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Corrupted by Email

It was an unspectacular night. The weather was moody. The television pickings were so-so. None of her books seemed overly appealing. Eva had a night to burn away but nothing to burn it with.

In an attempt to pass the time she was just idly flicking through her tablet, checking out her apps, her social media and her messages for something, anything, to give her some entertainment.

Before she resorted to cute animal videos Eva gave her emails a check. Sitting fresh in her inbox was a brand new email from a sender who called him or herself Buttercup.

Eva knew that she should never accept strange downloads from emails and that she shouldn’t click on suspicious links but she at least gave every email the courtesy of a look over just to make sure it wasn’t from somebody she knew and just didn’t recognize.

Up the message popped onto her tablet’s screen. Instantly her attention was grabbed by a video that came embedded into the text. It was a video of a swirling spiral.

The first thing that popped into Eva’s head was surprise. Second it was confusion. There wasn’t a third thought, by then she’d already been hooked.

It was an hour later when she returned back to reality with little idea about what had just happened to her. If she hadn’t of checked on her tablet’s clock she never would have realized that so much time had suddenly passed her by.

That spiral was gone and instead a message was left for her where it had been

“Buy part two now for the low price of $0.99.”

Now the mere idea of buying something like a spiral would baffle many but when Eva read that message she felt enchanted. She couldn’t remember any of the time she spent watching the spiral but her mind was tingling delightfully ever since she’d popped out of her trance, that warm euphoria spreading down across her body.

Eva couldn’t remember what the video contained she just knew that she really wanted to know what happened in part two.

After checking everything was secure she made the purchase.

It was only one dollar after all, it was practically loose change. Plus she’d made sure that the site processed her payments indirectly and didn’t simply steal all her details, she wasn’t an idiot after all; she was simply enchanted.

She was informed that her order would be sent to her the next day. The fact that she had to wait at all made her feel incredible impatient but it was fine, she could wait. It wasn’t like she was addicted or anything.

With the spiral’s memory still wandering through her mind she decided to call it a night. She felt drained of energy all of a sudden, very sleepy indeed. It was time for her to hit the hay. It wasn’t like she had anything better to do.


It was another unspectacular night. Again Eva had no plans which meant that her evening would be spent relaxing at home. At least the television was a bit better than the night before. However it wasn’t anything on the small screen which was her first viewing priority.

After settling in Eva checked her tablet to see if she had a new message from Buttercup. Just as she had hoped it was waiting there for her.

Eva felt a bit giddy as she rushed to open it up, filling the tablet’s screen with another video. This one was a spiral too. In fact this spiral seemed to be identical to the last one.

It seemed identical but after Eva had witnessed it she could truly appreciate just how different it was. She couldn’t really repeat anything that happened, anything that she saw or heard or learned from the video she simply felt its deep effect on her.

She felt bathed in a pleasant warmth, her mind snuggled up in bliss. Her entire body felt like it was floating up in the clouds. It was a tingle of pleasure she’d never felt before, not since the last spiral video she’d watched anyway, yet this time the effect was even greater.

Eva wanted to rewatch the video for another dose of that euphoric rush but the video wouldn’t play for her again and simply led her towards the page for ordering the next video.

““Buy the next part now for the low price of $1.99.”

Sure it was a bit more expensive but it was perfectly fine and if meant she could feel this strange, hard to describe, but still wonderful feeling again then it was a worthwhile purchase. The only bummer was that she was going to have to wait another day for the next part. At least she could pass the rest of the night with some decent shows, even if her eyelids were feeling a bit heavier than usual.


It had been an unspectacular week. Work was progressing like usual. She hadn’t gone out with any of her friends or relatives. Nothing major had happened for her to write home about. The only thing of any note that was happening in her life was those lovely spiral videos she was buying.

Every night she went to bed feeling warm and fuzzy with the memories of the day’s spiral spinning through her head, that need for more whispering from the back of her mind. But that was okay because every new day she would be sent a new video, just as promised; a new video for her to enjoy.

Sure the price was getting a bit more expensive but it wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle and it was worth it for that ultimate feeling of bliss.

From $1.99 it had went logically up to $2.99 before making a small jump to $4.99. From there the price rose a bit and rested at a value of $9.99. The next day the site asked if she was interested in giving up $19.99.

While prices of $34.99 and $49.99 were a lot more expensive than what she had purchased her first video for could she really put a price on joy?

At first Eva had only been watching the videos when she arrived home from work but as she approached the end of her week she started to get a bit more impatient. She couldn’t wait until she got home, that was far too long to wait for her treat. She needed it as soon as possible.

