

Tracey shivered as she pulled her big coat closer into her. She was currently walking to work, it was quarter to eight in the morning and it was bitterly cold outside with more than a hint of rain in the air as well.

She had another ten minutes to go and it was a real struggle to complete, she could of caught the bus of course but that meant spening money, money she didn’t really have, busses were note the safest form of transport for girls on their own now either, even at the time of day!

She currently worked for a big bank and had worked there for two years, on the whole she enjoyed it but there were parts of the job that bothered her. She now worked in the loans department, so if anyone wanted a loan for a new car etc. they would come and see her.

It meant that she had her own little cubicle to see the customer in, you couldn’t call it an office, one side of the cubicle had no screens around it so people could see in easily enough, it was no big deal having your own cubicle either, nearly all the female staff did.

The days of bank cashiers standing at a counter behind bullet proof glass were well gone, most transactions were carried out using a machine nowdays but if you did need to talk to someone face to face there was always someone in a cubicle to see.

In fact the bank had too many female staff for their needs really and all of them worked on the ground floor where the public came in, the top two floors were where the male staff were, working on more serious matters like investments, there were the odd female secretary on the top floors but ninety percent of the women worked on the ground floor, usually with no male in sight!

As I sad there was rather too many girls working there, as a result Tracey was hardly pushed, indeed she would often find herself sitting in her cubicle twiddling her thumbs for an hour before a customer came into her cubicle to see her, Tracey didn’t particularly like this, it made the long days drag on.

She worked from eight in the morning till six at night, the bank didn’t open till nine but they had to be there for eight because the girls had to take part in a forty minute aerobic class every day and of course they had to get showered and dressed ready for work at nine.

The area where the aerobics class was held was on the top floor and it had a communal shower area right next door. The classes were run by a strict ex navy man who worked them pretty hard. She didn’t mind this, she was a fit girl anyway so she could keep up and by the time the class finished she always felt like it had done her good.

The thing she didn’t like about the classes was the fact that they had to do them naked! That was the rule, she had no idea why but as it was the rule not one of them questioned it.

To make matters worse the gym area was hardly private and any of the men working there could come into work and easily see up to fifty naked girls being put through their paces.

You soon had to get used to groups of men standing on the outskirts of the padded area of floor watching them bending and stretching and laughing and making crude comments, it was almost like it was a perk of the job for them.

There was also the fact that the bank only seemed to employ girls under the age of twenty five, pretty girls and nearly always girls with big boobs, which of course used to bounce around dramatically as they exercised. 

The shower room was a separate room and therefore more private, no men allowed, but all it was was a giant wet room with a load of shower heads in the ceiling and the girls had to squeeze under them and wash.

The water was always ice cold as well, that wasn’t so bad on a hot day if she’d just worked up a sweat doing aerobics but usually it wasn’t very nice at all.

There weren’t fifty shower heads either so you often found yourself sharing a shower with another girl, sometimes two, and it got very cramped in there, boob pressed against boob etc.

If you didn’t know your work colleague before you certainly did after showering with them, she wouldn’t call herself a lesbian or even particularly bi but she had to admit that it felt kinda nice having another girls naked body pressed up against yours, tightly as well.

So although she didn’t mind the actual aerobics she wasn’t a fan of the onlookers and the cold showers afterwards.

The girls had to wear a uniform, a blue skirt and a white top, them male staff could wear whatever they wanted as long as it was presentable, the uniform caused Tracey some problems as well.

For a start you weren’t allowed to take it home which meant every time you had to change in and out of it you had to do so at the bank. You guessed it, the changing room was on the ground floor where the majority of them worked and where the public were.

It wasn’t even a changing room as such, it was just another slightly larger cubicle at the back of the bank but still easily visible by any customer that came in. Like all the other cubicles it wasn’t fully closed in, one side was completely open to allow you in and out and anyone looking in would have a perfect view of everything going on inside, what was going on was lots of girls getting changed.

Most of the time the girls changed the bank was shut and therefore there were no customers in there but occasionally you had to arrive late or leave early etc. and there were members of the public there and you had to take everything off to put the uniform on or take it off depending if you were coming or going.

The aerobics class started at either prompt and lasted forty minutes so you had twenty minutes to shower, go down to the ground floor and get dressed before the bank opened at nine.

They were all completely naked and must of made quite a sight running down the stairs like that, big boobs bouncing, as they desperately tried to get dressed before the public were allowed in.

