

Tracey was excited, it was a Saturday morning, she wasn't working that day and her and her best friend Emily were going into town to buy new dresses for Emily’s twenty first birthday party that night.

It wasn’t actually her birthday till Wednesday but who cared, any excuse for a party. She’d known Emily for two years now, they worked  in the same bank, and Tracey had always liked her, she was maybe a bit domineering sometimes but Tracey quite liked that, she was quite submissive like most girls her age were nowdays and if Emily wanted to tell her what to do she was quite happy to do as she was told.

Technically she was Emily's superior at the bank but it never seemed to work out that way with Emily lording it over her and telling her what he daily work schedules were etc. both girls seemed to like it this way.

This wasn’t Tracey’s first visit to the prescient this week, she’d been here two days ago to go to the butchers to get some pussy meat for her father.

Eating pussy meat was quite popular now and the butchers here always had a good selection of fresh meat that her dad liked, so did she if truth be told!

On entering the shop there would be rows and rows of titty burgers, thigh meat, rump steak etc. and always some cunt steaks. They were a bit more expensive than the other meat but always very juicy and tasty, it was her dads favorite.

As well as the nice taste she always felt a bit embarrassed going in there and asking for it. The butcher, a middle aged man in a white coat, always assured her it was fresh, he’d prepared it himself that morning from a fresh carcass.

Because she was a pretty girl and used to go in there most weeks he got to know her and would flirt a lot, she didn’t mind that providing he stayed on his side of the counter.

He would often laugh and say he wouldn’t mind getting her onto his butchers table, he was sure there was a lot of choice cuts of meat on her etc.

Tracey would often just blush and giggle knowing that he wasn’t entirely joking either and for some reason it excited her. Of course she’d hate to be chopped up for meat by him or anyone else but it certainly brought out her strong submissive side.

She didn’t always buy cunt steaks, sometime other girls like Tracey liked the textures she’d buy some titty burgers which were as the name suggested, made from breast meat, sometimes with the nipple still on, some people didn’t like the nipple saying that it was too tough and chewy and he’d cut it off for them, and of course it always felt incredibly naughty eating a nipple.

The ones he’d cut off he used to fry and season them and put them in a big jar and call them nipple bites, you were welcome to put your hand into the jar and pull some out to eat for free, something Tracey had done a few times, again feeling very naughty.

Titty burgers had started off as basic chicken burgers but then some bright spark had suggested making the from human breasts and the whole Pussy meat thing had caught on then.

He sensed her interest and excitement of course and once he’d invited her into the back of the shop so she could see what went on there but Tracey had said no, she didn’t mind eating the meat but she had no desire to see chopped up bodies, she also got the impression that if she had gone back there she’d end up on the block herself!

She’d take the cunt steaks home and cook them for her dad and little brother, John, well he wasn’t so little anymore, he was eighteen now and taller than her but she still called him her little brother.

John had been with her a few days ago when the butcher had started his sales pitch about some new dog food he was selling.

It came in a can and was simply called “Pussy” it was all the meat that he couldn’t sell otherwise, all the off cuts and fat and gristle, not great for human consumption but fine for dogs.

He was doing an introductory deal, two cans for the price of one and John ended up buying six cans of the stuff, God knows why, they didn’t even have a dog!

He seemed quite excited by his purchase though and as soon as they got home he opened a can and poured it’s contents into a bow which he placed on the floor.

To say it looked unappetizing would be an understatement but he laughed and told her that was her dinner that night and to get down on her hands and knees and start eating it.

Now she knew from experience that her brother was much stronger than her now and he didn’t mind using that strength against her so although she protested it was a pretty weak protest and she soon found herself on her hands and knees, head lowered near the bowl and her bum in the air.

The food really did look and smell nasty and of course it was cold, nevertheless she flicked out her tongue and tasted it, it tasted as bad as it looked, as she licked and forced it down she could hear her brother laughing and tell her she was a good girl.

She didn’t fell like a good girl, she felt horrible, but eventually the bowl was empty and even then he made her lick it clean.

She’d had another two cans since then and she wished she could say that she was getting used to the taste etc. but in truth she wasn’t, it was still as disgusting as ever but her brother seemed to greatly enjoy making her eat it, she wondered what would happen when the cans ran out!

