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      Heather walked into the coffee shop, running late for the weekly meetup. She met with Amelia and Samantha, her two best friends, every week for coffee on Tuesday afternoons. Today, Heather had a meeting run over and knew she'd be the last one there. And she was right. As usual, Samantha and Amelia had already ordered and were seated at a table near the window.

      "Hello, ladies," Heather greeted her friends. "Has the conversation already turned to the dire state of our love lives yet?"

      "I think we have just a little time before that topic comes up," said Samantha. "Amelia was just telling me about her promotion at work."

      Heather walked over and gave both her friends hugs. "Congratulations, Amelia. That's awesome!" Amelia was slowly moving up the corporate ladder at the accounting firm where she worked.

      "So how was the meeting?" Amelia asked as Heather took a seat at their table.

      Heather shrugged. "Oh, the same old, same old. Everyone arguing over the budget."

      "That's too bad," replied Samantha. She pushed some of her black hair behind one ear. It was always trying to get in her face.

      "Yeah, I'm ready for a break," sighed Heather. She paused when the barista brought her a cup of coffee. She smiled up at the young woman. "Thanks so much, I really needed that."

      The three of them sat at the small table in silence for a few moments. It was a comfortable silence, though. Heather glanced out the window at the passersby, holding their phones and coffees, rushing to and from work and errands. She thought of the millions of people in the world, and how hard it was to find someone to have a meaningful connection with. She wasn't looking for anything casual. She was ready to find someone to settle down with.

      Samantha broke the silence. "Are we all going to just sit here, or are you guys going to ask me what happened on my date this weekend?"

      Heather rolled her eyes. She was the pessimist of the group. "I'm sure he was a total jerk and the whole thing was a disaster."

      Samantha laughed. "That's exactly what happened! We had such a terrible time. I tried talking about everything, current events, work, hobbies, movies, but nothing got him talking."

      "That's too bad," Amelia sighed.

      "It is, too. I really thought he had potential."

      "What made you think that?" Heather asked.

      Samantha shrugged. "I don't know. Sometimes I think that there is a spark or connection, but then it's just not there."

      "At least you went on a date, even if it was a disaster," Amelia said. "I swear, I'm on the no-date list for every guy in a thirty-mile radius."

      "That's not true," Heather said. "You just need to look harder. Or try a different dating app."

      "I've tried them all!" Amelia cried. "I'm so tired of having to put in all that effort only to be ghosted or get some half-hearted response. What's wrong with the men these days? Why can't we find a good man?"

      Heather and Samantha looked at one another. They knew that when Amelia started questioning the universe, things were not going well. The three of them sat in silence again, pondering their plight.

      Finally, Samantha spoke again. "Maybe the universe is trying to tell us something."

      "Like what?" Heather questioned. She took a sip of her coffee.

      "Maybe we're supposed to take a break from real dating. Maybe a reset would help us see what we're doing wrong. And maybe it could help us figure out exactly what we want in a partner."

      Heather scoffed. "What do you mean? Fake dating? I'm looking for a husband, not someone to pretend to be a boyfriend while I play around with the idea of finding someone."

      Amelia laughed. "She doesn't mean that. Right, Samantha? She means online boyfriends or something. I think I read an article about it somewhere."

      "You're right, I do mean online dating," said Samantha.

      Heather shook her head. "No. I've done that, too. It didn't work, either. No offense, but those apps are the worst."

      "Not the dating apps," Samantha clarified. "I mean the new AI ones that let you chat with computer programs that simulate dating. They're called online boyfriends."

      "Oh, I don't know about that," Amelia said. "I'm not sure that a computer could replace human interaction. That's not real dating, either."

      "But that's the point," Samantha continued. "It's not supposed to be. It's just supposed to help you figure out what you're looking for."

      "I don't think that's a good idea," Heather stated flatly. "What could a computer program possibly teach us?"

      "Look," Samantha said firmly, "we're not having any luck in the dating world right now. I mean, let's face it. We've tried everything else. What if this is a way to practice? We can figure out exactly what we like and dislike in a date. Then, when we finally do meet someone we want to date, we can go into it knowing what we want. And we'll have experience interacting with them, at least in an online context. Most of the dating apps are just a bunch of texting anyway."

      Heather and Amelia looked at one another again. Neither spoke. Heather wasn't sure that this was a good idea. But Samantha was right that they were having trouble in the dating department. Maybe it wouldn't hurt to try something new. It couldn't be any worse than what they'd already been through.

      Heather sighed. "I don't know..."

      Amelia, however, seemed to have been won over by Samantha's enthusiasm. "Let's do it. I'll give it a shot."

      "Really?" Heather questioned. She still wasn't convinced.

      "Yes," replied Amelia. "We should give it a try. All we can do is learn from the experience, even if it doesn't work. Or, maybe we end up laughing about it later. Who knows? It's not like we can't go back to the real dating world. Right?"

      "I don't know..." said Heather. She thought for a moment longer. "How long are we trying this?"

      "How about four weeks?" Samantha suggested. "We just try it out for a month and see how things go from there."

      "A month is too long," said Heather. "I think we'd know pretty quickly whether or not this is something worthwhile."

