

Tracey’s home life had changed dramatically recently, not necessarily for the better either. Her father had died eighteen months ago, he was a beloved father but it was still a shock, he was only forty eight, a heart attack apparently.

Her mother had died when she was a child so she had no immediate family around her and it wasn’t the best time for young females to be by themselves nowdays.

More on that later, her father had left her well looked after, she ended up with £150,000, a small but profitable business and a large four bedroomed house.

She would of rather still had her father around but she was financially secure and not many girls her age could say that now.

The business he’d left her was a small gents hairdressers, there were only three staff, an old guy called Bill, a young female barber called Emily and an eighteen year old lad called John who was basically the odd job man, if you wanted a cup of tea or wanted something swept up etc. you asked John to do it.

Tracey didn’t know the first thing about cutting men's hair and didn’t really want to learn either, she restricted herself to going into the shop for an hour or two most days and looking at the books. The place was never going to make her a millionaire but at least it made a profit, a small one.

It had it’s downside though, Bill hated her, he’d been working there for twenty years and he thought that he would be left the business if anything happened to her dad, when it did happen he gave it to a silly girl who knew nothing about the business.

He was very resentful and held it against Tracey even though it wasn’t her fault, even worse he started turning the other two against her as well and sometimes when she went in there the atmosphere was very hostile.

She could of just sacked Bill but he held the company together really, he had all the experience, the other two just did as they were told, she didn’t want all the hassle of finding someone to replace him, probably for more money and less experience!

In a room at the back of the shop were two sunbeds and they were often busy with girls coming in to use them most times of the day. For obvious reasons there girls were all white, John was a black guy and he used to love humiliating all the white girls.

He gave himself the job of spraying them down with tanning oil before they could get onto the beds, it was basically a spray gun with a long thin nozzle that he used to spray the naked girls down with.

They would literally stand naked in a small separate room, arms and legs outstretched, while he hosed them down with the oil and you could guess the areas he concentrated on!

Once they were all oiled up he would insist on rubbing the oils into their skin which of course gave him an opportunity to run his hands all over their bodies, and I do mean all over.

Then when he’d had his fun doing that he would say that they needed to dry off before he’d let them onto the sunbed and he’d make them go out the back door and stand outside.

At the back of the shop was a long narrow alleyway which all the shops backed onto, it didn’t go anywhere and it was just for the shops use. It wasn’t exactly a main thorough way but occasionally other shop owners would drive their cars down there to park behind their shops, or people would open their back doors and take the rubbish out etc. in short a few people got a look at the naked girls standing outside the barbers.

I say girls, sometimes he put two out there and they would stand huddled together, usually in the bitter cold, for anything up to thirty minutes before he let them back in.

They were embarrassed and humiliated but funnily enough nobody ever complained, they seemed to accept that it was happening and just let it happen.

John of course loved it, he was only doing it for his own fun and enjoyment and as long as he wasn’t driving the girls away Tracey was quite happy to let him carry on doing it, after all it was no skin off her nose.

The shop did lose a girl or two though, at the end of the alley, fifty yards from their back door, was some big dumpster bins and there was usually a small camp of tramps and winos around a small bonfire they’d lit.

Of course seeing a naked girl suddenly pop out of the back door fifty yards away was too great a temptation and they’d lure her to their fire or simply go up and snatch her, once they had her in their clutches the girl very rarely got away.

Nobody was concerned about the odd missing girl, well maybe Tracey as she wouldn’t get the girls repeat business, the police certainly weren’t interested even though it was fairly obvious why she’d disappeared.

Tracey never even bothered reported the girl going missing in the first place, she’d paid the fee for the sunbed when she entered the shop so why should Tracey what had happened to her, she had her money.

She wasn’t callous that was just the way society thought about girls nowdays, they were disposable sex objects, used and judged on one thing, could they keep a man happy.

Tracey knew this of course and she acted accordingly, there were even fully legal female slaves around, you could buy them in slave shops and it wasn’t unusual now.