Her brother knew she was submissive of course and he loved lording it over her her even though she was older than him and had a respectable job.

There was also a sexual side to his attention, nothing too bad, they were brother and sister after all, but he liked seeing her naked and he had the odd squeeze etc.

She soon had to start eating the dog food from the bowl on the floor stark naked, a sight he greatly enjoyed but just made her feel more humiliated which in turn made it more enjoyable for her too.

So she would still cook for her father and brother but she had to eat her own food, a can of dog food naked on all fours on the kitchen floor.

She made the mistake of telling Emily about this and she of course found it hilarious and had even threatened to bring some cans of dog food into the bank for her. Tracey had her own office there so it would be possible to eat one without anyone else seeing she guessed, so far though Emily hadn’t followed through on her threat.

They weren’t there for pussy meat today though, new dresses had to be bought, she didn’t have much money and what she did have was given to her by her father who set a very tight budget but even so she was excited.

So was Emily although there was a problem, she already knew that her present from her parents was going to be her very own slave. Female slavery had been legalized recently and had grown into a thriving business in no time.

In fact slaves were so cheap and plentiful nowdays that it was a bit of a cheap present really for her coming of age birthday.

There was also a slight problem, Emily’s party was tonight but her birthday was on Wednesday and due to some kind of cock up the slave wouldn’t be delivered till next Saturday which really disappointed Emily as she’d wanted to show her present off at her party.

Tracey didn’t really see the problem, Emily was still going to get a slave and who cared if it was a few days later than planned but it really seemed to worry Emily, she really wanted to unveil her new slave at her birthday party.

Tracey didn’t know why Emily wanted a slave anyway, men got them for obvious reasons but Emily wasn’t a lesbian etc. They had taken part in a threesome once with an ex boyfriend, it had been his idea and although he’d got the two girls to do some lezzie stuff it was all very mild and light, mainly kissing and playing with each others boobs.

He had taken some photo’s of Tracey kissing Emily’s boobs and he’d sent them to Emily, not her, and it was another way she could hold power over her, she knew full well that her boss at the bank wouldn’t of appreciated seeing the pics, perhaps he would, he was a bit of a pervert!

So if Emily wasn’t going to use her new slave sexually what was she going to do with her?

They wandered round the mall for a while looking in shop windows at the dresses that were completely out of their price range and then Emily saw a dress hire shop, this made sense as it was bound to be cheaper hiring a dress for the weekend than buying one, buying one that they’d probably only wear once anyway.

So they entered the shop which was long and narrow and quite dark, it was full of nice dresses on rails and right away Tracey could see that they were affordable.

Apart from the shop assistant, a pretty girl about their age, they were the only ones in there and they excitedly started looking at the dresses.

Emily picked hers first, a rather daring little black dress, I say rather daring because it was very tight and very short, barely covering the essentials, it was also strapless and low cut, Emily was a big breasted girl like Tracey and the dress was so revealing her boobs were almost popping out of it.

Emily was a pretty girl with a great body and she loved showing it off but even so the dress was very revealing.

She had also unintentionally flashed Tracey a few times while she was trying the dress on, she hadn’t closed the curtain to the changing cubicle fully and Tracey had had a perfect view of her trying the dress on, it was a good job the shop was empty!

Eventually Emily was sorted and it was Tracey’s time to choose a dress, the only trouble was she was very undecided, she couldn’t pick one at all and she could sense Emily and the shop girl getting annoyed with her.

Finally in expiration she huffed,

“Why not have a dress at all, she’d make a perfect slave.”

Emily hesitated for a few seconds and then giggled,

“Temporarily you mean?”

“That’s up to you but I can put a collar on her and devoice her for the weekend.”

Emily seemed delighted with this idea, it would save all her problems about not having a slave to show off at the party. Needless to say Tracey wasn’t so keen although she had to admit that part of her was also turned on by the idea, a small part maybe but it was definitely there.

There were two main worries as far as she was concerned, slaves were always completely naked apart from a steel collar which had all kinds of electronics embedded into it. The second thing that worried her was the fact that she’d know most of the people at the party and they’d know her, how embarrassing would that be!

