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SECRET LIFE

Kalvin just made the purchase of a lifetime: a simulation VR unit, capable of creating a highly realistic and customized fantasy simulation. Kalvin’s fantasy is simple: become a rock star by day and a ladies man by night.

But after waiting six weeks for his unit to arrive, he’s disappointed to discover that they sent the wrong one. He doesn’t realize it’s the wrong one until after he tries it out. So for two hours, Kalvin finds himself inside someone else’s fantasy, getting dolled up and being an escort for the stars.


CHAPTER I

Our show was just coming to an end—a bittersweet moment, because it was one of the best shows we’d ever performed. But we were already playing out our second encore, and no band is obnoxious enough to play a third encore, even when all of the fans are screaming for it at the top of their lungs.

But I was ready to get off the stage and back into my private room. There was a pair of girls standing in the front row: Japanese twins—one with her hair dyed blonde, the other with her hair naturally dark. They were both wearing next to nothing: shorts the size of panties and tops the size of bras—I think they call them bralettes. Whenever I looked at the girls, they would bite their lips playfully while staring right into my eyes. They wanted it bad.

So the moment I was off the stage, I told our manager to go find them. “They’re Japanese—or maybe Chinese or something. You can’t miss them—they’re twins,” I said. “Send them to my room, and do it quickly.”

And our manager came through. I wasn’t even in my room for two minutes before I heard the knock at the door. “Come on in!” I called out. And the two girls slipped in, closing the door behind them. I told them to lock the door while I started to pour us all drinks. “What do you girls like to drink?” I asked, even though I was already pouring them champagne.

They just giggled. It occurred to me that they didn’t speak a word of English, but that didn’t matter. We could skip the pillow talk and get right to the pillows.

There was a bed in my private green room. I wondered if there was a bed in every green room, or just mine. Maybe the concert planners knew about my auspicious reputation. I wondered if the girls knew about my reputation.

I turned around to put the champagne bottle away. Then I picked up the three glasses and turned back around. I paused, realizing the girls were now naked. They had small breasts, but I always liked girls with small breasts. The blonde had a full mane of dark pubic hair and her sister had nothing—pale and smooth all over. I couldn’t fight away the excited smile, even though I went through the same party every night—sometimes two or three times each night.

I walked up and cupped the breasts of the blonde twin. Then I looked down at her fuzzy pussy. I looked over at her sister. “Touch her,” I said as my heart stuttered.

The girl just giggled, still not understanding what I was saying. So I reached over and grabbed her hand. I pressed it against the fuzzy cunt of her sister and started rubbing her hand. “Rub,” I said. When I let go, she continued rubbing. The girls giggled with red cheeks. “Now kiss. You know what kiss means?”

This was a word they knew. They leaned their heads in and began to gently kiss one another. The dark haired twin was still rubbing her sister’s cunt in small circles. I watched closely, and it was hard to look away once I noticed the dribble of fluid trickling down her leg. She was into it.

I downed my champagne and started to undress myself. And then I noticed the line of guitars on the wall—my guitars. But I couldn’t remember buying them. Did the venue put them there for me? Could I even play the guitar? I’d always wanted to play the guitar, but I never got around to learning—No, of course I could play the guitar. I was the guitar player of one of the world’s biggest rock groups. I could play the guitar like Jimi Hendrix… But when did I learn?

I shook my head as my heart fluttered and dread filled my gut. I had to focus on the girls in front of me. Why was I thinking about the music now?

I already had an erection—and how could I not have an erection after watching one Japanese twin pleasure the other with her fingers. I walked around the girls. I put my hands on the blonde’s shoulders—I was quickly realizing that I was much more into the blonde than her dark haired sister. I pressed my big cock up between her butt cheeks and I gently grinded myself up and down. She moaned slightly. Her sister reached back and wrapped her fingers around my girth, letting a little gasp out from her Asian lips as she felt the throbbing. “You like that?” I asked.

And she giggled her reply, probably having no idea what I was saying.

I got my dick lubricated with the fluid dribbling out from her pussy. But the pussy wasn’t where I was intending to stick it. I was in the mood for something a bit more naughty. I pressed the tip of my cock up to her asshole. And then I thought: I was about to fuck a chick in the ass for the first time—

But how was that possible? I’d been fucking chicks every night for a year now—sometimes two or three times. How had I not fucked a girl in the ass before? And why couldn’t I remember any of the other girls now? Did I have a drinking problem? Was I doing too many drugs? I couldn’t remember any booze or drugs. In fact, the only memory I could muster up in my brain was the image of a spreadsheet on a computer screen. I could see a bunch of numbers: a fiscal budget. But why did I know what a fiscal budget was if I was a rock star?

I pushed those thoughts away. I had to focus on the priceless Asian tush that was presenting itself to me. I bent the girl over slightly and then I began to push in. Her sister helped to guide my cock, giving me a bit of an extra massage—or maybe she was just trying to get in on the action because I was giving her sister all of the attention. I couldn’t help that I had preferences.

I pushed in deeper and deeper and deeper as the blonde moaned and squirmed. I held her fragile hips firmly, so she wouldn’t fall away from me. I could feel her warm, tight anal walls throbbing along my shaft. It felt amazing. I pulled her in tight to me and then I started to thrust. She grunted slightly each time I slapped my pelvis into her butt. Her sister was behind me now, rubbing her warm, naked body against my back while I fucked her sister. I couldn’t decide if I wanted to save any for her. Would she be disappointed? Of course she wouldn’t be disappointed—she was probably happy to simply be in the room with me, one of the biggest rock stars of all time.

But I wasn’t a rock star—I was an accountant. I didn’t know how to play guitar. I didn’t even know which city I was in. Did I really just play a whole set? I could only remember playing the last few seconds of our last song—and there weren’t even any guitar parts—I was really just standing there, absorbing the energy of the crowd while I did nothing. How did I get there? Was I just dreaming? Was this all about to end at any second?

I reached down and pinched my arm. The pinch hurt. It didn’t seem like I was dreaming. So what was happening? Why wasn’t I behind my desk? Why did these Japanese twins want to fuck me so badly?

I took a deep breath. My heart was racing now. Something wasn’t right—lots of things weren’t right. Couldn’t I worry about this later, once I was finished fucking my Japanese twins?

I kept thrusting, slamming down harder and faster, trying to get the act done with before I had a complete mental breakdown. And that must have been it—I was having a mental breakdown. I was either in my accounting office having some fever dream about being a rock star, or I was a rock star, having some sort of false flashback to being an accountant. Or maybe I was something else—maybe I was hallucinating and misremembering at the same time. Maybe I was actually rocking back and forth in some insane asylum.

I was breathing heavily now, starting to pant. I looked down at the blonde’s ass, which was a shade of red from my pelvis slapping it. I stopped thrusting for a moment. I needed to gather my composure or I would never come. I took another deep breath, and then I heard a voice. “I think we should bring him out. That’s probably enough for now.”

I looked around quickly. “Who’s there?” I asked as beads of sweat started forming on the back of my neck. “Come out here! Who’s in here watching?”

My vision was starting to blur. I had a feeling I was about to pass out. I wondered if the Japanese twins would go to get help or if they would just run away. Was I going to die in that green room? Would they find my body with my erect cock out? Is this how the world would remember me?

Suddenly my vision went black and everything was quiet. Was I dead?


CHAPTER II

I was staring up at a woman’s face. She was a white woman with blue eyes and messy blonde hair. She wasn’t quite my type—a bit too old, and I was never a fan of girls with glasses. “Am I dead?” I asked her.

“You need to just stay still for one minute. It takes the brain a minute or two to recover fully from the simulation.” She leaned away, out of my field of vision. Now I was just staring at blank ceiling tiles in a bright room. Simulation? What was she talking about?

I turned my head and saw her tinkering with some computer off to the side. There was a man with her, wearing a similar white lab coat. Was I some sort of test dummy?

Then I saw the little silver and blue machine on the table next to me. There were long cords running from the machine to my head. I reached up and felt the strange helmet on my head, and then I suddenly remembered what it did: it was a virtual reality simulator—and it belonged to me.

I sat up slowly, even though I knew I wasn’t supposed to. I remembered the briefing before I went into the simulation. “Once you wake up, you must remain still for two full minutes, so your brain can properly recover,” Ellen, the older blonde woman said to me.

“What happened in there?” I asked. “Was there some sort of malfunction?”

Ellen looked back and saw that I was sitting up. “Lay back down!” she snapped. So I followed the command, even though I was pretty sure my brain was already back to normal—or very close to it. “There was no malfunction. You just need to get used to the simulation. It will take a few uses before you can remain in the simulation for a long period of time. It’s sort of like a drug—you need to build up a tolerance before you can handle a lot of it.”

“I guess that makes sense,” I said. I rubbed my forehead, trying to push away the headache that started suddenly.

“Stop moving,” Ellen said.

