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*     *     *     *     *

Ana tapped her nails impatiently on the elevator railing, her head leaning heavily on the Plexiglas window showing the city in all of its dowdy glory.  Outside, the building formed an orderly labyrinth of concrete and steel, a modern-day hedge maze designed with an accountant’s imagination.  Looking out across the drenched, dreary streets, she watched impassively as far-below traffic surged and ebbed like thick blood issuing from a sluggish heart, each string of headlights flowing in slavish obedience to glowing gems of red and green.  Red light stop, green light go, she mused; like some kid’s game ruined by adults.  Then the door shuddered open behind her, metal scraping on metal, and she dismissed her thoughts to hurry to her apartment.

She let the door seal itself behind her, hermetically holding the world at bay from her one-bedroom refuge.  Cramped, leaky, it was nonetheless home, a place that was emphatically not her stifling work cube.  Dim light from the setting sun illuminated the living room as she pulled off her raincoat, tossing it onto the cheap sofa.  No messages flashed for attention on the answering machine.


Ana wanted to Dive right away, but went about her routine, perversely prolonging the looked-for time with her ritual.  She’d waited all day; the last ten minutes would seem longer.  Diving was the only thing that got her through the day, through pressing crowds and bleak weather.  Nine hours of moving data from here to there, of bad coffee and tasteless soup for lunch.  Ana dropped her purse by the closet and stepped into the bathroom, letting her clothes fall where they landed as she stripped out of the suddenly-confining trappings.

Steam wafted up from the shower, and Ana stepped in, depilatory in hand.  According to the label, it was a once-a-week application, but from experience she knew three days was as long as she could go before stubble reemerged, casting off whatever spell the cream had cast on her follicles.  Ana was not a fastidious person, but you had to be clean and hairless to Dive, to really capital-D Dive, and so she showered almost every night, regardless of need.  She shampooed first out of habit, fingertips grazing the recessed metal circle high on the back of her neck, and went patiently about her task.

Oh, she’d dived without showering before, and been miserable, once she knew what she was missing.  At work, she didn’t even need a Diving suit; a simple plug in her cube provided sufficient neurostim to let her work.  You didn’t need a lot of sensory input to juggle figures.  But rec Diving… now that was a horse of a different color.  Thousands of tiny hairs held the thin suit out from the skin, reducing the body input and diminishing tactile output.  Diving was all about the stim, and anything less than skintight lent a disconnected feeling that was distracting to the greenest of users.  Ana was far from green.

Ana stepped out and carefully dried herself, shower complete.  She pulled her hair back into a loose scrunchie and reached for the lube, mentally wincing at the appropriate/inappropriate connotations of the name.  ‘Lube’ made it sound sexual, dirty, not at all what she was preparing.  The lube would make it easier – no, possible – to get into the suit, and advertised healthy skin as a byproduct.  Ana hadn’t noticed healthier skin, but neither had she suffered any yeast infections or lesions with it, so she assumed it was doing its job.

Ana’s foot tapped impatiently as she sprayed the oil on every centimeter of exposed skin, mentally drumming her fingers.  A less-than-total application would mean a dry patch where the suit would stick, rub, distract, or worst of all, not go on.  Modern entertainment required a good deal of patience, but the end result, Ana knew, was well worth the bother.

She made her way carefully back to the living room, nude and glistening from the spray, tiptoeing gingerly around the small piles of discarded clothing.  Her Diving suit lay over the back of the couch where she’d placed it the night before, quiescent and innocent-looking.  Ana carefully picked it up and began to pull it on, suppressing a shudder of anticipation.

The thin Latexa looked and felt like ordinary plastic, but it was to latex what man is to a baboon.  Comfortable, elastic, and sensual to touch, Ana’s suit had cost her more than three month’s rent.  Embedded microfibers ran throughout, providing an invisible network that doubled as a powerful computer and Ana-shaped I/O.  Microscopic ribbing noted, trapped, and processed involuntary bodily secretions, even up to urine or seminal discharge, to say nothing of minor things like perspiration, oil, and skin cells.  Can’t shit in it, Ana thought, not for the first time, but you can piss, sweat, come and sleep in it without ever taking it off!