Emily immediately assured her that in fact she’d know very few people at the party, they’d be lots of Emily’s family there but Tracey wouldn’t know them, she had invited some people from the bank  but from a different department to hers and anyway she could put a small mask on which would hide her true identity.

Tracey could tell that Emily had already made her mind up, it was a great idea as far as she was concerned, Tracey still wasn’t convinced but she could feel all her objections melting away as Emily told her it would all be okay.

In reality like it or not she knew she didn’t have the guts to say no to Emily and finally she found herself nodding and agreeing to the plan.

“Only till Monday morning though?” she half whispered.

“Well that’s up to me isn’t it,” Emily giggled, “you’d have to be a good girl.”

Tracey didn’t like the sound of that but she’d already agreed to do it and that was the best reassurance she was going to get.

Another couple had come into the shop, a guy and a girl, a young couple, the guy looked bored out of his mind while the girl started gushing over the dresses.

They weren’t paying any attention to Tracey and Emily and were quite a few foot away as they looked at dresses, the sales girl was leaving them to it.

“Right lets have a look at her then.” she smiled.

Tracey knew that slave girls had to be naked at all times but for some reason she hadn’t thought it would apply here in the shop as well.

Suddenly things got very real, with all the naked slaves walking around female public nudity was pretty common now. In theory it was only supposed to be for slaves and it was still technically against the law for a free girl to be naked in public but that didn’t stop lots of free girls from getting a free cheap thrill by walking around nude, and they hardly ever got arrested for it.

Funnily enough the punishment was always enforced slavery so the girls would get their wish and end up naked all the time anyway.

Despite her naturally submissive nature Tracey wasn’t the kind of girl that enjoyed showing herself off like so many did now. It was still a bit of an ordeal for her to shower naked in the communal showers at the swimming pool or gym.

Emily was the complete opposite, showing herself off at every opportunity as evidenced by leaving the cubicle curtain open while she changed just now.

So suddenly being told to strip off in the shop really brought it home what she’d agreed to, especially now there was the other couple in there.

“Come on Tracey, don’t keep us waiting.” Emily snapped in an impatient voice.

The other couple were still paying no attention to them so taking a deep breath she started to undress right there. She was wearing jeans and a tee shirt and it didn’t take long for those to come off, all she had on now was a small pair of knickers and bra and she looked at Emily hopefully thinking that she might let her keep them on but no such luck, Emily indicated that she should keep going and so pretty soon they were off as well and she was standing in the shop completely naked.

The couple had noticed now and were laughing and pointing as they came closer for a better look.

“Oh yes, she’d make a perfect slave.” the sales girl giggled as she looked Tracey up and down.

Tracey was hugely embarrassed by all the attention she was getting but she also had to admit that she was also turned on by it. This seemed to be the perfect solution, she got to experience life as a slave but only for the weekend.

“Stay there while I go and get a collar.” the sales girl said and Tracey wondered where on earth she might go being naked as she was.

She felt even more exposed if that were possible standing there effectively by herself while the sales girl disappeared.

Emily thought it was hilarious of course, as did the young couple, nobody was touching her but they were all having a good look.

The sales girl returned with a heavy looking stainless steel collar,

“Couldn’t find the key for it but we should of found it by the time you bring her back on Monday.”

“And if you can’t?” Emily giggled.

“Well you won’t have to decide if you want to keep her a slave or not, it will be out of your hands.” she laughed.

Tracey wasn’t sure about this at all but she lowered her neck obediently when told to and felt the collar click as it was locked into place. As she’d thought it was quite heavy and it was also very tight around her neck, so tight in fact that she was having trouble breathing!

“Oh doesn't she look so cute.” the sales girl gushed.

“She sure does, I almost don’t want you to find that key.” Emily giggled.

“We can always get rid of it if we do, “ she grinned, “flush it down the toilet or something.”

Tracey didn’t like the way this was going but there was still a part of her that was excited, her pussy was soaking wet and she felt a strange pride that they were looking at her naked body and enjoying it so much, she’d always worked hard to keep her body fit and trim and it was paying off now.

Things then got even worse if that were possible, the girl started rummaging around under the counter and triumphantly produced an aerosol can and without warning told Tracey to open her mouth wide and when she did she squirted the spray down her throat.

