

Tracey wasn’t exactly comfortable at the moment but then in her job as a police inspector she rarely was.

She was currently working on a job she’d been told she couldn’t fail on, some local big wigs daughter had disappeared recently, the thought was that she’d been kidnapped with the intention of being sold from a shop or a market place, a common thing nowdays.

It was obvious what these girls were sold for and people were quite happy to buy them, technically it was illegal of course but nobody cared, not even the police, it was only pussy after all.

That seemed to be the prevailing thought regarding girls nowdays, they were only seen as sex objects and valued according to their looks. This meant that pretty girls were often simply snatched off the streets and sold on for a profit.

The girls were not willing participants in this trade but the golden rule was that once you bought a girl you got given a receipt and if you had a receipt the girl now belonged to you no matter how the shopkeeper had acquired her.

Business was brisk and plentiful and a common thing, shops of all sizes sold pussy quite openly, often advertising the fact, and it was now part of daily life. Most of the time nobody cared about the girls that had gone missing but in this case the missing girl had been the eighteen year old daughter of a prominent councilor and he wanted her back.

Tracey believed she was wasting her time looking for her, once a girl was snatched it wasn’t long before they were sold on which was probably what had happened to this mans daughter already but she had to at least look as if she were trying to find her.

Which is why she currently found herself standing in the storeroom of a mid sized shop surrounded by twenty dog cages, all occupied by a naked girl.

The owner of the shop, a creepy old Indian man, was not worried at all that she could see his stock, to him it was no different in having loads of chickens back there.

Tracey had already checked and none of the caged girls were the one she was looking for and she was in the process of thanking the man for his time,

“Who is this missing girl anyway, she must be important for you guys to worry about her.” he asked.

“Just someones daughter.” Tracey shrugged.

“Well someone probably sold her a while ago now, she’s long gone.” he laughed.

“Probably but if you do hear anything let me know.”she replied.

“I’ll try,” he shrugged, “but I sell a lot of pussy through here.”


“I’m sure you do but keep your eyes and ears open for me.” 

He nodded and then laughed,

“Actually I’ve never sold a policewoman before, I’m sure a lot of my customers would love to get their hands on one.”

“I’m sure they would.” she giggled nervously.

“Why don’t you slip that uniform off and try one of the cages for size.” he smiled.

She immediately started to protest and say she couldn’t possibly do that etc. but in reality she was quite turned on by the idea, like most girls her age now she was a submissive girl and the thought of enforced slavery was quite appealing.

“Come on be a good girl for me,” he simpered, “I promise I’ll let you out again after a few minutes, I just want to see a policewoman in one of my cages.”

For a crazy second being called a good girl was almost enough to make her undress but she managed to fight the urge until he called her a good girl again.

“Only for a few minutes?” she said not believing what she was saying.

“Of course, I know your on duty and your colleagues will come looking for you.” he smiled.

Tracey wasn’t so sure they would, they’d lost quite a few policewomen recently and nobody at the station was worried about it but hopefully he didn’t know that.

In the end the idea was too tempting and so after getting him to promise to let her out again she started to undress!

He stood there a few feet away watching her every move with an excited glint in his eyes as she peeled everything off and I do mean everything, within a minute she was standing there quite naked in front of him.

This wasn’t how this visit was supposed to go but the loss of power excited her tremendously especially when he picked up her police radio and told her to report in from a different location and to say she’d be out of radio contact for a while!

She did as he instructed and felt even more vulnerable, from just a few feet away she could hear noises from the shop as she heard customers buying things and talking to the cashier out there, a young eighteen year old lad she’d seen when she’d entered the shop.

He was still telling her she was a good girl as he told her to get down onto her hands and knees and back herself into one of the empty cages. It was a tight squeeze, there was certainly no room to lay down or move around in there but eventually she was fully in and he shut the wire door on her, locking it with a small padlock.

Tracey was in two state of mind now, on the one hand he pussy was sopping wet at the excitement of it all, on the other hand she knew she could be in serious trouble now, she was locked naked in a cage after all by a man who did this for a living!

She felt even more at risk when he picked up her discarded uniform and police radio and casually threw them into a nearby bin stating that she wouldn’t need them for a while.

“Now just you wait there for a while,” he laughed, “I’m just going to get some lunch, I’ll let Billy know your out here.”

and with that he was gone and she could just kneel there thinking how stupid she was and was it a good thing or a bad thing that Billy knew she was out her, naked and caged. He’d promised her she’d only be in the cage a matter of minutes and now here she was left alone while he went to lunch for presumably an hour!

