
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

The Cyberotica Box

Philip A. Bellefleur





Published: 2010

Tag(s): Arnold computer comedy fantasy erotica software
photo photography image




Arnold Haskins was
“middle” America, a tinkerer, an Internet aficionado and
photographer of a sort. He was modestly successful in business, but
less in matters of the heart. The rest of his life was somewhere in
between. Arnold was not the kind of man a woman would cross the
street for, or at least not to the side on which he was standing.
Arnold could count his sexual experiences on one hand. In fact, had
it not been for his right one there would be nothing to count at
all. At forty-six, he was single, balding, overweight, an aging
“Pillsbury dough boy”.

This story begins on one of those cold, dark Sundays for which
Seattle is famous. Rain, the kind that overwhelms the system like
influenza in a kindergarten class had been coming down for three
days. Arnold’s house surrounded him like a cell in the county jail.
The need to get out somewhere, anywhere was overwhelming. The
Computer America Store in the mall was less than three miles
away.

Wandering through the computer mega mart, he came upon a table
with the advertisement “huge software markdown.” Junk, he thought
to himself, other people’s castoffs. He picked through the items
and was about to leave when he noticed a program called “The
Ultimate Photo Experience”. Arnold carefully read the claims
of the manufacturer:

*Turn ordinary photographs into works of art

*Simple to install and use with the click of a mouse

*Creates three-dimensional reality in both animate and inanimate
objects

*Change color, size and shape of any object

*Add exciting background effects

*Terabyte enhancement disk included

*Pull down sensory menus included on D-12 model

 

The box had been opened and resealed several times, a bad sign.
Still, the original price was $1100, but after three mark downs the
final cost $99.00 was difficult for a poor photographer to
resist.        Turning the box
over he noted a sticker indicating it was the “D-12" model. Well,
it wouldn’t matter anyway. His computer was equipped with a four
gig “Saphire” Radeon HD 5970 graphics card and dual Co-ax VTEK 693
speakers. Arnold paid for his purchase, tossed the software on the
car seat and focused on the task of driving home in a downpour.

 

“Now I see why people returned this piece of crap,” Arnold said,
after his fourth attempt to install “The Ultimate Photo
Experience”. Then picking up the instructional booklet, he
added, “Well, when everything else fails… .” Ten minutes later,
still not finding the answer he was looking for, he tossed it down.
As he did so the last page of the booklet fell open and in a small
pocket in the back of the manual was a second DVD disk. How could I
have missed that, he thought to himself? Where the installation
disk had been rather drab, this one had “High Def” colorful images.
 On its face side was a large, well-appointed living room. It
generated a strange feeling in him he couldn’t identify. It was a
work of art, but said simply, “Terabyte Enhancement Installation
Disk.”

 The instructions were short and straightforward:

*Turn computer on before retiring for
the evening

* Install Zipped DVD. disk (starts
automatically)

* Programs should be complete by
morning (total

enhancement process will take about
eight hours

computer will shut down automatically
when ready)

 

It was late afternoon of the next day before Arnold could close
up shop and get home. He took a beer from the refrigerator, sat
down in front of the computer to check his e-mail and kill some
time in his favorite sexual chat room: doing a little keyboard
masturbation, as he called it. About then he remembered the Photo
Experience disk was still in his CD/DVD drive and decided to check
it out.

“All right, let’s see what you can do,” he said flipping the
power switch.

After a brief screen depicting The Photo Experience
logo, the software opened with the same screen as on the front of
the DVD. It was an exquisite room appointed in French Provincial
with a fireplace against the far wall. The flames from the burning
logs were so real they even seemed to have a slight odor. He
checked his watch. He could hear the grandfather’s clock next to a
Louis XVI high back chair, and it was set to the correct time! But
most exciting was the three dimensionality of everything making it
look like he could just get up and walk into the screen. Somewhere
in the background, perhaps in another room, he could hear the
unmistakable metallic sounds of a harpsichord. He wasn’t much on
classical music, but it sounded like Mozart and it was coming
through one of the doors leading into the room on his monitor.
Arnold was fascinated. He seemed to be staring at a real world
within the confines of the computer.

