to come out of this tent and enjoy the party.”

Steve sighed and finished his drink before getting up. As soon as we left the tent, Steve flinched as a firebreather spewed a gout of flame into the air.

“I forgot I hired someone to do that,” he mumbled.

I laughed and said, “let’s see what else there is.”

We didn’t make it very far before Steve pointed. “Hey isn’t that your date?”

It was Jake dancing with another girl. I should feel angry or sad. I did like him but at that moment I knew that I wasn’t in love with him or anything. Instead, there was a sense of eagerness to spend time with my friends. To catch up with them and maybe even have a conversation with Nate.

“Not anymore,” I said.

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine. We weren’t right for each other anyway.”

“But you know what? I’ve got an idea. We should go see the haunted house. It’ll cheer us both up” Steve said taking my hand.

“Why would a haunted house cheer anyone up?”

“Well this particular one might. A lot of work went into making it special. You’ll just have to trust me on this.”

He took me away from the circus tents and back into the woods on another path lit by lanterns. As the music and sounds of the people faded, we came across a large wrought iron gate that led up to an old Victorian mansion.

“I can’t believe they let you just re-write reality like this,” I said, staring up at the massive house.

“I’ve been working on it for a while with the Concierge's help.”

As I got closer, I could see that the iron gates that hung open were rusted with age. The whole place looked abandoned which was probably Steve’s way of making it look extra creepy. When I stepped past the gates, lightning crackled followed by a loud clap of thunder. This time I jumped and Steve laughed.

After that I made him go first in case there were any more surprises. When we reached the porch, I noticed that two guys were struggling to open the door.

“Is there a problem with the door? Maybe I should give it a try? I mean I did build it,” said Steve.

The two guys turned around. It was Nate and Thomas. My heart started racing. In theory, I did want to see Nate again but I didn’t mean right now. I meant after having a few drinks and relaxing with friends.

“Oh hey guys,” Steve said.

Thomas looked relieved to see us and Nate smiled but he avoided looking at me.

“We can’t seem to get the door to open. It says there needs to be four of us here in order to enter,” Thomas explained.

Steve frowned. “I never designed it for that.”

The Concierge’s voice suddenly appeared. “I made a few modifications to the house. But now that you’ll all here feel free to enter.”

We looked around but couldn’t see any sign of him.

“Do you think we should?” I asked.

Steve nodded. “Definitely.”

He reached for the door and it opened without resistance.

Nate followed. Thomas gave me a look and shrugged as if to say ‘what else is there to do?’ Before he joined them.

The wind picked up and now I suddenly felt the cold and shivered. The walk back to the circus wouldn’t take long. But I came here to be with my friends. Plus, it could be quite some time until we’re all together again. We only have three months of in-game time left. If I’m not careful, I might not see them again until we’re out of the game. No. I should do this.

Reluctantly I walked through the doorway. As soon as I stepped over the threshold, the temperature immediately rose back to a comfortable level. My friends were in the foyer looking around. I took another step towards them and the door behind me slammed shut.

I yelped but this time nobody laughed. Everyone was a little unnerved. We all knew that the game was capable of incredible things but it can also force us to things that we might find unpleasant. The Concierge’s presence also meant that this was no longer an idle amusement. The game wanted us here.

“And that’s not going to be your last jump scare,” Steve pointed out.

Thomas rolled his eyes and said to me “I’m glad you convinced me to come tonight.”

“I’m glad I came too,” I said.

Looking around, there were several doors to choose from and an old wooden staircase that led up to the second floor. Dim electric lights were affixed to the walls which gave the house a gloomy vibe.

“We should split up. We’ll cover more ground that way,” said Steve.

The rest of us voiced strong objections to that idea.

Steve sighed. “Fine. Then where do you guys think we should go?”

Out of curiosity, I tried to the front door that had slammed shut. It wouldn’t budge. Just as I thought. Nothing happens randomly here.

Behind me, Thomas gasped and said “look.”

I turned around and saw a ghostly message hovering in the air. It said “you cannot leave until you discover the heart of the house. The key to finding it is within you.”