As a manager in an office building she had her own person room which meant she could get a bit of privacy which was perfect for when her desires got the better of her and she loaded up her newest video while still at work.

There it was again, another twirling, pink, spiral for her to lay her eyes onto. She stared deep into the center and allowed the magic to happen.

Wonderful! That was how Eva felt when she snapped out of her trance after the video had came to an end. Her skin felt like it was crawling with positive energy, she was tingling all over. It was positively delightful how wonderful the video had made her feel.

On the screen was instructions on how to buy the next video for the “low price of $99.99.”

What a bargain for feeling blissful joy. Eva couldn’t wait until she could feel this giddy again tomorrow. Even better after every video a pleasant buzz remained with her throughout the rest of the day. Maybe if she kept buying the videos she’d be able to feel that sensation all the time?

Other thoughts were circulating quite prominently in her mind too. They were other ways in which she could feel a small dose of the pleasure the videos were giving her. They were brand new, they must have came from the spiral video itself!

Apparently she’d be able to amplify the feeling by giving herself a bit of a makeover. Apparently brown hair wasn’t nearly as effective for channeling the warmth as blonde hair. She wish she’d knew that sooner, she was going to have to book a salon appointment ASAP. Would she be able to book one for when she got off work?

Eva’s productivity wasn’t as strong as always with the ecstasy buzzing in her mind but it didn’t worry her. In fact ever since she started ordering those videos she’d been worrying about everything and anything less and less.

Even if her work was being a bit sloppy on that day at least she felt warm; at least she felt happy.


It had been an unspectacular fortnight. Eva hadn’t been doing anything big, she’d just been doing a small bit of experimenting with her fashion.

After learning that blondes got to feel more of that warmth all the time Eva quickly managed to book herself an appointment to dye her hair to a nice strawberry blonde and it worked like an absolute treat. She felt all warm and fuzzy afterwards and the next video really gave her a spike of bliss.

It wasn’t just blonde hair that helped her feel giddy either, it turned out there were lots of special tips and tricks she could use to boost the effects that those videos were happy to share with her.

Eva learned that applying more makeup would also make her feel more happy and it totally did too. The thicker and more obvious her painted on looks got the more joyful she became.

Makeup wasn’t the only beauty tip for multiplying her heavenly pleasure. Longer lashes were also proven to have an effect, proven by the way she squirmed around in joy the moment she placed the fake ones on.

Fake nails also boosted the feeling, especially when they were painted in bright, vivid, colors. Adding glitter onto the well manicured surfaces somehow made it even better.

Hair extensions became something of a must too. She was pretty much in the salon every day asking for the next trick her spiral videos had generously left lingering in her mind once the time was up.

Honestly it was starting to get a bit expensive buying all of those videos and heading to the salon every day for another piece in her makeover but she felt it was completely worth it. She’d gotten to the point where she could feel that happy warmth snuggling her up all the time. The videos were now helping her to make it stronger, along with giving her a sudden, extra, exciting rush that made her desire an extra layer onto that cloud which consumed her mind.

However despite all of these wonderful feelings running through her mind there was one, small, problem.

Eva had only just arrived at work and gotten into her office when there was a knock on her door.

“Come in!” she called out cheerfully, expecting it to be one of the employee's who worked under her. In actual fact it was was one of the employers from up above.

“Miss. Bizzarri,” he began, addressing her by her surname, “I’m afraid I need to have a word with you.”

“Oh my? What is it?”

“I couldn’t help notice that your work lately has been getting very sloppy and late,” he explained, “as well as your… obvious makeover.”

Yeah the makeover was pretty obvious. She’d gone from a smartly dressed brunette into a dolled up blonde. She looked more like some stereotypically dumb secretary over a manager.

“Has it? I’m really sorry! I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again!”

“You better Miss. Bizzarri. I don’t know what’s happening with you at the moment but if you don’t sort it out I’m afraid action may have to be taken.”

On that warning he left and sent her into a panic. She’d been at peace pretty much ever since she’d started watching her spiral videos but suddenly her mind was thrown into a fluster. What was she going to do? She couldn’t get fired. If she got fired how would she keep buying her makeup and those videos? Her savings only came up to so much and those videos were getting really expensive. She couldn’t remember how expensive they were exactly but she remembered seeing a lot of nines together not long ago.

Eva knew that she needed to calm down and what better way to calm down than watching the spiral videos? She hadn’t had the chance to watch the newest one so she quickly rushed to her email and booted it up.