“That will shut her up for a while, maybe forever, we’ve got cans of temporary devoicer and permanent ones, I can never tell the difference, other girls here can but they are at lunch, the temporary stuff is supposed to last twenty four hours so I’ll guess we’ll find out then.” she giggled again.

Tracey tried to say something but she couldn’t make a sound, it was if her vocal chords had been frozen or something, she couldn’t even scream.

“No key and no voice, sounds like she’s going to be in trouble on Monday morning.” Emily laughed and everybody there laughed with her, well everybody but Tracey who wondered just what she’d gotten herself into.

She was basically to all extents and purposes a real slave now and her future was entirely up to Emily, surely she wouldn’t keep her like this would she?

In some ways this was the perfect scenario for Tracey of course, she had the chance to experience life as a slave but with the understanding that it was only for a short period of time, although the element of danger ever present was also exciting in its way.

“You’ll need somewhere secure to keep her at night of course, to stop her getting out and others from getting to her.” the sales girl laughed.

Emily looked at her quizzically and the girl told them to follow her into the back of the shop. Tracey didn’t know where they were going but she was glad to be out of the public part of the shop.

They found themselves in a smallish storeroom and the sales girl showed them a fold down wire cage that looked very like a small dog cage, it wasn’t very big, if Tracey was going in there she wouldn’t be able to lay down flat for example.

“I can let you have this to keep her in, no extra cost but you’ll have to bring it back when you’ve finished with it.”

Needless to say Tracey had never been caged before and as far as she knew Emily had never caged anyone either, she did seem excited by the prospect though!

Looking at the cage she giggled,

“It looks okay but isn’t it a bit big, she’s only a small girl.”

“Well it meets the governments minimum standard for size,” the girl laughed, “but yes we do have some smaller ones, she won’t be very comfortable in one though.”

“Who cares, she’s only a slave,” Emily laughed, “show me the smallest one you have.”

Tracey wanted to say something, she didn’t know what exactly but she wanted to protest somehow but of course she’d been devoiced so she just stood there and watched the girl produce another cage, this one half the size of the original!

She was appalled but the other two seemed to think it was great, Tracey had doubts that she’d even be able to squeeze herself into the cage let alone get out again, she certainly would be uncomfortable as the sales girl had suggested.

She couldn’t voice her concerns though of course and before she knew it the deal had been done and it was arranged that the cage would be delivered to Emily’s house later that afternoon.

The whole deal was done, not just for the cage, Emily wasn’t concerned about the price because she was making Tracey pay for the package, she took all the cash that her father had given her and then used Tracey’s credit card to pay the balance.

As they were about to leave the girl held up a biggish container which held all the keys to the collars and she explained the trouble she would have finding the right one in there.

“I wouldn’t even bother looking if I were you.”Emily giggled and Tracey wondered just how temporary this arrangement actually was.

Now came the moment she’d been dreading, they prepared to leave the shop and venture out into the main crowded mall, with Tracey still naked!

As mentioned before female nudity was quite a common sight nowdays but it wasn’t something Tracey had ever done herself.

Walking around a busy shopping mall naked was a big first step to take, literally all she had on was her slave collar, Emily even made her carry her bags for her so she couldn’t try and cover herself with her hands and arms although that would of looked a bit strange she knew.

So taking a deep breath she walked out barefoot and as naked as the day she was born into the mall and guess what, nothing happened, sure people say her but they didn’t fall on her or anything, to them she was just another naked slave walking amongst them, sure teenage boys and dirty old men looked and stared and leered but it wasn’t as bad as she’d feared.

In reality most people she passed gave her a glance and then looked away, it was just another naked slave girl, a fine looking one maybe but nothing to get excited about.

The first minute or two were excruciatingly embarrassing of course but pretty soon she was strutting around the mall liked she owned the place, who cared if people looked at her, she was quite excited and felt so naughty being in such a public place with nothing on.

Emily could sense her excitement and decided to prolong it by stopping at a small but busy cafe for a coffee.

Tracey as a slave wasn’t allowed to sit at the table with Emily, she had to kneel at her side like an obedient pet.

