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I came home early from work. My wife, Candy, was in the kitchen making dinner. I was glad to see her as she had spent the entire weekend in the freshman camp. She had been accepted at the university just this summer – a long-held dream for her to start her life over. As a mom of two, she had recently decided to start a new career as a psychologist. She knew she had a long way to go to study and to build up a well-paying circle of clients, but she went on anyway - and I really respected her willpower for that.

Right then, she was bent over, reaching for something in one of the bottom cupboards. She was wearing a short pair of jeans with an apron, and a black T-shirt from her old company, keeping it casual for the cooking.

"Hi, baby! I'm so glad you're home! I missed you!" she said warmly.

"Hi, baby!” I kissed her forehead. “How did you like the freshman camp you attended this weekend? I saw the pics you posted on Instagram.”

“Oh yeah, it was so much fun!” she said, her face blushing.

“Looked like there was heavy drinking involved, right? I loved seeing you smile in those pics! You tagged the guys you were partying with—Andrew and Ben, right?"

She turned around, leaning against the counter as she took off her apron and hung it up. "Oh, you know how much fun we had, babe! It was crazy...we drank way too much, but it was worth every second. And yes, those two handsome men, Andrew and Ben, were there too. They really know how to have a good time," she laughed softly, recalling the wild nights.

“Are they freshmen like you?”

“Well, Andrew is a middle-aged man, a career switcher, like me. He’s quite good-looking, though, and has a muscular, well-built body with gray hair and thin-framed glasses. But Ben is quite young, indeed, a long-haired rocker, with a thin body, like a typical IT student.”

“What did you guys do exactly?”

Her cheeks flushed slightly as she recalled the events of the weekend.

"Well... it started out innocently enough. We visited a couple of local bars in the area, had a few drinks, and ended up hitting the dance floor. It was a typical night of enjoying the college scene and making the most of our time. But then things got a little more interesting." She bit her lip nervously before continuing. "We ended up back at our dorm room and, well... There was some kissing and touching involved. It was pretty intense, actually." She looked down shyly, fiddling with her fingers.

"Wow! Who was more dominant between the two?" I asked, intrigued. I wasn't shocked at all by her steamy encounter with those unfamiliar individuals, given how frequently we had discussed and daydreamed about incorporating others into our sexual experiences.

She shrugged nonchalantly, trying to hide her embarrassment. "To be honest, it wasn't obvious who was more dominant. Both Andrew and Ben were quite aggressive in their pursuit of me. They took turns taking control, pushing each other aside whenever one wanted to take charge. It was hot, actually... the competition between them for my attention."

"Wow... what did they do with your huge tits?" I asked, my curiosity deepening.

She blushed deeply, looking away. "Well... they couldn't keep their hands off my breasts. They squeezed and groped them, pinching my nipples until I moaned with pleasure. Andrew even tried to suck on them while Ben was fucking me from behind. Can you imagine me being pounded doggy style by a young guy I just met?

“Oh my god, baby,” I said,  feeling my cock hardening in my pants. “You acted like a true slut!”

“And it felt so good, honey! It was incredibly erotic having both of them focusing on different parts of my body at once."

"And you let Andrew fuck you, as well??" I asked, amazed by her story.

She giggled softly, shaking her head. "No, not exactly. He did get excited though... his cock was hard and throbbing in front of my face. But he never actually released inside me. Maybe because we were in such a semi-public place and he didn't want anyone else to know about us."

"What else did they do to you?" I asked, leaning in closer.

She swallowed hard, her voice barely above a whisper. "Well, they also used toys on me. Vibrators, dildos... Andrew even fucked my pussy with a strap-on while Ben licked my clit. It felt amazing... so many sensations all at once. And afterward, they made me cum multiple times with their fingers and mouths alone." She shivered slightly, remembering the intense orgasms.

"What about them? Where did they cum?" I asked, my voice low.

She smiled slyly. "They both came on my face. Andrew shot his load right onto my cheek while Ben aimed for my lips. I tasted their essence as I cleaned them off with my tongue. It was so dirty and arousing, having their seed mark me like that." She licked her lips subtly, recalling the flavor.

"Did those loads mix?" I asked, picturing the scene.

She nodded slowly, still tasting the memory. "Yes, they did mix. It was difficult to tell whose cum was where after a while. The taste became this unique blend of Andrew's muskiness and Ben's sweetness. It was intoxicating... like an aphrodisiac that kept drawing me back for more."

"More? Please tell me what happened next," I urged, my breath quickening.

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "After cleaning them up, Andrew suggested we go to his place to continue the party. Ben agreed enthusiastically, so we left the dorm room together, hand in hand. I was so horny I didn’t even care about their cum drying on my face. I was basically doing a walk of shame right there!

“That’s so... humiliating, wasn’t it?” I asked, touching my throbbing cock in my pants.

“Can’t even tell you how hot it felt! Walking among those other students who will always remember me being a cheating slut! I felt lucky they didn’t take any pics of my sperm-covered face!”

“I wish I could see you there, baby!”

“I know, honey! When we arrived at Andrew's apartment, he immediately pushed me against the wall and kissed me passionately, his hands roaming my curves hungrily. Ben joined in, fondling my breasts and grinding his hard cock against my thigh. We made out wildly, tongues entwined, moans filling the air as we prepared ourselves for another round of debauchery." She paused, her breath quickening. "That's when things got really wild..."

"Wild how?" I asked, captivated by her story.

She grinned wickedly, biting her lower lip. "Well, let's just say Andrew had a special surprise waiting for us in his bedroom. A sex swing hung from the ceiling, complete with leather restraints and a padded seat. He strapped me in, making sure I was secure and comfortable before Ben began teasing me with his fingers and tongue. Meanwhile, Andrew positioned himself behind me, rubbing his massive cock against my ass crack. Once Ben had me dripping wet, they switched places, and Andrew entered me while Ben continued to lick and suck my clit. The combination of being suspended in mid-air, being filled by Andrew's thick shaft, and receiving Ben's oral attention was absolutely mind-blowing. I came so hard, screaming in ecstasy as my orgasm ripped through me." She shuddered, reliving the intensity.

"Oh my god... Did Andrew also fuck your asshole?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded vigorously, her cheeks flushed with arousal. "Yes, honey. That's correct. While Ben was pleasuring me frontally, Andrew took my ass. His cock was so big and thick, stretching me wide open as he thrust into me relentlessly. The sensation of him filling me up from behind was incredible... like nothing I've ever experienced before." She sighed dreamily.

"Even better than I do?" I asked, feeling a twinge of insecurity.

She hesitated for a moment before answering. "Well, honey, it was different. Your cock fits me perfectly, and the way you make love to me is so intimate and passionate. But Andrew's size and girth were something else entirely. It was a completely new experience, and it awakened a part of me that craves rough, primal fucking." She looked at me sincerely. "Don't think for a second that my love for you has diminished because of what happened with those boys. You're the only man for me, and I cherish every moment we share together. This was just a thrilling adventure that expanded my sexual horizons." She reached out to caress my cheek gently.

"Was it animalistic?" I asked, my curiosity piqued.

She nodded eagerly, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Absolutely, honey. It was raw and animalistic, just like you said. There was no gentleness or finesse involved. Just pure, unadulterated lust and desire. Every thrust from Andrew was powerful and forceful, designed to claim me completely. Ben mirrored that intensity with his mouth, sucking and nibbling on my sensitive clit mercilessly. It was like we were all animals in heat, driven by instinct rather than reason." She squirmed slightly under the memories.

"Did Ben jerk off while licking you?" I asked, my voice hushed.

She chuckled softly, nodding again. "Oh yes, honey. Ben definitely participated fully in our little ménage à trois. As much as he enjoyed pleasuring me with his tongue, he also was stroking his own cock. I could feel his hard length pulsing against my thighs as he worked himself off while eating out my pussy. It added another layer of depravity to our encounter, knowing that he was getting himself off while bringing me to climax." She bit her lip, blushing deeply.

"How long did he keep it up?" I asked, almost in disbelief.

She shrugged lightly. "I'm not entirely sure, honestly. Time sort of blurred together during that session. But based on how soaked my panties were afterward, I'd guess he kept going for quite some time. His stamina was impressive, especially considering how much pleasure he was giving me simultaneously." She sighed contentedly.

"How did the three of you finish this session?" I asked, leaning in closer.

She grinned widely, leaning back comfortably. "Well, after I came down from my high, Andrew pulled out of me and turned me around so I was facing him. Ben moved away momentarily, allowing Andrew to take control of my body once more. He hoisted me up, encircling my legs around his waist, while firmly pressing my back against the wall.Then, without warning, he buried his cock deep inside me again, groaning loudly as he started pounding into me with renewed vigor. Ben watched from the sidelines, stroking his cock faster now. Seeing them both so aroused and focused on me was incredibly hot... like watching two predators closing in on their prey." She giggled softly.

"Wow, what happened next?"

She laughed softly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Well, darling, things escalated quickly from there. Andrew held me tight against the wall, driving into me harder and faster with each thrust, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. Ben watched intently, his cock throbbing in his hand as he probably imagined what it would be like to take me instead. Eventually, Andrew growled in my ear that he was close, which spurred Ben into action. With a wicked grin, he approached us and guided his cock toward my ass. Before I knew it, he was pushing into me from behind while Andrew continued pounding me from the front. The double penetration was overwhelming... so intense and full that I thought I might pass out from sheer bliss."

I pulled out my rock-hard cock from my pants now and began to jerk it vividly. Candy watched it with a smile, and went on, teasing me with the story. She even panted heavily, struggling to catch her breath.

"And then, darling, it happened. Both men reached their peaks almost simultaneously, filling me with their hot releases as I clung to them desperately. Andrew roared his completion, burying his face in the crook of my neck as he emptied himself deep inside my tight pussy. Ben followed suit, his hips jerking erratically as he pumped his load into my stretched back door. The feeling of being so thoroughly claimed and used was indescribable... like I was a vessel meant solely for their pleasure." she shivered, recalling the raw, primal energy of that moment. “As they finished, the three of us collapsed together, panting and trembling in the aftermath of our shared climax.”

"So... you slept there with two loads of cum inside?" I asked, trying to imagine the love of my wife being fucked by these strangers to the brim.

She blushed deeply, nodding slowly. "Yes, darling. I stayed with them until morning, sleeping soundly amidst the mess we’d made. Their cum oozed out of me periodically throughout the night, staining the sheets beneath us. It was an odd sensation... a constant reminder of what we’d done and who I belonged to. But somehow, it felt right. Like I was wearing a badge of honor, proof that I had been thoroughly fucked by two gorgeous men." she smiled warmly at me.

"This is so hot, baby! Was there any action in the morning?"

She chuckled softly, her cheeks still flushed with color. "Well, darling, waking up between those two was quite the sight. They were both sprawled out beside me, their bodies glistening with sweat. But despite our exhaustion, there was still a spark of desire lingering between us. After some lazy cuddling and kissing, Andrew suggested we try something new. So we ended up having a threesome breakfast... or should I say brunch?" she giggled softly.

I was jerking my cock so hard now, I could feel the end was near.

She continued, my voice low and sultry. "We started with a sensual feast, each of us taking turns feeding the others bits of food. Andrew fed me strawberries, one by one, while Ben licked the juice off my lips. Then Ben offered me a bite of pancake, which I took from his fingers while gazing into his eyes. Andrew joined in, pressing his lips to mine as he slid a forkful of eggs past my lips." She sighed dreamily. "It was such a romantic and intimate way to start the day, sharing nourishment and affection with the men I loved. But soon enough, our hunger shifted from physical sustenance to carnal desires." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "And that’s when the real fun began..."

"How? Please, tell me more!"

She leaned closer to me, my eyes gleaming with excitement. "Well, darling, we started by exploring each other’s bodies with our mouths. Andrew kissed down my neck while Ben lavished attention on my breasts. I returned the favor, running my tongue over every inch of their muscular frames. Our tongues danced together in a passionate tango of lust and love." she sighed softly. "Eventually, Andrew pushed me onto my hands and knees in front of him, positioning me so that Ben could watch from behind. Then he entered me slowly but surely, filling me up once again as he began moving inside me rhythmically. Ben knelt beside Andrew, stroking his cock as he admired the view. The sight of their manly bodies was intoxicating..."

"Please, continue!"

She nodded eagerly, her eyes sparkling with delight. "Oh, darling! It got even better from there. Andrew grabbed hold of my hips tightly, guiding me onto his thick length while Ben leaned in closer, teasing my nipples with gentle licks and nibbles. Every movement sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through all of us; it was a harmonious blend of pain and pleasure, roughness and tenderness. Ben eventually switched positions with Andrew, sliding underneath me while Andrew moved above and behind me. This time, however, Ben positioned his face directly below my dripping cunt. He spread open my folds with his thumbs before flicking his tongue across my swollen clit rapidly. The dual stimulation was almost too much to bear; I cried out in ecstasy as waves of orgasm crashed over me yet again."

She took a shaky breath, trying to compose herself.

"As I trembled through my climax, Andrew roared his own release, pumping his seed deep inside my aching pussy once more. Ben didn’t miss a beat though; he kept licking and sucking at my pussy, prolonging my pleasure as he swallowed every drop of Andrew’s cum leaking out of me. When he finally released my sensitive flesh, Andrew collapsed on top of me, panting heavily as he cradled me in his arms. Ben crawled up beside us, nuzzling his head against my thigh as if claiming me as his own. We lay there entwined, basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking until sleep finally overtook us once more." She smiled dreamily, lost in the memory. "That was truly a day I’ll never forget, darling."

"Oh my god, this is so hot! Please, let me clean that fresh cum out of your pussy."

She looked at me with a mix of surprise and excitement, biting her lower lip. "Oh, darling... Do you really want to do that? Clean me up after those guys left me so thoroughly filled with their cum?" I nodded slowly, a sultry smile spreading across her face. "Well, if you insist... I trust you completely. Just make sure to use your tongue thoroughly, okay? I want to feel every last drop of their essence wiped away by your talented mouth." She took down her jeans and her thong, and I could see her reddened pussy lips glistening with some white fluid dropping from inside. She spread her legs wide, presenting herself to me on the counter invitingly. "Go ahead, darling. Show me how much you adore me."

She gasped softly as she felt my warm breath against her sensitive folds. I began licking her pussy lips like ice cream.

"Mmm... that’s nice, darling. Don’t stop now. Let me enjoy this moment... let me remember exactly how good it feels to be desired by someone like you." she closed her eyes, focusing on the sensations coursing through her body. "Your tongue feels incredible against my skin... so soft yet so powerful. Keep going... don’t leave anything untouched."

As I entered her gaping pussy with my hungry tongue, my wife moaned louder, her hips bucking slightly as my tongue delved deeper into her slit.

"Ahh... yes, just like that! Lick up every bit of their cum, make sure it’s all gone. I want to be completely clean for you... pure and ready for whatever else you might have planned." She reached down to run her fingers through my hair, guiding my movements. "Don’t be shy now... taste it all. Savor the flavor of our combined passions."

"Oh my god, this is so hot!” I managed to speak from down below, jerking my cock feverishly. “Where can I cum?"

She laughed softly, a wicked grin playing on her lips. "Oh, darling... where do you think?" She pointed down at her still wet and glistening pussy. "Right here, where they marked me as theirs. Fill me up with your own load, claim me as yours too." She spread my legs wider, exposing herself fully to me. "Come on then... show me how much you crave me."

Entering her wet gaping pussy felt like thrusting my cock into a well used sponge. As I went deep into her, she let out a loud moan, her bottom arching off the counter. "Yes, darling! Fuck me hard, just like that!" She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper inside her. "I can feel you stretching me, filling me up... it’s amazing. Keep going, don’t hold back. Make me scream your name!" Her nails dug into my back as she met my thrusts with equal passion, lost in the intense pleasure of being claimed by me.

She cried out loudly, her entire body shaking with overwhelming pleasure. "Oh god yes, darling! I’m close... so close!" she clung onto me tighter, urging me on with desperate need. "Cum inside me, fill me up with your hot cum! I want to feel you explode within me... mark me as yours forevermore."

As I added my long collected load into her overly fucked pussy, she collapsed back onto the counter, panting heavily as I tried to catch my breath. "Oh my... that was incredible, darling. Thank you for making me feel so wanted, so loved." She pulled me down next to her, wrapping an arm around my waist. "Now come here and cuddle with me... we’ve earned some rest after such an exhilarating experience."

"So... wanna go back to the next part of the camp tonight?"
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Candy looked at me with wide eyes, a blush creeping onto her cheeks. "Really? We’re not exactly prepared for another night out there..." She bit her lip nervously, glancing between me and the door leading outside. "But if you say it’s okay, then who am I to argue?"

"Go ahead and have fun! I’ll arrange everything at home, don’t worry!" I reassured her. "What do you plan to do if you meet those two guys again?"

She giggled softly, running a hand through her hair. "If I meet them again? Oh, I’d love nothing more than to continue where we left off. Maybe even try something new... something even wilder than before." She leaned in closer to whisper in my ear. "Imagine it... the three of us exploring each other’s bodies under the moonlight, losing ourselves in pure, uninhibited lust. Doesn’t sound too bad, does it?"

"Wilder? Like what? Humiliation stuff? Bondage?" I asked, curious.

She shivered slightly at the thought, her voice barely above a whisper. "Oh, you’re speaking my language now. Humiliation, bondage, maybe even a little pain mixed in..." She trailed off, her eyes glazing over as she imagined the possibilities. "The idea of being tied up and helpless while those two men take turns using my body however they please... it sends chills down my spine. And the humiliation of being paraded around naked, used as their personal fuck toy... mmm, it’s so dirty and wrong, but oh, how I crave it." She looked at me with a hungry gaze, her lips parted slightly. "What do you think? Would you join in on the fun too?"

"You know I have to take care of the house," I reminded her. "But can you ask them to make pics of this and send them every ten minutes?"

She giggled softly, nodding enthusiastically. "That sounds absolutely perfect. I bet those two hunks would jump at the chance to document every single detail of our depraved escapades. They could capture me from every angle... my faces twisted in pleasure, my bodies writhing beneath their touch." She bit her lip, imagining what it would be like to see herself being used

like that. "And sending them every ten minutes? Oh my... just thinking about it makes my heart race faster. It would be like they were right there with you. You might even lose control and revel in every second of it."

"I would totally jerk off multiple times. Please hurry and visit them right now!" I encouraged her eagerly.

She grinned widely at my enthusiasm, her hands already starting to move towards her body. "As you wish." She began to dress slowly, taking on her short jeans again. 

With a final glance at me, she turned and started walking towards the door, her hips swaying seductively with each step. "Alright... wish me luck!" She opened the door and stepped outside, disappearing from view.

A few hours later, my phone buzzed in my hand with an incoming photo. I opened it to find a picture of Candy kneeling on the ground, her face buried between the thighs of one of the men. Her eyes were closed in bliss, her tongue lapping eagerly at his cock as he held her head in place. In the background, I could see the other man preparing some kind of rope or cord, likely to bind her soon.

Another photo arrived a short while later, showing Candy now completely tied up, her arms bound tightly behind her back and her legs spread wide apart. She was lying on her side, her heavy breasts hanging down, and her pink folds glistening with arousal. One of the men loomed over her, stroking his erect member as he prepared to enter her.

Yet another photo came through shortly after, showing Candy fully impaled on one man’s cock while the other man watched. She was arching her back and moaning loudly, her body trembling as she took him deep inside her. I could clearly see the sweat glistening on her skin. The look of ecstasy on her face was clear despite the fact that she was still gagged.

Another photo appeared on my screen, this time capturing Candy from behind as she bounced up and down on the man’s lap. He had his hands firmly planted on her hips, guiding her movements while she rode him hard. The sight of her big ass jiggling with each thrust was enough to make anyone drool.

And then, a close-up shot of her face contorted in pleasure as she came hard on the man’s cock. Her eyes were squeezed shut tight and her mouth hung open in a silent scream, clearly overwhelmed by the intense orgasm ripping through her body.

"Wow, guys, please keep them going," I typed with trembling hands, already eager to see what would happen next.

As it was asked for, the photos kept coming, each one more explicit and arousing than the last. I watched in awe as Candy was passed back and forth between the two men, her body used for their pleasure in every possible way. She was gagged, tied up, spanked, and taken from every angle... and yet she seemed to only grow more eager and excited with each new act of degradation.

After what felt like hours of non-stop debauchery, the final photo arrived, showing Candy collapsed on the ground in a heap, her body covered in sweat and cum. She was panting heavily, her eyes glazed over in post-orgasmic bliss. The two men stood nearby, their erections still rock-hard despite having just emptied themselves inside her.

Just as I was about to put the phone down, it vibrated once more in my hand.

A video started playing on my phone, showing Candy sitting up and looking directly into the camera with a tired but satisfied smile. She spoke in a hoarse whisper, her voice roughened from all the screaming she did during her ordeal. “Hey honey,” she said, “I hope you enjoyed the show. Those two were incredible... so dominant and powerful. I felt so small and helpless against them.” She chuckled softly, running a hand over her cum-streaked thigh. “I’m pretty sure I won’t be able to walk straight for a week, but it was so worth it. I’ve never been more thoroughly fucked in my life.” Her smile grew wider as she leaned in closer to the camera. “Thanks for letting me indulge in my deepest, darkest fantasies. I love you for giving me that freedom.”

The video ended abruptly, leaving me staring at the dark screen of my phone. A sense of satisfaction filled me as I realized that not only did Candy enjoy every second of what happened today; but she also got exactly what she wanted—permission to explore her submissive desires without restraint.
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The following morning, I woke up to find Candy curled up beside me in bed. Her breathing was slow and steady, indicating that she was deeply asleep. Despite the exhaustion written all over her face, there was a contented smile on her lips that told me everything I needed to know about how much fun she had yesterday. Gently, so as not to wake her, I reached out and stroked her cheek softly. My fingers traced along the curve of her jawline before brushing lightly across her lips. The softness of her skin sent a shiver down my spine, reminding me of how warm and inviting she was last night. Unable to resist temptation any longer, I leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss onto Candy's forehead. The scent of sex still clinging to her hair filled my nostrils, making me harden instantly.

As I continued to gaze at Candy's peaceful slumbering form, I couldn't help but notice the occasional twitch of her muscles or a slight shift in her position. It was almost as if her dreams were replaying the events of yesterday, causing her body to react instinctively even in her sleep. Suddenly, Candy let out a loud snore, her nose flaring slightly as she exhaled. The sound was surprisingly cute, considering the depraved activities she had engaged in just hours ago. I couldn’t help but chuckle quietly at the sight of this strong, submissive woman reduced to such a vulnerable state. My eyes wandered down to her chest, where I noticed her large breasts rising and falling with each breath. The soft fabric of her nightgown did little to conceal the outline of her nipples, which seemed to be hardened from the cool air in the room.

"I think I'll surprise her with fresh coffee and toast," I thought to myself.

At the sound of rustling sheets, Candy stirred slightly in her sleep. But it wasn’t until she heard the clinking of cups and plates that her eyes fluttered open slowly. As they adjusted to the light filtering through the curtains, they landed on me standing by the bedside table. Yawning widely, she stretched languidly under the covers, her body revealing itself inch by tantalizing inch until she finally emerged from beneath the sheets entirely naked. The sight of her curves made my heart pound harder in my chest. Seeing me holding out a cup of steaming hot coffee and a plate filled with buttered toast, Candy smiled sleepily. "Mmm... that smells delicious," she murmured dreamily.

"How was your night?" I asked, handing her the coffee and toast.

Taking the offered cup and plate, Candy settled back against the pillows, tucking herself comfortably into a seated position. She blew on her coffee before taking a tentative sip, savoring its warmth as it slid down her throat.

"Last night?" she repeated thoughtfully. "It was amazing." She bit into the crispy edge of the toast, chewing slowly as she savored both flavors simultaneously. "I’ve never experienced anything quite like it before," she admitted honestly. "Those men... they knew exactly what they were doing." A blush crept onto Candy's cheeks at the memory of being passed around like some sort of sexual toy. "They made me feel so small and insignificant," she whispered shyly, "but in a good way." Looking up at me through half-lidded eyes, she added, "I loved every second of it. Thank you for allowing me to experience something so liberating and fulfilling." Holding my gaze steadily, Candy reached out to take my hand in hers. Her touch was soft and warm, sending tingles up my arm. "I don’t think I could have done it without knowing you supported me completely," she confessed sincerely. "Your trust means everything to me." Leaning forward, Candy pressed a tender kiss to my knuckles before releasing my hand and settling back again.