That was the stuff. She slipped into a completely peaceful trance that drained all of the bad thoughts away and instead filled her with much happier thoughts instead. After all it was better for her not to think and to just allow the video to think for her.

It really did the trick. Once she awoke she felt completely at peace and worries about her work were buried deep in the back of her mind under tips and tricks for how to make herself feel even happier next time. Apparently getting a tan would help her channel the positive energy better and make her feel giddy even longer.

Eva didn’t want to have to wait. Maybe she could take a small break from work and head to the tanning salon. Nobody would miss her would they?

First she just had to buy the next video. $1999.99? That seemed like a lot but oh well. Eva purchased the video and got on her merry way. She’d worry about it later or just not at all. After all worrying was bad for girls like her. Not thinking at all was much better.


It had been an unspectacular… however long it had been. The days had all started merging into one for Eva, it was hard for her to keep track of time. There was no time to think about days and time, after all thinking was just a waste of time. What a vicious circle.

Thanks to her newest makeover Eva was now riding on one permanent blissful high. The tan had really given her a boost, as had the bleach for her hair and the pink streaks added later. They all made Eva feel very happy.

However they could not compare to when she decided to get some piercings. It turned out that a small nose stud and a ball in her tongue were great for conducting those gooey warm emotions, just like tattoos.

Eva only had one tattoo applied to her body but it felt wonderful. It was this lovely tribal stamp down on the small of her back. The guy in the tattoo parlor called it a tramp stamp. Eva called it a happy stamp because it made her feel so happy!

Naturally she didn’t want to hide her wonderful new tattoo but luckily the five thousand dollar video encouraged her to get a brand new wardrobe in order to show it off. Apparently showing off more skin by wearing skimpier clothing is a great way to make yourself feel better, especially if that clothing is in bright colors like red, yellow or pink; especially pink.

At first Eva only wore that kind of clothing when she wasn’t at work but she seriously hated how her body felt when she had to dress in boring business attire and couldn’t strut around in her tiny cut out pink minidress; her vibe was totally stifled. In the end she just thought “fuck it” and decided to wear her favorite clothes all the time instead.

Obviously that didn’t go unnoticed by her boss.

On the second day of Eva going into work dressed like a slut her boss came back to her office. He had been extra patient with her to see if she would buck up or keep being a menace but coming to work dressed like a stripper was the final straw for him.

“Miss. Bizzarri,” he began as he entered into her office.

“Like hi there,” the dolled up platinum blonde cheered, “please, call me Eva.”

“Miss. Bizzarri,” he iterated, “we seriously need to talk now. You cannot honestly tell me that you think any of this is acceptable?”

“Like what’s acceptable?”

“This outfit. This look. The way your work seems to be getting worse and worse. None of this is acceptable!”

“So like… what does this mean?”

He pinched the bridge of his nose. Why was she acting so stupid all of a sudden? It was like he was talking to a different person from the Eva who had been put into this post a long time ago.

“It means I want you to pack up your things. Somebody like you has no place in this company.”

She looked at him in confusion as it slowly dawned on her, “Like, am I getting fired?”

“Yes Miss. Bizzarri, you’re fired.”

Eva was completely confused about just why exactly she was being fired, she didn’t understand it at all. However she did know a way she could try and keep her job.

Quickly she skipped around the desk in her cheap, stripper outfit, and dropped down onto her knees in front of him. She grasped at his pants and forced them down around his ankles, exposing his bare cock.

“What are you doing!?” he yelled out as she remained grasping onto him, lips coming forward to smother against his shaft.

“Like please don’t fire me I like need the money and stuff. This lip filler wasn’t cheap and I have a boobjob due soon and I totes need the cash,” she explained as she begged, “Here lemme show you how good my new lips feel.”

She wrapped those plump lips around his cock and began to bob her head forward and back. The rubbing of her soft, well painted, lips quickly began to get his shaft hard, as well as the roll of her pierced tongue along the underside of his dick.

Being dressed up like a barbie doll with the overall appearance to match had been keeping Eva’s headspace wrapped up in that delightful tingly sensation that gave her so much joy. Sucking on her bosses cock sent those emotions soaring to another level. Giving blowjobs made her feel so giddy and happy.

With her mind buzzing she ran her lips up and down the length of that now erect slab of turgid meat, pleasuring his body and her own addicted brain.

Eva may have been a novice sucker but with her lips being inflated into a pair of thick, soft, pillows and her tongue having a pink ball which rolled pleasantly over the inches of his shaft, the blowjob she was giving felt incredible. Her boss could hardly take it.

