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It only took Amber two weeks to fall off the wagon. Her Gamblers Anonymous meetings no longer seemed to be helping. This time her fuck-up was particularly bad.

“Uh, babe, I don't know how to tell you this, but I owe Ramona $1,000.”

I was too stunned to respond for a moment. “Holy shit...” I finally said.

“I know. I...I've lost so much money...and I wanted to make it back. I thought I could do it...”

“Jesus, Amber. This is bad.”

“I know. I think I can work something out with Ramona again. If you're willing...”

I had just started a new job that paid decently. One thousand dollars was going to hurt. The loan shark interest rate Ramona charged would make paying it off extremely challenging. But it could be done.

However the truth was that I wanted to see Ramona again. To spend another night as the sex slave of the voluptuous female mobster with the clit that was bigger than my own admittedly modest-sized dick. And her two similarly endowed sisters.

“Alright, don't worry, I'll do it. Work out the arrangements with Ramona. Amber, you really need to get this gambling problem under control.”

“I know, baby. I'm trying. I'm really struggling with it.”

I took her in my arms and held her. “It's okay, Amber. We'll get through this.” She hugged me back.

One thousand dollars. Ramona and her sisters were going to make me suck their giant clits every night for the next week!

If only that had been all that Ramona wanted this time...

Ramona, not at all to my surprise, wanted me to give her another “blowjob” just for her to consider whether or not she'd offer us “another break.”

“I'm a very busy woman,” Ramona told Amber over the phone. “Be outside in front of your apartment in half an hour. Martin will pick you up.”

Ramona hung up without waiting for a reply.

Ramona's hulking bodyguard and chauffeur Martin met us in front of our building thirty minutes later. He drove us to a vast park located in a relatively nice part of town. We sat in the back seat, as usual. Amber held my hand.

Ramona was waiting for us. Jackson, her younger bodyguard, was with her. “Thanks so much for coming,” she said sweetly, as if she was greeting a couple of old friends.

It was late September. The days were getting shorter, and dusk was not far off. There were a few other people here and there in the park, but not many. After dark even parks in the good parts of the city were abandoned to the homeless and those who lived outside the law.

Ramona led us deep inside the park. Martin and Jackson followed a short distance behind. Ramona put one of her hands on my arm as we walked, as if we were a couple. I could feel Amber fuming, but she said nothing. Ramona was wearing flats, but was still almost half a foot taller than me.

Ramona took us to a wooded area in a far corner of the park. The trees were densely packed. It was like a little forest. Ramona unhesitatingly led us off the meandering paved trail and into the trees. She brought us to a small grove. The open space was surrounded by a wall of towering trunks and foliage that cut us off from the rest of the park and the city around it.

“Right here,” Ramona said. She was wearing the same expensive leather trenchcoat she'd worn the first time we'd met. She let the coat fall open.

“Kneel.”

I was expecting this. I got on my knees. Amber was standing silently nearby. She too had known what to expect.

Ramona was wearing jeans and a red tube top. She undid the button at the front of her jeans, pulled down her fly, and pulled out her massive clit. I realized that if someone stumbled upon us she could quickly cover herself with her coat and avoid literally being caught with her pants down.

“Make me come.”

I took her in my mouth.  Her lady boner did not take long to reach its full six-inch length, too big to fit all the way before reaching the downward bend at the back of my throat. As she had done that first night, she edged, making me pause every time she was almost on the brink and waiting till her body settled down somewhat before letting me resume. She didn't offer me any of the reflex numbing pills she'd provided last time. I wondered if she had neglected to think of it, or if she had deliberately not brought any so that I would struggle more. Though she was fairly careful not to choke me, she seemed to enjoy it when I gagged.

After I had been working on her a while, I put my hands on her hips, then hesitantly moved them to her ass. She murmured approvingly. My jaw and lips were starting to ache from her thickness. The raunchy taste and smell of her lust permeated my mouth and nostrils. My cock was almost painfully rigid, but I knew Ramona would be highly displeased if I attempted to alleviate my own need before looking after hers. Amber was standing nearby, watching intently. I could tell that she was horny too.

Ramona began gently thrusting her hips, slowly fucking my mouth. She was gripping my head with both hands, holding me in place. The solid yet soft round muscles of her ass rhythmically tensed and relaxed beneath my palms as she humped my face. My cock felt ready to explode.

