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Bimbo Station: Book 1 - The Gamer Girl
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The tiny screen illuminated Jeremy’s face, casting a cold, blue glow on his features. It wasn’t a long message, just four brutal words hanging in the air:

“It’s not working out.” The words hit him like a physical blow.

Just a four-word text. That’s all it took to end Jeremy’s and Beth’s relationship.

He reread them again and again, searching for some hidden meaning, some hope that lurked between the lines. His hand hovered over the reply button, fingers itching to type out a desperate plea, a question, anything. But the words wouldn’t come. The enormity of the situation crashed down on him, stealing his breath. A sigh, heavy with the weight of heartbreak, escaped his lips. He shoved the phone into his pocket, a futile attempt to bury the pain alongside the cold device.

“Fucking dammit!” He said aloud. “In a text, too? Really!?”

Jeremy had thought things were going well. Beth was a lot of fun. They’d been on a few dates, and as far as he knew, she had enjoyed them. They texted each other all the time and were moving into that exciting area where making out in his car was about to turn into full-on sex in his apartment. He was on the verge of getting laid regularly for the first time in a long time, and with a girl he liked. But that wouldn’t be in the cards anymore.

His phone vibrated in his pocket and Jeremy pulled it and read the new message.

“Sorry. :( I just don’t think we’re a good match.”

What did that even mean? Jeremy put the phone down on the counter and rubbed his sinuses with two fingers, still trying to process what he was reading. He couldn’t believe it. They had shared such good times, and everything had seemed perfect. Beth’s message came out of nowhere, blindsiding him. He felt a tight knot forming in his chest as confusion and disappointment mingled. The words on the screen seemed to blur as he tried to make sense of them. Jeremy leaned against the counter, the weight of the unexpected rejection sinking in.

Normally, Jeremy wouldn’t have been able to have his phone out like this, but the gaming store had been deserted for hours. A torrential rainstorm the previous day had dumped almost a foot of water on the city, leaving people more concerned with flooding than buying video games. On a typical day, he’d be slammed working the counter by himself, juggling customer questions and ringing up sales. Today, however, he could count the number of customers he’d seen so far on one hand.

With so much downtime, Jeremy had spent most of the day goofing off. He wandered from one display console to another, playing a few rounds of the latest games. The usual hum of activity was replaced by the quiet hum of the store’s air conditioning and the occasional beep from a nearby console. He had already organized the shelves twice, but there was only so much tidying up he could do. His mind kept drifting back to his phone, hoping for a message from Beth.

Every few minutes, he would check his phone, hoping to see a new text notification. The wait felt endless, each minute stretching longer than the last. Jeremy found himself thinking about their last conversation, trying to read between the lines and figure out if everything was okay. The quiet store gave him too much time to overthink, and he couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling in his gut.

Jeremy couldn’t think of anything to say, so he slipped his phone into his pocket and began pacing around the store, stretching and sighing. He wandered the shop aimlessly, feeling the weight of the silence around him pressing down on his shoulders. Each step seemed to echo in the space, emphasizing the absence of chatter and movement.

As he reached a rack of newly released board games and tabletop RPG books, Jeremy had to fight the impulse to lash out and send the entire display crashing to the floor. The frustration built inside him, fueled by the solitude of the empty store. If only someone else were there, he thought, at least he’d have something to distract him from his swirling thoughts.

The quiet intensified his restlessness, each moment stretching on like an eternity. With every step, Jeremy’s mind raced, searching for a solution to the turmoil brewing within him. But in the absence of distraction, his frustration only deepened, and the emptiness of the store seemed to reflect what he felt on the inside.

Jeremy played a few rounds of the latest fighting game, hoping to blow off some steam. The sounds of punches and kicks filled the air as he focused on the fast-paced action. However, soon enough, he found his mind drifting, unable to concentrate on the characters battling on the screen in front of him.

What had he done wrong? It was happening again – he was getting dumped. The realization hit him like a ton of bricks, casting a shadow over the colorful pixels dancing before his eyes.

All his dating experiences in the last year had followed the same disappointing pattern: a promising start, slow progression with a nice girl, and then a sudden, harsh stop. It felt like his love life was the crappiest roller coaster ever, each relationship leaving him more bewildered than the last. Jeremy couldn’t shake the feeling of frustration and confusion that seemed to plague him.

What Jeremy wanted more than anything, he thought, not even paying attention to the game anymore, was to skip all the nonsense. He longed to bypass the usual uncertainties and doubts that came with dating. He wished to go straight from zero to sixty, to meet a nice girl, take her out, and have her instantly fall madly in love with him. Head over heels. He dreamed of her begging for him to fuck her senseless night and day.

Just the thought of being touched made him all hot and horny on the inside. It had been so long since Jeremy had cum inside a girl. And the thought of Beth laying spread eagle below him while he buried his cock in her. She moaned into his ear to forgive her for dumping him, and the idea made his cock swell up in his work pants.

