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Introduction

Mark has the world on a string. That’s because he’s a Tech Bro. Being a bro means having the money to do what you want when you want. Mostly, what Tech Bros want is to hang out with each other. After all, who else is worth a Tech Bro’s time? The answer was no one. It wasn’t that they were all incels. Nah, Mark had plenty of women. Indeed, what were women for besides having them? They were like ornaments a Tech Bro hung on his tree. Their job was to look good, say as little as possible, and please a man. If women served any other purpose on Earth, a bro never found it.




The woman Mark wished pleased him at the moment went by the name Doctor Strap. She worked for a fellow bro named Zen. Zen owned a virtual reality company. It was really high-class immersive stuff going on at his place. Only, Mark didn’t need it. His reality was worth more than any virtual reality. When you’re a bro, you don’t need fake worlds. Doctor Strap, though, thought otherwise. She challenged Mark to a week inside their newest world King For a Day. If Mark can prove to her that he’s Alpha enough in the virtual domain, she might just allow herself to please him.




Mark is up for anything Alpha. He’ll show her what type of man he really is. Only, a problem soon arises with that plan. The virtual world Mark soon finds himself inserted into is the wrong simulated reality. He is inside the world and body of an eighteen-year-old high school student named Marcia. It’s going to be hard to prove he’s an Alpha male as the hottest girl in school. Mark soon finds himself up to the challenge. And maybe Mark discovers there is a lot more to life and love in the process.





Chapter 1

Mark's life was headed in one direction only, and that was up. That was both figurative and literal. He was currently headed up in the most glamorous way, via an express elevator. These modern elevators were so smooth that a man could hardly believe they were going up. The elevator pinged. Mark did not need to check which floor number he had stopped at. This was an express elevator, so it only went to the penthouse. Yeah, that’s the kind of neighborhood Mark played around in these days. He had come a long way in a short time. The elevator doors opened to reveal a popping party scene already in progress.

Mark was invited to this party because he had hit it big. He had tech skills, and those skills had helped launch a virtual coin, and then another, and then a third. He couldn't believe people bought the worthless crap, but they did. They say a sucker is born every minute, because it was true. Thank God for that because his net worth had ticked well over the billion mark two years ago. That wasn't the end of it, because he was now worth ten times that. Business was booming every bit as much as the party he found himself attending tonight. Yeah, he had the type of net worth figure that got you invited to parties like this.

The room was filled with the rich, the super-rich, and the ultra-wealthy. They were mixing with the A-list celebrities: actors, actresses, singers, and dancers. There were even a few influencers, mostly of the pornographic kind, but then every entertainer was a whore in one way or the other in Mark's eyes. Mark tried to avoid them unless they were female with double Ds. Male Influencers in his book were the lowest class of tech bros, but being men, they still belonged in the club. They were unlike female influencers who really were all hoes. A real alpha male like Mark didn’t mind a hoe, so long as she was sucking his dick. You couldn’t respect them, though, because women didn't have the real inside knowledge that true tech bros had, did they? Nah, a woman could never be his equal. They were all weak-willed and of lower intelligence. Thus, they were all easily influenced. And yet, they called themselves influencers, what a joke!

“Mark, what's shaking?” asked a familiar voice. Mark turned around to see a white male in his thirties. It was Zen Master, not his real name, but who fuck knew him by any other name? He was a streamer, but that wasn't his day job. His day job was running a virtual reality company. For a million or two, Zen's company allowed wealthy losers to live out a week of pure fantasy inside a virtual world. It was, apparently, all the rage among the in crowd. Business was booming, according to everyone Mark knew. Not that Mark felt the need to try it. His life was perfect as it is. Yeah, reality suited him just fine.

“Same ole, same ole,” replied Mark, eyeing a blonde poured into a white dress standing behind Zen.

Zen shot the blonde a glance before adding, “I got a new virtual world. A real banger of a place. It is a kingdom where a man gets to be king for a week. At the snap of your fingers is everything that you desire. All the bros are playing it. Come by sometime and try it, on the house.”

That was the funny thing about being rich. The more you had, the less you had to spend. Everything was on the house when you were connected. Only rubes paid for shit in this world.

Mark replied, “I don't know, Zen, I like reality too much to escape to a fantasy fake world.”

“It's not fake, it is just virtual, there is a difference,” replied Zen.

Mark laughed. That was a tag line that only worked on the suckers and mugs. “Sure thing, Zen. Catch you later.” Mark shot Zen a pointer finger and headed over to the blonde. Zen was a real bros bro, so he wasn't going to try to continue their conversation when a hot blonde was in Mark's gun sights. A bro doesn’t ever cock block another bro. It was the code of real men. Mark had a thing for blondes. It was a rather large thing at that, and it fit snuggly in his pants. It fit even more snugly in their snatch. When you're wealthy, they usually put their leg over rather quickly. That's why no self-respecting tech bro respected a woman at all. Mark wasn't interested in women as people. He never met a woman who you'd want to hang out with over his bros. Bros were where it was at. Your bro was a bro for life, but a chick was just there temporarily for your money. It was ten minutes of happiness and a lifetime of misery with a chick if you got too involved with one. Yeah, if a bro got in too deep with one, they got fucked over every time. He thought of his poor bro who just lost 30 billion in a divorce. Yeah, chicks would fuck and suck you right up until they got the ring on the finger, then they walked away with your money. You couldn't trust a chick; they were all hoes. Ever bro knew that. Still, the fucking and sucking kept a bro trying. The best part was trying after all.

Mark slid up to her side. “The name is Mark Simpson.” He shot her a wink.

“I don't care,” she replied.

“I hear you, baby, I'm not into names either. Care to fuck, let’s say a back room in five minutes?” he asked, expecting a yes.

“I doubt you can last five minutes,” she replied.

Mark fake laughed. Women, they all thought they were funny. Mark never met one with a sense of humor. Mark boasted, “Honey, I can last all night.”

She slapped him across the face. “That sting will last all night, too,” she replied, then she walked away. She looked as good going as coming, so he didn't mind her leaving.

“That was smooth,” said Zen, coming up alongside him as Mark rubbed his face.

“Who does that bitch think she is?” asked Mark.

“She thinks she is my new head of virtual reality,” explained Zen.

“You hired a woman?” replied Mark, in disbelief.

“Yup.”

“Why do that, given fucking DEI is dead, bro?” laughed Mark at Zen. He slapped Zen across the back after he said it.

“Because she’s the best,” replied Zen.

“Never met a woman who was even good,” remarked Mark, then he headed over to fetch a drink. Women, they were a dime a dozen. No reason he should let this chick into his headspace. That was Zen for you; he was a sucker for every fad. Hiring women, it was a fad that would never last, Mark was sure of it. Women were made for parties like this. The place was filled with hoes in all shapes and sizes. He wondered whose pad this was. He shrugged, as it didn't really matter who was picking up the check. She’s the best, Zen had said. Best at what, wondered Mark, thinking about how cherry her apple bottom was. It didn’t matter; a slapper was never worth the effort, right?

Mark approached the open bar. “Good crop tonight,” greeted the bartender.

Mark hated it when the little people tried to act all chummy. He didn't want friends, and if he did, he could afford to buy one. “Bourbon,” Mark ordered from the bartender.

“Such a man’s drink,” said a woman’s voice. Mark turned to see the same blonde was back, standing behind him.

Sometimes they slap and still come back. They can’t resist a man like Mark, but he knew that already. Mark asked her, “Care for a drink, honey? On the house.”

“Yes, I am aware of how an open bar works,” she replied.

Mark faked a smile. The bartender returned with Mark’s drink. He looked at the blonde and asked, “Care for a drink Miss Strap?”

“Doctor,” she corrected.

“I’m sorry,” the bartender replied. The sight of the man apologizing to a woman disgusted Mark. No doubt this was why the man was stuck being a bartender.

“Apple martini,” she replied.

“Shaken or stirred?” asked the bartender.

“I like my drinks the way I handle men, stirred, not shaken,” she replied.

Mark sipped his bourbon. This was good stuff; it burned the throat. He bet he could burn this chick’s throat better than his bourbon. She looked like better stuff, so he wanted to burn her throat, but good. “Look, Miss. Strap . . .”

“You may call me Doctor Strap,” she replied.

“I . . .”

She interrupted him, “Offered me sex a few minutes ago, isn't that correct?”

“Not so much an offer, but an opportunity,” he boasted, adding a wink.

“Something wrong with your eye?” she asked.

“Nope, my ole one eye is the talk of the town,” Mark replied.

“Are you that good?”

“I've heard no complaints yet.”

She reached down and felt his junk through his trousers. She raised an eyebrow. “I find that hard to believe.” Then she removed her hand from his batch.

“Believe it or not,” he replied. He was growing sick of this stuck-up bitch's act. No pussy was good enough to cop an attitude like this. Unfortunately, he wanted to shut that act up in the worst way possible. Yeah, he bet he could fuck a little civility into a chick like this.

“Your martini,” said the bartender.

That broke the tension of the moment. Doctor Strap picked up her glass. She held it in the air as she faced Mark. “I've heard that a real man like you takes what he wants when he wants it.”

“Count on it,” he replied.

“Then you will like our latest virtual world. You spend seven days as king of your own world. You take what you want, when you want. Kill who you want, maim who you want, fuck who you want when you want.”

“I do that now in the real world,” Mark boasted.

“Is that so?” She took the olive out of her martini. She sucked out the pimento. Then she slammed the martini down her throat and placed the empty glass on the bar. “Well, if you want to take me, you need to prove to me you're a real man. I only sleep with Alphas.”

“Baby, I’m as Alpha as it gets.”

“Good, then I’ll sign you up. Tuesday, Houston, inside our virtual reality center. Be there or never pretend to me you're worthy of my sweet, sweet treats,” said Doctor Strap.

She then turned her back on him and strutted off again. Fuck, thought Mark. Of all the fresh meat at the party, why go after her? He asked himself. Because the expensive meat was worth it was the answer. Yeah, he couldn’t resist the expensive stuff. He knew it. She knew it.

His eyes searched the room, looking for Zen. Mark would need to talk this over with him. What was a little vacation to a virtual world to a man like Mark? Nothing was the answer. Why not try it? It might be fun. And if it got him knocking boots with Doctor Strap for a time or two, all the better.


Chapter 2

Houston on a Tuesday was like Houston on any other day, a shithole with heat and humidity. At least the indoors was air-conditioned. The nurse walked out of the room, and Mark took a gander around the sterile room and clucked his tongue in dissatisfaction. He was starting to wonder how he let a woman of all people talk him into coming here. Doctor Strap was the only looker in the joint, and he wondered where she was. Leave it to Zen to hire the ugliest nurses in the business. Mark shook his head. He didn't believe in this virtual reality crap. His reality was great already. Did he need to be king for a week? As he wondered that, Doctor Strap walked into the room. Now he remembered exactly why he let her talk him into coming here. Even in a lab coat, she looked worth it. Yeah, he would have to go through the motions of this virtual reality thing, so he could get the opportunity to go through the motions with the good doctor. A bro had to do what a bro had to do was bro code 101.

Doctor Strap looked as uptight as ever. He was sure that he was the man to loosen her up. She announced, “You will strip off your clothes!”

“What, no hello?” Mark replied.

She raised an eyebrow. Then she replied sternly, “I do not do pleasantries, Mister Simpson. That is what the equipment in this room is for.”

“I had wondered. Virtual reality creation rooms look worse than a dental office.”

“The virtual world only exists in your mind. Everything you see around you will fade away once the computer induces your mind to accept our alternative reality. It will appear as if everything you see, feel, eat, fuck is real.”

“I get how this shit works, I ain’t a dummy.”

“I guess you ain’t,” mocked Doctor Strap.

Mark didn’t like being mocked one bit. He continued, “Yeah, but I had expected computers and...”

She interrupted, “The computer is vastly too big for you to need to see. All that is required are the hookups to your nervous system and neural networks, which this chair provides.”

“I don’t like being strapped down,” he said.

“You won’t remember being in the chair. I assure you, it will feel as real as anything you have ever experienced, only better.”

He chuckled. “How can something fake be better than something real?”

“Ask that of every woman who faked an orgasm with you,” she replied.

“Never happened.”

“Yet for the next seven days, it will feel as if it has happened. Every kiss, every orgasm, over and over endlessly, without hesitation or refreshing, can be yours,” she reassured him.

“Endless orgasms, no wonder every tech bro is coming here,” said Mark, starting to warm up to the place. As a king for a week, I can do whatever I want with whomever I want?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Even you.”

“They are, in a way, your dreams, not mine,” she replied.

That wasn't a proper answer, and she knew it. She was as cold a fish now as she had been last week at the party. That just made getting in her pants feel like a conquest worth attempting. It took a real man to drop her panties, and Mark was sure he was getting to the promised land with her. It was just a matter of time. Women couldn't resist a real Alpha male, and every tech bro was Alpha all the way. If she thought being brave enough to go virtual made him a real man, he'd show her.