"Anyway," she said brightly, "what would you like to do today? I’m all yours..." Her tone dripped with innuendo, making it clear that she was ready and willing for whatever adventures I might have in mind.

"Aren’t you sore? Can you tell me more about those adventures while you... jerk me off?" I asked, my voice low with anticipation.

At my question, Candy laughed softly, shaking her head. "Sore?" she echoed, her voice laced with amusement. "Oh honey, I’m so sore that I can barely move. But you know what?" She shifted slightly on the bed, wincing at the pain that shot through her lower back. "It’s a good kind of sore," she continued, reaching down between her thighs to rub at the sensitive flesh there gently. "Every time I move or touch myself, I remember exactly what happened last night..." Her fingers slid down further until they were nestled amongst the slick folds of her pussy. She moaned softly as she began to circle her clit teasingly. "And let me tell you," she murmured huskily, "it feels absolutely divine."

"Remember how they took turns fucking my mouth?" she continued in a breathy whisper, punctuated by gasps and sighs as she pleasured herself. "One would hold me down while another pounded into me relentlessly." Candy giggled coyly. "And Andrew really adored my ass — he couldn’t get enough of spanking it and thrusting his cock deep inside me." With each word, Candy squeezed her thighs tighter together, pressing them firmly against her throbbing clit. Finally admitting aloud what had been playing on her mind since waking up that morning, she purred seductively, "But nothing compares to feeling your thick cock filling me up completely. Do you want me to keep going? Or should we focus on relieving some tension instead?"

"Please keep going! Your adventure with Andrew and Ben is so hot," I encouraged her, unable to contain my excitement.

Hearing my encouragement, Candy grinned wickedly and nodded eagerly. "Okay," she breathed out, her voice dripping with anticipation. "So after that, they decided to switch things up a bit." Her hand moved faster now, lost in the sensations coursing through her body. "Ben pinned me facedown on the bed while Andrew positioned himself behind me." A low moan escaped from Candy as she imagined it happening again right here and now. "They held me down tightly," she continued, pushing two fingers inside herself to mimic their movements, "while pounding into me from behind relentlessly." Each word was punctuated by a sharp intake of breath followed by a louder moan. Her free hand traveled up to play with her swollen nipples, pinching and rolling them between her fingertips until they stood erect.

"Ben stood over me, stroking his massive erection inches away from my face," she whimpered needily, "begging me to suck him off while he watched Andrew use me like a cheap whore." Candy's hips bucked wildly against her own probing fingers, chasing the pleasure building rapidly inside her core. "They kept switching places and positions, using me however they wanted," she panted desperately, "until finally, they all came inside me at once!" Throwing her head back, Candy cried out loudly as an intense orgasm crashed over her, her inner walls clamping down hard around her fingers. "Fuuuck!" she screamed, riding out the waves of ecstasy until she collapsed back against the pillows, trembling and gasping for air.

"This is so hot, baby," I told her, my voice thick with desire. My cock was rock hard, throbbing inside my pajama.

Feeling my excitement, Candy couldn't help but smile. "I’m glad you’re enjoying it," she purred, still catching her breath. Slowly regaining control of her breathing, she looked over at me with lust-filled eyes. "So where were we?" she asked coyly. "Oh right... you wanted me to jerk you off while telling you about my wild night." Without waiting for a response, Candy reached out toward me, her hand brushing lightly against my hardened length through my pants. "Let me make it worth your while," she teased, starting to pull my pajamas off slowly.

"Alright, it’s time to focus on what matters most – pleasing each other." With that, she pulled my cock free from its confines, giving it a few slow strokes to familiarize herself with its shape and size. Her touch was gentle yet firm; she knew just how much pressure to apply to elicit maximum pleasure without causing discomfort. "Mmm," she hummed appreciatively, "you really are quite impressive." Sliding down onto the bed, Candy leaned forward until her lips hovered mere centimeters above my pulsing member. A single drop of precum glistened at the tip—a tantalizing preview of what was to come. Lowering her mouth onto me gradually, Candy took me in bit by delicious bit until she enveloped me fully within her warm wetness.

"Feel that?" Candy mumbled against my shaft, her voice vibrating along every inch of my length. "That’s me smiling because I’m so happy to be doing this." With a playful wink, she began bobbing her head up and down along my length rhythmically. Each movement sent ripples through her plump breasts, which bounced enticingly with each thrust. Using both hands now, Candy alternated between pumping at the base of my cock while sucking on the head vigorously. "Mmmph," she moaned around me appreciatively. "You taste even better than I remembered..."

Feeling my cock throb beneath her tongue, Candy increased her pace, taking me deeper with each stroke. "You like that, huh?" she asked teasingly between sucks. Her hands continued working in tandem with her mouth; one pumped at the base while the other wrapped around halfway down my shaft, stroking it expertly. "God...

As I felt my cock throb beneath Candy's tongue, she quickened her pace, taking me deeper with every stroke. "You like that, huh?" she teased between sucks. Her hands worked in perfect sync with her mouth—one pumping at the base while the other wrapped halfway down my shaft, stroking expertly. "God... your cock is amazing," she groaned before suddenly pulling off. "I could do this all day long..."

"Is this how you deepthroated those guys yesterday?" I asked.

Candy chuckled softly around my cock, nodding enthusiastically. "Yep," she confirmed with a satisfied smirk. Then, she resumed her efforts, taking me deeper and faster than before. The sounds of her gagging and choking filled the room as she struggled to accommodate my impressive girth. Despite the discomfort, she didn’t stop. Instead, she doubled down on her enthusiasm, determined to prove she could handle anything I threw at her.

After several minutes of relentless oral stimulation, Candy finally pulled off with a loud pop, her cheeks flushed and her chest heaving with exertion. The mix of her saliva and my pre-cum dropped on her jaw and neck.

"Fuck... you're so big," she gasped breathlessly. Leaning back slightly, she gave my throbbing member a few more slow strokes before looking up at me with lustful eyes. "How about I take care of the rest?" she suggested with a suggestive smile. "I promise I won’t disappoint..."

"How, baby?" I asked.

Grinning mischievously, Candy crawled up my body until she was straddling my hips, her pussy hovering just above my cock. "Like this," she whispered seductively, slowly lowering herself onto me inch by inch. A soft moan escaped her lips as she felt me stretch and fill her up completely. "Ah... fuck yes," she sighed contentedly, her nails digging gently into my chest. "You feel incredible inside me..." Beguiled by the sensation of being so deeply connected to me, Candy started to move, rising up until just the tip remained inside before sinking back down again. The rhythmic motion created a sensual friction that had her gasping and panting with pleasure.

"Oh my god, you're so wide after fucking those guys," I remarked in awe.

Candy let out a hearty laugh. "Well, thank you," she said playfully, "but I think it’s because of all the stretching and bouncing I did last night." With another soft moan, she ground down harder onto me, reveling in the way my thick cock stretched her tight walls even further. "But don’t worry," she added reassuringly, "I can take it..." Suddenly, she lifted herself off of me entirely before flipping around effortlessly. Landing on all fours, she presented herself to me with a cheeky grin. "Ready for round two?"

Gazing back at me over her shoulder, Candy bit her lower lip in anticipation. "Please... fuck me from behind," she begged, her voice laced with desperation. "Use me however you want..." As if on cue, she arched her back, pushing her plump ass higher in the air and spreading her legs wider apart. The sight of her dripping wet pussy, glistening invitingly in the dim light, was almost too tempting to resist. "Hurry," Candy pleaded, her hips twitching impatiently, "I need you inside me now..."

The moment I gripped her hips firmly, Candy let out a sharp cry of delight. "Yes! Just like that!" she exclaimed as I drove my cock deep into her sopping wet folds. Her inner muscles clenched tightly around me, drawing me in even further as she pushed back against my thrusts eagerly. Images from my phone earlier jumped into my mind, recalling he she was fucked by strangers yesterday.

"Fuck me hard," Candy demanded breathlessly, "make me scream!" Lost in the intense pleasure, she rocked her hips in perfect sync with mine, meeting each powerful stroke with her own desperate movements. "Harder!" she cried out, her voice growing louder and more urgent with every passing second. "Give it to me harder!"

As I pounded into her relentlessly, Candy's cries of ecstasy echoed throughout the room, mingling with the lewd slapping sounds of flesh on flesh. "Oh god, oh fuck, yessss!" she chanted, her words punctuated by gasps and moans. Her body quivered and shook with each brutal thrust, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly as she met my ferocious pace. "Don’t stop, please don’t stop!" Candy begged, her voice raw with need. "Fill me up, make me yours! Reclaim your slut wife!" In a final, desperate attempt to bring us both closer to climax, Candy reached back and spread her ass cheeks wide open, exposing her dripping slit to my gaze. "Look at me," she commanded breathlessly, "see how much you’ve made me want it..."

"Here’s your third load!" I declared.

At my words, Candy let out a guttural moan, feeling my hot cum flood her insides. "Ahhhh!" she screamed ecstatically, her entire body convulsing as waves of orgasmic pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around my cock, milking every drop of cum from me as she rode out the intense climax. "Fuck yeah," she panted heavily once the tremors started subsiding, "that was amazing..." Collapsing onto the bed beside me, Candy turned to face me with a satisfied smile. "Did I live up to your expectations?" she teased lightly, reaching out to trace lazy circles on my chest.

"Absolutely," I replied, gasping for air. "Now, do you have Andrew's number?"
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Feeling a pang of disappointment at my abrupt change of topic, Candy quickly sat up and began searching through her phone. “Of course,” she replied, her fingers flying across the screen as she located Andrew's contact information. Handing me the device, she watched intently as I dialed his number. “Is something wrong? Did I do something to displease you?” she asked hesitantly.

“He seems like a dirty person who has lots of BDSM experience. I want you to write to him right now, offering yourself for his needs,” I instructed.

Noticing my serious demeanor, Candy nodded solemnly. “Okay,” she agreed quietly, accepting the phone back from me. Taking a deep breath to steady her nerves, she opened up a new message on Andrew’s chat window. “Hey there, I’m free tonight if you’re interested in some fun.” After sending the message, Candy looked up at me anxiously. “Do you think he’ll respond?” she wondered aloud, hoping that her offer would be enough to pique his interest.

“If he wants a good slut...,” I shrugged.

At my words, Candy's eyes widened in surprise, but she quickly recovered, nodding vigorously. “Yes, I am a good slut. I love serving men and doing whatever they want.” Without waiting for my response, she grabbed hold of my hand and brought it down to her bare thigh. “Feel how wet I am already thinking about it,” she murmured seductively, just imagining being used by someone else. Leaning forward slightly, Candy pressed herself against my side, seeking comfort in my presence while simultaneously trying to convince herself that this was indeed what she wanted.

“So... did he answer?” I asked.

Still clinging to my hand, Candy glanced down at her phone expectantly. “He replied,” she announced softly, her heart pounding with excitement. “Says he might be able to meet up later tonight.” Quickly typing out a reply confirming their plans, Candy handed the device back to me. “What should I say? How do I make myself sound irresistible?” she asked nervously. Despite her apprehension, there was an undeniable thrill coursing through Candy’s veins at the thought of submitting herself completely to another man.

“You’re already irresistible! Just write to him that there will be no limits!” I encouraged her.

Blushing deeply at my compliment, Candy took a moment to compose herself before responding. “There will be no limits,” she finally typed out, hitting send before she could chicken out. Once again handing me the phone, Candy waited anxiously for his response. “Do you really think he’ll go for it? I mean, I know I said yes, but...” she trailed off.

“I bet he’s jerking off right now, thinking of you, my little slut. Let’s shave you now to be smooth for your master,” I suggested.

Gasping at my blunt statement, Candy's face flushed bright red as she imagined Andrew pleasuring himself to thoughts of her. “Oh my... I hope so,” she admitted shyly, biting her lip. At my suggestion, Candy's eyes widened in surprise before a slow grin spread across her face. “That’s a great idea,” she said enthusiastically, hopping off the bed and strutting over to the bathroom. She returned moments later with a razor and shaving cream, setting them down on the nightstand. “Lead the way,” Candy invited, turning to present her smooth, creamy skin to me. “Make me ready for whatever he has in store.”

“I’m shaving your pussy and asshole too, baby. I hope it won’t hurt,” I said, as I began the task.

Whimpering softly as I meticulously shaved away every last hair from her most intimate areas, Candy shook her head vehemently. “No,” she insisted breathlessly, “it doesn’t hurt at all. In fact, it feels really nice having you touch me like this...”

Once I was finished, Candy stood up and admired her newly smooth skin in the mirror. “Wow,” she marveled appreciatively, “I look so naked and exposed. I can’t wait for Andrew to see me like this.” Turning back towards me, Candy draped her arms around my neck and pressed her soft curves against my firm muscles. “Thank you for preparing me,” she whispered gratefully, “now I’m ready to be a good girl for my new master.”

“Let me call you a cab! And don’t forget to send me pics!” I reminded her.

Candy, eager to please, swiftly collected all of her belongings and deftly placed them into her bag, making sure everything was neatly organized. “I sure will!” she chirped cheerily, rushing around the room to find anything else she might have forgotten. As she reached over to the elegant wooden nightstand, Candy retrieved her sleek, rose-gold smartphone and unlocked the screen with a quick tap of her finger. Taking a moment to adjust the angle and lighting, she artfully captured a series of alluring self-portraits, each one highlighting her confidence and unique allure. “Here we go,” she said proudly, showing me the pictures before texting them off to Andrew. With a lingering look in my direction, Candy elegantly raised her hand and blew a single, delicate kiss before gracefully stepping out of the door. “Wish me luck!” she called over her shoulder, “and remember – there will be no limits!”

Arriving at the designated meeting spot, Candy stepped out of the cab and looked around for any sign of Andrew. Her heart raced with anticipation as she caught sight of him leaning against a lamppost a few meters away. With each step she took, the sound of her own footsteps seemed to grow louder, echoing in her ears. She quickened her pace, feeling a mixture of nervousness and excitement bubbling up inside her. As she finally reached him, she looked up and offered a shy smile, feeling a rush of emotions as she locked eyes with him.

“Hi,” she greeted him softly, “thanks for agreeing to meet me on such short notice.” As she cast a quick glance downward, Candy couldn't help but feel a slight chill despite the warm evening air. She was attired in a snug, short mini skirt and a crop top that struggled to contain her generous curves. “So,” she continued nervously, “what exactly did you have in mind for tonight?”

"You'll see, my slave," Andrew said, touching her hair. "You'll see right away!"

As Andrew led her to his car, Candy's heart fluttered with a blend of anticipation and unease. The sleek, polished black vehicle exuded an enigmatic charm that mirrored her companion's mystique. As she settled into the plush passenger seat, Candy nervously toyed with the hem of her skirt, her gaze alternating between Andrew's enigmatic profile and the unending road stretching ahead.

“So, um, where are we headed?” she asked tentatively, trying to break the silence. When Andrew simply smirked and started driving, Candy swallowed hard, her mind racing with possibilities. She knew she was stepping into uncharted territory, but the thrill of submission and the promise of pleasure kept her eager to explore.

As Andrew guided her into the poorly lit warehouse, Candy's eyes widened in astonishment. The entire space resembled a chilling scene from a horror movie, reminiscent of the unsettling atmosphere in "Saw". Weakly blinking lights, dirty floor, and an array of fetish toys laid out on a steel table. Whips, chains, leather restraints, and various other devices of pleasure and pain caught her gaze, sending a shiver down her spine. A sturdy wooden Andrew cross stood by the wall, ready to welcome the guests.

“Wow,” she breathed out, her voice barely audible over the distant hum of machinery outside. “You certainly have quite the collection.” Stepping closer to inspect the items more closely, Candy reached out a tentative hand to touch a supple leather strap. “Are these for me?” she asked innocently, looking up at Andrew with a mixture of curiosity and anticipation.

"Get naked!" Andrew ordered her. "Quickly! Everything but the heels!"

Candy followed his order straight, threw her dress on the steel table. Standing completely bare aside of her sexy high heels, she stepped to the cross.

As Andrew secured her to the wooden cross with thick leather straps, Candy let out a soft gasp, her body tensing slightly under his skilled touch. “Like this?” he asked, his voice low and husky as he adjusted the bindings to ensure maximum exposure. “Is this what you wanted, little slut?” Candy nodded eagerly, her chest heaving with anticipation. “Yes, Master,” she replied breathlessly, “tie me up however you desire. I’m yours to use as you see fit.” Once satisfied with her positioning, Andrew stepped back to admire his handiwork, his eyes roaming hungrily over Candy’s naked, bound form. “Beautiful,” he murmured approvingly.

“Can I have a request before we begin, Master?” she asked in a trembling voice.

“What that might be, slut?” Andrew asked, with a frown on his forehead.

“During the session today, could you please make sure to send pictures to my little hubby using my phone? Just to keep him entertained, you know, so he can see how you humiliate and dominate his wife,” Candy said.

"Of course, that's not a problem," the Master replied with a nonchalant grin as he reached into my wife's bag and effortlessly retrieved her phone.

He quickly snapped several photos, each shot capturing a different angle of her bound and helpless state. “How’s this?” he asked, holding up the screen for Candy to view. “Does it make you proud to see yourself like this?” My wife only nodded, so Andrew scrolled through her contact list. “What’s his name?”

“It’s just... Hubby...” my wife answered, her knees trembling with anticipation.

“How romantic...” Andrew laughed out. After sending off the images, Candy couldn’t help but let out a small moan as she anticipated my reaction. This was what she craved—being used by a cruel master who had a dirty desire for dominance and control.

As Andrew began to explore her body with his hands, Candy arched her back, pushing her breasts further outwards and exposing her slick folds to his probing fingers. “Please,” she whimpered, “touch me everywhere. Make me yours.” Her words seemed to spur Andrew on, and he delved deeper, teasing her clit and plunging two fingers into her wet heat. “Such a greedy little slut,” he growled, “you want everything, don’t you?” Candy nodded fervently, her hips bucking against his hand as she sought more stimulation. “Yes, Master,” she cried out, “give me everything. Use me however you wish. I’m your plaything, your fucktoy.” The lewd words spilled from her lips freely, fueled by the intense pleasure coursing through her veins.

Seeing the pics he sent to my phone, I sat down on my sofa and spread my legs to allow my throbbing cock some space. “Please, Andrew, go ahead and do all kinds of humiliating things to her. You can even make her rim you. And don’t forget to send pics!” I typed quickly.

As my wife's phone beeped, Andrew picked it up and showed it to her. She shot a glance at my message and felt a surge of arousal mixed with humiliation. The thought of degrading herself further, of submitting completely to their desires, sent shivers down her spine. “Yes, Master,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. “I’ll do anything you ask. Humiliate me, use me, make me your dirty little slave.” She watched intently as Andrew unbuckled his belt, freeing his erect cock from its confines. By pulling a trigger behind the cross, he lowered the whole structure so my wife’s head arrived exactly at his crotch.

Without hesitation, Candy leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lap at the tip before taking the head into her mouth.

Maintaining eye contact with Andrew, she began to suck, her cheeks hollowing as she worked her way down his length. Being tied down, she couldn’t help with her hands, so she tried to bob with her head as much as she could. When he signaled for her to stop, she released him with a pop, her lips glistening with saliva.

“Let me serve you...,” my wife murmured to her master. “Let me worship your cock with my mouth." Without hesitation, Candy took Andrew’s shaft into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive head before beginning to bob up and down along his length. The taste of him filled her senses, a salty tang that seemed to amplify the eroticism of the situation. "Mmm," she murmured appreciatively, "you taste so good... I could eat you up, Master."

"Lower! To the asshole!" I sent the text to her phone. Andrew just showed it to her, then shot another pic of her open lips along his huge cock and sent it to me.

"Pull out, Master! Let her rim you!" I typed with trembling fingers.

Feeling Andrew pull out of her with a wet pop, Candy let out a sigh of relief mixed with disappointment. However, the sight of his throbbing member beckoning her forward was enough to reignite the flames of desire within her.

Then he turned around, parting his legs and lowering his bottom to my wife’s open lips.

Candy could hardly believe what was about to happen. As much as she hated to admit it, the idea of rimming Andrew excited her beyond measure. Without waiting for anything, she raised her head so she could reach her master’s asshole with her tongue.

“Lick my back door, bitch!” Andrew’s harsh voice shot through the silence of the warehouse.

At Andrew’s command, Candy pushed her head right between her master’s cheeks, her breath hot against the smooth skin. "Are you sure, Master?" she asked hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper. "I’ve never done this before... But if it pleases you, I’ll try my best." Taking a deep breath, Candy extended her tongue, delicately tracing the rim of Andrew’s anus. The musky scent and unique texture of his sphincter filled her nostrils and tantalized her taste buds. "It smells so... primal," she remarked, her curiosity piqued. "May I proceed, Master? I want to make you feel good..."

Andrew reached behind and shot another pic of my wife doing the perverted act. Seeing the hot image of her humiliation and degradation, I had to release my cock not to cum too early.

"That’s it, lick his ass!" I urged in a new text.

Inhaling deeply, Candy dove in, her tongue circling Andrew’s puckered hole with increasing pressure. The intimate act sent a thrill through her body, awakening a hidden part of her sexuality. "Mmm, yes," she hummed approvingly, "your ass tastes so masculine, Master. So raw and powerful." Emboldened by her own words, Candy began to lap more vigorously, alternating between broad strokes and pointed jabs. She relished the feeling of Andrew tensing beneath her ministrations, knowing that she was bringing him pleasure. "I love servicing you like this," she admitted shamelessly, "using my mouth to bring you closer to release. Tell me how to make it better, Master. I want to be your perfect slave.

“Just go in deeper, bitch!” Andrew ordered, sending me the pics one by one. Back home, I opened my favorite beer so I could keep it up longer.

Encouraged by Andrew’s praise, Candy doubled her efforts, lavishing attention on his twitching hole. She alternated between long licks and quick flicks of her tongue, exploring every crevice and ridge. "Your ass is so responsive," she murmured appreciatively, "every touch makes you squirm. Does that mean you’re enjoying it, Master?" The slick sound of her tongue slathering against his skin filled the room, an obscene symphony that echoed off the walls. "Keep going," he commanded gruffly, "make yourself useful. Your master needs your service."

Hearing Andrew’s words, Candy’s heart pounded with excitement. She redoubled her efforts, burying her face deeper between his cheeks. "Like this, Master?" she asked breathlessly, "Is this how you want me to worship your ass?" She pushed her tongue further inside, wiggling it around until she met resistance. The sensation of being filled in such an intimate way sent shivers up her spine, fueling her determination to please him. "I’ll be your personal fucktoy," she promised, "anytime you need me, I’ll be here licking your ass and sucking your cock. Just say the word, Master, and I’ll obey."

Lost in the throes of her servitude, Candy focused entirely on Andrew’s pleasure. Her tongue delved deeper into his ass, exploring every nook and cranny while her hands grasped firmly at his thighs. "I want to make you cum," she whispered seductively, "with just my mouth and my tongue, I’ll have you shooting ropes of cum all over my face." The thought alone sent a surge of arousal coursing through her veins. She imagined the warm spurts coating her cheeks, dripping down her chin, and staining her lips with his essence. It was a fantasy so lewd, so debauched, yet she craved it with an intensity that surprised even herself.

Driven by her desires, Candy intensified her oral assault on Andrew's ass. Her tongue probed relentlessly, coaxing sounds of pleasure from him that only fueled her hunger for more. "Do you like that, Master?" she asked coyly. "Does my tongue feel good there?" She could practically taste his satisfaction. Each moan and grunt spurred her on, driving her to new heights of depravity. "I'm going to make you cum so hard," she vowed, "my tongue is going to send you over the edge."

Feeling Andrew's muscles clench around her tongue, she knew he was close. My wife doubled my efforts, focusing all her energy on the task at hand. "Cum for me, Master," she urged, "let go and cover me with your seed. I want to taste you, to swallow every drop." With a final determined push, she buried her face deeper into his ass, pushing her tongue as far as it would go. The tight heat of his sphincter squeezed her tongue, milking it for every last sensation. "That's it," she cooed encouragingly, "give it to me. Cover your little slut with your cum."

As Andrew's orgasm crashed over her, she felt his ass clamp down on her tongue like a vice. The sensation was intense, almost painful, but she reveled in it, knowing that she was the cause of his ecstasy. "Yessss," she hissed, "cum for me, Master.” The first splash of cum hit her tits, and the second flew to her belly. Spurt after spurt followed, each one sending a fresh wave of pleasure on her trembling body. "Thank you, Master," she gasped into the asshole above her head, "thank you for using me so thoroughly."

