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My heart was pounding as I texted the number I'd been given. My wife, Amber, looked equally nervous. We were in the corridor on the penthouse level of a luxury condo building. On the other side of the unmarked door was an upscale BDSM-themed brothel.

My wife has a serious gambling problem, and was in debt to a female mafiosa named Ramona. Ramona was one of the owners of this small, specialized bordello. We would be paying the interest on my wife's newest debt by serving one of the brothel's regular clients tonight. Ramona described her as a “dominant” who liked to use couples as her “slaves”. Specifically, she liked to sit on the male's face and to make him eat her to orgasm after orgasm while his wife or girlfriend watched. She usually at some point wanted her male slave's partner to not just watch but to give her man head while she was facesitting him, forcing her to experience firsthand how aroused her man had become from serving her. Ramona described this client as “very attractive” but “a little on the heavy side”. This client liked to use amateurs rather than professional sex workers as her slaves. She wanted the couple's reactions to be “authentic”.

Which was where the two of us came in. We would, Ramona said, be “perfect” for this role.

The door opened. A young latex-clad dominatrix with purple hair greeted us and ushered us inside.

Ramona was waiting for us in Room 1 with her client. The tall female mobster rose to her feet and greeted us as if we were old friends, giving each of us a warm hug. She was wearing knee-high black leather boots and a silky red dress that clung to her ample curves. I could clearly feel her breasts through the thin material of her dress and my thin button-down cotton shirt as she fleetingly pressed her body against mine. Ramona could have been a designer lingerie model if not for the tattoos adorning various parts of her body. And the long scar that ran down one side of her otherwise pretty face.

She introduced us to her client, Gina. Gina had also risen to her feet. She merely nodded as we were introduced. Gina was also tall. Not as tall as Ramona, but tall enough to tower over me by three or four inches. She had pretty features, shoulder-length chestnut hair, and intense hazel eyes. She appeared to be in her late 20s or early 30s, five to ten years younger than me. She was more than just “a little on the heavy side”. She was fat. Really fat. Her hips, thighs, and ass were so wide that it would have been impossible for me to wrap my arms around them. Her breasts were immense, the biggest I'd ever seen outside of porn videos. She was wearing a short black robe and black slippers.

I was intimidated by the thought of having this massive woman sitting on my face. But, to my surprise, I also felt an unexpected excitement. My cock stirred inside my pants.

“As you know, in order to pay your first interest instalment on Amber's debt, you'll be serving as Gina's slaves tonight. Gina is one of my best customers, and I expect you to take very good care of her. This room is booked for the night, so you'll have as much time as you need to ensure that Gina is fully satisfied.”

Gina smiled ominously.

“Normally one of the girls would be in the room with you keeping an eye on things just to make sure Michael doesn't...well...suffocate.”

Gina's smiled again, as if Ramona had just cracked a funny joke. Amber paled. I swallowed nervously.

“Tonight, however, all the girls are booked up, so I'll be watching you myself. I'll probably be feeling horny by the time Gina is done with you, so Michael will need to give me head afterward. Unless you want to do it, Amber.”

Amber glanced nervously at me.

“I'll do it,” I said.

“If either of you quit before Gina and I are satiated, there won't be any credit toward your debt for tonight's work, and you'll have to find some other way to pay me. So, are these terms acceptable to you?”

We exchanged an awkward glance.

“Yes,” Amber said softly.

I nodded my assent.

Amber and I had discussed this at length. We could have gradually paid off the debt from my earnings, but with the insane weekly interest rate Ramona charged, we'd be doing little more than treading water for years. We'd both had the new STI shots, so there was little physical risk. Amber didn't like the fact that I'd be intimate with another woman, even though the sex would be entirely one-sided and I wouldn't be allowed to fuck or get my cock sucked by Gina. But we had agreed it would be best to accept Ramona's degrading offer.

“Great. Michael, take off your clothes and lie on the bed. I'm going to fasten you in place. Instead of a safe word, if you need to stop for any reason, move your right foot from side to side a few times. Hopefully it won't be necessary. But Gina does tend to get...enthusiastic.”

Gina smiled again, this time more broadly.

