

Social isolation is the great plague of our generation. A kind of isolation brought upon by our quickly evolving technological world. Technological advances that demand constant and consistent oblation. And those who fail to do so find themselves forced out of cultural inclusion. A kind of culture that does not seek to include any part of their true humanity, but without such leaves one starving and broken all the same. It is in all ways, a lose-lose situation for many. Many like myself, who find they are unable to keep up with the demand. A demand for the information of their personal day, such information is the world’s new currency. And those unwilling or unable to sell it have very little hope in finding a place in this society.

The thing about social isolation is this; though you are not alone in being alone, you are forced to be alone in feeling it, if that makes sense.

Whether it was their plan to fight such an epidemic or simply a side effect of their creation, Virtuoso was the only hope for myself and many others like me. Virtuoso was at one point just another virtual reality gaming company. Just one in a sea of many. It wasn’t until they perfected their own version of virtual reality that life truly began to change. Change in such a way that there was no going back.

Virtuoso managed to create what futurists could have only dreamed of. Made real that which was believed to only remain in the realm of science fiction. A fully immersive virtual world, an electric world that touched each of the senses as much as this one, if not at times more so.

I saved up as much money as I possibly could to be one of the firsts to experience that new reality. And it was not easy. I had to sacrifice a lot, working a low paying job. Sometimes having to go without certain necessities. But I saw the value in the potential of such a game. A game that was more than a game. I knew such sacrifices were going to be worth it.

I waited in line to receive the Virtuoso Pod. It was a small disk that suctioned to your temple and once activated transported the user fully into the systems interface. I waited in line for hours and hours. A wait that was most worth it. The line, full of people talking about their excitement and anticipation, but of course none of us really knew what to expect. How could we. We only knew what beta testers had to say about it. And in all their descriptions they found themselves at a loss for words.

Obviously with anything this world changing always comes backlash. Backlash from a backwards thinking society that feared what such a change might mean for their small minds. Spinning stories to show young people attached to electrodes lost in a stupor, their energy being sucked into the matrix or some nonsense like that. Refusing to see what one might just learn about themselves when freed from the chains of the physical world that we have come to know.

When I finally made the purchase and held that small box in my hands I could hardly believe it. I instantly wanted to get home, be sitting in my room. I had never felt so impatient in my life. I could not think of anything else other than getting home and trying it out. I practically ran to my car, started the engine, and took off. The whole time driving with the box sitting on my lap. The most precious cargo I’ve ever had. I didn’t want it to leave my side. Was this overly materialistic of me. Placing so much in something so small, so worldly. I hoped not. But at the same time maybe I didn’t really care. I didn’t have much to care for in life other than this. I placed a lot of hope in it. Hopefully it was not misplaced.

Some might call it escapism. As if that was some vile thing. To seek an escape. An escape from life we had no control of. Was it so bad to want an escape. When that escape sometimes felt more real than the thing you were trying to escape from. In some way I had to doubt that.

I made it home and quickly went to my bedroom. Unpackaging my new little gift to myself. Months of hard work sat on my bed before me. Under the best circumstances I’m not the type to sit and read the directions. And feeling this impatient, doing so was never going to happen. I was the type to just dive right in, now more than ever. I’ve seen the videos of testers trying it out. They laid themselves down, placed the pod to their temple, and we’re knocked out, waking up in another time and place. One that I was now given the chance to join.

I held the small pod in my hand, rolling it between my fingers. I wondered what such a small piece of plastic and electrical impulses could really do. Was I expecting too much. Would I end up disappointed. I didn’t want to doubt. I doubted too much of myself as it was. I didn’t want to doubt the sense of freedom so many spoke of as they first entered a whole new world.

I reclined myself on my bed. Suctioning the small plastic pod to the side of my head. Well here it goes. I took a deep breath in, and then out. I pressed the button on the pod in.

And I was in.

I took some time exploring the main interface and all that. Nothing to exciting, but seeing words and menus as interactable objects certainly took me back a bit. Like I was interacting with parts of the mind that couldn’t normally be touched. The first exciting thing I did was create an avatar for myself, a body by which I will interact with this electric life.