Bill had made threats about enslaving her, she hoped he was joking but she also knew that it wouldn’t be a difficult thing for him to do. In some ways that turned her on, she didn’t really want to be a slave, especially now she had money behind her, but the threat of being made one was a turn on. Like all girls now she was raised to be submissive, especially to men, and there was nothing more submissive than being signed over to slavery!

She had been in the Post Office one day when a middle aged man had brought a young girl in to enslave her. She didn’t know what the relationship was between the two of them but the girl wasn’t happy, she was even crying.

The man gave to lady behind the counter the girls information and the lady stamped a few forms and that was it, the girl was now a slave, like it or not, she certainly hadn’t consented to it but the man could do it anyway.

Whenever Bill made the threats she would goad him, she knew she was being very risky, especially as he didn’t like her, but she couldn’t stop doing it anyway.

She would laugh and tell him he was too old to do it etc. or tell him he didn’t have the guts to enslave her, anything to encourage him to do it, although she would of cried and screamed if he’d actually grabbed her hair and dragged her down the Post Office to actually do it.

Up till now though he’d been all mouth and hadn’t gone through with his threats but who knew, one day!

Emily and John would sometimes hear him talking about it and they would laugh and encourage him too, but then everybody would think it was a good way of getting rid of their boss.

Emily had worked at the barbers for two years, she wasn’t very good, often late etc. she wasn’t even that good at cutting hair, she was very pretty though and she wore her skirts up to her bum so she brought in the customers so Tracey let a lot of her foibles go.

Tracey’s submissive side and her natural good looks had led to her having some very dubious boyfriends in the past, luckily she was currently single which was probably a good thing as she now had money, if she had a boyfriend he’d probably take it away from her!

Some of her previous boyfriends had definitely had a cruel streak and had enjoyed making her do all sorts of nasty and humiliating things. She had accepted all of this as that was what girls were brought up to do!

She’d only newly came into her current riches when John had lamented the fact that he was being kicked out of his current home and had nowhere else to stay, she didn’t really want to but she felt like she had no choice, she had the spare bedrooms after all, so she invited him to stay with her, as a lodger.

That had probably been his plan all along, she made it clear that he would have to pay her some rent but she didn’t actually specify how much and he’d been there two weeks now and hadn’t got a penny off him.

What she hadn’t realized when she’d given him a room was that he and Emily were going out together, this meant that she was practically living there as well!

Because he was black John thought he was very much Emily’s superior and he treated her badly at home, often right in front of Tracey.

One of his rules for example was that Emily be naked at all times in the house which obviously meant Tracey saw her too. Apparently as she was a” white bitch” she had to be naked at all times in his presence.

She’d seen her naked before, they often had a go on the sunbeds together when the shop was closed, but it was different having her stroll casually around her house in the nude.

It was casual as well, Emily didn’t care, if her boyfriend wanted her naked she got naked, this meant that Tracey could be sitting on the couch watching TV when sat beside her was a completely naked Emily, a bit embarrassing.

Tracey spent all day helping him move in, he had a lot of stuff, well the two girls did all the lifting while he just sat on the couch directing them.

Emily was already naked, she was used to seeing her like that now but at the time it was a bit of a shock, she even went out to the car to collect stuff while still naked, luckily they had a fairly secluded driveway but Tracey thought she wouldn’t of cared if the car was parked on the road!

Tracey was exhausted and by the time everything was in and roughly where John wanted it she was all hot and sweaty as well and she decided to have a shower.

The shower was lovely but when she got out she remembered that she genuinely had put all the towels in the wash that morning and therefore needed some new ones from the airing cupboard.

It was a genuine mistake but she found herself standing at the bathroom door, wringing wet from the shower, calling out to Emily for help.

Emily was downstairs with John doing God knows what but eventually she came running up the stairs and burst out giggling when she saw Tracey standing there without a stitch on.

Emily was naked as well of course so there was suddenly two naked girls there, Emily did really think it was funny but Tracey was more embarrassed than anything.

She explained the problem, the airing cupboard was downstairs so the still giggling Emily ran down there to get a towel and when she came back she had not only a towel but a smiling John with her!