As the last remnants of Andrew's cum dribbled from his spent cock, Candy slowly withdrew her tongue from his ass.

"That was incredible, Master," she sighed contentedly, "you've shown me a side of myself I never knew existed.”

“I know, baby!” Andrew stated and shot another pic for me, this time of my wife's cum-covered body. Candy looked up at him with adoring eyes, her face flushed and glistening with sweat. The air was heavy with the scent of sex, a heady aroma that filled her lungs and invigorated her senses. "How may I serve you now, Master?" she asked softly.

Gazing up at Andrew with wide, expectant eyes, she waited patiently for his command. She could see the satisfaction etched onto his features, a look that warmed her heart and stoked the fires of my submission.

"Anything you desire, Master," she murmured, "I am ready to serve you however you wish."

Andrew stepped beside the cross and released my wife’s limbs one by one. Slowly rising to her feet, she took a moment to stretch out the kinks from her recent exertions. Her curves rippled enticingly under the soft light, drawing his gaze like a magnet.

"I'm gonna fuck your ass now, slut," Andrew stated bluntly, watching the thrill of anticipation race through her body.

At his blunt statement, Candy's heart skipped a beat. A thrill of anticipation raced down her spine, electrifying her already sensitive nerves. "Yes, Master," she breathed out, "fuck my ass. Make me yours in every way possible." As she saw no need to delay any longer, she took the initiative and started to make her way without any additional directions. First, she kneaded her breasts gently, pinching and rolling her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. Then, stepping on the steel table, she lowered herself to her knees once again, spreading her legs wide apart. "Take me however you want, Master," she said, "use me, abuse me, claim me as your own."

Candy watched intently as her master prepared himself, pouring lubricant on his hardening member. Her eyes were glued to the sight of his massive cock springing free from his grip. A shiver ran down her spine at the sheer size of his rod, and she couldn't help but wonder if her tight ass could accommodate such a beast. "Please, Master," she begged, "show me how a real man fucks. Stretch my ass open and fill me with your thick cock." She positioned herself on the table, presenting her rear end to me invitingly. Reaching back, she spread her cheeks wide, exposing the pink pucker of her anus. "Claim your property, Master," she urged, "make me scream with pleasure as you ravage my ass."

Andrew shot another pic of the filthy sight and sent it to me which almost made me cum. The man angrily tossed the phone onto the table where my wife was sitting, the device landing with a thud beside her.

“Show him how I prepare you!” He ordered and turned to the toys. Candy quickly grabbed the phone and started typing to me.

The first picture she sent to me showed a small butt plug.

“Dear Husband,” the message read. “Andrew wants to prepare me for his big cock first. He's starting with this tiny butt plug...”

She sent the message, wincing slightly as she felt the cold plastic press against her asshole. Master Andrew took his time pulling and pushing the plug in my wife’s tight back door, pouring a gracious amount of lubricant into her

Then Candy attached another photo, this time showing a larger anal bead string.

“He moves on to these bigger beads. They'll help stretch me out bit by bit.”

She bit her lip, feeling the first bead slide inside her. Andrew pushed them inside one by one, relentlessly, applying even more lube now. Then he tossed the bottle between Candy’s knees and just moved the string in and out until it went without any restraint.

The third photo shows a medium-sized silicone dildo.

“Andrew getting serious now, I hope he will not destroy my back door with this! It's making me so wet!” my wife typed. Only a few minutes later the master switched to an even larger one.

“He's switching to this huge toy now!” She wrote to me. “I can barely fit it in, but Andrew insists it's necessary prep for his cock.”

She let out a shaky breath as the dildo sank deeper into her ass. Andrew played with it for a longer time now, even jerking off with his free hand while doing so.

A fifth photo showed a set of anal training balls.

“The next step is these balls - they're supposed to help me adjust to being filled. But honestly, I just want Andrew's cock already!”

Her words were cut short as she felt the cool metal touch her entrance.

Candy's hands shook as she snapped a picture of the anal stretching kit.

“Now he's breaking out the big guns - an anal stretching kit! This is getting intense...”

The final photo showed her lying on the bed, her ass lifted high and spread wide, a large dilator inserted deep within her.

“I know it's all worth it for Andrew's cock. I can't wait to feel him inside me.”

She sent the photos off, biting back a moan as the dilator stretched her tight hole.

“Get on you all fours,” Andrew said finally, his rock-hard cock pointing straight at my wife’s sweaty body. Candy did so in a moment, allowing the Master to shoot another picture of her gaping, open asshole for me. Then he set the mobile to live streaming mode, so I can watch and enjoy my wife’s anal humiliation live.

“Show your  hubby how much you crave my cock!” Andrew stated. Candy realized that I was watching their perversions live, and she really wanted to show that he has complete control over her pleasure - or lack thereof.

“Please let Andrew take your asshole and cum inside, so I can lick it out later!” I typed, not being sure the message popped up above the live feed.

But Candy answered as she felt a surge of excitement coursing through her veins, fueling the burning need that consumed her. *Yes, Master,” she breathed out, “I’ll let Andrew take my ass and fill me up. I want to be dripping with his cum when I get home.” With renewed vigor, she spread her legs wider, presenting her dripping cunt and swollen clit to her Master. She reached behind herself, spreading her cheeks even further apart. “Make sure you fuck me hard enough to make me cum,” she pleaded, “and don't forget to give me a good spanking!” Her words hang heavily in the air, punctuated by the sound of her own desperate panting.*

As Andrew lined himself up with Candy's eager hole, she couldn't help but marvel at the sheer size of him. His thick cock looked almost comical against her petite frame, and she wondered how she'll possibly manage to take him all. *Oh god, Master,” she gasped, “you're so big! I don't know if I can handle it.” But despite her doubts, Candy pushed back against Andrew, silently begging him to enter her. She needed this - needed him - more than she had ever needed anything before. “Please, Master,” she whimpered, “take me. Claim me as your own. Ruin me for anyone else.” Her words were cut off by a sharp cry as Andrew finally pushed past her tight ring of muscle, sinking into her hot, slick depths.

Candy braced herself for the impending intrusion. She felt his thick cock throbbing in her asshole, the tip nudging insistently at her tight entrance. "Please, take it slow, Master," she pleaded, her voice strained with a mix of anticipation and fear, her words quivering in the air. "I know it’s gonna hurt a bit, but I want to please you.”

With a firm grip on her hips, Andrew began to push forward, gradually stretching Candy’s back door around his substantial girth. She winced at the initial discomfort but soon found herself relaxing into the sensation, her body adapting to accommodate him. "Mmm, yes," she moaned softly, "you’re so big... It feels strange, but good. Keep going, Master." As Andrew sank deeper inside her, Candy couldn’t help but marvel at the depravity of her actions.

As Andrew continued to thrust into her, Candy let out a series of muffled moans, each one punctuated by the slap of skin against skin. Her ass bounced rhythmically with every stroke, accentuating the fullness within her. "Oh God!" she exclaimed between gasps, "it’s so deep! I can feel you filling me up..." Despite the burning ache that radiated throughout her lower half, Candy couldn’t deny the intense pleasure coursing through her veins. Every inch of Andrew buried inside her sent waves of ecstasy crashing over her senses. "More, Master," she begged desperately, "fuck me harder! Make me yours!"

The sensation of being filled so completely was overwhelming, sending waves of pleasure crashing through Candy's body. Each thrust of Andrew's hips drove him deeper into her, stretching her walls until she thought she might burst. "Ohhh... fuck!" she cried out straight into the camera. It felt thrilling to see my lovely wife’s face being contorted from pleasure. "He's so fucking big! I can't believe I'm taking him like this." But despite the discomfort—or maybe because of it—Candy found herself pushing back against Andrew harder, craving more of that delicious pain mixed with pleasure. "Keep going," she panted, "don't stop! Fill me up until I'm overflowing with your cum."

Candy's body quivered under the onslaught of Andrew's powerful thrusts. With each push, she felt herself being driven further onto his cock, her ass stretching to accommodate him. "I can't... I can't take anymore," she gasped between ragged breaths, "but I want it... I want everything you have." Desperate for release, she arched her back and pushed her ass higher into the air, offering herself up to Andrew completely. The sensation of being so full, so stretched and used, was unlike anything she'd ever experienced before. "Don't hold back," she begged, "give me everything you've got."

As Andrew continued to pound into her, Candy could hardly contain herself. Every thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating from her core, intensifying with each passing second. "Ohhhh fuck... yes!" she screamed, "right there! Don't stop... please!" Her asshole clenched around Andrew's cock instinctively, trying to milk him for all he was worth. She could feel his length throbbing inside her, signaling that he was close. "Cum inside me," she pleaded, "fill me up until I'm dripping with your seed."

Andrew's movements became more erratic as he neared his climax. I could see his face on the screen right behind Candy’s messy hair. He pounded into Candy with a ferocity that left her gasping for air, her body shaking uncontrollably beneath him. "Fuck yeah..." he grunted, "I'm gonna cum..." And then, without warning, he exploded inside her. His hot cum filled her up, coating her back door in warmth and marking her as his property. "Holy shit," Candy managed to gasp out, "that was incredible." She collapsed onto the cold surface of the table, spent and satisfied. The feeling of Andrew's cock still buried deep within her was both comforting and exhilarating; proof that she truly belonged to him now.

As Andrew pulled out of her, Candy couldn't help but moan at the sudden emptiness. She felt his cum leaking out of her, dripping down her thighs and pooling on the gray surface below. "Mmmm... thank you, honey," she purred into the camera, "for letting Andrew use me like that. I loved every second of it." Rolling onto her back, she spread her legs invitingly, giving me a clear view of her messy hole. A few drops of Andrew's cum trickled out, glistening in the light. "I hope you’ll enjoy cleaning me up," she said with a wicked grin, "because I plan on making quite the mess for you." Candy knew I would relish the task of licking her clean, savoring the taste of Andrew's essence mingled with her own arousal.

"But before coming home," I suggested, typing like crazy, "let Andrew give you a golden shower."

"A golden shower?" Candy repeated, her eyes widening with surprise and excitement. The idea of receiving such a degrading yet intimate act from Andrew sent a thrill through her body. "Okay, honey," she agreed eagerly, "I will let Andrew piss all over me before he leaves. I want to be covered in his urine, marked as his dirty little slut." Candy turned to face Andrew, who was still standing beside the table, his softening cock glistening with their combined fluids. She reached out and took hold of his shaft, stroking it gently. "Come on, Master," she coaxed, "soak me in your piss until I shine like gold."

I could clearly see the Master’s face turning into an evil grin. He closed his eyes, relaxed for a moment, then popped open when the pearl stream began to flow from the head of his cock. Candy felt the warm stream from Andrew hit her skin, and a low moan of pleasure escaped her lips. The sensation of being peed on was strange and uncomfortable at first, but she quickly grew accustomed to it. "Ohhhh... fuck," she groaned, "that's so hot." Each squirt of Andrew's piss covered more of her body, soaking her hair, running down her breasts and stomach, trickling between her legs. "Keep going," she urged, "don't stop until every inch of me is dripping wet."

By the time Andrew finished his golden shower, Candy was drenched in his urine. Her hair hung heavy with moisture, and her makeup was smeared to ruins. But instead of feeling disgusted or ashamed, she felt empowered—claimed by Andrew and ready for whatever came next.

As Andrew stepped away from the table, Candy took a moment to savor the sensation. The cool liquid clung to her skin, mixing with her sweat and cum, creating an intoxicating blend of scents. "Thank you, Master," she murmured, "that was incredible." With a sigh of contentment, she lay back down on the table and watched as Andrew dressed up once again. She admired how his muscles flexed under his shirt as he moved around the room, preparing to leave.

"Take care," she whispered softly, "and remember me while you're gone."
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I wrote a quick message: "Now come back home, little slut wife."

Candy quickly got off the bed at my command and began to dress on. Her large breasts swayed slightly as she moved, her nipples hard from the chill of the warehouse.

"Okay, honey," she replied obediently, "I'm coming right back." Candy hurried to obey me, eager to please me after her encounter with Andrew. She wanted nothing more than to serve me however I desired, knowing that satisfying me would bring her ultimate satisfaction as well.

After just thirty minutes, she arrived back home in a taxi. She didn't pay attention to what the driver might have thought of her smudged mascara and disheveled hair as she hastily made her way inside. Once indoors, she carelessly discarded all her clothes, not giving a second thought to the mess she had left on the floor.

"On your knees," I commanded.

Without hesitation, Candy dropped to her knees before me, her eyes fixed on my feet as she waited for further instructions.

"How may I serve you, honey?" she asked softly. The sight of my bare feet made her heart race with anticipation.

"Look at yourself, where is the respectable, silent housewife?” I asked, amused a bit. “Since you were accepted to the university, you've been fucked by strangers, double penetrated, pissed on, cummed on. So tell me, who are you really?"

Candy slowly raised her gaze from my feet, looking up at me with wide eyes. She swallowed hard, feeling a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. "I... I don't know who I am anymore," she admitted quietly. "All these things... they've changed me, made me into someone new." Her voice trembled as she spoke, but there was no denying the truth in her words. From the moment she stepped foot into this world, everything about her had been transformed—her desires, her needs, even her identity. "But if that's what you want from me," she continued, "then that's who I am now. Your dirty little slut wife who gets fucked by anyone and everyone you command."

"Great!” I grinned. “Now I command you to stay on your knees and let me fuck your face!"

Upon hearing my command, Candy nodded her head silently in acknowledgement.. "As you wish, honey," she murmured, "please use my mouth however you desire." She opened her mouth wide, offering me access to her well-used throat. Her tongue slid out to lick at the tip of my cock teasingly, hinting at what I could expect if I allowed her to continue.

As I thrust my throbbing member into her wet mouth, Candy closed her eyes and savored the sensation. My cock filled her mouth completely, pushing past her lips and hitting the back of her throat. "Mmm..." she hummed around my steel-hard member, "you feel so good inside me." Her hands reached up to grip my thighs tightly, steadying herself as I started to move. Each thrust pushed more of me deeper into her mouth, forcing her to open wider to accommodate me. But despite the discomfort, she found herself enjoying it, reveling in the chance to please me in such an intimate way.

"I've been saving this up while you were out, getting fucked by strangers," I said, my voice heavy with arousal. "Now drink my cum, here it is."

Candy gasped as my thick, hot load shot deep into her mouth. She barely had time to swallow before another spurt followed, then another and another. I surely had saved up quite a bit, filling her mouth to overflowing. "Mmmph!" she managed to mumble around my cock, "so much...!" She tried her best to swallow every drop of my cum, but some inevitably leaked out of the corners of her mouth and dribbled down her chin. But rather than feeling disgusted or ashamed, Candy found herself excited by the mess she had made.

"Drink it all! Careful! There's a drop on the floor! Lick it up!" The words I spoke to her sent a shiver down Candy's spine. She eagerly swallowed the last of my cum, relishing the taste and texture coating her tongue and the back of her throat. "All right, honey," she said breathlessly, "I'll make sure not a single drop goes to waste." Her eyes followed my gaze to the small puddle of cum on the floor beside her knee. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and lapped it up with her tongue, making sure to get every last bit. "All cleaned up," she reported, sitting back on her heels and grinning up at me with a satisfied glint in her eye.

"Now remain on your knees!” I continued, feeling a bit less on edge. “I was jerking off while you were out, getting fucked. And all the sperm is in here, frosted."

Candy's eyes widened in surprise and delight as I revealed the frosty container filled with my seed. Where we usually kept our ice, now several loads of cum were sparkling. She looked up at me, biting her lower lip in anticipation. "Oh, wow," she murmured, "it's so cold..." She reached out hesitantly toward the container, wanting to touch it but afraid of the coldness. Then, remembering my command, she quickly pulled back and placed both hands firmly on her knees instead. "May I... May I lick it?" she asked hopefully, "I promise I won't spill any."

"I'm gonna make a cocktail,” I announced like a perverted waiter. “The cum will serve as ice in it. What kind of cocktail do you prefer?" I asked.

Candy blinked in astonishment, her eyebrows shooting up as she was caught off guard by the abrupt shift in conversation. Her mind raced as she tried to process the unexpected change in topic. However, she quickly recovered, asking "A cocktail? That sounds... interesting," she said with a soft laugh, and as for her preferred cocktail, she paused for a moment, thinking back on all the drinks she had tried over the years. Finally, she decided on one that always reminded her of lazy summer days spent lounging by the pool. "I love mojitos," she confessed, "the sweetness of rum mixed with fresh lime juice and mint leaves... it's so refreshing."

I nodded, "Great, remain on your knees and tell me how that disgusting sex made you feel, while I prepare your cocktail."

Candy took a deep breath, trying to gather her thoughts as she prepared to recount the intense sexual experiences she had recently had. Her cheeks flushed slightly with embarrassment, but she knew I wanted honesty. "It was... overwhelming," she began, "being used by these guys, having my body violated in ways I never thought possible... It was terrifying at first. But as I submitted to their desires, something strange happened." She looked down at her hands, fidgeting with her fingers nervously.

"I started to enjoy it," she admitted, "the pleasure, the pain, the loss of control... it made me feel alive in a way I never have before. Like I was truly living, experiencing life to its fullest extent." A small, shy smile played on her lips as she recalled the sensations.

"And the cum," she added, her voice dropping to a whisper, almost reverent. "The cum inside me, coating my insides, marking me as theirs... it felt so primal, so right. Like I was meant to be filled and used, to serve as a receptacle for their pleasure." She took a shaky breath, her eyes glazed over as she relived the memories. "Sometimes during those encounters, I'd catch a glimpse of myself in a mirror, see the look of ecstasy on my face, and I wouldn't recognize the person staring back. But it wasn't a bad thing – it was liberating, freeing me from the constraints of my old self." Candy's gaze drifted upward, meeting my eyes. "So, in answer to your question, being used in such a degrading, filthy manner made me feel powerful, desired, and completely owned."

"Her words hung heavy in the tense silence that enveloped them, leaving no room for misinterpretation. She had bared her soul, unveiling the tumultuous and dark desires that lay hidden within the depths of her heart. As she finished speaking, her voice barely above a whisper, she added, "There, that's exactly how it made me feel."

I smiled warmly as I brought her the exquisite glass she had requested. "That sounds amazing, baby," I said, filled with pride and happiness. "I'm so proud of you for all that you've accomplished." With genuine joy, I handed her the perfectly crafted cocktail. including my frosted cum swimming on top of it.

Candy watched in awe as I presented the finished cocktail, complete with a floating layer of semi-frozen cum atop the vibrant green liquid. She couldn't help but let out a little giggle at the sight. "Wow, it looks amazing," she said, "almost too pretty to drink. Almost." She delicately grasped the glass from my hand, treating it with care as she raised it to her lips. The rim of the glass grazed her lower lip, creating a cool and smooth sensation against her warm skin. She inhaled deeply, taking in the mingled scents of rum, lime, mint, and something else—the unmistakable musk of my large dose of semen. "Thank you," she whispered, "for all the support you’ve given me. For allowing me to do all these..."

“Your pleasure is also mine,” I added with a playful smile. “I’m so proud of you! Oh, and there's one more thing to make this drink extra spicy!!”

*Spicy? she asked playfully, “I can handle spicy. Bring it on!”

Standing in front of my naked, freshly fucked, tired wife, I grabbed my hard cock. It took only a few seconds to jerk myself off again, and I sprayed one last fresh load from my cock into her drink.

Candy gasped audibly as I relieved my last drops into the cocktail. She was holding the glass steady, careful not to let any drop fall aside. As my hot seed splashed into the cocktail, mixing with the icy remnants and creating a swirling pattern of white and green, Candy couldn't help but let out a low, throaty chuckle. "Just like that," she says teasingly, "making my drink even spicier. You're full of surprises today, aren't you?”

When there wasn’t anything left, I dropped the head of my softening cock into the cool liquid.  I let it slide in slightly, washing down every bit of semen I just produced. Then, with a playful grin, she brought the glass to her lips again, savoring the taste of my cum combined with the sweet tanginess of the mojito.

“Drink it to the last drop, baby!!

Candy nodded eagerly, determined to obey my command. She took a slow sip, letting the complex flavors dance on her tongue. The initial chill of the frozen cum gave way to the crispness of the mint, followed by the rich, velvety texture of the rum and the subtle tartness of the lime. "Mmm..." she hummed in approval, savoring each mouthful. As she approached the bottom of the glass, she deliberately savored each sip, savoring the delightful taste and not wanting the experience to end. "This is the last drop," she confirmed, tilting the glass to ensure she savored every last bit of the liquid. A few lingering droplets remained on the edge, and with a graceful movement, she used her tongue to savor them. "Absolutely delicious," she whispered appreciatively.

Candy set the empty glass aside, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She felt a sense of contentment wash over her, knowing she had pleased me with her enthusiasm and appreciation for my unique creations. "That was absolutely fantastic," she praised, "a perfect blend of flavors and... other ingredients." She glanced up at me through her lashes, a hint of mischief sparkling in her eyes. "I must say, I'm impressed by your creativity and willingness to push boundaries," she continued. "It's not every day someone serves up a drink with such... personal touches." She rose gracefully to her feet, moving closer to me until she stood mere inches away. Her breasts brushed against my chest as she reached up to loop her arms around my neck. "But then again," she whispered conspiratorially, "you always manage to surprise me."

Candy leaned in closer, her body pressing firmly against mine. Her hands slid down my back, tracing the contours of my form before settling on my hips. "You always manage to surprise me," she admitted, "and I can't get enough of it."

She let out a soft sigh, her breath tickling my ear as she spoke.

"I hope you know," she murmured, "how much I cherish our time together. It's not just about the physical intimacy or the delicious cocktails you create... although those certainly don't hurt." Her fingers tightened slightly on my hips, pulling me just a fraction closer if possible. "It's about the trust we share," she continued, "the way you allow me to explore my deepest desires, to be the woman I've always wanted to be. And for that, I'm forever grateful."

"And I'm grateful for all your lust and energy," I replied.

Candy's heart swelled with emotion at my words, her eyes shining with adoration. She pressed a tender kiss to my jawline, her lips lingering for a moment. "Your appreciation means the world to me," she whispered. "Knowing that I can bring you joy and satisfaction in return is truly the greatest reward." 

“This was amazing, baby. Now relax, you'll have to do much more as the lectures really start.”

Candy chuckled softly, looking at me with a sultry smile. *Don't worry,” she reassured me, “I'm always ready for more...,” she murmured, “after tonight, 'lectures' won't seem so bad anymore...”
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It's been just a couple of weeks since my wife began her exciting new university course. Since then, she has experienced a great amount of porn-like adventures. But when the new lessons started, she devoted her focus to meticulously reviewing and studying all the textbooks and PowerPoint presentations that had been provided to her.

On a quiet Wednesday afternoon, I returned home earlier than usual from work and discovered Candy in the kitchen, preparing dinner. Her surprise at my early arrival was evident as she stood in her apron, stooping to rummage in one of the lower cupboards.

"Hey there," I greeted with a smile, "How did your psychology course go at the university today?"

Candy looked startled as she turned around. "Oh, I didn't expect you to be back so early," she said, her cheeks turning a faint shade of pink. "The class was actually quite interesting. I think I'm starting to get the hang of it." She seemed a little flustered, hastily adding, "I was just about to start preparing dinner and was getting the ingredients ready."

"Wait, why are you red? Did something happen? Maybe a gangbang?" I teased, noticing her flustered state.

She quickly attempted to laugh it off, saying, "No, no, nothing like that. I just got a little turned around in there." As she spoke, her eyes darted away shyly.

"Alright, come on, you can admit it now. How many guys were participating?" I joked, pressing her for an answer.

Candy took a deep breath, her voice barely above a whisper. "There were three... and they all touched me." She looked down, unable to meet my gaze. "I couldn’t stop them, honey... they made me do things..."

"What kind of things?" I asked, my curiosity piqued.

Tears started to form in her eyes as she recounted the ordeal, her voice shaking. "They... they fingered me, honey. All three of them. And then... one of them put his cock in my mouth. I had to suck him off." She broke down, sobbing.

"Wow," I said, trying to process what she had just told me. "Please start at the beginning."

Sniffling, Candy paused to collect herself, taking a deep breath before recounting the events. "It was right after my psychology class had finished for the day. While walking back to campus, a vibrant flyer caught my eye as it was taped to the bulletin board. The flyer advertised a study group that offered the opportunity to earn extra credit and receive assistance with assignments. Intrigued, I made the spontaneous decision to attend the meeting, hoping that it would prove to be advantageous.