“Keep dreaming, Jeremy,” he said, shaking his head.

On the monitor, Jeremy’s fighter got wasted by a finishing move and fell over, signaling the abrupt end of the game. “Game over,” he muttered under his breath, feeling a twinge of frustration at his defeat. The vibrant, colorful gore of the game faded as his attention shifted to the real world.

The front door swung open with a sudden creak, breaking the quiet of the otherwise empty store. Jeremy’s focus snapped back to reality. It took a second for the sound to register; he honestly had forgotten he was even at work, lost in the virtual world of gaming.

Swiftly, Jeremy dropped the controller, grateful that it was securely attached to the console by a thick cord, preventing any mishaps. The abrupt interruption disrupted his thoughts, and he scrambled to transition from gamer mode to salesperson mode, hastily putting on his best customer service smile.

“Welcome to Game Master’s Lair,” he began, his voice trailing off as he noticed the girl shaking the rain off her umbrella. He cleared his throat and shifted uncomfortably, suddenly feeling self-conscious. “Uh, hi,” he continued, his cheeks flushing slightly. “Can I help you find anything?” His words sounded uncertain, and he couldn’t shake the feeling of being surprised by her presence.

As she pulled the hood of her rain jacket down, Jeremy couldn’t help but be struck by her beauty. “Wow, she’s fucking hot.” he thought to himself, momentarily taken aback. The girl was petite – the top of her head barely reaching his shoulders. Despite the thick jacket, the curves of her breasts and hips were still evident. Her brown hair was styled in side-swept bangs, framing her delicate features, and even in jeans, her long legs looked stunning in high black boots.

Realizing he was staring, Jeremy blinked rapidly, shifting his gaze back to the console. “Oh, no thanks,” the girl said, her voice smooth and melodic. “I’m just browsing.” Her words broke Jeremy’s trance, and he quickly composed himself, managing a polite smile.

As she walked past him, Jeremy couldn’t help but notice her. She was scrutinizing the large shelf of used games along the opposite wall, her movements deliberate and focused. Deciding not to appear too eager for company, he casually made his way back behind the counter. From there, he observed her browsing the games, her back turned to him, her presence filling the otherwise quiet store.

The faint scent of vanilla and rain lingered in the air as she moved, adding a subtle allure to her presence. Jeremy found himself captivated by her every movement, the way she scanned the shelves with keen interest. In other circumstances, it might have seemed stalker-ish or weird, but Jeremy literally had nothing else to do except watch this girl, entranced by her grace and the subtle hints of her perfume.

And damn, what a girl, Jeremy thought. He had already been fantasizing about fucking Beth, and it was the easiest thing in the world to transfer his horny thoughts to this new girl. He could just picture her dropping to her knees, that cute little face lighting up with pleasure as she pulled his cock out of his pants.

He wanted to bend her over right there, just spread her legs and fuck her senseless in the middle of work – this stranger he’d met moments ago. Not getting too felt like the most unfair thing in the world. Right as his running fantasy started getting good, she looked over her shoulder at him, her piercing blue eyes gleaming.

“Hey, do you have that new J-RPG that just came out? The cute one where you can talk to people instead of killing them?” she asked.

Jeremy knew exactly what she was talking about. The fact that she mentioned a JRPG and described it so well showed she knew her game lingo.

Jeremy shook his head. “No, they don’t have it yet. Well, not on consoles, just PC.”

“Oh,” she responded, her shoulders slumping as the disappointment washed over her. “That’s too bad. The video card on my PC won’t run it” Her enthusiasm dimmed. She sighed softly, glancing back at the shelf as if hoping to find a different answer there.

Dammit, Jeremy thought as she turned back to the shelf. That was his one chance slipping away. In a second, she’d probably get tired of browsing and leave, and then he’d be alone again. He had to pull himself together, muster his confidence, and strike up a conversation with this girl. He needed to feel like a human being again after Beth had dumped him, to remind himself that he still had some charm left.

Unfortunately, he felt about as smooth as a rusty hinge, his mind fumbling for the right words. He took a deep breath, trying to shake off the awkwardness that seemed to cling to him like a second skin. His heart raced as he stepped forward, determined to make the most of this fleeting opportunity.

While Jeremy was lost in thought, his gaze gradually dropped to the floor. When he finally looked up, she was standing there with a small grin on her face, as if she had been waiting to see how long it would take him to notice her. Her playful smile made her eyes sparkle, sending a jolt of surprise and embarrassment through Jeremy. He felt a warm flush creep up his neck and spread to his cheeks.

She stood there confidently, her eyes full of amusement, clearly enjoying the moment. Jeremy couldn’t help but admire the way her expression lit up her face, making her seem even more captivating. He quickly tried to compose himself, hoping to salvage the situation despite the awkwardness of being caught off guard.