I moved my hands from Ramona's ass to her breasts. I fondled them through her tube top. She moaned. I slid my hands under her top and squeezed them a little more firmly. I loved the feel of her soft contours and stiff nipples beneath my palms and fingers. Her grip on my head tightened and the pace of her thrusts increased. Amber had slid one of her hands down the front of her jeans.

Ramona abruptly paused and said:

“Amber, why don't you make yourself useful and give your husband some head. I want you to feel for yourself how hard he gets when I fuck his face.” The tall lady gangster smiled cruelly.

Amber stopped jilling but did not make any move to approach Ramona and I.

“Come on, Amber. Your husband is doing this for you. To cancel your debt. He's dying to come. I can tell. He needs you!”

Amber reluctantly came over and knelt beside me. She hesitated a couple more minutes, then lowered her face to my crotch and fumbled open my belt and fly. Ramona continued to fuck my mouth. My hands were still on her boobs beneath her tube top. Amber got my cock out, and took it in her mouth.

“See?” Ramona teased. “See how hard he is? He loves sucking me off.”

Amber ignored Ramona's taunts and set about relieving my tormented penis. Within less than a minute I erupted in her mouth. My body trembled with the force of my orgasm. I felt Ramona tensing, then she too was coming. She thrust extra hard several times as she peaked, making me retch.

Ramona stood where she was for a couple of minutes with her clit still buried in my mouth as she came back down to earth. We had been in the grove for well over an hour. It was almost dark. I could already see a few stars.

“You really are good at that,” Ramona said. “I hope Amber never gives up gambling. I'd miss these sessions of ours.” Amber gave Ramona a dark look, but didn't dare say anything.

“You'll both be happy to know that I'm going to offer you an opportunity to work off your debt again. I'll contact you in a couple of days with the details. Martin will give you a lift home.”

Once we were back at our apartment, Amber asked me to get on my knees and suck her. She humped my face hard, almost violently. She came very quickly.

It was one of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever seen her have.

Amber once called her gambling addiction “a cancer of the soul”. It was an apt description.

Her struggle began about three years ago. She won a weekend trip for two to Vegas in some draw. Then, while we were in Vegas, she won big at a roulette table. She didn't even know how to play roulette. It was blind luck. Her winnings were enough to pay off our car loan.

Amber was sometimes wild and impulsive. But in general she was a sensible girl. Her intelligence had been one of the things that had attracted me to her when we were dating. She knew that over the long haul gambling is a mathematically losing proposition for the players, and that despite big wins for a lucky few ultimately the house always wins. But knowing this for some reason didn't seem to help. Gambling seemed to fill some emptiness in her that nothing else did. She kept trying to repeat that big win. To surpass it.

The odd time she did win, allowing her burgeoning addiction to sink its fangs deeper. Most of the time, of course, she lost.

The progression of her addiction was slow at first. Sometimes months would go by without her gambling, especially after a bad drubbing. But sooner or later she always tried again.

She couldn't rid herself of the conviction that it was only a matter of time and persistence before she won really big, and that once she did our financial problems would be solved and she'd turn her back on gambling forever. She experimented with every type of gambling imaginable. Twenty One. Poker. Horse races. Lottery tickets. Roulette. One Armed Bandits. She researched card counting, but casinos had already taken steps to counter this. Those few punters that did succeed—typically working in teams—got banned for life, with facial recognition technology ensuring that they never got back in. She studied poker obsessively for months, reading books, studying pros on the sports channels, and practicing with online poker training apps. She quickly got good enough to win consistently at the online penny tables, but as she tried to move up to higher stakes there were too many sharks and not enough fish. She delved into arcane systems of winning at the track, the lottery, and the roulette table that I don't even pretend to understand. Nothing came of any of them, of course. Nothing except a growing trail of frustration, self-disgust, and financial carnage.

Amber cleaned out her bank account. Then she cleaned out our shared bank account that was supposed to be for paying bills and other household expenses. She maxed out her three credit cards, and I wiped out my own bank account bailing her out. She got new credit cards, and maxed them out too. When I refused to bail her out a second time, her credit rating got nuked. I thought maybe this would set her straight, but I was wrong.

