

Tracey was nervous, there was no doubt about it, she was currently standing in front of a large desk with four people sat behind it, three men and a woman, she she was completely naked!

She was at a job interview for a large insurance company and she’d been naked for some time now, she’d made it through to the last five girls and they’d all been told to undress and even worse, go and stand outside in a dingy alleyway while the panel discussed them.

It was bad enough having to take your clothes off but standin in a public alleyway with nothing on was even worse.

It was an alley that rand behind the shops and offices, essentially all the back doors, it wasn’t exactly full of people but occasionally cars drove down it on the way to parking outside the back door to their premises.

This time when they drove along they were treated to the sight of five naked girls all huddled together, it was cold out there!

The girls had no choice but to grin and bare it, literally, not only were they naked but their clothes were inside and the back door was locked so they had no prospect of getting them back.

The alley was about a hundred yards long and they were about half way down it, there were a few tramps at the end by the big dumpsters and they had set a fire going to keep them warm. They of course loved seeing all the bare flesh on show and two of them actually approached the girls and asked them if they wanted to warm up around their fire.

Most of them sensibly said no thank you but one pretty blonde agreed and the two tramps took her hand and led her to their little camp. The girl was never seen again, Tracey heard some muffled screams but she didn’t look, as far as she was concerned that was one less girl to worry about at the interview.

Eventually the back door opened and they started inviting the girls back in, one by one, a lengthy process and by the time the last girl was let back in she’d been out there a couple of hours.

Although she found the whole thing embarrassing and humiliating Tracey wasn’t exactly surprised, this kind of thing was the norm nowdays for girls looking for a job, she’d heard of much worse things going on too.

The government had recently made it law that all females from eighteen to twenty five had to have a full time job, no universities etc. employment or prison or slavery which had also been legalized recently.

Tracey was currently between jobs and therefore had a week to find another one, hence she was willing to put up with the embarrassment if it meant securing the job.

Of course the job market had been flooded by young females desperate for a job and were willing to do anything to get it. The employers were well aware of this and took full advantage, it was considered a perk of the job.

Some of the stories she’d heard were unbelievable but she believed them anyway, so far she’d been lucky, yes she’d had to strip naked for interviewers but nothing too extreme had happened, she’d heard of girls being made to give blow jobs, even lick each other out, purely for the sexual gratification of the interviewer.

The panel in front of her now were all middle aged and looked at her casually, no wonder, they’d interviewed over fifty girls and no doubt they’d all got naked when told to. They did seem impressed by Tracey’s looks though and the woman had made a joke about the male employees liking her big breasts.

Tracey got the distinct impression that she was being judged on her looks and body rather than any skills she had for the job.

They asked her all sorts of personal questions, even how often did she masturbate and would she be willing to do it in front of her new work colleagues! She mumbled a yes even though the thought terrified her and before she knew it she was allowed to get dressed and leave.

They told her they’d let her know within twenty four hours, she certainly didn’t want to end up a slave, used by some fat pervert for his own sexual enjoyment, that’s what most slaves were bought for.

Slaves had originally been low in numbers and expensive to buy, the government was always looking at ways to bring the numbers up and the cost down and they’d succeeded. Slaves were everywhere now and so cheap they were almost considered disposable.

Tracey had no real empathy for slaves, to her they were just silly girls who got what they deserved but that didn’t mean she wanted to end up a slave herself!

That’s why she desperately wanted this job, her landlord had already joked about making her a slave, an  easy job apparently, and buying her and she certainly didn’t want to be owned by him!

The insurance company got in touch the next day and told her subject to passing a medical she’d got the job, she was so excited. She almost went running down to her landlord to give him the good news and spoil his fun but she thought she’d better not, you could still enslave a fully employed girl, it was a simple and quick process down at the post office so she thought she’d better not tempt fate too much.

The medical was set for three days time and she wasn’t worried at all,  she was a fit young girl why should she be, she went to the gym three times a week and worked herself pretty hard, nothing to worry about there.

