
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Bimbo’s
of Extra Life

From Bland to Blonde

By Sasha Scott


Copyright © 2017 Sasha Scott

All Rights Reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.

All characters depicted are 18 years old or older. For adults only.


You can check out all of my other stories and keep up to date with all my new releases at my Amazon author’s page!

Sasha Scott at Amazon.com


There are a whole lot of people unhappy with their lives, for whatever reason.

Some people aren’t pleased with their job, their home situation, their relationship or their appearance. Some people simply don’t like the cards which reality has dealt them.

Even those who like what they have don’t always want to be living in the real world. Why must they be forced to live in reality when they would rather live in fantasy? There was why places like Extra Life were created.

Extra Life was an online world that allowed people to escape from their real lives for a little bit into a world of fantasy, where they could be anybody they wanted to be.

They could get a job in the world, if they wanted. They could buy a home, enter a relationship, change their appearance, but it was different. They were no longer constrained, no longer bound by their position, their wealth or their troubles. They could do whatever they wanted, be whoever they wanted.

Irene was one of the people who was attracted to Extra Life because her real life wasn’t exactly going the way she wanted it to.

She was on the other end of thirty and lived in a crappy apartment, worked a low paying job at the local mall and couldn’t manage to find love anywhere.

Really she couldn’t blame the men for not finding her attractive. She was an out of shape old woman with a pudgy body, thick rimmed glasses, messy brown hair and a wardrobe focused on comfort. However that didn’t comfort her loneliness.

All of this was why she ended up buying the kit needed to play Extra Life. It cost a little bit to purchase the game and the VR headset but it was that or more nights alone watching tedious TV marathons.

As soon as she got home with the goods she set it all up and jumped straight into the online world.

Irene was blown away before she even made it into the game. Her entire vision was captured by the digital world being built before her eyes. As she seemed to float up high it was like she was really in the clouds.

“Thank you for purchasing Extra Life,” a voice said through the speakers as the plumes of mist flashed around her, “We will begin scanning now to construct your base avatar.”

Base avatar? Irene didn’t really understand, she didn’t have any prior experience with this kind of thing. However when a digital woman began to form before her very eyes she found herself gasping in shock. She looked just like her!

She didn’t know how the game had done it but a realistic 3D model of Irene was staring back at her.

“Scan complete. Would you like to use this avatar now? You may customize first if you choose.”

Irene looked at the chubby digital version of herself. She’d came to this world to escape the truth, not to embrace it. She selected to customize, naturally.

Suddenly screens and menus and options and tables were floating all around ‘herself’. There seemed to be choices for everything, she even spotted one for changing her gender, however that was one thing she was definitely comfortable with.

Curiously she tried making herself a little bit thinner, taking away some of the padding that those trips to the bakery had given her. She almost felt giddy when she saw her digital form thinning down.

This is incredible, she thought to herself as she brought her figure back down to the thin shape she used to have as a teenager. It was the kind of body she longed to have again in the flesh, now realized within this game.

It finally truly struck Irene that she could change her appearance to however she pleased. All those imperfections she hated she could remove, in this digital plane at least.

Irene went ahead scrubbing out all those things which displeased her. Along with her thinner shape she changed her hairstyle from a tight bun into flowing locks and replaced her librarian style glasses and outfit with something younger, more stylish and glamorous, something she’d never plucked up the courage to do in reality.

What she created was still undoubtedly her, it was simply a more ideal version of herself.

Oh she was seriously feeling giddy now. She hadn’t looked that good in years, even if it was only some digital model. She hadn’t even started playing and she was already loving the game!

“Character complete,” the voice told her again, “Now starting Extra Life.”

Suddenly her model vanished and her entire world began to rush forwards like she was flying through space. Once her journey stopped she was looking at a city, officially included in the game.

She was blown away by the scale and the quality of the place. It looked just like real life, and felt like it too. She swore she could really feel her feet standing on the concrete and when she looked down she saw her own hands, the much thinner ones she had created for herself.

The first thing she did was look into a window nearby so she could see her reflection, so she could see herself as that thinner, trendier, version of herself. It was really her, she had became it!

After her mind finally overcame the thrill she looked around to see all the other people wandering through the city, each and every one a real person just like her, living in a fantasy body. There were so many, the game was even more popular than she presumed!

Looking better than she had in a long, long, time, a confidence filled Irene began to wander around as she wondered what to do.

Then again the game advertised that she could do anything so it wasn’t a question of what, it was what first.

The very first thing that Irene did was simply look all around the amazing world to get a feel for the place. It was truly an incredible area.

Extra Life seemed to be based in some sort of super city that was split into different districts with different themes so it went from huge skyscrapers to a suburban area and around and around.