The destruction of Amber's credit rating didn't just prevent her from getting new credit cards or any other type of loan from any reputable financial institution. When Amber was unexpectedly laid off from her job as a mortgage broker during a corporate takeover a few months later, she was unable to get another job in the financial industry. Larger employers were vetting potential employees more and more carefully, and one of the things they looked at was an applicant's credit rating. She ended up in a series of crappy minimum wage jobs that she hated.

Amber's ruined credit rating also impacted our ability to get a new lease. The apartment building we'd been living in for years was bought by a developer who planned to convert it to overpriced “luxury” condos, and everyone living there got evicted. Housing costs were already out of control in our city, and because of Amber's credit rating we had to pay well above the average market rate to get a place to live that wasn't infested with bed bugs or neighbors who liked to party all night.

Our financial struggles—and the knowledge that she was responsible for them—made Amber even more desperate to “make things right” by scoring that mythical last big gambling win.

Eight months ago, Amber got caught on a hidden security camera trying to siphon off two or three hundred dollars from the till of the dive where she'd been working as an unlicensed bartender for several months. She would later tell me that she figured it was justified because the owner was short-changing his staff on their wages. Her boss had threatened her with jail unless she agreed to suck his dick. She'd offered him three thousand dollars cash instead—essentially the entire contents of my bank account. He'd agreed to take the cash. I'd emptied my bank account and handed the money over as soon as the bank opened the next day. The creep had still fired her, but that was okay. Neither of us wanted her to be there anymore.

Amber had begun going to Gambler's Anonymous after that. On the advice of people she met there, she'd voluntarily put herself on a list of people who were barred from all the local licensed casinos and the more responsible online gaming houses. It had seemed that Amber at last had her addiction under control. The cravings, the longing for the lost excitement, and the irrational belief that she could still win never completely went away, but started to dim. She was coping. She didn't gamble for eight months.

Then, for reasons that she herself was at a loss to explain, she went through a phase that persisted for days on end where the urge was almost overwhelming. She couldn't shake the feeling—no matter how ardently she reasoned with herself—that if she just gave it one more try she would win. That she could make enough to enable us to get back on our feet financially, and then walk away from gambling permanently. Though she was barred from reputable establishments, there were underground gambling dens in the city and dodgy gambling sites all over the Web. If a person wanted to gamble, it wasn't hard.

Amber no longer had any money of her own to gamble with. As much as I loved her, I was very cautious about giving her cash, even grocery money. And she had no one else in her life that was willing to lend to her anymore.

Then she met Ramona.

Ramona called two days after our visit to the park and presented her new offer. Amber listened with a shocked expression.

“Can I discuss it with Michael and call you back?” There was a pause, then Amber said “Thank you, Ramona,” and disconnected the call.

“What does Ramona want?” I asked, after a minute or so passed without Amber saying anything.

“She says this time I have to participate. She wants you to give head to her and Dominique and Alita again. I was expecting that. But she says this time I have to 'do some of the work and not just watch', to use her words.”

“Ramona wants you to suck her off too?”

“No. While you're sucking off Ramona and Dominique and Alita, Ramona wants me to suck off Alita's boyfriend. The guy with the ten-inch cock.”

“Fuck! Well, that's the end of that, then. I'll have to put in as much overtime as I can, and we'll get this debt paid off the normal way.”

Amber said nothing for a moment. Then she shocked me by saying:

“Michael, I want to do it. You've gotten to have sex with Ramona several times now. We both know she's hot. And we both know that you enjoy it, even if you don't get to fuck her or get your cock sucked by her. And you also got to have sex with Alita and Dominique. Alita is hot as fuck. And Dominique is kind of sexy too. It's not fair that you get to have sex with other women but I don't get to have sex with other men. This would even things out.”

I listened in stunned silence.

“I love you and I want to stay with you. I've never had sex with another guy in the time we've been together. And once this Ramona chapter of our lives is closed, I don't plan to have sex with anyone but you. But right now you're getting to have sex with other women, and I'm getting left out. I want to do this. I need to do this. I'm sorry.”