The medical center was on the other side of town so she had to catch a bus there, not something she enjoyed doing, buses weren’t exactly safe for girls to travel on now but on this particular day she made it without incident.

The center was a non descriptive one level building that had seen better days, the waiting room ws packed with people that had also seen better days..

She managed to find a seat in the throng of the great unwashed and sat there feeling completely out of place in her clean brightly colored dress.

She was also drawing a lot of appreciative glances as her dress was quite short and however she sat she couldn’t avoid showing a lot of bare leg.

Her appointment was at ten o’clock but it was almost two by the time her name was called, the waiting room was still packed.

She was relieved to get away from all the prying eyes and into the cover of the doctors office. He was a gruff looking man, one who didn’t have time for women, he was in his sixties and wearing a long white coat.

There were no chairs on her side of the desk so she stood silently while he went through her notes before finally looking up at her and barking,

“Well don’t just stand there girl, get those clothes off.”

No hint of an apology for keeping her waiting for four hours, just “get those clothes off.”

She wasn’t exactly surprised by this, nearly every time she’d been to see a doctor recently she’d ended up naked, even if the reason she’d gone there didn’t warrant and nudity, she’d gone once with earache and had still ended up naked!

So she quickly undressed and handed him her discarded clothes as she went until she was standing there in her birthday suit, and although she’d been expecting it it was still an embarrassing movement for her.

Not for him though, he was looking her up and down with undisguised enjoyment before he coughed and said he’d better weigh and measure her first and he stood up and came round to her side of the desk.

“Damn,” he said suddenly,”I just remembered the scales in this office don’t work, we’ll have to use an office along the hall.”

Tracey didn’t like the sound of that, especially as her clothes seemed to have disappeared, but what choice did she have so she meekly nodded her head and followed him out of the office, still naked!

It wouldn’t of been so bad if the other office had been directly over the hall but it wasn’t, to get to it she had to walk right through the busy waiting room, if she was getting a lot of looks before they were doubled now that she was naked!

Tracey was super embarrassed, it was one thing a doctor or an interviewer seeing her nude, they kinda had the right, but to show herself off to the general public like this was a whole new story.

They reached the new office and immediately hit a snag, it was locked and yo gained entry by entering a code into a numeric keypad on the door. He was having trouble though, he either couldn’t remember the code or he simply didn’t know it and all the time he was pressing numbers and getting nowhere she was stood beside him, fully naked and on show to everybody.

Some people were ignoring her but a lot were laughing and pointing, female public nudity was still fairly rare even though a lot of slaves were kept naked by their owners, inside and out.

He tried the lock for a minute, it seemed like an hour to her, and the he shrugged and told her to stay there while he went to get the code from the receptionist and off he wandered leaving her stood there by herself.

Standing there naked with him beside her had been bad enough but standing there by herself was even worse, then suddenly the door to the office beside the one she was waiting outside opened and a man poked his head out, saw her standing there and motioned for her to come into his office.

There was no sign of the doctor she was seeing so grateful for any kind of privacy she almost ran over to the man and into his office.

It wasn’t quite private though, inside the office was another man, not a doctor, and he smiled widely as he saw the naked Tracey come in.

“Just found this one outside, will she do?” asked the first man who she assumed was a doctor.

“Yes she’s fine, a little stunner.” the man laughed as he looked her up and down.

Tracey wasn’t sure what to do so she just stood there as the two men looked at her.

“How much is she?” the man asked.

“Oh I don’t know, how about £10.00?” the doctor laughed.

“That’s a lot for a piece of cunt,” the other man suggested,”how about £5.00?”

“Well I guess she didn’t cost us anything so it’s all profit.” the doctor laughed again.

Tracey was fully aware what was going on now, they obviously thought she was a slave and were bartering over her.

“Actually I’ve left my wallet in the car, can I pay you next time?” the man asked apologetically.

“Sure but it’s my last day here today so remember to pay the receptionist the next time you come in.”

Tracey was appalled, not only was he buying her but in effect he wasn’t even paying for her, at least not today.

