

Tracey sighed with relief once the bell rang and another day of torture was over. She was a teacher at a college, not a very good one, teacher or college.

Most of the eighteen year old's she taught were rough and cocky and had no real interest in learning anything and she had great difficulty controlling them. It was her first teaching job and she so wanted to impress her boss, Mr Chambers, but she knew she was failing miserably.

The students showed her no respect at all and went out of their way to make her life hell. A lot of them were black boys who’d immigrated to this country, often illegally, and they didn’t respect a white woman at all.

They also barely spoke any English either, how was she supposed to teach Maths to someone like that. That’s what she taught, Maths and girls netball, she preferred the netball over the maths any day, although when the boys played their sports in the winter they did so in the heated gym, the girls had to play outside in the freezing cold.

On mote than one occasion boys had put their phones up under her skirt in class and taken pictures up it, they probably got some very good photos because she sometimes wore a thong, not only that but thongs where the material at the front was barely wider than the at the back!

They probably got some very “lippy” pictures, she never saw any, they didn’t show her but she knew that they gleefully swapped the best and most revealing photos between themselves.

They would all laugh and cheer each other on as they put their phones between her legs and all she could do was stand there and blush in embarrassment.

Tracey was a very pretty and also a very busty girl, she was a 32EE which on her small frame looked even bigger, she sometimes wondered if it was her looks and large chest that had gotten her the job in the first place.

Ultimately the interview process had reduced the number of girls to two, Tracey and another girl. Tracey hadn’t been super confident as she’d only just come out of university and her grades had been average at best, the other girl was bound to be better than her.

Both girls were interviewed together at the same time, both standing before a panel of four, three man and a woman. It was all standard stuff, what could you bring to the job etc. To her surprise Tracey was holding her own and then suddenly the woman asked them to take their clothes off, all of them!

This was the first time Tracey had been asked to strip at a job interview, although she knew it happened more and more commonly now, she was shocked and embarrassed and she hesitated and looked over to the other girl for some support but instead saw her happily taking her clothes off, seemingly without a care in the world.

Now Tracey wasn’t stupid, she knew if two girls had been asked to undress and only one had done it only one of them was going to get the job so she reluctantly undressed herself and pretty soon there were two completely naked girls standing there, one looking more embarrassed than the other.

The interview proceeded with no acknowledgment of the fact that they were both now naked although Tracey could see that the men on the panel in particular were taking a keen interest in them both.

In some ways it was even more embarrassing for Tracey, the fact that she was stood right next to another naked girl, she was very pretty, her boobs weren’t as big as Tracey’s but she was beautifully proportioned.

Eventually the interview finished and they were allowed to get dressed again and a week later she got an email offering her the job. She’d been so excited and a month later she’d been talking to one of the panel, now her colleague, and she’d asked him why she’d got the job over the other girl.

“Well she was better qualified than you and she did give the better interview,” he said pensively, “but at the end of the day you had the bigger tits and that’s all that counts.” he laughed.

Tracey was astounded, it had all boiled down to who had the bigger tits! She pitied the other girl, loads of qualifications etc. but she couldn’t get a job because a girl less qualified than her had bigger tits!

It was later disclosed to her that the college only employed the bustiest and prettiest girls as teacher, mainly to keep the boys happy.

No wonder the students didn’t respect her, to them she was just a walking talking pair of tits.

She’d made the mistake one day of coming to college without a bra on, it was a boiling hot day and she only had a thin halter top on, a top that easily highlighted the fact that she was bra less.

She knew it was a mistake straight away from the stares the students were giving her but there was nothing she could do about it now. One of the boys called Michael was a cocky arrogant sod who was always giving her trouble and in the second lesson of the day and almost unnoticed by her he’d come up to her desk and stood behind her.

He was stood up while she was sitting down and without warning he’d reached down and slid both his hands down the front of her top and was cupping both her naked breasts.

She obviously yelped and told him not to do that but he was having too good a time to worry about her and he carried on having a good grope. The rest of the class soon noticed and they were laughing and cheering him on.

It carried on for a few minutes and by the time he let her go and despite her best struggles he’d had a damn good grope of her bare breasts. Some of the boys in the watching class and suggested that he get them out for them but luckily he didn’t go that far.

Ever since that day she’d been embarrassed around him, a fact that he was well aware of and loved playing on, she also knew now to always wear a bra to work, whatever the weather.

Netball was another occasion when she didn’t wear a bra, she didn’t have a choice about that though, the college rules dictated that girls were not allowed to wear bras for sporting lessons.

