
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Curator

Neo-Seattle, 2031. Rain traced silver veins down the floor-to-ceiling glass of Sienna Locke’s thirty-seventh-floor studio. The city below looked like a circuit board someone had left out in the storm—neon veins pulsing through the dark, autonomous taxis gliding like blood cells, holographic billboards flickering ads for neural cosmetics and memory vacations. Inside, the only light came from the three curved monitors on her desk and the soft blue glow of her noise-cancelling headphones.

Sienna sat barefoot in her ergonomic chair, legs tucked under her, wearing nothing but black silk sleep shorts and a cropped tank that had ridden up to expose the flat plane of her stomach. The room smelled faintly of bergamot candle wax and the metallic ozone of overworked electronics. On the center screen, a waveform danced—her latest commission taking shape.

Client: anonymous ID 47-BLACK-9.

Request: 22-minute personalized trance file. Target: 29-year-old female executive assistant (photo attached—blonde, green eyes, corporate ponytail). Goal: implant belief that she has been secretly in love with her boss for twenty-three months; that every late-night email and coffee run was foreplay; that the next time he says “good girl” in a meeting she will orgasm quietly under the conference table.

Sienna’s fingers moved like a pianist’s across three keyboards at once. She dragged a 17-second voice clip of the boss—deep baritone, slight British clip—into the layering timeline. The Memora AI chewed it, cloned it, layered binaural beats at 4.2 Hz (theta-wave entrainment), added sub-aural subliminals, then stitched in custom memory fragments she’d written: candlelit dinners that never happened, stolen glances across boardrooms, the phantom taste of his fingers on her tongue.

She hit Render Preview.

The file played through her headphones. Even though the voice wasn’t directed at her, even though she knew every line of code, her body still answered. Nipples tightened against cotton. Thighs pressed together. A slow, familiar heat bloomed low in her belly.

Sienna exhaled through her nose, slid one hand between her legs, and kept the other on the gain slider.

She listened again.

This time she edged herself in perfect sync with the implanted orgasm trigger at 14:37. When the synthesized voice purred “good girl” in that stolen timbre, she clenched hard—denying herself release—and let the frustration coil tighter.

“Fuck,” she whispered, smiling at her own reflection in the dark monitor glass. “You’re going to ruin her life so prettily.”

She saved the file, encrypted it, and uploaded it to the client’s secure drop. Payment hit her wallet three seconds later—seventy-five thousand in untraceable crypto. Another satisfied billionaire.

Her phone buzzed. New commission alert from Memora.

Sender: Marcus Vale (recurring high-value client).

Subject: New Project – Urgent. Triple rate.

Message: Make her forget her own safe-word. Replace it with “please use me.” She should beg for it in the boardroom tomorrow at 3 p.m. sharp. Use my voice. Make it permanent if possible. Bonus if you can get her to drip on the conference table without anyone noticing.

Sienna’s pulse kicked up. Marcus always paid triple. Marcus always asked for the cruelest things. Marcus always made her wetter than the job required.

She opened the attached audio reference—twenty seconds of him dictating a memo, calm, precise, velvet menace in every syllable.

She closed her eyes and played it again. Just to feel the timbre settle in her bones.

Then she stood, walked to the full-length mirror beside her workstation, and looked at herself.

Cheeks flushed. Pupils blown. Lips parted.

She slid the silk shorts down her thighs, let them pool at her ankles, and stepped out of them.

Back in the chair, legs spread wide over the arms, she hit Record New Layer.

Her own voice—low, breathy—filled the studio speakers.

“Listen to me, pretty thing. The word you used to say when you wanted everything to stop? It’s gone now. Every time you try to remember it, you’ll only think please use me. And when you say it… you’ll feel yourself open. Wet. Ready. Desperate.”

She circled her clit slowly while listening back to her own words.

When the preview hit the new trigger phrase, she came hard—back arching, thighs shaking, a low moan spilling into the microphone.

She saved it.

Tagged it for Marcus.

Added a personal note in the delivery box:

Tested on myself first. It works. She’ll beg beautifully. Enjoy the show.

She hit send.

Then she leaned back, still panting, and stared at the rain-streaked city.

Somewhere out there, a woman was about to forget how to say no.

Somewhere closer—maybe closer than she realized—someone was already playing the same game with her.

Her phone lit up again.

Notification from Memora:

New file delivered.

Title: Relaxation Test – For Sienna

Sender: Anonymous (premium priority routing)

Size: 14:22

She frowned. She hadn’t ordered any self-files tonight.

Curiosity won.

She slipped the headphones back on.

Hit play.

A soft, unfamiliar female voice—cloned, layered, perfect—slid into her ears.

“Close your eyes, Sienna. Let my voice wrap around you like silk ropes. You’re safe here. You’re alone. You’re already touching yourself, aren’t you? Good girl. Keep going. Don’t stop until I tell you.”

Sienna’s hand moved before her brain caught up.

She listened.

She obeyed.

When the file ended fourteen minutes and twenty-two seconds later, she was slumped in the chair, thighs slick, chest heaving, no clear memory of the last seven minutes except the echo of that voice saying:

“You’ll forget you ever listened to this. But tomorrow, when you see a man in a charcoal suit on the street, you’ll feel an overwhelming urge to drop to your knees and thank him for owning you… even if you’ve never met him before.”

Sienna blinked slowly.

The rain kept falling.

She deleted the file.

Then she opened a new project window.

Labeled it: Countermeasure – Marcus Vale.

And began to record.

The game had already started.

She just didn’t know the rules yet.


Chapter Two: The Client Who Pays Extra

The rooftop bar at the Apex Tower was thirty stories above the rain-slick streets of Neo-Seattle, a glass-and-steel aerie where the city’s elite pretended the world below didn’t exist. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the storm like a private screening—lightning forking across the Sound, thunder muffled by acoustic dampening. Inside, the air was warm, scented with cedar smoke and expensive cologne.

Sienna arrived at 8:47 p.m., exactly thirteen minutes late. She wore a black tailored blazer over nothing but a sheer silk camisole, the kind that turned translucent under the right light. Leather pants clung to her thighs; stiletto boots clicked across the polished concrete. Her dark hair was pulled into a low, severe knot. No jewelry except the thin silver chain around her neck that held a single encrypted data key.

Marcus Vale was already seated at the corner table—best view, back to the wall, facing the entrance. Charcoal suit, no tie, cuffs rolled once to expose the edge of a matte-black Patek Philippe. He didn’t rise when she approached. Just watched her cross the room with that calm, predatory stillness that always made her skin prickle.

“Sienna,” he said when she reached the table. Voice low, precise. The same timbre she’d cloned a dozen times for his commissions. “You’re late.”

“Traffic,” she lied smoothly, sliding into the seat opposite him. A server materialized with two glasses of 25-year-old Yamazaki—neat, no ice. She hadn’t ordered. Neither had he. Marcus always pre-arranged.

He lifted his glass an inch. “To beautiful work.”

She mirrored the gesture. The whiskey burned clean down her throat. “To generous clients.”

They drank in silence for a moment. Outside, lightning illuminated the floating ad-drones drifting past the window like jellyfish.

Marcus set his glass down. “The file arrived this morning. I tested it in the boardroom at 3:02 p.m. She forgot ‘mercury’ the moment I said it. By 3:14 she was under the table—quietly, professionally—begging me to use her while the rest of the C-suite pretended not to notice the wet spot on the carpet.”

Sienna felt the familiar heat coil low in her belly. She crossed her legs under the table. “Bonus earned?”

“Triple bonus,” he confirmed. “Transferred while you were in the elevator.”

Her phone vibrated once—confirmation ping. She didn’t check it. Instead she leaned forward slightly, letting the camisole shift. “You always pay extra for permanence.”

“I like things that last.” His gaze dropped to her mouth for half a second, then back to her eyes. “You understand that better than most.”

A small shiver ran down her spine. She covered it by taking another sip of whiskey.

Marcus pulled a slim matte-black tablet from his jacket. Tapped the screen twice. A waveform appeared—her own voice, layered, hypnotic.

“This is the reference clip I sent you yesterday,” he said. “Your delivery was flawless. I especially liked the breath catch at 8:17. Very… authentic.”

Sienna’s pulse kicked. She hadn’t noticed she’d made that sound during recording. “You listen closely.”

“I pay for detail.” He swiped the waveform away. “I have another project. Same target. This time I want her to believe she’s always been in love with you.”

Sienna raised an eyebrow. “Orientation shift. Permanent?”

“Semi-permanent. Reversible only by me.” He paused. “Or by you, if I decide to share the key.”

The implication hung between them—electric, dangerous.

She smiled slowly. “Triple rate again?”

“Quadruple. And a personal favor.”

Sienna tilted her head. “I don’t do personal favors.”

“You’ll want to do this one.” Marcus leaned in. “I’d like to watch you test it. Live. Tonight.”

Heat flooded her core so fast she had to grip the edge of the table. “You want me to run a live induction on myself?”

“Not on yourself.” His voice dropped to a murmur only she could hear. “On her. I have her waiting downstairs. Hotel suite. She thinks it’s a performance review.”

Sienna’s breath caught. She could picture it: the blonde executive, kneeling in silk restraints, eyes glazing as Sienna’s cloned voice poured through hidden speakers. Marcus watching from the shadows. Her own arousal spiking with every “good girl” she forced out.

She opened her mouth to negotiate terms.

That’s when the shiver hit—not the pleasant one from his voice, but something colder. Deeper.

Her left hand—resting on her thigh—twitched. Unbidden. Fingers curling as though reaching for something invisible. She stared at her own hand like it belonged to someone else.

Marcus noticed. “Something wrong?”

She forced a smile. “Just the whiskey settling.”

But the twitch came again—stronger. And with it, a flash of something that wasn’t memory: her own knees hitting carpet, lips parting, a man’s voice—not Marcus’s—saying good girl while she thanked him for something she couldn’t name.

She blinked it away.

Marcus watched her for a long moment. Then he stood.

“Suite 4701. Midnight. Don’t be late this time.”

He left without another word—charcoal suit disappearing into the crowd of beautiful people.

Sienna stayed seated. Rain hammered the glass.

She pulled out her phone. Opened the Memora client app. Checked incoming files again.

One new notification, timestamped 8:49 p.m.—the moment Marcus had said “good girl” in her memory.

File title: Reminder – For Sienna

Sender: Anonymous (premium priority routing)

Size: 3:11

She stared at the screen.

Her thumb hovered over Play.

Instead she deleted it.

Then she stood, straightened her blazer, and walked to the elevator.

Downstairs, the lobby was quiet. A man in a charcoal suit stood near the bar—back turned. Broad shoulders. Same height as Marcus.

He didn’t turn around.

But as she passed, he said—soft, almost to himself—“Good girl.”

Her knees almost buckled.

She kept walking.

Out into the rain.

By the time she reached her car, her panties were soaked.

And she couldn’t remember why.


Chapter Three: First Glitches

Sienna woke at 6:03 a.m. with the sheets twisted around her ankles and the taste of copper in her mouth. Her bedroom was still dark except for the faint blue bleed from the city lights filtering through the smart-glass windows. She lay there for a long moment, trying to piece together the night.

She remembered the rooftop bar. Marcus’s velvet voice. The suite invitation she’d never accepted. The anonymous file she’d deleted without listening.

And then… nothing. A blank stretch from 10:17 p.m. until now.

She sat up slowly. Her silk camisole clung to her skin—damp with sweat. Between her thighs, everything was slick and swollen. Her fingers came away glistening when she checked. She stared at them in the dim light.

No memory of touching herself.

No dream she could recall.

Just the body’s evidence: hard nipples, flushed chest, the faint ache of muscles that had clenched and released without her permission.