She knew she was going to have to say something soon but the doctor suddenly turned her round and got her to stand astride his legs and bend forward slightly. She knew what kind of view she was giving him but she was thing of what to say when she suddenly gasped as he started sliding his fingers along her slit, parting the lips slightly.

She had to admit that it felt good but she suddenly shrieked in pain as he did something to her clit, whatever it was it hurt!

“Good girl,” he murmured, “it’s all done now.”

The watching man didn’t know what he’d done either so the doc explained,

“Just put a cit clip in her, it’s a tiny micro chip that’s used to control her.”

The man still looked quizzical so the doctor went on,

“You get a small remote control with it, it’s got three settings, setting one is used for pleasure, it’s constant humming and bussing inside her clit produces a state of high sexual awareness, in other words she’ll be as horny as a rabbit, setting two sends an electric shock through her clit, nothing too bad but enough to make her scream and correct any bad behavior, setting three is for when she’s been really bad, it produces a very strong electric shock, strong enough for her to fall off her feet and sometimes permanent damaged.”

“That sounds ideal, can she take it out?” the man asked.

“Not without tearing her clit out, I’ve injected it deep inside.” he laughed.

Tracey knew it was now or never so she straightened up and turned to face the doctor,

“But I’m not a slave.” she said meekly.

For a second the doctor looked genuinely surprised,

“Are you sure, you were naked in the waiting room?”

“I was waiting for doctor Roberts.” she replied.”Oh, well how was I supposed to know, his office is down the hall.”

“Yes his scales didn’t work so we were trying to get into the other office, he’d gone off to get the entry code.”she explained.

“Well you better wait here then.” he said and left the room leaving her with the other man, the one who wanted to by her!

There was an awkward silence for thirty seconds, she was still naked of course, and then he spoke up,

“Am I still going to be able to buy you then?”

Tracey looked at him incredulously, she didn’t know how to reply to that so she stayed silent.

“It’s just that now you’ve got the clit clip in your practically a slave anyway and I’d really like to own you.” he smiled, half apologetically, as if he was embarrassed as her.

“Well let’s see what the doctor says shall we, I guess it’s up to him now.” she replied shyly.

Thirty seconds went by and then both doctors came back into the room,

“Oh there you are, I wondered where you’d gone.” Dr Roberts chuckled.

In Tracey’s mind he had no right to chuckle, this was all his fault really.

“I here you’ve had a clit clip fitted now, that rather complicates things but oh well it can’t be helped.” he said casually.

“Can’t you take it out?” she asked plaintively.

“No, it’s embedded too deep, the only way of taking it out is to remove the whole clit and I’m guessing you don’t want that.” he laughed.

Tracey looked at the ground in embarrassment, she certainly didn’t want her clit removed thank you very much.

“Come with me, I’ve got the door open now next door.” he said and she had no choice but to go with him, back through the busy waiting room and into the relative privacy of the new office.

She couldn’t help but notice the disappointed look on the mans face as she was led away and the other doctor had consoled him by saying,

“Don’t worry I’ll get you another one.”

Once alone with dr Roberts the medical was fairly straight forward, there was some touching involved, he pinched her nipples for example to make sure they were hard when he measured her breasts, but nothing too extreme.

Before she knew it she was dressed again and on the bus back home, she still had the clit clip in but it hadn’t been turned on yet, from what she understood it operated on a certain frequency which wasn’t exclusive to one girl.

In other words one remote could be used on a girl and all other girls within a one mile radius with that same frequency would feel it’s effects, shock one girl and you could end up shocking half a dozen.

So just because hers hadn’t been turned on yet didn’t mean that some totally random guy with the right remote might turn it on accidentally!

All of this was going through her head on the bus ride home, as mentioned busses weren’t the safes form of transport for girls by themselves and although nothing happened to her a girl a few seats away was attacked.

Three or four dirty looking men grabbed her and started groping her and pulling at her clothes, she scream and struggled  but nobody tried to help her, if anything they were cheering the men on, especially as more and more bare flesh was exposed!