They were served by a completely naked girl who was a slave herself, this was a growing trend, business had worked out that it was cheaper to buy, feed and house slaves than it was to pay a free girl wages to work for them and of course you could work a slave as hard as you liked, longer hours, no lunch breaks etc. If she collapsed on the job from overworking you simply got rid of her and bought a new slave to replace her, it was a win win situation.

The girl who served them was pretty enough and bubbly and had a great body with it, she probably hadn’t been owned too long.

Emily had a cup of coffee while Tracey was given a bowl of milk that she had to eat on all fours lowering her head into it, rather like she was eating her food at home!

That was a point, what was she going to do about home, they were pretty free and easy with her comings and goings but even they would notice if she didn’t come home for a few days.

Emily seemed to be reading her mind because she patted her head and told her not to worry, she would tell her parents that Tracey was staying with her for the weekend which in a way was true anyway.

Tracey wasn’t the only girl there kneeling beside a table, there were two or three of them, the other customers sat down ignored them, they were just slaves after all.

Emily took her sweet time drinking her coffee, prolonging  Tracey’s embarrassment and when they did finally leave she insisted on visiting several other shops, including the butchers where she bought a few cans of the dog meat which was still on offer.

Of course Tracey felt really vulnerable in there, she was after all exposing her own meat and of course she knew the butcher, not very well but he definitely recognized her, he even joked to Emily that once she’d finished with Tracey she sould bring her back to the butchers where he would cut her some choice bits of meat.

She knew like herself that Emily had eaten pussy meat before and liked it so she didn’t like the way she giggled when the butcher suggested she bring her back.

Of course all the time she couldn’t make a sound but to be honest she didn’t know what she would of said anyway.

It was cold in the butchers shop, he had the air conditioning on full, and she was glad to get out of there, when she did her nipples were rock hard, partly because of the cold and partly because of the thrill of being there naked.

Eventually they left the mall and started walking home to Emily’s house, it was a good twenty minute walk and the naked Tracey did get a bit more attention this time, naked girls were a common sight in the mall, not quite so common in the street.

They finally reached Emily’s house, she lived in a big place, her parents had money, and she managed to smuggle Tracey inside a side door without her being seen. Which Tracey was glad of, again she didn’t know Emily’s parents but she knew them well enough to make it very embarrassing if they’d seen her like this!

Once inside she was taken down to the cellar, a dark and damp place that was lit by one weak light and no warmer than being outside. Tracey’s new cage had already been delivered and was folded up against a wall, her parents must of thought she’d had it delivered for her new slave that was eventually coming.

Emily snapped it into shape in no time, it looked even smaller now than it had in the shop and she indicated that Tracey got into it.

She was apprehensive to say the least but she obediently got down on the rough floor and backed herself inside the cage, as she thought it was a struggle, it would have been tight for a girl with smaller hips and breasts but for a girl like Tracey it was almost impossible.

Eventually though she was fully inside, hunched over and with her bum pressed against the wire at the back and her nose the wire at the front. Emily closed the door on her and locked it into position with a padlock, it was almost unnecessary to lock her in, she doubted that she could get out again anyway!

“I hope your comfortable, I’ve got to go for a while now, I’ll be back later,” Emily giggled, “shall I leave the light on or turn it off?” she asked knowing full well that Tracey couldn’t answer her.

Firstly Tracey wasn’t comfortable at all, she was anything but, her muscles were already aching and she’d only been in the cage for two minutes. Secondly she desperately wanted Emily to leave the light on, the place was dark enough already, with the light off it would be pitch black.

“No preference then,” she giggled on hearing Tracey’s silence and then as she left she flicked the switch off and as Tracey had feared she was left in the pitch black, she literally couldn’t see an inch in front of her face.

All her life she’d been scared of the dark and now was no different, all she could do was kneel there imagining all sorts going on around her, who knows what else was in that cellar!

Every slight sound made her tremble and more than once she was sure she heard a scurrying sound coming from somewhere in the dark, she had no idea what it was but regardless she could hardly defend herself could she.

Despite her fear and aching muscles she felt strangely at home in the cage, it somehow felt natural, like being caged was normal for a girl, like it was natural.

That didn’t mean she was super happy about the situation but she accepted it, it was almost like that’s what girls were made for.

She had no idea how long she was there for, even if there had of been a clock there she wouldn’t of been able to see it, but eventually the light flickered on and Emily came down the steps.