Obviously he was delighted to see his boss standing there all naked, she wasn’t so much! There was literally nothing to cover herself with, Emily wasn’t in a hurry to give her the towel,she actually squeezed past her and held her arms firmly behind her back so that her boyfriend got an uninterrupted view.

Tracey was struggling and squealing while they laughed, to them it was just a bit of fun whereas to Tracey it was deeply embarrassing, the fact that she being held naked in front of her female employee was bad enough but John as well!

Things got even worse when John reached out and started squeezing her boobs and pulling on her nipples, laughing all the time.

“Nice tits for an older woman.” he grinned.

“Older woman!” she was only twenty four, she did have big heavy boobs though and he was having fun groping them, despite herself she knew her nipples were rock hard, he even slapped her boobs once or twice and despite the pain it also turned her on a bit.

Eventually they’d had their fun and she went running to her bedroom but not before John gave her a sharp slap on her bottom.

She half feared that they would follow her but they didn’t and she fell onto her bed and played with herself for a while, she was confused, the whole thing had been traumatic and embarrassing but it had also been more than a bit exciting.

The dynamic of their relationship had changed subtly, now that they’d seen her naked they didn’t see her as their boss anymore, just another pussy to take advantage of.

Nothing too bad to start with but they started taking small liberties and ordering her around, make them some tea etc.

Tracey would submissively do as they asked and they soon realized this and started getting bolder with her.

Again nothing too dramatic, she was still their employer after all, but it soon became clear who was the man of the house!

Nothing overtly sexual so far but it was clear that the power had shifted to John with Emily as his ever willing assistant.

He found her special nipple clamps one day, they were in her undies drawer so God knows what he was doing in there!

They were hand built and used by a previous boyfriend on her. They were essentially two little vices, one for each nipple, you put them on the girl and tightened them as much as you wanted, usually very tight, the nuts holding them on were wing nuts which meant you could unscrew them and take them off the clamps altogether but still leaving the actual clamps still tightly in place.

This left the girl in a bad position, the pain was intense but there was no way she could get the clamps off without the nuts which usually the man wasn’t willing to give her in a hurry.

If John understood what they really were she’d be in a whole load of trouble but luckily she managed to put him off the scent by telling him they were earrings, he seemed to buy it but would he forever!

The two of them quickly realized that she had some money behind her and soon started taking advantage of that, asking for large pay rises etc. and she of course gave it to them even though the business could barely afford it, it was making a profit but not a massive one, and baear in mind John still wasn’t paying her any rent.

She soon found herself timing her visits to the shop so that she could give John and Emily a lift there and back. This usually meant that she’d take them in for nine am, do an hours work there, come home for a few hours and then go back at five to collect them and boy would they moan if she was more than a few minutes late.

Bill was still at the shop, usually with a bemused expression on his face, he could see that the two youngsters were taking advantage but he hated Tracey anyway so good luck to them!

The threats about making her a slave were still coming and Tracey’s panties were still getting wet whenever he made them.

When she was learning to drive last year she’d had a close call with slavery, she’d never liked her driving instructor from the start, he was a creepy little man who stared at her a lot and used every opportunity to touch her in a pervy way, helping her with her seat belt etc.

He was quite open about it and one day he’d made a joke about her big boobs, saying that you didn’t get much of them for a pound and to prove his point he cuppled them both in his hands and had a good squeeze.

She’d squeal of course and tried to push his hands away but he had a good grope before he moved them, he just laughed, it was all a bit of fun to him, not to Tracey!

She was always very wary of him but she was determined to drive, hardly any girls did nowdays, they didn’t have the money needed but she did.

She had a dozen lessons with this guy and put up with his antics when he announced that she was ready for her test but before then she had to pass a medical which he would perform.

He wasn’t a Doctor she pointed out but he was most insistent, telling her that it was just a simple examination which basically involved filling in a sheet of paper on a clipboard.

She wasn’t stupid, she knew it was just an excuse for him to get his hands on her but she also desperately wanted to pass the test and if this was necessary to do that!

So she finally agreed to do it but then immediately regretted her decision when he announced that he would do it at his flat.

