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“Honey, I need your help. I've really fucked up.” Amber, my wife, looked frightened.

“What's wrong?”

“Well, I gambled again. I had such a strong feeling that I was going to win this time. I mean, I've won big before. I was long overdue for another win. And we need the money so badly! So I borrowed $500. I lost it all. And now I have to pay the loan back. Or there's going to be trouble.”

Amber was a fantastic woman in most respects. But for several years she had been struggling with a gambling addiction. She had started going to Gamblers Anonymous eight months ago, and had been doing well. Until now.

Five hundred dollars would have been manageable if at least one of us had been working. But the economic downturn we were in was brutal. Amber seemed to have given up even looking for work, and I had recently been laid off. We were struggling to live on my unemployment insurance payments.

“Who do you owe the money to?”

“Well, that's the problem. An acquaintance of mine introduced me to a woman who makes private loans. But it turns out she's...well, she's a loan shark. Or she works for one. She wants 50% interest a week! There's no way I can come up with that.”

“What happens if you don't pay?”

“Let's just say she knows some very bad people.”

I silently cursed Amber's stupidity.

“She did offer me an alternative. It's kind of embarrassing.”

“It's okay. Tell me.”

“She said that if I can't pay her back, she'd be willing to have you do oral sex on her to pay off the debt.”

I was speechless.

“Apparently she googled you. She said you're kinda cute.”

I was flattered, but still speechless.

“I've been thinking about it,” Amber said. “I think it's our least bad option. I'm sorry.”

“Um...so you're telling me that in order to pay off this debt, you want me to go down on some female gangster? Seriously?”

“Yes.”

“There must be some other way. Maybe we could go to the police.”

“The police won't be able to protect us from these people.”

“There must be some way we can raise $500. It's not that much money.”

“We need to come up with it in the next couple of days or she's going to be expecting an interest payment.”

“Shit.”

“It might not be so bad. She's kind of sexy. She's tall—taller than most guys. She has a very fit body. Long legs. Curvy hips. Great ass. And huge tits. All you need to do is make her come. With your mouth. Then neither of us ever sees her again, and this problem goes away. And I promise I've learned my lesson. No more gambling. Ever.”

That was exactly what she'd said last time. I didn't bother reminding her, though.

I contemplated our options. There were a couple of ways I could raise $500 fairly quickly, though none that were really appealing. I could sell my aging second-hand car. We could take in a roommate. I could try to borrow the money from a family member or a friend.

It seemed like Amber was right. It might be better to just accept this gangster bitch's weird offer. It might actually be somewhat enjoyable. Amber and I had been together for ten years, and I had been completely monogamous during that time. From Amber's description, this woman was hot. The idea of having sex with this mysterious bad girl, to be honest, kind of excited me. I didn't like the fact that I'd be pleasuring her in the most intimate way possible while she would be doing nothing to reciprocate. But I was planning to spend the rest of my life with Amber, and this would likely be my sole opportunity to have sex of any kind with another woman.

“Why is this woman doing this?” I wondered aloud. “Surely someone that hot can have their pick of men. I'm pretty average looking. It doesn't add up.”

“I'm not sure. I think she gets off on humiliating other women by making their husbands perform oral sex on her. The person who introduced us told me she's done this before.”

“So, you really want me to do this?”

She hesitated. “Yes, I need you to do this for me. I'm sorry I got you involved in this. I need you to help me out.”

“Okay, Amber, I'll do it. When does our lady gangster want to get together?”

“She'd like to come over tonight.”

The lady gangster's name was Ramona.

She arrived at our apartment at 8:00 p.m. Amber's description had been pretty accurate. She was indeed taller than most guys. Probably six foot two or six foot three. She was wearing black leather boots that came up to just below her knees and added another three or four inches to her height. I was not the tallest guy on the planet, and the top of my head didn't even reach her chin. She was wearing a long, stylish black leather trenchcoat, but it was obvious even with the coat covering her that she had a very voluptuous figure. Her face was pretty but was marred by a long scar along one cheek from just below her eyelid almost to her lip. She had long raven hair that came down nearly to her ass and a tattoo of three black roses on the back of her left hand. She was (I would at some point learn) thirty years old. Eight years younger than me, and six years younger than Amber.

