

Tracey entered the hospital through the main entrance and was glad of the immediate heat she felt, it was a bitterly cold day outside.

The taxi she’d arrived in wasn’t that warm either and baring all this in mind it probably wasn’t the best day to wear a thin summer dress.

She was here for a blood test, a simple procedure but she’d still rather not be here at all, indeed she didn’t know why she needed a blood test in the first place, she was a reasonably fit twenty three year old without an ounce of fat on her and she felt fine so why the blood test?

She’d got a letter from her doctors telling her to get one though so here she was at the hospital, they were obviously going to check her blood for nasties and that could only be a good thing.

She had one niggling doubt in her mind though, the Government had introduced legal slavery for females between the ages of eighteen to twenty five. That didn’t mean that all females in that age bracket could be registered as slaves, not yet anyway, most weren’t, but needless to say if she were made a slave they wanted to make sure you were in tip top condition, hence the blood test?

She didn’t know but she was a very attractive girl, the kind that any man would love to own as a slave.

For the time being though all she was concentrating on was finding the right department which she did eventually. She had to sit outside the room where they took the blood, she could see right into the room but there wasn’t much to see, two large chairs and a stream of people getting blood taken, it all seemed normal enough but she was a bit surprised that they were working on two separate people at the same time, in full sight of each other, there was no privacy at all.

Her appointment was at 10.30 but they must of fallen behind as it was 11.30 before she was called in. She sat down on one of the chairs and answered some questions about her name and address and date of birth etc. Nothing out of the ordinary apart from the fact that the man sitting opposite could hear everything she was saying.

Satisfied with her answers the man in charge of taking her blood looked at her and told her to stand up and when she did he casually said,

“Take your clothes off please, all of them, underwear as well.”

Although he said it casually she was shocked by his request, surely she didn’t have to be naked for a blood test and what about all the other patients who could see her!

She voiced these concerns to the man but received no sympathy in return.

“It’s hospital procedure now, all girls of slave age have to be naked when undergoing any kind of medical procedure.”

“But I’m not a slave.” she protested.

“Not yet maybe but it’s only a matter of time.” he shrugged.

She continued to argue with him but he wasn’t interested,

“Just do as your told girl, if you don’t do it I’ll get hospital security to do it for you and you’ll regret that I Promise.”

“But people can see me.” she pleaded.

“And I’m sure they will enjoy seeing you, now do I have to call security?” he shrugged.

Now Tracey wasn’t the type of girl who would happily strip off in a public place, some girls were nowdays but not her, if anything she was a shy thing, the trouble was she could see that she didn’t have much of a choice this time, the man was rapidly losing patience with her and she didn’t like the sound of hospital security getting involved so she very reluctantly started to undress.

It didn’t take long, all she was wearing was her dress and bra and knickers and handed them with her bag to him ,within thirty seconds she was standing there in just her birthday suit feeling more self conscious than she ever had, she knew people were looking at her, smiling, pointing and making comments.

The man had picked up her discarded clothes and put them somewhere out of eye sight so she felt even more vulnerable now.

He got her to sit on the chair and he proceeded to take blood from her arm, why did she have to be fully naked for that?

Satisfied he told her to go back and sit in the waiting room, he didn’t offer her clothes back so it was obvious that he meant naked.

Feeling totally miserable she went and sat there with another half dozen people who all enjoyed having a naked girl sit amongst them.

Tracey wasn’t enjoying herself though, she’d never felt so exposed, what mad it worse was the fact that she was kept waiting for a good three hours while the people around her were constantly changing as they were called in for the ten minute procedure.

Eventually she was called back into the open room and it was explained that her blood test had showed nothing abnormal.

“There is however one more thing we have to,” he said,”I see you have a small tuft of hair between your legs, that will have to come off and we may as well do it now as your here.”

Although she heard the man she was distracted by the fact that someone she knew had entered the room for his own blood test.

It was Mr Chambers, an old man who lived on her street, they weren’t next door neighbors but they exchanged pleasantries when ever they saw each other.