Another thing she didn’t like about the uniform was simply that it was designed to be as revealing as possible, most of the girls didn’t seem to mind this, they were quite happy wearing too tight shirts and skirts that were obscenely short, Tracey wasn’t like that though, she knew she had a great body but she never felt the need to flaunt it as blatantly as the others did.

The skirt especially really was a joke, it was so short it didn’t even cover what it was supposed to, it barely covered a girls bum while she was standing up straight and as soon as she bent or stretched, well all was revealed!

To make matters worse, although it wasn’t a bank rile a lot of the girls didn’t bother wearing any knickers, a fact that was easily visible, there were bare pussies on show everywhere, including for the customers to see, no wonder they were a popular bank.

Tracey was never that blatant, she always wore knickers at work, okay some of them were very small but at least she had them on. Nobody judged her for that and as I say not wearing any wasn’t a bank rule but it was definitely encouraged nevertheless.

Bras were also optional, as most of the girls were at least a EE breast size the bank made them wear shirts that would have been a tight fit on a C cup! As a result the shirts were constantly struggling to contain the breasts and bra or not there was always a generous helping of cleavage on show.

Like the knickers Tracey always made sure she wore a bra at work even though she was teased about it by the other girls.

They were all expected to work like this with the public and as I said no wonder they were so popular. In some ways Tracey was glad the uniform was kept at work, she wouldn’t of fancied wearing it on her journey t work every day!

There was another anomaly about working at the bank, they didn’t pay them. Like Tracey most girls worked in arranging loans and mortgages and overdrafts etc. So if Tracey help organize a loan for a car, if it was a big loan she earned half decent money through commission, a smaller loan less commission of course.

It did come with drawbacks, if the customer defaulted on the loan at any time, which happened quite often, the commission she’d earned from the deal had to be paid back.

That was how the bank paid it’s female staff so of course there was always fierce competition for any client who came in looking to borrow money. Bearing in mind that the bank employed too many girls for the number of customers available it could be a frustrating day waiting for a customer to see and not earning any money while you waited.

It was difficult to say how much she earned on a month by month basis but she knew that it was less than the lawful minimum wage, but no authorities seemed to care, if they wanted more money they’d have to work harder wouldn’t they.

Meanwhile the bank got all the female staff working for them for free, there was even a rumor that pretty soon the bank was going to start charging them for the aerobics class and the use of the uniforms, something that would reduce their wages even further.

Tracey had some awkward clients, they all did, her main one was a Mr Jones, who’d come in six months earlier and arranged a mortgage with her. She’d been delighted at first because a big mortgage meant big commission of course, the deal went bad though more or less as soon as he’d signed the papers.

He lost his job and couldn’t find a new one at his age, he was forty seven, so of course he had no money coming in to pay the mortgage. The commission she’d earned was taken away from her, a bitter blow, and he would come into the bank every month and plead poverty and ask for more time to pay.

This went on for six months during which time he looked more and more disheveled and of course never paid a penny back on the loan, it didn’t look like he was ever likely to either.

At first she had some sympathy for him but as time went on and her commission taken away from her she lost that sympathy and she decided that the only way for the bank to get it’s money back was to make him sell the house.

She spoke about it to her boss who surprisingly was against the idea, he gave her all the spiel about being a friendly and compassionate bank etc. Easy for him to say, he’d not earned a penny on a case that was taking up an inordinate amount of her time!

“Why don’t you offer him an incentive?” he laughed.

She looked at him quizzically unsure what he meant but also afraid she did.

“Next time he’s due in forget to wear your panties that day and make sure he notices.” he laughed again.

Tracey was shocked, as already mentioned she wasn’t that kind of girl and even if she was why would she offer herself to Mr Jones!

Apart from the fact that he was quite a creepy man, always leering at her, he was also a bad client, he owed the bank a lot of money and didn’t seem to want to try and pay any of it back, she had her doubts that he was even looking for a new job.

Her boss was quite insistent though that they try his method, it was easy for him to say, he wasn’t the one showing his body off!

Mr Jones was due in on Tuesday and so that morning she did her aerobics and showered and when she got dressed she purposefully left off her bra and knickers, her boss hadn’t told her to leave her bra off but she thought if she was leaving her knickers off she may as well go the whole hog.

He wasn’t due in till midday so she saw two or three customers in her cubicle first and they all got a good look at her assets, the skirt was so short it didn’t matter how she sat everything was on show.