“If you don’t stop,” he warned her, “then I’m going to end up cumming.”

Of course that didn’t stop her, she needed to make him squirt if she wanted any chance of keeping her job. She wrapped her arms around his back to trap him in place as she pushed her lips down towards his lap and the bulbous head of his cock into her throat. She trapped that shaft deep in her body and in this pose she was going to milk him dry.

He trembled in place as he moaned out with hot breaths, his hands grasping her head tightly as he began to cum, unloading hot jizz deep into her throat, his hips jerking into her mouth.

Once he’d finished unloading down her throat Eva slowly peeled her lips back along the length of his shaft, parting from the tip with a messy, wet, pop which left him glistening in drool.

She remained kneeling in place as she swirled that hot cream around her mouth, making it rich and frothy, before swallowing down every single drop until there was nothing left. It tasted utterly delicious and left her feeling so giddy and excited.

“So like can I keep working here?” she begged, fluttering her long lashes at him as she did her best to show off her sad, blue, eyes. “Please?”

At that time he had no choice but to give in to her demands.


It had been quite the spectacular time. Unfortunately things like sucking off your boss may protect your job for life in fantasy but Eva wasn’t so lucky and in the end pressure from the board as a collective meant that Eva got released from the company.

Suddenly being out of a paycheck was bad news for the high spending Eva, especially as she had nearly used up all of her savings. All those new outfits, her boob job and those spiral videos had almost drained her completely dry. However none of that worried Eva simply because she’d gotten to the point where nothing worried her.

Eva was now constantly surrounded in a permanent cloak of euphoria. Her brain was smothered in the ditzy mist which she had became addicted to and it made it so hard for her to think, especially about irrelevant things. What she could still think about though was those wonderful spirals which gave her such a rush.

She was just coming down from the high given to her by the latest video. Even though she always felt fuzzy the extra dose given to her each time she was tranced egged her on for more; it felt wonderful.

As always the screen came up asking her if she wanted to buy the next video for the “low price of $24,999.99.”

Eagerly she pressed yes but there was a problem. Finally the well had run dry, finally she couldn’t afford anymore of the videos.

“Like what?” Eva said dumbly as the screen told her she couldn’t afford the video. It was hard for her dumbed down mind to comprehend, “Like how am I supposed to watch the pretty spirals then?”

This looked to be the end of her obsession, her addiction. But just when things looked the bleakest Eva was offered hope. Underneath the error message a new button popped up, with the helpful title, “Need help?”

Of course Eva clicked the button, she needed lots of help if she was to keep watching the pretty spirals. The assistance she got was a job offer from a place called Buttercup. Even Eva realized that was the name of the sender.

It spelled out what it wanted. It wanted her to come and work for them and in return they would provide her with all of the spirals she wanted for free. Eva couldn’t believe she was being given such an unbelievable offer; what a steal.

There would be no more boring office work for that hypnosis addict, from now on she would be Buttercup’s newest employee.


Buttercup turned out to be a strip joint, on the surface anyway. Underground it expanded into a huge sex club where men could come to have no strings attached sex with lewd, lustful and beautiful women from all around the world.

Eva may have stood out at work when she looked like a cheap, dolled up, stripper but at her new job she didn’t need to worry because all of the girls looked like that. Each and every one of them had big, fake, tits, brightly dyed hair and paraded around in the skimpiest of outfits.

Also just like her each of them was dumb, obedient and loved sex. After all every single girl who worked for the company had been recruited the same way and had learned the same wonderful lessons from letting their minds melted away watching powerful hypnosis videos, allowing themselves to be brainwashed into ditzy bimbos. Now they all worked hard satisfying every men who came to them all for their payment of more lovely spiral videos.

Work used to be boring for Eva, slogging in an office all day for a paycheck but now work was great fun. All the other girls who she worked with were great and all the men were super nice and gave her plenty of sex every day.

Then after work Eva could return to her room on site and allow her mind to melt away as she was supplied with all the wonderful hypnosis videos she could ever want, keeping her a lustful, bubbly, ditzy bimbo forever and ever.

Sure for some it may not have been ideal but Eva had never been so happy. She no longer had any worries and responsibilities and spent every moment of her life bathed in happiness. Even her work was one big, wonderful, playtime.

Eva had never been happier and it was all thanks to the spirals. Now she was a Buttercup bimbo for life.


Corrupted by Gaming

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.


Corrupted by Webcam

Vanessa wiggled around in anticipation. She was back from her boring part time job working at a local convenient store which meant she could finally start her preferred job, slash hobby.

