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Chapter 1


	So here I stand. 


	Metaphorically speaking of course. Actually, I'm currently bent over one of those temporary barriers used to stop folks from walking where they shouldn't, I'm sure you know the type, grey tubular steel with wide metal feet, and hooks and loops at each end to join them together in a continuous row!


	I should really be feeling massive humiliation, the street is busy, but then again, it's always busy. I'm tied tightly, my wrists and ankles securely bound, (all for effect in actuality, there is no way that I would attempt escape... the bondage is very much symbolic). I am naked, as always. My full 34DD tits are hanging, heavy and pendulous... and leaking a steady stream, creamy droplets now marking the concrete pavement. My round ass is sore as hell, and pretty red I'm sure, (if I was able to turn my head to peek I could confirm that suspicion), I don't know how many guys beat me, probably a few gals contributed too, (it happens,) but there didn't appear to be a shortage of willing hands to hold the leather strap that delivered such exquisite, orgasmic pain.


	And beat me they did, such divine torture, the flick of tanned leather, the crisp crackle that draws attention, my own sharp intake of breath followed by the unavoidable groan. Pleasure and pain... in my mind, one leads to the other, and conversely, one cannot exist in my being without its partner! Hand in hand they join in me; symbiotic. 
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