Eventually she was naked and her clothes thrown out of the window, she was laid down on the back seat and the men all too turns raping her. Again the rest of the passengers did nothing to help her, quite a few were gathered round cheering the men on and even videoing the attack.

After twenty minutes the last man finished fucking her and they simply picked her up and threw her out of the same window her clothes had gone through. The bus was doing about forty miles an hour at the time so although Tracey didn’t know what exactly happened to her she knew it couldn’t be good!

With her clothes gone and the girl gone everybody settled back down in their seats as if nothing had happened. The men who’d raped her got off the bus within the next few stops and nobody tried to stop them, they just got off and went along with their daily lives as if nothing had happened.

Although Tracey hadn’t participated as such she also hadn’t tried to help the girl, mostly because she was too scared, what if the men had turned on her next.

When she’d got off the bus she’d passed two middle aged women who looked perfectly respectable but as Tracey passed they were laughing and swapping videos of the attack and she heard one say,

“Look at the tits on it.”

Maybe they weren’t as respectable;e as they looked!

Once she got off the bus she had to walk a hundred yards to her flat which meant walking by a couple of strip clubs, she didn’t exactly live in a salubrious part of town.

She always got nervous walking by these clubs, for a start there was always a lot of funny looking men hanging around outside them and the clubs always seemed to be recruiting and once or twice she’d been approached and asked if she wanted to work there, her landlord had even suggested she did as that would mean he could charge her more rent.

She wasn’t that keen on dancing and taking her clothes off for strange men so she always laughed the suggestion off but he was starting to get more insistent, he even suggested recently that she practiced her stripping moves on him, she politely declined of course.

Once inside the dingy little flat she relaxed, it was four pm by the time she got home, a tiring and embarrassing day.

She was fairly positive though, Dr Roberts had indicated that she’d passed the medical although he still had to confirm it in writing, it looked like the job was hers much to her relief.

This was all confirmed the next day when she got an email welcoming her to the company and instructions to turn up at the main office at 8.30 on Monday.

She was so excited, she went shopping at the weekend and spent all the money she had on smart new clothes, clothes that she thought a professional office girl should wear.

That Monday she was as nervous as hell when she caught the bus into town, she stood out even more than usual, dressed in her smart knee length business suit.

She had no idea what she would actually be doing at the office, she didn’t have any office experience but she was a clever girl and she was sure she could easily pick it up.

Before she knew it she was in the building and she was issued an ID card which she wore with pride, she was then shown to her desk.

The desk was in the middle of a large open plan office, populated by lots of sexily dressed young women. She’d thought her knee length skirt was maybe a little daring for her first day but she looked positively dowdy compared to these girls, their skirts were up around their thighs or even higher, it certainly wasn’t unusual to get a flash of knickers if a girl bent over or sat at an angle.

The tops worn weren’t much better either, all the girls were busty and all wore tops that their boobs were practically bursting out of.

It soon became clear that these girls were employed for their looks rather than their office skills, they were nothing more than pretty decorations for the office.

The few men on show all worked from glass cubicles dotted around the edges of the main office, in effect they did all the real work but they still had time to play and Tracey saw lots of barely concealed bottoms being smacked as the men passed by and she was sure more went on in the cubicles once the blinds were pulled.

A girl called Emily was assigned to her to show her the ropes, a pretty little thing with big boobs and a minuscule skirt as was the norm.

It soon became clear that Tracey didn’t have a lot of work to do, make the tea, enter some basic information onto a computer and do a lot of filing, an awful lot!

During one of the many breaks they were both in the bathroom and Emily told her in no uncertain terms that what she was wearing wouldn’t do and she told her to dress as the other girls did, something that Tracey wasn’t entirely comfortable with but nevertheless she nodded her head in agreement.

Emily then went on to explain that if she didn’t she would probably be punished.

“The company still allows corporal punishment for all female staff and sometimes it can be pretty brutal.” she shrugged.

Tracey was shocked, she hadn’t been spanked for a long time, she guessed that was what Emily was talking about.

“So do as your told and keep all the men happy and you should be okay, okay?”

