

Tracey was reasonably happy as she walked to work that day, well as happy as anyone could be going to work on a Monday morning.

She currently worked as an auctioneer at a pussy auction place, a job she’d been in for two years and even though she said so herself she thought she was pretty good at it.

It was quite an easy job really, one day a week, usually Fridays or Saturdays she had a busy day on the microphone selling girls, for the rest of the week she wasn’t too busy, sweeping up, making the tea, feeding the girls she was about to sell, doing any small menial job that needed doing really.

For all of this she was paid a percentage of the money raised by each auction, 25% at the moment, not a fortune but enough to live on. Sometimes they’d have good weeks where they’d sell a lot of girls for a lot of money, sometimes the weeks wouldn’t be so good.

She was actually getting slightly worried recently, the amount of girls they were selling was roughly the same but the price of pussy had been falling so she’d been getting less commission every month, she hoped things would pick up again soon or she’d be in trouble.

The auction house was a twenty minute walk from where she lived, a walk she quite enjoyed whatever the weather, it was good exercise if nothing else.

It was quite a big building split into parts, the from part was the auction area which was basically just a circular ring with a little stage to one side, the floor was covered in sawdust and it reminded Tracey of the kind of place farmers would gather round to buy cows and other livestock, there was no difference really.

Behind that, out of the public's eye was the main storage area full of small wire dog cages where the girls were kept prior to auction. They had a hundred cages out there and it had never been full, perhaps half full most weeks, so fifty girls being sold each auction.

The golden unwritten rule was that every girl was sold by the end of each auction, the bosses didn’t want any hanging around for a week for the next one.

This meant that if you hung around to the end of the auction you could get some great deals, three for the price of two etc. Most people left before half way through each auction though, wrongly assuming that they sold off the best girls first.

In reality the auction house didn’t do that, the last girl of the day could be as pretty as the first, in fact they only sold pretty girls with great bodies, nobody wanted to buy fat ugly girls!

Tracey didn’t have any empathy for the girls she sold, as far as she was concerned they were just a way of making money. How they got there wasn’t her concern, it was pretty obvious what they were being bought for and most of them wouldn’t last very long once they’d been sold.

Technically they were meant to be registered on a government database but hardly any of them were, they were known as black market pussy and people preferred it that way, no records of who they were or who’d bought them.

She knew that most of them had been tricked there, a mischievous little brother, an angry ex boyfriend or a pissed off boss etc. Tracey didn’t care either way, once they were locked in their cages they were just lumps of meat to her.

As I said she was good at her job, happily describing the girls as they were paraded round the ring, pointing out the best attributes of their bodies and generally bumping the bids up as high as she could.

The girls were all naked and Tracey wasn’t above using her own sexuality to raise sales. She didn’t stand on the stage naked of course but she was quite happy to wear revealing clothes, short skirts etc. She was a good looking girl herself and the bidders were pleased when she described a girls large juicy breasts as they bounced around the ring.

During the course of the two years she’d worked there she’d sold off a few girls she knew, girls she’d gone to school with, a neighbors daughter etc. Of course when one of them came in and saw Tracey they would immediately start appealing to her to let them go.

She always used to ignore them, it would be more trouble than it was worth to let them go, if her boss found out she’d be taking the girls place in the cage!

So she used to sell them regardless, some of them she hadn’t particularly liked anyway but some she’d been quite close to, she sold them anyway.

As I mentioned all the girls to be auctioned off were kept naked regardless of the day they were brought in. The male staff used to take full advantage of this, using the girls for all kinds of sexual shenanigans. They always had to remember however they shouldn’t really hurt or mark the girls, after all they were stock, stock to be sold.

Tracey didn’t mind all the sex stuff going on around her, it was just men being men after all and some of the men that worked there weren’t exactly nice, the place had a history of employing ex convicts, usually who’d been jailed for sexual offenses, but she didn’t mind, she got on okay with them and everybody deserved a second chance after all.

A few of them had tried it on with her but she’d always rejected their advances, mostly because she didn’t like them anyway but also she had always told herself never to go out with anyone you worked with, it only ever caused complications at some stage.

As a result of their frustrated attempts she was given the nickname “Ice maiden” at work, for obvious reasons.

