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		“Did you get the chip?” I yelled up the stairs, practically bouncing up and down in my chair when I heard the front door open. I knew it was Jack, my boyfriend, coming home from work, even though I couldn’t see him from my office in the basement of our house.

		After a moment of waiting with no answer, my impatience grew to the point where I bolted up the stairs, rushing toward him to see if he did indeed have the last piece to my project. It had been more than a hobby for the past three years, trying to build the ultimate virtual reality machine. The freelance tech work I did for a living took up only a tiny fraction of my time. Almost all of my waking hours were devoted to my secret project.

		Jack had been in on my work from the very beginning. It was he who encouraged me to actually take my hobby from the design phase and begin to make it real. There were many hiccups along the way, but Jack was there for me the entire time, even supporting me financially as I toiled away in the basement of our little rented house. He knew as well as I that if my project ever worked, we would be rich.

		As I bounded through the basement doorway, I saw Jack taking off his coat in the entryway. On the table by the door sat a brown paper wrapped box. That had to be the chip. It was the last piece of equipment I needed to begin actually testing my virtual reality machine.

		Unlike a virtual reality visor that projects an image on a screen in front of the user’s eyes, I designed my project to actually interact with the sensory parts of the brain. When properly engaged, the user would be able to completely interact with a virtual world using all five senses. It would be the biggest breakthrough in electronics since the transistor and all of it was happening in our basement.

		“Did you get the chip?” I asked again, guessing I had not been heard from the basement the first time. My eyes were wide with anticipation as I rubbed my hands together, savoring the thought of testing my baby for the first time.

		Jack didn’t react at first. I knew he had heard me. He was making me wait. It was a game we played. I’ve never been the most patient person, and Jack uses that against me, in many facets of our lives, including in the bedroom. The agony of practically needing something, and having that something held just out of arms reach is the worst thing I can think of, but I love it too.

		However, no matter how much Jack wanted to push my buttons, I knew he couldn’t keep his surprise secret from me forever. It did not take long for a smile to creep across his face, betraying his stern mask. I knew right then that he did indeed have the chip, the last piece to completing my virtual reality machine.

		Without him saying a word, I ran up and hugged Jack, kissing him hard on the mouth. It felt like several minutes before I broke the kiss. The look on his face afterward told me had had forgotten all about his surprise for me.

		“So did you get it?” I prodded.

		“What?” he asked, still recovering from the kiss.

		“Did you get the chip?” I repeated.

		“Oh, um, yeah, I got it right here,” Jack said as he started reaching for his briefcase. “This is the last thing you need, right Emily?”

		“Yeah,” I said. “I can connect it in right now and then we can take my baby for a test drive this evening.”

		“After dinner, though, right, because I’m starving already.”

		“Yes, after dinner,” I said with a smirk. I wasn’t just looking forward to finally turning the machine on, but to also run it through its paces a little bit, find out what all the programming can do. “Would you mind starting on dinner while I plug this in?”

		“I think I can manage that,” Jack said as he handed me the package from his briefcase.

		“Okay, call me up when dinner’s ready,” I said before giving him a peck on the cheek.

		I practically skipped back into the basement and my office. I couldn’t believe the years of research, design and programming were finally going to pay off. I knew the machine would work. I’d run hundreds of simulations. Everything would be set as soon as I plugged the new chip into the machine.

		The chip installation did not take long. I had been ready to add the last component for days. Once I finished the installation, I tidied up my work area, preparing for Jack to come down and watch over me while I tested the device for the first time.

		I ate my dinner like I did when I was a child who wanted to get back to playing. Jack barely had time to tell me about his day before I was getting up to clean my plate.

		“Someone’s excited,” Jack said as I started to clear the table. He was still working through his dinner, having hardly touched it yet.

		“I’ve been working on this thing for years,” I said, trying to explain my excitement.

		“I know. I’ve helped you with a lot of it, remember. Just have a little patience. There’ll be plenty of time to test it.”

		Jack made me wait while he finished his dinner before he joined me. I needed someone with me during the first test. Since my machine required direct neural communication, there was a chance that I could not break the connection or worse, I could suffer brain damage. Jack was my spotter, making sure I didn’t get into any trouble.

		“Walk me through this first test,” Jack said once we had retired to my office in the basement. I was sitting on a reclining chair, the neural interface helmet already sitting on my head. The machine was already humming behind me. The last thing I needed to do was switch on the interface.

		“I’m going to turn on the interface,” I explained. “From there, the machine should be able to handle everything. The first thing I will do once inside it locate the communication terminal and type you a message. That message should show up on the computer next to you.”

		“And if there’s a problem?” he asked, obviously concerned over my safety.

		“You can manually turn off the interface.”

		“And that won’t hurt you?”

		“It shouldn’t. The projections happen in my head. None of me actually goes into the machine. This thing is advanced, but not that advanced.”

		“Okay, I think I got it,” Jack said, a smile returning to his face. I could tell he was excited too.

		“You know, if all goes well on this test, you’ll be joining me on the next test,” I said, my lips turning up in a smirk.

		“Let’s just test it on you first,” Jack said.

		I couldn’t tell if he was nervous about joining me in the virtual reality or not. With him inside with me, we wouldn’t have the same kind of safety net I had when he stayed on the outside. Still, if push came to shove, I could always contact a friend from inside to come over and turn off the interface. I had programmed the ability to communicate with the outside world early on, the dream being that I could continue working while in the virtual reality.

		“Turn it on,” I said as I sat back to get comfortable.

		Jack reached out and flipped the switch on the side of the helmet. I could have done it myself, but I still wasn’t sure how my motor functions would react while I was in the virtual world.

		I could hear a slight hum as the interface activated before I was plunged into darkness. I could feel my heart beat quicken as I began to panic, wondering if I had made a mistake. However, the darkness was short lived. I never was good with patience. A moment later the world flickered into being once again.

		I was still in the house. That was no surprise as I had programed our house to be the starting point in the program, wanting to have a familiar place to begin. However, instead of appearing in my office in the basement, I found myself standing in the dining room. Again, this was part of the plan, so I was not concerned.

		I took a moment to look around me. The yellow walls were exactly as I knew them, however, there was something off. Everything I saw around me was pixelated, as if the resolution wasn’t good enough.

		I let out a sigh, feeling failure. As cool as it was to find myself in a virtual reality, I had expected better images than this. I wanted everything to be perfect, and the image left something to be desired.

		However, to my surprise, as I stood there, looking around, the image started to smooth out. I couldn’t tell if the machine was adapting to my thoughts, or if it just needed time to warm up, but with each passing moment, the image resolution improved. Within three minutes of me standing there watching the change, the world around me became indistinguishable to the real world.

		I let out a sigh of relief at the realization of what I had created. This was not just a perfect replica of my house, it was a perfect replica of the outside world, completely contained in a digital environment.

		“Oh, yeah, I need to let Jack know I’m okay,” I said out loud as soon as I realized what I needed to do.

		On the dining room table sat a small laptop. It looked just like Jack’s computer. He usually sat at the dining room table when he brought work home form the office. I walked up to the computer and sat down. Moving around felt just as it did in the real world. There was hardly anything that made my virtual world distinguishable from the real one.

		I pulled up an IM program on the computer and signed in. It immediately linked to my computer in the real world, the one sitting in my office next to where Jack was currently sitting.

		“Everything’s good here,” I typed, pressing send after each sentence. “I can hardly tell the difference between the virtual world and the real one. You’ve got to come in and try this out.”

		“Great to hear,” Jack wrote back. I wasn’t sure why, but his end seemed to have some kind of delay on it. It would require more testing, but for the moment, there was one other part of the machine to test: the exit procedure.

		“Okay, I’m coming out now,” I typed.

		I stood up, leaving the computer on the table on with the IM program running. The stairs to the basement connected to the dining room and I had programmed it so that my walking down the stairs would trigger the exit procedure. I took the five steps to the top of the staircase and paused. There was a part of me that wanted to explore more, but I knew Jack would be waiting for me. The longer I waited, the more likely he would start to panic.

		All it took was one step. I stepped down and the world went blank again. Several moments later I found my eyes opening with me sitting back in the recliner in my office with Jack watching over me.

