

Tracey was embarrassed and that didn’t happen too often nowdays. She was with her boyfriend, Steve, standing obediently with her hands on her head in her new flat, she was also completely naked. Ordinarily that wouldn’t be a problem, Steve had seen her naked numerous times before, almost daily, what was causing the problem was the fact that her new landlord was there as well taking it all in.

He was a creepy little Asian man who she hadn’t liked when she’d first met him a week ago when she’d come to view the flat. There wasn’t much to view really, just a bedroom with a small kitchenette attached, the shared bathroom was down the hall.

He had looked at her as if she were a piece of meat and although he didn’t actually do anything inappropriate he looked like he really wanted to. He had placed his hand firmly on her bottom once to steer her to the kitchenette but that was about it.

The flat itself was nothing to write home about and could certainly do with a lick of paint but iwas close to where she worked and the rent was relatively cheap so despite her misgivings she took it.

It was in a large old house that had been split into flats at some stage, she was sharing a floor and therefore the bathroom with two others that she hardly ever saw but there was always loud music coming from their flats at all times of the day and women of ill repute were often seen going in the two flats.

She’d only moved in on Saturday and she was already wondering if she’d done the right thing, she kept herself to herself during those first few days, Ali lived in the building too, in one of the ground floor flats, but she hardly saw him either and when she did he was always leering at her!

Steve had been round once or twice but had never met Ali. She’d been with him for six months now, he wasn’t a bad boyfriend by today’s standards, older than her he had a mean streak but most guys did now.

One of his penchants was showing her off, she was worth showing off too, she was a very pretty girl with long blonde hair and a perfect body without an ounce of fat on it and all topped off with a large set of gravity defying breasts, no wonder he liked showing her off.

That was what had led to today’s incident, he’d said he was going to get her to strip down and then get Ali in to look at her and then he would pretend he’d only just met her on the bus for an extra laugh.

Tracey wasn’t keen on the idea to say the least, she was well used to Steve showing her off to all and sundry and sometimes she quite liked it but a lot of the times it embarrassed her, it certainly would today, Ali was the last person she wanted to see her naked!

She knew better than to argue with Steve though, that usually meant some kind of punishment for her, some of them quite severe, so when he told her to take her clothes off she reluctantly did as she was told.

When she was in position, looking like a subservient slave on display he went and got Ali and when he came back with him in tow his eyes nearly popped out of his head.

He’d never seen her naked before of course and now here she was, the pretty white girl standing there in full view, it must of seemed that all his Christmas’s had come at once.

Struggling to keep a straight face Steve explained that he’d only just met her getting off the bus five minutes ago and that she had proved to be a very obedient girl.

Tracey was trembling as Ali continued to run his eyes up and down her body, seemingly amazed that Steve had achieved all this in five minutes, ultimately he didn’t care though as long as he got to see her naked.

“Can I touch her?” he spoke for the first time.

“Sure go ahead, I’m not even sure if I’ll keep her yet.”

Trembling almost as much as she was Ali reached out and cupped both of Tracey’s breasts in his hands, tentatively first but he was soon squeezing and kneading them to his hearts content, he was even pinching and pulling her nipples which despite herself were very hard.

“How about down below?” he laughed.

“Be my guest.” Steve laughed with him.

Soon his fingers were between her legs, rubbing and probing before slipping inside her.

“I always knew she’d be tight.” he chuckled as he worked his finger deeper inside her.

Tracey was on the verge of crying by now but nobody cared about her feelings, they were having too much fun and that was all that counted.

“So you might get rid of her?” Ali asked, “sell her on.”

Steve nodded his head,

“Well I’d certainly make you an offer for her.” Ali smiled.

They were talking about the buying and selling of girls which was perfectly legal now and had been for about a year. Female slavery was still in it’s infancy and slaves were relatively expensive to buy and there wasn’t a great number available anyway.

Female slavery had started in the middle east where all the wars were going on, a squad of Israeli soldiers had been captured, all the female soldiers had been stripped naked and paraded through town before being sold at a market.

All the girls were young and pretty of course, nobody wanted to buy a fat ugly girl and they drew a large excited crowd in the market, I know all this because the whole thing was filmed and put on You Tube where it was viewed an awful lot.

The surprising thing was that Israel didn’t seem that bothered, a female government representative went on TV to express their disappointment that it’s female soldiers were being treat that way but then she’d shrugged and said to the camera,

“When all’s said and done though it’s only pussy, does it really matter?”