The suit fit more like a glove than a glove ever would, stretching and compressing to fit.  Ana worked methodically, careful fingers working the material over every nub, into every crevice.  Only when she was completely satisfied that the suit was perfectly fitted to her body did she allow herself to sit and complete the last part of the ritual.

“Lights off,” she murmured.  The lights dimmed, then went out entirely, recognizing her voice through the muffle of the enclosing suit.  They should, by now, Ana thought dryly.  I’m in the suit enough.  The darkness was broken only by the lights of the city beyond the window, and in the half-lit gloom, Ana stared at the solitary unblinking red light in the bottom right corner of her vision.

The Diving suit noted her attention, and switched on, booting itself to full readiness in seconds.  The socket implanted in her neck surged to life, electrons racing between her cortex and the hundreds of nanoprocessors scattered throughout the weft of the suit.  Ana’s biometrics were there for the taking, and she was authenticated and presented with a list of her favorite options in moments.  There was no other sign of life, to the outside observer; no noise but for Ana’s relaxed breathing, no movement but her eyes, flicking through menus behind dark face-hugging goggles, impossibly light.

ACCOUNT ACCESSED… ENGAGED.  VRMF, WHERE FANTASIES COME TRUE.  YOU HAVE 0 SESSIONS OPEN, AND N$0.00 CREDIT.  YOU HAVE NO NEW MESSAGES. A green light came up.

Ana’s eyes flickered under her eyelids, scanning through pages of information.  At work, this was a chore, drudgery of checking, editing, moving, servicing the needs of others.  Here, it was joy, tailored for her needs, her wants… her fantasies.  A slight hesitation, and the server bowed her in, setting up her configuration and adjusting for minute changes in Ana’s environment and profile.


SERVER ‘LANDS OF GALAE’ AUTHENTICATED.  WELCOME, LADY MEERANA.  Vital statistics of her online character flashed by, largely unchanged since her last login twenty-four hours ago.  BEGIN AT LAST SAVE POINT?

Ana counted to five silently, the last part of the ritual.  In bed by midnight, she promised herself.  Twelve thirty at the latest.    “Go,” she whispered.  And dove into the game headfirst.

Lights pinwheeeled behind Ana’s closed mind as the suit processed her consciousness into a near-total man-machine interface.   Direct brain-to-computer interfacing had revolutionized the world, allowing incredible feats of processing, to say nothing of allowing millions of people otherwise marginally employable to lead productive lives, regardless of physical shortcomings or limited education.  Any adult could get a ‘port for around two month’s wages, and most companies offered them routinely as part of the hiring contract for those oddities who hadn’t had their brains cored yet.

Better yet, direct neural stim allowed for fantastic strides in entertainment.  Don’t want to go out to the movies?  Stay home and jack in.  Missing your sweetheart in Florida?  Call her from the couch, and talk all night without ever moving your lips.  Want to know what life was like for a Mongol raider on the steppes?  Public Access 5 has a wonderful full-immersion program running for free this week.  
Ana no more thought of the changes her ‘port had brought on human civilization than a fish thought about water.  She was falling, diving into the depths of the cybernetic universe, neurons flashing to organize the information flowing at them, resolving, resolving her in, resolving her into…

*     *     *     *     *
“Lady Meeyana!  So good to see you again.”  The butler was as formal as ever; no amount of cajoling or requesting would change him., Meeyana knew.
“Good evening, Mais,” she replied graciously, letting him take her lightly-furred cape from her ivory shoulders.  “All is well, I trust?”

“Fine and well, m’lady, as always.  Queen Maril’s rule does honor to all the world!  Shall I announce you?”

“Please,” Meeyana said, adjusting the cuffs on her pale blue ball gown.  Elven fashion was close-fitting, and often intricate for the commonest of folk.  Here, at the Prince’s Ball, nothing short of perfection would be acceptable.  The outfit had cost her a pretty penny (more than a week’s wages, Ana/Meeyana thought), but it would be well worth the investment.  Dance a few reels, flirt shyly with the right people, then an amorous visit to the upper chambers, or perhaps even a gallant escort home… the evening was promising, indeed.