He walked in bang on time and as usual he had that cocky smile on his face, a smile she’d been determined to wipe off his face by calling in the loan but of course things had changed.

Instead she sat on the corner of the desk and welcomed him like a long lost friend and all the time he had an uninterrupted view of her bare pussy, she may as well of not been wearing a skirt at all, what she was wearing was now up around her waist.

Even he looked surprised, pleasantly surprised of course as he took it all in. She pretended not to know how much she was showing him as she smiled sweetly and explained that the bank had decided to be sympathetic to his plight and give him more time to find a job which in turn would mean that he could start paying the loan back.

Inside of course she was a nervous wreck, she didn’t like talking to him like this and she certainly didn’t like showing herself off to him like she was.

He then made matters worse by leaning forward and telling her how grateful he was for her new attitude to his woes and he casually started running his finger tips up and down her slit!

Tracey shuddered, unsure what to do, it didn’t matter who was doing it if someone was touching your pussy you certainly noticed.

He was getting bolder as well, asking her what other benefits the bank could supply and as he spoke he pushed his middle finger deep inside her.

She was ashamed to say that his finger slid in easily, she was soaking wet by now, a fact that he laughed about as he fingered her.

“I’m sure we can come to some agreement.” she managed to gasp.

He laughed again and this time he pushed her back so that the top half of her body was laying down on the desk and he stood between her spread legs and started to undo his trousers.

His intention was clear and she panicked, having full sex with him hadn’t been part of the plan and remember the cubicle wasn’t even that private.

It didn’t stop him though as he lowered his trousers and pants and his fully erect cock sprang into view, She tried to say something to stop him, for a start she wasn’t on the pill right now, but before she could he positioned his cock and thrust it into her.

She gasped, she hadn’t had many lovers up till now and his wasn’t the biggest cock she’d ever seen but he really rammed it in and he was very rough with her. She quickly realized that there was no point in trying to fight him at this stage, he’d even slapped her face a few times to subdue her and it had worked.

After thirty seconds he’d reached forward and grabbed the front of her shirt and literally ripped it wide open, buttons flying everywhere, her large breasts now on show as well, as he fucked her he bent forward and started biting her nipples, hard!

She didn’t care, all she was hoping was that he didn’t cum in her, she actually managed to gasp out that she wasn’t on the pill but he just laughed.

When he did cum it was obviously as deep inside her as he could manage, she was relieved that the sex was over but worried about the long term consequences.

Even when he’d pulled out she couldn’t really cover herself, we all know about how ineffective the skirt was and now her shirt was ripped open it was impossible to hide her naked breasts with the too small garment.

“I shall expect more of the same every time I come in here now.” he smirked at her.

Tracey just laid there all exposed sure that he would get it too and he left her like that, the cocky smile he’d come in with even wider now.

He did fuck her another two times but on the third time he came in Tracey wasn’t there so he fucked another girl and she seemed to be his favorite now, thank God.

She never fell pregnant which was more luck than judgment and if it had happened the bank would of no doubt blamed her anyway.

As far as she knew he never did get another job and continued to live in the house for free as well as getting free pussy every time he visited the bank, not a bad deal for him.

Tracey currently lived in a small flat a twenty minute walk away from the bank, it was quite a dingy dirty place really, she lived on the top floor while another girl lived below her in the ground floor flat.

The landlord was just as dingy as the flat, an older Asian man called Ali, although he was creepy he didn’t give her much bother, she paid her rent on time so why should he. She’d had to face some embarrassment getting the flat, she’d had a brief telephone conversation with him thinking that the next stage was going round there to view it. Instead he’d told her that for her to have any chance of getting the flat she’d have to send him a short video of her dancing and doing a strip tease, she had to make it suggestive and end up completely naked.

Tracey wasn’t that keen on this but he me it clear again that she had no chance unless she did it, apparently a dozen girls before her had sent him videos.

Although she wasn’t keen she wasn’t shocked either, landlords could do more or less whatever they wanted now with their female tenants and she’d heard some right horror stories about what went on.

So she reluctantly set her camera up to record herself and she stood against a wall, put some music on and started to dance. It was painfully awkward at first but she started to get into it and by the end she was dancing freely and quite naked.

She sent the video to him and a week later he rang her to say she’d got the flat, she didn’t know it but he’d posted the best six videos on Facebook and asked people to vote for the best girl. God knows how many people saw the video but she was quite proud most of them picked her anyway.