Of course after that female soldiers were regularly being caught, stripped, and sold at markets and gradually the idea of female slavery spread around the world, captured soldiers or not.

The government here was always looking to make the whole system cheaper and have plenty of girls available to buy and it was making progress on this.

Tracey had noticed that there were two slave shops in the shopping mall in town, they always seemed busy and they were always advertising that they sold the cheapest pussy in town.

She’d never actually gone in one, they probably weren’t the safest places to go for a pretty girl like herself, but they seemed to have plenty of customers. There was also a daily routine where one of the shops had no rear access so once a day a new batch of slaves, usually four or five girls, was led naked from the mall entrance to the shop in full view of hundreds of people of all ages and genders who would laugh and point at the naked girls walking along chained to each other in a coffle.

Some of the girls looked scared and embarrassed, some were accepting and some were blasé about the whole thing, Tracey had no idea if they were properly registered slaves or not, she guessed they were as they were being sold by a proper slave shop.

The lack of access to the back of the shop was only a temporary problem but when it was solved the shop continued parading it’s new stock of girls through the front, they even extended the route, in their eyes it was all good advertising for them, the girls were often recognized by people they knew, bosses, ex boyfriends, neighbors etc.

Legally all slaves had to be registered on a government data base and most of them were but there was also a thriving black market where free girls were simply snatched off the streets and sold in all kinds of places, corner shops, pubs etc. even at markets and car boot sales.

Nobody minded, indeed a lot of people liked the idea of owning an unregistered girl, no record of her ever belonging to you!

When Ali was talking about buying her he certainly didn’t care if she was a registered slave or not and that kinda excited her.

She’d been interested in the whole slavery business ever since it had been legalized, it must have been her submissive side, the fact that she could be sold was tremendously exciting to her and what with his finger working it’s way ever deeper into her pussy she knew she was soaking wet.

She’d watched a documentary on the telly a few months ago where they had exposed the black market in pussy, a pretty female reporter was the star of the show and they had a junior male member of staff attempt to sell her as an unregistered girl, all the time using hidden cameras.

Just before they left the TV studio she called him to one side and said that if he did end up selling her she would bare no grudge against him, he was after all just doing his job.

The young man had laughed and said that who cared if she did hold a grudge, she would be sold and owned by someone who probably didn’t have her best interests at heart!

“True enough,” she’d giggled, “just make sure you get a good price for me.”

They then set off for their first visit, a small Pakistani run corner shop where the owner had appeared interested and taken them out the back of the shop where he’d insisted that he saw the girl naked.

So on national TV she’d had to undress and stand there completely naked while the man checked her over, the male trying to sell her was having a good look too, not to mention the millions of TV viewers, the camera not shying away from showing as much as it could.

In the end the shopkeeper was interested but he made a paltry offer of £10.00 for her, an offer he thankfully turned down.

He then took her to a large car boot sale in the middle of a big field, there were hundreds of people there all browsing the stalls and buying everything from kitchen wear to cheap clothes.

He had her stand next to a stall, naked again, in full view of everybody, and he was shouting out,

“Cheap cunt, come and get your cheap cunt here.”

Lots of people were passing by the stall and having a good look and a laugh but most weren’t in the market to buy a girl that day.

It was really embarrassing for her as so many people were seeing her and a few recognized her as ” that girl off the telly.”

One or two people even had a sly grope of her breasts etc. eventually a man did put in an offer for her, only a male could buy a female, £30.00, which he accepted, and the last thing we saw of her was her bare bottom as she was led away by her new owner to an unknown fate.

Even £30.00 seemed a cheap price to Tracey for a girl but black market girls were usually cheaper than registered ones so she guessed it was okay.

They cut back to the studio were two female presenters were giggling and saying he’d done a good job selling her, one of them had laughed and said,

“Perhaps he could sell me next?”

“Me first.” the other girl giggled.

Tracey could sense their excitement at the prospect and she could understand it, she’d found the whole story very exciting.

She didn’t really think that Steve would sell her but even him talking about it had driven her to the point of orgasm.

Unfortunately it all ended there, Ali withdrew his finger and with one final look he left, he hadn’t asked to fuck her or anything like that, Steve probably would of let him and to be honest she wouldn’t of complained too much.