		“Hey there,” I said, smiling up at him. “You’ve got to try this. It’s amazing.”

		It took a little while to convince Jack to join me in the virtual reality. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to try it, but he was still concerned about the effects my brief stint inside had had on me. He even made me get up and march around the house. I guess it was to make sure all of my muscles and limbs still worked. When I finally passed all of his little tests, he finally relented.

		There’s only one thing better than taking part in a world entirely of your own making and that is sharing that world with someone else. Jack and I had been together for years now. All along he had been supportive in my endeavors. Now I wanted to share that with him.

		I had already planned for all of this in advance. Each person who enters the virtual reality requires an avatar, a virtual representation of themselves for the virtual environment. Otherwise no one would be able to interact with the environment. I had spent many hours working on my avatar, making it an exact copy of my real world self.

		I also designed Jack’s avatar, although I took a little artistic license with his. Jack’s a handsome man, but everyone can be improved. I gave him a little more muscle definition, removed his appendectomy scar and I gave him a little more facial hair than he is usually sporting. It was just a bit of fun and I figured Jack wouldn’t mind.

		My office isn’t large enough to have two people hooked up to my virtual reality machine. Jack helped me bring it upstairs into the living room where we could sit side by side on the couch, both hooked in. The whole unit was about the size of an old laser jet printer, bulky, but not impossible to move.

		Ever the chivalrous boyfriend, Jack made sure I was properly hooked up and interfaced with the machine before he would join me. After the short blackout, just as before, I immediately found myself standing in our dining room. However, this time there were no issues with image resolution. Everything looked real.

		While I waited for him to appear beside me, I glanced into the living room. There were no signs of the equipment we had just brought up. It was actually a little weird how my memories from moments earlier did not match up with what I saw in the virtual reality.

		I was just beginning to worry that something might have gone wrong when Jack appeared. I had to do a double take the moment I saw him. I had seen his avatar many times before, but never in such a lifelike manner. Jack wasn’t just attractive, he was down right hot now. Of course it helped that I had him dressed well. Compared to my jeans and t-shirt, I was severely under dressed.

		“Wow,” was all Jack said when he started looking around.

		“Pretty cool, isn’t it?” I said.

		“Yeah,” he agreed, his face covered in astonishment. “But is everything all pixelated for you too?”

		“It was for a while my first time in,” I answered. “It must have something to do with the brain-computer interface. I programmed the computer to make small data stream corrections. My second time in didn’t have the pixelation.”

		“It’s getting better now,” Jack remarked.

		“Good. So what do you think?”

		“This is amazing,” Jack said, his eyes still wide. “I never imagined it would look so real.”

		“Neither did I. You want to do some exploring with me?”

		“Absolutely.”

		Jack and I wandered around the house for a while, checking everything out. It was actually kind of funny, because I programmed the house to look exactly like our own. The only difference was the entrance to the basement being the exit and the room I added to act like my office since the basement was now off limits.

		“Emily, get in here,” Jack called from the bathroom while I was checking out my new office. It looked much like my office in the real world, only the windows were larger and not pushed up against the ceiling.

		“What is it?” I called back as I made my way. I was smiling, thinking I knew the reason for Jack calling me. He had finally seen his image in the mirror.

		“What did you do to me?” he asked as I stepped into the doorway.

		“You, nothing,” I answered truthfully. “Your avatar on the other hand, I spiced up a little bit. Don’t you like it?”

		“Sure, I guess,” Jack started to answer. “But why?”

		“No real reason. I was just having some fun. Do you want me to reprogram your avatar to be more realistic?”

		To be honest, it had probably been a dumb idea to mess with Jack’s avatar like I had. I was just having a little fun, but I could see where he might freak out a little. The changes were minor enough that he had obviously not noticed them until he saw his reflection. I could have made alterations that he would have noticed right away, like being taller or significantly overweight.

		“It’s okay,” he said. “It just took me a moment to get over the shock.”

		Jack started flexing and posing. I could see he actually liked his avatar. Then again, few people wouldn’t like it. I did say I thought this version of Jack was hot.

		“Well I like you looking this way,” I said as I slid next to him. I couldn’t help but notice that I looked just as I always did. I had felt that to be important originally, but now seeing myself next to the hotter version of Jack, I was a little jealous. His avatar definitely outclassed mine, with my medium everything. If this weren’t a virtual world, Jack never would have asked me out with the way our avatars looked.

		“Hey, I wonder…” Jack started to say as he reached an arm around me and pulled me into his body. I could feel his warmth and the hard muscles I had given him. I was amazed at how everything felt so real. Feeling his body against mine, knowing that even as we were right then, he still loved me, made me flustered with arousal.

		Ever since watching Star Trek as a teenager and seeing the holodeck in action, I always knew the writers left out the most common use of the technology. A virtual reality, such as the holodeck, was the perfect place to have sex. With that in mind, I knew exactly what our next test of my virtual reality would be.

		I took Jack by the hand and led him into our bedroom. It was an exact replica of our real bedroom. He seemed to be thinking the same thing I was, as before I had reached the bed, he was already pulling my t-shirt up and over my head.

		Within moments Jack had picked me up and deposited me gently on the bed. I’m not sure what it was, but I had never felt so ready for him to take me before. We had had plenty of sex before, and good sex too, but this was unlike anything I had ever felt before. My skin was hot to the touch and I felt an emptiness inside of me, an emptiness that could only be filled with one thing.

		Jack stood over me, watching me as I scrambled to disrobe while he nonchalantly unbuttoned his shirt. He was going to make me wait for him, as always.

		“Please Jack,” I moaned as I slipped my wet panties off my feet. “I need you.”

		“Patience,” he said as if he were trying to teach me a lesson. All the while he continued his agonizingly slow disrobement.

		Not able to wait for him, my hands quickly went to work, sliding across my hot skin. My entire body was aflame with arousal. One hand went to my breasts, the other to the junction between my legs.

		“No,” Jack said, slapping my hand away from my pussy. “You have to wait.”

		“Please,” I moaned in return, my now free hand sliding across my stomach instead.

		My entire body had come alive. Nothing my hands did could ever be enough, but I needed something to tide me over until Jack had decided we were both ready. I couldn’t keep still as my ever increasing arousal started driving me toward madness. My eyes were screwed shut, trying to fight off my inevitable descent.

		“Please, Jack,” I moaned again, hoping beyond hope that he would finally fuck me.

		My wish was partially answered. I could feel Jack’s weight on the bed. I spread my legs, preparing myself for him, but he did not move to enter me as I so wished he would. Instead, he positioned himself above me, his rock hard cock hanging beneath him. Inside my head I chanted, “Please,” over and over again.

		Jack silenced my chant by kissing me. I reached up with both hands, gripping his large shoulders, trying to pull him toward me. I kissed him back with all the force I could muster, siphoning off my heat into him.

		I don’t know how long we laid there, him above me, kissing me, while I tried with all my strength to pull us closer together. I could feel Jack’s hard member brushing against me as it swung freely. There was only one place I wanted it.

		“Please,” I begged as soon as Jack broke the kiss. “I’ve never needed anything more than I need you inside me right now.”

		“Very well,” he said, calmly as could be. I couldn’t understand how he could remain so calm. Jack was always like this, but it seemed even more pronounced in this virtual reality.

		And without further adieu, Jack slid his long hard cock into my waiting entrance. It was absolutely everything I could have wished it to be. I screamed out,” Fuck yes,” as I started cumming from the slightest penetration. Jack sent me to heaven on his first thrust.

		From there it was a climactic roller coaster as I came again and again, each time as good, if not better than the last. I had never been able to manage more than one orgasm at a time before, let alone the dozen or more that must have wracked my body.

		When Jack finally came himself, he buried himself deep inside my channel as his cock flooded my pussy with his seed. Feeling his hot white cum inside of me sent me over the edge one last time. By he time Jack had pulled out, I was babbling incoherently, my mind and virtual body absolutely exhausted and spent.

		Before I even had a chance to recover, I could feel Jack pick me up off the bed and carry me downstairs, both of us still naked. Everything was blurry, but I could barely make out Jack’s destination. Within moments, the world grew dark before I opened my eyes to find myself sitting on the living room sofa with Jack right next to me.