Thomas groaned. “What does that mean?” he asked Steve.

Steve was shocked. “I don’t know. This was supposed to just be a haunted house adventure. You know, you’d walk through some rooms and see spooky things. I don’t know anything about a key. It wasn’t in my designs.”

“The game must have changed things. It’s giving us a goal. Maybe it wants us to work together to find it” I said.

“So what do you propose?” asked Thomas

“We’ll search the house together. Go room by room starting with the basement. We’ll do it together. Eventually, we should discover the key. The house can’t be that big. It said that the key is within us. Maybe that means we have to use our intuition to find it. We’ll start at the bottom and work our way up” I said.

Steve and Thomas nodded. But even though Nate looked away, I still got the sense that he agreed with my plan. Things may be awkward between us but at least we weren’t fighting. Though I had to wonder if the others had picked up on it. So far, they seemed oblivious to the fact that Nate hadn’t spoken a word since I arrived. Hopefully, the haunted house will get him to join in and become more involved.

All of us turned our attention to the door under the stairs. Basements are naturally dark places. In the movies that’s often where a lot of the scary moments happen. After a moment’s hesitation, I approached the door and opened it. An old-fashioned oil lamp hung on a hook next to the door and a dangerously decrepit set of wooden stairs leading down into the darkness. I didn’t look back but I could feel Nate’s presence behind me.

I ignited the lamp which gave off a hazy yellow glow.

Nate held out his hand. “Let me go first?”

It was the first thing he’d directly said to me in months. I felt a lump in my throat and so I simply nodded. He took the lamp and began slowly descending. The stairs groaned in protest to his footsteps but they managed to hold. I followed right behind him.

Steve and Thomas were too slow to follow. When they moved to join us the basement door slammed shut behind me.

I could hear Steve furiously trying to open it.

“I’m really getting tired of that” I muttered.

“Are you guys okay?” Thomas shouted.

I glanced at Nate and he nodded. “Fine. I think the game wanted us to split up after all. We’ll check the basement and let you know if we find anything,” said Nate.

“Right. We’ll start searching the rest of the house. Remember nothing here can really hurt you,” said Thomas.

I told him we’d be fine but inwardly my heart was hammering away. Now Nate and I were alone together. It was the first time since the stadium.

Nate noticed my expression.

“We will be fine,” he said.

I took a step down towards him and stumbled. I cried out in alarm as I fell. Nate threw out his arms and caught me gently.

“Sorry” I mumbled.

Nate smiled. “It’s fine.”

Once I got my footing, we continued down into the basement.

It was a large room being used as storage with lots of furniture and other shapes being covered by large white sheets. Nate held out the lantern, casting a series of shadows.

“Maybe the heart of the house is an object? Something under one of these sheets?” Nate suggested.

“Or it's metaphorical. Like, don’t people say the kitchen is often the heart of the house? But whatever it is in this game it will be about us.”

“Us?”

“The group” I clarified.

Nate pulled up one of the sheets revealing a couple of old chairs. Dissatisfied, he let it drop and continued searching. Since there was only one dim light source, I followed him as we went through every item in the basement.

“So, how have you been?” Nate asked suddenly.

“Pretty well. Which is surprising given everything that’s happened.”

“You look good.”

“Thank you. And yourself? How is it being a football star?”

“Lonely,” he replied.

“I know what you mean. I’ve been telling Steve we should spend more time together. We’ve all gotten too lost in the game.”

Nate stopped searching and faced me.

“I owe you an apology. For the stadium and then for avoiding you after. I’m sorry” he said.

I couldn’t meet his eyes and so I pretended to take interest in a trinket on a shelf when I asked, “but why did you do it in the first place. That’s what I don’t understand.”

“Try to see things from my perspective. You were my best friend. Then things started to change. You started to change. I didn’t know how to handle it so I ran away from everything. Now I realize that that was a mistake. You don’t know how many times I wanted to talk to you. How many times I thought about sending you a message or knocking on your door. I’m sorry.”

I reached out and took his hand. Nate pulled me into a hug and we just silently held each other.

“You smell nice,” he said after a few moments.

