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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.

...

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. 

Book 1: 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.

Available Here

...
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​​​Chapter One: New Beginnings
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When Sally tells her parents that she plans to move out, she has a screaming match with her parents about responsibilities and how she's running away from them and she isn't allowed to do it because she's oldest and she's supposed to take care of her younger siblings, never mind that are old enough to know better and steal every cent she's ever made by going into her room whenever she isn't there. 

She packs her bag and screams obscenities on her way out, intending to never return. 

"Yeah, right," her younger brother snorts from where he's perched at the edge of the couch, playing his online game instead of finding a job like he should be doing. The two youngest siblings are no better, screaming at each other about some sort of game they're playing. 

She flushes at his remark. The thing is, this isn't the first time she had threatened to run away from home. She had done it plenty of times before and always comes crawling back because there's nowhere for her to go since she doesn't have any money. All the money she had managed to earn doing odd jobs around the neighborhood gets stolen the moment she has her back turned, either by her deadbeat parents who can't be bothered to find jobs or by her younger siblings, who are perpetually glued to their phones and apparently need the money to 'level up' or some shit like that.

She gives her family one last scathing look and considers telling them that she's really not coming back, but that would require confessing she has money to live elsewhere now, and she doesn't doubt that she would lose all her money the moment they find out. 

"Goodbye," she says with an air of finality that she hopes they get. "Don't look for me."

"Fuck off," her father says. 

"Don't bother coming back, worthless piece of shit." 

Her siblings don't even bother looking up. She closes the door and slings her back over her shoulder, and then decides the bag is much too heavy to be carried this way and the position bends her elbow at an unnatural angle. 

She thought she would have some time before she had to move out, but that would just be prolonging the inevitable. 

She has three thousand and six hundred dollars and if she had stayed home, that money would be gone in an instant. She's going to keep all of her money this time. Well, most of her money. She'll set some aside for her siblings when they reach out to her. If they reach out to her. She has never been close to them, too busy taking care of their needs to talk to them and get to know them. It's a struggle to not be resentful of them the way they are now. They're little shits who stole her money to pay for micro transactions loot bags on their phones that she can't make heads or tails of. 

She knows that when she's not home, her parents would order takeout and deliveries, which they prefer to her cooking. And then they'll run out of money at the end of the money when unemployment checks run out and send her out to do odd jobs or beg for money from relatives. 

It's humiliating.

She had been looking at alternative places to live even before she had money, but now that she has cash, those places are no longer impossible fantasies. 

She thinks of bunking down in a hotel for the night, but she doesn't want to spend her money so quickly. She would rather use it for as a deposit for an apartment, so she calls a few places at a bus stop, prioritizing the ones that are nearer to her workplace. 

She snorts. Her workplace. She had only been on one shift and already, she is questioning all of her life choices.

Just thinking about the past few hours makes her insides clench with renewed arousal. It doesn't help that the last guy had made her give him a show, instructed her to spread her pussy and then finger herself without letting her come at the end. He made her stop when she was so close to her orgasm that she could feel it in her body, the build up making every nerve in her body sing. It's torturous finishing the rest of her shift, waiting and cleaning tables without being allowed to come. 

Arousal clings to her skin, tight and uncomfortable, and she wishes she was alone so she could masturbate, and then shakes her head. Just a single day working at the cafe has turned her into a slut. She sags against the seat and counts backwards from ten, taking several deep breaths to calm herself so that she doesn't end up humping the chair at the bus stop, and give the few people waiting at the stop with her a show. 

When she has her body under her control once more, she focuses on looking at real estate around the area. 

She needs to prioritize. 

Step One: Find a place to live. 

Step Two: Get her hands on several sex toys and start practicing. 
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Chapter Two: Stripping in Public, Object Insertion
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"You're new," the woman with red hair beside her in the locker room says. 

"There are always new people, Natalie," the brunette on her other side comments, rolling her eyes. Sally thinks it's odd that she's stripping out of her maid's outfit and putting her normal clothes back on, seeing as they should all be just starting their shifts. 

"Fuck off, Bianca," Natalie snarks right back. 

The animosity is so thick in the air that Sally could slice through it with a breadknife. "It's my second shift," Sally offers up quickly, trying to diffuse the situation. The two women don't seem to like each other very much, which is surprising since Miley, one of the older workers here, told her that it's hard for people's shifts to coincide. They are scheduled in such a way that they have a lot of days off in between to recuperate and there are so many people working here at any one time that it's understandable for people who's worked here for ages to not cross paths at all. "Have you guys been here long?" she asks, if only to break the glaring contest that the two women are trying to have with her standing in the unfortunate middle. She folds her clothes carefully and puts them in the locker, avoiding both their glares and telling herself that they're not upset at her. 

The person who initiated the conversation, Natalie shakes her head. "I've been here about a year. Bianca has been working here
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