I wanted my avatar to be similar to myself. A woman, not too tall or too short. Long brunette hair. Okay maybe I didn’t make her look exactly like myself. I have to admit I made her a little more endowed than how I am in this life. Sweeter curves and a tighter ass. I could look like me, but the perfected vision of myself. Without any impurities. Sexier than I could ever bring myself to look in reality. Who wouldn’t do that though.

Once in this constructed world, I felt the warmth of its sun, the ground beneath my feet. I knelt down and touched the grass. Like a dream but more vivid and lucid than my waking life. Perhaps that was just the initial shock of being tossed into something so otherworldly, my conscious mind not yet given the opportunity to dull out the overwhelming sensations. But then these sensations were being directly linked to my mind, through constant electrical impulses, would they ever dull as they managed outside of here. I hoped not.

Simple enjoyment of scenery turned to interaction. Starting small by carving my name into the dirt. Leaving a mark of myself behind in this world so far mostly untouched. Seeing how it would remain there until something else came along to change it.

Soon enough exploration of this world around me turned to exploration of my own being here. If I could touch and feel. I could be touched and felt. I rubbed my hands together. Ran my hands through my hair. It all interacted as it would in reality. There was no distinguishable difference. I got caught up in the feelings. Losing myself in their wonder. Before I knew it, I had my hands sneaking up under my shirt giving my breasts a feel. Breasts that were bigger and heavier than what I was accustomed to. I found enjoyment in touching them. Enjoyment at how sensitive my nipples were. How they stiffened when played with.

This sensation of course led me to wonder how sensitive other more intimate parts of this body were. I filled with curiosity. I slid a hand under my waistband. First simply putting my hand over my vagina. It could indeed be felt, but how far did that feeling go. I teased my clit between my fingers. Waves of pleasure rolling over my body as I stood there. I bit my lip holding in the excitement as inhaled through my nostrils, exhaling heavily out of my mouth. Playing with myself out in the open of this world.

Not realizing just how out in the open I was. Not until I realized that there was another woman before me now, watching, a bit shocked and a bit interested. The embarrassment reddened my cheeks.

“I’m sorry, sorry,” I said, removing my hand from my pants. My oh my, it was so embarrassing.

“No no no, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have…”

It dawned on me that this was not like any other game. It didn’t feel like some character looking at my character, but a human looking at me. Though consciously I understood I existed as a my true self behind the scene of this place, the feeling of this being all that I am existed nonetheless. And this self had her bare breasts hanging out for anyone to see.

“No...look...I,” I stumbled my words. This was so awkward. Nothing in my life has ever been this awkward. And normally I’m a ball of constant social anxiety without a clue of how to interact with others, so that was really saying something. But then this scene was really something. Taking it in the context of the real world, which is how it felt, was there anything stranger than pleasuring yourself outside and being caught. I doubt it. But that’s exactly what happened, what I experienced in its fullness. Yet in the back of my mind I knew I could always sign off and disappear. Start this game all over if I really wanted to. None of it was permanent and really attached to me. And that escape route was what kept here, standing in silence, just watching this woman watch me.

“It’s really okay,” she said, stepping closer to me, “Admittedly it was one of the first things I tried out as well. Though I snuck away a bit further from the starting zone before going at it. You just went right to it though didn’t you? Interesting isn’t it?”

“I guess I couldn’t help it, but yeah, very,” I said. I reached down and picked up my shirt from off the ground and put it back on. We both wore the same outfit. The one I suppose everyone starts in. Not exactly fashionable or anything, but I guess it suffices for coverage.

“Hold on,” she said.

I pulled my shirt down, “What’s up?”

“Well, um…” she kind of skirted around, nervously moving her hands through her hair. Crazy how those thoughts translate exactly the same way in this world. “Maybe we can explore a little together, if you want?”