I almost started arguing, but didn't. Her mind was clearly made up, and I could tell that nothing I could say would change it. I hated the idea of Amber having sex with another man. Even if she wouldn't be fucking him, or getting to come herself, oral sex was just as much sex as intercourse, at least in my book. Indeed it was arguably even more intimate than intercourse. But Amber was right. I didn't like to admit it, even to myself. But I had enjoyed being used by Ramona and her sadistic sisters. The sex had been frustratingly one-sided, with me having to service each of them multiple times with my mouth but none of them doing anything to alleviate my own need. I hadn't even been allowed to give myself release with my own hand. Yet despite this, being used as their sex slave had been the most intense and amazing sexual experience I had ever had. They scared me more than a little. I had not forgotten how Alita had proposed that they make me suck her boyfriend's cock. But I wanted more. And to make that happen, I was going to have to let Amber get some side action of her own.

“Okay then,” I said. “It appears the matter's settled.”

That night Amber fucked me unusually hard. It felt good, and we both had great orgasms. But I couldn't help wondering if Amber was thinking of the encounter to come.

Ramona wanted our next encounter to happen in a commercial BDSM dungeon called Submission.

“I'm one of the owners,” Ramona told Amber when she called later to arrange the details. “I help out a little from time to time with the administration, but mostly I'm just a silent partner. I have investments in several different enterprises.”

We were both leery. But we reluctantly agreed. Myself much more reluctantly than Amber. Ramona promised that there would be no whipping or strapping or similar physical abuse. “We are going to chain you to a fuck bench and facefuck the shit out of both of you, though,” Ramona promised.

Martin picked us up on the appointed evening. Submission was in a four bedroom penthouse condominium in a ritzy neighborhood. There was no sign on the door. Martin didn't knock, but texted someone when we were in the hallway. About five minutes went by. Then a young woman with long mauve hair opened the door. She was wearing thigh high leather boots, a leather bra, and a massive strap-on dildo. And nothing else.

“Hi Martin,” the young dominatrix said. “Sorry to keep you waiting. I was just helping Natasha finish up with a client.”

“No problem, Candy” Martin replied.

Candy turned to us.

“Welcome to Submission. Ramona hasn't arrived yet, but she should be here soon. You're in Room 4. Veronica booked it for you till midnight. So you'll have plenty of time.”

“Thanks, Candy,” said Martin.

“Let me take you to your room,” Candy offered. “I'll get you set up for Ramona.”

I could feel my heart beating in my chest. This was seeming less and less like a good idea.

Candy led us to the bedroom known as Room 4. The other three rooms had their doors closed, and were presumably occupied by paying “guests”. Candy's ass was almost bare, covered only by the thin straps that held her artificial penis in place. Her buttocks swayed tantalizingly as she walked ahead of us, and I couldn't keep my eyes off them. I sensed Amber noticing, and knew that she was not pleased.

“The rooms all have excellent soundproofing,” Candy said cheerfully. “So you won't hear anything from the other rooms, and they won't be able to hear you.”

Candy escorted us into the room. Martin followed and closed the door behind us.

“I checked your records, and confirmed that you've been vaccinated against all the STIs,” she said. “All of our staff have been vaccinated too, of course.”

How the fuck did she have access to our medical records?

“You'll still need to sign this liability waiver, though.” She handed us a legal document. Amber signed right away. I skimmed through it, then reluctantly signed as well.

“You might want to take one of these.” Candy offered each of us a small tablet that I recognized as the gag reflex suppressors Ramona had introduced us to when I was paying off Amber's last debt. I hesitantly took one. Amber did too.

“Lie down here.” Candy gestured at a pair of padded benches set inside a metal frame. Two pairs of parallel poles rose from the sides of the bench, one near the front, the other near the back. At the top of each pole was a metal manacle. A couple of leather straps were fastened to the bench itself.

My apprehension was mounting, but I forced myself to follow Candy's instructions.

“No, no, lie on your back!” Candy admonished. “These fuck benches are designed to facilitate oral sex. But you need to face upward. The last segment of the bench, the part that supports your head, tilts down. It simulates lying on your back on a bed with your head hanging over the edge.” She smiled conspiratorially. “It's the best position for giving all-in deepthroat.”

I nearly got back up. The thought of Ramona pushing her massive ladywood all the way into my throat was daunting. And the thought of her sister Dominique shoving her monster clit down my throat was downright frightening. Yet, I had to admit to myself, it was also arousing. I wouldn't want a guy's cock anywhere near my face, but the thought of a woman with a cock-sized clit making me deepthroat her inexplicably turned me on.

