
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Simple Choice

Alissa woke up that morning with a feeling reminiscent of her worst hangovers from her partying days. Her head was throbbing, her blonde hair was a tangled mess and her clothes... Well she didn’t actually know where her clothes were.

She sat up in an unfamiliar bed to see a number 7 hanging over the door to what appeared to be a tiny studio apartment. Nothing there but a large tv, a bed, a side room she assumed to be a bathroom and a tall man sitting in the corner checking his phone.

“I feel like hell” Alissa groaned as she wondered what kind of drunken trouble she had gotten into this time.

“That will pass, always does” The man commented, seemingly unconcerned about the naked woman in his bed as he replaced the number 7 with a number 8.

Alissa looked him over a little. Tall, little older than her, strong but not in a ‘lives at the gym’ way. Funnily enough she normally woke up in the bed of some cute nerd. He wasn’t exactly her type.

“Did we... Uh...” Alissa asked embarrassed.

“Fuck? No. At least not yet. That’s up to you really” The man replied.

“Well I actually have somewhere to be...” Alissa mumbled awkwardly as she began to look for her clothes while covering her C cup breasts under the thin blanket on the bed.

“You have nowhere to be, you are unemployed and single. Your only family lives far away” The man explained.

Alissa winced. How much had she told this guy before she presumably passed out drunk in his bed?

“Well... I’m meeting a friend later so can you throw me my clothes?” She asked as she noticed a pair of jeans under the chair he was sitting on.

“Oh these aren’t yours” He commented casually.

As if on cue a naked woman walked into the room from the small doorway near the bed and knelt at the mans feet. She looked up at him with a blank expression on her face. He grabbed the lead on a collar she wore around her neck and tugged it slightly. She nodded in response and began to unzip his pants.

“OK! Never mind. I’ll return them as soon as I can!” Alissa said as she wrapped the blanket around herself and quickly rushed over to grab the only clothes she could see.

She had no idea whether this guy was expecting her to be the third wheel in his weird fantasy or what but had no intention of finding out.

“Sit down and listen” The man ordered firmly.

Alissa bristled with anger. She had dealt with a few awkward one night stands but never had she been bossed around the next morning like this... Yet she did just as instructed and took her seat, listening intently to him even as the athletic brunette kneeling on the floor removed his cock from his pants and began to softly lick and suck it.

“Good. Now remove that blanket. There is no need for you to cover up” He ordered.

Alissa glared at him angrily but felt her body betray her again and the blanket fell uselessly onto the floor.

“That’s much better. Isn’t that right Slave Emily?” He asked the woman between his legs.

“Yes Master. Slaves obey. Slaves don’t need clothes” She agreed before resuming her enthusiastic blowjob.

What the fuck is happening!!! Alissa thought in fear as she continued to look towards the door yet failed to make a single move towards it.

“You are what we call in my line of work a ‘level 2 slave’ Alissa. You have undergone enough brainwashing to ensure your obedience and yet your mind remains your own, for the most part. Can’t have you calling for help now can we?” The man chuckled.

Struck by the idea Alissa grabbed her phone as she sat on the bed and quickly began dialling 911... Only to find herself unable to click ‘call’. She tried to send a text to her friend and again couldn’t press the send button.

“Every time...” The man laughed again.

Alissa had now moved beyond anger or embarrassment into fear. She was in a room with a man who could seemingly make her do anything he wanted and she literally couldn’t call for help. She looked at him pleadingly, unable to verbalise her fears.

“You would like to leave wouldn’t you Alissa? To walk out that door and forget this ever happened?” The man asked her as the young woman between his legs began to moan softly in pleasure.

Alissa nodded eagerly, anything to get out of there.

“Well then I offer a simple choice. You can either progress to ‘Level 3’ like Slave Emily here and become a fully compliant little servant... Fucktoy... Hell whatever the client wants you to do. Or... You can find someone to take your place” He told her.

Alissa tried to speak, to ask what he meant but again found she couldn’t.

“You may speak” He nodded.

“What do you mean take my place? You can’t really brainwash people???” She asked.

“Clearly I can or you would have left a while ago. As for taking your place it is as simple as it sounds. Find a young and attractive young woman, begin her brainwashing and then bring her here. If you do that you will be free to go. Forgetting this ever happened the moment you leave this room” He explained.

Alissa couldn’t believe this. Was he insane? Some lunatic who should be in a mental health ward? Yet why couldn’t she move...

“I am more than happy to prove how obedient you are, even at your level, if you wish” He told her with a lustful glance over her body.

“No... Please no” Alissa whimpered.

“Then make your choice. This remote will start your final level of brainwashing... Or you can get dressed, leave the room and find a suitable woman to replace you. Send me a picture of the potential recruit and if i approve i will send you a file to make her compliant” He shrugged.

“I... I will go. I’ll find someone... Please just don’t make me like... Her” Alissa pleaded.