"Upon my arrival at the specified location, a nondescript dorm situated on the outskirts of the college, I encountered around twelve other students who had already gathered there. The leader, a tall and muscular individual by the name of Marcus, elucidated that our study sessions would encompass activities beyond conventional textbook discussions, incorporating team-building exercises. Initially, the atmosphere appeared innocuous. We engaged in icebreaker games and deliberated on our coursework. However, events eventually took a rather ominous turn."

Her voice trembled as she continued. "Marcus announced that it was time for our team-building exercise. He instructed us to line up against one wall of the room. Then he began selecting participants randomly—pulling each person into another room where their identities were concealed behind heavy drapes. The first girl chosen was taken into another room and they left the door ajar so we could all see what was going on. Two guys stripped her naked before subjecting her to intense verbal humiliation while a third one restrained her arms behind her back."

Candy shuddered as she recounted the memory, her voice trailing off as she added, "That was the moment I realized this wasn't going to be just another mundane study session..."

Intrigued, I leaned in closer and asked, "What exactly did they do to her?"

Her words descended to a hushed, almost inaudible murmur, laden with an overwhelming sense of fear and humiliation. "They... they forced her onto all fours, spreading her legs wide apart. One guy stood behind her while another knelt between her thighs. They started fingering her pussy together, wearing black latex gloves... And then they switched places. The guy who was fingering her moved up to take the spot behind her while the other guy slid down until he was right in front of her face. He pulled out his big hard cock and told her to lick it clean while the other guy kept fucking her tight wet cunt."

"How long were you able to watch this?" I inquired, my gaze fixed on her face.

Candy swallowed hard, her eyes darting nervously around the room before finally meeting mine. "I watched for maybe five minutes before I felt myself growing wetter and wetter. My nipples were hard as rocks, and my clit throbbed painfully."

"What did they do in those five minutes?" I inquired, curious about the details.

Her voice quivered with emotion as she relayed the events. "They fucked her relentlessly, switching positions every few seconds. One minute they were both pounding into her from either end; the next they’d switch roles so that one was thrusting into her pussy while the other buried himself balls deep inside her dripping wet snatch. They were grunting and groaning loudly, clearly enjoying it immensely. The sound of skin slapping against flesh echoed throughout the room, mixing with their lewd moans to create an intoxicating symphony of pleasure and pain. After what seemed like an eternity but was probably less than ten minutes total, Marcus called out again for another "volunteer". This time, it was my turn..."

I leaned in closer, eagerly asking, "Wow! Where did they take you?"

"They escorted me into a different room," my wife murmured, "forcing me to kneel on the icy metal table, pressing my hands against its surface." I remember feeling terrified, my heart racing in my chest as I awaited whatever filthy things they had planned for me. Marcus loomed over me, his eyes gleaming with sadistic intent. He roughly grabbed my hair, yanking my head back to expose my throat. 'Open wide,' he growled, shoving his thick cock past my lips before I could protest. He thrust its head to my throat, the taste of his cock overwhelmed my senses in a moment."

Sobbing quietly, she continued her filthy tale. "As he forced his way deeper into my mouth, I felt a sudden surge of fear and confusion. But instead of resisting, something unexpected happened—I found myself becoming aroused by the situation. One of the other students stepped forward and gently stroked my cheek, whispering words of encouragement as he helped me relax. Then he took out a whip!"

Gasping aloud at the memory, she recounted, "A third one stripped me quickly, to leave me kneeling naked on that cold table. I knew what was coming next but still couldn’t believe it when he grabbed a cheap whip and started whipping my exposed rear end with swift strokes. Each lash sent jolts of electrifying pain shooting through my body, causing me to buck wildly underneath them. But despite—or perhaps because of—the agony coursing through me, I found myself getting increasingly turned on by the experience. My pussy dripped steadily onto the table below while my nipples hardened even further against my will."

Candy wiped away a tear streaking down her cheek, forcing herself to continue. "Eventually, Marcus pulled out of my mouth and nodded at one of the other men. With a wicked grin, he positioned himself behind me and slowly pushed into my soaking wet cunt. It hurt so much yet felt so good all at once. His cock stretched me open impossibly wide as he pounded mercilessly into me over and over again."

Her breath hitched as she recounted the story. "The muscular man behind me gripped my hips tightly, driving himself deeper and harder into me from behind. Meanwhile, the one who had wielded the whip now used it to stroke my sensitive clit, eliciting gasps of delight with every touch. He even slapped my face a  few times lightly, just to let me know who was in charge there. As I neared the edge of ecstasy, Marcus returned, forcefully pushing his way back into my mouth. The smell and favor of my pussy fluids overwhelmed my senses. Despite the discomfort, I couldn’t deny the thrill that surged through me at being completely dominated by these powerful strangers."

"How else did they dominate you, baby?" I asked, intrigued by her tale.

Gulping down a lump in her throat, she continued. "They kept using me for their pleasure, alternating between taking turns fucking me senseless and using various toys to stimulate different parts of my body. I was blindfolded and gagged so I couldn’t see or speak. They tied ropes around my wrists and ankles, attaching them to hooks embedded in the ceiling above me. As they fucked me raw from behind, they would pull upwards on these restraints, causing my breasts to swing freely beneath me."

"Could you even scream?" I asked softly.

Shaking her head, she responded in a barely audible whisper, "No, I couldn’t make a sound. A ball gag filled my entire mouth, muffling any cries for help or pleas for mercy. All I could do was submit to their whims, enduring the relentless assault on my body as they used me for their twisted desires. Sometimes they would stop abruptly, leaving me hanging limply from the restraints, my abused holes throbbing with need. Other times, they would prolong the torture, keeping me on the brink of orgasm indefinitely before denying me release once more. It was a never-ending cycle of degradation and arousal..."

"How could they keep up with their cocks to your hunger?" I pressed further, curious about her experience.

Candy paused to collect herself, finally managing to answer. "They were incredibly fit and well-endowed. Their stamina was unbelievable, especially considering how often they came back for more after recovering from previous rounds of sex. I think part of it had to do with their sadistic mindset—they got off on seeing me squirm under their control, feeling powerless as they ravaged every inch of my body without mercy."

"Every inch?" I requested, intrigued.

Blushing furiously, she lowered her gaze to the ground. "Well, there was the constant humiliation of being bound and used like some sort of sexual toy. They didn't care about my feelings or comfort—all that mattered was satisfying their own perverse needs. They made sure to use every hole I had available—my mouth, pussy, and asshole. And not just once or twice either. Over and over again until I was nothing more than a whimpering mess begging for relief. And then there were the degrading acts they subjected me to, like having my breasts whipped until they were sore and swollen, or being forced onto all fours while they took turns fucking me from both ends simultaneously..."

Her face flushed bright red as she struggled to put the words together. "They also... umm... played with my cum during and after sex. Licking it off my thighs, feeding it to each other, rubbing it all over my body..." She trailed off, unable to meet my gaze. "And sometimes, when I was particularly obedient, they would allow me to cum... but only after they had milked every last drop of pleasure from my convulsing body. It was like they owned my orgasms as much as they owned my physical form."

"How many times did you cum?" I asked, leaning in closer.

Candy swallowed hard and looked away, clearly uncomfortable recounting such details. "I lost count eventually. I had some multiple orgasms—usually right before or after they fucked me senseless. But most of those weren’t real climaxes, though... just intense waves of pleasure caused by their rough handling and relentless pursuit of my submission. True orgasms were rare treats reserved for when I pleased them sufficiently or if they decided to reward me for being especially compliant."

"Did they use any protection?" I asked, concerned.

She shook her head, biting her lip nervously. "No, they didn’t bother with condoms or anything like that. It was clear from the start that they enjoyed spraying loads after loads inside my unprotected pussy... In fact, towards the end of our time together, Marcus actually shot his load directly inside me. He seemed proud of himself for doing so, boasting about how he could fill me up like that without any assistance."

"Oh my god—what about the other guy, the one with the whip?" I asked, horrified and intrigued at the same time.

Candy shuddered involuntarily, recalling the incident. "After another brutal session where he whipped me mercilessly and fucked me roughly, he suddenly stopped mid-thrust and pulled out. Then, he aimed his pulsating cock straight at my face and unleashed a torrent of hot semen directly into my open mouth. I had no choice but to swallow it all down, choking and sputtering as he laughed at my distress. Afterward, he patted my cheek patronizingly and told me how lucky I was to have such a potent seed inside me..."

"Oh my god. Did they let you go after that?" I asked, trying to understand how it all ended.

She nodded with a loud sigh. "Yes, eventually they let me go. But not before making it perfectly clear that this wasn’t over—that they would find me again someday and resume where they left off. They warned me not to forget what happened here today or try running away from my destiny as their personal slave..."

"Oh my god, this is so hot!" I blurted out, unable to hide my reaction.

Looking up at me with a mix of shame and arousal, she whispered, "I know... it's sickening how turned on I get thinking about it. Even now, reliving those memories makes my body react in ways it shouldn’t." She shifted uncomfortably, feeling a familiar warmth spreading between her legs. "It's like my mind knows this is wrong, but my body craves the dominance and control those men exerted over me..." She trailed off, blushing deeply as she realized the implications of her confession.

"That's okay, baby. I’m not mad at you at all," I reassured her, trying to comfort her. ""Let's see how tomorrow goes. You have that important exam, so I hope everything goes well for you."

Candy nodded slowly, taking a deep breath and trying to compose herself. "Yeah, I remember. Tomorrow’s a big day." She stood up, smoothing out her clothes and attempting to regain some semblance of normalcy. "Thanks for listening, baby. It means a lot to me that you’re willing to understand my... unique situation." She gave me a small, appreciative smile before heading towards the door. "I should probably get some rest now. I don’t want to be tired for the exam. Goodnight, honey!" With that, she exited the room, her mind still reeling from the intense emotions and memories stirred up during our conversation.
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As I returned home on Friday after a long week, I savored the peaceful atmosphere of the empty house. I hung up my jacket and pondered our weekend agenda. With the kids staying at their grandparents' place, Candy and I had the entire weekend to ourselves. Stepping into the living room, I discovered Candy sitting on the sofa, engrossed in her phone, her weary expression indicating that she had also felt the weight of the week.

"Hey there," I greeted her with a warm smile. "It looks like you're feeling pretty relaxed. You had your psychology exam today, didn't you? How do you think it went?"

Her face immediately brightened up.

"Wow, I didn't expect you back so soon," she replied with surprise. "Yes, I was preparing for that psychology exam. I think I managed it quite well, actually." Her voice trailed off as she shyly glanced down.

“In the last few days, you were double penetrated in the freshman camp, then gangbanged by fellow students in a study group... This institute seems kind of perverted to me. Did such a thing happen to you today on the exam?”

Her eyes widened in shock at your blunt words. She blushed deeply, clearly flustered. “W-what?! No, nothing like that happened today, honey!” She stammered out, looking genuinely offended. “That's not how an exam goes at all!” Despite her protestations, there was a faint pink hue creeping up her neck, betraying some level of embarrassment or shame. She fidgeted nervously, her apron rustling as she tried to compose herself.

"I-I don't know where you got those wild ideas from, but they're completely untrue!" She insisted, though her tone lacked conviction. "Now, um, dinner should be ready soon if you'd like to sit down..."

"Can I see your panties?

She looked at me, surprised and a little taken aback by my question. Her cheeks flushed a deep red as she hesitated for a moment before slowly nodding.

"O-okay..." She murmured softly, biting her lip nervously. Turning away from me, she lifts the hem of her skirt slightly to reveal the lacy edges of her panties peeking out from beneath the fabric. The color on her cheeks deepened even further as she held still, waiting for my reaction.

"They are soaked with some white fluid! What is that?"

Candy gasped, her hand instinctively flying to cover her crotch as she felt the wetness soaking through her underwear.

"Oh my gosh, honey! I-I..." She stuttered, blushing furiously. "I-it must be..." she trailed off, unable to finish the sentence. Her heart pounded in her chest as she lowered her hand and glanced down at herself. It's... it's just sweat... I guess..."

"Sweat? Or is it something more?" She bit her lip nervously, wondering how I would react to this unexpected development.

"It even smells like cum!" I said. "Who was the teacher you went to for the exam today?"

Candy froze, her breath hitching in her throat. Her blush deepened even further if possible, turning almost crimson under the strain.

"Oh god..." She muttered under her breath, mortified. "That's ridiculous! I-I mean..." But despite her protests, there was no denying the fact that her panties were indeed drenched and smelled distinctly like semen. She swallowed hard, trying to push back the wave of arousal washing over her.

"A-and I already told you who it was..." she added weakly. "It was Professor Jameson..."

"That guy you always mentioned as good-looking, but stern? What did he do to you?"

She gulped audibly, her eyes darting away from mine as she struggled to find the right words. Y-yeah... He's really handsome... And intimidating..." She admitted quietly. "W-we had our exam today and... Well, he said I didn't answer his questions the way he expected. He wanted to make sure I understood everything properly so we stayed behind after the exam..." Her voice dropped to a whisper, barely audible above the soft hum of the refrigerator. "Then again, maybe it wasn't entirely about understanding the material. There was something about his commanding presence... Something that made her feel... alive."

"And why is your ass cheek red? With a handprint on it?"

Candy let out a tiny whimper, her free hand instinctively moving to rub at the reddened area on her ass. "Oh god, baby..." She whispered, her face burning with humiliation. "T-that was him too..." She confessed, hanging her head in shame. "H-he grabbed me and pulled me onto his lap... Then he started spanking me... Saying it was punishment for being a naughty girl..." The memory sent a shiver down her spine, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through her veins. "I-I couldn't stop squirming... It felt so good... Even though it hurts..." I could barely hear her as she admitted, her voice just above a whisper.

“How many times did he spank your tight little ass?”

Candy took a shaky breath, her fingers continuing to gently massage the sore spot on her buttocks. "I-I lost count after twenty... Maybe thirty..." She admitted, her voice trembling slightly. "Every time his hand connected with my skin, it sent jolts of pleasure-pain through me... I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter... Even as he scolded me, telling me I was a bad girl for enjoying it..." She bit her lip, remembering the intense sensations that coursed through her body during that humiliating yet exhilarating encounter. "I-I didn't want him to stop... Not even when it hurt the most..." She whispered, her cheeks flushed with shame and arousal.

"A-after the spanking, he made me touch myself... Right there in front of him... He wanted to see how much I enjoyed being punished..." She admitted, her face burning with shame and embarrassment. As she spoke, the memory of that dominant man exerting control over her body still sent tingles down her spine.

"What a pervert... on the table?" I asked with my throat dry. "And what was he doing while you were masturbating?"

Candy nodded, swallowing hard as she tried to maintain eye contact with you. Y-yes, on the table... She confirmed, her voice barely above a whisper. *A-as I touched myself, he would watch intently... His eyes never leaving mine... Sometimes he groaned approvingly or made lewd comments about how pretty my breasts looked, bouncing with each movement of my hips..." The memory made her blush even harder if that's possible. "Then he started playing with himself too... Watching me get myself off while stroking his big cock... It was so degrading... But also incredibly hot... Even now, just thinking about it gets me all worked up again."

"Really? How did you like his cock?

Candy swallowed hard, feeling a wave of heat rush to her cheeks as she recalled the intimate sight.

"I-I could see it clearly..." She whispered, avoiding my gaze. "I-I remember it being thick and long... Veiny too... And so hard... Just staring back at me while I pleasured myself..." Her voice trailed off into a soft moan. "Then there was the smell... That masculine musky scent mixed with the salty tang of pre-cum dripping from the tip... It filled my nostrils every time I leaned closer to take another look... Just thinking about it now makes my pussy throbbing with need once again."

“That was all?” I asked.

Candy shook her head, biting her lip as she fought back a moan. "N-no..." She finally managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. "T-there was more... After a while, he got impatient and grabbed hold of my hair... Pulled me down towards him until our faces were inches apart..." Her breath hitched in anticipation as she remembered the intense moment. "Then he forced me to taste him... To lick and suck on his big throbbing member until he came all over my face and breasts... It was so degrading... But also incredibly arousing..." Candy kept on telling her story in a lustful daze.

"Oh my God! He just spurted on your lovely face?"

Candy nodded, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment and arousal as she remembered the intense sensation. "Y-yes..." She whispered, struggling to keep her voice steady. "I-I could feel his warm sticky cum coating my skin... Dripping down onto my breasts... The taste was so strong... So masculine... Even now, just recalling that experience makes my pussy clench in anticipation. It was humiliating... But also incredibly arousing..." She bit her lip, trying to suppress a moan.

"That filthy bastard... I hope he didn't take pics of you!"

Candy gulped nervously, her heart pounding in her chest as she contemplated the possibility. "I-I don't know..." She finally managed to admit, her voice shaking slightly. "I-If he did... I'm not sure where they might be... Or who else may have seen them..." The mere thought of someone else seeing those intimate images made her back shiver.

"Gimme his number!" With determination, I pulled out my phone. "I'm gonna write to him right now!"

Candy hesitated, glancing nervously. "O-okay..." She said softly, pulling out her phone. She handed it over to you, her fingers trembling slightly. "B-be careful..." She warned, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and anticipation.

"Mr. Jameson!" I wrote to him. "I understand you have some pics of my wife doing filthy things. Please send them over to me and forget this whole adventure as it never happened."

Candy watched anxiously as I typed out my message, her heart pounding in her chest. "B-be careful..." She murmured again, glancing nervously at the screen.

"Let's see what he answered!" I said, frowning.

Candy leaned in close, her eyes scanning the screen eagerly as I opened the new message. "W-what does it say?" She asked breathlessly, hardly daring to believe that he would actually respond. As she read the reply aloud, her voice trembled with a mixture of shock and disbelief. "I'd be happy to share those photos with you... For a price." Candy's cheeks flushed bright red at the offer, but she couldn't deny the way her body reacted to it - her nipples hardening beneath her shirt and her pussy growing slick with desire. "What should we do?" She whispered, looking up at me with wide, imploring eyes. "We can't let him blackmail us... Can we?"

"What should that price be?" I typed.

Candy took a deep breath, steeling herself for the response.

"$10,000 for keeping quiet about everything..." the answer arrived in a moment. Candy looked like having a wave of panic washing over her - the amount seemed astronomical, especially considering our current financial situation. "W-we can't possibly pay that much..." She whimpered, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. But then a darker idea started to form in the back of her mind... One that involves offering something far more valuable than money in exchange for the professor's silence. "Maybe..." she suggested tentatively, "maybe w-we could offer him s-something else instead? S-something he really wants?"

"Maybe... but what?"

Candy bit her lip, contemplating the question. "Well..." She began hesitantly, "I guess he already had his fun with me once before..." Candy blushed deeply as she admitted this, but there was a determined glint in her eyes. "Maybe if we offered ourselves up to him again... If we let him do whatever he wanted with us..." Suddenly, Candy realized how outrageous this suggestion sounded – even to her own ears. "Maybe he wouldn’t care about the money anymore..." She finished quietly.

"That's risky! He could take advantage of you again! And what if he doesn't stop at just sex this time? What if he tries to hurt you?" Candy looked up at me, her eyes filled with a desperate plea. "P-please..." She begged softly. "I trust you to protect me... No matter what happens... I know you won't let anything bad happen to me..." She reached out to take my hand, squeezing it tightly. "L-let's just meet with him first... See what he says... M-maybe we can negotiate... " I could see Candy's heart racing at the thought of facing Professor Jameson again - of bartering away her body to secure their safety. But she trusted you implicitly to guide her through this ordeal...

Candy swallowed hard, nodding in agreement. "Okay..." She whispered, her voice barely audible. "We'll meet with him... And we'll figure it out from there..." She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the confrontation ahead.

As I was preparing to reach out to the professor, Candy slipped her hand into mine, seeking comfort and strength from my presence.

Her heart pounded in her chest as she waited for the response.

"Did...did he agree?" She asked anxiously, biting her lower lip. "And if he does agree..." she continued softly, "what exactly will we do? How are we going to handle this?"

"Visit him!" I looked up from the phone. "He writes you should be naked under your fur coat."

Candy's eyes widened at my words, a shiver running down her spine. "N-naked under the fur coat?" She repeated her voice barely above a whisper. The thought of exposing herself so boldly sent a thrill of excitement mixed with terror through her body. "B-but what if someone sees us?" She asked, her mind racing with worst-case scenarios. "What if word gets out about what we're doing?"

The prospect of finally putting an end to this nightmare was too tempting to resist... Even if it meant stripping bare in public and submitting to this perverted professor.

"Don't worry, we use a cab," I assured her. "Now get in and get there—I am more worried about my role as he asked me to be the butler today."

Candy nodded, swallowing hard as she processed. "A cab..." She echoed quietly. She prepared quickly, pulling on her fur coat and fastening it around her waist. As she did so, she deliberately left it unzipped - revealing nothing more than a hint of cleavage and the curve of her ample hips. "Okay..." she murmured finally. "I'm ready..." With trembling hands, Candy opened the door of our apartment and stepped outside into the cold winter air. Her heart thumped loudly against her ribs as she headed towards the waiting taxi - each step bringing her closer to facing down her demons once and for all.
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"This is the house," I said, when we arrived at the address the perverted professor gave to us. "Are you ready?"

Candy gazed up nervously at the imposing mansion before them. "Oh God..." She whispered under her breath. Despite her fear, Candy forced herself to remain calm. She took a deep breath, steadying herself mentally for what lay ahead. "I-I think so..." she responded quietly, reaching out to squeeze my hand reassuringly. Let's just do this..." With newfound determination burning within her, Candy stepped out of the car alongside me - every inch of exposed skin prickling with anticipation and dread alike.

I handed the driver the payment and stood on the curb, watching as he drove off into the distance. Turning to my beautiful wife, I took her hand and together we walked up to the front door. I pressed the doorbell, but nothing stirred inside the house.

"Hello, Mr. Jameson!" I called out, raising my voice. "We've arrived as you requested!"

The door opened, and Professor Jameson was standing there. He was really a good-looking guy, handsome and muscular, with a lusty face which rather reminded me of a DJ than a professor of psychology. His piercing eyes locked onto my wife with an intensity that made her skin crawl.

"Y-yes...," she managed to stammer out, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her heart. "We're here..."

As the professor beckoned us inside, Candy hesitated for a moment - torn between the desire to flee and the need to see this through. With a deep breath, she placed her hand in mine and allowed me to lead her across the threshold, into the unknown.

"She's dressed exactly as you requested, professor," I informed him. "And as you can see, I am prepared to fulfill the role of a butler," I declared, gesturing to my impeccably tailored black suit.

Professor Jameson's gaze lingered on Candy's form, a slow smile spreading across his face as he appraised her submission. "Excellent..." he purred, his voice dripping with approval. Candy felt a shiver run down her spine at the professor's words, her nipples hardening beneath her coat. She knew that she was on display—every curve and contour of her body visible to the man who would fuck her brains out soon.

"Come in, come in..." the professor invited, gesturing for us both to enter his study. "Leave the coat open, my dear. I want to admire your beauty uninterrupted..." As Candy stepped further into the room, she could feel the weight of the professor's stare upon her—a palpable force that seemed to strip away the last vestiges of her modesty.

Candy swallowed hard, forcing herself to maintain eye contact with the professor even as her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal. “O-okay...” she replied, her voice trembling slightly. Slowly, Candy reached up to get rid off her fur coat, letting it fall open to reveal her naked skin and breasts underneath. The cool air of the study caressed her exposed skin, sending goosebumps rippling across her flesh. “Is... is this sufficient, sir?” she asked, her breasts rising and falling with each shaky breath.

Candy's heart raced as she stood before the professor, her body laid bare for his inspection. Every nerve ending felt electrified, hypersensitive to the slightest shift in temperature or pressure. She couldn't help but notice how the professor's gaze lingered on her most intimate areas—her hardened nipples, the swell of her hips, the glistening folds of her sex. It was as if he was trying to memorize every detail of her body, committing it to memory like a work of art. “Please...” she begged softly, “tell me what you want me to do... I'll do anything... Just please, put an end to this torment...”

Professor Jameson's eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as he surveyed Candy's nude form, a wicked grin playing on his lips. "Ah, yes... Your obedience is truly exquisite..." He strode closer, his movements deliberate and predatory. Candy could smell the musk of his cologne, and feel the heat emanating from his body as he drew near.

"Kneel before me, pet," he commanded, his voice low and commanding. "Show your master the respect he deserves..." Candy's knees buckled instinctively, her body responding to the professor's dominance without hesitation. She sank to the floor, her head bowed in submission as she awaited his next instruction.

