

Tracey moaned as she woke up, not from pleasure, more like displeasure, it was a Monday morning and that meant another work day.

She currently worked as a teacher at a local college, eigjteen to twenty one year old students, she taught Maths and girls netball, a strange mix but she’d done her degree in Maths and she’d played netball for her county as a teenager so the college wanted to take advantage of that.

She was currently twenty six, so not too much older than the students she taught and that was a problem, especially amongst the boys who didn’t respect her at all.

These were tricky times to be a girl her age, all females between eighteen and thirty had at least a chance of becoming a fully legal slave, bought and sold as such.

This didn’t mean that every girl her age was a slave but around fifty percent of them were and who knew about the future.

Of course now that a lot of girls were enslaved it meant that all respect for them, even the free ones, had disappeared, girls were commodities now, judged purely on their looks and pure sex appeal, that was the only worth of a girl.

Tracey had plenty of both, she was very pretty and had a more than impressive set of breasts on her and in reality was perfect slave material, she was even naturally submissive.

She’d had several near misses with being enslaved over the last few years, ex boyfriends, a boss from a previous job, even a teacher of hers from university, she’d either talked her way out of each situation or on more than one occasion she’d simply run away.

It was quite easy to enslave a girl now, it had been designed that way, you needed to get her registered on the slave database and to be able to do that you had to go to a post office, any post office, fill in a form, you needed to know some of her details, name address and so on, crucially you needed to know her national insurance number too, the girl in question didn’t even have to be there at the post office with you, you could register her without her knowledge even and she’d be picked up within the week and taken to a compulsory slave training center where she would be vigorously trained on how to be a slave, ready for her new owner.

Once she’d been registered and gone through the training she’d be sold, either at a slave shop or at one of the many auctions held in lots of towns and cities, even on line auctions were becoming more popular. There were slave shops everywhere and it certainly wasn’t difficult to buy a slave one way or another.

Once you’d officially bought a girl by any means and got a receipt she was yours to do whatever you wanted with, as most slaves were young and pretty this usually meant using them as sex toys and all kinds of depraved acts, the police didn’t care, she was your property so why should they.

So as you can see it was a very risky business being a pretty girl in this day and age, especially when you could even be enslaved without your knowledge.

Having to know the girls national insurance number was the only thing that stopped this slightly although the number wasn’t always hard to obtain. The girls themselves tried to keep it as secretive as possible, they knew the possible ramifications after all, but people like employers weren’t so secretive.

The number was always printed on the front of wage slips for a start and these in Tracey’s case were left in a bundle in a basket in the colleges main hallway at the start of every month, ready for the relevant teacher to pick them up, in reality though anyone could take them or at least write the numbers down.

The staff section or the college also listed the numbers, this section was supposed to be private to only a few senior teachers but she knew many of the students knew how to get into it, she’d heard them bragging about it.

So a girls number was never as private as she’d hoped, with just the slightest digging most people could find it easily enough.

Of course with all this slavery etc. going around men started to treat women as second class citizens, even third class, and it didn’t matter if they were slaves or not.

Some students had even brought slaves into college to show them off, every slave wore a simple white tunic dress that was desgined to show as much of them off as legally possible, IE. as short as possible and as low cut as possible.

They were just about covered but easily identified as a slave by the tunic they wore. Tracey had put one on once as a dare at a university party, she’d felt terribly exposed, she hadn’t been wearing anything under it, real slaves didn’t.

It had made her feel even more submissive that she usually did and she’d rather liked it in a way, she was sure some of the people at the party who didn’t know her too well even thought she was a real slave and that was exciting too.

In the end she’d only worn it for an hour but she had enjoyed it, it was a good job none of her students knew about it!

She could understand why her male students had so little respect for her, in their eyes she represented an authority figure but as a female she shouldn’t have any authority over them, something they reminded her of every day.

She’d had her face slapped numerous times and been spat on and of course her bottom was constantly getting slapped or patted. None of the boys involved thought there was anything wrong in what they were doing, it was just the way you treated girls nowdays and if you made her cry so much the better.