Speaking of around, surrounding the city was also different areas such as beaches, forests, deserts, mountains and oceans, and they were all easy to visit in a flash due to the game’s amazing transfer feature. She just went to a travel point and she could travel across the world in a blink of the eye. It was so much better than the real world!

And once again speaking of, the people in Extra Life were so much friendlier that back at home! Irene sometimes found herself nervous about talking to other people in real life but in Extra Life everyone was cheery and happy to see her. They made her feel so welcome!

Irene hadn’t felt so at home in a long time. In fact once her time in the game came to an end, so she could get to bed and rest up for work in the morning, she seriously considered calling in sick and simply staying on playing all night long.

Of course that would have been a stupid idea and Irene realized that. She left her other life behind for a bit and hopped into bed. However instantly she missed it. She couldn’t wait to play again.


Having to survive an entire day in the tedious real world, just for a chance of getting back into Extra Life, was awful. Rude customers, boring labour, long hours. Reality officially sucked, Irene was happy she could return to her fantasy world.

As soon as she got back home she jumped right into the game, right back into the Extra Life, right back into her digital body.

Irene felt a lot happier, a lot more at ease, playing a fitter, more fashionable, version of herself. She felt like a woman who didn’t have to be alone, she finally felt like a woman who could be desirable; she wouldn’t have to be lonely any longer!

Today, now that she knew the basics, Irene was off to meet some guys.

There were plenty of places in the game to hook up with others, a lot of people used Extra Life for things like that. That was why Irene decided to check out some of the clubs.

They were just like clubs in the real world, not that she went in those anymore, but rebuilt in a digital plane. There was loud music, flashing lights and a whole lot of people dancing around together.

Her jaw almost hit the floor when she saw some of the studs on the dance floor. They were hot, they were huge, they were muscular. It took her a little bit to remember they were all avatars and not real people. Still she liked what she saw.

Despite feeling much better about herself Irene was still a bit on the nervy side, so she waited at the bar for some men to approach her. With how good she looked and felt she presumed she’d be snapped up quickly, however that never happened.

She saw woman all around her doing the same thing but they were being chatted up and flirted with rather quickly. However she was just stuck there getting nothing.

What the heck is wrong with me, she thought to herself. Then when she took a proper look at the competition she finally got the message.

Irene may have been an improved version of herself but she still looked like a middle aged woman, just one in better shape with a better wardrobe. The other women in the joint looked like models and more. It was no wonder she was being passed over!

Looking better than usual wasn’t enough if everybody else looked better.

Slightly frustrated, she logged out of the game and back into the waiting area, where she could see her avatar. Of course it pleased her but men weren’t going to be interested when they had blonde bombshells strutting around. If Irene wanted attention she had to get with the program.

Suddenly craving attention, she logged back into the customize feature and decided to give her avatar another makeover.

First thing first was those glasses. In real life she needed them but in Extra Life she didn’t so why was she keeping them? She erased them away, not affecting her vision one bit.

Next Irene moved onto her general appearance and how she could make herself look better. She may have been in her late thirties but that didn’t mean she had to be that way on the game. She decided to drag her age rating, an estimated figure that didn’t flatter her one bit, down to make her skin look smoother and her appearance younger.

After dropping the number down ten years she noticed a big change. She looked so good, like a completely different person. She wanted to do more.

She’d noticed a lot of blondes in the club, being quite popular, so she decided to change her hair color from a basic brown into a honey blonde, something she’d never dreamed of doing back in the real world.

Irene was feeling giddy again as she gave her thin body some curves which expanded both her bust and her hips, making that ass bigger. Then all she needed was an outfit to show it all off.

Of course she wasn’t a slut but she had to replace her rather plain jeans and t-shirt which she’d previously looked at as the bees knees. Instead she went with a little black dress and some small heels, showing off plenty of her toned legs.

Last time Irene admired her handy work she saw an improved version of herself. Not this time. This time she saw a beautiful, young, blonde, the kind of woman she wished she could be.

A part of her felt a little dishonest about going back in with an avatar so dramatically different from herself but it was nothing to worry about. After all everyone else was doing it, the game was pure fantasy; Irene could be her own fantasy if she desired.

Makeover complete, Irene teleported herself back into the game, back into the club but now she was in an improved shell, one who was pretty, blonde and dressed up.

Earlier she’d sat at the bar like a lemon for what seemed like hours and hadn’t gotten any bites. Within the minute of her return there was some guy hitting on her.

“Hey baby,” he said to her as he made his move, “Not seen you around here before.”

As she looked up at him and saw that he was one of those big, muscular, studs she’d been eying up earlier, she found herself giggling like a schoolgirl. This was what she wanted, to feel desired.

“That’s because I’m new here,” she said in a playful tone the real her would never use.

