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Ever wanted to experience your own Billionaire Daddy BDSM Fantasy?

Ever wondered what it would be like losing your virginity in a hardcore gangbang?

Want to know what it feels like to be used and humiliated by bullies?

Ever wanted to let your doctor have his way with you?

Want to feel dominated by a sugar daddy?

Ever had a crush on a teacher?

Want to feel what it’s like being a biker gangs mistress?
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A Food Play Group Gang Bang Erotica Story

The elegant dining room glowed with soft candlelight as Lena adjusted the final place settings for her dinner party. Twenty guests were expected, all friends and colleagues who appreciated fine food and lively conversation. Lena had spent the afternoon preparing an elaborate menu: roasted vegetables glazed with honey, creamy risottos, fresh breads, decadent desserts, and an array of sauces and dips that invited playful interaction. She wore a simple black dress that hugged her curves, her hair pinned up to keep it out of the way while she cooked.

As the first guests arrived, laughter filled the space. Mark, her longtime partner, helped pour wine and kept the conversation flowing. Everyone settled around the long table, plates already loaded with colorful dishes. The atmosphere was warm and convivial, with people reaching across to share bites and compliment the chef.

Lena sat at the head of the table, sampling a spoonful of the honey-glazed carrots. A drop of sauce landed on her wrist. Without thinking, she licked it off, and Mark noticed with a small smile. "Tastes even better that way," he murmured, leaning close. Lena felt a spark of heat at the playful tone.

Halfway through the meal, the energy shifted. Someone suggested a game: blindfolded tasting. Volunteers were blindfolded one by one, and friends fed them small bites from the table. The room filled with giggles as people guessed ingredients and textures. When it was Lena's turn, Mark tied a silk scarf over her eyes. Hands guided her, offering a strawberry dipped in chocolate, a slice of bread with olive oil, a spoonful of whipped cream. Each taste felt more intense without sight.

Mark's fingers brushed her lips as he offered the next bite. Lena opened her mouth, accepting a piece of cake that had been warmed slightly. A bit of frosting smeared at the corner of her mouth. Mark leaned in and kissed it away, his tongue flicking gently. The guests watched with interest, the mood turning more intimate.

"Anyone else want to help feed our host?" Mark asked. Several hands rose. A woman named Sophia offered a cherry, letting the juice run down Lena's chin before catching it with her thumb. Lena laughed, the sensation sending warmth through her body. Another guest, David, offered a piece of bread soaked in a rich tomato sauce. When a drop fell onto Lena's collarbone, he apologized and offered to clean it with a napkin, but Lena shook her head.

"It's fine," she said. "Part of the fun."

The blindfold stayed on as more bites were offered. Someone drizzled warm chocolate sauce along her forearm, then traced it with their tongue in a slow line. Lena shivered, the combination of taste, touch, and the soft murmurs of approval from the table heightening every sensation. Mark's hand rested on her thigh under the table, squeezing gently.

The game evolved naturally. Guests began feeding each other, laughing as sauces dripped and crumbs scattered. Lena removed the blindfold to see the table transformed into a playful canvas. People were dipping fingers into bowls and offering them to partners. A couple at the far end of the table shared a long kiss after one licked whipped cream from the other's lips.

Lena stood to clear a few plates, but Mark pulled her back into her seat. "Stay," he said. "Let us take care of you for a change." He scooped a generous portion of risotto onto a plate and set it in front of her, then added a drizzle of herb oil. Instead of handing her a fork, he scooped a bite and held it to her lips. Lena accepted it, the creamy texture coating her tongue.

Sophia moved closer, offering a strawberry that had been rolled in sugar. When Lena bit into it, juice ran down her chin again. Sophia caught the drip with her finger and brought it to Lena's mouth. Lena sucked the finger clean without thinking, the simple act sending a pulse of arousal through her. The room had grown quieter, the focus narrowing to the center of the table where Lena sat.

Mark's fingers traced the neckline of her dress. "This might get messy," he said. Lena nodded, understanding the invitation. She slipped the straps off her shoulders, letting the dress fall to her waist. Her bra was simple black lace, already dusted with a few crumbs from earlier bites. Mark dipped his fingers into a bowl of melted chocolate and painted a line across her collarbone. He leaned in and licked it away, his tongue warm and deliberate.

Lena's breath caught. Around the table, guests watched with open interest. Some had moved closer, plates in hand. David offered a spoonful of honey, letting it drip slowly onto Lena's breast. The golden liquid pooled above the lace before Mark's tongue followed the path, lapping it up. Lena arched slightly, the combination of sticky sweetness and the wet heat of his mouth making her pulse between her legs.

