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My name is Pat. Not Patrick, or Patricia,
just Pat. I’m a software engineer, twenty-three years old, not a
tall guy at five foot five with long light brown hair (our jobs are
pretty creative so long hair is okay), but a decent build, and
green eyes. Everyone says how handsome Jessie and I are, but we
never seem to find any girls we want.

We were heading for another weekend after a
tough week at work, and both of us were trying to figure out what
we could do that would be different. I was running out of ideas as
Jessie came in.

“Hey Pat. I got the groceries done, and now
we need to figure out what’s next. Looks like you mowed the lawn
already.” Jessie hefted his grocery bags onto the counter. He
flipped the ponytail of his shoulder length blond hair out of the
way. His bright blue eyes smiled.

“Nice job bud. I got the lawn mowed, and
house cleaned. So I guess all we need to do is put this stuff away
and have lunch. Sure would be nice to do something different this
weekend. I’ll get the rest of the bags.”

I went out to Jessie’s red Mustang and
emptied the trunk - slammed the lid with my elbow. The little bit
of lawn we had ran dark green up to the house. You could smell the
trees that surrounded our property - couldn’t even see the street.
It was great Jessie and I were able to get jobs at the same place
after college, and share the expenses to be able to rent such a
great place. Two can always live cheaper than one, and these three
acres were great. I didn’t care if I ever lived anywhere else.

I heaved the bags onto the marble counter.
“By the way Jess, we have a ton of comp time to use up along with
our vacation time. We need to use it, or we’ll lose it at the end
of the year.”

Jessie was loading the fridge. “I know. We
can’t even find something to do for the weekend, and we’re supposed
to find something to do for vacation? C’mon Pat.” His blue eyes
showed his disgust.

I put the last of the things in the pantry,
took out the plate of ham from the fridge, put it on the counter,
and started ripping hunks off, eating them. I stared off through
the deck doors to the patio and wooded back yard. “We could start
another landscape project in back?”

Jess sat next to me and put the pitcher of
iced tea down. “Another landscape project? The back yard looks
awesome and so does the front. Why would we want to?” He slugged
down some of the tea from the pitcher. “Besides, we can’t do it at
night when we need something to do the most.” Jess undid his
ponytail and let his hair fall on his shoulders.

I drank some of the tea from the pitcher.
“What? You don’t want to play those video games at night, with the
hot avatars you make? And you don’t want to go to the sports bars,
watch the games, and meet women?”

“Pat, c’mon. All we do when we go out is pay
for every chick’s drink. All the boring, soccer-moms-to-be, looking
for commitment, dressed in their jeans, sneakers and tee shirts.
What’s the point? I don’t want to have kids and a boring soccer
mom.” Jessie tore off some of the ham and chewed the big hunk while
he looked at me.

I nodded. “We need to think outside the box.
We need something totally different.” I ripped off another chunk of
ham like I was tearing our problem down.

Jessie clunked the tea pitcher down. “Yeah.
Something unheard of.” His eyes opened wide.

“Drugs.”

“No way. We wouldn’t last long designing
software after that. It’s bad enough sometimes with the hangovers
we get from going out.”

“Right. Didn’t mean it. But, this really
sucks. We have everything, and nothing.”

I looked around the kitchen and into the
great room. “We have lots alright. I never thought I’d be living
this good. But you’re right. Do you think we’d feel this way if we
had girlfriends?”

Jessie nodded. “Probably not if we could ever
find ones that were what we wanted. But, we haven’t been very lucky
in that department. It sure would feel good to make it with a nice,
sexy, silky smooth skinned babe though. Someone hot and into
enjoying each other, not making kids and going to PTA
meetings.”

I went to the fridge and took out the bowl of
fruit. I grabbed a piece of pineapple with my fingers. “Yeah, silky
sexy babe would be nice. Like the ones you make for the avatars
when you play those video games.”

“Like the ones you make too. We both do it
because we’re desperate.”

“I don’t know that we’re desperate.”

Jessie raised one blond eyebrow.
“Really.”

“Okay. Well, what could we do along those
lines, since we both like the idea of hot women avatars in our
video games. And in our lives. We need to create them in real life
somehow. Something wilder than on a video game though, expand the
idea. Scale it up. Make it real. 3D.”

A grin crossed Jessie’s face and he forced it
away. “No way. I’m not getting any blow up dolls.”

“Not that way. Think again. How can we scale
that up. How can we make our own avatars? Our own perfect
babes?”

Jessie got up, walked over to the patio
doors, and looked out so I couldn’t see his face. “Our own babes.
Robots: grow them, make them, buy them, find them, nah that doesn’t
work, create them. Create real flesh avatars. Hmm. What could we
use for a base model to modify?”

I put a hunk of watermelon in my mouth and
let the sweet graininess squish over my tongue as I thought about
creating something new. I caught myself looking at Jess as he stood
in his jean shorts and white shirt looking out the back window. His
long blond hair shined in the sunlight. He had his hip kicked out
to the side and it made him seem to have a thin woman’s hips. He
shifted back and forth popping his hip from one side to the
other.

It made me come up with an idea. “Create
them. Wow! Not sure what you’re gonna think of this.”