I disrobed and lay on the bed. Ramona secured my wrists and ankles to padded manacles that were fastened to the bedposts. She stretched my arms and legs as taut as they could be pulled.

“He's all yours, Gina. Enjoy.”

“I will.”

Gina stepped out of her slippers and removed her robe. She grinned as she watched me watching her. Her body, to my surprise, was remarkably toned and taut, with very little flab. Her massive boobs looked remarkably round and firm despite their size. Her nipples were massive. They were already starting to stiffen. She had a dense but closely-trimmed bush. I could see a hint of pink flesh peeking with anticipation from her cleft.

She clambered onto the bed. The mattress sagged beneath her weight. She straddled my head on her knees and slowly lowered herself onto my face. She had positioned herself so that her vagina was directly over my mouth. Her slit was already damp. Her hairy mound pressed against my nostrils. Her wide belly and massive thighs almost completely filled my field of vision. She smelled of lust and sweat. She rested her full weight on me. The back of my head was pushed down into the mattress. I felt dangerously close to suffocating. Or being squashed. Yet I had a boner that could pitch a tent.

“Eat me like we're dating and you're trying to convince me to be your girlfriend.”

Gina lifted herself ever so slightly so that I could move my head a little. I caressed and licked her warm flesh. She made appreciative mmmm sounds. She was getting wetter.

“Stick your tongue in, slave.”

I probed the ribbed interior of her vagina. She began thrusting her hips, grinding herself against my face. I moaned slightly. My cock felt like a bear struggling to free itself from a trap.

“Your husband's good,” Gina remarked casually to Amber. “I can feel my first orgasm building already.”

Amber said nothing. I couldn't see her face, but I knew that she was not pleased.

Gina's thrusts gradually intensified. The bed started to rock. My entire body jiggled with each powerful shove of her hips.

“She's too big for him,” Amber whispered to Ramona. “She's going to hurt him.”

“What the fuck did you just say?” Gina growled. “You tryna say I'm fat, you stupid cunt?”

“No, no, of course not! I didn't mean...it's just that...”

“Michael's fine,” Ramona said. “He knows to signal if he can't handle it. Look at how hard his cock is. He's enjoying this.”

Enjoying was not the word I would have chosen for what I was experiencing.

“Fuck you, bitch! I'll fuck your husband's face as hard as I want.”

Gina's thrusts became downright violent, punishing me for Amber's unintentional offence. I groaned beneath the onslaught. I felt like I was in danger of passing out. Yet I made no attempt to get Gina to stop. I told myself that it was because I didn't want us to lose credit for our work tonight. But the truth was that Gina's increasingly brutal facefucking was turning me on, and I didn't want her to stop. I wanted the big bitch to fuck me senseless and to come in my face.

Gina suddenly groaned and squirted in my mouth. She filled my mouth with so much female cum that I had to swallow. She stopped moving, but remained seated on my face.

“Did you see that, bitch? I fucked your husband's face like it was a crack whore's cunt. And now I'm gonna do it again.”

I could tell Amber wanted to tell Gina to go fuck herself but was holding her tongue. I also sensed that despite her anger Amber was becoming unwillingly aroused as she watched Gina ride my face. And that she was severely embarrassed about it.

“When I'm done with your husband, his mouth is going to taste like my pussy for the next week. Next time you kiss him, I want you to remember me nutting in his face.”

I could feel the rage radiating from Amber, but she forced herself to remain quiet. She knew that if she provoked Gina further, Gina would just take it out on me.

Gina shifted backward slightly, bringing her clit to my mouth. Her clit was only the size of a fingertip, but it was hard.

“Suck me off, bitch.”

I sucked Gina's clit. She humped my face with slow, steady thrusts.

“That's it. Make me come, you useless skank!”

Gina's thrusts steadily increased in speed and force. After perhaps ten minutes she shuddered as a second orgasm roared through her body.

She sat astride my face for a minute or two, recovering. Then she lifted herself up and turned so that she was facing my feet. She lowered herself back down, again positioning herself so that her vagina was right over my mouth. Her massive ass buried the upper half of my face. My nose was pressed against the no-man's-land between her twat and her asshole.