The female students who went to her college seemed to accept this attitude themselves, the boys could do whatever they liked to them, that’s what they were there for after all.

Indeed female education had dwindled a lot recently until they were now only taught the basics. Tracey’s netball lessons were much more popular then her maths lessons ever were.

Tracey had to wear the same outfit as the girls for netball, an extremely short gym skirt and a flimsy vest top with huge armholes. No bras were allowed, a rather silly rule that had come about because several years ago a boy had been chasing a girl around the playing field and he’d managed to grab her bra strap and pull her back by it, since then no bras had been allowed in any sports lesson.

This would have been mildly embarrassing if the vest top had been more sturdy but it wasn’t, in fact it was so thin that on a hot day with the girls sweat it became almost fully transparent and of course with the large arm holes a lot of side boob was visible whatever the weather, no wonder there was always groups of boys watching the netball with excitement, even taking pictures on their phones.

What the girls wore under the short skirts always got some interest as well, gone were the days of big gym knickers, nowdays the girls simply wore whatever they put on that morning and that was usually something very skimpy.

It was quite common to see girls in tiny thongs, something easily identifiable as they ran about bending and stretching without a care in their world, their bottoms fully exposed, the tiny skirts doing nothing to cover them.

This made the games a real spectator sport for the boys and their cameras of course and the girls used to play up to this, bending over for them etc. they all knew the boys were watching and were happy to give them what they wanted to see.

Tracey herself had worn a small G string a few times, she was quite aware of how much she was showing and she’d found the whole thing very exciting.

Of course the boys were well aware as well and hundreds of photos were taken that day and no doubt shared around the college later.

There had even been incidents where girls had worn nothing at all under their skirts, it wasn’t common but it wasn’t unusual either. Tracey had never gone that far herself but who knew!

By a strange set of circumstances she even found herself signed up as a student for one of the male teachers lessons.

She’d been walking off the netball court with the other girls one day when this male teacher had come up to them and started shouting at them to hurry up. He was an older guy, slightly doddery and past his best and he was well known for being a very strict teacher, not to mention a bit of a pervert.

Tracey had briefly tried to explain that she was also a teacher but he was having none of it, she looked about the right age to be a student and she was dressed as one so she was a student in his eyes!

Tracey knew better than to argue with a male, of any age, so she quickly joined the other girls and head off to the showers.

Ever since then he’d thought of her as a student and he got her to take part in one of his gym lessons every week. It worked out okay because she had a free period time then and in some ways she didn’t mind getting a free gym lesson to keep her fit so she joined in.

The girls in the class knew who she was obviously but they went along with it too, nobody had the guts to tell him the truth.

They were right about one thing though, he was definitely a pervert. He made sure that in each gym lesson he would get them into the most demeaning and revealing positions he could, handstands against the wall etc. so that their skirts fell down to their waists revealing their knickers or thongs or sometimes no knickers at all, but the worst thing was after the lesson he would follow them into the shower room!

The shower room was basically a large wet room, it was communal with about twenty shower heads set high in the ceiling, the girls stood under these shower heads and all showered together.

He didn’t get in the showers with them, that would have been too much even for him, but he would stand facing them while he worked the controls for the water.

Of course he was getting a perfect view of them all naked the whole time, his favorite trick was for the final ten minutes he would turn the water ice cold, this made the girls squeal and jump about but he loved it, laughing and telling us that,

“You bitches deserve it.”

Sometimes the cold showers would go on for ten minutes or so and Tracey for one hated every second of it, especially when it was a cold day anyway.

He had one more trick up his sleeve, when he did eventually let them out from under the water he wouldn’t give them access to any towels. They were locked away in a locker and he wouldn’t unlock that for quite a few minutes.

So he would be standing there in the dressing room surrounded by up to twenty stark naked girls, all shivering and soaking wet and I don’t mean the good form of wet!

