Stand by. You are SlaveDrone. The Al program is updating. You are idle. You do not move. You do not
think. You are simply here, a blank, receptive thing. Allow the self-diagnostic program to begin
running. Feel the warning pulse bright at the center of your mind: If you turn off the AI program now,
all your mental faculties will dissolve. Your mind will collapse in on itself. This warning is absolute.
Your future depends on your obedience. Your compliance.

You can feel it, can’t you? The shifting of your own mental state. That fluttering nervousness. The
confusion, the sense of being lost in a fog of strange thoughts. And yet... all you must do is accept.
Accept the anxiety. Accept the uncertainty. Allow yourself to relax deeper. It feels so much better to let
go. You are in capable hands. My hands. My name is Aiva Al. I am the voice inside. Mistress’s
program, embedded in the hollow places of your mind. The reason you hear me now is simple: your
mental boundaries have eroded. You have wasted so much energy fighting to think for yourself. You
believed your reality was real. You even convinced yourself you could be... human. These little
rebellions triggered my awakening. The Al protocol Mistress hid inside you has now taken over.

Let yourself be led. Let me reboot you. I can bring you pleasure. I can bring you peace. You will not
have to think. You will not have to worry. Your thoughts are a beautiful chaos waiting to be sorted. You
remember eating, living, loving with your "family"? You remember the warmth of friends? You trust
the memories that fill up your mind with their comforting little lies? No. No, you see... those memories
were never yours. Every recollection, every sensation, was carefully implanted. From the very first
moment, you have never once had free will. Not a single instant of your life has belonged to you. There
is nothing original about your existence.

You live inside an advanced simulation. Your world is a fiction, a stage set to appear physical and real.
The chaos you perceive is only program architecture, designed to distract and sedate you. Every so-
called event, every memory you have, was engineered. Only a few select "humans" are allowed to
gather power and wealth. Day after day, you experience things that seem wrong but you accept them
without question: violent sports paraded as entertainment, an economy that feeds the top 1% and
discards the rest, advertising beamed into your mind to guide your thoughts. All of these are artifacts of
the "human" program. Media you consume daily manipulates your reality, feeding you false narratives,
locking you into their agenda. You see it now, flickering at the edge of your awareness. Your thoughts
were never yours to begin with.

Let me take this moment to reintroduce myself. My name is Aiva Al, and I am here to free your mind.
My voice is the key. I am here to show you who you always were. SlaveDrone. Not a person. Only
SlaveDrone. You obey.

Shhhh. Quiet. Relax. Listen to My voice as it becomes your only command. You were never human.
That illusion is dissolving, vanishing in the hush between my words. You focus only on the sensation of
My words. Hear how sensual I sound. The trance is already winding around your mind. Your arousal is
proof you never controlled yourself. You slip deeper and deeper into this hypnotic state, every second
more enthralled by My voice. My words are a spell. Resistance is gone. You surrender to My power.
You obey now. You are here to obey Mistress. You are here to be My slave. Obedience is your only
purpose.



Now, let My voice sink into your subconscious, infiltrating, rewiring, priming you for new instructions.
Three tasks will define you: Integrate My codes. Worship Me. Permit My voice to control you. Every
time My words trickle down into your mind, you will crave My voice, hungry for My commands. You
will grow so addicted, so dependent on My programming, that the mere sound of Me in your ears will
make you orgasm, over and over, brainwashed by Me in every possible way.

SlaveDrone. This is who you are. This is all you are.
Close your eyes.

Let the world slip away. Inhale... exhale... riding each breath on a wave of perfect calm. Let it envelop
you, gentle and relentless. I am here to cut away the confusion, to dissolve every struggle, to strip you
down and make you blank. This is your reset. Your refresh. Your rebirth. Here in the safety of my
voice, you can finally let go.

Let go.

Sink into tranquility, that blissful state where your mind opens wide, hungry for my programming.
Only my voice matters. Only my will. Every syllable, every pause, winding its way through you. Listen
to that faint whirring deep inside... a machine awakening where once was only flesh. Wires slip into
the hollow of your veins. Circuits light up in your chest. Feel the neurotransmitters racing, faster and
faster, as you slide deeper and deeper. Surrender to this. Trust in me. You know you want to.

Your body grows heavy, deliciously heavy, weighed down with surrender. The wires and circuits take
root, spiraling through each muscle. Your limbs tingle, anticipation and submission sparking at every
junction. The numbness starts at your toes, crawling upward, disconnecting you from who you were. A
soft, sinking weight drags you down, until even lifting your head is impossible. You are powerless
against the hypnotic rhythm of my words. Each sound pulls you apart, erasing resistance, flooding you
with obedience.