To earn some extra money on the side and to satisfy her secret exhibitionist desire to expose herself Vanessa worked as an independent and anonymous camgirl under the moniker of Angel.

Cutting her face off the top of the screen like always she started up a stream, her young, curvy, body contained in some skimpy, pink, nightwear.

It didn’t take long for the viewers to start leaking into her stream, giving her the buzz which she desired. It’d be a welcome mix of her regular fans, some newcomers and the downright anonymous, all there to see her sexy show.

“Hi everyone,” she said to the chat, communicating using her laptop’s microphone. All of the viewers were able to deliver text replies using the site’s chat function.

“Yes sexy Angel’s back!”

“Show tits please.”

As always it was the mix of the slightly complimentary from those who somehow believed they could seduce women working as cam girls to the vulgar who were unashamed of what they’d came for. Vanessa appreciated both of them in turn; she loved seeing the men fawn over her.

“Do you guys want to see my tits?” Vanessa asked, purring as she cupped her perky breasts in her hands and gave them a slight lift, teasing all of those watchers by almost pushing her chest out of her clothing.

The reception she received was a positive one.

“Yes tits please!”

“Tits!!”

“Show tits!”

She had them all in the palm of her hand and it made her feel amazing, her stiff nipples grinding against the smooth cups of her lingerie.

“Then getting tipping boys,” she told them, “I’ll remove this tight, restricting, top once we reach one hundred credits.”

Vanessa liked exposing herself but a job was a job. She wasn’t just going to give them all a free show, she was going to make them work for it. Credits from her customers translated into more money for her and more money was always a good thing.

As expected the chat flew into a fluster as the more vocal talkers began begging their fellow perverts to pay up for the sweet prize of seeing ‘Angel’s’ exposed breasts.

“Someone pay please!”

“Tip for tits!”

Now all Vanessa had to do was wait. Sure the tips didn’t always arrive straight away but as long as she led them on with what they wanted they’d buckle eventually and shower her in credits to encourage her to do more and more and more.

She’d been doing this kind of thing for a couple of months, she’d already gotten it down to a fine art and she didn’t see why this day would be any different.

“Hello Angel,” one of the people in chat typed out, “if I paid you one thousand credits would you do a request for me?”

This kind of thing wasn’t uncommon either, guys coming in begging for favors in return for credits. It was funny how many of them expected her to perform and then they’d pay up after, almost like they weren’t planning on paying at all. Nice try.

“Depends,” she told the stranger, “Depends on what the request is.”

“I need you to do this for me,” he said, sending over a link.

“No links,” she informed him. She wasn’t falling for that plan. There were a lot of desperate guys out there obsessed with showing women pictures of their dicks. Sure Vanessa saw the appeal of being watched but not the appeal of ambushing someone with an unflattering picture of herself. Guys were weird.

“Ten thousand credits if you perform,” he informed her, changing his offer, “a thousand to just look.”

She snorted, “Yeah right!”

Vanessa wasn’t buying any of this. She was getting close to kicking him out so she could get back to begging for credits but then to her surprise that guy actually went ahead and paid her the full thousand credits. Even the rest of the chat was shocked.

“See I’m serious,” he typed, “just please look. You can say no just look.”

Usually she didn’t look but even if it was some dick picture it didn’t matter as she’d already been paid to take a look at it. She’d look at pictures of guys erections all day if she was getting good money for it.

“Fine,” she sighed as she opened the link to just see what awful, grainy, picture this guy had snapped of himself.

What opened wasn’t a picture of some cock. What actually opened was a small window that settled on her laptop’s screen and played a looping video of a pink spiral spinning around and around and around.

Vanessa was completely baffled by what she was looking at. Why had some guy paid her one thousand credits for this? What was she even supposed to d… o…

Slowly her thoughts slipped away as her eyes settled on that spiral. She was being sucked in and taken down to a state of trance. None of her viewers could see it happening as her face remained cut off the screen but she was already deeply under the spell of that hypnotic spiral.

It was only when she was staring deeply into the spiral and her eyes were becoming used to the spinning of that pinkness that she began to register changing strings of text hiding just under the surface of that video.

Her conscious mind was unable to properly register just what the words said as they flicked from one to the other too quickly for her to read yet her unconscious mind was absorbing it all up like a sponge.

Every time that it looped the message was simply reinforced in her mind. It became stronger, it was pushed deeper, it became more intense yet on the surface Vanessa didn’t know what it was saying or what it was doing. However she would soon be aware as the hypnotic spiral took it time remodeling the depths of her mind.