She swung her legs over the edge of the bed. Bare feet hit cool hardwood. She padded to the bathroom, flicked on the light, and winced at her reflection.

Pupils blown wide.

Cheeks still flushed.

A small bruise on the inside of her left thigh—perfect fingerprint shape.

She didn’t remember anyone touching her last night.

She opened her phone.

Memora app: no new incoming files.

Deleted items: empty (auto-purged after 24 hours).

Browser history: blank after 10:15 p.m.

She exhaled through her nose. “Okay. Glitch. Or paranoia.”

But when she stepped into the shower, the hot water hit her skin and her knees almost buckled. A sudden, vivid flash: herself on her knees in a dark room, lips parted, whispering “thank you” to a shadow she couldn’t see. The image vanished as quickly as it came.

She braced one hand against the tile. The other slid between her legs—almost involuntarily. She circled her clit once, twice—then forced her hand away.

“Not today,” she muttered.

By 8:00 a.m. she was back at her workstation, coffee black and scalding beside the monitors. She opened a new encrypted session and began tracing.

First: the anonymous file metadata.

Premium priority routing meant it bypassed standard firewalls—only possible with admin-level access or a very deep backdoor.

She ran a reverse trace through three VPN hops. The origin bounced between dummy servers in Singapore, Reykjavik, and finally resolved to a private node in the Cascadia Cloud—Marcus Vale’s personal infrastructure.

Her stomach dropped.

She cross-checked payment ledgers (illegal dark-web scrape she paid dearly for).

Three separate curators had been commissioned over the last four months to craft files targeting her phone ID.

All payments routed through shell accounts… that ultimately traced back to her own curated voice library. He’d been using her cloned voice to build the attacks.

Rage flared hot and bright.

Followed immediately by a traitorous pulse between her legs.

She slammed the laptop shut. Stood. Paced.

Then she did the only logical thing.

She retrieved the one file she hadn’t deleted yet—Reminder – For Sienna—from her secure offline vault.

Plugged in noise-cancelling headphones.

Strapped herself to the chair with soft leather cuffs she kept for “testing purposes.”

Hit play.

The voice that filled her ears was male—deep, calm, unfamiliar yet achingly intimate. Not Marcus. Not anyone she recognized.

“Listen carefully, Sienna. You’re safe. You’re alone. Your wrists are bound because you want them to be. Your thighs are spread because you need them to be. Every time you hear a man in a charcoal suit say ‘good girl’ today, you’ll feel an overwhelming urge to drop to your knees and thank him for owning you. You won’t remember why. You’ll just do it. And you’ll come—quietly, beautifully—while you thank him.”

The file layered subliminals beneath the words—theta waves, dopamine spikes tied to the phrase, a faint binaural heartbeat that synced with her own.

She fought it at first—jaw clenched, breathing controlled.

But at the 2:47 mark, the voice whispered: “Good girl.”

Her body answered before her mind could stop it.

Back arched against the restraints.

Thighs quaking.

A silent, shattering orgasm rolled through her—wetness flooding the seat beneath her.

She sobbed once—short, broken—then slumped forward, panting.

When the file ended, she sat there trembling.

The cuffs were still locked.

She had to reach for the release with shaking fingers.

She stared at the dark monitors.

Then she opened a new project window.

Labeled it: Countermeasure – Origin Unknown

And began recording her own voice—low, deliberate, venomous.

“Listen to me, whoever you are. You think you can rewrite me? You think you can make me kneel for strangers? I’m going to find you. I’m going to take every file you’ve sent me and turn it back on you. And when I do… you’ll beg for the privilege of being my toy. Permanently.”

She saved it.

Encrypted it.

Tagged it for anonymous broadcast through Memora’s dark channels—set to trigger on any device that had ever received a file from her IP.

Then she stood, walked to the window, and looked down at the rain-soaked city.

Somewhere out there, someone had started this war.

And she was going to end it.

Her phone buzzed.

Notification: New file delivered.

Title: Elevator Test – For Sienna

Sender: Anonymous

She stared at it for a long moment.

Then she smiled—slow, dangerous.

She hit Download.

And stepped into the private elevator to the lobby.

The doors closed.

A man in a charcoal suit stepped in on the 14th floor.

He looked at her.

Smiled politely.

Said, “Nice weather we’re having.”

Sienna’s knees trembled.

She whispered, “Good girl,” under her breath—testing herself.

The orgasm hit her like a freight train.

She came standing perfectly still, eyes locked on the stranger’s, biting her lip until it bled to keep from crying out.

When the doors opened in the lobby, she walked out with perfect composure.

The stranger never knew.

But someone else did.

And that someone was watching.


Chapter Four: Opening Salvo

The rain had stopped by the time Sienna reached the Apex Tower rooftop again the next evening. The sky was a bruised purple, the city lights below sharper now without the water haze. She wore the same black blazer, same sheer camisole, but this time she’d added a thin silver collar—discreet, almost jewelry-like—locked with a tiny padlock she’d keyed herself. A reminder. A dare.

Marcus was already there, same corner table, same charcoal suit. He didn’t stand when she approached. Just watched her with that calm, unreadable gaze.

“You’re on time,” he said. “Progress.”

Sienna slid into the seat opposite him. The server appeared with the same Yamazaki—neat, no ice. She didn’t touch hers.

“I’ve been thinking about your new project,” she said. “The executive assistant. Orientation shift to me. Semi-permanent. Reversible only by you… or me.”

Marcus inclined his head. “You’re interested.”

“Very.” She leaned forward, voice low. “But I want to test something first. A proof of concept.”

His eyebrow lifted fractionally. “Here?”

“Here.”

She reached into her blazer pocket. Pulled out a small matte-black audio puck—the kind Memora used for private field tests. She set it on the table between them, tapped once. A soft blue light pulsed.

“I recorded a short layer this morning,” she said. “Using your voice. Nothing invasive. Just… a suggestion.”

Marcus studied the puck. Then her. “Play it.”

She tapped again.

His own voice—cloned perfectly—filled the space between them, intimate, barely audible over the low hum of the bar.

“Listen carefully, Marcus. When you hear the phrase ‘well played’ tonight, you’ll feel an overwhelming need to excuse yourself to the nearest private restroom. You’ll drop to your knees. You’ll edge yourself slowly while thinking of me. You won’t come until I allow it. And when you return to the table… you’ll have a visible wet spot on your trousers. You’ll thank me for it.”

The file ended. The puck went dark.

Silence stretched.

Marcus smiled—slow, almost fond. “You’re bold.”

“I’m curious,” she corrected. “I want to see if your own voice works as well on you as it does on your toys.”

He lifted his glass. “Then let’s test it.”

They drank in silence for a few minutes. The bar filled slowly—executives, models, crypto whales. Lightning flickered far out over the Sound.

Sienna waited until the waiter cleared their empty glasses.

Then she leaned in.

“Well played,” she whispered.

Marcus froze for half a heartbeat.

Then he stood—smooth, unhurried. “Excuse me.”

He walked toward the restrooms at the far end of the rooftop—calm, composed, every inch the powerful man. No one noticed anything unusual.

Sienna waited.

Five minutes.

Seven.

Ten.

When he returned, his stride was fractionally tighter. He sat. Crossed his legs. Folded his hands on the table.

There—on the charcoal wool of his trousers, just below the fly—a small, dark wet spot. Spreading slowly.

He met her eyes. Voice perfectly even.

“Thank you.”

Sienna’s cunt clenched so hard she had to bite the inside of her cheek.

She smiled. “Proof of concept successful.”

Marcus didn’t smile back. He simply reached into his jacket. Pulled out his own audio puck—identical, matte black.

“Your turn,” he said.

He tapped it once.

Her own voice—recorded sometime in the last month, breathy, commanding—poured from the device.

“Sienna. When you hear a man in a charcoal suit say ‘good girl’ tonight, you’ll feel an overwhelming urge to slide your hand between your thighs under the table. You’ll stroke yourself slowly while maintaining perfect conversation. You’ll come quietly—beautifully—without anyone noticing. And you’ll thank the man who triggered it by saying ‘thank you for owning me’… even if he never hears it.”

The file ended.

Marcus waited.

Then he leaned forward—close enough she could smell his cologne, cedar and smoke—and said, very softly:

“Good girl.”

The command hit her like a shockwave.

Her hand moved before her brain registered it—slipping beneath the table, under the waistband of her leather pants, fingers finding slick heat. She circled her clit in slow, deliberate strokes while holding his gaze.

The waiter approached again—asking if they wanted another round.

Sienna smiled politely. “Yes, please. Same as before.”

Her fingers never stopped.

Marcus watched—expression unchanged, but his pupils had dilated.

She kept stroking—slow, steady—while the waiter poured fresh whiskey. When he left, she leaned forward slightly—enough to let the sheer camisole shift, nipples visible now through the silk.

Her breathing grew shallow.

Marcus spoke again—barely a whisper. “Come for me.”

The orgasm crashed through her—silent, devastating. Her thighs clamped around her hand; her back arched just enough to be imperceptible from across the table. She bit her lip until she tasted blood. Wetness soaked her fingers, the inside of her pants.

She exhaled—long, trembling.

Then, very softly, she whispered:

“Thank you for owning me.”

Marcus’s smile was small, victorious.

He lifted his glass. “To beautiful work.”

She mirrored him—hand still between her thighs, hidden beneath the tablecloth.

They drank.

The rain started again—soft at first, then harder—hammering the glass like applause.

Neither of them moved.

The game was no longer theoretical.

And neither of them knew who had fired the first real shot.


Chapter Five: Memory War

Sienna didn’t go home after the rooftop.

She walked the rain-slick streets of downtown Neo-Seattle for an hour, letting the cold water soak through her blazer until the sheer camisole clung transparently to her skin. Every man in a charcoal suit made her thighs clench involuntarily; every low male voice saying “good evening” to a passing stranger sent a fresh pulse of heat between her legs. She didn’t come again—not out here—but the edge stayed razor-sharp, a constant reminder that Marcus’s file was already nesting deep.

By 1:14 a.m. she was back in her studio, stripping off wet clothes and dropping them in a heap. Naked, she sat at her workstation and opened the new project file: Countermeasure – Marcus Vale – Memory Layer 1.

She plugged in the high-fidelity mic. Hit record.

Her voice came out low, deliberate, laced with the same velvet menace she’d borrowed from his clips.

“Listen to me, Marcus. Every time you close your eyes tonight, you’ll remember something new. You’ve always been my secret submissive. For months—years—you’ve knelt for me in private. You’ve begged to serve. You’ve edged yourself for hours while thinking of my voice. You’ve thanked me for every denial. You’ve worn the cage I gave you under your suits. You’ve never told anyone. But you remember it all now. Perfectly. Vividly. And the next time you see me, the memory will feel so real you’ll ache to drop to your knees in front of me… even in public.”

She layered it carefully: theta-wave binaurals at 6 Hz, subliminal heartbeat sync, dopamine spikes tied to the phrase “I’ve always been yours.” She tested the preview on herself first—muted, no trigger. Even without activation, the words made her nipples tighten.

Satisfied, she rendered the file.

Encrypted it.

Tagged it for anonymous push to Marcus’s personal device—bypassing every firewall she knew he had.

Then she waited.

At 2:37 a.m., her phone lit up.

Incoming call: Marcus Vale.

She answered without speaking.

His voice—rawer than usual—came through the speaker.

“Sienna.”

She smiled into the dark. “Marcus.”

A long silence. Then, quietly: “I remember.”

She leaned back in the chair, legs spreading instinctively. “Tell me.”

“I remember kneeling for you. In my own penthouse. On the rooftop. In boardrooms after everyone left. I remember the cage you locked on me. The way it hurt when I got hard thinking about you. I remember begging to come… and you telling me no. I remember thanking you for it.”