The next week she went round to his place, it didn’t look bad from the outside but inside was a different story. It was dark and dingy with hardly any natural sunlight from outside. His flat was on the top floor so she climbed all the stairs and knocked on his door.

He opened it looking slightly surprised that she’d even turned up but he invited her in and closed the door behind her. The inside of his flat was small and cramped and as dark and dingy as the stairwell had been.

He got her to sit on the sofa for a minute while he found the clipboard, she wasn’t happy sitting on the sofa, she didn’t know what she was sitting on!

Not for the first time she wondered if she’d been stupid in coming here in the first place.

Even more so when he looked at her and said,

“Right stand up and get those clothes off.”

He hadn’t mentioned any require nudity before but she had a dreaded sense that he would insist on it, it was a medical examination after all.

Part of her just wanted to do as she was told, especially by a man, but the other part of her insisted on asking if that was strictly necessary.

“Of course it is you silly girl, “he snorted, “I wouldn’t ask you otherwise.”

So feeling pretty miserable about the whole thing she started taking off her clothes until she was standing there compltely naked in front of him.

She couldn’t help feeling that this was what he’d wanted all along, forget the medical, he just wanted to see her naked!

He had a wide grin on his face as he looked her up and down and then he suddenly reached out and grabbed both her breasts, squeezing them and pulling on her nipples, it wasn’t a medical it was a grope.

She squealed and tried to push his hands away but to no avail and he was having a good feel when she was suddenly saved by the bell, literally, the phone started ringing.

He told her to stay standing there while he picked the phone up and started having what sounded like a heated conversation with whoever was on the line. All the time she was just standing there without a stitch on.

The conversation was getting more heated when he suddenly stopped and looked at Tracey,

“I think you’d better leave the room for a while, go and stand outside the door.”

From the way he was talking and looking it was fairly clear that he wanted her to  go and stand on the landing still naked.

“Don’t worry, this is the top floor and this is the only flat on this floor so nobody will be coming up the stairs and see you.” he said asif he was reading her mind.

That didn’t exactly appease Tracey, she didn’t want to stand out there naked but he was most insistent and was in a hurry to get her out of the flat, he even slapped her bare behind.

So within seconds she found herself standing outside his door again, this time with nothing on, she was petrified that someone would come up the stairs and see her but it didn’t happen, the front door did open once but whoever came in only climbed to the second floor and didn’t see her.

She didn’t know how long she was out there for but it must have been several minutes and she felt very vulnerable.

Finally the door opened but instead of letting her back in he was carrying what looked like a wire dog cage in his hand.

“That was my son, he’s coming over so I have to get you out of sight for a while.” he explained.

Tracey just stood there, all she wanted to do was get back into the relative safety of the flat.

“So climb into this cage and I’ll hide you somewhere safe.” he said casually indicating the cage he was holding.

Apart from the absurdity of the situation the cage looked much too small and she had no intention of trying to squeeze into it, and it would have been a squeeze!

“It’s okay, a girl your size will fit in, just, I’ve had girls in it before.”

That didn’t exactly inspire Tracey and on seeing her hesitation he snapped,

“Come on hurry up he’ll be here soon, it’s either this or I simply throw you out the front door ad you are and let you fend for yourself, I’ve done that before too and believe me it never ends well for the girl.”

Tracey gulped, she really didn’t want to get into the cage but the alternative sounded even worse so reluctantly sank to her knees and started backing her way into the cage.

It was more than a tight squeeze and she needed his help before she was firmly wedged in there and he closed and locked the door on her.

“Good girl.” he laughed.

Tracey didn’t feel like a good girl at the moment. She felt like a stupid one, there was no room in the cage at all, there was certainly no space to lay down, all she could do was stay on all fours, her bum pressed against the wire at the back and her nose the wire at the front.

There was a large handle on the top of the cage and he suddenly lifted her off the ground and started carrying her down the stairs.

She panicked a bit, she’d assumed he was going to hide her in his bedroom etc. but apparently not. As mentioned he was a big guy and he didn’t have much trouble carrying her down the stairs and just as they got to the bottom the front door opened and in walked a man!