The last question left was how to show her. The room he was inside was only ten feet by ten feet. Besides Doctor Strap, he was kept company by the chair that she seemed so proud of. It wasn't a normal chair at all. There were all manner of tubes, straps, and monitors attached to the chair. His dentist's office remark felt entirely appropriate.

Mark asked, “When do we start?”

“I already asked you to disrobe,” she reminded him. She pushed a panel on the wall, and a cubby hole opened up.

Mark took the hint. He took off his shirt and placed it inside the cubby. He took off his watch next. It costs more than most people make in a year. He placed his watch inside the cubby. He figured he could trust this place. Plus, fuck it, he could afford to buy a new one. Yeah, the Doctor had to understand he could afford anything, even her.

“Don't forget the pants,” ordered Doctor Strap.

“Honey, I would never forget the pants,” he replied, unzipping his pants. He dropped his drawers. Revealing his silk briefs. He gave her a wink as he tugged his briefs to the floor.

Doctor Strap didn't appear all that impressed by what she saw. She clapped her hands, but was not overjoyed at seeing his junk. She instead was just summoning the nurses back into the room. One nurse carried a black skintight one-piece suit. It had electrodes all over it.

“I take it that I have to wear that thing,” said Mark.

“Obviously,” replied Doctor Strap.

A second and a third nurse entered. Each one was uglier than the next. There was something awkward about a bunch of butch women dressing you up. They started to manhandle him.

“Take it easy, I can dress myself,” said Mark.

“Nurses, ignore the patient and get the gear on him. I have other clients, so we can’t spend all day on this one,” ordered Doctor Strap.

As a nurse neared his happy soldier, Mark asked Doctor Strap, “Would you like to tuck my junk into the outfit personally?”

“Helmet next!” ordered Doctor Strap, ignoring him.

Fine, play hard to get, thought Mark. A nurse took a silver helmet out of a hidden panel cubby built into the wall. It had long needles built into it. Mark asked, “You can't lobotomize a man with that thing, can you?”

“Who could tell the difference between a lobotomized man and a regular one?” asked Doctor Strap.

“Seriously, is this safe or not?”

“Seriously, are you a real man or not?” she asked in return.

“I'm all man,” he reassured her.

“Put the helmet on him,” she ordered again.

The lights went out as the silver helmet went on. The nurses now pushed and pulled him until he was planted on the chair. The chair immediately rocked backward as it reclined until he was lying on his back.

“Hook him up,” ordered Doctor Strap.

“You're making this experience one to remember,” remarked Mark sarcastically.

“Yes, I don't think you will ever forget it,” replied Doctor Strap.

A nurse placed restraint straps around his arms and legs. Then he felt an IV prick on his hand.

“You're giving me drugs?” he asked.

“A mild sedative, it helps with the illusion,” assured the doctor.

The nurses then hooked a catheter to him, which was less than pleasant. He didn't have time to worry about that because those electrodes on the helmet made contact with his skull.

“The patient is prepared,” announced a nurse.

“Excellent. Set scene number sixty-nine to play,” ordered the Doctor.

“Doctor, I believe the patient is here for scene number one,” replied the nurse.

“I know exactly what the patient wants and needs. Run scene sixty-nine,” ordered Doctor Strap.

“Ladies, let's not argue. I'm on the scene no matter what you run,” boasted Mark.

“See, he wants it, he needs it,” said Doctor Strap.

“As you order, Doctor. Scene sixty-nine will engage for the next seven days,” said the nurse.

“Let this man’s deepest darkest fantasy begin now,” said Doctor Strap.


Chapter 3

A bell rang. It echoed throughout the long hallway that Mark suddenly found himself in. He blinked. One moment, he had been reclined in that stupid chair inside that small room, the next, he was here, wherever here was? Virtual reality kicked in fast. The tile on the hallway floor was, in a word, cheap. It certainly wasn’t what he expected a king’s palace to look like.

“Where the fuck am I?” wondered Mark.

The sound of people grew louder and louder as students started to pour into the hallway. They were all wearing school uniforms. The girls were all dressed in white sweaters with blue and white plaid skirts. The boys all had cheap blue and white uniforms. Mark blinked. He noticed that he was standing next to a row of lockers. His mind wasn't really registering what was going on just yet. Then all at once it hit him. He was in a high school. Only, this wasn't his high school as he remembered it. This was some fantasy version of a high school. It was an odd place to be king for a week. Yeah, this program was not as advertised at all.

“Oh my God, Marcia, I just heard the news. You must be devastated,” screamed a female voice. The voice belonged to a stacked redhead in a tight sweater and a short plaid skirt. After announcing that statement, she gave Mark a bear hug, which, given this redhead's ample breasts, wasn't entirely an unpleasant experience. As their chests squeezed together, Mark realized there was something wrong with the whole situation. Her breasts were mashed against Mark's own rather magnificent breasts. Mark looked down to see his ample bosom tucked snugly under a tight white sweater. His only thought was, What the fuck?

He glanced over his shoulder into the open locker by his side. There was a little mirror placed on the locker’s door. Staring back at Mark was a blonde face with braces on her teeth and curly blonde hair. He blinked his eyes, and the reflection blinked her eyes in unison. He waved his hand in front of the mirror, and it blocked the image of the girl.

“This isn't right at all,” said Mark, because that girl appeared to be him.

“I know, you should be going to the dance on Friday with Chase McDaniels and not Becky Alderman. We must do something about that. You and him as destiny,” replied the redhead. After announcing that, she grabbed Mark by the hand and pulled him away from the locker. Mark, still confused by the situation, gave in to her pulling him around.

The redhead guided Mark into the girls' bathroom. Was they were safely inside, the redhead said, “I was talking to April, who said that Ginny saw Chase in the quad with…”

Her voice was tuned out completely in Mark's mind because once inside the girls’ bathroom, Mark got a full look at himself in the bathroom mirror. He was a cute eighteen-year-old blonde with perky breasts, a slight gap in the front teeth, hence the braces, and . . . He lifted his skirt and grabbed for his boys. His hand fell on his fresh, white panties, but they were gone. In their place was a familiar female absence. He pulled on his panties, creating a camel toe. This couldn't be. This shouldn’t be. But somehow, some way it was! He could even feel those cotton panties grind on his forbidden fruit. It wasn't entirely an unpleasant experience. A computer code couldn't erase your nads, it just couldn't. It can't make you feel like you have a pussy when you’re a man! He was starting to panic. That quack Doctor Strap had erased his nuts!

“I don't think flashing him your goods is going to land you Chase,” said the redhead, pushing Mark’s dress back down.

Mark, now embarrassed because he forgot he wasn't alone, said, “Look, whatever your name is, there has been a huge mistake.”

“Trish,” she replied.

“Don’t tisk me, I’m fucking serious. There has been a colossal mistake!”

The redhead shook her head. “You’d got it bad for Chase. I said Trish, and you heard tisk, sad. Now, clear your head because I’m going to set you on the path toward happiness.”

“Look, Trish, you have to tell Doctor Strap and the nurses that I'm in the wrong virtual world. This is all some horrible mistake,” he said.

Trish rolled her eyes. Then she pulled off her sweater. Mark stared at her blankly as she removed her bra next. It had been a while since he saw a pair of nubile eighteen-year-old peaches in all their glory. Man, they were ripe for the picking.

“Go on,” said Trish.

“I . . .Ah . . .Go on what?” asked Mark.

“Put my bra on, silly,” insisted Trish.

“On,” questioned a confused Mark.

“I am giving you my push-up bra, of course, silly.”

“Why?”

“I just told you Jennfier told Kay that she saw Chase in the quad asking Becky to the dance, weren't you listening? You need to enhance the eye candy, and then we’re heading to the quad to entice Chase to change his mind,” explained Trish.

“Look, Trish, you have to understand, I don't care about a dance or Chase. I'm . . .We're trapped in a computer simulation. This is some ugly chick re-lives her failed high school years as a popular girl thing. I'm not supposed to be here!” explained Mark.

“Duh, you're supposed to be in the quad chasing Chase before you lose him forever,” replied Trish.

Mark threw up his hands. It was no use. The characters around him couldn't understand that they weren't real. He had no way to communicate with the outside world. He was stuck here for a week. He was stuck here being a high school girl called Marcia. Just wait until he gets his hands on Zen Master. Better yet, that bitch Doctor Strap. He’d fucking show her a thing or two about how Alpha males treat mistakes like this!

“Are you going to put on my bra or not? It lifts and separates; no man can resist a girl once she has been lifted and separated under a tight sweater,” explained Trish.

“It doesn't matter,” replied Mark, trying to figure out how to make Trish go away so he can think of a way out of this situation. There had to be a way to end the simulation. There just had to be. He couldn’t take a week of being the weaker sex.

“It does, Chase has the hot for you, I'm sure of it. He needs a little encouragement to remember how sweet your assets are,” said Trish. Trish grabbed his sweater and started removing it. She was rather forceful. Mark found himself yielding to her touch. Next, his bra popped off. There was something odd about checking out the hot semi-naked blonde in the room in the mirror, when she was you. Damn, Trish was right. How could this Chase fucking resist hot ass pussy like Mark . . .Err, Marcia here. The dude must be gay if he wasn’t into her.

Trish finished hooking up his bra. She was correct; it lifted and separated. It would be hard to convince him his breasts didn't beckon a solid look from a guy. Trish was getting rather familiar with him. Perhaps he beckoned more than looks from guys. Did all girls act like this while in the girls' bathroom?

“Trish, ah, how long have we been friends?” asked Mark.

“Don't ask dumb rhetorical questions at a time like this,” replied Trish.

“Sorry, it's just, we'll, you know,” he said.

“I know what?” replied Trish.

He was alone with a hot redhead, and they were obviously close. This dumb simulation was all about getting a guy called Chase. It sounded like a waste of a girl’s time when hot shit like Trish was flashing her hooters so easily. Mark hooked jaws with Trish. Normally, a girl as hot and nubile as Trish locking lips with him was no big deal. But he was now a she, and somehow it made the kissing all the hotter. He found himself relaxing. His mouth opened up and soon Trish's tongue was exploring his braces. All too soon, Trish stopped, much to Mark’s disappointment.

“I don’t know what got into me,” said Trish.

“Sadly, not enough,” replied Mark.

“At least, you’re all relaxed now. Nothing relaxes a good friend like a little kissing, right?”

“Well, there is also . . .”

Trish then tugged the sweater back over his head and started dressing herself, which killed the mood. It was probably for the best. He didn't know what to do with a girl without any equipment down below. Besides, he didn’t know how off simulation a guy . . . Err. . . a girl could go.

Her clothing secured, Trish asked, “Are you ready?”

“For what?”

“To go get Chase, duh!”

“But you said he was going to the dance with someone else, so fuck him,” pointed out Mark.

“A guy's word on things like that can't be trusted. You know, men, their dogs. Let's go make him bark up your tree,” replied Trish.

Trish grabbed him by the hand and pulled him back out into the school hallway. The hallway was empty. Probably every student was back in class. Mark would wonder why Trish and he weren't doing the same, but this was a badly programmed high school romance simulation, so actual class attendance was likely optional.

They went out into the deserted quad. The grass was green, the birds were chirping, and one meaty football player was sitting on a bench by himself, reading what appeared to be a math textbook. Clearly, this was high fantasy.

“There he is,” pointed out Trish, as if Mark needed to have that additional info. Chase looked like one of those illustrations on the front cover of teenage romance novels. Not that Mark ever read them. He'd seen their covers, though, on the nightstand of half the girls he dated. Yeah, this was a chick fantasy world, and he was stuck in it. He needed to get himself alone to try to think of a way out of this place. Since pointing out the obvious to Trish hadn't worked, that meant going through the motions of the program until he got back to his virtual house here, wherever that was. Eventually, he could get himself alone to think of a plan to leave this world.

“Okay, pout your lips, toss your hair, and make sure he can see down your sweater, and then just be yourself,” said Trish.

Mark didn't think he'd have much trouble seducing Chase, given that the whole virtual world depended on it. “I got this,” he assured Trish.

He started toward him. “Halt!” ordered Trish.

“What's up?”

“You're walking like a dude, or something wrong?” explained Trish.

“How do guys walk?”

“Like you just did. You've got to feminize it, Marcia, if you want to lure him. Small steps, sway the ass from side to side. You want to look like your stuff is so good it tickles you while you walk.”

“Stuff?”

“Girl’s stuff,” explained Trish.

Mark remembered his boys were on vacation for the week. “Right,” he remarked.

“Exactly, and toss that hair,” Trish explained.

Mark never thought of a woman’s vagina as her stuff. “Fine, I got it,” grumbled Mark. This whole seduction business was silly. The guys were totally more sophisticated than Trish was making out. It took a lot more than a swaying ass and toss of loosely falling hair to attract a real man. An Alpha man couldn’t be seduced. He was the hunter, and women were the prey.

“Remember, you’re the hunter and he is the prey,” said Trish.

Mark frowned. Trish was reading his mind but getting the chapter and verse all wrong. Fine, he ought to move this simulation past this point. Mark walked toward Chase. He swayed his ass. He tossed his hair. The dude was reading his book. Mark started wiggling his bottom a touch more. Still, nothing was coming his way from Chase. Mark went full bore. A man could set his watch to Mark's hips. Chase hadn't noticed. What the fuck was wrong with this guy? Maybe the dude was gay.

