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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​In this bundle, you will find: 

​Used by Strangers in Public

You would be lying if you said you didn't expect this to happen when you stuck your head- well, the top half of your body through the tight window. Your butt has always been too big for the rest of you and, let's face it, you are utterly, completely stuck. That's fine, though! You hear someone approaching you from behind, so you call out for help. 

The person ignores you. You wish you can see him, but you can only feel the warmth of his body behind you and you shudder when you feel his finger tracing the path of your spine back to where your body is stuck at the window.

You call out to him again, but instead of helping you, he starts stripping you! 

The thing is, though, you expected this to happen as well. You've agreed to do this, after all, to be stuck in a public place and then filled up by strangers that you can't even see.

Start Reading Here

Willingly Humiliated in Public

Jenny has a good career, a cozy apartment, and a generally boring, but comfortable life. She didn't set out to change any of that deliberately. She's just looking for a little bit of excitement in her life. 

There's this abandoned mall she walks past on the way home every evening and inside of the mall is a hole in the wall that has been beckoning her for weeks. What starts as a harmless fascination turns in to an obsession. Weeks later, she's stripping and climbing into the hole, getting herself stuck willingly so she can get off on the fantasy of being filled up while she can't even see the person doing it. 

She doesn't expect to be caught in the act, and then have her mysterious lover bring his friends along to satisfy all her carnal desires. She just wants a little bit of excitement in life... and this humiliation is exactly what she needs. 

Start Reading Here

Sign Up to be Humiliated

Allison is not the most popular girl on campus. Far from it, in fact. Her reputation as a snitch is earned from her tattling on her peers whenever they mess up, but she's an RA for her building, which means she's totally supposed to stitch on them. 

It also means that she doesn't have many friends and thusly doesn't get invited to parties. So when she suddenly gets invited to a frat party, she is understandably suspicious... She is a smart girl. She knows they aren't planning anything good for her and she knows the reputation of that particular frat house. 

She has walked into one of their 'parties' once before and it involved people stripping and enjoying themselves... and each other, in broad daylight with people filming everything. 

An invitation means an opportunity to be debased and humiliated by people who has probably been waiting for this very opportunity. 

She shouldn't go. 

She knows she shouldn't go. 

She goes anyways. 

Start Reading Here
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"That's it," he says, moving his thumb further in. "Just relax." 

"I can't, I can't," you gasp, body twitching, inner walls clenching down instead of relaxing. "I'm gonna tear," you whimper fearfully because it certainly feels that way. 

"You won't," he reassures you. "You just need to relax." 

You wish you could put him in your position and put your hand up his ass. Oh god, what if he decides to try your ass if he can't get his hand up your pussy? His fingers are warm and always moving, shifting and adjusting, as if he's trying to find a weakness in your opening that would allow him to slide his entire fist in. 

You know that this is possible. You just don't think this is possible for you. You're not ready and he's asking too much of you, but even as you think that, his whole hand disappears inside of you with a sensation that can only be described as relief, the pressure at your opening disappearing when he finally manages to get the thickest part of his knuckle in you. 

His other hand digs into your ass and your fingers scrabble at the window. 

You can't breathe, you can't breathe. It's too full, too much. 

"Can't- can't," you struggle to voice out your issue. 

"Calm down, slut," he says and you expect him to spank you, but he rubs your back and your ass the same way one would a panicked animal. "You're alright," he says as he twists hi finger inside of you and you gasp when you orgasm just like that, your inner walls clenching down on his fingers like you're trying to milk his hand. "You beg so pretty for me to stop, but you want this, don't you? I haven't even started doing anything yet and you're orgasming already. Such a little slut," he growls. 

His hand flattens on your back and you feel his hand inside of you do the same, spread out until it's flat inside of your body and you're sobbing, blabbering words that don't really mean anything. 

"Color," he demands. 

You don't even have to think about it. You open your mouth and you say, "Green."

Start Reading Here
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She really should have known better. In a shockingly smooth maneuver, he grabs the end of the dildo and pulls it out, and then pushes it back in to distract her babbling, making her squeal in shock at the sudden friction of the toy stuffed up inside of her. 