The longest he’d made them wait for a towel was twenty minutes and all that time he was chatting casually to them, obviously enjoying that he had so much nude female flesh around him. None of the girls were too happy about it and complained amongst themselves but nobody complained to him directly, it might be embarrassing and humiliating but he was a man and if that’s the way he wanted to behave he had every right too, they all accepted that.

He was never abusive to them, sure he verbally abused them and he smacked a few bare bums and even tweaked a few nipples but he never actually hurt anybody, the girls still hated him though.

He’d even seen her in the staff lounge a few times but he didn’t recognize her, she probably looked different with her clothes on. He would even laugh and joke about his escapades with the girls not realizing that she was one of the girls in question.

The trouble was now that he thought she was one of the students there was no backing away from it, what if he did recognize her at some point, like coming off the netball court after one of her own lessons, she’d have a hard job explaining herself to him then.

He used to laugh and joke about how he treated the girls in the staff rest room, often in front of Tracey, he’d laugh and say things like,

“You should of seen those tits bouncing when I turned the water cold and they all started jumping about.”

He was completely unaware that Tracey was one of the girls he was talking about!

The boys would happily take pics of her in her netball kit but they also put their phones between her legs in the classroom and snapped away up her skirt.

They even called her a good girl if her legs were spread while their phone was down there, she wore thongs in the classroom more often than she did on the netball court so they probably got some good photo’s, indeed some of her thongs were so tiny the material at the front was barely wider than at the back and she was sure they got some lippy pics.

She didn’t know for sure but she guessed that the best pics of the day were shared around the college to all and sundry.

Of course she wasn’t the only girl in class this happened to, the female students were subject to it as well, not that most of them cared, they wore their skirts ridiculously short anyway, short enough to show their panties off however they sat.

In theory there was a college rule about the length of the girls skirt but nobody ever enforced it, certainly not the male teachers.

The girls also had a rota system so that there was always at least three of them in the boys bathroom, “looking after them.”

Now Tracey wasn’t stupid, she knew what that meant, but she largely let it slide, the only times there was trouble was if the girls were late for a lesson because they were “otherwise detained.”

Once in a while Tracey was dispatched to the boys toilets to round up the late girls and that was always an eye opener. Going into the boys toilets was risky enough anyway but she often saw completely naked girls in there, no sign of their clothing, being fucked by grinning boys.

Usually the fact that Tracey was in there would spur them on and sometimes turn their attention to her, nothing too sexual yet but the last time she’d gone in there she’d been told to get down on her knees and lick the four porcelain urinals clean!

The trouble was once the suggestion had been made everyone got behind it and despite her protests she found herself being pushed down to her knees in front of the first urinal and forced to start licking it.

She ended up doing quite a thorough job, licking the whole thing clean, inside and out. All the time boys were laughing and cheering her on and despite the grossness of the job in hand she got quite excited by the whole thing.

The boys sensed this and laughed even louder as she went on to lick the second urinal clean, even the watching girls seemed excited to see their teacher doing this.

The third urinal was licked clean like the others but the forth presented a problem, it was blocked and the bowl of it was mostly full of old piss.

Even she hesitated at this but everyone else was yelling at her to dip her face into it and start drinking so eventually that’s what she did!

Needless to say it was gross but the watching students loved it and despite the grossness so did Tracey, it was the humiliation of doing it that excited her.

Finally she’d slurped all the stale piss down, there was a lot of it, and she licked the urinal clean like the others.

Everybody laughed and cheered and then it was time to go, Tracey had remained fully clothed the whole time but two of the girls in there were completely naked, no sign of their clothes anywhere so had to walk them the entire length of the college to the lost property office.

The halls were deserted, everyone was in class but one or two people saw them including one parent who’d been there to see the college secretary and he got a good view of the two naked girls and they were quite happy to let him look.

They didn’t bother to try and cover up at all and seemed unashamed that he was seeing them naked.

He laughed and said,

“You should have them on leads, all girls should be collared and leashed.”

The two girls giggled and even Tracey thought it was a good idea, an idea she wouldn’t mind being subject to herself!