I went to the mirror on the wall in the
entryway. I held my hair so it fell on my face.

Jess came over and watched me. “You can’t be
thinking what I think you’re thinking.” He grinned again.

“Why not? What the fuck? I think I’d look
pretty good as a female avatar. I think you’d look awesome!” I
turned around and saw Jessie’s mouth hanging open and his eyes
wide. He looked shocked, but somehow like he was excited at the
same time.

He started to grin, he turned away from me
and he shook his head. “No fuckin’ way. I’m not dressing up like a
woman and neither are you. That’s sick. People will think we’re
freaks.”

“People will never know. Look at where we
live. And with the amount of money we spend when we go out, we
could get some hot clothes instead. Really hot stuff we could only
wish our girlfriends, if we ever had any, would wear. And when
we’re done, it all washes away and goes neatly back into the
closet.” I looked at him and waited.

I flipped my hair over my shoulder and
laughed. “Be a real man Jess. We don’t even need to have different
names? It’s meant to be.”

I could tell Jess wasn’t totally disregarding
the idea. He moved in front of me and looked in the mirror. “I’m
pretty open minded about things, but this is weird. I don’t want to
look like a freak. If we do it, I want to look hot.”

I was on a mission to convince him of my
point now, as I always did when we disagreed. “Look at your face
and mine. We don’t have much facial hair, or even body hair for
that matter - it would be easy to clean that up. Then, look at your
eyes and imagine them made up. Now look at your lips. I think you
and I would look better than most chicks we try for.”

Jess ran his finger over his lips. He shook
his head, started to grin, and moved away from the mirror to look
out the back yard again. “That’s fuckin’ crazy. How would we buy
clothes, and what if someone saw us?”

“Shit Jess, we just go to the mall the next
town over. No one we know will be there, and we make like we’re
buying stuff for our girlfriends.” I looked at my watch. “We have
lobster and clams in the freezer, plenty of beer, wine and whiskey.
We could buy the stuff, be back, get dressed, and help each other
with makeup and stuff, and we could be dressed hot, as our own
avatars, and eat by six o’clock. Be a real man Jess. Don’t fight me
just to fight me. Don’t be afraid of this just because people think
it’s too weird to do.”

Jess looked at me and grinned some more.
“This is fucking nuts. Are you afraid?”

His grin was saying something to me but his
words were saying something else.

“A little. But it makes it more fun. Kind of
a challenge. We can compete for who looks hotter.” I pushed his
hair behind his ear.

“Hey! Don’t get all touchy now.” He moved
away from me - walked to the patio door - shook his head looking
outside. He looked at his watch. “Jesus Pat. Oh hell. What the
fuck! Let’s do it. We can do it, we’ll even save money, and it
might be fun. We sure don’t have anything else to do.” Jess picked
up his keys off the counter. “Let me piss and we go.”

He was grinning as he passed me to go to the
bathroom.
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The mall wasn’t very crowded, since it was
such a perfect day out. Jess had his hair in a tight ponytail
again, as did I. My heart was racing and I know his was too. He had
a deer in the headlights look.

There was a sales girl in the junior’s
clothes store holding up a sale sign. “Hey guys. Buy your
girlfriends some clothes and make lots of points with them! Fifty
percent off everything in the store.”

Perfect. She set it up for us even. We didn’t
have to make anything up. Jess walked up to her. “Wow. Fifty
percent huh?” He looked around. “These clothes are pretty hot too.
Just like she likes.”

“C’mon in and look around. If you need any
help let me know. I’ll keep an eye on you guys. Just wave me
over.”

“K.”

Jess and I started looking at all the stuff.
Women’s clothes had so much more variety then men’s. There were
dresses hanging on the wall - short, low cut, flared hems. Silky
material and stretchy too. Would be easy to find a fit. I took one
down - black and sequin short sleeve one with a V neck.

The girl came over. “That’s a great club
dress. What size is she?”

I looked at her and she sensed I didn’t know.
“That’s okay, we can figure it out. Is she bigger than me?”

I looked at Jess. He chimed in. “Our
girlfriends are about the same size as us. Our shoes are even the
same size. I mean, she puts mine on to go outside and they fit her
perfect.”

“That makes it easy then. I’d say you’re both
a size 11 juniors with size...” She looked at our feet. “...eight
shoe.”

She took the black dress and held it against
me. “This is a large, so this one looks good.” She put it over her
arm. “Want me to find jewelry, shoes, and underwear? Maybe a garter
belt, or something really sexy? How big are their breasts? A,B,C,D
cup?”

Jess held his hands out in front of him for
the size. She nodded. “Nice, C cup” She took off.

I whispered in Jessie’s ear. “Shit, she’s
making this easy.”

Jess raised his eyebrows. “I’ll say. I’m
gonna get the gold version of this dress.” He looked for a large,
took it off the rack and brought it over to the girl. “Match this
one up too. My girlfriend would be pissed if he got his girlfriend
all that stuff and I didn’t.”

She looked up as she was picking through the
garter belts. “Okay!”

We walked around looking at all the stuff. We
both ended up getting nightgowns, skirts, tops, and shoes. It was
as if this was our only chance, so we took advantage of it.

When we were done, she rang it all up. Not
bad really
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