"Anh, ah, ah," she gasps instead, mortification burning a nauseous hole in her stomach. "Who- who're you?" she gasps, but the man remains quiet as he continues playing with the dildo already stuffed up in her pussy, pulling it in and out, pumping it in an almost lazy, leisurely manner, like he's trying to see how long he can draw out her pleasure before she explodes. 

His other hand rubs up and down her ass, tugging the dress further and further up until it's bunched around her waist, stuck where her waist is pressed up against the hole and her body is laid across it. 

She tries to twist around and see who the person touching her is, but her legs are made of jelly and her entire body is entirely too weak for her to be able to do anything other than whimper and keen, submit herself to her torment. She has done this enough times to know that her only way out is back and the man is in the way of her escape. Cool air brushes against her skin, her nudity on full display to the stranger behind her. A stranger whose face she can't even see, whose name she can't even begin to guess. 

She is so humiliated and so turned on that she is going to faint when she comes. Breathing shallowly, it occurs to her now that this is really happening. She's really going to be fucked by an absolute stranger in public. Is he even going to use protection or is he going to fuck her raw and unprotected?  She thinks of having his cock inside of her pussy, coming directly into her womb and she sobs.

"If you want me to stop, say something now," the man says abruptly and while a part of her wishes he hadn't said anything at all - she would very much like her fantasy to play out like in her imagination, with her body being used and abused by absolute strangers who don't care about her at all - she knows that in reality, it is important to have consent, that both parties need to know what they're getting themselves into. 

Even if she's the one with her ass out and a dildo already inside of her and black marker ink on top of her half naked body saying, "For Public Use." 

"Traffic light system," she says dutifully, half of her curious to see if he knows enough about the bdsm lifestyle to know about this. 

"Red if you want to stop, yellow for something that makes you uncomfortable," he recites. "What's your color?" 

"So fucking green," she says. 

Start Reading Here
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"You're taking too fucking long!" the person standing next to her shouts and she realizes with a jolt that she recognizes him. He's Dean from her Arts class. He's always so quiet and soft-spoken in class, speaking only when spoken to and his art, while not impressive, is mellow, with lots of greens and blues. Right now, he has a hand on his cock that's pulled out from his pants and he's jerking off as he shouts at the couple.

It was different, earlier, when she couldn't identify a single person in the crowd and these are all strangers to her, but now that she is looking at their faces instead of their bodies and mannerism, she recognizes a few of them. There's Kimberly, who is two floors down and  prone of burning popcorn in the microwave and setting off the fire alarm and she's sucking mouth with a guy who is she doesn't recognize, but is tugging her dress all the way up to her breast so she can see the way his fingers are closed around her nipple.

A little further down is Annie, who just moved into the dorms a few weeks ago and is having a little bit of trouble finding her footing as a transfer student from out of state. She is always dressed like she's preparing for winter, covering herself from head to toe even indoors. She remembers worrying if there's something wrong with her heating system in her room and making sure there's not. She's not wearing anything right now, fully naked as several men take the opportunity to touch her everywhere, hands pawing at her breasts and between her legs, trampling all over her clothes that have been strewn all over the ground.

Allison worries a little about how she's going to collect those clothes and put them back on later and then quickly shakes her head because that's definitely not in Annie's mind right now.

She looks away, her mouth completely dry and has all the intention to turn around and leave, but then the sound of even more people gathering behind her pushes the crowd forward even more and she hears their exclamation of, "Lilith! You go girl!" and scatterings of, "Woo! Fuck yeah! I knew you could do it!"

The girls behind her seem to be friends with Lilith, who is evidently much too busy being fucked to acknowledge her friends. They shove everyone forward a little more in their effort to get to the front of the crowd and see what's happening.

As a result, Allison finds herself standing so close to the main event that she could reach out and touch one of the guy's perfectly sculpted ass.

She tries to squeeze a little further back, making use of her smaller size to ease herself between gaps and flit through the gathering of people. There are people holding phones up above them way in the back so they can see what's happening.

After several more failed attempts, she gives up and accepts that she's going to be stuck here until the crowd thins or the couple finishes.

Start Reading Here
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Public Use & Exhibitionism | MFM | BDSM | Free Use

Daisy Rose

Copyright 2021 Daisy Rose

This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No part in this book may be reproduced, transmitted, stored, or distributed without permission of the author or publisher.

...

