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It had finally finished downloading, Jason could hardly contain his excitement. He’d spent a lot of money on a virtual reality headset just to play the new online gaming phenomenon which was taking the world by storm, Dreamscape.

Dreamscape was a realistic fantasy world which allowed the player to take on whatever identity they wanted in order to experience the life they desired. It was supposedly felt like being in a more incredible version of the real world but in a body of your own choosing, Jason just had to try it out.

“Welcome to Dreamscape,” the soft, feminine pre-recorded voice flowed out, “where anything and everything is possible. Are you a new user or returning user?”

The headset, which was closer in form to a large helmet, could read the user's brainwaves in order to select the correct answer meaning the device would completely hands free.

“New user selected. Please wait a moment while we scan you to create your personal account.”

Jason was a slightly reclusive person. He suffered from social issues and had difficulties going out and connection with people. However online he felt a sense of confidence that the real world robbed from him, to Jason this was his chance to experience an enjoyable and active life.

“Scan complete. Please take a few moments to read our terms and conditions before continuing.”

Why did all programs have these if nobody bothered to read them? Jason just hurried it up and clicked accept.

“Thank you for accepting. As this is your first time here would you like to create a character?”

Dreamscape allowed each person to have multiple characters which they could play as at different times, meaning users were not locked to just one identity and could truly take on whatever form or role they wanted to. And that was what Jason had in store now.

“Please pick a gender. You have selected female.”

Lots of men wondered what it would be like to be a woman for a day, with Dreamscape they could now find out and Jason was going to join them. He was no longer restrained by the body he’d be born with, he could play in whatever way he wanted.

“Please enter a unique name.”

A name wasn’t really important to Jason, or something he’d considered too much so he just went with his sisters name, Tracey Valentine.

“Please wait a few moments while the creation center is loaded.”

Up to this point all Jason had seen was screens and menus like one would see on a computer but all that changed when everything went white and his consciousness seemed to dip. Before he’d been very aware he was lying on his bed with the virtual reality helmet on but now it felt like he was floating; he no longer felt like he was within his own body.

The world came rushing back but it wasn’t his room, it was a white studio with a large mirror covering the wall. Jason saw a plain girl looking back at him and it was only after a few moments and some small movements of his body that he realized that he was that girl.

“Welcome to our creation center,” the game’s feminine voice echoed through the room, “Here you may shape your character to your liking. Please say the word menu to bring up the game menu.”

“Menu,” Jason called out, taken back by the girlish sound of his voice. Well he was a girl right now, it was only natural.

A menu formed in the air next to Jason, or Tracey as he was now known as within the game, giving him various options to fiddle around with in order to change her body.

He pushed his finger onto the slider for height and pulled it upwards, the character changing in real life and growing as he increased the height sharply, able to see it in the mirror and even feel it within this new body.

“Woah this is so cool,” he giggled out as he made his body bounce up and down thanks to the height changes.

That was enough messing around though, he came to try out a fantasy round not just laugh at the way this body looked when the height was changing. He wasn’t completely sure what to do to her though, there were so many options for him to choose from.

As a man there was an option he quickly found his way to, bust size; male curiosity was too much to fight, especially as the model started off naked.

Her chest started off at a modest size which was quickly overwritten as he pushed the values up and made his chest bubble out into a huge pair of tits. Dreamscape also removed the negative effects on the body of having such large breasts which meant they still felt light despite growing so big and fat.

Jason went too far when he first pushed the value all the way up, he basically put two beach balls onto the front of his female body, so he toned it down again until he settled on two hefty F cup breasts on the thin body.

His attention continued onto making the body more sexual in his eyes, moving down to the values for his other measurements. He trimmed the value for his waist downwards while increasing the value for his hips, giving her body a definite curve.

The values for his behind also got some attention, the fullness and shape being pushed up to give her body two ripe, soft buns which completed a round bubble butt.

Tracey’s cheeks were tinted pink as she observed her own body, her curvy form appealing to Jason. He was getting aroused by his own virtual body, a good sign he’d been structuring it correctly.

He decided to test something out, running her fingers down the front of her body, along her stomach and down onto her hairless pussy, giving it a small rub. A text box appeared on the screen before her eyes.

“Safe mode is currently turned on. To continue this current activity please turn safe mode off.”

