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​


by Grace Vilmont


 


What else is love but understanding
and rejoicing in the fact that another person lives, acts, and
experiences otherwise than we do…?

—Nietzsche

 


1.

 


Sophie walked through the club aloof and
unfeeling. She was unaccompanied and proud of it. As a single woman
she didn’t feel the need—like so many other women—to constantly
have a man by her side, even in a sex club. Especially in a sex
club. Though nominally the club and its ilk were open to the adult
public full membership was only extended to male-female couples.
With the one exception of single women who met a certain level of
beauty and willingness to participate in the kinkier aspects of
modern society.

As it happened Sophie met both
criteria.

Those in attendance at the club were from a
select slice of society, not the richest and certainly not the
poorest. They were the hardworking professionals that kept their
technology-bound world functioning. The upper echelons of society
would never deign to go to something as mean as a semi-private sex
club; they had their own clubs for such purposes. And certainly the
lower rungs of society would never be admitted—they either didn’t
have the education or money to join. While Sophie wasn’t a member
of the uber-rich she rubbed elbows with them on a regular basis and
had been invited—and attended—their clubs on more than one
occasion, but she preferred to be with her own type where she was
most comfortable.

Walking through the interconnected rooms
Sophie took in all the activities. She wasn’t in a hurry to make a
decision as to what she was going to do this evening. There was a
group in one of the common rooms surrounding a VR deck. It was a
standard deck with eight cables extending outward from the purple
oblong main console giving this particular model the nickname of
“the squid”. Each cable was plugged into a port above and slightly
behind each participant’s right ear. There were seven people
currently connected to the squid, four men and three women. They
were all lying down on low couches, heads on small pillows, their
expressions blank, their faces slack, mouths slightly open with
tongues slightly protruding, their eyes were open but unfocused.
The group might have been dead except for the steady rise and fall
of their chests. All were naked though that was hardly necessary;
none of the action that was taking place was actually physical.
They were all in a virtual world created and moderated by the man
sitting next to the squid.

Large dildos had been inserted into the three
women; each dildo was held in place by stretchable straps so they
wouldn’t inadvertently be ejected if the body spasmed or had an
uncontrolled seizure. These devices weren’t just common sex toys.
The dildos were wired to the squid. Similar devices were strapped
to the men’s hips with their erect cocks inserted into the long
plastiscene-silicone tubes. Again, these devices weren’t strictly
necessary but most who used these VR consoles found that they
enhanced the experience. Sophie had seen the external devices taken
to an extreme where the participants would be in full-body
plastiscene suits to stimulate every nerve ending in the person’s
body, but focused on the nipples, genitals, and anus…and any other
body part the player had a fetish for. She found that a bit silly.
The cable plugged into their cranium port provided more than enough
stimulation to the body’s nerves. The buzzing and humming coming
from the sleeves and dildos added to the experience but weren’t
necessary.

“Care to play?” the squid’s
operator asked her. “We need a fourth woman. It’s a surreal orgy in
there.” He grinned at her. His lips were stained blue from some
artificial stimulant and his eyes were nearly as glazed over as the
people who were connected to his squid.

She just shook her head. “No thank
you.”

He shrugged. “Suit yourself.” A cable trailed
from behind his ear but wasn’t connected directly to the squid. It
went into an adaptor. Sophie was certain he was collecting the
emotions and sensations experienced by the players. She was also
certain he was going to sell recordings of those same emotions and
sensations later on the gray market that existed for such
things.

“I prefer my sex to be real, not
virtual,” she added after he looked away. If he heard her he gave
no indication. There would be another woman walking by soon enough
who would be happy to play and happy to have her emotions stolen
and sold for the pleasure of others.

Sophie kept walking. There was still much to
see and experience. A dealer tried to sell her a stimstick as she
passed by an open invitation room. The woman inside the room was
taking on all those who wanted a piece of her pussy. Each man that
approached her had thirty seconds to cum, if he was unsuccessful he
went to the back of the line. After brushing aside the dealer she
watched for a minute. There were a few women in the line of a dozen
eager to fuck an anonymous woman. Each woman wore a fake, but
surprisingly realistic-looking, cock jutting up from her crotch.
Sophie wondered if the fake cocks were simply toys held in place by
the women’s cunts or if the women were fleshchangers, half-man,
half-woman at their whim.