Sophia joined in, offering a piece of cake that she held between her teeth. Lena leaned forward and took the other end, their lips meeting in the middle as they shared the bite. Crumbs fell onto Lena's chest. Sophia brushed them away with her fingers, then followed with her mouth, pressing soft kisses along the exposed skin.

The table had become a shared space of exploration. Guests passed bowls and plates, offering tastes and receiving them in return. Someone poured a small amount of warm cream over Lena's shoulder, watching it trail down toward her breast. Mark caught it with his tongue, then offered Lena a kiss so she could taste the mixture on his lips. The flavor was rich and sweet, layered with the salt of skin.

Lena's dress had slipped further. Mark helped her step out of it completely, leaving her in bra and panties. The room temperature felt perfect against her skin, the occasional drip of sauce or cream sending shivers through her. She sat back in her chair, legs slightly apart, as hands reached from both sides to offer more bites.

A guest named Elena offered a slice of peach that had been soaked in wine. She placed it on Lena's stomach and leaned down to eat it directly from her skin, her tongue tracing the curve of Lena's navel. Lena's hips shifted involuntarily, the sensation traveling straight to her core. Mark noticed and smiled, dipping his fingers into a bowl of yogurt mixed with honey and spreading it across Lena's inner thigh. He licked it away in long strokes, his breath hot against her skin.

The guests had formed a loose circle around Lena. Some fed themselves while watching, others participated more directly. A man named Theo offered a breadstick dipped in olive oil, letting Lena suck the oil from the end while maintaining eye contact. The simple act felt intensely erotic, the oil coating her lips and tongue.

Mark removed Lena's bra, freeing her breasts. Several guests offered to decorate them with food. Sophia used a spoon to drizzle chocolate across one nipple, then licked it clean in slow circles. Elena followed with a strawberry, pressing the fruit against the other nipple until juice ran down the curve of Lena's breast. Mark caught the juice with his tongue, then shared the taste with Lena in a deep kiss.

Lena's panties were the last barrier. Mark hooked his fingers in the waistband and looked at her for permission. Lena nodded. He slid them down her legs and set them aside. The table was now a playground of textures and tastes. Guests offered bites directly to her mouth while others explored her body with food and tongues.

Warm honey was drizzled across Lena's stomach in a thin line that led downward. Mark followed it with his tongue, stopping just above her mound. Lena's breath came faster. Sophia offered a spoonful of whipped cream, placing it on Lena's inner thigh and then licking it away, her tongue brushing close to Lena's center but not quite touching.

The group had become a coordinated effort. Hands held bowls and plates, offering tastes while others used their mouths to clean spills from Lena's skin. Someone poured a small stream of melted chocolate between Lena's breasts, letting it pool in her navel. Multiple tongues followed the path, lapping and sucking until the chocolate was gone. Lena moaned softly, the combined sensations overwhelming.

Mark positioned himself between Lena's legs, lifting one foot onto his shoulder. He spread a thin layer of yogurt across her inner thigh and licked it away, his tongue moving higher with each pass. When he finally reached her pussy, he paused, looking up for confirmation. Lena nodded again. Mark leaned in and licked a slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, the yogurt mixing with her natural wetness.

Lena's hands gripped the arms of the chair. Around her, guests continued the game. Elena offered a cherry, placing it between Lena's lips before kissing her to retrieve it. The kiss deepened, tongues sliding together as the cherry passed back and forth. Meanwhile, Mark's tongue worked steadily between Lena's legs, the combination of food play and direct stimulation bringing her closer to the edge.

Theo offered a piece of bread that had been soaked in a savory sauce. Lena accepted it, chewing slowly as Mark's tongue circled her clit. The dual sensations—taste and touch—created a feedback loop of pleasure. Lena's hips rocked against Mark's mouth, seeking more pressure.

Sophia moved behind Lena's chair, massaging her shoulders while feeding her small bites of cake. The combination of relaxation and arousal made Lena's head spin. She reached back and pulled Sophia into a kiss, tasting frosting on the other woman's lips.

The circle tightened. Guests took turns offering food and receiving kisses or touches in return. Lena's body was a map of sticky trails and clean paths where tongues had followed. Her breasts glistened with a mixture of saliva and honey. Her thighs were marked with yogurt and chocolate. Mark continued his attention between her legs, adding a finger alongside his tongue to increase the sensation.

Lena's first orgasm built slowly. The combination of multiple mouths on her body, the taste of various foods on her tongue, and Mark's skilled tongue between her legs pushed her over the edge. She cried out, her body arching as waves of pleasure rolled through her. Mark kept his mouth on her, licking through the aftershocks until she
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