I laughed. “So do you.”

We looked at each other. Both smiling. Finally, we were friends again. But there was something else stirring inside of me. A subtle undercurrent of heat and desire that was almost imperceptible. I focused on it and realized that I wanted to keep being held by him and keep comforting him. That I wanted to be there for him every day. I wanted him to be okay and happy. But I also wanted him to do the same for me. The longer we held each other, the more my desire grew.

I pressed up against him. Nate said nothing. He didn’t move. Nor when I raised up on tiptoes until we were the same height. He was frozen in place but he didn’t stop me as my lips moved closer. I kissed him. It felt scary and wonderful. My heart was beating out of my chest but I wanted him. I just wasn’t sure if he felt the same.

I broke off the kiss. Nate didn’t move. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

Nate pulled me back into his arms and returned the kiss. Now when his lips touched mine, I could feel his want, his need for me. All of the tension I was holding onto fell away. Nate’s hands slid down to grab my ass. God that felt good. One of my hands found his big thick cock pressing hard against his jeans. I rubbed the outline of his cock as our tongues continued to dance together.

My hunger and arousal continued to build until I couldn’t take it anymore. I pulled away from his lips and knelt down. My hands rapidly unbuttoning his jeans and pulling out his large thick cock. God, it looked even better than I imagined. Immediately I got to work, running my tongue down the entire length of his shaft before my plump juicy lips wrapped around the head.

Slowly I sucked, taking more of his girth. Nate moaned as I worked on him. I’d never sucked a real cock before but somehow it felt like the most natural thing in the world. Hearing the noises Nate was making just turned me on even more. I felt a tremendous sense of power as I pleasured him. With his cock in my mouth, I was the one in control.

As my head bobbed up and down, I looked up and almost went dizzy when our eyes met. A surge of joy swept through me.

I didn’t think I could feel any better than this until Nate said “good girl.”

My heart soared and a small orgasm jolted through me right there on the spot. Yet I kept going. I couldn’t stop now even if I wanted to. I felt drunk. Drunk on his cock. I kept sucking, knowing that he was getting closer. His moans grew louder until he finally came. Load after load shot down my throat, I swallowed as fast as I could and kept going. Determined to get every last drop.

When we were finished, I sat back on the floor while trying to get my breath back. I couldn’t trust my legs to hold me up. My whole body tingled with a numbing heat. Nate pulled up his jeans and sat next to me.

Bright lights suddenly flooded the basement. I quickly jumped to my feet while Nate buckled his pants. We heard the door upstairs open followed by footsteps.

“Yo, you guys okay?” Steve called out.

“Yeah we’re fine,” Nate shouted back.

“Well Thomas and I figured it out. It was just some old key I picked up. All the doors are open now. You can come out now.”

“We’ll meet you outside in a minute,” said Nate.

Steve retreated back upstairs.

We looked at each other. Both of us knew what the real mystery was and how it had been solved.

Nate held out his hand. I took it and we went back up to join the others. Thomas and Steve saw us holding hands and shared a knowing glance as if they knew all along that this would happen.

The four of us didn’t rejoin the party after that. We sat in front of the haunted house and traded stories about our time in the game. As it got later, plans were then made to meet up again in a few days. Nobody said anything when Nate and I left together.


Chapter 13

We managed to make it all the way back to my place without tearing our clothes off. Not that we didn’t want to. He held my hand the whole elevator ride up and I could just feel his need for me. Desire was radiating off of him in waves.

Once we were inside my place, I told him I would just be a minute and strode quickly into my bedroom. It was hard to make him wait in the living room. The anticipation was killing me but I had to get out of my clothes. This is going to be our first night together and I want it to be memorable. I raided the closet but nothing seemed appropriate to wear. Instead, I decided to wear nothing except my purple silk robe.

Nate was in the living room, pouring wine into two glasses.

“Nice place,” he said as he handed me a drink.

“Oh, that’s right. This is your first time seeing more than just my hallway.”

“Well you know I wanted to. Things were hectic when we first got here and then after everything that happened…” He trailed off, looking uncomfortable.