“Very good, madame.  I… I believe Lady Wasine may have words for you.  She did mention looking forward to your attendance,” the little man hazarded.  He looked dignified, gilded, almost as much a part of the castle as the very stones.  Ana had suspected he had a good deal more to do with court politics than he’d let on, and was pleased to find her hunch had paid off.
“Ah, wonderful!  I am so looking forward to making her acquaintance.  And speaking of acquaintances… I trust that boy is acquitting himself well?”

Mais had the decency to look embarrassed.  “Certainly, m’lady.  He had all the makings of a fine majordomo, if I don’t over-mind my judgment.”

“He has many fine qualities, I’m sure,” Meeyana demurred, allowing the slightest of smiles to brush her lips.  Knowledge of Mais’s preference in men – not to mention that he preferred men at all –  had allowed her to pick a suitable candidate for apprenticeship, to everyone’s apparent benefit.  Hence his mentioning of Lady Wasine.  He saw some benefit for Meeyana there, some way to repay her… but what?

“Of course,” Mais replied with the same slight smile.  “But a moment.”  He stepped onto the marble stairs leading into the Great Hall, suit-tails gliding behind him, and harrumphed for attention.  “The Lady… Meeyana,” he announced loudly, with a touch more emphasis than was customary.

(In the periphery of Ana’s vision, ghostly numerals flowed, showing a small but significant increase in her social status.)


Several partygoers turned to look, and one or two favored her with smiles as she regally descended, nodding to one or two close at hand.  The band began to strike up a sedate country tune, and seeing Lady Wasine take a partner, Meeyana used the excuse to claim a partner of her own.  The dance was a ‘mixer’ type, with each partner changing at the end of a verse, and predictably, one or two maladroit dancers missed their cues, bringing a tinkle of sympathetic laughter and some confusion of partners.  As they straightened each other out, Meeyana stepped into the gap where Lady Wasire’s last partner had left.

“Oh… Oh!  My apologies, my lady,” she apologized, trying to look embarrassed.  “This is no reel for a poor country girl!”


Lady Wasire’s laughter pealed out, showing her perfect throat at Meeyana’s self-effacing remark.  “If ‘tis not for you, ‘tis neither for me, o shining star of the country!  Fear not; I shall lead you on!”  Her hands held their grip on Meeyana’s hand and waist, and she led the dance as if she were a man, showing she took the disarray in good humor.

Meeyana bit her lip as they danced, flowing and graceful in diaphanous gowns and elfin grace.  The time to change partners had come and gone, but Wasire held on, guiding Meeyana about the floor without a care.  Meeyana admired that; Wasire’s prestige was such that she could ignore some convention when it suited her, and had chosen to exercise that with her.  Meeyana returned her partner’s gaze.

“I’m quite overwhelmed, my lady.  Most partners are much more stiff in the leg.”  Let’s see what she makes of that

Wasire’s eyes widened almost imperceptibly, and her left hand tightened about Meeyana’s waist.  “And my usual partners oft have more trouble finding my eyes,” she said drolly, glancing suggestively down at the considerable amount of cleavage her gown bared.  “I’d thought to speak business, Lady Meeyana, but I me wonder if pleasure mayhap come first.”


(The numbers faded, changed.  Ana’s standing had risen again, and the stats for her relationship with Wasire were skyrocketing.  She’d meant to find out if Wasire was Real or Virtual, and regretted not checking long before now.  Too late now, I guess.  Let’s just see what happ- did she just squeeze my ass?  Does that mean… yup.  Sorry, boys, but these two girls are spoken for… now.)


The reel ground to a makeshift halt, the musicians endeavoring to make their patrons look as good as was possible.  Lady Wasire favored Meeyana with a jesting bow.  Lady Meeyana returned it with a curtsey, rather lower than was called for, and saw Wasire smiling calculatedly.  

“An you wished speak to me, Lady Wasire, I ever am at your disposal,” Meeyana said, letting the woman take her by the hand.  
To her surprise, the dowager led her to a side passage, the page at the door bowing and opening the door smoothly for the pair.  “Not speak, exactly,” she purred.  “A mix of business and pleasure, my dear.  I trust you don’t object?”