Off of course, he was an adult he didn’t need any protection. He tried rubbing that pussy again and it sent a tingle shooting up through her nerves, it seemed the game had really replicated the feelings a pussy.

Tracey kept on rubbing over her own body, moaning softly as she rubbed across her lips and brushed a thumb over her clit. Everything that Tracey felt, Jason felt too, even if he didn’t have a pussy he felt the thrill shooting through his body as their feelings were connected together.

She nearly jumped out of her skin as a text box appeared on the screen with a small beep.

“It seems you’re masturbating for the first time. Dreamscape has options to increase your body's sensitivity to help with such actions, would you like to view this option now?”

Yes was picked as Jason wanted to see just how he could make this experience even better, the game quickly scrolling down through the options until it reached an option for sensitivity. She pushed the option right up and straight away the touch to her pussy amplified and left her body moaning and shuddering, it was amazing.

Tracey fell onto her ass as she began fingering her own snatch and molesting one of her own large tits as her body was under the effects of the extreme sensitivity upgrade. It felt like she was moving on up to heaven as shudders shot through her body.

An orgasm was not far behind, a powerful wave which ran from head to toe and left her entire form shuddering blissfully, hot moans pouring into the room. Jason even orgasmed from the feeling, staining himself with jizz but he was too preoccupied in this body to realize or care about this right now, it was amazing. Female orgasms were the best.

Eventually he managed to pick her up after the leg quivering orgasm rocked her body and went about finishing off the changes. Making a face was tricky so he picked from one of the selection choices, going for a beautiful young girl and equipping her with large, layered, blonde hair.

Tracey looked a bit like a barbie girl but that didn’t matter to Jason, he was here for fun not to make a respectable young lady or anything that boring.

Dreamscape even allowed the users to simply equip the clothing if they wished, no need to get dressed. Clothes could be swiped in and off the boy with just a click of a button.

Jason wanted something sexy to show off his new character and in the end he settled with a large pair of pink heels to show off those legs and a small black skirt to further flaunt them. His top ended up being white with a pink star on the front, he looked like a walking piece of eye candy now. Sexy girls were so lucky to have the bodies they did and now Jason, or Tracey as he’d be known, would be able to experience it.

While he settled on a pair of small pink panties he almost forget to put a bra on before he noticed his nipples poking into the front of his top, finding the bra which matched his panties to complete his outfit.

“You have selected to leave the creation center. This looks to be your first time playing Dreamscape, would you like to complete the tutorial before playing?”

Jason hated completing tutorials on games, a boring chain of actions teaching you to do incredibly simple things. He wanted to play the game not go through some boring lessons. He rejected and found himself surrounded in light all over again.

“Loading game world, please standby.”

As the light faded out the image of a vast world slowly came into focus before Tracey’s eyes. Before her she saw a vast and beautiful city, filled with modern buildings in unique shapes and colours; it was like a city from some futuristic movie.

She was standing on top of a large hill which seemed to be the starting point for new characters, giving an overview of the city, showing them just what they were getting themselves in for. It really was a beautiful location to start in, the sinking sun setting a golden glow across the view.

The view was so enchanting that for a moment Jason forgot that he’d locked up that name and identity and was now Tracey, a sexy, curvy blonde. In the real world his body would grasp the attention of every man she passed but this was a fantasy world filled with the beautiful. Tracey was just another stunning face to go with the collection.

Tracey followed the path down the hilltop down into the city which was bustling with life, the streets flanked with all manner of beautiful people going about their business of different shapes, sizes and colours. Whenever Jason went out he’d always feel nervous, like he was the odd man out but Tracey in this fantasy world had no such issues.

Confidently he strutted down the streets of the city, intoxicated by the allure of this fantasy world. It really felt like reality but there was no way the real world could come close to being this perfect.

Tracey wasn’t sure what she should do first, there were so many different things to experience, things that Jason had never got to. Jason had never got to go out to a club before, he knew it wasn’t the kind of place he fitted in. Tracey though would have no such issues.

Using the in-game map Tracey was able to find his way to the closest nightclub, as the city was slowly turning towards darkness, casting himself into a world that felt even more alien than the futuristic city outside.