“Hi, Chase,” greeted Mark, flashing a smile.

He looked up from his math book. He had big blue eyes that drew a girl in. He also had a deep, gravelly voice. “May I help you?” he casually asked.

“Oh,” Mark paused to toss his hair again. “I was just wondering about stuff.”

“Stuff?” replied Chase.

Mark sat down beside him. He said, “I heard you had a date for Friday’s big dance.”

“So?” replied Chase.

“So, dump her for me and I will make it worth your while,” replied Mark, adding a wink.

“I beg your pardon!” replied Chase.

Shit, Chase wasn’t a real man. He was a computer simulation of what women wanted men to be. He was smart and noble, so being so direct would never work on him. Shit, in a way, he was a total fag.

Trish rushed in. “She meant, could you help her with her math tomorrow night?”

“Math?” questioned Chase.

“Yeah, you're so smart, and there is that big test coming up. Marcia here failed her last math test. Indeed, the teacher has a meeting with her tomorrow morning to discuss it,” explained Trish.

Failed math! The idea pissed Mark off. He claimed, “I will have you know I have all . . .” Trish deposited an elbow in his gut, which shut him up.

“I suppose I could tutor Marcia,” said Chase.

“Excellent! Tomorrow night at Marcia's house,” said Trish.

A car horn beeped. Chase stood up. “My ride is here. See you later, Marcia.”

“Yeah, later,” replied Mark, hoping never to see Chase again.

Chase headed over to a car. There was a brunette driving. She was alright, figured Mark. She was a bit thick, if you were into that. Honestly, she wasn't really nearly as hot as Marcia or Trish. It was a little insulting that Chase was heading off with her, instead of jumping at Marcia's offer. Not that he cared. No, he didn't care at all.

Safely alone again, Trish asked, “What was that just now?”

“What?”

“Girl, we are not hoes. You need to be a little more subtle or you’re getting nowhere,” explained Trish.

“He didn't seem to care one way or the other. I figure it was going to happen; that’s how these things work.”

“Things?” asked Trish.

He rolled his eyes. “We’re trapped in the programming, and there is no escaping it.”

“You mean Chase, and you are fated to be together?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“Never mind, we must get to your house and find an outfit for tomorrow night,” said Trish.


Chapter 4

Mark was staring at the stuffies that filled his king-size bed. What teenage girl had a room this size? The answer was one inside a fantasy virtual world. He had hoped to get Trish to leave him alone for the night, so he could work on exiting this world. Only Trish didn't take any number of hints. She seemed rather obsessed with the idea that Mark was looking forward to being tutored by Chase.

“We have faded hip huggers or black leggings, which do you think?” asked Trish.

“I don't know, leggings?” replied Mark, not really paying attention.

“Shhh, I will think for you,” said Trish. She placed the black leggings on the dressing table. “I do feel we should utilize our curves and leggings do that like a champ.” Trish turned to face him. “Marcia, dear, please go into the closet and pick out a shirt while I decide on your underwear.”

Mark shook his head. The lengths women went to dress themselves for men felt stupid. Most guys would rather see a girl naked anyway. That they bothered to wear clothes at all felt like a major hurdle to any relationship. Mark jerked the closet door open. Jeepers, what the actual fuck. There were department stores with fewer items of clothing than this closet. Obviously, women fantasized about clothes, but Mark never realized they did it this much.

“Better grab a shirt before the demanding Trish scolds me,” muttered Mark, heading into the closet of the damned.

Mark reached for the first shirt on the rack. His hand didn't grasp it. It was yellow. A yellow shirt with his blonde hair felt like he’d be giving Chase too much of a good thing. Better go with another color, he thought. He started leafing through the rack of tops. What was he doing? He didn’t care about Chase. It didn’t matter what he wore. He reached back for the yellow shirt, but didn’t take it. It didn’t matter, but all the same, he couldn’t wear that shirt. It was . . . Not Marcia. Yes, Marcia deserved better.

He was sure that Marcia wanted a basic T-shirt, no logo. Marcia looked better in solid colors, something white. Yeah, Marcia needed to project purity. He pulled a few shirts off the rack. He was partial to the half-t-shirts rather than the full. He had the flat stomach to show off, and why shouldn’t he show it off? And it went better with low-rise jeans. Ah, but Trish wanted Marcia in leggings. If it were to be leggings, then a squeeze-me-tight full-length T-shirt would work better. He had his selection, but it still wasn't good enough. You don't have assets up top and don't display them. He only needed to give a man just a peek. He found a tight V-neck T-shirt that gave just a peek. Yeah, it took a man to really dress a woman correctly.

“I see you picked out a shirt,” said Trish, coming into the closet. Trish opened a drawer and fetched a pair knee knee-high, white-as-snow socks. She turned to Mark and asked, “Have you thought about your panties?”

“I was going to wear some,” replied Mark.

“Of course you were . . .” Trish paused, as if she was reconsidering the choice, then continued, “No, we should have panties on. But I think something a bit naughty. Nothing shows naughty panties like a good tight pair of leggings.”

Trish retrieved a pair of pink thong panties and deposited them into Mark's waiting hands. His eyes fixated on them. It was a bit naughty just thinking about wearing them. Could a person be turned on by themselves? The answer appeared to be a solid affirmation in the yes column. Mark couldn't help it. He now wanted to play. Let's dress up Marcia. It was sort of fun and kinky at the same time. Did all women get turned on by their clothes?

He headed out of the closet and started to strip out of his school uniform. He was giddy with excitement. He had to pause for a second to admire his form in the mirror. If Marcia were at a tech bro party, she'd have her pick of the men. Huh, it's fun to be an it-girl. No wonder this simulation existed. Women got a kick out of being the it-girl. It was all about landing Chase. It was about the clothes and the thrill of being able to just be glamorous. Not that all this stuff was for him. Women, they were all weak and vain. Not like the tech bros like him. He pulled up his panties and then struggled into his leggings. Were those things clothing or a form of torture? He still had Trish's bra, which worked well with a V-cut shirt. Mark tossed his hair.

“I think Chase won't see me coming,” boasted Mark.

A deep voice called out from outside his room. It said, “Is anyone home?"

Trish suddenly went pale. O M G, Omar is home!” she exclaimed.

“Whose Omar?” Mark asked.

Trish rolled her eyes. “He is just your Latin American stepbrother and don't taunt me over the fact.”

“You kind of like him, don't you?” asked Mark, figuring he'd just figured out another subplot in this lamely scripted fantasy world.

Trish didn't get to respond before a six-foot-three, dark-haired Latin opened her bedroom door. “Marcia, there you are.” He paused and gazed in Trish's direction. Trish appeared to melt at the sight of Omar. Sure, Omar was muscular, dark, and suave, but not every woman was into that type of guy. Mark was sure of that. He wasn’t tall, dark, or exactly handsome, but when it came to women, a fat wallet was all a man needed. Well, that and Viagra. “Hi, Trish,” added Omar, and the subplot thickened.

“Hi,” squeaked out Trish.

“I was going to order a pizza and some Cokes for dinner. Any takers?” asked Omar.

“Sounds great,” confirmed Mark.

“I can't stay. . .I mean, I shouldn't stay. I need to go home for dinner,” stammered Trish.

“Oh, okay,” replied Omar. He then shut the door.

Mark was a little annoyed. Omar should have knocked before entering. After all, he might have been dressing. He was pretty sure Marcia was shy around her stepbrother. He looked over at Trish, who had still not returned to her more assertive self. Women like Trish were everyone's love guide, but not their own love guide. It meant Mark was supposed to hook her up with her stepbrother. This world was completely lame. Did women really get off hooking their friends up? Sure, a tech bro didn’t cock block another tech bro, but also a tech bro would nail his friend’s chick. It was all part of the code.

“Do you think Omar likes me?” asked Trish.

Mark frowned. He replied, “I think Omar likes you.”

“Shut up!” replied Trish. She then burst into tears. Shit, girl talk was hard. It was hard enough that women were all emotional and shit when you were a man. Them going all emotional and shit while you were one of them, he never counted on it. Mark had been way too forward with Chase in the quad and now had no idea how to lend emotional support to poor Trish. Clearly pointing out the obvious was the wrong path. He was a shitty woman, not that he hoped to be anything but that.

“Oh, I'm sorry,” said Mark.

Trish suddenly hugged him again. Mark wished Trish would start kissing him again. Trish had been a good kisser. She was hot. Omar didn't know what he was missing. He couldn’t . . . The simulation code wouldn’t allow . . .But it might.

“Oh, Marcia, I want to save myself for marriage, but Omar is just so dreamy. I'm afraid if I don't release the emotions bottled up inside me, I might just do it, would that be okay?” asked Trish.

Jeepers, who wrote the programming for this crap? Mark didn't care because he was willing to help Trish release her emotions differently. It was time to rewrite a little bit of coding. Only, how do girls do that with each other? He thought about all the lesbian porn he'd watched. He said, “I could help you.”

“How?” replied Trish, innocently.

Mark thought perhaps her tone made it crystal clear she knew exactly how Mark could help. Mark didn’t wait to find out if the door was open. He was opening it no matter what. Mark dropped to his knees. He ran his hands up Trish's skirt.

“What are you doing?” asked Trish.

It was the type of question a man didn’t answer. He didn’t want to hear no, so he didn’t ask; he took. Trish’s wet panties dropped to the floor with ease. The faint perfume of Trish's readiness filled the air. Was Trish really hot and wet over Omar, or was she really just into Marcia? Mark figured, Trish was about to go both ways, whether programmed to or not. Mark was in unfamiliar territory now. He wasn't one to go down on a chick. It was they who were supposed to go down on him. Still, without his Frick and Frack, he'd have to learn to orally please a girl. He was pretty sure it would be just as fun.

He rode his long tongue up Trish's bare thigh. “I don't know if we should do this,” said Trish in a voice that made it damn clear she knew that they should. Shit, she hadn’t even climaxed yet, and she was turned. Mark spread her soft lips as he drank in her forbidden nectar. “Oh,” softly sighed Trish.

He ran his tongue inside her honey pot until he felt it was moist enough for a solid finger bang. There was no girl alive who could resist a good finger bang. He worked her with his middle finger.

“That feels good,” confirmed Trish.

If she liked that, she was going to love what came next. He planted his tongue on her exposed clitoris. He darted his tongue, performing a little dance of joy.

“That's the spot!” screamed Trish. Mark wondered what pizza-eating Omar might be thinking as he heard sounds like those coming from Marcia’s room right about now.

“I want you to do this for so long, Marcia. You're so hot, you have always been so good for me. Take me, make me yours,” said Trish, lying on the act pretty thick. Mark's cock never made a woman this hot before. Maybe there was something to this lesbian stuff. He'd remember that for when he got back to the real world…Not that it would really help there, right?

“Harder, please,” Trish begged. Mark mashed his tongue as he spread her wide with three fingers slick in Trish's love juices.

“Faster, faster,” begged Trish. Women, they were all so demanding. Mark realized he was starting to feel a bit funny down below himself. He couldn't get hard, but he was pretty sure he was wet. His own clitoris longed to be petted by Trish. Shit, being a girl wasn't that bad at all. Lesbianism was the shits!

Trish planted her hands on top of his head. She closed her legs, forcing Mark’s tongue to grind on her secret love spot even harder. Trish's hips were working. Then she hit a tone so high it could mean only one thing. “Ah!” She had climaxed. He was sure of it. As a guy, he never knew when a woman was faking it. But there could be no mistake. She'd arrived. Her legs opened up, and she released Mark's face.

Mark said, “Relaxed now?”

“Oh, so relaxed, my darling. So, relaxed.”

“Well . . .” suggested Mark, standing up and starting to take off his leggings.

“Well. I got to go home. My mom will kill me if I miss dinner,” said Trish. Then she embraced Mark. There was a quick kiss on her cheek. Then Trish squealed, “I can't believe we did that!”

She rushed out the door, leaving her wet panties behind. Mark experienced something worse than being blue balled. He'd gotten hot and bothered, without being climaxed. It felt so unfair. Yet, he’d done that to a dozen girls before. He had never cared once about it. But now it was he who was totally unfulfilled. This wasn’t right. This was his virtual world. He was the one who should be climaxing, not Trish. He picked up Trish’s soiled panties. He liked the feel of them, warm and moist.

“Pizza is hot and ready!” shouted Omar from somewhere in the house.

Hot and ready, it wasn’t only the pizza that felt that way. But what was a girl to do about that? Nothing for the moment. He supposed he should try to find an exit from this world now. Probably an emergency exit existed. Right?


Chapter 5

Mark had searched around his room for any clues on how to end the simulation. There must be a safe word or something like that around this place to stop the simulation. He was certain of that. They wouldn’t allow people into a simulation like this without a safety net. Although truth be told, he hadn't searched that hard for it. He'd just gotten off a stunning teen beauty, and the man inside him enjoyed that experience a lot. If only he’d been able to enjoy it a little more himself. Yeah, he was still a little wound up from the whole experience. The cold shower that he'd taken afterwards had done nothing to cool him off. The problem with his shower was that it was hard to cool off when the hottest thing in the shower was himself. How could women stand being so gorgeous all the time? Mark was standing in the bathroom, naked, staring at his perfect form in the bathroom mirror. He could watch the lovely Marica forever, right?

