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Nerds being nerds—highly intelligent, socially awkward, and unreasonably obsessed with retro tech—haven’t changed a bit in the last hundred years. Deep inside the archives of Nexus Advanced Systems Technology, Inc. (NASTI), a team of software engineers, game designers, and coders make a mind-blowing discovery: The Lost Treasures of Infocom.

One game stands out among the dusty digital relics: Starcross. Curious, they fire up an ancient DOS machine, get it running, and solve its mind-bending puzzles through sheer brainpower, persistence... and maybe a little help from weed, DMT, and some government-grade LSD.

Inspired by their chemically enhanced nostalgia trip, they hatch a plan—rebuild Starcross as a full-immersion VR simulation. Not a remake. A resurrection.

Enter Ariel and Jenna, elite beta testers chosen to explore the reborn Starcross. But this isn't just a game. It’s a do-or-die experience where solving puzzles isn’t optional, and dying in the simulation could mean dying for real. And if that’s not enough pressure, the fates of their fellow testers aboard the Endeavor—as awkward and underwhelming as they may be—hang in the balance.

Suit up, plug in, and prepare to experience Starcross like never before.
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Jenna reclines between Ariel’s legs, sinking back against the warmth of her bestie’s body. The supple swell of Ariel’s breasts cushions her spine, and she lets out a contented sigh, nuzzling into the curve of comfort.

“This would be a lot more comfortable if we took our clothes off,” Jenna murmurs, glancing over her shoulder with a sly grin. “Fun too.”

Ariel laughs and gives her a playful shove. “We just smashed an hour ago. Your appetite for sex is relentless.”

“And yours isn’t?”

Ariel doesn't answer, not directly. She rests her chin lightly on Jenna’s shoulder, thoughtful.

Since arriving at the cluster, she’d expected options—sleek corpo uppers, genetically enhanced, chemically balanced, dripping in creds. But finding a male hookup who’s straight and available is like mining for helium-3 in a dead zone. Environmental estrogens, endocrine disruptors like Atrazine—contaminants that taint the city’s food and water supply—have taken their toll. The corpos and elites who dine organic and sip glacier-filtered water? Unaffected. But girls like Ariel and Jenna? Cut off from old-world norms and stuck with a dwindling pool of options.

They’re not lovers. Not officially. Besties with benefits. But the lines keep blurring. It was Ariel who pushed Jenna to hook up with Doc Holliday in the Tombstone sim. Jenna had lived happily girl-only until then. Now? She wants more. They both do. And without the VR matrix’s buffet of stim-enhanced cybersex, they'd be stuck in a feedback loop—each other, occasionally another girl, then back again.

Not that it’s bad. Far from it. But it’s changing them. Sometimes, inside the simulations, they find other testers—avatars with human fingerprints behind the code—and when chemistry strikes, they smash. It’s more than just sex. In full immersion, it feels real. More than real, with stim filters heightening every nerve, every emotion.

Still, the best smashes? The NPCs. AI routines so sophisticated they adapt in real time, optimizing technique for max pleasure, drawing from a century of kink and neuroscience. They read breath patterns, skin conductivity, pupil dilation. They learn you. And they never get awkward after.

Ariel wonders if that’s enough. If emotional intimacy with Jenna, and physical satisfaction in the matrix, can replace what’s missing. Sometimes, she believes it can. Other times... Jenna pulls back. Sends mixed signals. Reminds her she needs a man in bed to be fully satisfied.

In VR, though, men can be men again—virile, aggressive, unbroken by real-world toxicity. Full immersion rebuilds the avatar from self-identity, not biometrics. Which makes things complicated. Disturbing, even. For trans users, the sim defaults to their biological sex, something most aren't ready to face. It’s why many stick to retro rigs: headsets, haptic suits, tactile gloves. There, they can be whoever they want—elves, dwarves, brutish orcs, feathered hybrids. Free to rewrite themselves.