Apparently it was quite late and before she went to her nice comfortable bed she wanted to make sure that Tracey was well fed and before Tracey’s eyes she opened a tin of dog food and poured it into a bowl. She then knelt down and placed the bowl on the ground in front of the cage and unlocked the door, opening it so that Tracey could just reach the bowl with her mouth.

“Be a good little doggy and eat up.” she laughed and Tracey leaned forward and put her head in the bowl.

She was actually quite hungry but that didn’t make the meat taste any better, it was still fould and disgusting even though it was a bit familiar by now.

All the time she was eating Emily was standing above her acting impatiently so of course Tracey sped up until the bowl was licked clean.

“Good girl.” Emily laughed and then pushed the wire door shut and locked it again and then just left Tracey there for the night, turning the light off as she went.

Well to say she didn’t have a good night would have been an understatement, she was cold, she was very uncomfortable and she was scared of the dark. She didn’t have a clue what time it was, the rising sun was never going to penetrate down here.

All she could do was kneel there in a ball and pray for release although she wasn’t sure she could crawl out of the cage even if she was set free.

Finally the light flickered on again and Emily was there, it was the day of the party so they had to get ready. Emily opened the cage and told Tracey to get out and as she’d suspected she had great trouble doing so.

It wasn’t only the tiny space she had to crawl through it was also the fact that her muscles refused to work and if they did get moving it hurt liked mad as the blood flowed to her extremities again.

Finally she was stood up in front of Emily although she was still in pain,

“Right first things first lets get you clean.” Emily said indicating that she wanted Tracey to go and stand over a drain hole in the corner.

Tracey did so with some trepidation and as she was doing that Emily was attaching a garden hose to a tap in the wall.

“Only cold water down here I’m afraid.” she laughed cruelly and then turned the hose on.

The jet of water that shot out was quite powerful and indeed ice cold, she would of shrieked if she could but the devoicer was still doing it’s job.

She was already in pain but the cold water made it even worse, she’d never been a fan of cold showers, even on the hottest of days, but this was unbareable.

Emily of course thought it was a great laugh watching her bouncing around, no doubt she would be having a nice hot shower herself later on.

Eventually the water was turned off and she was thrown the smallest and thinnest of towels to dry herself with.

Unseen by Tracey Emily had brought a small mask down into the cellar and she threw it at Tracey and told her to put it on. It wasn’t very big and basically just covered her eyes complete with two holes so that she could see out.

It was almost like the kind of thing a child would wear while pretending to be the Lone Ranger. She was unconvinced that it would stop people from recognizing her but anything was better than nothing.

Tracey had only just put it on when Emily grabbed her arm and said they were going upstairs to get the party room ready. Her parents would be there and she had already explained Tracey’s presence to them, a friend of hers from the bank had leant her a slave for the party so that she had one to show off.

Hopefully they would have no idea that it was Tracey walking around naked in front of them, she wouldn’t sy she knew them well but they had seen her naked before.

All four of them had gone on holiday last year to Spain where her parents owned their own secluded villa complete with swimming pool.

It was a great holiday, they spent most of the days sunbathing around the pool and it soon became clear that sunbathing meant nude sunbathing!

Tracey didn’t mind too much, as I said the villa was secluded, she was a bit embarrassed the first day she’d got naked, especially in front of Emily’s dad, but Emily herself didn’t have a problem about it and after that first day naked sunbathing became the norm, even Emily’s mother stripped off and for her age she didn’t have a bad body.

Of course Emily’s dad loved it, he was surrounded by three naked ladies, but apart from the odd friendly slap of her bare bottom nothing else happened.

Now she was naked in front of him again, she hoped he didn’t realize who she was, he didn’t seem to, but even so it was a nerve shredding time.

All four of them were setting up the room, putting tables and chairs out etc. she was constantly reminded of their wealth, evidence of it were everywhere. She was the only one naked this time of course and that took some getting used to, especially with all the bending and stretching going on.

Tracey was just glad she wasn’t cooped up in the cage anymore and quite enjoyed herself, she still couldn’t make a sound of course but that was a good thing, they surely would of recognized her from the sound of her voice.