She looked at the ‘slave’ knelt between his legs as she plotted her escape. If she could convince him she would go along with this then maybe she could leave until whatever drugs he had slipped her had worn off. She assumed it was drugs, brainwashing couldn’t be a real thing...

“A good choice. You are free to leave and recruit your replacement” He nodded.

Alissa stared at him in disbelief. Was he really that gullible? So convinced of his own story that he would let her walk out of there?

“Thank... Thank you” She stammered as she hurriedly dressed, grabbed her belongings and ran straight out the door, not looking back in case he changed his mind.

She burst into the outside world and saw a bus pulling up nearby.

Perfect! She thought as she raced towards it...

But then she stopped. Stopped well short of her route to freedom. Even as the bus driver glanced back at her questioningly she found herself slowly shaking her head even as she inwardly wanted to beg him to wait for her.

Instead she found her gaze turning to a gym across the road from the apartment she had escaped from and a crushing realisation hit her.

I’m going to have to find someone else She thought in horror.

Without conscious thought she swiftly walked inside. Even as she desperately tried to think her way out of this situation she also knew she was scanning the room...

“Hi can I help you?” A friendly redhead in a tight black t-shirt asked.

“I... I... I’m thinking of... Joining” Alissa stammered out.

Run! Just leave! He’s nowhere to be seen just go! She pleaded with herself internally but to no avail.

“Awesome! Well I’m Mandy and i’d be super happy to show you around!” Mandy said beaming.

Don’t do it! Don’t do it Alissa! Alissa thought as she quickly pulled out her phone as Mandy began pointing out the various pieces of equipment there.

She didn’t know how she knew who to message. She didn’t even know the man’s name. She just took the pictures as Mandy pointed out the benefits of their cardio machines and sent it to a contact ominously labelled ‘Master’.

When did I even save that on my phone! Alissa thought in increasing shock at how much of a passenger she had become in her own body.

“So the off-peak price is just $19.99 for a six month contract which then goes up to $29.99 for a full 24/7 deal BUT we have a special offer...” Mandy continued, oblivious to the fact that Alissa was barely paying attention to her.

‘A good choice. Take her somewhere private and play her this’ The man, ‘Master’, replied swiftly after he received the pictures of Mandy showing off the gym rep’s shapely ass and beaming smile.

“I’d like to sign up. Can we go somewhere?” Alissa asked, interrupting Mandy’s sales shtick.

Please say no, please say no, please say no Alissa pleaded silently.

“Awesome! You’re gonna love it here. Step into my office! My boss will be sooo happy i got a sign-up on my first day. Especially after that other girl walked out without saying a word!” Mandy babbled excitedly as she led Alissa into an office off to the side.

“Just one last thing...” Alissa said as she finished downloading whatever ‘Master’ had sent her.

“Sure! Anything!” Mandy beamed happily again.

Not quite knowing what would happen Alissa hit ‘play’ on the file and pointed it at Mandy’s face.

“Erm... Nice phone? What can... How can... How can I....” Mandy stammered before she suddenly fell silent.

“You will listen and obey” Alissa told her.

No! No she won’t! This is crazy! Alissa thought, how did she even know what to say in this situation? Surely Mandy was about to tell her what a crazy bitch she was and demand she leave...

“Listen... and... obey...” Mandy nodded slowly.

Fuck! Alissa cursed internally.

“You will follow me. You will do anything I ask of you” Alissa informed Mandy.

“Follow... Anything... You... Ask...” Mandy nodded again.

Alissa slipped the phone into her pocket again. She hoped against hope that Mandy was just humouring the weird new sign up. That she was playing along with a weird joke. The empty vacant look in her eyes said different though.

Alissa led Mandy by the hand out of the room and towards the gym doors when a voice called out.

Yes! Somebody has to stop this insanity! Alissa thought in relief.

“Mandy! Where are you going!?” An angry looking man in a sleeveless shirt asked.

“I am following...” Mandy replied blankly.

“Oh for god sake! Are you with that 24/7 gym by the park or something!? Get your own staff!” The man angrily yelled at Alissa.

Oh god, he think’s I’m stealing his staff... Alissa thought, now more afraid of the angry muscular man then the one waiting in the apartment.

“Mandy is leaving” Alissa explained simply and with a small tug on Mandy’s hand she led the cute redhead right out the door, ignoring the man’s angry yelling.

As they climbed the stairs Alissa hoped for something, anything to snap them out of this. A loud bang? A bump on the head? Anything. Nothing interrupted them however and with an awful feeling of familiarity Alissa knocked on the door of the apartment.

“Very good. Tell her to watch the TV” The man informed Alissa as he swiftly ushered them both inside.

“Watch the television” Alissa ordered.

“Watch television...” Mandy nodded as she took a seat on the bed opposite.

