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"Are you feeling all right?" he asked, leaning closer. He held my hand so tightly in his that I could only squirm uncomfortably and try not to whimper in fear. He was so close that our breathes were mixing. I inhaled at his every exhale, drinking in his scent like a lost sailor starved for water. The concern was evident in his ocean-blue eyes, but there was a curve of his lips that betrayed the amusement he felt at the reaction he was getting out of me.

"I'm fine, thank you," I squeaked, berating my body for being so weak for him to elicit such a strong response in me. I tried to convince myself that the fierce flare of yearning that I felt was from the name he shared with the mysterious article that I had read this morning and not because of how much I wanted his lips on my fevered skin, savoring every inch of me.

He oozed desire and masculinity. It was all I could do to stop myself from throwing myself at him. He exhibited no such self control, pulling me towards him by his hand on mine.

"You're trembling," he observed, an undeniable smirk etched permanently on his face.

The sudden proximity took my breath away. I stared into his flawless skin and mesmerizing eyes as if beckoned by a siren's song. All of me was unbearably hot, heat simmering just under my skin, scorching my nerves.

In one swift movement, he closed the space between us, pressing his lips to mine. I was too startled to react at first and he used my surprise to his advantage, pulling both my hands behind me together with my jacket. He made a quick twist behind me with the jacket, a maneuver that managed to trap my arms behind me using my own half-opened jacket.

He swallowed my gasp of surprise with his mouth. The brutality of his movements only made me more aroused. I was trying to get free only half-heartedly, unable to decide if I wanted to push him away or pull him closer. Him rendering my arms useless only managed to take that decision from under me.

His groan vibrated through me. Now that my hands were useless behind me, he could start doing anything he wanted to with my body.
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Raymond turned suddenly and took something from the pile on the table. It looked like a piece of rag attached to a small stick of some sort.

"Hey, Eric. Let's cuff her to the door," he suggested to my immediate horror. I could feel him smile against my skin.

"I'll get the door open," James said, walking behind the desk as if he owned the place. The gust of cold wind that blew in made my nipples ache. I was furious with desire, hot and cold at the same time as Eric took a dutiful step back so Craig could lead me to the open door. The thought of being exposed out in the open sent me panicking. I couldn't help but be awed by how easily he moved me despite how much I fought to stay perfectly still.

Craig smelled of sweat and desire as he held me tight against him and gradually pushed me outside. He stopped just short of the boundary of the office and the outside.

The coldness bit at my skin. My pebbled nipples and exposed clit were perky and throbbing with lust. "Hurry up," Craig said roughly, as if speech was almost too difficult. "It's freezing."

Eric went to retrieve a few more of the cuffs and joined James at the door. They were fumbling with the rod, pushing it so that the rod was facing outside while the cuff remained inside when the door closed, latching in a way to make sure the cuffs would not come free.

The moment the door was closed, I realized what they intended to do. The cuffs were for me. There were four altogether and the straps slid over the door with the rods attached ensured that the cuffs would stay in place.

"What if someone comes by?!" I gasped, my voice husky.

"We have friends coming by to enjoy the show," he said, confirming my worst fear... my deepest desire. Raymond turned me around roughly and pulled my hands over my head over to the cuff while Craig repeated the same thing with my right arm. I was standing on tip toes when they were done binding me to the open door.

The glass door made me arc away from it, inevitably pushing my chest upwards and making my breasts bigger than they were.

James pried my legs apart and started tightening the cuff on my ankle when Eric saw what he was doing and told him to stop.

"We need to take off her pants first," he said.
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As I approached his apartment, I was struck by how insane my question was going to sound. Maybe I should call him instead. He could give me advice over the phone.

I raised my hand and considered turning around instead of knocking. Part of me still wondered if I should wait for Angie. Milk was coming out from my breasts, soaking the bathrobe. I was glad that it was already white.

"Did you want to come in?" a husky, masculine voice asked from behind me. I turned around and he almost jumped when he saw my face. "Oh, it's you."

I was startled to turn around and be face to face with Taylor, the sexy swimmer in the pool. "I- um. I was looking for Edward," I murmured, instinctively wrapping the robe around myself tightly.