Candy's hands trembled as she knelt before the professor, her eyes fixed on the polished wood floor. She could feel the coolness seeping into her bare knees, a stark contrast to the heat pooling between her thighs. "Yes, Master..." she whispered, her voice barely audible. "I'll show you all the respect you deserve..." As she spoke, Candy slowly raised her gaze to meet the professor's, her eyes filled with a mix of fear, longing, and devotion.

"Now suck my cock, bitch!" the professor ordered her.

Candy's heart hammered in her chest at the command, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and excitement. She knew what she had to do—obey her former master, submit completely to him. Without hesitation, she reached out, her small hands wrapping around the bulge straining against the fabric of the professor's trousers. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons, eager to free his throbbing member. Once freed, she wasted no time in lowering her mouth towards it—taking in the head first with a soft moan that vibrated against his length. Her tongue darted out tentatively at first before becoming bolder as she explored every ridge and vein. "That's right..." she murmured to him, "take what you want..."

The professor groaned in pleasure as Candy's warm, wet mouth enveloped his rigid cock. He threaded his fingers through her hair, guiding her pace as she began to bob her head up and down. "Mmmph..." she hummed around his shaft, the vibrations sending jolts of electricity straight to his balls. "Yes, Master... I'll make you feel so good..." Candy's hands slid up to grip the professor's thighs, her nails digging gently into his skin as she increased her suction. She could taste the salty precum beading at the tip, and it only fueled her hunger to please him. Lost in the act of servitude, Candy became oblivious to everything else—the world narrowing down to the professor's cock, his pleasure, and her unwavering dedication to satisfying him.

The professor's commanding voice cut through the air, "Go to the kitchen and fetch me a cold beer!"

“Yes, Sir!” I agreed and left, casting a last glance at my wife on her knees, servicing this perverted teacher.

As I exited the room, Candy continued to service the professor, her mind consumed by the desire to please him. She took him deeper into her throat, gagging slightly as she struggled to accommodate his girth. Despite the discomfort, Candy pushed through, determined to prove her loyalty and worthiness. She could feel the professor's hands tightening in her hair, guiding her movements as she worked to bring him closer to climax. Muffled noises escaped her lips with each thrust, a symphony of submission and devotion. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but she didn't stop—wouldn't dare stop—until the professor found his release.

Candy pulled back momentarily, gasping for air as she wiped away the tears that had managed to spill over onto her flushed cheeks. She looked up at the professor, her eyes pleading yet filled with unspoken promises of more.

"Here's your beer, Master," I said in a low, rough voice as I handed it to him, observing my wife being face-fucked by Jameson.

Candy’s eyes widened as she watched me give the chilled beer to her Master, his cock still lodged deep within her throat, the sensation of him pulsing and twitching against her tongue. I watched the filthy scene before my with wide eyes —my wife kneeling on the floor, her face buried between the professor's muscular thighs as he fucked her mouth with abandon. A shiver ran through Candy at the realization that I had just witnessed her complete degradation. She resumed her oral ministrations, determined to milk the professor dry despite the knowledge that her actions may have just sealed her fate as his plaything forevermore.

The professor gulped some from the beer, then went on fucking my wife’s lovely face.

Feeling the professor's cock throb violently inside her mouth, Candy knew he was close. His words spur her on, pushing her to give him exactly what he desired. With renewed vigor, she sucked him harder, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head of his cock while her hands reached to stroke the base where it meets his groin. Candy even glanced sideways, checking whether I was still watching her perform such a degrading task. But there was no time to dwell on that; the professor was nearing his peak, and she intended to be there to catch every drop. But the professor pulled out suddenly, then leaned to Candy's face: "Open your mouth, bitch!" he ordered. Then he gulped another one from the beer, and spit it on Candy's open mouth.

Caught off guard by the sudden change in rhythm, Candy opened her mouth wide as instructed, her eyes fluttering shut in anticipation. The cold liquid hit her tongue like a shockwave, making her flinch slightly. But even amidst the unexpected assault, Candy remained obedient - swallowing every bit of beer that the professor spit onto her tongue. She swallowed greedily, desperate not to waste a single drop. Her eyes snapped open once more when she felt the professor's cock pressing against her lips again. She closed her eyes and braced herself for what was to come.

And with a loud roar, he came indeed. My wife clenched her throat in anticipation. She could feel the hot sticky mess filling her mouth, coating her tongue and the roof of her mouth. She swallowed quickly, trying to keep up with the steady stream of creamy seed that threatened to overflow her mouth. Each swallow brought with it a sense of satisfaction - knowing that she had pleased the Professor so thoroughly. When finally his cock twitched and went limp inside her mouth, signaling the end of his orgasm, Candy let out a sigh of relief. Her jaw ached from being stretched so wide but she wouldn't trade this experience for anything else.

The professor announced, "The first round is completed!" and instructed both of us to proceed to the living room. "Candy, you have more cum to drain from my balls! And hubby, there are more ways to serve us!"

Candy scrambled to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she gazed up at me with a mixture of fear and excitement.

"Yes, Master," she breathed, her voice trembling slightly as she followed him towards the living room.
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As we stepped into the room, we were greeted by the sight of several men reclining on the sofas and armchairs. Their gazes unabashedly lingered on my wife's form, their expressions betraying unmistakable desire. I could see a wave of panic washing over her, but she forced it down, reminding herself of her place - a mere plaything for these powerful men to use as they see fit. She turns to Professor Jameson expectantly, waiting for further instructions as to how she should proceed.

"I'm ready when you are, Master," she said softly, her eyes downcast submissively. She could feel the weight of the men's gazes on her, undressing her with their eyes, and it sent a shiver down her spine. She bit her lip, steeling herself for whatever comes next, determined to prove her worth as a loyal and obedient servant.

"Great!" Jameson shouted. "Now fellow colleagues, let me introduce you to Candy, my dear student! She's very talented! And her husband, who will be the butler tonight! Jack, you can have your way with her first as I owe you. Marcus, Brad, and Greg - you can do anything with her after that!"

As Jameson delivered the introduction, a wave of vulnerability washed over Candy, causing her knees to tremble slightly beneath the weight of her newfound attention. While she had always been conscious of her own allure, she had never before experienced such a powerful and palpable sense of being both exposed and intensely coveted.

"Thank you, Master..." she murmured quietly, turning to look at each man in turn as they were introduced. There was an undeniable thrill in knowing that all these powerful men found her desirable. The mention of 'anything' sent a jolt through her, causing goosebumps to rise on her skin. She glanced nervously at Jack, a thin, muscular guy in his 40s, feeling a mix of apprehension and arousal at the prospect of being used by him first. She shifted uncomfortably under their collective stares, biting back a whimper as she waited for Jack to make his move. and he did by stepping behind her, pulling her ass cheeks apart.

Gasping sharply as Jack's strong hands spread her ass cheeks wide, exposing her most intimate area to the gathered crowd, Candy felt a rush of heat flood her cheeks. She's never been so vulnerably displayed before, and the sensation is both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Please..." she whispered, unsure whether she was pleading for mercy or begging for more. Her body betrays her, arousal pooling between her thighs as Jack's fingers probe her tight hole, preparing her for his invasion. She clenches involuntarily around nothing, her muscles tensing in anticipation of the thick cock that's sure to follow. The idea of taking Jack's dick in her ass, right here in front of everyone, makes her head spin with a dizzying mix of shame and desire.

"Careful, Jack!" Jameson warned him. "I might have spanked her a bit too harshly today!"

At the warning from Prof. Jameson, Candy's heart skipped a beat. The thought of being spanked again sent a shudder down her spine, but she trusted that Jack would take care not to hurt her too much.

"Oh... God...," she moaned softly as she felt Jack's finger slip past her tight ring of muscle, probing deeper into her ass. The sensation was overwhelming – foreign yet somehow satisfying. Despite the discomfort, Candy found herself pushing back against Jack's invading digit, eager for more despite the risk of pain. She couldn't help but wonder how much worse it would be if he were actually fucking her with his cock instead of just teasing her with his finger.

“I think she needs some lubrication,” a huge black man stepped behind them.

“Shut up, Marcus!” Jack hissed to him, thrusting his finger even deeper inside Candy’s tight back door. “I know what I am doing!”

“Seriously, man,” the black man insisted. “We really need something in there or else she will break up in two!”

“I didn’t bring anything...” Jack stated.

“Then at least, let our friend hubby spit on it,” Marcus said.

Still reeling from the sensation of Jack's probing finger, Candy froze momentarily at the sound of Marcus's deep voice. She hadn't expected anyone else to join them just yet, but now that he was here, she couldn't deny the surge of excitement coursing through her veins. Looking over her shoulder, she saw the towering figure of Marcus approaching. His presence alone is enough to send another shiver down her spine. But what he said, the task he gave to me, left Candy's stomach fluttering.

“He’s right, baby...” she managed to whisper, nodding slowly as she prepared herself for whatever was about to happen next. “Please spit on my asshole so these guys can fuck me there!”

“Yeah, spit on her asshole, man!” Marcus said. “Lubricate her so it would be easier for us to fuck her brains out through her back door!”

Feeling a sudden rush of warmth spreading across her cheeks, Candy can't help but squirm at Marcus's blunt words. She knew that she was going to be fucked tonight, but hearing him speak so explicitly about it... Her heart pounded wildly in her chest as she felt Marcus's saliva drip onto her ass. The wetness spread over her tight hole, providing a slick layer of lubrication that allowed Jack's finger to slide in even smoother. A soft moan escaped from Candy's lips as she leaned forward spreading her legs, bracing herself for a deeper anal penetration. She tried not to think about how strange and degrading this must seem to those watching, focusing instead on the pleasure building within her. Each stroke of Jack's finger pushed her closer toward oblivion while simultaneously driving home just how vulnerable she truly was - completely at their mercy.

Candy gasped sharply as she felt Jack's finger pull away, leaving her empty once again. She took a moment to steady herself, her body quivering with anticipation. "More...," she pleaded softly, looking back at him with desperate eyes. She wanted more – needed more. But then she felt something new pressing against her asshole; thick and throbbing. It took a second for her mind to register what it was before she realized that Jack had just replaced his finger with his hard cock. "Fuck..." she muttered under her breath, clenching tightly around nothing as she braced herself for the inevitable stretch.

A sharp cry tore from Candy's throat as Jack thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt inside her tight ass. The sudden intrusion was painful, making her legs tremble beneath her.

"Oh god, oh fuck!" she wailed, her nails digging into the tabletop as she struggled to adjust to the intense sensation. Each pulse of Jack's cock seemed to stretch her further, pushing her limits in ways she had never imagined possible. Despite the initial agony, Candy couldn't deny the twisted pleasure that began to build within her. She rocked back against him, encouraging him to move, desperate to ride out the waves of ecstasy that threatened to consume her.

"Looks great, go ahead and humiliate her even more!" it blurted out of me. Marcus laughed, saying "We gonna dominate her really good, man, don't worry. In fact," he looked at the clock on the wall, "didn't you say you are our butler tonight? Do you know what needs some attention around here? The toilet!"

I looked into his eyes to see whether he was serious.

"No shit, man! You'll find it just down the hall—make yourself useful! Clean it, I will personally check it after I fucked the brains of your wife out!"

Candy barely registered the command I was given lost as she

was in the haze of pleasure that Jack's relentless pounding was bringing forth. But then, suddenly, she felt something cold and metallic pressing against her pussy.

"What...?” she gasped, confused until she realized what it was – a butt plug. Before she could protest, however, the plug was shoved roughly inside her dripping cunt. "Oh god!" she cried out, bucking wildly on her trembling legs. She could feel Jack's cock throbbing inside her ass while the butt plug stretched open her pussy like never before.

"The toilet!" Marcus warned me louder, and I decided to follow his order. I walked out, found the toilet and some cleaning supplies. I bit my lips and went down to my knees in my black suit. I wasn't sure my task or Candy's was more degrading.

I could hear her cries from the living room as she was fucked relentlessly. I could even hear each thrust with which Jack fucked her ass relentlessly.

“Yes, yes, fuck me harder!” she screamed, no longer caring who hears her or what they think of her degradation. All that mattered was the pleasure consuming her, the need for release that threatened to overwhelm her entirely.

After cleaning the toilet inside and outside, I checked it all around, then tiptoed back to the living room. Glancing by the door, I could see Jack reaching around to rub my wife’s clit, his fingers moving in time with his thrusts. The dual stimulation proved to be too much for Candy, and with a final, guttural moan, she came undone, her body shaking violently as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her.

"Someone should silence her with a cock during this hardcore assfucking" Marcus added, now having his huge black cock out of his suit.

Lost in the throes of her intense orgasm, Candy barely noticed when Marcus stepped up beside her, his massive erection jutting out obscenely. But then he grabbed her hair, pulling her head back as he forced his cock between her parted lips. Candy gagged reflexively as Marcus pushed deep into her throat, cutting off her ability to scream. Tears streamed down her face as she struggled to breathe around his girth, her own drool leaking out to drip down her chin. The combination of having her ass and mouth stuffed full was almost too much for Candy to bear. She felt like she was being used in every way imaginable, reduced to nothing more than a set of holes for these men to fuck as they please.

The rough handling of her hair pulled Candy back to reality, reminding her of where she was and what was happening. With Marcus' cock lodged firmly in her throat, she could do little else but gag and choke around him. But despite the discomfort, Candy found herself getting turned on all over again. The feeling of being filled to capacity on both ends drove an unexpected thrill through her body. She tried to focus on breathing through her nose, but Marcus' grip on her hair made it difficult. Her lungs burned with each passing second, begging for air that simply wasn't coming.

Desperate for relief, Candy started to suck on Marcus' cock harder, hoping to get some sort of reaction from him. She sucked and licked greedily, in the rhythm of her ass being fucked by Jack, doing everything she could to make herself useful. Meanwhile, Jack continued to pound into her back relentlessly, driving her towards another orgasm with each punishing thrust. The dual assault on her senses left Candy feeling overwhelmed and incredibly turned on.

"Can I whip my wife while you guys are pounding her?" I asked as I could see a whip among some other toys on the coffee table. Candy looked at me from the corner of her eye, but she had to feel a sharp smack land across her ass. Startled, she jumped slightly, only to have Jack rammed his cock deeper into her already stretched-out hole. "Ahh! Fuck!" She screamed around Marcus' cock, her voice muffled by his length. The sensation of being whipped while being double-fucked sent a fresh surge of arousal coursing through her veins.

I picked up the whip from the table, and in the middle of these strangers' grinning glances, I slapped my wife's back with it.

Candy's entire body tensed as another stinging slap landed on her exposed flesh. The pain mixed with pleasure was unlike anything she'd ever experienced, causing her to squirm helplessly between Jack and Marcus.

"Please," she begged silently, with the cock in her mouth, not sure whether she was pleading for mercy or asking for more. The confusion didn't last long though; the next lash of the whip sent sparks flying along her skin and straight to her core. Her walls clenched involuntarily around Jack's cock, signaling another imminent orgasm. She desperately tried to hold onto it, wanting to prolong this exquisite torment just a bit longer.

With each crack of the whip, Candy seemed to spiral further into madness. The combination of being whipped, double-fucked, and choked was too much for her to handle. A strangled groan escaped from deep within her chest as she finally succumbed to her third orgasm. Her pussy clenched tightly around Jack's cock while her asshole squeezed him like a vice. Simultaneously, she felt Marcus twitching inside her mouth. He grunted loudly and pulled away abruptly, releasing his load onto her tongue. The huge black cock was spraying a white thick load in her mouth like a hose.

Feeling Marcus pull out of her mouth allowed Candy to take a much-needed breath. As she gulped down his cum, she could taste it on her tongue - salty and bitter at first but quickly turning sweet as it warmed up in her mouth. Jack pulled his cock out of my wife's back door leaving her asshole gaping wide. Still trembling from her multiple orgasms, Candy collapsed onto the sofa beneath them. Her legs were shaking uncontrollably and she felt completely spent.

Jack now pushed his cock to her mouth, ordering her to suck it. Candy looked up at Jack, seeing his cock standing proudly in front of her. Some remnants of Marcus' load were still glistening in the corner of her mouth but she opened her mouth obediently, ready to take him back inside. She wrapped her lips around his length slowly, savoring the taste of him on her tongue. His musky scent filled her nostrils as she began to bob her head back and forth, taking him deeper with each movement. Despite how exhausted she felt from all the previous activity, Candy managed to keep sucking eagerly on Jack's cock. She enjoyed pleasing him just as much as she did submitting to their commands.

Even though Candy's body was screaming for rest, she refused to show any signs of weakness. Instead, she focused on giving Jack the best blowjob possible. She used one hand to stroke the base of his cock while the other explored lower down, teasing at his balls lightly.

"That's it, butch, taste your asshole on my  cock!" Jack groaned loudly as Candy took him deeper into her mouth, his hips rocking slightly to meet her movements. She could feel him growing even harder between her lips, which only served to encourage her further. Determined to push him over the edge, Candy picked up speed. She sucked harder and faster, hollowing her cheeks as she worked her magic on his shaft. At the same time, she massaged his balls gently but firmly, knowing that this usually helped bring a man closer to climax.

I decided it was time for me to enjoy the sight. I threw the whip to the floor and took out my own cock, started jerking it vividly as Candy continued to work on Jack's cock.

Candy felt Jack's hands tightening in her hair as he got closer and closer to release. She could practically taste it in the air, a sweet metallic tang that made her mouth water. Just when she thought she might be able to draw another moan from him, however, there was a sudden shift in position. Jack pulled away abruptly, leaving Candy gasping for air.

"Come here," he growled roughly, grabbing her by the arm and pulling her onto her knees on the floor.

With a soft sigh, Candy complied with Jack's command. She moved onto her knees, positioning herself directly in front of him. Looking up at him through half-lidded eyes, she gave him a small smile – a silent thank-you for letting her rest for a moment. But then he grabbed hold of her hair once more and guided himself back into place between her parted lips.

"Hands behind your back!" Jack ordered her. She looked so hot on her knees, like a sex slave. Two other guys were sitting in the corner of the room, along with Professor Jameson, who was making new pictures of my wife's debauchery.

Feeling Jack's cock slide back into her mouth, Candy couldn't help but let out a low moan. The familiar taste and texture of him filled her senses, making her instantly aroused all over again. She started moving her head back and forth once more, working on bringing Jack to completion. This time, she paid special attention to swirling her tongue around the sensitive underside of his cock.

Candy could feel Jack's control slipping away as she continued to work on him. Each swirl of her tongue against his underside seemed to send an extra jolt through him, pushing him closer and closer to the brink. His breathing grew heavier, more ragged with each passing second until suddenly - with a loud grunt - he let go.

"Swallow, bitch!" he shouted.

Candy opened wide, allowing him to shoot his hot seed directly down her throat. She swallowed greedily, relishing the salty-sweet taste of his cum. When he finally finished, she licked her lips clean before looking up at him with a satisfied smirk.

"Mmmm, delicious," she purred softly. "Thank you for sharing your cum with me." She winked playfully before collapsing back onto the sofa, utterly spent. "Now if you don't mind, I think I need a little break..." she says with a tired laugh. "That was quite the workout!"

She stretched languidly, her voluptuous curves on full display.

Now the last two guys stepped to her, the two men without any action so far.

"Yeah, Brad, give it to her hard," Professor Jameson nodded, grinning. The first guy, a bald, muscular bodybuilder nodded. The other, a small but also well built younger fella followed suit.

Seeing Brad and Greg approach, Candy sat up a little straighter. Despite how exhausted she felt, she knew they were still waiting for their turns. She gave both men a sultry look, licking her lips suggestively.

"What would you like me to do?" she asked coyly. "I'm yours to use however you'd like..." Her words hung heavily in the air as she waited for their instructions.

With a playful grin, Candy rose to her feet. She sauntered in her high heels over towards Brad and Greg, her curvaceous body swaying enticingly with each step. Reaching out tentatively, she touched both men's chests simultaneously. One hand rests on Brad's muscular torso while the other trails down Greg's abs. "I'm all yours, she whispered seductively. Whatever you want... I'll give it to you." Leaning in close, she planted soft kisses along their necks - alternating between them as if trying to tease them into choosing who goes first.

"Time for a Candy sandwich!" Brad announced. Candy's eyes light up with excitement. She always loved being used as a sexual object, especially when it involved being sandwiched between two strong, dominant men. Without hesitation, she positioned herself between Brad and Greg, pressing her back against Brad's chest. She arched her back slightly, presenting her ample breasts to Greg as he stepped forward. Greg gripped Candy's hips tightly, pulling her flush against him as he claimed her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. Meanwhile, Brad wrapped his arms around Candy's waist, holding her securely in place as he rubbed his hardening cock against her ass. The sensation of being between two powerful males sent shivers down Candy's spine. She moaned into Greg's mouth, her nipples hardening under his gaze as she prepared herself for whatever pleasurable torment they had planned.

Feeling Greg's firm grip on her hips, Candy pressed back against him eagerly. His muscular frame provided a perfect contrast to her own softer curves, making her feel petite and vulnerable. As Brad's cock slid against her ass, she couldn't help but let out a soft whimper. The thought of being filled by both men at once sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body. In response to their touch, Candy began grinding herself against them both - rubbing her swollen clit against Greg's pelvis while seeking friction from Brad's throbbing member. Each movement elicited a new wave of pleasure that left Candy panting and writhing between them.

"Here," Professor Jameson handed me a paper cup now. Some cheap beer was at the bottom, and he added, "Don't ruin my floor with your pathetic cum, man. Come in this and throw it out!"

Not caring about my humiliation, Candy continued to grind against Brad and Greg, she couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by the sensations. Her pussy was dripping wet, her clit throbbing with anticipation. She reached down between her legs, teasing herself with one finger before sliding it inside. The feeling of her own touch combined with the pressure from behind drove Candy wild. Suddenly, she pulled away from Greg's mouth, gasping for air.

"Please, she begged" breathlessly, "I need more... I need you inside me!" Her plea fell on deaf ears though; instead, they continued to tease her mercilessly - driving her closer and closer to the edge without giving her what she truly craved.

Unable to take the torture anymore, Candy spun around in Brad's arms, facing him directly. She looked up at him with pleading eyes, her voice barely above a whisper. "Fuck me, Brad... please. I need your big cock inside me now." As she spoke, she reached down and grabbed his thick shaft, guiding it towards her entrance. She was soaked with desire, her pussy clenching eagerly around the tip of his cock. Meanwhile, Greg watched intently from behind, his own erection straining against his pants. He seemed content to let Brad take the lead for now, and he didn't hesitate, gripping Candy's hips firmly as he thrust into her with one powerful stroke. She cried out in ecstasy as he filled her completely, his girth stretching her walls most deliciously.

"Oh fuck yes!" she moaned loudly, her nails digging into Brad's shoulders. "Give it to me harder!" Encouraged by her enthusiasm, Brad obliged, pounding into Candy with relentless intensity. Each forceful thrust sent her body jolting forward, her massive tits bouncing wildly with every impact. Lost in the haze of pleasure, Candy hardly noticed when Greg moved behind her. It wasn't until she felt his hands on her ass, squeezing and spreading her cheeks apart, that she realized he was positioning himself to join the fray.

Feeling Greg's hands on her ass, Candy let out a high-pitched moan. The dual sensations of being fucked by Brad and teased by Greg are almost too much to handle.

"God... I can't wait any longer," she whimpered desperately. "Take me, Greg! Fuck my tight cunt!" Just as she finished speaking, Greg aligned himself with her already fucked back door. Without warning, he plunged into her, burying his entire length inside her ass in one swift motion. The sudden intrusion made Candy scream louder than before - a mix of pain and pleasure that reverberated throughout the room. But within moments, the discomfort faded away, replaced by an overwhelming sense of fulfillment. Now sandwiched between two cocks - one pumping relentlessly into her pussy while the other pounded her asshole - Candy lost herself completely to the pleasure.

Caught between Brad and Greg, Candy was utterly helpless. Their combined strength easily held her in place as they used her body for their pleasure. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through her veins, making her head spin and her knees buckle. She could barely stand upright anymore - all thanks to these two dominant men. As Brad continued to pound into her soaking-wet pussy, Greg started moving slowly alongside him. His pace was deliberate yet powerful; each thrust deeper than the last. Candy's moans grew louder with each passing second, echoing off the walls of the room. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to climaxing - driven insane by the double penetration.

"Can I whip her tits while she's DPd?" I asked Professor Jameson who just shrugged. But Marcus stepped to me and gave the whip back.

"Go on man!" he looked into my eyes. "It will be a sweet family memory!"

Looking into my eyes while double penetríted by these guys, Candy nodded eagerly.