The club was dark, with lights flashing and loud music pouring from the speakers. Men and women danced together in tightly compact corners, skin grinding onto skin and breaths intertwining, an orgy of motion rubbing from body to body. Flashes of red, then blue, then green followed by more colours of the rainbow illuminated curvaceous forms of chiseled muscles which danced to the beat of the raving track.

Just looking at the dancing was making Tracey feel out of breath, and making her cheeks feel red, she wasn’t ready for that just yet. She made her way to the bar to get some drinks instead. She’d never ordered a drink before, she wasn’t too sure how to approach it.

“Hey sexy lady,” the barman called out to her, “You wanting to order?”

Just like everyone else here he was hot, a tanned body with short brown hair and a small patch of facial hair on his chin, muscles showing through his tight top.

“Yes please, I wanted… well, what is there to order?”

“Menu,” the barman’s words opened up a menu before her eyes, “You a newbie?”

“Was it that obvious?” she whimpered out. She knew it, she was making a fool of herself.

“Just you didn’t seem to know about the menu. It’s fine we get new people here all the time. I’m guessing you skipped the tutorial?”

She nodded, her face obviously growing distressed, “Was I not supposed to?”

“Well I’d recommended it, get to know the features of the game. Plus at the end of it they give you some free Dream Points to get you started.”

“Dream points?”

He sighed, “See this is why the tutorial is a good idea. Dream Points are the currency used in Dreamscape. Even a game like this needs a market.”

“How am I supposed to get some?”

“You get some everyday and your first batch doing the tutorial. This is why you should have done the tutorial.”

He leaned over to flick her on the forehead, Tracey pouting as she felt the sting of his fingers marking her. Senses were fully replicated by the game so something that should hurt, it hurt!

“Hey now, don’t bully the lovely lady Leo,” a gruff voice called out as a large, muscular black male leans down next to the pair, “If she can’t afford a drink I’ll cover her this time. What you having?”

Nobody had ever bought Tracey a drink before, it made her feel a little giddy inside as she quickly scanned through the menu. There were so many strange and wonderful cocktails listed down, a fantasy world didn’t have to be constrained by any real limitations, she didn’t really know what to have.

“Not a big drinker?”

“Not really, and there are so many options.”

He held up two fingers, “Give us two Red Frosties, one for me and one for?”

Finally she understood the prompt, “Oh, Tracey.”

“What a lovely name,” he lifted up her hand and planted a slow, sensual kiss onto the back, “The name’s Jamal.”

Her cheeks blushed with a hot pink as she held back a nervous, girly giggle from being serenaded by a man. Having a sexy body was really intoxicating, but not as much as a drink would be.

Tracey didn’t really do much in the way of drinking and was nervy of the red liquid, served in a cocktail glass, but Jamal simply gulped it down with ease leading Tracey into trying the same. The drink was fruity, like an explosion of berries with an alcoholic kick hiding below.

“Like it?”

“Yeah, it was delicious.”

“You could say I know what the ladies like. You want another?”

She nodded, “Yes please,” enjoying the company despite it being something that would be unimaginable back in the real world.

Her tension melted away as the drinks began to flow and she began to feel natural in this new setting for her, enjoying an idle chat with Jamal as he treated her to drink after drink. Tracey wasn’t keeping track of the time, and the windowless club didn’t give anything away, the curvy blonde content to keep on sharing cocktails with the handsome male.

The world before her eyes began to blur with a mix of colours as she finished off yet another drink, giggling like a schoolgirl as her body was slumped across the bar top, her cheeks glowing brightly.

“Hey don’t you think she’s had enough yet” Leo the barman called out.

“I guess, she does seem pretty buzzed, ain’t you babe?”

He ran his thick black fingers around her red, tinted lips, Tracey softly kissing at the fingertips before letting out another loud giggle.

“Yeah, totally buzzing.”

“Can you stand?” He offered up his hand to the blonde who pushed herself up onto her feet, staggering from side to side before stumbling into his wide chest. “I guess not.”

“No, I’m fine,” she slurred out, “I’m fine.”

Jamal sighed and hooked an arm downwards, below her legs, scooping Tracey up into a bridal carry.

“Leo I think this one had a bit too much to drink, I’m gonna go let her lie down downstairs.”

“Alright you know the passcode.”