As I said the cage was tiny, barely big enough for a full sized girl and within a few minutes she was aching all over, things only got worse from there though, the door suddenly opened and it was Billy doing some chores.

He moved around a few minutes moving boxes etc. she kept her head down but he didn’t pay any attention to her anyway, why should he, she was just one of twenty girls there, nothing special.

She thought about calling out to him for help but then she realized it was probably a plea he heard every time he was out there and he wasn’t likely to actually help any of them.

Then he did possibly the worst thing he could of, he emptied the bins! He didn’t even look into it when he picked up the bin holding her uniform and radio and emptied it into a bigger bin and then took that outside and presumably emptied it all into a dumpster or something.

She was distraught, not only was she naked and locked into a cage all her clothes had now gone and she doubted she’d ever get them back now!

He was oblivious, not only to her but what he’d done to her and after a few more minutes he left and went back to the front of the shop satisfied he’d done his job.

He was back ten minutes later though with a well dressed middle aged woman who apparently wanted to buy a girl for her sons eighteenth birthday present.

Not just any girl though, she had to be busty and blonde and guess who met that criteria, luckily there were a few busty blondes to choose from and they were all more or less pulled from their cages and had to stand in front of this woman for inspection.

She was quite thorough as well and Tracey was totally humiliated standing there naked while the woman hefted her breasts in her hand, judging them on size and firmness.

She seemed quite happy with Tracey but she moved onto the next girl and it was then that Tracey saw her way of escape, the back door to the shop was open and only a few feet away so she took her chance and ran for it.

She heard some startled shouts from behind her but within seconds she found herself in a small walled courtyard and for a second she thought she’d wasted her time running out there but she was a fit and agile girl and she managed to scamper up a wall and down the other side to freedom.

She was in the long back alley at the back of the shops, a dirty place but she knew where she was now, her police car was parked just round the corner, if only she could get to it.

There was still shouting coming from the courtyard behind her but from the few words she could hear Billy didn’t have the keys to the back gate and he certainly wasn’t going to climb the wall to chase her.

She was still naked of course and although the alley wasn’t full of people she was seen by a few amused passers by, she ran round the corner, her big boobs bouncing and swaying alarmingly, and breathed a sigh of relief when she saw her police car still there.

Jumping in she was glad that she always kept a spare set of keys in the glove box and she quickly started the car and drove off as fast as she could.

She was free, okay it hadn’t been the most elegant of escapes but it had worked, now she had to face the humiliation of going back to the police station completely naked.

Humiliating it was too, a lot of her colleagues at the station saw her and they all had a good laugh about it, she had a spare uniform at the station but before she could put it on practically everyone there had seen her, some even taking pictures with their phones, pictures that were then shared on various police websites!

She never did get over the embarrassment and to add insult to injury she was fined a weeks wages for losing her uniform and radio, money she could ill afford to lose.

After that she was put on light desk duties for a while, her superiors obviously not trusting her with anything else and who knows, perhaps they were correct.

It was around this time that the government bought out the new fair pay law. This basically said that employers could pay their staff what they thought they were worth, regardless of sex, length of service or experience.

In reality this meant that female staff could be paid less than their male equivalents even if they outranked the males.

Tracey’s pay had been cut dramatically and she knew that a newly qualified eighteen year old male police recruit was earning substantially more than she was. There was nothing she could do about it though, she couldn’t simply leave the police and find a new job, policing was all she’d ever known and besides other jobs paid their female employees even less, she knew that some of her friends outside the police were paid a pound an hour, Tracey was earning more than that at least but only just!

Along with the fair pay law it became legal for an employer to discipline his female staff, in any way he wanted and that included corporal punishment.

She’d never been caned or anything as a child but it had happened once at the police station recently, bare bottomed and all!

It had been an extremely painful incident, emotionally as well as physically and once again most of the police station had been there to watch it, they’d all been laughing and encouraging the man with the cane to hit her harder, it was all just great fun to them, a big laugh!

Although she’d never been punished like this as a little girl she felt like she was a small girl again as she cried her eyes out at the pain of the punishment.

The whole thing had been a total humiliation but she’d heard of other girls being punished much more severely, brutally. No matter what the employer did to the girl he was never prosecuted or anything, it was his right to do whatever he wanted and a lot were happy to take it to the extreme.

