
Resource Sheet 2.2 – Case study of trafficking into domestic work in the 
UK 

 
Domestic work is one of the oldest occupations in the world and is an important job for 
millions of people, and makes up to 10 per cent of total employment in some countries. 
Domestic workers carry out a range of tasks in private homes including cooking, 
cleaning, laundry, taking care of children and the elderly, and running errands. Some 
domestic workers also live in their employer’s homes. 
 
Migrant domestic workers (people who move to another country to take up work) are at a 
higher risk of exploitation and many are trafficked for forced labour. They often fall victim 
to deceptive job offers while in their home country and are forced to work in conditions 
upon arrival to which they did not agree.  
 
In many countries they are only allowed to work for a specific employer, meaning that 
they are less likely to leave a slavery-like situation since they could be deported and lose 
their jobs if they leave that employer. Not being able to speak the language of the 
country and having to spend a lot of time alone also make it much more difficult for them 

to seek help if they are being abused. 
 

Trafficking for domestic work - Divia, 28, India* 
 

I'm 28 and I have been living rough in Britain for the last seven years. I know your park 
benches very well. I live hand to mouth. I take a bed where I can find it. My best friend is 
my Bible. 
 
The trouble began when the Kuwaiti family I was working for suggested I come to 
England to look after their son and his family. They lived in Bedford. He was 45 years 
old, but a student. So was his wife. They had a seven-year-old girl. The woman there 
told me I would sleep on the floor in the utility room.  It was stone-cold in winter. I 
became sick. My eyesight started failing.  I think it was from hunger. They wouldn't let 
me eat their food. I could cook it. But not eat it.  
 
I couldn't stand the shouting and the hitting. After six months, I crept out. It was 3am. I 
took nothing with me. I went to the police, but my English was poor. They couldn't 
understand. They told me to go away. 
 
Thank God I found an Indian taxi driver at the bus station. He took me to his family, gave 
me some food, money for the train to London, the address of the Indian Embassy. 
 
They told me to fill in a passport application, and that's the last I saw of it. Another Indian 
lady there offered me two weeks' work for her in Hounslow.  After that I had to go to the 
park to sleep and it's been like that for most of the time since. A job, for week, one 
month, whatever. 
 
Then back to the parks, Hyde Park, Uxbridge, wherever. It is scary. I'm very wary of men 
who offer me work. If I was in trouble and had to call police, they'd arrest me because I 
am now an illegal immigrant. No visa. No passport. But I have my Bible. 
* Divia was supported by Kalayaan – a charity giving support to migrant domestic workers www.kalayaan.org.uk 