“May I remind you of your dinner that’s getting cold!” shouted Omar.

Pizza and a Coke, the perfect meal for a teenager. It wasn't exactly what Mark was used to, but a man had to make sacrifices. He slipped into his spacious closet. He found a crisp pair of white panties and a nice red sleeper shirt. He tied a pink robe around his waist and headed out of his room, heading toward the kitchen. There was a steaming hot box of pizza sitting on the kitchen table. The great thing about a computer simulation was that the pizza never got cold. He popped the top on a Coke and wished there was rum to go with it. Only that was age-inappropriate, so there wouldn’t be. The life of a teenager had its ups and downs. You could eat anything you want without gaining weight, but you couldn’t do everything you wanted. He took a slice of pineapple and ham pizza.

“How are you enjoying it? I bought your favorite,” said Omar.

He wasn’t happy about fruit being on his pizza. It felt like something a woman would like. He took a bite and smiled as he chewed. Omar was now shirtless and wearing tight Lycra black shorts. There was the hint of sweat clinging to his body. There was also the odor of a man all around him. He went to the refrigerator and took out a beer. The older stepbrother, tall, dark, and handsome, it felt a shame that he was to be Trish’s. If this were a computer game, Mark was pretty sure Omar would be one of the levels. Only this was, in a way, a computer game. Omar drank a sip and stared Mark’s way with his large, round, brown eyes. Trish wasn’t technically on the official menu, but . . .Yeah, Omar could be on the menu too. He was here for the taking. Mark knew men, simulated or not, they wouldn’t say no to a dish like Marcia. Only Mark wasn’t going to fuck a guy. He wasn’t gay. Only it wasn’t gay because Mark wasn’t a man right now. He shook his head.

“Don’t even think about it, Mark,” scolded Mark.

“Who is Mark?” asked Omar.

Mark changed the subject. Mark asked, “Where's mom and dad?”

“You know, Tuesday night bingo, they won't be home until late,” explained Omar.

It made sense, as no one fantasized about their parents bossing them around a little more. This was a teenage fantasy world where women dreamed of doing all the things that would have broken their parents’ hearts.

“Mind if I have your beer?” asked Mark.

“Now what would your father say to me if he knew that I gave you a beer?” replied Omar.

“I don't think he has to know.”

“What do you know about drinking?” asked Omar.

“I know that you're going to let me sip your beer,” replied Mark.

“Why?”

“Because Trish is my friend and you like seeing her, don’t you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I want a sip for a sip.”

“A sip,” repeated Omar, as he slowly got the picture. Omar rolled his eyes. Then he walked over and handed her his beer. He gave in rather easily. Ah, sin, the only thing these worlds were really programmed for.

Mark said, “Here's to a little bit of sinning.” Then he downed the whole beer. What could he say? He liked his beer.

“Whoa, slow down, tiger,” said Omar.

“Don't worry, I can . . .” He wanted to say, hold my beer, only his head spun a little. He had miscalculated what downing a beer does to a young girl with zero experience and a lot less body mass than he normally had. He'd better get some food in him. He reached for a slice of pizza.

“Are you okay?” asked Omar.

“Sure,” he lied.

“You know, Marcia,” Omar paused. It was a long, dramatic pause. But it finally ended. “That friend Trish, she is sort of . . .You know. Do you really think she likes me.”

“She did.”

“Did or does?” asked Omar.

Mark didn’t want to explain turning out Trish to Omar. Mark blinked. He was feeling tipsier. He should not have downed that beer like that. “Oh, you know Trish?” Mark replied, delaying a real answer.

“I mean, she's very . . .Friendly,” said Omar.

“Very,” agreed Mark.

“You don't think it would be weird if I asked your friend out on a date?” asked Omar.

Mark's mind raced over how good it felt eating Trish's snatch. It would be a little awkward sharing your girlfriend with your stepbrother. But he wasn't about to fight the clear direction of the simulation. “Nah,” assured Mark. Maybe Trish would go both ways. Who knows or cares?

“Oh, thanks!” Omar exclaimed as he lifted Mark off the ground with a giant bear hug. The matted hair on Omar's chest tickled Mark a little. However, he was barely taking notice of that. That was because there was something poking into his hip. Mark's eyes wandered downward. All those thoughts about Trish had stirred up more than emotions in Omar. There was a solid lump in his tight shorts. His cock had to be enormous!

Why did Mark care about that? It was part of the program. He wasn’t supposed to like Omar, too? Nah. But he could take Omar. He was sure of it. But he didn’t want to do that, right?

Omar gently placed Mark on the floor. They were face-to-face, staring into each other's eyes. Mark said, “I could show you how to get Trish.”

“Really!”

“Sure,” said Mark, not sure of why he had just said any of that. He must want Omar. Only why? He wasn’t into guys. Marcia was, though. And Omar was quite the guy in all the right places. Don’t think about it, Mark. But he had. And he was curious. He was so curious suddenly. His hands reached for the cord that tied his pink robe. He pulled that cord, and his robe fell to the floor.

“Marcia, we shouldn't!” exclaimed Omar.

“Trish needs a man who knows how to treat her. Practice makes perfect, you know what I mean?”

It must be the beer talking. It lowered inhibitions, right? Trish had liked climaxing. She made it look fun. Mark wanted to know what it felt like to climax as a woman. Besides, no one would know what Mark did in this place. A week from now, he'd be back in reality. It couldn't hurt to know what it felt like just once to be the girl.

Mark dropped to his knees. He pressed his face against Omar's pelvic region. He ground that cock against Mark's face. “This doesn't feel right,” said Omar, but he didn't stop grinding. Mark fished Omar's cock out of those tight shorts of his. It was bigger than Mark expected. It must be twelve inches and thick. Mark opened his mouth. One wet thirsty hole at a time, he figured. Omar wasn't protesting anymore. He shoved Mark's head down on his impressive manhood. He didn't let up either. Soon, that man-beast had slithered down Mark's throat. He was gagging on it. Saliva was dribbling out of his mouth and all over Omar's engorged balls.

Apparently, Omar was ready for more, because he pulled on Mark's hair, lifting him on his feet. That came as a relief because he needed a bit of air. The relief didn't last long because he effortlessly scooped Mark off his feet. Mark found himself pressed up against the wall. His panties were effortlessly torn from his body. He felt the cold wall on his bare ass. Then his ass lowered down on the mighty shaft of Omar. It was never going to fit. It was too big. It was much too big. His vagina had other thoughts. It stretched to let that snake in. It was so dripping wet. It had needed to be stuffed ever since Trish had turned him on earlier. It was getting stuffed, alright. It had a supersized meal. It was a meal Mark always promised the ladies, but he didn’t have the tool to deliver. Omar did, though. He was the mailman, and he delivered quite a package.

Like a wild animal, Omar thrust. His cock made Mark's magic button sing. There were more nerve endings in a clitoris than in a man's cock. He experienced a sensation he couldn’t describe. No man had words to describe this new, incredible sensation. Trish had been correct. It felt good. It felt so good.

“Oh, Omar,” sighed Mark.

Omar was too interested in his own cock stimulation to care about her female cries of ecstasy. Good thing too, Mark wanted Omar to bear down on him. He had a new craving. As weird as it sounded, he needed his seed. He wanted Omar to make him his.

The wall thumped as Omar drove him home over and over. Mark could feel his loins boiling. It would spill over the kettle any second now. And then it happened. His first female climax. His mind went to a place he didn't know existed. Meanwhile, Omar pumped his salty seed deep into Mark. A mutual simultaneous climax was a thing of beauty. Mark's limp body was still held in Omar's strong arms. Their bodies mashed together for another long minute before Omar finally returned Mark to his feet.

“I didn't mean to cum inside you,” said Omar. Of course, he did, but every man had to pretend they planned to pull out.

“No worries,” replied Mark. Then he kissed Omar gently on his lips. He added, “I will put in a good word for you with Trish. She deserved a cock like yours.”

“That’s a weird way to put it,” said Omar.

“Really?” shrugged Mark.

Having praised Omar for his manhood, Mark did the walk of shame back up to his bedroom. He needed another shower. He needed more than that. He needed to think. He had just experienced something back there that couldn't be forgotten. More than that, he didn't want it forgotten. He had liked it. That orgasm he had was better than any other he had experienced in his life. Maybe it was just the idea of it being forbidden fruit that made it feel so good. Maybe, though, he liked being a girl.

There was more to it than that. First with Trish and now with Omar, he had broken the simulation. He didn’t really care about landing Chase. This wasn’t about a fantasy of a girl being the it-girl and landing the high school hunk. This was about Mark being Marcia and doing all the sin he could while he could. Yeah, he had broken the simulation and wondered how far he could take it. How far did he want to take it? How far did Mark dare go into this type of thing?  There was no harm in going as far as he wanted, he assured himself. In a week, he’d be back in his real world. He’d have his boys back, and he lived in a man’s world. Tasting what it was like inside a girl’s world just a bit wouldn’t change a thing. It couldn’t change a thing.  He was an Alpha man. He was sure of it. No one would know what sick things he did here.

He smiled in satisfaction about the seed Omar had planted inside him. Yeah, no one would know how good he felt about that. It was his secret. From now on, he was staying in this world and experiencing everything he could experience. It was fun to be an it-girl. Well, if you were willing to give it away, that is!


Chapter 6

Mark darted out of his house with his school backpack in tow. He hadn’t thought to set his alarm clock, and now he was running late. Who knew it took so long to get ready for school when you were a girl? It probably took him twice as long as most girls, because he wasn’t one hundred percent sure how the whole makeup thing worked. He decided to go without makeup in the end. He just teased his hair and relied on the good fortune that came with being in a virtual world, which meant he had the type of face that could afford to go all natural. Still, getting dressed in his uniform, after teasing his hair, had him running super late.

“What took you so long?” asked Trish, as Mark arrived at school slightly out of breath. He hadn’t expected that greeting, given that no one should care in this world about the actual school part of the day. This was all about things chicks liked, which meant relationships and shit. He had that date with Chase tonight. That was the main event of the day. He had to win the boy’s heart over a math test he’d failed or something like that. He didn’t want a boy’s heart, so he wasn’t all that wrapped up in the flow of the plot unfolding around him.

“I had a hard night,” replied Mark, thinking about the escalation of his Trish-Omar love triangle. Now that was a plotline worth thinking about. Indeed, Trish was looking rather cute this morning. “You’re looking lovely this morning,” added Mark. He reached over and grasped Trish’s hand. He squeezed it.

Trish giggled a little. “This is the same uniform I always wear.”

“But because of last night, somehow it now looks better,” complimented Mark.

“Oh, what happened?” Trish asked.

“You and me . . .”

“Oh, that. That should never have happened. We’re not . . .”

“We could be.”

“But Omar!”

“But Omar indeed,” agreed Mark.

Trish gave him a look. It was best not to explain further. There were some things your girlfriend didn’t need to know about, and banging her would-be man was most of them.

“Well, I hope you thought of a good excuse last night for Mr. Johnson for failing his math test,” said Trish, suddenly changing the subject.

Math test? Ah, that loose plot point that was tying him to Chase. This virtual world had more subplots than an online game. Trish opened Mark’s school backpack and took out the offending math test. It had a big red F marked on it, followed by the message, See me before class tomorrow, Mr. Johnson. Mark scratched his head. What did a math test have to do with a female virtual fantasy world? Did women dream about acing math tests? Only, Mark had already failed, so that couldn’t be it. Sure, it got Chase to tutor him tonight, but why see Mr. Johnson this morning?

“I should be okay, I’m pretty good at math,” said Mark, shoving the test back into his backpack.

“Oh, then you failed that test as an excuse to get Chase to tutor you?” asked Trish.

“Naturally,” agreed Mark, assuming there could be no other reason than furthering the rail-thin plot of this fantasy world.

“Thank God for that,” replied Trish.

That was not the response Mark expected. “Explain yourself, young lady.”

“Mister Johnson.” That was it, the whole explanation. Mark, however, didn’t really need more. The plot had thickened, and he suspected Mister Johnson was thicker than the plot. Ah, it was the teacher who was a subplot all to himself. Only, was it to further the Chase line or to circumvent it entirely? Should he care? He wasn’t sold on caring about it. He wasn’t that into Chase.

“You think I failed the test because I’m into Mister Johnson?” balked Mark.

“We’re all into Mr. Johnson, Marcia. It’s just that some of us, Mr. Johnson has never been into. Becky, can’t claim that, so I’m told,” replied Trish with a hint of smugness.

A teacher who is fucking his female students was disgusting, thought Mark. He’d never do that if he were in that situation. . . Well, he had nailed a few interns sluts in his day, but that was different. They were all hot and deserved it. Mark was never going to allow a man in a position of power over him like that to take advantage of him. Mark assured Trish, “There is no way I’m even kissing a pot-bellied old teacher.”