So she reached work that morning bang on time as usual and took her coat off, it was winter and bloody freezing outside, in truth it wasn’t much warmer in here, the company didn’t like wasting money on heating the whole building.

She often wondered how the girls got on, it must have been freezing for them locked naked in their cages, especially late at night.

Her boss was a big imposing man who had a bit of a temper on him but he wasn’t too bad with Tracey, he could have been a lot worse, she knew that from the horror stories she’d heard about other bosses with their female staff.

More or less as soon as she got there that morning she was told that the boss wanted to see her in his office, never a good thing to hear when you arrive for work!

Wondering what she might of done wrong but not thinking of anything she nervously knocked on his door and went inside.

She was surprised to see not only her boss in the office but also another younger woman, even younger than Tracey. The girl wasn’t even pretty and more than a little chubby, not the kind of girl he usually had in his office at all.

There was only one chair in there and she was sitting in it so Tracey was forced to stand as her boss explained that this was Emily, his niece, and she’d come to join the firm as Tracey’s apprentice and he wanted her to teach her the ropes.

Tracey wasn’t overjoyed by this news, she was one of very few female staff and she kinda liked it that way, she was more or less left to her own devices and she liked that too, all the company was concerned about was her maximizing sales at every auction and now she was going to have someone at her side the whole time.

Of course she couldn’t say any of this to her boss, she probably couldn’t of said it at the best of times but Emily was his niece!

So instead she smiled sweetly and said what a good idea that was and how she was looking forward to working with Emily. Apart from the reasons listed above there was also the fact that she didn’t like the girl, obviously so far she hardly knew her but she had a sneering look on her face as if Tracey were below her.

Things weren’t helped when Emily laughed and said to her uncle,

“You should put her up for sale in the next auction, you’d make a mint and all pure profit.”

Normally the auction house paid a small percentage of a girls selling price to the man who’d brought her in, obviously as Tracey already worked there they wouldn’t have to do that, hence the “pure profit” remark.

“Not Tracey,” he shrugged, “she’s been a good worker here for two years.”

“Nobodies irreplaceable, it’s just pussy after all and besides I’m here now.” she countered.

“Well I’ll think about it.” he said.

Tracey was standing there the whole time outraged, Emily had only been there two minutes and already she was suggesting that Tracey should be sold, she had to admit though that a part of her was turned on by the conversation, she knew it was wrong but she couldn’t help it.

She stood there silently as Emily laughed and said,

“Yes think about it but don’t take much time, she’s not getting any younger.”

She was right about that, most of the girls they sold were late teens or early twenties, although she was so good looking she was pushing the boundaries a bit a twenty four.

Two minutes later the meeting was over and both girls left the office together, not exactly the best of friends.

Until auction day there really wasn’t much to show Emily, there weren’t even any girls in the cages yet, it was too early, they wouldn’t start filling up till closer the auction day on Saturday.

From the start Emily was unfriendly and surly, she barely listened to whatever Tracey was telling her, it was a different scenario with the male staff though, she’d flirt outrageously with them, even though they weren’t particularly interested in her, as I said she wasn’t really attractive.

How Tracey made it through that first day she’d never know but she had to stay keen and enthusiastic because she knew full well that her boss would ask Emily for a full report on how she’d got on, how she’d got on with Tracey.

The walk to work seemed twice as long as the day before and once again when she arrived she was summoned to the bosses office. This time Emily wasn’t there and she quickly sat down in the chair opposite him.

He then explained that as Emily was working there now they were going to have to cut Tracey’s wages to save money. Instead of her getting 25% of the proceeds from each auction she would now only get 15%, Emily getting the remaining 10%.

This seemed highly unfair to Tracey, it hadn’t been her idea to bring Emily into the business but she was the one suffering for it, as I said before overall sales had been dropping anyway and now to lose a fair chunk of her commission was almost unbearable.

She didn’t say that of course, insread she smiled and said it was a good idea and that she was sure Emily would end up being a good addition to the team, she hated herself for being so weak but what was she supposed to say, she didn’t like his niece at all!

One good thing did happen for a while that Tuesday, she had to take Emily for her new employee medical. An embarrassing and humiliating affair at the best of times as a lot of nudity was required, not a pretty sight in Emily’s case.