Needless to say he was delighted to see Tracey sat opposite him quite naked, his eyes lit up like two saucers.

The man in charge told Tracey to recline in the chair and open her legs as wide as she could, this of course meant that her open pussy was facing Mr Chambers, only a few feet away.

The man started looking in cupboards and eventually pulled out a smallish can as he brought it towards her she could clearly see a warning sign on “Not Suitable For Use On Humans.”

As he approached her he opened the tin and she could see it was full of a thick gel like substance.

“Now this going to sting I’m afraid,” he laughed, “we’re not supposed to use it on human females but we’ve got tons of stuff and we have to get rid of it somehow.”

Tracey was very apprehensive about the gel being applied, or shall we say downright scared!

She asked the man if all this was necessary, she could shave herself at home if needs be.

“It will only grow back and we like our cunts to be bald, this will get rid of any hair forever, it will never grow back.”

Tracey didn’t know what to do, she could hardly run away, she was naked, so instead she relaxed into the chair and prepared for the gel, then things got even worse, Mr Chambers had heard every word and he was standing up ready to go when he walked over to the chair and asked the man.

“Excuse me, is it okay if I put it on her?”

“I don’t see why not,” he laughed, “do you know her?”

“Kinda she’s a little tramp who lives down my street.”he laughed, obviously excited by the fact that he was now standing real close to the naked Tracey.

“Well before you start you’ll have to put these gloves on, that stuff stings like hell, you wouldn’t want any of it on your skin.”

“If it burns so much what will it do to her pussy?” he laughed.

“Oh it will burn like hell for a week, it will feel like she’s on fire but at the end of the day that’s her problem not ours”

Both men laughed and Mr Chambers started putting on some thin latex gloves.

This was all terrible for Tracey of course, not only was Mr Chambers seeing her naked but he was about to touch her down there!

Fully prepared now Mr Chambers took a big handful of the gel and as the other man watched he said,

“Now slap it down between her legs, rub it all in.”

Mr Chambers now stood at the foot of the chair, effectively between her spread legs, you could tell he was enjoying this and then without warning he  smothered her pussy with gel.

It was bad enough that he was seeing all she had but even worse he was touching her too, albeit with the thin gloves on.

At first she didn’t feel anything, the gel was quite cold but other than that it was okay, within a minute though of him coating her with the stuff it started to burn.

“Rub some more in, cover that pussy with it.” the man laughed.

Mr Chambers was only too happy to do as he was told and pretty soon another dollop of the stuff was slapped down on her.

She was really uncomfortable now but still he kept rubbing it in, then the other man said something that made her blood run cold.

“Hang on I’ve got a device here for really opening her cunt wide.”

He suddenly produced a scary looking medical item which basically looked like a pair of prongs and he moved between her legs, budging Mr Chambers to the side, and full inserted it. To be honest she barely felt it, her pussy was on fire anyway.

She did feel it though when he started moving the prongs to open up her pussy as wide as it had ever been, she honestly thought her skin would rip.

“Now that she’s fully open why don’t you pour the rest of the can into her, fill her right up.”he laughed.

Mr Chambers thought this was a great idea and he looked excited as he stood between her legs again.

“All of it?” he asked.

“Sure, the whole can, it will be a laugh.”

Tracey didn’t think it would be a laugh, far from it, but all she could do was lay there as a grinning Mr Chambers looked down at her.

While she watched in horror he upended the can and the gel slowly started pouring directly into her.

Both men were laughing as she slowly filled up with the gel until it was starting to ooze out of her pussy, she really was full up!

“Now we’ll wait for five minutes to allow her body to fully absorb it.” he laughed.

Tracey could feel the effect of the gel, inside and out, waiting another five minutes would be torture.

The man started to take the prongs out of her but before he could Mr Chambers stopped him,

“While she’s open like that I’d like to do one more thing.”he said.

The man looked at him slightly confused but he said go ahead so Mr Chambers got between her legs again and he bent forward and brought up an enormous about of phlegm and he spat it out, straight into her open pussy.