“Of course not, but if you got a signed confession from him and showed Chase tonight . . .”

Ah, now the plotlines had merged. He got it. He got it one hundred percent. “I’ll see what I can do,” assured Mark. He planned to do nothing. He figured the simulation would play out no matter how hard he tried.

“Good luck, dear,” said Trish. She then blew him a kiss. She went off, leaving him alone after that remark. A blown kiss wasn’t what he really wanted. She could have blown so many other things instead. Well, there was a time and place for that later. Mark had a math test to settle. In real life, Mark earned his A’s the old-fashioned way that a man does; he cheated off the girl who sat in front of him in class. No way he was banging a teacher for an A, no way. That Becky person must be a real slut. He’d like to meet her. That would really blow the plot, huh? He giggled. The prospect of seeing this Mr. Johnson was unavoidable in this world. He'd better go do it.

As he entered the school, he was annoyed at more poor plot writing. A lothario teacher named Mr. Johnson was screwing Becky behind Chase’s back. Was that supposed to be clever or something?

Mark headed to class to see the math teacher. Weren’t you supposed to see teachers after school, not before it? Although likely, class was still optional in this world. Yeah, this virtual school was all about looking fine and being seen. After that rogering by Omar last night, he really wasn't in the mood for more sex. Not in the mood at all. Still, he enjoyed turning the heads of every male in school as he walked by. It wasn't subtle either. Boys would pause their conversation just to gaze at Marcia. There was a power to feminine sex appeal that men couldn't understand unless they experienced it firsthand as a woman. Men couldn't resist her, Marcia, that is. She could grab any boy in this school and make them hers. Men, though, were simple creatures, so what more did he expect from them? It was the women’s reaction he really cared about. They were all jealous of his hot looks. Yeah, she could take any of their men, and because of that fact, they feared her. That was real power. Yeah, he was really starting to appreciate the so-called weaker sex. There was a power to sex appeal he’d never come to grips with before. He liked this newfound power. It was real in a way that tech bro confidence sometimes felt store-bought.  

He pushed the math class door open and found an interesting-looking man in his mid-thirties standing behind a desk. He was broad-shouldered, blonde, and had the muscles to make even khakis appear interesting to wear. Mark suddenly had a terrible idea. Mark knew he could be hers for the taking. He could break the simulation again. He didn’t really care what it was really about. He didn't need to take them all; he just had the opportunity to do anything he wanted, when he wanted. This was starting to feel really fun. If it worked, that is. He’d gotten Trish and Omar easily, so he had a lot of confidence it would work. Did he really want to fuck Mr. Johnson? Shit, he sort of did. He’d fucked Becky, and Becky was half the woman Marcia was. If he didn’t fuck her, it would be an insult.

“Ah, Miss Walker, I've been expecting you.” He walked over to her. The bulge in his khakis confirmed his expectations. He was certainly expecting something.

“I'm here to talk about my math test,” Mark replied, casually taking it out and placing it on the teacher's desk. Then he innocently batted his eyes.

“Tisk, tisk, Miss Walker . . .May I call you Marcia?” he asked.

“I don't know, that's pretty informal,” replied Mark.

“I feel an informal nature helps ease the tension in the room,” explained Mister Johnson.

“I'm not feeling any tension,’ replied Mark.

“I want you to find a tutor,” said Mr. Johnson.

“I have already. I’m seeing Chase tonight. He’s going to show me the finer points of math. You know Chase, don’t you?” asked Mark.

“I think so.”

“He is currently seeing a girl named Becky that I believe you’re having relations with,” added Mark.

“I…I don’t know what you mean.”

“Really, I heard a girl can get an A with you by giving you her A, isn’t that correct?” asked Mark.

Mr. Johnson asked, “Do you want me to agree to that fact in writing?”

Mark rolled his eyes at the stupid plot point. He replied, “No, I expect you to take my A, it is what I’m offering you for an A.”

Mr. Johnson glitched for a second. Then Mr. Johnson picked up the math test. He began to fold it. He now stood behind Mark. He pressed his hulking frame against Mark’s dainty form. His manly presence made itself felt on Mark’s backside. It felt like it was going to be a valuable asset to sit on.

Mr. Johnson placed his rough hands firmly on Mark’s shoulders. “You want to turn that F into an A, don’t you?”

He was considering it. He was seriously going to do him. Mark had gotten him that easily. Shit, this was too easy. “Mr. Johnson, I hope you respect me as a person before we do this,” said Mark, mocking the situation.

His hands slid down Mark’s back. Then he felt his plaid school skirt lift to expose his crisp, white cotton panties. “The way it usually works between Becky and me is, she gets her A, after I get her A. Get it?”

“I couldn’t possibly do that, Mister Johnson,” replied Mark, playing not super hard to get. Did he get the offer, shit he’d had made it, so he got it. This dude needed to act fast before Mark got bored.

Mister Johnson wasn’t taking no for an answer, not that Mark had said no. Why hadn’t he said no? He came in here clearly not wanting it. Why did he want it now? It wasn’t a real question. He knew why. He wanted it. He wanted to know what it felt like to take it in the A. It had felt so good to take it like a woman. But how good did it feel to have another secret hole filled? Mr. Johnson was an eager teacher. It wouldn’t hurt to learn how good a cock could make it feel. Well, maybe it would hurt a little bit. The truth was that suddenly Mark had that fire down below, and there was only one cure for it known to man.

Mr. Johnson jacked Mark’s panties, pulling them hard into Mark’s ass crack. He spat on his hand. A finger began to probe Mark’s forbidden hole.

“Mr. Johnson, I don’t fuck in the ass,” Mark said.

“Don’t worry, you’ll like it. You’ll like it a lot,” he assured her, as that wet digit of his pushed its way inside. Mark winced. Then he arched his back and presented. He wanted Mister Johnson to have a good angle. Mark felt Mr. Johnson's knuckles press against his bare backside. That finger was that deep.

“See, the tension is easing,” said Mister Johnson. They called that type of easing gaping. Mark was going to need a little more stretching if that monster lurking in Mr. Johnson's khakis was going to be able to find a home. A second finger found its mark inside Mark’s rear end. Then a third. Mark felt so wet inside. This anal stimulation was exhilarating. Mark reached his free hand down between his legs. He began to spank his beaver. That spanking turned into a grind. He was finger-banging his vagina while Mr. Johnson fingered his ass.

“That's enough stretching for any bad girl,” announced Mr. Johnson. “Time to earn that A the hard way.”

What came next was hard and ten inches long. It went in unlubed, and Mark just had to take it. Mark bit down hard. Mark whimpered, “It hurts.”

“Pain, bitch, is so close to pleasure,” informed Mr. Johnson, before his bare cock forced its way deep in Mark's anal cavity. “There we go, good girl.”

“I don't think this is going to work.”

“Shut up and take it,” ordered Mr. Johnson.

Mark did as he was told. Only he didn't just take it. He spanked it. Yeah, as Mr. Johnson's Johnson went happily down Mark’s backdoor alley, Mark spanked his beaver again. The harder his back door got knocked on, the harder he worked his front door. The fire down below was growing into a five-alarm blaze. There was only one way to put that fire out.

Mark squinted. He'd heard of women who squirted when they climaxed, but he never made one do it before. Maybe his tool wasn't up to the job. Mr. Johnson, being a computer-generated super stud, brought Mark to that place and then went all the way home. He felt the trickle of yellow pleasure pump out from his forbidden fruit. It was such a sweet climax. Not that Mr. Johnson cared. Having popped, Mark's ass relaxed and produced maximum gape. That allowed Mister Johnson to plow for all it was worth. The sound of flesh on flesh echoed throughout the school halls. No one ever worked so hard for an A.

“Fucking whore!” shouted Mister Johnson, and Mark knew what was coming next. That huge cock was cumming, and it came deep inside Mark's gaping, wide asshole.

Mr. Johnson pulled his trouser snake out and then wiped his brow with his tie. He then unfolded the math test and placed it on the desk next to Mark. Mr. Johnson took out a red marker and wrote a line through the F, turning it into an A. Then he wrote and A one Mark's gape ass, followed by a hard slap.

“See you next test,” said Mr. Johnson.

Mark pulled his panties up. He replied, “Count on it.”

“Oh, and I suppose you want me to confess about Becky and me to Chase,” said Mr. Johnson.

“Not particularly,” shrugged Mark.

“But . . .”

“You already had my butt. See you around, Mr. Johnson.” Mark left the teacher with an unfilled plot point. Mark figured he was so off script at this point that it didn’t matter. He’d seduced the teacher way too easily. This world was nothing but a slut’s paradise. And Mark was just the slut to take advantage of it.  He wondered who else he’d screw and when. The answer could only be one person, but where was the fun in that? That would just be what the plot dictated. Ah, dictated, he liked half that work. The first half. He liked dick now. He appreciated a fine cock more than ever for what it could do to a woman. He wondered if Chase appreciated it too. There was a devilish idea. A wicked, devilish idea.


Chapter 7

Trish sat on Mark's bed holding the math test. She was shaking her head. “I can't believe you gave up your A just for an A.”

“I didn’t exactly give it up,” pointed out Mark, who was feeling quite satisfied with his performance in that department. He pulled his test out of Trish's hand because the past is prologue. What mattered now was tonight with Chase. “But anyway, about Chase's tutoring session tonight . . .”

Trish interrupted her by laughing uncontrollably. Trish noticed Mark wasn't happy with her laughing and tried to regain her composure. “Sorry, you said but and I thought butt with two Ts because of the anal sex and . . .”

Mark pinched Trish's cheeks and warned her. “Focus. Remember how much you were saying this Chase business was important just the other day.”

Trish nodded. “Right, your big moment is tonight to start to turn Chase away from Becky. After all, we now have confirmation Becky is cheating on Chase with Mr. Johnson.”

“I can’t really blame her for that,” said Mark, rubbing his ass.

Trish ignored him and kept on the plotline. “We have your outfit picked out, and clearly you're revved up for anything, so all we need now is Chase.”

Mark knew that already. It was obvious that this was the point where the plot would turn toward Chase and her getting together by the end of the week. Only, he wasn't sure he was playing the fantasy correctly. Was he supposed to be focused on winning the hunk, but it felt more fun to focus on banging them all. Was he playing this simulation like a woman would? The math tutoring lesson with the hunk that turns into cheap teenage sex. After his anal exploration this morning, a simple high school romance felt really tame. Yeah, it wasn't really pushing new boundaries even if that was the main plot. Mark wanted to know just how flexible this fantasy world was. Each new experience was making him a little more creative and a little more willing to go places he never would dare go in the real world. If one were stuck being a girl, one should make the most of it.

“How should I win Chase over?” asked Mark. Trish put her tongue in her cheek. “Really, that's a bit boring, isn't it?”

“Compared to an ass fuck, yes, but Chase doesn't have Mr. Johnson's experience. If you suck him off tonight, I am sure it will do the trick,” explained Trish.

“I thought I wasn’t supposed to be such a whore.”

“It isn’t being a whore if you’re in love,” explained Trish.

“I suppose that is true.” There came a knock on the door. All eyes shifted toward it. “Come in,” said Mark.

Omar entered. He nervously eyed Trish, who eyed him back. There was sexual tension there and so many untapped sexual opportunities, but with Chase coming, there would be no pursuing those things today. Still, the appearance of Omar gave a girl ideas. How strong were women? How much could a girl like Marcia make boys do things they'd never think to do? Yes, that idea was interesting.

“Was there something you needed, Omar?” asked Mark, thinking he knew exactly what Omar needed.

“A boy called Chase is at the door looking for you,” he replied.

Mark turned toward Trish and asked, “On your way out, could you let him in, Trish?”

Trish hesitated for a moment before replying, “Of course.” She got up and left. Omar's eyes followed her the whole way out. Well, Mark would need to cool Omar's libido off, and he had just the thing in mind, and that thing didn't include Trish.

Once alone, Mark said to Omar, “Chase is here to tutor me in math, you know what that means?” He asked that while showing Omar his perfect A on his math test score. Omar looked at the paper for a long second before it sank in.

“Oh, should I . . .”

“Check in with me in a few minutes to make sure he isn't getting too fresh,” finished Mark. “I think it is a good idea. I'm not that type of girl, as you know so well, but eighteen-year-old boys just don't understand that fact.”

Omar gave Mark a wink and left. Mark checked himself in the mirror. His black tights hugged him, showing off his panty like good tights should. His white half-T-shirt couldn't have been shorter. Indeed, it was more like a third than a half. When Mark raised his arms, the bottom of his breasts could be exposed if not for his bra. Mark reached around and unhooked his bra. His room was cold, and that led to maximum nips. Hard nips and bottom boob, just the tools for getting men to do what a girl wants. This was a crazy idea that was forming, and it was suddenly exactly what Mark wanted. But if this worked, it meant women had unlimited power over men. The exact opposite of what every tech bro thought. How could they know, though? They had never been a hot ass woman like Mark was now.

Another knock came to the door. Mark tossed his bra and replied, “Come in.”