Ali’s whole attitude changed to her after that, he was still creepy but he was much more authoritative with her, remember he thought she’d only met Steve five minutes before stripping for him, she was obviously an obedient girl.

Steve thought the whole thing was a great laugh and when she meekly raised some concerns to him he’d put her over his knee and gave her a hard spanking, so hard she couldn’t sit down for a few hours!

She didn’t really like the place she was living at, what with the constant noise and activity, she used to bump into all sorts of people on the landing, including more than once naked girls who were obviously drunk or high.

She had met her immediate neighbor a couple of times, a scruffy middle aged man who obviously didn’t work. He’d told her she was very pretty and that she should come to one of his parties one night, Tracey couldn’t think of anything worse but she didn’t want to appear rude she she’d nodded and said she’d love to!

Luckily he seemed to forget all about the invitation which she was pleased about but then one morning he caught her on the landing and invited her into his flat for a cup of tea. She couldn’t think of an excuse to say no on the spot so she went inside and what a sight it was.

It was very similar to her room, a bed and not much else in it, it was a right mess with dirty clothes and equally dirty food containers strewn around the floor. Even worse, layin in a heap on the bed were two naked girls!

They were either drunk or high because neither of them stirred when she’d entered the room.

“Oh don’t mind them,” he laughed, just a couple of tarts I picked up last night.”

She didn’t know how to reply so she just giggled, the two girls were laying entwined and they’d obviously been having a good time last night.

“They got so wet you can probably wring the sheets out and a load of pussy juice would come out.” he laughed again.

The girl laying beneath the other one had her legs spread wide apart and you could see her glistening pussy even now.

He saw her looking and smiled,

“Go on give it a lick, I know you want to.”

Tracey did want to, it looked very enticing and she’d certainly eaten pussy before and enjoyed it but she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of watching her do it so instead of licking it she reached out and started rubbing it with her fingers.

It was indeed still wet and even though she wasn’t licking it he was still enjoying the show.

“You better wake them up and get them out of here.” he laughed.

She withdrew her fingers and started slapping both girls until they were at least semi conscious then she pulled them to their feet and pushed them outside onto the landing still naked.

They were still both drunk and high and they started walking downstairs to the ground floor as if they weren’t in the least bit bothered by their nudity. They probably would of left the building like that but Tracey saw a pile of discarded clothing near the bed and she slund it over the banister so at least they’d have something to put on.

This meant that it was now just her and the neighbor in the flat and instead of offering her the cup of tea he’d invited her in for originally he sat down in the only chair and suggested that she start cleaning up!

So she ended up spending the next hour doing just that while he watched, she made the bed, the sheets were indeed still damp, she cleared up most of the stuff on the floor, she even hoovered up.

They’d been chatting casually while he watched her clean and she knew why he was watching, when he’d bumped into her on the landing she wasn’t quite fully dressed, she had all her clothes on but only a very short skirt with a thong and a loose tee shirt with no bra on, a fact that was obvious every time she bent or stretched.

She wouldn’t of gone out dressed like that but she hadn’t expected to be at the neighbors either, a couple of times he told her to get down on her hands and knees and reach under the bed for some more rubbish, that meant head down and bum in the air while she stretched and she did wonder exactly how much she was showing him!

He was happy though and when she’d finished he’d called her a good girl and that she could clean for him again soon. She found herself nodding her head and he laughed,

“Perhaps next ime you can wear less clothes.”

The clothes she was wearing were already revealing enough but she just giggled and nodded her head again like an excited schoolgirl.

She spent the next few days wondering why she’d done what she’d done, after all she didn’t even like this man, he was making her life a misery with his constant loud music etc. not to mention the fact that he lived in a pig sty, a pig sty she’d agreed to clean up!

Nothing happened for a week and then she bumped into him on the landing again and he told her, he didn’t ask, just told her to come around on Sunday afternoon to tidy the place up again.

She couldn’t think of an excuse not to so she simply said okay and  he slapped her bottom hard as he grinned and walked by, hard enough to make her squeal.

Now that she was committed to going what should she wear? In the end she worse a skirt that was an inch shorter than the one she’d worn last time, mind you that was already short enough, she wore a thong again, that way if she did accidentally show him some bum cheek at least that would be all she was showing!

On top she worse an even flimsier white tee shirt with extra large arm holes and a deep cut neckline, like last time she didn’t wear a bra and she knew that the shirt would constantly be showing that fact to him.