This was across the board, it didn’t matter if it was netball or football etc. bras weren’t allowed, apparently some years ago a boy had been chasing a girl around the sports fields and he’d eventually caught her by grabbing hold of her bra strap, since then no bras allowed.

Now that might not of been so bad or embarrassing apart from two things, the vests they had to wear for sports were very thin and they also had massive arm holes, so big it was almost impossible to keep your bare breasts hidden, especially as you were running and jumping about.

Of course the boys watching loved seeing all the bouncing boobs, the female students playing the game hardly seemed to notice the show they were giving them, or if they did notice they didn’t care.

Tracey cared, she was deeply embarrassed, especially as more photos were being taken and she was sure they got some good ones!

Mind you the bottom half of their bodies was hardly covered up either, they had to wear a tiny netball skirt that barely covered their bums, what they wore under it was up to them, the days of big school gym knickers were long gone, you wore what you wanted.

A lot of the girls wore thongs, a fact that was easily visible because of the shortness of the skirts, Tracey hadn’t worn a thong yet on the netball court but she had to admit some of the panties she wore were small and revealing, almost a thong.

The boys would be stood on the courts edge cheering them on, they had no interest in the actual game, they just wanted to see all the boobs and bums.

The girls were very docile and submissive and accepting of their role in society, that was the way girls were brought up nowdays, the boys got the education etc. while the girls were taught that their main job was to keep the boys happy.

So they would dress and act sexily and be pleased when a boy called them “a good girl” as a result.

Female slavery had even been legalized recently, that meant you could legally buy and sell a girl and while she was yours you could literally do anything you wanted to her, the police wouldn’t be interested whatever you did.

Slavery was still in it’s early days and slaves were relatively expensive to buy and therefore slaves weren't everywhere yet but the government was always looking at ways of increasing the slave pool and driving the price down.

From what she understood it was pretty easy to enslave a girl nowdays, just fill in a few forms and get her registered on the central slave register at the post office and that was it, she was a slave for life.

It was so easy in fact that several times she’d been threatened with it herself at college, she had to admit that tingle of excitement went through her every time it happened, she also had to admit that sometimes she provoked the boy, saying things like “you wouldn’t dare” and part of her wished he would but inevitably he would never go through with the threat.

Some of the boys actually owned slaves, well their parents did, and they would often laugh and brag about what they’d done to them.

Tracey was always turned on when she overheard these conversations although she tried not to show it for obvious reasons.

Once a boy had brought a slave to college with him, she was completely naked and spent most of the lesson on her knees loudly sucking him off. Nobody was paying any attention to her and  what she was trying to teach them of course, everybody's eyes were on the naked girl and what she was doing.

Desperate to get the attention back onto her she eventually approached the girl and basically told her to stop, she did stop for a second and looked up at Tracey as if surprised, in doing so she’d exposed the boys fully erect penis and Tracey couldn’t help look at it.

“Why, are you jealous Miss?” he smirked at her.

She was so flustered that she told the slave to hurry up and finish him off and the girl gleefully resumed sucking him.

Once she had “finished him Off” she simply knelt beside him, she’d obviously been put through a rigorous slave training school.

All the time the boy had sat there with a smirking grin on his face, he was proud of the fact that he’d just been sucked off, also the fact that he had a slave at all.

This was the kind of thing that she had to deal with on a daily basis, one day she’d been walking through the main playground when everybody was out there, she was just walking around minding her own business when she came across a completely naked girl standing there with her hands on her head.

She didn’t look too happy, in fact she was close to tears, of course everybody around her was very happy indeed and were gleefully running around her taking pictures which she heard them boasting about posting the pictures on Facebook.

Tracey asked what was going on and a boy stepped forward and explained that the girl had upset him in some minor way and this was him punishing her.

Tracey tried to tell him that he’d had his fun and he should let the girl get dressed etc. but he smiled and said she could stand there for a while longer  then as Tracey was about to protest again he said,

“Unless you want to strip off and take her place?” he smiled.

That wasn’t something she wanted to do at all so she made her excuses and left, leaving the girl to her fate. Later that night she looked at her page on Facebook and saw a link to lots of pictures of the girl standing there in all her glory.

Those pics would have been seen by all her friends and family, including her parents, she wondered what the girl had done to deserve such a punishment.