As were the normal employees who watched these brutal punishments, like Tracey’s colleagues they treated it as a bit of fun.

Gradually over the next few weeks after the shop incident she was returned to active front line duties, mainly where they needed all the manpower they could get old of, policing protests etc.

There were quite a few protests going on about everything from save Palestine to help the plight of the farmers, all involved big crowds and lots of jostling etc. and although she was only five foot two she was asked to help out.

There was one protest where she was genuinely scared, a group of immigrants had attached a while English girl in a park, they’d stripped her naked and then raped her in full view of other people in the park.

Finally they’d hung her naked body from a tree branch by her neck and just left her there swinging in the air for everyone to see. When they examined the body later they found at least twenty four different sperm samples inside her.

Too many for the police to check each individual sample and even if they did as the men were immigrants it wasn’t very likely that they could trace the men that way so it was decided that no charges would be brought.

The News actually interviewed a senior policewoman about it and the reporter put it to her that by not trying to find these men she was effectively giving them the green light to do it again.

“I suppose I am really,” she giggled, “one of the benefits of being an immigrant really, free pussy whenever you want.”

The immigrants may have been glad to hear the police talking like that but the local people weren’t and that was the protest Tracey had to help police.

No changes were brought about by the protest though and the illegal immigrants still had the polices permission to rape and kill white girls.

The funny thing was a few weeks later another local girl was gang raped and an even greater degree of violence was used against her before she was killed and the incident hardly got any publicity, there were certainly no protests about it.

A week later she was called into the chief inspectors office, this always made her nervous, he was the man who’d caned her that time, perhaps he was going to do it again!

It didn’t appear to be anything like that though, he was very friendly and apparently had a special job for her.

They were after a man called Tyrone who ran whores, dealt drugs and was an all round nasty guy and they wanted her to go undercover as one of his whores!

They already had a man on the inside and he would introduce her to Tyrone and he would be her point of contact, she had to make sure she kept this insider safe as nobody else would know about her or what she was doing, they would delete all her police records in case Tyrone checked up on her, she wouldn’t even be paid by the police for the expected three month duration of the job.

“Now before you make your mind up I have to tell you this is a very dangerous job,” he said somberly, “we’ve lost three young policewomen like yourself in the last six months, God knows where they ended up, we even suspect that our insider may be playing both sides.”

Tracey was hardly excited by this job, it sounded dodgy as hell, but the inspector was basically telling her and not asking her and so she reluctantly nodded her head and agreed to do it.

It was all agreed that she would meet her liaison in a pub to go over the finer details. He did try and sweeten the deal by promising her a promotion if she pulled it off but at the same time he was talking as if he didn’t expect her to do that!

Tracey left his office thinking that perhaps receiving another caning might have been the best option after all.

Two days later she met the insider at the pub, a dirty squalid place on an equally squalid street. The two of them sat at a table and talked, he didn’t tell her much that she didn’t already know. He was going to introduce her to Tyrone at a party as a friend of his, a very willing friend, and with her looks it should be a very short time before she was one of Tyrone's girls.

While they were there talking the pub started holding a pussy auction, they had twelve naked girls at the bar and the enthusiastic crowd were laughing and cheering and putting their bids in.

All the girls were young and pretty and none of them looked like they wanted to be there but of course nobody worried about them, all the men wanted to do was see the naked flesh on display.

Eventually all the girls were sold and taken away by their new owners and the pub returned to normal, working for Tyrone she guessed she would have to get used to this kind of environment.

She was glad to get out of that pub, at least she wasn’t one of the girls that had been sold, she’d have to be careful in the future though.

The party was on the Saturday so spent the last of her salary on a new party dress and make up etc.

She currently lived in a police house, that was going to have to change as well, there were twenty girls living in the one three bedroomed house, the theory being that they wouldn’t all be there at once as they were working various shift patterns.

There were times when the majority of them were all there though and as the house only had one bathroom and one shower, which frequently didn’t have any hot water, you could imagine what a nightmare that all was.

There was a male housekeeper, a civilian man, who had the luxury of having his own bedroom in the house. He loved living with twenty women of course, especially as he had the power to punish them however and whenever he liked.

He was a nasty little man who took full advantage of the situation and all the girls were very obedient when he was around, not to give him any excuse to punish them.

The day of the party arrived and she put on her new dress, a little black number, and did her hair etc. the dress was indeed little, barely long enough to cover the necessities and showing enough cleavage to sink the Titanic.