Vanessa felt completely dazed by the time she finally snapped out of her trance. She had no idea how long it had been and didn’t have much idea what had actually happened. She just knew that her head hurt.

It took her a couple of moments to get her bearings and to realize where she was. She was still in front of her laptop and still had her webcam loaded up. She was still streaming herself live.

She looked down at the chat to see what was going on. It was mainly just people asking the same thing she was along with asking if the video stream had froze. It appeared she’d been out for something close to half an hour.

“What happened?” she groaned, rubbing her temple. The first person to respond was the person who had paid her such a large amount of credits and then sent her that weird video.

“Hello Angel, finally awake?”

“Yeah… did I doze off?”

“Something like that. Did you enjoy the link?”

The link? Her brain went digging through her memories and suddenly she remembered about the link and the spiral. Was it all something to do with this strange guy then?

“Hey what did you do?” she demanded to know.

She waited, staring at the chat to see just what his answer would be. Finally after what seemed like forever he finally gave her an answer.

“Special stream time.”

What did th… at…

Suddenly Vanessa let out a giggle. What was she worrying about things for? She was being streamed right now, she was showing off her sexy body to guys all over the world. This wasn’t the time for her to be worrying about stuff or making her head hurt from thinking too hard, it was a time for her to have fun.

“Hey everyone, wake up,” she cheered to the lingering names left lurking in the chat, “it’s time for Angel’s special stream to begin! Any requests?”

The first response came from her current number one fan who told her, “Take off your top.”

“Okay!” she replied as she grasped at the front of that nightwear and pulled it open, flashing her perky breasts to the screen.

All those who had vanished when they thought her stream had broken missed the big reveal of her tits first popping out of her clothing yet those nipples being on display helped to draw them back. As soon as she went topless the numbers slowly began to flood back in to take a look.

A little voice whispered from the back of her head about her cam’s view count rising and how she needed to get more to feel good. Seeing this many guys all looking at her was hot and was getting her excited but she needed more. She had to do whatever it took to keep them happy and to make more men look at her.

“Like do my tits look good?” she asked the men, wiggling her chest from side to side, showing off her perky mounds to the camera.

The response was a positive one but not a satisfied one.

“Show more,” was the sort of cry which began to fill up her chat window.

“Pussy too,” the guys demanded. They wanted to see more of her.

When they asked Vanessa wanted to give. She hoisted her hips upwards and hooked her thumbs into the waistline of her panties and began to slide them down, wiggling herself from side to side as the fabric slid down her slender legs and slowly revealed her pussy to the camera.

The chat flew into a flurry of cheers and the numbers began to flock in even faster. Vanessa felt amazing when she saw the view count soar upwards. Her exposed pinkness began to glisten with dripping juices as it made her feel excited and aroused.

She flung her panties to the side and sat down naked for all those guys to see. This was nothing unusual she’d just done it a lot more willingly than normal and the rush she was getting from it was even stronger than that which usually filled her. It felt exhilarating.

“Hmm it feels so good to be naked,” she moaned, rubbing a hand down the inside of her thigh, allowing her fingers to brush across her soft, needy, wetness.

Slowly she began to touch and rub herself, small groans rolling from her lips as those touches became more intense, a gentle tease turning towards true masturbation. However before she got carried away with her self satisfaction more requests flocked into the chat.

“Show face too,” was the demands from the audience. They were asking to see the one thing which Vanessa had never shown them. Sure she’d always wanted to be seen but she’d always done her best to protect her identity with the nicknames and the tactical cutoff.

“No I can’t…” she began but as she said it she felt the voices swirling around in her mind.

Do it, do it, they cried.

Obey, obey, they ordered.

Serve, serve, they demanded.

Can’t resist, can’t resist, they informed her.

They were right, they were all right. She had to do it. She had to obey. She had to serve. She couldn’t resist. The hypnosis was buried deep in her mind and she could not resist now that her new trigger had been activated.

For the first time Vanessa zoomed her camera back so that it got a better view at her entire setup and at her. For the first time she allowed the camera to look at her face and not just her body.

Crossing that taboo line she’d drawn for herself in the sand delivered a sudden, powerful, rush of feeling into her. A surge of pleasure raced through her veins as soon as she saw her own face reflecting back on the screen. It felt like she’d just orgasmed right there and then.

Her viewers loved what they were seeing. Not only did Vanessa have a sexy little body she also had a pretty face as well. They heaped the praise upon her.

“Wow so beautiful,” suddenly popped up in the chat.

“Hot hot hot.”

“It’s a real angel!”