Tracey currently lived in a small grotty flat at street level, her landlord lived above her in his flat and like the accommodation he was small and grotty too. He was an Asian man, probably Indian, and he was an obvious pervert but luckily he only seemed to like looking, he very rarely touched her, maybe a quick pat on her bottom but that was about it.

The main reason she took the flat, despite the obvious disadvantages, was the fact that it was on the way to her college and pretty close to it.

The flat consisted of a small bedroom and a bathroom and that was about it, there wasn’t even a toilet in the bathroom, that was a little way down the communal hallway towards the back of the building.

The bathroom had a major disadvantage, there were no curtains at the window and bearing in mind she was on the direct route to the college lots of her students used to pass her bathroom on their way to and from the college.

Of course the window was frosted but barely, she hadn’t really noticed when she’d came to view the place and from five feet away it looked like normal frosted glass but if you stuck your eye up against it it was just like looking through a clear pane of glass!

Of course it didn’t take her students long to realize this and with no curtains there was nothing she could do to stop them looking in on her.

They all had a perfect view of her showering etc. and there was nothing she could do about it, she could see all the huddled shapes at her window as they watched her wash herself.

The only thing she did do was pretend that she didn’t know they were there, and in some ways she didn’t, she could see rough shapes and hear muffled laughter and rude comments but because she was a few feet away from the glass it was doing it’s job.

In some ways she was quite excited by this exhibitionist show of hers, she was showing herself off and couldn’t be blamed for it, after all she was in her own home, if someone decided to spy on her, well that was up to them, not to her.

Sometimes when she was feeling extra naughty she would spend a long time washing her pussy for example or even naughtier than that, she had a large nine inch rubber dildo that you could attach to the wall with suckers and she would push herself onto it, impaling herself and fucking herself with it.

All of this would happen in full sight of her students, a fact that made it more exciting. What she didn’t realize at first was that if an eye was pressed against the glass it wasn’t frosted at all, the same thing applied to a camera and pretty soon there were pictures of her around the college, naked and happily riding the cock, which was black by the way.

Again she pretended she didn’t know what was going on and quite a few of her students got a good look at her if not pictures to prove it!

The toilet as I mentioned was down the hallway, you came in the front door and the first thing you saw was a flight of stairs leading up to the landlords flat, a door to the right which led to her flat, the toilet was just beyond the stairs.

Although the toilet was in the communal hall it was effectively her toilet, the landlord had one in his bathroom in his flat.

It might have been hers but unfortunately local people knew it was there, the main front door was never locked so people were literally coming in off the street and using the toilet as a public convenience.

The door to her flat was always locked of course but she often heard people shuffling along outside her door at all hours of the day but often when they were on the way back from the pub. Once or twice they’d even tried her door mistakenly thinking it was the toilet.

No wonder she was scared, especially late at night, she’d mentioned it to the landlord but he liked to think he was doing a public service by making the toilet accessible to all and he refused to lock the front door despite her pleas.

Public use was one thing but it meant that she had to clean up after the public had used it, not a nice job at all. Because literally anyone could use the toilet they weren’t worried how they left it and she’d had to clean up some disgusting mess before she could use it.

As I mentioned she was especially scared at night when she’d be curled up in bed trying to get to sleep and she could hear some drunken man outside her door trying to get in, the door was pretty flimsy as well.

Mind you having the toilet where it was also meant it fell into her exhibitionist side, especially in the evening when she could hear the landlord was in if she needed to go to the loo she would sneak out of her flat and run down the hallway in just her undies and then of course it was only a matter of time before she left the undies off and left her flat totally naked.

It was only ten feet or so but she felt wonderfully exposed when she did it knowing that anyone could walk in from the street and see her at any second.

It felt so naughty and pretty soon she wasn’t just running down the hallway naked she was taking a casual stroll, almost daring someone to see her.

More than once she’d ended up sitting on the stairs facing the front door with her legs wide apart and playing with herself. She used to do this about nine pm, too late for any of her students to catch her and too early for the drunks to come in.

It was all so risky and she loved it, she’d only been caught once, a complete stranger had walked in just as she was walking back to her flat and he got a great view of her. She squealed a little but just carried on walking and squeezing past him, making no effort to cover herself, all the time he was staring with his bulging drunk eyes probably not believing what he was seeing.

Once in her flat she shut and locked the door and luckily he didn’t try and force his way in, she collapsed onto her bed and started frantically fingering herself at the thought of what had just happened.

She knew it was dangerous, if he’d attacked her there wouldn’t of been much she could of done about it but it was also incredibly horny.