Whoa!  Jackpot!  Ana didn’t know which scheme had brought this about, might never know.  But she was an excellent player, and had earned the right to some luck.  Wasire grinned as she turned down an empty hallway, threw open a door into a candle-lit room, and brought her hands to Meeyana’s neck, her lips parting to say…

Nothing.  Blackness.  Ana was staring at a neutral display, her game vanished into the ether.

“The hell…?”  Then her eyes caught sight of a crimson light, blinking for her attention.  

The system was more than happy to tell her why her Dive had been halted:  SERVICES SUSPENDED DUE TO INSUFFICIENT FUNDS AND/OR CREDIT.  IF YOU FEEL YOU HAVE REACHED THIS MESSAGE IN ERROR…

Ana swore, as creatively as she could around the sensurround inhaler.  Dammit, no!  I can’t be overdrawn, not already!  I get paid in just two days!  And I was about to level on Wasire!  She tried checking lines of credit, which dutifully came back with null sets, or in the red.  Exasperated, she pulled up the facemask and sighed at the shadowy room, a red light winking balefully at her.

NSF.  Damn it.  Two days.  Ana winced at the clock, thinking.  I can wait.  I’ve got plenty other things to do.  I could clean, go out with some friends, read a book.  No problem.  She didn’t move.

Lots of people don’t Dive at all, she reasoned.  I’m probably due for a break, get some fresh air for a day or so.  Outside, the chill fall air blew around the concrete towers, howling across the urban desert.  Ana barely noticed, secure in her climate-controlled room, in her climate-controlled Dive suit.

No way to get credit until then anyway, so there’s no use in pouting.  She knew that was a lie, but held onto it for a moment.  No good way,[/i[ she amended.  I’m not doing that.  No way.  Still, she slipped the mask back on, glaring back at the red light.  In a moment her balance registered before her.



Too much.  It’s too much.  I’ve never been this far in the hole before.  I’d have to… I don’t even know what I’d have to do.

She’d done it last time, but that had been different.  Less money owed, then, but longer to payday.  ‘Lancing paid well, and on the second day Ana had credded herself into green long enough to ride it out.  She found her wandering gaze floating around the icon, seductively dormant.  I can wait.  It hasn’t even been a quarter hour!  I can wait.
Five minutes later she was Diving towards the ‘Lancing menus.  ACCOUNT ACCESSED… ENGAGED.  VRMF, WHERE FANTASIES COME TRUE.  YOU HAVE 1 SESSIONS OPEN, AND (-)N$578.00 CREDIT.  YOU HAVE NO NEW MESSAGES.  Red light.  One Dive.  A short piece of work, just enough to get this straightened out.  That’s it.  She took a deep breath, and accessed.

VRMF FREELANCE CONTRACT MENU.  YOU HAVE A NEGATIVE ACCOUNT BALANCE; SOME OPTIONS MAY BE DISALLOWED OR RESTRICTED.  PLEASE MAKE A SELECTION.

Ana swallowed heavily and began to navigate.

2-PERSON SCENARIO, OPTION FOR PERMANENT RECORDING, 15 MINUTES MINIMUM.  SEXUALITY: ‘HETERO’.  WARNING: CONSERVATIVE CHOICES AT THIS STAGE MAY RESULT IN LIMITED OPTIONS LATER.  CONTINUE?


Ana barely hesitated, choosing yes before she could over-think it.


THANK YOU.  PLEASE SELECT INTIMACY LEVEL.  Ana did so.


YOU HAVE SELECTED ‘ROMANTIC’.  NO OPTION BELOW ‘X’ IS PROJECTED TO RESULT IN A POSITIVE BALANCE IN THE TIME SPECIFIED.

Ana had known that, but her pride wouldn’t let her accept it without checking.

‘HARD-CORE: X-XXX’ SELECTED.  ‘SUBMISSIVE’ SELECTED.  SELECT PERMISSIBLE VIOLENCE… YOU HAVE SELECTED ‘NONE’.  NO OPTION BELOW ‘ROUGH’ IS PROJECTED TO RESULT IN A POSITIVE BALANCE IN THE TIME SPECIFIED.