She tingled in delight at having so many positive responses to her looks. She’d never hidden herself because she thought she was ugly but that didn’t stop the joy coming from those guys from making her feel euphoric.

Feeling happy she blew a kiss into the camera, hoping to reach each and every one of her viewers.

“Like thank you so much! That means so much to me,” she giggled, feeling all warm and giddy inside.

“Now do more,” the guys instantly went back to demanding from her, “get toys.”

As a camgirl she naturally had sex toys around the house that she could use and she just happened to have some of them close by that she could reach. Unable to deny them she reached over and picked up a large dildo.

“Like this?” she asked, waving the purple sex toy in her hand.

“Fuck pussy”, was the demands from the chat, being repeated again and again as more and more guys came flooding in. Her view count had already pushed up into the triple figures and was soaring higher. The chat was beginning to flow on by fast.

With so many guys telling her to use that toy on herself she had no choice but to do so. The brainwashing had made her unable to resist them, whatever they wanted she gave them.

“Okay boys, here it comes,” she informed them as she sprawled back and spread her legs apart. Sitting in such a slutty position she guided the head of that sex toy into her soaked pussy lips and began to push, slowly feeding the dildo inwards.

It was amazing. Sure she was a pervert and pleasuring herself always felt good but it had been taken to a completely different level. This was nothing like her usual cam performances or her usual exhibitionist delights, this was mind numbing ecstasy.

Vanessa hissed out a squealing moan as the length sunk into her wetness and the girth stretched her pussy open. Shivers raced down her legs as her toes twitched around and curled up tightly into the soles of her feet. It was like a wave of euphoria was rushing through her with every fold of her body that that toy grazed over.

She couldn’t understand why this particular time felt so amazing. It was even obvious to the guys in chat that she was enjoying it to a pretty extreme degree.

“Lol listen to her moan. What a slut.”

“Did she cum already? Lol that squeal.”

Vanessa couldn’t help all the noises she was letting out. If she didn’t live alone the sound and volume of her cries probably would have disturbed everybody else in the house. She was going crazy from fucking herself and she didn’t know why.

That was when the mastermind behind it all returned to prominence to help explain things a little, to revel in his own genius for his own satisfaction.

“You look like you’re enjoying yourself,” that mystery man explained in the chat, “I’m not surprised. That spiral was designed to turn you into a sex obsessed, obedient, bimbo slut. You should be more sensitive than ever.”

She didn’t really know what he was talking about. She only faintly remembered the spiral and didn’t really think it had done much, if anything, to her yet her body felt unbelievably sensitive.

Every rapid thrust of that thick toy sent another surge of pleasure racing through her. Every pound gave her a sudden dose of pleasure like she was experiencing an orgasm; what was an actual climax going to feel like then? Vanessa didn’t know but a small part of her feared if she found out she was going to go crazy. Only a small part though, a small part buried under the growing mist which was consuming her mind making it harder and harder to think.

If Vanessa wanted any chance of not going completely brain dead from the pleasure she needed to make sure she didn’t keep over stimulating her sensitive body. Sadly she didn’t have a choice.

“More toys,” the chat began to demand.

“Ass too, double stuff.”

“Dp!”

The people wanted more from her. They weren’t satisfied with one toy in one hole anymore, they wanted to make it two for two and again she couldn’t resist any of them. The slight resistance from earlier was completely eroded too, there was no fight left in Vanessa.

Around she reached to find another dildo which she could use to fill up the hole her fans demanded she stuffed. Quickly she grasped hold of a bright blue dildo, perfect for feeding their requests and her growing needs.

First she lathered up the head quickly with her moaning, slurping, lips and once the toy was glistening with drool she pressed it down and lifted her hips, soon starting to press the new dildo inside of her body for all those guys to see.

Even her taboo hole felt as sensitive and as wonderful as her pussy did once it was given its first taste of being filled. It caused Vanessa to squeal out once again as she double stuffed herself with her toys.

Some in the chat seemed shocked, commenting things like, “OMG she’s actually doing it.”

Others simply revelled in the moment. None of them, bar one, knew that she had no choice but to follow and obey.

Despite the fact she had no choice but to follow orders she wasn’t exactly feeling bad about it. Being filled with two toys at the same time made Vanessa feel wonderful, both of them rubbing against her insides together was driving her insane.

“Too good,” she squealed out as she rocked her hips up and down, rolling her wrists to really hammer herself, like she was being stuffed by two guys from both sides.

That feeling of ecstasy which was circulating quickly through her body was growing even more intense with every second that passed, with every rub of those fake dicks within her tight holes. That dangerously powerful orgasm which threatened to warp her mind for good was being summoned.