Ramona was accompanied by a man who was even taller than she was and who was built like a linebacker. He had a shaved head and appeared to be in his early 50s. He was wearing a dark Italian suit. I noticed a bulge under the jacket that I was pretty sure was a gun.

“Hi Ramona,” Amber said apprehensively, waving the two of them in. Amber was considerably shorter than Ramona, and didn't have Ramona's exaggerated curves. She had a pretty face and a slim build, with perky breasts and a heart-shaped butt. She had natural blonde hair that was cut to shoulder length and wore large glasses that gave her a slightly nerdy appearance.

“Good evening, Amber,” Ramona greeted her. “It's nice to see you again.”

“It's good to see you too,” Amber lied.

“This is my colleague Martin. He's one of my security people.”

Martin ignored Amber and I. He closed the apartment door and locked both the deadbolt and the inside chain lock. Then he briskly walked around the apartment. He looked in the kitchen, the bathroom, our bedroom, and the guest room. He even poked his head out onto the balcony. I presumed he was making sure that no one else was here.

Ramona removed her coat and handed it to Amber as if Amber was a servant. Amber frowned but took the coat and hung it in the foyer closet. Ramona was wearing a short black designer dress with a plunging neckline. Amber had not exaggerated when's she'd described Ramona's figure.

“So you're obviously Michael,” Ramona said, looking at me.

“Yes. Um...nice to meet you.”

“Likewise.” She smiled. The smile was presumably meant to be reassuring, but it felt more menacing than comforting.

“I don't like to waste time,” Ramona said. “So let's cut to the chase. Michael, you've agreed to pay off your wife's $500 debt to me by performing a service for me. A very intimate service. Correct?”

“Uh...yes.”

“Specifically, you've agreed to make me come with your mouth. If you can do that, your wife's debt will be cleared. If you fail to make me come, then you're wife's debt will remain unchanged, and continue to accrue interest at the rate of fifty percent per week.”

The phrase If you fail made me nervous. How hard was it going to be to make this Amazon come?

“Let's get started,” Ramona said.

Martin stepped behind me, pulling something from his jacket.

“Michael, Martin is going to handcuff your hands behind your back. I want to make sure you don't try to play with yourself while you're serving me. I want your focus to be 100% on giving me pleasure, not yourself.”

My unease increased by an order of magnitude.

“Um, that's won't be necessary. I promise I won't do anything—”

“Be quiet. From this point on, I don't want to hear you speaking unless I ask you a question. Understand?”

I opened my mouth to protest, then thought the better of it.

Ramona smiled. “That's better. Attitude really annoys me.”

Martin took my right wrist, guided it behind my back, and clicked a handcuff bracelet around it. He repeated the process with my other wrist. I could see my misgiving mirrored in Amber's face.

“Let's go over to the couch,” Ramona said.

Martin put a beefy hand on my shoulder and guided me to the couch. “I'm going to move this coffee table a bit so that it's not in our way,” Ramona said. She pulled it away from the couch. She nodded to the liberated floor space between the couch and the coffee table, and Martin directed me to stand there.

“I think I'll go wait in the bedroom,” Amber said.

“No, I want you here. Half the fun of this is going to be watching you watch your husband servicing me.”

Amber stayed put. She looked very uncomfortable.

Ramona stepped in front of me.

“Kneel,” she ordered.

I was taken aback by the curt command, and just stood there mutely.

“Ramona just ordered you to kneel,” Martin scowled.

I snapped out of my daze and sank to my knees. The top of my head was now roughly level with the undersides of Ramona's breasts.

“Lower,” Ramona said.

I folded my legs under me, resting my butt on my heels. My eyes were now level with Ramona's crotch.

Martin withdrew into the background. Ramona stepped forward, so that only an inch of space separated my face from her. She gazed down aloofly at me. I felt like a mouse being examined by a cat. Her nipples had visibly stiffened beneath the bodice of her dress. Despite my trepidation, I was getting hard.