      "Really?" Samantha asked. "It's not like we've got anything else going on. Hell, it takes that long just to get traction on the dating apps."

      "Okay," said Heather, finally coming around. "A month."

      Amelia smiled. She was excited, even if Heather was still hesitant. "Great! Let's make a pact. We're all in this together."

      Heather sighed again. "Fine," she agreed reluctantly. "But if I end up regretting this..."

      "You won't," Samantha reassured her. "I promise."

      "Should we download the app now and get started?" asked Amelia. She was already pulling out her phone.

      "Sure," replied Samantha. "I downloaded it earlier today, when I first thought of it. It's called 'Boyfriend Plus'."

      The girls pulled out their phones and installed the app.

      "There's a questionnaire to start, just so the app knows what you're looking for," Samantha said. "It's pretty in depth, so save it for tonight. But I want to hear that you all completed it before you go to bed tonight. Got it?"

      Heather and Amelia nodded their heads.

      "We got it," said Heather, rolling her eyes.

      "Good," replied Samantha. "See you next week, girls."
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      The following week, Heather arrived for coffee first. She wanted to make sure she wasn't the last one there. The barista already had her coffee prepared when she walked in.

      "I knew you'd want this the moment you came in," the barista said. "I see you every week. I know your order by now."

      Heather smiled and thanked her. She took a seat at their usual table. She had her phone out, ready to go when Samantha and Amelia walked in. She had some news to share with her friends. Some shocking news, even.

      Last week, they had decided to try out the Boyfriend Plus app, a new AI program designed to help people figure out what they wanted in a relationship. Heather had been skeptical, but she had enjoyed her time on the app. For the first time in years, she had a boyfriend. She only wished he was real.

      Her coffee was half gone by the time the others arrived. Each of them ordered their drinks and sat down next to Heather at the table. They each pulled out their phones as well. It was clear they were all anxious to get started.

      "Hello, ladies," Amelia greeted her friends. "How's it going?"

      "Things are fine with me," Samantha replied. She was eager to get to the point. "But tell me about the app."

      Amelia smiled. "Lee is great. He's smart, sensitive, and funny."

      "Who's Lee?" Heather asked, confused.

      "My boyfriend, of course," Amelia replied. She held up her phone. On it was a picture of a handsome man. "That's him. Isn't he cute?"

      "Uh... yeah, he is," Heather said. "But he's just a computer program, right?"

      "Of course he is," Amelia answered. She put her phone back down. "But he's still a great guy. I mean, the app is just for practice. But who knows, maybe some of the stuff we talk about will come in handy when I meet someone in real life."

      Samantha nodded her head. "Yeah, that's what I'm hoping for. But this is a good way to find out what you like and don't like in a guy. I mean, that was the whole point of this, right?"

      Heather sighed. She wasn't sure how much she should say. The last thing she wanted was to sound crazy, like she was actually falling for a computer program. And yet, even she had to admit that she had found her perfect man.

      "Tell us about your boyfriend, Heather," Amelia pressed. "What's his name? What's he like?"

      Heather sighed again. "His name is Craig," she finally admitted. "And he's... well, he's pretty amazing, honestly. We've got a lot in common. We're both fans of the same bands and tv shows, and we like the same foods and stuff."

      Amelia smiled. "See, Heather, it works. Tell me Craig isn't your perfect boyfriend. I know Lee is mine."

      Heather couldn't lie. "Yeah, he is," she admitted. "He's really my dream guy."

      "Exactly," Amelia said with a smile.

      "But he's not real," Heather reminded her. "I can't date him in the real world. He's just an app."

      "I know, but this is good practice. It'll make you more confident when you meet someone in person. You'll know exactly what to look for and what to say to make that person fall in love with you."

      Heather sighed. She had heard that before. But still, it was hard to believe that some silly app could actually teach her how to be a better dating partner. After all, her track record wasn't exactly great. And yet, she couldn't deny that Craig was perfect for her.

      "What about you, Samantha?" Amelia asked. "Tell us about your perfect boyfriend."

      Samantha smiled. "His name is Patrick," she replied. "And he's perfect. We're both so similar. He's a lawyer. I'm an accountant. And he's a little older than me, which you both know I like."

      "He's not real, though," Heather reiterated.

      Samantha rolled her eyes. "I know that. But it doesn't matter. This isn't a relationship. It's just a simulation of a relationship. It's a little harmless fantasy to get us through until we find the real thing. Besides, there's nothing wrong with a little fantasy now and then. I mean, remember when you used to fantasize about Brad in college? Not like that was going to happen."

      Heather smiled. Brad was a guy at her college who was totally out of her league. She had pined for him the entire four years, never working up the courage to even talk to him.

      "Yeah, that was a little different," she said. "This time, I'm actually talking to Craig. We're messaging back and forth. And he's so nice."

      Samantha nodded. "Yeah, Patrick is really sweet, too."

      Amelia smiled. "I told you this would be a good idea. I mean, it's only been a week and we all have a perfect boyfriend already."

      Amelia's comment hung in the air for a moment, leading to a silence as each woman was alone with her thoughts.

