
        
            
                
            
        

    
A hot preview

Mila was already licking Nialen. Her tongue was slipping in and out of her hole, her nose gently rubbing the clitoris. The black girl was leaning back on the chair, her back arched and her pussy pushed toward the younger woman. After another minute the tongue finally moved to the clitoris. Nialen reacted with a loud whimper, which was echoed by the others in the room. The mechanical buzzing grew louder.

The play progressed quickly from there. The freshman seemed skilled in the linguistic arts, and her client was not holding back her feedback. The tongue alternated between strokes with the broad part and twisting the point of the clit with the tongue. Nialen was trying to hold on, trying to prolong her release.

"Dude. Wanna see something cool? Push that vibrator harder against the clit," he nodded to the brunette.

Adoric was still stroking away like he was alone in the room. Timothy's own erection had been painfully hard for several minutes already, but he wasn't about to jerk off when there was another guy nearby.

However, he did follow the suggestion. He cupped two fingers under the wet, slick surface of the white sphere, and pushed upward. Immediately the brunette's tone changed, and she started wailing. Her breaths grew rapid and her head tilted backward. Her legs started shaking, her weight pushing her body further against Timothy's fingers and the vibrator.

The rest of the onlookers, with the exception of the poor, frustrated freshmen, seemed to be within a hair's width of coming, most of the girls biting their lips and clenching their fists. It would be a matter of seconds before they would follow their leader. Timothy released the pressure on the sphere, but it was too late for the brunette. She went over the edge, her legs buckling. With a primal scream she grabbed the vibrator with both of her hands and started to grind her body against it. She collapsed to one knee and then fell down on her side, but her hands and pelvis kept the sphere of pleasure tightly pressed against her.

Nialen wasn't doing much better. The whites of her eyes were showing and her face was frozen in a silent scream. Mila had stopped licking and was now sucking the clitoris with her beautiful red lips, her tongue playing with Nialen's vaginal opening every now and then. Timothy started to see her core start to shake, lightly but growing fast. The quake spread to the rest of her body. Her strong thighs flexed and Timothy was worried she might break Mila's slender neck. Finally she started a shriek that surpassed that of the brunette, grabbing the freshman's head and pushing it against her groin.

Ch. 1

Timothy was not having a good day. It had started like they always did: wake up after not enough hours of sleep, shuffle to the shower, jerk off, worry about cum clogging the drain, get dressed in the clothes that should be replaced, gravitate toward the cafeteria for quick, unhealthy breakfast, and go to the class.

Since it was Tuesday, afternoon would be dedicated for laboratory work. That's where the trouble started. See, Timothy had a crush. On his lab partner. And today, this fine Tuesday, he had decided it was time to finally ask Carol out.

She didn't say no to his face, but her not-yes amounted to the same thing.

"Timothy, I don't think that's a good idea since we're lab buddies," she'd said.

Timothy hated himself for trying. It would have been better to resign to do nothing. That's exactly what he vowed to do. Disregard females; acquire currency. Thus, he was furiously doing his math homework. He'd need to ace those classes to get into one of the big tech firms. Besides, the math TA was hot, and it would be cool to impress her... Not that it mattered any more, since his vow of scholarly pursuits prohibited any such thoughts.

He was sitting in a dusty, obscure room in the library, as far away from everyone as possible. He was facing the corridor so he could see anyone approaching, and bail out before they got close. In addition to the corridor, there was just one other entrance, an old steel door that had never been opened as far as he knew. It wasn't a fire escape, so it must have been some maintenance tunnel.

His frustration grew as he realized that he was stuck on a math problem. And the deadline for submission was less than three hours away. Nothing he tried worked. Was it an impossible task, there to see who was smart enough to just disregard it? Angered, Timothy decided to do something he would never, under normal circumstances, even consider. Now, his pencil moved with determination, with a laser focus of someone who had nothing to lose.

He divided by zero.

As soon as "x / 0" appeared on the paper, Timothy heard an audible click. He looked, and saw bright white light shine from the crack of the slightly open mystery door.

"What the heck?" he uttered to himself. Forgetting his homework, he walked to the door and looked insider. The corridor was metallic white, brightly lit. Nothing like the cobweb-covered dirt-colored door. Something was off here. He walked in, his unfinished homework forgotten on the table.

The corridor went on and on, which made no sense. If his sense of direction was correct, he was now approximately thirty yards outside the walls, on the third floor. And there sure as heck wasn't a tunnel floating in the air. Finally, there was a door to the right. "Control Room 8", the sign said. Maybe he could get some answers there.

The room was empty of people, but Timothy barely noticed, since it was full of screens. The room was wide, running alongside the wall for some twenty feet. The long side was completely covered in monitors, hundreds of them packed tightly in a neat matrix. There was only a single chair, mounted on some sort of a rail that ran in front of the screens.

He glanced back at the door. He probably shouldn't be here. If it was something to do with campus security, he could get in real trouble for looking at security cameras. Unfortunately, his curiosity wouldn't let him leave, not now. Fortunately, there was a white, official-looking suit hanging next to the door. It wasn't what he thought campus security wore, but if it hung here, it meant it must be what they did. He took the suit, and only then realized it was a full-body suit. Kind of like those hazmat suits. It even had a headcover, complete with a facemask. There was also a white canvas bag on the floor near the suit, and he made a note to check it out later.

The good thing about it was that should someone peek in, it would be impossible to see who was inside the suit. The bad thing about it was that it was creepy as hell. Why would a control room have a suit like that?

Pushing apocalyptic scenarios out of his head Timothy sat on the chair. Every monitor seemed to have something going on. One showed a professor writing on the blackboard, another a student sitting in a class. Third showed someone sleeping in a dorm bed, in her underwear, blanket in a pile on the floor. What the...? Cameras in the dorm rooms? This was some dark stuff.

It got even worse when he noticed that every screen, under the screen number, had smaller text that displayed the name of each person on the screen. "Cain, Deckard" said the one with the professor. "Cajun, Rodrigo", said the one with the student, who was now walking on a corridor, the camera following him.

Okay. It was theoretically possible that the campus was peppered with hidden cameras. But a camera that followed you when you were walking on a corridor? Something wasn't right here.

Despite being thoroughly creeped out, he was intrigued. Cameras watching people? For an introvert such as him that had always been a secret dream of some sort. He was an observer by nature. Looking at everyday people doing everyday things could be entertaining. Sometimes he went to coffee shops and just listened to people talk about their daily nonsense, while he pretended to work on something.

He was about to start tapping his fingers on the armrest of the chair when he noticed it wasn't just an armrest. There was a small touchscreen and nothing else.

The screen said "Name?", an empty box, and a keyboard under the box. Could it be what he thought it was?

There was only one right choice to try at first.

"Lee, Carol". Enter.

The screen in front of him changed, and there she was, his Carol. She was sitting in her dorm room, working on something. Probably the same math homework he couldn't finish. The camera showed her from a forty-five degree front angle, slightly upward. If there was a camera there, she would have to notice. Gosh, she was beautiful. She was dressed in a casual t-shirt, what seemed like pajama pants, and her black hair was in a no-nonsense ponytail. Timothy was hypnotized just looking at her face, looking at her working.

He didn't know how much time had passed when she put down her pencil, stretched her arms, and got up. The camera turned to show her from behind as she took a towel, checked herself on the mirror, and walked out the door.

The camera floated about three feet behind her, around the same height as the top of her head. It wasn't possible, but Timothy didn't really care. Carol lived in an all-girl dorm so he had never seen her in very casual clothing. Timothy gulped audibly when she opened the door to the showers, and the camera followed. There was another girl in the room, doing some sort of skincare or makeup or whatever it is girls did at the bathroom mirrors. Carol chose the nearest stall, walked in, and closed the door. The lock clicked, and the text on the door turned to say "OCCUPIED". And the camera, after a moment of hesitation, followed her in.

Her shirt was already coming off. Her back was bare, skin smooth as silk. She didn't have a bra. Too bad the camera was still behind her, giving him only the faintest of glimpses of the curve of her breast. When she bent down to take off her pants, Timothy saw her left breast from the side, just before his attention locked in on her ass. It was glorious, round and firm. Oh, if only he could touch it. If only he hadn't messed up everything by asking her out in an inappropriate setting.

His stomach turned. At least before he'd been able to look at her bright eyes and her pretty smile, joke with her, discuss future med school plans, complain about the professor. Now, all that was in jeopardy.

Timothy realized he had zoned out for a moment, and cursed. Carol was showering. He saw her turn to face the camera, but it was pointless. The stall was full of steam, making everything very blurry. So these guys can design flying, invisible cameras, but can't see through fog? Still, he enjoyed seeing her face, eyes closed as water ran down her skin, dripping to the rest of her body that was hidden from his view. She looked relaxed, massaging her scalp with her fingers, and Timothy thought it was more intimate than any amount of skin she could show.

His trance was broken when the door to the control room opened, and someone stepped in.

"Hey, you."

His heart jumped, and he turned to face the newcomer, who was dressed in an identical white suit, his face hidden behind the full-face visor.

"Y-yes?"

"Is something wrong with that agent? The log says you've been looking at it for an hour now."

"Uh... I'm...not sure?"

"Okay. Well, what are you waiting for? Flag it for maintenance and go check it out."

"Oh yeah. Right. Thanks."

"Anything else to report? Anyone missing?"

"Missing? No, I don't think so."

"You don't think so? Well, when did you run the scan the last time?"

"Erm. An hour ago. I ran it an hour ago before I started tracking the behavior of this...agent."

"Oh. Okay, that's good. Just run it again before you leave."

"Sure thing. Thanks again. Anything else?"

"Nope. Sorry for barging in like that. I didn't realize anyone was supposed to be here today, with the holidays and the flu going around. I thought I'd come check everything is fine. Thanks for making it today."

"You got it, chief."

###

Phew. Okay. Breathe deep. Again. A few more times, like fifty or so.

After the fiftieth exhalation he was pretty sure he wouldn't be sent to a CIA prison to rot until the end of his days. Just to be sure he should probably do what the guy told him to do. It might look suspicious if the logs, whatever they were, didn't show anything about that, and this guy might start to ask questions about who was here today.

First, maintenance. The touchscreen had a menu for action items, and "MAINTENANCE" was easy to find from the applicable sub-menu. The text on the screen changed to say "Lee, Carol, flagged for maintenance on 11/11. Assigned to technician 2077." She had dried herself and was dressing up in her room, all of the interesting body parts already covered.

Timothy got up from the chair and went to open the white bag next to the door. It said "2077" in large letters on the side, and "Maintenance" on smaller letters underneath. Okay, so this would likely be the maintenance equipment for tech 2077, i.e. him.

Next, the other guy had said something about missing people? Timothy went back to the chair, fiddled with the menus a little bit, and finally found "MISSING PEOPLE SCAN" there and pressed it. He gave Carol another glance, but she had already dressed up and was now drying her hair. A missed opportunity, but as long as he didn't get thrown in a jail, there could be other opportunities. Other people to observe. Other activities, other non-steamy environments.

His daydreaming was interrupted by a chime from the chair's screen.

"ONE (1) MISSING PEOPLE FOUND!"

Timothy clicked, and lo and behold, there it was. "Anderson, Timothy, last seen 2 hour(s) 16 minute(s) ago."

That was him. It made sense that since he was here, wherever "here" was, he would be missing. He confirmed by looking himself up on another screen, leaving Carol on the neighboring screen, and he saw a view of the library table with his homework, and a red text "Anderson, Timothy, MISSING!".

Shit. It seemed like he couldn't just hang out here all day every day, like he had considered, watching people go about their business, especially their private business.

His mood was lifted when he found a button "IGNORE FOR 24 HOURS!" in his sub-menu. The warning went away, and he re-ran the missing people list just to be sure. Zero missing people found.

There was a very pressing matter, though. His homework was due in thirty minutes.

###

At nine fifty eight Timothy submitted his homework scans via the on-line system. He had skipped the tough question, and he felt like he got most of the rest somewhat right. The library was quiet, even in the main room where he now was. At his feet were his own bag, as well as a large, white duffel bag, with the suit stuffed inside. He died to know what actually was in the bag, but he didn't want to go to his dorm room where his well-meaning but nosy roommate would ask questions. Instead, he skulked to a remote corner cubicle in the main room, one with a good view of anyone approaching.

There, he started unpacking the bag. Some of the tools were familiar to him. Screwdrivers, a crowbar, duct tape, a knife. Next were what seemed like medical equipment. Syringes, plastic funnels, and plenty of other items he couldn't identify, all in single-wrapped plastic containers. Among the more curious items were two of what could only be described as headbands from the future. They were made out of some sort of chrome-colored elastic material, and Timothy could feel wires inside. He wasn't about to put one on himself before knowing what, exactly, they were. Finally, there was a sort of a hand-held device, similar to a tablet computer.

The tablet was already on. "Technician 2077: One incomplete task. Due to start in twenty two (22) minutes."

Oh, so there was a time limit. Shit.

There were two buttons below. "Inform supervisor of a delay" and "Mark job as started". He wasn't going to inform anyone of anything, so he clicked the other button.

"Error: Not in proximity of the target agent: Lee, Carol. Please move closer and try again. Start navigation?"

Crap. He would, somehow, have to get close to Carol to stop the timer. How was he going to do that? She lived in all-girl dorm. In fact, he didn't even know if she was there. At least the computer offered to take care of that with some sort of a navigation. Resigning to a life in a CIA prison, he clicked the navigate button. The screen changed to a map of the campus, and draw a line for him to follow. "Estimated time to destination: Fifteen (15) minutes."

Not much of a margin, so he'd better get going. He knew where the dorm was, luckily.

###

After twelve minutes of rapid jogging while carrying the maintenance bag, Timothy found himself at the front entrance of the dorm. At least he'd had the foresight to leave his own bag in the lockers in the library. The computer wasn't interested in the front entrance and told him to go around the back. He would have no change through the entrance either way, so he just followed the navigation instructions. Behind the building was a obscure door, partially hidden behind some bushes, and colored very similar to the wall. It looked like it hadn't been opened in the past hundred or so years.

As Timothy approached, he heard the door click open. The hinges looked like there was more rust than metal left, but still, the door opened without a sound, revealing another surgical white corridor behind. He closed the door behind him and started to make way toward where the arrow was pointing. He was pretty sure Carol's room was on the second floor. He may or may not have had stalked her window a little bit in the past.

So, he was very confused, when the computer claimed he was at his destination, without him ever stepping on stairs or an elevator. The corridor had been a maze of twists and turns, but he was positive there had been no change of elevation.

The door that was supposed to lead to his destination came, CIA bless, with a peep hole, like those on most apartment doors. Only this was designed to be viewed toward inside of the apartment. He looked through and saw a well-lit dorm room with Carol and her roommate, a pretty, tall girl who may had been called Lara, chatting. Uh, he couldn't just barge in with the two of them awake, could he?

"Technician 2077: One incomplete task. Due to start in three (3) minutes," the screen said. It didn't seem like the girls would be asleep in three minutes, and he still didn't have any clue what the maintenance would even entail.

Frantically, Timothy started to go through the menus on the computer. In fourty six seconds, he found the help menu. In further thirteen he had found the summary about maintenance protocols. In thirty two more, he had dressed in the white space-hazmat-whatever-suit again. When the countdown showed nineteen seconds he opened the door and stepped into the dorm room, closing the door behind him.

###

The girls continued talking, and Timothy heard what they were talking about. It was something about some TV series that he didn't know about. He wasn't interested, either. His brain was trying to process what had just happened. He'd stepped in through a closet door into the dorm room. He was in a clear view of both of the girls, and neither paid him any notice.

"Warning! Automatic supervisor call initiated in five (5) seconds. Four..."

Crap. With all the speed he could muster in the suit he managed to tap to activate the maintenance call, the proximity sensor finally happy. "Two (2) hours left in the maintenance window," the screen now said.

Phew.

In theory he knew how to proceed now, thought the idea of actually doing it terrified him. He would have to take the headbands and put them on the girls' heads. The manual said it very nonchalantly, with the same tone that discussed walking in front of people with the suit. Somehow, he was invisible. Presumably this would somehow extend to also him putting stuff on the girls' heads.

They were talking about guys now. Lara was talking about some Jason and their date last weekend. Timothy very much didn't want to hear Carol say anything about him asking her out, so he swallowed his fear and took out two headbands from the bag. He approached Lara, who was now describing Jason trying to kiss him after the movie, which she found distasteful and against her Catholic faith. He was standing directly between Lara and Carol, but the girl just kept looking at him, or rather, through him, like it was nothing. Cold sweat rising through his skin, Timothy put the band on Lara's head, gently stretching it to fit around her forehead.

As soon as it snapped in place, she quieted down.

"Carol, I'm going to bed. Can you turn off the light?"

"Sure, yeah. Is everything okay? Did Jason do something bad?"

"Nothing like that, I just got suddenly very sleepy."

Carol rose, turned off the light, sat down on her own bed, and received a headband of her own. There was no reaction even though his hand surely touched her forehead as he was fumbling with the band.

Without saying anything she lied down, closed her eyes, and fell asleep.

###

Okay, now he had no idea what to actually do here. He'd quickly skimmed through the logistics of how to get to the maintenance site, but the actual maintenance checklist was apparently custom-tailored to each case. So, with hands shaking equally from nervousness and adrenaline, and more than a little aroused, he tapped at the tablet to show the maintenance steps.

"Maintenance" was not a good word in this case, really. It was more like a check-up. Timothy swallowed, and got to work. He turned the lights back on, praying that the girls would stay fast asleep.

As the first step, he had to undress Carol. She was lying on her back, arms on the side. The shape of her breasts was clearly visible through the t-shirt, and Timothy couldn't resist touching them. He started very lightly, afraid she would wake up at any second. His finger brushed against the fabric, feeling the mound beneath. She didn't flinch. Her breathing was the same as before, deep and regular. Timothy touched again, this time with more determination. Carol's breast was soft and round. Her nipple, clearly visible, was hardening between his fingers. He felt his own manhood harden to match.

Trying to keep his mind somewhat focused, he pushed his most explicit thoughts away and started rolling up Carol's shirt. He barely managed to get the hem above her breasts, and stopped to admire the view. She was petite and fairly slim. Her breasts were a good match to her build, youthful and perky. Swallowing the desire to behave utterly dishonorably, he finished pulling off her shirt, tossing it to the bed. Undressing a functionally unconscious person graciously is not easy, even if said person is not heavy. Timothy sat down next to her, taking deep breaths. His eyes wandered to Lara. She was wearing track shorts and a loose top with no bra underneath.

Carol, he couldn't possibly touch. No way. She was too pure, too innocent. But Lara? He didn't know her, and she didn't know him. If he happened, by pure accident, touch her womanly parts a little bit, what possible harm could there be? The girls wouldn't remember any of this.

The tablet beeped. "Warning. Slow progress on the maintenance. Two (2) warning(s) left." Who on Earth designed these things? Space Nazis? Jeez, chill a bit, computer.

Sighing, Timothy got up and turned to Carol again. If there had been one moment in his life where he just wanted to pause and enjoy, this was it. But no. Asshole computer.

Luckily, the task in front of him wasn't exactly unpleasant. As his hands neared Carol's pajama pant waistband, he started to shake and sweat, Eminem's famous spaghetti song finding its way into his consciousness. Swallowing his nervousness, the fingers curled under the elastic band and started to pull.

Everyone who has pulled a girl's pants off knows bypassing the butt requires either a lot of force or a willing participant. Since Timothy wasn't experienced in this field, the waistband got stuck under the weight of the girl's body. Even then, Timothy could see her panties. They were white, with light blue stripes. Without thinking his gloved hand reached for the fabric, and touched the top part of her mound softly.

Nothing happened. The rubber finger slid downward, pressing ever more firmly, until the support underneath the fabric disappeared. He had found The Slit.

Carol's pussy, Timothy realized. He had been touching Carol's pussy. His hand reached for his own groin, The Stud pressing firmly against the industrial-grade material. He tried rubbing it, but it just wasn't working. Too much thick fabric between his hand and pleasure. He considered removing his suit to fulfill his fleshly desires, but that might set off too many bells, not to mention somehow break the trance. Nothing, not even ejaculating on Carol's bare tummy, was worth being waterboarded in some CIA holding cell.

Frustrated at himself, he yanked Carol's pants past the obstacle, more forcefully than he had planned. A few moments later they were past the ankles and bunched up on the floor. With a hand again clumsily rubbing his nether regions, he proceeded to remove the panties without thinking too much about it.

He felt a brief sting at the sight of her trimmed bush. All the girls in the porn had a shaved pussy, or maybe a small strip. Of course, Carol was not a porn actress, and that was good. Maybe this meant she wasn't showing her privates to guys very much. Also good. Besides, it looked cute, framing The Slit nicely, and made her look more adult.

"Warning. Slow progress on the maintenance. One (1) warning(s) left."

Oh shit. Seriously. Timothy was going to kill whoever designed the warning system. Fine. He could always relive this in his memories. He predicted he'd relive this about three times a day for a good while.

Nothing to do but proceed with the check-up. Cursing under his breath he went to the bag and took out a sort of a funnel, with the inside covered in a foamy material. He pressed it to Christina's beautiful left breast and held it there until there was a beep from the tablet, just as the instructions had told him to do.

"Measurements registered successfully," the tablet beeped.

He replicated the procedure on Carol's equally beautiful right breast.

"Parameters within the expected envelope. No artifact detected."

Basically, her breasts were the same as the last time. The last time, when some other dude did the exact same thing. Stripped her, looked at her bare pussy, put instruments to where sunlight did not shine. Timothy felt sick again, and had to swallow several times to keep him from soiling the inside of his visor.

Since this was a routine checkup, there was just one more item to do. Timothy was at the same time happy and very, very sad he would not be scheduled to perform any of the more thorough measurements.

He put the funnel back in the bag and took out an instrument that looked kind of a comb. He put it carefully on Carol's mound, right at the center of the hair, and pressed a button on the spine of the comb. Laser beams shot out from the comb and started scanning back and forth. A few minutes later a pleasant chime sounded from the tablet.

"Measurement registered successfully. Parameters within the expected envelope. No artifact detected."

Looking at Carol's vulva from up close had caused a major artifact in Timothy's brain, however. His gaze had been locked in her lips, slightly apart, their pinkness inviting him in. His hand that wasn't operating the instrument had not left his crotch the whole time. The pressure was becoming unbearable. Only a few more minutes until he could go home and go jerk off in a smelly bathroom because he didn't want to do it when his roommate was in.

"Thirty minutes elapsed," the tabled noted, and Timothy was getting ready for another warning. "Start break?"

This break sure would have been appreciated earlier. Also, why complain about the progress speed if there is time for breaks? Whoever designed this really didn't think it through. Timothy did, of course, click the green "Yes" button, and proceeded to sit down next to naked Carol. He looked at his gloves. Thick rubber, though with a surprising amount of flexibility and sensitivity. They would be great for wanking, but he still didn't want to un-suit himself. Feeling powerless he looked at his groin when he noticed something remarkable. A double zipper! Of course! Maintenance techs would have to be able to pee, right? Even fighter pilots peed during long flights. They just open the zipper and let go into a specifically designed receptacle.

This was worth a try. He pulled open the zipper, waiting for sirens to descend from the ceiling and start blasting an alert signal. Nothing came. The tablet didn't say anything, the girls didn't wake up.

That was all the encouragement Timothy needed. He pulled his dick out from his boxers and through the opening in the zipper. The cool rubber felt foreign, but extremely erotic on his slick meat. As he slowly fucked the glove he paced toward Christina's head. He wanted to look at her as he came. His dear Carol.

After about the seventh rub he started to feel a familiar tingle in his balls. With this kind of excitement, it was a wonder he lasted this long. The turret was pointing in the general direction of Carol's face.

He could not under any circumstances cum on her face.

Timothy panicked. Glove? No, then everything would get sticky. Trash can? Too smelly. Tissues? There were none visible. His cock started to throb, the payload on its way. Timothy did the only thing he could think of, and stuffed the instrument back into the suit. There, the head started to spew sticky substances all over the inside of the suit.

Even worse, the orgasm was kind of ruined. He couldn't milk it out the way he usually did, and he was left with a deep dissatisfaction despite the half-gallon of jizz now pooling in the rubber boot of his right leg.

As if on cue, the tabled chirped to life. "Break time remaining: Thirty seconds." Grabbing the tablet with the less sticky glove Timothy stopped the break timer.

"All tasks completed. End shift?"

There were many good reasons to end the shift and go home, wash up, and have another fap, but he was too curious to see what would happen if he pressed no. So he did.

"Overtime activated. Searching for nearby assignments...done. One assignment found in proximity. Stafford, Lara. Level two check due soon. Accept?"

Ch. 02

Timothy knew his jizz was trickling down his hazmat suit and his right glove was too sticky to touch anything of value, but he felt like he had to see this through. Stafford, Lara, Carol's roommate, was lying on her bed in some sort of a trance, ready to be mandhandled in any way his overlords had scheduled. He looked back at Carol. Her petite shape looked peaceful yet eerie. She was on her back, unmoving, sleeping more like a vampire than a human. He had just stood inches from her face while masturbating to her naked body. Oh, and that was before he had taken some very strange measurements of her breast shape and pubic hair length.

And now he was debating doing the same, though with more steps, to Lara. She was taller than Carol, about the same height as he was. She was not naked, yet. But she could be, if only he accepted this extra task. Seeing not one but two girls naked in real life, for the first time in his life?

It was already very late but there was no real question about what to do. Timothy pressed the button to accept the task and saw a checklist of items corresponding to a level two check.

Carol had gotten level one, which was a routine measurement to track simple physical development. Level two was more about body readiness for individuals starting to become sexually active. That date Lara went on must have set off some algorithms in whoever ran this joint.

Having undressed a grand total of one woman in his life, Timothy felt like a seasoned veteran. He approached Lara and started pulling the top off, and gave up almost immediately. Somehow, it just didn't cooperate. Timothy put his arms under Lara's back and pulled her to sit up, hoping to take off the troublesome fabric that way. Surprisingly, Lara stayed upright when he let go, which made removing the top easy.

More importantly, this would make so many other things easy as well. He probably should have read the basic tutorial about maintenance. In there it probably would have said that the technician can manipulate the agents into any postures and they will hold as long as physiologically viable. Basically, sitting up was fine.

This also meant sitting on the edge of the bed would be fine. Lara's eyes were still closed, her face frozen in a neutral, absent expression, when Timothy pulled her legs over the edge of the bed. Then, he rolled her on her back, legs pointing up, and pulled the track shorts to her knees.

Lara had been wearing no panties, and her bare pussy was now visible between her thighs, pointing directly at Timothy. Seeing this his slime-covered penis started to fill with blood once again. Trying to ignore his realization that his zipper was still open he pulled Lara back to a sitting posture and bent her knees so that her feet sat on the floor. She was now sitting on the bed like she probably did every day, just without any clothes.