Chase entered, and his eyes immediately went to Mark's chest. Chase was going to be a good boy, wasn't he?

“Oh, thank goodness you're here. My test scores have been just awful,” said Mark, moving over and hugging Chase.

“Well . . .” Chase's voice cracked, as from his vantage point he looked down Mark's shirt.

“Well indeed, you do have your math book?” asked Mark.

“I thought we were using yours,” Chase replied.

“That is so wise,” assured Mark. He bent over to dig his math textbook out of his backpack. He peered through his thigh gap to catch the dog Chase staring exactly at what he should be staring at. What a good boy he was.

“Here it is!” exclaimed Mark. He sat down on his bed and patted the space next to him. Chase shuffled over. Mark planted the textbook in Chase's lap. Right next to the growing bulge that was hard to miss. In a virtual world, every man was hung like a horse. They say it isn't the size of the boat, but the motion in the ocean that counts, but only guys with small dinghies say that.

Chase asked, “What area are you having problems with?”

“Addition,” replied Mark.

“That's pretty basic stuff,” assured Chase.

Mark slid his hand over the textbook. He didn't stop until his left hand planted on Chase's trouser bulge. He batted his eyes. “I know, but I'm having trouble all the same. I keep trying to add up one and one, but it keeps not being two.” He then leaned in and kissed Chase square on the lips. Chase was an eager recipient.

Naturally, as soon as their lips parted, he brought up unpleasant topics. “I shouldn't, you see, I am seeing Becky already. In fact, I am taking her to the dance Friday night.”

Mark placed his finger over Chase's lips. He explained, “I'm not into the future, Chase. This moment is about me taking you in the present. Where else would you rather be than right here, right now?” Mark popped the button on Chase's pants. Chase clearly was living in the moment. Indeed, his ample cock was very up for right here, right now. Mark fished it out and gently petted it.

“My, that's a big one. I bet it likes to be sucked,” said Mark.

He didn't wait for a response. Mark went down to his knees in front of Chase. He inhaled that majestic piece of manhood. He wasn't shy about it. No, he gargled that thing right down to its meaty balls.

The room door opened, right on time. Omar said, “Just checking . . .” He didn't finish that sentence.

Mark spat out Chase's dick because it wasn't polite to speak with your mouth full. He then said, “Just the man I wanted to see. I always wanted to suck two guys off at the same time.”

Omar replied, “I don't think . . .”

Mark cut him off. “I don't want you thinking. I want you rock hard and in my mouth. Chase, dear, slide over and make room for Omar.” Mark gave Chase a few tugs after saying that, and that was enough to encourage Chase to slide over. “Come on, Omar, sit down and get that cock out,” added Mark.

Omar didn't need to be asked twice. He'd planted Mark once before and knew a good lay when he had one. Now Mark had two boys just where he wanted them. He gently stroked them both, one hand per cock. Mark said, as he stroked, “I've never had this much masculinity in one place. It is making me so wet. But you know what would really turn me on?” She grabbed Chase's hand and slowly moved it toward Omar's engorged penis. She added a wink. “Go on, give Omar a little jerk.”

“But . . .”

She interrupted Chase, “Nothing turns a girl on more than two guys touching each other. It makes me so wet, so horny. I'd do anything to see it, anything.”

“Really,” the boys said in unison.

She pulled her shirt off and tossed it to the floor. “Really.” Chase looked at Omar, and Omar looked at Chase. Slowly, their hand went for the other's member. Mark smiled in perverted satisfaction. They grabbed hold. They wiggled it a little. Soon, the two boys were stroking each other off. Their inhibition faded away.

Mark spat on both hands. He lubed up his middle fingers on each hand. Then he slid them under each boy’s ball sack. Mark massaged their balls as they jerked each other off. They didn't notice that Mark's hand was moving toward a final destination. He pressed his finger against their secret holes.

“Rock back a little, fellas. Nothing feels better than a prostate massage while being jerked,” assured Mark.

They both rock backward in unison while still jerking away. Mark pressed inside their bottoms, hitting pay dirt. Both boys winced, but they didn't protest the penetration.

“Oh man!” exclaimed Chase.

“It feels so good,” agreed Omar.

“I told you it would, and it is making me so wet inside. I might cream my panties just watching you studs,” said Mark. Mark started working his magic middle fingers in and out. That encouraged the boys to jerk each other in rhythm.

Finally, Mark was satisfied they’d be up for more, so he slid his fingers out and licked them. “Now, boys, I think I'm ready.”

Both boys stopped jerking. Each one thought they were going to be the one to plant her sweet, wet flower. There were more wet flowers at play tonight than these boys realized. They’d soon learn. Mark was going to make sure the planting went as he wanted it. Mark instructed, “Chase, my dear, I want you on top of me, exposing that now gaping hole of yours for Omar to fill.”

“But I'm not gay!” the two boys exclaimed in unison, as if that statement was going to prevent what was about to happen.

Mark ignored him. He stood up and pulled his leggings down, panties and all. His bare cooter did a lot of speaking, and those two boys looked at each other. “It's not gay, because do I look like a man?” They shook their heads. “Good, now Chase on top of me, and Omar on top of Chase. I love a man that can give and get at the same time.”

“Really?” asked Chase.

“Really,” assured Mark.

Mark lay down among the stuffed animals on the bed. Chase was quickly on top of Mark’s exposed body. He planted his cock inside Mark quickly. A real teenage boy took time to find his mark, this really was a virtual world. But one with well-hung meat. Mark, as advertised, was slick as could be for him. Omar was just as jacked as Chase. He soon planted Chase just as quickly. Mark could tell when it went inside Chase, by the pleased expression on Chase's face. Soon, the bedroom was alive with the lovely sound of flesh on flesh. There was nothing like watching from the bottom as a man takes your boyfriend. Having gone anal before, Mark knew how good it felt to be taken that way. Now Chase did too. Poor Becky, she’d never be able to compete with what Mark had taught Chase to enjoy.

“It feels so good!” exclaimed Chase.

“I know, I know. You're such a good boy, gape for my step-brother, let him deep inside. Gape wide and proud for him,” said Mark.

“I'm doing my best,” said Chase.

“I know you are. What a good boy you are.”

Mark wrapped his arms around his man. Now he ground his precious button against Chase's manhood. It was time for Mark to reward himself for all his hard work. In the moment, they were one. Three beings feeling pure sexual joy. It didn't matter who was inside who; it only mattered what the obvious outcome would be.

“Fuck!” exclaimed Omar, as he delivered his salty load deep inside Chase.

“I think he came inside me,” sobbed Chase, realizing he might just be a little gay now.

“Don't worry about it, my dear. Just deliver me your love's essence deep down below. I need it, I want it, I crave your seed. Becky could never treat you better than me. Dump her, dump her, and make me yours,” begged Mark.

“I will!” exclaimed Chase as he released his flow into Mark's hot box. Mark climaxed deliciously while Chase was still inside him.

The two boys appeared spent. Mark did the sensible thing, now that he'd gotten what he wanted out of them. Mark said, “You two had better go shower off together.”

The two boys looked at each other, apparently trying hard not to acknowledge what they had just done. Omar finally said, “I'll show you where the showers are.” They took off the rest of their clothes and went off together.

Mark lay on his bed, still cream-filled and happy. He laughed out loud while clutching a stuffed animal with each hand. He had just gotten to boys so horny he was able to turn them out. Holy crap, that was real power. The female power over men felt unlimited. He could manipulate men to his whim for just the promise of his sweet goods. Men were simple, easily manipulated, and fun so long as you controlled them. Women had all the real power in the world. It was like a secret no other tech bro knew. What else could he make boys do? He didn't know, but he was willing to find out. Marcia was such a good girl. She’d let Mark find out everything. He squeezed those stuffed animals against his breasts. It was so nice to be a girl.


Chapter 8

Mark was getting better at getting up on time to look glamorous for school. Even a school uniform couldn’t dull a flower like Marcia. Indeed, school uniforms were quite the turn on. Did the people who insisted girls wear them know that? Maybe they did and were just perverts. Yeah, absolutely, they did and were perverts.

Mark arrived at school. Trish had walked to school with him today and she hadn't asked the big question about last night. Mark hadn't shared details yet. Some details were best kept to yourself, and making your step-brother and your now boyfriend bisexual seemed one of them. No doubt, if this simulation kept playing, Trish would find out the hard way, which, when it came to sex, was always the best way to find something out. The harder the way, the better.

Mark headed for the school’s front doors. He noticed Trish wasn't coming with him. He asked, “Aren't you coming?”

Trish lowered her voice. “Becky is standing by the door. She doesn't look happy.”

“I wonder why?” pretended Mark, knowing exactly why. Chase had dumped her ass. That was because Becky had a lot to offer a man, but men didn't deserve to be offered anything. Men were there to be told what to do. You needed to put them on a leash and have them grind on each other's legs. Becky hadn’t learned that, but she would eventually.

“What exactly happened between you and Chase?” asked Trish at long last.

Ah, the cat was out of the bag. It was funny that it took so long. Trish may not have wanted the truth, probably because secretly she wanted Mark too. Everyone wanted Marcia, and Marcia wanted everyone, so Trish was safe. Maybe it was time to explain how things were with Trish. One man and one woman was such an outdated concept. There was no fun in that.

“He asked me to the dance, and I said yes,” replied Mark.

“Really! That's exactly what you wanted,” exclaimed Trish.

“Not exactly.”

“But…”

“I'm finding my desires are very fluid these days,” said Mark.

“I hate to say it, but Chase dumping Becky for you is going to lead to trouble,” said Trish, pointing out Becky standing by the school’s doors as if Mark forgot about that. Becky was no doubt waiting to have words with Mark. That subplot was all part of the simulation. It was a tired trope that needed spicing up, and Mark came to school prepared with spice.

“I figured as much. Let's go have some fun with her,” said Mark.

“Fun?” questioned Trish.

“Lots and lots of fun, trust me.”

Mark made sure his school uniform was straight, and then he set off toward Becky. Becky was thick. Yeah, she had a bit of butch in her. No doubt after Mark was done with her, she'd have little interest in boys like Chase. Well, except to peg them, but there was no time for such fun today, at least with the boys.

“You are so dead,” announced Becky, as they neared her.

“Becky, there you are. I wanted a word with you,” replied Mark, pretending not to hear the obvious threat.

“No one likes a bratty girl, bitch!” said Becky, not taking a liking to Mark’s approach.

“I take it this is about me taking your boyfriend,” said Mark.

“You didn’t take nothing, he’d mine,” scowled Becky.

“Anything, you didn’t take anything. See, Trish, no one taught this girl how to properly speak,” replied Mark.

Becky took a backhand to Mark’s face. Mark tried not to like it, but he was starting to learn to like it rough. Full girl-on-girl fights were just a bit of fun for Mark. “If it's going to be like that, then it is best we find a place a little more private. I don’t want to attract a crowd. At least, not yet.”

“It’s your funeral, you just schedule the time and date,” scowled Becky.

“Right now, of course, in the back of school away from prying eyes,” said Mark.

Mark started heading to the back alley of the school. He didn’t check if Becky was following him; he took that fact for granted. Trish whispered to Mark, “I’d be careful if I were you. I think she’s after your ass.”

“I hope so,” whispered Mark right back.

Down the back alley led to the back side of the school yard. The bell rang, signaling the beginning of the school day. Not that Mark feared missing class. He just hoped missing class was going to be worth it. He wasn’t really into athletic girls like Becky. He found the muscles unattractive. At least, the old Mark had found women like that too butch. The new Mark had learned to appreciate men with all their strength and conditioning. There was a lot to like about a butch look. Mark went behind the school dumpster. It felt like a fitting place. He handed his backpack over to Trish.

“I think we should find a teacher or something,” whispered Trish.

“They’d just get in the way,” replied Mark, as he opened his backpack.

“Don’t bother getting out your school lunch. When I’m done with you, you won’t have any teeth left to eat it,” said Becky.

“We know, we know, you want to kick my ass, and I want you to,” replied Mark. He pulled out a black latex strap-on. He showed it to Becky.

“What the fuck is that?” Becky asked.

“Becky, let’s not pretend. We both know what this is. We also both know that I removed Chase from your life not because I wanted to be with him . . .”

“Really?” questioned Trish out loud.

Mark gave Trish a hard stare and then finished, “I did it because I’d rather be with you instead, and Chase was between you and me.”

Becky didn’t reply to that. She just stood there staring at that black beauty in Mark’s hands. That was a good sign. Mark shimmied his school skirt to the ground, exposing pretty yellow panties.

“What are you doing?” asked Trish.

“I’m doing Becky, want to join in?” Mark asked Trish. He didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, he cupped Trish under the chin and kissed her square on the mouth.

“You two are dykes!” exclaimed Becky, in disgust.

“We three,” corrected Mark.

“If you think I’m going to . . .” Becky’s attempts to protest her clear homosexual tendencies were paused by Mark dropping his panties to the ground and presenting his better half to Becky. Mark looked between his legs at Becky’s rather interested face.

“Yes, you were going to what?” Mark asked.