As far as she knew none of her students knew about these little nude walks of hers, probably a good thing or they would have been coming in every night to use the loo in the hope of catching her naked!

All of this behavior might of made her sound like some kind of slut or tart but she didn’t think of herself like that, she was just a young girl having fun and if there was an element of risk attached to it, well all the better.

The landlord had a grandson, Ali, who used to visit him quite often, an eighteen year old lad who was a student of hers, well not a student of hers as such but he went to her college, he was learning economics and by all accounts he was doing well.

He knew of course that Tracey lived below his grandfather and he would often pop into her flat to say hello whenever he came to see his granddad.

This used to annoy Tracey, she hardly knew him and what really annoyed her was the fact that his granddad had given him a key to her flat so he wouldn’t knock or anything, he would just use the key to enter her flat unannounced.

This meant that she was constantly on edge, never sure when he would suddenly appear in her lounge, he hadn’t caught her naked yet or doing something she shouldn’t be but there was always the chance he would!

He had walked in on her while she was only wearing her undies a few times, pretty skimpy undies at that, one of her barely there thongs and he was always pleased with himself whenever he did, seeing his teacher like that.

Once he even tried to take some pictures of her like that and she protested and tried to stop him but he probably got a few, which were probably all over the college the next day!

Once he was in her flat she’d cover up and make him some tea etc. and they’d chat for half an hour or so.

Tracey had had her own grandfather but he’d died two years earlier and he’d left her a sizable amount of money as an inheritance. Not enough to retire on but certainly enough to enable her to rent a much nicer flat, she’d mostly chosen this place though because of its proximate position to the college.

The money had been sitting in the bank for the last eighteen months, barely touched, to be honest it kinda scared her, girls like her shouldn’t be in charge of money!

One day during one of his visits she told him about the money and that she didn’t know what to do with it etc. He didn’t really say anything at that moment but he appeared to be thinking of the situation.

The next time he came round they were drinking the tea she’d made when he announced that he’d been thinking about her problem and he’d come up with a solution. His name would be added to the account and he would look after the money for her, make sure it reached its full potential.

Her initial reaction was shock, not only was her granddads money in the account but her wages from the college were also paid into it.

Then he started going on about investing it in stocks and shares etc. and she remembered that he was a bit of an economic whizkid and the idea suddenly started appealing to her.

The money wasn’t doing anything just sitting there in the bank and if he could make it make more money for her, well so much the better.

He worked on her for quite a while but in the end she agreed, she would make an appointment and they would go down the bank on Saturday to have his name added to the account.

Deep down she knew this was a stupid move but he was so convincing and was assuring her that he’d make money for her, she had no real choice to agree.

When he’d come in to see her that night she’d been wearing just her bra and knickers and when she’d said she was going to put something on he told her not to bother, he liked her as she was!

So all the time they were sat there talking about money she was only dressed in a tiny bra and knicker set, not only were they tiny they were also more than a bit see through, put it this way, it was pretty obvious she shaved down there.

At first she was embarrassed at the way she was dressed but as the chat went on she relaxed more and by the end she was witting with her legs wide apart, giving him a perfect view of her barely covered pussy.

She made the appointment and on Saturday morning she put on her best dress and looking very posh and professional they both went down the bank together.

Having slept on it a few times she was even more convinced that this wasn’t a good idea but she’d made the appointment now so she was going through with it.

The bank was nice and modern and clean and also busy on a Saturday morning, although their appointment was for 11.00 it was quarter past by the time they were called into a small cubicle by a very attractive and smartly dressed young woman of approximately Tracey’s age.

She was dressed in the banks uniform which consisted of a tight blue skirt and an equally tight white shirt stretched across her ample bosom, the skirt was extremely short, barely covering her bum, and however she sat she couldn’t avoid showing her white knickers to them, at least she had some on!

It certainly got Ali’s attention but she didn’t seem to mind at all, she was flirty and giggly from the start.

Ali did most of the talking, explaining why they were there etc. she just sat there silently, there was nothing else to say.

“Right that shouldn’t be a problem,” she giggled, “I just need some ID.”

He had his provisional driving license on him so he offered her that and she accepted it with no quibbles.

Tracey wished that the bank girl would ask her if this was really what she wanted so she could back out but within minutes she looked up from her computer and triumphantly announced that it was all done and that he was now named on the account.

He looked pleased and Tracey thought that was it, they’d done what they’d come for but she suddenly laughed and said,

“Now that your named on the account you can take her name off if you like, it will mean you’ll have sole access to the money, in effect it will be yous.”