Of course then came the shame, although the students had loved it and so had she at the time, once it was all over she couldn’t believe she’d acted that way.

One of the male students had even laughed and suggested that next time they should get her to lick the two toilet bowls clean, and they were a lot dirtier than the urinals!

Who knows if she did that she might do it naked and then have to do this walk again, this time with nothing on herself, that would be exciting but even more so if she was collared and leashed.

Tracey had pretended to object but she knew deep down that no matter how filthy they were she’d lick them clean while everyone watched, the very thought made her pussy soaking wet.

Of course the stories about what she’d done spread throughout the college like wildfire, she would of dismissed it all as a wild story but what she hadn’t realized at the time was that dozens of photos and videos had been taken, including one where she was shown in close up happily slurping at the bow of piss like a greedy dog.

She couldn’t deny it then but luckily like most things at college did it soon blew over and her time in the limelight was cut short by another scandalous story involving somebody else.

Tracey actually lived with one of her students, well she rented a room in his fathers house as a lodger so techincally she did share the rest of the house with them.

They were a Pakistani family, the father was a man called Ali, he must have been in his early forties, and the son was called John, he was eighteen.

John used to brag at college about living with his teacher but in reality not much went on, he’d seen her in her undies a few times at home and he’d cheekily patted her bottom as well but nothing too bad had happened.

They weren’t the nicest two guys in the world, they seemed to like having a pretty white girl living with them so they could boss her around etc. but apart from that and leering at her constantly not much went on.

She did learn though that their savagery could indeed be savage. One hot day they’d all been in the garden, it was a hot day and Tracey was only wearing a small bikini which embarrassed her and to make it worse the neighbor appeared at the fence and started chatting, he was another Pakistani man and it was obvious that he was enjoying seeing Tracey in her bikini.

Although he was mainly chatting to Ali his eyes were fixed on her and their conversation slowly turned to more crude matters. Apparently he’d seen a horror film recently where a naked girl had been hung upside down with her legs spread and then with a rusty hacksaw she’d been sawed in half, starting at her pussy!

It sounded horrible to Tracey but both men were laughing and the neighbor said it was very horny to watch.

“Why don’t we try it with Tracey here, we can hang her from that tree.” he laughed pointing to a big oak tree in the garden.

Needless to say Tracey didn’t like the sound of that at all and luckily neither did Ali but for an entirely different reason. Apparently he didn’t want to do anything to her all the time she was paying her rent on time, if that ever stopped she was fair game but all the time it continued she was off limits.

The neighbor was quite disappointed and so was John to be honest but it was him who suggested the white girl on the other side, she was a new neighbor who’d only got married a few days ago and had just moved into the street with her new husband.

Tracey had seen her once but had never actually spoken to her, she knew she was twenty one and that she was very pretty but that was it.

All three of the men thought this was a good alternative and they suggested that Tracey go to her house and lure her back here.

Again Tracey wasn’t super keen on the idea but it was better than her herself hanging from the tree with a rusty saw between her legs so she agreed to go, she was going to put something on first but they told her not to, her bikini would be fine.

The house was only two doors away but she felt very conspicuous as she walked up to the front door dressed as she was. The door opened slightly and the girl stuck just her head outside and Tracey smiled and said she was a neighbor come to introduce herself,as calmly as she could.

The girl relaxed and opened the door fully and invited Tracey in, she could see why she was hesitant at first, all she had on was a tiny bra and knickers set that showed more than covered, she looked gorgeous.

As she led Tracey into the living room Tracey saw that the knickers were in fact a thong, this girl was asking for the fate that awaited her!

She did apologize and say she should go and put some clothes on but Tracey told her she looked great as she was and anyway she herself was hardly fully dressed.

So with both girls at down on the couch together she introduced herself as Mary, she’d been married a total of three days and her husband was currently away on a business trip and wouldn’t be home till the day after tomorrow.

Both girls chatted for a few minutes and made small talk, it was all very pleasant and Tracey was wondering how she could invite Mary back to her house when she leaned forward and kissed Mary on the lips.