“I’ll take this one.” She said, holding up the case and turning it over in her hands, a hint of disappointment flickering across her face. But then, her eyes darted towards the door, glimpsing the bright promotional sign. A grin spread across her face as she pointed. “Wait a minute, isn’t there a ‘buy two, get one free’ sale?”

“Sure do. “Jeremy replied.

“Great. Then I’m gonna keep browsing.”

“Will do…” Jeremy responded, trying not to feel awkward but failing miserably. “I’ll hold this copy for you, um, behind the counter.”

“Sure thing.” her grin widened slightly as she glanced around the store. “I’m not really sure what else to get. Anything in particular you’d recommend?” It was another opportunity, a chance for Jeremy to showcase his knowledge and charm. However, in true Jeremy fashion, he stumbled over his words, his mind drawing a frustrating blank just when he needed it the most.

“Um… Well.” Jeremy said, his voice slightly nervous as he scratched the back of his head. He attempted to sound casual and flirty, but the words came out clumsily. “What kind of games do you like? I mean, are you into RPGs? Shooters? Action adventures, or maybe something more casual, like puzzle games?”

She shrugged, a faint smile playing on her lips. “Games like that one,” she said, pointing to the game case she’d handed him. Jeremy glanced at it for the first time – it was an obscure J-RPG with intricate artwork adorning the cover. He felt a wave of uncertainty wash over him; he didn’t know the first thing about it. Despite his passion for games, this particular title was unfamiliar territory.

“Wow,” he remarked, surprise. “I’m genuinely surprised you play this.”

He hadn’t meant to come off as judgmental; he was just expressing his astonishment at her choice of game. However, she interpreted his comment in a completely different light.

“Oh?” She replied as her eyes narrowed in on Jeremy. “You think I’m buying it for my boyfriend or something?”

“No, no, that’s not what I meant at all. I didn’t even know you had a boyfriend.” Jeremy panicked.

“Pffft! I swear, guys like you are the worst. What do I have to do, demonstrate that I’m a nerd?” With a determined motion, she pulled up the sleeve of her jacket, unveiling a tattoo on her wrist of the Final Fantasy logo. “But that’s likely too conventional for you, isn’t it?”

Jeremy held up his hands with his palms out in a placating gesture. “That’s not what I meant. I’m really sorry,” he said, his tone apologetic. “I just thought it was cool that you play this, that’s all. I didn’t mean to come off the wrong way.”

She met Jeremy’s apologetic gaze, a hint of understanding melting the frustration on her face. “Yeah,” she mumbled, the word somewhere between an apology and dismissal. “Maybe I overreacted a bit, too.” With that, she mumbled something about finding another game and walked purposefully away, her determined strides leaving no room for further conversation.

Fucking great, Jeremy. He thought. The only way that exchange could have gone any worse would’ve been if I whipped out my dick.

Jeremy sighed, muttering a low, “Damn,” as he hunched down under the counter. He figured the least he could do was track down the blasted game she wanted. Beneath the register, a battered chest of drawers bulged with the chaotic overflow of used games. A quick glance at the empty case in his hand confirmed his suspicion - this title was buried deep.

He yanked open a drawer, grimacing at the dust motes dancing in the dim light. This drawer seemed to hold the overflow of overflow, games shoved in haphazardly, their labels obscured by the chaos. He reached in further than he ever remembered needing to, his hand encountering a tangled mess of plastic and wires. His fingers brushed past a dusty jewel case, then something else entirely. It was hard, smooth, and definitely not the cool plastic of a game case. A frown creased his brow. What the heck was that? He couldn’t quite make it out in the dimness, but it felt oddly out of place amongst the usual suspects.

Curiosity gnawed at Jeremy as he carefully extracted the object from the drawer. The dim light barely penetrated the grime, making it difficult to discern its shape. He held it up, turning it over in his hands, the weight of it unexpected. A shiver ran down his spine, not from the cold, but from a prickle of unease. Finally, unable to contain his bewilderment, a hushed question escaped his lips. “What in the world is this thing?” he murmured, his voice barely a whisper.

The longer he held it, the a more nagging feeling took root – he was sure he’d seen something like this before. Maybe not this exact object, but something eerily similar. It must have been something his boss must have taken as trade-in for store credit ages ago and forgotten about. A flicker of recognition sparked in his mind. It looked strangely like those chunky handheld poker games from the early 90s! But was that really it? Did they even sell those things here? He frowned, turning the object over in his hands, searching for any clue about its origin.

A line ran down the center of the object, hinting at that there was a hinge. Jeremy poked it tentatively with a finger, expecting a bit of resistance. Instead, the whole thing sprung open with a satisfying click. His initial impression of a dusty relic vanished in an instant. This wasn’t some clunky 90s gadget. The smooth, seamless opening mechanism and the clean interior suggested something far more refined.