		“Wow,” was all I was able to say. My body in the real world seemed only mildly effected by the events that took place in the virtual reality. My mind, on the other hand, seemed slow to react. I sat there trying to put all the pieces together, my memories fragmented from the overwhelming arousal and pleasure.

		“I know,” Jack said. “I’m not sure we’ll ever be able to top that.”

		“Why’d you bring us out?” I asked, saddened by the fact my body did not feel nearly as sated as my mind did.

		“I was worried about you,” Jack said while giving me a hug and holding me close. “You were pretty out of it there and I wasn’t sure if that was normal or not.”

		“God, it felt amazing,” was all I was able to say in return, my mind not yet fully up to speed.

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Jack said with a smile. “I guess the way to sex with women really is through their minds. I bet this whole thing would be a psychologist’s research dream.”

		I didn’t say much more that night. Jack shut down the equipment for me and then he helped me up toward bed. It was still early, surprisingly so, but I was mentally exhausted. I wouldn’t be going back into the virtual world until I got some sleep.

		The following morning, Jack and I both woke up to his alarm. Normally I would turn back over and catch another half hour of sleep before I got up to start my day. However, this morning, Jack turned over and looked into my eyes.

		“Good morning,” he said, his face showing calm and happiness.

		“Morning,” I said in return, still feeling the need for a little more sleep. The activities from the night before seemed to be more draining than I had anticipated.

		“You know, I was thinking,” Jack said, ignoring the sleepy look in my eyes. “It seems only fair that if you get to upgrade my avatar, I should get to do the same thing to yours.”

		“I know your fantasy,” I said. “You’ll just make me busty and blonde.”

		“So? You made me look like your fantasy. Why can’t I do the same with you?”

		“Because it’s my machine,” I said, slightly annoyed that we were talking about this while I could be getting more sleep. “If you want, I can change your avatar back to make things fair.”

		“I’m not saying that. I just think it would be fun is all.”

		“For you,” I said. “Not me.”

		“I bet you would change your mind eventually.”

		“Fat chance of that happening,” I said. “But if you really want to play this game, I guess I could get you a copy of the avatar design program and you can try your hand at it. No promises though on me actually using it.”

		“Fine,” he said. “Have it ready for me when I get home from work tonight.”

		Jack kissed me lightly on the lips and then got up to hop in the shower. I was asleep again before he turned off the water.

		After I finally woke up for good, I started my day by preparing the avatar program for Jack. From there, I spent most of the day running various tests both inside and outside the virtual reality. As much as I had planned in advance, many of the algorithms I used were adaptive. Therefore, I really didn’t know that much about the world I had created.

		The night before, Jack and I had stayed in the house. However, there was so much more to the world than that. I had scoured the Internet for pictures and maps to base the world on. The amount of information was immense, but still not enough to make a realistic world. That was where the interface and adaptive algorithms came in. The computer would feed the brain information and collect data on how the person responded. That was why it took a moment for the virtual reality to reach proper resolution; the computer had to adapt to the user.

		That night, I handed Jack a memory stick with the avatar program on it. He could play with it at his leisure. Although, he did not seem quite as excited to use it as he had when he got up to go to work. I could already feel myself grow impatient, wanting to know what it was he wanted my avatar to look like.

		Both that night and the night after, we made tandem visits to the virtual reality. Both times, our evening ended just as it had that first night, with me nearly losing consciousness from the massive and numerous orgasms. There was something about the whole situation that always seemed to turn me on.

		“I’m ready,” Jack said while we were sitting down to dinner on Friday.

		I had spent dinner the night before explaining my next major test of the virtual system. Everything had passed with flying colors and other than the oddity with the way I kept getting turned on in the virtual world whenever Jack was there, I had passed with flying colors as well.

		The next test needed to be a long term trial. I had already figured out that time in the virtual world was almost exactly three times faster than in the real world. Since everything happened as an interaction between the brain and computer, there was a greater level of efficiency. Therefore, I needed to be prepared for a much longer time spent on the inside than the reality of the outside.

		“You’re ready for what?” I asked, not sure what Jack was talking about exactly. He had made his statement out of the blue after a long pause in the conversation.

		“To upload the avatar I created for you,” he answered. “I finished it at lunch today. I want you to use it during your long term trial.”

		I was hesitant, but excited. Either way, this would probably be good for our relationship. I immediately agreed to upload it as soon as we had worked out how all of this would work. Since I would be spending most of my time in the virtual reality, we needed a plan.

		In the end, it was Jack who developed most of the protocols for the long term test. I would obviously need to go outside for meals, as well as to shower and exercise. The exercise part was a requirement Jack had put in there, not wanting my muscles to atrophy from lack of use. I can’t say I disagreed. As much as I dislike strenuous exercise, I still had to look out for my health, and a completely sedentary month did not sound particularly good.

		The rest of my time, I would spend on the inside, even sleeping there. Jack would join me briefly in the morning before he left for work and the join me again in the evening after he arrived home again. On the weekends, he would spend as much time as he could inside with me, but there were household chores he would need to do since I would not be available to complete them.

		Because the virtual world runs faster, we decided to try to keep me on a normal appearing schedule. That meant my days on the inside would only last eight hours. It was a little difficult to figure it all out, but the important thing was we had a plan. The weirdest part would be how I would only be eating once a day. My meals would be spaced roughly eight hours apart.

		Jack didn’t want me to look at my new avatar before I entered the virtual world. That meant I had to upload it blindly, only running the most basic of tests to make sure it would work properly in the digital environment. Not seeing what I would look like was making me nervous.

		As Jack preferred it, when it came time for us both to enter, he waited for me to turn on my interface before he joined me inside. He still had a fear that something would go wrong, but it was nice that he was looking out for me. And on this occasion, I supposed it was prudent to wait to make sure my new avatar did not cause some major error.

		The world went dark for a moment as soon as I flipped the on switch. Then moments later I found myself in the dining room as I always did. However, unlike my previous trips inside, this one felt markedly different. First and foremost, I could feel a massive weight on my chest pulling me forward. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before.

		“God damn him,” I said out loud as I saw the reason my weight distribution was off. My breasts were huge. I didn’t even really need to look down to see them. They entered my field of vision all on their own.

		Not even bothering to wait for Jack, I ran to the bathroom so that I could get a better look at what I was going to look like for the next month, three months really, once you accounted for the time differential. However, it wasn’t exactly able to run. It was more of a shuffle as my legs moved in strange ways. Still, I was able to reach the bathroom.

		My jaw dropped the moment I saw my reflection. The person staring back at me barely looked like the person I had woken up to all my life. My face was marginally the same, but even that looked vastly different. To start with, I was now blonde. That was no surprise. Jack had always had an affinity for blondes. I’d even dyed my hair for him once, but it looked awful on me then. Now, it was something else.

		My face was smooth and heavily made up. My nose looked different, as if I had had a nose job. My lips were large and plump. They stayed open, even when I thought my mouth was closed.

		Below my head, my breasts stood out the most, both literally and figuratively. They were big and round, sitting high on my chest. I reached up with a hand and squeezed one breast. I swear I could feel an implant inside. It made sense. There was no way the size or look of my breasts could occur naturally.

		It took me a while to remember that there was more to my avatar below my breasts. Letting my gaze travel farther south, I saw that Jack had given me a trim athletic body. I supposed I might have been able to achieve that type of body in the real world if I trained for it at least six hours a day.

		The clothes he had put me in too were markedly different from what I usually wore. I was a jeans and t-shirt type of girl. I’d wear a pullover sweatshirt when it was cold. My new avatar was dressed like I was headed to a club. I wore a pink halter top that barely contained my massive chest, giving anyone who wanted to look a great view of my cleavage. My midriff was bare. I was sure that was only because it was trying so hard to cover my chest.

		Instead of my usual pants, I was wearing a pleated black skirt with rhinestone belt. The skirt was far shorter than anything I had ever worn before. It barely reached the tops of my thighs. I turned to try to see what it looked like from behind. My ass seemed bigger too, so the skirt pushed out in the back and barely covered me.