It sounded crazy but she hoped he’d be happy with what she was wearing but when he opened the door to her he looked disappointed that she was wearing so much!

She got to work and his disappointment soon went when he sat down and watched her and how much what she was wearing was actually showing off, especially when she got down on the ground and cleared out under the bed again, her legs splayed wide apart, she must have been showing him the whole of her naked bottom!

She didn’t know why she was acting like this, so wanton and slutty, all she knew was that she was loving it.

So far the neighbor had only enjoyed the views she was giving him, apart from the odd slap of her bottom he didn’t touch her, that only encouraged her to keep acting as she was.

One day while she was cleaning for him, cleaning she was never paid for by the way, he mentioned that Bill, the other neighbor on their floor wanted a cleaner as well and he had suggested Tracey.

She’d hardly seen this Bill, he was another one who played loud music into the night etc. but rather than disappoint the guy she was already cleaning for she agreed to go round to Bills flat the next day to see what she could do.

Apart from the fact that she worked full time and wasn’t getting paid for these cleaning jobs she could also barely spend her time there but even so she found herself knocking on Bills door the next day.

She’d gone all out to create a good impression, all she was wearing was an all in one teddy, lingerie rather than anything else. It was also more than slightly see through and even she could look down and see her hard nipples poking through it, it was just as see through down below, put it this way it was easy to see that she kept herself shaven down there!

Bill opened the door, his eyes bulging when he saw her, and invited her in and closed the door behind them. Tracey knew she was very vulnerable right now but that just added to the excitement for her.

As she thought the place was a pig sty, rather like the other place, and all Bill was doing was standing there drinking in her barely concealed loveliness.

At least there were no naked ladies in the bed this time and she got to cleaning up as Bill sat down and watched her intently.

Like at the other place she got down on all fours at one point and started reaching under his bed, all the time her bum was high in the air and her legs spread wide apart.

There were some magazines under the bed, not the type that you’d show your mother, and he laughed and told her to have a quick look through them.

She’d seen girlie magazines before, of course she had, but these were the really explicit stuff, mostly BDSM, naked girls being hung etc. there was even a series of photo’s showing a screaming girls nipples being nailed down to a table by big nails, no wonder she was screaming!

He seemed to love all that stuff though and he seemed excited to show it to her, Tracey was already excited and the pictures were doing nothing to stop that.

“Maybe one day we’ll try something like that, you and me.” he laughed.

Tracey just giggled before saying,

“That’s what girls are for.” She didn’t necessarily agree with that but she knew she had to tell him something he wanted to hear.

“Quite right,” he nodded, “I’ve got a hammer and nails already.”

She hoped he wasn’t going to suggest they did it now and luckily he didn’t but he did say they’d try it one day soon,

“I bet I could get the nails all the way down.” he chuckled and she giggled with him, unsure what else to do.

The place did look better when she left and she agreed to come back at the same time next week,

“Good, it’s hardly worth wearing that outfit, it dosen’t cover anything anyway.” he smirked.

She knew he was right but it was hard to think of what else she could wear, unless she turned up naked, perhaps that’s what he wanted.
 

That was the weekend, for the rest of the week she worked at her day job at a girls clothes shop in town called the “Pretty Pussy”. It mostly dealt with clothes and fashion for older teenage girls and it was always pretty busy.

She liked working there, she got on well with the other female staff who were all roughly her age and she liked dealing with the public even though some were nicer than others!

Most of the stuff they sold was revealing and proactive but thats what the girls liked nowdays and so did the men they were really buying it for of course.

Talking of men they didn’t get too many in the shop, they only sold female related stuff after all so no wonder, the few they did get in looked bored and uninterested like men do when they are dragged into shops by their girls.

There were a couple of perks for them though if they did come in, for a start the shop didn’t have any changing rooms, if a girl wanted to try something on she called for one of the assistants, there was usually one available, and once she was there observing she would try the item on right there in the aisle of the shop.

It didn’t matter what she was trying on, skirts, tops, even bikinis, it all happened in full view of everybody in the shop and usually involved some kind of nudity.

Some girls were shy and embarrassed by the lack of changing facilities but most were completely casual about it and didn’t mind at all.

Obviously the staff member supervising had the best view but any man passing down the aisle also got a good free look, it certainly eased their boredom!

