
Highly Commended - Dateshifter 
 
The rush through my entire avatar as he utters this word! “Lascivious.” The 
way his tongue brushes the back of his teeth and then undulates with a hiss to 
caress the air. I wonder how his breath would feel against the hinterlands of 
my skin so I launch a background job to generate a proper simulation of that. I 
don’t think he notices my multi-tasking while we’re chatting. In this radically 
transparent virtual world, everyone can access any information, including 
anybody’s thoughts. He, though, refuses to read other people's minds. Which 
is old-fashioned, but also mysterious. That definitely adds to his charm. 
 “I love that word, ‘lascivious’. It sounds just like it means,” I fumble. OK, 
my nervousness is too obvious, I need to take it down a notch. “Did you know 
it before you got uploaded or did you just query it now?” 
 “I knew it,” he says with a cocky smile. 
 “Oh wow,” I purr, while tickling the base of my neck. 
 He looks into my eyes with insistence this time. Out of reciprocity, I have 
decided not to access his thoughts and yet, I know I’ve got him. These 21st 
century men are so easy to seduce. You pick any skinny young female body 
as your avatar, get kittenish and they instantly melt. 
 My friend Kwartz hates it when I'm dateshifting. She says that I should 
not look like what a man wants but like who I truly am, blah blah blah. What 
does that even mean these days? And when did my biological body ever truly 
represent me? I’ve explained to her what I’m doing. It's compensation for my 
physical life. I fancied many men back then. And I missed out on all of them. 
Most times, they weren't interested. Sometimes, it was my fault. But I did give 
it a good shot. When I entered this virtual paradise, I realised there were no 
more limits as to who I could be, how I could look and what I could do. I decided 
to go on a revenge mission to seduce all the men I had been attracted to, from 
my most romantic connection to the most fleeting street sighting. 
 “So, Jessica, you’ve said we’ve met before?,” he inquires. 
 “Yes. Back in our physical lives. I looked very different then. I even had 

a different name.” 
 “Let me guess… Were you Shauna?” 
 “No.” 
 “Joan?” 
 “No.” 
 “...Sarah?” 
 “You’re going to have to think outside the box,” I say with a forced 
chuckle. 



 He pauses. 
 I take a breath, smile and say “I was Gerald.” 
 He seems confused for a bit, he probably doesn’t remember me. I 
imagine he’s accessing his memories now… That’s it, he knows who I am. He 
giggles. “Oh my, so good to see you!” 
 I giggle back. This is always the trickiest part but my routine is well tried. 
I acknowledge the awkwardness, retell the moments together, ask about his 

journey, share my own adventures. I don’t bring up the revenge mission, I just 
mention that, over three centuries in the digital realm, I’ve had quite a few 
relationships. It’s not a lie. Everyone presents their story like they present their 
appearance. 
 He tells me how things went with his wife. When they got uploaded, they 
remained together and preserved their feelings for each other. Which 
potentially means they preserved their feelings artificially. But then she told him 
they needed to explore this new world. Which probably means she wanted to 
fuck around. And then they broke up. Which definitely means he got dumped. 
 We commiserate. We wonder at each other’s achievements. We laugh 
at each other’s jokes. We bond. I gradually dilate my pupils, deepen the 
neckline of my satin dress and make my voice breathier. Eventually, I run my 
fingers through my wavy blond hair and say: “I’m glad you can see me this way 
now.” 
 I have noticed he has changed his looks too. His jawline has sharpened, 
his chest has enlarged and his tone is now so deep that the vibrations of his 
vocal cords are shaking my most intimate parts. He leans towards me and 
says: “I’d love to see more of you.” His eyes are sparkling with an irresistible 
fire. 
 I know I look like myself when I’m shining in their eyes. 
 