		I had to step back to get a better look at my feet. My breasts were too big to see them while standing without a mirror. They were shiny black pumps with a platform toe and an enormously high heel. No wonder I couldn’t run earlier.

		“So what do you think?” Jack asked as he leaned against the bathroom door frame.

		“You son of a bitch,” I said. “You really expect me to stay this way for a month?”

		“That’s the deal. You can do it. I’m sure it’ll take a little while to get used to, but you’re strong. You’ll adapt to it in no time.”

		“Oh I’m sure I will,” I said. I wasn’t exactly angry, but I certainly wasn’t happy. “It’s just annoying.”

		“I can understand that,” Jack said with a smile. “But it won’t be too easy to adapt to your new body. I added in some time release changes too, just like a real person.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked, not exactly catching his drift.

		“I added some natural growth into your avatar. The longer you stay in here, the more you’ll notice the changes. Don’t worry, though. There’s nothing that will get in your way. I just wanted to make your world a little more realistic.”

		“And you’re not going to tell me what?” I complained. As much as I love Jack, he can be a bit of a pain sometimes. He likes to tease me and this was just one of those situations.

		“Consider this payback for messing with my avatar,” he finished.

		Suffice it to say, we did not finish the night like we had the previous few. Instead I decided to try and get comfortable in my new office. Working in the virtual environment meant I could get a lot more work done. Working would also help me to forget about how I was going to have to live for the next month, or three, depending on how one thought about it.

		By the end of Sunday in the real world, I had already lived through six days in the virtual world. I had spent much of that time working on several freelance projects. My output was higher than ever. Jack spent a little time with me in the virtual world, but he had his household chores to take care of instead.

		I didn’t mind too much being alone inside. I just listened to music to keep from feeling lonely. I did have to rewrite some code for my music player. Otherwise, I would have been listening to everything three times slower. As funny as that can be, it does get old after a while.

		However, by the end of my sixth day inside, I was starting to feel a little better about my situation. Having long hair and being busty for the first time in my life was still annoying, but I was learning how to get around without those two things becoming a nuisance. Basically, I was ready to forgive Jack for his joke. Also, after six days alone, I was feeling a little randy and wanted to spend some time with my boyfriend.

		Technically I hadn’t been alone all weekend. I had left the virtual world five times now, each time for a meal and to take care of other tasks, like showering and exercising. It wasn’t easy going back, but it was nice to be in my regular body again. I didn’t have to worry about bumping into things or getting my hair caught in something.

		Jack had cooked dinner, as he had all my other meals that required any preparation. The whole point of this long term test was to stay in the virtual environment as long as possible. The less meal preparation I needed to do meant more time spent inside. Still, however short my time outside, it still felt good to interact with the more familiar reality with real people (I had programmed the computer to generate people inside the virtual reality, but the artificial intelligence of each person wasn’t sophisticated enough to provide much more than basic social stimulation).

		“You get much work done today?” Jack asked.

		“I’m almost done with the Kodeski Project,” I answered as I picked through my salad. “I should have it ready to send off tomorrow.”

		“That’s good. I forget, what day is it for you?”

		“On the inside?” I asked.

		“Yeah. I keep losing track.”

		“If we consider the little bit of time on the first day, I went in on Friday,” I said as I started mentally counting the days. “That would make right now Thursday and tomorrow Friday through Sunday.”

		“You’re almost a week ahead already,” Jack said.

		“I know. It’s kind of weird. It would be a lot easier if I didn’t have to adapt to that stupid avatar you made for me. I can’t see the keyboard when I’m writing code. I keep making mistakes and having to go back and fix them. The only reason I’m making such good time is because I have three days in there to one day out here.”

		Jack only smiled at hearing my difficulty adjusting to the different proportions of my avatar.

		“So do you think you might have some time to join me tonight?” I asked. I really was missing companionship and these short meal breaks were not enough to satisfy me.

		“I think that can be arranged,” Jack said, still smiling. “I’ll join you once I finish washing the dishes.”

		We finished eating in silence. I got the feeling that Jack had a plan for me once he joined me inside. However, I knew better than to ask about it. It would only encourage him to do something more severe.

		“I’ll see you in a bit,” I said after I finished my dinner and got up to put my plate away.

		“Yes, in a bit,” Jack said, still finishing his dinner. I would have stayed, but the test plan required me to not spend any down time outside the virtual environment. “Oh, and wear something loose for me, please,” Jack added before I was out of ear shot.

		Once I was back inside and operating on faster time, I knew it would be a while before Jack joined me. Even if he skipped cleaning the dishes, it still would have been a wait. That gave me plenty of time to work out what I was going to wear for him.

		Jack had told me to wear loose clothing. I couldn’t think of why, but it didn’t matter. The problem was, however, that I didn’t really have a wardrobe that fit me anymore. I had planned ahead with clothing for my avatar in its original form. With my hourglass proportions, my original clothes didn’t fit. Thus far, I had spent each day shopping online for new clothing. Luckily I didn’t need to actually buy anything, as I was recreating what I found digitally.

		My current outfit was an A-line skirt that hung down to around my knees and a tight fitting t-shirt that left just little belt of flesh around my middle. It was the closest I could get to decent with my body built the way it was. And no matter what, it seemed any top I wore would be tight across the chest. It was impossible to find anything reasonably nice that fit my curvaceous frame and maintained decency standards.

		As I pulled up the web browser, noting for the umpteenth time how slow the Internet was when you live life at three times normal speed, I remembered back to an old Simpsons episode where Homer goes on disability and starts wearing a muumuu. I laughed to myself as I decided that would be perfect. Jack would never expect something like that.

		I pulled up a website that sold muumuus and started running my clothing diagnostic program to copy the various qualities of the design. It was not long before the computer had finished creating my new garment.

		When Jack finally arrived, he took a moment to look me up and down and then laughed.

		“What?” I said, annoyed that my outfit did not displease him any.

		“You followed my instructions, but I think you might regret your choice of clothing by the time we’re through.”

		“And why’s that?” I demanded, not liking how I felt he was laughing at me.

		“Well, I decided there are a couple alterations we need to make to your avatar, something I left out when I designed it.”

		“That’s too bad,” I said, crossing my arms underneath my breasts, which only highlighted them more. “This is what you designed for me and we’re not changing it.”

		“Oh come on,” he said. “You look great, but I think you could use some jewelry.”

		“Jewelry?” I said, my interest now piqued. I had never been a big jewelry person before, but that was largely because of the cost involved. Since everything here was free, I could go crazy with it if I wanted. “What kind?”

		“The kind that requires going to a piercing parlor,” Jack said with a smile.

		“But we don’t need to do that,” I tried to argue. “We just need to alter my avatar.”

		“Yeah, that’s true, but I don’t think you can really appreciate jewelry if you don’t make some kind of sacrifice for it. Since the actual jewelry will be free of cost, that only leaves the pain of being pierced left.”

		“And if I say no?” I asked, trying to exercise my freedom.

		“That’s fine, but I can already tell you’re looking a little flushed. I can just leave you here if that’s what you’d prefer.”

		I stopped and thought about it for a moment. I didn’t like how Jack was holding all of this over me. I didn’t want to make the long term test more important than my well being, but none of this was that big a deal. Jack was just playing a power game with me. There was no harm to play along.

		“Okay, fine, we’ll go,” I said. “But I’m driving.”

		“Sure thing,” Jack said, laughing.

		Even after several days interacting with the computer generated people, it was still strange. I drove us to the nearest tattoo and piercing parlor. It was run by a gruff looking man with an big bushy beard and an affinity for sexually themed tattoos.

		What the man looked like didn’t actually matter, however. The important part was that he could do his job. Considering the man had been generated by the computer, I was pretty sure he would be capable. The computer would be precise, which I was thankful for.

		“Welcome,” the man said. He should have been weirded out by seeing me, dressed as I was, but he showed no signs. That was one problem with the computer generated people. They didn’t have much personality when it came to unexpected situations. I made a mental note to look into improving that aspect of the program.

		“We’re here for some piercing work,” Jack said before I had a chance to speak.

		“Sure thing,” the man said. “What would you like done?”

