

For about two hours Tracey hung there swinging gently, the pain in her breasts was intense and she was sure that if they put needles in them when they came back they would surely pop.

She didn’t want to shout or make a scene, the garage opened up onto the back alley, what is someone opened the door to see what all the noise was and saw her hanging there!

So she suffered in silence for as I say two hours although it seemed a lot longer, eventually the two men returned, the football must be over, and again they had a good laugh at her. Luckily they hadn’t brought any needles with them but Mr Jones had laughed and said not to worry, he was going to go and buy some extra large ones, that was something to look forward to wasn’t it!

The two men laughed and took pictures of her for ten minutes and then decided to let her down and undo the ropes around her breasts. Tracey thought that would be a relief but if anything it was even more painful as the blood ran in.

She was roughly grabbed by the back of the neck and marched back indoors, just before they got inside Mr Jones reminded Ali to let him know when he was going to do it next,

“Oh I will don’t worry, that was great fun, we’ll hang her up for longer next time.”

Once inside she was glad of the warmth and the fact that Mr Jones wasn’t around anymore. He marched her to her flat and more or less threw her inside and then he left her there, any punishments/torture were apparently done for the day.

She fell onto her bed and thought about what had just happened, first of all she now knew that Ali had the balls to do it and would likely do it again, was that a good or bad thing though, hanging there like that had hurt her, there was no doubt about that but the very pain and humiliation of the whole thing had been a tremendous turn on as well.

She knew that Ali would only intensify what he did now and that made her very wet, so wet that she couldn’t resist fingering herself to a massive orgasm as she laid there.

Her door wasn’t locked either, anyone could of walked in but she didn’t even care.

It took about six hours for her breasts to feel fully normal again, that was only hanging by them for two hours and she knew that it would be a lot longer.

The next night at the pub they had the usual pussy auction and she knew one of the girls up for sale, well barely knew her, she’d gone to college with her but weren’t close friends.

She recognized Tracey before Tracey recognized her, she was naked of course and Tracey had never seen her with her clothes off before.

She gave Tracey a sob sob story about her brother giving her to the pub to auction as revenge for breaking a computer game he owned. Of course she was crying and pleading with Tracey for help.

There was nothing she could of done even if she’d wanted to, why should she help this silly girl, she deserved to be here.

Tracey knew that she wasn’t a properly registered slave but half an hour she was standing on the little stage looking very miserable as she stood there being auctioned off. Tracey didn’t know how much she was sold for , it wasn’t expensive to buy a girl nowdays, even an unregistered one.

She did see her being led out of the pub by her new owner, naked of course, she could only imagine what he would do to her.

A few days later she got a call from her GP’s surgery, they wanted to see her as the results of the blood test she’d had done at the hospital had come through.

Of course the fact that her doctor wanted to see her was worrying, had they found something in her blood?

The next morning she got up nice and early and got showered and dressed, the surgery was a good twenty minute walk away and she wasn’t sure yet if he was going to walk or take the bus, busses weren’t the safest places for girls on their own nowdays, especially one as pretty as Tracey.

It wasn’t a nice day though and she’d decided to take the bus and risk it, she’d just stepped out onto the street when a neighbor stopped her and said hello. He wasn’t a next door neighbor but he only lived two doors away, another creepy little man, Mr Smith, who she didn’t really like, he was the kinda of man that would love to see her hanging by her breasts.

She was polite and friendly to him though and when he asked her where she was going she told him the truth.

“Oh we can’t have you going on the bus by yourself, it’s not safe,” he said, “I’ll tell you what why don’t you jump in my car and I’ll drive you there.”

He was being nice to her but she still felt uneasy about accepting a lift from him although it was better than the alternative!

So she jumped into his car and sat down, she wished she’d worn a longer skirt really, the one she had on was quite short and it was even shorter when she was sitting in the car seat, she could see that his eyes were on her exposed legs as much as they were on the road!

It might have been a twenty minute walk but it was only five minutes by car and pretty soon they were in the carpark and she was getting out. She was dismayed to see him getting out as well, she thought he would just drop her off there but apparently he wanted to stay so that he could drive her back home as well.

Again she was grateful for the lift/lifts but she was still uneasy, she didn’t really know why she was even here.

Once inside she reported in to the receptionist and was told to take a seat in the waiting room, well the waiting room was quite packed and there was only one chair available and before she knew it he’d sat down on it,

“You’ll have to sit on my knee,” he laughed and patted his knee to show her.