To be honest she hardly felt it but the fact that he did it at all was bad enough.

Laughing the man removed the device and her pussy closed up, not a great idea as it was full of gel.

They weren’t quite finished with her yet, Mr Chambers moved to her side and casually he put his hands on her breasts and started playing with them.

“I’ve been wanting to get my hands on these beauties forever.” he laughed, continuing to play with her breasts, even pinching and pulling on her nipples.

Eventually he took his hands off her and apparently they were finished with her thank God.

She gingerly stood up and the man said to Chambers,

“Are you taking her home?”

“Sure, we live in the same street as I said.”

For a few seconds Tracey thought he wasn’t going to give her clothes back and that she’d have to walk out of the hospital naked.

He produced her dress and bag though and told her to put it on, no sign of her underwear though and the dress was so thin the fact atht she wasn’t wearing a bra under it was obvious!

Like a loyal puppy dog she followed Mr Chambers out of the hospital, she was in two minds about him driving her home, on the one hand it would save her a taxi fare but it would be embarrassing considering what had just happened and his involvement in it.

It was just as bad as she’d feared, it was a fifteen minute drive and she never said a word the whole time, he was quite chatty though and obviously didn’t see anything wrong with what he’s just done.

She was glad when they turned into their street, it was raining quite hard by now and to her dismay he drove right past her house and instead parked outside his own house hundred yards away.

Regardless she was happy to get out of the car and start walking to her flat, there was a problem though, her dress was already very thin and the rain was plastering it to her body and making it completely transparent!

Needless to say she walked by some people who all had a good look and a laugh, eventually though she made it into her flat and relaxed at last, there was nobody to see her in here.

Her pussy felt like it was still on fire, indeed she wouldn’t of been surprised if she’d looked down and saw flames coming out between her legs!

Her boyfriend had used his lighter on her pussy once for fun and there really wasn’t much difference in the pain.

She currently lived in a small, rather, dingy flat that she tried her best to keep clean. She lived under her landlord, an Indian man and creepy old pervert, he hadn’t actually touched her yet but it looked like he always wanted to do.

When she’d come to view the place he’d got her to strip down to her underwear and proceeded to take pictures of her standing against a wall.

He used the excuse that he was seeing a lot of girls and to him all white girls looked the same so he took photo’s of them all.

She was embarrassed and humiliated but at least he’d let her keep her underwear on, she probably would of taken it off if he’d told her to. She’d heard so many stories about what had happened to girls viewing flats, she thought she’d got off lightly.

The landlord owned a small shop next door which you could access through a side door in the communal hallway, it had proved to be very helpful when she needed some milk etc.

The flat itself was small and dingy as I said, there was just one main room which also had her bed in it, a kitchen and a bathroom, because it was at ground level not much light got in and it was always gloomy in there, the only good thing about it was that it was close to where she worked.

During the viewing he made her stand against a wall and proceeded to take pictures of her on his phone, she questioned him on this and he explained that he was seeing so many girls he needed to remember who was who. To prove his point he then got her to hold up a reasonable size card with her name and address on it along where she worked and worse of all, her National Insurance number.

She’d heard that you needed a girls number to be able to enslave her and whats more as soon as you had her number you could register her as a slave if she wanted it or not.

Several girls had been enslaved like this and the first they’d known about it was when the slave police turned up to take her away, and now here she was holding up a card with her number on it, she had no idea if he was going to post the pictures anywhere but if he did she’d be in trouble.

It was reasonable rent in the ad she saw but when he’d rung her up and told her it was hers if she wanted it he told her that unfortunately he’d had to put the rent up by £200 a month because the other girls were willing to pay that.

That would leave her very short of money per month but she decided to give it a go anyway, if it didn’t work out she could always find another cheaper place.

Ali had an unfortunate habit of popping into her flat for a cup of tea and a chat whenever he wanted. He had his own key and would often appear unannounced, he never knocked first.

This had led to some awkward situations where he’d caught in her underwear, rather skimpy underwear too as was the fashion nowdays, he’d never caught her fully nude or even topless yet but she knew the day was likely to come.