Tracey leaned her head into his thick chest and felt her eyes closing slightly, it felt so relaxing to be carried like this. She could just melt away into rest without a care in the world.


Tracey finally found herself waking up after a short time out, the dizziness the alcohol had caused filtering away quite quickly and leaving her clear headed again. Clear headed enough to realize that she was in trouble.

She was lying on her back, staring up into the roof of an all black room, her limbs bound by belts onto a solid table top, her weak limbs unable to break the restraints.

“Menu,” she squeaked free, trying to open the game’s menu systems for help but nothing happened. “Menu!”

“Now Tracey there is no need to shout.”

It was Jamal, he’d been standing with his back leaning up against a wall just out of her eyesight and now he was slowly wandering closer.

“You, what did you do to me? Why am I tied up?”

“Seeing as you’re such a cute looking girl I’ll tell you. I’m going to turn you into a whore.”

She gasped out, trying to drag her limbs free of the binds, “What are you talking about?”

“Even in a world like this sex sells. You’d be surprised how many weirdos there are in this game who will pay big bucks for a whore to use in whatever way they want. But there is no way that someone like me is playing as some chick and doing those things with those creeps. That’s where noobs like you come in.”

He brushed his fingers through her hair as Tracey through her head from side to side, trying to shake him off.

“Stop touching me!”

“Oh, feisty. Don’t worry we’ll change that soon. See I’m something of a computer expert and managed to throw this room together. It’s a room invisible to the game’s main server where I have total control. Menu.”

Jamal opened up a menu and clicked through the options, causing a flash of light over Tracey’s clothes as they vanished away and left her sexy body completely naked, exposed in the binds.

“No, how can you do that?”

“Didn’t I just say total control? I’m the admin here, I can do whatever I want with you. Anything.”

He brushed his fingers up between her thighs, stroking along her pussy, making her body shudder and jerk around up and down.

Jamal pulled his fingers back up to his lips and licked off the juices which trickled over the tips, snickering down at her shivering body.

“Amazing how many of you virgins forget to turn the sensitivity off after you got carried away making your body. Should have turned the safe mode back on. That’s why you noobs are the easiest to snare.” Jamal despawned his own clothing to bare that large, muscular, black body.

He pushed himself forward between her legs, his thick, bulbous, cockhead resting onto her glistening, pink, virgin pussy.

“Stop, please, get off me!” she screamed out, but he was in no mood to show mercy as he sunk his length inside.

Her body bucked from being penetrated, her sensitivity still turned up to the max and making her body go crazy from having its inside stirred up by a big, black, thrusting cock which sunk in deep and spread her insides apart.

“Hmm virtual pussy is the best, so hot, so tight,” he grunted as he kept on thrusting himself into her wetness.

Unlike him, completely composed, Tracey was a drooling, moaning mess, her juices pouring out and her body spasming from being fucked by the cock, his huge dick slapping into the depths of her body and making every inch and corner of her insides feel like bliss.

Orgasms struck in a chain, the last connecting to the next as her over sensitivity drove her to toe curling, body numbing gushes of juice with every thrust of his powerful hips, insides throbbing.

The door to the room opened as Jamal was still drilling into Tracey’s pussy, Leo the barman walking inwards.

“You already got started then? God she looks a mess.”

“Her own fault, shouldn’t have left her sensitivity rating up so high.”

“Menu. She had it on max? What an idiot, told her she should have done the tutorial.”

“Yeah but if she had I wouldn’t have such a sweet cunt to fuck.”

He kept beating his hips into her juicy insides, making her moans echo around the soundproof room as shudders rocked through every inch of her frame, her mind hazy from having so many orgasms milked from her body.

“How long are you planning on fucking her? Turn off the block and finish it up.”

“Fine, you’re no fun.”

Jamal turned off the setting which had prevented his orgasm from coming and sprayed his load deep into her pussy. The large, explosive, hot cum came flooding in and filled up her insides with shot after shot of sticky, thick semen which stained the insides of her body white.

Tracey had a face glowing a bright, hot red with her tongue rolled out over her lips, drool trickling downwards as she was overcome from the powerful fucking which had been drilled into her senses.

“So what we going to do with this one? The classic?”

“Yeah, we’ll make her into a dumb, easy, bimbo whore to use as we see fit.”