The object sprang open with a satisfying click, revealing a clamshell design. Inside, nestled against the smooth beige plastic, was a screen on the top half. On the bottom half, a row of simple, blocky buttons lay waiting for a touch – a far cry from the sleek keyboards of modern laptops. As he watched, the screen flickered to life, momentarily displaying a strange logo: two stylized letters, an intertwined “B” and “S”, resting on a futuristic honeycomb grid. Then, in a blink, the logo vanished, and the device began its startup process.

A stereotypical 90s all caps Courier font appeared on the screen.The words swam before his eyes for a moment before settling into a simple message: “New User Detected. Welcome to Bimbo Station 17-C! Enter your name to log in.”

Jeremy blinked. Bimbo Station? The fuck!?

Years spent hunched over controllers and keyboards had ingrained the act of naming his character into muscle memory. Jeremy didn’t even need to think. His fingers, nimble from countless hours of gaming, danced across the unfamiliar keyboard. The keys, unlike the smooth plastic he was used to, felt strangely soft. A soft click accompanied each press as he typed out his name and hit enter.

A voice laced with a hint of impatience pierced the haze of Jeremy’s bewilderment. “Helloooo?” it called out, snapping him back to reality.

Jeremy straightened up a little too quickly, his head making connection with the underside of the counter. Stars exploded in his vision, and a yelp escaped his lips as he grabbed at his throbbing skull. Damn it. He’d been so engrossed in the weird device that she had completely snuck up on him.

“Sorry.” Her apology broke through Jeremy’s daze. He winced as he straightened up, rubbing the newly acquired ache on the top of his head. “You alright? Sounded like it hurt.”

“Yeah, I’m alright,” he mumbled, his voice slightly hoarse from the unexpected pain. He forced a smile at the girl, hoping it didn’t look too strained.

He rose slowly, keeping the strange device pressed discreetly against his thigh. Two reasons fueled his decision. First, a prickle of secrecy ran through him. He wasn’t sure what this thing was, and he didn’t want the customer to see it. Second, a sliver of fear snaked its way in. What if she recognized it? The thought of her knowing more about this bizarre device than him, making him look like a complete fool, was almost unbearable. With a forced smile plastered on his face, he met her gaze, hoping his actions wouldn’t betray the jumbled mess of thoughts swirling in his head.

“I’m gonna snag this one, too,” she declared, holding out another game case.

Jeremy swallowed, willing the throbbing in his head to subside. He gingerly took the game case the customer offered, placing it beside its empty twin on the counter. “Sure, no problem,” he managed.

A mischievous glint flickered in the customer’s eyes as she grinned. “Alright, now for the fun part - the free game!” she declared. “Hmm, maybe I should torture my boyfriend a little,” she mused, feigning deliberation. “Nah, I dunno what he’d even be interested in…” Her voice trailed off playfully as she scanned the selection.

The customer’s triumph was palpable. With a final, theatrical twirl on her heel, she sashayed away from the counter, humming a tune that seemed to mock Jeremy’s clumsiness. The way she swayed her hips accentuated the carefree confidence he so desperately craved at that moment. It was a silent victory lap, a parade of “look what my boyfriend has and you don’t.”

Jeremy watched her go, a bitter taste rising in his mouth. He simmered beneath the surface, fueled by the throbbing ache in his head and the sting of her playful dominance. He clenched his jaw, knuckles turning white as he gripped the strange device hidden against his thigh. His gaze drifted down to his hand, where his fingers brushed against the cool plastic of the controller.

Curiosity gnawed at him. He couldn’t explain it, but the longer he held it, the more it felt like a lifeline. As if responding to his touch, the screen flickered to life:

Bimbo Station 17-C

MENU

1) Saved Profiles

2) Bimbo mode (Detecting presence)

3) Search

4) Personal Mode

5) Experimental Mode

6) TOP SECRET MODE

Press BS to continue…

Naturally, his gaze gravitated towards the icon that screamed “forbidden knowledge” – the one labeled “TOP SECRET MODE” in a bold, red font. His finger hovered over it for a moment, a thrill of anticipation coursing through him. With a decisive tap, he selected it.

The screen flickered, and a new window popped up. His heart skipped a beat as he saw a simple prompt: “Password Required. Please enter password now:” A surge of excitement battled with a flicker of disappointment. A password? That meant there was something truly valuable hidden within, something someone clearly wanted to keep under wraps.

A mental list of possibilities raced through his mind. He started with the classics – “admin,” “password,” even a cheeky attempt at “god.” Each try was met with a curt, emotionless message: “Incorrect Password.” After three failed attempts, the screen flashed a new message, this one laced with a hint of digital malice: “Access Denied. You have been locked out for 24 hours.”

Jeremy backed up and navigated to the Profiles folder. Upon opening it, he found it empty. “Makes sense,” he muttered to himself. “Being a new user and all…” He sighed. Starting from scratch was always a bit of a hassle, but at least it meant he could set things up exactly the way he liked.