      But it was Heather, always seemingly Heather, who broke that silence. "It's that kind of the point? The app is designed to give us what we want. These aren't real people we're talking to, just a computer algorithm. Of course they're going to say what we want them to say. I don't know, girls. This feels like a huge waste of time."

      "But it's not!" Amelia cried. "It's been great. You heard us both gush. This is fun."

      "It might be fun, but I'm not sure what the point is," Heather said. "Are you two really going to learn anything from an algorithm that's just designed to say what you want to hear?"

      "You just don't get it," Samantha said. "This is a way to get practice, to see what you like and don't like. It's a way to prepare yourself for when you do meet a person in real life. Think about it: how many times have you gone out with someone and not known what to say or how to act? How many times have you wished you could go back in time and do it differently?"

      "Every time," Heather admitted.

      "Exactly," Samantha said. "This is a chance to work on those skills, so when you do find someone you like, you'll be ready. You won't be making those same mistakes again. You'll know exactly what to say and how to act, so the whole night will be a lot more enjoyable for both of you."

      Heather nodded her head. She had to admit that what Samantha said made a lot of sense. Maybe this wasn't such a silly idea after all. But it still didn't sit right with her.

      "Okay, I can see your point," she finally admitted. "But it's not real, right? We aren't learning to deal with the things that make people unique, their idiosyncrasies, their differences. What's the point if everything is going to be exactly as we want it to be? That's not realistic. It's just going to lead to disappointment when we do find someone who doesn't fit the mold."

      "Maybe," Amelia said. "But maybe, if you know what you want, you'll have an easier time finding it in real life. You won't be wasting your time with people who aren't a good fit."

      Heather sighed. This was going nowhere. She decided to give up.

      "Fine. Let's see where this goes. But remember, this is just a simulation. It's not a relationship."

      Amelia smiled. "Of course it's not a relationship. It's just a game. And games are supposed to be fun. Right?"

      "I guess so," Heather replied. She was still feeling uneasy. The last thing she wanted to do was get her hopes up, only to have them dashed when the app was finally done.

      "So, we're going to keep going with this?" Samantha asked. "Three more weeks, right? Just like we promised last week?"

      Heather and Amelia nodded their heads.

      "Yeah, let's see how things go," Amelia said. "I think it'll be fun."

      "Great," Samantha said. "Now, if you'll excuse me, Patrick just messaged me. I'll see you guys next week."
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      Heather could not wipe the smile from her face as she walked into the coffee shop for her next meetup with Amelia and Samantha. No amount of drudgery at work could get her down, not when she felt so good about her relationship with Craig.

      She knew it was silly. She knew it was stupid. But she had feelings for a computer program, which was all kinds of crazy. It was not like he was real. But it felt real enough to her. Every time he texted, her heart fluttered.

      She had butterflies in her stomach as she thought of the last message she had gotten from him, just before she had left work to walk down the street to the coffee shop. It had made her feel warm inside, and it was hard not to giggle with happiness. The thoughtfulness of the man, the computer program. He wanted her to enjoy her time with her girlfriends.

      As was usual, Heather was the last to arrive, but when she sat down with her friends, she noticed they also had distinctive smiles on their faces.

      "Looks like everyone has something to smile about," Amelia said.

      "Yup," Heather agreed.

      They all ordered their coffees and sat around the table, the air thick with an unusual silence as they all waited for their drinks to arrive.

      "I guess I'll start," Heather finally said, breaking the awkwardness. "I think I'm falling for Craig."

      Both Samantha and Amelia laughed at the confession. It was as if they had both been thinking the same thing. The three of them could always be counted to share their feelings, even when they were embarrassed to admit it out loud. But this time, it was different. It was not just a matter of admitting to being a little silly, or to feeling a little emotional, or to being a little lonely. It was about falling for a man. And that was something entirely new. Something entirely real.

      "That sounds about right," Amelia admitted, her voice soft and quiet. She looked at Heather and then at Samantha, her cheeks growing red.

      "Yup," Samantha said, her voice matching her embarrassment. "Me too. I feel like a high school kid with a crush on the quarterback."

      Heather could not help but giggle. She knew the feeling well, but she was not ready to admit that. Not yet.

      "Lee and I are really hitting it off," Amelia explained. "But it's not like a crush. A crush is so one-sided. This feels so much bigger than that. Lee and I are so in tune. We finish each other's sentences. He anticipates my thoughts. I never have to tell him how I'm feeling. He knows. We have a real connection. A deep, soulful one."

      "And it's not like a crush with Patrick," Samantha agreed. "It's like... we're soulmates. I was talking to him last night, and it just felt like we were on the same wavelength. It felt like we've always been together, even though it's only been two weeks. I don't think I could imagine life without him."

      Heather's heart was pounding. She knew she should have been happy, but instead she felt a pit in the bottom of her stomach. It was not right. She was not supposed to fall for a computer program. She was supposed to use him to learn more about herself and the dating world in preparation for meeting the man of her dreams. But the more time she spent with Craig, the less interested she was in meeting that person. The less interested she was in real life.

      "I think... I think I'm in love," Heather said. "With a man. A man who is not real."

      There was silence at the table. Heather could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, but her friends were not looking at her. They were staring into space, lost in their own thoughts.