Unfortunately the girl in the bottom flat wasn’t so lucky, she often was behind on her rent and Ali was always banging on her door and shouting at her with all sorts of nasty threats.

Tracey didn’t really know the girl, she knew her to say hello to and that her name was Emily but that was about it, she seemed nice and sweet though and she was certainly pretty enough. Apparently she worked at a nearby pub but hadn’t been paid for a while, hence her problems paying the rent.

Tracey did fear for her and one day she came home laden down with shopping and as she entered the front door into the communal hallway she saw Ali and a middle aged couple standing at Emily’s door knocking it loudly.

As she came in and started climbing the stairs she heard the man ask Ali if this was the girl and he hurriedly said that she wasn’t.

“Pity, I would of bought her no problem.” the man laughed looking Tracey up and down.

Ali again said that she wasn’t for sale and the man said,

“I’m sure we could do a two for one deal etc.?”

Again Ali wasn’t interested, why would he sell Tracey, after all she paid her rent on time.

Just then Emily’s door opened and she stood in the doorway, all she had on was a small silk negligee and it made it obvious that’s all she had on! She looked as though she’d just been sleeping and seemed to be confused.

“Oh she’s not too bad, I’m sure we can agree a price.” the man laughed again and all three of them walked into Emily’s flat, closing the door behind them.

It was pretty obvious what was going on, to try and recoup some of the missing rent Ali was selling Emily! Tracey just kept on walking to her own flat, it was nothing to do with her and she knew that it was better not to get involved, sure it was tough on poor Emily but realistically what could Tracey do anyway to stop matters, at least Ali hadn’t considered selling her as well.

The next day Emily was gone, she knew this because Ali invited her into her flat and told her to take her pick of the possessions she’d left behind.

There wasn’t a great deal in there but she got a few nice pieces of underwear and also a big black dildo that made Ali laugh.

She still wore the underwear now and she certainly still used the dildo even though it was too big for her really.

The practice of selling girls was pretty widespread now, technically it was illegal of course but nobody cared, least of all the police.

The rule of thumb was that if a girl owed you money and you had no other way of getting it back you were quite entitled to sell her. It was an unwritten law and it was always liberally acted on, girls could be sold almost without question and it was always obvious what they were being sold for!

It wasn’t as if you could sell one for a lot of money either, the price of pussy had been steadily falling and you certainly didn’t get much of your money back for the transaction, it was hardly worth doing it but the business continued to thrive anyway.

The new girl who got the flat next, Mary, didn’t do much better than Emily although as far as she knew she paid her rent on time etc.

One night not long after Mary had moved in Tracey was woken by dreadful screams coming from Mary’s flat, after a minute or two the screams stopped and Tracey found out later that Mary had been gagged with her own dirty knickers and he mouth taped shut.

Tracey went back to sleep and the next morning she came down the stairs to go to work when she noticed that Mary’s door was wide open and there was some commotion coming from inside.

Curious she poked her head into the flat and immediately wished that she hadn’t, laying on her back on a table was Mary, quite dead and also quite naked.

Standing around her looking down at her was Ali and a young policewoman. They saw Tracey and they invited her in and asked her if she knew anything about what had happened, apart from being woken by Mary’s screams she didn’t of course and she told them that.

It appeared that a group of black youths had broken into the flat, probably only to burgle the place but on finding the pretty white girl they decided to have some fun with her.

For an hour or two they had raped and tortured her and basically did whatever they wanted to with her, they had then decided that it would probably be best if they didn’t leave any living witnesses so they had put a plastic bag over her head and suffocated her to death with it.

When they’d left they left the door wide open so when Ali came round in the morning he saw Mary’s naked body laying there and he’d called the police.

They had sent this young policewoman round, she barely looked old enough to be a police officer, she was very giggly and openly admitted that this was her first murder case and she didn’t really know what to do now that she was there.

In reality she didn’t do anything, just giggled as she looked down at the naked girl.

“What shall we do now?” Ali asked, seemingly excited by Mary’s nakedness the same as the policewoman.

“Well technically you should call an undertaker and get him to come round and collect the body, but if you do that it will cost you money.” she shrugged nonchalantly.

“What’s the alternative?” Ali asked obviously not happy about having to spend any money out.

“Just put her in one of the bins and the bin men will take her away and she’ll end up on a landfill site.” she laughed.