He thumbed over to ‘Personal Mode’. The screen transitioned to display a list of ‘cheats’, neatly sorted alphabetically. From the diminutive size of the scroll bar, he could tell that the list was extensive. It began with numbers, a clear indication that he had a lot to sift through.

Each line displayed a command:

“Player receives $20.”

“Player receives $50.”

“Player receives $100…”

What kind of game was this? He thought.

The Bimbo Station felt alien in Jeremy’s hands. He gripped it tighter, trying to coax some kind of understanding from its smooth plastic. His gaze flickered back and forth between the screen and the unfamiliar buttons lining the bottom half of the device. Each icon on the menu glowed a soft light when highlighted by the cursor he navigated with the clunky scroll keys. A frown creased his forehead. He pressed the up and down buttons, a silent question hanging in the air – what did these options even do?

Frustration gnawed at him. There were no instructions, no user manual, and nothing to explain the purpose of these cryptic icons. He flipped the device over, his fingers searching desperately for a cartridge slot, a port, or anything that might offer a clue as to its function. It felt strangely familiar, like those old handheld devices used to input cheat codes in video games. But unlike those, there was no way to connect it to a console. So what did it affect? Was it wireless somehow, influencing the digital world without a physical connection?

“100.”

With a tentative tap, he selected it and pressed enter. A low whirring sound emanated from the Bimbo Station. The screen flickered rapidly, a wave of static momentarily obscuring its text. His stomach lurched as the static receded, replaced by a simple message: “Transaction Complete. Returning to main menu…”

Suddenly, a chilling realization dawned on him. “Player receives a hundred dollars,” he echoed the cryptic message from the receipt, a nervous laugh escaping his lips. The laugh died in his throat. No. It couldn’t be. The idea was too outlandish, too impossible. This wasn’t some magic money machine. Yet, the coincidence gnawed at him. What if…?

Goosebumps prickled across Jeremy’s skin as his hand instinctively drifted towards his pocket. His usual pre-lunch ritual of grabbing his wallet unfolded on autopilot, yet his mind was a whirlwind. He fumbled it open, the familiar worn leather a stark contrast to the turmoil brewing within him. There, nestled between his gym membership card and a dog-eared loyalty card, lay two familiar five-dollar bills – his lunch money. But something else caught his eye, a single, crisp hundred-dollar bill sandwiched between them.

It seemed to radiate an almost unnatural heat as he extracted it, the paper impossibly new, the ink fresh from the press. His breath hitched in his throat. He examined it with the meticulous focus of a jeweler appraising a diamond, turning it over, and scrutinizing every detail. Unlike the worn bills he was used to handling, this one was flawless, untainted by the crumple of daily transactions. But the strangeness went beyond its pristine condition. This wasn’t there before. He never carried this much cash. He wasn’t a “wad of bills” kind of guy. The only explanation that dared to flicker in his mind was so outlandish, so utterly impossible.

It couldn’t be true… Could it?

The truth slammed into Jeremy with the force of a runaway shopping cart. He’d done it. He’d entered prompted the device for $100, and somehow, the Bimbo Station had delivered. But the initial shock was quickly replaced by a chilling wave of uncertainty. What else was this thing capable of?

As he wrestled with his newfound knowledge, the Bimbo Station chimed, a new message flashing on the screen. “Presence of second detected. Please hold up Bimbo Station to analyze.” He furrowed his brow, the confusion momentarily pushing the hundred-dollar bill from his mind. “Presence of second?” What in the world did that even mean?

Hesitantly, he lifted the device, turning it over in his hands like a confused detective examining a cryptic clue. He waved it back and forth, searching for some hidden sensor, some explanation for the bizarre message. Then, with a blinding flash, the screen erupted into life. It wasn’t the familiar grid of icons anymore, but a live feed – a camera, identical to the ones used for selfies on smartphones. He’d unknowingly activated the camera, and in his confused flailing, he’d undoubtedly pointed it directly at… his gorgeous customer.

A grey box, a viewfinder of sorts, blinked around her image for a fleeting moment before vanishing. Then, the words that sent a fresh wave of confusion crashing over him materialized on the display:

“Scan complete…”

“Switching to Bimbo Mode…

“Player may input commands when ready…”

Finding a hundred bucks out of thin air was a jolt, sure, but the message flashing on the screen now was a smoke alarm blazing in his gut. Player? Bimbo Mode? What game was this device playing? Commands? What kind of commands?

A cold sweat slicked Jeremy’s palms as his fingers danced across the Bimbo Station’s keys. Scrolling through the endless list of commands felt like navigating a forbidden library, each option a potential gateway to the unthinkable. He needed to see it again, to prove this wasn’t some elaborate delusion. The hundred-dollar bill, impossibly crisp and new, mocked him from his pocket – a constant reminder of the device’s reality-bending power.

Then, a flicker of movement in his peripheral vision caught his attention. Halfway down the list, nestled amongst the disturbing possibilities, a single category stood out: “Love and Sex.”