She’d known that too.  Ana was starting to regret her earlier prudishness, given the options she was forced into now.
COACHING SERVICE SELECTED.  PERFORMANCE BONUS SELECTED.  SCENARIO RESERVED FOR DOMINANT PLAYER.  SELECT LEVEL OF PENETRATION… YOU HAVE SELECTED ‘NONE’.  NO OPTION BELOW ‘MANUAL-ORAL-VAGINAL’ IS PROJECTED TO RESULT IN A POSITIVE BALANCE IN THE TIME SPECIFIED.  


Ana quailed at that.  She’d fucked – and been fucked – in the suit before, by both Real and Virtual players.  But that had been different, much different.  That was by choice, hers and theirs.  Even that one time, she hadn’t needed to do much past some dancing, and a little dialogue… she did her best to ignore the lump of ice growing in her chest.
‘MANUAL-ORAL-VAGINAL-ANAL’ SELECTED.   INTIMACY LEVEL LOCKED BY DOMINANT PLAYER.  PERMISSIBLE VIOLENCE LOCKED BY DOMINANT PLAYER.  SEARCHING… CANDIDATE FOUND.  DOMINANT IS OFFERING RECORDING BONUS AND ORGASM BONUS.  ACCEPT?


Ana snorted to herself.  Sure, that’s going to happen.  She selected it anyway, figuring it wouldn’t do her any harm to get extra cash in the unlikely event of a climax on her part.
TERMS ACCEPTED.  PLEASE ACKNOWLEDGE AGREEMENT OF CONTRACT AS SHOWN.
Ana couldn’t breath.

PLEASE ACKNOWLEDGE.  
PLEASE ACKNOWLEDGE.  
PLEASE…

“All right.  Acknowledged.”  A green light came up.

Ana Dove in.
*     *     *     *     *


“So that’s the story, ladies.  We make $50,000 or Lixx goes outta business,” the manager summarized to the collection of exotic dancers clustered in the sweat-steamed changing room.  His voice was habitually raised against the constant music, now easily speaking over the muffled thumps penetrating the plyboard walls.

“Gosh, Mr. Anderman.  Is it really that bad?”  the girl next to Ana asked.  Her breasts billowed out like mammouth peaks, volleyballs mounted to her chest that were mirror images of Trixie’s own perfect spheres.  Trixie.  For the next fifteen minutes, you’re Trixie, a big-titted dancing bimbo with a heart of gold.  Read the bio while the plot snarls along.
Solly bit down on his habitually half-chewed cigar and scowled.  “Dunno how, but we just gotta.  Otherwise I’m standin’ in line at the unemployment office Monday morning, and you whores is back to turning tricks fer rent.”  The girls murmured in dismay.
Solly seemed to realize what a downturn the meeting had taken, and decided to end it on a high note.  “So get out there, shake yer tits and wag yer tails!  I want ‘em comin’ in their drinks, you’re doin’ em so good.  I want you dames to make this the hottest night Lixx has ever seen!”  The girls cheered enthusiastically, and Solly waved his cigar modestly.

“Enough, already.  Go get ‘em, girls.  Make us all proud of what we do.”  He looked down at his clipboard.  “Trixie, you’re up right after Rhonda.  Do yer piece, pick out a mark, and take him fer all he’s worth.”

“Yes, Mr. Anderman.”  Ana examined the dialogue options available.  None were particularly good, so she chose one at random.  “Mr. Anderman… what if the mark wants… more than the usual?”  Trixie’s hands twitched in nervous excitement.  “I mean, the club needs the money, we need the money…”
Solly considered this, squinting at her.  “Well,” he finally allowed, “T’aint legal… but I guess tonight I’m fair blind, seein’ as I’m so upset about the Lixx maybe goin’ belly-up.  So if you gals get a chance… I ain’t one to complain.”  He spun on one foot and left, reddening at the cheers of the assembled strippers.  Chatting excitedly, the girls left to their various duties, leaving Trixie and a small handful of others to prepare for their sets.
Ana didn’t think much of Trixie’s choices.  Schoolgirl, librarian, cowgirl… such imagination!  The writer must’ve gone all out for this prog.  The detail in the dressing room was awful, nothing like the Lands of Galae.  Granted, the scene was for the payer, not the payee, but how hard could it come up with a better set?  The brick and wood-paneled walls looked cloned from each other, probably a stock room from a freebie store; Ana knew not to expect much better of the club.  Her demesne in Galae was so beautiful; she’d spent days and hundreds of dollars getting every detail right.  A hundred shades of green; the smell of rich loam mixing with wildflowers and berries; birds calling to each other over soft grassland…