Jenna breaks the silence, flicking through the game list on the armrest’s embedded remote. The curved vid-display floats in front of them, luminescent in the dome’s dim light. Dozens of simulations scroll past—fantasy, horror, corporate espionage, pleasure-worlds.

She stops. “Ohhh, check this one out!”

The interface fades, replaced by a stark black screen studded with drifting stars. At its center, a single word glows like a pulse beacon: STARCROSS

Below, the description begins its slow crawl upward:

Year: 2386. You and your partner command an interplanetary exploration vessel bound for Jupiter’s moons. Your mission: search for life—and the resources Earth desperately needs. What you find changes everything.

Jenna’s eyes light up. “This is so retro. Johnny—my brother—he used to binge these old sci-fi sims. Starcrash, Starfield... He’d be jacked on glitter dust, blasting aliens with laser cannons while I watched from across the room.”

Ariel smirks. “Xenomorphs and all?”

“Yeah! Xenomorphs were the best—acid blood, claws, space-adapted. Total nightmare fuel.”

Ariel stretches, her back arching against the curve of the recliner. “You really want to run this one.”

“Badly. But Tombstone’s still tempting. Maybe we go back, see if Doc is up for another round?”

Jenna teases, “Only if you get with the Earp brothers this time. All three. I saw Wyatt grab your ass last time.”

Ghost, her embedded AI, chooses that moment to deliver a flood of unwanted memory. Ariel grimaces, the Claremont Hotel, the hangover, the puke—on her, the chair, the floor. Then the brutal snap back to reality, crusted in regret and vomit.

“Ghost, you sadistic bastard. I was trying to forget that.”

“You should remember,” Jenna says, laughing. “Next time, no boilermakers. Stick to beer, or wine. Or better yet, weed and DMT. No hangover, just cravings.”

“I’ll pass on the glitter dust,” Ariel mutters. “I like keeping my organs inside my body.”

Jenna scrolls the screen again, her eyes gleaming. “Seriously though... let’s do Starcross. And once it goes public, maybe we circle back to Tombstone. Full-blown gamer chaos. A big Earp vs. Cowboy showdown to defend our honor from Johnny Ringo and the Clantons.”

Ariel grins. “Defiled by Cowboys, huh?”

“Not unless they bathe first. And brush. Then they can defile away.”

Ariel taps the armrest, linking to Ghost. “Okay. Queue it up.”

Ghost’s voice pulses in her inner ear. Cool, confident. “Already on it. Your request has been flagged priority. NASTI will push it to the dev board after the corpo meeting adjourns.”

Ariel exhales and settles back. Jupiter’s storm light filters through the dome, painting swirling gold patterns across the floor. Beside her, Jenna hums with excitement, the kind only a new simulation can bring.
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“Ghost, I’m thinking of asking Jenna to cohabit with me,” Ariel says, arms folded behind her head, eyes on the curved dome ceiling. “It makes sense. We already spend most of our time together.”

The AI construct hums before answering, his voice like filtered wind across synth wire. “There’s a problem with size.”

Ariel sits up in her chair, glancing around the minimalist housing unit. All gaming domes are designed for single occupancy—just one full-immersion chair, one user interface. Even in the newer clusters, the layout’s the same. Smaller, denser, more efficient. Only the original domes, reserved for elite testers like her and Jenna, have even some breathing room. The public domes? Barely closets, optimized for fast turnover.

“We lived in tighter quarters back in the city,” she argues. “And before moving here, Jenna shared a two-room box with her brother, Johnny. We made it work.”

The real issue, she knows, is the second chair—another full-immersion rig. But there’s room for one, just enough space to squeeze in a second recliner. Maybe even a chaise lounge, if they get creative. Worst case, the gaming chairs double as beds. And, if needed, for other things too.

“It would open a dome for another tester,” she adds, sweetening the argument.

There’s a moment of silence. “The logic is sound,” Ghost replies at last. “And you’re correct—beta tester demand is stabilizing. NASTI’s pulling in more applicants now, especially from the edgerunning pool. The
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