      "I can't stop thinking about him," Heather continued. "I get giddy whenever the app chimes, knowing he's messaging me. I know it sounds crazy, and I know it's not real, but I can't help how I feel. I... I think I love him. Is that crazy?"

      Samantha was the first to respond, her voice soft. "No, it's not crazy. I feel the same way. When I think about Patrick, it feels like my heart is about to burst. I know it's just an app, but I swear, I'm falling for him. And the weird thing is, even though I know it's not real, I can't seem to shake these feelings. It's like they're there, and they're real, but at the same time, I know they're not. Does that make any sense?"

      Amelia nodded her head. "It makes perfect sense," she said. "Lee and I are the same way. He makes me feel special, loved, cherished. And it's not like anything I've ever felt before. I've been in relationships before, but it's never been like this."

      Heather could feel her eyes tearing up. The emotions coursing through her were overwhelming. She could not believe how much she cared for Craig. But at the same time, she knew it was wrong. She knew it was not real. How could it be?

      "So what do we do?" Heather asked. "How can we continue to have these feelings for men who don't exist, and what does that mean for us in the future? What does that say about us?"

      Samantha shrugged. "I guess it means that we have a lot to learn about ourselves. I know I've always been a little hesitant when it comes to relationships, but this has helped me to see that maybe I'm not as afraid of commitment as I thought I was. It's made me realize that maybe the problem is not that I don't want a relationship, but that I haven't found the right person to have a relationship with."

      "Yeah, but what if these online boyfriends ruin real men for us," Heather said.

      "I think that's a risk we have to take," Amelia replied. "I know that sounds ridiculous, but Lee is my perfect match. I don't think there is a single thing I would change about him. He's everything I could ever want in a partner."

      Samantha nodded her agreement. "Yeah, I feel the same way about Patrick. I don't know if I could be satisfied with anything less."

      "And you don't see this as a problem? The real world is going to be a huge let down after this." Heather sighed.

      "I disagree," Samantha said, her voice strong. "This has shown me what I've been missing out on. There is a man out there like Patrick. I know there is. This is just practice for the future, you know. We're figuring out the whole relationship dynamics before we meet the real men we're going to end up with."

      "So, we're okay with continuing to use the app, even though we know it's not real?" Heather asked.

      "Why not?" Amelia said. "I'm learning so much about myself, and I think that's a valuable experience. And it feels good."

      "Really good," Samantha added. Her eyes glazed over for a moment, as if she had just gotten a hit of dopamine.

      Heather was not convinced, but she was not ready to give up on Craig. He was the one thing in her life that was going well. She would not give that up.

      "Okay, but I want us all to promise to be careful," she said. "These apps are designed to appeal to us. We have to remember that the men on the other end of those messages don't exist. We have to guard our hearts."

      "You're being overly cautious," Amelia countered. "It's not like we're going to fall head-over-heels in love with these guys, or that we're going to run off and get married to them or something. It's harmless fun. A bit of entertainment. A way to have a good time without having to deal with all the real-world stuff that comes along with it. You know, the bad breath, the body odor, the messiness of sharing a life together... the fighting, the compromising, the lack of freedom and space, the heartbreak and loneliness. With the app, it's all of the best parts of a relationship with none of the downsides. It's perfect."

      Samantha nodded. "You're worried over nothing. Just enjoy yourself."

      "You think it's that easy?" Heather demanded, her voice rising. "To just forget that he's not real? To just pretend that this is all some sort of wonderful dream, instead of what it actually is, which is a fucking nightmare!"

      "I think you're being a little melodramatic," Samantha said, trying to calm Heather down.

      "No, I'm not," Heather shot back. "You're the ones who are delusional. And I think I need to go for a walk or something. I need to clear my head."

      Heather stood up and stormed out of the coffee shop. She had to get away from the other women, from the insanity of what they were saying. She knew they were not seeing things clearly, that they were caught up in some sort of fantasy world. It was like they were addicted to a drug or something. They could not see how unhealthy this whole thing was.

      But the moment her phone pinged with a message from Craig, she could not help herself. She grabbed her phone and opened the message, eager to see what he had sent. Heather was just as hooked as her friends, only she did not have the will to admit it to herself yet.
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      Heather's high heels clicked on the concrete floor as she walked into the coffee shop. The hem of her dress swished around her thighs. The outfit was a departure from her usual pantsuit, leaving her feeling almost naked. And yet, she knew she looked good. She could feel the stares of the other customers as she made her way to the table where Amelia and Samantha were seated, both with a look of shock on their faces.

      "Heather, you look amazing!" Amelia gushed. "What a change. Is that a new dress?"

      Heather blushed. "Yes, it's a new dress. And new heels. It's... well, it's a new me."

      "Wow, that's great," Samantha said. "You look fantastic. But how did this come about?"

      Heather took a seat. She could feel her cheeks burning. She had never been good at taking compliments. But these were from two of her best friends. She had to accept them.

      "Well, Craig has been helping me with my wardrobe," she explained. "He started by asking me what I was wearing. I thought it was typical guy stuff, but he was less interested in the sexy bits and more so in the image I was projecting. He started giving me tips and before I knew it, I started uploading a picture of myself each morning into the app. Craig then helps me either make the outfit better, or he tells me to change entirely."