Arnie picked up the mouse-pointer, placed the arrow on a button
marked “Colorize,” selected beige and pointed at a wall of the
room. Instantly, it changed from off-white to beige. He right
clicked on the couch and was rewarded with a pull down menu giving
a selection of materials and patterns. He arbitrarily selected one
called “Green Laurel,” but before responding to his command the
software program asked, matching chairs? He clicked “yes” and the
room changed again. Out of curiosity he pointed at a Rubens
painting on the wall and clicked his mouse again. This time he was
given a list of the artist’s paintings. He selected randomly and
captured a voluptuous angel who would have made a great poster girl
for a seventeenth century weight-watchers group. He moved on,
indiscriminately changing everything in the room. He was so
preoccupied he didn’t notice the harpsichord was no longer playing.
Nor did he see the drab middle-aged woman who now stood, right arm
resting on the shelf above the fireplace, looking directly out of
the computer at him. When he finally became aware of her, his
thought was that he had mistakenly clicked her into existence from
wherever she was stored.

“Christ, you’d think for $1100 bucks they would have defaulted
this thing to something a little younger and better looking.” He
looked closely at the image on the screen. The old doll was very
lifelike. Light shadows touching her skin created a dimensional
reality even more sensational than the furniture and other items.
She appeared to be between fifty and fifty-five years old. Her hair
was graying and cut in the short straight page boy style of the
nineteen sixties. She was wearing a three-piece business suit that
looked more like it was purchased at Lane Bryant last month than in
a Paris dress shop three centuries ago.

“Well, I’m not sure how you got here ma’am, but let’s see if we
can move you around the room.” He was about to move her when the
image suddenly transferred itself to the couch.

“I don’t know how we did that lady, but that’s where I was about
to put you anyway.” He moved the mouse pointer back to the
fireplace and she moved again.

“God, you’re a freaky bitch! A lot like my third grade teacher
Melda Schuster. Let’s see what would happen if we styled your hair
and gave you a dye job.” Two clicks later he leaned back, admiring
his work.

“You look great with long wavy hair,” he said as he moved to the
button marked “Colorize” and selected platinum blond.

“Nope, that’ll never do. Now you look like an old lady with very
blond hair. Let’s see what some of the other options are.” Arnold
clicked on the button marked “Age” and a scale from 1-100
appeared. The default was set at fifty-five. He pressed, and the
pointer started to slowly move lower. As it did, he could see the
woman’s face begin to change. Wrinkles and liver spots faded away
as the numbers moved lower. When he halted the process at age
twenty-two, he was looking at a beautiful young face with platinum
hair. She took his breath away and for a full minute he just sat
and stared at the look he had created.

 

“Jeez, this is some program,” he said. Then without being
conscious of what he was doing, he touched the mouse pointer to the
woman’s tweed jacket and clicked. In less than a heart beat the
jacket disappeared revealing a delicate white silk blouse through
which he could see a red brassiere. Arnold felt “Little
Arnie” advance to the ready stage. “Hold on big fella, no
matter what happens next we are looking at a bunch of pixels
generated by a computer. She just looks like a woman. Still,
neither “Little Arnie” nor Arnold seemed constrained to wait and
with one quick movement of the pointer her blouse was history.

He muttered starring at two rather disappointing lumps housed in
a J.C. Penny brassiere. He touched the pointer to the red bra and
like the blouse it disappeared into cyberspace.

“C’est la Vie”

By this time Arnold’s fat little hand was shaking so he could
barely hold the pointer.

“Hot damn, we need to improve that old body of yours. Let’s see
if there’s another drop down menu here somewhere.” And sure enough
there it was under “Other Enhancements.” The menu choices
read: arms, hands, breasts, hips, buttocks, legs and feet. Arnold
was so nervous he increased the woman’s breast size before he
reduced the age of her body resulting in pendulous globes that hung
like inverted hot air balloons. With a quick correction, the
breasts returned to a more proportional condition for a curvaceous
twenty-two-year-old. He looked around, then sheepishly, boosted her
boobs another cup size.

“If you’re finished enhancing my breasts, I’d like a word with
you”

“Oh, my God, she talks.”

“Of course I talk, you dumb fuck!”

“I-I’m sorry about your breasts…I mean…I didn’t know…I mean how
can you be having a conversation with me? I mean…you’re not
real…are you?”

“If you don’t think I’m real, put your hand on my breasts”

Arnold squinted and moved his right hand toward the screen and
all at once he was touching the warm skin of size 38 double D flesh
he had just created.

“Fanfuckintastic!” he said. How is that possible?”

“I’m not a computer nerd and I can’t explain it, but you are not
actually in the computer like me. You can taste, touch, and feel
me, but it’s all happening on your side of the screen.”