Sitting on his knee was the last thing she wanted to do but the alternative was to stay standing and probably drawing more attention to herself so she sat herself down gingerly on his offered knee.

He immediately snaked an arm around her waist to hold her tightly in position and even when another seat became available he wouldn’t relax his grip on her so she had to stay on his knee.

Her appointment was at 10.30 but it was 11.30 when her name was finally called, he let her get up this time and he announced that he was going to get a coffee.

Tracey was pleased with that, she was glad he wasn’t holding her anymore and she was glad he’d gone off to get a coffee, for a horrible second she had feared that he was going to come into the doctors office with her!

Once inside the smallish office which was dominated by a large oak desk, she sat down in the only chair available to her.

“Did I tell you to sit?” he snapped at her and she quickly got to her feet again.

He was an intimidating middle aged man in a white coat she’d never seen before and instead of focusing on the standing Tracey he was looking intently at his computer screen.

Finally he looked up at her and told her that her blood tests had come backing showing no abnormalities at all, Tracey was relieved, that was one of her main worries about this visit to the doctors, had they found something they needed to talk to her about, apparently not.

Her relief was short lived though as he went on to explain that as she was in perfect health it made her a prime candidate for slavery!

This obviously wasn’t good news and she listened slightly stunned as he told her that he was going to issue her a slave number and barcode her!

“It’s nothing to worry about,” he laughed,”you won’t really be a slave until someone activates the number, in the meantime you’ll be like a slave in waiting.”

Tracey didn’t think that was nothing to worry about, she’d be barcoded and she was sure it wouldn’t be too hard for someone to activate her number.

“Now the barcode is lasered into your hip so lets have your clothes off shall we?” he smiled.

Tracey wasn’t totally shocked by this, most visits to the doctors seemed to involve her taking her clothes off, look at when she’d had the blood test done at the hospital!

So without protesting she stripped down to just her underwear, she had a slight hope that he would let her keep them on, he could see her hips after all, but her hopes were dashed when he nodded his head and told her to keep going.

So less than two minutes after he’d told her to take her clothes off she was standing there completely naked in front of him. To make matters worse he scooped up her pile of discarded clothes and put them in a drawer in his desk so they were out of her reach which made her feel even more vulnerable.

“Good girl,” he smiled as he unashamedly looked her up and down with lust in his eyes, “You’ll make a pretty penny at auction.”

Tracey wasn’t a stranger at getting naked for men but this felt more intimate and embarrassing as the room was so small, she was literally feet from him.

He rummaged around in his desk for a few seconds and then triumphantly held up a long spreader bar.

Now Tracey wasn’t completely innocent, she knew what a spreader bar was and what it was used for, perhaps it also had a medical name and was used for medical purposes, she didn’t know, all she knew was that as he stood up and approached her he told her to bend over and grab her ankles and he then bent down and fastened the bar around them.

As I say the bar was quite long and she was spread wide apart, everything she’d got on full show. She had to stay bent over or else she’d lose her balance.

He’d fastened the bar to her ankles by two leather cuffs with a padlock attached to each, without the key she wasn’t escaping any time soon!

“Great view.” he laughed from behind her where he was no doubt getting a great view!

Tracey was embarrassed and humiliated and those feelings increased ten fold when the door opened and in walked Mr Smith holding a cup of coffee.

When he’d said he was going to get some she’d assumed he would sit back down in the waiting room and drink it while he waited for her but instead he’d asked the receptionist and she’d told him to go straight in.

What a sight he was greeted with as well, he’d never seen her naked before and he was enjoying the experience now.

There was nothing Tracey could do, she just had to stay bent over with her legs spread wide apart as the two men laughed and joked about the situation.

The doctor explained to Mr Smith what was going on and when he explained about activating her slave number he asked how he would do that.

“Any shop will do it for you, as long as they can scan barcodes they will do it, most don’t even charge for the service.” the doctor told him.

“So if get her enslaved like that I can take her home with me as my slave?” she heard him asking.

“Afraid it doesn't work like that,” the doctor shrugged apologetically,”she’ll have to go to a slave training school for a week, pumped full of docility drugs and then she’d be sold at a public auction to the highest bidder, who knows where she’d end up.”

“That’s a shame.” she heard him sigh from behind her.