The doctor let Tracey stay and witness the whole lot and she enjoyed it, not for seeing her nude etc. as I said not a pretty sight but because for the first time she felt like she was in a position of power over the wretched girl.

Mind you it didn’t last long as when he finished and Emily was getting dressed he turned to her,

“We haven’t had a good check of you for a while Tracey have we?”

He hadn’t and she didn’t like the way this was going, Emily had the usual smirk back on her face as she dressed, a smirk that hadn’t been there two minutes ago.

“Why don’t you slip those clothes off for me quickly and I’ll make sure your still A1”

Now she knew better than to argue with the company doctor and within a few seconds she found herself as naked as Emily had been and being put through the same humiliating procedures.

Emily, now fully dressed, was still there of course and enjoying Tracey’s discomfort enormously, doing her best to make the doctor prolong it as long as he could.

By the time it all finished and she’d got dressed she knew Emily had greatly enjoyed that more than she had herself.

She had an important part of the job to teach Emily next, how to sweep up the storage area!

Emily wasn’t interested and spent most of the time sitting on one of the cages watching Tracey sweep up, as if that kind of work was below her.

As I said there were a hundred cages there and now on Tuesday morning two or three of them were occupied with girls waiting to be auctioned off on Saturday.

Tracey actually always felt sorry for the early arrivals, the cages were tiny, well below the government approved size, and apart from half an hour a day exercise and a quick hose down they were locked in them for four or five days at a time.

There wasn’t even enough room in the cage for them to lay down flat, all they could do was kneel there on their hands and knees.

Emily looked at the cages quizzically and giggled and said she was glad she’d seen girls in them as they looked too small.

Tracey assured her that they were big enough, just, and Emily dared her to get into one so that she could see.

Tracey should of refused straight away but stupidly she accepted the dare and dropped to her hands and knees and prepared to back into one of the empty cages.

“No, not like that,”Emily squealed, “you have to be naked.”

This added a whole new level to the dare but it kinda made sense, every girl that got into a cage was naked and anyway Emily had seen her naked now already so she sighed and reluctantly took all her clothes off and dropped them onto the newly swept foor.

There were a couple of men at the far end of the room gossiping amongst themselves, they were a long way away and weren’t paying any attention to Tracey or Emily, she still felt exposed though.

Dropping to her knees she backed into the cage until she was fully in, just about, her bum was pressed against the wire at the back and her nose the wire at the front.

To her surprise the giggling Emily bent down and pulled the bolt across the front door, effectively locking her in the cage. Tracey hadn’t fully understood what getting into the cage actually meant, she thought she’d be in there for two minutes to prove her point to Emily and then crawl out, now she found herself locked in!

To make matters even worse the still giggling Emily picked up the pile of Tracey’s discarded clothes and dropped them into a nearby bin saying that they couldn’t have a mess there.

Tracey was getting worried now, how long was she going to be in this cage for, she was still confident that Emily would let her out at some stage and she hoped it wouldn’t be too long, she could already feel the cold and her muscles were starting to seize up.

She couldn’t even see Emily very well from her present position but she heard her say,

“Oh it’s lunch time now, you can stay there while I go and get something to eat, I hope none of the staff find you while I’m gone, who knows what they would do!” she laughed.

That was a big fear of Tracey’s now, if they did see her they’d have great fun playing with the “Ice Maiden” and there would be nothing she could do to stop it.

Distraught she watched Emily walking away, wondering how long she would be, two minutes would be too long.

She’d let various boyfriends tie her up before and she’d always enjoyed it, the feeling of being totally helpless was quite a turn on, she’d never been caged before though, she was getting the same feelings though.

Sure it was uncomfortable and she ached like mad but there was something animistic about it as well, as a girl she deserved to be locked it a cage, it was the way nature had intended.

She was also scared stiff of being seen and recognized and the ramifications that would inevitably bring but if the passing men saw her all they would see was just another naked blonde girl hunched up in a cage, they saw enough of them!

Tracey kept her head low so she couldn’t see the clock on the wall but when Emily finally returned she saw that she’d been gone well over an hour. She knelt beside the cage and laughing asked her if she’d learned her lesson and when Tracey nodded her head she pulled the bolt back and unlocked the cage and told her to get out.