I had to admit her offer certainly garnered my interest. But was it me. It’s not like I’ve ever done anything like that in my life. In my real life. I mean, been with a woman before. I can’t say I ever had the desire. But I wasn’t sure why I didn’t. Was it because I was just too wrapped up in the way of my world to think of it as a possibility, as a part of my identity. But here I didn’t have an identity, not yet. And I wanted to feel and experience what I could be in this world, and this was an opportunity to do that. And I could always just sign off, that was always a possibility.

“Okay, let’s do it,” I said.

“Really?” she said, perking up with excitement.

“Yeah really, it’ll be fun,” I looked around our environment, as far as I could tell we were the only two here but still, “Maybe we should find a place a little more secluded, just in case, ya know.”

“Yeah that might be a good idea,” she said, “follow me, I know a spot not too far.”

I followed behind her. Gazing at her as we walked. Taking in the sight of her body. Watching how her booty moved with each step. She definitely was a sight to be seen. Looking like a goddess though perhaps that wasn’t too hard in this world. And it’s hard to say no to something so beautiful.

I followed her until we found our way to a cave well lit by light shining through the cracks in the ceiling. It certainly was secluded, and quite romantic, very scenic.

“Here we are,” she said, taking my hand in hers as we entered the cave together.

We turned and faced each other, looking into the other’s eyes. Eyes with so much behind them, and yet were also only light being projected into our minds by some machine. But behind them was a mind and heart that although in physical reality were perhaps separated by thousands of miles were here and now connected and close.

“Yes, here we are,” I took her other hand in mine.

The two of us leaning in closer and closer until our lips connected. Tasting the fresh sweetness of her mouth. The sensation overwhelming and tingling in my body and mind. I knew for certain I didn’t want to sign off now. I wanted to stay right here with her. Our tongues mingling, bathing in the spotlight shining down upon our bodies.

Her hands walked up along my arms tickling the skin, sneaking their way under my shirt and toward my breasts. Her hands cupping my large tits. Massaging them and teasing at the nipple. I let out a sigh.

“Nice, isn’t it.”

“Very,” I said.”

I returned the favor. Pulling her shirt off her body and playing with her tits, equally as endowed as my own. A nice size. A perfect shape. So full. I kissed those lips until I needed to taste more. My tongue sliding down her neck, planting kisses on her collarbone. My mouth made its way to her breasts. Sucking her nipples into my mouth, wetting them with the flicking of my tongue. Never have I tasted a woman before. Never would I have even imagined it. But now here I was, really tasting her. Tasting her as clearly as I could anything. And loving every second of it. The way her body moved with mine. The way she reacted to my touch and I to hers. The way we connected by our movements.

Her hand slid down my chest and over my tummy, down toward my hips. Sliding my pants off my body. She placed her fingers on my pussy. Rubbing them against my clit. I grabbed onto her shoulders as she applied pressure. Nuzzling my head between her head and shoulder, my breath tickling her ear. I gave short little jolts of shaking movement with each pleasurable shock that emitted from my clit.

“That’s fucking good, just like real,” I whispered into her ear. She took my cheek in her hand, fingers wet from my pussy and turned me for a kiss.

“Do you want to see if the sex is just as real,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

She grabbed at her waistband, bent forward, her tits hanging from her chest, stepping out of her pants.

“I mean sex,” she said, holding a hard cock in her hand.

“You ...do…”

“That’s right. In this world you can be anything. And I want to explore all of that.”

I reached down and took her cock into my hand. Hard and throbbing with excitement the two of us built up between each other.

“Let’s find out,” I said, giving her a squeeze.

But I already knew sex here was not going to be anything like in real life. Not for me anyway. I never had sex like this. Not with someone like her. Not in a place like this. This was otherworldly, magical. No, sex was going to be better here. Far more adventurous. A woman I just met, a woman who was more than a woman, a goddess more than a goddess. This was nothing like the real world. It was better.

I got down on the ground. The earth soft beneath my knees. I brought my lips to the tip of her cock. Giving it a lick with my tongue. Tasting her flesh, her beauty, and strange wonder. Her cock twitched with pleasure at the touch of my tongue. Jumping with excitement. I wrapped my lips around it, sucking down the shaft. I played with my pussy as I stroked her with one hand. She brushed the hair from out of my face.