Ramona unzipped her dress and pulled it over her head. She held it out with one hand in Amber's direction. Amber hesitated, then meekly stepped forward and took it. Ramona wasn't wearing a bra. She barely needed one. She had, in addition to the black rose tattoo on the back of her left hand, a long, ancient-looking dagger with a demonic skull on the hilt on her right forearm and an elaborate fiery phoenix on her right shoulder. I barely noticed Ramona's fantastic body or her eye-catching ink, though. My eyes were drawn to the black thong barely an inch from my face. And the odd bulge in the front of that lacy piece of lingerie.

Ramona pulled her thong down and let it drop to the floor. My jaw dropped.

The young female gangster had the biggest clit I had ever seen. It was easily three inches long. It protruded from the base of her dense, curly black bush between her plump outer lips. Roughly where a cock would be on a guy. Amber noticed it too, even from where she was standing. She gasped audibly.

“What's the matter?” Ramona asked with amusement. “Haven't you ever seen a clit before?”

I didn't know what to say. I didn't want to offend Ramona. “It's...it's very impressive,” I stammered.

“Impressive,” Ramona repeated. She laughed. “I like that. It's even more impressive when it reaches its full size.”

Ramona sat down on the couch in front of me as if she was in her own home. She planted her long legs on the coffee table, fencing me in between them. She was still wearing her leather boots. I heard Amber gasp disapprovingly as she placed her boots carelessly on the glass surface of the coffee table, but she wisely refrained from saying anything.

“Come here,” Ramona said. She leaning forward, placed a hand on the back of my head, and slowly guided me down to her snatch. I didn't resist. My upper body was forced forward and downward over my folded legs. If there was a more subservient position in which one could give someone head, I didn't know what it was. It was also an uncomfortable position, especially with my hands restrained behind my back.

She guided my mouth to the tip of her clit, pressing it against my lips. It looked distressingly like a miniature penis. It even had a bulbous head that was shaped just like the head of a cock. The inner lips of her vagina merged with the underside of its stout shaft. The rest of Ramona's body was unmistakably feminine. She was fit and toned but lushly curvy. Her nipples had puckered into tight ellipses. I could smell the lust radiating from her. Despite my apprehension and embarrassment, my dick was getting harder.

“Open your mouth,” Ramona instructed. I reluctantly did. She slowly pushed my head forward and downward, sliding her giant clit into my mouth. I could now taste as well as smell her arousal. She continued drawing my head forward until my lips were pressed against her bushy mons and outer lips. Her clit filled most of my mouth. It was not just freakishly long but also surprisingly thick.

And it was getting bigger.

Amber's clit was the size of a fingertip, and none of the few other women I'd gone down on before her had been any larger. It felt weird to have this enormous clit in my mouth. But it was also unexpectedly arousing. My cock strained against the inside of my pants.

“Suck me off,” Ramona commanded.

I didn't like the way she was positioning me like some inanimate object and giving me orders as if I was her personal slave or a cheap hooker she had picked up on the street. I suppressed my indignation and began sucking.

“Obviously you've never given a blowjob before,” Ramona said contemptuously. “Make sure your lips cover your teeth. Don't make me tell you again.”

I pressed my lips around her shaft so that my teeth were not touching her. It was harder to do than I would have thought. I resumed sucking her.

Ramona let out a blissful sigh. “That's better. You're going to be quite good at this by the time I'm finished with you.”

She leaned back against the couch, putting one arm across the backrest while keeping the other on my head. I could feel her getting wetter, coating my lower lip and chin with her warm, sticky nectar. “That's it, bitch,” she goaded. “Get me nice and hard.”

“Oh God,” I heard Amber murmur. She seemed to be having trouble getting her head around the fact that her husband was sucking off a female gangster with a clit big enough to fuck someone with.

I gagged as Ramona's clit pushed past the back of my mouth and into my throat.

“You're hurting him!” Amber protested.

“He can take it,” Ramona said confidently. “Can't you, bitch?”

I managed to grunt something that sounded vaguely like “yes”.

Amber did not protest further.

Ramona's clit continued to grow, gagging me further. Ramona held my head in place. “Don't stop,” she admonished. I did my best to continue pleasuring her. Her swelling flesh reached the back of my throat, making me retch. My eyes watered and I felt saliva running down my chin. Ramona eased her grip, allowing me to pull back a little. She continued to let me pull back as her clit continued to get bigger. She had to. The back of my throat was blocking her from going any further, and I wasn't at the right angle for her to push deeper into my esophagus. I heaved a few more times, but managed not to throw up. I wondered fearfully how big Ramona's clit was going to get.