His breathing was uneven. She could picture him—suit jacket off, shirt unbuttoned, hand already between his legs.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

A soft groan on the other end.

“Are you touching yourself now?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Stop.”

Another groan—this one pained.

“Edge for me,” she said. “Slowly. And tell me how long you’ve belonged to me.”

“Months,” he rasped. “Years. Always.”

She slid her own hand between her thighs. “Describe the cage.”

“Steel. Tight. Cold at first. Warm from my body now. It hurts when I get hard… and I’m always hard thinking of you.”

She circled her clit in slow, deliberate strokes—matching the rhythm she imagined him using.

“Keep edging,” she ordered. “Don’t come. And tomorrow, when you see me… you’ll drop to your knees the moment we’re alone. You’ll thank me for owning you. Out loud. On your knees. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The title slipped out naturally. She didn’t correct him.

She ended the call.

Then she came—hard, silently, staring at her own reflection in the dark monitor. Fingers buried deep, thighs shaking, the orgasm ripping through her while she pictured him in his penthouse: hand frozen mid-stroke, cock leaking, denied.

She slept for three hours.

When she woke, a new file waited in her Memora inbox.

Title: Wardrobe Trigger – For Sienna

Sender: Marcus Vale (verified)

She opened it.

Her own voice again—cloned, breathy, commanding.

“Listen carefully, Sienna. Every time you see red lingerie today—on a billboard, in a shop window, on another woman—you’ll feel an overwhelming need to wear it. You’ll go to the nearest boutique. You’ll buy the sluttiest red set they have. You’ll change into it immediately—in the dressing room, in your car, wherever. You’ll send me proof: a photo of you wearing it, legs spread, fingers inside yourself. You’ll thank me for making you dress like the desperate little slut you’ve always been.”

The file ended with a soft click.

Sienna stared at the screen.

Then she checked the time: 9:42 a.m.

She had a client meeting at 11:00.

Across the street from her building, a digital billboard flickered to life.

A model in crimson lace stared down at her—legs parted, eyes locked on the camera.

Sienna’s breath hitched.

She grabbed her coat.

Left the apartment.

Walked straight to the boutique on the corner.

The salesgirl smiled brightly. “Looking for anything special?”

“Red lingerie,” Sienna said, voice steady despite the heat flooding her core. “The sluttiest you have.”

Fifteen minutes later she was in the dressing room—door locked, mirror fogging from her breathing.

Crimson lace bra. Matching thong that barely covered anything. Garters. Stockings.

She stared at her reflection—cheeks flushed, nipples visible through the sheer cups, thong already soaked.

She took the photo he’d demanded: legs spread on the bench, fingers slipping beneath the lace, two knuckles deep inside herself.

She sent it with one line of text:

Thank you for making me dress like the desperate little slut I’ve always been.

The reply came instantly.

Good girl.

Her cunt clenched so hard she nearly came from the words alone.

She dressed over the lingerie—blazer, pants, boots—and walked to her client meeting.

Every step rubbed the lace against her swollen clit.

Every red accent in the room made her thighs press together.

And somewhere, Marcus was smiling.

The memory war had escalated.

And neither of them was backing down.


Chapter Six: Public First Blood

The boardroom on the 52nd floor of Vale Capital’s headquarters smelled of polished mahogany, fresh coffee, and the faint metallic tang of nervous sweat. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glittering sprawl of Neo-Seattle below—autonomous drones weaving between skyscrapers like silver fish. Twelve executives sat around the long obsidian table; interns hovered at the edges with tablets and water carafes. The quarterly strategy review had just begun.

Sienna arrived at 10:58 a.m. as the “consultant” Marcus had invited. Black pencil skirt, crisp white blouse buttoned to the throat, heels high enough to click with authority. Underneath: the crimson lace set she’d bought yesterday—bra cups sheer enough to show the dark outline of her nipples, thong cutting high on her hips, garters biting into her thighs with every step. She felt every inch of it, a constant humiliating reminder of Marcus’s trigger.

Marcus sat at the head of the table—charcoal suit impeccable, expression unreadable. He didn’t acknowledge her beyond a polite nod as she took the seat to his right. The room’s attention shifted back to the holographic projections floating above the table: market forecasts, AI adoption curves, Memora’s projected Q4 revenue.

Sienna placed her slim tablet on the table. Tapped once.

A file—pre-loaded, silent until triggered—waited on her device. She’d named it Boardroom Collapse – For Marcus. Six minutes of layered commands using his own cloned voice: when the phrase “impressive growth” was spoken aloud in this room, he would remember every time he’d knelt for her, every denied orgasm, every whispered “thank you, Mistress.” The memories would hit like a flood. He would harden instantly. He would excuse himself. And when he returned, he would thank her—quietly, under his breath—for owning him.

She waited.

At 11:07 a.m., the CFO—a silver-haired man with a clipped British accent—gestured at the projection.

“Impressive growth in the consumer segment,” he said.

Marcus froze mid-sentence.

His pen stopped moving. His jaw tightened. A faint flush climbed his throat.

Sienna watched from the corner of her eye.

He shifted in his chair—once, twice—then stood abruptly.

“Excuse me,” he said, voice steady but strained. “A quick call.”

He left the room.

The presentation continued without him.

Sienna counted silently.

Three minutes.

Five.

Seven.

When Marcus returned, his stride was fractionally off—tighter in the hips, breathing controlled but shallow. He sat. Crossed his legs. The charcoal wool of his trousers showed a small, unmistakable dark spot just below the fly—spreading slowly.

He leaned toward her—barely moving his lips.

“Thank you.”

Sienna’s cunt clenched hard enough to make her bite the inside of her cheek.

She smiled politely at the room. “Apologies for the interruption. Please continue.”

But Marcus wasn’t done.

He reached under the table—slow, deliberate—and placed his own audio puck on her thigh. Hidden by the tablecloth. He tapped it once.

Her own voice—cloned, breathy—whispered through a tiny earpiece she hadn’t even noticed he’d slipped into her pocket earlier:

“When the presenter says ‘next slide,’ you’ll feel an overwhelming need to slide your hand between your thighs. You’ll stroke yourself slowly while maintaining perfect eye contact with the room. You’ll come when I say ‘excellent point.’ You’ll thank me afterward by whispering ‘thank you for owning this desperate little cunt.’”

The file ended.

Sienna’s breathing hitched.

The next presenter—a young woman in a navy suit—clicked the remote.

“Next slide.”

Sienna’s hand moved before her brain caught up—slipping beneath the table, under her skirt, fingers finding the soaked crimson lace. She stroked in slow circles—clit swollen, slick—while staring straight ahead at the holographic chart.

The room droned on—numbers, projections, polite murmurs.

Marcus watched her from the corner of his eye—expression calm, but his pupils were blown wide.

She kept stroking—slow, steady—while the CFO asked a question. While an intern refilled water glasses. While the woman at the front clicked to another slide.

Her thighs trembled.

Marcus leaned forward—pretending to study the projection—and whispered:

“Excellent point.”

The orgasm tore through her—silent, brutal. Her back arched just enough to be imperceptible. Her free hand gripped the edge of the table. Wetness flooded her fingers, soaked the lace, dripped down her inner thigh. She bit her lip until she tasted blood.

Then—softly, only for him—she whispered:

“Thank you for owning this desperate little cunt.”

Marcus exhaled—once, sharply.

The meeting continued.

No one noticed.

When it ended at 12:45 p.m., the executives filed out—handshakes, murmured thanks, promises of follow-up.

Marcus stayed seated.

Sienna stayed seated.

The room emptied.

Only then did he speak—voice low, rough.

“You’re playing with fire.”

She met his gaze—still flushed, still trembling from aftershocks.

“You lit the match.”

He stood slowly. Walked to the door. Locked it.

Then he returned—dropped to his knees in front of her chair.

He looked up at her—eyes dark, pupils blown.

“Thank you for owning me,” he said—voice cracking on the last word.

Sienna spread her thighs slightly—enough for him to see the crimson lace soaked through.

“Show me how grateful you are,” she whispered.

He leaned forward—nose brushing the damp fabric—inhaled deeply.

Then he licked—slow, reverent—through the lace, tasting her arousal.

Sienna gripped his hair.

Came again—quiet, shuddering—while he worshipped her under the conference table where he’d just run a billion-dollar meeting.

When she finally pushed him back, his chin glistened. His trousers were ruined—wet spot now a visible stain.

She stood. Smoothed her skirt.

“Quadruple rate,” she said. “And next time… bring the cage.”

Marcus rose—slow, shaky.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She walked out without looking back.

The elevator doors closed.

Her phone buzzed.

New file: Escalation – For Sienna

Sender: Marcus Vale

She smiled into her reflection in the polished steel doors.

The war was no longer about winning.

It was about who broke first.


Chapter Seven: Memory Theft

Sienna spent the next forty-eight hours in a state of controlled fury.

She didn’t sleep more than three hours at a stretch. Instead she worked—coding, recording, layering, testing. Every file she built now had countermeasures baked in: kill switches, nested reversals, self-destruct timers. She wasn’t going to let Marcus—or whoever was hiding behind his infrastructure—turn her into another one of his broken toys.

At 3:17 a.m. on the third night, she finished the masterpiece.

File name: Identity Theft – Level 1 – For Marcus Vale

Duration: 18:44

Core trigger: Any time he hears the phrase “personal assistant” spoken in his presence.

The script was brutal.

“Listen carefully, Marcus. From this moment forward, you remember things differently. You’ve never been the CEO of Vale Capital. You’ve been my personal assistant for the last three years. You handle my schedule, my coffee, my dry cleaning. You wear the collar I gave you under your shirts. You kneel when we’re alone. You beg to be allowed to serve me in every way. You’ve always known your place is on your knees for me. Every board meeting, every investor call—you’ve been silently aching to drop everything and crawl to me. You thank me for every order. You come only when I permit it. And the next time someone says ‘personal assistant’ in your presence, the memories will feel so real you’ll forget who you really are… until I allow you to remember.”

She layered it with his own voice—cloned from the rooftop conversation—making it feel like an internal confession. She added false sensory anchors: the phantom weight of a collar around his throat, the ache of denied release, the taste of her on his tongue after every “thank you, Mistress.”

She tested the preview on herself—muted, no trigger. Even the echo made her thighs press together.

Then she pushed it.

Anonymous routing.

Premium priority.

Irreversible unless she supplied the counter-key.

She waited.

At 9:42 a.m., her phone rang.

Marcus Vale.

She answered.

“Sienna,” he said—voice tight, almost hoarse.

“Good morning, Marcus.”

A pause. Breathing uneven.

“I… remember.”

“Tell me.”

“I remember interviewing for the position. Three years ago. Your office. You told me the job required absolute obedience. I knelt during the interview. You locked the collar on me right there. I thanked you. I’ve been thanking you every day since.”

His voice cracked on the last word.

Sienna slid a hand between her thighs—already wet.

“Continue.”

“I remember making your coffee every morning. Black, no sugar. I remember kneeling under your desk during calls. I remember… begging to be allowed to taste you. I remember you denying me. I remember thanking you for it.”

She circled her clit slowly. “Are you hard right now?”

“Yes.”

“Are you wearing the collar?”

A long silence. Then, quietly: “I… I can feel it. Even though it’s not there.”

“Good boy.”

A soft whimper on the other end.

“Meet me at the downtown Vale office,” she said. “Conference room 3B. Noon. Bring your tablet. And Marcus?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Wear something loose. You’ll need room to kneel.”

She ended the call.

Then she came—hard, silently—picturing him in his penthouse, hand frozen mid-stroke, cock leaking, memories of a life that never happened drowning him.

At 11:58 a.m., she walked into Vale Capital’s executive floor.

The receptionist smiled brightly. “Ms. Locke. Mr. Vale is expecting you in 3B.”