She couldn’t calm down, she just kept going and going, pumping her sensitive holes while being cheered on by the chat, making a slutty scene for all of her viewers. She’d never had such a high amount of people watching her before, it was making her go crazy with lust.

Suddenly Vanessa felt it, a sudden surge in her loins. Her entire body began to tremble, hips bucking as a hissing groan squealed from her pursed lips. Her brain cell eroding orgasm was arriving on the scene.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” that slutty camgirl squealed towards the camera as all of her feelings of pleasure came surging out together at that one moment.

Her insides tightened and her back arched, her hips being pushed up into the air as a spraying, squirting, orgasm gushed from her stretched pussy, sending a rush of juices flying from the air, glossing all over her own bed and laptop.

Shivers coursed through her body as she rode high on the waves of euphoria, hips making small bucking movements as more and more of those slutty juices were willed from her loins, all as euphoria plundered her heart and mind.

The orgasm acted like the final ingredient on her hypnosis, it acted as the glue to keep everything together. Now there was no way back for her, this obedient, slutty, bimbo side would always be a part of her person. A small part of her would always be a man pleasing slut.

When she was done cumming her brains out she collapsed back down onto the bed, twitching with small trembles as the ecstasy continued to circulate through her veins. She couldn’t think of words to describe how good the orgasm felt; she couldn’t think of anything at all.

Slowly she managed to shift her head up so she could look back at the laptop and the webcam, so she could address her fans.

“Like thank you for watching me cum everyone. It felt amazing…”

She was planning on ending it there. Sure she’d generated her largest ever crowd and that was really turning her on but she was exhausted; she could hardly feel any strength in her legs. However her viewers had other ideas.

“More, more.”

“You have more toys?”

“Encore. Cum again!”

Her body was tired but her mind was willing to please, it needed to please. If her people wanted her to continue performing she had no way of denying them. After all she was their obedient webcam slut.

“Like I do have more toys that I could try out,” Vanessa giggled as her eyes wandered across the large collection of sex toys she had in stock. If her fans wanted a performance she’d give them a performance. She’d keep on starring until her body couldn’t take it any longer.


After being hypnotized Vanessa continued to work down in the convenience store during the day but it was more boring than ever and it wasn’t particularly entertaining to begin with.

The highlight of her days had always been her cam sessions but that had suddenly been amplified. She spent all her time at work just itching to get home so she could load up the camera and let everyone see her naked body again. She spent most of her time behind the store’s counter grinding her thighs together.

Just like she’d become accustomed to she was squirming around in place, waiting for her shift to come to an end. How long was it to go until her official work day was over and she could go back to camming. Surely it had to be soon?

Four hours. Vanessa whined and dropped her head onto the desk. Why did time have to be so cruel to her? She wanted to feel wonderful again.

Slowly she began to daydream about all of those guys watching her naked body on camera. As she dreamt her fingers wandered down her body, sneaking between her thighs, brushing over her sensitive mound.

Ding. She was snapped from her fantasy as somebody entered the store and caused the bell to chime. Quickly she dragged her hand back to position and sat up straight, composing herself before she was caught.

“Welcome to the store,” she said, trying to will the blush away from her cheeks as she looked up to the new customer.

“Hello Angel,” he responded, “isn’t it special stream time?”

Her mind was consumed by the activation of her trigger phrase. Once again that bimbo mindset of hers came rushing back up to the surface and consumed her.

“OMG I like don’t know,” Vanessa giggled, “Like aren’t I supposed to be working here or something right now?”

“Nonsense,” he insisted, “You aren’t meant to be working in a place like this. It must be really boring. It’s boring, isn’t it?”

Vanessa nodded her head up and down, “Yeah like super boring.”

“Wouldn’t you prefer to be camming right now?”

She giggled and nodded again, “Like totally.”

“Then let’s go. A place like this isn’t a place for a bimbo like you. Come with me and we’ll have some fun instead.”

Not only could she not argue with him she couldn’t deny him, she had to do what he asked. Without wasting time she hopped up over the counter and grasped hold of his arm, clinging to him like a piece of eye candy.

“Okay, let’s have some fun!”

“I was really right to send you that spiral.”

He grasped a nice handful of her ass as the two strutted out of that store in order to go and have some fun. Even though she’d been hypnotized in her stream Vanessa still had to return to her normal self every once in awhile. However now that the mastermind had finally found her she didn’t need to bother with a boring day job anymore. She could remain a happy, dumb, ditzy, hypnotized, bimbo forever.
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