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Tim was hungry for more; like the same way you get hungry for another cup of coffee, hungry to play your little game, hungry for a fuck, always hungry.

 

   


Tim eats whats in your head, gidested and shared like torrent files distributed, he blows all his bandwidth on the jack-vids, doesn't have enough money for the clothings and the foods; too busy channel skipping through your memories.
   


The memory banks of Ganges were like gold to him, not just a river but a flood, a torrent, and all the little sellers filling up the banks for nickels and dimes.

 

   


When you want something, you work out how to get something. Straight forward, simple logical steps using your right brains deductive processes to analyze, comprehend, and obtain.

 

   


The problem with Ganges, from Tims point of view, was that memory costs money; even the most basic sense-clip still cost to make; the gear outlay, the sense trainer manager; the perception gatherer; the memory compiler; none of the gear came cheap, and as for the tapes... well, Moores law didn't roll through the memkit clips... They weren't getting cheaper... Human life experience held it's value better than most silicon chips.

 

   


They started with mouse memories, to see with the ears of a bat came later on; but if it'd been felt, and you had the money, you could get the feeling on tap. The problem, coz there's always a problem, was simple – how do you map a cerebral coretex down to the molecular level, without killing the subject being mapped? That was the hard part, and they haven't solved it yet.
 It was easier to induce, via VR and a little bit of magic and pheromones, but it wasn't as real as Tim wanted all the way, no half assed orgasm but to actually feel the ride on a porn clip, nothing but heat and lust, so real you forget the VR gear exists, forget about the sleazy perve monitoring your life signals in the next room, forget about everything except the moment.
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