I looked down at my lap and saw the massive bulge under that white sheet: my erection still standing tall. I quickly reached down and tried to hide it in the waistband of my underwear. But I knew that Ellen saw, because a moment later she said, “With your particular simulation, it will be important to wear a condom every time you go in—unless you don’t mind making a mess. If you ejaculate in the simulation, you will ejaculate in real life.”

“Okay,” I said awkwardly. I couldn’t help but think that Ellen was judging me. Though I knew that the simulation team would judge me when I put in my order. I’m sure most people had their simulators designed so that they could be the President of the United States, or so that they could accept an Academy Award every night before bed. Or maybe most people were losers like me—maybe I wasn’t the only one who asked to be a rock star who got lots of pussy.

“We just need to make a few tiny adjustments, then the simulator is yours to take home. It should be ready by tomorrow afternoon. You can go home now,” Ellen said without turning around. She was typing away at her computer.

“Just like that, huh?” I asked.

“Just like that?” she said with a bit of a scowl. “We’ve been working on your unit for six weeks.” There was some resentment in her voice. Maybe I wasn’t being grateful enough—though the small fortune I paid for the unit should have been thanks enough, no? I could have used that money for a down payment on a house, or invested it into some retirement savings fund. But instead, I was giving it to her and her team.

Though maybe when her and her team designed the simulation unit, they thought that respectable people would use it for respectable purposes—not for guys who wanted to have a futuristic porn machine. And maybe I was just a scumbag, but I couldn’t think of any respectable uses for the devices, aside from fucking virtual chicks. “So what kinds of simulations are other people buying?” I asked.

Ellen looked back at me, still with that little scowl that made me feel like a total loser. “Well,” she said. “We have doctors who want to explore the inside of a body from the perspective of a blood cell, so that they can be more precise with their surgeries and diagnoses. We have nuclear physicists who need detailed simulations of the insides of reactors. We have engineers who want to test out ambitious designs before trying them in the real world and putting lives at risk. And then we have guys like you, who need to wear condoms when they run their simulations.” She turned back around before my face turned completely red. “And sadly, it’s mostly guys like you.”

“Hey—well it sounds like the guys like me are paying your salary, so maybe you should be a little more grateful,” I said. I regretted saying it just a little bit, worried that it would make her put less effort into the final adjustments that she needed to make. But it needed to be said. I was paying a lot of money for this unit—more money than I’d ever paid for anything in my life. This was a big deal for me, and I didn’t need her making me feel guilty because I wasn’t using it the way she wished that I was using it.

And not everyone got to work in the exciting field of advanced technology. Some of us were stuck behind desks, staring at spreadsheets all day, crunching numbers together while trying to save companies 0.001% on their taxes. Some of us needed a little bit of excitement in our lives—so why couldn’t she just be proud that she was providing that excitement?

“We’ll give you a call when your device is ready,” she said without turning back to me. And maybe I grossed her out. She was probably standing over me when I got my erection. And she could probably see what was happening on her screen. Hell, she probably even watched me take that dark haired girl’s hand and move it onto her sister’s pussy. Maybe that was a bit too depraved for Ellen, the great scientist of our generation. Maybe I was a bit of a scumbag. Maybe I should have saved the especially depraved stuff for when I was home alone with my simulator.

But in the moment, I didn’t even know that I was in a simulation. It was the strangest sensation—a little bit frightening even, especially once I started to remember my real life during the simulation. But Ellen promised me that would stop once I got more comfortable with the machine. I read online that some people are even fully aware of their real lives while in their simulations. People just learn to accept the simulation for what it is. Even if you know that the Japanese twins standing in front of you aren’t real, that doesn’t mean the sensations aren’t real. Like Ellen said—if you fuck a chick in the simulation, you’re still going to come in real life.

I couldn’t stop thinking about my first simulation experience as I made my way home from the lab. I couldn’t wait to live it out again: the roar of the crowd, the heat from the stage lights, the horny gazes from all of the skimpy women in the crowd. I could have taken any of them back stage! And once I had my machine, maybe I would make my way through all of them. I couldn’t wait to fuck chicks that were way out of my league. I couldn’t wait to play shows in stadiums all over the world. Apparently, the simulators are very accurate at depicting the major cities of the world. There was a story in the news not too long before I placed my order: some guy used his simulator to memorize the streets of Toronto, so he could practice driving away from a bank robbery, which he actually pulled in real life.

And there was a big debate happening in the world: is there really any difference between travelling in real life and travelling in the simulator? If the landmarks are all the same: the sights, the smells, the feelings—then what’s the difference? You could even take photos in your simulation, and the photos would be uploaded directly to your computer. Maybe I would stop at the Great Pyramids between shows—I’d always wanted to see them.

I even heard a rumour that they were working on making the simulations into a multiplayer experience, so that people could interact with the simulations of others. Of course there were lots of people against that idea—people worried that these simulations would quickly replace real life. But I didn’t see any harm in that. Real life was boring. Soon, there would be computers capable of doing all of my accounting work—and then what? What was I supposed to do then? Go back to school and learn how to maintenance the accounting computers? Why would I do that, when all I needed was a bit of food, a bit of shelter, and my simulator?

Maybe that was a stretch. I wasn’t ready to give up on my real life just yet. Though I was becoming increasingly tired of my real life. Once I was home from the lab, I went onto my phone to see if I had any new hits on Tinder. I know what you’re thinking—aren’t you a few years too old for that Tinder app? Maybe that’s true—but what other options did I have? I tried the other dating websites. No girl wanted a guy like me: short and skinny with a boring office job. The only thing I had going for me was a steady job, but it wasn’t even the kind of job that could support an entire family. I made fifty grand a year, and the most I could ever make with my qualifications was sixty grand per year. So if a girl wanted to be with me, then that meant she would have to work a job as well. If she wanted kids, that meant paying for daycare, because we would both be working. And my brother told me how much that daycare shit costs: about forty grand per year—assuming you want your kids to go to a half-decent one. So the daycare would effectively cancel out whatever my proposed spouse would make. So why would any girl want that?

I’m not saying that I was a bad looking guy. I had girls telling me that I was cute all the time—though I’m not sure if that was necessarily a compliment. What guy wants to be ‘cute’? Hamsters are cute. Bunnies are cute. A young woman with a quirky laugh is cute. But a man?

My friends told me that I needed to work on myself. “Whenever you have free time, use it to improve yourself. Learn a few words of another language. Lift some weights. Practise drawing.”

“Drawing?” I said. “Why would I practise drawing?”

“I don’t know—what are your hobbies?”

“I don’t have hobbies.”

Even my friends were starting to think that I was a lost cause. And maybe they weren’t wrong.

I always wanted to learn to play the guitar. I even bought a guitar a few years back, before they even announced the simulation units. I always told myself that I would teach myself—but it’s harder than it looks. I would sit there for twenty minutes, trying to decipher some tablature I found on the Internet, and then I would get frustrated. The guitar eventually fell out of tune, and I couldn’t figure out how to tune it properly. I bought a tuner and tried my best, but it never sounded right—or maybe I just really had no idea what I was doing.

But I would put on a Led Zeppelin DVD and I would watch Jimmy Page, and then I would be re-inspired. I would run and grab my guitar and I would try to put my fingers where Jimmy put his fingers, and then I would create the most horrible sounds. I guess music just wasn’t my thing. I had the guitar out in my living room for a while, and then I eventually got sick of people asking me, “Do you play? Play me something!” I figured they didn’t want to hear some half-assed version of Twinkle-Twinkle Little Star.

A friend of mine, who was very good at the guitar, would always say, “You just need to keep trying. Keep playing, even when you’re frustrated, or you’ll never get better.” But I had a feeling that it was never quite so hard for him. Some things just come more naturally to people. And to me, nothing came naturally—except for when I was in my custom made simulation. When I filled out that form, I made sure to put down that I wanted to be an expert guitar player, a profound songwriter, and an irresistible ladies man. I wrote that I wanted to be rich and famous and have the complete opposite of what I had in real life.

And that afternoon, I finally got a taste of what I was missing. I got to experience the stage and the crowd and the women. Maybe escaping to a simulated world was sad and pathetic, but I just didn’t care anymore. Why does Jimmy Page get to experience all of those great things while I’m stuck in an office? Why can’t a guy like me indulge a little bit from time to time?

I hardly slept that night, knowing that my bored nights watching Law & Order reruns would soon be over. Soon, all of my nights would be spent in different cities, playing for massive crowds, while fucking beautiful woman after beautiful woman.


CHAPTER III

It was 1:00 PM when I got the call. “Kalvin, your simulation unit is ready to be picked up,” an unfamiliar voice said on the phone. “Do you think you’ll be by today to pick it up?”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” I said. I was already putting on my coat, already unable to wipe the smile from my face. I thought about taking the bus, but I was even too excited to wait. So I called a cab as I ran down the stairs of my apartment building. It was at the front door within a minute. “Smith Gadgets Lab, please,” I said to the cab driver as I practically dove into the back of his car.