She looked good though, she’d arranged to meet the guy on a street corner a few streets away, she didn’t want anyone to see her outside a police house, it was a quite street but even so she was attracting a lot of attention from passerby's and she was relieved when the man appeared in his car.

He seemed quite happy with the way she looked and he explained as they drove their that she was his girlfriend and that she would likely see some depraved stuff going on at the party.

The pub they’d met in previously was in a run down part of town, the party house was completely different, it was in a nice area and the house itself was stunning, it even had valet parking.

Right from the start she could tell what sort of party it was, it basically comprised of a lot of fat older men being fawned over by much younger good looking women, the kind of women who wouldn’t normally look twice at men like these but the men obviously had power and money.

She was introduced around as her mans latest girlfriend, she didn’t really remember any of the names, as a policewoman she knew she should of but the champagne was flowing rather freely. 

What she did know however was the fact that she hadn’t met Tyrone yet and she also saw that the free flowing booze was having an effect on the other girls there. There were quite a few bare breasts on show and she got the impression there would soon be more than that!

She did feel a little out of her depth, she wasn’t exactly a prude and she’d seen a few sights working for the police that was for sure but she’d never been to a party like this before.

She felt especially vulnerable whenever her man left her on her own for a few minutes, inevitably a drunk man would sidle up to her and start talking to her in a creepy way before her own man came back to rescue her.

Then after another ten minutes or so all the topless girls ended up completely naked, dancing and chatting as if it was perfectly normal.

After a while around sixty percent of all the women there were naked and she was starting to wonder if it was expected of her as well but her partner assured her that it was more classy if she kept her clothes on, drunk or not anyway she didn’t know if she had the courage to go naked!

Then eventually she was ushered into a side room where Tyrone was waiting. He was a big black man and surrounding him on all sides were three naked women, he looked like a king surrounded by his concubines.

She was introduced as Tracey, at least there was no fake name to remember, and she played it cool, being friendly but a little flirty at the same time.

He seemed to like her and laughed and joked with her but at the same time she could sense the power exuding from him, he was obviously the dominant one in the room.

In reality she only ended up having ten minutes in his presence then she was politely but firmly moved on, he had other people to see.

She’d passed the first part of the job though and she felt satisfied that she’d done it well, the rest of the party was a bit of a haze, mostly because of the amount of alcohol she had. The man she was with didn’t take advantage though and at the end of the night he dropped her home without incident.

She was now living in a new place having moved out of the police house, the place wasn’t a palace by any means and the landlord was a bit of a creep but most importantly she was the only one living there and that seemed like a luxury.

The landlord was so much of a creep that he made her strip naked when she came to view the place, he didn’t touch her but he had a damn good look at her naked body and she was really embarrassed.

He must of liked what he saw because he let her move in, she spent the last of her money on the deposit and with no money coming in from the police force now she had to live on her credit card until she hoped she’d start earning money as one of Tyrone’s girls.

She’d told the landlord that she was between jobs at the moment, he didn’t care as long as he got his money and in a way she was between jobs anyway and for a few days she literally had nothing to do apart from lounge around and watch the telly.

Then on the Tuesday she got a phone call from Tyrone, he didn’t say a lot but he wanted to meet her for a coffee in a coffee shop in town.

She was so excited, her plan was working, she was nervous but what was he going to do in broad daylight in a public coffee shop.

She dressed in jeans and tee shirt, she didn’t want to appear to posh after all, and she walked into town and met him.

He was already there and he ordered her a coffee, she didn’t even like coffee that much but she didn’t think it would be prudent to tell him that.

For the first ten minutes they chatted politely and then he just came out with it, would she like to come and work for him.

He explained that he needed a classy lady to look after some important clients of his and that she’d be paid handsomely for her time. Apparently 20% of whatever the client paid.

“What exactly would he be paying for?” she asked.

“I think you know,” he laughed, “the kind of services a girl like you can provide.”

She played it cool, the plan was working but she didn’t want to come across as a greedy whore, she was meant to be a sweet innocent girl, so she didn’t answer him at first, pretending to think it over.

“I haven’t had much luck getting girls to work for me recently,” he carried on,”they either turn out to be not up to the job or a policewoman undercover, they were disposed of pretty quickly.” he laughed.

He was talking about colleague of her but she couldn’t let him know that of course so she just giggled as if  it were no big deal.