He, rather than her, decided that she should start working for him in the shop as it was so close to her flat. He wanted her to work three nights a week from seven to eleven, she wasn’t keen, she’d never worked in a shop before and she felt like she was being pressured to do so, the thing was at the time he mentioned it she was sitting on her bed wearing just a tiny pair of knickers and an equally small bra which barely contained her boobs, she was also sure he could see her nipples through it, in short she just wanted him out of her flat as quickly as possible so she found herself agreeing to it.

She could certainly do with extra money but he informed her once she’d started that he wouldn’t be paying her, instead he would knock a hundred pounds a month off rent, at the time she just agreed to it but later she worked out that she’d be 48 hours a month for a hundred pounds, which meant she was working for him for £2.00 an hour, no wonder he liked the idea!

She hated it from the start, it was an Indian shop mainly selling Indian stuff to Indians. It could either be crushingly boring or totally hectic. The people who did go in there loved seeing a busty pretty white girl behind the counter and they weren’t shy about showing it.

The amount of times she had to stretch up or bend over for items was a lot and bearing in mind that she usually wore shortish skirts they were happy to watch.

Apart from working for her landlord her main job was working at a pub as a barmaid/waitress. Her flat was in a rough part of town so you can imagine what the customers were like!

There were one or two troubling things though, every Thursday they held a wet tee shirt contest, Tracey didn’t mind that really but if they were short of girls one week the boss would ask her to get up on stage and take part in the contest.

The boss also reminded her that although it was a wet tee shirt contest the girls were expected to finish up totally naked. Only for a few minutes prancing round the stage but she found this totally embarrassing.

Of course everyone cheered if she was up there and invariably she would win the contest but it still didn’t make up for the embarrassment.

Once the contest was over she’d have to go behind the bar and get dressed, all under the eye of the customers. On one occasion an old drunk had suggested to the boss that he should make her work naked, luckily he didn’t but he seemed to be thinking about it.

On a Friday night they had another event, a pussy auction. She wasn’t told to take part in this and they usually had half a dozen pretty girls on the stage, all completely naked and most looked scared and as if they didn’t want to be there.

In fact she was pretty sure that not all of them were fully registered slaves, just girls snatched off the street or brought in by their boyfriends who didn’t want them anymore.

The fact that they weren’t registered didn’t put the customers off, if anything they got rowdier whenever an unregistered girl was up for sale. Technically it was illegal to own an unregistered girl but the police weren’t bothered, it was all pussy so who cared, indeed on more than one occasion a police man would enter a police girl into the auction.

You could easily tell who was registered and who wasnt the registered girls had gone through slave training and just calmly accepting the fact that they were being sold, the unregistered girls look terrified.

Tracey had asked a policeman once about it and he’d laughed and said,

“They send us so many of them we don’t know what to do with them so why not sell her off, the police college will send us a replacement without even asking why.”

Tracey giggled with him but really she was apalled, a girl did who knows how long in college, excited to become a police girl and then she quickly finds herself in a pussy auction!

The auctions were well advertised and if a girl was brought in before the auction she was kept chained up in the cellar.

Tracey had to go down quite often to change the barrels etc. and she would see these naked girls chained to the wall, occasionally they would ask for her help but she always ignored them, it was more trouble than it was worth, it was only pussy after all.

Her boss in the pub was from Iran with an unpronounceable name so everyone called him Tony, he wasn’t a nice man, very strict on the barmaids and he was always groping her, squeezing her bum etc.

The only reason she continued working there was the money, God knows what her landlord would do if she couldn’t pay the rent one month, she didn’t want to find out.

As mentioned it wasn’t a very nice area and she had to walk for ten minutes by herself in the dark with all sorts of weirdo’s on the street.

There were a couple of strip clubs on her street and another place called “The Torture Palace” where you could go in and literally torture a girl, either one of the girls who worked there or you could simply take your own girl in.

Tracey had no idea what exactly went on in there but from the screams she heard late at night it was pretty severe.