What she saw tempted Sophie but she wanted to
be fucked this night, she didn’t want to fuck another woman. She
wasn’t above having sex with a woman, or multiple women, but it
wasn’t what she wanted or needed at the moment. She moved
on.

She was naked except for her shoes,
spectacles, a bracelet, and an elaborate hairband holding her long
black hair into an ornate bun. Normally she liked to have her hair
down and loose during sex, but she had come directly to the club
from her office and hadn’t bothered to release it yet. She found
that loose hair made her blend into the background in the club—most
of the women wore their hair down. The few who opted for restricted
styles received much more attention.

Sophie paused at one of the many mirrors in
the club and briefly studied her face. Her makeup was in place and
she wore her glasses telling herself that was enough of a disguise
from a casual observer. Normally she didn’t wear much makeup and
the glasses she wore in the club were completely different from her
normal, everyday pair. Turning her head ever so slightly she
glanced at the small semicircular scar on her left cheek. It wasn’t
prominent and it wasn’t red, raised and ugly, it was just a small
scar that was probably the result of a childhood injury. It was her
most prominent feature and it was why she chose to cover it as much
as possible with makeup. It was also why she chose to walk the club
naked; most of those in attendance would be looking at her body,
not her face. It was a modicum of anonymity but it was
enough.

Many of the others in the club were as naked
as Sophie. It allowed the players to quickly evaluate a potential
partner’s physical characteristics to see if they were desirable
and compatible. Sophie liked being naked; clothes made her feel
restricted.

She passed by another room and looked inside.
Three men were fucking a woman…or what was presumably a woman. She
was on her hands and knees. One man was beneath her, his cock
buried in her pussy. The second man was kneeling behind the woman,
his cock in her anus. Sophie liked to be double penetrated, but
only if the men she was with knew what they were doing. They needed
to work together and the partners she had for that activity
previously often were lacking that skill.

It was the third man who intrigued her. He had
stuck his cock into the woman’s mouth, or what was presumably her
mouth. Her body was definitely female and human. Sophie could see
her body. Naturally the woman was naked and everything she had was
exposed to all those who wished to watch. What wasn’t human about
her was her head. It was definitely insectoid. While it was
possible the men were fucking a sex doll—a simple robot with
realistic human skin and genitalia but no personality—that had been
customized with an alien head. The man’s cock was thrusting in and
out what was passing for a mouth but it was surrounded by feelers
and a pair of pinchers that looked dangerous.

It was also possible the woman had gone
through extensive plastic surgery and gene therapy to give her an
insectoid head. Stranger modifications existed but Sophie had no
appreciation for them. She preferred her sex partners to be
human.

There was also the chance the woman was simply
wearing a mask outfitted with extensive servos and flesh-realistic
appendages. This was unlikely, but one never knew in today’s world.
The three men and the insect-woman didn’t bother to look up at
Sophie. She shivered once as the man receiving oral sex from the
woman’s alien mouth came. He grunted and his face contorted. Sophie
wondered if the feelers and pinchers around his mouth enhanced his
orgasm or if they were there because he had a completely unnatural
fetish and kink that could only be satisfied in a sex
club.

She shook her head and walked away. Sophie
wasn’t looking for sex with an alien or an insect or with men who
lusted after those things. Once more she started wandering away and
almost immediately bumped into a tall man who was powerfully built,
burly with a thick mat of chest hair that tapered down to a narrow
point ending at the triangle of his pubic hair.

“My apologies,” Sophie said. “I
didn’t see you there.” Her eyes flicked down to his cock and she
was automatically intrigued.

“No need to apologize,” he said.
“I tend to walk silently. Old habits die hard.”

She barely heard his words. His cock was
fascinating. Taking a quick second to examine his face, Sophie went
back to looking at the handsome man’s cock. He had obviously been
modified; that didn’t bother her. While he was handsome he had no
obvious signs of plastic surgery; in fact a thin scar ran down from
his hairline just in front of his left ear down to his jaw. It
wasn’t terrible or ugly, just something that could easily have been
corrected that he didn’t bother with. She liked that.