“Move that tongue, slut!”

I did my best to please the enormous woman on top of me. My cock was so hard it was almost painful, but there was nothing I could do to relieve my need. My lungs were burning. But I refused to use the safe signal. I didn't want to stop. I wanted to make Gina come again.

“It's okay if you want to jill,” Ramona told Amber. “Gina doesn't mind. You wouldn't be the first girl Gina's seen pet the bunny while she rides her man's face.”

“Yes, go ahead and jill, Amber,” Gina taunted. “It's obvious you want to.”

Amber didn't reply. But about five minutes later I heard her moaning softly. She had given in and was looking after herself.

Gina mashed my face with increasing ferocity. Her next orgasm was even more powerful than the preceding two. Amber let out a stifled groan as she crossed the finish line herself a few seconds later.

Gina turned around so that she was facing forward once more. She made me suck her clit again. This time she didn't hump my face, but just sat on me and passively enjoyed my ministrations. It took her longer to come, but when she did her orgasm was epic.

She continued to alternate between riding my face and making me give her head. She switched back and forth a couple more times between facing forward and facing backward. It felt like two or three hours went by. Perhaps they did. I lost count of how many orgasms she had. She seemed capable of keeping this up all night.

After a particularly intense climax that seemed to last several minutes, Gina turned toward Amber.

“Okay, slut. It's time for you to experience firsthand how much your man has been enjoying eating me. Get over here and suck him off.”

Amber reluctantly joined us on the bed. She had known this was coming. I felt her hand at the base of my neglected hard-on, then her lips wrapping themselves around it. Gina was currently sitting backward, allowing her to watch Amber as she humiliated her. I groaned with pleasure as Amber took me in deeper, but I don't think anyone heard me beneath that mountain of sexy flesh.

“See how much your husband is enjoying being my slave?” Gina teased. “Take him all the way in, you fucking hoe. I want to see your chin on his balls.” Amber struggled to get more of me in. She gagged as my cock reached the back of her throat. I felt release building inside me, and made no effort to hold back. I pumped Amber's mouth and throat full of thick, sticky cum.

Gina brutally rode my face. Then she came too.

Gina remained seated atop me for a few moments, trying to catch her breath. Then she dismounted. The lower half of my face was soaked with her cum. The scent and taste of her lust permeated my mouth and nostrils.

Ramona unfastened the manacles from my wrists and ankles. Gina walked to the closet and retrieved her clothes and purse. To my surprise, she pulled out a hundred dollar bill and handed it to me.

“You did good. Here's a little something extra for you.”

I was taken by surprise.

“Uh...thank you....”

Gina handed a hundred dollar bill to Amber. Amber frowned, but took the money.

“Congratulations, Michael and Amber, you're officially sex workers,” said Ramona. I didn't know what to say. I hadn't thought about it before, but I supposed that technically we were sex workers now. Prostitution had recently been decriminalized in our state, so there were no legal concerns. But it was a weird feeling.

“We're not done yet,” Ramona said. “It's my turn. Get on your knees.”

I got on my knees and gave Ramona head. Gina and Amber both watched. Ramona came quickly.

“Good work,” Ramona said when she was done. I was still on my knees, my face coated with her and Gina's cum.

“You can clean up in the bathroom at the end of the hall if you want,” Ramona offered.

“I'll be in touch soon about your next payment.”

Our next payment took place two weeks later. Gina wanted another “visit” with us.

Amber had a sour look on her face as we stood outside the door of Ramona's high class whorehouse. She was not happy about having to watch Gina use me again.

“Hey, at least Gina tips well,” I joked.

Amber swatted my arm.

We were twenty minutes early. Ramona was not going to be with us this time. I sent a text announcing our arrival. Five minutes later the girl with the purple hair, Candy, came to the door. This time she was wearing a short silk bathrobe.

“Hi guys, come on in.”

We stepped inside.

“Gina should be here in about fifteen minutes. So we have a little time. Come, we can sit in the kitchen and talk.”