I was squirming in my seat, tempted to tell the cab driver to drive faster. When we pulled up to the Smith Gadgets building, I told the driver to leave the tab running. “I’ll only be a minute,” I said. And then I got out o the car and bolted towards the building. I wanted to finish where I left off with those Japanese girls. I wanted to cum in that blonde’s asshole and then I wanted to make her dark haired sister eat my creampie as it oozed out. So maybe I was a bit of a degenerate—it was my simulation, so I could do what I wanted with it.

There was a line at the counter. I pushed past the line and got to the front and said, “I’m just here to pick up a unit. Do I really have to wait in the line?”

“Everyone has to wait in the line. I’m sorry,” the young woman said. I found myself wondering if there was a woman who looked like her in my simulation. Maybe I would fuck her brains out after I was finished with my Japanese twins.

I looked behind the desk and saw the small stack of simulation units, still in their boxes. “But I think I can see mine. It’s right in that box, right there—the second from the top. You just called me, remember?”

“Hey man, get to the back of the line,” one of the customers said.

I had to bite my tongue. I awkwardly walked to the back of the line and tried to control my breathing. I had to get that unit home. I wanted to get a little taste of the amazing life that I was about to live in the privacy of my own home.

It only took ten minutes to reach the front of the line. I only had to smile for the woman before she turned around and grabbed my box. But she didn’t hand it to me right away. Instead, she pushed a stack of paperwork towards me. “You need to sign all of these waivers. And this form here is your return policy. You have thirty days to return your unit. The return instructions are here—read them carefully. You don’t return the unit here to our lab. It gets sent away. Same goes with repairs. Sign here if you understand what I’m telling you.”

I signed quickly without reading. I had no intention of returning my unit. I had the last two months to regret the massive cost of the thing, and in that time I only became more excited about getting it into my house. It was another ten minutes before I was finished with the paperwork. I was practically jumping up and down like a child at Christmas when she finally handed me the heavy box containing my simulation unit.

Unfortunately, the cab driver really did leave the tab running. The fare was already up to ninety dollars and we still had the long drive home. Maybe I should have taken the bus. Maybe my excitement was getting the better of me. “Sorry about that,” I said to the driver. “They needed me to do some paperwork—”

“—Where to?” he asked, cutting me off.

“Just take me home,” I said. The final fare was $135.95—too much, considering the bus would have cost me $3.50.

The elevator in my building was slow, and I saw that it was up on the eighth floor when I ran into my building. So I ran up the stairs of my building, up to my apartment on the sixth floor. I practically crashed through the door and went straight to my kitchen, to grab a knife to get my simulator out from its box.

Inside the cardboard box was a fancy carbon fiber case, with a little programmable lock and a fancy Smith Gadgets logo. I opened the box carefully, exposing that silver and blue unit, with all of the little cords in little bags. Under the unit was the helmet, which was uncomfortable to put on, but once in the simulation, it didn’t matter.

I brought everything to my bedroom. I already had the nightstand cleared for the unit—though the unit looked much bigger in my room than it did at the lab. It was hanging over all the sides of my nightstand—but it wouldn’t fall over as long as I didn’t bump it.

I plugged everything in and got all of the tedious cables hooked up. My heart was pounding. With the flick of a switch, I would back in my realistic fantasy world—hopefully back in that green room with those Japanese twins. And if I had to play out that first part of the simulation again, that was okay too. I didn’t mind the roar of the crowd either. I liked the feeling that swirled inside of my chest when I saw the girl in the front row crying because she was so happy to see me in the flesh.

I got onto my bed with the helmet secured tightly on my head. I reached over and set the simulator to run for one hour. I remembered Ellen telling me that one hour was equivalent to three hours of simulation. She told me to start with ten minute increments—thirty minutes of simulation time—but that wasn’t enough to get from the stage, into that green room, and into the asshole of that Japanese beauty. With three hours, I could take my time. I could fuck both girls and then maybe I could take in a few sights before it was time to pack things up.

But before I pressed the big green button on the side of the unit, I remembered that anxiety that I felt when reality started catching up to me. I remembered how sick I felt when I started to question my own existence. Maybe ten minutes was safer. I’d read some horror stories online about guys who legitimately lose their minds in their simulations. Whenever they played the ad on TV for the simulators, they played the warning: “Please use your simulation unit responsibly.”

So I set the unit to twenty minutes—that was one hour in my fantasyland. Sure, it was twice what Ellen recommended, but I figured she was just trying to cover all of her bases. I could handle one hour as a rock star.

I pressed that green button and I got myself comfortable. I closed my eyes and waited for the simulation to start. I took a few deep breaths. Any second now… Why wasn’t it starting? Was my unit broken? I tried counting down the seconds. It wasn’t supposed to take more than a minute—but I counted ninety seconds, and I was still just lying there, feeling nothing. In the lab, I remembered feeling a tingling in my head. Why wasn’t I feeling that tingling now?

Did I buy a bum unit? Did I have to send it in for repairs? Did Ellen hate my guts so much that she sabotaged my unit so that I would have to waste my time having it sent in for repairs? I vaguely remembered seeing on that form that repairs can take six to twelve weeks. I didn’t want to wait six to twelve week. I sat up, feeling frustrated I wanted to throw that helmet against the wall. I wanted to go back to that lab and bust down the door so that I could chew Ellen out. So I wasn’t a doctor or a physicist or an engineer—I was still a paying customer. I was still giving her three years of savings.

I resisted the urge to smash the entire unit.


CHAPTER IV

I was at a bar having a drink when an ad for the simulator came on the television above the bartender’s head. “Get ready to live out your wildest dreams,” said the ad. And I laughed. They really were marketing the thing towards the indulgers. It’s not like the ad said, “Come and learn more about the human body by shrinking yourself down for a Magic School Bus adventure!” If they wanted doctors and physicists, they would have geared their advertisements towards them.

I took the last sip from my drink. The bartender was in front of me a moment later. He placed a drink down. “I didn’t order this,” I said.

“Courtesy of the man at the end of the bar,” the bartender said.

I looked down the bar and saw a man looking at me with a smile. I looked behind me, to make sure he wasn’t looking at someone else. Then I found myself blushing.

He didn’t look like a regular. He was tall and handsome, with a perfectly even stubble beard. He was wearing a tight t-shirt, which hugged his toned chest and his thick arms. I looked away from him quickly, feeling suddenly shy. And then I looked back at the television and realized he was there too.

He was the star of the movie that was playing: Action Jack. He was the titular character, carrying a massive machine gun and mowing down rows of terrorists. The movie came out when I was in high school and it was number one at the box office for eight weeks in a row. I looked back over at him—the real him, sitting at the end of the bar.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I’m in town shooting a movie,” he said with his characteristic deep voice.

“What movie?”

“I’m not supposed to say,” he said.

“You can tell me. I won’t tell anyone. I have no one to tell.”

“I still can’t say.” I got up and casually strolled over to me. He pulled out the seat next to me and sat down. “Clive Anderson. Nice to meet you,” he said.

“Roxy,” I said.

“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I really love your hair, Roxy.”

I blushed again and then I looked forward. There was a mirror behind the stacks of liquor bottles behind the bar. I could see my loosely curled brunette hair, still looking perfect on my shoulders, the way I did it back in my hotel room. “You’re too kind,” I said.

“And I hope you don’t mind me saying that I think you’re very beautiful.”

“Well you’re not so bad yourself,” I said. I could smell his cologne: a mix of musk, sawdust, and cedar. It was a manly smell, and it made me want to reach out and feel his arms—though I resisted that urge. I didn’t want the Clive Anderson to think that I was a creep. So I played it cool, looking back up at the screen as if I wasn’t that interested in the superstar sitting next to me.

Then I felt his hand on my thigh. “You know, my room upstairs has a private bar. There’s no bartender, but before I got my first big gig, I was working at a bar. I can fix up a mean martini—I saw that you were drinking one earlier.”

I bit down on my lip. I wasn’t a whore, and I especially didn’t want him to think that I was a whore. But I certainly didn’t want to miss my opportunity to spend an evening with one of the biggest stars on the planet. I could feel the gazes of the other girls in the hotel lounge, staring at me, waiting for me to slip up so they could have a shot at the muscular action movie hero.

So I stood up. “Maybe just one martini,” I said, leaving my drink at the bar behind. I don’t think that Clive cared about the drink. He made twenty million dollars on the last movie he did—and he did three movies in the last year. One wasted drink wasn’t going to spoil his budget.

He took me to the elevator and swiped his card. Then he pressed the highest button, for the sixtieth floor. He looked at me with a grin and said, “They insisted I take the penthouse, but I told them I didn’t mind any old room.”