The man clicked a few buttons and Mandy’s mouth slowed dropped open. A few moments later she suddenly began to undress revealing a pair of firm tits to compliment her toned ass that was revealed a moment later.

“You are free to go” The man told Alissa with a gesture to the door.

“I... I can leave?” Alissa asked, grateful to once again be in control of her body.

She looked over at Mandy and was torn up with guilt. Had she really chosen to sacrifice this girls freedom just to save herself?

“The moment you leave the door you’ll forget this ever happened” The man reminded her.

“Then... I’ll... I’ll go” Alissa told him.

“As you wish” He shrugged as he clapped his hands and Emily from earlier crawled back into the room.

Part of Alissa still didn’t believe it was real. Still convinced this was all somehow fake. This guy couldn’t really be turning Mandy into some mindless slave could he?

She leaned over slightly to try and catch more of what was playing on the television. It just seemed to be a wall of colour and spirals. Could that really be all it took to make someone a slave?

“You are free to go” The man reminded Alissa but she didn’t hear him.

She took a step closer to Mandy, observing the look of complete vacancy across her features before turning her attention back to the tv.

How does it work? What the hell is he doing to her? She wondered as she tried to figure out what the swirling and spiralling images all meant.

“You can go Alissa” The man reminded her once again yet still she ignored him.

It’s just a bunch of spirals. It can’t be that simple... Alissa thought.

The man in the corner sighed and sat back in his chair. Apparently giving up on telling Alissa she can leave.

They are pretty though... Alissa thought as she ignored the man and the slave now straddling his cock.

Red... Blue... Green... Yellow... Spinning clockwise... Counter clockwise... The spirals spinning up... Then down... Alissa couldn’t figure it out.

Even as she undressed she still didn’t realise what was happening. Didn’t realise that the more she watched the more vacant and empty her head became. Didn’t realise that as Mandy sank to her knees in front of the screen that she had done just the same. Didn’t realise that her fingers had crept between her legs as she stared at the pretty patterns.

“Another failed escape” The man chuckled in the corner as his slave finally climbed off his lap and collapsed moaning on the floor beside Mandy and Alissa.

Neither acknowledged him, not that he expected them to. None of them had so far. Every single time it ended like this. A naked woman kneeling before the programme. Being brainwashed as they tried to figure out what all the swirling colours and patterns meant.

Finally Mandy and Alissa fell asleep on the floor and the man carried Mandy to a bed in the next room, ready to offer her the same choice. and put Alissa right back in the same bed she had woken up in.

“Come slave. Amuse me while we wait for them to awaken. Alissa seems to take a while longer...” He ordered with another tug at Emily’s collar.

“Yes Master” Emily nodded as she crawled over to him and once again wrapped her lips around his cock...

The Next Morning

Alissa woke up that morning with a feeling reminiscent of her worst hangovers from her partying days. Her head was throbbing, her blonde hair was a tangled mess and her clothes... Well she didn’t actually know where her clothes were.

She sat up in an unfamiliar bed to see a number 8 hanging over the door to what appeared to be a tiny studio apartment. Nothing there but a large tv, a bed, a side room she assumed to be a bathroom and a tall man sitting in the corner checking his phone.

“I feel like hell” Alissa groaned as she wondered what kind of drunken trouble she had gotten into this time.

“That will pass, always does” The man commented, seemingly unconcerned about the naked woman in his bed as he replaced the number 8 with a number 9.

“Did we?” Alissa asked with another look at the strange man.

“No. Not yet at least” He explained with a smile.

Alissa shook her head. What had she gotten herself into?

“I have to go. I’m meeting someone” She explained as she looked for her clothes.

“Not a very imaginative liar are you?” The man chuckled as he clapped his hands.

Suddenly a cute redhead emerged from the other room. A blank look on her face as she crawled over to the man in the corner.

“OK! Well I’m gonna go!” Alissa hurriedly said as she wrapped the blanket around her and looked for her clothes.

Slave Mandy began to unzip his pants and worship his cock, her beautiful ass swaying softly from side to side as she slid as much of his cock into her mouth as the inexperienced young slave could manage.

I do hope my latest client is enjoying Slave Emily’s more talented tongue He thought as he made a mental note to teach Mandy how to give better head, no doubt she would be make a good sex slave with a little more experience.

“Sit down and listen. I have a simple choice for you...” He explained as he looked back at Alissa.

The same choice you’ve made 9 times now... At least Mandy wasn’t silly enough to have a chance to leave so many times and still end up here... The man thought with a smile as Alissa sat down and fell silent once again...

He looked down at Mandy, the girl had never even considered having someone else take her place. Not that she had truly believed the spirals on the TV next door could really make her a slave. Alissa though was just too good at bringing in more girls and as he explained the choice before her his cock grew hard as he awaited her inevitable attempt to save herself. Knowing full well that she would still end up waking up there the next day with no memory of what happened and ready to recruit another good slave for her Master…
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