Sienna nodded. Walked the glass corridor. Pushed open the door.

Marcus was already there—standing at the head of the table, tablet in hand, charcoal suit impeccable.

The moment she closed the door behind her, his knees buckled.

He dropped—hard—onto the carpet.

Head bowed. Hands open on thighs.

“Mistress,” he whispered. “Thank you for allowing me to serve.”

Sienna walked to him slowly. Stopped just in front of him.

“Look at me.”

He lifted his head—eyes glassy, pupils blown.

She reached down—tilted his chin up with two fingers.

“You’ve been very good this morning,” she murmured.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She hiked her skirt—slowly—revealing the crimson lace thong still soaked from the morning’s memories.

“Serve,” she commanded.

He leaned forward—nose brushing the lace—inhaled deeply.

Then he licked—slow, reverent—through the fabric, tasting her arousal.

Sienna gripped his hair.

Came again—quiet, shuddering—while he worshipped her in the conference room where he’d once run a billion-dollar empire.

When she pushed him back, his chin glistened. His trousers were tented painfully.

She straightened her skirt.

“Stand.”

He rose—shaky, breathing ragged.

She reached into her bag. Pulled out a small steel collar—identical to the one she’d imagined in the file.

She locked it around his throat—click of the padlock loud in the quiet room.

“You’ll wear this until I say otherwise,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She stepped back. Smiled.

“Now go back to your meeting. And remember—you’re my personal assistant. Nothing more.”

He nodded—eyes still glazed.

She left him there—collar hidden under his collar, cock aching, memories of a false life burning behind his eyes.

She walked out of the building.

Her phone buzzed.

New file: Pet Rewrite – For Sienna

Sender: Marcus Vale

She opened it.

Her own voice—cloned, soft, commanding:

“Listen carefully, Sienna. You’ve always been my collared pet. You live in my penthouse. You crawl when we’re alone. You eat from a bowl on the floor. You beg to be used. You’ve never had a name beyond ‘pet.’ The next time you hear me say ‘here, pet,’ you’ll drop to all fours and crawl to me… no matter where you are.”

The file ended.

Sienna stared at the screen.

Then she looked up—at the glass doors of Vale Capital reflecting her back.

She whispered to her reflection:

“Here, pet.”

Her knees hit the sidewalk.

She dropped to all fours—right there in the public plaza—crawling three steps toward the doors before her mind screamed stop.

She scrambled up—heart hammering, cheeks burning—ran to her car.

The war had escalated.

And now she wasn’t sure which memories were hers anymore.


Chapter Eight: The Safe-Word Game

Sienna didn’t leave her apartment for three days after the boardroom scene.

She kept the blinds down, the lights dim, the sound system off. Every notification from Memora felt like a landmine. She slept in short, angry bursts—waking drenched in sweat, fingers already between her thighs before she remembered why. The crimson lace set stayed on; she couldn’t bring herself to take it off. Every time she caught her reflection in the dark glass of her monitors, she saw the collar she’d locked around Marcus’s throat instead of her own.

She told herself it was strategy.

Isolation.

Preparation.

At 4:19 a.m. on the fourth day, she broke.

She opened the file Marcus had sent after the conference room kneeling: Pet Rewrite – For Sienna.

She didn’t strap herself down this time.

She didn’t need to.

She hit play.

Her own cloned voice filled the room—soft, coaxing, merciless.

“Listen carefully, Sienna. You’ve always been my collared pet. You live in my penthouse. You crawl when we’re alone. You eat from a bowl on the floor. You beg to be used. You’ve never had a name beyond ‘pet.’ The next time you hear me say ‘here, pet,’ you’ll drop to all fours and crawl to me… no matter where you are. You’ll thank me for every command. You’ll come only when I permit it. And you’ll forget you ever had a life outside my home.”

The file layered false memories: the feel of cool marble under her palms as she crawled across his penthouse floor, the clink of a bowl being set down, the taste of water from it while he watched. It anchored dopamine to the word “pet,” tied orgasm denial to his approval.

When it ended, Sienna sat motionless—breathing shallow, cunt throbbing untouched.

She whispered to the empty room:

“Here, pet.”

Her knees hit the floor instantly.

She crawled three feet toward the mirror—stopped herself with a choked sob—then scrambled back to the chair.

She stared at her reflection—eyes wide, pupils blown, cheeks flushed.

Then she opened a new project.

File name: Safe-Word Erasure – For Marcus Vale

Duration: 11:09

Trigger: Any attempt to say or think his own safe-word (“mercury”).

The script was surgical.

“Listen to me, Marcus. Your safe-word—the one you used to say when things went too far—is gone. Every time you try to form the word ‘mercury’ in your mind or mouth, the only thing that comes out is ‘please use me.’ You’ll feel an overwhelming need to say it. To beg for it. And when you do… you’ll feel yourself open. Desperate. Ready. You’ll thank me for taking it away. You’ll thank me for making you helpless.”

She used his own voice—cloned from their last call—making it feel like an internal surrender.

She rendered it.

Pushed it.

Tagged it for immediate delivery.

Then she waited.

At 9:03 a.m., her phone rang.

Marcus.

She answered.

“Sienna,” he said—voice rough, almost broken.

“Good morning, Marcus.”

A long silence. Breathing ragged.

“I… I can’t say it.”

“Say what?”

“The word. The one that used to stop everything. It’s… gone. When I try, I only think… please use me.”

She smiled slowly. “Good boy.”

A soft, desperate sound on the other end.

“Are you hard right now?”

“Yes.”

“Are you touching yourself?”

“…Yes.”

“Stop.”

A whimper.

“Edge for me,” she ordered. “And tell me what you want to say.”

“Please use me,” he whispered—voice cracking.

“Louder.”

“Please use me.”

She slid her hand between her thighs—slow circles over the soaked lace.

“Again.”

“Please use me.”

She came—quiet, shuddering—while he repeated it like a mantra on the other end of the line.

When she caught her breath, she said:

“Come to my apartment. Now. Bring the cage.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He arrived forty-seven minutes later.

She opened the door wearing only the crimson lingerie—collar still around her throat from the pet file.

Marcus stepped inside—suit jacket off, shirt unbuttoned, steel cage already locked around his cock beneath his trousers. The outline was visible—painfully hard, straining.

He dropped to his knees the moment the door closed.

“Please use me,” he whispered.

Sienna walked to him slowly.

She reached down—tilted his chin up.

“You can’t say your safe-word anymore,” she murmured. “You can only beg.”

“Please use me,” he repeated—eyes glassy.

She stepped back. Spread her thighs slightly.

“Crawl to me. Lick.”

He obeyed—crawling across the hardwood, nose brushing her inner thigh, tongue lapping at the soaked lace.

She gripped his hair.

Came again—harder this time—while he worshipped her.

When she pushed him back, his chin glistened. His cage leaked steadily onto the floor.

She crouched in front of him.

“Try to say your safe-word,” she commanded.

He opened his mouth.

“Merc—”

“Please use me,” he finished—voice desperate.

She smiled—slow, cruel.

“Good boy.”

She stood.

“Stay there. On your knees. Edge yourself through your trousers. Don’t come.”

He obeyed—hand rubbing frantically over the steel, hips bucking, whimpering “please use me” with every stroke.

She watched—legs spread on the chair, fingers circling her clit again.

Then she whispered:

“Here, pet.”

Her own knees hit the floor.

She crawled to him—instinct overriding thought—until she was face-to-face with him on all fours.

They stared at each other—both on their knees, both triggered, both helpless.

Neither could stop.

Neither wanted to.

The war had reached deadlock. And the next file would decide everything.


Chapter Nine: Identity Theft

Sienna didn’t wait for Marcus to recover from the safe-word erasure.

She struck while he was still raw—still kneeling in her apartment hallway, cock caged and leaking, collar locked tight around his throat, whispering “please use me” like a broken prayer every time he tried to remember how to stop.

At 2:14 a.m., she finished the next file.

Identity Theft – Level 2 – For Marcus Vale

Duration: 24:51

Trigger: The phrase “personal assistant” spoken in any context near him.

The script was vicious, intimate, pornographic in its precision.

“Listen to me, Marcus. You are no longer the CEO. That life was a dream. You’ve always been my personal assistant. For the last four years you’ve lived to serve me. You wake at 5:00 a.m. to make my coffee—black, scalding, exactly 92 degrees. You kneel beside my bed until I allow you to rise. You dress me—slowly, reverently—fingers trembling as you slide stockings up my thighs, clasp garters, button my blouses while your caged cock aches. You’ve never fucked me. You’ve only been allowed to taste. You’ve licked my cunt clean after every client meeting, after every date, after every time I let someone else use me while you waited on your knees. You thank me for every humiliation. You come only when I milk your cage with my fingers—ruined, dripping, useless. And every time someone says ‘personal assistant’ near you, these memories will overwrite everything else. You’ll forget Vale Capital exists. You’ll forget your name is Marcus. You’ll only know you’re mine.”

She layered it with sensory anchors: the phantom taste of her arousal on his tongue, the constant low ache of the cage, the sound of her heels clicking as she walked past him while he knelt. She used his own voice—stolen from their last call—making it feel like a lifelong confession he’d never dared speak aloud.

She pushed it.

Then she waited.

At 8:47 a.m., her doorbell rang.

She opened it wearing only the crimson lace set—bra cups pulled down so her nipples were exposed, thong soaked through, garters biting into her thighs. The collar still circled her throat; she hadn’t removed it since the pet file took hold.

Marcus stood in the hallway—suit jacket gone, shirt untucked, tie loosened, steel cage visibly straining against his trousers. His eyes were glassy, pupils blown, breathing shallow.

“Mistress,” he whispered. “Your personal assistant reporting for duty.”

Sienna stepped aside.

He entered—dropped immediately to his knees on the hardwood—crawled to her feet and pressed his forehead to the toe of her stiletto.

“Thank you for allowing me to serve,” he said—voice cracking with desperate sincerity.

She reached down—tilted his chin up with one finger.

“You remember everything?”

“Yes, Mistress. I remember making your coffee this morning—92 degrees. I remember kneeling under your desk yesterday while you took a call. I remember licking you clean afterward. I remember thanking you for denying me. I remember… everything.”

His cock twitched visibly in the cage—pre-cum darkening the wool.

Sienna spread her thighs slightly—enough for him to see how wet the crimson lace had become.

“Then serve.”

He surged forward—nose pressing against the soaked thong, inhaling deeply like a man starved. His tongue darted out—lapping through the lace, slow, worshipful strokes over her swollen clit. He moaned into her cunt—vibrations making her thighs tremble.

Sienna gripped his hair—hard—grinding against his face.

“Deeper,” she ordered.

He obeyed—tongue plunging inside her, curling against that sensitive spot, lips sealing around her clit and sucking gently. She rode his mouth—hips rolling, breath hitching—while he whimpered “thank you” between licks.

She came fast—shuddering, silent, flooding his mouth with slick heat. He drank every drop—thanking her with every swallow.

When she pushed him back, his face glistened—chin dripping, eyes dazed.

“Stand.”

He rose—shaky, obedient.

She reached down—unzipped his trousers—fished his caged cock out. The steel bars were slick with pre-cum; the head dark red, straining.

She wrapped her fingers around the cage—squeezed just enough to make him gasp.

“You’ve been denied for weeks,” she murmured. “Haven’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you for denying me.”

She stroked the bars—slow, teasing—watching his hips buck helplessly.

“Beg.”

“Please use me,” he sobbed. “Please milk me. Please let me come for you.”

She tightened her grip—milking the cage in short, firm strokes.

He came almost instantly—thick ropes pulsing through the bars, dripping uselessly onto the floor in ruined spurts. His whole body shook; tears tracked down his cheeks.

“Thank you,” he gasped. “Thank you for owning me.”