Once again Tracey nodded her head, feeling like a little girl again being told off by her father.

“Good girl.” Emily giggled and suddenly bent forward and kissed her on the mouth. It had been very brief but it had still surprised her, she wasn’t used to being kissed by another girl, the experience hadn’t been unpleasant though.

She only saw a girl being punished once, she entered a cubicle to get a man to sign something for her, she sould of known better really, the blinds were drawn but it was still early on there and she walked in to the sight of a naked girl over this mans knees, bottom up, and he was spanking her as hard as he could.

To be honest she was transfixed by the sight and the girls cries as the slaps landed, the man wasn’t embarrassed at all and it seemed he wanted her to stay and watch and Tracey was quite happy to!

The girl had obviously done something wrong and deserved the punishment, she found out later that sometimes girls were simply punished for fun and not because they’d done something wrong, besides the girl looked sexy laying there all naked and she had a cute little bum.

The man signed the form she’d wanted him too, using the spanked girls back as a desk, and he laughed and invited her to have a slap or two.

She knew she shouldn’t but she couldn’t resist and bent forward and slapped the girls behind two or three times. The slaps were nowhere as hard as the mans but they still drew yelps from the girl and Tracey was very satisfied.

She never did find out which girl she’d spanked. She never saw her face, but she’d greatly enjoyed herself anyway.

Before she knew it she’d been there a month and then two and then three, she was now dressing like all the other girls, showing herself off, and basically doing nothing, she spent more time making tea than anything else.

She did notice that all of the other girls were basically brainless bimbos, they just about knew their own names and not much else.

This worked in Tracey’s favor because evntually people started to notice that she was brighter than the other girls and she started being passed more work, work that normally the men would do but she was being entrusted to do it.

She didn’t mind, being busy beat standing around the water cooler gossiping or talking about last nights soaps with a bunch of airheads, how boring was that!

After four months there her big breakthrough moment arrived, she was moved from her current position to a different one, from now on she would be made a claims assessor which would mean going out of the office on a daily basis and visiting clients with the main objective being to reduce any possible claim or find a reason the get rid of it altogether!

Tracey reveled in this new role, very few girls were appointed as claims assessors and it got her out of the office at least, she’d still have to do all the paperwork there but it was still good.

It didn’t mean any extra money, at least not yet, but if she did well who knows where it might lead.

It also meant she got to drive one of the companies cars from the pool, luckily she knew how to drive, an expensive and sometimes embarrassing experience but she at least did have a license now.

Again very few girls drove now so the fact that she was obviously proved her importance, didn’t it?

Of course once her new position was made public she got a lot of jealousy from the other girls, loads of catty and sneering remarks, suggesting she’d only got the job because she must of slept with someone important.

She hadn’t of course, it was just her hard work and natural brains that had earned it for her, the fact that she was a stunning blonde probably helped too.

On her first day at her new role she was as nervous as a kitten and when she set out in the new car she almost crashed straight away, that wouldn’t of been a good start!

She made it to the client’s though without further incident. It was a factory that had burned down, the fire brigade suspected it was arson perpetrated by the owner to get the insurance money.

She had no direct proof of this so far but she had it in the back of her mind the whole time, it didn’t help that she didn’t like the factory owner either, he was a horrible little man who was so cocky and sure of himself, he even had his hand on her bottom a lot of the time as he led her round.

It was quite a complicated claim for her first one and she was sure he thought it was too difficult for her and in a lot of ways it was but she persevered.

Things weren’t improved by the fact that she was still wearing normal office wear, a tiny skirt and an equally small top, which pleased him but she wasn’t here to please him. One time when he had his hand on her bottom he’d somehow raised the back of her skirt a few inches and his hand was firmly on her knicker clad behind.

The building was a charred mess of course, apparently it was a tailors before the fire and they reached the main factory floor where he explained that his work force was mostly young women that he kept there in cages overnight rather than send them home.

“Of course they all died, burned alive, their cages were locked of course.”