He seemed to be interested in that proposal but Tracey wasn’t!

“So she won’t have any access at all?” he asked.

“No it’s all yours, you’ll probably have to give her a monthly amount so she can pay her bills but you could keep it as tight as possible and make her work for every penny.” she giggled.

Tracey was panicking now, this didn’t seen good at all and she protested,

“Wouldn’t I have to sign something for that?”

“No, as he’s already on the account he can take you off any time he wants, it’s entirely his choice.” she giggled.

She looked at Ali for support but she knew she wouldn’t get any the second she looked at him.

“Okay go ahead and do it, take her off the account.” he laughed.

The bank girl giggled with him and as Tracey watched hopelessly she typed something into her computer and then looked up grinning,

“That’s it, all done, you are now the sole account holder.”

This was going from bad to worse for Tracey, and she just sat there in stunned silence as the girl said she’d be right back with a temporary bank card for him, the real one would appear in the post within the week.

“What about her card?” Ali asked.

“That will stop working within the hour, so will her banking App if she uses one for online banking.” she smiled.

Tracey was literally lost for words, what was she going to do now, how was she going to get cash to spend?

The girl stood up and disappeared as promised and Ali turned to her and patted her knee.

“Don’t worry it’s all for the best, if you need any money you’ll have to simply ask me, as she suggested though I will make you work hard for it.” he laughed.

She could only imagine what he meant by “working her hard” meant but she knew it wouldn’t be pleasant.

Just then the bank girl came back and gave him a bank card which apparently he could start using straight away. She obviously thought the meeting was over because she perched on the corner of the desk in front of them, her knickers prominently on show.

This seemed to give Ali an idea and he leant forward and placed both his hands on her legs, well above her knees and he said,

“You know my granddad owns a large strip club, we’re always on the hunt for pretty girls and I’m sure he could find a job for a girl like you.”

This was all news to Tracey, she didn’t know the landlord owned a strip club, although thinking about it he was the kind of man who would!

..”Thanks but I’m married.” she giggled.

“That’s okay I wasn’t asking him,” he laughed, “just don’t tell him, mind you you’ll have to explain coming home at 4 am and probably covered in bruises, some of our customers can be pretty rough with the girls.”

For a few seconds she actually seemed to be considering it and then she asked what the pay was etc.

“Well the club takes £20 for every guy who uses you, some guys won’t pay you anything and some don’t pay much so to earn decent money you’ll have to sleep with up to fifty men a night.”

Again she seemed to be considering it and then suddenly out of the blue and completely casually he started stroking her pussy over the top of her panties.

He obviously knew what he was doing and it was also obvious that it was working, she gave a little moan and then instead of pushing his hand away she opened her legs as wide as she could to make it easier for him.

“Why don’t you come round the club tonight so I can check out that body of yours properly and you can show me what a good girl you are.” he smiled creepily.

Tracey was spellbound by what was going on in front of her and for a minute she forgot her own troubles and watched as he increased the pressure of his stroking on her pussy.

In the end the girl, probably on the point of cumming, agreed to meet him that night to discuss things and Tracey knew that the fact she was married wouldn’t enter the conversation!

Of course it wasn’t long after they left the bank that her own problems came back into sharp focus. She tried to order some food from the supermarket she always used but they wouldn’t accept her card and she couldn’t get any food.

That was bad enough but she suddenly realized that she now also had no access to her monthly wages, she was effectively working for nothing now.

She didn’t know how much Ali was going to give her every month and she also didn’t know what she was going to have to do to get it out of him but she had a good idea!

He was walking around looking very proud of himself and why shouldn’t he, he now had control of his teachers finances and a date with the bank girl who’d arranged it for him.

As mentioned the fact that the landlord owned a strip club was news to her although there were several strips clubs on her street, clubs she had to walk past every day and they all had lurid posters in the window offering all sorts and as he’d said they were all looking for new girls to work there.

If what Ali had told the bank girl was true these clubs were nothing more than brothels really, once slaves became more affordable she wondered if such places would carry on, or would men simply buy a cheap disposable slave for their sexual needs, for the time being though they were still very much in business.

As she’d feared Ali quickly made it clear that in order for her to get any money out of him she’d have to provide sexual favors.

Technically it was her money of course and she was having to earn it back but what choice did she have, her old bank card was no longer working and the only way she could get money from him was to obey his perverted demands.

As the bank girl had suggested he kept her on a very short leash, barely giving her enough to pay her bills and certainly not enough for any extravagance.