"Really?" he smiled slightly, staring at me with the same intensity in the pool. My bare skin was exceptionally sensitive, as if remembering the pleasure he had given me earlier. The nerves on my skin were on high alert for any touch from him.

He had a towel over his neck. His lightly tanned skin glistened with a small sheen of sweat and salty pool-water, giving him a sort of luminescent glow in the hall's dim lighting. He was a good head taller than me and a whole lot more muscular. I couldn't help the way my eyes drank him in, travelling from his chest to the hem of his swimming trunks that barely hung onto his hips.

Desire curled in the pit of my stomach and I licked my lips when I saw that his manhood was pressing against the thin fabric. Without thinking, I reached forward and cupped his member.

He hissed in reaction and grabbed my wrist. "As much as I would like to take you right here, I think my roommates are in the apartment."

I gasped as my face reddened in shame. What the hell was I thinking?

I watched in silence as he pulled the towel from his neck and wrapped around his waist to hide his throbbing erection from his roommates.

"Come on," he urged, reaching an arm over me to grasp the door knob, opening it without a key. "It's unlocked," he said, his breath so close to my neck that I could smell the familiar scent of pine of his body.

My heart rate increased tenfold and I felt my core grow moist from his proximity. I was pathetic. A thought crossed my mind as he opened the door. "Are you a medical student too, Taylor?"

He cocked an eyebrow at me as we walked into the apartment, "Yeah, why?"

Perhaps I should get him to take a look at me instead. He had already seen me naked. That way, I wouldn't have to expose myself to more men. A shiver to anticipation rolled down my spine and my knuckles whitened as I held tightly to the robe around me. "Could you help me with something?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

I could hear noises coming in from the other rooms in the apartment.

"What is it?" he asked carefully.

"It's umm..." I bit my lip. "It's my breasts," I said softly.

"What about them?"

Eyes wide and nervous, I continued, "milk keeps coming out from them."

This bundle contains steamy action with too many men and three submissive inexperienced women who are humiliated and taken hard and unprotected in public. You'll find elements of bdsm, hardcore gangbang, spanking, dp, tp, rape fantasies, and much more in these 3 standalone shorts.
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(Book 4 Stripped, Pumped, Milked)

Daisy Rose

Dominic knows she was the one from the moment he laid eyes on her. He was going to fondle her, strip her, and take her hard. All before learning her name. 

Olivia losses much more than her undergarments when she stepped aboard the early Sunday train. The mysterious strangers on the transit awaken primal desires within her prim and proper exterior. 

Welcome aboard the Chikan Train, where women are stripped, fondled, fingered, and taken hard by sexy alpha males in every way imaginable.
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I was awake ridiculously early.

The sun had not yet risen beyond the horizon and the soft moonlight basked me in its comfortably glow. I knew it was a hollow darkness. If I allowed myself to shut my eyes, even if I told myself it would be only for a moment, the sun would be glaring down me the next time I opened them. Sleep would take over, shielding me from the inevitable.

I had to go to work.

I sighed and pulled myself from the bed, groaning in protest the entire time. The floorboards were impossibly cold and I had to force myself to put my weight on them as I trudged into the kitchen for a cup of scorching hot adrenaline.

As I waited for the water to boil, I leaned against the countertop and rubbed my fingers into my eyes sockets. First week of work and I was working a seven-day-shift. It was insane. And I wasn't even getting paid overtime.

My mind was too bleary and exhausted to be upset. I should be grateful to have a job in this economy in the first place. I had an Art Degree and my hundred applications to museums all over the country had either been ignored or rejected. The receptionist job might not be my dream job, but it paid the bills.

The boiling water bubbled and I briefly debated on whether I wanted real coffee or instant today. Before I could decide, my alarm went off and I sped to the room to turn the damned thing off. My roommate was still fast asleep and I didn't want to wake her up.

It was only 3:30 am. I still had a half hour to go before I needed to start walking towards the train station. Real coffee it is, then!

It should worry me more that I might taking the infamous 'Chikan Train' to work today. The truth was, I wasn't completely sold on the idea that the 4:20am train would suddenly be filled with men in expensive suits at one of the stops and they would all work together to strip and take advantage of a lone woman. I had heard so many variations of the urban myth that there should have been a dozen police reports by now.