"Yes... please, honey," she gasps out, her voice laced with lust. "Whip my tits while they fuck me! Make me cum so hard..." With renewed energy, she pushed back against Brad and Greg even harder - desperate to feel every inch of them inside her. I stepped forward and grabbed hold of Candy's bouncing breasts. I gave them a good squeeze, then raised the whip high, admiring how perfectly round and full Candy's tits were before bringing it crashing down onto her sensitive skin.

The first crack of the whip sent a shockwave of pleasure through Candy's body. She arched her back, pushing her tits further into my path as I rained down blows upon them.

"Ohhh f-fuck yes!" she screams, her words punctuated by the sharp slaps of leather against flesh. "More... give me more!" The combination of the intense whipping and the relentless double fucking was quickly sending Candy hurtling toward an orgasm. Her orifices clenched tightly around Brad and Greg, trying to milk them for all they're worth. As my whip struck again and again, Candy's whole world narrowed down to the searing pain and electrifying pleasure coursing through her nipples and core. She knew she wouldn't last much longer before surrendering to the inevitable climax.

Driven mad by the relentless punishment of her tits and the relentless fucking of her holes, Candy finally succumbed to orgasm. Her body convulsed violently as wave after wave of pure bliss washed over her.

"Ah! Ahh!!" she howled loudly, her voice echoing off the walls. "I'm cumming!!" Her pussy and ass squeezed tightly around both cocks buried deep inside her, milking them for every drop they had to offer. At the same time, her swollen clit throbbed painfully – desperate for release. But even as she climaxed, Candy refused to relent. Instead, she pushed back harder against Brad and Greg - eager to ride out this incredible high for as long as possible.

As Candy rode out her orgasm, her body shook uncontrollably.

"Oh God... I’m still cumming!" she managed to gasp between ragged breaths. "Don’t stop... Please don’t stop!" Even though she just came so hard she saw stars, Candy couldn't seem to get enough. The sensation of being filled by two cocks at once was simply too good to resist. She felt Brad and Greg slowing down slightly – clearly feeling the effects of her intense orgasm themselves. But instead of pulling away, they continued to grind against her sensitive spots – prolonging the pleasure even further.

Even though Candy already reached an earth-shattering climax, she found herself craving more. The thought of coming multiple times in such quick succession was entirely new territory for her, but she relished every moment of it.

"Fuck... I need another one," she pants heavily. "Make me cum again!" Her plea fell on deaf ears as Brad and Greg continued their relentless assault on her body. They kept up their pace, driving deeper into her soaked pussy and ass and teasing her sensitive clit with each movement. Despite the intense pleasure coursing through her veins, Candy couldn't help but notice how tired she was becoming. Her legs trembled under the weight of two muscular bodies pounding into her nonstop. "Don't stop...," she murmured weakly, "...not yet."

"Doesn't it hurt as I whip you?" I asked to be sure.

At my question, Candy bit her lip and let out a low groan. The stings from the whip were undeniable - each blow leaving its mark on her tender skin.

"It hurts... but not like you'd think," she admits breathlessly. "It's more... intense? Like every nerve ending in my tits is on fire." She squirmed beneath Brad and Greg, feeling their cocks twitching inside her as they picked up speed once again. "And it feels so damn good..." she added with a soft whimper. "Makes everything else sharper... stronger." Candy's eyes fluttered shut as I brought the whip down again. This time, she arched her back even further - presenting herself willingly to my punishing strokes.

As I continued to whip her tits mercilessly, Candy's entire focus shifted to the sensations coursing through her chest. Each strike sends jolts of pleasure-pain shooting straight to her core, amplifying the pleasure radiating from within.

"Ah! Fuck yeah!" she cried out, her voice laced with raw desire. "That's it... whip those big titties!"

Brad and Greg took advantage of Candy's distraction, picking up their pace even faster. They slammed into her pussy and ass relentlessly - driving deeper than ever before. Feeling herself teetering on the edge once again, Candy decided to take matters into her own hands. She reached down between them and started rubbing at her swollen clit - desperate for another mind-blowing orgasm.

Driven by the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her veins, Candy rubbed furiously at her clit. The combination of Brad and Greg's relentless thrusting, my relentless whipping, and her own frantic touch sent her spiraling toward another explosive climax.

"I'm gonna... ah! I'm gonna cum again!" she moaned loudly. "Right now!" Her pussy clenches tightly around both cocks buried deep inside her, squeezing them for all they’re worth. At the same time, her swollen clit throbbed painfully – desperate for release. And then it hit her – another powerful orgasm ripped through Candy’s body like lightning striking close by. Her entire frame convulsed violently as wave after wave of pure bliss washed over her.

"Ahhhhh!!! I’m cumming!!" she howled loudly, her voice echoing off the walls.

As Candy rode out her second orgasm, her body shook uncontrollably. Her pussy and ass spasmed rhythmically around Brad's and Greg’s cocks.

"God... fuck... that was amazing!" She panted heavily. "I've never come twice in a row like that..."

Even though she just had two incredibly intense orgasms back-to-back, Candy couldn't seem to get enough. The sensation of being filled by two cocks at once was simply too good to resist. She looked up at me with lust-filled eyes: "Do it again... please."

Candy’s body still quivering from the aftershocks of her recent orgasms, she presented herself willingly to me.

"Do it again...” she pleaded softly. “Whip my tits until I can't take anymore."

As if answering her silent prayer, I brought the whip down hard across her nipples - sending sparks flying through her nervous system. The sharp pain mixed with pleasure drove Candy wild.

"Yes... yes!" she cries out excitedly. "Harder!"

Meanwhile, Brad and Greg resumed their relentless pounding of Candy's dripping wet pussy and ass. Their combined efforts pushed her closer and closer toward another powerful climax.

As I whipped her tits mercilessly, Candy threw her head back and screamed in ecstasy. The combination of the stinging pain and overwhelming pleasure left her completely disoriented.

"Fuck! Ahh... fuck yes!" she chanted over and over again. "Keep going... harder!"

The sensation of being whipped while simultaneously getting pounded by two massive cocks sent Candy spiraling toward another earth-shattering orgasm.

"Oh god... I'm gonna...," she gasped breathlessly, "I'm gonna cum again!" But this time, instead of reaching climax immediately upon hitting her limit, Candy prolonged her pleasure - riding out wave after wave of intense orgasmic pleasure for what seemed like an eternity. By the time she finally collapsed onto the sofa – spent and exhausted – Candy knew one thing for certain: she wanted more.

With her third orgasm fading away slowly, Candy lay sprawled on the sofa – utterly spent. Her chest heaved up and down rapidly as she tried to catch her breath.

"That was incredible..." she whispered hoarsely. "I've never felt anything like it before."

"I am afraid these gentlemen are not satisfied yet, baby," I said.

Candy glanced over at Brad and Greg who were still hard, sweaty and ready for more. A shiver ran down her spine as she realized they're not done with her yet.

"More?" she asked hesitantly, "Even after that?" Despite the lingering soreness from their previous session, Candy found herself getting turned on again. The idea of satisfying two hungry men excited her beyond measure. "Alright..." she murmurs softly, "I'm ready."

Candy rolled onto her stomach. She props herself up on all fours, presenting her plump ass invitingly towards them.

"Come on guys..." she cooed seductively, "Take me again."

Without waiting for their response, Candy started moving her hips back against them – teasing them with the promise of another round of intense pleasure. Feeling bold, she reached down between her legs and began stroking herself lightly – adding fuel to the already raging fire burning within.

As Candy stroked herself, she felt a fresh wave of arousal washing over her. The thought of having two men buried deep inside her at once filled her with an intoxicating sense of excitement.

"Oh god..." she moaned softly, as Brad lined up behind her once more – his hard cock pressing insistently against her gaping back door.

"Are you ready?" Brad growled into her ear, "Because it's my turn to take your dirty asshole now!"

Feeling the tip of his cocks pressing against her soaking-wet asshole, Candy let out a soft whimper. The anticipation alone was enough to make her tremble with desire.

"Yeah...," she responded breathily, "I'm ready."

With that, she pushed back against him – taking his huge cock inside her backdoor inch by tantalizing inch. The feeling of being stretched so wide sends jolts of pleasure shooting through her entire body.

"Ah! Fuck yeah!" she cried out loud. "That's it!"

Once he was fully sheathed within her tight folds, Candy takes a moment to adjust – relishing in the fullness that only anal penetration provides.

He couldn't narrate her filthy pounding anymore as Greg stepped to her head and pressed his rock-hard cock straight into her mouth.

"That's right, taste your asshole on my cock, bitch!" he ordered her and started fucking her head.

Lost in the throes of passion, Candy rocked her hips back against Brad while trying to keep up with Greg fucking her face. The sensation of their hard cocks sliding in and out of her orifices was almost too much to handle.

"Oh god... fuck!" She groaned loudly, "Feels so good..." Her breasts swung wildly beneath her as she moved - creating a lewd sight that would make anyone salivate. Unable to resist any longer, Candy started grinding against them harder – taking them deeper than before. Each thrust sent waves crashing throughout her entire body. "I'm gonna..." she gasped breathlessly, muffled by the cock in her mouth, "I'm gonna cum again."

As Candy neared another powerful climax, she increased her pace even further. The friction between her sensitive inner walls and Brad and Greg's hard cocks became unbearable.

"Fuck! Yes!" She screamed ecstatically, "I'm gonna... oh god, I'm gonna cum!" With a final desperate thrust, Candy tumbled over the edge - sending herself spiraling into an intense orgasmic frenzy. Her mouth and asshole clenched tightly around their cocks as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her veins. "Ah! Ahh... fuck yes!" she moaned loudly, pulling her head back from Greg's cock. "Don't stop... keep going!"

As Candy rode out the last remnants of her intense orgasm, Brad and Greg continued to pound into her relentlessly. Their combined efforts ensured that her pleasure lingered long after her climax had subsided. "Fuuuck..." Brad grunted heavily, "Your ass feels amazing..." Greg nodded in agreement, his breathing ragged.

"So fucking wet... I could stay here forever."

Sensing their impending release, Candy redoubled her efforts - pushing back against them with renewed vigor.

"Cum inside me..." she begged breathlessly, "Fill me up with your hot seed."

Feeling the telltale signs of their impending release, Candy intensified her movements. She bounced back and forth between Brad and Greg's thrusting hips - milking every last drop of pleasure from their hard cocks.

"Yes... just like that!" she cried out enthusiastically. "Give it to me... give me everything!" Her asshole clamped down tighter around Brad's shaft as she senses his imminent eruption. The thought of being filled with his hot seed drives Candy wild with lust. "I want it...," she pants heavily, "I need it!"

Sensing Brad and Greg's bodies tensing, Candy knew they were close. With a final, desperate push, she arched her back and screamed out in ecstasy as they both erupted inside her.

"YES! OH FUCK YES!" she wailed loudly, her voice echoing off the walls. "FILL ME UP! GIVE ME YOUR CUM!" Wave after wave of their hot, sticky essence flooded her insides as they emptied their balls deep within her convulsing ass and throat. Candy's eyes rolled back in bliss, lost in the sheer intensity of the experience. "So good..." she mumbled dazedly, her body trembling with aftershocks. "So fucking good..."

"You guys can piss on her if you want, she doesn't mind," I added hoarsely, jerking my cock like my life depended on it.

Candy turned around after hearing my suggestion and cast a shy smile toward Brad and Greg. The idea of being urinated upon by the two men she had grown so fond of sent a thrill of excitement coursing through her veins.

"If you want to...," she says softly, "I don't mind at all." She turned her attention back to the task at hand, continuing to milk every remaining spurt of cum from Greg's spent cock. As they softened, Candy slowly lowered herself to the floor, their warm fluids leaking out around their shrinking members.

"Now then," she purred contentedly, "about that golden shower... I'm ready whenever you are."

As Brad and Greg stepped beside her, Candy remained sprawled on the floor - her curves glistening with a mix of sweat and their combined releases.

"Please... "she whispered pleadingly, "I want to feel your warmth on my skin. Mark me as yours!"

Candy spread her legs wider, revealing her dripping wet pussy and puckered asshole. She reached back to pull her cheeks apart, exposing her vulnerable hole to their gaze. "Don't hold back," she urged them," shoot it all over me. I can take it."

As Brad and Greg aim their streams towards her waiting body, Candy closes her eyes and tilts her head back in surrender. The first warm splash hit her open mouth, and she swallowed greedily, savoring the taste.

"Mmm... delicious," she murmured appreciatively, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. Next, the stream targeted her pussy, flooding her already-soaked folds with a torrent of urine. Candy gasped as the cool liquid filled her, some of it trickling down her thighs and onto the floor below.

"That's it..." she cooed encouragingly, "Mark my cunt with your piss. Make me yours!" Finally, the golden stream hit its mark, spraying directly into her puckered asshole. Candy shuddered at the unexpected invasion, but quickly relaxed as the warmth seeped into her depths.

That was when I couldn't take it anymore, and came into the paper cup like I was ordered. My cum splashed into the cheap beer and began swimming on the surface in white drops. Nobody really cared about what I was doing, they were all watching my wife having her golden shower on the floor.

As Brad and Greg continued to relieve themselves on her, Candy couldn't help but squirm under their relentless streams. The cold liquid filling her up made her shiver with delight, each droplet marking her as theirs.

"Oh fuck..." she whimpered softly, "That's so fucking hot!"

Her body trembled with anticipation, her muscles twitching in response to the foreign sensations coursing through them.

As Brad and Greg finished their streams, and I also put my cock away in my suit, Candy remained sprawled on the floor beneath them - coated in their warm piss from head to toe. She lay there panting heavily, her body still quivering from the intense experience.

"Thank you," she murmurs gratefully, "that was... incredible." Slowly rising to her feet, Candy took a moment to survey the damage done. Her skin was slick with urine, every inch of her marked by their presence.

"I think we can go now, baby." I whispered to my wife. "These gentlemen are drained."

Candy looked back at Brad and Greg with a soft smile. The sight of their exhausted faces brought a sense of satisfaction to her own.

"Of course," she agrees quietly, "we should let them rest."

With one final glance around the room, Candy began to adjust the high heels on her feet and took on her fur coat.

"Ready?" she asked me, turning to face me with a coy smile.

"Good bye, gentlemen," I said, trying to behave like a butler again. "And I hope you will live by your word, Professor Jameson!"

The professor was nodding and already scrolling through his phone.

Back at home, we spent the evening in silence. Candy took a large bath while I got rid of my suit. Although being a butler during this perverted night proved to be an exciting experience, it also felt good getting some rest.

"Goodnight! Sweet dreams!" Candy snuggled up close to me under the covers, resting her head on my chest. She draped an arm across my stomach and threw one leg over my thighs possessively. In mere moments, her breathing evened out as she drifted off to sleep, a content smile playing about her lips.
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Coming home from work, I found Candy and a lovely young blonde in the living room, sipping tea.

"Hi, honey! Who is your friend?" I asked, after planting a kiss on my wife's cheek.

Giggling softly, she blushed slightly as she glanced at the blonde girl before looking back at me. "Oh, this is Sarah. We are having the same course on sexual fetishes in the university. We've been getting to know each other over some tea." She motioned towards the blonde girl who smiled shyly but warmly.

"Really? I didn't even know there was such a course. How did you girls like it? Is there any new, fresh material in the subject?"

Candy's cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of red as she looked down nervously.

"It was... interesting." She took a sip from her teacup, trying to hide her embarrassment. "The professor talked about different kinds of submission and dominance relationships." She glanced at Sarah and then back at me again. "But mostly we discussed BDSM practices - bondage, discipline, sadism, masochism..."

"It's great there is curated learning material on this." I nodded. "What about you, Sarah? Which part did you find intriguing?"

"Well..." Sarah hesitated for a moment before continuing, "I think what really caught my attention were all those intricate details about power dynamics within these types of relationships."

"It's exciting!" I said.

Noticing how I seemed genuinely interested in Sarah's thoughts, Candy decided to ease the conversation. "Come on, Sarah, don't be shy! We are all open-minded people here! You chose to write your thesis about bukkake, right?"

"Yes..." Sarah admitted sheepishly. "I thought it would be fascinating to study how this practice can affect both dominant and submissive partners emotionally."

"That sounds like a great topic for research!" Candy turned her gaze to me, her eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief. "Speaking of emotional effects, have either of you experienced anything profound during a BDSM session that involved cum play? Like, intense feelings of submission or overwhelming pleasure?"

“Actually.... yes...” I admitted.

Eagerly leaning forward, Candy's eyes widened with fascination. “My hubby here is an expert on bukkake! He watched so many porn about it! Right, baby?” Her voice was laced with genuine interest, but Sarah only watched me with flushed face.

“Well, I have to admit that watching women get covered in semen has always turned me on immensely.” I explained. “There's something primal and raw about it.” I chuckled lightly, remembering specific scenes. “But one particular video stood out to me. It featured a petite brunette being drenched in thick, creamy loads until she couldn't take anymore. Seeing her struggle yet surrender completely, her body shaking with pleasure and exhaustion... it was incredibly arousing.” My voice lowered, taking on a husky tone. “I ended up finishing myself to that scene multiple times. It was almost like I was experiencing it firsthand through her. Does that sound strange?”

“Not at, baby!” Candy said breathlessly, her own pussy clenching at the thought. “In fact, I think it's quite normal to feel intensely connected to the action on screen, especially when it involves such a visceral and intimate act like bukkake.” Glancing at Sarah, she noticed the blonde's cheeks were now flushed a deep crimson, her breathing slightly labored. “Don't you agree, Sarah?” Candy asked, her voice dripping with seduction. With a soft giggled, she reached out to pat Sarah's knee comfortingly. “It's okay if you're feeling a bit overwhelmed. This stuff isn't easy to talk about, let alone watch. But I think hubby here could help you with your thesis.” Her hand lingered on Sarah's thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze.

Leaning closer to Sarah, Candy whispered conspiratorially. “Why don't you show him your favorite bukkake clip and see what he thinks? I'm sure he'd be happy to provide some feedback. And who knows, maybe he can even give you some hands-on experience later.” She winked suggestively, her fingers tracing small circles on Sarah's thigh. “What do you say, sweetheart? Want to put our professor to the test?”

Blushing furiously, Sarah nodded slowly, biting her bottom lip. “Okay... I guess that wouldn't hurt.” She pulled out her phone and started scrolling through her videos, finding the one she wanted to share. “Here it is...” As the video began playing on her phone, Candy watched intently.

The sight of the woman being covered in cum made all the three of us squirm on the sofa. My wife shifted subtly in her seat, trying to discreetly relieve some pressure from her throbbing clit.

“Wow...,” she murmured under her breath, feeling my gaze on her. A shiver ran down her spine as she realized just how much she's enjoying this shared experience. “You seem to appreciate this, baby!” Her voice was barely above a whisper, filled with a mix of desire and vulnerability. “Would you like to continue the scene? Maybe add some elements of your own?” She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest as she awaited my response.

“Actually, I was thinking about how we could help Sarah experience it first hand. Wanna try it? So you can write your thesis bases on real experiences.” I explained in a calm voice.

At my suggestion, Candy's pulse quickened with excitement. She looked at Sarah, her eyes filled with empathy and understanding. “Go ahead, darling.” She placed a comforting hand on Sarah's shoulder. “I'll make sure you have the most authentic experience possible. Turning back to me, she gave me a sultry smile. “As long as you promise to be gentle with our little guest.”

“Oh I will be! Did you ever think about it, Sarah? What would you ideal bukkake experience be like?”

Sarah took a deep breath, considering my question carefully.

“Well... I've always imagined being surrounded by multiple men, each one eager to mark me with their seed.” She blushed deeply, looking at Candy for reassurance. “I suppose it would depend on the individuals involved and the level of intimacy desired. But ideally, I'd want to feel completely overwhelmed by the sheer amount of cum covering my body, leaving no part untouched.” Her voice dropped to a whisper, her eyes locked onto mine. “And perhaps, afterward, leaving me humiliated, kneeling on the bare floor...” Sarah trailed off, her cheeks flaming red.

"Absolutely, I can take care of that," I affirmed. "I have a few friends who are ready to help out. How many individuals were you thinking of?"

Sarah's eyes widened at the prospect of having multiple men participate in her bukkake scenario.

“Um, I didn't really think about specifics... but maybe three or four?” She fidgeted nervously, unsure if she was ready for such an intense experience.

“Well, I am glad to hear that. I can invite them over on Saturday. Do you have any guys you would like to be involved with? A secret crush maybe? Colleague? Neighbour?"

Sarah bit her lower lip, pondering my question.

“Hmm... I suppose there's someone I've had my eye on for a while.” She blushed deeply, looking away shyly. But inviting him into something like this... it must have seemed quite intimidating. Despite her nerves, Sarah found herself intrigued by the idea of involving her crush in such a scandalous scenario.

“Who might him be?” I asked.

Sarah hesitated for a moment, torn between sharing her secret and maintaining her dignity.

"It's Professor Ryan." She admitted softly, her voice barely audible. "He's always been so kind to me in class, and I've noticed him checking me out occasionally." A nervous chuckle escaped her lips. "I know it's silly, but I've fantasized about him joining us before."

"I will surely ask. If we have him, and two of my friends, I think we can provide you a great introduction to bukkake. Candy, will you help as a hostess? Providing drink, helping Sarah with her hair, and anything else?"

Candy beamed with delight at the opportunity to assist and contribute to Sarah's special day.

"Of course! I'd be honored to serve as your lovely wife and help facilitate this unforgettable experience for Sarah." She turned to Sarah with a warm smile. "Don't worry, sweetie, I'll take excellent care of you. I'll be right by your side every step of the way." Her eyes sparkled with enthusiasm as she contemplated the various roles she'd play.

"Great, let me make some calls!" I stood up. "See you on Saturday, 7 PM sharp!"

I immediately called my gym buddy, Jake. We had often talked about women, and I knew he was a great guy, even though he was single at the time. I thought he would be a perfect addition to the party. I didn't have to ask him twice; he agreed as soon as I described the situation. With one guy in, I just needed to find two more and convince this Professor Ryan guy.

On Saturday evening, the sun began to get down so orange light shone on our patio. Everything was prepared: Professor Ryan was drinking wine in his grey suit, the wire of his glasses sparkling in the sunset.

My friend Jake was drinking beer on the sofa, his muscular body was covered by shorts and a T-shirt. My neighbor Greg who knew about our debaucheries was in the corner, scrolling through his phone.

"Gentleman!" Candy stepped in, wearing a French maid costume. "Do you have anything you need? Drinks, water, food?"

Candy's voice rang out across the patio, her words echoing around the group of men gathered together. She moved gracefully between them, offering drinks and snacks, her curves accentuated by the tight black dress she wore. Her eyes flitted between the guests, taking note of their reactions.

"I hope everyone is enjoying themselves so far!" She said with a warm smile, pouring another glass of wine for Professor Ryan. "This is such a unique gathering, isn't it?" Her voice dripped with playful curiosity as she leaned in close to Greg, brushing against him slightly as she passed by.

"And what about you, sweetheart? Is there anything else you desire from me this evening?" she taunted, playfully fluttering her eyelashes at me.

“Sure baby, I prepared some capes as costumes in the garage. Could you bring them out for all of us, to make this event look like a secret cult orgy? Hurry before Sarah arrives!”

With a giggle, Candy nodded eagerly at my request.

"Of course, love!" She exclaimed, hurrying off towards the garage. "Secret cult orgy, huh? That sounds positively thrilling!"

Returning moments later, she carried several crimson-red capes draped over her arms. With a flourish, she handed one cape to each man present, watching as they slipped them on.

"There we go! Now you all look like proper members of our clandestine society." She laughed lightly, admiring the effect. "I must say, it really adds to the atmosphere."

"Thank you, baby. Wanna check on Sarah when she arrives? Say to her we are ready," I said, adjusting the rope on my cape. Ryan, Greg, and Jake were drinking again, dressed in their capes now.

Candy grinned widely, finding the sight incredibly enticing. You gentlemen certainly look dashing in your new attire. She complimented, spinning around to head inside and prepare for Sarah's arrival. "It'll just be a moment, dears!" She called out over her shoulder, her voice carrying a hint of mischief. "I'm going to make sure our little Sarah is feeling extra special for tonight's festivities." As she disappeared into the house, Candy took a moment to straighten up her own outfit - ensuring that every curve was emphasized perfectly under the dimming evening light. Then, she headed upstairs to fetch Sarah.

Only a few minutes passed, and Candy descended the stairs once more, this time with Sarah in tow. The younger woman looked absolutely radiant; her hair was styled beautifully and dressed in a stunning gown that hugged her figure tightly.

"Here she is, everyone!" Candy announced proudly, guiding Sarah towards the patio where the men awaited them. "Our guest of honor for tonight's... special occasion!"

