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Did you know over half of video game players are women? Apparently nobody told that to the guys out there.

Nicole called herself a gamer. She didn’t just play small games on her phone like Crusher Candies and Aggressive Birds, she played big games on her computer against people all around the world. Nicole loved games, she just happened to hate a lot of the other people who liked games.

“What’s a girl doing here? Girls can’t play games.”

“Tits or get the fuck out.”

“Do you wanna be my girlfriend?”

“Hey what’s your Smike name?”

For some reason the people Nicole often encounters online seem to think that women are these rare, mythical, creatures that would best be approached by yelling out sexist comments or through bold and vulgar flirting attempts.

Yes for a girl like Nicole playing video games can often be a tiring experience just trying to tolerate the morons who are on the other side of the screen. It was often good just to find somebody else playing who didn’t turn out to be a total pig.

“Hey don’t mind these guys,” one of the voices coming through her headset said to her, “Sorry you have to put up with all these idiots.”

“It’s fine,” she responded with a sigh, “I’ve played enough to not let them get to me.”

The first time she ever played over the internet she got a bit startled about how aggressive or how full on some of the guys could be but time had helped her learn to just block it out. The best way to deal with an idiot is to simply ignore them.

She was having to try her best to do that because in the background she could hearing the complaints of all those who now found insulted at being labeled as morons. You’d think a bunch of adults would act less like children but apparently not.

“Yeah but some other girls might not be so lucky,” he informed her as he sent her a message with a link, “If you ever find any pigs like these who need taking care of you can report them here.”

In the background was their cries again. Some of them had turned to begging for her not to get them banned from the game while others simply escalated their abuse to the next level.

Nicole didn’t actually have any intention to report any of them. Most of them were probably just bitter than she was doing better than them on the game and it was hurting their male pride. For others this was probably the first time they’d ever talked to a girl before. They were going to need a lot more practice than calling her a slut and telling her to get back to the kitchen. Pigs.

Still despite the fact she wasn’t intending to go through with any reports she still clicked on the link to check the site out.

On the other side of that link there wasn’t any form. The link didn’t even take her to the website for the company who made the game. What it took her to was an unusual web page, a video that was playing a spiral that spun around and around and around.

Nicole only looked for a couple of seconds as she tried to figure out what the heck it was she was looking at but that was more than enough to capture her attention and to keep it.

The spiral was hard to look away from. It had drawn her in and now it wasn’t going to let her leave without a fight. Her eyes just kept watching the way it swirled around, her mind turning light and hazy as it twisted again and again and again and again.

“Did you look at the link?” that one voice of reason asked her.

“Yes,” she replied in a soft, dull, voice. When she’d been talking before she’d been rapid fire and filled with energy as the competitive game had gotten her adrenaline levels racing. Suddenly she was more than just cool.

“Are you looking at the page now?” he asked again.

“Yes.”

“Are you unable to look away?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl, very good girl.”

The other guys in the game were completely confused. They had absolutely no idea what they were talking about or what she was looking at. None of them knew she was sitting there allowing herself to be hypnotised be a beautiful, spinning, pink spiral.

“The fuck is going on!?”

“What are you morons talking about?”

“Now listen to me. You are going to listen to my words and my words alone. Ignore all the other voices except for mine,” he said to her and almost like magic the other voices rattling through her headset, despite being so loud and grating, slowly began to fade off into silence.

The only voice that was left entering her mind was his voice.

“You will listen to my words and you will obey them,” he informed her, his words dripping into her mind. “You will do anything and everything I tell you to do. You have a webcam, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she responded again in the same dull, obedient, tone.

“Then turn it on for us, let us all have a good luck at you.”

There was no thought from her about resisting or disobeying but then again every thought in her mind was one that told herself to listen and to obey him. Her own thoughts had been pushed downwards and her fresh thoughts were just regurgitating the things he told her.

Just like he asked she turned on her webcam and showed herself off to the room, to the shock and glee of those guys hanging around.

They’d hit the jackpot as not only was Nicole a girl she was also very good looking. For some reason the guys on the other side of the screen often presumed because she was playing video games that Nicole must be ugly which was one reason they were so shocked when they saw just how hot she was.

She had soft, cute, features along with a pair of pretty, sapphire blue, eyes. Her hair was long and blonde and her body was curvy, especially her large bust.

If Nicole had been able to hear the other guys in the lobby she’d have heard them declaring their love for her, even the guys who had spent the best part of fifteen minutes cussing her out.

Even her special friend was surprised to see what a gem was waiting on the other side of the screen.

“Good looking and good at games? Sometimes God seriously isn’t fair is he?” he snarked at seeing her several gifts, “If you’re that hot you seriously don’t need to be good at games too. In fact let’s make that a thing. As punishment for taunting us with both your skills and your beauty you hereby aren’t allowed to be good at games anymore. And I don’t just mean bad either, I mean terrible. From now on you’re going to be truly awful at games.”