“Is it nice?” I asked nervously. Now that I was alone with him, I could feel his big presence. He was a whole foot taller than me, and probably twice my weight, packed solidly with muscle.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve stayed in nicer.” The elevator doors suddenly opened, revealing a massive room with three separate living areas: a cluster of couches near a fireplace, a cluster near the amazing view of downtown, and a cluster in front of a massive television screen. I could spot three different decks, one with a swimming pool, one with a garden terrace, and one with a private screen hiding a hot tub. “The pool’s heated if you want to go for a dip.”

“I didn’t bring my suit. I’m just here on business,” I said.

He laughed. “You wear dresses like that on business?” he asked.

And then I tried to remember what I was wearing. I looked down at saw that I was in a tiny red dress that hardly covered my panties—and I’m not sure it even completely covered my ass. And on my legs was a pair of fishnet stockings, which looked sexy paired with my tall black strappy heels. But I didn’t remember getting dolled up. Why did I have an outfit like this if I was at the hotel on business?

And then Clive asked, “Just to get the boring money stuff out of the way, how much is it for the whole night?”

“The whole night?” I asked. My heart was suddenly pounding. And then I remembered that I was on the clock. I was an escort and I was waiting for a usual client down in the lounge when Clive came up to me and distracted me. But how could I miss out on an opportunity to spend the night with Clive Anderson? “It’s, uh, a thousand dollars,” I said.

He walked over to the bar, reached down, and pulled out a huge stack of money. “Let’s make it two.” He walked the money over to me, along with a drink he poured for me when I wasn’t paying attention. “It’s strong. I hope you like it that way.”

I took a sip. He wasn’t lying. The drink was strong.

His hands were suddenly on my sides and he was looking down into my eyes. He took the straps of my little dress and pushed them over my shoulders. I felt so weak and vulnerable in his giant presence. I took a deep breath and felt a trembling in my legs. My little dress suddenly fell to the floor. I looked down, ready to cover my exposed body, and then I saw that I was wearing black, lacy lingerie. Clive reached out and cupped my breasts. He squeezed while letting a deep groan out from his lips. “You’re so hot,” he said. He squeezed hard before bending over to suck on my neck.

My mind was suddenly a blur. I tried to take a deep breath, but my lungs felt strangely shallow. I liked the way his big, strong hands felt on my sides. And now his pelvis was pressed up against my abdomen and I could feel the hard bulge of his erection hiding in his pants. I found myself reaching for it, slipping my fingers down the waistband of his jeans. His cock was enormous, warm, and throbbing. I wrapped my fingers around it and started to massage his length. I had a hard time believing it would all fit inside of me.

He reached a hand down and started rubbing my pussy, over my lingerie. It felt nice. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My heart was pounding with excitement. I couldn’t wait to tell my friends that I had sex with a super star. But who would I tell? Who were my friends? I tried to think, but no faces came into my head. Did I not have any friends?

Clive sunk down to his knees. He grabbed the bottom of my lingerie and tugged it aside, letting my cock out. He grabbed it firmly with his big hand and started to pump me. It was only a second later before my cock was in his mouth—and it was only a second after that when I started feeling even more confused. Why did I have a cock? Did I always have a cock? Was I not a really woman? Was I a tranny? Why the hell didn’t I know?

Now my heart was pounding even harder. Something was wrong. My mind wasn’t right. Was I just dreaming? Who was I really, if not a transgender escort? And why did his blowjob feel so good? He worked his tongue around my shaft and sunk me deep down into his throat. I found myself biting down on my tongue, trying to maintain control of myself.

He stood up and kissed me, giving me a taste of my own cock. Then he pushed me down onto the large couch. He climbed up on top of me while tugging down his pants, releasing his massive cock. With a cock like that, he should have been doing porn, not motion pictures. He held that cock to my lips until I opened wide. Then he sunk it in. I could feel him throbbing while I sucked. He gently pushed his cock down into my throat, making me gag. He started fucking my face slowly, holding my head down with his strong hands. Drool was running down both sides of my face, and my cock was still exposed and throbbing, begging to be jerked off.

Once he was finished fucking my face, he sunk down, getting his cock pressed against mine. He used one of his hands to jerk us both off at the same time, rubbing his massive cock against my cock, which looked small in comparison. “I want you to come on my dick,” he said. Now he was only holding my cock, jerking it quickly, using his free hand to tease my tip with his fingertips. It felt good—too good. I groaned and strained but nothing could stop my orgasm from coming. He held his cock against my tip and I came all over him. He rubbed my load up and down his shaft, making his cock glisten with my sticky substance.

Then he pushed his tip into my asshole, making me gasp. “I’m going to fuck you with your own cum,” he said with a big grin. He pushed it further, making me clench. I could feel my asshole stretching out, but it didn’t hurt.

“Fuck me,” I said. His muscles were sweaty now. I wanted to reach out and touch them, so I did. I couldn’t believe how hard he was, as if he was made out of stone. His cock sunk deeper and deeper and deeper. I bit down hard on my tongue, letting my head fall back onto the couch cushions.

He grabbed my tits and squeezed them. And then suddenly I had the strange image of Japanese twins in my head. I could see myself standing behind one of them, with my cock in her ass. Were they clients? Why was a pair of Japanese twins paying me to fuck me? And why couldn’t I think of any other clients that I’d ever had? Was Clive my first? What did the client look like that I was waiting for in the lounge?

And now I had an even stranger image in my head: a computer screen with a bunch of numbers on it. Not just any numbers, but the deductions of a CO-17 corporate tax filing. What did that mean? Why did I know what that was?

My vision was starting to blur. Was I about to die? Would they find my dead body in Clive Anderson’s hotel room? Would they think he killed me? Did he kill me? What was in that drink he gave me? Was I being raped?

No, no—I wanted him to fuck me. I just wasn’t sure who he was… Clive Anderson? Who was that? What the hell was Action Jack? I couldn’t remember a movie called Action Jack.

Now my vision was super blurry, but I could still feel that veiny cock sliding back and forth in my anus. It felt good, but it was going away. Where was it going? Why could I only see blackness?

I opened my eyes and saw a blank white ceiling. I looked to the side and saw a strange silver and blue machine. The machine was connected to me by a bunch of cables. Was I in a hospital? No—I was in my bedroom. So what was the machine?

I tried to sit up, but my body was groggy and sore. My head was pounding.

Then I remembered Ellen’s voice. “Don’t move for one minute.” I remembered the lab and the simulation machine. So I remained still as all of my memories came back to me. It was just the simulation—just a false reality.

After a minute, I sat up and pulled off the helmet. I took a deep breath as the pain in my head subsided. And then the events of the simulation started catching up with me. I wasn’t a rock star for the past hour—I was a woman, a transgender woman, and a prostitute. That wasn’t the simulation I paid all that money for! I didn’t spend my life savings so that I could wear slutty dresses and get fucked by celebrities.

I was suddenly furious. I stood up and then I felt a wetness on my chest and stomach. I looked down and saw that I was covered in my own cum. I forgot to put on a condom. I shuddered, realizing I came to the fantasy of a well-hung man fucking me in the ass—someone else’s fantasy—not mine. Maybe they gave me the wrong unit.

I went over to my living room and looked at the side of that cardboard box. Sure enough, there was someone else’s name printed on it. “Michael Peters,” I said aloud. “You’re one fucked up dude.”

So did that mean that someone else got my unit? Was someone else currently living out my simulated fantasy? I tried calling Smith Gadgets, but they had closed for the night. I was stuck waiting—stuck with someone else’s creepy fantasy until I could figure out how to arrange a swap.


CHAPTER V

I went out for breakfast in the morning. The weather was unseasonably warm and I’d decided that I would take the day off. Maybe I would spend the day at the beach, or maybe I would go check out one of those museums that I was always meaning to check out. But first, I wanted to treat myself. I ordered the restaurant’s biggest breakfast: bacon, ham, sausage, scrambled eggs, toast with avocado, and a side of three pancakes. I nearly finished the whole thing too, to the surprise of the woman at the table next to me.

The cute waited dropped the billfold at my table and then gave me a little wink before walking away. My heart fluttered—that wasn’t something I was used to, but I liked it. She was a cute little redhead with freckles all over her face and her exposed shoulders. She was wearing a tank top and a tiny skirt. I took a quick look at her ass as she walked away. I wondered if she knew her ass was visible from a sitting position.

I opened the billfold and was shocked to see a series of zeros adding up to a total of zero. The little redhead must have comped my meal. There was a handwritten note at the bottom of the receipt. “Meet me in the women’s bathroom,” it read. My heart was pounding now. I got up carefully and walked slowly and casually over to the long hallway. The bathrooms were up a flight of stairs, past a funky looking ATM, and away from the bustling restaurant. I looked around before slipping into the bathroom.

And the redhead was standing there with a big smile on her face. She walked over to me and then planted a kiss on my lips. Her lips were soft and plump. “Tastes like maple syrup,” she said with a grin. She reached behind me and locked the door. “Do you want to suck my nipples?”