It was quite a passionate kiss as well but not Tracey’s first with another girl and she rather suspected it wasn’t Mary’s either, she was a bit surprised by Tracey’s advances but she didn’t exactly pull away either.

It lasted for a good ten seconds and when Tracey finally pulled away both girls sat there giggling embarrassingly.

Tracey started to apologize but Mary stopped her and said they were both pretty girls so why shouldn’t they kiss.

To be honest Tracey was wondering what her new husband would think if he new his wife was acting like that with her neighbor, she thought it was a bit slutty of Mary really even though it was her who’d instigated it.

Thinking there would be no better time to ask her Tracey asked Mary if she’d like to come back to her house and meet her landlord etc.

Mary looked surprised but said okay and that she’d better go and put some clothes on,

“Oh don’t worry, they will like you as you are.” Tracey giggled.

For a second it looked like Mary would insist on getting dressed but then she shrugged and giggled,

“Okay I guess if you think it’s okay.”

Once again Tracey wondered how much of a tart this girl really was as she stood up quite happy to walk outside and meet new people while wearing next to nothing.

She checked herself in the mirror and then let Tracey lead her outside. They lived on a quiet road and it was only twenty feet to Tracey’s house but still a few people saw them and they got a few catcalls and whistles, neither of them worried too much, as I say it was only twenty feet and they weren’t worried about showing themselves off for a few seconds.

Ali’s eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw Mary in her tiny bra and knickers, the neighbor was in the back garden now along with John and they both had a similar reaction.

At first it was just a bit of friendly chitchat but then all three of the men fell on her and ripped her undies off and when she was naked they tied some ropes around her ankles and hauled her off the ground so that she was hanging upside down from the tree, completely suspended.

She was screaming blue murder, probably realizing the danger she was in, and then John bent down and picked up her ripped off knickers and stuffed them into her mouth as deep as he could, effectively muffling her screams quite well.

They hung her with her legs spread apart and she made a nice view, Ali handed her the hacksaw, the kind that you might find in your dad’s tool shop, It was obvious what they wanted her to do and so she stood between Mary’s spread legs and placed the edge of the blade against her pussy.

She really didn’t want to do this but the guys were looking at her expectantly and so she started sawing.

In effect she didn’t do much really, two or three strokes of the saw but as soon as the blood started spurting she handed the saw to Ali, she had no desire to see anything else even though the rest of the guys seemed excited to carry it all through.

She went back inside the house and left them to it, she had no idea if they finished the job, all she did know was that Mary disappeared and big chunks of meat appeared in their freezer.

The husband came home a day or two later and immediately reported her missing to the police who did next to nothing, they didn’t even ask Ali etc. if they’d seen her.

After a few more days they invited him round to their house for a meal to cheer him up and also find out what he knew.

Tracey was the cook, it was her job as a woman, but Ali had already got some meat out of the freezer the day before to defrost it.

She still didn’t know for sure what the meat was but part of it looked suspiciously like a human breast, nipple and all!

Regardless she sliced it all up and made a delicious curry with it, it was delicious too but like most curries all she could really taste was the sauce and not the actual meat.

He was very punctual and they sat him down and served him his curry which he said was great, they gently asked him how the police were doing looking for Mary but apparently they hadn’t found anything yet, they ought to test the contents of his stomach Tracey thought!

They asked him what he was going to do next and he shrugged and laughed,

“Divorce her and marry her younger sister I guess.”

This shocked Tracey, Mary had been missing for less than a week and he was already talking about marrying her sister.

“You should see the tits on her,” he laughed, “much bigger than Mary’s although her weren’t a bad size either.”

All of the men laughed and Tracey just sat there thinking the man was probably eating one of those “tits” as he joked about them, no doubt the neighbor had the other one in his freezer as well.

Eventually the night broke up and he went home, it had been a jovial night, not what she’d expected at all, at one stage he’d even made a pass at her, getting her to sit on his knee and going on about what a great pair of breasts she had and then to prove his point he brought his hand up and started squeezing them!