“Well then let me buy you a drink. Make you feel at home.”

Of course the alcohol in this fantasy world was all for show and couldn’t actually get her drunk but that didn’t matter because Irene already felt intoxicated. She couldn’t remember the last time a guy hit on her.

“Hmm, please do,” she purred, enjoying the attention.

“Name’s Blake. Pleased to meet you.”

He cupped her hand and lifted it up, planting a kiss onto the back with made her shudder in place. Oh this was far too exciting for poor Irene, she didn’t know if she would be able to control herself.


Irene’s worries had came true, but she wasn’t worrying about them anymore. Not when she was moaning blissfully and receiving attention not shown to her in over a decade!

She was down on her back, on a bed, with that muscular stud from the bar on top, driving his hips down, deep into her loins, pounding her hard with his big, firm, cock.

Of course in the reality Irene was just lying back with a VR headset on but it still felt so real. The game tricked her mind into experiencing everything in it like she was really there. In her head she could really feel his masculinity sinking into her feminine core.

Waves of pleasure coursed over her as the stallion of a man kept going, thrusting into her like she was the most beautiful woman in the world. She felt utterly incredible!

Irene hadn’t bought the game imagining doing such things, she hadn’t even gone to the club wanting this end result. She had simply gotten carried away by her emotions and had allowed herself to be consumed and now she was reaping the rewards.

Moan after moan poured from her mouth as his thickness stirred up her velvet passage again and again and again. She felt her excitement levels rising, she wasn’t sure how long she would be able to last in his embrace.

Still he kept thrusting into her like a beast, like a stud, like the alpha in the pack, making her heart beat, her brain melt and her body shudder. Then he finally reached his limits.

“Babe I can’t take it anymore. You’re too hot. I’m gonna cum.”

In the real world unprotected sex, with a stranger, was a huge no. There were risks, worries, questions. However in this fantasy world there were none. He could blow his load inside of her without concern and she could allow him with glee.

“Please! I can’t take it either! Cum in me now!”

He was just a stranger she’d met in a fantasy bar, who was fucking her fantasy body, and yet, when she felt the heat filling her up, Irene began to climax with a squealing moan of pure ecstasy.

That avatar of hers shuddered around and gushed out a messy squirt of excitement as his digital seed poured inside of her, every single pulse feeling like the real thing in both mind and body.

Irene felt too weak to even coax her avatar into moving once he was finished. It was only a game and yet that was the most pleasure she’d felt doing anything in a long time.

“Hey babe, that was amazing. But I gotta run now. See you again some other time.”

His avatar vanished suddenly and left her alone but she didn’t mind, after all she felt the same way which was why she signed out of the game and slowly dragged her headset off.

To her surprise she found that the climax she had felt hadn’t been contained solely to the game. Her clothes and her thighs were absolutely soaked as the excitement had passed from the game to her real body.

Happily she bathed in the afterglow. What she was missing in real life she could get easily in that fantasy world by just being someone else.

That confirmed it, Extra Life really was the best.


Less and less of Irene’s attention was going into her real life and a lot more of it was going into her Extra Life. In fact the latter seemed to be leaking into the former.

On a series of whims Irene had began changing things about the way she lived. She stopped snacking on the cakes so much, switched out her glasses for contacts and even changed her hair from brown to blonde. Of course she can’t compare to her avatar, that beautiful, desired, blonde babe but it still made her feel happier.

After getting back from work, Irene once again went straight into Extra Life, after taking off her clothing. After all her interests in the game had changed dramatically.

She giggled happily when she saw her avatar come up, the avatar she’d been improving slowly every single day.

As she got more and more hooked on attention from men, she changed her persona to look even younger, taking off another ten years so that she was barely over eighteen and looking mighty fine.

Her hair color went from a honey blonde to a pure platinum and her locks got even longer so that they ran all the way down her back, and the tips were now tinted in pink. She’d even changed her eye color from her natural brown color to blue, just for stereotype sakes.

Irene’s clothing choices had also got more risque as she’d done extra modifications to her body. Suddenly she was wearing pink high heels, fishnet stockings, tiny miniskirts and crop tops that showed plenty of her cleavage and all of her stomach.

Speaking of extra modifications, she’d made her lashes longer, her lips fuller, her figure curvier, her ass fatter and her tits bigger. In fact before she finished signing on she decided to make those tits another cup larger.

When she first went blonde on the game she looked good but not like a slut. Now, with that sexy tanned body, she looked just like that. However that was rather fitting for what she was after.

Still giggling happily, unable to control herself, Irene jumped right back into the game and into that stripper quality body.

Rather than ending up in a bar she ended up in a random street in that highly populated city area. However that wasn’t a problem, with her current appearance she no longer had to go to the right spots. Covered in pink and blonde she got attention anywhere she went.