You would be lying if you said you didn't expect this to happen when you stuck your head- well, the top half of your body through the tight window. Your butt has always been too big for the rest of you and, let's face it, you are utterly, completely stuck. That's fine, though! You hear someone approaching you from behind, so you call out for help. 

The person ignores you. You wish you can see him, but you can only feel the warmth of his body behind you and you shudder when you feel his finger tracing the path of your spine back to where your body is stuck at the window.

You call out to him again, but instead of helping you, he starts stripping you! 

The thing is, though, you expected this to happen as well. You've agreed to do this, after all, to be stuck in a public place and then filled up by strangers that you can't even see.

...

​​
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"That's it," he says, moving his thumb further in. "Just relax." 

"I can't, I can't," you gasp, body twitching, inner walls clenching down instead of relaxing. "I'm gonna tear," you whimper fearfully because it certainly feels that way. 

"You won't," he reassures you. "You just need to relax." 

You wish you could put him in your position and put your hand up his ass. Oh god, what if he decides to try your ass if he can't get his hand up your pussy? His fingers are warm and always moving, shifting and adjusting, as if he's trying to find a weakness in your opening that would allow him to slide his entire fist in. 

You know that this is possible. You just don't think this is possible for you. You're not ready and he's asking too much of you, but even as you think that, his whole hand disappears inside of you with a sensation that can only be described as relief, the pressure at your opening disappearing when he finally manages to get the thickest part of his knuckle in you. 

His other hand digs into your ass and your fingers scrabble at the window. 

You can't breathe, you can't breathe. It's too full, too much. 

"Can't- can't," you struggle to voice out your issue. 

"Calm down, slut," he says and you expect him to spank you, but he rubs your back and your ass the same way one would a panicked animal. "You're alright," he says as he twists hi finger inside of you and you gasp when you orgasm just like that, your inner walls clenching down on his fingers like you're trying to milk his hand. "You beg so pretty for me to stop, but you want this, don't you? I haven't even started doing anything yet and you're orgasming already. Such a little slut," he growls. 

His hand flattens on your back and you feel his hand inside of you do the same, spread out until it's flat inside of your body and you're sobbing, blabbering words that don't really mean anything. 

"Color," he demands. 

You don't even have to think about it. You open your mouth and you say, "Green."
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You thought the entire thing was a joke.

No one's crazy enough to go through with this... Right? 

Right. 

Riiight.

You click accept risks and answer a few questions. 

Innocuous questions, if a little bit personal. 

Mostly about your sexual preferences, of which there are many. You're embarrassed clicking yes for most of them, but no matter how many times you check, there's no one looking over your shoulder, sneering at all the crazy kinks you have even though you're a virgin. 

You forget about it for a week, and then you receive an email letting you know that your application has been accepted and they would like to set up a video interview at your nearest convenient time. 

You are wary, but the email also comes with several voucher codes that are redeemable at different stores, groceries, fashion, the sort, totaling to five hundred dollars. You eye the codes with heavy suspicion and redeem the one to the clothing store that you have been browsing over the last few days. You need new clothes. 

The code works. 

You set up the appointment for the evening. 

You put on your best dress, which, admittedly, isn't much, but the man on the other end of the line smiles at you and tells you that you're as perfect as the picture you sent is. Apparently that's a problem they've been having with their candidates. The pictures are not at all how the actual person looks like. 

You blush and say thank you. 

He asks you some more questions, even more detailed and intimate than the questionnaire you had answered before and you answer every question carefully, blushing your whole way through because you have to now look the stranger in the face and say, "Yeah, I don't mind being train banged," and "No, I haven't done it before." 

The interview feels like it goes on and on for a year and a half, but you glance at the clock in the end and see that it's really only been half an hour. He sends you a payment before the end of the phone call and tells you that it's a signing bonus. You've never heard of signing bonus before, but you see the amount and tell him he must have made a mistake. Then again, you thought the vouchers were a mistake too and you've actually only claimed one of those codes. 

He tells you that there's no expiry date for the voucher codes, that it's just a little something to incentivize people into continuing with the interview. He's aware of all the scams going around and understand if you want to be wary. 

What's the catch on the signing bonus, you ask and you have a feeling he's going to say no catch, but thankfully, he doesn't. 

He tells you if you have take at least one job on the job listing once you're approved. Doesn't have to be anything complicated. In fact, they don't expect you to take anything complicated to start with. 