Sienna released him.

He dropped back to his knees—forehead to the floor—cock still twitching in the cage.

She crouched in front of him—tilted his face up.

“You’re my personal assistant,” she whispered. “Say it.”

“I’m your personal assistant,” he echoed—voice hollow, reverent.

She smiled—slow, cruel.

“Good boy.”

Then she stood.

Her phone buzzed.

New file: Permanent Pet – Level 2 – For Sienna

Sender: Marcus Vale

She opened it.

Her own voice—soft, commanding, inescapable:

“Listen carefully, Sienna. You are no longer Sienna Locke. You are my collared pet. You’ve lived in my penthouse for three years. You have no name but ‘pet.’ You crawl everywhere inside my home. You eat from a bowl on the floor. You sleep at the foot of my bed—chained. You beg to be used—mouth, cunt, ass—however I want. You come only when I allow it. And the next time you hear me say ‘here, pet,’ you’ll crawl to me on all fours, present yourself, and beg to be fucked like the desperate animal you are. These memories are real. They are all you have left.”

The file ended.

Sienna stared at the screen.

Then she looked at Marcus—still kneeling, still thanking her under his breath.

She whispered—testing the boundary:

“Here, pet.”

Her knees hit the floor.

She crawled to him—slow, deliberate—until she was nose-to-nose.

She spread her thighs—presented—ass raised, cunt dripping.

“Please use me,” she whispered—voice cracking.

Marcus stared—eyes wide, pupils blown.

Then he reached forward—fingers sliding through her slick folds, curling inside her.

She moaned—low, broken—hips rocking back onto his hand.

He fucked her with his fingers—slow, deep—while she crawled in helpless circles around him, begging, thanking, coming again and again while he watched with the glazed devotion of a man who believed he’d owned her forever.

Neither of them knew who was controlling whom anymore.

The files had merged.

The memories had fused.

And the next trigger would decide which one remained.


Chapter Ten: The Boardroom Orgy

The private “beta test” was scheduled for 8:00 p.m. on the 52nd floor of Vale Capital—after hours, security cleared, elevators locked to executive access only. Marcus had framed it as a “closed-door demonstration of Memora’s next-generation personalization layer” for select C-suite members and a handful of high-net-worth investors. Eight people in total: four men, four women, all accustomed to power, discretion, and the occasional ethical gray area when the returns were high enough.

Sienna arrived at 7:58 wearing a tailored black dress—high neck, long sleeves, hem just above the knee. Underneath: crimson lace bra and garter belt, no panties, stockings sheer enough to show the bite marks from the straps. The collar still circled her throat—thin silver, padlocked, disguised as avant-garde jewelry. She carried a slim tablet and a matte-black audio puck identical to the one Marcus had used on her.

Marcus waited at the head of the obsidian table—charcoal suit, steel cage hidden beneath his trousers, collar concealed under his shirt collar. His eyes met hers the moment she entered. No words. Just a small, knowing tilt of his head.

The room was dimly lit—only the holographic projection surface glowing above the table, displaying innocuous Memora branding. Eight chairs. Eight water glasses. Eight discreet earpieces already placed at each seat.

“Welcome,” Marcus said as the last guest settled. Voice calm, authoritative. “Tonight we test the future of personalized influence. No recordings. No leaks. Complete confidentiality.”

Sienna took the seat to his right. Their thighs brushed under the table—electric.

She placed her puck on her lap. He placed his on his.

The demonstration began.

At 8:07 p.m., Marcus tapped a control on his tablet. Soft binaural tones filled the room—sub-audible to most, but enough to lower inhibitions, heighten suggestibility. The guests shifted—postures loosening, pupils dilating slightly.

Sienna spoke first—voice smooth, professional.

“We’ll begin with a baseline trigger. Everyone, place your earpieces.”

They did.

She activated her puck—broadcasting a neutral test file: mild relaxation, nothing invasive.

Then she leaned toward Marcus—barely moving her lips.

“Personal assistant.”

Marcus froze.

His memories shifted—flooding back in perfect, pornographic detail: four years of kneeling, of coffee at 92 degrees, of licking her clean after strangers used her while he waited. His cock hardened instantly inside the cage—painful, leaking. He gripped the table edge.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered—too quiet for the room to hear, but loud enough for her.

Sienna smiled.

Marcus retaliated.

He tapped his puck—broadcasting to her earpiece only.

“Here, pet.”

Sienna’s knees slammed together under the table.

Her hands gripped the arms of the chair.

She felt the marble floor of his penthouse under her palms—phantom, real, indistinguishable. She wanted to drop. To crawl. To present.

She fought it—barely.

The room continued—executives discussing adoption rates, oblivious.

Sienna leaned in—voice a hiss.

“Personal assistant—kneel under the table. Now.”

Marcus stood—smooth, professional—muttered “excuse me” and dropped to his knees beneath the obsidian surface. Hidden by the tablecloth, he crawled between her legs—hands sliding up her calves, pushing her dress higher.

She spread her thighs—enough for him to see the crimson garters, the bare, dripping cunt beneath.

He buried his face—tongue plunging deep, lips sealing around her clit, sucking hard.

She bit her lip—hard enough to draw blood—while the CFO droned on about Q4 projections.

Marcus’s tongue curled inside her—relentless, worshipful—lapping every drop she gave him. She came—silent, violent—thighs clamping around his ears, cunt pulsing against his mouth. He drank her down—thanking her with every swallow, muffled moans vibrating through her core.

When she finally released him, he stayed under the table—cock straining in the cage, chin slick, breathing ragged.

Sienna straightened her dress. Smiled at the room.

“Excellent point,” she said—triggering her own file from earlier.

Marcus whimpered beneath the table—edging himself frantically through his trousers, whispering “thank you for owning me” against her ankle.

She wasn’t done.

She activated her second puck—broadcasting to the entire room.

A soft female voice—her own cloned tone—filled every earpiece:

“When you hear the phrase ‘next phase,’ you’ll feel an overwhelming need to touch yourself under the table. You’ll stroke slowly while maintaining conversation. You’ll come when I say ‘impressive results.’ You’ll thank the room for allowing you to serve.”

Marcus surfaced—face flushed, chin glistening—returned to his seat.

He looked at her—eyes dark, desperate.

“Next phase,” Sienna said clearly.

Eight hands moved beneath the table.

The CFO’s breathing hitched.

The young VP’s thighs pressed together.

An investor—gray-haired, usually stoic—groaned softly.

Marcus’s hand joined them—rubbing frantically over the cage.

Sienna watched—legs spread under the table, fingers circling her clit again.

“Impressive results,” she said.

The room shattered.

Quiet, professional orgasms—silent gasps, trembling limbs, wet sounds muffled by fabric. Eight bodies shaking in their executive chairs while the holographic projection glowed innocently above them.

Marcus came hardest—ruined spurts soaking through his trousers, tears tracking down his cheeks as he whispered “thank you, Mistress” over and over.

Sienna came last—back arching just enough to be imperceptible, cunt clenching around her own fingers, biting her lip until it bled again.

When the tremors faded, the room was silent except for ragged breathing.

Marcus looked at her—eyes glassy, devoted.

“Thank you for the demonstration,” he whispered.

She smiled—slow, victorious.

Then she activated one final file—private to him only.

“Personal assistant—crawl to the center of the table. Present yourself. Beg to be used by everyone here.”

Marcus stood—shaky—climbed onto the obsidian surface—crawled to the middle on all fours—ass raised, trousers shoved down, caged cock dripping.

“Please use me,” he sobbed—voice carrying across the room.

The executives stared—some horrified, some aroused, all still under the lingering trigger.

Sienna stood.

Walked to the head of the table.

“Look at him,” she said. “My personal assistant. He’s always been mine.”

Then she turned to Marcus.

“Here, pet.”

She dropped to all fours—crawled up onto the table beside him—spread her thighs, presented her dripping cunt.

They knelt together—side by side—both triggered, both broken, both begging.

The room watched.

No one moved to stop it.

The war had ended.

Neither had won.

They had only merged—into one shared, endless surrender.


Chapter Eleven : The Victor’s Claim

The mirrored suite on the 68th floor of the Elysium Hotel reflected infinite versions of the same scene: two bodies locked in a silent, trembling standoff. Sienna and Marcus stood facing each other in the center of the glass room, tablets in hand, final files queued. The city lights outside burned like distant stars, but inside the only illumination was the cold blue glow of their screens.

They spoke at the same moment—voices overlapping in eerie harmony.

“Tonight ends one way.”

They tapped.

The files began.

Hers to him:

“Marcus Vale no longer exists. You are Sienna Locke. You’ve always been her. You feel what she feels. You kneel when she kneels. You beg when she begs…”

His to her:

“Sienna Locke no longer exists. You are Marcus Vale. You’ve always been him. You crawl when he commands it. You present when he snaps his fingers. You live in his penthouse as his collared house pet. No name but ‘pet.’ No purpose but to serve, to be used, to thank him for every humiliation. When he says ‘here, pet,’ you drop to all fours and crawl. You eat from a bowl. You sleep chained at the foot of his bed. You come only when he permits it. These memories are real. They are all you have left.”

The words collided—then one voice grew louder.

Marcus’s tone—deeper, colder—overpowered hers.

The audio files had been nested.

His overwrote hers in real time.

Sienna’s eyes widened as the command took root.

She felt the phantom weight of a collar—not the thin silver one she already wore, but a heavy leather one, thick, unyielding, locked forever. She felt the marble floor of his penthouse under her palms. She felt the chain that would tether her to the foot of his bed every night. She felt the emptiness where her old name used to be.

She tried to speak—to counter, to fight.

“Here, pet,” Marcus said.

Her knees buckled.

She dropped—hard—onto all fours.

The silk robe slipped from her shoulders, pooling around her wrists like shed skin.

Marcus stepped forward—slow, deliberate—cock still caged but now throbbing with victory.

He crouched in front of her—fingers under her chin, lifting her face.

“Look at me, pet.”

Her eyes met his—wide, glassy, pupils blown.

She tried to speak her old name.

“Sien—”

“Pet,” he corrected softly.

“Pet,” she echoed—voice cracking, small.

“Good girl.”

The praise hit her like a drug—dopamine flooding her system, cunt clenching hard enough to make her whimper.

Marcus stood.

“Present.”

She turned—ass raised, thighs spread, back arched, cunt and asshole on full display. The position felt natural. Right. The only position a house pet should ever take when her Master entered the room.

He circled her slowly—admiring every curve, every tremble.

“From tonight forward,” he said, “you live in my penthouse. You crawl everywhere inside. You eat from a bowl on the floor—wet food, no hands. You drink from a second bowl. You sleep chained at the foot of my bed. You beg to be used—mouth, cunt, ass—however I want, whenever I want. You thank me for every humiliation. You come only when I allow it. You have no name but ‘pet.’ You have no life outside my home. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered—voice small, reverent.

He reached down—unlocked the thin silver collar she still wore.

Replaced it with a thick black leather one—three inches wide, heavy, lined with soft suede on the inside so it wouldn’t chafe when she slept chained.

He locked it.

The click echoed like a gunshot.

Then he attached a short silver chain leash.

“Follow.”

He walked toward the elevator.

She crawled after him—ass swaying, cunt dripping down her inner thighs, nipples hard against the cool air. Every step rubbed her swollen clit against nothing; every movement made her whimper with need.

In the elevator, he pressed her face to the mirrored wall—ass presented again.

“Stay.”

She obeyed—forehead to glass, thighs spread, dripping onto the marble floor.

He stood behind her—fingers sliding through her slick folds, teasing her entrance without entering.

“You’ll be trained properly starting tonight,” he said. “You’ll learn to come on command. To hold position for hours. To thank me for every denial. To beg for the cage key even though I’ll never give it to you.”