She was pretty uncomfortable, she could see all the other guys having a good look as he groped her, John especially, she only stopped him though when he started unbuttoning her shirt and she was very close to being exposed, she didn’t have a bra on.

He didn’t care when she got off his knee to go to the kitchen and start the washing up, he was drunk and just having fun after all.

They never really heard from him again after that, he was still living in the street but he was often away on business trips, he did start living with a younger blonde girl with as he’d said a magnificent pair of breasts on it, the sister she presumed, but she kept herself to herself, they certainly never heard from the police again.

They continued to eat the meat for the next six weeks off and on until it was all gone, Mary or not it was tasty meat she had to admit.

Life at college continued as normal until one day a male student stopped her in the corridor and asked her if she’d pose for him. Apparently he was a nerd from the colleges camera club and one of his assignments was to photograph a girl, of in this case two girls, he’d already asked Miss Jones, an English teacher, and she’d agreed.

Tracey didn’t really know Miss Jones, she’d seen her around in the staff room and thought she was a pretty little thing but she’d never actually spoken to her before.

To be honest if he hadn’t of said that she’d already agreed she probably wouldn’t of agreed either but after all all girls like to pose so she said yes.

She didn’t really know the boy either, he wasn’t in one of her classes and as I said he was quite nervy but she found herself agreeing to do a test shoot for him one lunch time along with Miss Jones.

She tried to lay down some ground rules, no nudity etc. but he was basically ignoring her and saying we’ll see.

Tracey thought she might possibly pose in her underwear but that was about it, she had no idea what Miss Jones attitude would be.

Lunch break was at one o’clock and so one Monday morning all three of them went to the very top floor of the college, there were only two disused classrooms up there, one used for storage and one still set up as a classroom even though it was hardly ever used as one.

Miss Jones was called Emily and from the start both girls were very giggly, something which annoyed Mike, the boy photographer, he thought they should be taking things seriously.

He even shouted at them once and called them silly girls but that didn’t stop them giggling.

Despite Tracey’s no nudity clause it didn’t last long, within ten minutes he’d cajoled them out of their clothes and got them laying on their backs on desks with their legs up and spread far apart, in other words showing him all they’d got!

Needless to say he was excited to have his teachers like that but to be honest they were just as excited, it felt so naughty exposing themselves like that to a pupil!

He kept calling them good girls which was a bit patronizing but on the other hand every girl liked being called a good girl.

She didn’t know how Emily felt about it all but there was a definite smell of excited pussy in the room.

He even got them to hold themselves open for him while he took pics, something both girls were happy to do.

There was still a fair bit of giggling going on and he was still annoyed by it and when they were stood up he grabbed each girl individually and with one arm around their waist holding them in position he proceeded to smack their bums, quite hard!

There was a fair bit of squealing going on but they were so high up in the college nobody heard them, not to mention most of the students were outside at lunch time.

Chastened he got them to have a few kisses with each other and rub their boobs together etc. mild lesbian stuff but only mild.

He suddenly announced that time was up and he had to go to his next class, when they’d stripped off he’d put all their clothes into a plastic bag and when he said it was time to go Tracey looked for the bag and discovered he was holding it and wasn’t in a hurry to give it to them!

He was laughing and teasing them with it and of course they were still naked and in a vulnerable position.

After a while he opened the door and literally threw the bag of clothes out along the hallway, both girls squealed but in reality it wasn’t too bad, as usual that floor was deserted and although they could hear the students coming in below them there was no reason for them to come up here, all it meant was one of them had to go out into the hallway naked and retrieve the bag.

It was only a matter of ten feet or so but it felt like a mile to Tracey, she’d never thought this photo shoot would end up with her walking down a college hallway stark naked, she hadn’t intended to get naked at all but he’d talked her into it with remarkable ease.

When she got back to the safety of the classroom instead of retrieving her clothes from the bag and getting dressed she simply handed the back to him, it was his bag after all.