		Jack pulled out a list of all the additions he wanted to make. I could barely keep track, each one sounding far worse than the last. I’d never had anything pierced on the outside, not even my ears. My thoughts filled with dread with all that Jack wanted to do to me. I considered saying no, but the simple fact was I liked it when he took control and pushed my boundaries. At least all of this wasn’t real.

		“Come on back Miss and I’ll get you situated,” the man said as he led us toward a room in the back. “You might as well take off the dress given all you’re having done.”

		I cheeks were burning red. Jack was loving all of this and the piercer was simply interested in doing his job as efficiently as possible. That did not stop me from being embarrassed.

		“You okay, Emily?” Jack asked as I sat down in the chair in the middle of the room. My muumuu was sitting in a pile by the door.

		“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said. I did have to hand it to Jack that while he liked to push my boundaries, he never forced anything on me. Really, this was my choice.

		“Do you think it will hurt?” he asked. It was an understandable question. I had made the rules of the virtual environment and I had attempted to accurately match up pain levels with how they would feel in the real world. However, I made sure that nothing could end up being fatal. You could cut yourself, but you wouldn’t bleed out. I even made it so you couldn’t break a bone. Basically, I wanted to make sure the virtual environment felt real, but was completely safe.

		“I would think so,” I said. “I included pain in my design. How much pain, I don’t know. Healing shouldn’t be a problem though. I made it so that all the avatars can instantly heal.”

		“That’s good,” Jack said, his lips turning up into a smirk. Jack was a smart guy and he was a fast thinker. I was sure he already had started to get ideas about how to use that new piece of information.

		“You ready, Miss?” the man asked as he turned toward me holding the piercing gun.

		“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, taking a deep breath.

		The pain was about what I had expected it would be. It started really sharp, but then became a dull ache. By the time I had dressed again and we were headed out, the pain was completely gone. Thankfully I had complete control over that. I healed myself as soon as my new jewelry was in place.

		“So what do you think?” Jack asked me as he led me back to the car.

		“About what?” I asked with a slight lisp.

		“About your new additions,” he said.

		“They’re all right,” I said, still lisping. The fact was I felt a little self conscious, even though no one would really see me this way. It was just a lot to take in, especially since I was now sporting jewelry that required complete healing for first.

		In all, I had twelve new holes in me, all filled with gaudy jewelry. Three holes in each ear, sporting large gold hoop earrings that nearly reached my shoulders. I had a little pink jeweled stud in my right nostril and a large bright pink stud in my tongue. I knew what Jack would want eventually. My mouth was basically designed to give blow jobs now.

		Moving farther down my body, both my nipples now sported little pink barbells in them, making them stick out against the fabric of my muumuu. The man also pierced my belly button, where I now had a little glittery butterfly hanging from.

		The last of the piercings was the scariest for me and the most embarrassing. Jack had requested I get my clit pierced. Now the clit hood is a relatively common piercing, but mine was a bit more involved than that. I actually had my clit pierced. I had to stimulate myself so that my hard nubbin became more pronounced, just so the piercer had enough area to work with.

		As I was getting myself ready, Jack whispered into my ear what he effect of the piercing was supposed to be. My baseline arousal will now be higher because the barbell in my clit will forever stimulate the nerves there. Jack said my orgasms would be even stronger, but I have a hard time believing they could get any stronger than they already were. Either way, I knew we’d be finding out when we got back to the house.

		The plan was to spend a whole month in the virtual environment. After the first week, Jack and I spent a little longer on the outside together as we went out to dinner, instead of staying as we usually did. For me, it had felt like forever since we’d gone out. I had lived through three weeks while Jack had only lived through the one.

		However, while I was overwhelmed with a need for real interaction and to get out of the house, at the same time, I was finally starting to feel at peace with myself when I was inside. It’s supposed to take three weeks to learn a new habit. At the three week mark, I had fully adapted to my avatar’s body. I’d even gotten used to all of the piercings Jack had me get. I actually enjoyed showing some of them off, as I’d taken to wearing midriff baring tops.

		It had actually gotten to the point where I liked my avatar body better than my own. I had always been a petite brunette, but now that I had spent three weeks as a curvaceous blonde, I decided I kind of preferred it. I liked the stares from the computer generated people. Maybe it was because Jack and I had to spend most of our time apart that I started to cherish the moments when the computer people would hit on me or simply give me extra attention because of my cleavage.

		That was another thing that took some time to get used to. The computer people didn’t talk to me, they talked to my breasts. I couldn’t remember the last time any of them had made eye contact with me. Going out to eat, I was surprised by how many people looked me in the eye. It was almost disconcerting.

		Another thing I missed about the inside was how my clothes always fit how I wanted them to, because I could alter them myself. Jack wanted to take me out someplace fancy, which meant dressing up. I found my one little black dress in the back of my closet, but when I put it on, it didn’t really fit me that well. It seemed the exercise regime Jack had put me on was doing wonders. I also wasn’t snacking throughout the day like I usually did, so I was sure I had dropped a few pounds.

		The weird thing, however, was how poorly my bras fit. There were few bras I could wear with my dress, but none of them felt right. I ended up having to go without, because of it. I’m sure Jack appreciated that.

		“So how are you holding up?” Jack asked me as we sipped champagne.

		“Pretty good, I guess,” I answered. “It all just takes a lot of adjusting to.”

		“Are you enjoying your time on the inside?”

		“Overall, yes,” I said. I had a feeling Jack had noticed my despondency lately during our meals together.

		“The avatar I designed for you isn’t too big a burden?” he pressed. I knew exactly what he wanted to hear. I knew I would have to admit it to him eventually, but I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.

		“The nails are slowing my work down,” I said. One of the additions Jack had made was that my nails grow really fast now. My avatar was sporting half-inch long nails. It was becoming difficult to type at the same rate I was used to.

		“How so?” he asked. I could see the smirk forming on his face. He knew what was happening. He had even planned it.

		“In case you didn’t know, it is rather difficult to type fast with long nails,” I said, trying to sound indignant. The truth was, I kind of liked them. I had already decided to grow my nails out in the real world. They’d look funny for a little while, but they would look nice in a few weeks, probably right around the time I was done with the long term test.

		“Any other issues?” Jack continued to press.

		“I’ve given up on seeing anything below my breasts without a mirror,” I said. If it weren’t for my nails, my typing actually would have gotten faster. My fingers were much more adept at figuring out where they were on the keyboard than they used to. “Also, I’m finding the need to use taller heels.”

		“Oh, you noticed that?” Jack asked. I’m sure if I hadn’t mentioned it, he eventually would have.

		“Yeah, it’s actually uncomfortable to walk barefoot now. This must be one of your other changes. What did you do?”

		“I just made it so your Achilles tendons would slowly shrink. Don’t worry. They won’t get too short to cause problems. You just might find yourself having to wear shoes with at least a four-inch heel to be comfortable.”

		“Fuck you,” I said quietly and jokingly. I didn’t want to alarm anyone. This was mostly a game after all.

		“Are you getting lonely at all in there?” Jack asked, this time with no ulterior motives.

		“A little,” I answered. “It’s nice when you come and visit, but to me, that’s only every three days most of the time.”

		“I could invite some of your friends over to visit you on the inside if you’d like. I can even design them avatars.”

		“That would be great,” I said with enthusiasm. “No tricks though. It’ll be hard enough to explain why I look like some blonde bimbo in there without them thinking you’re some sexist pig.”

		“I promise,” Jack said as he crossed his heart with his hand. “No funny business. And if you’d like, I can see about programming some friends for you. I’ve been reading up on the code you used during my lunch breaks. I can see if I can get some characters in there with a bit more, you know, character.”

		“I’d like that,” I said honestly. I might not get as much work done, but at least I would have someone who didn’t have a cardboard personality to talk to. I doubted Jack was proficient enough with programming to create someone completely original, but at least it would be something new. My virtual world still had a long way to go before it was being sold as a product.

		The rest of the evening went swimmingly. When we got back home, Jack joined me in the virtual environment and fucked my brains out. He had been right about the clit piercing. It kept me on edge all the time and made sex so much better. I was starting to wonder if I could find someone to do it in real life. I fell asleep both exhausted and very happy.