Jeremy’s gaze darted between the Bimbo Station clutched in his hand and the girl browsing the shelves a few feet away. Her back was to him, her focus entirely on the rows of games. A moral tightrope stretched before him. On one end, the act of manipulating someone’s feelings, essentially cheating his way into her affection, felt undeniably wrong. What kind of person would he be if he used this power for such a selfish purpose?

But then, a counterpoint flickered in his mind along with the image of this gorgeous gamer girl bent over the rack of games while he buried his cock deep inside her. “What kind of idiot would I be?” he thought, the question echoing in his head. Here he was, holding a device with the potential to rewrite reality, and he was going to let it gather dust? The horny, selfish, sex addict within him warred with the responsible adult society always told him to be. The power at his fingertips was intoxicating, a siren song he couldn’t help but listen to, at least a little.

A smirk played on Jeremy’s lips as he found the command he was looking for:

“Auto-complete the Love Storyline for this NPC.”

The world of video games wasn’t new to him. He’d spent countless hours inhabiting sprawling landscapes, forging bonds with meticulously crafted characters. Some offered more than camaraderie; some offered love. Invest enough time and complete their quests, shower them with virtual gifts, and at the end- sex scene.

Jeremy’s jaw clenched as the words swam on the screen. A sex scene. Was that really…?

He stopped thinking and sent the command. For a grueling thirty seconds, the world seemed to hold its breath. Had he broken the entire program? Was this some elaborate prank the system was playing on him? The silence stretched, a mocking echo of his own mounting panic. Then, a flicker of movement. The girl, frozen for those agonizing moments, turned around.

Jeremy stared, dumbfounded, as the frown on the girl’s face melted away. The frustration that had radiated from her just moments ago vanished completely, replaced by a smile that could only be described as radiant. Her entire demeanor shifted – the defensiveness gone, replaced by a playful confidence.

She sauntered across the room, her eyes locking with Jeremy’s for a beat too long. A playful glint danced within them, sending a shiver down his spine. Casually, she reached for the zipper on her leather jacket, slowly pulling it down to reveal a glimpse of a black tank top that hugged her figure and exposed her flat belly. The top showed Jeremy her ample cleavage; her breasts were high, firm, and begging to be touched.

She bit her lower lip in a seductive come-hither stare, her eyes dark with desire. “Jeremy.” She said.

He couldn’t find the words to say. “Hey.”

She sauntered closer, her hips swaying seductively. She drew up closer to Jeremy, captivating him with her piercing blue eyes. “You know, Jeremy,” she purred. “We’ve got something special.”

That sounded crazy, but Jeremy wasn’t about to question it. “That’s great,” he said. “I-”

A hush fell over the digital room as she pressed a finger to Jeremy’s lips. The gesture was startlingly intimate, the heat of her touch sending a jolt through him. Her eyes, mere inches from his, held depth, a spark of something unexpected. The playful banter had given way to a charged silence, broken only by the soft rasp of her breath.

With a slow, deliberate movement, she shrugged off her jacket, sending it cascading to the shop floor. The room seemed to shrink, the focus narrowing to the gorgeous gamer girl before him.

Her voice trembled, a whisper barely louder than the frantic pounding in his chest. “I know you have to go,” she said, her eyes shimmering like she was about to burst into tears. “The fate of the world rests on your shoulders. But a part of me…” she trailed off, her hand reaching hesitantly for his. “A part of me just wishes you didn’t have to carry this burden.”

Disbelief washed over Jeremy. This was it. Every pixelated, censored “romance scene” he’d ever clicked through, unfolding right before him, only… real. A sardonic laugh bubbled up in his throat but died before escaping his lips. The girl’s vulnerability, the raw emotion in her voice, held an unexpected weight.

He cleared his throat, forcing himself to play along. “Don’t worry,” he said, his voice gruff with a nervousness he hadn’t anticipated. “I’m not afraid. But…” he trailed off, his gaze lingering on the pixelated perfection of her face. “This might be the last night we have together. Before the final battle.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across her face. Gone was the playful defiance, replaced by a glint that sent a jolt through Jeremy. Her voice, a husky murmur, brushed against his ears. “I understand, hero,” she said. “Such burdens require…compensation.” A predatory grace filled her movements as she stepped closer, her gaze lingering on him with a heat that defied their digital existence. “No one has fought harder. No one deserves this more than you, Jeremy. Consider this a reward for your bravery.”

Jeremy stifled a gasp as she slid a hand around his neck, drawing him closer until they were a hairsbreadth apart. The chemical attraction that had zinged between them at her very first visit blossomed now into a fierce need. She stared deep into his eyes, her irises like twin windows to a depth of feeling he hadn’t dared to hope for.

Her tongue darted out, tracing her bottom lip in an invitation, the invitation that sent a blaze of want to rip through Jeremy. His mouth found hers in a frenzied kiss, lips hungry, infused with urgency.