That was a tall order in itself, it had been a tight squeeze getting into the cage and that was when all her limbs were working correctly, now they felt like jelly and it was a real effort to crawl out and then stand up beside Emily.

Of course now she was stood up and still naked she felt even more exposed but she quickly retrieved her clothes from the bin, which luckily hadn’t been emptied, and got dressed.

Despite Tracey’s seniority in age and length of service it was pretty clear who was in charge now and from then on and whenever Tracey showed her some menial work it was her who ended up doing it while Emily didn’t even watch her, head buried in her phone.

She obviously wasn’t interested in the general work, all she wanted to learn from Tracey was the actual auctioning.

Ironically that was the one thing she couldn’t teach her, she had to have the rapport and banter with the crowd and you either had it or didn’t and Emily definitely didn’t, she was quite shy in front of an audience, something that didn’t go down with them.

Of course rather than just accept it Emily blamed Tracey for her bad training whenever she tried being the auctioneer and it had always gone disastrously wrong, the trouble was her boss always seemed to take Emily’s side, well he had to really, he was her uncle after all.

Then one day Emily happily informed her that she’d had a word with her uncle and he’d agreed to split the 25% commission they were getting overall to 12.5% each. This meant another decrease for Tracey and an increase for Emily.

It was only a 2.5% wages cut but she thought it highly unfair that she’d been there two years and was now earning the same as Emily who’d only been there two weeks and was useless at the job anyway.

Of course she didn’t say anything like that, what be the point anyway but it did anger her.

She currently lived in a small grotty flat and she had no choice now but to tell her landlord about her money woes, he wasn’t very sympathetic.

He was small and grotty just like the flat but apart from constantly leering at her and the odd slap on her bum he didn’t do anything but look, although Tracey was always sure he wanted to and was just waiting for the chance.

Unknown to her he owned several business’s in the area and he suggested that in order to reduce her rent she could work in one of these business’s in the evenings or at the weekends.

He listed some of the jobs, none of which seemed appealing but she was desperate and in the end agreed to work in one of his small cafe’s as a waitress. Apparently he owned two cafe’s not too far apart and although she’d mostly be working at one location she might occasionally be asked to work at the other for a day or two.

Tracey didn’t mind being a waitress, like most girls she’d done it for a while when she’d left school, the two cafes her landlord owned were small greasy spoon type places used by taxi drivers and lorry drivers etc. but that didn’t bother her either, after all she worked with not particularly nice men already!

So she arrived for work there one night, she knew it would probably be hard work but she was used to that, after all she was sure the men would mostly order stuff like ham, eggs and chips.

She obviously hadn’t done her research very well because when she got there she went behind the counter and introduced herself and then asked if she had to wear a uniform and if so where was it?

The two men there laughed and said there was no uniform for waitresses, she had to work naked!

Tracey was convinced they were joking at first but they persuaded her they weren’t, she’d heard about naked waitresses before, apparently they were quite a common sight nowdays, but she hadn’t realized she would be one.

There wasn’t even anywhere for her to undress, she had to do it behind the counter in the kitchen area where the half dozen customers could easily see her, there was no cover from their gaze at all.

Feeling totally embarrassed and a little scared she took her clothes off and put them into a small locker there, although she was used to working with naked girls all the time she very rarely got naked in a public place herself.

Of course she then had to go out into the main body of the cafe and start serving tables, getting a lot of attention as she did, especially with all the bending and stretching she had to do.

Needless to say the first two weeks were the hardest as she got used to the embarrassment, apart from the constant looks she also had to put up with all the wandering hands, nothing too dramatic but there was nearly always a hand on her bum at some stage and it wasn’t unusual for her to be bending over and someone would make a comment about her large breasts and then to give them a squeeze to back the comment up.

A favorite was for someone to joke they needed a bit more milk in their tea and attempt to get it by squeezing her breasts over the cup. Nothing came out of course but she had heard that some cafes injected their female staff with a lactation drug which made them produce milk which was then used in tea or coffee etc.

Tracey had never had human milk but apparently it was very nice and very popular nowdays, some of the bigger cafes and restaurants even kept herds of girls purely for the purpose of milking them!

She hoped her landlord didn’t think of that, she didn’t fancy being a human cow for him.