		“Hey, Stephanie,” I said answering the door a week later and three weeks by my calendar. “Come on in.” Jack had invited Stephanie over for Friday night dinner for some added socialization. I felt a little under dressed as I was wearing a blue tank top and a pair of black yoga pants. I basically lived in them now since I spent all my time in the virtual environment. There was no reason to dress up and I had just come from the inside.

		“Wow, what did you do to your hair?” were the first words out of my friend’s mouth. She obviously seemed surprised by my appearance.

		“My hair?” I said. “Nothing.”

		“Really, I always thought you were a natural brunette,” she said. Stephanie usually didn’t pry into my life too much. We had been friends since college and we probably saw each other once a month or so. For me it felt much longer, but I knew it wouldn’t for her. Neither of us had changed much since we had left school.

		“I don’t know what to say. Come in and take a seat at the table. Jack’s just about ready with dinner.”

		“Thanks.”

		It was funny that Stephanie mentioned my hair. The fact was, since going out to dinner with Jack the week before, I hadn’t been paying much attention to my appearance. In comparison to what I saw everyday on the inside, my real appearance wasn’t much to be impressed by. I don’t think I’d looked in the mirror once since we got back from the restaurant.

		“So what have you been up to?” Stephanie asked as she took a seat at the dining room table. “Any cool projects you’ve been working on?”

		“Yes, actually,” I said, glad that Stephanie brought up one of the reasons Jack had invited her. “I’ve got something that I want to show you after dinner. It’s a virtual reality machine I designed and built.”

		“That’s amazing,” she said. “Is it like any of the gaming systems on the market?”

		The one thing about Stephanie was that she was not a technology person. To her, the definition of being high-tech was its use in video game systems. It was the most visible application of technology that she ever saw.

		“It’s a bit more advanced than that,” I answered. “I’ll show it to you after dinner. I’m actually in the middle of a long term test of the machine right now. This weekend is the halfway point.”

		“That’s really cool,” Stephanie said. I was sure she understood little of what I was talking about, but I knew she would enjoy getting to test out the interface. Of course, she would be shocked when she saw my avatar.

		“Do you need a hand, Jack?” I called into the kitchen, wanting to get the evening moving a little faster.

		“No I got it,” he called back. “I’ll be out with salads in a moment.”

		“Emily,” Stephanie said out of the blue. “Are your breasts bigger?”

		“Huh?” I said, completely confused by what my friend was talking about. However, given her question, I could see why she asked it when she did. Stephanie probably didn’t want to ask it in front of Jack.

		“Your breasts, they look bigger,” she said. “I just don’t remember you being that big in college.”

		“I don’t think so,” I said, confused by Stephanie’s line of questioning. “At least I haven’t noticed any difference. They really look bigger to you?”

		“They do.”

		“I don’t know,” I said. “I’ve been exercising more than usual and I know I’ve lost some weight. Maybe they just look bigger because of that.”

		“That must be it,” Stephanie agreed.

		However, while Stephanie was willing to accept that explanation, I was not. The simple fact was that I had grown used to be gigantic. Since I spent so little time in the real world and I had all but stopped wearing bras, because I didn’t really see the need when I wasn’t going out, I supposed it was possible to be bigger. That would certainly explain why my nice bras didn’t fit when Jack took me out to dinner.

		I wanted to think about my random breast growth more, but I was interrupted by Jack setting a salad in front of me. It was time to eat. To be honest, I was famished.

		After dinner, Stephanie was more than a little nervous about using the virtual reality machine. I knew she wanted to try it, but the idea of giving one’s mind up to a computer can be a daunting thought. If I hadn’t designed and built it myself, I’m sure Stephanie would have declined.

		I went in first, mostly to show my friend how easy and safe it was. Jack stayed on the outside to help her get situated and to watch over us. This was the first time someone other than Jack or me had been inside the virtual environment.

		“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” I said when I saw Stephanie appear. I never have gotten used to how a new user simply appears out of this air. Luckily, I have it set up so users only appear in the dining room.

		“Wow, where am I?” Stephanie said as she started to look around. “It looks like your dining room, but it’s all fuzzy.”

		“It is the dining room,” I said calmly as I slowly approached my friend. “The fuzziness will go away soon. It takes the computer a little while to calibrate itself to your brain.”

		“Um…” Stephanie said, trying to find words to express her thoughts on having her brain and a computer relate to each other in the same sentence.

		“Don’t worry,” I said. “Your mind stays inside of you. There is no way for the computer to do anything you don’t want it to.”

		“That’s good to hear,” she said, before deciding it safe to change the subject. I knew she hadn’t actually looked at me yet, because she hadn’t reacted to my appearance. I had tried to prep her a little, but nothing could bridge the gap between being told about the inside and actually experiencing it, especially when it came to avatar.

		“Holy shit, look at you,” Stephanie finally said, practically yelling, as she first set eyes on my.

		“I tried warning you,” I started, “but I guess this is one of those things that you need to see to believe.”

		“Is that really you?” she asked, her curiosity growing.

		“Yes it is,” I answered. “When I first made Jack’s avatar, I made a few aesthetic changes. To get even, he wanted to rebuild my avatar. I have to leave it this way for the entire month of testing.”

		Stephanie closed the gap between us without saying a word, her eyes scanning over my body, not stopping at any one place. Although I could tell she wanted to stare at my pronounced assets, she needed to try to take all of me in. Without asking, Stephanie reached out and grabbed one of my boobs.

		“They feel real,” she muttered to herself.

		“In here, this is my body,” I said, taking a step back to get a little more space. “I feel everything like I would on the outside, only I happen to look different in here.”

		“Oh, sorry about that,” Stephanie said, blushing. “I forgot that it was you.”

		“Your avatar works the same as mine in here. It will react to your thoughts, desires and instincts in the same exact way.”

		“So um…” Stephanie started to say, but she stopped. “Um… I was wondering…”

		“Just ask it Stephanie,” I said, trying to help her past her shyness. “I wanted to show you my new project and part of that is answering your questions. Nothing you ask will bother me. I’ve told you much more personal things when we were in college.”

		We had been good friends, neighbors even in one of the dorms. The late night bull sessions and gossip fests were the norm. Stephanie was my confidant in college. We both shared all the intimate details about our sex lives at the time. Nothing I said now could top some of those late nights.

		“Um, do you like looking like that?” Stephanie finally asked. I had a feeling her question would be similar. To be honest, I had been thinking about it a lot lately. Truthfully, I think I preferred being the busty blonde over the petite brunette.

		“It’s really started to grow on me,” I said. “I think Jack started all of this as a joke, but honestly, I don’t think I’ll change my avatar at the end of the month like I had originally planned.”

		“As long as you’re happy,” Stephanie said. Even years later, Stephanie was a good friend.

		With the ice broken, so to speak, we spent the rest of the evening together. I talked about how the virtual environment worked, what we could do in it and what its limitations were. It was nice to socialize again after a six week hiatus. By the night’s end, I sent Stephanie off through the doorway that led to the basement before I went to bed myself. Jack had already agreed to show Stephanie out.

		It was the next day, in the virtual world, when I first met one of the new characters Jack had designed for me. It was still morning and I had already gone outside to eat breakfast and get in my exercise, leaving me with a nearly full day to try to work on one of my work projects.

		The doorbell rang. I hurried from my office to the front door, wondering what could be happening. No one had ever rang the doorbell before. The computer generated people didn’t initiate contact.

		“Hi there,” came a chipper voice as soon as I opened the door. “I’m Tina, your new neighbor.”

		On the outside, I hadn’t known my neighbors. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to know them, but our schedules never coincided where I met them. Because of that, the neighboring houses in our neighborhood in the virtual environment were basically empty shells. There was nothing going on inside them.

		So to suddenly have a neighbor, I was a little perplexed. However, I could tell Jack had had a hand in the appearance of Tina. I took a moment to look her up and down. She and I were cut from a similar mold. She too was well endowed with long flowing blonde hair. Although, I was happy to see that I was still bigger up top.

		“I’m Emily,” I said. “It’s nice to meet you. I didn’t realize I had any new neighbors.”