Conscious about his one remaining "slow work progress" warning, Timothy took only a brief moment to take in the sight. Lara was tall and athletic, probably played some sport. Her stomach was flat, her legs toned, her breasts surprisingly large for her body, and her pussy shaved clean.

Timothy had to look. He just had to. He went to his knees and pushed Lara's legs apart. He inched his face as close as the hazmat suit helmet let him to see Lara's bare lips up close, wishing he could smell through the suit. He couldn't, but he could touch. It probably wasn't allowed, but the part of his brain that was responsible for such restrain was currently offline. The fingers of his hand, the ones not covered in dick juices, carefully pushed between Lara's inner lips and gently edged them open. Like a flower opening to the sun, her petals opened to Timothy, letting him see unobstructed into her tunnel of sex.

A lesser man would lose control, but Timothy was not that man. He was now technician 2077, a devout, tireless worker. Still kneeling between Lara's legs, he reached into the nearby bag and pulled out a tool that was, well, a dildo. It was made out of transparent, semi-hard material. Inside were thin wires, but otherwise it was as if looking through glass. There was a protrusion that Timothy knew, being a regular consumer of female masturbation porn, to be a clitoral stimulator.

Timothy looked at the device, then Lara's entrance, still open and welcoming. Well, if he didn't do it, another tech would. Timothy took a firm grip of the dildo. The surface felt smooth and silky, even slippery. Whatever it was made out of had very little friction, probably to make it easy to insert into innocent, unconscious women. Ugh, what a monster would do something like that, Timothy thought, as he carefully aligned the tip of the dildo at Lara's hole.

It went in effortlessly. Timothy still had to push, but that was because it was rather large for poor Lara. She didn't utter a single sound as the glass column filled her. First step completed. For the second step Timothy rotated the clitoral part to Lara's magic button, and pressed a switch at the handle of the dildo. It started humming faintly and Timothy felt very slight vibration. From his extensive literature review on how to touch girls he remembered that it was important to go slow and not push too hard in the beginning. Presumably whatever the device was supposed to do, used a similar philosophy. Timothy quickly checked on the tablet, seeing a progress bar of the experiment at 0.16%, when his eye caught something else in the bag.

He hadn't made the connection earlier, but seeing the dildo inserted into Lara made him realize something. He reached to the bag and took out a cylinder, translucent like the dildo, with an opening in one end and the other end closed.

The dildo would stay in place without any interaction. In fact, techs were supposed to not touch it after the experiment start to minimize error sources. This gave Timothy two free hands. To confirm his suspicion he pushed his finger into the cylinder-tool, and flipped a switch, not unlike what the dildo had had. Instantly, the inside walls of the cylinder started to gently swell until the finger was held tightly, and then proceeded to vary the pressure of the walls, creating a massaging sensation in the finger.

Timothy flicked the switch back and pulled out his finger. He now knew what this device was supposed to massage, and it wasn't fingers.

Speaking of massage, the device lodged inside Lara seemed to have proceeded past the initial warm-up. The humming had changed into quiet buzzing, and there was a weak, constant moan coming from Lara's lips.

It was strange, even unarousing in some ways to see Lara's insides so openly on display. The room was lit and the dildo seemed to have some internal light source as well. Timothy could see deep inside Lara's pussy, with all the folds, creases and other features he didn't know about. Her clitoris was swelling up and there seemed to be a streak of lubrication leaking from her vagina onto the bed. Timothy was mesmerized at the sight. Her posture seemed uncomfortable, so he pushed her torso back down, so she was now on her back. Timothy liked to think this was the posture of how she masturbated, and hoped it would somehow make all this less wrong.

Her legs were still spread apart, offering Timothy the front-line seat into her pleasure. The buzzing turned into rumbling, and somehow the dildo started to massage her inner walls, similarly how the male equivalent device had massaged his finger. Speaking of, Timothy pulled his rock-hard dick out again, and nonchalantly pushed it in the CIA fleshlight.

Fuck, it felt good. It was cool for a second or two, but quickly warmed to his body temperature. The inside was slightly bumpy, tight but slippery. Timothy hoped he'd last longer than the last time. On one hand he had already cum not too long ago. On the other hand, his dick was inside some top-of-the line masturbation device, and he was seeing a hot girl fucked by a semi-sentient dildo from a few inches away. Life is life and what happens happens, Timothy thought as he flipped the switch.

It started slowly, like an invisible hand lightly gripping his shaft. Then, it felt as if someone started to gently squeeze it, slowly changing into a combined squeeze and tug. He just might have to steal this one and report it missing to the overlords, whoever they were. More blood was rushing into his dick, hardening it beyond even his longest edging marathons. Given the transparent nature of the device he could see it in real time. The tugging motion caused slight vibration in the visibility, like his dick was underwater.

Lara had moved to act three, where the heroine finally overcomes the obstacles and gets the reward. The clitoral exciter was now working with full steam, toying with her nerve endings, sending shockwaves through her lithe body. At the same time the dildo inside her was pushing her walls relentlessly, making her feel like she was being fucked senseless. Acting without rational thought Timothy reached for her nipple and gave it a gentle squeeze. Matching the pinches with the milking of his own dick. This finally pushed Lara over the edge, and she came violently, her legs shaking uncontrollably as her back arched, pushing her chest toward the ceiling.

To have a girl react like this to his touch was too much for Timothy. The male milker accelerated both in rhythm and strength and Timothy couldn't help but moan out loud as his balls were sucked dry. He watched in real time his thick, white substance fill the cavity of the device, hiding the tip of his dick in the sea of semen.

As if controlled by minds of their own, both Lara's dildo and Timothy's sleeve relaxed their grips and disengaged. The dildo fell to the floor, thumping faintly on the carpet. The sleeve slipped off the dick, and like a miracle, closed the entrance mid-fall to avoid leaking any of the liquid contents as it, also, hit the floor and gently rolled to a stop.

Lara's pussy was still pulsing weakly, a wet spot underneath on the sheet. Timothy looked at his own dick, slick from jizz that was almost dripping on the floor. He looked at Lara's bare pussy, perfectly positioned to be fucked, and then at his own dick, and then the pussy again.

"Fuck, no. No. I will not do that."

His dick seemed to agree, as it shriveled back into its shrimp-like deep sleep stance. The guy had worked hard this past hour and definitely had earned some rest.

After confirming with the tablet that "Stafford, Lara: Sexual response strength at 137% median level; within tolerance but flagged for follow-up study" he spent a bittersweet half-hour cleaning up the mess, dressing the girls the best he could, crying a little bit, and finally removing the trance-inducing headbands and escaping through the weird maintenance door.

He would have to talk to someone. He also knew he couldn't possibly talk to anyone about any of this, ever. And if he didn't, he'd go insane.

The library was still open. When Timothy entered the white corridor thoughts were racing through his head. Should he keep the maintenance gear after all and not return it? Surely, if it went missing, the overlords would have some way to track it down? No, better return it and pretend nothing out of ordinary happened. Luckily, the control room was still empty. Timothy quietly set the bag where he took it, and opened the door.

On the other side was a young woman with a stern expression.

"Mister, what do you think you are doing?"

Ch. 03

The girl in front of Timothy was standing with her arms crossed. She was wearing a tight spandex jumpsuit and she looked like she'd caught Timothy stealing the most precious cookie from her jar.

"Well, did you lose your ability to speak along with your judgement? What the heck are you doing?"

"Uh, I dunno," Timothy answered, not knowing what exactly she was referring to. He'd done so many things he wasn't supposed to do it was best not to admit to any of them.

"You just decided to leave semen-covered gear in my control room? Really? Is this what they teach you in basic? I swear, I am so close of kicking you off my squad right now."

"Sorry, um," he looked at her spandex-covered chest, trying to ignore the breast-shaped bumps underneath and focus on the name plate. "Sorry, miss 207. I didn't think clearly."

"I can see that. You know, it's normal to end up with contaminated equipment. Everyone loses control every now and then. I mean, at least you didn't ejaculate on, or in, anyone. But come on. You need to call the maintenance crew to clean the gear, and that sample sleeve must be sterilized along with the legitimate test equipment that you somehow managed to use properly."

"Sorry. Sorry. I seem to have forgotten some things."

She breathed deep a few times, closing her eyes. She looked to be in her early twenties. Pretty face with shoulder-length blonde hair. And that spandex suit was not hiding many details.

"It is fine, 2077. I know basic training is kinda...basic. But here at operational units we have rules that must be followed. What if a breast measurement is corrupted because you didn't reset the instrument after use? A female agent may be having developmental issues and we don't catch it because the measurement was wrong. Then we will have a flawed agent that can be a risk to the authenticity of the simulation. Then what?"

She looked at him.

"I don't know, miss."

"Well...then...I don't exactly know either, but it's not good! Just try to focus on your work, please."

"I will. I promise."

"Much appreciated. Oh, and 2077?"

"Yes?"

"If you feel you gotta empty your...you know...before a mission, just use the Spa. Surely they at least taught you that?"

"Uh...I don't think they did."

"Figures. Speaking of...why do you have sim clothes? Are you heading there for the night?"

"Sim clothes...oh right, yes, these authentic college student clothes I'm wearing. Yes, I am planning to do something in the, erm, simulation. Absolutely."

"You don't need to be weird about that. I go there occasionally myself. Just get your ass back here tomorrow like 90 minutes before your shift and find me in the office. I'll show you the Spa You have the 10 PM shift again, right?"

"Yeah. Uh, which one is your office again?"

"Very funny, 2077. Obviously my office number is 207. Well, have a good night."

"You too, boss."

###

Timothy showered for a good hour, trying to jerk off again but unable to do so. His dick was too sensitive to be touched and absolutely refused to get hard. After cleaning his body, but unable to purify his tainted soul, Timothy stumbled to his dorm room, ignored the noise complaints from his roommate, and went to sleep.

He slept nowhere near enough and was still half asleep when his 9 AM math class started. His mind was going through the events of the last night. When he got to Carol and Lara he couldn't avoid developing a raging boner, but was lucky to be wearing a very baggy hoodie that hid it well.

The TA, Lina, was from one of the Eastern Europe countries that Timothy could never remember. She was wearing a tight black skirt and a white button-up shirt that was very form-fitted around her midsection. He'd have to check her last name from the syllabus in case he'd have another chance to visit the monitor room.

After class Timothy headed for an early lunch, and almost choked on his noodles when Carol suddenly sat opposite to him.

"Hi Timothy, can I talk to you?"

Whatever her reason was, it wouldn't be good.

"Yeah, yeah, of course."

"I want to talk about yesterday."

"Yesterday...um...which part?"

In theory she should have no memory of what happened in the room. But he didn't know that for a fact.

"When you asked me out, of course."

Phew. Not too bad.

"Right. That."

"I just don't want to have any awkwardness over that. I really like you as a lab partner and want to keep working with you. But right now I'm not in a good place to start any new relationships. Another time...maybe. You are funny and nice to me. So really, it's not you, it's me, okay?"

His mind had zoned off, reconstructing the scene from last night when he had almost came on her face. After measuring her breast size and pubic hair length.

"...Timothy. Did I hurt you?"

He snapped back to reality.

"Oh no no. Sorry, I was just thinking about math homework. I understand. I promise there will be no awkwardness from me. I won't do anything weird or anything like that."

Aside from jerking off to your naked body when you are in trance, of course. And your roommate's.

Her mouth turned into a smile. "I'm glad! Thanks Timothy. I felt bad about it but I also didn't want to make any promises that I might not be able to keep. Or lie to you."

"Thanks, Carol. I appreciate your honesty. Thanks for letting me down nicely."

"Thanks for understanding. Anyway, I gotta go now. See you later!"

###

After his lunch Timothy thought about going to his dorm room to jerk off while his roommate was in his chess club meeting, but he decided to do his homework early for once. When he was done it was already time for dinner. Another bowl of overpriced student restaurant noodles later he walked to his new "job".

Control Room 8 was empty again. His bag was in the room, but he could tell it had been moved. He opened it and saw the contents cleaned and neatly organized. Ready for another adventure whenever duty called.

He grabbed the tablet since it felt like the right thing to do and headed out to search for the office 207.

After getting lost quite a few times, he finally found the door, and knocked.

"Yes," a woman's voice sounded from inside.

Timothy stepped in. "Hi. You said to check in."

"I sure did, and it seems for a good reason. Why are you dressed in the sim clothes again?"

"Uh. Erm. I couldn't find my proper ones?"

"Figures. Equipment handling doesn't seem to be your strong suite. Luckily your sweet, brilliant supervisor happens to have spares in her office."

She got up, walked to a locker, and pulled out a suit that looked like hers. She tossed it to Timothy and looked expectantly.

"What are you waiting for? Put it on."

Timothy looked around the room. "Here?"

She facepalmed. "Yes. Here. Where else?"

"Like a dressing room or something like that?"

"You can drop the in-sim modesty here. It's not really funny, and you're wasting my time."

"Fine. Whatever you say."

Timothy performed the most awkward striptease show of his life. Miss 207 kept her eyes on his body as he removed multiple layers of clothing and exposed his not-so-hot body. Her eyes were drawn to his junk.

"Nice dick, 2077. Otherwise, you should work out a bit more, I think. Poor physical condition can be a hindrance to fulfilling our mission."

"Yeah. I'll keep that in mind," he said as he got into the spandex suit that somehow made him feel even more naked than being actually naked.

"So today's agenda is to get your condition treated at the Spa and then we'll see which fire needs putting out."

"Sorry, my condition?"

"Lusting after agents. It's common with new techs. My predecessor got herself pregnant, can you believe that?"

"How unthinkable. So where is this Spa place?"

"Follow me."

After a good while walking behind her magnificent, trained ass they stopped at large double doors. Timothy realized he had no idea which path they took.

"So you are an ass man?"

"Come again?"

"You kept looking at my ass the whole way. Although I've also seen you look at my chest. So which one is it?"

"Oh no, I wasn't watching. I was just..."

"Didn't I tell you it's not funny any more. I get if you spend time in the sim you have to adjust to their rules, but you have to learn how to separate there from here. Can you just answer my question so we can find you a good companion?"

"I guess I like both."

"It's not very helpful. I need to assign a good match for you. And I can't do it if I don't know what you like."

"Honestly, I'm more of a personality guy."

She stared at him. "Really? So you masturbate to personalities?"

"Can't you just find someone who has kinda similar general body shape as you. Slim, medium breasts, dancer's legs."

"See, this is actually helpful. This is a college world so we have a lot of those. So, a personality guy? I guess there's nothing in the rules to stop you from chatting. Whatever gets you relaxed and tension-free. So what kind of personality?"

"Just something normal. Like a positive person, honest, caring, that kind of stuff."

"Right. Pattern XI, 'Good Girl'. Do you want self-imposed morality rules or obedience due to an external ruleset?"

"You lost me. What rules?"

She sighed an took a deep breath. "I mean, our 'Good Girl' pattern sim agents are divided into those who follow the pattern due to a ruleset imposed on them, such as by a religion, while others have no external boundary conditions but follow the AI package for intrinsic reasons."

"No religion. Just regular girl, please. So who are these girls? You say they are agents but they're also not...there, on the outside."

"Correct. So the Spa is a dual-purpose facility. It acts both as a beta test location for any agents we want to push into the world, so we can observe their behavioral patterns and spot any red flags, as well as a retirement location for agents who are still functional but are not needed in the world any more. But since we know the role of techs is hard, especially in a location with a lot of attractive agents, the powers that be figured that we might also use this environment for technician sexual pressure relief."

"Cool."

"Don't interrupt me, 2077. Since all the beta agents get a memory wipe before being pushed into the world the thought was that there's no harm in enlisting their bodies for sexual services."

"And the..agents? What do they think about it?"

"Think? What a deep word. In this case, their brains have been predisposed to want to please whoever the supervisor assigns them to. Don't worry about it too much. Just enjoy."

It felt wrong, but as he learned the previous night, some wrong things could be pretty awesome.

"I think I got it."

She had been tapping her own tablet while they were talking.

"Okay, I got a good match for you. Agent with a biological age equivalent to nineteen years. Sculpted to a ice skater's athletic background. Strong academic performance. No vices, though we'll assign her some pretty strong sexual desires in the sim world to spice it up a bit. In fact, this can be a pretty good beta test period. We can observe how she behaves in a real, free-form sexual situation."

"With me."

"Yes, with you. Shall we?"

They walked in the double doors into a lounge that looked like that of a luxury hotel. Miss 207 led him through a door, then another, and with every step Timothy could feel the temperature and humidity rising. Finally they stepped into a large room with a swimming pool at the center, smaller whirlpools dotted around the outer walls, with massage tables and mattresses between the two. There were some thirty people in the room, some swimming, some giving or receiving massages, and quite a few having sex. Everyone was naked.

"We need to take these off," 207 said, and unzipped her suit faster than Timothy could say "unzipped".

Her body was as gorgeous under the suit as he'd imagined. Her nipples were hard as she smiled at Timothy.

"Here's my little secret. I really enjoy coming here to watch people have sex. I like to masturbate to it afterward."

"Uh, cool. Thanks for sharing." Timothy thought for a minute. "Why masturbate, though? Isn't the whole idea that there is a service provide here that could do it for you."

Her smile turned into a frown. "That's only for technicians, not supervisors. I bet that's what caused my predecessor to fuck that jock. Seeing everyone else have sex and not being able to join can be rough. I wish they changed the rules"

"I'm sure it is. But surely there's someone in the facility who'd be happy to help you out. You know, not an agent."

"Seriously? You think I would jeopardize my citizenship status with that sort of an infraction? Nah, I'll just go fuck some hot agent if I really can't handle it. If I get caught they'll just reassign me to another park, no demotions or anything."

"Well, let me know if you want to talk about it again sometime. So, there is someone here I should meet?"

"Right-o." She was still holding to her tablet and tapped it a few times. "You seem to be ready to meet her," she said, looking at his dick, solidifying fast.

"Yeah. All that talk about you masturbating really excited me." It felt strange, but liberating, to be honest.

"Aww, you're so sweet! Remind me to send you some recordings of my masturbation later. It can be lonely for all of us here and having some entertainment never hurt anyone."

Timothy was about to say something when a young woman donning her birthday suit rose from the pool and dripping water, walked directly to him.

"Nice to meet you, 2077. How can I serve you?"

Timothy looked at her, then at 207, then back at the presumed "companion".

"Wow..." he started. "You're...really hot." She ticked every box on his checklist. Pretty face, visible collarbones, medium breasts with plump nipples. Tight core, strong legs, round butt.

He started to feel a pang of guilt at looking at her so long, but pushed it aside.

"Damn, what a body. You can serve me by telling me your name."

"I apologize, 2077, but I have no name."

"The beta agents don't have names. We'll assign them one when they're pushed into the world, but the idea is that since you won't know the name you can't look her up later. Helps to keep the attachment to a minimum, y'know," the supervisor pitched in.

"Makes sense. Can I at least call you something?" he said, turning back to the girl.

"You can call me whatever you want. The common form is 'companion', but some prefer 'slave', even though this is not a master-slave relationship. 'Slut' or 'girl' will also do fine."

"Well, sweet companion, I'm not sure what I want to do, but I'm sure I want to do it with you."

She started to beam. "I am acceptable?"

"Yeah, fuck yeah."

"Are there aspects that you would like to change?"

Timothy looked at his supervisor again with a puzzled look.

"She means superficial stuff that we can switch pretty easy without any genetic reconstruction. Some people have fetishes about hair color, pussy hair, makeup, that sort of stuff."

The companion's pussy was completely bare. 207 noticed him looking.

"Yeah, we keep them waxed here since it makes checking the pussy condition easier. They'll be assigned backstory-appropriate pubic hair when they go into the sim."

"Ok, got it. You are flawless, my companion. I don't want to change a single hair."

Her smile made his dick stiffen past the regular erection he'd maintained until now.

"Uh, boss, don't you have somewhere else to be now that you've introduced us?"

207 looked at him, slightly annoyed. "Fine. I'll be going. You guys have fun."

After she was gone Timothy cleared his throat and looked back at the companion, who was smiling at him.

"So..." he started.

"Do you want to have sex with me?"

"No! I mean, yes. But not like that."

Her smile weakened into a more superficial one. "What do you mean? Am I not satisfactory?"

Timothy was aware his dick was still hard as rock. "Miss companion, you are a most beautiful, sexy woman. I find you very attractive, but the situation itself..." he waved his hand at the room "...is not attractive."

"I see. Are you the type that likes to have sex in private? I think that can be arranged."

"It's more like I want to have sex with people who want to have sex with me." He felt a pang of guilt over the previous night. "You are somehow brainwashed into wanting to please me. It's not right."

"I am not brainwashed, but I understand I am simply doing what I know I must do. I suppose it is a form of programming. However, if the subject doesn't mind it, is it still wrong? I truly don't mind."

"You don't mind because you have been brainwashed to accept it!" Timothy almost shouted.

"I understand this, but I can not change how I feel about it. Besides," she nodded, "I will forget everything about it after I am sent into the simulation. Even if I was emotionally hurt or scarred, it would be wiped away. The way I see it, us having sex would improve your happiness, while having no effect on my long-term happiness. Therefore, it is only positive."

"But if I don't like the idea of effectively raping brainwashed girls then it wouldn't improve my happiness. Wouldn't you say?"

"I am confused. I have heard from other people here who have served as companions, and seen many a couplings. Interactions are typically very straightforward. I am scared I have failed in my role since you reacted differently."

Timothy put his hand on her naked shoulder. "Nothing like that, I promise. Let's say I'm a little bit different from most other men who come here."

"Oh. Oh! Are you..." she leaned toward him, her breasts touching his chest "gay?"

Timothy smiled, equally from her naive guess, as well as from feeling her breasts on his skin. "It's a bit more complicated than that. I think I will regret this for the rest of my life, but how about we just talk a bit? I'd like to know about your history."

"You know that I know that I don't really have a history."

"I know. I mean your official backstory. Your interests, opinions, that kind of stuff. Do you know that at least?"

"I do. Come on. I can give you a massage while we talk. Is that okay?"

"I would actually love that. Um, one thing," he paused to add. "The massage table...does it have a...hole?" he said, looking at his still erect member. "I fear it will be quite painful for me otherwise."

She smiled again, and this time it seemed more genuine. "Of course. Remember, most people who come here don't actually come for a massage."

It was a wonderful experience. She was gifted in the ways of flesh, and her nimble fingers opened all the locks Timothy had in his muscles, and many he didn't know he had. She was neither too gentle nor too forceful, and she kept edging him between the fine line of euphoria and pain for a good 45 minutes. When they were done, Timothy felt like falling asleep. His erection had given up on any chance to get any action and went into hibernation, so when Timothy flipped on his back he didn't feel like a pervert for the first time since he stepped into the room.

"Thank you, companion. This was a very pleasurable experience."

He'd learned most of her official back story, though some of the details were fuzzy, either because she didn't know them or didn't want to talk about them. Essentially, she was a nerd, a typical suburban overachiever with a busy life split between sports, playing a piano, and crushing every AP class in school. She came from a happy, stable family of an engineer and a teacher. She hadn't dated anyone in school but didn't really mind it since she knew she'd find the right one later.

"So," Timothy started after enjoying the post-massage afterglow long enough. "according to your backstory, you are a virgin. Have you been companion to others here?"

"No, I haven't. I was awoken only recently. So, I am a virgin both in my official backstory as well as de facto in my physical form." She kept a neutral, polite expression, not seeming embarrassed about the fact.

"You know what? So am I. I really like you, and I hope we can get to know each other better like this a few times. Maybe, at a later date, we can see if it develops into other types of interaction."

"I would like that. I would like that very much. My emotional center feels warm about our discussion today. I like that you don't treat me as a piece of meat like I see some people treat their companions."

Timothy got up, took a quick glance of the companion's marvelous body and started walking to the door. "I will be here tomorrow, same time. I think it will be your turn to get a massage."

###

Timothy walked back to 207's office with his head held high and his step light. The door was open and he stepped in.

207 looked up from her tablet. "Took your sweet time with that sweet body, now did you?"

"Yep. Absolutely. We sexed like there was no tomorrow." It was better she didn't know he behaved differently from everyone else.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. "It is a pity I wasn't invited to stay and observe. As a supervisor it is my duty, after all, to ensure all of my technicians are fully prepared for their shifts."

"Indeed. So, what's my task for today?" he said in the most cheerful tone he could muster.

Her reply wasn't quite cold, but not warm either. "There is nothing scheduled for you, given that you already did a double task last night. You can just monitor the situation in Control Room 8 and see if there's anything that needs fixing. You did well last night spotting something that needed checking so I can trust in your judgement on this."

"Great! See you later, boss."

###

He breathed deep as he sat in the control room chair. The world was his to peep, again. Was there something wrong with him not wanting to lose his virginity to that sweet, hot, brainwashed girl in this weird, scary, place? Wrong or not, there was no changing the past. He did feel warm and fuzzy inside as he thought about her. He had no illusions about maintaining his cool like he did today. One or two more sessions like that and he'd be in love again, Carol a distant memory, and he'd be happy to fuck her, morality be damned.

Now, however, it was time to focus on another form of pleasure. Curiosity, his favorite vice. With the whole world, as he knew it, at his fingertips, where should he look? Surely someone he knew would be having a shower. Or masturbating. Or having sex.

Could he masturbate in the control room? Should have asked the supervisor, he realized. Based on what happened before, and the general attitudes to sex in here, it would probably be fine as long as he didn't cum on any sensitive electronics.

He really should have emptied his balls earlier. This was clouding his thoughts. There was so much else he could do other than watch people and jerk off. For example, his math exam was coming up and he wasn't confident he'd do particularly well. Most of the semester he had been focusing more on Carol than schoolwork. The professor might be preparing the questions right now, in fact. It was worth checking.

He typed the professor's name into the console, and was utterly surprised to see him in a seedy motel room. On the nightstand next to him was a bottle of wine, two plastic glasses, and an unopened box of condoms. This mild-mannered gentleman was about to have a date of carnal nature, it seemed.

Timothy was confused. A motel room usually meant prostitutes, but you wouldn't bring wine to a whore. Was the professor married? Possibly. There was no ring, but Timothy wasn't sure if he wore one during the lectures. If so, it made sense to meet a mistress somewhere else than home.

Timothy wasn't all that interested to see an old man have sex with some bored housewife and was about to switch to the math TA when there was a knock at the motel room door. His curiosity didn't let him not see who it was. Lina could wait a few more seconds.

The professor opened the door, and it was, to Timothy's shock, Lina herself.

As soon as the door closed the professor was all over her. His hands went on her ass and his tongue up her ear. Timothy could see her struggling to push him away. Finally, after several long seconds, he retreated.

"Money first," she whispered, not looking at him.

"Be a good slut and we'll see. You might even get a bonus," the man said, his grandfatherly face twisting into a mean grin.

