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The Coffee Shop of Humiliation isn't for the faint of heart. It's for men with money to burn and innocent young women who's willing to do anything in their pursuit of pleasure. Young women are bent over coffee tables and filled in every way imaginable in the plain view of onlookers outside their glass windows and across the street. Nothing is hidden and everything is up for sale, even the employees... especially the employees.

...

Submissive Exhibitionist For Hire

The first time Sally walks past the Coffee Shop, she thought she was seeing things. Surely people don't do those sort of perverse things outside of their bedrooms? She's not the only one watching. There are strangers around her, lingering outside of the shop looking inwards at a young woman with her legs spread open, a man between them, thrusting wildly. There’s another woman wearing nothing except for a pair of scandalous red high heels as she serves coffee to the patrons, bending over and giving them all the perfect view of her-

Sally flushes and looks away, embarrassed for the salacious people inside.

To her horror, a man walks out and hands her an application form for a position in said café.

She closes her eyes and imagines being one of the women in the cafe, used by paying patrons, stripped and touched in every way imaginable, and then expected to put her uniform back on and do her job; serve coffee with heat growing between her legs and arousal in every pore of her body.

She fills in the form.

....

The Hired Exhibitionist

Sally works at an unconventional coffee shop that offers their patrons more than just coffee and dessert. Everything in the cafe is up for sale... including her. It is only her second day there and she feels completely overwhelmed. 

Her first customer is a man who enjoys using clamps and ropes, binding her hands and telling her to go on her knees to retrieve items using a magnetic clamp attached to her... intimate areas. When she fails the task, he punishes her by pressing her up against the glass window and takes her raw and unprotected in front of strangers. 

Before she has a chance to catch her breath, her second customer arrives. The older gentlemen doesn't want to touch her himself. He prefers to give directions and watch as she is filled in every hole. 

It's going to be another unforgettable shift. 

...

Publicly Humiliated Exhibitionist

Sally has a somewhat unconventional profession. If asked what she does for a living, she would respond, with complete honesty, that she works in a coffee shop.

Her job doesn't just involve making coffee and serving biscuits. In fact, it rarely - if ever - entails coffee making. She goes on her knees and provides her customers with all the pleasures in their darkest desires and fantasies, allowing them to humiliate and use her body in any way that they wish. She's spread open and kept gaping and dribbling with arousal, hands on her thighs as she waits for someone to fill her up.

She enjoys the pain as much as the pleasure, begging for all they have to give.

This week's customers includes a powerful men with an interest in speculums, clamps, and filling her to the brim as well as a group of men who has no qualms taking her apart and filling her together as strangers watch from the transparent window, wishing they could reach into the specialty coffee shop and have a taste of their own.

She is in for a wild ride.

...

Office Group Surrender

Sally is in way over her head with her lover's insatiable sexual appetite. He doesn't just take her apart in public and without protection with prying eyes everywhere, he invites men- strangers, into their home and lets them take her every way imaginable, humiliating her as she begs for more. She is put to good use on her knees and spread open and spanked until she is sobbing, pleading for them to fill her up. Please, please, please oh please...

She would claim that it's too much, but left alone, she would play with the plentiful toys that he has left for her. It's all fun and games until one of the toys gets stuck and she has no choice but to travel to his office with the plug inside of her in order to get it out.

She loves every second of it.
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The difficult part isn't getting the job.

Sally is young and moderately attractive and she isn't afraid to do things for money, so yeah, getting the job isn't difficult at all.

All she had to do was get on her knees and unzip the interviewer's pants. She tugged out his cock with shivering fingers and put the limp little thing into her mouth, sucked it until it's nice and fat and then it's the guy's turn to shiver as he wrapped his fingers in her hair and tugged her face closer so she can take his cock all the way down her throat.

She choked on it a little bit when it's at it's full length, and she was kind of surprised by how much bigger it grew while it's inside of her mouth. Her jaw ached trying to get all of it to fit in, and then there's the taste too, musky and slightly salty, coating her tongue and making saliva dribble down her cheek, wetting the front of her tank top.