		“Yeah, I, like, just moved in this morning,” Tina said. As soon as she said the word “like” I knew what type of woman I was dealing with here. I had a dumb blonde standing on my porch.

		“Do you want to come in?” I asked, fully aware that the house next door was not livable. I knew she would be spending a lot of time at my house.

		“That’s totally nice of you, Emi,” Tina said. I cringed a little when she called me Emi. No one had called me that since I was a little girl. I considered trying to correct her, but the vacant look on Tina’s face gave me second thoughts. If she had been chewing gum, there wouldn’t have been room for a thought in her head.

		“So what brought you to town?” I asked, trying to act interested. I really didn’t know how to react. All of my previous encounters with the computer generated people had been related to a specific task, some objective I was trying to meet. Tina seemed to be the antithesis of that relationship.

		“Oh, you know, I, like, just needed a change of scenery,” Tina answered.

		“So is there something you’d like to do?” I asked, trying to figure out the point of all this. I was pretty sure the computer, even if Jack played with the settings, could not create this inane encounter. Tina needed to be here with a goal.

		“Well, I was thinking, if it’s not, like, too much trouble, that we could go shopping.”

		I looked at Tina, trying to figure out of this was serious for a moment before I looked back toward my office, trying to decide what to do. Rationally, I knew I should get back to work. However, it was the weekend and I was so far ahead in my work that I could take the day off without it hurting my productivity too badly.

		“All right, let’s go,” I said against my better judgment. If it weren’t for the fact that Tina had appeared outside the house, I would have thought she was Jack playing a trick on me. Instead I found myself getting swept off my feet following my new bubbly blonde neighbor.

		It took a little while to adjust, but as Tina led me around the local mall, I actually started to enjoy her company. I even fell into her speech patterns a little, peppering my sentences with “like” and other valley girl words. It felt nice to just let go and get swept along, trying on different outfits and generally being happy.

		I even started introducing myself as Emi to the people we ran into. I felt self conscious about it to start, but after the fifth time, it came as naturally as my real name. I had created an alter ego devoted to having fun. It was a different experience, but one that I definitely needed after spending the better part of six weeks largely alone.

		Tina came by the house the next day too. “I’ve heard about this great, like, salon that we totally have to try,” she enthused, bursting through the door the moment I opened it for her. Before I knew it, I was sitting under a hair dryer chatting with Tina about nothing in particular.

		On the third day, while I was having dinner with Jack, I decided I needed to ask him about my new neighbor. “Did you, like, have anything to do with Tina showing up the other day?” I asked, not noticing how I added “like” to my question.

		Jack waited a moment, smiling while he formulated his answer. “You like her? You told me to try and create some more realistic people for you. I thought you might like Tina. She’s there to help you relax and have some fun.”

		“Well, she’s totally good at that,” I said, still oblivious to how my speech patterns were mimicking Tina’s. “I haven’t gotten any work done since she showed up.”

		“But you’ve enjoyed yourself?”

		“Yes,” I answered, blushing. There was a part of me that didn’t want Jack to know how much fun Tina had been to hang out with.

		“Then don’t worry about it,” Jack said, shrugging his shoulders. “The fact is, it’s not like we need the money you bring in. If you don’t work for a while, there’s no harm. And really you are working. All this testing is just getting the machine ready for any future marketing we decide to do. I bet there’s huge demand for something like this.”

		“Thanks Jack,” I said. “I won’t worry about the freelance work as much.”

		Jack joined me in the virtual world that night and it was amazing. I felt like the moment I saw his enhanced avatar I got wet. I started by giving him a blow job, but before he came, I decided to be really naughty. Using my saliva as lubrication, I wrapped my tits around his cock and gave my first ever tittie fuck. It was fun, especially when he blew his load all over my chest. I spent quite a while licking his seed off my tits.

		Referring to my breasts as tits was something I seemed to have picked up from Tina. I’d never called them that before, but she only called her breasts tits, although I think she occasionally referred to them as “the twins.”

		The nice thing about being in the virtual world, was even though Jack had cum once already, he was instantly ready to go again. There were no physical processes that prevented us from continuing our fun. He was hard again in no time at all.

		That night, I got well and truly fucked. Jack took me from behind, fucking me senseless. My whole body was on fire by then. Every sensation felt amazing. We hadn’t had sex outside of the virtual environment since I first turned it on. I wasn’t sure I could ever do it again on the outside. The inside was just too good.

		With permission to not work, I did exactly that. Tina and I hit the town everyday, shopping, going to salons, tanning, and even going out clubbing. I had never been clubbing before myself. There was only one club in the virtual world, called Lucky Seven. It had a counterpart in the real world with the same name, but that was where the similarities ended. Movies were my main inspiration for what happened inside.

		Tina had helped me get ready, picking out an obscenely small outfit that left nothing to the imagination. My top was a shimmery pink tied loosely behind my neck and behind my back. If I moved the wrong way, I would flash the entire room. I also wore a black skirt that more closely resembled a belt. Bending over would show anyone who wanted to see my lack of panties. My shoes were flashy pink heels, tall enough for the fashion statement, but short enough that I could move in them. Still the heel must have been close to five inches high.

		Tina also helped me with my makeup. She was an expert at these things. I couldn’t figure out how Jack had programmed her to be so knowledgeable in such manners. It was like she had every issue of Cosmo downloaded into her brain. Fashion and makeup was the only thing that Tina knew well. Everything else went right over her head. And in some ways, it was a relief to have someone like that to spend time with, because I didn’t have to try to impress her with my ideas.

		The club was loud and raucous. I could feel the bass in my chest, thumping away. I was thankful I didn’t program the possibility of hearing damage into the program, because there was no way I could have escaped unscathed.

		Tina seemed to know exactly what to do. She led me by the hand toward the bar. Rather than look at the bar tender, she started eying the various men nearby.

		“Rule number one is to, like, never buy your own drinks,” Tina shouted in my ear over the cacophony of music. “Rule number two is no regrets.” With that she pulled back and smiled wide at me.

		Just as Tina had finished explaining her clubbing rules, two men approached us. They were both incredibly hot. Not quite at the level of Jack’s avatar, but pretty damn close.

		“Can we buy you two ladies drinks?” one of them asked.

		I deferred to Tina on this one. She nodded yes, biting her lip seductively.

		The two men came around either side of us and led us over to the bar, where they ordered drinks for us. When I designed the virtual world, I knew food and drink could not sustain the users, but I still wanted to make it so that we could imbibe, making the world more realistic. I didn’t hear what was ordered for me, but that didn’t matter. I tried to remember if I made alcohol have in effect on users. Overwhelmed by the loud music and the fear that my outfit might slip off, I was having a hard time remembering.

		The man at my side handed me my drink. I took a cautious sip of my drink, trying it for the first time. I noticed two things. One, it was really strong, and two, it was probably the best drink I’d ever tasted.

		“What is this?” I yelled.

		The man at my side said something, presumably the name, but I couldn’t understand him. Then he asked me, “Do you like it?”

		“Totally,” I said, nodded my head in affirmation.

		It didn’t take long for me to down my drink. As soon as my glass was empty, I had another one shoved into my hands. In the real world, I never would have put myself in this situation, but in my own virtual reality, I realized I could finally let loose and not worry about anything.

		I had finished off four drinks before we finally hit the dance floor. I don’t think I’d ever been so drunk before, but I didn’t care. Tina and I danced with our two benefactors the entire night, grinding against each other in a manner that would have made my mother cringe. I couldn’t remember having more fun when I wasn’t with Jack.

		Tina tried to get me to go home with the guy who had bought me all those drinks, but my rational side took over, even though I was still stinking drunk. I wasn’t going to cheat on Jack. Also, I doubted my guy really had a place to go home to.

		Tina and I stumbled home. At some point she pulled out her phone and started taking pictures of me on the street. I’m not sure where she had been hiding her phone all night in her slinky getup, but the flash of the camera turned me into a bit of an exhibitionist. Using my drunken logic, I decided it would be a smart idea to take my top off as Tina snapped picture after picture of me.