"No," she managed to say with a stronger voice. "Money first or I will leave right now."

"Fine," he hissed, and took a roll of bills from his pockets. She counted what looked like ten twenty dollar bills, nodded, and put them in her purse.

"Is my little slut interested in a bonus?" he said, flowers in his voice.

"It depends on what it is."

"I will fuck you in the ass. You can't get pregnant that way so no condom either. How about another $150?"

She seemed to think about it for a moment, then shook her head. "How about just the regular."

He took two steps toward her, his breath falling on her face. "You should be a little more grateful, don't you think?"

She took a step back, keeping her eyes on him. "I am. I am. Please, don't get angry. I just don't...don't want it like that. Can we do it the normal way? I promise I will make you feel happy."

"Fine," he said, walking to the bed and pouring himself a glass of wine. He didn't offer one to Lina.

The professor downed the glass in two gulps and sat on the bed. "Let's get started, then."

Timothy was debating what to do. On one hand, seeing Lina have sex would be great, and he could definitely shoot a load to that. On another hand, her counterpart was a wrinkly old man. Besides, the whole scenario made his blood boil. A professor paying to have sex with a teaching assistant of his own class? Surely that was not only highly unethical but also illegal.

It was this thought Timothy was having when there was a chime from his tablet.

"2077! There is an urgent maintenance task for you. Dress up and head to door 17 in the corridor A19. More instructions will follow. Hurry up. 207." the message said.

Lina was just about to pull the professor's khaki pants off his hairy legs and Timothy was convinced he could live without seeing that. Thus, he got dressed in his hazmat suit, took his bag of tools and started half-jogging toward the stated destination.

Door 17 was completely unremarkable. Timothy opened it and stepped into a bright white corridor, only ten feet long. The door closed behind him, and as he opened the door in front of him, he saw the very same motel room he'd just been watching. Lina was sucking the professor's dick without seeming fully into it. Timothy stepped in, mostly certain they wouldn't pay him any attention.

They didn't. Somehow this weird suit made him invisible to people on this side. His tablet chimed audibly, but neither of the two paid it any mind, either.

"Great job monitoring this case on your own, 2077! You're a natural at finding them. Stay in the room and observe. Do not interact with the agents in any way. More instructions to follow. 207."

It was significantly less erotic to watch than Timothy had hoped. The professor was a heavy breather and his body covered most of Lina's in the missionary position. Timothy got a good look at her breasts and they looked more or less like he'd daydreamed about. Full and round, not saggy but definitely on the heavier side. It was when the professor commanded Lina to go on her knees the show got better for Timothy. Her ass looked great, and movement of the breasts was magical enough that he mostly managed to ignore the professor huffing and puffing behind her. Timothy considered self-caressing briefly, but he was still more disgusted than aroused, and he didn't want to risk the two "agents" noticing him.

The finale was bland. The professor pressed deeply into poor Lina, grunted loudly, and then collapsed on top of her. After a few minutes she managed to wiggle out from under his wrinkly weight, and he took it as a sign to get up. The condom flew into the trash can, the professor got promptly dressed, and then Lina was alone in the room, naked on the bed. Alone, but with Timothy, of course.

Her pussy was pretty even after being fucked by such a disgusting man. Timothy's admiration of Lina's superficial sex organs was disturbed when she started crying uncontrollably. That's when the tablet chimed again.

"Time for action. Take a headband and set it to half-trance. Then put it on her. Msg when done. 207." Timothy followed the orders. He hadn't noticed the dial to change from full trance to half-trance before, but it was clear now he knew it was there. He put the band on Lina, and she stopped crying, but didn't go into full doll mode like Carol and Lara had. She stayed on her side, sobbing quietly every now and then.

"Band on." Timothy sent to 207, and she replied a few seconds later.

"Good. Next up, very important. She is now unaware of anyone, but will remember some of what happens, like it was a dream. Get out of the suit, get naked, and go cuddle her. Will explain later. You can touch her (and yourself) but NO PENETRATION. 207."

Okay. Timothy realized he shouldn't be surprised by anything. Whatever the reason, he would obey. Anything to avoid any suspicion from the ones who were running this weird simulation thing. It would probably be pretty bad if they realized he was just an agent of the simulation himself.

He removed the suit and the spandex bodysuit, and got on the bed. He approached Lina slowly, afraid she'd turn and see him. But she never did. Not even when Timothy put his hand on her shoulder, or when he pressed his body against her bare backside. She only grabbed his arm and squeezed it tightly against her chest.

He was providing after-sex-care to Lina, the Eastern European beauty, his math teaching assistant. Great.

He didn't want to take an advantage of the poor girl in this state. He really didn't. But he couldn't resist touching the magnificent breast that was just there, inches from where his hand was. So he did touch, and she immediately let out a pleasant, content sound. The tit was soft apart from the nipple that was quickly hardening between Timothy's fingers.

He wanted to touch her pussy. He really, really wanted to do it, but something in his head stopped him. That would be too much.

Lina's breathing became slow and stable, and Timothy started feeling relaxed as well. Just when he was about to rest his eyes for a second there was another message.

"Hope you're enjoying it. According to the data the emotional part is now done. Next the physical part. Take the after-sex lotion from the bag and apply to her inner walls. Use your fingers and make sure it gets everywhere. Important for soothing. NO DICK. 207."

So, if Timothy understood it right, he was supposed to take some lotion from the bag, and, while being naked himself, spread it all around the internals of Lina's pussy. Better get to it, then, before he'd start to get those annoying "slow progress" warnings again.

The bottle was easy enough to find. It was a bottle of lotion that said "After-sex lotion" on it.

Timothy had never put fingers inside a vagina before but he promptly decided to be a big boy about it. Bravely he squirted some of the clear, thick lotion on his fingers, rubbed them together to spread it around, and started to rub the lotion on the general area of Lina's inner labia. This couldn't be harder than pushing a dildo inside Lara.

Indeed it wasn't. After the labia and the opening were well lotioned his fingers slipped in almost by themselves. He started with one, realized there was room for more, and added a second one. With his well lotioned index and middle fingers he massaged Lina from the inside. The girl, still in sleeplike half-trance, seemed to feel it. She started moaning softly in sync with Timothy's movements. When Timothy pulled his fingers out she let out a disappointing whine. Armed with lotion on both hands Timothy got back to work. He moved his two fingers inside her extensively, scanning every nook and cranny with his fingertips. While doing that he started explore how Lina's clitoris would react to touch. It wasn't explicitly part of the job assignment, but one might argue that it would be included within the "everywhere" definition.

Timothy was acutely aware he had developed an erection once again. The earlier encounter with the companion was still weighing heavily in his testicles. A ridiculously hot, pretty woman who was offering to willingly have sex with him, and he turned her down. Dumbass. On the bright side here was another hot girl, with a bare pussy fully lubricated with some fancy lotion, enjoying his fingers increasingly vocally. That opening between her legs looked enticing. Very, very enticing. He'd blow his load in five seconds, no question. Surely nobody could find out?

But no. Even if he hadn't been clearly prohibited from doing so there was still the small matter that raping unconscious girls was not right. During this thought process Timothy had moved his clitoris-engaged hand to his penis and did a few tentative strokes with the lotion. It felt thick and smooth, better than anything else he'd jerked off with. Perhaps he should mark this bottle as lost in the equipment check-list after he got back.

Timothy's fingers were aching. Massaging was hard work, and he wasn't a particularly strong guy. With her clitoris abandoned Lina seemed to be falling back into deep sleep and that took away half of the fun of what should have otherwise been a heavenly experience. Thus, when the tablet played a sound of a new message, Timothy was more relieved than annoyed.

"A+!! All her stats are back to normal. No, somehow you made them overshoot the steady-state levels. Good job on resisting penetration. That companion sure must have fucked you good earlier. Otherwise, I can't imagine the sort of blue balls one would have. Head home now, tomorrow's shift is at 6PM."

Blue balls indeed. Lina was still fully naked. She was slender, almost skinny. The lines of her ribs were just about visible, and her hip bones broke the round shape of her pelvis. She was beautiful, but what happened today was sad. She was selling herself for sex. He felt bad about lusting after her ass, and about jerking off to daydreams of her tutoring him during a sleepover. Though his balls still ached from excess contents, his erection died down. Timothy packed up his stuff, wiped any excess lotion off, got dressed in the hazmat suit and went home to sleep.

###

The morning was brighter. It would be a easy day at school. No Carol, no Lina.

He had thought about his plan, and he had decided that he would officially lose his virginity today. He couldn't let it hang over him and continue to cloud his thoughts. This afternoon he would go to the Spa and mate with that pretty companion girl. He'd fuck her as many times as he'd have time for before his shift, and then after his shift come back and fuck her some more. After that he'd forget her and start living his life as a confident, independent man.

His plan started quite well. As a master masturbator he knew his edging limits very well. He also knew how much better an orgasm felt when it was primed properly over a long period of time. So between classes he spent quite a bit of time in the bathrooms, slowly massaging his rod, careful not to go over the edge.

After school he ran to the secret entrance and changed into the body suit. His erection was visible to any onlookers through the thin fabric, but he wouldn't care. Let them admire a man who was about to get laid, and proud about that. He considered inviting that hot supervisor to watch as well. She seemed to be into that sort of stuff. But there was a risk that he'd blow his load faster than was impressive, and he decided to leave public performances for another time. The companion would be his for a while. He'd visit her every day and use this opportunity to become the master of sex, the conqueror of chicks, the jackhammerer of pussies.

Timothy's heart was racing when he pushed open the door to the Spa. He ran to the room he'd been in before and shed his spandex suit without breaking step. He scanned the premises, ready to pounce on his piece of flesh like a hungry tiger.

She was nowhere to be seen. Swimming? No, the pool was empty. Sleeping? Surely not at this time. Bodily functions? Timothy wasn't sure if they even did that here.

A tall, jacked dude tapped on his shoulder. "I am the Spa supervisor on shift. Can I help you?"

Timothy avoided looking at the man below the waist. "Yes. I am looking for my companion. My designation is 2077. I can't seem to find her."

The supervisor tapped on his tablet for a few seconds before frowning at Timothy. "Unfortunately it seems like she was moved into the sim this morning."

"What! That can't be right. I just met her yesterday."

"Sometimes these things are a bit unpredictable. Sorry."

"Is there maybe someone else? I mean...I kind of need one pretty soon if I am to be able to continue serving in my technician capacity."

The dude nodded knowingly at Timothy's dick and smiled.

"Surely they told you in the basic training that an entry-level technician can only claim a new companion once per month. This is to prevent anyone from hoarding too many companions and to avoid too much wear and tear on the most popular ones. Unfortunately this can seem unfair if the companion that was assigned to you departs before that one-month period is up."

"You gotta be kidding me. Is there nothing you can do?"

"I am sorry, mister 2077. Company policy. I couldn't assign you one even if I wanted to."

Fuck.

Ch. 04

Timothy was furious as he slammed the door of the control room shut. Furious, sad, and very, very horny. He had no other choice but to rub one off right now, right here. He started to unzip when there was a voice behind him.

"Whoa bro, wait a moment."

Timothy zapped up from the chair and turned around to face a young man.

"Who the fuck are you!" he shouted at the grinning stranger.

"I'm technician 2077, the one you've been impersonating. So the real question is, who are you?"

Timothy's mouth gaped open and his typically quick mind couldn't come up with any sort of a plausible lie.

"Relax bro," the man said, still grinning. "I don't mind getting paid when someone else does my job. Only thing is, I can't think of a reason why you would do it. So I came here to find out."

"Uh...I like volunteering?"

"Just kidding. Of course I know why you do it. Who doesn't like to have such power over some college girl agents, am I right?"

Timothy couldn't answer.

"Don't sweat it. That's why I took the job. Full disclosure. I fuck them every night. Sometimes two girls in one night. I saw that recording of you with those two girls in that dorm room. Man, I can't understand why you just jerked off and didn't fuck them."

"You...saw a recording?"

"Yeah. You didn't know all tech calls are recorded? I mean nobody is routinely looking through them, but it's all there in the computer. I was simply very curious what 'I' have been doing."

"So there's no point to lie then? You know everything?"

"See, I don't. I have no clue why you didn't just apply for the job like every regular perv, like I did. You a criminal or something?"

Timothy felt a strong urge to come clean. He had to talk to someone. His secret would come out sooner or later regardless.

"Worse. Guess again."

The stranger took a few steps toward him, smile having disappeared from his mouth but still present in his eyes.

"Oooh, a mystery. Okay, let me guess. Uh, a developer who fell in love with one of the agents and couldn't let go?"

"Kinda close, but not close at all."

"Wtf man, I can't come up with anything else. Like my mind just doesn't compute."

"I'm an agent. I belong on that side. I don't understand what happened, but I opened a passage and got here."

The man looked like he was about to say something, but his words froze in his mouth.

"You are an...agent? Are you shitting me? That's not possible."

"I agree, but here I am. I got here accidentally and I've been pretending to be you so I don't get caught, and now I'm just getting deeper and deeper into the lie. Sooner or later someone will find out and they'll reset me, throw me in a shredder, make me a companion, I don't know what."

"Relax, relax. Deep breaths. I have no intention to rat you out. This is so cool! So do you think you could, y'know, introduce me to some of your hot sim friends? Like maybe those two from that dorm room?"

Timothy looked at him with anger in his eyes.

"Okay, I get it. You have feelings for one of them. Or both. I'm not gonna judge. The first person I'd get naked would be my crush as well. I promise, I'm not going to fuck either one of those two. So you're really an agent, huh."

"Yep. Any ideas how to not destroy my life any more?"

"Here's a word of wisdom. There's no way to tell. Agents are basically indistinguishable from the real people. You're not just bits on a computer or anything. If you can fake it there's no way anyone will be able to tell."

Timothy relaxed a bit. That was something he'd feared. One scan with the wrong type of an instrument and he'd be massaging people in the Spa the next day.

"Are you sure about it?"

"Absolutely. You guys are grown in vats and all that, but you're still flesh."

"Okay, that is good. So uh, I don't mean to be direct, but what do I need to do to keep you quiet?"

"I haven't decided yet. How about you wingman for me a bit today and we'll see how it goes?"

"Wingman?"

"Yeah, come with me while I go indulge myself in hedonism and kinda keep watch, pretend to be me if there is a real maintenance call."

"Fine."

###

Timothy knew the girls at Delta Tau Fi had a reputation of being carnally active, but he was still shocked when he and the real 2077, who had adopted a name 'Adoric', descended the stairs into the sorority house basement in their white hazmat suits, invisible to any simulation agents.

"Pro tip. Or bro tip, whatever you prefer. You can safely jizz anywhere that's not a vagina. The agents don't see it, the same as they don't see us. They'll just ignore the blob of semen on their clothes until they have a chance to wash it off. It's like magic. You can still get girls pregnant though, so keep that in mind."

"Thanks, um, Adoric. I'll keep that in mind."

"Seriously. I plan to jerk off at least once down there just so I'll last longer upstairs when the girls go to bed. I suggest you do the same."

"Thanks, but I don't know if I'm comfortable..."

Timothy's phrase was cut short when he took the last step down the basement stairs and saw what was going on. It was a gathering of the sorority members. A pledge ritual, where the freshman girls had to prove their devotion to the sisterhood.

In this case the pledge ritual required that one freshman was on her knees, dressed only in a garter belt and long socks, with no underwear underneath. Her bare ass was facing toward Timothy and Adoric, and her hands were cuffed behind her back. In front of her was a chair, where an older member of the sorority, a fit black girl, was sitting fully naked, legs spread.

The rest of the young women were standing around the chairs. All but four of them were topless, dressed only in g-string. The other four were wearing identical garment as the kneeling pledge, their breasts and pussies bare for all to see. Everyone was hot, pretty, or both. Most were wearing visible make-up.

"Perfect timing. You're going to love this," Adoric said, and Timothy had no words for a reply.

A tall brunette, standing next to the chair, started speaking.

"Sisters! It has once again come a time to perform the kiss of sisterhood."

Her face was hard, like someone who took life entirely too serious. She was quite tall, with medium breasts and a narrow waist.

"But before we start, let us recite our devotion to Aphrodite."

In one voice, all sisters started to echo her.

"Our Aphrodite,

Hallowed be thy name,

Thy daughters about to come,

Thy will be done,

Give us this day our daily pleasure,

And forgive us for our lack of sin,

And bring us into temptation.

For thine is the Sisterhood,

and the power, and the glory,

for ever and ever."

Timothy was having trouble finding the words to form in his mind that were sufficient to describe the situation. Next to him Adoric was grinning like an idiot, slowly rubbing the front of his crotch.

A moment of silence followed the eerie prayer, after which the tall brunette spoke again.

"Let us proceed. I will now activate our devices." She had been holding a small remote controller, and pressed a button. The room filled with a quiet, uniform buzz that seemed to originate from within the underwear.

"Mmmm..." the brunette moaned out loud. "Remember, sisters. You are not allowed to climax before Sister Nialen. This is her holy right per our chapter. You all know the punishment. Pledge Mila, you can start."

The freshman on her knees nodded, and moved her face toward the bare vulva of the girl in front of her.

"Let's get closer. I wanna see how she does," Adoric said to Timothy and started walking without waiting for a reply. He sat on the floor next to the freshman with a clear view of Sister Nialen's hairless sex. Timothy walked to the other side, but didn't sit down. Quiet moans from the onlookers started to air around the room.

The freshman girl, Mila, had shoulder-length black hair that was tied in a top bun. When Timothy got to her she was kissing Nialen's belly and inner thighs, moving closer to the wetlands with every movement of her mouth. Nialen's lips were already wet, streaks of her juice clearly visible in the well-lit room. Mila played with her for a while. Perhaps she was being too slow, for some of the onlookers started to have clear frustration mixed in with their heavy breathing. No coming before the girl in the chair, after all. The volume of the buzzing coming from their panties seemed to be getting louder, stronger.

The tall brunette was still standing next to the chair, only a few feet from Timothy. He saw a clear bulge in her underwear. Right where the clitoris would be there was a dome-shaped object under the fabric.

Adoric had his zipper open and was stroking his dick slowly. Timothy pretended very hard not to notice.

"Bro, just take a look at what's inside there. Trust me, they won't pay any attention. Just pull her panties down and see what's going on," Adoric said to Timothy when the latter had been staring at the brunette's rapidly wettening panties long enough.

Timothy followed the recommendation of the more experienced pervert. She wouldn't notice him, merely pretend nothing was happening.

Timothy pulled down the g-string, all the way to mid-thigh in one go. She had very nice thighs, toned and lean, but not as muscular as Nialen's.

The brunette's clitoris was covered by a white ball of buzzing. The ball was roughly the size of a ping pong ball and was pushed against her flesh. The ball was connected to a shaft of a sort that curved and disappeared into her vagina. So that's how it stayed in place.

"Pretty genius, right?" Adoric said. "The harder they pull the thing inside, the more sensation they get on their clit. These ones sure know how to get the girls motivated to train their kegels."

Timothy simply nodded, mesmerized by the display. The brunette was pinching her nipples while the device did its work. Timothy shifted his focus back on the chair, forgetting to pull the panties back up.

Mila was already licking Nialen. Her tongue was slipping in and out of her hole, her nose gently rubbing the clitoris. The black girl was leaning back on the chair, her back arched and her pussy pushed toward the younger woman. After another minute the tongue finally moved to the clitoris. Nialen reacted with a loud whimper, which was echoed by the others in the room. The mechanical buzzing grew louder.

The play progressed quickly from there. The freshman seemed skilled in the linguistic arts, and her client was not holding back her feedback. The tongue alternated between strokes with the broad part and twisting the point of the clit with the tongue. Nialen was trying to hold on, trying to prolong her release.

"Dude. Wanna see something cool? Push that vibrator harder against the clit," he nodded to the brunette.

Adoric was still stroking away like he was alone in the room. Timothy's own erection had been painfully hard for several minutes already, but he wasn't about to jerk off when there was another guy nearby.

However, he did follow the suggestion. He cupped two fingers under the wet, slick surface of the white sphere, and pushed upward. Immediately the brunette's tone changed, and she started wailing. Her breaths grew rapid and her head tilted backward. Her legs started shaking, her weight pushing her body further against Timothy's fingers and the vibrator.

The rest of the onlookers, with the exception of the poor, frustrated freshmen, seemed to be within a hair's width of coming, most of the girls biting their lips and clenching their fists. It would be a matter of seconds before they would follow their leader. Timothy released the pressure on the sphere, but it was too late for the brunette. She went over the edge, her legs buckling. With a primal scream she grabbed the vibrator with both of her hands and started to grind her body against it. She collapsed to one knee and then fell down on her side, but her hands and pelvis kept the sphere of pleasure tightly pressed against her.

Nialen wasn't doing much better. The whites of her eyes were showing and her face was frozen in a silent scream. Mila had stopped licking and was now sucking the clitoris with her beautiful red lips, her tongue playing with Nialen's vaginal opening every now and then. Timothy started to see her core start to shake, lightly but growing fast. The quake spread to the rest of her body. Her strong thighs flexed and Timothy was worried she might break Mila's slender neck. Finally she started a shriek that surpassed that of the brunette, grabbing the freshman's head and pushing it against her groin.

The announcement of her climax continued for a good minute. The brunette was panting on the floor, her panties still at half-thigh, while everyone else was holding on with whatever little they had. Finally Nialen let go of Mila's head and slid to the floor, breathing heavily. This was the cue for everyone else, and suddenly the room exploded in a chorus of satisfaction. Some were louder, some were quieter. Some stood up like champions, some sat on the floor to receive their reward. Some pinched their nipples, some pushed the vibrator harder to strengthen the final moments of the ritual.

Adoric walked to the brunette, kneeled in front of her, and released a thick jet of his semen directly on her face.

In a span of a few minutes everyone in the room had climaxed. Everyone but Timothy and the freshmen.

He so wanted to run home and pleasure himself for hours. He'd relive the memories with Carol and Lara and...

"Dude," Adoric panted. "You're thinking about just going home and jerking off, right?"

"What? No, why would you say that?"

"You don't need to lie to me. I know. It takes a while to get over that mindset. Look. Why would you do it in some dark room by yourself? These girls here are flesh and juices, the genuine stuff. They don't mind our presence. I sure don't mind anything you see fit to do. I'm not gonna look, don't worry. Not that interested in other guys' junk."

"Uh.." Timothy stammered. "I just don't want to, okay? It feels too public with everyone here, fully awake and so on."

"Right. You had no issues when it was just you and two sleeping girls."

"Right," Timothy said, shame starting to tint his face red.

"Okay, how about this," Adoric said, stuffing his penis back into the suit after wiping it on the brunette's hand and standing back up. "You get to pick anyone from this flock to fuck. I am willing to sacrifice myself and pick second. Second and third, I mean. Maybe fourth as well."

"Right. Fine." Timothy wasn't sure if this was right, but he didn't want to argue with Adoric and his shameless logic.

"Okay. Now quiet. They're starting to get up again."

The brunette stoop up, slowly and hesitantly. Her cheek was covered in Adoric's sperm which was flowing down her chin to her breasts, but she paid it no notice.

"Sisters...unfortunately today we had one member break the sacred rules." She choked on her words. "This person, without any regard for others, saw fit to exercise insufficient self-control and release their pleasure before it was her time. This person will henceforth be forced to wear a chastity belt for the rest of the school year alongside the pledges, and will participate in the ritual as a pledge. This person...she is me. Shame on me."

She broke down, sobbing in her hands. Nialen got up, her legs still shaking, and stroked the hair of the crying girl. "Shh. It's all right, Karen. You will get through this. I will eat you out myself once your punishment ends." Karen hugged Nialen tightly, their breasts squeezing against each other. Adoric's fluids spread over both of their chests.

The tall brunette, Karen, swallowed her tears and spoke again "Sisters... Nialen will be the acting president for the rest of the school years. You are to follow her as you have followed me. I am sorry to disappoint you all."

Nialen, her hand on Karen's shoulder, spoke next. "The ritual is concluded. All full sisters can go to their rooms now and remove the devices. Pledges, remain here."

A flock of topless women with fantastic breasts and great asses filed out of the room. Most of them walked slowly, some with hands on their breasts. A few described to their friends how hard they came. One was talking about ordering pizza and opening the door without getting dressed.

Afterward the five pledges stood in front of Nialen who was still glowing almost visibly from her climax earlier. Mila's handcuffs had been removed.

"Sister Mila, how does your pussy feel?" she asked the girl who just minutes ago had eaten her out.

"Sister Nialen, thank you for asking. It is getting worse. I have been having a lot of sexual dreams and often I wake up and try to masturbate."

"But you can't."

"But I can't! The horrible, awful, despicable belt is stopping me. I try to play with my nipples, but I can't come that way. Sometimes I try to grind a pillow, desperate to get even one jolt of sensation, but I simply can't. I feel I am going crazy."

"I know it's hard, Sister Mila, but this is how our goddess tests us. Before releasing us to the life we are meant to live we must show her that we deserve it. How about the rest of you, do you share Sister Mila's experience?"

The other girls whined pitifully and nodded. Timothy could see all of their pussies were shaven bare, their labia red and swollen, clear streaks of juice running down their legs.

"I understand," Nialen continued. "I really do. I went through the same thing. The only thing I can say is that it is worth it. Through this trial of fire in our loins we become masters of our pleasure. Sister Mila, your performance was out of this world, and a woman with less control would not have lasted more than a few seconds. I withstood the masterful assault of your mouth for longer than I thought even I could, and was rewarded by one of the best orgasms I have ever had. Thank you, Sister Mila. I will remember this day for the rest of my life. Behave, and your life will bring similar experiences."

The other girls nodded shyly.

"Good. Now, get upstairs and put on your belts for the bedtime inspection."

###

After Nialen and the pledges had disappeared back upstairs, Adoric turned to Timothy.

"So, did you like it?"

"Yeah. It was awesome. All this time I've seen these girls with their preppy noses up in the air, walk around the campus like they own the place. And now...this."

"Man I am kind of jealous of you. You actually know some of these people in real life. I bet it does enhance the experience. Do you know anyone here?"

"Not really. One of the freshmen, the short one, is in my intro history class, but she doesn't talk to dorks like me."

"Oh, wow, so you're a freshman? Man, you're gonna have such good time the next few years."

"Right. The next few years, after which I'll be retired and turned into a fucktoy for a while, and then what? Cold storage?"

"Better not think about it too much. We'll get back to it when it's more relevant. Come on, we have some girls to fuck upstairs."

"Adoric...I truly appreciate you trying to help me, but I don't think I can do it. It feels wrong to just rape a sleeping girl."

"But your balls are bursting man! They're so swollen I can see them through that hazmat suit. You have to empty them so you can think clearly. At least can you pick a girl to jerk off to? We can get to the fucking part later."

"Sorry. It just feels...wrong. I regret what I did in that dorm room."