My heart skipped a beat. “Um, yeah, sure,” I said.

She grabbed the base of her tank top and lifted it over her head, exposing her bra-less tits. They were small—A-cups at most. She cupped them, keeping her nipples exposed. I didn’t waste any more time. I leaned in and started sucking, making them hard and erect. She sunk her fingers into my hair and moaned, “That feels so fucking good.”

I slowly sunk down to my knees, reaching up her skirt for her panties. I gave them a little tug, bringing them down to her knees. Her cock and balls curled out, looking as though they’d been squashed in for at least a few hours. “Oops,” she said with a playful voice.

I looked up into her eyes as my heart skipped yet another beat. “You don’t mind, do you?” she asked with a big grin.

And I could only reply with a grin. I took her little dick and I sunk it into my mouth. She was like me: a beautiful tranny. While I sucked her, I reached down, under my own skirt, and started to massage my cock, getting myself hard. I’d always wanted to fool around with another trap like me, but they were surprisingly hard to find, especially in a city like Paris.

She started out small but became surprisingly huge. I couldn’t believe how hard she got. I couldn’t even bend her down; she was so hard. I had to stand up slightly and tilt my head down so that I could keep sucking her. I sucked until pre-cum was oozing out from her tip. I tried deep-throating her, nestling my nose into her soft ginger pubic hair. She squeezed two handfuls of my hair and pulled. It hurt a bit, but I didn’t mind.

“Stand up,” she demanded, so I stood up. She quickly flipped up my skirt and fished my erection out from my panties. She pressed it firmly against her own and started jerking both of us off with a single hand. She was staring into my eyes, gently biting her bottom lip. “I’ve got one more minute until my break is over,” she said. “But I want to watch you come so badly.” With her free hand, she reached around and started pressing a finger into my ass. “Do you like that?”

“Yeah,” I said. I felt her long fake nail pressing deep. I clenched along the length of her finger, but that didn’t stop her from finding my sweet spot. She started to thrust her finger up and down while jerking us off together.

“Please tell me you’re close. I’m close. I want to come together,” she said.

“I’m close,” I said. I tilted my head back for a deep breath. I closed my eyes for a moment as the euphoria began to pulse between my legs. Then I looked to the side and saw myself in the mirror. And after two panicked seconds, I remembered that I was in a simulation. This wasn’t really happening, though the sensations were certainly real. I could feel her soft skin, and I could feel her cock pulsing against mine. Her body was warm and she smelled amazing. The simulation was shockingly realistic—just as realistic as real life.

And in that mirror was me, with long brown hair and makeup. I looked good, and I looked like a girl, but I still looked like me. Those were still my eyes; that was still my nose, my ears, my chin, and even my body. I looked pretty good as a woman. I couldn’t help but wonder if I would look that good as a woman in real life, or if the simulation was softening a few edges for my sake.

That euphoria was overwhelming now. My knees buckled in my tall heels. I looked back at the redhead. She was smiling with dark red cheeks. “I’m coming,” she said. I looked down just as a blast of hot cum shot up from her cock. It landed right on the tip of my cock, covering my hole. But it wasn’t enough to stop my cum from erupting upwards. I coated her penis with my load and she coated mine with hers. She spread all of it up and down, and then she even brought a big glob up to my lips. I only opened my mouth slightly before she thrust her fingers inside. Once I had a taste, she gave herself a little taste. “I should get back to work,” she said.

“I should get back to real life,” I replied.

In the hallway was a termination unit, which I thought was an ATM on my way up the stairs. I walked over and saw the text on the screen. “Would you like to end your simulation?”

I pressed the yes button, and suddenly I was staring at my blank ceiling. My heart was pounding, and I was once again covered in my sticky substance. I’d once again forgotten to put on a condom. “Shit,” I said as I slowly sat up. I used the t-shirt next to my bed to wipe the still-warm jizz off of me.

I felt strangely embarrassed as I tried to remember why I put that helmet back on. Why did I go back into that sissy simulation? Was it just boredom? Suddenly I remembered: I thought that I would give Michael Peters’s fantasy one last go before I had to return it—not because I liked it, but because I didn’t want to waste the opportunity to live out a one-hundred thousand dollar experience while I had it in my bedroom. Plus I’d gone ahead and skimmed his information book, which was included in the box along with the unit. Sure, this Michael guy was a depraved tranny wannabe, but there was more to his fantasy than just being fucked as a ladyboy. He’d paid for lots of extras: the full Paris package, along with three hundred other major cities. He’d paid for the fancy cars package and the Vegas high-rollers package. He had packages installed in his unit that I’d never even heard of—packages the Smith Gadgets team didn’t even tell me about—maybe because they knew I couldn’t afford them, like the Time Travellers Package. Apparently, there were time travel machines all over Michael’s fantasy world that could take him to many different periods in history—I guess so he could go around fucking historical figures or something, because he also had all of the Famous Peoples Packages installed on his unit.

After my first romp inside of Michael’s simulation unit, I looked up Clive Anderson. He was a real guy, and he looked and sounded exactly like the simulation that fucked me in the ass. So when I put the unit on for the second time, I was kind of hoping that I would meet another celebrity—maybe someone a bit more famous, who I would actually recognize, and not just the star of some silly action movie from a long time ago.

I was actually a bit jealous. This Michael guy’s unit had way more to it than the one I was supposed to have. He’d paid about eighty thousand dollars for extras. When I bought my unit, I thought that only suckers would buy all of those extras, but now I was wishing I would have purchased a few myself. Each city was only five hundred bucks. It cost way more than that for flights and hotels in real life, and in the simulation you could stay in five-star hotels that would cost thousands per night in real life. And the Time Travellers package sounded pretty cool as well, I had to admit.

I finally got the Smith Gadgets people on the phone. “I picked up the wrong unit yesterday afternoon. The one I got belongs to some Michael guy,” I said. And I didn’t mention that I tried the unit out. I was too embarrassed to let them know, assuming they knew what was installed on Michael’s simulation unit.

“Oh, we’re so sorry about that. You can come by anytime to swap the units out—unless you’ve already used the unit you picked up accidentally. If you’ve used it, you’ll have to go through our customer service, which is at a different location. Should I connect you with customer service?”

I bit down on my tongue. “Um, yeah, I tried it out quickly before realizing it was the wrong one—but only super quickly. Like, for less than a minute.” My heart was fluttering around in my chest.

“Oh, okay, then it will have to go through customer service. Once the device has been activated with a user, it needs to be wiped and reprogrammed. I’ll put you through to our customer service desk. Just a heads up, there may be a bit of a wait as it’s currently peak hours.”

She put me through. Some gentle music started playing for a minute. Then, a robotic voice said, “You are currently ninetieth in line. The estimated wait time is one hour and forty-five minutes. We appreciate your patience.” The music came back on, and then I hung up. I wasn’t about to wait that long just to be told that I had to wait six weeks to get my unit properly exchanged. I could always call back when it was less busy, maybe in the evening. The customer service line was apparently always open.

But now, I had nothing to do. I had the day off and I’d originally planned to spend most of it in my simulation. Though I did have Michael’s simulation, and apparently it was due to be wiped and reprogrammed before it reached Michael anyway, so it’s not like there was any harm in me using it again. And it was helping me get more and more comfortable with going in and out of what they called ‘Simulated State.’ I didn’t get that dreadful confusion the last time I was in the system, so maybe this was a good opportunity to get even more comfortable with my Simulated State, as I planned on spending lots of time in my simulation once I had it.

It wasn’t ideal that I would be a tranny that everyone wanted to fuck, but at least it was something more interesting than my quiet, bland apartment. So I put the helmet on and I slipped into bed. I tried putting a condom on my limp cock, but I couldn’t get it to roll out. So instead, I put a towel down on my torso, to catch any potential cumshots—though I had a feeling that I would clue into the simulation before it got to that point. I wasn’t looking for sex—I just wanted to take in a few Parisian attractions.

I pressed that big green button and I waited for the simulation to take me away.


CHAPTER VI

It was only a few minutes before I realized I was in the simulation. I was walking down a cobblestone street when I caught my reflection and then remembered that I’d never actually been to Paris, and that I wasn’t actually a cross-dresser. Though now that I saw myself all dolled up, in those tall heels and that little black dress, it seemed like a good fit. I liked being pretty and I loved it when guys looked my way—and guys were constantly looking my way.

I couldn’t help but wonder if my brain functioned differently in the simulation. I could remember drifting off while I was in my bed, waiting for the simulation to work. I could remember telling myself that I would stop at the first clothing store to buy myself some male clothes, and then maybe get myself a haircut. I could turn myself back into a man so that the simulation would be less embarrassing—but now that I was inside the simulation, I liked the idea of keeping things the way they were. And maybe that was just the simulation toying with my brain, convincing me that I looked hot and convincing. Maybe that’s just the way Michael had his unit personally customized. It’s not like I actually wanted to be a trap in the real world. Those thoughts never crossed my mind.