The woman slipped her arms around his neck and pulled him close, wrapping her body against his. As she crushed herself against him, he reveled in the soft pressure, infused with a soft feminine scent. He slipped his fingers into her hair, losing himself in the silken strands, crushing his mouth against hers in a heated kiss.

Before Jeremy could act further, she broke away from their kiss and knelt before him like a servant. She looked up at him and met his stare, keeping eye contact while she began his belt loose.

Slipping the leather strap out from its metal loops, she unbuttoned his pants and liberated his throbbing erection. His dick sprang free, excited by her proximity, pulsing with temptation.

If anyone walked in, Jeremy knew he would be screwed. They’d see him getting blown behind the counter. But the thought, instead of sparking panic, ignited a thrill unlike anything he’d ever felt. This wasn’t just a game anymore. He was rewriting the rules, weaving a narrative with the Bimbo Station. He pushed the thought of potential discovery aside. There had to be a command for that too, a digital umbrella to shield them from unwanted interruptions.

“Wow,” the girl breathed, reaching into his pants. She palmed his length, her eyes widening in surprise.“You’re already hard for me… And big.”

Jeremy’s cock stood fully erect, dripping with pre-cum. He watched as the girl’s face slackened in awe as she took it all in, mouth open with delight. Energy surged through him, pooling in his groin, forming an avalanche of uncomfortable pressure.

“You okay, my hero?” she asked, pressing a finger against the throbbing vein that pulsed below the head of his stiff erection. He could feel her warm breath on his sensitive skin, teasing him, making him want…need her more.

“Mhm.” His reply was barely audible, a grunt of appreciation that spoke volumes about how badly he needed release.

“The greatest heroes deserve the greatest whores,” she said, her eyes sparkling with lust. “And tonight, my hero, I aim to be just that.”

Sitting back on her heels, she grabbed hold of his shaft with both hands and guided it towards her warm, wet mouth. Her tongue teased him mercilessly, running up and down the veiny ridges with articulate precision. Her mouth sucked him deep, and he felt his resistance fade as he reveled in her exquisite ministrations.

“Mmmm,” she moaned around his cock, relaxing her throat. Her vibrations reverberated through his sensitive flesh as her tongue rolled around his shaft. Her fingers, slick with saliva and pre-cum, slid up and down in a matching rhythm.

The sheer skill of his mysterious partner - her mouth melded into his length so perfectly, she glided down with ease - took him aback. His legs trembled as she demonstrated her expertise with relish, massaging the sensitive underside of his cockhead every time she bottomed out, ensuring not an inch of him went unattended.

She pulled away from his cock, letting it rest on her tongue. A playful glint sparked in her eyes as she swept a strand of hair behind her ear. She tilted her head up at Jeremy, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper. “Am I pleasing you, hero?” she purred. “Or perhaps a damsel in distress is a little too… pure for your tastes? Maybe you’d prefer the company of a more…rustic companion? A tavern wench, perchance?”

“Never, princess,” Jeremy said, fully getting into character now. “You, with your devotion and… other assets, are far more captivating than any tavern wench. I want to fuck you so hard that you forget your name.”

A flush crept up her cheeks as she bit down on her lower lip. “Y-yes, my lord,” she stammered. “I… I want that too. I wasn’t sure if you, a hero like yourself, would ever consider someone like me…deserving.”

“Deserving?” Jeremy asked.

“Of your… cum.”

Jeremy wanted to feel the quake and tremor of her tight pussy as he unleashed his seed deep within her. “You’re more than deserving. Do you want it?”

“Yes,” She whispered, her voice filled with longing like he was granted her greatest wish. “Yes, me lord. It would be an honor.”

“Come here, my sweet,” he whispered, grabbing her hand and gently pulling her to her feet.

Their bodies collided, and he pressed her flat against the counter, pinning her between his physique and the cool, rough surface. He quickly spun her around and bent her over the counter. Jeremy’s hands slid from her waist down to her plump ass. He squeezed and kneaded, claiming every inch of her as his own territory.

Her lips parted, breathless entreaties spilling past them in a sensuous whisper. “Please, my hero… give me that beautiful cock of yours… I want to feel you inside me…”

The word “cock” sent a shiver through him. Hearing her say it was incredibly arousing.

Her pants came off quickly, and Jeremy noticed she had no panties underneath. The sight of her bare ass made his balls tighten in anticipation. She leaned over the counter, her backside swaying invitingly as she adjusted her position. His heart pounded in his chest as he grasped the smooth lure of her ass cheeks with both hands, squeezing them lovingly. He leveled out his cock and pointed it at her entrance. Her pussy was shaved and dripping with moisture.

With a primal growl, Jeremy thrust his throbbing cock at her waiting opening, barely hesitating before driving it home. She gasped as it entered her, consuming every inch in a single, exhilarating thrust.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned, the expletive a testament to the pleasure coursing through him. He hadn’t realized just how much he needed this.