"Okay. I understand...I understand. You're not thinking clearly. Your mind is clouded. You're too far beyond to even let yourself do some harmless releasing."

"Adoric, are you all right? You suddenly sound very serious."

He put a hand in a pocket, and took something out. "Yes, I am perfectly fine. I accept your choice. Here, let me give you something."

Adoric was offering him a pen of some sort. Timothy opened her hand, and that's when Adoric jammed the blunt end of the pen-like implement to Timothy's wrist and sent a shock of electricity through his body. The world went dark.

Ch. 05

When he came to his senses the room was dim, but he could still see someone standing in front of him. Adoric.

Timothy couldn't move. He was sitting in a chair. In the chair, the very same where Nialen had been eaten out. His arms and legs were tied to the chair. Oh, and he was fully naked, his dick like stone all through his unconsciousness. He tied to speak, but could only manage a quiet slur.

"I see you are awake, Mr. Agent," Adoric said to him.

"Don't be alarmed. You're fine. However, you are in a weak trance which makes your body unable to move. However, you will remain aware of your surroundings. Oh, and there are some secrets you will find out about in due time. This state is somewhat of my own invention, so I am quite proud of it," he continued.

Adoric paced around the room.

"You must be thinking what I am doing, and why am I doing it? Rest assured you will find out soon."

Adoric took out the tablet with 2077 on it and tapped a few buttons.

"Yes, ops center? This is tech 2077. I need an urgent intervention. Yes, it is pretty bad. A female tech, yes. How about someone from 204? Great. Send them to my location and I will brief them in person. Yes, I will wait here," he spoke into the microphone.

Timothy tried to shout, but no sound came out.

###

2048 was excited. After graduating from high school she wasn't sure what she wanted to do. She felt bureaucracy wasn't interesting. Dusty, old people. Seriously, the average senator was 371 years old. That is not a healthy environment for a 19-year old. Military? Nah. The recruiter had told the class how wondrous it was to sail through the universe but she wasn't feeling it. Months in a tin can with no privacy? Nah, pass.

Her parents were getting desperate over her indecision and she was also starting to feel panic set in. Most of her classmates had a pretty good idea of what they wanted to do. If only there was a "general education" type of a college she could study. Unfortunately, that institution had been scrapped hundreds of years ago. It only existed in history books...and...

She had been so excited to tell her parents that she had been accepted into the basic training program to become a simulation technician. It was a well-respected job that could turn into a stable career. Every day would be different, and she would get to experience past as it was in one of the many theme simulations. The basic training had lasted for two months. Two days ago she had been shipped to her designated park, . Her first day had been boring. She got a tour of the campus by her supervisor, 204, a short, serious man in his late 20s. After the tour she had been designated to just watch the simulation from monitors and observe how her colleagues solved various problems that arose.

Today, on her second day, she got her first call! She dressed in her pristine hazmat suit, picked up her precisely organized tool bag, and walked briskly to the entry point that would lead her closest to the operation site.

The target was in a large house. The computer showed no valid exit points in the basement where the target was located, so she simply opened the front door and walked in.

She did not expect to see what she did. The entrance opened into a large living room area. The room had multiple couches and lounge chairs. On them were young women, similar in age as her, in various stages of undress, many masturbating. Some were kissing other women, and there was one couple that was engaged in simultaneous oral sex, which in the sim parlance was called "69". Shaken, she proceeded to the basement entrance.

In the basement was another agent and a young man who was tied to a chair.

"Greetings," 2048 said. "Are you the one who requested the intervention?"

"Greetings. Yes, I am. Sorry to bother you, I would have taken care of it myself, but you know the rules."

"I know. Female techs for male agents, and vice versa. It's fine. So what's the situation?"

"I observed this agent undergo serious torture. Did you see the women upstairs? The agent was forced to observe some of their most horrendous rituals, and I think the arousal logic in his programming got a buffer overflow or something like that. He behaved most irrationally so I had to put him under and call for someone to fix him."

"I see," 2048 said. "Yes, it sounds serious. I was taught that some of these college-aged male agents have relatively small tolerances for sexual deviance. So, uh, what's your recommendation? It's actually my first call, so I just want to ask for a second opinion. A hard reset should work, right?"

"I think so," Adoric nodded. Timothy tried to growl, but couldn't. Whatever hard reset was he did not want it. He just wanted to go home.

"To be sure I would repeat the procedure at least once after the initial reset. You better extend the call before you get started. This will take all night, I bet. Quite a catch for your first job, I must say. What's your designation?"

"I'm 2048."

"I'm 2077. Nice to meet you. Well, I must go now. There's another situation upstairs I have to attend to. Good luck! Please let me know how it went when you're done."

###

Timothy watched Adoric walk upstairs, likely to have sex with one or more of the sorority sisters. He could be there, with Adoric, losing his virginity to one of the insanely hot girls. So what if they were unconscious? If they wouldn't feel or remember any of it would it be so bad? It sure couldn't be worse than this "hard reset", whatever it was.

At least the tech was a woman. He was fully aware of his raging boner, and it would have been even more embarrassing if the one resetting him was a guy. She was short and skinny, and curiously, had blue hair that reached just past her ears.

###

2048 pulled down the zipper of her hazmat suit and stepped out, dressed only in the thin body suit.

"Phew! It can get hot in those."

She looked at the agent in the chair.

"You poor, poor man. Do you mind if I talk to you? I have a habit of talking to myself when I'm nervous."

She looked at him. The agent's eyes were half-open and he couldn't move his eyes, but he still saw enough.

"Well, I don't hear any protests, so I'll just be blabbing like someone who just graduated from school a few months ago. We make such a great team!"

She paced back and forth a bit.

"Well, I need to start working on you now. So...a reset. Can you tell I'm nervous, mister agent?"

She walked to him, and touched his shoulder carefully, almost hesitantly.

"Can I tell you a secret? I have...never been with a man. So I am a bit new to how the body looks. I mean, obviously I have read all the guides and seen all the videos, but a real thing is still a real thing. I hope everything will be fine."

She took our her tablet and started reading aloud.

"Ahem. A full reset for male agents refers to thoroughly exhausting their semen reserves. This will reset and restart any feedback loops in the agent brain, which is often enough to cause the agent to resume normal programming. See, so simple!"

She bent over the agent's penis.

"So, this is a penis."

###

Timothy listened intensely for the blue-haired tech to describe the reset process. Exhaust the semen reserves? Like make him come?

His thoughts were interrupted when she bent over his dick. She looked at it for a few second, and then poked at it with her finger.

This light touch caused a wave of sensation pass trough Timothy's brain. His dick reacted to it immediately with a twitch. The tech giggled. She poked it gently a few more times, and the dick, who was fully autonomous at this point, reacted with a twitch every time.

Her touch felt so good. A simple touch of a finger should not feel like this, no matter how horny he was. Was his brain really broken, like Adoric had claimed? Or was this something to do with this weird half-trance he was in?

###

2048 had to agree that based on her three-minute experience with penises they were quite fun. This one reacted to her touches by twitching every time. She took a more close look. The head was bare, and it was covered with a bright fluid, the pre-cum. The head was still producing more pre-cum, as was evident from the constant outflow from the opening. Recalling her studies she knew the role of pre-cum would be to make the penis be able to slide in a vagina easily.

Thinking about penises sliding into vaginas made her own body feel strange. Suddenly she became interested to know more about this agent. Was he experienced in sex? Had this particular penis been inside many vaginas? Likely not today if the agent had indeed gotten an arousal buffer overflow, but perhaps before? How did it make the female agents in question feel?

The penis looked somewhat larger than the median example shown in her anatomy textbooks. It must feel good in a vagina. Some of these female agents must be very lucky.

Her own loins started to moisten. She didn't masturbate often. She'd lived in shared accommodations both in the school and in the basic training, but perhaps here, in her new life stage, there would be more opportunities. It did feel really nice, after all.

She felt a sudden pang of shyness and her eyes jerked back to the agent. No, he was definitely in a trance. It seemed to be the sleeping trance, where the would not be fully unconscious but would not be aware of their surroundings and even if they reacted to the technician's presence they would not retain any memories. This was the preferred state for any sexuality-related treatments as it made the body react more naturally.

"Breathe, girl. Breathe. There is nobody here. Nobody can see...oh!"

She rushed to take out her tablet and marked the treatment as "confidential/sensitive" to prevent the recording of the scene from being seen without a very good reason, and even then it required an approval from her supervisor, and she could still plead her case.

She breathed of relief. She absolutely did not want anyone see her first case. She wanted to impress others. Perhaps she could even find a nice guy among the other techs, or someone else working here... A girl could dream.

"Okay, back to work," she continued to herself after she felt the earlier panic subside. "Let's get this treatment started so I get to go home."

She rumbled through the bag and took out a translucent, gel-like cylinder with a hollow core.

"So, mister agent, just relax and pretend this is a vagina."

She aligned the hole in the cylinder with the purple-tinted head of the agent's penis, and slid the cylinder all the way to the base of his shaft.

The agent sighed heavily and shifted his weight. His toes curled, and his mouth opened slightly.

"Feel good? I'm glad. I'm sorry this happened to you and that you couldn't have regular sex to empty your arousal buffer in a more natural way."

She turned on the automatic cycle in the cylinder.

Immediately the agent started to murmur in his state of trance. 2048 watched as his sizable testicles were pulled closer to the agent's body. The penis was already starting to twitch, only a few seconds after the program started.

"Stop!" she suddenly yelled and ripped the sleeve off the agent's penis, which was now left twitching in the air.

"I just...please forgive me, mister agent. But I want to see. I know I shouldn't, but I just want to see how it happens. I have never seen it and I just really am very curious."

The penis answered by twitching a few more times before settling in place.

"Good...good. So you didn't ejaculate yet. Now, how to do this?"

She kneeled in front of the agent. The penis smelled of sexual desire, and she felt a bit light-headed when the smell reached her brain.

"I could let the cycle proceed, and then take it off just when you hit the trigger cascade. However, how can I recognize when is the right time? Without tapping directly into your brain feed there is no way, and I don't have the equipment or clearance to do that. So..."

She felt her cheeks get warm.

"So...mister agent. This will have to be our little secret, okay? I am not going to use the officially sanctioned equipment for this."

She reached for his shaft, and closed her small hand around it.

The penis reacted with joy, shifting around in her grip. She was careful not to squeeze too hard. Simulation agent or not, she didn't want to hurt this innocent soul.

"Wow. Just...wow. It feels so...powerful. I can't imagine how it would feel to have something like this, full of vigor and strength, inside a vagina. No, no, no. Don't think about it. Focus on work."

She didn't move her hand.

"I mean...if I am going to do this...if I am going to learn something from this, I need to be smart. For one, I need to know how the texture feels."

She tried to pull off the glove of the body suit.

"Oh, right," she giggled to herself. "There's no glove. It's all part of the same suit."

She stood up and looked around her.

"Well, I think it's just you and I here, and you are asleep. So, congratulations mister agent, but you are going to be the first man to ever see me without clothes."

She opened her body suit and revealed a pale, petite body. Her breasts were small but round, and her chest narrowed into a clear waist, which then widened into slim but feminine hips. Her vulva was covered in short blue pubic hair.

She flexed her fingers, now free from the spandex glove.

"Ah, much better." She kneeled back in front of the agent and gripped his organ again.

"It's so slippery. And warm and hard. How does it stay so hard? You poor, poor soul. You must be in so much discomfort. Well, don't worry, technician 2048 is here to help!"

She started moving her hand slowly up and down the frictionless penis. The agent reacted again with a low whimper which turned into a long-winded grunt. She massaged the shaft for a few more strokes before moving higher, toward the tip. When her hand touched the tip the agent's moans turned surprisingly loud, which only made her want to continue. With every stroke she could feel a surge of energy go through the penis and into the agent's unconscious body.

In a strange way it was beautiful. She was finally helping people, and it was quite pleasant for her. Yes, she would definitely try to find more time to masturbate. There was nothing bad about it, after all. It simply had been inconvenient for her before.


As she was thinking about her options her gaze hit the agent's scrotum. It was tense, the skin pulled tight by the two large orbs within. They twitched in sync with the penis. This gave her a thought. With her free hand she very gently, very carefully took hold of the testicles, and started to massage them. As she was doing this she also started to apply more pressure onto the shaft, increasing with every stroke.

There was an eruption. With no warning the penis started to pulse with considerable force and white fluid started to shoot out of the tip. The penis had been pointing toward her, so the first jet landed on the tip of her chin, splashing onto her naked upper body. For the second jet she managed to redirect the hose, but the packet was shot out with such speed that it landed on the agent's cheek. The third one hit his chest, and then each successive one, and there were many of them, landed progressively lower than that. The last one landed in the navel, and then it stopped.

She was in awe. It was like she had watched a wild animal in action. That power, that boldness... It was primitive, like a force of nature. And she had been a part of it! It was beautiful.

"Whoa," she finally aired her thoughts. "There was so much. Tell me, mister agent, how does your girlfriend feel when you ejaculate like this inside her vagina? I bet it feels really good."

There was no denying that she was getting very aroused. Her passage was in dire need of some massage. Without realizing she had brought her hand, the one not covered in semen, to her vulva.

She had forgotten how good it felt. She wasn't going to masturbate. Not here, not on this basement floor while she was on the job. But surely there was no harm in a slight reminder of what she'd been missing. Her fingers brushed the lips, and entirely by accident, one slipped inside her hole.

"Oops, mister agent. I just put a finger in my vag...pussy. How about that?" she giggled. The agent's erection would go do any moment now and she could probably go home to continue what her fingers had started.

Only it wasn't going down. She was still playing with her entrance but a worry was growing inside her. Had she messed up by not using the official male emptying cylinder? Was the agent not satisfied? Would she have to call a supervisor to help her? In that case this treatment would surely be reviewed from the video, and they would all see how unprofessional she was. No, that was not an option. She would simply try another reset.

"I am so sorry, mister agent," she said in a serious tone. "It seems like I did something wrong and you were not treated correctly. I sincerely apologize for any discomfort I may have caused. I will use the proper device this time."

She reached for the bag to pull out the cylinder. Only it wasn't in the bag. Right, she'd used it before. She walked to where she'd thrown it and picked it up.

It was sealed close, the automatic program closing it after the cycle was finished.

"No, no, no!" she wailed as she clawed the opening. It remained tightly shut, determined to keep any liquids inside secure. She tried to pull it, twist it, rip it, but nothing helped. The device remained closed.

"Poop! Poop poop poop! This is bad!" she swore, a cold shiver going down her spine. "What am I going to do? Oh, mister agent, if only you could talk."

"Breathe," she assured herself. "I can solve this. Okay, let's look up the official description of this cylinder. Encyclopedia...and here we go. Right, so it achieves a vaginal simulation with a combination of moisture, warmth and pressure. Okay, so why didn't my hand work?"

She walked around the room, muttering to herself. "I had some warmth and enough pressure. Moisture? Can it be that the reset is insufficient if all conditions are not met? I mean, it could be, right?"

She glanced down at her own body.

"I mean, I have a vagina. I could use it. But...but...I don't think I'm ready to have sex. Besides, I don't have anything to prevent a pregnancy. Sorry, mister agent. I know that's probably what you would like the most. Gosh, I'm talking a lot. My mouth is like a...like a warm, wet place."

She sprited to the agent and shook his shoulders. "You're a genius! Or maybe I am! We're in this together, so we can share the genious-ness! Geniosity? Genius? Anyway, I found a solution!"

She knelt in front of him, her face inches away from the ever-hard penis. She was suddenly very aware of the trickle of sperm starting from her chest and sliding down her tummy. It made the tingle between her legs stronger, more demanding.

"Sorry, vaggy, you need to wait for your turn. Mommy is working now. I promise, we'll have good time later today, okay? That's my good girl."

She looked at the agent. "Tell me, mister agent. Do you think I'm insane? I mean, regular crazy or clinically insane? Hm? I mean, it can't be that bad. At least I'm not talking to an unconscious person, am I right?"

She paused, waiting for the agent to say something. Which of course didn't happen.

"So... I am just going to kiss it, okay?"

She was nervous. It was one thing to touch the penis with a hand. But with a mouth? What would it taste like? What would it feel like? What about the semen, could she handle it in her mouth?

"Shut up. Shut up! Time to be a big girl now. If you hadn't been so selfish before none of this would have happened. Too late to complain. Let's just get through it."

Her lips met the sticky tip and she could taste something that was hard to describe. Both the taste and the odor were strong but not unpleasant. Maybe it wouldn't be that bad.

She took the shaft back in her hand and helped guide the tip into her mouth. The penis twitched with approval as her lips closed around it. The dome was large but there was still space for her to move her tongue, and every movement she produced was met with another happy jump from the customer.

As she proceeded to move her lips back and forth over the tip her fears started to dissipate. This was actually somewhat fun. More raw, more immediate, more personal. Besides, it wouldn't be a bad idea to get some exercise. Most guys probably preferred a girl who knew a thing or two, right? Practicing on the agents...well, what was the harm in that? The ones in sleep trance like this would still react mostly naturally while also not remembering anything. It was the perfect situation. Perhaps, one day, she could even practice something more advanced, the step that came after oral pleasure...

The tingling in her vagina was growing stronger. It needed attention. Not tomorrow, not later tonight, now.

She couldn't talk to it since her mouth was occupied, but she thought about it. Well, in this case she was only using her mouth and one of the hands. In theory the other hand was free for other activities.

It would be so wrong to masturbate on the job, she thought, as her fingers slid between her lips into the depths of her body. It would be so unprofessional to use an agent as a vessel for sexual arousal, she thought, as her finger found her clitoris. If anyone ever found out about this she would die on the spot, she though, as her index and middle fingers curled inside her and started rubbing her g-spot.

Somehow the agent seemed to be enjoying this a surprising amount. Perhaps even in the trance state they were able to pick up environmental cues. The penis was starting to pulse, and she took it out of her mouth.

"I'm sorry, mister agent," she said between gasps. "I can't finish you off just yet. See," she started to say before she was interrupted by herself. "Oh goodness, how good it feels... Ahh... Just a little bit more..." Her words morphed into a nondescript mixture of vowels as her lithe body tensed, her toes curling to match the curl of the fingers inside her vagina. After the first wave came another, and then third, and she managed to rub out a fourth one in quick succession.

She had fallen from her knees to a sitting posture. Her legs were open, her privates pointing directly at the agent whose half-open eyes seemed to be watching. Somehow, the thought made her feel even more aroused.

"I bet you would like this," she purred, getting back on her knees. "A young woman, a bit flat but otherwise quite pretty, getting so aroused seeing your penis that she couldn't resist pleasuring herself. It is too bad you will never know, mister agent."

When she took him back into her mouth she felt he was ready to explode. Even the faintest of touches from her tongue was met with a violent jerk of the penis, and she had to restrain the penis with one hand to keep it under control.

The other hand? Well, it had never left the warmth where it was. The unfair advantage of women.

The room filled with wet sounds. Her mouth pleasuring the penis and her fingers rubbing her clitoris were moving in sync, with her matching every twitch of the agent's penis with stronger pressure on her clitoris. She couldn't moan audibly, but she wanted to imagine the agent still felt her pleasure through the vibrations of her lips.

It seemed like he did, since it didn't take long for the penis to start its ritualistic dance. The first signs were a few unusually strong contractions, after which the pulses started to run through the length, ending at her tongue. Her lips had always been sensitive to touch, and this magnificent pole pushing against them gave her physical pleasure.

The penis exploded. The pulses were no longer academic exercises, and with each wave came a considerable amount of male seed. There was too much to swallow, but she couldn't take it out. Not yet, not before the process was complete. The penis would have to think it was in a vagina for the whole duration.

Finally the rhytm stopped and the agent uttered a sigh of relief. She, mouth filled with the sticky stuff, turned her head and spit the load on the floor.

"Mister agent...I don't know who you are and what you do, but this was the most erotic experience in my entire life. I know it might sound sad to one such as you, but for me it was remarkable. Thank you. I really mean it. Perhaps our paths will cross again."

As if listening, the penis, having stood proudly at full attention for hours, finally went to sleep.

Ch. 06

Timothy woke up naked. He was curled up on the cold floor next to a big pool of dried jizz.

Ah yes, that was his.

His memory started to return as he got up. Full reset had not been entirely unpleasant, though not something he wanted to go through regularly. He preferred to have more control.

His clothes and the technician tablet were in a pile on the floor. On top was a piece of paper.

"You're welcome. -A," it said.

There was no denying that his mind was clearer than it had been in a long time. What had happened? It had been weeks, maybe a month, since he'd been able to see things clearly.

Right, it had started when he'd fallen in love with Carol. Since then his perception of the reality had been modulated by a mixture of love and lust that he'd unsuccessfully tended with furious masturbation and daydreams.

He really should take better care of himself. Not just sexually or emotionally, but in general. He was acutely aware of how badly he was out of shape. He had an alarming case of emerging freshman gut. His hair was a mess and his facial stubble was an embarrassment rather than masculine.

He needed a life coach and a therapist. And separately, he needed to use his time better than to chase pussy that he was too scared to touch even when he could do so.

Timothy got dressed in the hazmat suit Adoric had politely left for him. There'd be a lot of explaining to do if the sorority girls called cops on him.

His fear was unnecessary. The entrance hall of the sorority house was empty. As he walked out he realized the sun was just rising. Good timing.

He walked to the campus and to the math building. He saw a graduate student who looked like he hadn't slept all night wander the corridors, but otherwise the building was empty.

The door to the professor's door opened easily. Had he forgotten to lock it or did the suits make him able to open locked doors in the simulation? It didn't matter.

He started composing a message on the tablet. It didn't matter if the professor would walk in; he was invisible to the agents, after all.

"Hello,

I know what happened in the motel room 42 between you and the other person present. She does not know me and she does not know I am writing this to you.

To show I am serious, I am attaching a still image, showing you sitting in the room, waiting for her arrival with the bottle of wine and condoms. Rest assured there is a video of the whole interaction but to protect her privacy should you go to the police I am not including that here. The full video will be included in a subsequent message to various authorities and news outlets should the demands here not be fully met."

Timothy smiled at first but was soon overcome by his pity for Lina. How alone she must feel, alone in a foreign country, paid pittance in exchange for her brilliant work, and forced to prostitute herself to her superior.

"I will keep this simple. You are to not have sex with her or any other student ever again. I will keep watch and I will know. You are to not talk with her or any other student behind closed doors. You will keep all future interactions with her strictly business and should she want to change advisors you will do everything you can to make it happen. On top of that every Monday you will take $200 in cash and put it in an envelope and leave said envelope on your desk overnight. I will take this cash and deliver it to her in a way she does not know where it is from.

Any attempts to retaliate against her will not be tolerated. Any attempts to uncover my identity will be fruitless but will nevertheless not be tolerated. You are free to go to the police for extortion but be assured that the detective will be receiving mail from me afterward."

Timothy debated including a snarky remark at the end but decided against it. He sent the document to the professor's own printer together with the still image he found using the recording system Adoric had told him about.

He paused at the realization. There would be so much material there. He wasn't sure if all agent activity was recorded or just active monitoring, but it would be a trove of treasure, and probably some horror, if he dared to take a look.

He'd have to think about it another day. For now he folded the papers neatly, put them in a university-branded envelope he took from the professor's desk, and put the envelope on the professor's keyboard.

###

With that bit of business taken care of Timothy skulked to his dorm room and changed very, very quietly to his normal clothes while his roommate snored.

"You're back," Timothy heard as he was buttoning up his jeans.

"Yeah. Sorry, didn't mean to wake you up," Timothy turned to his roommate.

"Try not making noise the next time. I've heard it helps. So, uh, have a nice night?"

You wouldn't believe, he thought.

"Uh, yeah. Some board games, nerdy stuff, you know. It was late so I just slept on the couch there," he said.

"Sure. So, there was a girl here last night. Carol, I think. She was looking for you."

"Really? Did she say why?"

"I didn't think to ask. She said she'd come again tomorrow. That's today in today's time frame, if you're not keeping track."

"Yeah, great. Well, I actually need to run now. Have some errands to do. See you!" Timothy said, almost running out the door. Carol was the last person he wanted to see right now. He'd need to get cured of her and the best way would be to limit contact.

Timothy was nervous when he opened the door to the university's health center. The receptionist was a middle-aged woman with a friendly but tired face.

"Hi. Could I see a therapist?"

She looked at him over her glasses. "Do you have an appointment?"

"No, but this is kind of urgent. Is there anyone available?"

Her face stiffened. "Are you considering self-harm?"

"Oh no! Nothing like that. Just feel I'm about to have a breakdown. Please, is there anyone I could talk to?"

She nodded and started typing on her computer.

"There's nobody who's fully board certified, but we do have an intern, miss Stafford, in the office now. Let me call."

The call took only a few seconds. Timothy couldn't hear what they were talking about.

"Sir? Yes, miss Stafford will see you. I should note that this is mainly a preliminary intake call where she will assess whether you need a certified therapist or whether she can take you as a client. If you do need a professional then we will try to book you as soon as possible. Okay?"

"Yeah, absolutely," Timothy said. "Thank you very much."

The receptionist told Timothy the room number and he went there, opened the door, and saw Lara Stafford, Carol's roommate, sitting behind her desk.

She was dressed in a pant suit and smiling a professional, polite smile.

"Please take a seat," she said, showing him to a chair.

Her eyes stayed on him as he sat down. Finally, she spoke again. "Wait a moment. Do I know you? You're a friend of Carol, aren't you?"

"Yes," Timothy nodded. "Is...is that a problem?"

She shook her head slightly. "Not from my point of view. This is a small campus and we do see people who know, just not people we have personal relationship with. If you are comfortable with me then there is no problem. Rest assured everything we talk about here is strictly confidential and even if we meet in a social setting I will not bring this up or acknowledge it unless you do first so yourself."

A heavy weight was lifted off Timothy' shoulders. "I absolutely have no problem with this. I really just need to talk to someone, anyone, as soon as possible."

She turned her body squarely toward him. "I understand that. How about you tell me the general nature of why you came here and I will see how we can proceed. Okay?"

"I will try. It's just...I haven't really talked to anyone, so it is a bit weird. Okay? So," he took a deep breath, "basically I have not been doing so well in school the past month. I have been in love with someone who doesn't feel the same way and this makes me suffer. I think lately I may be getting over it but I still feel I'm being crushed by all the work and all the stress."

Her face was so nice when she smiled. Her lips were full and her large, brown eyes were beautiful.

"I understand. This is very common and you are not alone with these feelings. I am happy you came to talk to us today."

"Wait! Sorry to interrupt, but I must add something else. Umm...I think I also have a problem with...sex. I feel it's on my mind all the time and I can't focus."

She nodded and wrote something down on her notepad. "I take it you're not in a relationship given your feelings toward this other person?"

"Right. So I try to get over it and get back to work by...ahem."