“Bitch, you fucking deserve this!” Becky replied. Then she tore the strap-on from Mark’s hands and started spanking Mark with it. She spanked Mark hard and repeatedly until Mark’s ass grew as red as a cherry.

“Becky, stop, you’re hurting her,” begged Trish.

Mark wanted none of that, so he said to Trish, “Oh, Trish, shut up and get spanked alongside me.”

Trish looked longingly at Becky. Becky yelled, “Go on, assume the position, whore!”

Becky had a way with words. She was rough and abusive with them. That’s the way Mark liked his women now. Trish quickly dropped her skirt. She was too excited to drop her panties, too. It didn’t matter. A good, solid spanking worked panties on or off. Becky went back to work, hammering that black beauty down on their welcoming bottoms. She was like a drummer; she didn’t miss a beat, and she had four drumheads to strike.

“It feels good,” whimpered Trish.

“I’m so fucking wet, if that dildo doesn’t go up my ass soon, I’m going to cream anyway,” added Mark.

Becky knew a good idea when she heard one. She stepped into the strap-on and tried it on for size. Soon, she was wearing that black beauty like it was her favorite accessory. No doubt, it soon would be. She didn’t waste any time spanking Mark’s bottom. Then Becky spit onto Mark’s exposed backside. The hot sticky saliva oozed down Mark’s crack. Becky grasped his ass cheeks and jiggled Mark’s bottom, steering that hot, sticky saliva into Mark’s slowly gaping hole.

“It’s going in your ass, bitch,” informed Becky, as if that was ever in doubt.

“I wouldn’t take from you any other way,” boasted Mark.

Becky pressed her rod into Mark’s secret glory hole of lust. He had done it. He’d turned Becky out just like that. Shit, being a hot chick was so much easier than being a guy. You could fuck who you wanted, when you wanted. You just had to say go. Only, he really didn’t want to fuck anyone. He wanted them to fuck him. He loved being their tight ass love hole. It was a role he was born to play. Becky played on him like her newfound thing was going to become an obsession. 

“Is it good?” asked Trish.

Mark was such a selfish little love whore. Here he was taking all the fun for himself. “Becky, Trish wants to know if it is good.”

Becky pulled out. Her strap-on wasn’t lonely long. It was greased up with Mark’s secret sauce of anal taint, and that let it ease ever so happily inside Trish’s virgin backdoor. As Becky found her rhythm, Mark slid under Trish. Trish was likely dripping wet with love juice. Mark had tasted them once before. Mark loved tossing a salad, and Trish’s salad was among the freshest around.

“Oh, this is so...” That’s all Trish got out of her mouth before creaming Mark’s eager tongue with her love flow. Not that it stopped anything. Becky was too into the moment to stop. Mark sat up. He started spanking both girls’ eager beavers, as the anal play continued.

“Spank it, bitch!” cheered Becky.

Mark didn’t follow orders. Instead, he slid his fingers deep inside and ground down on her magic mound as the strap-on destroyed what was left of Trish’s bottom.

“Fuck!” exclaimed Becky.

Becky yanked that strap-on out. She was soaked in sweet sweat earned by working a girl as hard as a girl could get worked. Mark, for his part, cleaned that black dildo strap-on with his tongue. He wanted to lick up every drop of Trish’s anal taint. A good fuck doll keeps her stud’s wand clean, and Mark was the best fuck doll in town. He was proud of the fact.

“I guess none of us should tell Chase about this,” said Trish.

Becky looked at Trish and then Mark. She replied, “Chase who?”

The three of them laughed and then collapsed into each other’s arms. The school bell went off, and the sound of students filled the air. Mark was too into the moment to give a crap.


Chapter 9

Mark woke up in bed next to Trish. He probably shouldn't have her sleeping in bed with him, but she sure beats a stuffed animal any day of the week. Sure, he had pretty much broken the simulation at this point, but he'd had fun doing it. Now Trish and he were a thing. And Omar and he were a thing. And Becky and he were a thing. And Marcia was getting straight As in math, too. He’d done them all in assorted arrangements, and it had been fun.

He stretched and got out of bed. The date on the alarm clock read bad news. The week was almost over. After allowing Becky to nail him, he'd spent the last few days descending into a depth of depravity normally reserved for OnlyFans pages. He couldn't think of a way to top what he'd already done inside this world. He'd turned out boys and girls and learned the pleasure of being everyone's plaything. What more was there to do? Was there anything left to being a woman?

“Are you excited about the dance tonight?” asked Trish.

The dance, he’d forgotten all about it, and his boyfriend, Chase. Mark turned to face the bed. For the first time, he felt something strange. Trish wasn't real, but he was used to her being around all the time. Female friends were like that. Tech bros weren’t nearly the same thing. They were just there when they needed you. They were never there when you needed them. She was his girlfriend like no other woman had been before. More than that, she was his lover. She'd do anything for him and to him. He'd never connected with a woman before on that level. It felt . . .It felt great. And yet, it wasn't real. 

Trish came out of bed. She was as naked as the day she was born. She said, “There's something wrong; I can tell.” She embraced Mark, and her warmth flowed into Mark. He wished he could feel that love forever. 

“It's nothing,” replied Mark. He could tell Trish the truth, because there would be no point. The characters in this simulation couldn't tell they were in a simulation. Trish didn't know she had merely hours left of existence. Then she'd be reloaded and the simulation run with someone new. Probably someone who wouldn’t do half the fun stuff Mark and she had done. Yeah, no one could ever love Trish the way Mark had, right? That new woman would play the game, trying to get Chase. She wouldn't appreciate Trish the way she deserved to be appreciated. It wasn't fair. Mark wanted more time here. He deserved it. Trish deserved it. Only, Trish wasn’t real. He had to remember that. This was all playing in Mark’s brain.

Mark pulled away from Trish, he said, “We'd better get ready for school.”

“I wish I had a man like Chase waiting to take me to a dance,” said Trish.

“Yeah, someday, Trish, it will happen,” Mark knew the reality of the programming would never let that happen. He had turned out Trish, but the underlying simulation couldn't be escaped totally. The simulation was all about tonight’s dance, only it felt like there was nothing special about it anymore. He’d already banged Chase. Heck, he’d gotten Chase to go bi. What more was there to do?

Mark shuffled to the closet door. He was feeling slightly melancholy about things. Well, there was nothing to be done but to get ready for school. He opened his dream closet and walked inside, looking for his school uniform. He clapped his hands, and the closet light went on. His eyes didn't focus on the area of the closet where his school uniforms were kept. His eyes focused on the very back of the closet. He felt an urge inside him. He slowly walked toward the back. He was walking without truly knowing why. There was a lure back there, and he followed it out of instinct. He reached out and touched the first article of clothing he saw. It was a dress. One could not have a dance without a dress. He pulled the dress out and placed it against his body. Then he rapidly tossed it away. He tried another dress and then another. None of them felt right.

“Trish, get in her!” Mark yelled.

Trish dashed inside the closet. She asked, “What is wrong?”

Mark turned to him, holding a pink silk dress with lace. He said to Trish, “I want to look beautiful for the dance.”

“But you're already beautiful,” replied Trish.

“You can't understand. But imagine this was my last day as a woman and this dance was all I have left,” Mark explained.

“Like you were dying of cancer or something.”

“Exactly!”

“But you're not!”

“It doesn't matter what is and what will be. All I have is tonight, Trish, and all I want in the world is to be the prettiest dainty princess for Chase. Can you help make me the prettiest little flower for the dance!”

“Like, act like this is your wedding day?” asked Trish.

“Yes, exactly the right mentality.”

“We can try.”

“Yes, we must try. We must make me a pretty little princess for the ball.”

Trish started sorting through dresses. “Too red, too blue, too awful . . .Who bought all these?”

“Nothing looks right,” lamented Mark.

“Because we're not thinking hard enough,” said Trish, then she snapped her fingers. She went to a different area of the closet. She must have found what she was looking for. “Ah, an old Halloween costume. What do you think?”

Mark stared at the costume. His eyes slowly grew in size. Yes, this was it. This is who he wanted to be on his last night in this world. Doctor Strap had promised him he'd be king of his own world, so why should he want to be king when he could be a queen instead? Well, a princess, to be exact, a pretty little princess dressed in a princess's dress.

Mark snatched up the princess dress. It was perfect. It was everything he wanted to be. “I bet there's a crown around here.”

“Here is a tiara,” replied Trish. She placed it on Mark's head. Mark smiled in satisfaction. 

“Are there matching earrings?” Mark asked.

“I think so!”

“This is it. Trish, you are wonderful,” Mark hugged Trish as hard as he could. A girl couldn't ask for a better best friend and lover. 

“Shoes!” exclaimed Trish.

Mark looked at his dainty feet. What would be best for a princess? High heels would make his ass pop, but that wasn't what princesses wore. Mark replied, “Slippers, I must have a pair of slippers.”

“Bathroom slippers don't really match the look,” said Trish.

“No, ruby, crystal, glass, think about it. The finest princesses always wear luxurious slippers,” pointed out Mark.

“Do you have a pair that would work?” asked Trish.

“I must. This place has everything. It will have a pair of the perfect slippers inside here. I am sure of it. Every woman wants to be a little princess once in a while.”

He went to the show collection. A simulation like this wouldn't disappoint. They would be in here. Would they be ruby, glass, or made of pure diamond? Mark's heart began to race. He found them, the perfect pair of crystal slippers. They fit his feet like a glove. 

Trish said, “Those are amazing.”

“This is perfect. Everything is perfect. I'm going to be the perfect little princess.”

“Gloves!” exclaimed Trish.

She was so correct. Every princess wore gloves. There was something classy about a matching pair of gloves on a princess. She wondered if she possibly could have gloves.

“Do you see any gloves?” asked Mark.

Trish shrugged. “It is your closet.”

If only she knew this wasn't Mark's closet. It could be. He had the money to buy all this and more. Only in the real world didn’t he need a closet like this. Need, it was such a big word. A closet like this wasn't built for needs. It was built for wants. He wanted a closet like this. He wanted it badly. But a closet like this was only for girls. Mark was only a pretty little flower for a few more hours. Those hours needed to be perfect. He needed gloves. Please, let the perfect pair be here, he hoped. 

“Here!” exclaimed Trish.

She was Mark's hero. She had found the perfect matching pair. Mark immediately tried them on. They felt satisfying to wear. 

“Let's go put your makeup on and do your hair,” said Trish.

Mark looked at his nails. A person couldn't see their nails through the gloves. Not that it mattered. Yes, it didn't matter at all, but he wanted fresh polish, just the same. Not only that, he wanted fake eyelashes. And his hair needed to be put up in a bun. Yes, a tight bun with a pretty little bow holding it in place. He was almost giddy over the idea. 

“I think that you’re glowing,” said Trish.

“What do you mean?” asked Mark.

“I don’t know. Maybe it is like your wedding day. They say the bride glows on her wedding day.”

“Why does she do that?” asked Mark.

Trish hugged him. Then she kissed him on the lips. She explained, “Because you are in love.”

“Of course, I love you.”

“I meant him.”

“Who?”

“Chase.”

Chase? That didn’t sound right at all. Mark couldn’t be in love with him. He was a man, and Mark was . . .Well, in this world, maybe he could fall in love with a man. Was he in love with Chase? That was the point of the simulation. Love, it was such a novel concept. Mark hadn’t really felt that emotion before. He’d used people. He’d treated them like shit for his pleasure. But here, as a girl, he could feel love. He loved Trish; he was sure of it. Could he fall in love with Chase, too?

“Do you think Chase loves me back?” asked Mark, praying the answer might be yes.

“How could he not fall in love with you?”

Mark smiled. Yes, how could he not? Mark was so lovable . . . Now. He’d changed, and he was happy for the change. He really was a little princess now.


Chapter 10

The front doorbell rang. It was the third time it had rung out. Trish hadn’t moved a muscle to answer it. Omar was inconveniently not at home. Good, there was not a thought about him tonight. 

“Should I answer it?” asked Mark.

“A lady always keeps a man waiting,” reminded Trish.

“But for three rings?”

“A real man waits forever for the right lady,” assured Trish.

Mark remembered all the hours he wasted waiting for women. None of them had ever been worth it. Maybe he was wrong about that point, though. Maybe Mark hadn't been worth it. Yeah, he had a lot of issues in the real world. He wasn’t like Marcia. But he could be. It was an idea.

“I think now is the time,” announced Trish.

Trish left to open the front door. It was better for Trish to open it than Omar. Mark had to laugh at that. Mark could use his beauty to get men and women to do whatever he wanted. Sexually, that is, but there was more to life than just sex. He had used this world for sexual gratification. Only, there was more to life than that. He loved being Marcia. Marcia, unlike Mark, was someone who could be loved. She was lovable. Trish adored her. Chase was smitten. Mark had used them all. He felt guilty. There was something more to this simulation. That's why tonight meant so much to Mark. Mark wanted the more. At long last, he wanted the more in life. He wanted to be someone’s girl. That’s what this simulation was all about. It was such a noble thing for a woman to want.

He exited his bedroom and headed down the stairs. Chase stood at the door, looking striking in his pressed suit. He said, “I brought you flowers.”