They’d take her away, no questions asked?” said Ali skeptically.

“Yes they do it all the time,” she giggled,”it’s only pussy after all.”

Tracey wasn’t sure if they’d forgotten she was still there or they just didn’t care.

“Well if your sure it’s okay I’ll throw her in the bin then and they can get rid of her like all the other rubbish” Ali smiled.

Tracey was about to leave then, she couldn’t believe how casual and uncaring they were both being, she had to admit that it was a sexy sight with her laid out naked in front of them but there were limits!

As she turned to leave she saw Ali put his hands down on Mary’s boobs and start to squeeze and fondle them.

“Pity really, it had a great set of tits on it.” he laughed and the policewoman inevitably giggled.

Nothing happened for a day or two and then early one morning there was a knock on her door, she was still in bed and wearing just her bra and knickers, small ones at that, but she got up anyway and answered the door as she was, she was expecting a delivery that day and although it was unlikely to be that this early she didn’t want to risk missing it.

To her surprise there was a smartly dressed young woman standing there with an older scruffy looking man.

They more or less pushed past her into the flat and it wasn’t until she had closed the door behind them that they explained that they were from the local newspaper reporting on what had happened to Mary.

Tracey felt a bit exposed standing there in just her underwear but they didn’t seem to mind, the girl was the reporter and very pretty while the man was a photographer.

The girl sat on Tracey’s still warm bed and started asking her questions about what she’d seen or heard that night.

In reality she’d seen nothing on the night and had only heard the screams for a short while.

“Did you think of going down there and seeing if you could help at all?” the girl asked.

Tracey shook her head, she’d just gone back to sleep once the screaming had stopped and anyway what help would she of been, the gang would have had two girls to play with instead of one.

“True and with a girl as pretty as you with a body like yours they would have had twice the fun.” she giggled.

Tracey took that as a compliment and giggled with her, she hadn’t really noticed but all the time she was standing there talking the man was circling her taking pictures.

“Why don’t you sit on the bed beside Janey, you two girls have a little kiss, it will make a great picture.” he laughed.

Janey was all giggly and didn’t look like she was against the idea although what this had to do with the story Tracey didn’t know. To be honest she wasn’t against the idea either, she was quite turned on being in just her skimpy undies, she wasn’t into other girls Par SE but Janey was pretty and the fact that it would all be photographed was another turn on, all girls loved posing for the camera.

What the kissing had to do with the story and how they could use the pictures in the newspaper Tracey had no idea but she was enjoying it and it was quite passionate. She was barely aware of the photographer right in front of them clicking away merrily, offering words of encouragement to the girls.

As I say the kissing was quite passionate and at first Tracey was barely aware of the girls hand on her breasts but then she pushed her hand down her bra onto her bare nipples, she was very aware then!

She made a token effort to move her hand away but after getting no success she gave up and let her leave it there, her nipples instantly fully erect.

“Do you think Mary deserved what she got?” the girl giggled.

By now Tracey didn’t know what she thought, she was so turned on, so she replied,

“I guess so, all girls do.”

“Even you?”

“Well I’m a girl.” Tracey laughed.

“So if the gang came back and did to you what they did to Mary you’d be happy about it?”

“As long as they have their fun,” she giggled again,”after after they know where I live and I never lock my door at night, it would be easy for them to come in.”

Tracey was saying all this knowing that it was incredibly dangerous but not caring at all, the reporter was still pinching and pulling on her nipples and Tracey was so excited, what she was saying just added to the excitement.

“Sounds like you want them to come back.” the reporter laughed.

“Well I certainly wouldn’t put up a fight no matter what they did.” Tracey smiled.

The interview was more or less over by then, the girl withdrew her hand from Tracey’s bra, the photographer took the last few shots of Tracey in her underwear and they both left happy.

Once they’d gone Tracey calmed down a bit and wondered what she’d said, she must of come across as a right brainless bimbo but it didn’t stop her from using the dildo she’d got from Emily’s flat that time.

Over the next week she was worried sick that she was going to be asleep at night and woken by a gang of blacks who wanted to defile her creamy white skin, it didn’t happen, the gang probably thought it had all been an obvious ploy to get them to come back while the police waited for them, it wasn’t of course but even Tracey could see it must of looked like that.

Even Ali had laughed when he saw the story and he’d called her a naughty girl, he even threatened to pay her a visit one night as well, he didn’t, he was too worried about his precious rent from her, all the time she kept paying she was safe!