Her smile didn't falter. "Yes, I understand. Again, this is a completely normal way to deal with the situation. Statistically most of the population, especially those who are single, engage in this."

Damn, she was cool. "Yes, I know, but it is still shameful to talk about. So anyway, it is not helping. I feel I need more and more and it helps me focus less and less. I know this can't go on and I will lose my mind at some point, but I don't know what to do."

Timothy felt emotions well up in his throat.

Lara offered him the box of tissues that was on her desk. Timothy took one and blew his nose.

"The demands of college life can feel overwhelming, especially when combined with unhappiness in one's personal life. We as humans need meaningful social interactions and this can make other sort of interactions feel hollow and even counter-productive. Endless mountains of homework keep us constantly under stress but offer little satisfaction. It is a struggle."

With every word the knot around Timothy's chest loosened. He hadn't realized how common his problems were. Of course he also had some problems of a very special type but he wasn't about to talk about that to this young woman. Who he'd kind of abused just a few days earlier.

"Are you all right?" she asked and Timothy jumped back to reality.

"Oh, yes. I was just thinking about something. So, how would I be able to escape this cycle of unhappiness?"

"The first step is to understand there is no easy way. If there was the cycle would not exist. It is possible to escape it, but it will not happen instantly. We typically recommend a two-pronged approach. The first prong is that you should see a therapist weekly. I am more than happy to take you as a client, assuming you are still comfortable with me. The second prong, which is the more important one, is that you should start doing activities that bring you true happiness, not simply moments of relief. And I don't mean sexual activities, though they can certainly also be meaningful. Many people find volunteering a good way to find a meaning, though a hobby can work equally well."

"No offense intended, but that is easier said than done. I feel I don't have enough time as is, and I don't know where to find time to start some new hobby."

She nodded solemnly. "I know it can be hard, but the key realizations is that the quantity is not as important as the quality. An hour every week or every two weeks can be a good start. As you start feeling more satisfaction from life you often will also start feeling like you have more time available, because less time is spent worrying. So how about I give you a task to come up with ideas of activities you could do for our next session?"

"I can try, but I don't know if that will work."

"Just do your best," she smiled. "Remember, there is no failures here. It is my job to keep pushing you gently. Your job is to try to be comfortable doing things you would normally find slightly uncomfortable. Makes sense? Just do your best and try to come up with three or five possible activities, and we will see how it goes?"

Timothy nodded. "Okay. So, next week, same time and place?"

She shook her head. "In this case I recommend you would come back sooner, let's say in two days. I should have open slots then.

###

The sun was already up when Timothy walked out. He was simultanously relieved of having talked to someone, but frustrated that the only thing she could offer was for him to come up with ways to volunteer. He had no skills and he wasn't a people person. Besides, he was afraid that if he stopped his technician duties it would be the end for him, and that did take quite a bit of time.

Then again, that was, undoubtedly, a form of volunteering. He had no idea how he'd explain this to Lara, but it was something he could potentially do. The whole sexual aspect of it was something he didn't know how to solve, but he'd have to cross one bridge at a time.

Could he actually do it, help people? Helping Lina had felt wonderful, to be sure. Despite the awful things that he knew she'd endured he felt solace in knowing that she would be better off now.

There was one pressing matter left. This would be the hardest.

###

Timothy knocked on 207's door. An annoyed voice called him in.

"Oh, 2077! Fantastic job calling for that hard reset last night!" Her tone had changed the second she saw it was him. "The operating tech, 2048, reported it was a full success, and our preliminary readings of the agent say he is feeling significantly more stable now. In fact, let me see how he's doing right now..."

Timothy felt bile rise up his throat. His supervisor could not under any circumstances try to find the agent, i.e., him.

"Oh, let me take care of that once we're done here," he managed to come up. "I feel it's my responsibility, after all. I'm sure you have more important work than routine monitoring."

"You're right, of course," she sighed. "I'm just a bit frustrated, to tell you the truth. The tech, that 2048, marked the treatment confidential, so I can't see anything that's going on there. Honestly I just like seeing these male hard resets. They're so...inspiring. Why don't you find her and ask why she did it, okay? I don't have any other pressing tasks for you. Check up on the agent and make sure he's fine, and then figure out what's the deal with the hidden recording."

Crisis averted for now.

"Was that all, 2077?" she said, her voice back to being annoyed.

"Actually, you brought this topic up. I had another reason for a visit."

"Oh? Well, out with it."

Timothy looked down at his gut that was clearly visible through the thin jump suit. "This is embarrassing, but is there a plan of some sort I could follow to get into a better shape?"

Her eyes grew a bit, but eventually she nodded.

"Wow. This kind of self-control, to suggest it voluntarily...yes, there is. I was planning to wait and see if the situation would improve on its own, but I can absolutely refer you to a voluntary conditioning appointment. Do you want to do that right now?"

"Yes, please."

"Great. I'll call Dr. 0 immediately."

Doctor 0 was a very old man but you wouldn't be able to tell from his physical appearance. He looked like he was in his early 40s, his skin slightly wrinkled and his hair showing traces of silver. No, Timothy knew the man was old only because on his wall were pictures of seven generations of his family.

"Captivating, isn't it?" the doctor said.

Timothy snapped back to reality, somehow feeling shamed at having looked for so long.

"Relax, son, I don't mind. I am quite proud of my family. I hope I will live long enough to see one or two more generations," he winked. "Which brings me to you. I got a message from your supervisor that you asked to be enrolled in a voluntary Physical Performance Improvement Plan?"

"Yes, sir, that's correct."

The man's face was friendly. Timothy sensed no judgement from him.

"First, let me say that I am impressed you took such initiative. Most people are enrolled involuntarily due to their low job success rate. However, I pulled your file up and it seems despite being new here you've already done a lot of good work. Second, although I agree there is some work to be done, I want to assure you that I have seen much, much worse. We'll get you back in shape in no time!"

Timothy sighed audibly. "Do I even want to ask how?"

"It's easy. Just eat less and exercise more."

"Are...you serious?"

The doctor's smile faltered.

"Yes, of course I am serious. What else were you expecting? We'll change your meal allowance to have a new composition and include physical exercise in your duty roster. What are you currently eating?"

"I, ah, actually I'm mostly eating in the simulation. I'm eating their food."

The doctor nodded. "Yes, I see. No wonder. It is known to be quite unhealthy, though I understand technicians sometimes have to eat in the field due to time constraints. I will prescribe you three portions of Solid-Liquid Undeniably Delicious Gourmet Experience daily for three weeks."

"SLUDGE?"

"It's the newest in liquid nutrition. You drink it during a normal meal time and that's it. Just pack one in your tool bag in case you get hungry in the field, though the patented composition typically keeps you sated for full eight hours at a time."

"Got it. And the exercise?"

"There are a few options, and you can see what is the most convenient for you. Believe or not, some of our field technicians enjoy working out in the simulation, blending in with the agents in their gyms or running paths. Just make sure you dress in setting-approprite attire. Others report having enough exercise from their time with their companion. You have that sorted out, I trust?"

"Actually, my companion was transferred into the sim and I can't get a new one for a while."

"Oh, that's a pity. Sexual intercourse can be great for health."

"I'll keep that in mind, doctor."

"Yes, I understand it can be frustrating for one without a ratified partner or a companion here in the complex..."

His voice trailed off.

"Son, I feel bad for you. It says here you only had a companion for one day. That is some terrible luck, especially for someone as young as you are. Heck, I'm a hundred and thirty and I still have sex with my wife almost every day. Couldn't live without it."

The doctor suddenly looked around the room with a mischevous gaze, then gestured Timothy to come closer.

"Let me tell you a little medical secret," he whispered. "Your supervisor legally can't tell you this and I shouldn't either, but since you're new here I figured I'd bend the rules a bit. You can engage in said activity in the sim," the doctor said, winking.

"Yeah, of course I can. So do I just go and find an agent girlfriend?" Timothy said, wanting to tell the good doctor that it was easier said than done.

"No, no, you misunderstand me. This is something specific to the technicians."

"You mean I put the agents in trance and then have sex with them while they're unconscious?"

The doctor was taken aback, and Timothy realized he probably shouldn't be quite this rude. The man was trying to genuinely help.

"That is certainly an option, and many do it," the doctor replied.

"I know, sorry I replied like that. I just don't like the idea of doing it with unconscious women, agents or not."

The man nodded.

"I agree. It is better with a more active partner. Which is why I recommend you use pheromones."

Timothy almost burst out laughing, but managed to keep his voice mostly steady.

"Pheromones!? You mean, drug the agents into wanting sex?"

"Is that really any different from how the agents do it themselves? I encourage you to go into one of their party houses...what are they called again? Broternities?"

"Fraternities."

"Yes, that's right. Go into one of the fraternities during a party and you see people try to alter the brain chemistry of people they're attracted to all the time, in hopes that will lead to copulation. In one way or another most of human bonding rituals revolve around that. Give gifts? Dopamine. Hugging? Oxytocin. Or if it's alcohol the point is just to dull the brain activity enough that the target doesn't realize they actually don't want to have sex. Is it so bad to take a more efficient approach and use safe, fast alternatives?"

"There's still a major difference. If I was an agent, which of course I'm not, and I was courting a woman and buying her gifts, I would do that not just to have sex but to develop a more meaningful relationship. It sounds like you have some magic drug that will just make me able to treat them like cigarettes, use once and then throw away."

The doctor got up and started to pace back and forth.

"I see, I see. Please do not take offense, but I genuinely assumed you would want to activity mainly for the sake of the physical relief, and potentially to have a fun source of exercise. For this purpose agents are perfect since we can have interactions like that without that having any effect in the real world, or really, even in the simulation. Let's say an agent would be unhappy about the experience after the fact? We'd just revert them to the last checkpoint. Then, from their subjective point nothing had happened."

"Sorry, can you repeat that? Revert?"


"Surely they covered this in the basic training, but possibly you have not administered this treatment during your short time here. Yes, essentially revert their memory back a few hours or about a day. Longer than that and other agents will start to react strangely to their loss of memory, but a hour or two and nobody usually minds."

"Ok, I get it. Seems handy."

"But utterly useless for you in this instance. I understand you hold the belief that agents are more human than what many others believe, and you believe we should treat them more humanely than we sometimes do. This is admirable," the doctor said, "especially considering that holding this belief is objectively denying some physical pleasure from yourself."

The doctor continued pacing around the room, deep in thought.

"However, this does present a dilemma. What is the line between acceptable and unacceptable chemical use in the simulation moral system? Is using a cologne to smell better cheating? What about brushing your teeth? Using makeup? And looking at it differently, how about working out to elicit a primitive attraction response? Basically agents, and to be honest us humans as well, are trying to cheat their way into each other's sexual organs all the time."

There was no denying the doctor sort of did have a point.

"I see you're thinking about it. Why don't you tell me your thoughts?" the doctor said, seeing Timothy' furrowed brow.

"I never thought about it in that much detail, to tell you the truth."

"Would you wear a scent that made you more attractive?"

"I guess it depends on how much? If it increased my chances a little bit, then yeah, sure. If it made people just flat out fall in love with me, something they'd never do otherwise? Probably not then."

"It sounds like you have some personal searching to do, son. How about you stick to non-sexual forms of exercise for now?"

"Exactly my thoughts."

###

The doctor's appointment had not been quite as helpful as he'd hoped but at least he'd gotten some free food out of it, sludge or not. However, his wish of a science-y fat zapper device had been unfulfilled.

Speaking of unfulfillment he realized there was one more thing he had to do. He didn't want to, but it was the only way to go on.

Timothy was feeling sour as he walked, dragging his feet as much as possible, trying to delay his arrival. But no matter how much he tried he couldn't avoid finally arriving there. Once there, he swallowed hard and took out his phone.

Carol answered at the first ring.

"Timothy! I've been trying to reach you all day. What's going on? Are you okay?"

"Yeah, everything's good. Can you come outside? I want to talk with you."

"Sure, I'll be there in a sec."

In less than a minute the door opened and she rushed to him. She rushed to him and wrapped her arms around him.

"Oh my god, I'm glad you're fine. I was worried something happened."

"Something did happen, Carol," he said, stepping back from her hug and locking his hard, cold eyes with hers.

"Timothy, you're scaring me."

"No need to be scared. I have simply come to understand that I can't stay in contact with you. I have been thinking about you too much this semester and it has impacted my psyche too much. I will ask to change lab times. I'm sorry about this but I hope you can understand."

"Timothy, I-"

"Please, Carol. There are no hard feelings and you really did let me down as gracefully as possible. However, I need to focus on myself now and I simply can't do it if I'm still around you. I am truly sorry."

He turned and walked away, refusing to hear anything she shouted after him.

###

The first time Timothy went to the gym was hard. Furious at himself for having been so rude to Carol he pushed himself too hard and almost puked in a trash can next to the squat rack. At least the sludge was good.

The second time was better. He used more reasonable weights and managed to finish an actual set.

For the third time he asked Adoric to join him. After their workout Adoric donned his hazmat suit and went to observe the ladies' locker room. Timothy ignored his pleas to come perv with him and instead went to finish the math homework.

He still kept clocking in as Adoric every day. Every Monday night he'd go to pick up the cash envelope and took it to Lina's home. He'd leave the envelope under her door. Sometimes he'd go inside and watch her sleep, increasingly often with a trace of happiness on her face.

His sessions with Lara were hard. He wasn't used to opening his heart up to someone and it was a struggle to tell her his secrets, his innermost feelings. He didn't tell everything, of course. Anything he did for the people running the world was obviously off limits, but he told her everything else. How he was starting to get over Carol, how he masturbated less frequently and watched less porn, how he had made a new friend, Adoric, and despite their differences was starting to bond with him.

She kept pushing him to volunteer more. Timothy was struggling to explain the fact that he already did more unpaid work than was in any way reasonable. He'd frame it as "helping Adoric with errands", which did not impress Lara.

"Really, Timothy. I understand you feel it is important to help your friend, but I'm talking about something that lets you help the whole community and meet more new people. How about one of those campus orientation guides? I just got an e-mail about it today, asking for volunteers to help some new transfer students get on board."

His ears perked. Surely this would be better than handing out hot soup to people on Sunday mornings. Just show people around the campus? He could do that.

"Sure, I'll sign up," he said.

"Really, this is great, Timothy! I feel we have made a breakthrough," she exlaimed.

"If you say so."

"Moving on to other topics. I also see you appear to be getting healthier and healthier every time I see you. Wonderful job. Maybe I should hire the same personal trainer," she added, winking.

It had been much easier to explain that he'd hired a personal trainer than to tell that his diet and exercise program had been created by Doctor 0.

"I will let you know when he starts taking new clients again."

"With those results I can see how he's so busy..." her voice trailed off.

Honestly, Lara was among the last people on the campus to need a personal trainer. He'd been scheduled to do a few check-ups to her since that first time so he was intimately aware of her body, probably more so than she herself was. The dossier said that she was starting to get sexually frustrated and at the same time was worried Jason, the guy she was seeing, was trying to push things too fast. She felt desires rising within her but felt masturbation was wrong. This created a conflict that she could not possible resolve herself.

Luckily she didn't have to. That's why the park was staffed with technicians.

Timothy could see the results of his work clearly whenever he had a therapy session with Lara either just before or just after he was scheduled to release her tension. The day after the treatment her cheeks would be flushed and her eyes would be sparkling and she'd catch herself smiling into the distance before noticing it and focusing back to Timothy. It was cute, really, but even then it didn't match the experience of being in the room with her lying naked on her bed, squirming as the official treatment tool did its work inside her.

"Timothy, are you listening?"

He startled back to the present moment.

"Sorry, I was thinking about something. Could you repeat?"

"It's all right. It seemed like a pleasant memory. Do you want to talk about it?"

Did Timothy want to talk to Lara about how her body twisted and curled when she came, how her fists clenched, how she bit her arm to subconsciously quiet her screams?

Yes and no. For now, no.

"Maybe another time. So, what did you say earlier?"

"Just that I hope you didn't take my compliment about your improving health personally. I simply wanted to congratulate you on your self-control."

"It is quite fun, actually. I think what I was missing before was structure, a program to follow, plus the initial spark of course. It's great I get to work out my anger and frustration."

"That's great! Speaking of spark, you still haven't talked with Carol?"

"No, I haven't. She keeps trying to call me, but I don't think I can talk with her. I regret that I was so harsh with her, but that was the only way I felt I could break free."

"I understand, I understand."

Timothy wasn't sure she did. She didn't know he also had to keep treating Carol. Supervisors typically kept assigning agent treatments to techs that had treated them before.

Carol was a mess. Her sexual frustration had stabilized since she'd bought that new vibrator, but emotionally she seemed distressed. Every week Timothy would be tasked to go into her and Lara's room, strip Carol and himself, and cuddle with her until bad dreams left her and her breath stabilized. More often than not he would massage her breasts while his erect penis would leak precum to her thighs.

It was a hard job but someone had to do it.

"Timothy? Are you thinking about her right now?"

Right, he was still in Lara's office.

"Uh, yes, kind of. Mostly just about some stuff from before. I want to reconnect with her, but I can't risk it before I know I am over her."

"Yes," she nodded. "That is a good idea. If you want I could be a messenger between you two. I could tell her that you are doing well and that you regret how things turned out, but you want to try to rebuild a friendship later, perhaps next semester. Is that something you want me to do?"

"Yes, please. That would be very nice."

"Great! Well, I see we are out of time. See you next week, Timothy!"

"You too, Lara."

###

Timothy drank his nutrition sludge as he walked to the Resident Life building.

"Yes?" an attractive blonde in her late twenties behind a desk asked.

"I heard there is need for new campus orientation guides? I would like to help with that if I could."

"Yes, absolutely! What year are you?"

"I'm freshman, but I am pretty familiar with the whole campus. I do, uh, geocaching, so I move around different buildings a lot."

"Oh, no worries about that. It's not so much about being a literal guide as it is just being someone the new students can talk to about mundane matters. Let me see...yes! I know we'd have one. So, the reason I sent that notification out today is that we have a sudden mid-semester transfer and no free guides right now. Could you start already today?"

"Today? Uh..."

"Please, say yes! This is a very special student. We want to give her the best possible start here. How about you help me and I'll see what I can do to move you to a private dorm room for the spring semester?"

"Oh, wow. Yes, absolutely, I can start today."

Surely Adoric could complete one workout on his own.

"Fantastic! I will call her immediately if you don't mind."

The blonde took her office phone and pressed a few buttons.

"Miss Couture? Yes, this is the Resident Life office again. We have a new guide who is available to show you around. When? Well, I suppose that is negotiable. What time would you prefer? Yes, I see. Let me ask him. Yes, it is a him. Is that fine? Great."

She put the phone against her shoulder and turned back to Timothy.

"The student, Genevieve Couture, would like to meet up with you as soon as possible since she has practice later today. Is there any way you could meet her already for lunch, say within the next thirty minutes?"

"Yeah, sure. I don't have any pressing homework right now."

"Great!" She picked up the phone again. "Miss Couture? Yes, the guide, Timothy, will meet you for lunch. He is wearing...let's see...jeans and a hoodie. Yes, I know, not all that descriptive. Oh, I know! I will give him a badge. Yes, one of those bright yellow ones you saw. Great!"

The blonde put down the phone and flashed her flawless white teeth at Timothy.

"I am in your debt, Timothy! This was such a good timing. I just started this job and I so very much want to give a good impression, so when we had this surprise transfer and nobody to help her I started to panic and I was worried that my supervisor would...well, never mind that. Let's just say I will try very hard to make sure you get that private room. If there's anything else I can do, don't hesitate to let me know, okay?"

"Uh, right. So what do I actually do with this Genevieve?"

"Just answer any questions she has, ask what buildings she has classes in and show her how to get there, that kind of stuff. Basically, let her ask what she needs to ask. Some students ask a ton of questions, others don't. Let her steer and just go with the flow."

"Got it. So, a badge?"

###

Timothy was standing outside the student union building in his dark jeans and dark hoodie, and a bright yellow badge that said "RESIDENT LIFE", with "Timothy" written underneath with a black marker.

He spotted Genevieve from afar. Behind her gracious step and poised composition was unmistakeable unfamiliarity of her surroundings that every new student was familiar with. She was dressed in a long, white coat and her hair was hidden behind a fur hat. She seemed to be of medium height, though her build was hard to judge due to the coat.

As she got closer Timothy waved at her, and she waved back. She took the last steps with a light spring on her feet and stopped closer to Timothy than most girls did. Her face reminded him of something.

"Hi! I'm Genevieve! You must be Timothy."

She was his companion. The naked goddess that he had known for a grand total of one day. The woman that had been bound to him, to serve his every sexual desire. Her body had been flawless, her face like an angel. He could still feel her fingers on his back as she opened the knots he didn't even know he had.

The one woman that would have willingly, so to speak, had sex with him, and he'd turned her down. This very same woman was now standing in front of him.

Shit. Don't be weird. Not now.

"Yes, hi," he managed to say, still trying to piece together the image of her body. "Nice to meet you, Genevieve. Are you hungry?"

"A little bit. What do you usually eat here?"

"Actually, most of the time I pack my own lunch. I kinda eat this nutrition liquid thing. But we have a pretty good salad and sandwich shop here if you're not into salt and grease."

"That sounds great! Lead on."

Timothy ordered a bacon melt for himself. Genevieve went for an avocado bagel.

"Is it your first day on campus?" Timothy asked after the first bite.

"Yes. I understand my sudden arrival was so...sudden, and I appreciate the flexibility everyone here has showed in helping me. I arrived last night and today is officially my first day of school."

"So where did you transfer from?"

"It is a little embarrassing, but for the past few months I have not been studying much. I was at the U.S. Figure Skating Olympic training camp and there I studied as much as possible on my own."

"Olympic training camp! Wow, that is so cool."

She looked down at her plate.

"It was. But since I'm here it means I wasn't selected."

"Yes, of course. I'm sorry, Genevieve. I understand it must be disappointing. I still hope you will have good time here, even if it's not the Olympics."

She looked back at him. "I'm sure it will be. And I can still skate."

"That's right. So what will you be studying?"

"Quantum information! Isn't that cool?"

"Holy cow, that is actually really cool. I didn't know we even taught that here."

"It's kind of a tailored program. Mostly graduate courses," she said quietly.

"So what you're saying is that not only are you basically an Olympic-level skater, you're also a physics genius?"

She was looking at her half-eaten sandwich again, not saying anything.

"Sorry, Genevieve. Did I say something wrong?"

"No, Timothy. It's just that I've been hearing all my life I'm special this and special that. While I'm here I just want to be a normal freshman, just be me."

"I understand. Well, how's this. I promise I will not make a big deal out of it, but with one condition."

"What's that?"

"If you win a Nobel you'll give me an autograph."

She giggled. "Fine. Deal. So, what about you? What do you study?"

"Actually, I'm also in physics. Just regular physics."

"Cool! Maybe we'll see each other around. So can you show me the physics building next?"

They walked the couple of hundred feet from the Union to the Moriarty Building which hosted the Physics, Math and Informatics departments. The weather was crisp but the air was calm and by the time they got back inside their cheeks were showing a healthy glow of red.

"So, here we are. First floor is classrooms and offices. Second floor is more classrooms and labs. Third floor is mostly research labs and professor offices."

"Do you know where Dr. Bergenheist's office is?"

He did. He'd been there many times, often to pick up a certain envelope full of cash.

"Bergenheist? Isn't he with the math department," Timothy managed to say, barely keeping his voice calm.

"Yes, but since quantum information is heavily math-based I was told that I would be working mostly with him the first year."

"Ah yes, that makes sense. Well, let me show you the office. It's on the third floor."

Dark, violent thoughts filled Timothy's mind as they climbed the stairs up. Genevieve's perfectly shaped buttocs swaying in front of him did not even register in his mind. Bergenheist? That slimy, disgusting pig. There was no denying that the man was brilliant in his field, but if he did anything even slightly inappropriate with Genevieve he'd ruin the good professor, destroy his life.

A familiar face stopped Timothy and Genevieve in the corridor.

"Hello, Timothy," Lina said, waving at him.

"Hello, Lina. Lina, this is Genevieve. She is a new undergraduate student in quantum informatics. She will be working with your advisor this first year. I'm volunteering as a new student guide and I'm just showing her around the campus. Genevieve, this is Lina, she is working on her Ph.D. with Dr. Bergenheist so it is possible you guys will see each other regularly."

"It is nice to meet you, Genevieve," Lina said. Her smile was genuine, but Timothy couldn't avoid seeing the faint shadow of a dark cloud of terror in her eyes. No doubt Lina was thinking the same as Timothy was.

"I'm so glad to meet you too, Lina! Maybe you can tell me some helpful tips on how to work with Dr. Bergenheist."

"Of course," Lina nodded, the smile having left her lips.

"Well, we better get going. I will see you in class, Lina," Timothy broke the conversation.

He showed Genevieve all that she could need to know about the building, including offices of people she'd likely need to interact with, the break room, the student lounge, and so on.

###

"I was disappointed Dr. Bergenheist wasn't there today. I so wanted to meet him," Genevieve said as they were walking toward the university's ice rink.

"He's probably just in some committee meeting or something like that."

"Have you met him? Talked with him? What is he like?"

How could he answer? Should he tell her the truth? Of course, officially he shouldn't know anything about the professor's extracurricular interests, and Genevieve might not even believe him if he told her. The best solution would be to have Lina talk with her, but it was undoubtedly a topic she did not want to talk about. Timothy would have to think about this carefully. Surely the professor wouldn't try to do anything until a bit later?

"Not really. I have heard him give a talk but I haven't taken any of his classes."

"A pity. I heard he is brilliant and kind, attentive to his students."

"Uh, okay. I can understand that. He certainly looks like a friendly grandpa. Well, here we are," Timothy said as they arrived at the rink. "I'd come in but I actually have to run, and besides, you probably want to practice without an audience."

"Well, yes, but of course you're welcome to come watch any time you want. If you like skating, that is. No pressure. I'm not even that good."

"Genevieve, I have no doubt your skating is absolutely breathtaking. I hope I can come watch another time. For now, I really must go. Sorry, I thought I'd have the whole afternoon free but I just forgot about something."

"No worries. Thanks for your help! I have your number now so I will just text you for another meeting another day, okay?"

"Great. Have a good practice."

Timothy ran to the nearest entry point to the monitoring complex, glad that he was in a pretty good shape now.

He ran through endless identical corridors that he now knew by heart. When he got to the door he hammered it more than knocked.

"Yes, what is it? Oh, 2077. Again in sim clothes, are we? So what's the emergency?" said 207, his supervisor.

Timothy bent over and rested his arms on his knees, catching his breath.

"Give me a moment," he panted.

"By all means take all the time, including my very valuable time, you need," came the snarky reply.

"So I've been wondering about preventative care."

"You came here running like a madman and almost broke my door because you've been casually wondering about preventative care?"