What she liked more was his cock. It wasn’t
erect—not yet, she promised herself—but the man had taken the time
to have his genitalia modified. She could feel his eyes on her
body. He was evaluating her and she hoped what he found was
pleasing to his eyes. His cock was slightly larger than
average—Sophie had a good eye for that sort of judgment—but not
overly so. The better part of the modification were the ridged he
had had installed down the length of his shaft. There had to be
over two dozen of them, each designed to please whomever the man
fucked. Little ridges of pleasure, she thought. She liked that in a
man, thinking of his partner’s pleasure rather than just his own.
The ridges seemed to go all the way around his cock but she
couldn’t be sure. Just before she reached out to grab his manhood
Sophie caught herself and realized that there had been an
uncomfortably long silence between them

She managed a little blush. It was artificial
but it was worth the effort. “You caught me,” she said. “I was
studying you.” It was better to admit the little faux pas rather
than to hide or deny it.

He grinned. “Do you like what you
see?”

She returned his smile. “So
far…yes.”

“Do you mind?” she asked gesturing
to his cock. “I’d like a closer look. You’ve been modified,
right?”

“Go ahead,” he told her. She
reached for his cock and held it lightly in her hand. She could
feel the blood pulsing through it. The soft flesh slightly
stiffened under her fingertips and it grew in both length and
girth. The ridges hardened. They most certainly did go all the way
around—almost. The ridges tapered back on the underside and pointed
toward the base of his penis letting the urethra underneath run to
the tip unimpeded.

“Impressive,” she told him.
Suddenly her manners returned to her. “My name is Sophie,” she told
him.

“Konrad,” he replied. “It’s nice
to know the name of the woman holding your cock,” he added. “Thank
you, by the way.”

With a slight grimace she let go of him.
“You’re welcome.”

Konrad glanced at the room with the insectoid
woman. “Not your scene?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No.”

“What is?” he asked.

Her grin was honest. “I think you are. I’ve
never had a cock like yours before. Want to find a
room?”

“Well, you do have a wonderful
body. It’s nearly perfect. Did you get it through honest, hard
work, genetics, or a lot of gene therapy and plastics?”

Sophie laughed. “Hard work and genetics. I’m
no phony.”

He looked skeptical. “Really? How am I to know
that? I like my women true and honest.”

She licked her lips and glanced at his cock
one more time. “Take me to bed and I’ll let you inspect every
centimeter of me.”

They pushed into a semi-private room and
slammed the door shut behind them. It wasn’t that Sophie minded if
someone else watched her fuck; it was that she wanted a few moments
with her new lover before someone else decided they had to join in.
Since they were both already naked there was no need to strip off
their clothing. Sophie simply went to her knees and took his cock
into her mouth.

The number of cocks that Sophie had sucked in
her lifetime was a number she had never bothered to track. This one
wasn’t particularly large or small, but it was made noteworthy by
the ridges that ran down its length. They tickled her tongue as she
moved it along the underside of the slightly strange penis. She
liked the sensation it made in her mouth. She liked even more that
it steadily grew in her mouth. Because she was concentrating on
Konrad’s cock she missed what he was doing.

“Come up here,” he said as he
cupped one hand under her jaw and gently raised her up. She only
came up to the middle of his chest but that was okay. Sophie kissed
the soft carpet of hair that covered him…and then immediately shied
away when she saw what he was holding in his hand.

“No,” she said flatly. “I don’t
use those.”

In Konrad’s hand was a small blue box with two
cords extending out from the processor. “It’s just a vague jumper,”
he said. “I want to feel everything that you feel.”

The jumper was designed to connect two
individuals’ cranium ports. Konrad was exaggerating. He wouldn’t
feel everything that she did, but they would experience a vague
sense of what the other was feeling—both emotionally and
physically—which would enhance their coupling. It essentially
provided a feedback loop that intensified everything—assuming the
two participants were in agreement over what was happening. But if
one was in the midst of pleasure and the other had nothing but
hatred and anger the results would be disastrous for both of
them.

“I want my emotions to be
private,” she told him.

Konrad grinned with a bit of smugness. “You’ll
take my cock into your mouth, but you won’t let me experience what
you’re feeling?”

“What if I hate you?” she asked
him.

“It’s not like I’ll be able to
read your mind,” he said, avoiding her question. And that was true
enough the jumper wasn’t powerful enough to scan and interpret her
surface thoughts, just her emotions.