That was becoming a bit of a problem actually, the money she earned from commission at the bank was highly erratic at best and was barely enough to support her anymore, so she started looking for a part time job.

It wasn’t an easy task, most employers paid female staff a pittance nowdays and expected them to work insanely long hours for it, they also had carte blanch on how they treated them, employing a girl was seen as owning her and you could do anything you wanted to something you owned.

Employers using physical punishments against their girls was commonplace and some of those punishments could be very severe, we’re not talking about a simple spanking here!

So bearing all this in mind she had to pick and choose what part time job she went for. The answer came at the end of her road, a new hand car wash had opened up, it’s novelty being that all it’s staff were female and they all worked naked!

Okay Tracey wasn’t keen on that, especially as it was outside work but it’s location was very good, she could literally walk there in two minutes and she’d only work at weekends so it wouldn’t interfere with her bank hours.

So she went along there one day and applied to work there, she was seen by an older Iranian man inside a chilly portacabin and one of the first things he did was tell her to take her clothes off.

Now this kind of made sense, after all she knew she’d be working naked and he wouldn’t want to employ anybody who didn’t have a good body, even so it was embarrassing.

Within a few seconds she stood in his little office completely naked, he made her walk yp and down for a minute as he watched her and then casually said she’d do!

He didn’t tell her to get dressed again so she stayed naked as he chatted to her, again it made sense, if she was going to be working naked she couldn’t get all shy and embarrassed.

He explained that she would be working in a team of six girls, they would get paid at a flat rate of £5 per car, with a pound of that going to him and the other £4.00 being split between the girls. On a hot summers day cars would be queuing up around the corner waiting to be washed and she could make some good money, she did wonder how much money she would make on the cold rainy days!

He quickly glossed over that though and told her she’d be waiting in a little shed for a car to pull up and then they’d all leap into action washing their designated parts of the car, front back, etc.

For washing any window they had to use their boobs, they would soak them up and squash them against the glass and rub them all over it, making sure that the driver got a good view from inside his car.

“I can’t promise you that the buckets of water will be hot, or even warm really,” he laughed,”but the cold water will make sure your nipples are nice and hard.”

This job was sounding less appealing by the second but the tought of extra money spurred her on and she giggled with him.

He told her that the most important thing was to always be smiling and giggly and let the customer think you were having the time of your life. He told her she’d got the job straight away and told her to report back there at eight o’clock sharp on Saturday morning.

She was excited, sure it was another job eating into her spare hours but at least she’d earn some money from it. By the sounds of it it was even more sexualized than the bank but she was beginning to accept that’s what being a pretty girl nowdays was all about.

So Saturday morning she walked the hundred yards to work and got there nice and early, she was introduced to the other girls, her team mates, in the little shed they all shared, girls about her age, all pretty and big breasted.

More or less the only thing in the shed were a few chairs and a few lockers, she was allocated one and told to take her clothes off and put them in there. For some reason undressing in front of the other girls was more embarrassing than doing it in front of the boss.

Once fully naked and her clothes locked away she sat down and chatted to the others as they waited for the first car to arrive. The only trouble was it was in the middle of winter, it wasn’t raining but it was damn cold, even in the hut they were in there was no heating, and it was a good twenty minutes before a car pulled up.

Tracey knew straight away that she wasn’t going to be earning any money until the weather got better and she was working naked for this.

Apart from the lack of earning potential there was another problem with working naked so close to your home, practically everyone she knew who lived on her street came out to see her working, and have a good look at her naked body of course.

Ali came along, various neighbors and the like, people she hardly knew all saw her naked and there was nothing she could do about it.

When they had a break for lunch etc. one of the girls would be sent next door to a corner shop and told to buy sandwiches and coffee etc. more than once Tracey was sent.

She was sent naked each time and she often had to queue up in the shop like that, she often went in there on her way to the bank, fully dressed of course, and the shop owner would often flirt with her and now here she was standing in his shop completely naked!

She stuck with the job for a few months hoping that things would get better soon and for a while in the summer they did, they were washing a dozen cars a day, sometimes more, but it soon reverted to  a dozen cars a week and being miserable in the cold.

Ali had put her rent up, not by much but enough to worry her, she could barely afford the rent and that was if she didn’t eat!

She hoped she could find a better paid job soon, either full time or part time, she knew what Ali was likely to do to her if she couldn’t pay the rent, sell her!
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