After another ten minutes it was all agreed, she was now working for him and he would tell her when and where to meet her first client soon,

“And don’t let me down, I have a big meat grinder for girls who let me down,” he said menacingly,”that’s what happened to those policewomen, ground them down to mince meat and fed them to my pigs, once a policewoman, now a pig turd. He laughed and once again she giggled with him.

Ten minutes later she was back in her flat very pleased with herself, she knew how dangerous the job was but she was so excited she’d got this far, in her excitement she rang her contact and told him and immediately got told off for doing so but even so she went to bed that night a happy if not slightly apprehensive girl.

Nothing happened over the next few days apart from frequent uninvited visits from her landlord who ostentatiously was just after a cup of tea and a chat but of course he used each visit as an excuse to perv on her too.

On one occasion he came into her flat when she was only wearing skimpy bra and knickers and his eyes nearly popped out of his head, he’d obviously not seen a near naked girl for some time.

He might have been a nuisance but in reality he wasn’t much trouble and she was so bored she was even glad of his company sometimes.

She didn’t have any money to go out shopping or anything so she usually just sat in her flat watching the telly.

She did go to the shopping mall once or twice just to window shop, they actually had two slave shops in there now, one at each opposite end of the mall, although plenty of shops sold girls as a side line these two shops in the mall that’s all they sold!

They weren’t shy about advertising the fact either, both with big posters in the windows offering the largest choice and the cheapest pussy in town etc.

Tracey didn’t go in one, or even loiter around outside for long, they weren’t the safest places for a pretty girl to hang around after all.

The trade in pussy was still technically illegal but these were modern brightly lit shops in the middle of town openly selling the stuff and they didn’t care at all, neither did the policemen and women who walked past the shops every day.

After a few days, the call came, she was to meet a man at a swanky hotel and look after him. This man apparently was important to Tyrone and he was expecting her to do a good job and keep him happy,

She was nervous as soon as she put the phone down, she knew how to make a man happy and she’d had sex with men before but not many, she was hardly sexually experienced. Funnily enough the thought of actually having sex with men as part of the job had never really entered her head before but now it seemed all too real.

Nevertheless she had a shower and made herself look pretty, not a hard task, and went downstairs to wait for the car that was due to pick her up.

Of course her landlord saw her standing out there and came out for a chat, said she looked nice and asked her where she was going etc. She told him she was going on a date which was partially true but she got the impression that he knew exactly what kind of date it was.

She was glad when the expensive looking car pulled up in front of them, the very fact that it was so expensive looking only increased her landlords suspicions even further and she was glad to get in and the car drove away.

Her new flat was on the rough side of town but they were soon driving through a much posher looking part and when they pulled up outside the hotel she felt like she was in a movie or something it was so glittery and swanky.

She was due to meet this man at his room, number 317, and she just strolled in like she owned the place, inside she was a bag of nerves but on the outside she looked as though she belonged in such a nice hotel.

She found the right room and bang on time she knocked on the door, a gruff voice shouted that it was open so she entered the room.

The man she was there to see was wearing just a dressing gown and laying on a large bed with a big grin on his face, he obviously liked what he saw had just come into his room.

This was the moment of truth of course, she could of simply ran from the room in disgust and fear but she knew that wouldn’t be a smart move and so she just smiled at the man and said hello.

She was with him for two hours in the end, the worst two hours of her life, she didn’t find him attractive in any way but of course she had to pretend she did, a difficult thing to do with a man as fat and ugly as him!

They only had real sex once, he couldn’t get it up more than that, but after that he had her engage of in sorts of sexual deviancy, most of it designed to degrade and humiliate her and she hated every second of it.

She didn’t even know how much she was being paid for this sordid meeting, all the money had been sorted out before hand between the man and Tyrone, all she knew was was getting a cut of it, it had better be a large cut!

When she finally left him he seemed quite happy with her performance and he even told her he’d be using her again, not for a very long time she hoped.

It turned out she earned £200 from that encounter, not bad for two hours work she thought and now she’d done the first one she soon found herself meeting clients every day, sometimes twice a day, she was earning a fortune!

She quickly went from sexually inexperienced to more than experienced but nearly all the men she met were ugly fat pigs who treated her like dirt.

If she didn’t have a jaded view of men before she certainly did now and yet she still spent her time pleasing them as much as she could.

Tyrone was pleased with her, he told her she was one of his most popular girls, he probably said that to all his girls but it still felt nice.