Tracey had seen plenty of completely naked girls in the shop, especially when they were trying on bikinis etc. some would even stand there naked while they perused the rails, not caring at all who saw them, Tracey wasn’t sure she be that brave.

She’d even seen girls strip naked and then casually walk around the whole shop checking stuff out, all the time leaving their discarded clothes where they’d dropped them.

This wasn’t something that only happened in her shop either, to save room Tesco’s had also done away with it’s changing rooms and girls would happily strip off in the aisle to try something on and once they were naked they weren’t in any hurry to get dressed again.

Some of those shops were huge and a girl would drop her clothes in an aisle and then go off and look at frozen food for example, not something Tracey fancied doing!

The shop was directly opposite one of the slave shops, you couldn’t see into it but it always looked busy and the windows were festooned with big posters offering the “Cheapest Pussy In Town.” etc. she had no idea if that was true, as I said earlier it wasn’t the kind of place she’d feel safe visiting.

As they were directly opposite though it made sense for Tracey’s shop to have a corner at the back selling all kinds of slave accessories, from collars and leashes, to feeding bowls, riding crops etc. even collapsible cages, which were really only dog cages but it didn’t really matter what kind of animal people kept in them she guessed.

They sold a fair bit of this stuff and Tracey had been asked to model most of it at some stage, something that got her juices flowing. She’d even been asked to demonstrate one of the cages a few times which meant crawling into it and have the door locked on her.

It was very small and tight in there and of course once the door was locked she couldn’t get out but she didn’t mind, it just made the situation even more exciting.

So slavery was quite common, it didn’t mean that every girl was a slave though, far from it, but they certainly weren’t unusual either. Then one day the government did something that changed the whole slavery business overnight.

For quite a long time now all female newborns were chipped, it was just a small computer chip fired into their necks, it was primarily used as a tracking device, it could pinpoint a girls location to the nearest square foot, it could also be scanned to read her name and date of birth etc.

This had been going on for some time, Tracey was chipped and she was twenty four! You normally couldn’t even feel the chip, it was so tiny, and there was no scar. Then one day some government boffin found out that you could enslave a girl simply by scanning her chip and then changing her status from free to a slave.

Almost overnight the number of available slaves more than doubled and the cost fell accordingly which is what the government wanted all along of course.

Girls could be enslaved without even knowing about it, there were telephone apps now where you could scan a girl from ten feet away and change her status and she wouldn’t even know till the next day when she was picked up by the slave police.

Any pretty girl in a pub was liable this way and it happened on a regular basis, that’s why Tracey curtailed going out after work nowdays. She’d had more than one friend trapped this way and they were taken off and sold, never to be seen again.

As I said the price of slaves fell dramatically, the shop opposite them now had posters up offering slaves for around the £10.00 mark and that was full price, there was often discounts and deals available, pussy had never been cheaper.

It was also disposable now, it had always been obvious why people bought slaves, to use as sex toys, nowdays you could do that and then cheaply and easily move on to the next one.

Nobody cared though, certainly not the police, once a girl was your property and you had a receipt for her what di they care what you did to your own property.

As a result perverts were buying girls for their own nefarious fun and once they’d finished with them they just bought another one, they were that cheap after all.

The shop opposite them now advertised girls as cheap as £9.99 and there were discounts available on that, pussy had never been cheaper or more available.

Prostitution vanished overnight, who was going to pay for one night of passion with a girl from the streets when you could buy two girls for a lifetime!

All Tracey knew was that whenever she went out for a night on the town etc. she was as careful as possible, you could actually buy lead lined scarves now the purpose was to stop your neck and therefore chip being scanned, they were expensive and heavy though so most girls didn’t bother and just took the risk.

That was the risk you took, being scanned by a stranger, but of course there was nothing to stop someone you knew scanning you in your flat, she wouldn’t of put it past the two men she now cleaned for.

Talking of them she reported for duty at the first neighbors door at the correct time and took a deep breath, the reason she took such a deep breath was the fact that all she was wearing was a tiny thong, she was completely topless.

He’d seen her breasts before she argued, down her flimsy tops and stuff so why not go the whole hog!

His face was a picture when he opened the door and let her in, he’d probably been expecting her to be wearing something revealing anyway but not topless.

To a degree she acted as casually as she could in the circumstances even though she was really shaking like a leaf on the inside.

He didn’t jump on her or anything, he just sat in his chair and enjoyed the view as he always did while she happily cleaner up around him with her big breasts fully exposed.