“Yes,” she replied yet again as she began to feel a small tingle in the back of her mind.

It was hard for her to really focus on the tingle when her eyes were remaining focused on the spiral and her mind was focused on what her new friend was saying so she pretty much ignored the fact that all her gaming talent, all that skill she’d accumulated through indulging in her passion, was being eroded away, never to return.

“You know I think in this position I deserve more than just a simple yes as response. From now on it will be yes Master. From now on you will call me Master.”

“Yes Master,” she complied.

Still the listening and watching audience had no idea what was going on and were screaming for explanation. They just heard the weird conversation and saw the blank face Nicole staring at the screen.

“Your fans are getting confused,” he explained to her, “I need you to explain what’s going on to them. What are you watching right now?”

“I’m watching a spiral Master.”

“Very good. And what are you listening to.”

“I’m listening to Master.”

“And what is that doing to you? Do you know?”

“No Master.”

“I’m not surprised it’s all going over your head,” he said with a chuckle, “It’s hypnotising you you silly girl. Now say it back to me. What am I doing to you?”

“Hypnotising me Master.”

Well they now knew what was going on but it didn’t make it any less unbelievable. Hypnosis was bullshit wasn’t it? Even if it wasn’t how could somebody do it so easily and over the internet?

Despite the fact she’d turned on her webcam and was answering everything he said obediently not all of the guys were convinced.

“Fake!”

“This is so obviously fake!”

“Lol nice try, so fake!”

None of this was reaching her as her brain continued to block out all those stray voices, but he was getting a real earful from his fellow man.

“Say… hey I know your username but not your real name. What’s your real name doll?”

“Nicole.”

“Nicole hey? Hmm, not anymore,” he told her, “from now on you can be Nikki.”

“Yes Master.”

“Now take off your top Nikki. Show these guys that I am really controlling you.”

Him controlling her was the only logical thing in Nikki’s regressed mind, she didn’t see how him not being in control could be an option. Naturally because he was in control this meant that when he asked she reached down and grasped at her t-shirt and pulled it up over her head, exposing herself to the crowd, upper half now only constrained by a bra.

The viewers were naturally delighted at seeing such a beautiful girl showing off more of her skin, however still not all of them were convinced.

“Lol easy,” the most vocal one complained, “Bra is nothing. Make her go topless and I’ll believe.”

Even the believers jumped on that bandwagon at the chance of seeing bare breasts live, even if it was only the internet.

“Sorry Nikki that wasn’t good enough,” her Master informed her, “the guys want to see you topless. You’ll have to take off your bra too.”

“Yes Master,” she said with a glisten of drool running down over her parted lips, Nikki reaching her hands back as she began to unhook and undress out of the last piece of protection guarding her chest from those perverted eyes on the overside.

Nikki removed her bra just like she’d been ordered and allowed it to tumble down her front, exposing her large, bare, breasts for the audience, to whoops of joy from her new fans.

“Well done Nikki,” her Master praised, “you made all the guys here very happy and that should make you happy. See good girls shouldn’t be selfish, feisty and confrontational. They should be generous, docile and submissive. You’re a good girl, aren’t you Nikki?”

“Yes Master.”

“Well that means you should be generous, docile and submissive. You should become happy from making men happy.”

His logic was perfect. If she was a good girl, and she was a good girl, then she should be generous, docile and submissive. As a good girl she must be those things, making men happy must make her happy too.

Suddenly she felt very happy. She’d made so many men, so many strangers, really happy just by showing off her tits. Even her blank face managed to crack a smile.

“Did that make you happy Nikki?” he asked her.

“Yes Master,” she responded, voice showing a hint of cheer.

“Good because from now on being happy will be very important to you. Making men happy will be very important to you. Do you know why Nikki?”

She swayed her head very slightly from side to side, eyes not leaving the spiral, “No Master.”

“Because you’re nothing more than a dumb, giggly, horny, bimbo girl.”

As soon as those words hit her her mind began to melt away. Intellect, knowledge, understanding, memories; important pieces of her working brain was being robbed from her head. In place of all those useless pieces of information more important chunks of thought were threaded into her mind.

Cute shoes. Sexy clothes. The color pink. Cheap, reality TV. Lots of sex. Her intelligence was replaced with tacky bimbo thoughts and ideas thanks to just a few words from his mouth through her headset, and of course the spiral she still couldn’t take her eyes away from.

She still hadn’t awoken from her trance but the damage had already been done. Nikki was going to be a very different person to the Nicole who had first gone under. One could be called a nerd, the other was clearly a bimbo.

“You understand, don’t you Nikki?” he asked her, Nikki’s blank face not giving much away.

“Like yes Master,” she muttered slowly. Despite still being in her trance her voice seemed to carry a bit more charm; a bit more bubbly enthusiasm.