Ramona's grip on my head firmed, preventing me from moving backward any further. I realized with relief that her clit had stopped growing.

“See, I told you it's impressive when it's fully erect,” Ramona teased.

“How...how big is it?” Amber asked, a little breathlessly.

“Six inches,” Ramona said proudly.

Six inches. Ramona's clit was bigger than a lot of men's cocks.

Including mine.

“Why don't you come closer, Amber?” Ramona suggested. “I want you to have a good view of your husband paying off your debt. He's working really hard down there. He obviously really loves you.”

Amber swallowed nervously and came closer. Ramona invited her to sit on the couch beside her, and she did. Amber's nipples were prodding her T-shirt. I realized that despite herself she was becoming aroused by watching me suck Ramona off.

Ramona clearly noticed too. “I can see that this is getting you wet, Amber. You can jill off if you want to. I don't mind.”

“No thank you,” said Amber awkwardly. Ramona didn't push it.

Ramona shifted one of her legs from the coffee table and rested it across the back of my arms and shoulders. The smooth skin of her inner thigh brushed my cheek. It felt surprisingly erotic. She shifted her other leg so that it was also across my back. She sighed contentedly as I continued struggling to make her come.

I had been at it for perhaps twenty minutes when Ramona's breathing deepened. Her clit had become incredibly hard. I sensed that she was about to come.

“Stop,” she ordered.

I paused and looked up at her with a puzzled expression. Amber looked surprised and perplexed too.

“Just hold it in your mouth for a while.”

I held still. Several minutes went by. Ramona's ladywood softened and shrank slightly.

“Okay, continue.”

I resumed sucking her. Her clit swelled and stiffened again. After a while it felt like she was once more very close to coming.

“Alright, stop. Just hold it in your mouth again.”

I realized that Ramona was edging—slowly letting herself get close to the brink, then deliberately pausing till her body calmed down, then slowly bringing herself back to the edge, repeating the process over and over. I had never tried this, but apparently it could result in an extraordinary orgasm when one did finally let oneself go. It could also allow one to extend a sexual interaction almost indefinitely.

Amber also realized what Ramona was doing.

“Hey, that's not fair! You're stopping every time you're close to coming. You could make him keep sucking you all night by doing that!”

“You owe me $500, bitch. I'm doing you a very big favor by letting your husband work off your debt for you. But $500 isn't pocket change. I plan to get my money's worth from this. Every penny of it.”

Amber shut up. Ramona kept edging. She seemed to be insatiable.

After a while Ramona took my head in both her hands and began drawing it up and down over her giant clit. She was, I realized with embarrassment, using my face as if it was one of those tube-shaped replica vaginas that some men jack off into. Amber was watching raptly.

Ramona paused, waited a few minutes, then said:

“Lick my hole, slut.”

She eased her grip on my head so that I could withdraw my mouth from her clit and guided me a little lower. Her wide outer lips were covered with a thick haze of dark pubic hair. Her pink inner lips protruded prominently between them beneath her clit. They gaped slightly. It appeared that Ramona's pussy had seen a lot of use.

I kissed and licked Ramona's warm flesh, then probed inside her with my tongue. She moaned encouragingly. Her feminine taste and scent were considerably stronger than I was used to with Amber. Her wetness trickled down my chin and after a while started dripping to the floor. I was so horny I felt almost feverish. But there was nothing I could do to alleviate my lust.

Eventually Ramona pulled my head back up to her clit. She alternated between letting me suck it, pushing my mouth up and down over it, and making me lick and tongue the increasingly sopping entrance below it. She continued to take breaks whenever she was on the verge of coming.

After one particularly long pause, Ramona started thrusting upward with her pelvis while holding my head firmly in place. She was literally fucking my mouth with her clit. Her legs, which were still resting on my arms and back, pressed down on me with each thrust. Her fingers were entwined in my hair. A couple of times she rammed her meat in too far, hitting the back of my throat and making me retch. Once or twice when this happened she said “Sorry”. But she didn't sound sorry at all.