Talking of her landlord it was doubly embarrassing the first time he’d come into the cafe to see how she was getting on. This of course meant that he got to see her naked as well, something he’d never done before but something he’d wanted to see for ages.

There was nothing she could do about it, she had to stand there, dying inside, while he chatted inanely about the job, all the time his eye’s traveling up and down her fully exposed body and all she could do was grin and bare it, literally.

Those first two weeks were the worst but slowly she got used to being in the nude, sure there were still the little pockets of embarrassment, like whenever the landlord came in etc. there was even once when an old school teacher of hers came in and saw her, but generally speaking she was less and less embarrassed by her nudity in front of others.

She still didn’t like being groped by the customers but there was nothing she could do about that, the boss had even told her to let it happen.

She started working there twice a week after working at the auction house, a tiring day, but eventually he upped her hours to include weekends until she was working as a waitress for a total of twenty hours a week and for this he knocked £100 a month off her rent, £5.00 a day, she was hardly going to get rich off that!

The government had recently done away with the minimum hourly rate you could pay female staff now and she knew that they were girls earning even less than £5.00 a day so in a way she was quite lucky and as long as she could still afford the rent she was happy.

A lot of girls couldn’t afford to pay the rent on a one bedroom flat, even a two bedroomed one, so they all used to live together in what were jokingly called a “Pussy House.”

These were houses where the landlord would squeeze as many girls as he could into a house, he was happy because he was still getting rent and the girls were happy because their share of the rent was significantly less the more girls there were.

She knew that some Pussy Houses had twelve girls living in a two bedroomed, one bathroom house, talk about cramped.

Of course locals soon got to learn which house was a pussy house and these became favorite targets for break ins etc. after all they were full of pussy.

She was sure that some of the girls who ended up in a cage at their warehouse were from raids on a Pussy House, the landlords didn’t care, if they lost a few girls it was easy enough to replace them!

That was another reason Tracey was determined to keep paying her rent, she liked having her own space and she certainly didn’t fancy sharing with a load of other girls and the dangers that involved.

So she kept on working both jobs although that might not be enough, the price of pussy kept falling and so her commission levels fell with them.

She was so casual with her nudity at the cafe now that she would regularly take bags of rubbish out to the big bins at the side of the building, this involved walking out the front door onto a busy pavement, walking round the side of the building, depositing the bags in the bins and then walking back into the cafe via the front door.

Lots of passers by would see her in all her glory but Tracey didn’t mind, she knew she had a great body without an inch of fat on it so why not show it off.

Once a customer had alleged that his watch had been mistakenly thrown away with the rubbish and she’d had to go outside with him and search through the dumpster for his watch. This had eventually meant climbing into the dumpster itself in a very unladylike like manner with her legs akimbo but she’d managed it and was standing inside the five foot tall dumpster surrounded by black bin bags.

She’d eventually found the missing watch and handed it to him, he was pleased to get it back but he made no effort to pull Tracey from the dumpster, the walls were five foot tall and she was five foot two at best so she had a hell of a job pulling herself up and out, all the time with him standing right there enjoying the show she couldn’t help but give him.

At one stage she had one leg on the wall of the dumpster and the other one still dangling inside, so she was wide open and her casually laughed and started running his fingertips along her slit.

She gasped in surprise, so far the men in the cafe had only smacked her bum or squeezed her tits, nobody had touched her pussy before until now and he was having a damn good touch!

She didn’t know what to do, she couldn’t move from current exposed position in a hurry, she was embarrassed but she was also turned on as he continued to to rub his fingers up and down her slit, a slit that was very quickly soaking wet, something he of course noticed.

In the end she just let him get on with it as she struggled to get out of the dumpster, she wasn’t sure if it was the circumstances or not but she was enjoying his rubbing and she was a bit disappointed when she finally managed to climb out and drop to the ground.

He didn’t even say thank you, just took the watch and went on his merry way leaving her to go round the front and back into the cafe.

That was more or less a one off, the customers continued to make crude comments and jokes and have a little squeeze but they seemed to have an unwritten rule that her pussy was out of bounds.

Luckily Emily never found out about her tart time job, a greasy little cafe was hardly the place she would frequent anyway but she might if she knew Tracey was working there naked!