Indeed one night she watched from her bedroom window as two men carried a body bag out and there was obviously someone in it, they more or threw the bag down on the pavement and walked back inside the club, laughing as they did so, they obviously assumed the bin men would dispose of it in the morning.

Indeed the next morning when she got up she looked out of her window and saw that the body bag was still there, the next time she looked out an hour later it was gone and the bin men hadn’t been round yet!

Needless to say she always stayed on the other side of the road when she passed the place and she certainly never went inside, it wouldn’t of been a safe thing to do.

The place was always advertising for new girls, apparently the pay was very good but Tracey didn’t care how much they paid if the result was being tortured.

This was the kind of place she lived and worked in, several times a man would run from the club into the shop she was working at and he’d buy a pair of pliers etc. and then back into the club obviously to put the pliers to good use.

Talking about the shop Ali was visited one day by a pretty saleswoman who was trying to sell him some dog cages that he could use to store girls in for sale. She wasn’t selling the girls to be put in the cages, that was down to Ali,

She giggled and said,

“I’m sure there's plenty of pretty girls around here that you could easily acquire.”

They then went out the back into the storeroom, no doubt for Ali to see how many cages he could fit in there, it turned out it was nine if you stacked most of them on one another.

“Do you think you could fill nine cages?” she heard the saleswoman ask.

“Of course,” Ali laughed back,”I’m sure I could keep them all filled with little effort.”

She heard the saleswoman giggle again,

“You could even fit two girls in a cage together, double the profit for you when you sell them.”

They then started to discuss the price of the cages and Tracey didn’t hear much after that, a customer came in who wanted to buy a length of flexed cable, she did though here her say that she could do a deal, nine cages for the price of six.

What she didn’t realize was though Ali was notoriously tight with his money and he ended up telling her that he could buy similar cages at the local pet shop and she left with no sale. She did however give her number and Instagram which apparently full of dubious photos of her and he took advantage and rang her and they went on a couple dates and Ali had laughed once and said she was a good fuck and that once he’d put her into one of her own cages and left her locked in there for a few hours to see what it was like.

As it happened he never bought any cages and the shop never sold girls, there was enough of that sort of thing going around them already.

So the shop carried on selling groceries and stuff that could be used to torture a girl, it was difficult to know which sold best, the groceries or the implements.

Her relationship with Ali had started to changed anyway but then her stepdad came down to stay for a weekend!

Although he’d been her stepdad for a number of years she’d never really liked him, he was a creepy man who ruled her mother with an iron fist  and was always eager to get his hands on Tracey and do the same kind of stuff to her.

She’d managed to evade his clutches over the years, mainly through being sullen and unfriendly, that of course made him frequently say that she needed to be put in her place

So bearing all that in mind she was as surprised as anyone when he rang her up and said he was coming to stay for a night or two, bringing some more of stuff from home.

Tracey wasn’t keen on the idea from the start, after all it was a very small flat and they’d have to sleep in the same room, on the other hand he was her stepdad and she didn’t feel that she could say no to him.

So a few weeks later the dreaded knock at the door came and he’d arrived. It was all very embarrassing and awkward at first but he didn’t do anything inappropriate apart from making the odd rude comment, like how many men had she invited into this room.

Tracey blushed and ignored him, in reality it was very few, what with having two jobs etc. she simply didn’t have the time for romance, four or five of her nights a week were filled with working in the shop now and on her nights off all she wanted to do was go to bed, alone.

She was working in the shop that night so she left him on his own for a few hours. When she got back it was time for the awkward go to bed moment.

It wasn’t too bad though as he slept on the couch a few feet away and apart from his incessant snoring he didn’t bother her.

It was embarrassing in the morning though, she always slept in just her underwear so when she got out bed that was the sight he was treated to, he wouldn’t let her get dressed either, telling her that she had to prepare his breakfast as she was.

This was all very embarrassing for her, especially as her underwear was on the skimpy side again, indeed her knickers were a tiny thong!