So I would remain a trap, at least for the time being—but I didn’t have to delve into the sex stuff. I could just enjoy the city: the sights and sounds and smells. Maybe I would get around to one of those museums… But where was I headed? I was walking towards a dark, slimy part of town. The streets here were wet, as if it had recently rained. There were working girls standing on almost every corner.

And I was dressed like one of them. I stopped and stared at my reflection in a closed store window and saw that I was clad with fishnets and my dress was made out of sheer lace. My red bra and red panties were visible through the tiny outfit. If I wasn’t careful, someone might mistake me for a prostitute. But instead of being terrified by that thought, my heart started to pound with a naughty excitement. Did I want people to think that I was a prostitute? Was I hoping that a car would pull up next to me and ask me for twenty minutes of service? And with all of these strange, foreign thoughts in my head, would I actually do it?

Maybe I should have never put that helmet back on. Maybe I should have stayed on the line with customer service, so I could get my proper simulation unit into my apartment. Could experiences inside of a simulation affect my real brain? Was it possible to experience regret from a false reality? Did I regret letting that movie star fuck me in the ass? Did I regret rubbing cocks with that redheaded Parisian waitress?

I felt a sudden glowing on my back. I turned and saw a pair of headlights pulling up next to me. My legs suddenly became stiff as I stood upright. The skirt of my lace dress suddenly felt terribly short. The air suddenly felt cold. I looked around, trying to locate one of those funk ATM machines that could end this simulation.

The car was fancy—an expensive Mercedes Benz with tinted windows. One of those tinted windows came down slowly, revealing the face of a man wearing big, dark sunglasses. “How much?” he called out to me.

There was a lump in my throat, preventing me from replying.

“Don’t worry, beautiful—I don’t bite. How much for an hour? I’ve got the money.” He held a wad of cash out the window—a meaningless gesture, because it wasn’t real cash. In fact, I remembered seeing that as one of Michael’s add-ons: an unlimited credit card. I thought that was funny, that you had to declare that you wanted an unlimited credit card. Why would someone pay for a fantasy simulation with limited funds? Were they supposed to get a job within the simulation? I suppose Michael had his programmed so that he also had a job as a prostitute… even though he had a credit card with infinite money on it.

“It’s five hundred an hour,” I said. And I couldn’t believe that I said it.

His window started to roll up. I assumed I was too rich for him and that he was about to drive away, so I was surprised when he said, “Meet me around in the alley,” before the window was closed completely. He drove forward twenty feet and then he turned down the alleyway. I slowly walked down towards his car. He was parked far away from the streetlights, deep in the shadows where no cop cars would spot him.

As I approached his car, one of the back doors opened. His hand reached out and he waved me in. I carefully bent down and climbed into the back seat. He was already back there, still with his sunglasses on. “How can you see anything?” I asked.

“I can’t see much,” he said. And then he took the shades off. “You can’t tell anyone that I hired you—you need to promise me that you’ll keep this a secret.” I recognized him immediately: Tim Quaid, the three-time Academy Award winning movie director.

And I couldn’t believe how real he looked. How did they manage to program him so realistically? How did they get his voice so perfect? He even had that tiny scar on his forehead, which he got from a set explosion during the filming of Thunder. I think that film won five or six Oscars.

“I’m a trap,” I said, though I don’t know why I said it. A part of me was worried that he would be mad when he found out—and that he would be furious if he found out after we’d already fooled around.

But he just laughed. “Even better,” he said. And it occurred to me that everyone in Michael’s simulated world would probably be fine with it. Who would want to live in a fantasy simulation while fearing for their simulated life? “I want you to suck my cock.” He reached down and unzipped his fly. He reached into his pants and pulled out a big, heavy dick. It was thick and veiny—and uncircumcised, which I preferred. I bent over and slipped my fingers under it. It was flaccid but still heavy. I aimed it up and sunk it into my mouth. I wondered if the cock was somehow realistically accurate, or if it was just a randomly generated cock. There was no way that Smith Gadgets had Tim Quaid’s cock dimensions on file, and as far as I know, there were no sex tapes of him floating around.

But the cock was still amazingly realistic. It was still warm and it still throbbed as it grew larger. I stared at it as I pulled back his foreskin. I found myself looking closely at it, trying to see if I could see any signs of computer generation. I wondered what it would look like under a microscope. Would you be able to see the cells? And under one of those electron microscopes—would you be able to see the atoms and the electrons? Just how detailed was this amazing simulation?

“See something you like?” he asked.

“You’ve got a nice cock,” I said.

“You’ve got nice lips,” he replied with a grin. “Now get me hard so I can fuck your pretty little asshole. And get your cock out—I want to see it.”

So I flipped up my skirt and fished out my cock, letting it dangle out the side of my panties. He reached out and felt it for a moment, and then he slipped his hand behind my head to push me back into sucking position—so I kept sucking. He got harder and bigger—standing tall and thick. I loved the way his dick curved to one side.

My heart stammered. I didn’t actually like his cock, did I? Surely that was just part of the program—surely I would wake up from this simulation feeling gross and full of regret. But how could the simulation change the way I felt? How could some coding make me temporarily gay? Was it possible that these feelings were all my own?

I pushed those thoughts away. Tim was erect now—ready to fuck me. I climbed onto his lap. He reached down and gave my little panties a swift tug, ripping them from my body. He tossed the wasted panties aside. My heart fluttered faster. I needed those panties to hide my cock while I walked the streets—my skirt wasn’t nearly long enough to do the job. But instead of feeling terrified, I felt excited and aroused. I reached down and grabbed his stiff shaft, lining it up with my hole. Then I started to sit down. I felt him pushing in, stretching my anus. I loved the warm feeling of his cock pressing into my body. I let a long sigh out. Then I noticed that he was playing with my cock: massaging it and trying to get it erect.

I closed my eyes and tried to imagine a girl. But I wanted to open my eyes so badly. I wanted to watch his big, strong fingers stroking my shaft. But I didn’t want to want that—I was straight. I didn’t belong in this simulation. I should have never put that helmet back on—so why was I putting it on for a third time? Why couldn’t I just leave it off?

His cock was deep inside of me now, pressing hard into my prostate. I groaned and squirmed and then I started to bounce up and down. I felt his hard veins rubbing against the rim of my anus. It was a bit awkward in that car, even though the backseat was surprisingly spacious. I knees were crammed into the seatback and I had to keep my head tilted down so it wouldn’t bang against the roof of the car. A part of me was worried that people would see the bouncing car and know what was happening—and then I remembered that it was a simulation, and the people outside of the car didn’t think anything. Even Tim didn’t have any real thoughts—he was just a program with a huge, throbbing cock.

“Oh fucking hell, that feels good,” he said with a deep groan. I had an erection of my own now. His hands were on my hips, so I decided to reach down and stroke myself. His gaze turned down to my shaft as I began to jerk it. He was mesmerized, and I was a bit mesmerized as well. I kind of loved the way my cock looked with all of my pubic hair shaved away. I loved the way it looked, towering over my little skirt. And I loved the way the tight black dress felt hugging my skin. Maybe I could see what Michael saw in the whole cross-dressing thing—and maybe I could even see what he saw in the whole being a prostitute thing. It was fun, and it wasn’t much different than my fantasy of fucking random women after rock concerts. At the end of the day, it was all just naughty fun with strangers.

“I’m going to come in your fucking asshole,” he groaned.

“Come in me,” I begged.

“But I want you to come on me first. Come on my face. Cover me with your warm jizz.” He leaned his very famous head forward just as the euphoria was starting to swirl towards the tip of my dick. I squeezed my cock tight and I jerked it quickly. I took a deep breath as that euphoria became more and more amazing—and then I unloaded on the famous director’s face. He even opened his mouth to catch a couple of shots. Then he let his head fall back as he groaned. I felt the hot blasting inside of me—he was coming, filling me up. I screamed and sunk my fingernails into his chest.

“You’re such a little slut,” he said.

I grinned. “You’re the slut,” I said. “Lay on your back.” So he laid himself down on that back seat. I stood up and quickly moved my ass over to his face. Then I pressed my hole against his lips and said, “Suck it out.” I felt the suction without immediately, without any hesitation. He sucked his own cum right out from my asshole. Then I stood up as best I could in that cramped car. “I need you to drive me to an ATM,” I said. I needed to get out of that simulation before I let myself move onto even more depraved things. Thankfully, there was a termination unit just around the corner. I hopped out from the car with my cock dangling down between my legs. I quickly followed the prompts on the screen, and then I was staring up at my white ceiling.

There was a bit of cum on my chin. Apparently I’d had quite the cumshot while in the simulation. I used the towel to clean myself up, and then I went straight to my phone, to schedule a drop off time so that I could get rid of the tranny fantasy simulation unit.


CHAPTER VII

I was surprised when a man came to my door just a few hours later. “I’m here to pick up the simulation unit,” he said. “Do I have the right address?”