Not only could they get into Tracey’s normal settings and configure her body, this room and their hacking talents also allowed them to get into her special settings, the ones linked back to Jason wearing the headset. Even better than just being able to edit settings they could even add some of their own.

While Tracey was lying in a cum leaking mess of orgasmic mush, and Jason was doing the same on his bed at home, the two got to tinkering around with her body to mold her into the perfect whore that they needed.

Her intelligence levels were turned downwards, along with her inhibitions and resistance. On the contrary her sexual desires, her obedience and her obsession levels were all turned upwards.

Into the system they coded new actions for Tracey to compute with. One of them was of course who her new owners were. She was an owned whore now and she needed to know who her masters were, the two men who had changed her in the first place.

Not only where these commands being written into Tracey, they were also being flooded into the mind of Jason, instructions of what he had to do and who he had to obey. They were basically hypnotising him from within the game, putting suggestions into his mind that he would not be able to ignore. From now on he would serve them as a cyber, money making whore.

“What about her body?”

“Well it’s pretty hot, but I think we can make a few adjustments to it, agreed?”

“I was just going to say that myself.”

Her tits were grown a cup sizer and those thick nipples were pierced, along with belly button, tongue and clit which were all given small rings. Slutty tattoos were painted along her body using the creation system, a tramp stamp down on her lower back with small marks running along her curvy body and limbs. She looked like a complete slut.

“We’re going to make some good money from this one,” Jamal snickered as they observed their work. One slutty, sexy, obedient, dumb whore, all made in a matter of moments thanks to the potential of Dreamscape.


Jason wasn’t locked into the game, or anything like that. At the end of his session he was still allowed to log out of the game and return to his own slice of reality. His captors could afford to let him go as they knew he’d come crawling back.

The need to obey, the addiction to the game, it had all been hardwired into Jason’s mind and as a something close to a shut in he had plenty of time to spare which meant plenty of time to play and seeing as he couldn’t get the thought to go on out of his head, that was just perfect.

When Jason went back onto Dreamscape he didn’t consider making another character, he was drawn straight to Tracey, the blonde haired bimbo girl.

Starting on the scenic hilltop was just where new users began, existing users started back in their last location which was why Tracey woke up in a bed, her curvy body completely naked.

She’d only been in the game for a few moments before she got a small message prompt on the screen, it was a direct message from Jamal.

“Hey Tracey,” the voice message said to her, “Perfect timing, got a job for you. Get your ass to this address now and make me some money.”

A request, Tracey loved getting requests, a chance to make money for her masters. They needed lots of Dream Points so they could make money and Tracey just needed to help, that was the thing that gave her pleasure.

She threw on a very slutty pink dress that looked like it would struggle to hide both her tits and her ass at the same time, along with the largest pair of matching heels she could find. Underwear? Didn’t need it.

Being a skimpily dressed slut was a sure way to get a lot of attention, even in a fantasy world where everyone else was beautiful as well. Despite the fact that everyone could look like a tart if they wanted to didn’t mean that everyone did, most people had too much respect for themselves to appear in such a slutty way.

Ignoring all the cat calls and party invites from men as she passed them, Tracey made her way to the address. Dreamscape allowed players to buy their own properties using Dream Points and that’s just where she was heading, to a large apartment owned by somebody who had obviously sunk a lot of real money into the game.

She pressed the buzzer and activated chat with the client.

“Who is it?”

“It’s me, Tracey. Jamal sent me over.”

“Oh come in, come in.”

One handy thing about this game was entering a building would transport you right to the correct room. No need to walk through halls, go up stairs or have to take elevators, Tracey was placed right into the room of her client.

The client was an incredible muscular man with huge bulging muscles and Hollywood good looks. However sadly for him this was a game where being a guy and just looking good wasn’t enough to get you attention, anybody could look amazing in this game.

“Hi Tracey, I’m Derek. You came to have sex with me, right?”

The thing which wooed the ladies in this world was a silver tongue, the ability to seduce and charm. Those who didn’t have the ability to do such things had to find other ways to enjoy themselves in this fantasy world.

“Hiya Derek. Yep, I’m here to make you feel good today. You have the money?”

“Yes, I paid a week's wages for the chance to do this.”

For some people simply paying for it was easier than actually working for it, not that Tracey minded. If people didn’t have that mindset how would she be able to do her job?