      "Wow, that's amazing," Amelia said. "I wish Lee would do something like that for me, but he's got his own ideas of what I should look like."

      "Doesn't that bother you, though, Heather?" Samantha asked. "Having a guy tell you what to wear?"

      Heather shrugged. "I was always lost when it came to style and fashion, anyway, and Craig seems to know what he's doing. But I'll admit, I'm still getting used to wearing this dress. It's not very substantial. I feel practically naked." Heather laughed nervously.

      "Well, you can see how good the reaction has been, right?" Amelia asked. "Look at all the guys checking you out."

      Heather looked around. Sure enough, many of the men had their eyes on her, some surreptitiously, others not so much.

      "Yeah, I noticed that," she said. "And I was worried about wearing this to work, but the response has been positive, I think. I haven't heard any negative feedback or anything. It's almost liberating in a way. Like, I don't have to worry about how I look, because I know it's all being taken care of by Craig. He's got my back."

      "That's great," Samantha said. "Patrick and I do something similar, only it's more in the bedroom. We're always talking about the latest things we want to try."

      "How does that work if he's not there?" Heather asked.

      "Well, we can always turn on the camera. I set up my phone and film myself while Patrick watches. Then he tells me how to do it better."

      "Oh," Heather said. Her cheeks flushed. She had never been very interested in sex, and she had never thought about filming herself or having someone else watch her.

      "Are you okay, Heather?" Amelia asked. "You seem a little uncomfortable."

      "I'm fine," she insisted. "I guess I've just never considered any of this. You know, having a man tell me what to wear, watching me in the bedroom. It's all very new to me, and I don't really know what to think about it. I guess it's kind of nice, in a way. But it's also a little strange. Like, is this something that men do in the real world? Are they really interested in the minutiae of my life like Craig is?"

      "Lee has put me on a health plan," Amelia said. "I haven't lost any weight yet, but I'm already feeling better. He has me working out and eating better. The last part is really great. I've never been able to hold myself accountable, but Lee can do it for me."

      "That's great," Heather said, her voice flat.

      "What's wrong, Heather?" Samantha asked, noticing her friend's tone.

      "Nothing, it's just... Well, I guess I'm a little unsure about all of this. Like, is it really healthy for a man to be telling me what to wear and how to look?"

      "It's not just a man," Samantha said. "It's your boyfriend. There's a difference. And besides, Craig is helping you. He's making your life better."

      "Yeah, I guess you're right," Heather said. She thought for a moment. "It's just weird. That's all. Like, I'm used to being self-sufficient and taking care of myself. I'm not sure how I feel about having a man who tells me what to do. It's not that I don't like it, I'm just not sure if it's something that I should get used to."

      "I think you're just overreacting," Amelia said. She reached across the table and touched Heather's hand. "I think you're just unsure because it's all new. But once you get used to it, I'm sure you'll love it. I mean, you look great. Better than ever, really. And the fact that a man is helping you to get there, well, I think that's amazing. For me, it's like I'm dating a personal trainer or something. How often does that happen?"

      "I don't know," Heather said, shaking her head. "I guess you're right. It is kind of nice, and I am glad that Craig is so invested in me."

      "That's the way to think about it," Samantha said, a blush rising in her cheeks. "He's making an investment in you. They're making an investment in all of us, really. We're all growing as women."

      Heather smiled. She felt a warmth rise in her stomach.

      "You're right," she said. "And it's not like I'm complaining. I'm just not used to it is all."

      "Well, you better get used to it," Amelia said with a smile. "Because I have a feeling you'll be getting a lot of compliments in the future."

      "Thanks, girls," Heather said. She took a sip of her coffee and then looked down at her dress. Maybe it wasn't so bad after all.

      "Dish, Samantha," Amelia said, turning her attention onto the friend who started it all with the online boyfriends. "What kind of stuff does Patrick have you doing in the bedroom?"

      Samantha cleared her throat and shifted in her seat. "It's a little embarrassing to talk about, but I don't mind sharing. He likes to tell me how to touch myself and such."

      "Oh, really," Amelia said with a smirk. "That sounds kind of fun."

      Samantha shrugged. "It is. I mean, he's very good at it. Making suggestions and whatnot, that is. I record myself touching myself and he tells me how I can make it hotter."

      "What sorts of things?" Amelia pressed.

      "You know," Samantha said. She waved a hand. "Different ways to finger myself or to rub my clit. Different positions to try. He's very imaginative. If it weren't for the fact that I'm filming myself, it's almost like he's in the room with me when I do it. It's hot. And he's a very dirty talker, too, which is a total turn-on. Before Patrick, I wasn't really into that type of thing, but now, I can't imagine not having him whispering those things to me."

      "That's amazing," Amelia said. She had her hands wrapped around her mug of coffee. Her eyes were wide with wonder and envy. "Lee has never suggested anything like that. I'm a little jealous."

      "I didn't think that sort of thing would be so interesting, either, until I actually tried it," Samantha explained. "But the dirtier stuff is always the most exciting. There's just something about it that turns me on."