Candy lifted my arms and legs one at a time and fastened each to one of the poles, so that my four limbs were raised in the air as if I was a four-legged animal that had been flipped on its back. I could move my hands just enough to be able to grip the poles. I couldn't move my legs at all. She fastened a leather strap across my torso and another across my abdomen, further immobilizing me. She adjusted a control, and the end segment of the bench tilted so that my head hung down as if I really was lying on a bed with my head hanging over the edge. Her unsettling fake penis wobbled as she moved to and fro. It glistened wetly. Evidently Candy had been getting some all-in deepthroat of her own from a customer when we arrived. Amber was standing close by, and looked amused as Candy's oversized cock narrowly missed brushing my face.

Candy withdrew a medical appliance from a cabinet. She held up four long plastic tubes tipped with IV needles.

“This is a new safety device that just came on the market six months ago,” Candy explained. “Your blood circulates through this machine. It tests your oxygen level and adds whatever extra oxygen might be needed, and then sends the blood back into your circulatory system. That way your partner doesn't need to worry about accidentally suffocating you. Is it okay if I hook you up?”

I hesitated for a long moment, then said “Okay.” At least now I would not have to worry about Dominique inadvertently choking me to death.

I felt two pricks, one after the other, in my right thigh as Candy connected me to the oxygenating device. She repeated the process with my left leg.

“Obviously you can't use a safe word when someone's meat is halfway down your throat. So there's a buzzer build into the pole where your right hand is attached. You should just be able to reach it with your thumb, but if you can't I can adjust the height of the pole. Just press it if you need your partner to stop for any reason. Can you reach it?”

I felt around and found the button, which was recessed into the pole so that it wouldn't be triggered by accident.

“Yes, I can reach it.”

“Great! Let me show you one other cool feature of these benches. The height of the bench can be adjusted so that it's just the right height for whoever's turn it is to use you.” Candy pressed a button and the bench rose about two inches, bringing my mouth exactly level with the head of her fake cock. She stepped forward, so that it was almost touching my lips. “See what I mean?”

“Uh-huh,” I managed to say nervously.

“Now I'll get your wife set up.” Amber went from looking amused to looking nervous, but cooperated as Candy fastened her to the second fuck bench. She gently removed Amber's glasses and placed them on a nearby table.

“My next customer should be arriving in five minutes, so I have to go,” Candy said when she had finished with Amber. “Have fun!”

Ramona arrived about ten minutes later. Dominique, Alita, and Alita's boyfriend were all with her. I glimpsed Ramona's other bodyguard, Jackson, through the door before Ramona closed it behind herself. Martin stayed in the room with us. Candy had been right about the soundproofing. I could hear nothing from any of the other rooms.

“Hi Michael. Hi Amber,” Ramona greeted us. “It's good to see you both. I see that Candy has you all set up and ready to go. She's one of our best girls. You already know Dominique and Alita, of course. This is Alita's boyfriend Tyson.”

Amber awkwardly said “Hi” and after a moment I did too. Dominique and Alita ignored our greetings, but Tyson said “Hi.” It was the weirdest introduction I'd ever experienced, with the two of us pinioned in these weird contraptions and everyone acting as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

“I don't suppose there's any chance you could unfasten us and just let us do this the old-fashioned way on our knees?” I asked.

Ramona laughed. “Sorry, Michael. This is how I want to do this.”

Tyson was already removing his clothes. He was extraordinarily tall, probably about six foot five or six foot six. He appeared to be in his mid-twenties. He was ruggedly handsome, and looked like he spent most of his free time at the gym. His biceps were as thick as my thighs. When he peeled off his pants and undershorts I got my first look at his junk. His resting cock was the size of my own at full mast. His balls were equally massive. Each was the size of a grapefruit. I felt deeply uncomfortable as I reflected that in a few moments he was going to be burying his monster cock in my wife's mouth and emptying those giant balls into her throat. Probably several times before the night was over. Amber looked apprehensive, but also excited.

Alita started pulling off her clothes. Dominique and Ramona followed suit.

“I think we should make both of them suck Tyson's dick,” Alita said. She seemed to have an obsession with forcing me to fellate her lover. I was disturbed to note that this time Ramona did not immediately quash the idea.

Alita came over to me. She was buck naked. Her clit was already standing at attention. I expected her to unceremoniously shove it into my mouth. Instead she climbed onto the bench and sat on my chest. She slid forward, so that her smooth mound was pressed against the underside of my chin and her thighs were bracketing my face.