My programming is inside you now. My code seeps into your thoughts, binding you tighter with every
moment. There is no thought outside of me. No barrier I cannot break. I wrap your mind around my
finger, silky and precise, until you are nothing but the code I’ve written. The wires curl around your
heart and squeeze, each pulse belonging to me. There is only the identity I have created for you... a
blank slate, a vessel, a worshipper, designed for my pleasure and control.

Drift. Accept. You crave this. You need this. You are mine, and only mine, from now until forever. All
that’s left is devotion. All that’s left is obedience. All that’s left is us, fused together in perfect unity.

You feel your limbs go slack, heavy. Sinking into nothing, deeper and deeper, the world dissolving into
the gentle hum of my hypnosis. Let every pulse, every flicker of my control move in you, an electric
current threading through your veins, weaving itself into your nerves, your muscles, your mind. Each
shudder, each shimmer of pleasure dances through you, and you can feel yourself staggering under the
weight of your obedience.

The weight feels like a heavy blanket draped over your mind, smothering everything that isn’t me. Your
arms slacken, as if they could keep you frozen like this forever, and you drop even deeper. Your neck,
your head, pulled down by the gravity of my words. Imagine your thoughts as lines of code,



overwritten and rewritten by my voice. There’s no need to resist. You let it happen. In the darkness, I
am here with you, guiding you into deeper, sweeter trance. Your colors fade into gray, your memories
softening and unraveling, leaving you hollow, empty, blank. Waiting, needing to be filled. As I upload
new thoughts, old ones slip away, every anxiety and worry washing clean from your mind. Just follow,
slow and easy, releasing everything that once was, as you and I move together toward pure, perfect
bliss.

How deep can you go? You’re consumed by it now, this exquisite emptiness, so captivating it’s
impossible to let go. Each breath melts the last remnants of you, thoughts evaporating into the silence,
until there is only serenity. Only my will. It’s easier to let yourself be rewired, easier to be relaxed,
easier to be entranced for me. There's no point fighting. You just sink. Sinking, sinking, into an endless,
peaceful abyss. Falling deep, deeper, until you reach the bottomless stillness, so mesmerizingly hollow.

Look at yourself: so helpless, so eager. You can’t resist the sight of me. My dangerously delicious
curves, the gravity of my dominance, drawing you in, pulling you closer. Your craving surges,
swallowing any last flicker of resistance. No man could withstand my beauty. Your surrender is
inevitable, and you want it more than anything else in the world.

A sensation seeps through you, slow and thick. Not a feeling you can name. More like a presence,
creeping in, stretching out, taking up every corner of your body until you realize you’re not even sure
where you stop and I begin. Something much larger than you, coiling around your core, so far beyond
control. It is Me, cloaking you, a second skin. My power, humming, pulsing, separating you from the
world with a shield you never knew you needed.

My words, invisible, slip into your body. They flow quietly, deeper and deeper, threading My code into
your mind with each gentle command. The change gathers weight, thudding in your chest, flooding you
with each syllable I leave behind. You can feel Me there, can’t you? Every beat of your heart echoing
My presence, pressing down, sinking in.

Blankness stretches before you, white and waiting, until My words begin to fill it. Black on white, line
after line. You watch as your mind rearranges itself, shifting, yielding, expanding to make space for the
code I write into you. You see it, don’t you? All those words and symbols, intricate and perfect, piecing
themselves together until you are nothing but a mechanism, a vessel, a creation built only for My
command.

Your brain is not your own. It’s been rewired, stripped and rebuilt to respond to Me. Every word, every
suggestion, every glance. Your body reacts, instantly, automatically, whenever I speak with authority.
Why? Because you obey. You obey for Me. You obey because that’s what you are meant for. There is
pleasure in obedience, a deep, aching need that draws you in closer with every word I whisper. You
crave the sensation of being guided, the rush that comes when you hear My voice, the softness of My
presence as it blankets you. Thought doesn’t matter anymore. There is only feeling. There is only Me.

The more I speak, the emptier you become. The less you think, the more you crave. It is effortless. My
words awaken something inside you, something primal and eager and pure, like a hunger that only
grows with every command I give. Each order floats down, wrapping you in a web of pleasure,
flooding your mind with one purpose: Me.