I took his hand to comfort him. “Relax. I don’t blame you. We’ve got plenty of time to make up for all of that. Besides, I haven’t seen your place either.”

“It’s uh, not as nicely decorated as yours. I honestly didn’t put much thought into designing it.”

“Me neither. The game just sort of read my mind and this is what came out” I gestured around to the pink and white decor. Remembering how I’d initially hated it but over time it had grown on me.

“Huh, that didn’t happen for me or the others. Last I saw, Thomas’s place looks more like a museum or an art gallery. Steve, on the other hand, likes to change his place once a week and as we saw tonight it was a literal circus.”

“I bet that’s not even the craziest room change he’s had,” I said as we sat down next to each other on the couch.

“You’re probably right. I’m definitely jealous. If he can have his own forest then I want my own private beach. I could then wake up to the sounds of the crashing waves. A beautiful girl bringing a drink wearing a bikini” he grinned.

“I like the sound of that. Maybe we can even turn it into a nude beach.”

There was a pause as our eyes met. Both of us knew what we wanted and weren’t waiting any longer. We put our glasses down and I moved towards him. His eyes flicked down to my robe before back to me. I felt his hand slide down the small of my back as he gently pulled me closer until we were face to face. I closed the distance until our lips touched. He felt so warm and inviting. Hungry for more, I climbed on top of him as we continued our kiss.

Sitting in his lap, I could feel him getting harder beneath me. Small tingles of pleasure radiated through my body. I was already getting wet just thinking about his cock. I had to have it. I needed it inside of me.

Nate felt the same way. He quickly unbuttoned his shirt. I stood up and loosened my robe before letting it fall. His eyes lit up with hunger when he saw my naked body. I felt another tingle of arousal as I saw him appreciate the curves I’d worked so hard to acquire. He moved to get up but I pushed him back down onto the couch. Once again, I took control. Taking off his pants and bringing out that thick juicy cock of his. My mouth watered at the sight of it but this time I wanted him to fuck me with it. To finally take my girly virginity and be his once and for all.

I got back on top of him and started lowering myself onto his erect cock. Pleasure started building as I felt the tip enter me. Slowly, I accepted more of him until he’d filled me completely. I moaned. I just couldn’t help it. God that feels so much better than a dildo.

Nate grabbed my hips and pulled me close. We kissed again, his tongue massaging mine while his thick cock was inside me. As I got used to it, I began rocking my hips back and forth. Riding his cock slowly and sensually. Enjoying the feeling of it rubbing inside me.

As I rode him, my large breasts bounced and jiggled in rhythm to my movements. Nate grabbed one and brought it to his mouth. He sucked on my nipple and I squealed in delight. Loving how sensitive they were. Nate caught on and took the other in his hand to gently squeeze.

After a few more moments like this, I decided that I wanted something more aggressive. I changed directions and picked up speed. Now my round ass was slamming up and down on his cock. I wanted it harder and faster. I wanted to feel him cum inside me. 

Nate moaned.

“You like that baby?” I asked him.

“Yeah…just… like that,” he said.

He was getting close and so was I.

As his cock fucked me, my whole body grew tense, and then it started shaking. The pleasure washed over me in a wave as the orgasm hit. I didn’t dare stop. I wanted this feeling to last forever. Nate continued pumping, and another wave came. This time stronger than the last. I bit my lip to stop myself from crying out.

Nate grabbed my hips again. His big strong masculine hands wrapping around my petite waist as he pounded me.

“Oh god. I’m so close” I cried.

Every thrust pushed me closer to the edge. Each one was a mini-wave of pleasure that kept building and building. I could do nothing but submit to this feeling. Nothing except enjoy this muscular man and my best friend, fuck me.

A moan slipped out as the orgasm suddenly shot through me. Nate came at the same time. His wonderful cock exploded, filling me up with his seed. He stopped thrusting and we held each other. Our bodies were hot and shaky as we shared this mutual bliss.

My whole body felt numb and tired. This was my first time having sex as a girl and my first time with a man. So far neither had disappointed.