“I wouldn’t worry about it to much, cunt is cheap nowdays and it’s only getting cheaper, it wont be long before they give it away for free with a gallon of petrol at the station.” the doctor laughed.

Tracey had all the old feelings of shame, embarrassment, submissiveness and more than a hint of excitement as the two men talked.

The doctor made some comment about releasing the spreader bar which she was glad about, every part of her body was aching in this position, before he could release her though Mr Smith told him to hang on as he wanted to do something and he leaned forwards and licked her pussy!

He licked it from the top of her slit to the bottom three or four times. In her position she couldn’t do anything to stop him, not that she was sure she wanted to stop him anyway, his tongue against her felt incredible and if he’d licked her for another thirty seconds she was about to cum.

“Tastes as sweet as a peach.” he laughed as he sat back down and a few seconds later the doctor released the cuffs at the end of the bar and she could stand up straight again. This of course meant they had a good view of her whole body, breasts and all.

“I’ll tell you what I can do for you if you like,” the doctor laughed, “We’ve got a ton of the stuff they inject them with to keep them docile and suggestible, I could let you have a few boxes of the stuff.”

Needless to say Mr Smith was quite excited by that offer, even when the doc said,

“I must warn you though it’s very powerful stuff, the more you give them the more of the brain it rots away, that shouldn’t bother you though if your selling her off soon.”

Tracey didn’t like the sound of this, even more so when he picked up his phone and asked his receptionist to put a few boxes aside for Mr Smith.

Things had come to a natural end at the doctors office and Mr Smith was preparing to take her home, for a horrible few seconds she thought he was going to walk her out of the office and through the waiting room still naked like she was now!

At the last second though the doctor laughed and threw her dress at her and she hurriedly slipped it on, he didn’t give her her underwear back though.

On the way out he stopped at reception and the girl handed him two boxes which apparently held fifty pre filled syringes in each box.

“At the moment she’ll need an injection every twelve hours for the drug to work, if you come back next week though we are getting a batch of much stronger stuff, each injection lasts up to a week, I’m sure we can give you some of those.” she giggled.

The trip back in the car was even more awkward than the one she’d got from Mr Jones that time from the hospital, he’d spat into her pussy, Mr Smith had given it a good licking!

As it turned out he never did inject her, she didn’t know why, she would of let him if he’s said he was going to do it. Whether or not he used it on other girls she was unsure about as well.

The only thing he did do was take her into a corner shop at the end of their road, she’d been in there before, quite a few times actually, so the shopkeeper knew who she was.

Mr Smith straight out asked him if he activated girls slave codes,

“Only if they’ve already been barcoded,” he laughed, “it’s only a ten second job so I don’t charge, activated a lot of girls for guys.”

“Okay good to know.”Mr Smith grinned and they left the shop, again unscathed.

Her new barcode was noticed by her boss at the pub though and it caused problems straight away.

The issue was that now she had a visible barcode on her hip he couldn’t enter her into the wet tee shirt contest when he needed to etc. Anyone seeing her barcode would automatically assume she was already a slave and that would lead to unnecessary complications.

In short he was letting her go, go to do what she didn’t have a clue, she was currently working fifteen hours a week in Ali’s shop but she was reluctant to ask him for more hours bearing in mind how much he paid her per hour anyway.

Tracey was a clever girl, she wasn’t a bimbo, but all she’d ever done was work in bars and shops where her natural good looks attracted customers, she’d never worked in an office environment  for example although she was pretty sure she could manage it.

The trouble was hardly anybody was paying girls decent money for a job nowdays, the minimum wage for females had been scrapped entirely and the price of slaves had dropped to the level where employers had worked out it was cheaper to buy a group of slaves, feed and house them etc. rather than pay a free girl a wage to work for them.

She could see the logic in it, once you owned the slave you could make her work fourteen hour shifts for example and if she collapsed one day just replace her with another slave.

They were only good for brainless repetitive jobs of course but that was the kind of job she was going for.

Ali did find out that she’d lost her job at the pub and he made it clear that he still expected her rent to be paid regardless, it was almost as if he was enjoying exerting the mental anguish on to her.

There was always the torture palace, they were still advertising for new girls and apparently the money was good but what was the point of earning good money for a few days and then not being around to enjoy it.

So for the next week she searched around desperately looking for a job that would at least pay enough to enable her to pay the rent.