She got to spend some time in really posh hotels and drink the finest champagne so it wasn’t all bad but she started to wonder what she was doing, she spoke to her handler a few times but he just fobbed her off with some vague talk of gaining information about Tyrone’s set up but he didn’t really want to talk to her much, it was like he was nervous Tyrone would find out and not like it.

She couldn’t talk to anyone at the police station, nobody there knew who she was, and she found out later that the men who’d put her here in this job had been transferred to another area, she didn’t know which one, she  hoped he’d left instructions about who she was etc!

At least her money problems were solved for now, she was putting money in the bank and even when she went bak to her police wages she’d be relatively well off still.

Tyrone expected her to look her best for his clients of course so she’d spend some of that money in the mall buying new sexy clothes.

Not too many girls had money to spend nowdays and with the amount she spent she was almost treated like royalty whenever she entered a shop. She knew these shop girls only wanted her money and they seemed to know how she’d got it but she didn’t care, she had it and that’s all that was important.

The two slave shops were still in the mall and seemed to be as busy as ever, and she realized as she passed them that she was already a slave in her own way!

One of the slave shops was advertising the fact that they were holding a public auction of pussy outside the shop on Saturday with no minimum restrictions on bids, that meant in theory you could walk past the shop on Saturday and see a load of naked girls being sold off as if it were normal business, which it was in a way.

This job was only supposed to last for three months and then she’d go back to normal duties with the police, five months later though she was still seeing clients every night, she had asked her handler about it once but he’d been very flippant about it, telling her that there were problems back at the station, not only had her previous boss been moved on and not told anyone about her, he’d even go so far as removing her from the police computer altogether, her handler was working on restoring her data but it was taking some time bearing in mind he was undercover to.

So she was trapped for a while longer, she hated what she was doing but she couldn’t simply walk away from it, Tyrone wouldn’t like it and also as it stood she wouldn’t be earning any money.

Talking of Tyrone she only saw him sporadically now, she felt like he still thought of her as one of his better girls but that’s all she was, one of his girls. They ran into each other at the odd party etc. but she could go weeks without seeing him at all, as long as she did what he told her and kept his clients happy he was happy, he didn’t even give her her share of the money any more, she still got it but Tyrone didn’t want to deal with anything so mundane.

So life as a whore continued, is this what she’d gone to police training school for a year for, to become a whore!

Then one night she was summoned to a warehouse in the middle of nowhere, this immediately put her on edge, why a warehouse and not a hotel etc.

It turned out to be a big and cold place but she relaxed a bit when she realized that she wasn’t the only one invited, it seemed that most of Tyrone’s girls were there and a few of his trusted lieutenants, around twenty people in all.

None of the girls knew what was going on but there was a nervous tension about the place as Tyrone entered the building and started addressing them.

It was almost like a preacher preaching to his flock and we all listened attentively, the sermon was all about the importance of trust and apparently someone had let him down on that front.

Tracey was immediately worried of course, he had to be talking about her right? But then there was an audible gasp as her handler was brought out to the stage supported by two big men, he had to be supported, he’d been badly beaten.

Somehow Tyrone had found out he worked for the police and was taking his revenge, he told us all to watch as the mans clothes were stripped away and then with no hesitation at all Tyrone grabbed a large knife and calmly sliced off the mans cock before throwing it to the girls, some of whom were laughing and cheering.

Tracey wasn’t cheering, she was mortified, this man was her only link to the outside world and now he was being chopped up on stage in front of her!

The man was howling in pain and a large amount of blood was shooting out of his crotch but worse was to come as the famous meat grinder was pushed onto the stage. Some of the girls seemed to be excited by what was to come but Tracey wasn’t and she could only watch in horror as the man was pushed screaming into the machine.

There was no escape for him of course, he was reduced to a red pile of minced meat in seconds, a horrible sight but quick and it could have been worse, it could have been her!

It still could be of course, perhaps he’d told Tyrone who she really was and he was going to turn on her next but the entertainment seemed to be over and with a little talk about how that's what happens when you cross him Tyrone left the building.

She got home that night disgusted and scared, disgusted at what she’d seen and scared of the consequences because of it. She had to assume that the man hadn’t told Tyrone about her or he would of done something similar to her but that meant what did she do now.

The only two people who knew who she really was had gone and she wasn’t even on the police database anymore, it looked like she was going to have to continue to be a whore for some time yet!

OEBPS/image_rsrc65.jpg
TRACEY THE
POLICEWOMAN






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Cover


  



Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23