“W-What else can I do? I mean, if you let me of course.”

“Of course! She said with an inviting smile on her face. Why
don’t you finish what you were doing before I stopped you?”
 

“I’m kinda embarrassed right now. Give me a minute will
you?”

“I’m just a click away, and incidentally, you’ll find some
exciting real estate under the skirt I’m wearing, if you’ve got the
guts, Arnold.”

“You know my name?”

“Yes, and mine is Diane.”

“I’m not sure I wanted to know that.”

“Don’t be frightened Arnold, I’m just going to close my eyes now
so you can let your fingers do the walking or enhancing or
whatever.” And with that she turned slightly, arching her back and
giving him a bit more of a profile view.

With heart pounding so hard he could almost hear it, and little
Arnie straining behind his zipper trapped prison, Arnold zapped
Diane’s skirt and red panties, then thinking a moment, he changed
her pubic hair to platinum. Somehow, that gave her a
color-coordinated look as she stood there naked and inviting.

“Diane is it possible … I mean, are you … for
us … to have sex?” he said, all but certain her answer would
be no.

“Yes Arnold, it is. I mean, if you really want me.”

“Oh, Diane yes, yes. I want you so much, but I have to be honest
with you. I have never had sex with a real girl before. Oh, I
didn’t mean it like that exactly. I mean, well, you know.”

“I know Arnold, but from that lump in your pants I can tell
“Little Arnie” is ready!. Take off your clothes and hurry,
I’ve been waiting a long time for this!”

Arnold removed his clothes quickly, in spite of his
embarrassment. As he did so, he could see his image in the living
room mirror behind Diane and what he saw was a balding, paunchy
middle-aged man. “Little Arnie” was giving it his all, but
almost parallel with the floor was the best angle he could
muster. Arnold could see by the expression on the girl’s face she
was disappointed with the sagging “needs ironing” shape
she saw before her, “Little Arnie’s” mediocre posture
notwithstanding.

“Arnold, I have an idea. You’ve enhanced my body the way you
want it and I have to admit it’s wonderful. I love the way I feel
and look in the mirror. I could do the same for you and especially
for “Little Arnie”. When I finish with him, you’ll have to
haul him around in a wheelbarrow. Just kidding, but I could give
you a face like Tom Cruise and a body like Sylvester Stallone.
There’s just one tiny problem. I must be at the keyboard and you
must be here.”

“You’re wonderful Diane, but how could we do that?”

“Do you remember the 1982 movie TRON?”

“Yah, I think so, it was about some guy who drove his motorcycle
inside his computer.”

“Well, it’s even easier than TRON. Do you see that “toggle
switch” on the power bar, the one with the outline of two people,
one superimposed over the other? All you have to do is press that
and you will be sitting here on the couch and I will be at the
keyboard where I can give “Little Arnie” the electronic
equivalent of Viagra and turn him into a fighting tool that would
make Harry Rheems and Johnny Wadd envious.”

“Let’s do it!” he said. And, with not so much as sound or
sensation Arnold was teleported, sans clothing to the beige French
Provincial couch, and Diane was sitting at the keyboard as
promised. There was one strange thing about it. She was
wearing that Lane Bryant business suit again and it was hanging on
the body of a fifty-five-year-old woman with wrinkles and gray
hair.

“What in hell happened, Diane?”

“What happened Arnold, is that you are now in the box and I am
out here just like the old joke about the guy in the barrel?”

“Don’t fuck with me Diane!”

“An Interesting choice of words Arnold: I can’t fuck with you
because you’re in there and I’m out here at the keyboard where I
intend to stay. You see Arnie, old buddy, I bought this software
program before you did and some son of a bitch by the name of Carl
who looked like Tom Cruise, wearing a tool the size of the Eiffel
Tower tricked me into thinking I could be twenty-two again. All I
had to do was let him put me on the couch you’re sitting on and he
would recreate me into Madame Gaga or somebody. Instead, he split
and I’ve been in this fuckin’ software program for the last six
months waiting for some asshole like you to come along. Now it’s
your turn in the box and if you’re lucky some stupid bitch like me
will buy the program for $49.95. In the meantime, if you are smart,
you will teach yourself to play the harpsichord ‘cause that’s about
all there is to do while you’re waiting.”

“Oh, yeh and thanks for the beer!”
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Abreast Of
The Law (2010)
Linda loved her mirror, but when she met Trooper Jane Trebek she
knew she had been outgunned.
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