Don’t daydream.  Take too long, you’ll get penalized.  Thinking of the balance slowly edging towards a positive balance, she chose one more or less blindly, ending up with a hot pink number.  Nails that never would have lasted in real life eased the outfit onto skin created smoother than lotion.  The black g-string cut into her shorn privates snugly, thrilling Trixie but leaving Ana cold.  The halter-top and microskirt were both made of some kind of semi-translucent plastic that stuck to her body, making absurd sticking noises when she moved.  Trixie accepted some makeup advice from a roommate with good grace, hardly caring how much rouge or eye shadow she ended up with.
“Trix!  On in thirty!  Get in the wing!” Solly hissed, and hastened to obey.  The three-inch heels clicked as she walked, making balance precarious, but not impossible; Trixie was accustomed to them, but Ana was not, and she stumbled once as she made her way into position.

The MC announced her, and she strutted onto the narrow catwalk with a smile neither Ana nor Trixie felt.  The illusion of accessibility, that nothing was at all forced or paid for, that was what was important.  Ana let Trixie slide into her routine, dancing without much effort as she followed the suggested movements on the prompter.  It was surprisingly easy; Ana’s suit was fairly up-to-date on interface and processing, and the movements were far simpler than the intricate reels and contradances Meeyana was used to.  Once she got the hang of it, she began looking for her nominal employer, wanting to see him before she had to… interact.
He wasn’t hard to spot.  In a barroom full of fat, sweaty men and rattish, darting-eyed surreptitious types, one man stood out, sitting regally near the front, drinking scotch and smoking a compensatory cigar.  Short blond hair, muscular build, with the commanding presence of an Aryan superman.  He waved off the fawning waitress leaning over him suggestively, staring at Trixie as she made her way to the obligatory pole and began swinging from it, discarding the too-tight top as she went.  Her globes jiggled like a young girl’s, firm and high despite their improbably shape and size.
The prompter was suggesting she go to manual now, to dance on her own.  It’d be amateurish, by comparison to Trixie’s pre-programmed skill, but the patron wanted a live person to interact with, a shade of authenticity beneath the pornographic glaze of modern cybersex.  Ana cancelled the suggestion, masking a shudder.  It was one thing to prostitute yourself, another to pretend it was anything other than what it was with your body.  Superman’s square jaw scowled a little, then relaxed and let himself enjoy her performance.

The interface suggested an increase in her adrenal/endorph feed, and she accepted at once.  Anything to make this more tolerable.  If he wanted her high and jittery this soon, well, that was his call to make.

That gave Ana an idea.  Once she’d peeled away her panties, she stepped down from the podium, ignoring the warnings – but not the prohibition – of the prompter.  Superman’s eyes widened at the unexpected departure from the script, then smiled.  He wants the human touch, I’ll give it to him… on my own terms.  

“Hey, baby,” she said, dutifully reading from the suggested script.    She gave him a relaxed smile and settled into his lap, draping her underwear over his shoulder like a favor for a tawdry knight.  “Are you lonesome tonight?”

“Not anymore,” he replied, a modulated bass voice.  His eyes narrowed a bit.  “I didn’t think you were done dancing, though.”  He made no move to unseat her.


“I wasn’t,” Ana improvised, “But then I saw you, and I wanted a closer look.  I don’t get to see a big, strong man in here very often.”  Trixie made it sound seductive, rather than tired and sarcastic, her doll’s eyes lighting up as her fingers tickled his scalp.