Nevertheless she soldiered on and made the breakfast and then sat on her bed while he ate it and then the worst possible thing happened and the door opened and in walked Ali.

The two men had never met before so she had to introduce them, and they started talking about men stuff and seemed to be getting along well.

Her stepdad didn’t seem slightly worried that his stepdaughter was in just her skimpy underwear and of course neither did Ali, his eyes were all over her as usual.

After ten minutes her stepdad looked at her and told her to stand up so that Ali could have a good look at her.

Needless to say she wasn’t keen on that idea but she knew better than to disobey him, he was prone to being violent if that ever happened. So feeling awful she stood up in the middle of the room and let them look, Ali had seen her in her underwear before of course but never like this.

She was told to turn around and this of course revealed her naked bum to them.

“That’s felt the slap of my hand a few times.” her stepdad laughed.

“Spare the rod, spoil the girl.” Ali laughed with him.

“I quite agree,” her stepdad said, “I hpe you’ve been punishing her a lot, put her in her place?”

Ali shook his head sadly although the idea clearly excited him.

“Well you should start the, bitches like her need hard punishments, if they deserve it or not.”

Tracey didn’t like the way this conversation was going at all, her stepdad was basically giving Ali permission to at least start spanking her, probably more!

“How severe can I be?”

“As bad as you want, I’m sure she deserves it and just remember the more pain she’s in the better it for her.” her stepdad laughed.

This was going from bad to worse, she could only imagine what Ali would enjoy doing to her.

“More fun for me as well.” Ali chuckled.

“I probably shouldn’t tell you this,” her stepdad grinned,”but last night when she working in your shop I visited that place over the road, The Torture Palace or something.”

“You should of told me you were going there, the owner is a close friend of mine,” Ali laughed,”did you have fun at least?”

“Loved it, used one of their girls, a pretty blonde with big tits just like Tracey,” he grinned, “I won’t tell exactly what I did but lets say it involved a small welding kit and a whole lot of solder, put it this way, she’ll never have sex again.”

The both of them seemed to think that was hysterical but Tracey thought it was appalling. The fact that her own stepdad would do something like that while visiting his stepdaughter was dreadful.

“I’m not giving you ideas on what to do with her but it sure was a lot of fun welding her up, I don’t think she enjoyed it as much as me though.” he laughed again.

“Well if you go back there let me know and my friend will let you in for free.” Ali smiled.

“Well it was hardly any money to get into the place, a few more pounds for the use of one of their girls, but it was still cheap”

Tracey had wondered about that before whenever she walked past the place, there was a large poster in the window saying that it was ten pounds to enter and then ten pounds extra if you used one of their girls but it did say underneath that large discounts could be applied.

She’d seen homeless men going in and she doubted if they had any money, how much of a discount did they get?

“I’m not saying that should take her there but if you did you wouldn’t have to pay for the girl if you bring your own so it’s a night cheap entertainment and lots of fun. It’s something to think about the nest time she annoys you.” he smiled.

Tracey didn’t know, she didn’t know if Ali would ever take her there or not but her stepdad was basically encouraging him to do it!  

“Anyway,” he laughed,”do you want to see all of her?

Tracey looked at her stepfather in a pleading way but of course Ali nodded his head vigorously.

“Okay then, Tracey get that underwear off and let Ali have a good look at you.”

She thought about refusing but she also thought about the consequences of doing that, her stepdad would not be pleased!

So shaking like a leaf and embarrassed as hell she faced Ali and put her hands behind her and undid her bra and pulled it off before throwing it on the bed. She did the same with her knickers and all of a sudden she was standing there completely naked.

Ali’s eyes lit up, he’d never seen her fully naked before and he was obviously liking what he saw now.

She was instructed to put her hands on her head after she was told to turn around, spread her legs and bend over and grab her ankles, talk about being fully exposed!

“Think of the things you could do with that body, a fun thing I do to her mother is hang her up by her tits so she’s off the ground, her tits go purple and look as if they’d burst at any second, perhaps I should push a needle into them to see if they do.”