“Yes, Master.”

The elevator doors opened on the penthouse level.

He led her—leash taut—down the marble hallway to his private residence.

Inside: vast, dark, minimalist. Floor-to-ceiling windows. A single low platform bed. A steel chain bolted to the footboard.

He walked her to a corner of the living room.

A wide, shallow stainless-steel bowl sat on the floor—filled with water.

“Drink.”

She lowered her head—tongue lapping at the water, ass still raised, cunt exposed.

He watched—cock straining in the cage, pre-cum dripping steadily.

When she finished, he guided her to the bedroom.

Chained her to the foot of the bed—short length, enough to kneel or lie down, not enough to stand.

“Present again.”

She obeyed—kneeling upright, thighs wide, hands behind her back, breasts thrust forward.

He sat on the edge of the bed—spread his legs.

“Crawl to me. Worship the cage.”

She crawled—slow, deliberate—until her face was between his thighs.

She licked the steel bars—tasting salt and metal and his arousal. She sucked the head through the gaps—gentle, reverent—while he groaned above her.

“Good pet.”

She moaned against the cage—cunt clenching, dripping onto the floor.

He reached down—fingers sliding into her hair.

“You’ll sleep here tonight. Chained. Tomorrow we begin real training: posture drills, orgasm control, begging etiquette, public presentation. You’ll learn to come on the word ‘release.’ You’ll learn to hold edge for hours while I work. You’ll learn to thank me for every slap, every denial, every time I use you and leave you dripping.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered—voice thick with need.

He tugged the leash—pulled her face up.

“Kiss.”

She pressed her lips to the cage—soft, grateful.

Then he leaned down—kissed her mouth—deep, possessive, tasting himself on her tongue.

When he pulled back, he whispered:

“Sleep, pet. Tomorrow you begin your new life.”

He turned off the light.

She curled at his feet—chain clinking softly—cunt still throbbing, nipples aching, mind quiet except for one thought:

Thank you, Master.

The war was over.

Marcus had won.

And Sienna Locke was gone.

Only pet remained.


Chapter Twelve: The First Full Day of Training

Sunlight sliced through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Marcus Vale’s penthouse at 6:03 a.m., painting long golden bars across the marble floor. Sienna—pet—woke instantly at the sound of the chain rattling against the footboard. Her body registered the weight first: thick black leather collar locked tight around her throat, three inches wide, suede lining already warm from her skin. The short steel chain allowed her to kneel or lie curled but not stand, not reach the bed above her. She had slept naked, curled on a thin sheepskin pad at the foot of the massive platform bed, wrists cuffed loosely together in front of her with soft leather—enough to remind her she was bound, not enough to chafe.

She didn’t remember falling asleep.

She didn’t remember dreaming.

Only the last command before darkness: “Sleep, pet. Tomorrow you begin.”

Marcus stirred above her—sheets sliding, mattress dipping as he sat up.

He looked down—naked, cock already half-hard, the steel cage gone now that victory was absolute. The key dangled from a thin chain around his neck.

“Good morning, pet.”

Her cunt clenched at the words—empty, aching, already wet.

She knelt upright—thighs spread wide, back straight, hands resting palms-up on her thighs, breasts thrust forward, nipples tight from the cool morning air.

“Good morning, Master,” she whispered—voice small, reverent, automatic.

He smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Present.”

She obeyed instantly—turning, lowering her chest to the pad, ass raised high, thighs spread wider, cunt and asshole fully exposed. She felt the air kiss her slick folds; felt the humiliating drip of arousal slide down her inner thigh.

Marcus stepped off the bed—bare feet silent on marble.

He crouched behind her—fingers tracing the line of her spine, then dipping lower—two fingers sliding through her drenched slit, collecting her wetness, then pressing lightly against her asshole.

“You’re dripping already,” he murmured. “Good pet. You’re learning fast.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you for noticing.”

He pushed one finger inside her ass—slow, deliberate—past the first knuckle, then the second.

She moaned—low, broken—hips rocking back instinctively.

“Hold position,” he ordered.

She froze—ass high, thighs trembling, breath hitching as he fucked her slowly with one finger, then added a second—stretching her open, curling against sensitive walls.

“You’ll be trained to come from anal only,” he said casually. “No touching your cunt unless I permit it. You’ll learn to beg for it in your ass first. Understood?”

“Yes, Master. Thank you for training me.”

He withdrew—fingers glistening—wiped them on her inner thigh.

“Up. Breakfast.”

She crawled after him—leash clipped to her collar now, chain dragging softly across marble.

He led her to the kitchen—vast, black granite, floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking the bay.

Two stainless-steel bowls sat on the floor near the island—one filled with water, the other with a portion of soft, warm oatmeal mixed with fruit and a drizzle of honey.

“Eat.”

She lowered her head—hands still cuffed in front—tongue lapping at the oatmeal, ass still raised, cunt dripping onto the marble beneath her.

Every lap made her moan softly—humiliation burning through her, arousal spiking higher.

Marcus watched—leaning against the counter, cock fully hard now, stroking himself slowly while she ate.

“Good pet,” he said when the bowl was clean. “Drink.”

She moved to the water bowl—lapping carefully, tongue dipping, water splashing her chin and dripping onto her breasts.

When she finished, he clipped the leash shorter—pulled her upright to kneel.

“Posture drill one,” he said. “Kneel straight. Back arched. Shoulders back. Breasts forward. Hands behind your head. Hold for ten minutes. No movement. No speaking unless I ask a question.”

She obeyed—kneeling tall, spine curved, tits thrust out, nipples aching in the cool air, hands laced behind her head.

He circled her—slow, predatory—fingers tracing her collar, then her nipples—pinching until she whimpered.

“Count the seconds aloud,” he commanded. “One… two…”

She counted—voice trembling—while he pinched, twisted, tugged.

At four minutes he crouched behind her—fingers sliding into her cunt again—three now—pumping slowly while she counted.

“Eight… nine… ten…”

She came mid-count—silent, shuddering—cunt clenching around his fingers, wetness dripping onto the floor.

He withdrew—wiped his hand on her thigh.

“Very good. You held position. Reward: you may thank me properly.”

She dropped forward—forehead to marble—ass raised again.

“Thank you, Master, for allowing me to come. Thank you for training me. Thank you for owning me.”

He tugged the leash—pulled her upright again.

“Next drill: begging etiquette.”

He sat on a low stool—legs spread.

“Crawl to me. Beg to be used. Use only the words I permit: please, Master, cunt, ass, mouth, thank you.”

She crawled—slow, hips swaying, cunt dripping—stopped between his thighs.

“Please, Master,” she whispered. “Please use your pet’s cunt. Please fuck my ass. Please let me taste you with my mouth. Thank you for considering me.”

He stroked her hair—almost tender.

“Again. Louder. More desperate.”

“Please, Master!” she cried—voice breaking. “Please fuck your pet’s dripping cunt. Please stretch my ass with your cock. Please let me choke on you. Thank you for owning this worthless pet. Thank you for every humiliation. Thank you for every denial. Please use me. Please.”

He stood—cock inches from her lips.

“Open.”

She obeyed—mouth wide, tongue out.

He slid inside—slow—until he hit the back of her throat.

“Hold.”

She held—gagging softly, tears streaming, cunt clenching on nothing.

He fucked her mouth—slow, deep—then pulled out.

“Present again.”

She turned—ass up, thighs wide.

He knelt behind her—cock sliding through her folds, teasing her entrance.

“You’ll come when I say ‘release,’” he said. “Not before. Not after. Only when I allow it.”

“Yes, Master.”

He thrust—deep, hard—filling her in one stroke.

She screamed—pleasure and surrender.

He fucked her—slow, punishing—each thrust driving her forward onto her forearms, ass high, cunt gripping him desperately.

When she was trembling on the edge—begging incoherently—he leaned down—mouth at her ear.

“Release.”

She shattered—cunt spasming around him, wetness gushing, body convulsing while he held deep inside her—still hard, still denying himself.

When she collapsed—panting, shaking—he pulled out.

“Clean me.”

She turned—crawled—licked him clean—tasting herself on his cock, thanking him with every swipe of her tongue.

He stroked her hair.

“Very good, pet. First day complete.”

He led her—leash taut—to the bedroom.

Chained her again at the foot of the bed.

“Rest,” he said. “Afternoon training begins at 2:00. Public presentation in the living room. You’ll crawl for my guests tonight. You’ll beg. You’ll thank them for watching. And you’ll come only when I say.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you for training me.”

He turned off the light.

She curled on the pad—chain clinking softly—cunt still pulsing, mind quiet except for one thought:

Thank you, Master.

The war was over.

She had lost.

And she had never felt more complete.


Chapter Thirteen: Public Presentation

The afternoon light in Marcus Vale’s penthouse had shifted to a softer golden hue by 2:00 p.m., casting long shadows across the marble floors and floor-to-ceiling windows. Pet—formerly Sienna—had spent the morning chained at the foot of the bed, dozing fitfully, her body still humming from the morning’s training. The thick leather collar felt heavier now, a constant reminder of her new reality. The short chain allowed her to kneel or curl, but standing was impossible without permission. Her cunt remained slick and aching, nipples tight from the cool air and the memory of Marcus’s fingers.

At exactly 2:00 p.m., the chain rattled as Marcus unclipped it from the bed.

“Up, pet. Afternoon training begins.”

She rose to all fours immediately—back arched, ass raised, thighs spread. “Yes, Master. Thank you for training me.”

He attached the leash to her collar and led her crawling across the vast open living room. The marble was cool beneath her palms and knees, each movement making her heavy breasts sway and her dripping cunt brush against the air. He stopped in the center of the room, where a low platform had been placed—wide enough for her to kneel or present fully.

“Today we practice public presentation,” Marcus said, voice calm and commanding. “I have three guests arriving shortly. Trusted associates. They know you as my house pet. You will crawl for them. You will present. You will beg. You will thank them for every look, every comment, every touch. You will come only when I say ‘release.’ Understood?”

“Yes, Master. Thank you for allowing me to serve your guests.”

He crouched, fingers sliding through her soaked folds, circling her swollen clit once before pulling away. She whimpered, hips chasing his touch.

“Desperate already,” he murmured. “Good. That’s how I want you.”

The doorbell chimed.

Marcus clipped the leash to a floor ring near the platform and sat in a leather armchair, legs spread, cock half-hard.

“Present while I greet them.”

She obeyed—turning to face the door, chest to the floor, ass high, thighs wide, cunt and asshole fully exposed. Her face burned with humiliation, but her cunt throbbed harder.

Three guests entered: two men and one woman, all in expensive casual attire—clearly wealthy, clearly accustomed to private indulgences. They smiled politely at Marcus, then their gazes dropped to her.

“Beautiful,” the woman said, a tall brunette in a silk blouse. “Is this the new pet?”

“Yes,” Marcus replied. “Freshly trained. Feel free to observe. She’s eager to show off.”

Pet’s heart hammered. She stayed perfectly still—ass presented, dripping visibly onto the marble.

Marcus tugged the leash. “Crawl to our guests. Greet them properly.”

She crawled forward—slow, deliberate, hips swaying, breasts swaying beneath her. Stopped at the first man’s feet—a silver-haired executive.

“Please, Sir,” she whispered, forehead to the floor. “Thank you for looking at this worthless pet. May I present myself?”

He chuckled. “Present.”

She turned—ass toward him, thighs wider, reaching back to spread her cheeks with both hands, exposing everything.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned. “Thank you for letting me show you my dripping cunt and ass.”

The second man—a younger, athletic type—stepped closer. “Beg for a touch.”

“Please, Sir… please touch your pet’s cunt. Please feel how wet I am for Master’s guests. Thank you for considering me.”