		When we finally arrived home, I slipped out of my clothes, depositing them on the floor of my bedroom and simply collapsed onto the bed and fell asleep, not even bothering to clean off my makeup or even get underneath the covers. I’m sure I looked like quite a sight. My drunken dreams were filled with sucking cock, something I had started to find I rather enjoyed.

		The day after my first clubbing experience, I was surprised at how good I felt. While I had programmed in the effects of alcohol, I had left out the hangover, which was a godsend. I don’t think I would have been able to get up in the morning if that had been the case. I’ve never been a big drinker and I was sure to feel the effects the next day.

		Tina came over after my time spent in the real world. Ever since Stephanie had come over and observed that my body had changed, I started paying closer attention myself. The fact was, my body was changing. I now had blonde roots. Actually more than that. My hair had started growing at a tremendous rate, almost like it was trying to catch up to my long haired avatar.

		My tits were growing too. I had never been very big, but there was no doubt I was now bigger than average. They were surprisingly perky too, which I didn’t mind at all. I had already started to imagine Jack fucking my tits when all of this was over.

		The biggest surprise, however, came from the fact that the piercings Jack had me get in the virtual world now existed in the real one too. In one of the short stints in the real world, I took a moment to order some jewelry for my new additions. I was now sporting the same kind of accessories my avatar did.

		When we realized the physical effect of my spending so much time in the virtual world, Jack wanted me to stop. I knew he was worried about me. He even suggested I go to the doctor. However, my experience in the virtual environment, especially since Tina and I became friends, something new had awoken in me. I wasn’t going to worry. Thus far, nothing bad had happened, so I was inclined to let things ride out to their conclusion.

		Also, deep down, I wanted to look like my avatar in real life. As far as I had come already, I still saw a big distance before I reached the finish line. I was also curious if my body would naturally produce the breast implants like my avatar had. It would be a huge technological breakthrough if it happened.

		I was eventually able to convince Jack to see things my way. I think it helped that I told him I would suck his cock anytime I was on the outside. He seemed pretty agreeable after that.

		However, my new attitude had some less than desired effects. I could swear I was getting slower. I didn’t notice too much when Tina was around, but then again, nearly anyone would appear to be a rocket scientist in comparison. The simple fact was, my mind wasn’t operating as fast as it used to and at times it made me look a bit dim.

		To make matters worse, I had lost all sense of what was happening in the world. With Internet access on the inside I had complete access to current events. But I just didn’t care. Who cared if some country was threatening war with someone else? It didn’t affect me or my ability to have fun and look sexy.

		I was eating dinner with Jack one night when he asked, “So have you thought about how you’re going to vote?”

		My mouth hung open for a moment as I tried to process what Jack had asked me. It seemed impossible to think that I would have forgotten about the election. I had always been a proud voter, but I hadn’t even considered who I might vote for this year.

		“Um, I don’t know,” I said. “What do you, like, think?”

		Jack went on to explain a bunch of the measures and candidates to me. I really only paid attention when he said how he was voting. I trusted Jack to make good decisions. Given my recent slowness, I thought it best that I don’t actually try to decide.

		Early on, my time in the virtual world had been a bit of a drag, but now that I got to spend so much time with Tina, I really enjoyed my time there. I felt like I got to be who I was meant to be. Even Tina commented how happy I seemed lately. I spent all my time focused on being as sexy as I could be, whether that meant shopping for new clothes, learning new makeup tips, getting a mani-pedi or even watching porn so that I could learn to fuck Jack better. And that was when I wasn’t out clubbing with Tina.

		Time seemed to fly by too. Before I even realized it, I had finished my month in the virtual world. When I had started, I had been tracking the days on a calendar in the kitchen. I hadn’t updated it since day eighteen. I had come out for dinner, which Jack had already set on the table. The room was lit with candles.

		“What’s, like, the occasion?” I asked, curious as to what he celebration was about. “I totally didn’t forget a birthday, did I?”

		“No,” Jack laughed. “We’re celebrating the end of your month in the virtual world.”

		“O-M-G,” I practically squealed. “Has it really been that long?”

		“Yes it has. I’ve spent the last thirty days trying to plan what we would do tonight. I realize you have had to wait a little longer.”

		I took a moment, trying to figure out how long I’d been on the inside. I stuck my tongue out trying to think, but I wasn’t really interested in doing the math. I gave up before I had the answer.

		“It was ninety days,” Jack said. I was grateful he knew I needed the extra help. Math wasn’t my thing anymore. I struggled with basic multiplication now.

		“Of course it was,” I said, trying to cover my tracks a little. However, I think my intention was betrayed by my giggling. That had been another habit I picked up from Tina. She was always giggling about stuff. The fact was, giggling was fun, especially because it tended to make my tits jiggle which always attracted eyes to my chest.

		Dinner was delicious. I felt the need to learn how to cook so that I could take better care of Jack. That was my one regret in all of this. He had had to take care of me the whole time. And now that I wasn’t working anymore, I didn’t have a good reason not to try to take care of him in return.

		However, as our candlelit dinner moved toward its conclusion, I could tell there was something weighing on Jack’s mind. He had a pensive look that I knew well. He was still worried about me.

		“I’m sorry,” Jack finally said, blurting it out almost at random, but even I could understand his meaning. “I’m sorry that my joke caused all this.”

		“Why?” I asked sincerely.

		“Because this isn’t you,” he continued. “I never thought me messing with your avatar would affect the real you. I also never thought giving you a bimbo pal in the virtual reality would send you over the edge like this.”

		“But don’t you like having a totally hot girlfriend who’s absolutely, like, devoted to you?” I said, leaning forward to give Jack a better look down my shirt. My tits were now at least as big as Tina’s and I wasn’t wearing a bra.

		“That’s great, but I can’t help but wonder if there’s something else to this. I mean, no offense, but you aren’t as smart as you used to be, by a lot. I’m concerned about brain damage.”

		“Jack,” I said, my tone serious as I sat up straight. I concentrated on what I was about to say, wanting to avoid my bimbo-esque speech patterns I had adopted. “I love you and I appreciate what you have done for me this last month. But all of this has been my choice. I could have gone back to the old avatar, but I decided I liked yours better. I could have ended the test at any time, but I chose to continue, because I liked how I was changing.

		“I chose to become a bimbo. I chose it for me. I’m happier this way. I never knew how happy I could be as a dumb blonde. I don’t have to deal with other people’s expectations. I can act like I want to act, I can dress like I want to dress, and most importantly, I can be who I want to be.”

		Jack was silent for a while as he looked at me. I think he was trying to decide if I was being sincere.

		“And Jack,” I added with a smile, “what’s not to love about having your own bimbo?”

		Jack smiled at my question. “I guess you’re right. As long as you’re happy, I’ll support you.”

		“Good,” I said, “because I am aching to try out this new body of mine. I’ve been craving your cock for what feels like days.”

		“To you it has been days,” Jack said with a chuckle.

		I got up from the table and starting walking off toward out bedroom, letting my bulbous ass sashay back and forth. I had to walk on my tip toes because I couldn’t walk flat footed anymore. I didn’t mind. It just meant I would need to buy a lot more shoes.

		When I reached the stairs up to our bedroom, I turned and looked back at Jack and said, “Give me a moment to, like, change into something more comfortable. Then you’ll really find out what it’s like to have a totally hot bimbo for a girlfriend.”

		Once I was in our bedroom, I frantically started looking for something to wear. I was still in the tank top and yoga pants I had been wearing while interfaced with the virtual reality machine. I also needed to fix my makeup. I couldn’t stand not being pretty.

		Half an hour later I heard Jack’s footsteps on the stairs. I quickly finished putting on my lipstick and then fixed my tits in the dress I was wearing. It was the same one I had worn when we went out to dinner before. It barely fit me now. Both my tits and my ass felt like they could pop out at any moment.

		It didn’t matter, because I knew I wouldn’t be in the dress for long. As soon as Jack entered our bedroom, I nearly tackled him, embracing him tightly and kissing him hard and deep. It didn’t take long for him to get the message and take over. Before I knew it, I was on my hands and knees getting taken from behind. My eyes rolled into the back of my head in pleasure as soon as I felt his rock hard cock enter me. As much as I had been concerned sex on the outside might not be good enough again, I can honestly say, now, it’s even better.
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