“I… uh… let’s get a room,” he said abruptly, knocking back his drink.  From his troubled expression, Ana knew he was trying to decide whether or not he was going to get his credit’s worth from a woman who’d already gotten so far off his script that half the encounter had been rendered irrelevant.  Trixie squeezed his hand and led him to the VIP suites, winking knowingly at another girl giving an old-timer a spirited lap-dance.


He’d regained his pompousness by the time Trixie had located an unoccupied room and shut the door behind them, seating himself on a richly-upholstered seat with a forced air of boredom.  Trixie stretched theatrically, letting her descending palms caress her full body for her patron.

“I understand Lixx may be closing,” he told her off-handedly, eyes locked on her oversized breasts.


Trixie’s hands fingered the hem of her microskirt, tugging at it like an innocent young girl.  “That’s true,” she admitted.  “If we can’t come up with the money by tonight, the only home I’ve ever known will close.”  Her eyes rose to meet his, hopeful and pleading.  “Unless… unless, by some miracle… some kind soul finds us, likes what we have to offer so much that he…”   She trailed off wistfully.  God, did he write this himself?  It’s awful!

“Really.”  He stretched out, arms folding behind his neck.  “Ever heard of Kip Rasten ?”

“Of Rasten Enterprises?  Who hasn’t?”  Trixie’s voice bubbled girlishly.  “He’s only the richest, most eligible bachelor in the whole country!  Gosh, when I think about a successful, powerful man like that, I just get all…”


The man grinned as Trixie placed one foot on a sofa armrest, spreading her legs and letting her skirt ride up above her bald snatch.  Eyes half-closed, she ran one long nail along her bared slit.  “It gets you hot, huh?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah!  A guy like that, I’d… well, I think I’d do just about anything to make him happy!  Although, I don’t know what a girl like me could offer someone like that.  Why?”  Only at this point did the script allow for Trixie to catch on.  “Do you know him, or something?”


The man smiled.  “Or something.  I am Kip Rasten.  No, don’t stop; I like watching you play with yourself.”


Trixie obliged, adding another perfectly-manicured finger.  “Oh!  I’m sorry, Mr. Rasten.  It’s just that… well, I’m so overwhelmed to meet you in person!”  Gag,

“And I’m pleased to meet you, young lady.  Why don’t you come a little closer, my dear?”

“Oh!  Sure, Mr.  Rasten!” Trixie squealed, and fairly scampered to kneel by his outstretched legs.  “I’m Trixie,” she supplied helpfully.


“A delight.  May you live up to your name.”


“Huh?”  The script wanted her to play bimbo for some moments yet, but Ana didn’t know if she could take much more of that.  “So, Mr. Rasten… why would you come in here?  Surely you could get any woman you wanted!”


Rasten’s eyebrow twitched, accompanied by another warning from the prompter.  Some spontaneity was allowed, even encouraged, but jumping ahead in the script was a no-no.  You want to blow the whole thing?  Ruin this contract, and you’ll have a hard time getting another one that isn’t twice as sleazy as this.  Stay cool, girl, make him happy.

“Well… Trixie, there are some needs a man has sometimes.  Some desires he must fulfill.”  Trixie nodded, caressing herself while she ran a hand lightly along one of his legs.  “And sometimes… I have trouble finding a woman of my acquaintance who will help me… take care of things.”


Trixie was right on cue.  “Gosh, Mr. Rasten.  I just can’t imagine that.  I mean,” she said, lowering her chin and looking up at him through long lashes, “I’d do anything for you, if only you’d ask.”


“Anything?”


“Anything.  My… boss, he said he doesn’t care what we do tonight, so long as we bring in some money.”  They looked at each other for a long moment, her eyes smoky and star-struck, his eyes calculating, triumphant.


“Very well.”  Rasten reached into a pocket and withdrew a roll of hundred-dollar bills.  “Make me smile, Trixie, and you get some of these.  Make me happy…”  Rasten trailed off for a moment as the lithe girl winnowed her way up between his knees, warm breasts sliding against his pants legs.  She gave him a shy smile as she began to unzip his trousers.  “Make me happy, Trixie, and I’ll buy the whole place just to return the favor.”  He rested his head back on the comfortable cushion as Trixie’s tongue began to work its magic on his cock, and didn’t speak again for some time.
He came four times, all told.  Ana never ‘ported out, so Trixie never complained.  Not even the last time, when Rasten fucked her ass for a good twenty minutes before ejaculating his simulated seed into her tightly-stretched anus..  Of course, by then she had been shackled to a wall, and the ball gag didn’t let much through in the way of protests anyway.