"Okay, that was not very well put. Say I've observed some of the agents in the sim engage in patterns that I think will result in maintenance and possible severe programming corruption in the near future."

"Why didn't you say so immediately? I honestly don't know how you always find this stuff but I gotta be honest, you're the best in my group right now. In fact I was thinking about doing this a little bit later, but what the heck. 2077, I want to extend you an offer of promotion from a technician to an investigative troubleshooter."

"A what?"

"I don't know when you're messing with me and when you're being serious. How can someone be so ignorant and so good at their job at the same time?" She took a deep breath. "Okay, so let me explain. As an investigative troubleshooter you are supposed to do pretty much what you're already doing, hang out in the sim, observe the agents and the integrity of the simulation. If you see a situation that needs taking care of you can call a tech or resolve it yourself, up to you, but your main job is to intervene when you see an emerging situation that a tech just looking at data or the video feed wouldn't be able to identify."

"Wow, that actually sounds like something I'd enjoy doing. Thanks, 207."

"Don't thank me. You have more than earned it. Oh, and 2077?"

"Yes?"

"Do try to get a life. It's not healthy for you to spend all of your free time in the sim. You already got promoted faster than pretty much anyone ever. Just relax a little bit. I don't want you to burn out."

"I will keep that in mind. So, do I need new equipment or something?"

"It's all in the tablet. I've unlocked the relevant sections for you to read. Now bugger off, I really am busy. I'm preparing a new batch of agents."

A memory sparked within Timothy.

"Actually, one more question? It's quick."

207 looked up from her screen, frowning. "Fine. What is it?"

"You mentioned new agents and it reminded me of something I wanted to ask about earlier but forgot. Remember that companion I had a while ago?"

"Yes, vividly. Speaking of, why haven't you requested a new one? Your waiting period ended weeks ago."

"Uh, it's a long story, and you said you're busy. Anyway, this one companion, you said you'd give her some strong sexual urges."

"We did, yes. So what about it?"

"I just thought I should try to improve my ability to see which agent patterns are emergent and which are programmed, so I thought it would help me to learn more about the different kinks and other hidden personality traits. You know, for research."

"Yes, I see your point," she nodded with no hint of sarcasm. "Be careful. If you keep being so on-point and proactive all the time I will have to promote you again." She looked at him expectantly. "Okay, it wasn't a particularly funny joke. So, your tablet will have new debug privileges, such as being able to see both the overt as well as the hidden personality traits of the agents you are working on. However, as you know, the company policy is that I can not reveal who or where in the simulation this companion is, so I can't give you the full dossier. Hmm... How about I send you an anonymized version for reference."

She tapped her computer. "There. This agent's sexual habits are by no means unique but we hope they provide an interesting combination together with the rest of her personality."

"Great, thanks, 207. I'll be sure to study it extensively," he quipped as he left the room.

Studying would have to wait, however. Timothy rushed to the control room and tapped Bergenheist's name into the console.

His heart was thumping as he waited for the image to come to focus. The camera was behind the professor, showing an ordinary meeting room with three other old, grey-haired men.

So he was in a boring committee meeting after all.

He was about to tune out when he realized that one of the other attendees was a physics professor. Timothy decided to turn up the volume and listen just in case it was interesting.

Bergenheist was talking. "...I told you, I don't know. Some kind of vigilante who must have been tracking me."

"You are positive he only referred to your individual actions?" The speaker was sitting opposite to Bergenheist. He was handsome in his silver beard and grey suit and was tapping his fingers on the table as he spoke.

"Positive. I destroyed the message, of course, but I remember it word for word. I think as long as I keep paying the whore for services not provided and appear clean in my office he's going to believe the act."

Timothy's focus sharpened. Something was going on. They were discussing the threatening message he had written to Bergenheist.

"How did he find out in the first place?" the bearded man continued.

"I don't know. My best guess is that he was following the girl. A lover, a stalker, who knows? The message was focused on her moreso than me."

"And you haven't noticed anyone follow you? Did you consider putting a camera in your office to see who picks up the cash?"

"Nobody is following me, I am certain. I decided against the camera. It seems like a risk in case he has his own camera there, or is otherwise keeping tabs on it."

"Good. Continue your preparation. Bergenheist, do you think we should switch you to a different role?"

"I don't see the need. You all know I am the best at what I do. The entertainment will be ready for the next shareholder visit. Quite a few have already been groomed and the rest are either in the pipeline or about to enter it. In fact, another potential candidate arrived just today."

"Excellent. We all know the stakes here," the bearded man said solemnly. "With no other pressing matters we are adjourned. Be careful, all of you."

Stunned at what he had heard Timothy watched Bergenheist get up from the leather chair and walk out of the university president's private meeting room. Something sinister was going on and Timothy was certain the way Bergenheist talked about "grooming" the "entertainment" wasn't good. The latest arrival would have to be Genevieve. Timothy fiddled with the controls and switched the camera to Couture, Genevieve.

She was sliding graciously on the ice, her arms spread wide and her eyes barely open. There were a few other girls and a guy in the rink with her, all of them in their own little part of the ice. A woman in her fifties was standing in the center, shouting commands and instructions.

She was safe, at least for now.

Ch. 07

Later that day he received a text from Adoric, who had embraced life in the sim and had gotten an actual mobile phone, with a plan and all.

"Wanna go to a party tonight? I invited us both," it said.

Timothy wasn't much of a party person, but it would be good to go out every once in a while. Besides, observing agents under the influence of alcohol would be a good opportunity to start spotting any particularly erratic behavior.

"Sure. Just tell me time and place," he replied.

At 10 PM they met near Alpha Alpha Alpha house. It was the best-known party fraternity on campus and it wasn't clear if any of the members in the 150-year history of the house had ever put a foot inside a classroom. Somehow, all of the alumni still ended up getting jobs at investment banks and white shoe consulting firms.

"What's up, Adoric? Not wearing your hazmat suit today, I see."

"Nah bro," Adoric replied. "I figured I might try my luck the old-fashioned way today," he grinned. "Actually, I kind of have a date here with this hottie I saw at the gym today."

"Congrats! Hope everything goes well."

"To be honest I'm a bit nervous. I guess I can just don the suit if things don't work out."

"Or you can accept that not everyone wants to have sex with you on the first date. These are humans, Adoric. It's a bit creepy to go around and fuck unconscious people."

Adoric sighed. "You have such a terrible effect on me. Before I met you I wouldn't have thought twice about this. I mean, these people were literally created for amusement of the real people. They wouldn't exist without us."

"But now they do exist," Timothy nodded solemnly. "And what your people are doing is slavery."

"Fine, fine. No trance sex from me today. Let's not ruin the mood by discussing how evil I am. Besides, I'm thirsty."

###

The ceiling of the big hall of the fraternity house was oscillating with the same frequency as the subwoofer was pumping out notes of deep bass. Timothy was sipping a punch that tasted deceptively sweet and un-alcoholic. Best be careful around that. Adoric had abandoned him a few minutes earlier after he had seen the girl, and the two had retreated upstairs to "talk about philosophy."

Timothy was happy for his friend, but at the same time couldn't help but feel jealous. How did he just randomly find a date with a girl just like that? Like, what did he say to her? How did he say it? It was unfair. Not to mention the girl was extremely hot, better than Timothy could score himself even with substantial effort.

Deep in his thoughts Timothy wandered around the house trying to see if there was anyone he knew but soon realized people he hung out with didn't frequent parties like this. Or parties in general, really. He went for the second-best option, which was the punch bowl.

The taste was terrible but free alcohol had a certain appeal, which was that it was free.

"Hey, Timothy!" a somewhat intoxicated voice sounded behind him.

Timothy turned to face Lara. She was dressed in a short, black dress that highlighted her long, well-toned legs.

"Never expected to run to you here!" she continued.

"I came with a friend," Timothy said.

"How nice! Where is he? I'd like to meet him."

"He's upstairs with a girl."

"Ooh, I see, I see. Well, hopefully I can meet him another time."

"Did you come with someone?"

"Oh God, no. Well, I asked Carol, but she wasn't feeling good. And I specifically did not come with any guys. Good riddance."

"Guy problems?"

"No more. I had something going on, but I ended it." She emptied her cup of punch.

"Sorry to hear that."

"Don't be. The guy was pushing too much, if you know what I mean."

"Is it okay for us to talk like this? You know, given that we also talk in your office?"

"Sure, why not?"

"Well, I just thought you revealing too much about yourself could somehow affect that."

"You're such a good person, Timothy. I really mean it. Worrying about that. Well, if I say something embarrassing, please just ignore it. I'd really like to keep working with you, and I think you're making such good progress."

"Thanks, Lara. I just wanted to make sure."

Lara took another sip from her cup, and then looked into it with wrinkles on her forehead.

"I think I need to go refill this. Stay where you are, I'll be back. I don't want to talk to any of the other idiots here."

"You bet," Timothy said, raising his cup at her.

Although Timothy was intimately aware of what was under Lara's dress he couldn't avoid admiring how her dress fit her backside.

"A friend of yours?"

Timothy spun around, embarrassed having looked after Lara for so long.

"Oh hi, Genevieve," he said.

"Hello."

"Are you enjoying the party?" Timothy asked.

"It's not really my type of a party. Too loud."

"You're not wrong. I can't tolerate these unless I get at least a few cups worth of this stuff down," he said, nodding to his cup.

"I'm not really into drinking. Besides, I have practice in the morning. I just came to check this place out. Curiosity, you could say."

"So how was your first day?"

"I really like the coach. I didn't meet any of the other skaters today, but will tomorrow. Which is also why I can't drink or anything."

"Honestly, you probably don't want to get too drunk in a party like this, practice or no practice."

"What do you mean?"

"Let's just say there are men here who are seeking to take advantage of girls who aren't handling their intoxication well. It's a pretty open secret."

Timothy saw something flash in Genevieve's eyes. She nodded. "Thanks for the tip, Timothy. Now I know to not come back."

"At least bring a friend," he smiled.

"Speaking of friends, where did that other girl go? Maybe you could introduce me. I'd like to meet other friends of yours."

Lara had been gone for much longer that it should take to fill her cup. Maybe she'd seen someone else she knew.

"I'm not sure, to be honest. Plans change rapidly when you're drunk."

"Aren't you worried? Given what you just said. An attractive girl drunk like that, all by herself."

"I don't think she was that drunk, but you're right. I'll go see if I can find her, just to make sure she's all right."

"How about I'll check the restroom since I need to use one anyway. What's her name?"

"Thanks, that's a good idea. Her name is Lara. Let's meet here in a few minutes."

Timothy went to kitchen and Lara wasn't there. Luckily she was tall for a girl, so she shouldn't be hard to spot. He walked from room to room and with each step a black pit grew inside him.

"Anything?" he asked Genevieve when she was waiting for him back where they started. She shook her head.

"Me neither. She said she'd come right back. I'm sure she wouldn't have left without me."

"Where else could she be?" she asked.

"Gotta be upstairs, where the bedrooms are. And that doesn't sound too good, considering."

"What are we waiting for? Let's go!"

"Genevieve, look, I greatly appreciate the help, but I think it's better I go alone. You just got here and I don't want your very promising career here at campus be tainted by any trouble that might come from this."

"I don't get it. What kind of trouble?"

"If we drag some drunk punk off her he could react a bit ugly. I'll try to find the friend I came with for backup but if not, I can handle it myself."

She looked him up and down. "You sure?"

"Yes, absolutely. I've taken some self-defense. Besides, you have a very important practice in the morning."

"It's not that important compared to this, but if you promise you'll find your friend then that's fine by me. Can you maybe text me when you find her so I know everything's all right?"

"Sure, I will do that. Have a safe trip home."

###

Timothy tried to remain calm as he ascended the stairs. He didn't have a hazmat suit available, and the nearest entry point where he could get one was too far. The second-floor corridor was long, with a T intersection at the end. He went from door to door, listening for any sounds. There were clear sounds of sexual activity going behind the third door he checked, but as soon as he heard a woman being clearly proactive in the passion he kept going. Either it wasn't Lara, or she was doing something she liked, in which case good for her.

The sixth door was cracked open and Timothy peeked in. There was a man lying on a bed, with a woman bent over him, bopping her head up and down, her lips around the man's penis. She was wearing only a g-string, with fantastic breasts, a tight body and long, blonde hair. The man, turns out, was Adoric. Timothy considered for a brief second waiting for them to get finished and then ask for help, but that didn't seem like a great option, and who knows how long his friend would last. At least he knew where to find them if things got really hairy.

Timothy kept going from door to door, cursing that he had left his tablet back home. There weren't any sounds he could hear, but he went door to door, trying to see if he could hear anything or see if the lights were on in the room. Most of the rooms were empty, given that it was still early in the evening, and the only thing he found after Adoric was another consensual couple.

Timothy was nearing the end of the left side of the T when he heard mumbling behind a door and saw that the lights were on. The door was closed, but not locked. It opened silently, and Timothy managed to peek in. He could see a man standing next to a bed, and a woman's bare legs hanging down

from the edge of a bed. The man was dressed in a suit with strange grey triangular patterns, and he was currently unbuckling his belt.

Timothy stepped in slowly, hoping the man wouldn't notice slight movement. He saw more of the girl, wearing only her underwear, and confirmed it was Lara.

The man turned. "Go away, this doesn't concern you," he said to Timothy.

Revealed, Timothy stepped fully in the room and saw that there was nobody else. Lara was on the bed, fully unconscious.

"Did you drug her?"

"I said it doesn't concern you. Just go away, little man, and forget what you saw."

The word choice was ironic given that the man speaking was quite slim, and shorter than Timothy. He had long, straight white hair. Not blonde, but actual white.

The man's face changed into a smile. "I found her like this and was just about to call for help, but I don't have a phone. Let me write a number to call and maybe you can make the call?"

The man took a pen from his pocket and motioned Timothy to come closer. "Come on, I'll write on your arm."

Timothy immediately recognized the pen. It was the same model Adoric had used to stun him earlier. He took another look at Lara and saw she was wearing one of the trance headbands.

"Oh, that's a great idea. My phone ran out of battery but I'll go downstairs to find someone who can call," Timothy said, stepping closer to the man.

When Timothy got to within an arm's reach the white-haired man swung the pen toward Timothy' outreached arm, but Timothy knew it was coming and grabbed the man's wrist with both hands. The other man was surprisingly weak, and when he twisted the arm the stun-pen fell to the floor, followed by the man. Timothy put a knee on the man's chest, grabbed the pen from the floor, and smashed the blunt end on the man's neck. He saw the man jolt violently and his eyes to go blank.

Timothy got up and rushed to Lara's side. She was breathing, and unhurt. Good. He went back to the man, pulled out his already open belt, and tied the man's wrists together with it the best he could. The belt was thin and flexible, made out of some kind of a fabric, which made it easier than with most belts.

He went back to Lara, and took off the headband, stuffing it to his pocket alongside the pen.

Her eyes opened almost immediately. "What?" she mumbled, as she sat up, eyes unfocused.

"Shh, Lara. It's me, Timothy. You were drugged but I got here in time. Everything's all right."

She rubbed her eyes and then looked at her mostly naked body. After a moment or two a realization dawned on her, and she tried to cover her body with her hands, which wasn't doing much.

"Here," Timothy said, handing her a throw blanket from a nearby chair. She covered most of her body with it and her breath seemed to calm down a notch or two.

Timothy went back to her and put a hand on her shoulder. "You're safe now. Nothing happened. He didn't even manage to undress you completely."

Lara didn't say anything but her gaze found the tied, still unconscious man on the floor. She threw her arms around Timothy, the blanked falling from her upper body, and buried her face to his neck.

"Thank you, Timothy. Thank you, thank you, thank you. I am so glad you found me."

"So am I. I couldn't find you downstairs so I thought I'd see if you're all right. Do you remember what happened?"

She pulled away from the embrace and forgot to re-cover herself. "I got more punch, when this man came to me and said something that didn't make sense. Like, 'Hello, meat', or something. I don't remember exactly. Then he hugged me or touched my head or something like that, I don't know. After that I blacked out. I'm freaked out. Did he drug me somehow?"

"He must have," Timothy said. "Maybe there's some close-range spray he used. You never know what these predators come up with."

"I'm scared, Timothy. What if he had succeeded?"

"Let's not think about that. Can you get dressed while I call the cops?"

Timothy stayed on her side the five minutes it took for the flashing blue lights to appear in front of the frat house. Lara went to stay outside the door, the still-unconscious man inside, and Timothy ran to one of the empty rooms to hide. They had agreed that Lara would say she didn't know the man who saved her. Easier for everyone this way.

###

"Bro! I came harder than I've ever done in my life last night. It's so different when a girl is awake and doing stuff on her own," Adoric' text read.

"Happy for you, but some bad stuff happened yesterday we need to talk about. Can you come here in an hour?" Timothy replied while trying to focus his half-asleep eyes on the screen.

"Yeah, sure."

The next text came from Carol, two minutes later.

"I heard what happened yesterday. Can you come outside?"

Timothy sent her a quick acknowledgement, got dressed, and went out.

###

His heart was racing as he walked out the dorm to meet Carol. He hadn't spoken to her since that day. Working on her naked body without her knowledge was very interesting in other ways but her personality had been what he'd originally fallen in love with, more than anything else.

"Hi, Timothy," she said after he sat down next to her.

"Hi, Carol."

"Are you still angry at me?"

"I was never angry at you, please believe that. I just had to work out some stuff."

"You do look changed."

"Yeah, I've been going to the gym."

"It's not just that. It's more like how you carry yourself. More confident, I think."

"Thanks, that's nice to hear. So, last night?"

"Yeah, oh my gosh. I'm so glad you found her before...you know, before. How did you find her?"

"I was looking for my friend I came with and I happened to see what didn't look like a consensual arrangement. So I confronted the guy, he attacked me, but I managed to turn things around and wake Lara."

"He attacked you? And you beat him and tied him up? This sounds like some kind of action movie, not a frat party."

"I don't think he was a student. Looked like an outsider."

"Wow, that's a scary thought. Outsiders in college parties, trying to do bad stuff."

Out of nowhere she turned and hugged him.

"I am so happy you were there! Without you who knows what would have happened. Thank you, Timothy. Thank you. Lara is my best friend and you saving her feels like you saved me. We are both in debt."

"No. I refuse to accept that debt. I simply did what had to be done. Gratitude is fine but please do not think you need to do anything special because of that. I'd do it again even if I didn't know the victim."

"Oh, okay." She looked at the ground. "Can I at least buy you dinner? Not as a repayment but as a way to catch up?"

"When? I don't mean to brush you off but I'm quite busy nowadays. I got a job and I'm also helping with this campus orientation program."

"I understand. How about Saturday? Do you think you have time?"

"That should work. I don't have a shift then and I doubt there will be orientation duties either. How about 6?"

"Yes, that's good. Do you know the new Italian place that just opened?"

"I heard of it. Great, let's meet there then."

She smiled, and he smiled back.

"Thank you again, Timothy. Lara sends her thanks too, but it will be a few days before she can thank you in person. I hope you understand."

"Of course. Send my best to her. I need to run but it was nice to see you again, Carol."

###

After he was done with Carol Timothy sent a quick text to Genevieve about what had happened and they exchanged a few back and forths spanning from shock to fear. In the end Genevieve was convinced that the campus was relatively safe but isolated incidents like this were probably enough that it was good to stay aware at all times. Sound advice in any situation.

Only, it wasn't isolated. Later that day there was a Campus Police press release about seven rapes and one attempted rape at a campus party. Only one of the suspects had been caught and anyone who had any information was strongly urged to come forward.

Total of eight instances in the same party? Had they all been by the same guy? Didn't seem physiologically possible. And they were somehow connected to the real world of Adoric and others given the guy was using the headband and the stun pen. Were they simply out of control techs doing what Adoric had been doing?

"I read the news. It wasn't me. We were fully in consensus," Adoric replied to Timothy's text.

"Can we find out if they were techs?"

"You said you took a headband from this guy? Does it have a number on it?"

"No, it just says 'Apexium mk. 3'. It does look a bit different from the ones we use."

"Yeah, that's one of the premium models in the private sector. It could be a tech got their personal unit, but with our salaries that's not too likely. My guess is they were tourists looking for some entertainment."

"Tourists?"

"Yeah, like regular dudes going out to a theme park for some good time. Kind of like bar hopping but with guaranteed sex."

"They do that? That's disgusting!"

"Timothy, why do you think this sim was built? It certainly wasn't for the personal fulfillment of agents. It's a playground for real people."

"So these guys didn't do anything illegal?"

"Not illegal, but this is something that is frowned upon. Tourists are supposed to not stand out. A simple rape in a party would not have raised any eyebrows but now cops are going to investigate and people are going to get more careful and so on. The company will probably ban these tourists if they find out who they were."

"So how can we help?"

"If they were tourists and not techs there would be access logs. Let me do a search and get back later."

Timothy was fuming. These assholes from this other world thought they could just come to his world and do whatever they want. The seven girls who got raped, plus Lara, would likely have life-long trauma from this. Eight lives harmed by dickheads who couldn't get laid on their own.

Before he realized Timothy had gone to the nearest tech entrance, gotten his hazmat suit and taken the tunnel that took him to the town jail. He exited from a janitorial closet with determined steps and started walking toward the guard's office. He knew the guard wouldn't be able to see him but couldn't help but try to be sneaky. He still didn't believe he could actually be invisible to people.

He had planned an elaborate distraction to get the guard away to be able to look at his files but that was all for naught since the guard wasn't there. The computer had been left unlocked so Timothy simply sat down and looked up the arrest records. Doe, John from last night was located in holding cell 2.

Or he had been. Cell 2 was wide open. Timothy saw the bed had been slept in and that there was a sandwich wrapper in a corner, but Mr. Doe was nowhere to be seen. He realized the disappearance might be for legitimate reasons like an interrogation but his focus was on the possibility that this guy might have escaped. He ran to the nearest fire alarm and triggered it, and then went to stand somewhere out of the way. A few seconds later a chubby guy in a uniform arrived running. A few seconds later he had spotted the open cell door and called it up. Timothy exited through the same closet he had come from while alarms blazed in the jail. He'd only be in the way while the professionals worked.

Once he got back to his own clothes he realized there were several messages from Adoric. He explained, highly agitated, that the only two sim entrances yesterday had been from a historical sociologist in his 50s who had wanted to study social dynamics in the 2010s college environment, and from a small group of high school girls who wanted to experience the best hot chocolate known to humankind, and only sold in Auntie's Beans coffee shop here in the sim. Neither of those groups fit the profile of one to eight young males.

Adoric then went on to explain how when he had started working here he'd heard rumors of unofficial, unlogged trips to the sim by certain well-connected individuals. It was kind of an open secret that certain types preferred that for excitement and lack of accountability.

"So how do we find out who did it?" Timothy texted him.

"I can't see a way. The whole idea is that they can't track you. We can't even try a face ID since your buddy escaped from jail."

"There has to be a way, or they'll just come back."

"Let me think about it. I gotta go now. My date last night invited me to 'watch movies and chill' at her place. I'm really excited to see some of your sim movies."

###

Timothy went to the gym to get some of the frustration out of his system. He realized his sexual frustration was becoming worse and compounding the injustice he felt from the previous night. He hadn't jerked off in a few days and he would have to take care of it sooner rather than later.

Over the next few days he came to realize that his dilemma was that he didn't feel like ogling on unsuspecting girls with his hazmat suit even if it was, technically, a victimless crime, but now that he knew he could do that all other forms of jerk-off material seemed lame in comparison. When you have the ability to look and touch anyone you know nameless internet girls seem pointless.

He considered asking for another companion but that seemed even worse. Sexual slavery was a fun fantasy but it didn't feel quite as fun in real life, even if the companion would get their memory erased. He could also schedule another hard reset for himself, perhaps ask for 2048 again, but he strongly disliked the utter lack of control in the situation. Maybe she would want to try putting something up his butt, or something equally outside his comfort zone? It could be nice in its own way, but it wasn't something Timothy was willing to risk at the moment. He liked his high-pitched farts.

He'd have dinner with Carol in a few days but he was certain he wouldn't be ready to push a relationship with her. Certainly not now, possibly not ever. He saw her, and himself, so differently from how it had been in the past that he wasn't sure he could have normal feelings for her. Other than Carol there didn't seem to be a lot of prospects for him to get a girlfriend and there wasn't really anyone he was interested in. Genevieve was certainly very nice and had a bombshell body, especially given his preference for the figure skater body type but he felt he couldn't forget the fact he'd almost violated her when she had been his companion. Besides, she probably wouldn't even consider him interesting.

Timothy sighed on the campus bench where he'd been sitting for the past hour. A guy walking past looked at him and nodded in a brotherhood type of support. He probably thought Timothy was having girl trouble, which was not entirely inaccurate. Timothy nodded back.

Adoric was nowhere closer to figuring out how to track the people who had invaded the sim. The police had put out another press release explaining that the suspect had escaped custody and that anyone with any information should really, pretty please, come forward. They even put out a sketch of the suspect, explaining that somehow the CCTV recording had been erased from the system.

Timothy shook himself free of his ruminations and headed toward the nearest entrance to the tech complex. His shift was about to begin.

###

He started with his routine checks. He checked that Carol, Lara, Genevieve and Lina were all safe. Somehow he felt responsible for all of them. It was not only because he felt he'd seen them at their most vulnerable but that was a big part of it. Genevieve was taking a shower, Carol and Lara were working on homework, and Lina was grading homework. Timothy resisted the temptation to see if it was his math class and to see how he'd done.

Lina was doing much better nowadays. Her work performance was good and she had even gone on a few first dates with guys her own age. They hadn't led to anything substantial but it seemed like she was getting some of her trust in men back. She was also doing better financially thanks to Bergenheist's continued support and she was even sending some of that money to her parents.

Her parents were likely imaginary, like almost every backstory character in this sim, but she wouldn't know that. They probably just shred the travel cheque envelopes at the mail office, or maybe there was a specific department that read letters and wrote appropriate replies. That seemed more likely.

Next was the most unpleasant task of his routine checklist. Timothy tuned in on Bergenheist and tried to remain calm and attentive and to not be overcome by his disgust.

The man was in a meeting. It took only a second to figure out that it was the same group as before, the ones who were planning something shady. Timothy watched without blinking his eyes.

A bearded man was talking.

"... Good. There will be another shareholder visit this Saturday. Let's go around the table with the reports." The man nodded to a physics professor, Dr. Bosch as Timothy recalled, sitting next to him.

"The Mansion is ready. The security staff arrived from Bulgaria two days ago and have been brought up to speed. Food, drinks and drugs are ready."

"Who's the head of the security?"

"Same guy as last three times, Ivan. He's the only one who understands English. He's solid."

"Good. Rodriguez?"

The next man to speak was a Latino man, though he had no accent.