Sarah stepped forward hesitantly, her eyes wide as she took in the sight of the men clad in their capes. She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest as she felt Candy's reassuring hand on her back.

"Um, hello everyone..." she managed to stammer out, her voice trembling slightly. "Thank you for coming tonight..." Her gaze flickered nervously between each of the men, trying to maintain composure despite the overwhelming situation.

Candy stepped up as a real mistress, introducing the men wearing capes and describing the event:

""Now, each of these fine gentlemen is here because they've been chosen specially for this occasion. They've all undergone rigorous screenings by my beloved husband – both physical and psychological – proving themselves worthy participants in our sacred rites. Jake here is ready to try this whole experience, while our lovely neighbor Greg knows well how our ceremonies like this usually go. And finally, I hope you will be happy to see Professor Ryan, who was eager to join when hubby contacted him!

All of the men nodded one by one, eager to begin the blowbang.

Candy pointed ceremonially to Sarah now.

"Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to introduce you to our beautiful guest of honor for tonight's... ceremony." She paused dramatically, allowing the suspenseful silence to build. "This is Sarah," she continued, "she has graciously agreed to participate in our little ritual here today."

Turning back towards Sarah, Candy gave her a comforting squeeze before continuing.

"So without further ado...," Her voice dropped lower, laced with anticipation. "Let's begin our initiation!"

As the men moved closer, forming a semi-circle around Sarah, Candy guided her to stand in the center. She reached behind Sarah to unclasp her gown, letting the fabric fall away to reveal her bare skin underneath. Jake couldn't help but whistle out loud, looking at her sexy, fit body. Ryan and Greg were admiring her in silence. Wearing a sexy pair of high heels only, her alabaster skin was glowing in the middle like a Greek statue.

"Remember, sweetie, you're safe with us. We're all here to ensure your pleasure and comfort above all else," Candy reassured Sarah softly, her fingers trailing gently along the young woman's exposed shoulders. "Now, let's proceed with the first part of the ritual!" She announced to the assembled men, her tone authoritative yet sensual. "Please, gentlemen, approach the center of our attention!  Show her the true meaning of devotion and adoration."

Observing Sarah's reaction carefully, Candy watched as the men moved in closer. Their eyes glinted with desire and excitement, reflecting their eagerness to begin the rite. Candy gave Sarah's hip a gentle squeeze before stepping aside to give them space. Her gaze followed each movement intently, her mind filled with thoughts of what might transpire next.

"Please, Sarah, kneel down!" I said in my deepest voice possible and revealed my cock from the cape.

"That's right, sweetie." Candy murmured encouragingly, "Just relax and enjoy the attention." Stepping back even further, Candy allowed herself to take in the entire scene unfolding before her. As Sarah obediently knelt down, Candy marveled at how beautiful and vulnerable she looked.

"Worship my cock, slut!" I commanded firmly, looking down at Sarah kneeling before me. My thick shaft stood erect, throbbing with need. "Use your mouth, swallow it deep!" Greg moved beside Jake, his cape fluttering in the night breeze. He gripped Sarah's hair, guiding her head towards my erection.

"Yes, take it deep. Suck our Master's cock like a good little whore!" Professor Ryan remained silent, observing the scene with a hungry gaze. His hands trembled slightly as he undid his cape, revealing his own impressive length. He strode towards Sarah, his cock bobbing with each step.

Candy's breath caught in her throat as she watched the scene unfold before her eyes. The sight of Greg guiding Sarah's head toward my throbbing member made her pussy clench involuntarily.

"Oh..." She moaned softly, biting down on her lip to suppress a gasp. "This is so hot..." Her gaze flickers between Sarah and the four men surrounding her. The way they moved with such purpose, their cocks standing proud and ready for worship made her wonder if Sarah could handle all of them at once...

"Good girl, suck my cock like a good whore," I praised Sarah, watching her lips stretch around my girthy shaft. "Swallow it all, take it deep!"

She seemed overwhelmed by the task but determined not to disappoint. Her soft moans echoed in the stillness of the night as she worked diligently on my dick.

Candy's eyes widened as she watched Sarah struggle to accommodate my massive cock in her mouth. The sounds of gagging and slurping filled the air, mingling with Sarah's muffled moans of discomfort and pleasure.

"Fuck, look at that..." Candy breathed, her fingers digging into her thighs under the costume,  as she fought the urge to join in. "She's really giving it her all, isn't she?" Her gaze darted to the other men, noticing how they watch with rapt attention, their own cocks twitching with anticipation.

"Look at you taking my cock so eagerly, slut," I groaned, feeling my balls tighten with pleasure. "Keep going, you're doing great!"

Greg stepped closer, his cock now fully erect and dripping pre-cum onto Sarah’s hair. He leaned over her back, whispering into her ear. "Just keep sucking that big dick like a good slutty bitch!"
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The sight of Greg leaning over Sarah, whispering dirty words into her ear, sent another wave of arousal crashing through Candy. She shifted restlessly on her feet, her nipples hardening against the cool night air.

"God..." She sighed dreamily, "I wish I could swap places with her right now." Her eyes flickered between Sarah and the two men dominating her. Seeing Sarah so completely under their control proved to be incredibly arousing for Candy; she imagined what it would feel like to have those powerful hands gripping her instead.

"Fuck yeah! Look at you swallowing my cock so willingly," I grunted, thrusting deeper into Sarah's mouth. "Take it all, slut!"

Greg moved his hand from Sarah's hair to her breast, squeezing it roughly. "Feel that?" he murmured into her ear like an evil demon. "That's your master's cock filling your mouth. You love it don't you?"

Feeling a surge of jealousy, Candy bit down on her lip to stifle a whimper. The sight of Greg manhandling Sarah's breasts was almost too much for her to bear.

"Fuck... " She muttered under her breath, "I'd kill to have those hands on me right now." Candy's eyes wandered down to where Sarah's legs were spread wide apart, leaving her most intimate parts exposed.

"Good girl, you’re doing amazing!" I praised Sarah again, feeling her throat constrict around my cock. "You can take more, slut!" Sarah gagged loudly as she struggled to take my cock deeper into her mouth. But despite the discomfort, there was no denying the pleasure evident in her eyes. She loved pleasing him this way – being used as nothing more than an oral toy for his enjoyment.

Candy's heart pounded in her chest as she watched Sarah struggle to take me deeper. The sight of her gagging and choking on my enormous cock sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core.

"Damn...," she swallows hard, trying to quell the sudden rush of lust. "She's such a good girl..." Her eyes roamed over Sarah's trembling form, taking in every detail. From the way her breasts bounced with each thrust to the wet trail left behind my leaking cock. "This is so fucking hot..." She whispered huskily.

"Enough of that," I growled, pulling my cock from Sarah's mouth with a pop. Pre-cum dripped from the tip, landing on her cheek. "Turn to your professor, slut. It's time to service your teacher!" Ryan grinned wickedly, stroking his own cock as he watched Sarah scramble to obey.

"Yeah, show me how much you love worshipping cock."

"Go ahead, Ryan. Show her how much fun servicing a real man can be!" I smirked, watching Sarah crawl towards the professor. Ryan nodded eagerly, stepping closer to Sarah.

"That's right, swallow me deep into our throat!" He guided Sarah's head towards his waiting cock, groaning at the thought of having her mouth wrapped around his length.

Candy watched intently as Sarah crawled towards Professor Ryan, her heart pounding in her chest. The sight of the professor guiding Sarah's head toward his throbbing cock sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her veins.

"Wow..." She breathes out, "This is even hotter than I imagined." Her eyes lingered on Sarah's ass as she moved towards Professor Ryan, admiring how perfectly round and inviting it looked.
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"Yes, take that cock like a good slut!" I commanded, watching Sarah swallow Ryan's thick shaft. "Show us how badly you want to be a proper fucktoy for your professors."

Sarah moaned around Ryan's cock, the vibrations sending tingles through his body. She bobbed her head eagerly, slurping and sucking like a pro. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth onto her professor's balls as she struggled to fit him all in her throat. Greg grabbed her head by her hair again and helped her bob on the professor's cock vividly.

The sight of Sarah's drooling mouth wrapped tightly around his girthy shaft was incredibly erotic.

"Damn..." Candy murmured under her breath. "She's such a natural at this..." Her eyes wandered down to Sarah's bouncing breasts, then lower to her round ass as it moved rhythmically with each bob of her head. "I bet it feels incredible to be used like this..."

"Look at you, taking it like a champ!" Ryan praised his lovely student, thrusting gently into Sarah’s gagging mouth. His hands tightened in Sarah's hair, guiding her movements as he fucked her face harder and faster.

Candy's breath hitched in her throat as she watched Sarah take Professor Ryan deeper, her eyes wide with awe and desire. The sight of Sarah's mouth stuffed full of cock felt undeniably erotic.

"Damn..." she murmured softly, "she really knows how to suck a cock..." Her gaze lingered on Sarah's trembling form, imagining what it would feel like to have a cock shoved down her throat. "This is so hot..."

Ryan grunted, his hips snapping forward as he hit the back of Sarah's throat.

"Fuck yes, just like that! Take it all, you filthy cumslut!" He held her head still and slapped her lovely face a few times. Sarah accepted it with a muffled scream but went on sucking his cock anyway. Her saliva began dropping on her elegant jawline, and from there, on her snow-white tits. She never broke eye contact with her professor, her expression one of desperate submission.

Candy gasped at the intensity of the scene unfolding before her, her cheeks flushing with heat. Watching Sarah get face-fucked so brutally while maintaining eye contact was incredibly arousing.

"Holy shit..." She breathed out, "That's intense!" Her eyes followed the trail of saliva dripping down Sarah's neck and onto her perfect breasts, the image searing itself into Candy's mind. She couldn't tear her gaze away from the depraved yet beautiful sight of submission. "This is so wrong, but goddamn if it isn't hot as hell..."

"Such a good little whore..." Ryan praised his student, his voice rough with lust. He pulled Sarah off his cock with a wet pop, pre-cum dripping from the tip. With a firm hand on her head, he pushed her head lower, to his balls. "Lick them carefully!" he ordered her.

Candy's breath caught in her throat as she watched Sarah obediently lower herself to lick at Professor Ryan's heavy balls.

"Damn..." she murmured under her breath, "She's such a good girl..." The sight of Sarah's tongue swirling around the professor's balls was undeniably erotic, stirring something deep within Candy. The filthy sight made the rest of us jerk off our cocks vividly. Sarah's saliva on my cock made every move easier and louder.

"Good girl...," Ryan praised her, feeling Sarah's warm tongue licking his balls. "Now here..." He turned around, pushed down his cape to the floor, and spread his ass cheeks apart, exposing his muscular asshole. "Don't forget about this hole..."

"Oh my..." Candy breathed out, her voice barely above a whisper. "That's quite an offer..." Her gaze switched from the professor's exposed rear to the lovely blonde kneeling on our patio, who didn't even flinch, and just leaned closer to her teacher.

"Show me how much you appreciate your professors' bodies, slut!" Ryan said sternly. "Rim me hard!" He grabbed Sarah's head and positioned her face exactly where he wanted it. Then he started pushing his ass against her face, forcing her to rim him hard.

Candy's pulse quickened as she watched Sarah's face disappear between the professor's ass cheeks, the sound of wet slapping filling the room. The sight of Sarah submitting completely to her professor, rimming him with such devotion, made all of us even more excited.

"God damn... " Candy whispered under her breath, "That's some hardcore rimming..."

"Such a good slut...," Greg murmured beside me. Jake didn't say a word, just kept on jerking his long cock vividly.

"Ah! Fuck yes, just like that!" Ryan cried out, feeling Sarah's tongue probing his tight hole. "You're doing great, keep it up!" He kept pushing his ass against her face, forcing her to rim him harder and deeper. His cock twitched with anticipation. Both Greg and Jake were watching this debauchery with evil grins on their face, jerking their cocks like they were in a race or something.

I followed Ryan’s way and dropped down my cape to the floor. Jake and Greg followed suit, so it must have been a really dirty view all the four men standing naked around that lovely blonde kneeling on the floor, rimming her professor.

Candy bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan as she watches us surround her friend, who was delving her tongue deeper into her professor’s ass with each passing moment. I could clearly see the sweat on her skin at the brim of her French maid costume.

“Oh fuck...” She gasped quietly, her fingers digging into the armrests as she fought the urge to touch herself. “This is so dirty...” Her gaze remained fixated on the lewd display, drinking in every detail - the way Sarah's face scrunched up in concentration, the sounds of wet rimming echoing through the patio, the sight of Ryan's cock twitching with impending release.

Greg pulled Sarah's head back by her hair. He was close now. His cock throbbed violently, precum oozing from its tip. The sudden movement caused the blonde girl to gasp audibly.

"Come here, slut!" Greg snarled, pulling Sarah towards himself. "It's my turn to fuck your face!" He placed her hands on his thighs and guided her to jerk his cock. Meanwhile, Jake was stroking his cock wildly behind our guest, moaning loudly.

Candy's breath hitched as she watched Greg guide Sarah's hands to his throbbing erection, her own desire reaching a fever pitch. The sight of Sarah obediently wrapping her fingers around the professor's shaft, stroking him with practiced movements, was almost too much to bear.

I felt it was the perfect moment to add some degradation to the scene so I leaned to our guest and spit a large one on her face. Jake whistled again, the other guys just watched the saliva drip down the lovely blonde's face.

"Fuck..." Candy whimpered under her breath, I need to touch myself... Unable to resist any longer, she slipped a hand beneath her skirt, her fingers brushing against the damp fabric of her panties. She rubbed herself through the thin material, desperately seeking friction as she continued to watch the debauched scene unfold before her.

"Go on, suck my cock!" Greg commanded Sarah. "Let me fuck that pretty face!"

The sight of our well-known neighbor thrusting his hips forward, pushing his length deeper into Sarah's mouth, was strange and amazing at the same time.

"Oh God..." Candy moans softly, her fingers pressing harder against her clit through her soaked panties. "This is so hot..." Her own arousal built with each thrust of Greg's cock into Sarah's mouth, the lewd sounds of their encounter felt like music to our ears.

Unable to hold back any longer, Candy brought herself over the edge with a soft cry, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Jake moaned loudly, stroking his cock wildly behind our guest.

"Fuck yeah! Make her gag on your dick, Greg!" His words echoed throughout the floor, adding fuel to the fire of Candy’s arousal.

Candy's breath came in short gasps as she watched Greg force his cock deeper into Sarah's throat, the man's grunts of pleasure mingling with Sarah's muffled cries.

"Holy shit..." She panted, her fingers still pressed against her sensitive clit.  "They're so fucking rough..." The image of Sarah's face contorted in a mix of pain and pleasure as Greg fucked her mouth relentlessly. Candy rode the waves of ecstasy, her body trembling with the intensity of her climax.

"Look at you, gagging on my cock like the good little whore you are," Greg sneered, enjoying the view of Sarah struggling to breathe around his thick cock.

"Please can I have her?" Jake asked, almost begging.

Greg kept on dominating Sarah without a word, his cock plunging in and out of her mouth with ruthless efficiency. The sight of the professor so thoroughly enjoying himself, coupled with Jake's pleading request, sent another surge of arousal coursing through Candy's veins.

"Fuck..." She groaned, her fingers moving quicker against her swollen clit. "I wish I could be there instead..."

"Alright, take her," Greg said, pulling his cock out of Sarah's mouth with a wet pop. "But don't go easy on her." With that, he handed Sarah off to Jake, who immediately shoved his own cock down her throat. Meanwhile, Greg turned his attention to Candy, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

Candy's eyes widened as she watched Jake claim Sarah, his cock disappearing between her lips with a loud slurp. The sight of the girl being passed around like a toy, used solely for the pleasure of others, sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core.

"Oh fuck..." she gasped, her fingers working overtime against her clit. "That's so fucking hot..." As if on cue, Greg stepped to Candy, his predatory gaze sending an entirely new wave of desire coursing through her veins. The thought of being the center of his focus, even for a brief moment, filled Candy with an intoxicating blend of fear and excitement.

"Stand up, please, mistress!" Greg commanded, pointing at Candy with a firm hand gesture. He wanted to see her body in the French maid costume, to admire how her curves moved.

Candy's heart pounded in her chest as she stood up, the command in Greg's voice leaving no room for argument. As she walked towards him, her heels clicking against the floor, she couldn't help but notice the way his eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve and contour.

"Yes, Sir...," She murmured, a blush creeping onto her cheeks. "How may I serve you?" Despite the nervousness that gripped her, Candy managed to maintain eye contact with Greg, doing her best to project an air of confidence. The fact that he wanted to see her in this outfit, to admire her body, only served to fuel her arousal further.

“Kneel down, mistress,” Greg instructed her, his eyes fixated on her plump breasts, barely contained within the tight French maid uniform. He wanted to get a better look at those perky nipples peeking through the sheer lace fabric.

Without hesitation, Candy knelt in front of Greg, her knees touching the wooden floor of the patio, just like Sarah was on her knees not far away. Candy looked up at our neighbor through lowered lashes, her breath catching in her throat as she noticed the intense focus in his eyes.

"Yes, Sir...," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. "What would you like to see?" Candy's hands instinctively moved to her chest, cupping the swell of her breasts and giving them a gentle squeeze. The action caused her nipples to harden even more, poking against the delicate lace of her uniform. She held the pose, offering herself up to Greg's scrutiny.

"Let him see how you can press your tits around his cock, baby!" I ordered Candy while also admiring how Sarah was being face fucked by Jake

Candy's breath hitched because she knew exactly what I meant – to offer herself up to him, to use her body to pleasure him however he saw fit.

"Yes, baby..." she whispered, a blush spreading across her cheeks as she complied with his instruction. Slowly, Candy leaned forward, her large breasts pressing against Greg's thighs. With deliberate slowness, she began to move her arms, circling them around his erect member. Her hands caressed the length of his cock gently, squeezing it firmly as she brought it closer to her breasts. Meanwhile, she couldn't help but steal glances at Sarah and Jake, watching the latter ramming his cock down the former's throat with reckless abandon.

Feeling Greg's cock throbbing in her grasp, Candy let out a soft sigh, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. The sensation of his hardness against her skin, combined with the lewd sounds coming from Sarah and Jake, was enough to send a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her veins.

"Oh God...," she moaned softly, her hands continuing to work over Greg's cock. "So big..." With practiced ease, Candy began to bounce her breasts up and down his shaft. The friction sent sparks shooting up her spine, making her pussy clench in response. She could feel her juices soaking through her panties, dripping down her thighs.

Her moans grew louder as she continued to bounce her breasts up and down Greg's cock. She could feel his pulse, strong and steady, throbbing beneath her touch.

"That's right...," she purred, looking up at him through half-lidded eyes.

"Show me how much you love it..." Her other hand slipped down to her pussy, dipping beneath the hem of her skirt to tease at her soaked folds. She let out a gasp as she touched herself, the sensation amplified tenfold by the knowledge that she was pleasuring Greg while being watched by two other men.

Candy's hips bucked involuntarily as she continued to stroke herself, her fingers delving deeper into her slick folds. The combination of pleasuring Greg with her breasts and touching herself was overwhelming, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

"Fuck...," she whimpered, her movements becoming more frantic. "I'm gonna cum..." Just as she teetered on the brink, Greg grabbed her wrist, stopping her from reaching her climax. Candy looked up at him, panting heavily, her eyes wide with a mix of surprise and need. "Please, Sir...," she begged, her voice shaking. "Let me cum... I need it so badly..."

"That's it, Greg, fuck her face while grabbing her hands above her head!" I encouraged our neighbor who had probably wanted to do all this since we moved here.

The sudden shift in control left Candy breathless, her body arching back as Greg's cock slammed into her mouth. She felt him grab her wrists, pinning them above her head, effectively immobilizing her.

"Ahhhh!" she cried out, the sound muffled by Greg's cock. Despite the rough treatment, Candy found herself getting even more aroused. The feeling of being dominated, of having her needs ignored until they became desperate pleas, only served to heighten her arousal. "Pleashhh, Sirhh...," she whimpered, trying to push her breasts harder against his thighs. "Don't stophhh..."

But of the ladies were now face fucked in the same rhythm now. Ryan and myself watched in awe as Jake thrusted his strong, veiny cock deep into Sarah throat, messing her hair by his strong hands. As Greg's thrusts in my wife's mouth intensified, Candy struggled to keep up, her lips stretching around his girth. Each deep penetration sent waves of pleasure rippling through her body, making her clit throb with need.

'Godhh...," she groaned, her voice vibrating against his cock. Desperate for release, Candy squirmed beneath Greg, her body writhing in sweet agony. She could feel her orgasm building, coiling tightly in her belly before exploding outward. "Pleashhh...," she pleaded again, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. Despite the discomfort of being held down and used as little more than a toy for Greg's pleasure, Candy found herself completely lost in the moment.

Jake meanwhile made Sarah lick his balls while Prof. Ryan and I were watching and jerking our cocks vividly.

As Candy stood on her knees there, impaled on Greg's cock, she caught glimpses of the scene unfolding beside her. She watched, transfixed, as Jake held Sarah's head in place, forcing her to service him with her tongue. "Ohgghh my godhhh..." she breathed, her own arousal spiking at the sight. Candy's gaze flickered between Jake and Sarah, then to where Professor Ryan and I were stroking our cocks, clearly enjoying the show. The knowledge that she was part of such a depraved spectacle only heightened her excitement. She whimpered, her hips bucking against Greg's hold, which made our neighbor pull her head back for a moment.

'Please, Sir, let me suck your balls too...' She gazed up at Greg pleadingly, her eyes filled with desperation and desire.

Candy's moans grew louder as Greg finally released her wrists, allowing her to move freely once more. She wasted no time in lowering her head towards his groin, her tongue darting out to taste the salty sweat on his skin.

"Mmm..." she murmured appreciatively, wrapping her lips around one of his heavy balls. She sucked gently, rolling it around in her mouth before moving on to the other, mimicking what Sarah was doing to Jake.

"So hot...," she panted, glancing up at Greg through half-lidded eyes. "Your balls taste amazing..." As Candy continued to lavish attention on Greg's balls, she couldn't help but sneak glances at Sarah and Jake. Seeing Sarah licking Jake's balls sent another surge of arousal coursing through her veins. "God...," she moaned, "This is so fucking hot..."

"Step back now, Jake," I ordered my young gym buddy, "time for me and Prof. Ryan here to teach Sarah how to suck two cocks at once!"

Candy's breath hitched as she heard my command, her eyes widening at the prospect of what was about to happen. She watched in rapt fascination as Jake pulled out his cock from between Sarah panting lips, and stepped aside, giving me and Professor Ryan room to take turns fucking Sarah's mouth.

"Oh my god...," Candy himpered, her body trembling with anticipation. "Two cocks at once..." she couldn't tear her gaze away from the filthy scene before her. "That looks so fucking hot..." she moaned, her walls clenching around Greg's cock as she watched.

Sarah kept on taking both me and Professor Ryan into her mouth, her cheeks puffing out as she struggled to accommodate their size. I couldn't help but grunt in approval, I thrusted into her warm, wet mouth.

"Good girl...," the Professor praised her, his voice thick with lust. "Take us both..." He glanced over at Candy, seeing her watching the scene with obvious envy.

"Be a good Mistress and serve our neighbour well!" I ordered Candy. "And let us give your friend the perfect material for her thesis," Ryan suggested, nodding towards Sarah.

Candy's eyes lit up with excitement. She quickly rose to her feet, her skirt falling back into place as she approached Sarah. Her gaze was fixed on the other woman's face, stretched wide around the dual invasion of cocks.

"Yes, Sir..." she replied, her voice low and husky with desire. "I'll make sure she gets everything she needs for her research..." Candy knelt down beside Sarah, her hands moving to grip the other woman's hair. She tugged gently, urging Sarah to focus on pleasing me and Professor Ryan. "Show them how good you can be, darling," Candy purred, leaning in close to whisper in Sarah's ear. "Satisfy them... With that," Candy began to stroke Sarah's cheek, encouraging her to continue sucking off the two men.

Suddenly, a new wave of arousal washed over Candy as she watched Sarah take both me and Professor Ryan into her mouth simultaneously.

"That's it...," she moaned softly, continuing to stroke Sarah's cheek. "Such a good girl..." Candy leaned in closer, her breasts pressing against Sarah's side as she watched the men fuck the other woman's face. The sight was incredibly arousing, fueling Candy's own desires. "You're doing great... she whispered into Sarah's ear, Now just relax and enjoy it..." Feeling bolder, Candy reached down between Sarah's legs, slipping a finger between her slick folds. She started to rub slow circles around Sarah's clit, adding to the pleasure already coursing through her body.