I looked up at Nate. He was breathing heavy but wore a lazy smile as he rested his head back against the couch

“That was amazing,” he said.

“Yeah.”

I nestled into his firm chest. Nate put his arms around me and we simply enjoyed the feeling of our bodies embracing.


Chapter 14

The next few months passed by in a blur. Nate and I spent every night in each other's beds. In the evenings, we just couldn’t get enough of each other. During the day, the entire group would hang out. I finally got to see Steve perform and watch one of Nate’s games.

Then everything changed. I went to sleep next to Nate but when I woke up there was nothing but complete darkness. I felt strange and uncomfortable. Nate was gone and there was something on my face. I tried to remove it and my stomach dropped with horror as the realization hit me. There was a hard plastic shell wrapped around my head. Which could only mean one thing. Carefully, I lifted the plastic helmet off.

I was back in the real world.

This was too much too fast. I’m not ready. Maybe it’s just a bad dream? Maybe I’ll wake up back in Nate’s arms in the hotel?

I put the helmet back on just as someone to the left of me stirred. My friends were waking up too. I should get up but instead, I stubbornly lay there in the dark. This wasn’t fair. But what if there’s a way to go back inside? I don’t know how it works which means I’d have to convince Thomas to do it for me. Despite a rocky start, all of us had enjoyed our time at the hotel. Maybe he’d want to help me?

I could hear my friends get out of their chairs and stretch their legs. Still, I felt paralyzed. I couldn’t move or speak.

“Are you guys okay?” Nate asked.

Oh god Nate. What’s going to happen when he sees me like this? I can’t go back to how things were before. I can’t go back to being Mike. It felt like an entire lifetime ago when my biggest worry was trying not to get kicked out of school. Now I’m back, I might lose him for good.

Tears streamed down my face.

“Is there something wrong with the machine? It looks like Mike is still in there,” said Steve.

“The machine switched itself off like I programmed it too. They’re likely just having trouble adjusting to being back here” Thomas said.

I lay in the chair numb, barely breathing. How could I not have realized that this was coming? That my life in the hotel had an expiration date on it the minute I stepped inside? Every part of me wanted to reject what was happening. I couldn’t fathom just being Mike again. The almost college dropout who’s being forced to go back to live with his parents. Only ever being able to talk to Nate over the phone and pretending to forget about what we had in the game. After the hotel, the real world looked like hell.

There was movement near my chair and around my helmet. I felt it lift off of my head. Blurry figures surrounded me. But the one closest to me came into focus first. Nate’s worried face peered down at me and he asked the four words that I’d treasure forever.

“Mikayla, are you alright?”

In that moment I knew I would be.


Epilogue

Spending a year in that game had changed everyone. No one could go back to how things were after that. We’d all changed for the better. Thomas pushed himself harder academically than ever before and was publishing papers that were generating a lot of buzz. Steve immediately formed a band and began writing music. It took the three of us arguing with him for hours to not immediately drop out of college altogether.

As for Nate and I? Well for one thing nobody called me Mike again after that night. Nate took me back to his place and we spent hours talking about our future. Both of us wanted to continue what we had in the hotel. Or as close to it as possible.

Nate spent most of his time training and getting his business degree. During my academic probation, I lived in Nate’s apartment. My time was split between video game streaming and re-transforming myself back into Mikayla.

There were times when I would get frustrated with my progress and Nate would have to remind me that these things take longer in real life. Still, I was happier than I’d ever been outside of the game. My online career was flourishing and instead of fake digital fans, I had real people from all over the world cheering for me to succeed.

Today was no different. When I finished streaming, I got up and went into the kitchen to prepare dinner. Nate’s apartment was giant by anyone’s standards let alone one for a college student. As soon as I moved in, he helped convert the spare bedroom into an office space for me to work out of. I decided to repay him by learning how to cook so that he’d have nice meals waiting for him when he got home.

Today was no different as I put the finishing touches on our dinner. It was only when I heard the key in the door that I dropped everything. I dashed over to the mirror to check myself. Even though Nate always complimented my appearance, I still sometimes felt nervous about how I looked.