Tracey tapped through her menus and despawned her outfit in a flash of white, showing off her slutty, curvy body to the muscular man.

“I’ll do whatever you want of me big boy,” she giggled, blowing him a wet smooch.

He despawned his own outfit to show what he had hidden below. A giant, throbbing, oversized cock. With those muscles and the size of his length it was pretty clear he was overcompensating for something.

“Come give me a tit job,” he snorted out. He wasn’t smooth at all and despite being demanding he didn’t carry authority in his voice.

She sunk into a squat before him, squeezing her huge melons around his length, starting to stroke up and down with a roll of her body, fat tits pumping his throbbing length.

Derek moaned out with loud snorts as his shaft was taken to heaven in a pair of busty tits. He didn’t seem to be too used to something like this, Tracey squeezing her tits down tightly and rubbing; she on the contrary seemed like a pro.

“Put the head in your mouth,” he grunted, “Suck it, suck it.”

She opened her lips wide apart and wrapped them around the bulbous head of his dick, slurping as she slipped her mouth forward and back, suckling over the tip of his length and down the shaft as she caressed him in those large tits.

Tracey could feel it when his dick started to throb wildly, trapped in her tight bosom, veins bulging across his shaft.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

Jamal could trigger his body to strive off orgasm for hours but this guy just fired his seed out quickly, pumping the cum up into her mouth and leaving it full of hot, sticky, seed. Jason had never tasted cum before but Tracey was convinced they’d got the taste completely right.

Tracey cleaned the cum from the tip once his orgasm came to an end, her studded tongue dragging along the head to lick up the white.

“Hmm, such a delicious brew. Is that all you’re going to buy from me?”

“Get on the bed,” he snorted, “I wanna do more.”

Such a pig, but she didn’t really mind. As long as she was making money and getting fucked it was all good with her. Tracey lifted her curvy body up and dropped herself down along the bed, back first, spreading her legs open to expose her dripping, pink, pussy to Derek. She was still maximum sensitivity so sucking a cock like that was enough to get the juices flowing.

He didn’t waste time with things like foreplay, or with sweet talk, not even dirty talk; he just dove in. He sunk his weight down onto her crotch, squeezing his giant dick down into her waiting, sensitive wet cunt, hilting to the base with a loud grunt.

Tracey began to squeal in bliss at having something so big pushed into her, feet pushing up and toes curling as bliss ran through her body. Her pussy throbbed and twitched around the fat slab of meat in her body, her squeezing insides milking his cock as she began to orgasm quickly.

“Oh my god you’re so tight,” he moaned out, thrusting down quickly and making her squirt across her own stomach, “I love you, have my babies.”

That clearly would not be happening but it didn’t stop his enthusiasm, thrusting down with powerful, amatuer rutting blows, striking deep into her womb and making her body writhe in pleasure, eyes rolling into the back of her head.

She couldn’t even complain about how fast he came this time as she’d already hit double figures with her own by the time he finally came, a thick explosion of cum being shot deep into her pussy, filling it up with squirt after squirt of cum, painting her insides in a thick, clinging, white.

He pulled her dick from her tightness, letting the thick cream pour out in globs which sunk down onto the bed below, the two of them panting out hotly.

“That was amazing,” he snorted out, “I’ve never came so much before in my life.”

While he was distracted, Tracey pushed her hips back up, fingers sliding down to spread open her cum filled mound, making the waterfall of thick yogurt pour out even faster, biting down on her bottom lip.

“Is that all you’ve got? You don’t want to buy any more favors from me?”

Looking at the seductive sight was enough to get his cock standing tall over again.

“Well, maybe a few more.”

In the end it was hours before Tracey finally got away from that room with a card filled with Dream Points and holes leaking cum down her inner thighs, her insides matted in seed.

As soon as she returned to the streets she got a message from Jamal.

“Hey back on the streets? You got my money? Transfer it to me and if you’ve got enough time then I have another client waiting. You got the time to go to this address?”

Even though she had a cum filled body and holes that had been thoroughly used she bit down on her bottom lip at the thought of getting even more.

“Right away boss.”

She giggled as she headed off towards her next call. Being an internet prostitute wasn’t so bad. It’s the best job she’d ever had.
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