I was silent for a moment as I stood in the doorway. I wanted it gone—at least I did until the man arrived to take it away. But now that it was ready to leave me, I wasn’t sure that I wanted to let it go. The thought of going back into that tranny world was exciting. I felt like I still had so much I wanted to experience inside of the unit.

“Well?” he said. “I’ve got another unit here for a Kalvin Tapper. Is that you?”

I was still slow to respond. I looked down and saw that he had my unit. But now, my rock star fantasy suddenly didn’t seem all that interesting. In fact, it seemed kind of boring: fucking random girls after shows. And I wouldn’t actually be the one playing the shows. I would only ever get to experience the feeling of being on stage, and not actually the feeling of playing the music. And what was the point of that? All of the cheering was fake—programmed sights and sounds. I still wouldn’t have any idea what it felt like to actually write and perform music that the world adored. But in Michael’s trap fantasy, I felt like I could actually experience what it was like to get romantic with foreign locals and rich celebrities.

Though maybe they were both pointless. Maybe it was all just little wires stimulating the release dopamine at the end of the day.

“C’mon, man, I’ve got eight other stops I have to make before I can go home to my wife,” the Smith Gadgets employee said.

“Yeah, I’m Kalvin,” I said. “I’ll go grab the unit.” I went to my room and took one last look at the expensive device. I was worried that I would regret fucking men inside of the simulation, but the only regret I was feeling now was in giving the unit away. I would never be able to afford so many features with my salary. I would never have access to so many cities in the world, so many periods of time, and so many celebrities. Now, I would just get a few major towns and sex with strange women. I couldn’t help but wonder if there would be anything stopping me from getting dolled up like a chick. Would the people in my simulation embrace me the way they did in Michael’s simulation? Would girls still want to fuck me if I was wearing lingerie and makeup? Could I grow my hair out or would I have to find a wig?

I stuffed the unit into its case and then I brought it to the deliveryman at the door. He took it and pushed my unit into my apartment with his foot. “Call customer service if you have any problems or if you want a refund,” he said.

I looked at the side of the box and saw my name. I opened the box up. It looked just like the old unit: blue and silver with the glowing Smith Gadgets logo. I got it plugged in and placed on my nightstand, and then I got that helmet on my head. I was hoping that I would feel better about the swap after a few minutes in the fantasy that I designed myself. Surely the regrets would flutter away as soon as those beautiful Japanese twins were standing naked in my green room once again.

The unit kicked in after a few minutes.


CHAPTER VIII

I fucked the Japanese twins properly, without that confusion and anxiety that I felt the first time. Then, when I returned to my downtown hotel, another group of sexy, young groupies were waiting for me. I brought them up to my penthouse suite and had a nightlong orgy, letting the girls take turns sucking and bouncing on my cock. I made them do filthy things: eating out each other’s buttholes, fucking each other with strap-ons, which just happened to be in my hotel suite, and so on. It was a fun night, but it was all downhill from there.

When I went into my simulation the next day, the scenario wasn’t too different. Now I was in Tokyo, playing for a large crowd of people. The simulation gave me more stage time: two whole songs, but it wasn’t very realistic, and the music wasn’t very good—though the crowd was still roaring as if it was the best music ever written. It was an unfortunate reminder that the crowd wasn’t real and I wasn’t really in a rock band.

The whole time I was on stage, I wasn’t in control of my own body. The simulation was overriding my own controls, so all I could do was watch as my fingers moved along the guitar’s fretboard and my feet stomped on all of the correct pedals. As soon as that last guitar riff of that somewhat annoying song was over, I regained control of myself. I was able to wave my arms at the crowd and they all roared and waved back. It was kind of fun for a bit, but it got boring fast. After a few more times in the simulation, I ended up going to one of the settings terminals to make it so that the simulation would start after the show had ended. I was starting to wish that I would have ordered more variety with my fantasy.

I was even starting to notice that some of the girls were the same. Wherever there was a group of girls waiting for me, a few of the faces would be recycled from previous nights, as if the simulation only had a few dozen girls to rotate through. It was only a week after I got my unit that the Japanese twins were back in the crowd, smiling at me, hoping to be taken back to my green room—so I took them back to the green room, but that excitement was almost gone now.

I was starting to wish that I would have kept Michael’s simulation unit. He had so many extras programmed into his simulation. He had all of those cities and all of those people. When I was buying my unit, I didn’t think that I would care for the variety. I thought that my rock star fantasy alone would be enough to keep me satisfied—but it had only been a week and I was already getting bored. And that boredom was quickly turning into depression. Every time I saw a familiar face in my unit, I would remember how much money I spent on the damn thing, and then I suddenly wasn’t in the mood to fuck. With all of the repeating girls, it started to feel more like pornography than sex—and I suppose it was technically pornography that I was somewhat in control of.

It was two weeks later when I decided not to spend the night in my simulation. It remained on my nightstand untouched for the first time since it arrived at my door. And then the next night, I stayed out of the unit again. I found myself dreaming of Michael’s unit, and then I would wake up wondering if there was any way to get it back. When I finally went back into my own unit, I ended up trying to relive a little bit of the fun I had in that tranny prostitute simulation. I asked one of the groupies for her clothes and then I found some makeup in one of the green rooms. I spent hours of simulation time trying to doll myself up. And then I went back to my hotel and had one of the groupies fuck me in the ass with that strap-on dildo. Finally, I had some of that excitement back—but it just wasn’t quite the same. After a few nights, it started to feel mundane, spending an hour or two in front of the mirror just to look good for some simulations that would have been just as excited if I smeared black ink all over my face.

I tried taking my female guise to the simulated streets. No cars pulled over to pick me up, even when I was standing on a dark street corner in nothing but lingerie. Every person I stopped on the street said, “Hey! Aren’t you the guitar player for Over Oleander!?” Every single person in that simulation was programmed to recognize me, even when I was dolled up like a prostitute. Maybe I shouldn’t have told the Smith Gadgets people to make me as famous as they could.

It was the end of the month when I wrapped the unit up and put it back in its box. Sex in the simulation was fun, but it wasn’t worth that horrible guilt that I felt every time I put that helmet on and remembered how much money I spent on the thing. I found myself on the Smith Gadgets website, reading through the longwinded return policy. They accepted returns after fifteen days. I was beyond that threshold, but I wondered if they would allow an exception. I called and waited on hold for an hour, just to hear, “We don’t allow any returns after fifteen days. Sorry.”

“Is there any way for me to change my simulation? I don’t even want a custom one—I just want one that someone else got. Michael Peters—just put his program into my unit.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but it’s not quite that simple. You can order a new simulation, but you still have to go through the process.” And that was her way of saying: ‘If you want Michael’s simulation, pay us the hundred grand that Michael paid for his.’ And maybe that was only fair. If he paid that much, it probably wasn’t fair that I pay less than half to get the same thing.

I posted my unit for sale on eBay, for five grand less than what I paid. It didn’t sell, so I dropped it by another five grand, and then another. Finally, someone bought it at a loss of fifteen thousand dollars. I wasn’t proud of the sale, but I was happy to have the thing out of my life, so it wasn’t in my house reminding me that I wasted most of my life savings on a glorified sex toy.

But even with the unit gone, I still found myself reminiscing about the time I spent in Michael’s simulation. I could still practically feel that excitement of being in a room alone with one of those men. My heart would still jump at the thought of being all dolled up and sexy, catching my own reflection in one of those simulated mirrors. I loved the idea of being in Paris one night and then in Amsterdam the next. And it wasn’t long before I started to wonder: what was stopping me from doing that in real life?


CHAPTER IX

I had enough money to travel for at least a few months if I wanted to. There were overnight trains that went from city to city in Europe that weren’t terribly expensive. And maybe I wouldn’t be spending nights in glamorous penthouse suites, but it wasn’t the glamorous penthouse suites that made that simulation so enticing.

The only question on my mind was: could I pull it off in real life?

I went online and ordered a few things, just to see: a makeup kit, a wig, a dress, a pair of panties, and a pair of heels. I ordered everything express, but I still had a night to kill. I spent that night shaving my legs and armpits and plucking my eyebrows.

Everything was at my door the next morning. I rushed it all inside and got started right away with my makeup. I filled in my eyebrows and rubbed some concealer all over my face. It was strange how I knew what to do from the practise I got in my simulation. I already had hours of practise putting on eyeliner and eye shadow and blush and highlight. It wasn’t even an hour before I was staring at that familiar face that I knew so well from Michael’s simulation.

I got that wig on my head and then I squeezed my body into my little black dress. I swayed from side to side as I ogled myself in the mirror. I looked so cute, and now my heart was pounding viciously because I wasn’t in any simulation—which meant that I actually looked cute. Maybe there was no mind games being played in that simulation. Maybe that really was just the way I looked. Now I found myself wondering if that Michael guy looked nearly as good.