He was an elderly man and must have been a resident there, he seemed completely unfazed on seeing the caged naked Tracey and jovially asked,

“Another one Bill? You get so many nowdays, I’m surprised you can keep up.”

Bill just laughed and started carrying her towards the back of the house, all Tracey could do was kneel there, she was naked but in this position all they could really see was her bare back.

She had no idea where he was taking her but all of a sudden he opened a door and they were outside in the back garden!

She panicked again at being outside but it was a cold fresh day so there was nobody about.

He only carried her ten feet and then he opened a creaky shed door and carried her inside. Like the house it was dark and dingy, full of gardening equipment etc. the only light coming from the open door.

That soon disappeared too when he shut the door on her and she was plunged into perpetual near darkness.

“I’ll be back to get you as soon as I can.” he said as he closed the shed door.

She had no idea how long that would be but there was nothing she could do about it anyway, she was trapped in the cage unable to move.

Apart from being dark in the shed it was also very cold and she knelt there literally shivering and wondering her her life had come to this, half an hour ago she’d been a carefree girl and now she was shivering naked in a locked cage!

To make matters worse the shed was full of strange noises and she had no idea what was causing them, she certainly couldn’t see anything, it was probably mice or God forbid rats and that wasn’t good to think about at all!

Despite being cold, cramped, humiliated and frightened there was also a part of her that was content. Somehow deep down being caged like an animal or a pet seemed comforting, as if it were natural even.

Of course there was nothing she could do about it but if she’d been able to she would of reached down to touch her pussy.

She didn’t know how long she was in that shed but it was a long time and there was always the worry that another resident of the building would find her there but eventually the door creaked open and he stood there and without a word he picked the cage up and carried her back into the building and up the stairs.

There was a moment of panic when he couldn’t find the key to open the cage but eventually he did and he let her out. She could barely stand up when he let her out and it took a good twenty minutes for all the blood to reach her extremities.

She’d gone into the cage at around midday and it was now five pm so she’d been kept in the shed for five hours!

Of course now there was the worry of what he intended to do to her now that she was standing naked in front of him again. In reality he wasn’t interested in her anymore and he threw her jeans and top at her and told her to get dressed and get out.

She was greatly relieved by this of course, her only worry was that he hadn’t completed the medical on her and was that going to hold things up.

It didn’t, two weeks later she took her test and passed, she was the happiest girl alive, not only had she passed her test she wouldn’t have to see the horrible instructor again.

Of course now that she could drive it raised a set of new problems, John and Emily wanted to be ferried around everywhere, not only to and from work but down the shops etc. or down the gym that John went too. If she dared to protest she got a hard slap across the face from either of them and I do mean a hard slap.

She even lent the car to John a few times despite the fact that he wasn’t insured to drive and hadn’t passed his test, it was also an expensive car. He would simply tell her he was borrowing it and she never had the guts to say no.

So far he hadn’t crashed or been stopped by the police but she knew if either of those did happen it would be her who ended up in trouble.

He was getting braver or more brazen with enforcing Emily’s constant nudity at home as well.

He started getting her to hang the washing on the line in the back garden even though it was overlooked on three sides. She’d have to answer the door naked without knowing who she was opening it to, things like that, nothing too extreme but most of the people in the street had seen Emily nude a few times.

She didn’t seem over embarrassed by it, she was just doing what her boyfriend told her to and that was good enough for her. Of course a few of the neighbors started making all kinds of spurious reasons to ring the door bell knowing that Emily would answer the door naked.

Tracey’s time at the barbers continued more or less as usual, Bill still hated her and had started to realize how the other two were taking advantage of her. Instead of being happy about it though it only made him jealous and more angry.

On Wednesdays the shop closed early and Tracey and Emily used to stay behind and use the sunbeds for free.

Bill would go ho,e and John would spend some time in the nearby mall so the two girls had the shop to themselves.

They would both be naked of course and would spray each other down with the lotion before they got onto the beds. She had seen Emily naked many times so she wasn’t bothered by that but she was slightly embarrassed by her own nudity in front of her employee.