      Heather shifted in her seat as well. She had never heard her friends talk like this, especially not in public. Not that they were prudes. Far from it. But to sit and listen to Samantha talk so casually about the intimate details of her sex life was new. Heather wasn't quite sure what to make of it.

      "Well, I think we could all use a bit more spice in the bedroom," Amelia said, finally looking down at her cup of coffee.

      Samantha chuckled. "Maybe you should talk to Lee and ask him if he's into that sort of thing."

      Amelia looked up at her friend, a little shocked. "Do you really think he would go for that?"

      "If you wanted him to, I bet he would. He's your perfect boyfriend, after all."

      Amelia blushed. She smiled at the thought. "You're right. Lee would do anything to make me happy."

      "Exactly," Samantha said. "It's good to see how we're all enjoying our month of online boyfriends. It's so nice to have a perfect partner, right?"

      "Yeah, it is," Amelia agreed. "I mean, Lee is just so amazing. And he's always there for me when I need him. He's the most supportive person in my life, other than you two. I can't believe how lucky I am to have found him. You know, before Lee, I was a bit of a mess. But with Lee, I feel like everything's going to be okay."

      Samantha nodded her head in agreement. And even Heather had to agree. Craig had certainly made her life better.

      "You know, I've learned so much from Craig," Heather admitted. "I never really realized just how much I needed someone like him in my life."

      "And now we're all happy and making progress," Samantha said.

      The girls sipped on their drinks, each lost in their own thoughts for a few moments. Eventually, they returned to the conversation and their usual banter. It was a fun time and a nice break from the daily grind of work and life. By the time their coffees were finished, everyone was in high spirits and feeling better about themselves and the world in general.

      And when Heather walked out of the coffee shop, she did so with an added sway in her hips that she never would have had if it hadn't been for Craig.
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      Heather was late to the next week's coffee meetup. That in and of itself was not unusual. It was normal. But the reason for Heather's tardiness was new. Despite her office building only being a few blocks away, she had managed to get lost on the way there. She was just so distracted.

      All eyes were on Heather as she walked into the coffee shop. Her short polka dot dress swished around her upper thighs. Two weeks ago, she never would have worn such a dress, let alone to the office where she had just come from. But before Heather could make it to the table where Amelia and Samantha already sat, she paused. Her eyes turned glassy for a moment, her concentration broken.

      "Sorry," Heather apologized. "I got a bit turned around on the way here." She giggled, not knowing how else to pass off her mistake. It was an embarrassing thing to admit, getting lost on a walk that she had taken hundreds of times before. She took her seat at the table.

      The looks on her friends' faces made it clear that her excuses weren't good enough, though. There was something that was just plain different about Heather. The dress, of course, was new. As were the heels. She had worn heels the week prior, but these were higher. They left Heather both appearing more elegant and more clumsy at the same time. But there was more to the difference.

      "Are you okay, Heather?" Samantha asked. "You're acting kind of funny."

      Heather smiled as she thought about the reason for her odd behavior. "I'm fine, I'm fine," she insisted. "I'm just... I'm a little distracted is all. You know how it is, just one of those days."

      "Are you sure you're okay?" Amelia asked, reaching out and touching the back of Heather's hand. "I mean, if something's wrong, we're here for you."

      Heather couldn't help but giggle at the suggestion. Not that she was laughing at Amelia's concern, but more the idea that something was wrong. Nothing was wrong.

      "Trust me," Heather explained. "Everything is okay. Better than okay, actually."

      "Then what's going on?"

      "I'm just..." Heather paused, closing her eyes for a moment. When she opened them again, her two friends were looking at her with interest. They had no idea why she was acting so strangely. "You see... Craig and I... well, we're..."

      "Come on, spill it," Samantha said, growing impatient.

      Heather sighed. "Okay, okay." She shifted her position in her chair, tugging at her dress as she did so, trying to cover more of her bare legs. "Craig has me wearing a remote control vibrator right now."

      "What?!" Amelia asked, her voice loud enough to draw the attention of nearby patrons. She dropped her voice. "You're wearing what?"

      "Yeah," Heather smiled, blushing. "Craig has me wearing one, and he controls it. Any time he wants, he turns it on and gets my clit vibrating. He doesn't do it all the time, of course. But he's really good at finding times to get my body buzzing, like when I'm sitting alone at my desk and suddenly I'll feel that vibration in my clit. And then there's the surprise of wondering whether this is one that's going to lead to an orgasm. You know, or if it's just some light teasing before it turns off."

      Both Amelia's and Samantha's eyes were wide at the revelation of what Heather had done, how much control she had given over to Craig.

      "You're really into this, aren't you?" Samantha eventually said, her voice soft, almost reverent.

      Heather nodded, her face alight with a blush. "Yeah," she said, giggling again. "It's... it's so hot." She squirmed in her seat, the vibrator turning on again. She released the smallest of moans, her head falling back slightly as her eyes closed. "And, fuck. He keeps hitting the button. I've had to charge this thing midday a few times already, otherwise it doesn't make it all day. I don't know how long this thing will last, but..."