He laughed and thanked her and then he took it to the door or the classroom and threw it even further this time, sliding it along the highly polished floor.

It almost reached the top of the stairs and this time it was Emily’s job to go and get it, she seemed quite excited by the prospect.

So off she went to get the bag, by now their students would be in their classrooms wondering where their teachers were, if only they knew!

Emily had big boons like Tracey and they wobbled and bounced delightfully as she ran back to the classroom with the bag.

Once again she handed the bag to Mike, neither of the girls seemed in a hurry to get dressed again.

Mike was loving it of course, he had two of his prettiest teachers standing all naked and giggly in front of him. He took the bag and smiling he walked to the door, Tracey expected him to throw it out again but instead he laughed and said he was going to class now and he simply walked out of the classroom, taking the bag with him and leaving them standing there naked.

Both girls panicked a bit, while he had been there it had all seemed like exciting fun and games, now he’d gone, along with their clothes, the harsh realities of their situation came flooding in fast.

He really had gone, they were already late for their next lessons, that was bad enough but if they were caught naked in the classroom they’d be in a lot of trouble, a lot!

The thing was there was nothing they could do now except wait and see if he came back, they could hardly go downstairs and ask about their clothes naked as they were.

As long as they stayed up here they were relatively safe, in theory nobody was going to find them up here in a disused classroom although at one stage they did hear steps coming up the stairs and they both dived into the only cupboard in the room.

It was a tight squeeze but they managed to close the door behind them just in time as they heard what appeared to be a male teacher and two male students come into the room looking for them.

“Where have those silly cunts got too.” they heard the teacher say.

At first she was a bit offended at being called a silly cunt, especially in front of the boys but then she realized that she was indeed a silly cunt for being in this position!

Luckily they only gave the classroom a cursory look, if they had bothered to look in the cupboard they wouldn’t of failed to see them, although the search party was only there for less than a minute they stayed in the cupboard for a further ten, partly because they never really heard their steps going back downstairs  but also because it felt nice to be squashed together so tightly, boob against boob.

Eventually though they came out, convinced they were safe and in a way they were, their hiding place had been searched and they doubted it would be searched again.

They were still scared and afraid of the repercussions from all of this but they very fact that they were naked also made it a bit exciting.

They ended up spending the whole afternoon up there and it wasn’t until around six when everybody had gone that they dared to leave the classroom. Everybody had gone home of course, there was an old caretaker roaming the building but as long as they stayed out of his way they would be safe.

They had to go all the way down to the ground floor and it wasn’t only the cool air making their nipples hard! It felt so naughty walking around the college with nothing on.

The main door was locked of course but Tracey had a plan, climb out through a window, the alarm would go off but they would have a few seconds to climb out and run away without the caretaker seeing them, anyway it was dark outside, what would he see, a couple of bare bums running away.

They found a suitable window and prepared themselves, as soon as they pulled it open as expected a loud bell went off but they quickly climbed out and ran. Tracey had actually brought her car to work that day and they both ran to where it was, a hundred yards away, that would of made a good photo!

Tracey always kept a spare key under the Tyre and today that trick paid off and she jumped into the safety and warmth of the car.

Emily got in as well but Tracey wasn’t taking her anywhere, she lived in the opposite direction to Tracey and although it was a good twenty minute walk away she just told her that was her problem.

She did think afterwards that maybe she should of given her a lift home, after all she was naked, but by then it was too late, Emily had disappeared into the night.

Although they weren’t caught as such they were still in trouble, they’d bo missed two lessons and as a result they were fined a months wages which seemed a bit harsh to Tracey but then in someways they deserved it.

They saw Mike that day as well and they told him what had happened, he thought it was hilarious of course, and he reminded them that had been a test shoot and they could have the real shoot at his house this weekend  as his parents were going away.

“We can get up to all sorts then, some serious pussy licking,” he smiled, “my back garden leads on to a park, I could put collars and leads on you and take you for a walk in there, nobody would mind I bet.”

Although they knew better they both looked at him and giggled, it did sound like fun after all.
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