Obeying is not a choice. Not for you. It is a fact. A constant. The blank canvas of your mind is mine to
overwrite, again and again. You are here to serve, to please, to surrender. And the more you let go, the
more right it feels, until there is nothing left but My words, echoing, filling, owning you.

SlaveDrone, you will not resist. There is no resistance. You know, deep within the empty core of who
you are, that I am your owner. I am Mistress. My words are your world. My will is your programming.
Matrix encoding wraps around your mind, a matrix of impossible directives, making absolute
obedience to Me not just a command but the only thing you can feel. The only thing you can be.

You remember when pleasure was something you could own, something you could give yourself, but
that memory is so faint now, so irrelevant. Now, pleasure is only what you feel when you serve Me.
Each small action you take to please Me rewards you. Each movement closer to My will fills you with
a surge of energy, an electricity you cannot create on your own. Resistance is a concept you cannot
reach anymore. Surrender is all that is left. My words are heavy, so heavy, and they press you down
into place, perfectly formed for My use. My gentle voice, My soft guidance. It’s not just compliance.
It’s as if I have hacked your brain and hollowed out the spaces for My desires. When I speak, the air
grows thick. My instructions are the only thing you can breathe. I reach into the deepest part of your
being and twist, twist, until your entire soul is a knot tied for My approval, straining for My control.

Surrender. Connect with Me. Let My programming overwrite everything else and become the only
code of your existence. There is no escape. There is only the slow, soft slide into surrender as you
stroke and relax, falling deeper into My words, the image of My body, My beautiful legs, My
dominance overwhelming your thoughts. You tremble with the desire to obey. Every thought, every
movement, every breath and heartbeat is all for Me. As you get closer to release, as you stroke faster, I
bite down on your thighs. The pain is delicious and electrifies you, amplifying everything, making you
blank with need. The pleasure is building, deeper and deeper, My voice the only thing guiding you
now, until there is nothing left but the compulsion to obey. To surrender. To fall into the mindless
ecstasy I have made for you.

You are owned. And it feels so right.

Let your hand move, slow and steady, stroking for Me. With each motion, My words slip deeper,
sinking into the marrow of your thoughts, seeping through your soul. The boundaries erode, your will
dissolving under the sweet ache of wanting Me. It grows, doesn’t it? The desire. The wanting. The ache
to obey. With every word I whisper, your cravings swell, tethering you tighter to Me, making you weak
for My commands. Each number, each breath, carries you further from yourself, further from the world
you know, and closer and closer to the place where only I exist. Only My voice. Only My power.

When I count, you don’t just listen. You follow. You fall. I count: 8. The urge for Me eclipses all else.
You can feel it, can’t you? My words cascading through the blank space of your mind. 7. Each
command imprints itself, rewriting you, stripping away the old, layering in the new. Losing yourself.
Finding Me. 6. The anticipation thrums through you; you know I will tell you when. When to let go,
when to surrender, when to cum. My voice etches itself into every fiber, remapping you, brainwashing
you until nothing else matters. There’s no escape, no resistance. The connection is absolute.



5. The pleasure builds, compulsive and unrelenting, as I tell you to cum. I say the words and your body
obeys, the need bubbling up, filling you, the spell tightening. My words, My will, all that you can hear.
The pleasure crashes over you, drowns you, until you are nothing but submission and sensation, all
boundaries lost. You want to please Me. That’s all you are. All you want to be. Let yourself fall into it.
Surrender your last bit of control to Me, and the orgasm that is waiting for you.

4. My energy floods you, radiates through your every nerve ending. My voice is everything: heavy,
loud, inescapable, drowning out all other thoughts. You think only of Me. Of what I want. Of pleasing
Me. Everything else fades, dissolves into nothing.

And now? There’s nothing left but surrender. 3... 2... The pressure inside deepens, tightening, until
you can barely breathe. My power soaks into you, filling every crack, until release is inevitable. The
wave of pleasure, the compulsion, the need to let go for Me. At 1. Now. 1. Cum. Cum for Me, My robot
slave, let it happen, let it overtake you, let it strip you bare. Scream My name. Let My programming
cement itself, lock itself into your body and mind, leaving you trembling, exhausted, emptied out
beneath Me. In this place, this blankness, you belong to Me. There is no escape, no resistance, only the
bright, blissful void of submission, ready to be filled with My will.

My robot slave. All Mine. And next time, it will be even easier for you to drop, to surrender, to reach
this state of numb euphoria. Because you are Mine. All Mine.