Tracey wasn’t aware of this although she knew something was going on in the garage. Her mum was big breasted like she was and she could imagine they would be good for hanging her up by them.

“I’ve got a garage at the bottom of the garden.” Ali said truthfully although she’d never been in it before.

“Well there you go then, it’s great fun seeing them swinging by their tits.” her stepdad laughed.

The two men started chatting about this and that while Tracey stood there, still with her hands on her head.

“I think you should put her outside in the garden for a while.” her stepdad suddenly said.

“Well it’s pretty well overlooked on all sides.”

“So? I doubt any of your neighbors will complain. He smiled.

Ali seemed to agree and he stood up and grabbed her hands and put them behind her back and to her horror he tied them tightly together.

“Come with me girl.” he snarled at her and he started dragging her out of her flat.

Tracey was terrified but she had no choice but to be dragged along, they left her flat and she was pulled along the communal hall towards the back door which he opened and pushed her roughly outside before shutting the door behind him.

Nobody else had seen her at this stage and she sat down on a small step hoping that no one would.

As Ali had said though the back garden was just a garden, no cover at all. It was also a particularly cold day, just about freezing and that’s what Tracey was doing, freezing. She could of done with a big heavy coat on but of course she was naked.

She wondered how long they would keep her out there and then of course the inevitable happened, one of the neighbors came out to his adjacent garden and he immediately saw her.

It was Mr Jones, another creepy old man, and he was delighted to see her there although in reality he couldn’t see much, he could see that she was naked but she was sat with her knees tightly together and drawn up to her chin.

“Hello Tracey,” he smiled,”been a naughty girl have you?” he laughed, his eyes never leaving her.

Tracey just sat there miserably unsure how to respond.

She then did something stupid and told him that her stepdad and Ali were going to hang her up in the garage by her breasts at some stage.

This seemed to greatly excite him and he chuckled,

“Well when he does tell him to give me a knock, I’d love to see that.”

Tracey nodded and told him she would even though she didn’t want to. She was ashamed to admit that a certain part of her was excited at the prosper.

She was sure that it would hurt and the humiliation would be a hundred fold, especially if Mr Jones was there watching, but for some reason it was reason the humiliation that excited her the most.

It was only a very small feeling but it was definitely there, that’s why she’d told him she would tell Ali that he wanted to watch. No doubt the two men would be laughing and having a great time as her breasts turned purple and maybe Ali would try to pop them with a needle, she didn’t know if he would try but the thought of it was hot as hell, she knew her pussy was soaking wet as she sat there which was impressive as the step was icy and freezing cold!

Mr Jones then went inside, happy but slightly frustrated that he hadn’t seen more of her, Ten minutes later her own back door opened and Ali said she could come in now.

Like a fool she told him about the conversation she’d had with Mr Jones and he laughed,

“I’m sure he would love to see it the dirty old man, okay when it happens I’ll let him know.”

She was still naked of course but just pleased she was back indoors and the warmth, while they walked he chuckled and said that her stepdad had told him that the longest he’d hung her mum up for was eight hours.

“I’m sure we can beat that,” he laughed, “maybe a whole weekend?”

She nodded her head and told him that however she was hung up for it was his decision, there wasn’t much she could do about it. She gave a little giggle and said,

“Why don’t start with a weekend and see how much you can build it up from there.”

Even he seemed surprised by her attitude but he had a big smile on his face.

She reentered the flat and for the next ten minutes the two men chatted while she sat on the bed. Eventually Ali said he had to go and with a last look at Tracey he left.

Her stepdad snapped at her,

“Get some clothes on you slut.”

Tracey was only too happy to do so, the next morning her stepdad left and they never talked about the stuff he’d spoken to Ali about.

For the first week after Ali more or less left her alone. A few days later she happened to bump into Mr Jones in the street.

“Remind Ali to let me know when he hangs you up, if he doesn't do it soon I’ll do it myself in my own garage.”

Tracey agreed to remind Ali and said,

“I’m sure he will do it soon, is he doesn't I’ll remind him.”