I went to the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face, letting the freezing liquid jolt me awake.

What would Bella say if she knew I was going to take the Chikan Train to work today? Flip out most likely. She was the one who had introduced me to the train in the first place. The train that good girls don't take, she said.

I had rolled my eyes at her the first time she explained to me what chikan was.

"It's like, when guys on trains sidle up to girls and like, totally violate them. I heard they even take their underwear as souvenirs."

I smirked to myself in the mirror. That girl believed everything she read on the internet. As I waited for my coffee to brew, I got my phone and looked for encounters on the Chikan Train. There was a website dedicated wholly to the incidences that happened there.

My eyes widened at the latest entry. It happened this month!

* * *
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November, 2015

Jack and I found our target even before she had boarded the train. The oblivious girl was wearing a truly scandalous outfit. The tight dress hugged her every curve, leaving little to the imagination.

Her cleavage showed through the low-cut dress, nipples perky from not wearing anything underneath the black dress. She probably thought no one would notice that she had chosen to forgo her bra today because she was wearing black.

"Check out the chick over there," Jack said, eyeing her through the corner of his eyes. I didn't know why he even bothered being secretive about it. The rest of the guys had formed a half circle around her in the back of the train, blocking the view from the rest of the transit. There wasn't anyone else in the train with us. Why should there be? It was so early in the morning.

"She's hot," I agreed, staring at her openly. She had chosen to stand by a pole despite the many empty seats around her. All the better for us to work with. There was little doubt in my mind she knew what she was getting into. There was no other reason a woman would be dressed like that in the infamous 4:20 train downtown.

I couldn't keep my eyes off her . A smirk found its way to my lips as I drank in every inch of her. Carefully, I edged closer to her, using the motion of the train to move me casually until I was standing directly behind her. I was so close I could smell the piece of candy she was chewing on.

I could see the perfect set of breasts on her chest. Every time the train rocked, her breasts bounced perfectly. She was quite the bombshell.

Jack assumed position in front of me, making sure that she was unable to move away even if she wanted to. I slowly lowered my hand until it was resting directly by her butt, then, as the train moved forward a little, I palmed her, almost making it seem accidental.

The look of surprise on her face was priceless, but she didn't cry out like I had expected. Oh, she knew exactly what she was getting into. I let my palm rest on her soft buttocks, feeling the moldable flesh with my fingers slowly.

She didn't even attempt to step out of my way. It was hard to, in any case, what with Jack blocking her path directly in front of her. If she were to take a step to the front, she would be walking straight into his chest.

A soft blush was forming on her cheeks and I could tell she was trying her best not to make a sound. Her grip on her handbag tightened and she reached her free hand behind her.

Her palm was a little sweaty when she made to grab my wrist and pull me away. Was she regretting her decision to get on the gangbang train? I could feel the flesh on her buttocks tensing. Her grip on my wrist was doing little to deter me from my task. It seemed like she realized that she was in over her head. The idea of having multiple men use your body like a cum dumpster may seem erotic in your mind, but to actually be at the mercy of complete strangers was something else altogether.

Her eyes widened when Jack turned around to face her. He was not a scary-looking man. Especially not when he was dressed in the grey-silver suit. But when he reached forward to palm her breast in both hands, she jumped. I frowned disapprovingly at Jack. He was supposed to wait a little longer. I suppose he couldn't contain his excitement and wanted to feel those wondrous boobs with his hands.

She narrowed her eyes at us, but maintained her silence. She didn't seem inebriated and her movements didn't suggest she had taken anything prior to coming on the train. She was conflicted. Her body was loving what we were doing to her, but her mind was screaming at the insanity of it all.

I squeezed her bottom, feeling the soft flesh beneath the dress without much resistance. She was still gripping onto her bag as if she was holding onto her life, but her grip on my wrist was nowhere as strong. She was quickly weakening to our assault.

Jack fondled her breasts, pushing them together and squeezing. When she dropped her wrists, I reacted immediately, letting go of her buttocks to grab her hands, trapping them behind her.

I gave Jack a nod and he smirked before going all out, groping her breasts and pinching her nipples. The lack of a bra made things much easier for us. She panicked a little, squirming and writhing as she tried to get her hands back, but Jack's fingers pinching and twisting her nipples made it impossible for her to keep in control.