She added thrusting her hips and fucking my face to her mix, alternating between this and the various other methods of orally pleasuring her that she had introduced. As usual she stopped whenever she got close to coming.

She kept going for what seemed like hours. My jaw was starting to ache and my lips felt chafed from having her shaft slide back and forth over them so many times. But these discomforts paled in comparison to the torment of not being allowed to come. I was hornier than I had ever been before. My cock ached with the need for release.

Ramona had begun thrusting in my mouth for the umpteenth time when Amber suddenly said “Jesus, I can't take this any more. I need to come.”

Ramona stopped thrusting and stared at Amber, clearly as surprised as I was.

“I'm sorry, Michael,” Amber said. “I know doing what your doing is really difficult and uncomfortable. And I know you're doing this totally for me. But watching you sucking Ramona off is making me insanely horny. I have to do something about it.”

Amber undid the front of her jeans. She slipped her right hand into her panties and began stroking herself. Ramona grinned widely. Amber continued watching me as she jilled, looking right into my eyes. Ramona resumed fucking my mouth, a little harder than before.

“Oh fuck I'm coming!” Amber cried. Her body arched back against the couch, and she let out a long moan.

Ramona stopped thrusting. She seemed very close to the brink. I expected there would be another break in our activity while she let herself settle down. But there wasn't.

“Finish me,” she commanded.

I could hardly believe it. She wasn't going to hold back this time. I felt a strange excitement knowing that she was at last going to come. If my cock could have gotten any harder, it would have.

Ramona's breathing was getting heavier. “Suck a little harder,” she urged.

I sucked her more forcefully. She tightened her grip on my head. Her clit began to throb. Amber slipped her hand into her panties and started playing with herself again.

Ramona came with the force of a hand grenade. She pushed my head down as she was coming, driving her monster clit so deep that I barely avoided throwing up. Ramona didn't even seem to notice.  She tilted her head back and let out a deep, drawn-out moan of pleasure. Her entire body quivered. Seconds later Amber was wracked by another orgasm of her own.

Ramona eased her grip on my head and, with the first gentleness she had shown all night, lifted me away from her slowly shrinking hard-on.

“You've paid your wife's debt,” she said, rising from the couch. “Amber, get my clothes please, would you?”

Amber got up, a little unsteadily, and retrieved Ramona's dress and coat. I struggled to my feet. My arms were still handcuffed behind my back. Ramona rose from the couch and put her thong back on. Amber returned with her other garments, and she dressed.

“I'm going to leave the handcuffs as a souvenir,” Ramona said. “Martin, put the keys to the cuffs on the coffee table.” Martin did so.

“Amber, the next time you borrow money from me and fail to pay it back, I'm going to require more from your husband than just one little blowjob.”

“I'm not going to borrow any more money. I've learned my lesson.”

Ramona laughed. “Sure,” she said.

Martin unlocked the front door, and he and Ramona let themselves out without another word.

“I really need to come, Amber,” I pleaded. “Can you get these cuffs off me?”

“Let's leave them on just a bit longer, if you don't mind. There's something I want to try. But first, let's look after your dick.”

Amber knelt in front of me and liberated my cock. She took it all the way in, right to the back of her throat. It took what seemed like five seconds for me to blow my load into her mouth.

“I'm still horny,” Amber announced. “I want to sit on the couch and have you suck me off the way you sucked Ramona off.”

She pulled off her clothing and sat on the couch. “Come here and look after me.”

I realized that she wanted to keep the handcuffs on me while I ate her. I hesitated, then came over and knelt in front of her. She put her legs on the coffee table as Ramona had done. She put a hand on my head and guided me down to her pussy. I gave her a few teasing kisses, then began sucking her clit.

“Oh yeah, that's it. That feels so good.”

After a while Amber's breathing got heavier. She gripped my head with both hands and began thrusting her cunt against my face. She seemed close to the brink when she abruptly said “Stop.”

I paused and looked up at her.

“I think Ramona is onto something,” Amber said huskily. She waited a few minutes, then said, “Okay, suck me some more.”

I resumed sucking her.

It was, I realized, going to be a very long night.
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