She was slightly embarrassed but also incredibly excited, he could probably smell her wet pussy from his chair!

After an hour she’d finished so she left and went on to Bills, while she was standing outside his door she did something really naughty, she pulled her thong down and stepped out of it before throwing it over the banister into the foyer below so she was now completely naked when Bill opened the door.

Needless to say he looked her up and down with delight before letting her in and closing the door behind her. Unlike the other guy he was hands on from the start, running them all over her, squeezing, kneading, pinching and pulling.

She let him, what choice did she have, she was naked after all. She did try to do some cleaning as well including sticking her head under his bed while revealing her bottom and pussy to him.

When she was in that position he laughed and said his shoes needed a shine and he suddenly put one between her legs, using her wet pussy as a shoe shine.

She squealed but apart from opening her legs even further she let him rub her with one show after the other, by all accounts they were indeed shiny by the time he finished.

She stayed in position and she did wonder if he might try and have sex with her, she didn’t know what she would do if he tried, let him probably, but he didn’t try even though she was offering it to him on a plate.

There was a bit more groping but nothing more and then she left and walked along the landing back to her own flat still naked. She did think of walking downstairs to the foyer to retrieve her thong but that was a step too far, people were coming in and out of the main door all the time, she was bound to be seen.

After that first time it became standard practice to clean for the two men while naked, they certainly didn’t complain!

If your wondering where Steve was this whole time, he was still around but very much in the background, she worked from seven till seven six days a week and now cleaning on a Sunday was a commitment she really didn’t have much free time, anyway she was sure he had another girlfriend, maybe two and she wasn’t madly in love with him or anything like that so good luck to him.

Ali was still a pest, especially since he’d seen her naked that time, one night he came into her flat, he had his own key, and in amongst the general chat he suggested that she bring one of the riding crops from work home so he could give it a good work out.

She’d nodded her head even though she didn’t like the sound of that and he laughed,

“Little trollops like you deserve to be cropped quite often, it does you good.”

Those weren’t exactly Tracey’s sentiments but she nodded her head meekly,

“Yes, give you a damn good thrashing, to keep you in your place.” he chuckled.

A “damn good thrashing” didn’t sound like fun to her, he would probably enjoy it but not her, she had been shipped with a riding crop once before by an ex b/f, not seriously, he was only messing about and using three quarters strength but it had hurt like hell and he’d had to stop because of all the screams and crying she was doing, she somehow doubted that Ali would be so lenient!

Knowing all this though she simply nodded her head again and said,

“Yes Sir, whatever you think best.”

He seemed quite pleased with that response and promised to whip her so hard she wouldn’t be able to sit down for days.

She was scared, she’d never been one for receiving pain, she always cried like a baby when it happened, which it did do every now and then.

He left then, smiling as he thought of what was to come, no wonder!

So she now had nailed down nipples and a thrashed bum to look forward to, maybe look forward to wasn’t the right phrasing.

She knew how much being hit by a crop actually hurt and not just by ex boyfriends either, twice a week she went to a local sports hall to do an aerobics class with approximately twenty other girls. The instructor was a man and he worked them pretty hard, shouting and calling them lazy bitches etc. Tracey didn’t actually mind that, she’d rather be worked hard than not be worked at all.

This instructor used to carry a riding crop with him as he walked around the class and if he thought a girl was flagging or not trying her best he would quite happily give her one or two swipes of the crop on her bottom, hard swipes too.

It usually did the trick and the girl would work harder, Tracey had received more than her share of swipes and she was well aware of how much it hurt!

To make matters worse he was making no secret of the fact that he enjoyed doing what he was doing, as did groups of spectators on the balcony surrounding the room. The girls on reception were not supposed to let any man up there to watch an aerobics class but they always did anyway.

She did bring one of the riding crops from work home with her one day but Ali never used it on her, like Bill he seemed to forget what he threatened her with and she certainly wasn’t about to remind either of them.

She was still doing the naked cleaning for both men, the first one carried on staring whereas Bill was still constantly groping her, whatever they were doing she was still quite enjoying all the attention she was getting.

Then one day a new boyfriend came into her life, a kind and gentle man, somebody she could settle down with etc. She didn’t tell him about her side job as a naked cleaner, she thought it probably best not to.

How long this new relationship would last but she hoped it would be for a while, she deserved some luck. 
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