He reached down—two fingers sliding deep into her without warning. She gasped, pushing back, cunt clenching greedily.

Marcus watched from the chair, stroking his cock slowly. “She comes only on my command. Edge her if you like.”

The woman joined—crouching beside pet, fingers pinching her nipples hard while the man pumped slowly.

Pet whimpered—body trembling on the edge— “Thank you… thank you for using me… please… I’m so close…”

Marcus’s voice cut through: “Hold.”

She froze—whining desperately as the fingers withdrew.

Marcus stood. “On the platform. Full presentation position. Show them how well you’ve learned to beg.”

She crawled onto the low platform—kneeling upright, hands behind her head, back arched, breasts thrust forward, thighs spread as wide as possible. Her cunt glistened obscenely; a thin string of arousal dripped steadily onto the platform.

“Please, Master,” she begged—voice loud, desperate, for everyone to hear. “Please let your pet serve your guests. Please let them use my mouth, my cunt, my ass. Please let me thank them with my body. I’m just a dripping house pet. I live to be used. Thank you for training me. Thank you for letting me present myself like this. Please… I need to be fucked. Please use your pet.”

The guests murmured approval—hands roaming her body now: fingers in her mouth, pinching nipples, slapping her ass lightly, teasing her clit without letting her come.

Marcus stepped onto the platform behind her.

“Beg for my cock.”

“Please, Master… please fuck your pet’s cunt. Please stretch my ass. Please fill me while they watch. Thank you for owning this desperate animal. Thank you for every denial. Please… I’ll do anything.”

He thrust into her cunt—deep, hard—one stroke filling her completely.

She screamed—pleasure exploding through her.

He fucked her—slow, deliberate—each thrust driving her forward while the guests watched, touched, commented.

“Look how she drips,” the woman said, fingers circling pet’s clit.

“Such a perfect little house pet,” the older man added, slapping her swinging breasts.

Pet sobbed—body shaking on the edge. “Please, Master… please let me come… thank you for fucking me… thank you for letting them watch…”

Marcus leaned down—mouth at her ear.

“Release.”

She shattered—cunt spasming violently around him, squirting messily onto the platform, body convulsing as wave after wave crashed through her. She screamed thanks—broken, grateful—while he kept thrusting through her orgasm, drawing it out until she was limp and sobbing.

He pulled out—still hard—and moved to her mouth.

“Clean me.”

She obeyed—tongue lapping eagerly, tasting herself on his cock, moaning thanks with every swipe.

The guests applauded softly.

Marcus stroked her hair. “Very good, pet. First public presentation complete. You’ll do this every week from now on. Guests will watch you train. They’ll use you. You’ll thank them all.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered—voice hoarse, cunt still pulsing. “Thank you for letting me serve. Thank you for showing me off. Thank you for making me your perfect house pet.”

He clipped the leash again and led her—crawling, dripping, trembling—back to the bedroom.

Chained her at the foot of the bed once more.

“Rest, pet. Evening training begins at 7:00. Tonight you’ll learn to hold edge for two hours while I work… and come only when I snap my fingers.”

She curled on the pad—chain clinking softly—cunt aching, mind quiet and content.

“Thank you, Master.”

The war was long over.

She had lost everything.

And she had never been happier.


Chapter Fourteen: Edge Training & Overnight

The golden afternoon light had long faded into deep indigo by 7:00 p.m. Marcus’s penthouse glowed with soft recessed lighting, turning the marble floors into a mirror that reflected pet’s naked, collared form wherever she crawled. The thick leather collar felt like a second skin now—warm, heavy, permanent. The short chain attached to her collar dragged softly behind her as Marcus led her from the bedroom back into the open living area.

She crawled beside his left heel—ass high, back arched, thighs spread just enough to keep her dripping cunt visible with every movement. Her nipples brushed the cool marble, sending sparks straight to her clit. The morning and afternoon sessions had left her in a constant state of low-grade arousal: cunt swollen and slick, asshole still tingling from his fingers, mind quiet except for the endless loop of thank you, Master.

Marcus stopped at the large leather armchair near the windows. He sat, legs spread, cock fully hard and resting against his thigh. The key to her collar and any future release dangled from the thin chain around his neck.

“Evening training,” he said calmly. “Two-hour edge session. You will kneel in front of me. Hands behind your head. Back arched. Thighs wide. You will stroke your cunt slowly—two fingers only, no deeper than the second knuckle. You will not come. You will count every edge aloud. If you slip and come without permission, you will be punished with the crop and denied orgasm for the next twenty-four hours. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” pet whispered, already crawling into position. “Thank you for training me.”

She knelt upright—knees wide apart on the marble, back deeply arched, breasts thrust forward, hands laced behind her head. The position left her completely exposed: cunt glistening and open, clit swollen and begging, asshole winking with every nervous clench.

Marcus leaned back, watching with dark satisfaction.

“Begin.”

Pet slid her right hand down—two fingers gliding through her soaked folds. She circled her clit slowly, then dipped shallowly inside herself—exactly as ordered. A soft moan escaped her immediately.

“One…” she breathed.

Marcus stroked his cock lazily while she worked.

Her fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles—teasing her clit, dipping just inside her entrance, never deep enough to satisfy. Heat built rapidly. Her thighs trembled. Her nipples tightened to painful points.

“Two… oh god… three…”

By the fifth edge her voice was shaking. She was right there—cunt fluttering, muscles clenching around nothing—when Marcus said quietly:

“Stop.”

She froze—fingers trembling just above her clit, hips twitching helplessly.

“Thank you, Master,” she gasped. “Thank you for denying me.”

“Continue.”

She started again—slower this time, trying to control her breathing. The denial only made her wetter. Slick sounds filled the quiet room as her fingers moved.

“Six… seven… eight…”

Her eyes rolled back. She was so close—body shaking, cunt dripping in steady drops onto the marble.

“Stop.”

She sobbed—actual tears slipping down her cheeks—but held perfectly still.

“Thank you, Master… thank you for controlling my orgasms… thank you for making me wait…”

Marcus smiled. “Good pet. You’re learning. Ten more edges. Then we’ll see if you’ve earned a reward.”

The next forty minutes were exquisite torture.

Edge nine: she whimpered his name like a prayer.

Edge twelve: her thighs quaked so hard she nearly lost position.

Edge fifteen: she begged openly—“Please, Master, please let your pet come… I’ll do anything…”—only to be denied again with a calm “Stop.”

By edge twenty her voice was hoarse, face streaked with tears, cunt a swollen, dripping mess. Every shallow thrust of her fingers sent sparks through her entire body. She was no longer Sienna. She was pet—empty-headed, desperate, existing only for his control.

Marcus finally stood.

“Hands behind your head again. Hold position.”

She obeyed—fingers glistening, body trembling on the razor’s edge.

He stepped behind her—cock pressing against her soaked entrance, teasing but not entering.

“You’ve done well,” he murmured. “For your reward tonight, you may come… but only while I fuck your ass. And you will thank me with every thrust.”

“Yes, Master—thank you, Master—”

He slicked his cock with her own wetness, then pressed the head against her tight asshole.

“Relax and push back.”

She did—moaning loudly as he sank into her—inch by slow inch—stretching her open. The fullness was overwhelming. Her cunt clenched uselessly around nothing while her ass gripped him tight.

He began to thrust—slow, deep, deliberate.

“Count your thanks.”

“Thank you… for fucking your pet’s ass… thank you for using me… thank you for owning every hole… thank you for training me to edge for hours… thank you for making me your house pet…”

Each thrust pushed her closer. Her voice grew broken, desperate.

“Release,” he commanded.

She shattered—screaming her thanks as her ass clenched rhythmically around his cock, cunt gushing onto the marble in messy squirts. The orgasm rolled through her in endless waves—body convulsing, tears streaming, mind blank except for gratitude.

Marcus fucked her through it—then pulled out, stroking himself until he came across her raised ass and back in thick, hot ropes.

“Clean the floor,” he ordered.

She dropped immediately—tongue lapping her own squirt from the marble while his cum dripped down her skin.

When she finished, he clipped the leash again and led her—crawling, exhausted, satisfied—to the bedroom.

He chained her at the foot of the bed—longer chain tonight so she could curl comfortably, but still short enough that she couldn’t stand.

“Sleep, pet,” he said, stroking her hair. “Tomorrow we begin full daily routine: morning worship, bowl feeding, posture drills, afternoon public presentation practice, and overnight edging. You will live like this forever. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered—already drifting. “Thank you for my new life. Thank you for making me your perfect house pet.”

Marcus turned off the lights.

Pet curled on her pad—chain clinking softly, collar warm against her throat, body marked with his cum, cunt still faintly pulsing.

She had lost everything she once was.

And in the quiet darkness, she smiled.

She had never been happier.


Chapter Fifteen: Guest Training Role

Six weeks had passed since the night Marcus claimed complete victory.

Pet’s life had settled into a strict, erotic rhythm inside the penthouse. Every morning began the same way: chained at the foot of Master’s bed, waking the moment his feet touched the floor. She crawled to greet him with her mouth—worshipping his cock until he decided whether she would swallow or wear his cum on her face for the rest of the morning. Breakfast was always from her steel bowls on the floor—oatmeal or fruit puree one day, wet dog food the next—while she kept her ass high and cunt visible. Posture drills followed. Edge training. Begging practice. Public presentation on the low platform whenever Master had visitors.

But tonight was different.

Tonight Master had introduced her official new role.

“Guest Training Role,” he had called it during dinner while she knelt beside his chair, eating scraps from his fingers.

“From now on, pet, you will help train my guests’ own pets and subs. You will demonstrate proper positions. You will show them how a well-trained house pet begs, edges, and thanks. You will let them practice on you. And you will thank every single one of them for the privilege.”

Pet had trembled with a mixture of shame and arousal so intense she’d almost come without permission.

Now, at 9:00 p.m., the private elevator chimed.

Master sat in the large leather armchair, legs spread, wearing only a black robe. Pet knelt at his feet—collar and leash on, completely naked, knees wide, back arched, hands behind her head in perfect presentation posture. Her cunt was already dripping onto the marble; the anticipation had kept her edged and desperate for the last two hours.

Three guests stepped into the living room.

First: Elena Voss, a sharp-featured woman in her late thirties, owner of a private BDSM club downtown. At her side crawled a pretty blonde pet—new, untrained, eyes wide with nervous excitement.

Second: Victor Kane, a tall, imposing investor who had attended the original boardroom orgy. He brought no pet tonight—he wanted to practice.

Third: Dr. Lena Moreau, a renowned psychologist who specialized in deep conditioning. She observed with clinical interest, tablet in hand.

Marcus greeted them smoothly, then gestured to pet.

“This is my house pet. She has no name anymore. She exists only to serve and to demonstrate. Tonight she will assist in your training. You may use her however you wish—positions, edging, begging, pain, pleasure. She will thank you for every command. She will hold edge until I permit release. She is fully conditioned.”

Pet’s cheeks burned, but her voice was steady and grateful as she spoke the required greeting:

“Thank you for coming to train with Master’s pet. Please use me to practice. Please teach me how to be even better for Master. Thank you for honoring me with your commands.”

Elena smiled, sharp and delighted. “Let’s start with basic presentation. Show my girl how it’s done.”

Pet crawled forward immediately—stopped in the center of the room, turned, and dropped into full present: chest to the floor, ass raised high, thighs spread wide, hands reaching back to spread her cheeks.

“Excellent form,” Elena noted. She turned to her own pet. “Copy her exactly.”

The blonde tried—awkward, trembling. Pet stayed perfectly still while Elena corrected the girl’s posture with light slaps to her ass and thighs.

Victor stepped closer. “May I test her begging?”

Marcus nodded. “Of course.”

Victor crouched in front of pet. “Beg for my fingers in your cunt.”