You nod, understanding, but also feeling like it's a challenge. What if there's nothing there that you like? you ask cautiously. 

"It's not likely," he says. "But you have a month to find a job to your liking." 

He ends the call and you sit in the couch and take a few minutes to get your breath settled because he's just given you five grand. 

Five grand. 

You feel like it's a scam. 

It sounds too good to be true. 

They let you sit on the money for a week. You know about the scams with bounced checks and all that and they know you know about it, so you wait a week, make sure the money in your bank is actually staying there.

Five days after you've received the money, you check with your bank to make sure that the money is legit. 

The teller is sick of her job and tells you that if the money's in your bank and came from a reputable source, you don't have to worry about it. You're not sure if it's a reputable source. 

You tell the teller that you do online freelancing. 

"What kind of freelancing?" she asks.

"Porn," you answer before your brain and come up with a better response. Literally anything else would have been better than the word that just leapt out of your mouth. You're terrible at impromptu answers. 

She flushes and don't ask more questions, so you've got that going for you, at least. Doing porn isn't illegal. She helps you check if the company is listed and flush even harder at the wealth of information that is provided to her. 

You realize you should have done that yourself, but it's too late now. You deserve to be humiliated for wasting the nice bank teller's time, who is probably going above and beyond for you at this point. 

The money is good. 

The money is good. 

She asks if you would like to withdraw some money. You nod because you feel like you should do something slightly useful since you're already here. 

How much? 

How much? you echo because you're not used to there being extra money in the bank that you're able to withdraw. How much is a reasonable amount? Two hundred? you ask cautiously. 

She presses a few buttons on the screen and you have a feeling, by the way the people behind you are side-eyeing and glaring at you, that this is something you should be doing in the self-service banking machine. She hands you two hundred in crisp bills and tells you to have a nice day. 

You run out of the bank. 

You spend the money on dinner. There's a nice sushi restaurant at the corner of your building that you've been eyeing ever since you've moved in but know is out of your budget. A sushi tray with eight pieces costs a cool twenty bucks instead of six, which is what you pay if you get it from the gas station a few blocks down. 

The people in the sushi restaurant are very friendly. You buy a fancy takeaway tray, one with fresh salmon slices, flying fish eggs sushi wraps, shrimp, crab sushi, and sea urchin eggs sushi rolls. There's more sushi there than you're able to eat on your own, but you buy it because you can, because there's five thousand- four thousand eight hundred dollars in your bank and that's four thousand eight hundred dollars more than you know what to do with. 

The sushi is a terrible allegory for your bank account at the moment. A representation of excessiveness. 

You don't lie to yourself about needing the money. You don't really need it. You're able to make do with other things. You have embraced the fact that you won't be going to college like your peers and that's fine. College, to you, is just a stepping stone into a life of debt. You would rather start with a clean slate and pursue your dreams. If you fail, at least you fail knowing you don't have that money owed hanging over your head and you can just try something else. 

The only payment you need to worry about is your rent and let's face it, you live in one of the shittiest part of town for that exact reason. Your apartment is shit and your rent payment is miniscule. You don't know how your landlord can afford to keep the electricity running and you don't question it too much because you're just grateful to have a roof over your head. 

They work odd hours and you have no idea what kind of work they do. Your neighbors leave you alone and vice versa. It's safer this way, you suppose, but is also leaves you feeling rather lonely sometimes. 

Your part time job at the cafe down the street requires you to talk to people to take their orders, but that kind of interaction just isn't the same. 

You mull over your job as you take a bite out of the salmon sushi roll. The refreshing and subtle taste of sea fills your mouth and it is slightly chewy as you bite down on it. After several moments of careful consideration, you decide that it doesn't taste much better than the stuff you get from the gas station. Maybe your taste just isn't refined enough for you to be able to tell the difference. This is supposed to be fresher and better. It costs three times as much and should therefore taste three times better. 

You poke at it, but you truly can't tell the difference visually either. The container that it's packaged in is kind of prettier, you decide begrudgingly... but it's still plastic and you're still going to throw it away later. The wasabi is better though. It has a sharper heat that goes up your nose. Your eyes water and you breathe in through your teeth. The minty burn goes all the way to your eyes and you kind of like that too. 
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