I spent that whole morning practising my voice, and then I got the idea to go down to the Aritzia on the street corner, to buy some more clothes, so that I had more than just a little black dress. My heart raced faster as I stared out my window at the shop. Could I really do it? Would everyone look at me and know that I wasn’t really a woman? Or would I pass? And what did that mean if I passed? Was this really something that I wanted to have in my life?

I went to my front door and gently grabbed the handle. My hand was shaking, but now that I had the idea in my head, I couldn’t turn back. I threw the door open and I hurried towards the elevator, afraid my neighbours would see me. That little black dress suddenly felt extremely little. I kept reached down to tug on the skirt, making sure it was covering my bum. I think it was.

I felt even more exposed when I stepped outside and could feel the warm breeze teasing up my shaved legs. There were people all around me, walking by, and some of them were looking over at me. I wasn’t used to people looking at me. I was used to being invisible. And I definitely wasn’t used to men smiling at me. At first I tried to avoid their gazes, but I could feel them all around me. I had to force myself to look up, so that I wouldn’t look like a psychopath. And they really were smiling at me, and as far as I could tell, they weren’t laughing the moment I looked away.

I went into that store and fluttered from rack to rack. I picked out a few dresses, a couple of skirts, a few cute tops, some leggings, some costume jewellery, and a little handbag to replace my leather wallet. “Finding everything you’re looking for, miss?” the store clerk asked me. I heart leapt at the sound of that word: ‘miss’. I turned and looked at her, and she was staring at me with a warm smile. Was she just being polite, or did she really think that I was a miss? “I’m good,” I said.

“Want me to take all of this to the counter for you?”

“Sure,” I said, handing her my pile.

“We just got our fall line in and there’s a brownish-orange dress that would look super cute on you. Do you want me to get it from the back? We still haven’t put any of it out yet.”

“Sure. That would be great,” I said. And the dress did look cute on me, so I bought it as well. I took everything home and spent the rest of that afternoon playing dress-up in my own apartment. It was fun. I felt so alive. I felt that same excitement that I felt in Michael’s simulation. I felt like I could do anything—I could go to Europe and hope from city to city. I could go to a ritzy bar and be hit on be celebrities. I could just sit out on some café patio and enjoy the excited gazes of single men. I could experience Michael’s simulation once again without having to put on any silly helmets. The experiences would be real, and the excitement was definitely real.

That night, I touched up my makeup and went out. I didn’t know where I was going—I just knew that I wanted to be out of the house, spending some time in my new real-life simulation. I walked down the busy streets as the skirt of my dress bounced and bobbed, probably exposing a little bit of my bum behind me. I was only out for fifteen minutes before I got my first catcall: a group of young men across the street, headed in the opposite direction.

It was a nice feeling, and I didn’t want it to end. And unlike the simulation, it wasn’t going to end until I wanted it to. There were no limits on how long I could be out. There were no shops and bars I couldn’t go into because they weren’t programmed.

I went into the first busy bar that I walked by. It was a place I’d never gone inside before because the lines were always so long. And I didn’t even intend to go inside, but as I was walking by, the bouncer opened up his little barricade and said, “Go ahead.” Apparently I was pretty enough to skip the line. I was the kind of girl they wanted inside of their bar, so that guys would want to come back again and again.

And I got immediate attention. It wasn’t even a minute before men were begging to buy me drinks. Of course I let them—but I knew I had to be careful. I could drink my head off inside of the simulation, but in real life, I could get drunk. And in real life, the repercussions were real. So I paced myself, sipping my drinks slowly. But they just kept coming. I couldn’t hold a half-finished drink for more than five minutes before someone was thrusting a new one in my face. The buzz came quickly. The night started to become a haze. I wobbled slightly in my high heels, but I managed to stay on my feet. Someone put a new drink in my hand but I didn’t sip it. I knew it was time to go. I wasn’t used to being so visible. It was going to take some getting used to.

I sobered up a bit on my walk home. And once that heavy haze faded away, I realized I was walking with a man. He was almost a whole foot taller than me and he had his arm over my shoulders. I looked up into his blue eyes and he smiled at me. Then I had the urge to say, “I’m not really a woman, you know.”

He laughed and said, “I know—you’ve told me fifteen times now.”

“Where are we going?” I asked, realizing we weren’t actually headed to my place.

“My apartment. We’ll have a drink and hangout for a bit. You wanted to watch that new Netflix show.”

He lived in a nice high rise, up near the top floor. His apartment had floor-to-ceiling windows all around, and a big television that was probably worth more than my car. “What do you think of my place?” he asked as he turned to me. I looked at him as my heart fluttered. I tried to remember if this really was real, or if I was in the simulation again. The night had been too much fun—it couldn’t have possibly been real. Maybe when I was on the phone with Smith Gadgets, they actually agreed to give me Michael’s simulation back. Maybe I was just experiencing that simulation confusion again—maybe I just wasn’t as used to it as I thought I was after weeks of going in and out of that simulated state.

“Are you okay?” the man asked.

I looked into his eyes again and then I leaned forward, up on the tips of my toes, and I kissed him. He kissed back, slipping his hands gently on my sides. He moved those hands up and down with a sensual sort of pressure. And right away, it felt nothing like a simulation. Over the past few weeks, I’d fucked many simulations: male and female. But none of them touched me like that. None of them moved their hands in such a sensual way. None of my simulated romps were intimate like this.

We went over to the bed and he laid me down. He pulled up my skirt and then he pulled down my panties, exposing my clean-shaven cock. He grabbed it gently and massaged it firmly. Then he bent down and started sucking. No simulation sucked me like that. No simulation had a tongue that moved like that. I ended up grabbing two handfuls of bed sheets as my knees rose up high. “Oh God,” I groaned as pleasure overwhelmed my body. He slipped my cock out from his mouth and he moved down lower, bringing that tongue to my asshole. He started eating me out, getting me wet and ready for the huge cock I knew he was hiding in his jeans.

“That feels so good,” I said.

“Just wait,” he said with a grin.

Then he stood up and began to undo his belt. My erection was throbbing on my skirt, already halfway towards its climax. I watched as he dropped his pants to the ground, letting his curved shaft flip up, slapping him in the abdomen before wobbling and settling into place. He was big—making my heart skip a beat. “Don’t worry—I’ll be gentle,” he said. He climbed up on top of me. I reached down to feel his cock. It was warm and hard and pulsing. I pulled back his foreskin and then I rubbed his shaft against mine.

“Is it real?” I asked.

He laughed. “What?” he said.

“I mean—is this real? Or is this a simulation?”

His eyes narrowed. “What are you talking about?”

“It just seems to good to be true,” I said.

“Well as far as I can tell, it’s real. Does it feel real?”

“I don’t know yet,” I said.

He pressed his tip against my wet asshole. He took a deep breath, and then he pushed it into me, making me gasp. I clenched my hole tight and I started to groan and squirm. I felt a little bit of pain, but it went away quickly. And never in those simulations did I ever feel pain. I don’t even think it’s possible to feel pain in a simulation. So maybe this was real. It sure felt real. I could feel his veins throbbing inside of me—it doesn’t get much more real than that.

“Well?” he asked.

“I think it’s real,” I said, biting down on the bottom corner of my lip.

“And is that good?” he asked.

“Yeah, it’s good. It’s really good,” I said.

He started pumping me—slowly at first, but enough to make me scream. I clutched the bed sheets and squashed my knees into his ripped torso. He reached down and grabbed my cock with his big, strong hand. He started to jerk it while he pumped me, sending me to a whole new dimension of pleasure.

He pumped me faster and faster. He started groaning and I could feel his cock swelling. I wanted him to last longer, but I figured I was going to stay the night, so maybe we would have another go at it later. I reached around and grabbed tightly onto his ass. “Fuck me harder!” I yelled. He slammed down into me with force. He let go of my cock, but that didn’t stop it from coming a minute later, spewing warm, white cum all over my little outfit.

He filled my ass a moment later. His load was enormous. When he pulled out, it all rushed out and pooled down between my butt cheeks. He reached down with a finger and grabbed a glob. He brought it to my lips, and I licked it off. “Again in fifteen minutes?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said.

He got up and put on a robe. “I’m supposed to go to Paris tomorrow,” he said. “You should come with me. I mean—I know that we barely know each other—but maybe it could be fun.”

“What are you doing in Paris?” I asked.

“Some red carpet event. I have to do a signing tomorrow night, but otherwise I’ll be free.” And that’s when I realized I recognized him. He was a movie star. I’d seen him in a few comedy movies. 

“I’d love to come,” I said. And now there was a smile suck on my face that refused to go away. I suddenly felt bad for that Michael fellow. He was probably in his bed day and night living out his expensive simulation. Meanwhile, I was out living his fantasy, feeling all of that excitement for real. Accidentally getting his simulation unit was quite possibly the best thing that had ever happened to me.

THE END
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