Then she had a bit of luck, she was in the library when she was approached by this girl, she vaguely knew her as someone she’d gone to college with, they weren’t friends as such but they knew who each other was.

She asked her if she could still speak Spanish, something Tracey had learned as a young child, her biological father was Spanish so she’d picked it up from him, she wasn’t fluent in it but she could hold a conversation in Spanish.

Once she confirmed she could still speak Spanish, even if she was a little rusty, the girl smiled and said she could have a job for her, processing new slaves here in the library's back rooms.

Apparently thew slaves were foreign students who’d come over here to go to university and if they didn’t speak English they could almost certainly speak Spanish.

The university had a deal with the library where they would give them a certain amount of these foreign students every week for a small monetary amount.

The university wasn’t that bothered about the money, the students they were giving them had all paid their university fees and once they were sold off the girls brought in to replace them paid as well, it was a win win for the university.

Tracey’s job would basically entail controlling the girls as they went through a few processing procedures, keeping them calm etc. most of them wouldn’t have a clue about what was going on as slavery hadn’t reached all of Europe yet.

It sounded ideal to Tracey and as she be effectively working for the government the pay wasn’t to bad either.

She jumped at the chance and told Emily she’d accept the job there and then and a week later she was reporting to the library for her first day on the job.

A mentioned she wouldn’t be working at the front of the building where the public was, she’d be deep in the bowels of the building away from the public's gaze.

Emily had explained that there would be quiet days where only six girls would arrive to be processed but on busier days there might be up to twenty at a time.

She wouldn’t get involved in any of the actual processing procedures, she’d just be there to reassure the girls who would undoubtedly be frightened and confused, having another girl there to talk to them and reassure them would probably help.

A problem quickly arose in the staff changing room, she was given a bright yellow tabard to wear and that was all, it barely covered her bottom and her large breasts were bulging out the sides, it was a good job she wasn’t in the public eye!

That wasn’t the problem though, in the course of putting it on Emily noticed the barcode emblazoned on her hip.

Tracey explained that although she was barcoded her slave number hadn’t been activated yet.

“Doesn't matter, all the girls sent to us will already of been barcoded and anyone looking at you will think your the same as them.”

Tracey was terrified that this would ruin her chances of working there so she pleaded with Emily saying that there must be a way they could make it work.

In the end Emily said she’d tell all the staff that although Tracey was barcoded she wasn’t a slave, yet at least.

“It dosen’t really mean much, there will be new members of staff every now and then and they might not be told about your status and treat you accordingly but theres nothing I can do about that, you’ll just have to risk it.”

Still desperate for the job whatever the risk Tracey nodded her head, she would of agreed to absolutely anything at that point.

Pretty soon she found herself in a large room with no windows and eight naked girls were marched in looking very scared and embarrassed.

The first part of the process involved getting them all showered, in a communal shower, apparently the water was cold, they didn’t want to waste hot water on them, it was also laced with a delousing solution, a liquid that burned slightly so the girls jumped about screaming, from the cold water and the stinging sensation, it was quite a sight she had to admit.

The second step was to inject the girls with a drug to keep them docile, probably the same stuff that Mr Smith had picked up but never used.

It waas injected straight into their right nipple with a syringe with a long needle and from the way they screamed it must of hurt a lot.

After that Tracey became a bit surplus to requirements really as the girls very quickly became docile and dumb, she wasn’t sure if they could understand her when she spoke to them but they certainly couldn’t speak back.

It was like rounding up and keeping under control a pack of excited puppies.

Each girl was then given a cursory medical check by a doctor who weighed and measured them and not much else before declaring them fit. She didn’t know how much he charged the government for this service but it was the very definition of easy money!

Once showered, deloused, weighed and measured the girls were put into individual small cages and transported somewhere else, the first part of the process completed.

It was an easy job, from start to finish processing a batch of girls took thirty to forty five minutes depending on the size of the batch and once they’d been injected her language skills became unneeded.

Her own barcode was of course noticed and commented on, the tabard she wore hardly hid it from view after all. She had to put up with all the banter and rude jokes the male staff made, what else could she do.

As Emily had warned her there was occasionally a new member of staff who hadn’t been told about her and automatically assumed she was a slave, one of the girls being processed etc. So far it had all been sorted out quickly and without much drama but would that always be the case?

There had been one incident where she’d been forced to shower with the slaves, one barcoded naked girl looked much the same as another, it wasn’t a pleasant experience, the water was cold and did indeed sting.