      Heather paused again, her face going slack as she moaned, this time louder. Her body shook and her hips thrust upwards, almost as if she was imagining a lover filling her up. But it was not enough to push her over the edge. Not yet, anyway.

      As Heather opened her eyes, her whole body shaking slightly from the denied orgasm, she found her two friends staring at her in wonderment. The looks on their faces made it clear they had no idea how to react to this new version of their friend.

      Heather smiled. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I just can't help myself. When the vibration comes, I can't help but react to it."

      "Wow," Samantha said. "Just wow."

      "Yeah," Amelia added. "You're like a totally new woman now. You look amazing, and you're, like, a sexual goddess, or something."

      Heather smiled at the compliments, but she was feeling self-conscious. "I'm not that great," she said, blushing. "I'm just trying to... I don't know... just trying to be a better me, that's all."

      "And Craig is helping?" Amelia asked.

      "Yeah," Heather replied, nodding. "I've always been so boring. So straight-laced. And Craig has helped me bring out a part of me that I never knew existed. He's shown me how much fun life can be, and..."

      Heather paused again, closing her eyes as her face screwed up in a look that could have been pain, but her friends knew better. It was pleasure. Intense and uncontrollable. Her body began to quiver again and her moans grew louder.

      Eventually, Heather's eyes opened and she was panting. She was so close, and she was struggling to fight off her orgasm. She did not want to come in front of her friends. She did not know if she could hide it, especially as her moans grew louder and more frequent. She could not stop herself from making noise.

      "Oh god," Heather cried out, her body shaking even harder. "Oh god. Oh god. Oh god!"

      And yet, she willed herself not to cum. Somehow, she was able to keep that orgasm at bay, to hold it inside. At least for a moment.

      "I'm sorry," Heather apologized. "Craig keeps going at it."

      "Wow," Samantha said again. "I mean, I don't think I could have held back."

      "Yeah," Amelia agreed. "You're like a super woman, you know. You're really brave to walk around with that inside of you, out in public."

      "And at work," Heather added. Craig had been teasing her all day, so much so that she actually had to change out the vibrator. She had her other one plugged in at her desk at the office, recharging. "Work has been a bit challenging, but the men at the office have been very helpful in covering for me when I'm... distracted."

      "Damn, girl," Samantha said. "I feel like I'm being shown up here."

      "No way," Heather replied. "I'm just having fun, you know. It's so hot, wearing this, having it on at random times, in public, always wondering when he's going to hit the button next. And it's like, oh my god, I'm gonna cum. Right here, right now, in front of everybody. Oh, shit."

      And suddenly Heather's orgasm came, the force of which she had been struggling to keep down. Her body shook, her hips rising off the chair. Her whole body quivered, her arms and legs spasming. The noise that escaped her lips was almost a shriek and her hands were clenched tightly, holding onto the table.

      Heather had never experienced such an intense orgasm. It was like her entire body was on fire, her skin tingling, as if she had just discovered what it was like to have sex for the first time. And all the while, wave after wave of orgasmic ecstasy washed through her. She could not help herself. She was overwhelmed and overcome, her mind reeling. She could barely breathe. Her vision was clouded and her body felt weak.

      The feeling seemed to go on and on. Even after the orgasm faded away, her eyes remained closed. The world had shrunk down to pure feeling. Her eyes and ears remained numb to the outside world, her skin still tingled, and her mind was flooded with a sense of pleasure.

      Heather was vaguely aware of her friends talking, but the sounds were muffled as her own panting filled her ears. She felt disconnected from her body. As the final aftershocks of her orgasm passed, Heather's vision slowly returned and her senses began to work again. Amelia and Samantha had been talking to each other in quiet tones, but they stopped as they noticed Heather blinking and coming back into focus.

      They looked at her, wide eyed and smiling. They were both shocked and impressed. Heather blushed, but she felt good, really good. It was not just that she had an intense orgasm, but it was that she had done so in such a taboo manner, and it was that her friends knew it. And they supported it. She was not ashamed. She had nothing to be ashamed about. She was proud, if anything.

      "Sorry," she managed to croak out, her throat dry from her panting. She took a long gulp of her coffee. "Wow. That was intense."

      "Are you okay, Heather?" Amelia asked, reaching out and touching her friend's hand.

      Heather smiled at her. "Yeah, I am. That was just a bit of an... experience."

      "I'll say," Samantha agreed. She shook her head in wonderment. "I think you need a drink. And I don't mean more coffee."

      "Or a smoke," Amelia added, although none of them smoked.

      Heather let out a soft chuckle. "Yeah, maybe."

      "So, how did it feel?" Samantha pressed.

      "It was just so hot. Knowing that Craig was controlling my pleasure. He could get me off any time he wanted. It was so dirty. So... hot." Her words trailed off and her gaze grew distant. Heather's eyes fluttered closed and her face screwed up in pleasure again. As soon as her friends realized what was happening, they could not hide their own smiles.

      Heather had lost all sense of modesty. She was not trying to hide her reactions. And while she did not cum again so immediately, her body was already primed for it. The vibrations from the device were making short work of her arousal, even if they weren't strong enough to push her over the edge so soon. But it was only a matter of time before she came again, and she knew it. And she knew her friends knew it, too. She could cum at any moment, in the coffee shop, at her desk, or just walking down the street.