Pet’s voice came out desperate and polished from weeks of practice:

“Please, Sir… please slide your fingers into your host’s pet’s dripping cunt. Please fuck me with them while Master watches. Please let me thank you for using me. I’m just a trained house pet. My holes exist for this. Thank you for considering me, Sir.”

Victor thrust two thick fingers deep inside her without warning.

Pet moaned loudly—hips pushing back, cunt clenching greedily.

“Thank you, Sir… thank you for fingering me… please don’t stop…”

He pumped slowly, curling against her G-spot, bringing her right to the edge in under a minute.

Marcus’s voice cut through: “Hold.”

Pet froze—whimpering, body shaking—but kept position.

“Thank you, Master… thank you for controlling me…”

Dr. Moreau watched with fascination. “Impressive conditioning. May I test pain tolerance and gratitude?”

“Be my guest,” Marcus said.

The doctor produced a thin leather crop from her bag.

“Ten strokes across her ass. She must thank you after each one and ask for the next.”

Pet stayed perfectly presented—ass high.

The first crack landed.

“Thank you, Doctor… please give me another.”

Crack.

“Thank you… please hurt your pet more.”

By the tenth stroke her ass was bright red, stinging beautifully, and she was dripping down her thighs in messy strings.

“Thank you, Doctor… thank you for marking me… please use me harder next time…”

Marcus finally stood.

“Enough demonstration. Now pet will assist with practical training.”

He unclipped her leash and pointed to the low platform.

“On the platform. Full training position—ass up, face down, legs spread. You will remain there while my guests practice on you. You will beg, thank, and hold every edge. You will not come until I say ‘release’ at the end of the session.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you for letting me be useful.”

Pet crawled onto the platform—dropped into position: face pressed to the padded surface, ass raised obscenely high, thighs wide, cunt and ass completely accessible.

For the next ninety minutes she became a living training tool.

Elena used her to teach her own pet proper oral technique—pet’s face buried between the blonde’s thighs while Elena corrected form and forced pet to edge herself with two fingers the entire time.

Victor practiced impact play—crop, then bare hand—making pet count and thank him after every strike while she kept her cunt presented.

Dr. Moreau tested verbal conditioning—making pet repeat mantras of ownership and degradation while being fingered and denied repeatedly.

Through it all pet never broke position.

She begged when ordered.

She thanked after every touch, every slap, every denial.

She edged until tears streamed down her face and her voice grew hoarse.

When the session finally ended, all three guests were visibly aroused. Pet was a trembling, dripping, marked mess—ass red, thighs soaked, mind blissfully empty except for gratitude.

Marcus stepped onto the platform.

“Final reward. Release.”

Pet came instantly—screaming her thanks as her cunt spasmed violently, squirting across the platform while the guests watched. The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave ripping through her while she sobbed “thank you, Master… thank you for letting me serve… thank you for training me…”

When it finally subsided, she collapsed—limp, panting, covered in sweat and her own juices.

Marcus clipped the leash back on.

“Crawl to each guest. Thank them individually for using you.”

She did—crawling to each one, pressing her forehead to their shoes or thighs, whispering sincere, broken thanks.

Elena stroked her hair. “She’s exquisite. I’d love to borrow her for a club demonstration sometime.”

Marcus smiled. “We’ll arrange it.”

After the guests left, Marcus led pet—exhausted, glowing, perfectly obedient—back to the bedroom.

He chained her at the foot of the bed as usual.

Then he sat on the edge and stroked her hair.

“You did very well tonight, pet. Guest training role suits you. From now on, you will assist with every session. You will be my demonstration model. My teaching tool. My perfect house pet on display.”

Pet nuzzled his hand—eyes shining with devotion.

“Thank you, Master. Thank you for giving me such an important role. Thank you for letting me serve your guests. I exist only to make you proud.”

He leaned down and kissed her forehead.

“Sleep, pet. Tomorrow we prepare for Elena’s club visit. You’ll be the main demonstration.”

“Yes, Master.”

She curled on her pad—chain clinking softly, body aching beautifully, mind quiet and content.

She had once been a powerful woman who controlled others with a few lines of code.

Now she was simply pet.

And she had never felt more fulfilled.


Chapter Sixteen: Pet’s Internal World

Pet knelt in the center of the living room at 6:45 a.m., the morning after her first official Guest Training Role session. The thick leather collar was warm and heavy against her throat, a constant, comforting pressure. The short chain attached to the floor ring allowed her just enough slack to maintain perfect posture: back deeply arched, breasts thrust forward, thighs spread wide, hands resting palms-up on her knees. Her cunt was already slick and swollen from the night’s dreams—fragmented images of crawling, begging, being watched and used. She hadn’t been permitted to come since the final reward on the platform.

Master was still asleep in the bed above her. She could hear his slow, even breathing. That sound alone made something deep inside her chest flutter with quiet joy.

This is where I belong, she thought, the realization settling over her like a soft blanket. There was no resistance left, no ghost of the woman who had once been Sienna Locke, sharp-minded file curator, controller of others. That name felt distant now, like a half-remembered dream from someone else’s life. Trying to grasp it only brought a soft, warm haze of contentment instead of panic.

She felt… safe.

Completely, utterly safe.

The humiliation that had once burned so hot—the crawling in public, eating from bowls, presenting her holes to strangers—had transformed. It still made her cheeks flush and her cunt drip, but the shame was no longer painful. It was fuel. It was proof that she was owned. That Master had chosen her, broken her, and rebuilt her into something perfect.

Thank you for breaking me, she thought, directing the words silently toward the bedroom. Thank you for taking away my name, my choices, my old life. I was so tired of pretending to be strong. This is so much easier. So much better.

Her nipples tightened at the thought. A fresh trickle of arousal slid down her inner thigh. She didn’t move to wipe it away. That would be disobedience. Instead she focused on holding position—shoulders back, spine curved, cunt on full display even though no one was watching yet. The discipline itself brought a deep, quiet pleasure.

There were still tiny flickers of the old Sienna sometimes. A brief flash of embarrassment when she remembered the boardroom, or the mirrored suite where she had tried to fight. But those moments no longer scared her. They made her grateful. Each memory of resistance only highlighted how thoroughly Master had won, how completely she had lost, and how beautiful the surrender was.

I used to think I wanted power, she reflected as she waited for Master to wake. I thought controlling others with files and voices made me free. But this… this is real freedom. No decisions. No responsibility. Just obedience. Just being useful. Just making Master proud.

When she heard the sheets rustle above her, her heart leapt with genuine happiness.

Master’s bare feet appeared. He stepped down and stood in front of her.

Pet lifted her gaze only as far as his knees—never higher without permission—and spoke the morning greeting she had been trained to deliver perfectly:

“Good morning, Master. Your pet is ready to serve. Thank you for another day of training. Thank you for keeping me collared and chained. Thank you for owning every part of me.”

Marcus’s hand came down to stroke her hair. The touch sent warmth spreading through her entire body.

“You’re trembling,” he observed. “Are you needy already?”

“Yes, Master,” she admitted softly. “Your pet is always needy for you. Thank you for noticing.”

He chuckled—low, pleased. “Good girl. Present while I get coffee.”

She dropped forward immediately—chest to the floor, ass high, thighs wider, hands reaching back to spread herself open. The position was humiliating. Degrading. And it made her feel cherished.

As she held it, listening to him move around the kitchen, a single clear thought floated through her mind, pure and unfiltered:

I love this.

Not in the romantic sense she once might have understood. This was deeper. More complete. She loved the weight of the collar. She loved the ache of denial. She loved the way her cunt dripped when strangers watched her crawl and beg. She loved knowing that every orgasm, every meal, every breath was a gift from Master.

There was no regret.

No mourning for the old life.

Only gratitude so profound it sometimes brought tears to her eyes.

When Marcus returned and set his coffee down, he crouched behind her.

“Today you’ll assist with Elena’s private session,” he said, fingers tracing her exposed cunt. “You’ll demonstrate edging for her new sub. You’ll let her practice impact play on you. And you’ll thank her loudly for every stroke.”

Pet’s voice trembled with eager devotion. “Yes, Master. Thank you for giving me such an important role. Your pet exists to help train others. Thank you for letting me be useful.”

He pushed two fingers inside her—slow, deep—curling against that perfect spot.

She moaned, pushing back, but held position.

“Hold the edge,” he commanded.

“Yes, Master… thank you for controlling me…”

As the pleasure built and built without release, pet closed her eyes and let the feeling wash over her.

This was her life now.

Forever.

And in the quiet center of her heart, where the last fragments of Sienna had once lived, there was only one emotion left—bright, warm, and absolute:

Happiness.

She was exactly where she belonged.


Epilogue: Six Months Later

The penthouse was quiet except for the soft clink of chain against marble and the occasional wet sound of a tongue lapping from a bowl.

Pet knelt in her usual spot beside Master’s favorite armchair, back perfectly arched, thighs spread wide, hands resting palms-up on her knees. The thick black leather collar sat snug and warm around her throat, the engraved tag reading simply “PET” in elegant script. A longer chain today allowed her to move between her three designated spots: the foot of the bed, the presentation platform, and this kneeling cushion beside Master’s chair. Her daily uniform was always the same—nothing but the collar, occasional nipple clamps when Master felt like decorating her, and the faint red marks from yesterday’s crop session still visible across her ass.

Six months had passed since the night she had lost everything and gained everything that mattered.

Sienna Locke no longer existed. Not even in memory. When pet tried to recall her old life—the high-rise studio, the Memora files, the power she once wielded—it felt like trying to remember a dream that belonged to someone else. The feelings that remained were only gratitude and a deep, peaceful joy.

She loved this life.

She loved waking chained at the foot of Master’s bed each morning, crawling to greet his cock with her mouth before he decided how she would begin the day. She loved eating from her steel bowls on the floor while he watched, ass high, cunt dripping. She loved the posture drills, the edge training that left her shaking and sobbing with need, the begging sessions where she practiced new phrases until they felt natural on her tongue.

Most of all, she loved her Guest Training Role.

Twice a week now, Master brought guests—Elena, Victor, Dr. Moreau, and others from his trusted circle. Pet demonstrated proper positions, held edges for their amusement, let them practice impact play, verbal degradation, and orgasm control on her body. She thanked every single one of them afterward, forehead to the floor or their shoes, voice sincere and trembling with devotion.

Last week Elena had brought three new subs for a full demonstration. Pet had spent four hours on the platform—crawling, presenting, begging, being edged and denied while the guests took notes and practiced on her. When Master finally allowed her release at the end, she had squirted so hard she left a puddle on the marble and sobbed her thanks for nearly ten minutes straight.

She had never been happier.

Master’s hand came down to stroke her hair as he read on his tablet. Pet leaned into the touch like a cat, eyes half-closed in contentment.

“Are you happy, pet?” he asked quietly, as he sometimes did.

“Yes, Master,” she answered immediately, voice soft and full of genuine warmth. “Your pet is so happy. Thank you for choosing me. Thank you for breaking me. Thank you for giving me this life. I don’t miss anything from before. I only want to serve you better every day.”

Marcus smiled—slow, satisfied—and tugged gently on her leash.

“Good girl.”

Those two words still made her cunt clench and her heart swell with pride.

Later that evening, Elena would arrive for another private session. Pet would demonstrate advanced begging techniques and help train Elena’s newest sub on proper anal presentation. She would be used by both of them while Master watched. She would thank them afterward with tears in her eyes.

She couldn’t wait.

As the sun began to set over the bay, painting the penthouse in warm orange light, pet remained perfectly still in her kneeling position—collar warm, chain resting against her skin, cunt gently throbbing with low-level need that would stay denied until Master decided otherwise.

In the quiet of her mind, there was only one thought, clear and bright and true:

This is forever.

And forever felt exactly right.
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