“Yes, Jeremy!” She shook, grabbing hold of the counter while twisting her hips against his, swallowing his length up to the hilt. “Fuck me! Bred me! Give me your seed, my lord!” she moaned, slamming herself back against him,

Jeremy’s grip on her hips tightened, the soft flesh beneath his grasping fingertips beckoning him closer to the edge. He wanted to submit to these cravings, his body yearning to lose itself in the white-hot intensity of their union.

“Cum in me!” She begged. “Please, my hero. You deserve this!”

Jeremy agreed. I do deserve this.

This girl was his reward, an achievement trophy given to him just in a video game. Only, he’d skipped all those actions because he had the Bimbo Station. As he continued pumping his cock into her and building towards his peak, he realized that he wanted to collect as many achievements as he could. He would fuck all the snobby girls who thought they were too good for him and make them his whores.

“You make me feel alive.” She moaned. “Give me your cum!”

Her words quickly made Jeremy sped over the edge. His hands shifted to her hips as he buried himself inside her, pinning her against the counter. He groaned as his balls unleashed a torrent of hot cum inside her. A deluge of cum, planting his seed deep within her in a powerful, eruptive explosion into her unprotected pussy. To Jeremy, it was the best feeling in the world.

She began to shake as her own climax gripped her body. The sensation of receiving his love juice pulled her brainwashed body into orgasm. As great as it felt for Jeremy, it was even better for her.

Jeremy leaned forward, resting his head on her shoulder as the throes of his intense climax subsided. The heavy sounds of their union filled the room, amplifying the carnal reality of the act. Like a conquering hero, he’d left his mark on her to claim her as his own.

Jeremy pumped into her a few more times to make sure she was good and bred. When he was finished, he withdrew and his seed oozed out of her pussy, dripping down her thigh. After she pulled her pants up, she turned toward him and smiled.

“That was everything I had hoped it would be, my lord,” she said. “Thank you for deeming me deserving.”

“You’re… welcome.” He said awkwardly as his orgasm faded. The moment was now bizarre. He felt confused and wondered what he should be doing now.

Jeremy clumsily gestured towards the games and asked, “I guess I’ll ring you up for these?”

“These trinkets?” she scoffed, the word laced with a playful disdain. “What use would I have for them?” She leaned in close, the warmth of her body pressing against his. “I have you, hero,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“Take me back to your home,” she breathed, her voice thick with desire. “Before you leave in the morning. I want…” She hesitated, her gaze locking with his, “I want to make sure I’m carrying your child.”

A cold sweat prickled Jeremy’s palms. This wasn’t right. This wasn’t how the scene was supposed to go. She must be malfunctioning.

“Whoa there, hold on,” he said, his voice surprisingly steady despite his racing pulse. He’d cum in her without protection. She could be pregnant now…and weirdly, the thought turned him on. “Maybe a little too fast, wouldn’t you say?”

He needed to act fast. Reaching for the device he used to control the world, his fingers flew across the screen. A frantic search later, a single option jumped out at him - ‘Reverse All Commands’. Before he could even consider the consequences, he slammed his finger down on the button.

The change was instantaneous. A flicker of confusion washed over the girl’s face, her passionate declaration replaced by a bewildered frown. “What…?” she trailed off, her hand falling away from him.

Disorientation flickered across her face. She swayed slightly, blinking rapidly as if trying to clear cobwebs from her mind. “Where…?” she started, her voice raspy as she scanned the familiar space behind the counter. “Why am I back here? It feels like…” Her brow furrowed, frustration edging into her tone. “Like I was just…” The memory sputtered out, replaced by a dull ache in her head.

“Uh, no, no problem,” he stammered, forcing a reassuring smile. “Everything’s good. You were just… helping me reach that, uh…” He fumbled for the second game on the top shelf, a flimsy excuse at best.

Relief flickered across the girl’s face as she seemed to snap back to a semblance of normalcy. “Oh, right,” she muttered, moving back around the counter with a slight stumble.

Jeremy scanned her purchases with practiced efficiency, his mind racing. He couldn’t deny the concern gnawing at him – she looked shaken, but at least she wasn’t freaking out. With a mumbled goodbye, the girl shuffled out of the store, leaving Jeremy alone with the silence. When he opened up his wallet, he noticed that the hundred-dollar bill was gone.

Jeremy realized he could undo the changes, but there was a catch: he had to undo all the changes. Determined to get his money back, he plugged the $100 command back into Bimbo Station and activated it. A crisp hundred-dollar bill appeared in his wallet.

He sighed in relief, but the realization hit him—he was going to have to be more careful from now on. Or maybe a lot less moral. The possibilities were almost as terrifying as they were exciting.

Two minutes later, Jeremy stepped outside, put up a “Back Shortly” sign, and locked up the shop. He needed a break to process what had just happened and consider the ethical ramifications.

Luckily, he had some spare cash.
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