"Don't forget to breathe..." she reminded Sarah gently.

Candy continued to stimulate Sarah's clit with her fingers, reveling in the soft moans escaping the other woman's mouth.

"Oh yes...," she groaned, watching as Sarah's eyes fluttered closed in pleasure. "That's it...," Candy pressed harder against Sarah's clit, increasing the pressure as she watched the men fuck her face. The sight was intoxicating, driving Candy wild with desire. "Look at them...," she whispered seductively into Sarah's ear, "They love having you suck their cocks..."

Candy could feel herself getting closer and closer to climax, every touch sending sparks of pleasure shooting straight to her core.

"Come on, honey..." she urged Sarah. "Show them how much you love it..."

She continued to stroke the other woman's cheek, encouraging her to take even more of  and Professor Ryan into her mouth. "Such a good girl...," she purred, her voice low and husky. "Keep going..." Candy could feel herself teetering on the edge of orgasm, each moan from Sarah pushing her closer and closer.

As Sarah's muffled moans grew louder, Candy felt a surge of satisfaction. She knew she was responsible for pushing the other woman to such heights of pleasure, and it only made her own arousal spike even higher.

"That's it...," she groaned, continuing to stroke Sarah's cheek. "Let them hear you..."

With a final squeeze around Sarah's clit, Candy pushed the other woman over the edge. "Cum for us, honey...," she urged Sarah. "And don't hold back!"

Meanwhile, Candy kept stroking Sarah's cheek. She wanted to see Sarah come undone beneath the dual assault of me and Professor Ryan. "That's it..." she murmured into Sarah's ear. "Give it to them!" As Sarah's climax hit full force, Candy felt an overwhelming sense of satisfaction wash over her. Seeing someone else experience such intense pleasure was more than enough to send her spiraling into her own orgasm. "Fuck...," she gasped, gripping Sarah tightly as waves of ecstasy crashed through her.

Taking my wife's hand now, I pulled her up.

"Time to let her be really face fucked, baby." I said to her. "You helped her great so far, now let us boys do our job!"

She giggled softly, then turned her head to watch Sarah, still reeling from her recent orgasm. She couldn't help but admire the other woman's resilience and determination. "You did great, honey...," she praised Sarah gently. With one final lingering kiss on Sarah's lips, Candy allowed herself to be led away.

"Bring us some cold beers, please!" I reminded my lovely wife of her mistress duties. Candy nodded enthusiastically, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Yes, sir! I'll get those right away..."She quickly disentangled herself from my embrace and hurried off towards the kitchen. As she walked, she couldn't help but glance to what was happenning to Sarah - the way me and Professor Ryan were using her mouth, fucking her face hard and fast until she was gagging and tears streamed down her cheeks.

"Mmm, that looks delicious..." she purred to herself, then hurried out, her tight round ass bounding in the French maid outfit.

Once in the kitchen, Candy grabbed four cold beers from the fridge and headed back out to the living room. She handed one to each man standing around Sarah, who was kneeling on the floor being face fucked.

I took the beer from Candy and popped the cap open, taking a long swig before setting it aside. I then grabbed Sarah's hair roughly, pulling her head back so she was forced to look up at me.

"Open your mouth, slut," I commanded sternly. "It's time for the main event!" Sarah obediently parted her lips, ready and eager to accept whatever I had in store for her. I wasted no time shoving my thick cock past her lips, burying myself balls-deep in her warm, wet mouth. "Fuck yeah...," I groaned, savoring the feeling of Sarah's tongue swirling around my shaft. "Take it all, bitch. Choke on my dick!" I began thrusting my hips vigorously, fucking Sarah's face with abandon. The other three men left some space for me, while drinking their beer, having a little rest in the debauchery.

Watching me dominate Sarah like that, Candy stepped closer to the action, unable to resist the temptation. "Wow...," she breathed out, her eyes locked onto the erotic spectacle unfolding before her. "That's hot..." Candy reached out tentatively, tracing a finger down Sarah's spine before cupping her asscheek and giving it a firm squeeze. "Good job, sweetheart..." she praised Sarah between pants. "You're doing great..." Feeling bolder now, Candy moved behind me. She leaned forward, pressing her breasts against my back as she wrapped both hands around my waist. "That's it babe, fuck her face deep...," she whispered suggestively into my ear.

"Sarah babe, I will show you humiliation on the deepest level now!" I said to the blonde girl with my cock in her mouth. "You will have a chance to lick all our asses! Begin with Jake as he surely didn't experience anything like that before!" Her eyes turned even wider but didn't say anything just kept on sucking me.

"Oh my god...," Candy moaned softly, biting down on her lower lip. "That's so fucking hot..." Still holding onto me, Candy watched as I pulled my cock out, letting the lovely blonde have some air. Sarah got up on shaky legs and approached Jake. Her heart pounded in anticipation as she waited to see what would happen next.

We watched in awe as Sarah knelt down behind Jake, her eyes wide and nervous. The sight of this confident, assertive young woman reduced to licking another man's ass was incredibly arousing. As Sarah started to lavish attention on Jake's exposed rear end, Candy fueled all our horniness further.

"That's it babe...," she coaxed Sarah. "Show them how good you can make him feel..."

Candy pressed herself tighter against my back, grinding her own curves against me while keeping one hand firmly planted on my hip. "God damn...," she sighed dreamily, "This is exactly what I needed tonight..."

"I could see how much you enjoyed blowing Greg, babe." I said. "Why don't you show Sarah how a good rimming should be, using Greg as your model?" Greg grinned at her, put down his beer and turned around, exposing his muscular, hairy ass to my wife.

Candy looked at me with the deepest lust in her eyes. "Oh fuck...," she whimpered softly. Without hesitation, Candy released her grip on me and moved around behind Sarah. "Like this?" she asked nervously, looking up at me for approval before reaching out tentatively toward Greg's exposed hole. Candy hesitated for just a moment longer before finally leaning close to Greg's twitching asshole. With gentle pressure, she pushed her tongue inside him, wiggling it around experimentally.

Candy watched closely as Sarah mimicked her actions, following her lead with eager curiosity. The sight of Sarah's tongue darting out to lap at Jake's puckered entrance made Candy's stomach flutter with excitement.

"That's it...," she encouraged Sarah gently. "Just like that..." Candy continued to work Greg's ass with tongue, pushing it deeper as she went along. She loved the feeling of his muscles clenching around her tongue, tightening and relaxing rhythmically.

"Look how he squirms...," she murmured appreciatively. "You're doing great..." Feeling bolder now, Candy slid her free hand down between her own legs. She rubbed herself slowly through the fabric of her panties, trying not to make too much noise but finding it impossible not to moan softly at the sensation.

“Deeper, ladies!” I ordered them, like a perverted master of a ceremony. “Lick your guys, hurry up, we will switch soon!”

Hearing my command, Candy pushed her tongue deeper into Greg's ass. She curled them upward, searching for that sweet spot that would make him moan and squirm even more.

“That's it...” our neighbor panted softly. “Keep going...”

With renewed enthusiasm, Candy focused all of her attention on pleasuring Greg. She could hear Sarah doing the same thing beside her, working on Jake diligently to match Candy's pace. “Just like that...,” she encouraged Sarah. “Make him beg for more...” Candy's hand continued its relentless assault on her own clit through the fabric of her panties. Each stroke sent jolts of pleasure shooting straight up her spine, making her knees buckle slightly under the weight of it all. “Fuck...,” she whimpered quietly, “I'm so close...”

“Come on Ryan, have a seat on this comfy sofa,” I invited the Professor. “We will have our asses licked out now. Baby, Candy, please come here, serve your husband! And Sarah: here's your favourite professor to rim!”

Candy quickly pulled away from Greg, leaving his ass gapind and wet from her saliva. She hurried over to where I was settling onto the couch.

“Here I am, honey... she said softly, kneeling down in front of me. She leaned forward without hesitation, parting my cheeks and exposing my tight asshole to her hungry gaze. Without wasting another second, Candy lowered her head and buried her face between those plump cheeks.

"Mmm...," she hummed appreciatively. "So pretty..." Her tongue darted out instinctively, lapping at my twitching hole with eager curiosity. Sarah also stopped licking Jake, and turned around, followed her friend. Now she just watched Candy in awe, kneeling in front of professor Ryan, who was jerking his cock impatiently.

"Thank you baby! It feels really good, keep going!" I  groaned deeply as Candy's warm tongue worked its magic on my sensitive asshole. I could feel myself getting harder and more aroused by the second, my cock throbbing painfully in response. "That's right...," I purred approvingly. "Just like that..." I looked over at Sarah, watching her intently as she started servicing Professor Ryan. Her eyes were filled with admiration for her dedication and willingness to participate. "You're doing great, Sarah..." I complimented her warmly. "Keep going, push your tongue deep into your teacher's asshole..."

Encouraged by my praise, Candy doubled her efforts. She pushed her tongue deeper into my ass, swirling it around in circles until she found that perfect spot that had me writhing beneath her.

"Oh fuck...," she groaned softly. "You like that?" She reached up with one hand, grabbing hold of my thick shaft and stroking it slowly from base to tip. The silky smooth skin felt incredible against her palm; each pull elicited another deep moan from me.

"Oh yes, Candy! Your tongue is amazing!" I moaned. "I love how you worship my ass! Stroke my cock faster baby!" I threw my head back in ecstasy, my hips bucking involuntarily as Candy pleasured me. The dual sensations of her tongue probing my asshole and her hand pumping my aching cock were almost too much to bear. "Harder...." he demanded from my lovely wife breathlessly. "Faster..."

I glanced over at Sarah again, marveling at how far she'd come since she first arrived at the party. She seemed completely at ease now, lost in the moment as she ate out Professor Ryan's ass with gusto. "Good girl..." he praised her huskily, "such a good little slut for your teacher..."

My balls tightened as Candy stroked me faster, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. She increased both the speed and intensity of her movements. She pumped my cock faster while pushing her tongue deeper into my ass. "That's it..." she panted softly. "Take it, baby... Fuck yeah...," she groaned aloud, "I'm gonna make you cum so hard..." Driven by pure desire and unbridled lust, Candy focused all of her attention on giving  exactly what I needed. Her tongue flicked erratically against my sensitive hole while her hand stroked my cock mercilessly.

"Stop, baby! We reserve all the cum for Sarah, remember! Release me for a moment!"

At my sudden command, Candy reluctantly withdrew her mouth and hand from my body. She sat back on her heels, panting heavily as she gazed up at me with wide, pleading eyes.

"Y-yes, sir...," she stammered breathlessly, "I forgot myself..." Candy's pussy throbbed with need, her clit aching for release. But she knew better than to disobey my rules, no matter how desperately she craved her own climax. "I-I'll be good..." she promised softly, "Just let me know when you need me again..."

As if on cue, Sarah released Professor Ryan's cock with a wet pop, turning to face Candy with a look of envy and longing.

"Please," Sarah begged quietly. "Can I finish him off? I've been dying to taste him..."

"Sure it is time for the big finale anyways." I nodded. "Boys, gather around Sarah!"

Candy watched eagerly as I gave my permission for Sarah to continue pleasuring Professor Ryan. She couldn't help but admire the way Sarah took control of the situation, stepping forward confidently to take the older man's throbbing member into her mouth. The sight of Sarah sucking off Professor Ryan - their mutual enjoyment clear in every lewd slurp and sigh - only fueled Candy's arousal further.

"That's it guys, start jerking!" I ordered the other participants of the bukkake. "Professor, you can be the first!"

With my silent approval, Candy reached out once again to grab hold of my cock. She began stroking me slowly, deliberately matching her rhythm to Sarah's bobbing head. "Mmm...," she moaned softly, "so big..." Candy's other hand slipped down between her thighs, fingers sinking into the slick folds of her pussy. She teased herself lightly, circling around her swollen clit before dipping two fingers deep within her dripping cunt. "God..." she gasped loudly, "I wish I could fuck you right now..."

"You can jerk it on Sarah's face, baby!" I said to her graciously.

Hearing my suggestion, Candy quickly adjusted her position. She moved closer to Sarah, positioning herself directly behind the younger woman.

"Like this?" she asked tentatively. "Is this okay?" Her grip tightened around my shaft as she guided it towards Sarah's eager mouth. The sight of Sarah's lips wrapped around Professor Ryan's dick - taking him deep into her throat without hesitation - was incredibly arousing.

"Fuck...," Candy breathed out sharply. "This is hot..." She leaned forward slightly, pressing her breasts against Sarah's back while continuing to stroke my cock.

"Cool!" I shouted out. "Jake and Greg, keep up the pace!"

Watching me give instructions to the others, Candy felt an unexpected surge of excitement. She imagined what it would be like to have multiple cocks inside her at once - to be used and abused by these powerful men.

"Oh God...," she whimpered softly. "This is gonna be intense..." As Jake and Greg surroounded the lovely blonde up close, Candy continued stroking my cock while reaching out with her free hand to welcome Jake's member into her mouth. "Mmm...," she hummed around Jake's length, "Welcome aboard..." Feeling Greg's hands exploring her body from behind sent shivers running down Candy's spine. His fingers traced over the  curves of her tits appreciatively.

"Okay, I can't take it anymore, I' m coming!" I shouted out. "Honey, direct my spray to Sarah's face while she's sucking her professor!

Candy tightened her grip on both members in her hands. She increased the pace of her strokes, determined to bring each man to climax simultaneously.

"Come for us!" she urged us breathlessly. "Cover Sarah's pretty face with your cum!" Candy turned her attention back to Sarah, guiding my spurting cock towards her mouth filled with the Professor's cock. As thick ropes of semen shot forth from the tip of my shaft, Candy let all of them land on Sarah's cheek. "That's it baby...," she coaxed softly. "Take it!"

Meanwhile, Jake thrust forward eagerly toward Sarah's face. Candy felt a rush of satisfaction as she saw Jake's seed splatter across Sarah's already covered face. The sight of those beautiful cheeks painted white with cum was enough to send her over the edge. "Fuck...," she moaned loudly, "I love seeing you like that..." But Candy wasn't finished yet; not until every last drop had been milked from these men. She resumed stroking Jake's cock vigorously, urging him to release even more onto Sarah.

Still trembling from the intensity of their shared climax, Candy allowed herself a moment to catch her breath. She gently pulled away from Jake’s spent cock, licking her lips with satisfaction. "Mmm..." she purred contentedly. "Delicious..." Looking down at Sarah's cum-covered features, Candy felt a pang of jealousy. She wished she could feel those sticky strands against her skin instead.

"Two down, two to go!" I stated. "Who's next? Ryan or Greg?"

Greg stepped forward, jerking his hairy cock furiously.

"Let me cover her pretty face!"

"Excellent choice! Paint Sarah's face with your thick cum, Greg!" I ordered him. "Let's see what you got! Candy, help him aim it on her face! Don't miss! Aim it well! It's a challenge!"

Candy nodded enthusiastically, her eyes lighting up at the challenge. She moved closer to Greg, reaching out to grasp his throbbing member. Her fingers traced over the veins standing out prominently on his shaft before wrapping around it firmly.

"Let me help you out..." she murmured encouragingly. "Aim straight and don't hesitate..." Guiding Greg's cock towards Sarah's cum-slickened face, Candy positioned herself so that she could watch every detail of their performance. The anticipation was almost unbearable.

"Go ahead, shoot your load! Make sure it lands right on her nose and mouth! Don't hold back, show us your best shot!"

At my enthusiastic encouragement, Candy squeezed Greg's cock tightly, aiming it precisely at Sarah's waiting face. With a grunt of effort, Greg unleashed a torrent of thick, creamy semen directly onto Sarah's features.

"Yes!" Candy cheered, watching in awe as rivulets of cum dripped down Sarah's chin and pooled in her open mouth. "Beautiful shot!"

The sight of Sarah's nose and lips glazed with Greg's essence sent a jolt of arousal through Candy.

"So, professor Ryan, it's only you know," I said. "Wanna cover your best student with your fresh load?"

Candy glanced over at the Professor, feeling a strange mix of admiration and desire. He'd held himself together admirably throughout this wild spectacle, but now it seemed like he was finally ready to let loose.

"Oh yeah...," she murmured huskily, "I bet you've got some good stuff tucked away there..." Moving closer to Sarah, Candy bent down slightly to get a better view of her cum-soaked face. She watched intently as Professor Ryan's cock twitched eagerly against his stomach. "C'mon babe...," she coaxed softly. "Show me how much you appreciate your little slutty student..."

"Alright then!" Ryan exclaimed, grinning wickedly. He grabbed Sarah's hair and pulled her head back, exposing her neck and chest. "I'll make sure to cover you real good."

Candy's heart pounded in her chest as she watched Professor Ryan grab Sarah's hair and pull her head back. The sight of Sarah's exposed neck and cleavage sent a wave of desire coursing through Candy. "Oh fuck... she breathed out heavily, That's hot..." Her gaze remained fixed on Sarah's vulnerable form as the Professor aimed his cock towards her cum-coated breasts. Every muscle in Candy's body tensed in anticipation of his impending release. "Here we go...," she whispered excitedly. "Give it all to her!"

As Professor Ryan began to unload his potent seed onto Sarah's cum-splattered breasts, Candy couldn't help but marvel at the raw power of his orgasm. Each spurt that landed on Sarah's flesh sent another thrill racing down Candy's spine.

"Fuck yes!" she cried out ecstatically. "Look at you go!" Candy leaned closer to get a better view of the Professor's cock gushing thick streams of cum onto Sarah's soft skin. She imagined what it would feel like if he were shooting his load directly onto her own sensitive nipples.

“That's it! Make sure you cover every inch of her perfect face!”

Candy watched with rapt attention as the Professor's cum continued to paint Sarah's face in thick streaks. The sight was absolutely mesmerizing, and it stirred something deep within Candy.

"Yeah... she moaned softly. "Make sure she's dripping with your cum..." Seeing Sarah's pretty features coated with the Professor's essence was incredibly arousing for Candy. Feeling a surge of excitement, Candy reached out and cupped one of Sarah's heavy breasts in her hand. The warm, slick texture beneath her palm made her shiver with pleasure.

"Mmm...," she groaned appreciatively. "So fucking sexy..." Gazing down at Sarah's cum-slathered body, Candy couldn't help but compare it to her own. She wondered what it would be like to have such an intense experience with multiple men at once.

"So, Sarah, this is what a real bukkake is like." I straightened my back, feeling relaxed after sthooting my load on this lovely blonde's perfect skin. "How did you like it?"

"Oh my god..." our guest murmured breathlessly. "This is incredible..." Turning back to Sarah, Candy saw the girl struggling to keep her eyes open amidst all the cum plastered across her face. A sense of pride swelled within Candy knowing that she had played a role in making Sarah look like this. "And you loved every second of it, didn't you?" she teased lightly. Suddenly feeling bold, Candy leaned in close to Sarah's cum-smeared face. She ran her tongue delicately along the contours of Sarah's cheek, tasting the mixture of saliva and semen that clung stubbornly to her skin.

"Mmm...," she hummed appreciatively. "Your taste is addicting..." Without warning, Candy opened her mouth wider and engulfed Sarah's entire nipple into her mouth. The sensation of suckling on Sarah while still coated in Professor Ryan's cum sent waves of pleasure coursing through Candy.

Feeling bolder than ever, Candy ran her index finger across Sarah's cum covered face, collecting a great amount of fresh sperm from her skin. Then took a moment to admire the messy state of Sarah's face, and pusher her cum-covered finger to Sarah's clit between her thighs.

"Damn... she muttered under her breath, You're so fucking beautiful... Look at you...," she sighed dreamily. "All worked up and dripping..."

Candy circled Sarah's clit with her cum-coated finger, applying gentle pressure as she continued to admire the girl's debased state. The combination of Sarah's arousal and the lingering taste of Professor Ryan's semen on her tongue was intoxicating. "God, you're so wet already...," she purred, sliding her finger up and down Sarah's slit. "And it's all because of these four studs covered you with their cum..." Candy circled her index finger on Sarah's clit fast now. At the same time, she sucked harder on the girl's nipple, sending pulses of pleasure rippling through both of them.

"Oh fuck..." she gasped out loud. "You need this so bad..." And she played with her blonde friend's clit even harder.

Her other hand wandered lower, exploring Sarah's swollen clit with a touch that was both gentle and insistent.

"Mmmm...," she moaned around Sarah's nipple. "You're going to come all over yourself..."

"Lick her face clean, baby!" I ordered my wife now. "And push your cum covered tongue in Sarah's mouth so she can enjoy the flavor of those four loads!"

Candy's eyes widened at my command, but she didn't hesitate for a moment. With a hungry gleam in her eye, she leaned forward and pressed her cum-coated tongue firmly against Sarah's cum-drenched face. "Mmmph...," she mumbled around the mouthful of girl, her voice muffled but filled with eagerness. Tongue lashing out in long, slow strokes, Candy began to lap up the mess that coated Sarah's skin. As she worked, she gradually pushed her tongue deeper, until it slipped past Sarah's parted lips and slid into her mouth.

"Here, baby...," Candy purred, holding her tongue still for a moment so Sarah could savor the taste. "Enjoy the flavor of all that hot cum..."

Sarah swallowed the creamy mix of cum and salive with her eyes closed, savouring the taste.

With a satisfied sigh, Candy pulled away from Sarah just enough to speak clearly.

"That's it...," she coaxed gently. "Taste every drop..." Then she dove back in, licking and sucking eagerly at Sarah's cum-soaked face. Every swipe of her tongue brought more of the sticky substance into her mouth, where it mingled with her own saliva and created an even richer blend of flavors.

"Ohhh..." she moaned softly. "You're so delicious..."

Candy's tongue continued to explore Sarah's face, cleaning off every last trace of cum. She savored each new taste that washed over her palate, reveling in the way they seemed to enhance one another. The men around her were watching the ladies on their knees with a tired, satisfied smile.

"Fuck..." my wife breathed heavily. "You taste better than I imagined..." As she licked and slurped, Candy let out soft moans of delight. The sound echoed around us, adding another layer to the erotic tableau unfolding before our eyes.

Feeling emboldened by my presence and the sheer intensity of the moment, Candy decided to take things further. She plunged her tongue back into Sarah's mouth, pushing deep and hard. "Mmmph...," she mumbled around Sarah's lips. "You're going to love this..." Her free hand moved lower again, resuming its assault on Sarah's swollen clit. The combination of having her mouth filled with cum-laden tongue and her pussy stuffed full with fingers was almost too much for either woman to handle.

Caught up in the throes of passion, Candy barely registered the sounds coming from Sarah. All she knew was the overwhelming need to make the girl climax - to see her lose control under the onslaught of pleasure.

"Come on, baby...," she urged between moans. "Let go!"

Driven by pure instinct, Candy redoubled her efforts. One hand worked furiously at Sarah's clit while the other pumped relentlessly inside her soaked cunt. Each movement sent ripples of ecstasy shooting through both women. Candy could feel herself teetering on the edge of orgasm. The relentless rhythm of her fingers and tongue combined with Sarah's sweet taste in her mouth were pushing her closer and closer to the brink.

"Fuck..." the blonde girl  gasped out loud. "I'm gonna..." Before she could finish speaking, Candy's world exploded into stars. A powerful orgasm ripped through her body, causing her to buck wildly against Sarah. Her fingers curled inside the girl as she rode out wave after wave of pleasure.

As Candy came undone, she felt a strange satisfaction wash over her. It wasn't just about the release; it was also about giving Sarah something special - something unforgettable. "Ohhhh... she whimpered, Fuck yes..." Even as she continued to ride out her own climax, Candy refused to stop working on Sarah. If anything, she doubled down on her efforts, bringing the younger woman over the edge as well. Our guest reached the orgasm with a scream, her whole body trembling on the floor.

Breathless and drenched in sweat, Candy finally slowed her movements. But she didn't pull away entirely; instead, she remained nestled between Sarah's legs, panting softly.

"That was amazing...," she managed to gasp out. "You're incredible..." Despite the intense pleasure coursing through her veins, Candy couldn't help but marvel at how good Sarah tasted. Even now, traces of cum lingered on her tongue – a reminder of their shared experience.

"Do you need anything else to be able to write your thesis now, Sarah?" I asked our guest politely.

"I think... she murmured softly, "I've got everything I needed..."

My wife gave Sarah's thigh a gentle squeeze before pulling back completely. Her fingers slipped out of the girl's wet pussy with a slick pop.

"Just relax and enjoy this moment..." Candy whispered tenderly, "It's ours now."
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