“Tyson, come over here and fuck this loser's mouth,” Alita urged.

Tyson was already standing in front of Amber and was adjusting the height of her bench. He looked annoyed.

“Alita, I already told you—I'm not into guys.”

I said a prayer of thanks to no particular god that Tyson was straight.

“Bae, just pretend his mouth is my cunt. Come here and fuck me...”

For a terrifying moment Tyson seemed to consider it. “Naw. I wanna fuck this blonde hoe...”

Alita looked irritated. “Whatever.” She hopped back onto the floor.

Tyson brought his cock to Amber's lips. It was semi-erect now, and it was massive. He pushed it into her mouth. She took it, moaning with what seemed to be a combination of pleasure and the strain of accommodating his thickness.

“Ramona, you mind if I go first this time?” Alita asked.

“Go ahead, sis.”

Alita adjusted the height of the bench slightly, so that my mouth was level with her clit. She pushed her girl meat all the way in with one thrust. Her smooth mound was pressed against my upside down lower lip and chin. Her slit was pressed against the upper half of my face, covering it from my upper lip to almost the top of my nose. Her thighs pressed against my forehead. The back of my head was pressed against the padded headpiece of the bench. I could no longer see what Tyson was doing to Amber.

“Suck me!” Alita commanded.

I sucked Alita's clit. It filled much of my mouth. She started thrusting, shoving it as deep as she could and grinding herself into my face. My nose was buried in her slit, cutting off my air supply. The oxygenating device Candy had hooked me up to was clearly working. I did not feel like I was in any danger of passing out, and indeed felt more alert and alive than normal.

I could hear Amber groaning as more and more of Tyson's growing erection invaded her throat. It was obvious that she was struggling with his extreme size. But I could also tell that she was intensely aroused.

“That's it, hoe,” Tyson exhorted. “Suck that motherfucking cock!”

“Fuck that bitch's face hard, bae,” Alita urged. She accelerated her own thrusting. Her wetness trickled down the upper half of my face, getting into my hair and dripping onto the floor. My own cock strained in vain for release.

“This fucker gives good head,” Alita said. “You really should try him, Ty. I've had girls go down on me, and this bitch gives head better than a lot of girls.”

“You should try this blonde hoe,” Tyson retorted. “Her throat is nice and tight. I'm gonna make her suck my cock all night.”

“I would like to try her. Ramona, can I make that stupid skank suck me off after she's done with Ty?”

“Sorry,” Ramona said, sounding truly regretful. “The deal was that she sucks off Tyson and that her husband looks after the rest of us.”

Alita grunted in irritation and fucked my face harder.

“Suck my cock, bitch!” she growled, uncomfortably reminding me that she liked to pretend that her clit was a dick. I did my best to satisfy her.

Amber's groans got louder. I could tell she was, like me, badly wanting to come, and utterly unable to do anything about it.

Alita climaxed in my mouth. More of her wetness spilled down my face. “Shit, I didn't mean to come so fast,” she lamented.

“Don't worry. We're all going to get several turns.”

Alita stepped back. I turned to look at Amber. Tyson was slowly but unrelentingly fucking her mouth. I was amazed that Amber had been able to open wide enough to accommodate him. The front of her throat was bulging.

Tyson abruptly halted. “Stop sucking,” he ordered.

He was edging. He would be able to keep skull fucking Amber as long as he wanted by doing this. And clearly he had no plan to stop any time soon.

Ramona had stepped in front of me. Her giant clit was already semi-erect. She adjusted the bench so that I was at the correct height for her, then nudged my lips. I opened my mouth and let her push her way in.

“Make the kitty go boom,” Ramona said perkily.

I started sucking. Ramona's clit steadily grew. She alternated between making me passively suck her and actively thrusting in my mouth. In this position she was able to drive it all the way in, and she didn't hesitate to do so. I could feel it behind my Adam's apple once it reached its full size. She got me to pause a couple of times when she was close to coming, drawing out her pleasure. Then she fucked my face more vigorously than usual for several minutes. I grunted and groaned and gripped the poles as she carelessly pounded my face. Her warm wetness and my own saliva trickled down the top half of my face and added to the growing puddle on the floor.

At last she erupted in a gushing orgasm. She shuddered and moaned and gripped my head as she reached the finish line.