Her expression was one of confusion, anger, and arousal. The flush of red on her cheeks only made her more desirable. The more she tried to fight back, the harder my cock became. I wanted to fuck her then and there, but I knew I needed to make her even more submissive. I wanted her on the edge before penetrating her. I wanted her to want this as much as I did.

Her perky nipples were obvious with her tight dress. Her entire body shuddered when Jack touched the tip of her buds. I only needed a hand to grab bother her wrists so I reached my other hand in front of her to join in, pulling the flesh around her areola forward to make all the blood pool at her nipples.

She was starting to pant with the intensity of the sensations we were forcibly giving her. Damn. If we could get her to be this flushed by just fondling her breasts... I licked my lips. I wanted to feel how wet she had become.

My arousal was pressing against my pants and I wanted to put it inside her. Jack's clouded expression gave me the same impression. My heart was jack-hammering in my chest.

The men around us had started to notice what we were doing, turning around to stare at us from the corner of their eyes. They were too cowardly to join in, even after all these time. I knew they didn't want to get in trouble, but they continued to show up every other week to enjoy the show.

She was too aroused to say anything. Her mouth parted and she let out a soft moan as Jack fondled her breasts.

Time to up the game.

I  grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled up. She let out a half scream then, garnering the attention of everyone in the train so they could all see that she was...my cock throbbed. She wasn't wearing any panties.

She renewed her effort to fight back, pulling her arms free with all her might. But the sight of her naked, shaved pussy gave me more power than the shame of having her pussy exposed gave her. I was not going to stop now.

Jack's smirk was nothing short of evil. It wasn't a matter of whether we were going to fuck her now. It was a matter of who was going to go first. I didn't stop at just her pussy. No. I was going to take her whole damned dress off.

I grabbed her arms while Jack took hold of her dress and pulled it right over her head, pulling the whole garment from her body so she was completely naked. She flushed crimson from embarrassment, the redness on her cheeks, neck and chest, giving her an almost glow.

It was divine.

I dropped her dress in a pile on the side and drank in the sight of her gloriously naked body. The expression of fear on her face only made me want her more.

I almost felt bad for stripping her in the middle of the train, but the sight of her perky nipples, her exposed pussy. The thought that in just a little while longer, we could both have a taste of her perfect pussy wrapped around my throbbing cock... it burnt away any guilt I may have felt.

Jack lowered his head and took her nipple in his lips, using his other hand to flick the other nipple. She was really reacting to his tongue on her nipples. That rascal. She had almost forgotten where she was, reaching forward to curl her fingers in his hair. I couldn't have her forget that I was there too.

I reached my hands between the burning heat between her legs and she cried out loudly, her eyes clenching shut as she fought to keep in control of her body. The rest of the men had abandoned their roles as oblivious passengers. Everyone was looking at us. At her.

She was all too aware of how naked she was. Her chest rose and fell heavily even with Jack's lips fastened over her breasts. I could feel the wetness on my fingertips.

She was in the middle of the train, completely naked in a sea of clothed, well dressed men. It was the exhibitionists dream come true. Her nipples were teased mercilessly and her pussy was throbbing in response.

She may have wanted to be gangbanged in the train, but I doubt she had imagined how intense the entire process was going to be, how close to the edge we were going to bring her.

Her eyes clenched shut as she fought to keep control of her mind. She was torn between wanting to push us away and wanting more of the delicious sensations sizzling through her core. It was hard for her to keep standing with her knees weakening beneath her. She shifted uncomfortably on her feet and tried her best to keep her thighs clenched tightly together, but my hands eased them apart easily.

"You're fucking wet," I growled in her ear and she seemed to mellow completely at the sound of my voice. Her knees buckled completely and I slid a finger inside her throbbing folds. At the same time, Jack pinched her nipple and I felt her insides clench around my single digit. Her reactions were better than I thought they would be.

"Oh god," she moaned, voice quavering from the effects we were having on her. She was close to coming. All from just one finger inside her and Jack fondling her nipples. She was leaning against us completely at this point. Our hands on her were the only things that kept her upright.
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