In this world I was someone different. I was free from who I thought I was, what I thought I had to be and do. Afraid what my doings might lead to, how they might affect or change me. But here I didn’t have to worry about that. Here I could experience freely. With her, I could explore more than who I was up until this point. A point in time that I knew would change me forever, and I think for the better. I hoped so anyway.

“I want to feel you inside me,” I said, pulling my mouth off her cock, a strand of spit dripping down my chin and onto my chest.  She helped bring me to my feet and turned me around. Spreading my legs a part. She placed a hand on my back and bent me forward. She tapped the tip of her cock against the outside of my pussy, sliding it up and down. Teasing before going in. The juice of my wet pussy coating her.

“I hope you’re ready to find out,” she said.

“I am,” the tip of her cock pressed into my hole, I bit my lip as she entered.

Her thick cock stretching the walls of my pussy, making room to fit in. She grabbed onto my hips and pulled me further and further down her shaft. Bit by bit entering deeper into me. All the way until my ass hit up against her. And fuck was she ever so thick, so big inside of me. A real powerful cock, but a slender curvy beauty. What a combination. A perfect combination, made perfect by this world.

She pulled back and pushed forward. Working up a rhythm. Her hands gripping tightly to my ass, taking control of the motion of my body. My tits bouncing, and slapping against me. I held to them, pressing them to my chest. She leaned over my back and grabbed my shoulder with one hand. Her tits brushing against me, her erect nipples poking my back. She thrusted harder, pulling my body back as she pushed it forward. The way she demanded control of my body, refusing to let my pussy get to far away, it had me aching with satisfaction. I reached a hand back to grab her thigh. Needing to hold to something. Needing to clutch and grab and be fucked.

As the light shined down on us from the cracks in the ceiling, I knew I was in the spotlight. The centerpiece to this world. A  new world that had only just begun and already was christened with our love and enjoyment. In any other world we are born crying. In this one we are born in excitement and clear thinking, a desire to explore. And the first action we took here would become our habits, our way of being. And we got to decide what they were. We were pioneers and our bodies were the ships we decided to sail upon. Rocking together on the waves of ecstacy.

An ecstasy that overwhelmed my mind and body. She had both hands on my shoulders now. Going at my pussy with greater ferocity and determination. Fighting to fuck me like only she could. Her moans and sighs mixing with my own. Our voices echoing and bouncing off the cavern walls, filled with the music of our love making. Her cock throbbed and tightened, she clutched me, holding in her climax. Holding it in and building it up until she wouldn’t be able to hold it anymore. My pussy so slick from my wetness, from her precum, sliding her in and out with ease and speed.

The build up, the rhythm, the speed. It was impossible for either one of us to hold it in any longer. We had to let it go and explode. My voice grew loud and echoed back into my ears. She thrusted one last powerful thrust, plunging all the way in and holding me down. Exploding her load of warm cum into my sweet pussy. My pussy tightening and pushing the cum out, dripping down my thighs. She turned me around and looked into my eyes. Hugging me close. Her cock against my leg.

“That was something else,” I whispered in her ear, kissing her cheek.

“It certainly is a strange world. The things we do in it.”

“And yet sometimes it makes sense, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah…” She kissed my lips.

The two of us had gotten dressed and sat at the edge of the cave, looking out over the world. Watching the birds nest themselves into the trees. They too were new here. Yet behaved as if they were always so. This was the first time I didn’t feel like a stranger in a place that I felt I had no part of being in.

“You know I don’t even know your name,” I said.

“I’m Claire, at least here I am,” she said.

“That’s good enough for me,” I shrugged

“And you?”

“Lisa,” I said.

She leaned her head on my shoulder.

“I think I should get going, I mean sign off, I’m sure it’s getting pretty late.”

“Yeah, me too.”

I knew neither one of us really wanted to go. But we had to. We couldn’t stay here forever, we did have other lives. I opened up the main interface. A red flashing icon caught my attention. I opened up the menu. I had a friend request, from Claire. I made a friend. I really made a friend. I accepted her request and signed off. Leaving Claire and that new world behind. For now… until tomorrow.
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