“Good. For a dumb bimbo you’re a surprisingly good listener,” her new Master teased, “I think we’re almost done. However it would be a real shame if we robbed our game of such a wonderfully ditzy girl, wouldn’t it?”

Nikki responded with a cool, “Yes Master,” while the spectators gave a more impassioned plea.

“Please don’t take our Goddess away!”

“I love you Nikki please don’t go! Be my bimbo bride!”

Of course a dumb, kind, obedient, bimbo blonde was going to be a hit with a bunch of basement dwellers. However Master had already thought about that.

“Yes it would be a shame to rob this community of you,” he informed his bimbo doll, “Despite being so bad at games you won’t stop playing them because you know that all the men find your lack of skill amusing. Seeing someone as bad as you makes everyone else feel better. Being awful at the game and getting yelled at by enemies and teammates alike fills you with incredible pleasure.”

Oh it was so shameful. Suddenly Nikki was given a new fetish, a strong fetish. She loved being bad at the game, she loved when everyone called her out for being so much worse than everybody else who played.

“Do you want to hear them again Nikki? Do you want to hear what all the men think of you?”

Her lust demanded she hear. Even in trance her pussy had began to get hot and wet. She was dripping into her own panties.

“Yes Master,” she begged, her monotone voice started to get breathy as her cheeks shone with a light red hue.

“Listen my doll, you should be able to hear them again,” he told her and again her perception shifted, those voices on the other side starting to return to her.

“Lol you slut getting off on being awful. Sluts can’t play games!”

“Less gaming more tits!”

“Bitch not so cocky now. Rematch I’ll stomp you horny bimbo!”

She had no idea who any of these guys were, they were all just anonymous voices on the other side of a screen, but hearing them making her feel so unwanted made her feel insanely excited.

Nikki had always loved gaming but suddenly it felt like a naughty, dirty, taboo. Girls had no place playing video games, she began to absorb this lesson but still she couldn’t stop. She couldn’t stop playing and she couldn’t stop sucking. She loved making all the guys feel better by showing them how bad girls were at games.

Her panties were now absolutely soaked as her lust had reached fever pitch.

“Wow these guys seem pretty pissed about how bad you are,” her Master said to her from the other side, “and I know that’s a huge turn on for you but still you don’t want to make any guys mad, do you?”

Frantically she shook her head from side to side, Nikki squirming around in her seat.

“No Master!”

“Then you better beg them. Beg them for forgiveness.”

As her breathing grew deeper and deeper and her mind became consumed, overloaded with all of his teachings and new truths in her life, she released her whining plea.

“Please forgive me,” she begged, directly to all of her watching fans, “I’m sorry for being so bad. I can’t help it I’m just a girl and girls aren’t good at games. I’m sorry for being such an eyesore on your game, please let me keep playing with you and making you all feel happy.”

Absent mindedly one of her hands had slipped down between her thighs. Despite the fact she was still in trance and was watching the spiral spin around and around and around some more she had began to masturbate.

“So guys,” Master asked, “is she forgiven?”

“Like no!” the most vocal player yelled, “Not until we see her pussy too!”

There was a general roar of agreement from the player base which her Master had to take on board.

“Well Nikki, you heard them. In fact I don’t think they’ll all accept your apology until you give everyone here a live masturbation show. So I want you to close down that screen you’re watching, go and get undressed and then come back and give us all something to remember.”

“Yes Master,” she said for the last time in that dull tone before she reached up and closed the spiral video.

Once the window was close she quickly came down out of her trance, Nikki returning back to reality. Yet this was a reality as Nikki, not Nicole. She remembered everything that had happened in the trance and had allowed it to reshape her mind.

She was no longer being hypnotized but it didn’t matter, it was already completed. She had already been hypnotized.


Just as she was told to Nikki went and got herself undressed before returning to her computer. Now the guys on the other side didn’t just get to look at her large, naked, breasts. They also got to look at her bare pussy.

Nikki dropped back down into her chair, positioning herself further away from her computer so that her camera could catch more of her body than just her top half. If she wanted them to accept her apology she needed to let them have it all.

“Hi again guys,” Nikki said to all her adoring fans, “I’m here to beg for you to all forgive me again by letting you watch me masturbate.”

Her voice sounded higher and bubblier than it had been pre-trance, her sentence ending in a giggle. The hypnosis had helped her to change the way she spoke, her vocabulary and pronunciation altered.

Nikki didn’t come to the party unprepared. Before returning she made sure to collect that special toy that she keeps hidden away deep under her bed. It was a pink, rubbery, dildo.

The spectators whooped and cheered in joy as she spread her legs open nice and wide, hooking her own feet over the armrests of her computer chair in a rather athletic display, her slit being exposed directly into the camera.