“Why do you want to use it?” she
asked him, trying another tack. She wanted to fuck him right then
and there, but she didn’t want to use the jumper no matter how
great it might feel in the moment.

He pointed at his now fully erect cock. “Why
do you think I had all this work done?”

She shrugged. “You like to please the women
you sleep with. And the men too, presumably.” She grinned up at
him. “I liked the feel of the ridges on my tongue,” she told him as
she now slowly stroked his length. “I want to know what they’re
like in my pussy.”

“Yeah…” he agreed. “But having
this much work done on my cock means it’s a little less sensitive
to me now. I used a good medtech and followed all the
instructions, but there is always some nerve damage. I kind of need
the feedback from the jumper to get off.”

It was a reasonable explanation, Sophie
thought as she continued to stroke him. And if she didn’t fuck
Konrad tonight, she might not get another chance to get laid in a
week. She knew the little vague jumper couldn’t hurt her…she just
didn’t like the idea of having to experience other’s
emotions.

“Okay,” she started to say, “you
can read my feedback, but I don’t want yours. Can you set it for
that?”

Konrad’s grin told her everything. “Right
away, ma’am.” He pressed a few of the control settings on the small
box’s display and showed her the result. While it was a simple
device, it could easily be controlled and modified. Satisfied with
the result she nodded and turned her head, exposing the port just
above and behind her right ear.

The sensation of Konrad easing the cable’s
plug into her port was surprisingly sensual. She mostly used her
port for work related purposes. She preferred her pleasure to be
real, not artificial. Konrad had already inserted the plug into his
port. The screen on the jumper came alive and Sophie waited a
moment to be sure she wasn’t getting anything from Konrad before
she allowed him to touch her.

“Satisfied?” he asked.

“I will be in a minute,” she told
him, grabbing his cock and pulling him to the bed. She fell
backwards onto the soft surface that automatically cushioned and
supported her weight. It was completely natural that her legs
opened and she led Konrad into her body. He slowly settled his
weight onto her as he eased his cock into her pussy. She liked
that. It felt good going in slowly. Too often she had had lovers
who simply wanted to shove their cock in and slam away without
regard for what she wanted.

And his ridges rolled along her flesh in a
perfect, overwhelming intoxication of her mind.

“You like that?” he asked as she
started thrusting slowly.

“Uh-huh,” she replied huskily. She
knew that he already had the answer to his question thanks to the
jumper, but it was still nice to verbalize it. The ridges didn’t
overwhelm her, but they were different enough to make her think she
was being fucked for the first time again. She had used toys
similar to what Konrad had on his cock, but those were artificial.
The real thing on a real man was so much better and more
intense.

While Sophie was by no means a tiny woman,
Konrad’s overall body size was nearly overwhelming to her. He was
burly, muscular, and knew exactly what he was doing when making
love to a woman. She wanted to open her legs wider and invite him
in deeper to her body. It was impossible to get her arms all the
way around his body, but she tried. She liked the way he was
pinning her down and using her, but making sure she was the one who
got all the pleasure in the moment.

“You’re good,” she complimented
him between gasps for breath.

“Thanks,” he grunted. “You have a
tight pussy.”

She knew he meant it as a compliment. “Uh-huh.
Did your medtech make your cock bigger when he put those ridges
in?”

Konrad half laughed at her question. “What
makes you think I wasn’t already this big?”

At the moment there was nothing that Sophie
wanted to do more than reach between their bodies and grab his cock
to see exactly how big it had grown, but between his weight and the
way they were fucking that was impossible. “Are you that big?” she
asked. The question made no sense, but she was on the brink of an
orgasm and she didn’t care if she made sense.

“I’m fucking huge,” he told her as
he thrusted hard and faster while adjusting the angle of his hips
so his ridges ran over he clit. She could feel each one as it
dragged over her pleasure button.

With a startled gasp she came. He didn’t.
Konrad kept thrusting through her orgasm and didn’t wait for her to
recover. He kept fucking her until she came again, and then a third
time. Only then was he able to let his orgasm release and he
spurted a heavy load of semen deep into her tight pussy.

“Thank you,” she whispered to
herself. “Thank you.”

It was the afterwards that Sophie always found
the most awkward. She was done with Konrad and didn’t need anything
else from him but she still went through the polite motions that
everyone went through after an intense shared intimacy. They held
each other for a while. She was the one who was the first to unplug
from the vague jumper. Konrad didn’t seem to mind and after she
disconnected from the jumper he did the same. After that it was
easy for him to roll off her body. As they cleaned up he politely
asked if she wanted to go again.