*     *     *     *     *
Ana groaned and lifted the face mask, rubbing her eyes heavily in the green glow.  She’d been Diving for almost an hour, a lot longer than she’d bargained for.  Her stomach rumbled, and not from hunger.  Her insides felt like they’d been battered to jelly, traumatized from a combination of ‘port-engineered feedback and psychosomatic stim.  An hour, cyber-fucking some anonymous slug just because…  She choked back a dry sob she hadn’t know was there and stopped rubbing her eyes.
She couldn’t curse ‘Rasten’, not really.  He hadn’t done anything she hadn’t let him do.  She’d even defied him, changing the script and vetoing one of his more extreme requests.  He’d paid for services rendered, and what sick satisfaction he took from his fantasy power-trip had been made possible with Ana’s acquiescence.  Every time he came, it was because she’d agreed to make him come.  He came at her invitation; if it hadn’t been her, then with some other – curious amateur, a broke tyro like herself, or even a pro.  If he hadn’t picked her, she would have played a central part in someone else’s fantasy, starring in their own personal VR porn extravaganza.  
She hadn’t come at all until the end, when Rasten was sodomizing Trixie, using her sculpted body to sate his animal lusts.  It was a queer orgasm, long and diffuse, evoked without any direct stimulus.  Ana doubted he’d been trying to get her off, especially at that point, but the system had noted her attainment, dutifully logged it with the same attentiveness it used to whisk away sweat, update the clock and keep track of credit limits.  Everything had occurred without the necessity for any human contact at all.  No muss, no fuss, not even sweat or inconvenient wet spots to avoid.  No awkward breakfast afterwards, no worries about rape or pregnancy or disease.  The human element had been removed entirely from human intercourse.
The bonus!  Ana started to replace the mask, then paused midway.  Maybe… maybe that’s enough.  Maybe I’ve been over-doing it.  I just fucked a guy for money.  Sim or no, that was as close as I could get to fucking a stranger without actually being with one.
Ana rested her forehead on her hand, adrenaline-tired.  You fucked a stranger so you could get the money to play a game.  A game with a character that isn’t real, interacting with unreal people and unreal people playing unreal people, where even the fake money is fake.  She gulped, that dry sob again as she remembered the shameful gratitude she’d felt when she came, imaginary ass impaled by Rasten’s imaginary tool.  The club, Rasten, Meeyana, Galae, Ana… all fake.  Fake.  Hooker.  Prostitute.  Whore.

“I’m done,” Ana mumbled, wondering if there was enough hot water for another shower.  If she was over her credit, there wouldn’t…  She slipped the mask back on.

I’m just checking my balance.  Nothing else.  No Galae, not even email; I’m done, maybe forever.  That was too much.

The red light flickered, then went green with a positive balance.  She’d gone over time and come once, leaving her with more credit than she thought.  It could be transferred to new dollars, or used on the game.  Like an upgrade to Meeyana’s wardrobe.  God knows I could…

An amber light was flashing for her attention, a loose end from the previous session.  Ana opened it, innards cold when she read the message:

USER RASTEN PERSONAL MESSAGE: 
THX FOR *, TRIXIE.  MEET IN PERSON? (Y/N)


Meet... in person?  Me, meet him?  He wants to see me?

MEET IN PERSON?


Why would anyone… after what we…

MEET IN PERSON?


Ana stared at the message a moment longer, then canceled it swiftly, decisively.  Hell, no.

Less than a minute later, the VRMF server noted her increased credit as Meeyana logged in.  It authenticated her with a cheery green light, and Ana returned to the life she loved, the only life she really knew.
Author’s note:

This idea’s been running in my head for some time.  I hope this is the darkest story I write for a while; I don’t enjoy it very much.  Can’t help but wonder what Simon’s synopsis will look like, though; how does he find time to read all the stories?