She gagged on it when the head hit the back of her throat, unused to taking something so deep in her mouth, and struggled to suck and lick with her tongue, to continue wrapping her fingers around the base of his cock and not pump too hard, but she had googled all the proper ways to suck cock prior to coming her and practiced on several bananas, so she was fairly sure she was doing it right. The noises he was making tells her she's getting it right as well. He was groaning and curling his fingers in her hair, tugging her head back and then yanking her back in, bobbing her head up and down and choking her on his cock.

Tears burn in her eyes as she struggled to swallow him down.

"Suck harder," he said. "Use your tongue. That's right," he hissed, nails rubbing against her scalp in a way that should be painful, but the sensation went to the growing heat between her legs and made her wet instead.

She could tell the moment he's about the come by the way the veins around his cock throbbing in her grip and his fingers tighten even more in her hair. He moved his hips up and up, rocking into her mouth in a motion that was almost involuntary, and then he was coming inside of her mouth faster than she can swallow. It dribbled down her chin and joins the saliva smeared on her top. She had to throw the top away later, the come-smear impossible to wash.

When he was done, he released his grip in her hair and nodded at her. "You lack finesse, but that can be attained with practice," he said with a little sneer on his face that almost made her come. She likes that sort of thing, really. She likes to be used and then thrown away like yesterday's garbage. It makes her feel all hot and bothered and she would be more worried about it if it didn't make her the perfect fit for this particular job.

He also said she is free to start the next day, if she is so inclined.

She is so.

Inclined, that is.

She would say there's really no need for all his pretentious talk, but the man thrives on that sort of thing and she knows it is something he does because his customers likes it. The juxtaposition between his absolute professionalism and the services that he offers at his premises gets them off.

So, that difficult part really isn't getting the job, or even landing the interview. He saw her walking past his shop a few times, mostly with her jaw agape and her eyes so wide it's a wonder they haven't fallen out of their sockets yet.

She isn't the only one with that sort of reaction when presented with what she had seen. It's lewd and entirely inappropriate. It's certainly not something she would expect walking home after sending in various work application forms elsewhere.

Then again, this isn't the sort of street parents would let their children walk towards. Several doors down is a motel that is well-known to carter for escorts and that sort of services and this particular specialty café is nestled between two sex shops. Except unlike the sex shops with their blacked out windows, dim interior, and steady doors, the café is brightly lit with low tables and comfortable-looking chairs, glass windows allowing outsiders to look inside and see exactly what's happening.

She wouldn't come down this street normally, but she was feeling particularly rebellious and her job hunt is going nowhere.

She didn't know what she was expecting to see when she peered through the glass window, drawn by the crowd that has already formed outside, all looking inwards with eyes as wide as saucers. Some of them, she notices a little too late, have their hands under their clothes and are touching themselves lewdly.

She hears the noises even before she nears the place, but her brain supplies her with an explanation that makes more sense: Probably one of those fancy cafés where pets are allowed and the animals aren't too happy about where they are.

The closer she gets, the more she realizes that she isn't hearing animals, she's hearing men and women lost in the throes of passion. She sees a young woman bent over the table, legs spread open by two men holding onto her ankles and a man standing between her legs, slamming into her over and over again. There's another woman on her knees with a collar around her throat and a cock in her mouth, fucking her hard.

Another woman is actually serving drinks, but she's also completely naked with nipple clamps attached to her breasts with chains connecting them to another clamp that's between her legs on her clit. She grimaces whenever she takes a step, but is careful not to spill a drop.

Sally closes her mouth before she swallows a fly and manages to tear her eyes away from the scene long enough to notice the 'Hiring' advertisement that's stuck to the glass door. She must have looked considering, because a man who had been behind the counter catches her gaze and walks out with an application form.

"Fill it in and hand it back to me when you're ready," he says, and with the door open, she can barely hear him through the whimpers and groans coming from inside the shop, where various women are being bent over and fucked like it's no big deal.

It is a big deal.