Mark took up the roses and smelled them. They had a scent Mark had never noticed before. “Thank you, they are lovely,” said Mark. 

Trish took them from her, “I will go put them in water.”

They stood alone by the front door. Chase extended his arm. “Shall we go to the dance?”

“Yes,” replied Mark, allowing Chase to lock arms with him. Chase escorted him from the door to the driveway. He paused to open the car door for her. 

“Thank you again,” said Mark, as he sat in Chase's car. Chase closed the car door. 

“I hope your princess dress doesn’t get rumpled while we drive,” said Chase.

“I’m sure your seats are quite comfortable for even a dress such as this.”

He sat down in the driver's seat. He asked her, “What shall we listen to on the way to the dance?”

“Oh, whatever you wish,” replied Mark.

“Nonsense, I will put on Taylor Swift, every woman likes her.”

“Yes, that would be lovely,” agreed Mark.

The music played, and they drove to the local high school. Chase kept his eyes on the road. Mark used the mirror on the sunshade to check himself out, one last time. Marcia stared back at him. Lovely young Marcia comforted Mark. As her, he felt whole. Yes, Marcia completed him.

The music shut off, and the engine stopped. Mark pushed the sunshade up. He had lost track of time, staring at essentially himself in the mirror. A girl can get lost in thoughts of fantasy.  

“They really did the gym up nicely,” complimented Chase. Yeah, the old school gym was done up in the finest tissue paper money could buy. Mark opened his door, but Chase was quick on his feet. “Let me help you out.”

“You don't need to bother.”

“For a woman like you, it is no bother,” replied Chase.

Mark was soon out of the car and walking to the dance arm in arm with Chase. He stood at least a foot taller than she. They did look the part of a happy couple, Mark was sure of it.  Chase was smitten; that was easy to feel. Mark was . . .Uneasy all of a sudden. That felt strange.

They passed through the gym door. Music filled the air. It was a typical high school dance. Meaning that most boys and girls milled about, and very few actually danced at any one time. 

Chase asked him, “Would you care to dance?”

They had come here tonight for that reason, right? Only the answer was no. In a normal simulation run, tonight was the climax. The release of tension after a week of buildup. Only Mark had short-circuited all that. He’d climaxed already, more than once. There was nothing else left for tonight. And yet there felt like more to come. The simulation won. It had gotten Mark to the endgame, no matter how debauched Mark had been. What was the endgame? What was it that women like Mark really wanted? Love was the answer. Could Mark really feel love for a man?

Mark was scooped up by Chase and led onto the dance floor. It felt like just the two of them were there, no matter how filled the gymnasium was. 

Chase held him tight as he spun Mark around the dance floor. One hand was holding Mark's, as the other was planted firmly on his back. They twirled around the dance floor as vaguely 80s music blared into the cheaply decorated gymnasium. The songs changed, one after another, but Chase didn't let up. They were becoming in sync. Yeah, they were dancing as one.

The last song in the set ended, and Chase asked her, “Would you care for a glass of punch?”

“Thank you, I would,” Mark replied.

“Wait here, and I will get it for you,” said Chase, and he headed off.

He looked quite dapper in his suit. Mark was feeling . . .Well, funny. He couldn't place his finger on it. All he knew was that the evening had been quite the success. Which was odd, because it wasn't that long ago he felt a successful date was one where he planted the chick. There wasn't even a hint of sexual forwardness from Chase. He had been the perfect gentleman.

“Here you go, my lady,” said Chase, handing over a paper cup of punch. Mark eyed it suspiciously. He remembered how punch at dances went at his high school. “Don't worry, no one spiked it,” assured Chase.

Mark giggled. He replied, “It is like you read my mind.” Then he sipped his drink. 

“You have a wonderful one,” said Chase.

“A wonderful what?” asked Mark, not expecting the statement.

“Mind, of course,” replied Chase, taking a sip of his punch.

“You really think so?”

“I find it the most attractive feature of a woman,” assured Chase.

“Oh, I don't know,” replied Mark, not sure how to take a compliment. People all week had turned their heads over how Marcia looked. No one said anything about her mind. 

“I think maybe you got that F in math on purpose,” said Chase.

“Why would I do a thing like that?” asked Mark right back.

“Why indeed,” stated Chase bluntly. They looked into each other's eyes for a long minute. He knew. He knew what? Mark loved him! That was the answer, and he knew. He didn’t run away or take advantage of him. No, he just kept on being the same wonderful Chase. This is what women wanted. This is what Mark wanted. He wanted it so badly.

The music started up again. It was a slow number. There was nothing Mark wanted to do more than dance again with Chase. He wasn't just a hunk to seduce. He was . . . Well, of course he was. He was programmed that way. Mark was supposed to fall in love with him. That was what the simulation was all about. Only Mark couldn't really fall in love. Not with a man, anyway. But there was this strange feeling inside him tonight. It was his last night here. It was his last chance to be Marcia. It was his last chance to feel real love. The Mark of the real world felt incapable of loving. Yeah, that guy was a complete incel loser. He couldn’t hold a candle to a real man, like Chase. But any love between them wouldn’t last. It was going to end. It was going to end tonight.

“It isn't an ending,” said Mark.

Chase raised an eyebrow. “I don't follow you.”

“I was talking to myself,” explained Mark. He added, “Care to dance?”

“All night so long if I get to dance with you,” replied Chase. Mark's heart sank. 

They went out on the dance floor again. And they dance the whole number and the next. This wasn't an ending. It was the beginning. Mark felt something he had never felt before. He didn't feel lust or satisfaction for meaningless sexual conquest. No, this was something different. This was something new to him. Love! He had never felt actual love for a man before.

He pulled Chase in closer and rested his head on Chase's broad shoulders. He'd had Omar take Chase up the ass. He'd tried to make a joke out of the simulation. But the simulation had won. Being a woman was everything to Mark now, because only a woman could feel the squishy warmth that comes with the love Chase gave off unconditionally. Thus was a type of bliss Mark hadn't counted on. 

“I wish we could stay like this forever,” sighed Mark.

“Forever is no time at all,” replied Chase.

Forever, it was true what he said. This moment couldn't last, but it would never fade. Mark would remember this dance for the rest of his days. This moment in time was forever in his mind. The music, the man, the moment, it all added up to perfection.

And then like that, it was gone. 


Chapter 11

The world was nothing but eternal darkness. Mark's senses felt empty. He’d become disconnected from reality. Only that wasn’t correct. This must be reality now. The virtual world was gone. Shit, he couldn't see, he no longer could hear, feel, smell, or taste. He had completely blanked out. This was frightening. He began to shiver.  

Then the first sound came out of the darkness to comfort him. It was Doctor Strap's stern voice, “Is the patient awake yet?”

‘Yes, Doctor,” said a nurse.

The world suddenly became bright. The light blinded him. He had to close his eyes to ease the pain. 

“The helmet is off,” declared a nurse.

“Detach him from the chair!” ordered Doctor Strap.

“At once, Doctor,” said a nurse.

Mark opened his eyes again. They had adjusted by now. They fell on Doctor Strap. He said, “Trish, is it you?”

“You are sadly mistaken, Mr. Simpson,” replied Doctor Strap.

Mark was coming around. He was back for sure in the real world. He immediately reached down and felt his boys dangling there between his legs. He had expected to feel joy in their return, but instead he felt a sense of sadness. He didn’t need them anymore. It had happened; he'd left the world of Marcia. He was back in reality. He never felt so empty to be a man.

“Mr. Simpson, your session is over. Please, get dressed, so we may clean the room for the next virtual player. This is a very popular game, and time is money. Nurses, leave until the patient has vacated the room,” said Doctor Strap. The nurses shuffled out.

Mark shook his head. “Right, right.” He slid out of the virtual reality chair. He vaguely remembered about the cubby filled with his clothes. He staggered over to it. Only it wasn't a stagger that he was doing. He walked funny, though. He walked like a girl to the cubby. He'd spent too much time as Marcia. He had muscle memory now of how to walk, hold his head, and sway his ass. He head flicked to toss his hair that wasn't there. He wondered how long this muscle memory would last. How long until he was a man again?

He pressed on the cubby door, and it opened. He rubbed his head, trying to get his right state of mind.

“You know, you put me in the damn wrong simulation,” said Mark.

“Dress and leave, we’ve no time for small talk,” scolded Doctor strap.

Small talk. He looked at his junk. It was so inferior to Omar’s or Chase’s. They had what women wanted, and Marcia had what Mark wanted. He shook his head. He was a man again, and he needed to start acting like it. Only there was something wrong. He blinked and looked inside the cubby again. Inside, all his clothes were gone. In their place was a pair of pretty lace panties, gloves, a tiara, and that princess dress. The one from his last night that he wore as Marcia. How could that be?

“Something wrong, Mr. Simpson?” asked Doctor Strap.

“No . . .Yes, my clothes are gone,” he stammered.

“Are they?”

He pulled the dress out and showed it to the doctor. “I don't think this is mine.”

“How strange, you appeared quite happy inside it just a few minutes ago.”

Mark turned red. It was partly out of embarrassment and partly due to rage. “You knew I was trapped in a female body for a week and did nothing about it!”

“Know, I put you in it.”

“You, bitch!”

“Careful, darling, on who you call a bitch.” She opened up her lab coat. She was wearing a black latex bodysuit underneath. Suddenly, it felt hot inside the room despite the constant blowing of the air conditioning.

“What's this?”

“Marcia, my dear, remembered my words from the party. You've proven yourself a man to me, and so, now you may have me,” explained Doctor Strap.

“Really?”

“Well, not really. Instead, you've proven to me you're a perfectly good little girl. And because of that, I may have you. Yes, you're now exactly the type of man I like.” She pulled a twelve-inch dildo from her lab coat pocket. She began to attach it in the most inappropriate place.

Mark wanted to protest. He needed to protest. But Marcia had a weakness for twelve inches. His grip on the princess dress tightened. He stammered, “I can't be a girl in this world.”

“I think you will find that isn't true.”

“Can I put the dress on first?” asked Mark.

“Of course, my good obedient girl,” Doctor Strap.

Mark's heart raced. Maybe this was crazy, but it was also perfectly normal. That was because he'd never felt love as Mark. But being Marcia had let him learn how to be more than just another blowhard tech bro going through the motions. He had learned how to love and be loved. He could be Doctor Strap’s love interest. He was sure of it.

He put on his precious princess dress. He slid the gloves on his hands. He then put on the tiara. He reached for the panties, but they’d sort of get in the way, now wouldn’t they? This stuff felt like a second skin. Marcia felt pretty now, but was she pretty?

“Do I look pretty?” he asked.

“My dear Marcia, you are ever so pretty.”

“Thank you, Doctor Strap.”

“Call me, Trish.”

Trish! Mark examined her face. Yes, that is why he'd called her that name out upon seeing her face. The years and the dyed hair couldn't disguise the fact that Doctor Strap had inserted a younger version of herself into the simulation. When he'd eaten her out virtually, it had been such a lovely experience. Could life imitate reality? He dropped to his knees, ever so willing to find out.

“Open wide,” ordered Trish.

Mark did as told. She shoved that latex love stick in his mouth. She rammed it home, right down his throat. He could smell the odor of Trish, but all he could taste was plastic. It was torture to be so close to what he really wanted and yet so far away. Not that it stopped him. He knew his way around a cock by now. He treated that plastic fantastic like the real thing. Trish would have to appreciate that fact. She had to know he was her good little princess.

“Are we getting wet?” asked Trish.

Mark wasn't sure. His equipment had changed, but the muscle memory was still there, right? If a girl like him could get wet, then his anus must be drenched. He looked up with wide open eyes and a full mouth and did his best to nod his head.

“Time to be the best girlfriend a girl ever had, on the chair,” Trish ordered.

Mark spat out that latex cock. He rushed to the chair. He reclined it immediately. She placed his legs on her broad shoulders. She then pressed them back until that dildo tickled Mark's fancy. This was the big moment. His own cock and balls didn't matter anymore. If he were to make real love the way he was meant to, he could only be the perfect little tight hole for his lover. He could do that. He was so sure that he could do that!

Trish eased her love stick inside his pleasure hole. His nerves remembered! They knew just how good this felt. He reached to rub his magic button. That sad little cock of his got in the way. He could change that. Yeah, he had billions. That was more than enough to get any drug Marcia needed. To get any surgery, Marcia needed to. Marcia was inside him just as sure as Trish was. He could make Marcia more than a virtual girl. She was real. She was him. Trish saw that all along. She had helped her to realize that fact. Trish was good to him. She was hers. She'd teach Marcia everything she needed to know. Maybe she already had.

Marcia's loins burst with his first real stimulated climax. It would not be her last. Marcia lay back and let Trish finish. She was the perfect little hole for her lover. When Trish was done, Mark went down on her to finish her off just like he had learned to do. Life, it was so good when you were the bottom. Only as the bottom, could Mark reach the top. He felt an inner warmth. No, she felt an inner warmth. She was Marcia now. She was Trish’s forever. Yeah, she couldn’t wait for the wedding. Soon, she knew she’d be Mrs. Strap.
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