Then one day John stayed behind in the shop with them and he said he was going to hose them down with the lotion, after all that’s what he did.

This meant that Tracey had to go through the humiliation of standing in front of him completely naked with her arms and legs outstretched while he had great fun spraying her nude body down, the only slight consolation was that Emily was standing beside her in a similar position.

Once he’d finished with the spraying he started the touching, rubbing the lotion in with his hands which meant he was having a good grope at the same time. Then to Tracey’s horror he told them both to go and stand outside for a while to dry off.

He made other girls do the same of course and she’d always thought it was funny, it wasn’t so funny now though!

The first time it happened she very shyly went and stood on the raised steps outside the back of the shop. At least Emily was out there naked with her. It was another cold day and she stood there feeling totally exposed, well she was!

Emily hardly seemed fazed at all and just stood there nonchalantly whereas Tracey was a bag of nerves. It must have been hard for normal girls who visited the shop but she actually owned it and most of the people who frequented the alley for whatever reason knew who she was.

And of course people did see them standing there, not dozens of people but enough to embarrass the hell out of her, even the tramps at the end of the alley noticed and were laughing and making disparaging remarks, Tracey wasn’t that stupid to go down there!

After what seemed an age the back door opened and a smiling John let them into the comparative warmth of the shop.

They went and laid on the sunbeds and to Tracey’s surprise John followed them into the room, placed a chair between the two sunbeds, which were pretty close together anyway, and just sat there chatting to the two naked girls, one on each side of him.

Emily didn’t care, he was her boyfriend after all and had seen her naked all the time but he was just Tracey’s junior employee and she found the whole thing embarrassing, not embarrassing enough to say something though, she just laid there with everything on show and suffered in silence.

He then ramped things up by saying that he liked bald pussies like Tracey’s rather than Emily’s sparse patch of hair down there and to prove his point he casually started rubbing his fingertips along Tracey’s slit.

Emily didn’t seem to care at all that her boyfriend was doing this and was laying there giggling as he got bolder and started slipping his fingers slightly deeper into her now glistening slit.

Tracey didn’t know what to do, she knew she shouldn’t be letting him do this to her but she had to admit that his fingers on her did feel good, so in the end she did nothing, she didn’t try to stop him or complain, she just laid there and let him carry on.

“Yes this feels good,” he laughed and then to Emily he carried on, “shave all yours off in the next twenty four hours, if you don’t I’ll do it myself, or let Bill do it for you.”

Emily giggled and said she would shave and at the mention of Bills name Tracey was just glad he wasn’t here right now!

That became the pattern of Wednesday afternoons, they’d strip off, John would spray them down, they’d have to stand outside for a while before getting on the sunbeds where John would inevitably grope them one way or another.

Tracey wasn’t keen on the whole thing but she also wasn’t brave enough to do something about it.

She was in the small office there one day working her way through the books when Emily had asked her if she wanted a cup of tea.

Tracey said yes and Emily started making it in the small kitchen area in the right hand side of the office. So far nothing unusual but even though she was in full sight of Tracey Emily suddenly bent forward and spit into Tracey’s tea, it wasn’t a small amount of phlegm either.

Tracey was shocked but she graciously took the cup that Emily carried over and pretending that she hadn’t noticed what she’d done she drank the tea, spit and all.

Emily just stood there sniggering and encouraging her to drink it all down and Tracey did just that.

Pretty soon that became the norm as well, they would all take turns spitting in her drinks, even Bill, and each time Tracey would drink it, pretending not to know what they were up to while they laughed at her just a few feet away.

It wasn’t too long before they took things further, one day she saw in the corner of her eye that Emily was wanking John off into her cup, several big spatters of cum subsequently went into her cup. Once again she was too embarrassed to say something so she drank it all while John and Emily had a good laugh.

If she ever did mentioned that the tea tasted funny etc. they would just say that it was a special brand of flavored tea and that they had loads of it!

Abuse like this happened every day now, they must of realized that she knew what they were doing but they also realized that she would take it.

He had again found her nipple clamps and this time he knew what they were, maybe Emily had told him, and of course now that he knew he wanted to try them out on her.