"Logistics are ready. We have twenty limos, all rented using a different shell company, and a driver for each. Drivers are from different states, no more than one from each city. All have a clean driving record. All communications are handled anonymously over the internet. They only know their pick-up locations and schedules as well as the drop-off point."

"Same drivers for in and out? Do you think that's safe?"

The man replied without any hesitation.

"Yes, I believe it is safer than to hire double the number of drivers. Each driver is assigned to drive only the shareholders or only the entertainment, so it will be harder for them to piece together the full story."

"Fine. How about the Law Enforcement liaison?"

"Our man inside will be the duty officer during the visit and will contact me personally if there are any reports. Each limo will stay scattered within a three-minute drive of the mansion for any emergencies."

"Sounds good. Bergenheist?"

The math professor cleared his throat and spoke.

"The entertainment is ready. As usual, all students are from different social circles and do not know each other to minimize them finding a common nominator after the visit. The cover story has been tailored to suit each individual. A charity fundraiser. A high-end blind dating event. An invite-only yoga retreat."

"Good. Any news about this...vigilante you spoke of previously?"

"Nothing, but he is still picking up the cash. There have been no new messages or demands since the first one. I expect he's content with the money and doesn't want to risk it by pushing for more."

"I concur," the first man said. "Let us monitor the situation. If it escalates we will send someone to hunt him down. It seems like everything is ready."

He turned to the table. "As always, you will get your pick of the entertainment after the senior shareholders have chosen theirs, assuming everything goes smoothly. We will not meet between now and the visit unless it's an emergency. Adjourned."

Timothy kept the line open, but the crowd scattered. Bergenheist went straight to his office and started writing something that looked like a class e-mail. Whatever they were planning was happening this Saturday. Timothy would have to be there and stop it, whatever it was.

He would also have to cancel the dinner with Carol.

She took it surprisingly well, all things considered. Timothy didn't go into any kind of detail but explained that it was an emergency and that he was sorry. They agreed to go have lunch some other day.

Timothy considered telling everything to Adoric but despite everything he wasn't sure if it was wise to involve his friend. He didn't suspect Adoric to be part of this in any way, but he also couldn't claim to really know the man or his story. Adoric also wasn't the most dependable side-kick in the world, especially in a party with beautiful women around.

No, it was best he went alone.

It was curious to hear their planning. They claimed to get help from different states and even a different country, but surely the sim only consisted of this town and surrounding areas? Would these agents have been created specifically for this purpose? It was also possible they were not agents but people from the real world, but that didn't seem likely. If anything, the people from Adoric's world would be the ones enjoying the visit. That, Timothy could believe. Tourists, just a bit more organized.

Timothy turned off the tracking system and went to 207's office.

"Well, hello. I don't have a promotion for you this time. What's up?"

"I'm wondering if there's a way to track agents who are ready to be activated but who don't exist there day-to-day. Like, is there a warehouse of agents somewhere where they can be retrieved if they are needed?"

"Like what?"

"Like, uh, let's say a sports team. Our college team plays against Potato State University's Potatoheads a couple of times every football season. Where are the Potatohead players when they're not playing?"

"There is indeed a warehouse, but I must be clear it's not accessible to you and it would take a considerable bribe for me to let you in. You must understand that every politician, every celebrity, every pop star, even every Potatohead cheerleader is stored there, and we can't have the President suddenly appear pregnant on the TV just because a tech chose to have a bit of fun with her while she was in the storage."

"Out of curiosity, what kind of a bribe would we, hypothetically, be talking about?"

"Let's see. You know I enjoy watching you help those poor agents who have gone through so much. I also see that your schedule today calls for a sexual healing therapy of a certain survivor of a near-assault experience, the same agent you have treated before."

"Yes, I'm aware of that." Under normal circumstances Timothy would have been reluctant to touch Lara intimately given what she'd gone through, but in this case the science was undisputable. Agents did really get over traumatic experiences of sexual nature faster when they were treated with gentle sexual stimulation while in a trance state. He would be glad to help her, and glad that it was him who helped her.

"So, I may have a small favor to ask. It's no secret that I like to touch myself while I watch you touch agents. I get very aroused by your hands on their bodies. I told you this before, right?"

"Uh, not really. You said you liked to watch people have sex, though."

"Right, but this is so much better. I'm getting wet even thinking about it. So, how about you give me a good show tonight and I will slip you access codes to the warehouse? Fair?"

"Aren't you going to get in trouble?"

"Of course not. Ton of people have these codes so nobody will know who leaked them. I'm not supposed to have them either but I blackmailed the tech who maintains them." She winked at him.

"Oh. So, a good show?"

"Yes. In fact, I have a request. I can see your bulge is getting swollen. So how about you we tackle both of the problems at the same time. While caressing this agent you will also satisfy yourself. Not in her, of course, and not in a way that will jeopardize the treatment, but I'm sure you will find a way. Deal?"

"I'm not sure I'm comfortable with this."

"What's the big deal? You need to take care of that at some point anyway. I'm offering you a way to jerk off while you're being paid. And believe me, others who have these codes will require bribes you can't provide."

"How about I'll think about it. If I don't do it just don't give me the access code, okay?"

"You are playing with my feelings, 2077. How can I edge myself properly beforehand if you can't guarantee a good release?"

"You'll get over it. I must be off now."

###

Timothy tried to push 207's request out of his mind and sat down to read about the sexual healing treatment. After he finished the text on his tablet he went to see Doctor 0.

"Thank you, doctor, for seeing me so suddenly."

"Of course, son. What ails you today?"

"Actually, I'm here in an official capacity. I was reading about the theory behind sexual healing, and given your position as one of the pioneers I wanted to make sure I understood it."

"I'd be happy to help you. Coffee?"

"Thanks." The doctor poured a cup for both of them, and they sat down.

"So, as I understand, the idea behind the treatment is that since the patient has negative feelings associated with sex, it will make it hard for them to enjoy sex. Even if they try with a safe partner the negative emotions come to surface and they will end up having a stronger negative association with sex. This can lead to a vicious cycle where the negatives get stronger despite their best efforts."

"Correct so far," the doctor nodded.

"So the idea is to get around the conscious mind and utilize a trance state where the patient is not thinking or remembering. The person doing the treatment performs sexual stimulus on the patient while providing them with other physical closeness, soft voices, and other subconscious triggers of safety. This will make the patient build a subconscious connection between sexual activity and feeling safe and comfortable."

"Exactly. You have done your homework well, 2077."

"However, the text I read explained that it's a slow, ineffective process. Why is it so much harder to erase the negative association compared to building it?"

"Interesting question. Well, generally humans, which in this case also includes agents that share physiology with us, tend to be conservative when it comes to safety. Being bitten by a dog once is enough to make you fear dogs for a long time. Same goes for sex. One scary experience will take a long time of counterexamples to heal."

"Isn't there a way to accelerate it?"

"Well, the other source of inefficiency comes from the fact that we do it in trance, in which case the conscious mind can not learn the positive association and the patient is only healed through their subconscious mind. It is effective, but slower."

"I see, doctor. What about a weaker trance state?"

"There has been some research on that but the risk is that the patient might suddenly snap out of trance, think they are being molested, and be scarred even further. Generally the risks are considered not worth it."

Timothy's face sank. He wanted to help Lara as fast as possible, but he would not dare risk causing further damage.

"Don't look so mortified, son. There are ways around it, but the circumstances have to be just right. For one, if the person doing the treatment is someone the patient knows and trusts this risk is greatly mitigated. There have been successful trials where the treating person is a life partner to the patient."

"Oh, that's helpful, doctor!"

"One more thing. Generally the more aroused the patient becomes the more effective the treatment, but stronger arousal has also been shown to reduce the risks from low trance levels. Supposedly the more aroused the brain becomes the less risky the consciousness deems the interaction."

"So, uh, do you think you could give me a vial of that pheromone stuff? Based on what you said it sounds like using that could improve the effects?"

The doctor stopped for a moment, then got up from the chair, taking his coffee with him.

"Hmm, what an interesting idea," he said, pacing around the room. "Presumably that would strengthen both of the pathways. Hmm, yes, I think it would."

The doctor stopped and turned to Timothy. "Son, I think that is a fantastic idea. It might not work but I feel there is a good likelihood it would help. Regardless, I can't see how it would harm the patient, so it should be all right to try. Is there an agent you could try it on? I would be most interested to see the results."

###

It was past midnight when Timothy opened the door to Carol's and Lara's dorm room. Both were already asleep, which Timothy preferred. It felt especially creepy to induce trance to a person who was awake. He put the trance band on Carol first, stroking her cheek. He checked the band was set to full trance. Next, he put a trance band on Lara and also set it to full trance. Then, he proceeded to undress Lara, a feat he'd become quite good at. Next he undressed himself and took a disapproving look at his erect penis.

"You should at least pretend I'm here for real work," he said to the penis.

He knew 207 would be watching, and quite possibly masturbating, but tried to ignore that. Timothy took the vial of pheromones from his bag and gave Lara's face a good spray. It would start to act in seconds and last for at least an hour.

Next, Timothy got on Lara's bed and spooned her. He started stroking her hair and whispering sweet, meaningless sentences to her ear. She did not react but Timothy knew her subconscious would pick it up. Slowly he moved a hand on Lara's beautiful breast and started to caress it. As he did that he slowly turned down the trance state. He started kissing her neck and touching her tummy while he kept turning down the trance. Lara's breathing started to get heavier, her movements more responsive to his touch although Timothy wasn't touching her intimate areas.

"Everything is okay, Lara," he whispered to her ear. "I'm here. I will help you," he continued. It might have been his imagination but he thought Lara's breath calmed down. He moved a hand back to her breast and touched it lightly. She sighed peacefully. Good sign. Timothy kept massaging her breast, moving closer and closer to her nipple. She responded with sleepy, pleasant sighs. He kept telling her she was safe and that he would protect her while moving his hand down on Lara's tummy toward her holy site.

She was already wet when Timothy's finger touched the slit. "We will get through this, Lara," he whispered as he turned the trance down further. This was now a risky territory, barely stronger than regular sleep.

She inhaled when Timothy touched her clitoris and exhaled when he removed the finger. "It's all right, Lara. We will heal you. You will be able to have happy sex, I promise," he kept saying as he went back to the clitoris. Lara inhaled again, and when he kept stroking it her lungs ballooned. She uttered a small whimper before exhaling fully. Timothy kept working with gentle, light touches, and her breathing normalized.

He really wanted the warehouse access code from 207 but he wasn't sure how to incorporate pleasuring himself to this treatment. His hand was already busy with Lara's pussy, and on top of that he had to be constantly on alert in case her trance got too weak. Maybe he'd finish himself after the treatment was done and hope that was enough for 207.

The treatment was progressing well. Lara was in full heat, breathing audibly through her mouth, with a vocalization here and there. Her labia were swollen and her nipples were hard. The pheromones were definitely helping. It was rare to get such strong arousal with her even when she hadn't been traumatized, like her mind was fighting against accepting pleasure. Timothy hoped her subconscious recognized his voice and smell and that that strengthened the safe association.

She was starting to wiggle her legs, which was fine, other than for the fact that Timothy's dick was between them. It was in full attention and keeping it bent against Lara's back was too painful. Now, however, with every move of hers she kept rubbing his sensitive knob without lubrication. His industrial-grade lube was in the bag and he was not going to get up to get it, so he simply scooped some of Lara's juices to rub around his tip and shaft. It helped significantly, and now Lara's movements were starting to feel quite good. Maybe he could finish like this, between her legs.

Tentatively, he was starting to stroke in and out of her thighs while pleasuring her with his hand. Her pussy was inches away and was now leaking juices generously around her thighs, mixing with Timothy's precum. Lara's breathing was growing louder and she seemed to be talking in her sleep. Timothy kept reassuring her while kissing her neck and cheek.

Her arm was starting to wake up. Timothy considered dialing up the trance but since she used it to caress her own breast he didn't deem it necessary. Over a week's worth of semen was pooling up in the base of his shaft and he stopped his movements. He should finish Lara first, at least. Unfortunately, Lara had different designs. Her hand moved from her breast to between her legs. She took his dick in her open palm and started rubbing it against her lips, pushing Timothy's fingers away.

The sensation of her hand and her pussy on his dick shook Timothy and any thought of modifying Lara's trance state were forgotten. He did the only thing he could think of, which was to start massaging her breast while aiding her hand with his thrusts. There was no way he could hold anything in so he might as well participate.

Suddenly Lara started trembling against his body and Timothy realized she'd been rubbing his dick against her clitoris. Her orgasm lasted and lasted, but she didn't stop playing with the meat between her legs. Timothy was on the edge, his vision narrowing and his thoughts getting blurry. "I'm coming, Lara," he managed to whisper as his load started pouring out, splashing off Lara's hand to her thighs and her pussy, and leaking on the bed. Lara took her hand away just as the second load shot out, and this flew all the way off the bed to the floor. The third followed, landing on the edge of the bed. The subsequent, smaller packages completed the full glazing of Lara's thighs.

Timothy lied there for a moment, smelling the combined smell of their sexes. She seemed to be sleeping again and the fleeting terror that she had been awake had subdued. It was probably just a reflex, a reaction to her own pleasure.

Timothy got up, adjusted Lara's trance back to full strength, and started cleaning up. He wiped her thighs and her vulva, making sure no jizz found its way into her. For the sheets and the carpet his bag included a handy cleaning solution, specifically engineered for semen. Semen stains seemed to be a common occurrence here. Luckily, everything came right off, just as advertised. He stroked Lara's hair again and gave her a kiss on the forehead. "I hope you don't mind, Lara. I'm just trying to help. Sorry," he said to her.

Then he went to Carol, who was sleeping peacefully. She was in her sleepwear, her breasts pushed against the thin fabric. "I'm sorry we can't have dinner," he said. "I must try to save other girls from being molested. I don't know if I can, but I have to try."

Finally, Timothy dressed Lara up again, jumped in his hazmat suit, removed both of the trance bands, and left.

Ch. 08

A few minutes after Timothy had arrived in the control room, red-faced 207 bursted in.

"2077, that was officially the hottest thing I have seen in my entire life. Will you become my sole provider of masturbation material?"

"Uh, sorry, come again?"

"I can come as many times as you want," she said with no hint of humor.

"I mean, what do you mean by what you said?"

"I mean I want you to keep doing these kinds of favors to me. How did you know that was precisely my fantasy? A man pleasuring me while I'm sleeping, saying sweet things to me, then letting me give him release? I know you're a professional but if I didn't know better I would never have thought you didn't have real feelings for her. It felt more than an act for her healing."

Timothy didn't say anything. Color was draining from his face. Would she investigate it further and find out he was an agent?

"I am going to send you a recording of me pleasuring myself by watching you. I hope you like it. And please think of my suggestion. I will be able to make things better for you and it's not like we're doing anything wrong. You are still doing your duties and the only difference is that you also get to empty your balls and your very substantial dick. Then, on top of that, you get favors from me."

"Okay, I'll think about it. How about the code?"

"Yes, as promised after my thorough satisfaction. I will only say it once, so focus. The code to the warehouse is 0000."

"That's it? Four zeroes?"

"Yes, that's it. Please, please consider my proposal. I really need more of that. Even now my pussy aches for more. Let me show how ..." she pleaded and started to unzip her suit, but Timothy cut her off.

"I'm sorry, I would be very happy to take a look but I really must go. This is time-sensitive."

He ran out while she was left in the control room, zipper half-open.

###

Timothy walked for a fair distance across unfamiliar corridors to the warehouse. It wasn't a literal warehouse, more like a locked section with plenty of individual rooms, each of which was full of human-sized drawers, like in a morgue. They were organized by topic or profession, and since the first door he came across was "collegial athletics" he couldn't resist. It would only take a minute.

The wall had sections for different teams and their functions. He opened one of the drawers for Potatohead cheerleaders at random, not knowing any of their names. Her head came out first, and Timothy saw she was wearing the trance band. As he opened the drawer fully he saw she was fully naked in there. It was a pretty, short blonde he thought he might have remembered. She was fit, tanned and had a shaved pussy. Timothy closed the closet and for a second thought about finding the President. She was the youngest person ever elected the POTUS and was quite pretty even if she was somewhat out of Timothy's age range. Still, not many could claim to have seen her naked.

Nobody would believe him even if he bragged about it, and taking photos of her in what looked like a morgue would probably bring all kinds of trouble, so he reminded himself that he was in a rush and went to look for miscellaneous foreigners. It took him a while before he realized there was a catalog search function in the warehouse terminal that allowed him to filter by various properties. He set nationality as Bulgarian and first name as Ivan.

The list consisted of only two men, and both were shown to be deployed. Both had faces that he'd associate with criminal bodyguard types, so perhaps one of them was the boss-Ivan and the other was an underling-Ivan. In fact, when he opened the profiles the older Ivan was said to speak English and Bulgarian while the younger one only spoke the latter.

The terminal said both of them were deployed but regardless, Timothy went to their drawer addresses and pulled them open, finding them empty. At least now he had the full names for both, which would let him track their locations.

###

On Saturday morning Timothy got up in his room, barked a good morning to his roommate, and left to get his gear. He'd stalked Ivan and the other Bulgarians he could find from the control room and learned the layout of the mansion through their patrols. The entertainment, meaning the unsuspecting girls, would start to arrive soon, and the guests a bit later.

Timothy had two objectives. First, prevent these poor girls from getting assaulted. He wasn't sure how to do that given that there was one of him and a lot of Ivan's colleagues. Second, he would have to find who were the shareholders, the organizers behind Bergenstein and the other crooked professors. They might be connected to the earlier rapes and if so, Timothy wanted to bring them to justice. He wasn't sure how to do that, but he'd try to find a way. After the girls were safe.

Watching the security set-up carefully had saved his skin. The guards had set up what looked like an airport metal detector, but it was more than that. One of the guards had donned a hazmat suit, virtually identical to what Timothy wore on the job. He could see the suit via the camera, but from the other guards in the room it was clear he had disappeared from their view. However, as soon as the guard walked through the detector, an alarm went off and a fence fell from both sides of the detector, blocking the guard in. He opened the suit, making him visible to his colleagues, and they laughed a bit about before letting him out. Either way, going in with a suit seemed to be a bad idea.

At least his gear bag was significantly lighter without the suit. He hiked to a forest behind the mansion, changed into his planned attire, took out what he needed, and hid the bag under a tree. From there he waited until he started hearing limousines arrive, and skirted along the edge of the forest until a large crowd of pretty college women had been dropped off from the limousines. Then, as the doors opened and the crowd started filing in, he ran from the bushes to join them.

He went in last, behind a tall brunette in a cocktail dress.

"You. Only for girls," a scarfaced man, Ivan the boss, said to him as he got to the door.

"I got an invite," Timothy said, holding up an invite. He had copied the one Genevieve had gotten and changed the relevant parts. "Last minute. Something about a soccer scout from Ohio wanting to meet me in private?"

Ivan looked him up and down. He'd dressed in entirely too tight sweatpants and a body-hugging white tank top. He wasn't that muscular but his body fat was low enough that he could pass as a boytoy.

"Fine," Ivan grunted. "Follow the girls. There's an introduction for you."

The crowd was ushered into a large hall, and Timothy noted the door was locked behind them. There were over twenty of them. In front of them, behind a podium, stood Bergenheist. Timothy stayed in the back row to avoid being recognized by him.

"Welcome, everyone. Some of you may be wondering why you are here."

"Yeah, why are we here? I was told this was a one on one meeting?" a black girl clad in business casual shouted near Timothy. Nialen from the sorority, Timothy realized. The one that had been eaten out masterfully by the pledge. The memory stirred Timothy's meat.

"Patience, patience. You will have your arranged, individual program. However, you will also have the option to partake in an additional event. See, you have all been gathered here for a reason. You are the best of the best this town has to offer and as such, you have been chosen from different areas to mingle amongst each other, and our guests. Networking can be a difference between making it and not making it. That being said, you are of course free to leave if you so desire but that will mean we will have to inform whoever you were supposed to meet that you ditched them."

Nobody made any indication of wanting to leave.

"Perfect!" Bergenheist continued. "The guests will arrive shortly. We will start with some cocktails before the break-out sessions. Please follow my associate, Mr. Ivan, through the door to your right."

After a moment of confusion the crowd formed into a line and started passing through a doorway into a corridor. The line moved slowly and another Bulgarian was letting only one person in at a time. Finally it was Timothy's turn. He entered the corridor by himself and walked to a dimly lit room at the end. As he entered the room he passed through the hazmat suit detector he'd seen earlier. Nothing happened.

In the room Ivan handed Timothy a glass of something brightly colored, and puffed a perfume directly to his face while he was focused on the drink.

"Whoa, what was that?"

"Is perfume. Now you better company."

But it wasn't perfume. As it happened Timothy knew the smell well. It was the same pheromone mixture he had used on Lara. So they were planning to make the entertainment horny with chemicals. Not a bad plan, but it meant Timothy had to be careful. Hopefully none of the guests was actually looking for a young man. His willpower to resist would go down, fast.

After exiting through another door Timothy joined the girls in a lounge room where they were sipping their cocktails on couches and divans. He picked Genevieve from the crowd. She was dressed casually in tight jeans and a sweater. Genevieve was chatting with a very beautiful Asian woman in a long dress. Timothy sat such that she wouldn't see his face, but he could see if she moved somewhere.

"Interesting that you're the only guy here," the tall brunette he'd seen before said.

"Yeah, I agree," Timothy replied.

"I was supposed to meet a headhunter for a very exclusive executive assistant position, but I'm starting to think this is something else? What about you?"

The brunette was attractive and Timothy felt himself stiffen. Surely this was because of the pheromones. He wasn't the type to get spontaneous erections talking to women, hot or not.

"Uh, to meet a soccer scout. I hope to play in MLS one day."

"Wow, that's so cool! Can I be honest with you? I think this is some kind of a secret society event, that's the only thing that makes sense."

"Or a group of rich men wanting to meet pretty women, and me."

"Or it could be that, you're right. Can I tell you a secret? Maybe it's this marvelous drink but I wouldn't mind meeting a handsome tall stranger right now. Who knows what could happen, you know?"

As she said that the double doors facing the group opened, and Bergenheist stepped in, followed by ten or so men in strange suits. Similar to what Lara's assailant had worn. These must be the shareholders.

"Thank you for your patience, ladies!" he said and Timothy moved such that Bergenheist wouldn't notice him.

"Our guests have finally arrived. Please resume your activities and wait for the person who invited you to come get you. We have plenty of rooms upstairs for private meetings. There will also be more refreshments there."

Bergenheist nodded to a group of three older, hard-faced men standing near the front. Like hawks they launched to seek their prey, and in a few minutes each had grabbed a woman by arm and led them upstairs. Nialen was one of them, and the Asian girl Genevieve had been talking to was another. The third was some blonde Timothy didn't know.

Next, Bergenheist nodded to the group of professors from their secret meetings who were standing behind the main group. He himself went straight to Genevieve, and Timothy was close enough to hear their discussion.

"Evening, miss Couture. Unfortunately, the new skating coach had to cancel at the last minute. I would rather you not get bored, so maybe you can wait in a private room upstairs. The limousines are not scheduled to come pick anyone up yet, and getting a taxi can be so hard during this time."

"O...kay, professor," Genevieve replied, doubt in her voice. "Can I just wait down here with the others?"

"That would not be comfortable. Most of these young ladies will have their meetings scheduled and you would get bored. Please, follow my associate upstairs, he will show you your room. I will make sure you are comfortable, on my word as a man."

His face didn't betray any emotions and after a moment of thought she rose and followed Ivan. She left her mostly-full glass behind, which was good. Timothy was certain it was laced with more drugs. He watched Genevieve's magnificent ass as she ascended the stairs.

Bergenheist stayed downstairs while the other professors took their dames upstairs. Finally, Bergenheist nodded to the rest of the group of the strangely-dressed outsiders. There were a few women in that group and Timothy felt a pang of fear, but the women seemed to be the most determined to pick first. The brunette sitting next to Timothy was picked up by an attractive older woman with an elaborate hair arrangement.

"Are you the headhunter?" the brunette asked.

"Yes, I most certainly am," the older woman purred. "Just come with me, kitten."

The brunette did not resist. Her glass was empty.

There were about ten of the girls, plus Timothy, left after every guest had had their pick. It was becoming hard to hide from Bergenheist, but luckily there was a tall girl standing between them.

"Unfortunately it seems like your contacts have not arrived yet," Bergenheist said to the group. "If you would just wait here and enjoy the drinks, on the house of course, and wait if any one of the guests would like your company. They may have an opportunity for you, after all."

Those that had been left behind were definitely on average the less attractive ones, though that was like saying 7 kilometer tall mountains were less tall than 8 kilometer tall mountains. Even if technically true they were still really tall. Timothy was by far the least attractive of the bunch but every girl smiled at him. It pays to be different, he guessed. Perhaps he could chat up one of them and see if there's a free room somewhere they could go have a liaison...

Timothy snapped back to reality, cursing his rock-hard dick. He would need to rush upstairs and save the girls. He would jerk off later really well, he promised his dick.

The only problem was that there was a guard, the younger Ivan, standing on top of the stairs. Timothy's gaze was looking for solutions and he spotted one couple that had not yet gone upstairs. The man was waiting next to a restroom. Timothy got up and tried to walk in an unassuming way toward the restrooms. Ivan the Younger saw him get up but stopped paying attention once Timothy's direction was clear.

Timothy saw the restroom door was one of those push doors that opened both ways. He hastened his pace, approaching from behind, and in one smooth movement slammed his hand on the man's mouth and pushed him with his full body weight through the doors.

The man was the same height as he was, but skinny, and was overpowered easily. Timothy slipped the stun pen from his pocket and hit the man's neck with it without remorse. He didn't know for sure if this person was evil, but it seemed likelier than not. Timothy dragged the man's unconscious body into a large, full-walled booth. He stripped the man, using his considerable experience stripping unconscious people, and changed into the man's clothing. There was a strange but nice smell in his clothes. Some kind of dystopian cologne, probably. The clothes fit him relatively well and he hoped nobody would notice anything amiss. This guy had not been one of the top VIPs so hopefully Ivan the Younger wouldn't remember the face. Timothy stuffed his own clothes in the trash and covered them with crumpled-up paper towels.

When he exited the restroom the man's date was already waiting for him. Timothy leaned to her ear.

"Go back to the restroom and stay there. I am a secret agent and this is an international terrorist organization. If anyone asks, say you're feeling ill," he said, using his most serious tone. Her eyes widened at the mention of him being a secret agent, but she nodded and went her way.

Timothy took a deep breath and walked up the stairs.

"You there! Go get me a drink. My date is sick and I need to pick another one, but I'm thirsty," he said when he got to within a few steps of Ivan.

"No servant. I guard," the man said with a heavy accent.

"Fine. I'll get one myself and then I'll be back," Timothy continued and walked past without looking at him. His heart was thumping as he passed the heavily built foreigner but the man wasn't even looking at him.