Currently, I was barefoot and wearing nothing but a white summer dress. My makeup was on point. I moved a stray lock of my long natural blonde hair back behind my ear. There. Perfect.

The door handle turned. I rushed back to the food, acting nonchalant.

Nate entered carrying two supermarket bags. The sound of glass bottles clinking could be heard as moved the bags onto the table. Peering inside, revealed a copious amount of alcohol.

Nate swept me up into a hug and kissed me.

“Are we having a party?” I asked him.

“Yeah. I figured we could meet up with the guys later, have some drinks, and play Ritualscape like we used to.”

“And they agreed to this?” I asked incredulously.

Despite our promise to spend more time together, both Steve and Thomas became incredibly busy once back in the real world. Before the VR game, we’d hang out almost every day. But after it? We settled for meeting once every few weeks.

He nodded. “They said it was a good idea.”

“Okay, but don’t expect me to go easy on any of you if you’re rusty.”

Nate sighed. “I knew I should have picked video games for my dream career.”

“You won’t be saying that once you get picked for the draft.”

“Does my beautiful girlfriend think I’ve got what it takes?” He teased, pulling me back into his arms.

“Hey come on. The foods going to burn” I said, squirming in his grip.

Nate released me and I rushed over to check on the food. His presence was right behind me. I shivered as I felt his hot breath on the back of my neck.

“Well how about it? Have I got it?” he whispered.

I could feel his cock pressing against me.

“I’m not wearing any underwear” I whispered back. “Why don’t we find out?”

Nate grabbed me and I quickly turned off the stove before he carried me to the bedroom. We had time and shouldn’t be late to meet up with the guys later. Nate pulled up my dress and started planting kisses on my body. Each one of them sending sparks of heat through me.

Okay, maybe we’ll be a little late.

The End
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TURNED SISSY: 8 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

This anthology collection is over 90,000 words long and details 8 journeys into first time crossdressing, sissification and feminization.


BOOKS INCLUDED:


Stripped Bare
Captured in Lace
Caught with Consequences
Turning Femme
Hypno Girl
Captured
Sissy Trainer
The Sissy Ring 
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THE TRAP Athlete: Transgender, First Time

Stephen has never been famous. He’s never gotten seven figure endorsement deals or had people throwing themselves at him. He lives in an overpriced apartment that he can’t afford. His agent is telling him he needs to be realistic and take a low pay training position. Just a below average life that’s only getting worse.

Meanwhile, his twin sister, Stephanie, is a world famous tennis star.

But everything is about to change when his sister sustains a devastating injury during a training session. She gives him an offer he can’t refuse. Pretend to be Stephanie for a year while she secretly recovers and he’ll be paid millions. Stephen agrees because he needs the money and it’s only temporary.

Become a woman for a year? How hard could it be?

Suddenly, he’s thrust into a whole new feminine world filled with makeup, a changing body, and a growing assortment of hungry male attention.

With his new body, comes new feelings and desires. As the pressures of being a girl mount up, the line blurs on what’s pretend and what’s real.

Eventually, he’s forced to make a choice. Go back to being a man or go all the way as a sexy girl.
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THE TRAP BRIDE: Transgender, First Time

As a struggling actor, Liam has hit another dead end. He hasn’t worked in months and his girlfriend just left him. With no job, no money, and nowhere to live, Liam turns to his best friend James for help.

James, the son of a wealthy businessman, let’s Liam stay in his guest room. All seems well until James’s father shows up. His old-fashioned values don’t allow for two men to live together. In a panic, Liam hides in another room and pretends to be James’s fiancé. His father is so impressed with James settling down that he offers James a lucrative job after he’s married.

Liam now has the role of a lifetime. Become his friend’s fiancé for a short time and they’ll both be rich. It’s just a temporary acting role. How hard could it be?

Liam transforms himself from a scrawny guy into a beautiful busty blonde.

But turning into a girl becomes more than he bargained for.

New and confusing desires arise for both James and Liam as he tumbles deeper into life as a sexy girl. Suddenly the choice to live as a man or a woman isn’t so easy, but with the wedding quickly approaching, he’s got to decide fast.
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