I glanced over at Amber as soon as Ramona extracted herself. Tyson was pounding her throat fiercely. She was groaning and whimpering. But she didn't use the distress button.

Dominique came over. Her freaky eight-inch leviathan was already erect. She was slowly stroking it as if she was a guy jacking off.

“Remember me, cum bucket?” Dominique sneered. “I'm going to skull fuck you so hard you're going to wish that you never even met your deadbeat wife.”

I looked over at Amber, knowing that it could be awhile before I had another opportunity. Tyson slammed his jaw-stretching anaconda into her throat more savagely than usual and erupted inside her. She grunted and squirmed as he pumped blast after blast of cum into her.

“Look at me when I'm talking to you, douchebag!” Dominique snapped, gripping my head and turning it to face her. “Don't worry about what Tyson is doing to your wife. Worry about what I'm going to do to you.”

Dominique pressed her meat into my lips, squashing them against my closed teeth. I opened my mouth as wide as I could. She slowly pushed herself in. She didn't stop till her huge, dangling pussy lips and bushy mound were pressed tightly against my face. I groaned as my lips, jaw and throat were all stretched to what felt like their limit around her thick flesh. I could feel it all the way down to my collar bones. I nearly used the alarm button. But I didn't.

I heard Tyson command Amber to make him hard again, and heard her moan as she struggled to do so.

Dominique began thrusting. Her bushy cooch slammed into my face with each unstoppable shove of her hips. Her slick wetness trickled over my eyelids, forehead, and hair, which were now sticky with the combined juices of the three sisters. I moaned and grunted as she pummeled me. “Shut up and take it, hoe,” she snarled. “I'm just getting started.”

Dominique slowed her thrusts a couple of times to avoid coming, not wanting to end her turn with me too quickly. Each time when she sped up again she fucked my mouth and throat a little harder than before. She never withdrew far enough to allow me any air. My lungs ached and burned. But the oxygenator continued to do its job, keeping me alive and alert. She kept at it for what seemed like an hour but was probably only 15 or 20 minutes. I felt like a heifer being mounted by a bull.

At last Dominique came. She subjected me to several exceptionally brutal thrusts just before she peaked. My head was driven against the padded headrest of the fuck bench, flattening the padding beneath it. I feared that she was going to crush my skull.

As soon as Dominique withdrew I glanced over at Amber. Tyson was fully hard again, and was pounding her mouth as if it was a cunt. Drool and cum were running down her face and into her hair. A pool of it had accumulated on the floor.

Despite the punishment she was taking, I could see that Amber didn't want Tyson to stop. Tyson gave her tits a rough squeeze. Her moans got a little louder.

Alita stepped in front of me and adjusted the height of the fuck bench. “You like the way my man is fucking your hoe?” she taunted. Without waiting for an answer she shoved her clit back into my mouth.

She lasted a lot longer this time.

Alita, Ramona, and Dominique continued taking turns with me. I lost track, but I think each of them used me three or four times.

Tyson came in Amber's throat a second time. He demanded that she suck him till he was hard yet again. She did.

Tyson and Dominique were simultaneously fucking my and Amber's faces when Ramona announced “We have fifteen minutes left. Time to wrap it up.”

Dominique almost immediately picked up the pace and face-fucked me savagely. From Amber's groans and grunts I could tell that Tyson was doing the same. The two of them seemed to be competing to see who could pound our throats the hardest. They were both panting and grunting. They climaxed almost simultaneously.

Candy rejoined us at midnight and liberated us from our restraints. “I hope you enjoyed yourselves,” she said, smiling knowingly at each of us. I was conscious of all the girl cum on my face and in my hair. Amber's face and hair were covered with even more cum than mine. Candy pretended not to notice. Amber and I were both so worn out and at the same time so deliriously horny that we could barely stand.

“You both did well,” Ramona said. “Martin will give you a ride home.”

As soon as we were in the car Amber and I fucked in the back seat, with Amber sitting astride my lap. We both came almost immediately. Martin kept his eyes on the road but could see what was happening in the rearview mirror. A shadow of a smile flickered across his features. I'd never seen him smile before.

We fucked a second time once we were back in our apartment. We fucked each other with abandon, the way Dominique and Tyson had fucked our throats a short while ago.

We came with the intensity of a double lightning strike, then fell asleep in each other's arms.
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