Based on his earlier scouting via the control room the upstairs consisted of a rectangular main corridor with rooms of varying size along it. The outer rim was mostly bedrooms while the inner rim was conference rooms, bathrooms, storage closets, and such. With no clear direction he started to walk. Many of the doors were closed but as he walked he started to see open ones, with empty rooms behind them.

Perhaps the first couples had simply gone to the first rooms? Once he was behind a corner where Ivan couldn't see him he pushed his ear against the first closed door he saw. Indeed, there were unmistakeable sounds of fucking coming from behind. Timothy wanted to burst in and kick the guy between the legs, but his first priority would be to find Genevieve. She'd likely be with Bergenstein and unfortunately Timothy already knew what Bergenstein sounded like when he was having sex, and this wasn't him.

He was checking every closed door but there weren't many of them. Most were near the stairs, where Ivan could see him if he tried to listen. He kept walking.

His heart jumped. He heard Bergenstein talking with someone.

Timothy creeped closer to an open door in the inner ring of the corridor where the sound was coming from. He took a quick peek in and saw it was a large conference room. Bergenstein was sitting far in the room. The other party's voice came from a speaker.

"Confirmed," Timothy heard Bergenstein say. "Every shareholder found a suitable entertainer. We won't know the satisfaction levels until afterward, of course, but so far there have been no complaints."

"And you?" came a woman's voice from the speaker.

"As per our agreement I, as well as the other organizers, picked entertainers for us."

"Of course. I wouldn't want you to not get your primitive satisfaction," the woman said with a flat tone. "And where is she?"

"She is in a nearby room waiting for me. Speaking of which...?" he left the question hanging.

"Control your urges, fool. I am not done yet."

Timothy wanted to keep listening, but now wasn't the time. Bergenstein would be done with the call any second.

Genevieve would be in one of the rooms nearby. His costume had not allowed him to bring his tablet for locating her, so he simply started going from bedroom to bedroom along that stretch of the corridor. He looked in the ones with open doors, finding them empty. After three open-doored ones he found a closed door. He listened for a second for anything obvious and when there was only silence, and Bergenheists's muffled voice from the conference room, he turned the knob.

The door opened silently. A strong smell of the pheromone aerosol filled Timothy's senses. He filled his lungs with the relatively clean corridor air and stepped in.

Genevieve was sitting on a bed, a half-empty glass of something bright on a stand next to her.

"Timothy! What...how? Did you also get an invite?"

Timothy closed the door behind him and locked it from the inside.

"Genevieve, listen to me." He kneeled in front of her and grabbed her head between his hands. Her eyes were unfocused and her face was flushed.

"Yes?" she said with large, pleading eyes.

Timothy shook his head, trying to push out the primal urge growing in his loins.

"We need to go. This is not what you were told it was. Something bad is going on."

"Really?" she said. "Why don't you stay for a moment? I'm feeling pretty warm. Aren't you?"

"Come on," he said, pulling her to her feet. She was not helping but Timothy managed to get her standing.

He opened the window and took a deep breath of the cool outside air. "Come on, stay here, breathe deep." It wouldn't help cancel the effects of the pheromones, but it would prevent her from breathing in more. Either they sprayed all the rooms with a ton of this stuff or Bergenheist had wanted to avoid any resistance.

Timothy went to the bed and threw the cover off.

"Timothy...so you do want to?" Genevieve said, her mouth half-open.

"Not that. Just keep looking out the window. Can you count how many stars there are?"

"Stars...I like stars."

"Good girl," Timothy said as he ripped the sheet.

Timothy got to halfway through the sheet when the knob started to turn. The lock prevented it from turning all the way. Then, a moment of silence.

"Genevieve? It's professor Bergenheist here. Open the door."

Timothy lifted his finger on his lips and continued to rip the sheet into a long ribbon. Genevieve opened her mouth but ended up closing it without a sound.

"Genevieve! Open the door right now. Otherwise I will have to call to cancel that special opportunity I mentioned."

Timothy shook his head and continued ripping the sheet. After a few more seconds he heard Bergenheist yell Ivan's name and knew they would have less than a minute. The rope would have to be ready. He pushed a heavy dresser to block the door and tied one end to the rope to a leg of the bed. The rest of it he threw out of the window.

"Climb down. The bad men are coming any second now," he said.

"Where's the professor?"

"He's one of them. I promise I will explain. Just go, please."

Timothy said a blessing in his mind when she obeyed. She hesitated on the ledge but once she got going she went down fast and smoothly. Good body control. Those toned limbs weren't just for show.

Timothy waited until she got to the ground before following. The improvised rope probably wouldn't hold both of them at the same time. He heard a key rattle in the lock as he sat on the window sill. The door cracked open before being stopped by the dresser. After a moment of pause the door was starting to be pushed. Timothy climbed down as fast as he could, grabbed Genevieve's hand, and started running toward the forest.

There were shouts behind them but Timothy didn't slow down. After they got to the treeline Timothy estimated the direction where his cache was and headed there. They ran fast but Genevieve's breathing did not get heavy. That girl was in great shape.

It took a few minutes for Timothy to find his bag. He took the phone from a small side pocket and made a call.

###

"Sir! There is a call about McGoose mansion."

Sergeant Grayson had hoped this wouldn't happen. But now that it had it he had to go along with the plan."

"Thank you, Doug. There's no need to call it in. I will go there personally to check it out. We received information that there might be prank calls this weekend."

"Sir, it's not a 911 call," the operator, Doug, said. "It's from the TV station. They are asking whether the department has a comment before they go on air."

Grayson rushed to the phone and ripped it from Doug's hands.

"This is sergeant Grayson! What's this about?"

"We received a call about an illicit sex party going on in the McGoose mansion," a female voice said. "Rich guys, drugs, that sort of thing. Our TV crew is headed there right now to check it out. Is this something you are aware of?"

Grayson cursed under his breath.

"Yes, we are investigating. In fact, it would be better you didn't go there. It's a secret, uh, undercover operation."

"Sir!" Doug shouted and pointed to a TV screen. A shaky camera was running toward the mansion as several armed men were exiting from the front door.

"Any comment?" said the TV producer on the phone. Grayson ended the call.

The armed men saw the TV crew but continued to run toward the forest.

"Sir! I need to call this in," Doug said. "It's obviously not a prank."

Grayson collapsed to a chair. Maybe his involvement would not be uncovered. He hadn't done anything wrong, per se, other than accept money.

"Yes, call it in."

###

Timothy kept running deeper into the forest with Genevieve in tow. Multiple police sirens were rushing toward the mansion. He smiled.

They got through the forest to a cul-de-sac where there was an entrance to the command compound. Genevieve said nothing when they disappeared into the bright white corridor.

Timothy kept pulling her deeper into the compound. The goons should not be able to follow them there, but he couldn't be sure. This section of the compound was empty and he hoped they wouldn't run across anyone else. They didn't. A few minutes later he closed the heavy storage room door behind them.

They were both out of breath, Timothy more so than Genevieve, but at this point even she was breathing hard. Timothy sat on the floor and motioned her to follow.

"What just happened?" she said after catching her breath for a few moments.

"It's a long story." Now that his adrenaline was starting to wear off Timothy felt his desire rush back. One look at Genevieve told him she was feeling the same.

"To make it simple, you were lured there with a lie. The plan was to drug you, like the other girls, and make you have sex with some rich guy."

"But I was supposed to talk with professor Bergenstein."

"In this case he would have been the rich guy for you. He helped organize it. You were his prize."

Genevieve's face went from red to white. She swallowed hard a few times.

"I wouldn't believe it if it wasn't you, Timothy. So, you saved me? How did you know?"

"I'm working for someone who's tracking this kind of thing."

His dick was demanding him to stop talking.

"I see..."

She got on her knees and came to Timothy.

"Timothy, I want you. You saved me. You are my hero." Her voice was thick with lust.

Timothy slapped himself hard, trying to clear his mind.

"You've been drugged to feel like that. We both have."

"Shh...relax. Let me thank you." She stopped in front of him and in one smooth movement pulled her sweater off. Before Timothy could protest her t-shirt followed. Her black bra had a cute lace.

His hand closed on her face. Her eyes closed.

Timothy's bag started to wail as the tablet's priority message alarm went off.

The siren pushed through the wall of sexual desire into Timothy's brain and gave him the willpower to push Genevieve gently off him and reach into the bag. He accepted the call with voice only.

"2077! What the hell is going on in the McGoose mansion? Is that your doing?" came 207's voice.

"Yes, ma'am. There was a group of, um, tourists using locals for, well, I'm sure you can guess."

"Are you certain?"

"Absolutely. They were using extremely strong pheromones, plus other technology not available to the locals."

"And it was organized?"

"Yes, definitely organized and not an organic party as would be perfectly fine. The girls were lied to to get them there and then drugged."

"And do you think this is connected to what happened in that house party earlier?"

"I'm still investigating the connection. My intuition says it's a different group. Different modus operandi."

"I see. I will wait for your full report. Good work, 2077."

Timothy could see lust had weakened on Genevieve's face. In its place was curiosity.

"Timothy, what's going on here? Who was that? Why did she call you '2077'?"

"Uh, it was my boss. We just use numbers instead of names."

"Are you a spy?"

Timothy gave a genuine chuckle.

"Nothing like that. I'm just trying to help people here in town."

"And you saved me. From being raped."

"I did, but I could not save them all. I should have called earlier. Why didn't I?"

The realization hit him hard. He'd been too focused on Genevieve and being a hero to her. He should have called the cavalry in as soon as he saw the girls go in. The arrival of the cops had been too late for at least a few of the girls. Timothy just hoped it hadn't been so for every one of them.

Genevieve took his hand in hers. "You did what you could. It's not your fault these people did what they did."

Perhaps it was his sudden sadness or perhaps it was that the pheromones were finally starting to wear off, but for the first time in a while he felt his dick get softer.

"Let's get you home," he said to Genevieve.

###

The following morning felt like a strange, horny variation of hangover. His limp dick ached and his vision was blurry, but there was no headache and his appetite was great.

"Fun night?" Timothy's roommate asked.

"Yeah. You know, pretty normal," he answered between spoonfuls of cereal.

"I'm not stupid, you know."

"I know."

"So why do you keep lying to me all the time?"

"I'm not lying. Mostly. Just withholding details."

"Fine. At least you didn't wake me up this time."

###

Timothy had planned to do a morning run. The plan was interrupted two seconds after he stepped outside and saw Genevieve standing in front of his dorm. She was dressed in a knee-long skirt and a stylish leather jacket.

"Genevieve!" he said, rushing to her. "Is everything all right?"

"Yes," she said, her face stiff.

"What are you doing here?"

"I came to stand here. And hopefully talk to you."

"I'm here. What's going on?"

She looked away. "About last night. About what happened. About how I behaved toward you."

"Nothing happened. Don't worry about it. You were drugged. Heck, I was drugged a bit too so I know how it felt."

"It should not have happened. I should have had better control of myself. I should have..." her sentence was cut off by her gritting her teeth and closing her eyes.

"Hey, are you hurt?" Fear rose within Timothy. Had they done something else to her? Was it a side effect of the drug?

She breathed deep and opened her eyes. "I'm fine. But I must stand here for punishment."

"What, no? What are you talking about? Punishment for what? Come on, it's okay to be upset but nothing about it was your fault."

She grimaced and exhaled sharply.

"I'm worried about you. Should I call someone? A doctor?"

"No...no doctor. It's not physical."

"Oh. I understand. Do you need a hug?"

"Please, no hug. I don't need it."

Timothy went for it anyway. She was shook, understandably. He should track the other girls and see how they were doing. It was his responsibility.

There was a thump at Timothy's feet.

"What was that?" he said, and instead of responding, Genevieve burst into tears.

Timothy broke off the hug and looked at the ground. Something had fallen. He bent on his knee and picked up the object. It was a lime-colored ball. No, an egg. Yuck? What was this? It was slimy. And it smelled like...a woman.

Timothy looked at Genevieve. Her face was buried in her hands.

"Did you...see it?"

"I picked it up. Is it yours?" Timothy said, already knowing the answer.

Quietly, she reached out an open hand and Timothy put the egg in it. She quickly put it in her pocket. Timothy wiped his hand on a napkin.

"Uh, Genevieve? Do you want to talk about this?"

She lowered her hands and looked at him, her face red and puffy. Next she looked around them and when there was nobody close enough to hear, she started talking.

"Now that this has happened I must explain to you what it was. Every detail, with full honesty. It is part of my punishment."

"Can we stop with this punishment..." Timothy started, but was cut off.

"Can I please finish? I don't think I can do this if I stop. So, I behaved like a bad girl so I must receive a bad girl punishment. This is a very useful teaching tool for bad girls like me."

Timothy opened his mouth again but closed it, realizing he couldn't come up with anything good to say.

"And so I am to stand in a public place, this heavy egg inside me, trying to hold it in. Only it is hard, so I fear it will fall out and someone will see. The embarrassment would be awful. Especially if it was someone I know. Someone like you, Timothy."

She took a deep breath. Then, she took the egg, wiped it with a wet wipe she dug from her jacket pocket, and checked her surroundings again. Next, she reached her hand down her skirt and when it came back out, the egg was gone.

"Only, it is even harder than that. See, the fear of embarrassment makes me hor...aroused. The more aroused I get the harder it will be to keep it in, which feeds back into the fear of embarrassment. I'm sure you can see the cycle."

Timothy nodded.

"The fear that someone will find out I'm such a bad girl with such bad thoughts is awful. I've always been a perfect daughter. Good grades, no boyfriends, gender-appropriate hobbies. If this became public I would die."

There was another thump and Timothy knew the egg had fallen out without even looking.

"See how worthless I am? I can't even keep a damn egg inside me. If I hadn't masturbated so much my pus...vagina would be tighter and this wouldn't happen. If I wasn't such a slut I wouldn't get so wet from this."

She burst into tears again and Timothy took her into his arms. With one hand he dug out his phone and dialed Lara.

"Hey, Timothy," she answered after the third ring.

"Listen, Lara, I know this is a really rough time for you, but do you have a moment? It is important."

"Oh no, don't worry. I actually feel much better than I did. I know what happened was terrible and it could have been much worse, but somehow that all is insignificant compared to the warm feeling that you were there to save me. Don't worry about me. What do you need?"

He was hugging Genevieve with one hand and holding the phone in another. "I have a friend, and she is having a serious breakdown. I wouldn't call you but there are some unusual circumstances here and I don't know who else I can trust. I'm worried about her."

"Is that her crying?"

"Yes. She's right here and I'm really concerned she will do something stupid."

"I understand. Can you bring her to my room? Carol is here so if you don't want to see her I can come downstairs."

"Don't worry. We'll be there in a few minutes."

Timothy made sure to scoop up the vaginal egg before they were on their way.

###

Genevieve was docile the whole five-minute walk. Lara and Carol were waiting in their room, sitting on their beds. Lara hugged Timothy, then she motioned Genevieve to sit and shooed Timothy and Carol out, pushing the door closed after them. Standing in the corridor seemed fairly boring so they went to sit in a lounge downstairs.

"How have you been?" Timothy asked.

"You mean between when you canceled our dinner and now?"

"Carol, I..."

"I'm just kidding. I was hurt but I believe you had something important. Is this girl...Genevieve, was it, related to that?"

"Yes. She was almost molested. I got her out barely in time."

"Really? That's awesome."

"Not so much. There were other girls, quite a few, and I couldn't get them saved in time. I'm sure more than one or two were abused before the cops got there. I've been thinking of how I could have done things differently and I'm angry at not thinking that before."

She put her hand on his arm. "I'm sure you did your best. You can never know what's the best course of action until after."

"I suppose you're right, but I still feel bad."

"That's okay. So, I have to ask. What is it that you do exactly that has you running around town, saving young women from predators?"

"Oh, it's this organization. I'm not supposed to talk about it."

"Come on, you can't say that and leave it there. What does it do? How did you get involved?"

"Well, it does quite a bit. My involvement is mostly doing this stuff, preventing bad things from happening. And honestly it was a pure random chance that I got involved."

"So you're like a superhero for college girls?"

"If only. I don't save them from trees if they're too afraid to climb down, and my abilities to rescue them from burning high-rises is likewise limited."

She didn't reply despite Timothy thinking his reply was quite funny.

"Carol? What's wrong?"

"It's just that...you've changed so much in such a short time. I used to see you as a friend, an equal. Now you're in some secret organization, saving people left and right. You're more fit, kind, mature. I just don't understand what happened with you, and it's scaring me a little bit."

"If it makes you feel better I don't understand it myself, and I'm scared too. Sometimes I wish I could get un-involved, but I feel it's too late now."

"You know, if we were still lab partners and you asked me out I don't know if I would decline. I would still think it's risky, but at the same time I would know I'd regret not taking the chance. Does that make me a hypocrite?"

"Maybe a little? Don't worry about it, Carol. In fact, everything that has happened to me is because of you. You encouraged me to better myself. I just want you to know that."

"Timothy, please stop. If you keep going on I don't know if I can maintain this platonic thing much longer."

Timothy was about to reply something witty when his phone rang.

"You better come upstairs," Lara said on the phone. "It's not good."

They walked up the stairs and entered the room. Lara was sitting on the bed, her arm around Genevieve, who was staring at the wall.

"Timothy, this is beyond me. I think she needs some kind of a mental hospital. It's like something inside her is broken. She has an overwhelming feeling of shame and guilt and she keeps channeling it into sexual thoughts, and the whole thing just keeps looping back to the beginning. Doesn't your organization have someone who could help her given you're involved with victims?"

"Uh, I'm kind of that person," Timothy said quietly.

"I thought you were just to get them to safety?" Carol said.

"It's more of a comprehensive duty. Safety and healing both."

"Can you help her then?"

"I think so, but..."

"What's the but? Isn't it our first priority that she's helped? The poor girl is almost catatonic," Lara said with a surprisingly loud voice.

"I agree. It's just that our healing methods can be a bit, let's say unconventional."

"But do they work?" Lara continued.

Timothy looked deep in her eyes. "Yes. Very well."

"What's the catch then?" Carol said.

"Honestly, if I told you about the methods you'd think I'm a creep, or crazy, or both."

"Don't say that, Timothy. I trust you and your training. You are clearly in the big leagues now," Carol said and turned to look at Lara.

"Yes, me too. Ever since that damned party, and especially the day after it, I've had a very good feeling about you. I believe you are good. Whatever it is, if you say it works, I'm fine."

"Okay." Timothy swallowed hard. It would be hard to put the cat back in the bag but they were right; he'd have to try to help Genevieve, consequences to himself be damned. "It's based on sexual healing therapy. Basically, override negative sexual associations by providing sexual stimulation in combination with other stimuli, whatever we want the patient to associate sex with. Usually it's with positive, safe feelings, but this is a bit more complicated."

Both of the girls were looking at him with wide eyes, while Genevieve sat there, motionless.

"Sexual? Like...touching her?" Carol said.

"Yes," Timothy replied. Had it been a mistake to trust them?

"It's definitely not mainstream, but what you say could make sense, in theory at least," Lara said. "How do we proceed? Can we help?"

"It's probably best if I just do it myself, since I feel we don't have a lot of time for me to go over everything. I only ask you to not freak out, no matter what I do? I promise it's for her good. If it doesn't help you can report me to the police or whatever, but please at least let me try. For her sake."

There was silence. After several long seconds the girls looked at each other, and then Lara nodded. "You make it sound so serious. Of course we're not going to report you or anything. Go ahead, don't worry about us. I only ask if you could explain aloud what you do, so we can understand."

"Okay, fair enough," Timothy said. He really hoped this would work. He didn't have his equipment or even his tablet for detailed instructions.

"So it seems whatever drugs they gave to her, in combination with her extreme attitude toward sex and maybe a bit of exhibitionist tendencies, she's stuck in some kind of a blame loop, just like you said," he said to Lara.

"This is probably beyond what I can do with simple associative changes. For extreme cases we often use what's called a hard reset. It, uh, resets the sexual circuits of the brain, so to speak."

There was no reply, so he continued.

"Usually we use kind of a calming device to help with this but I don't have it with me, so we have to use extra precautions. For one, she can't associate the sexual pleasure with me. Rather, it needs to be something unknown, something she can't get attached to. So, uh, I think the best I can do is to just face her away from me. Luckily her mind is not fully there right now."

Timothy motioned everyone off Lara's bed. Then he gently lifted Genevieve to her feet, turned her around, pushed her to kneel on the floor, and pushed her upper body on the bed.

"I think doggy like this is probably the most comfortable position for her. Normally I would just use my hands, but again, this is a special case. Since her feelings are centered around issues of self-worth and she punishes herself with a sex toy, I'm worried anything feeling like masturbation to her might not achieve good results. So I have to try a more natural method. Neither of you has condoms, right?"

Both shook their heads.

"Okay, so I just have to be really careful. He walked to Carol's nightstand, opened the second drawer, took her bottle of lube that he knew she kept next to her vibrator, and closed the drawer. Carol's eyes followed him but she said nothing. Then he pulled his pants and boxers down and kneeled behind Genevieve.

Timothy was fully aware that his ass and dick were in the view of the two young women and realized that it looked like he was about to do something distasteful to the traumatized, vulnerable girl. He was relatively confident he could help her if he could just stay focused.

His dick hardened with one look at Genevieve's skirt-covered ass. She had such a wonderful backside, solid from years of hard training. Or rather, being vat-grown that way. He heard someone inhale as his meat grew to its full size. He felt numb tingling across his whole length. Although he had absorbed significantly less pheromones than Genevieve he was sure he had exceeded some safe limits.

He lifted Genevieve's skirt over her back and exposed her naked rear. Her lips were red and swollen between her thighs and streaks of clear fluid ran along her legs. He spread some of Carol's lube on his penis and positioned it near the entrance. This would be the first time he would enter a woman with his manhood. Would it count as him losing his boyhood even if it was for business, not for pleasure? Timothy chose to ignore the question.

"I'm going in now," he whispered, and pushed in.

Her tight entrance hugged his shaft every inch of the way. As he went deeper air was pushed out of Genevieve's lungs. Timothy knew her pussy wasn't connected to her lungs but for a moment he thought of himself as a piston in Genevieve's cylinder. As if following along, Genevieve inhaled on his backstroke, and exhaled again on the next push.

Timothy was in heaven. Her sweet pussy massaged him in ways he'd never felt before. His girth swoll even further, which made her squeeze her kegels even more, enhancing the sensation. Her pussy was stronger than he would have ever guessed. Maybe she did more with that egg than self-punishment.

Timothy wasn't the only one having a good time. Unlike most of his patients Genevieve was not in an induced trance and so she was getting the full force of the stimulation to her consciousness. She had broken her earlier silence and was panting like a sled dog. Her fists were gripping the bedsheet and she was starting to use this grip to mirror his movements whenever Timothy pushed in. He responded to this by slamming his salami in harder, which only prompted her to slam back equally hard. Sounds of flesh slapping against flesh rang in the small dorm room and Timothy was certain half of the floor heard it. Had they remembered to lock the door?

Her grip on him was becoming unbearable. The earlier numbness in his dick was rapidly being replaced by a warm glow spreading from his balls toward the tip. It was a very pleasant feeling and Timothy was worried he'd not be able to last much longer. Genevieve was leaking copious amounts of her juices on both her and his legs. The carpet under his knees was already feeling moist.

She was clearly enjoying the experience but he had no way to gauge whether she was anywhere close to an orgasm yet, and he felt that would be the key to getting her mind back to normal. He'd have to try something different before it was too late.

Acting on instinct he figured her programmed kinkiness might be broader than just her self-punishment. He really should have read that dossier 207 gave him earlier.

Timothy grabbed Genevieve's wrists and gently but firmly twisted them behind her back. She tried to wrestle herself free, but Timothy felt she wasn't actually really trying.

"Uh, girls. Status update," he panted. "I don't have a lot of effort left in me so I'm trying to accelerate her side of things. I'm testing if she enjoys being dominated a bit."

Enjoy it she did. Timothy held her wrists with one hand and pulled on her hair with the other, and it unlocked something inside her. Almost immediately she began squeezing Timothy out with her walls as if wanting to get him out. He let her get him out almost completely before stopping her progress and pushing back slowly, overpowering her. With every repetition of this her voice grew louder and her pitch higher.

Pushing in through her pressure sent waves of pleasure through Timothy. Her silky, slippery walls allowed him in but made sure he felt it. The warm feeling had conquered his whole organ and he started to feel an anticipation building in his testicles. The last time he had emptied himself had been with Lara, in this very same room. It would be very bad if he came inside Genevieve, but he had to try to give her a release until the very last moment.

Timothy released her hair and slapped her bare ass. The tight, round ass wiggled in response, and she yelped in mock protest.

"Do you like this?" he said. He didn't know if she even heard him in her current state but it was worth a try.

"Yes," she moaned. "Like a slut I am."

Another smack.

"Yes, you are." Slap "And there's nothing wrong with that."

He pushed balls deep in her and stayed there. She squeezed as hard as she could, trying to get him out, but he didn't yield.

"Sex is good. You can enjoy it."

He pulled out completely. His meat was covered in thick layer of sex slimes.

"Please... give it back," Genevieve pleaded.

"Do you want it?"

"I want it. I want to feel it inside me. I'm a good girl but I want it in me."

Timothy pushed it back in, thankful for a short break from the relentless embrace of her pussy.

He pulled himself up until he was almost on top of her.

"Yes, you are a good girl," he whispered into her ear. "Let go, Genevieve. Do it for me."

He moved slowly in her. She was trying to rock her body to mimic the earlier sensation but couldn't move under his weight.

"I will fuck you again, but you have to promise to try to come."

"I will, I will," she replied immediately.

"That's a good girl. Relax and enjoy it."

Timothy fired up his engine and the piston started its work again. With every push Genevieve's lungs emptied and with every backstroke she sucked her lungs full of air. Her walls were pulsing around Timothy while she was matching his movements again.

"I'm close. Can I come, please?" she moaned after a few seconds.

"Yes. Come for me, Genevieve."

Her orgasm sounded like a mixture of elation and heartbreak. One moment she was cheering and the next she was crying. Timothy kept pumping in her while her voice stabilized into a drawn-out exclamation. Timothy's own dam was at its limit and her milking motions were not helping. He helped her ride her ecstasy until his vision blurred and the world turned red. At the last second he pulled out and started to expel loads of semen on her back. Her ass turned white from the thick serum and her skirt got more than a few spoonfuls as well.

After his hose had finished Timothy fell on his ass and tried to catch breath. After the world sharpened to normal he saw both Lara and Carol look down to him, their faces red like apples. Genevieve had taken off her skirt, exposing her crotch to the room. The half-conscious look had disappeared from her face and she looked completely normal. She was cleaning the jizz from her ass, trying to prevent all of it landing on the carpet or the bed, but her eyes were fixed on Timothy.
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