No other shop has this sort of service.

Then again, no other shop has his kind of connection. Nobody else could open a salacious place like his and not be shut down the very next day, but because he's the mayors son, his uncle's the sheriff, and his family basically owns half the town, the half that matters, anyways, he's untouchable.

She had been outraged to be offered such a thing at first. The application looks like the standard job application. If someone were to peer over her shoulder when she was filling it in in the library, they would have thought she was applying for a position as a waitress because that's what the paper said.

It said Entry-Level Waitress in big bold font, followed by her name, address, contact information and references. She left the reference sections blank because she's nineteen-years-old and she's never had a job before. Well, she had volunteered at the animal shelter during summer holidays, but she doubts her work experience there would be relevant in any way shape or form.

It's when she turns to the other side of that innocent-looking sheet of paper where things begin to fall apart. Waitress jobs doesn't require asking for things like sexual experience, openness to gangbangs, milking, dirty-talk, stripping in public, and so on.

She had blushed several shades of red while filling that particular section out. First, she made sure to move to a quieter part of the library so that nosy librarian Amahle Rohit won't actually have the chance to look over her shoulder and ask what she's doing.

The money is too good. Her family isn't poor, but they aren't rich either. She's the oldest in the family, so the expectation is for her to graduate high school, get a job, and then maybe finance her younger sibling's education. Never mind the fact that her younger sibling is a little shithead who's only a year younger than her, or that her academic results are so much better than his. No, he's a guy and he's younger, so of course, he should be the one to go to school.

Well, fuck that.

If she gets this job- If she can do a good enough job here, if she decides to stay, if she likes it, if things aren't as bad as it looks from the outside (or if it's as good as it looks from the outside), then she can move out of her house and live her own life.

It's terribly selfish of her, but it was also selfish of her parents to have six children and only enough money to put one of them through tertiary education with the assumption that the elder siblings will finance the rest.

She wants a chance at her own life.

The difficult part is actually showing up for work and doing what she signed up for because she has no idea what to expect.

Well, no, that's a lie too. She knows what to expect.

She's just not sure if she's prepared to be fucked in a public café with people- people that she probably know - looking in from the massive glass window. It's an exhibitionist's dream come true.

She's not a hundred percent sold that she is one.

An exhibitionist, that is.

She isn't even sure if she'll enjoy sex.

After all, everything she knows, she only knows from reading books she's not supposed to read and watching videos she's not supposed to watch.

She puts on the maid's outfit in the locker room and then steps out into the café, ready for the first day.

No matter what happens, she knows this will be an experience she is bound to remember for the rest of her life.
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"First day?" the guy she's taking orders for looks at her with a winning smile. She knows him. He owns the grocery store up at East Avenue and has a wife who kind of hates his guts.

Well, Sally is certain that his wife absolutely hates his guts; she has been fucking everybody who even spares her a second glance in town and isn't even being secretive about it. There are pictures. Videos. Not that she would want to watch any of them. It's no secret that Dean had married the woman for her immense family wealth.

She doesn't condone cheating, but their marriage has never been happy and Dean is... well, he's a silver fox, piercing blue eyes and hair with just the right amount of white strands to make her pussy wet. "Am I that obvious?" she manages a weak smile that she knows doesn't reach her eyes as she sets his food in front of him. It's a little early for that sort of service, but two tables over, she sees a woman a little order than herself leaning over and offering the guy a feel of her breasts.

She wishes she had been offered training prior to this, a little bit of time to get used to seeing sex being offered so openly.

"I guess I'm going to be your first customer, then," he grins and pulls the cup of coffee she had just brought over to him from the kitchen. "I've had a pretty stressful day at my job," he says, leaning back and unbuckling his belt. "I want you to get on your knees and blow me."

It's a kindness, she supposes, that he's offering to be naked instead of stripping her and getting her-

"I also want you to take all your clothes off," he continues in that deep voice that seems to go straight to her cunt and get her all wet inside.