Eventually the room was decorated to their satisfaction and Tracey had done everything asked of her, everybody was quite pleased.

They still had a few hours before anyone started arriving and to Tracey’s dismay Emily took her back down to the cellar and locked her in her cage.

It was just as tricky and uncomfortable as last night but she managed to squeeze herself in and watch forlornly as Emily shut and locked the door on her.

She actually had about six hours in there and every one was a torment for her, as mentioned before she kinda accepted that it was the natural place for her to be but boy did she hate it!

Finally the light came on and Emily sauntered down the steps with her new party dress on looking happy with herself and she announced that it was time to go to the party.

They had to go through the usual shenanigans of Tracey getting out of the cage and then letting the blood flow back to where it should be but eventually they climbed the stairs to the party.

Like most things so far it wasn’t too bad, yes there was the initial wave of embarrassment, especially on seeing people she knew but nobody seemed to recognize her and after a while she actually started to enjoy herself walking amongst them stark naked, half of them she knew.

She wasn’t there to enjoy the party of course, she was Emily’s new slave and it was her job to be a type of waitress, filling up glasses etc.

There were a couple of hairy moments though, one was when Emily introduced her to her boss at the bank as her birthday present.

Her boss looked her up and down and seemed pleased with what he saw and then he asked Emily where her friend Tracey was!

Emily just said she was away that weekend and he laughed,

“Pity, that’s one body I could have a lot of fun with.” completely unaware that he was staring at that body right now.

The rest of the party seemed to go really fast, she was kept busy all the time of course but eventually the last guest had left and everybody seemed to of had a good time. Apart from being naked there wasn’t too much for Tracey to put up with, there had been a few wandering hands that had had a squeeze but nothing too bad.

Tracey couldn’t just go to bed, or her cage anyway, even if she wanted to, they left her to clean the place up, she was a slave after all.

It must have been four in the morning by the time Emily led her downstairs and she crawled into her cage again, she must have been getting used to it because it seemed slightly easier this time.

She was so tired that despite her uncomfortable position she fell asleep almost instantly and didn’t wake up again till Emily came down the next morning with another can of dog food for her.

She was really hungry by then, the food was no more appetizing but she ate it with gusto, clearing the bowl as usual.

It was Sunday today and in reality there wasn’t much to do, she was put to work doing the last bit of cleaning, Emily gave her another cold hosing down but the rest of the time she spent in her cage, relatively happy, would it really be that bad if Emily didn’t take her back to the shop tomorrow?

That night was more restless than the night before as she pondered her fate, which was entirely in Emily’s hands really.

There was one good thing, the devoicer was starting to wear off, she couldn’t quite speak yet but she could make basic grunts and groans now which filled her with hope.

At last Emily stood in front of her with a new addition this time, a small dog lead, that she attached to Tracey’s collar and led her out of the cellar with.

It was another bitterly cold day and she really noticed it as Emily pulled her along the busy streets by her lead. The very fact that she now had a lead was drawing a bit more attention to her but she didn’t mind that, she’d been naked for so long now she wasn’t embarrassed at all, the more attention the better.

As they got closer and closer to the mall Tracey was getting more and more excited, it seemed that Emily was going to free her after all, for such a long time she was unsure she would!

Even the sales girl in the shop seemed surprised to see her again but she went and got the box of keys for the collar and started rummaging through them, on about the tenth try she found the right key and the collar was unlocked and taken off her.

This was a huge relief to Tracey, as I said the collar was heavy and tight on her, now that it was off she loved it.

It also meant that she could now form words and sentences, not long ones but enough to have a conversation.

The first thing she did was thank Emily for bringing her back her,

“No big deal,” she shrugged, “I get my real slave in a couple of days and I don’t need two of the.” she giggled.

Emily and the shop girl then did some paperwork before the girl said,

“I’m afraid we don’t have her clothes anymore.”

“Oh that’s okay, she walked her without any so she can walk back as well.” Emily shrugged.

“Okay but I should warn you public nudity is only allowed by collared slaves, if a policeman sees her without a collar on she’ll be arrested and likely enslaved.” she giggled.

“Oh well that’s a risk we’ll have to take.” Emily smiled back and started leading Tracey out of the shop to an uncertain future and Tracey didn’t mind at all.
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