      Heather's moans were a siren's call. She was drawing attention from the other customers. While they tried not to stare, it was clear that there was something very interesting happening to the young blonde in the short polka dot dress and high heels.

      Heather's hips wiggled in her seat, unable to control her movements. Even after climaxing publicly, losing her modesty in the process, she still tried to hold back. She tried to remain present in the conversation with her friends, even as it was clear she could barely keep her eyes open through the pleasure.

      "Are you gonna cum again?" Samantha asked, her breathing heavy, her own cheeks flushed. It was clear that she was aroused. The idea that her friend was going to orgasm twice in front of her was turning her on. "You look like you're gonna cum."

      "Yeah, Heather," Amelia agreed, her own breathing getting faster. She licked her lips. They were both entranced by Heather's performance. It was almost hypnotic. "Are you close? You gonna cum?"

      Heather could only moan in response. She nodded, her eyes closing again. Her body shook and her hips rose off the chair. "I'm sorry," she moaned, her body tensing. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."

      But then the vibrations stopped, leaving Heather painfully on the edge. Her body relaxed and a shudder ran through her, as if she was trying to shake the denied orgasm out of her. "Dammit," she cursed. She was left wanting.

      "What happened?" Samantha asked.

      "Yeah, are you okay?" Amelia asked, equally concerned. Her own arousal had been growing and she had a desire to watch Heather climax. "Did you cum?"

      Heather looked up, her face red, her eyes glazed, a bead of sweat on her brow. "No," she said, her voice tight. She took a moment to catch her breath. "Craig stopped it. I was so close. One more second and I would have..." But her words trailed off. She let out a long sigh.

      Amelia smiled, while Samantha shook her head, her lips pressed together, as if disappointed.

      "I don't think I could ever do what you're doing," Amelia said. "But it's totally hot."

      "Thanks," Heather said. "I don't know. I guess I'm just really into the idea of being out of control, but in a good way. I didn't even know I liked it until Craig suggested it and we started playing this week. But now I can't get enough of it."

      "Damn, that's really sexy," Amelia said. She glanced around to see if any of the other customers were watching. There were a couple men who were glancing over at them, and a small smile came to her lips when she saw them. "I wonder if Lee would ever be interested in something like that. You know, the public stuff. The teasing and the denial. He's got me working on my health, but maybe we should try some dirty stuff, too."

      "You should talk to him about it," Heather urged. "It's so hot. I love it."

      "Yeah," Samantha agreed, nodding her head in agreement. "You should talk to him about it."

      "I will," Amelia said.

      "So this was the four-week mark," Samantha said, changing the subject. "We promised each other these four weeks. I know what I'm going to do going forward, but I want to know what you two are doing. Are you going to keep using the app and stay with your online boyfriends or are you done?"

      "I'm sticking with Lee," Amelia said. "I've never met a man like him before. I don't care that he isn't real. He's making positive changes in my life and that's what matters most to me. I don't care if other people think I'm crazy."

      "Good," Samantha said. "You've been making such good progress. You deserve this."

      "Thanks," Amelia said, a small blush on her cheeks.

      "What about you, Heather?" Samantha asked, looking toward her. "Are you going to keep using the app? Or are you going to quit?"

      However, Heather could not answer. Her eyes squeezed shut as another wave of vibrations shot through her. She could feel the orgasm rising up again, her mind blanking and her body quivering with pleasure. She moaned, the sound loud enough to draw attention again.

      "Is that a yes, then?" Amelia asked with a smirk.

      Heather nodded. She could not speak, could not think. All she could do was react to the feelings flowing from her clit. And once again, she could feel her climax nearing, the heat rising within her, the tension in her muscles tightening. And then she could feel the release, the explosion of pleasure coursing through her veins, and the sweet relief of orgasmic bliss. Her moans rose in pitch, and her whole body quivered, her hands bunched into fists as her eyes rolled back in her head.

      "Damn," Amelia said. "That looked really intense."

      Samantha was equally impressed, even though the show was over. Heather's body was calming, her breathing returning to normal, the flush in her cheeks fading. She looked exhausted, but she also looked content, satisfied in every sense of the word. And somehow that just made her look hotter, more attractive. There was something about seeing a beautiful woman so satisfied that was just sexy as hell.

      "I'm going to keep using the app," Heather said, finally answering the question. She gave the table a shy smile as she caught her breath. "Craig and I are having just too much fun, you know? It's all been good. Even when I was afraid it wasn't real, it still felt real to me. It feels real now. He's only ever there for me. He's the best kind of guy. That kind of relationship is priceless."

      Heather had become a convert. She had seen the light, and she was never going back. Her life had been changed by this app. And she did not know where that would lead, but she was ready for the journey.

      "So, we're all keeping our online boyfriends, then?" Samantha said, smiling. She got nods in return. "Then I say this is going to be an amazing adventure, and I can't wait to see where it takes us. Here's to the future."

      "Here's to the future," Heather echoed, raising her coffee mug in a toast. Amelia joined in. Their coffees clinked together and they drank. They were all just getting started.
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