Eventually someone who recognized her and saved her, it was a good job he did before the drug was injected into her!

It was a straight 9 to 5 job and that of course left her time to work at the shop as well, it also left Ali enough time to continue hanging her up in the garage and true to his word he was slowly but surely increasing the time he hung her up for.

It had now reached whole weekends, Friday night to Sunday night, a horrible experience for her, the pain in her breasts was dreadful and she didn’t like it when she was left hanging in the dark, she was obviously totally defenseless and her mind would play all sorts of tricks on her about what was lurking in the dark.

Mr Jones had started bringing long needles with him and took great enjoyment pushing them into her breasts, they didn't pop of course but he still enjoyed pushing them deep into her breasts, he would even pierce her nipples with them, pushing the needle in one side and making sure it came out the other side,

This of course hurt Tracey tremendously but was an endless source of fun for them, she couldn’t even scream any more as they’d started stuffing her worn knickers deep into her mouth and then taping her mouth shut with them inside, she could still scream but it came out very muffled.

There was talk of leaving her hanging there for a whole week, she hoped they didn’t, how would she explain that to the library!

Despite the pain and humiliation of it all she was still excited by the whole act, in reality she enjoyed it just as much as the two men did, maybe not in the moment but later when she was in her bed by herself she would finger herself frantically thinking about it.

Around this time she got herself a new boyfriend, she wasn’t looking for one particularly but in this day and age it was a good idea for a girl to have one.

She literally bumped into him as he came out of the Torture Palace, as per usual when she walked past that place she was walking as fast as she could with her head down and she literally walked into this man.

She wasn’t sure whose fault it actually was but as per usual she apologized and he wasn’t best pleased, mouthing some obscenity at her. She would of just carried on walking but he stopped her and started chatting to her.

He wasn’t sexually attractive at all, he was twenty years older than her for a start, more than a little chubby and a bit rude and obnoxious.

He asked her if she’d ever been in the place he’d just come out of and when she shook her head he laughed and said,

“You should do, it’s great fun, well for the man anyway, I go in there all the time.”

Her thoughts about the Torture Palace were well known so he wasn’t exactly ingratiating himself to her. She sensed that he wasn’t the kind of man to upset though so she just blushed and giggled.

He then asked her where she lived etc. and when she told him it was only fifty yards away he basically invited himself back to hers for a cup of tea.

She was on her way back from work at the library and had two spare hours before she started her shift at the shop so she found herself showing him the way to her flat.

Once inside with the door shut she had another problem, she hadn’t got changed from work so all she had on under her coat was her revealing tabard which was extremely short and showed a lot of side boob, and she had a lot to show!

Taking a deep breath she slipped her coat off and hung it up, his eyes now constantly on her, and she made him a cup of tea and then joined him sitting beside him on her bed, the only place to sit.

The tabard was she short it showed off her barcode and of course he saw it and commented on it, so she had to explain that although she was barcoded she wasn’t a slave yet, her number had to be activated.

“Oh that’s not a problem,” he laughed, “lots of places around here will do it, I’ve got a lot of girls activated recently, after I’ve finished with you I’ll probably do it again.”

As per usual she didn’t know how to respond to that so she just sat there in silence as he started running his hand up and down her leg, as if he had every right to.

“Have you got any knickers on?” he asked and then he pulled her tabard up around her waist to see for himself.

She squealed and pulled it back down, she’d only known him for ten minutes and here he was looking at her bare pussy.

“Why don’t you stand up and take that silly thing off, show me what you’ve got.” he smiled.

She was stuck, she didn’t want to get naked for this stranger but on the other hand she didn’t want to make him angry either so shaking like a leaf she stood in front of him and pulled the tabard up and over her head and threw it away into the corner of the room and now stood there completely naked in front of him.

This was beging to be a habit but she still got embarrassed each time, he wasn’t embarrassed at all of course and was greatly enjoying running his eyes all over her exposed body. He got her to put her hands on her head and then turn around so that he had a view of her from the back as well.

“Very nice, might enter you in the pussy auction in the local pub, I’m bound to make some money on you.” he laughed.

She stayed silent again but she thought how ironic it would be to end up there, the place she used to work at.

“I bet your landlord has fun fucking you?”

“He’s never actually fucked me.” she said defiantly, which was true of course.