So exicted by the prospect once more she went and knocked on Ali’s door, when opened it he was in a dressing gown and appeared to be sleeping and he didn’t he didn’t look like he appreciated being woken by Tracey.

Nevertheless she carried on and said,

“I've just spoken to Mr Jones and he thinks its about time you hung me up in the garage and to remind you that he wants to watch.”

She was amazed she’d said that but her excitement overruled any common sense she had, which wasn’t much!

Ali looked at her and grinned,

“Did he say anything else?”

“Only that if you are too chicken to do it he’ll do it himself.”

That was untrue of course, he hadn’t called Ali a chicken but she knew she was practically daring Ali to do it.

“He can do that in his own time.” he scoffed.

Tracey nodded her head and agreed with him and then left and went back to her flat with a soaking wet pussy.

For the next hour nothing much happened, just watching TV, she was just about to make some lunch when Ali came in, fully dressed now.

“Get your clothes off then, I’m going to prove that I’m not a chicken.”

Without bothering to argue she got up and undressed, it didnt take long and before long she was naked again in front of Ali.

“Right come with me girl.” he said as he grabbed her arm and started pulling her out of the flat.

She was feeling a mixture of fear and excitement together and she didn’t know which emotion was winning.

Once again he opened the back door and pulled her outside, this time though she was led down  the garden path to the garage.

Once inside, she shivered, it wasn’t any warmer here than outside, the first thing she saw was a metal hoist set into the ceiling, she guessed he’d been using it to work on car engines before now, all she knew was that if it could support the weight of an engine it wouldn’t have any trouble lifting a girl.

Ali grabbed a length of rope and told her to turn around,

“I better go and get Jones, this will make sure you don’t run away.” he laughed.

She’d done as she was told and turned around and he roughlr grabbed her arms and tied them tightly behind her back.

With a final warning to stay there he disappeared out the door leaving her to contemplate on her fate.

Less than ten minutes later both men came in and Mr Jones eyes lit up when he saw the naked Tracey. He hadn’t seen her naked before, not even in her underwear and he was taking it all in.

She was embarrassed but with her arms tied behind her back there was nothing she could do apart from letting him look.

“I was beging to think you weren't going to do it.” he laughed.

“Don’t worry this is the first of many.” Ali replied chuckling.

Tracey stood there shivering as the two men tied lengths of rope around her breasts, a process that involved touching them.

“Tie them as tight as you can.” Ali suggested.

Pretty soon they were tied and she was already in pain, her feelings of fear definitely outweighed

Her feelings of excitement now and she wasn’t only shivering from the cold.

They positioned her under the under the hist and pulley which was still down at waist level and they threaded the rope through the pulley so that the two ends were hanging down.

“Okay up she goes.”Ali laughed and each man took hold of the dangling rope and started pulling.

It was only a matter of seconds before she was pulled up enough for her to be on tiptoes and a second later she was off the ground completely, dangling in mid air, her weight supported by her breasts.

As she’d feared the pain was intense, intense enough for her to scream out and she’d only been up there ten seconds. They weren’t finished with her yet, they continued to pull her up until she was hanging two feet in the air and swinging in the wind.

They tied the lengths of rope to a metal support and stood back to admire their handiwork pleased with themselves.

She must have been a sight hanging there and Mr Jones suddenly got his phone out and started videoing her.

Tracey didn’t care by now, the pain in her breasts was huge and they’d already turned purple which made both of them laugh.

“Damn, I was going to bring some needles with me.” Mr Jones grinned.

“Don’t worry, I intend to keep her hanging there for some time, plenty of time for you to get them.”

They spent  the next twenty minutes looking at her, laughing and joking and then Ali said,

“Lets leave her here, we can go in somewhere warmer and watch the football for an hour or two, it will give you a chance to get your needles too.”

”Okay, lets see if we can pop those beauties, use her tits as a pin cushion.”

Both men had a final look at Tracey and then left her there while they went indoors into the warm, all she could do was hang there and wonder if she’d made the right idea in daring Ali.
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