He told her to take her top and bra off one evening at home, he’d already seen her naked many times by then, at the barbers, so she did as she was told and was soon sitting beside him completely topless.

She didn’t know what he was going to do but she was part embarrassed, part frightened and part excited at the prospect.

Emily was there too, naked of course, and she was giggling as he started pinching and pulling on Tracey’s nipples saying that he had to get them nice and hard.

He managed that okay and then produced the nipple clamps, Tracey was immediately scared, she’d only had them put on her a few times but each time had hurt like hell and she didn’t think this time would be any better.

Grasping her right breast firmly he squeezed it so that her nipple was standing up proud and he slipped it between the jaws of the little vice. He laughed as he tightened it as much as he could, which was very tight indeed and then as he yelped and whimpered he did the same to her left nipple.

She was in a lot of pain and it only got worse as he unscrewed the nuts and put them in his pocket leaving her clamped and unable to free herself.

The two of them thought it was a great laugh while she suffered, they left them on her for about two hours but things got worse as they extended the time over the next few weeks until it got to the point where they were leaving the clamps on overnight.

Tracey didn’t dare complain or make a fuss, if she did it might make things even worse if that were possible, it was!

One day John announced that she would wear the clamps at work, this wasn’t what she had wanted to hear, the clamps were painful enough already but Bill would be at work, she’d die if he saw them on her.

She drove the two of them to work as usual, she already had the clamps on and found it very difficult to concentrate on the driving, she was in so much pain.

Once at work she went into the office and sat down, she found it very difficult to focus though and in reality spent an hour staring blankly at the books.

Emily made her another cup of spitty tea and then she heard John casually say to Bill,

“Hey Bill, I found these two nuts, any idea what they are for?”

He held out the nuts to a bemused looking Bill who had no idea what they were for and then John shrugged,

“Maybe I should just throw them away, I’m sure they are no good for anything.”

Totally disinterested Bill nodded his head, Tracey wasn’t disinterested of course, she was very interested indeed, if he threw the nuts away she could be wearing the clamps for a very long time and she wasn’t sure she could stand that.

John didn’t throw them away though, he just smiled at her as if he were taunting her and he put them back in his pocket.

He didn’t take the clamps off till later that night, she was just glad he took them off at all!

The abuse at home had become more sexualized as well, one night all three were in the lounge when John casually told her to take her clothes off, all of them.

He was well used to seeing her naked by now and Emily was already fully naked of course so she didn’t hesitate that much and was soon naked herself.

She felt a bit self conscious and embarrassed but no more than usual. John looked her up and down and announced that she’d been a naughty girl and therefore he was going to whip her pussy.

She’d been whipped there before by an ex boyfriend and she hadn’t liked it at all, certainly not as much as he had!

Nevertheless she laid down flat on her back with her knees up and her legs wide apart and she could only watch frightened as he unbuckled his belt and pulled it off.

Emily was sitting on the ground beside her and she looked very excited. Without warning he brought the belt down between her legs as hard as he could.

The pain was shocking and intense and she screamed out loud, this only encouraged him though and he started bringing the belt down on her pussy many more times.

Her pussy lips had swollen up to twice their normal size and Emily was giggling  like an old witch as she watched.

All of a sudden a voice boomed out through the wall,

“Shut that bitch up or I’ll come round there and do it myself.”

It was their next door neighbor, a horrible little man she’d had many a row with before and she knew he’d love to help John whip her pussy! Luckily john had a different solution, to shut her up, or at least muffle her screams, He got Emily to sit on her face!

The pain was just as intense and she was probably screaming just as loudly but now she had the extra humiliation of screaming straight into Emily's pussy which was planted firmly on her mouth.

She couldn’t hear much, she was concentrating on the pain, but she was sure they were both laughing, a lot.

The whipping finally stopped and Emily climbed off her and John warned her that getting her oussy whipped was going to become a regular thing from now on.

“I might even do it at work,” he laughed, “let Bill have a go.”

That was the last thing she wanted to hear and she was only half sure that he was joking, it seemed that her life had reached a new crossroads.
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