“What is he, a poof?”

“No, he does other stuff to me.” she replied.

“Like what?” he laughed again.

“He hangs me up by my tits for one.”

She didn’t know why she said that, it was true of course but not the kind of thing you admitted to perfect strangers, and certainly not like him!

“Yes, that’s fun and you’ve got the tits for it.” he chuckled.

Tracey giggled with him, what else could she do.

“Now come here and get astride me.” he ordered, starting to undo his trousers as he spoke.

She knew what was coming next of course and she didn’t really want things to go that far, getting naked for strange men was fairly common now but she hadn’t had sex with any of them.

By now he was sitting there with his fully erect cock fully out, it wasn’t the biggest she’d ever seen but it wasn’t the smallest either. She could tell that he was already getting annoyed that she wasn’t sitting on it yet and so she gingerly sat astride his legs and his cock slipped deep inside her.

This felt crazy to her, she’d only known him a short while, she didn’t even like or fancy him but here she was naked and bouncing up and down on his cock!

She was bouncing too, her large breasts bouncing with her, a sight he was enjoying until he raised his hands and cupped them and started squeezing.

She didn’t know what he’d just been up to in the Torture Palace but he’d probably cum in there at least once, that meant that despite her best efforts he lasted a long time in her before he finally came deep inside her, it was a good job she was on the pill!

Once he’d got his breath back he roughly pushed her off him and zipped himself up before standing and saying that he had to go now but she could expect to see him again soon and he just walked out leaving her a crumpled mess on the floor.

He was right as well, she started seeing him fairly often and each meeting would end in sex, usually rough and painful and degrading sex, it was what he wanted and in a lot of ways it was what she needed as well.

Although he never actually admitted it to her it soon became obvious that she wasn’t the only girl he was seeing, most of their dates lasted no longer than an hour, ninety minutes at the most, she didn’t mind though, ninety minutes of his treatment was as long as she could take anyway.

If he did take her out it was just down the pub, not the one she used to work in, for a quick drink, he would make her go there in a micro short skirt and no knickers etc. so however she sat she’d be showing herself off to all and sundry, it also meant that her barcode was on show which was also embarrassing.

Once he even took her to a restaurant for a meal, it wasn’t a fancy restaurant but it wasn’t bad either. They were sitting in a booth slightly secluded from the other customers when he suddenly told her to take her top off!

She wasn’t wearing a bra and he knew that so if she took her top off she’d be completely topless, breasts fully exposed. Although they weren’t directly in anyone's line of sight people could still see them if they walked by etc.

Because of this she hesitated, her spells of nudity recently had never been in a place as public as this, he insisted though and so before she knew it she lifted her top up over her head and pulled it off completely so she was now sitting there exposed.

There was no sudden gasps etc. from the other customers, they couldn’t really see her, but she still felt horribly embarrassed sitting there like that and then he made it even worse by taking her discarded top and dropping it onto the chair beside him so she couldn’t reach it.

For the first few minutes nobody seemed to notice and then people started walking by on their way to the toilets and they all got an eyeful, pretty soon there was excited mumbling and sniggers going on and it was pretty obvious what all the chatter was about.

Finally a pretty waitress had come to the table and she asked him if this girl belonged to him, when he nodded she told him to cover her up as their were families present and he’d reluctantly given her her top back and she’d quickly put it on.

Occasionally he would come into the shop while she was working there, she used to hate it because he’d help himself to chocolate and bottles of wine, she knew one day Ali would notice this and blame her for it but she didn’t dare tell him to stop doing it.

The shop used to close at eleven every night and sometimes he’d be there at that time to see her lock up.

Almost without fail every night one of the tramps from the back alley would come in at five to eleven to buy some cheap strong cider for his mates, no doubt sitting round a makeshift fire in the alley at the time.

The tramps name was Harry and she hated serving him, for a start he used to come in so late when she just wanted to lock up and go home, he was also a disgusting man, it didn’t look like he’d washed either himself or his clothes in months, he stank terribly and he always used to leer at her, as if she were a piece of meat he was undressing with his eyes.

If her boyfriend happened to be there at the time he would watch all this with an amused look on his face, he knew she hated it but he was proud that Harry found her so attractive.

Of course Harry and his friends had been responsible for the disappearance of a growing number of young women recently, they were only rumors but very strong ones nevertheless.