She swallows the lump in her throat and looks around herself, seeing her colleagues in various state of undress, though none have gone completely naked yet. It's only five minutes past ten. Her shift has literally only started five minutes ago.

"Are you teasing the newbie?" someone asks behind her.

She twists around to see Miley, who has taken off her bra and underwear somewhere in the past few minutes and is walking around in that skin-tight maid's outfit that leaves little to the imagination, clinging to her breasts and so short that it's barely covering her ass.

"I just ordered a blowjob," Dean says, perusing the menu like 'blowjob' actually listed on there underneath 'espresso' and 'warm tea'. To be fair, she hasn't had the time to look through the menu yet. "And that she get naked."

Miley laughs. "Think you can handle it, newbie?" she asks.

Sally wishes she had some sort of training, but she nods. "I can handle it," she says, heart in her throat and her whole body thrumming with adrenaline. Fight or flight, except there's nothing for her to fight and she can't run from this. She brought herself here, after all.

Miley nods and turns away to greet another customer.

Sally wishes she could watch how the veteran handles a different customer, but Dean clears his throat, bringing her attention back to him. "If it's too much for your first day..." he starts, offering her an out. She can feel Archie's eyes on the back of her neck, waiting for her to quit.

The option to walk away is there. She could walk out the door right now and no one would stop her.

She shakes her head. She doesn't want to get fired five minute after starting at her new job. That's too pathetic, even for her. She has to see this through. With trembling fingers, she starts undressing. The outfit is tight, but also designed to be able to get on and off quickly. She unzips the side and the whole thing basically drops off, pooling at her feet. Her bra and underwear come off after that, leaving her naked and standing in the middle of a well-lit cafe, the smell of coffee and toast and something sweet filling her lungs.

She feels a little bit cold and very self conscious, wishing she could wrap her arms around her breasts to keep them from prying eyes, but knowing that doing show would be showing just how out of her depth she is. Her pink nipples quickly grow perky in the air, breasts hanging heavy with her bra to keep them up. She has always felt self conscious about her breasts, a little too large for her body, but she can tell that's not going to be a problem by the way Dean is looking at her now.

She gathers her clothes from the ground and folds them up so she can put them aside and out of the way, self-conscious of the hungry eyes following her as she makes her way across the floor. Hands reach out to touch her and it takes all of her focus to not shy away from them. She yelps when she feels a slap on her ass, the sting on her pale skin making her color not just where she's slapped.

She looks quite the sight, donned in nothing but her high heels and trying her best to keep her head held high as she makes her way back to Dean.

"Aren't you just the prettiest little thing," he says, watching her with eyes that are really so very blue. He reaches out to place a warm hand on her hip, tugging her closer.

She can feel the other's eyes on her, watching her hungrily, wanting to get their own hands on her. There are two other waitresses working tonight and they're both still in their outfits, which means, for now, she's the only one naked.

It makes her feel even more exposed.

"Such pretty little breasts," he says, hands cupping her undersides of her breasts and lifting them up. "Can you suck them for me?" he hums, pushing them together until the tips are almost touching, and then lifting them so that the tips are touching her lips. "Come on, give me a little show."

Her whole face feels like an inferno and it's a wonder she hasn't caught on fire yet. His hands are large and warm against her skin and she is suddenly all-too-aware of the way her own arms are dangling at her sides. She suddenly has no idea what she should be doing with her own hands, but he bounces her breasts again and arches his brow at her, like he's asking her what's taking her so long to suck her own tit and she flushes, bringing her own hands up to her breasts to reach that last few quarter of an inch so that the tip is touching her mouth.

"Suck them, darling. Put them in your mouth and give them a good lick," he says.

"Okay," she huffs, the warm air from her own breath making her nipples feel even more sensitive right before she warps her lips around them and starts sucking. The jolt of pleasure that course down her spine is so electrifying and unexpected that she gasps, releasing her nipples right away.

"Again," he says, squeezing her breasts tight, leaving imprints of his fingers on her skin.

She whimpers and does it again, sucking the tips into her mouth and licking around them. It
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