“Hi there sexy,” a man instantly growled at her.

“Hey babe,” another guy asked, “You busy?”

“Damn you’re looking fine,” yet someone else said, “Wanna come back to my place?”

Her heart pounded in glee as she bathed in desire. Now that she looked like a bimbo slut men didn’t leave her alone. Within seconds she was swarmed! For the first time in her whole life she was the most popular girl around. All she had to do was look the part, and act the part.

“Like hey there guys,” she giggled sweetly at them, “Like you’re all so sweet to me. Like I totally think I need to reward that.”

She didn’t even know where those words were coming from, acting like a bimbo had just became so natural. Sometimes she was accidentally using them in the flesh as well, this girly bimbo speak she’d suddenly inherited. However how she knew it didn’t matter, the fact was it worked.

Rather than fighting amongst themselves, the guys instead brought her back to one of their rooms together. She was so desirable none of them were willing to lose her.

Irene giggled happily as the men pushed their throbbing erections towards her. It was oh so easy being her, it was oh so easy being attractive. Being a bimbo was the best!

“So what’s your name sexy,” one of them asked as she rubbed her hands over their massive bulges.

Her name? Well that was easy. After all Irene was the name of some boring, dull, woman who worked in a mall. The new and improved bimbo her, in this cyber world, had another name.

“Like you can call me Ibiza,” she said cheerfully, thinking a party capital fitted her nicely, “Now which of you is gonna go first?”

When the decision seemed to be all of them, and they pounced all over her, Ibiza couldn’t help but squeal happily, hard dicks filling her up in every hole.

As that stud trio began to drill their massive cocks into her, washing wave after wave of pleasure over her, she orgasmed brilliantly again and again. It was yet another moment that confirmed to her that not only was Extra Life the best but being a bimbo was the best too.

Being smart or funny or whatever was overrated. The most important thing in the world was being desired and there was nothing that drew men in like a big, busty, blonde, bimbo.

The fact that those studs called their friends over after the first round, with her holes dripping in seed, only seconded that.

Irene was completely hooked. She now realized what she wanted more than anything else. She wanted to be Ibiza.

With her heading going funny she spent the rest of the evening being fucked again and again by hot, muscular, stud after incredibly hung stallion, her body climaxing until she could no longer feel her legs. What a night.


Irene still indulged in Extra Life every single night, playing the role of Ibiza. She much preferred it to her ordinary, dull, life which was weird as she didn’t seem to notice how her online persona was affecting the real her.

Before she’d started playing she was a bland woman who was so plain that she was practically invisible to the naked eye. However Ibiza’s influence had changed that. After months of playing as a bubbly, blonde, slutty, bimbo, the real Irene was starting to look more like her avatar.

Hair which had once been a dull brunette shade, trapped in a tight bun, was now a platinum blonde color and allowed to flutter freely down her shoulders.

Those block glasses which managed to add another ten years to her appearance were now gone and instead she made up for her poor eyesight with contacts, ones with a special blue color.

Instead of putting no effort into her makeup, Irene woke up early every day to apply a thick coating before work. Along with all the face care products she’d starting using, she’d took that ten year grace from her glasses going and added another ten to fifteen; she looked young again.

Perhaps that was what gave her the added confidence to wear shoes with heels that showed off her legs and shorter skirts which did the same? Maybe that was why her tops were suddenly no longer wrapped around her neck and were instead showing off her cleavage?

Irene, whose weight had dropped dramatically since she began dieting months ago, seriously looked a different woman.

Despite looking so much better, she still didn’t have much interest in the real world, of being Irene, and it appeared nothing would change that, until one day, in the store, a man approached her.

“Hey there gorgeous,” he said to her with a smile, “I’ve been watching you for a bit and… I just couldn’t resist. Would you like to do for a drink with me?”

She almost froze in shock. A man was asking her out? The real her all of a sudden? That made her feel so giddy… just like when she was playing Extra Life.

The emotions she felt while acting around in that fantasy world came flooding back to her, in the flesh. She couldn’t contain her giggles.

“Like sure thing handsome,” she purred, her voice suddenly changing, “I’d love to.”

“Hmm thank you Irene.”

“No don’t call me that,” she giggled as she slipped off her nametag, “You can call me Ibiza.”

Irene only went into that fantasy world so that she could live out a whole other life, a life as an attractive, desired, bimbo. However when that fantasy became reality she didn’t need the online world anymore. She was no longer playing a character, she had became the real her.

From now on she was no longer Irene, a boring, lonely woman. She was Ibiza, the pretty blonde always ready to party.

Her Extra Life had just became her real life and she was gonna love every minute of it.
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