For this she regularly had to get down on her knees and suck him or have full sex with him and by regularly I mean every day!

This was super demeaning for her, she was after all his teacher, and he took lots of enjoyment from the power he had over her.

In theory he was meant to be investing her money and making it grow but in reality she immediately saw him spending it, for example he bought a PS5 and a few games, all of which probably cost a few pounds, then he started wearing new trainers, expensive ones, he was obviously spending her money rather than investing it.

She had no real way of checking the balance of the account though as her online banking App had stopped working as the bank girl had promised.

Talking of the bank girl she had no idea if she’d gone to the strip club for an interview as she’d promised and if she had was she now working there, how was she going to explain that to her husband!

Tracey had her own problems right now, Ali’s sexual demands were getting wilder and riskier by the day, he was doing things like making her suck him at college, not if full sight of everyone but they could still easily be caught, one day he’d made her go to college with no bra on and a semi transparent shirt, a fact that everyone appreciated, well everyone apart from Tracey. 

She knew it was only a matter of time before he wanted to exert his power over her even more and one night he came round to her flat and he wasn’t alone, he’d brought another boy from college with him!

He was obviously showing off his power but both boys had ended up having sex with her, both cumming deep inside her, at least she was on the pill.

Once he’d done it once of course he started bringing different boys round every night to fuck the teacher and once she’d been standing in front of a class when she realized that every boy there had had her, no wonder they had no respect for her!

This couldn’t carry on indefinitely of course, if another teacher found out for example she’d be in big trouble, but despite this she couldn’t see a way out, not without any money and even though she had a paying job she couldn’t access it.

Then one day she was walking through the main shopping mall, God knows why, she had no money to spend, it was more a thing of habit, and she passed a slave shop.

There were two slave shops in the mall now, both quite large and both proudly advertising their wares, “the cheapest pussy in town at the lowest prices” etc. was this the answer?

She had no idea how becoming a slave actually worked but she did now that occasionally girls did volunteer for it.

As I said at the start slavery was still relatively new but with the governments encouragement it was definitely growing and girls volunteering was growing with it.

It did seem right now to be the ideal solution, she would be free of Ali at last and as a slave she wouldn’t need any money so that was another problem solved.

Of course as a slave who knew where she might end up, she might end up in the clutches of someone even worse but at this moment she was willing to take that chance.

So taking a deep breath she walk ed into the shop, apart from the sales girl, a rather prim looking middle aged woman, she was the only one in there.

The woman looked slightly surprised at her entrance and then said,

“Sorry dear we’re not allowed to sell girls to girls.”

“Oh no, I’m hear to volunteer.” Tracey blurted out embarrassed.

The woman’s eyes lit up and she smiled,

“Oh sorry, we can sort that out for you easily enough, now why don’t you get those clothes off so I can get a better look at you.”

Now Tracey wasn’t a fool, she knew that nudity would likely be involved in this process, but not in the middle of the shop. Like herself anyone could just walk in at any second and see her, sensing her hesitation the woman snapped at her,

“Come on dearie, you can’t be worried about getting naked if you want to be a slave.”

The woman was obviously starting to think that Tracey was wasting her time and so Tracey started to undress. The door to the shop was frosted so nobody outside could look in and it appeared to be better frosting than what she had at home!

Within thirty seconds she was standing there totally naked, feeling very embarrassed and self conscious as the woman looked her up and down.

“Very nice, I’m sure we can make some money on you.” she laughed.

She then asked Tracey to sign and fill in a form with her basic details, full name, address, date of birth etc. All the time she was filling in the form she was bent forward over the counter, anybody coming in would have had a nice view!

Without really thinking she signed at the bottom of the form and that was it, it was now offical, she was legally a slave.

The woman had come round the counter to stand beside Tracey and smiling she took her arm and led her through a door at the back of the shop, to be honest Tracey didn’t really care where they were going, she was just glad to be somewhere private.

The front of the shop had been nice and clean and plushly carpeted whereas the back was much more utilitarian and she was led down a long corridor with concrete floors and exposed pipes.

“Right I’ll just store you here with the other stock, you shouldn’t be here too long, big titted blondes always sell quickly.” she giggled.

Tracey looked and was astounded to see that the other “stock” consisted of approximately fifty naked girls, all in small dog cages, piled on top of each other like animals.

When indicated to do so Tracey backed into an empty cage on her hands and knees and as the door slammed on her and was locked with a loud click she wondered if she had actually made the right decision.
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