With her body on show she grasped her dildo in both hands and opened up wide. It wasn’t enough for her just to enjoy herself, she had to make sure to give all of the guys a show too. With that in mind she wrapped her lips around the head of the dildo and began to slurp messily.

Small bubbles of drool dripped from around her spread lips as she rolled her empty head up and down the upper part of the shaft, lubricating the toy up with her wet drool; even though her horny pussy was already soaked enough to gobble it whole.

Nikki made sure to be extra loud and messy with her slurps, small bubbles turning into a big, glistening, mess which ran down her chin and dripped onto her large breasts. It was getting a bit difficult to breath but it wasn’t like she was in danger of killing anymore brain cells, the hypnosis had already taken care of that.

With the toy lubed up with a glisten she slicked it back from between her lips and giggled, slapping it over her own spatter coated chest.

“So like guys I’m about to start so please watch me. Please watch me show how sorry I am for being a useless girl.”

She pushed the lube coated tip to her pussy lips and began to insert it inside, moaning hotly as she fed herself the long, thick, toy.

One hand remained down between her legs, sliding the dildo inwards, her other moving up to begin rubbing over her chest, roughly caressing one of her firm, sensitive, nipples.

Nikki moaned as she began to fuck herself with the sex toy, sliding it in and out of her tightness, rubbing the velvety folds of her warm insides as she worked her wrist and made herself feel good.

Those whimpers only got louder as she tugged and teased her stiff nubs and pushed her thumb out on her thrusting hand to rub across her stiff clit. She was doing her best to hit all of her erogenous zones at once.

While masturbation always felt good for some reason it felt better than ever when she was doing it in the chair, putting on a show for the boys. She didn’t know if that was because she’d naturally became more horny or sensitive or if it was because she was being watched by a bunch of strangers, but then her brain wasn’t wired well enough to actually try and figure out the answer. Nikki simply accepted that it felt blissful.

She accepted how good it felt and allowed it to carry her up towards a shuddering, quivering, toe curling orgasm.

Her hips began to bounce in place, making the chair squeak below, as she rocked her body into her pleasuring hands.

“Like here it comes,” she moaned out, “I’m going to cum. Please accept my orgasm as an apology!”

Nikki bucked her hips up again as an explosion of pleasure came washing over her. A vivid, squirting, orgasm erupted from her loins and sent her juices spraying through the air in a wet, glistening, arch.

Her poor computer and her webcam were splashed with her feminine lust as she dropped back into the chair, shivers coursing through her veins as she felt like all her energy had just been drained from her body. It was amazing.

Once she’d actually had a chance to recover she made her move, slowly swaying towards the camera on shaky legs, fitting her headphones back in place before she dragged her tongue up over the camera lens, cleaning it up so her fans could see her again.

“So,” she asked then, panting deeply, “Do you forgive me?”
 

There was a roar of positivity from the guys, her ears being flooded with their joy and their approval for her slutty show but none of them mattered as much as Master did.

“Nikki,” he said to her, his voice seeming to eclipse all others.

“Yes Master?”

“You did very good and we all forgive you for being a stupid, slutty, girl. But you’re going to have to keep doing this kind of thing in the future if you want everyone to be as generous as we are.”

She nodded her head sharply as she released a happy giggle, beaming from cheek to cheek.

“Thank you Master!” she cheered happily as she was hugged tightly in a joyful warmth.

Gaming has always been fun but it had never been that fun before. From now on she had a whole new way to game.


It was six o’clock. It was the time of day at which she always appeared, without fail. Today was no exception.

“Hiya guys,” Nikki cheered as she turned on her webcam, “It’s your favorite useless gamer girl Nikki here again. Sorry that I’m not very good at the game but don’t worry I know how to make it up to all of you.”

This was her usual routine now. Every day she played games even more than she had in the past but now she always played with her webcam turned on and her outfits somewhere between minimal to non.

To compensate for her atrocious skills at the game she often gave personal apologies to her teammates and opponents, however she was well aware that wasn’t enough. To keep everybody happy she had to perform group apologies too.

Nikki showed off her latest apology. She’d fitted her chair with a large, vibrating, dildo and had dressed herself in fake cat ears and a buttplug fake tail. Dressed like a slutty cat she slowly lowered her pussy down on the buzzing toy, making herself moan.

She bit down on her bottom lip as she rode on top of the toy, her nipples growing rock hard as squirmed around in place, cheeks glowing red.

All the guys in her game where very happy with Nikki’s appearance and show today and made sure to give her plenty of positive feedback which made her very happy. She used to get harassed and annoyed by guys on games all the time but now she loved each and every one of them, and that made her a lot happier.

“Okay guys, let’s play,” she purred, picking up her controller as she leaked around the dildo. “I’ll give the first request to whoever comes top of the game so let’s all have some fun!”

Nikki loved her new way of playing very much.
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