So because of this she put up with his leers and creepy ways, she certainly didn’t want to make him angry with her.

One night her boyfriend was there at closing time and with thirty seconds to go Harry had shuffled in as usual. Nothing out of the ordinary so far and she just stood behind the counter watching him, as far as she knew he’d never stolen anything before but there was always a first time!

After two minutes he brought two big bottles of cider to the counter and handed over his money, she had no idea where he got money from, stealing or begging she guessed.

So far so normal but then her boyfriend who was standing behind the counter beside her laughed,

“Hey Harry, want to see some more of her tonight?”

Neither Harry or herself had any idea what his plan was at that stage but Harry nodded his head enthusiastically anyway.

“Show him your tits babe, get your top and bra off.”

She did know what he wanted her to do now and needless to say she wasn’t happy about it and she hesitated.

Meanwhile he’d gone to the door and locked it and pulled the blinds down so nobody passing outside could see in. When he turned back and saw that Tracey hadn’t moved he wasn’t best pleased and barked at her to do as she was told.

She felt miserable as Harry looked at her with excited eyes, she knew she couldn’t say no to her boyfriend, not unless she wanted to face the consequences afterwards, so she reached down and pulled her jumper up over her head and off her completely.

She had a small bra on which was really struggling to contain her large breasts and she looked at her boyfriend with pleading eyes as if to say “really?” but he just smiled and nodded and so she unclipped her bra and all of a sudden she was standing there topless.

To make matters even worse if that was possible Harry asked if he could touch and her boyfriend said of course he could and the next thing she knew his hands were on her breasts, squeezing and kneading and even pinching and pulling on her nipples.

She was hating it but of course he was loving it and then her boyfriend laughed,

“You may as well show him the whole lot now, get everything else off.”

She really didn’t want to get totally naked for Harry but she could see that her boyfriend wasn’t messing around when he’d told her to strip so she unbuttoned her jeans and held on to the counter as she pulled them off and then without even bothering to look at her boyfriend for any assistance she pulled her knickers down and stepped out of them.

Anyone would think that Harry had never seen a naked girl before from the way he was looking at her and it wasn’t long before his hands were all over her body, including her pussy!

Tracey just stood there, the time for any action had long gone so she just took the groping,

“You shouldn’t be greedy, take her out the back to meet your friends, I’m sure they will have fun with her.” he laughed.

Harry seemed to think this was a great idea but Tracey was immediately scared to death but she found herself being pulled by her arm to the back door of the shop.

It was cold outside but she wasn’t sure if she was shivering because of that or at the thought of what was soon going to happen to her.

In the distance about a hundred yards away at the end of the alley she could see a lit fire with some rough figures sitting around it.

As they got closer her trembling only increased and pretty soon she was standing in front of the little group, completely naked and embarrassed. It was dark but the flames of the fire were giving enough light for them to see her in all her glory.

Harry quickly explained who she was and that she was tonight's entertainment as they all stared at her exposed body.

There were eight men there in the group and it didn’t take long for them to pull her to the ground and fall on her.

Of the eight only four of them could actually manage sex so that was a small blessing but the four who actually fucked her were bad enough. They were very rough with her and she hated to think of their unwashed and diseased cocks in her. The ones who weren’t fucking her were still having a good grope of her body, nothing was off bounds.

It was non stop sex and mauling for a few hours and the men all had a great time, Tracey not so much. The sex was bad enough but what would they do when they’d had enough of her?

As it was not very much, just before dawn one of them picked her up and carried her along the alley to the back door of the shop and roughly threw her onto the step there and simply left her there curled up in a ball.

They were letting her go, she didn’t know why bearing in mind their reputation with other girls, perhaps they wanted to use her again at some point, all she knew was that despite the trauma and the cold she managed to fall asleep for an hour until the back door of the shop opened and a surprised Ali let her in.

She was just glad to be in the warm and out of the public gaze and when she made it to her flat and laid on her bed she was asleep instantly, not caring at all that her front door was wide open.

Her boyfriend came round that night and laughed and joked about the whole incident and then he dropped a bombshell, apparently as she’d been used by so many diseased cocks he wasn’t going to have sex with her again, it wasn’t all good news though, because he couldn’t use her again he was going to take her down the Torture Palace and have a different kind of fun with her.

She didn’t bother fighting him, for months now she’d known that was going to be her final destination so she just meekly let him grab her arm and pull her out of the flat!
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