Sophie shook her head. “No thank you. I came
here for what I wanted. I don’t wish to be rude, but it’s time for
me to leave.”

Konrad was nonplussed by her reaction. “You
came here for one fuck and now you’re leaving?” he
asked.

“That’s right.” She looked around
the space to see if she had forgotten anything. Her clothes were up
front; she’d get them on the way out of the club. Shoes, bracelet
with her ID, her wire-framed, squared-edge spectacles that never
left her face, and her hair band. She had everything. “I come here
a lot,” she told him. “But only ever for one fuck.”

“Maybe I’ll see you again,” he
suggested to her.

“Probably not,” was her reply as
she pressed the button to unlock and open the door. He admired the
view as she left the small sex-scented room. He knew it would be
easy to find her again.

 




2.

 


Sophie froze the moment the chime to her front
door sounded. She lived in a secure high rise building and hadn’t
buzzed anyone into the common space. The chime that sounded was for
a visitor, not a resident using a passkey or an employee coming to
the door to address a problem. Before opening the door she checked
the security screen and was puzzled for a moment. She didn’t
recognize the man standing outside the door. Her first instinct was
to call security because he wasn’t a neighbor she recognized and he
wasn’t a building employee. But he looked vaguely
familiar.

Instead of panicking, she thumbed the intercom
button. “Yes?” There was no reason to say anything else. She was
safe behind the heavily reinforced door and it was unlikely he
would be able to force his way inside before building security
could be there to assist her.

“Sophie?” he asked. The tiny
camera auto-adjusted and tilted up to catch his entire face. He was
tall enough to be almost outside the range of human normal. “It’s
Konrad.” He smiled and stepped back half a pace to let the camera
inspect him.

It had been over a week since she had been to
the sex club where she had met Konrad. She wasn’t upset that he had
wanted to track her down. She was upset that he had
tracked her down. He knew her first name, surely. But it could have
been an alias. She didn’t give him her last name or any other
information about herself. She should have been completely
anonymous to him. She preferred sex that way.

“What do you want? What are you
doing here?”

As much as she wanted to remain anonymous she
was also attracted to the man. Still, the way he approached her at
her home inside a secure building made her suspect something was
amiss.

He grinned. “Do you really want me to say that
out loud here in the hallway?”

She sighed. “How did you find my address? And
for that matter, how did you get inside my building?”

His grin didn’t change as he reached inside
his jacket and extracted a badge to display to the camera. “I’m a
detective. I have ways of finding things out. I know the head of
security for this building; he let me in. Though I could have
gotten in with just the badge, if I wanted.”

She nodded to herself. Knowing he was a cop
made her feel a little relieved. It was unusual for government
employees to frequent sex clubs, but it wasn’t strictly against
police laws or club rules. After a moment’s hesitation, she pressed
the lock and sprung open the door.

He walked in tucking away his badge. “I
suppose I should be flattered,” she said to him. “That you went to
all that trouble to track me down.” She folded her arms across her
chest. It had only been half an hour since she had arrived home
from work; she was still in her professional attire though she had
kicked off her shoes—they were in a small heap in the corner of the
entry hall—and tossed her suit jacket over the back of a chair.
“I’m also offended. Who gave you my info? The club? Did you have
someone follow me from outside the club? Did you search every
Sophie in the city on some database and match the name to my
profile at the club?”

He shook his head. “None of those. You gave me
your info.”

She huffed and was taken aback. “I did no such
thing.”

His grin didn’t change. Once more he reached
into his suit jacket, this time a different pocket, and pulled out
a small vague jumper. It wasn’t the one from the club, it was a
different model and color, but immediately she knew her mistake. “I
popped the chip from the jumper and took it to the office,” he
said. “It recorded your bio even though you weren’t sharing with me
when we…” he trailed off. It seemed a little crude to discuss the
details of their coupling inside the entry hall to her
apartment.

“I should report you to the police
department,” she told him.

“Uh-huh,” he vaguely agreed.
“Would you like to fuck?” he asked. His tone was polite even if his
words were a bit crude.

“Excuse me?” Sophie had been
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