Tracey looked over to where he was pointing and she saw around twenty small wire cages against a wall, all empty now of course, and she could only imagine the fear those girl felt as the place caught fire around them and there was nothing they could do to escape the flames.

“How many did you lose?” she asked.

“Twenty six, some of the cages held two girls in them.”

She couldn’t see how, the cages looked barely big enough for one girl, let alone two.

“Are you claiming for them?”

“No, it was only worthless cunt so I’m not bothering.” he laughed, “I’ll go down the market tomorrow and buy some more, you can get some real bargains down there.”

Tracey knew that was true, she’d been down the market a few times recently and there was always stalls selling naked girls, lot’s of them, very cheaply as well.

She moved on and stood beside the burnt cages, all the bodies had gone of course but it was still an aerie feeling. The cages looked awfully small to her and as if reading her mind he laughed,

“Got to buy some new cages of course, I’ll get the smaller ones, not much point in wasting ,money on pussy.”

If she thought the current cages were small she couldn’t imagine a girl squeezing into a smaller one and she expressed her doubts.

“Nonsense,” he shrugged, “there's plenty of room in those, if they have to squeeze up tough, it’s not my problem.”

Again she raised doubts about smaller cages being a good option and he laughed and said,

“I bet you could fit in there with no problems.”

She knew he was daring her but she’d never been a girl to back away from a dare, he might of got that sense because he kept on at her to give it a go.

Defiant she agreed and got down on all fours ready to back herself in when he stopped her,

“You have to be fully naked you silly girl.”

At first her defiance immediately disappeared but when he said he’d turn his back while she undressed she knew she couldn’t back down so she took all her clothes off as fast as possible.

He’d only half turned around and she was sure he was still getting a view but she dropped to her hands and knees and started backing into the open cage. Now that she was in that position he could only see her bare back when he turned around fully as he stood above her.

He bent down and closed the door by sliding a bolt across and she felt totally humiliate as she knelt there on all fours. It really was a squeeze, her bum was pressed against the wire all at the back and her nose the wire at the front, there was certainly no room to lay down and God only knows how they got two girls in some of these cages.

She’d expected some teasing from him and then he’d let her out after two minutes, instead he straightened up and walked away, taking her pile of discarded clothes with him.

She called out after him to let her out but he just ignored her and disappeared. She was completely stuck now, she couldn’t reach the bolt locking her in and she was naked and in a cage where another girl had burned to death just two days earlier!

Within a couple of minutes she was panicking, apart from her perilous situation her whole body was aching from being cooped up like she was. She called out to him or anyone else for some help but nobody came, she’d been deserted.

She didn’t know how long she was in the cage for but it felt like hours, eventually he came back and released her, he probably realized that his claim wasn’t going to progress if he had the claims assessor locked in a cage!

When she got out of the cage it took a good ten minutes for all the feelings to reach her extremities, he hadn’t brought her clothes back with him so she just stood in front of him shaking her arms and legs to get the blood flowing. He didn’t make the slightest effort to turn away from her and she didn’t care, she was just glad to be out of that cage.

The rest of the visit was completed with her in the nude, and when it was all over she thought he was going to send her away still naked, he threw her her skirt and top though, no sign of her underwear, and sent her on her way.

When she got back to the office she was told off in no uncertain terms, the visit should of only lasted about an hour but she was gone over five. She could hardly explain that she’d been locked naked in a cage for most of that time so she just accepted the telling off like a naughty schoolgirl.

Going home on the bus that night was a scary time, she had no knickers on and her skirt barely covered her bare pussy, the top wasn’t much better, her big boobs were almost spilling out of it and the nubs of her nipples were clearly visible.

She was getting a lot of attention on the bus but luckily nobody actually tried anything.

On the strength of her report the man was eventually paid out but not as much as he’d wanted, on the report she’d listed his losses and she actually mentioned the perished girls, listing them as

“Worthless cunt” as he’d described them.

She often wondered if he had indeed gone down the market and bought some more, he probably had.