Mind you she was still a lazy liability at work, despite the fact that she was supposed to be learning from Tracey she was quite happy to let her do all the work while she watched or sat there idly playing on her phone.

The only part of the job was the actual being an auctioneer and it was wear she was still rubbish, she had no idea how to work a crowd to raise the bids etc.

Even her uncle, Tracey’s boss, had noticed and he wasn’t very happy about it, he wasn’t necessarily blaming Tracey for Emily’s shortcomings but he wasn’t very pleased with both of them.

Then one day Emily had happily told Tracey that in an effort to help her skills she would auction Tracey off, not for real, on a non auction day, just her and Tracey and just to help Emily.

On the face of it it wasn’t a bad idea, but practice or not she didn’t like the idea, she would be naked, in the auction ring, there wouldn’t actually be any bidding customers there but she still wasn’t keen on the idea.

So on the next Thursday morning when it was quiet Tracey found herself taking all her clothes off and climbing into one of the hated cages again.

Dhe had argued about the need for this but Emily had said it all had to be as lifelike as possible and if it was a real auction Tracey would be taken to the ring naked and from a cage.

So she got undressed and got in and once again Emily prolonged the agony by casually itting against the cage and having a long conversation with someone on her phone.

Eventually she finished and laughed,

“Right let’s auction this one off, should get a good price for her.”

The cage was unlocked and she was more or less dragged out and stood up and dragging her by her hair she was led to the auction ring a short distance away.

She knew it was only practice but it felt strangely real as she entered the ring, it was empty of course but she could imagine it full of leering cheering people.

Emily had left her in the middle of the ring while she’d gone to the small stage where the microphones were and she started off by welcoming everybody there, there wasn’t anybody there of course but Emily was taking it all very real.

She started off by saying they had now reached the star lot of the auction and she went on to describe Tracey’s large bouncy boobs, the curve of her bum etc.

There was a problem, nobody was there to start with but on hearing the microphones some of the male staff were curious and had started to wander over to see what was going on.

What they saw was the naked Tracey, the Ice Maiden, being put through her paces by Emily who was attempting to sell her.

Tracey was mortified, withing ten minutes around fifty of her male colleagues were standing around the circle, shouting and laughing and even worse, bidding!

Not huge amounts and Emily was doing a rubbish job of driving them up higher but it did make the whole thing seem even more real.

Remember a lot of these men were convicted sex criminals, they’d never seen Tracey naked before, although they’d all wanted to, and here she was parading around fully naked in front of them, most thought the auction was real as well, why wouldn’t they.

A bid came in for £25.00 and Emily accepted it, Tracey wasn’t sure if she was being serious now, and she told Tracey to get back into her cage to wait for her new owner.

Tracey was in a bit of a dream, was this all for real, had she just been sold, in some ways having the watching men there had helped the realness of it all but had it been too real!

Things weren't improved when she saw the man who’d bought her handing over the agreed amount of money to a grinning Emily.

He the approached Tracey’s cage and bent down and said he’d pick her up when he finished work later on.

Tracey was scared now, she knew this man, he’d been inside for multiple rapes and she knew he wasn’t a nice man! The judge at his trials had been more than lenient with him, often sentencing him to jail for the petty thefts he committed during the rapes and not bothering to jail him at all for the actual rapes.

“Sorry hun, Mike want’s you sedated.” and before she knew it Emily had knelt down behind her and without warning had pushed a large needles into her bottom and injected her with something.

She knew this was fairly standard practice, she’d injected lots of girls herself, it didn’t do to have an hysterical girl in the place and this drug calmed them down nicely.

The needle was very large though and she screamed the house down when it was pushed into her bottom, she did start to feel it’s effects straight away though and all her worries seemed to melt away, she felt like she was in a dream, a pleasant one.

She had no idea how long she was in the cage for, a few hours, even though she knew she was aching from being so cramped up she didn’t care.

Suddenly a man’s face was at the cage looking at her and he opeed the door and helped pull her out. Maybe it was the drug but it seemed a lot easier this time.

She was standing there quite naked and unashamed as the man looked her up and down and laughed.

“Not bad for £25.00, can have a lot of fun with her.”

As he walked her off all she could hear was Emily giggling behind her, obviously pleased she’d down a good job.
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