As I said she’d been down the market and seen all the naked girls for sale herself, most of them looked drugged up and weren’t concerned at all about showing themselves off in public, they didn’t even know where they were!

A few girls were lucid, the stall holders keeping them that way so that customers would see the girl all embarrassed. She did wonder where the stall holders got the girls from but then decided it was probably best not to think about it.

Put it this way she never felt particularly safe walking about down there, she always got the impression that people were eyeing her up with a view to buying her.

It wasn’t a small time business either, some stalls openly sold up to twenty girls and they got rid of all of them by the time they packed up and went home.

The threats her landlord used to make about enslaving her hit home even harder once she’d seen all the girls down the market, a girl didn’t have any say in becoming a slave, if a man wanted it the girl didn’t have any choice in the matter.

So her life continued at the insurance company, apart from that first little mishap she managed to sort out the rest of the claims she was sent to, either by getting them rejected altogether or at least getting them reduced significantly.

The insurance company were pleased with her and eventually she was allocated her own office space, okay it was tiny but at least it was hers, a fact practically unknown for a girl nowdays.

As a result of getting her own office she was also given her own secretary to help with the boring mundane admin of the claims.

She was a sweet thing, a pretty little blonde called Emily, as per the companies policy she was also very busty. She might have been nice to look at but she didn’t have much in her head, Tracey sometimes wondered how she even found her way to work every morning!

She also had a reputation of being very free with her sexual favors, Not particularly because she was a slut or anything, she just couldn’t say no.

One day she tried to kiss Tracey but Tracey gently but firmly pushed her away, she wasn’t into other girls and anyway it probably wouldn’t do to get into a relationship with her secretary.

On the whole though they got on well and often had coffee in town or even went on shopping trips together, well Tracey shopped, as a lowly secretary Emily didn’t have any spare money to spend.

One day they’d been in the main mall and they passed a slave shop and Emily had giggled and suggested that they go in. Tracey knew it was risky but there was two of them so it couldn’t be that bad could it, and besides she was curious, she’d never been in a slave shop before so agreed.

She was disappointed at first, it was all very nice but she’d expected to see rows and rows of naked slave girls on display but there wasn’t, there was only a long counter and behind that stood a smiling shop assistant, she was completely naked but you wouldn’t of thought it, she was very casual, almost as if she didn’t realize she was naked, she was probably a slave herself Tracey thought.

Her eyes lit up when she saw the two pretty girls enter the shop, technically girls weren’t allowed to buy slaves, it did happen occasionally, usually down at the market where they were more relaxed about the law. So if Tracey and Emily weren’t there to buy they must of come in to offer themselves up to be made slaves themselves.

For the next ten minutes she did her hardest to get the two girls registered but of course they were having none of it and to the shop girls frustration they eventually left the shop, still as free girls.

In a way it had been disappointing, they hadn’t seen rows and rows of naked girls, they’d seen one, but in some ways it had been kind of exciting. The shop girl had been very pervasive, telling them how pretty they were etc. and at one stage it looked like Emily was going to sign her over to the shop and at that stage she probably would of let her!

When they got back to the office they told one of the men about the experience and he laughed,

“Yes I know the place, I buy all my slaves there, I’ve even got a loyalty discount card, you should of signed yourselves over, would have been a nice surprise for me the next time I went in there.”

The two girls giggled but Tracey didn’t fancy signing herself over to be a slave just to surprise this guy!

Obviously Tracey never physically punished Emily but she knew some men did and quite often Emily would be in her office and refuse to sit down as it was too painful on her beaten behind.

She was never resentful though, if a man thought she deserved to be punished then she must deserve it, even if she didn’t know what she was meant to have done wrong.

Then one day she got the worst possible news, she was being laid off. Not because of something she’d done, the company was simply scaling back.

This was devastating news, it meant she’d have to start the whole job seeking process all again, Emily was okay, she would just be allocated to be someone elses secretary.

They only gave her a weeks notice so she had to start all the embarrassing and humiliating naked interviews again, something she wasn’t looking forward to, perhaps the landlords idea of enslaving her wasn’t so bad after all!
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