Candy led us to a spacious kitchen that had more or less been converted into a makeshift employee lounge. A partition had been set up that separated it from the rest of the suite, providing some privacy. A few stools had been placed around an island counter, and a couch had been placed in front of the floor-to-ceiling window that formed one wall, where one could chill out to a fantastic view of the downtown cityscape. For the moment the three of us had the space to ourselves.

“Want a coffee or a tea or anything?” Candy asked.

“We're good,” Amber said.

“So, did Ramona tell you what we're doing tonight?”

“No,” said Amber, looking a little uncertain. “I assumed it would be a repeat of last time.”

“Not exactly. I'm going to be working with you tonight. Gina wants to ride Michael's face again. Then she wants to watch me facesit Michael. With you watching, of course. Then she'll probably want Michael to eat her some more. And she'll want Amber to give Michael head at least once while all this is going on. She might ask me to give Michael head too. Or even to fuck him. She's not always predictable.”

“Jesus,” muttered Amber.

“Gina can be demanding,” Candy concurred. “Are you guys okay with it?”

“I guess so,” Amber said, a little sullenly.

I nodded.

“Good. Michael, I guess I should give you a little heads up. When I ride your face, I'm probably going to come. I almost always come from oral if the guy—or girl—is halfway competent. And Ramona says you're good. Gina likes things authentic. She hates it when people fake being turned on or fake having an orgasm. So when she wants to add another girl to the mix here she always asks for me. Most of the stuff I do here—whipping and caning guys, making fun of them, fucking them senseless with a strap-on cock—doesn't really do anything for me. I don't mind it; it just doesn't float my boat. But getting head, that's something I can't seem to get enough of most of the time. So, Michael, I'm probably going to come in your face. I'm probably going to do it a few times. And I tend to get messy down there when my juices get flowing. I hope you don't mind....”

Amber stared at Candy with a look that would have unnerved a crocodile. Candy ignored it.

“I'll probably survive,” I said, smiling to let Candy know I was joking. Candy smiled back.

We heard someone opening the front door. One of Candy's co-workers greeted Gina.

“Time to get this show on the road,” Candy said. “We're in room 3.”

Candy strapped me down to the bed while Gina removed her clothes. Amber stood off to the side, looking displeased.

“I had to put in a twelve hour day today,” Gina complained. “And it's fucking Saturday. I came here straight from work. We're getting audited, and I've been having to put in twelve to sixteen hours a day every day this week. It's been stressful as fuck. I didn't even have time to take a shower this morning. Or yesterday morning, for that matter.”

“We have a shower here that you're welcome to use if you—“ Candy offered.

“Naw. I'm horny. I don't want to wait any longer. Let's get started.”

Gina climbed onto the bed and planted her twat on my face. The smell and taste of her sex was stronger than last time. A lot stronger.

I began eating her.

“I really should have showered this morning,” Gina mused aloud. “I jilled off last night for like an hour to help me get to sleep. My pussy must taste pretty intense. Do you like the way my pussy tastes after I've jilled off, slave? Oh, I guess you can't really talk, can you? I'll just see for myself.”

I felt her body shift as she turned. One of her hands encircled my dick. It was already fully erect even before she touched it.

“Hmm. You do like the taste of my pussy after I've jilled. I like that. Maybe I should jill off now. Would you like to see me jill off in your husband's face, Amber?”

Amber said nothing. I suspected that she did want to see the horny young behemoth masturbate in my mouth. And that she was feeling distressed for getting aroused from watching another woman using me.

“Yes? No? Whatever, Amber, I don't really care....”

Gina brought her hand down to her clit and began massaging it. Her fingers brushed my nose as she played with herself. She quickly brought herself to her first orgasm of the night. It was a wet one. Wet enough that I had to swallow.

“How did that taste, slave? There's going to be a lot more of those tonight...”

She started fucking my face. It took her about ten minutes to bring herself to another powerful orgasm. She shifted backward slightly and made me suck her clit, bringing her to a third climax.

She rode my face for at least another hour, during which time she came three or four more times. Sometimes she just sat on me and let me do all the work. Other times she fucked my face as if—as she had so eloquently put it last time—it was a street whore's cunt. My need to come was torture, but there was nothing I could do about it.

“Amber, why don't you help your husband out with a nice blowjob? Look at him. He's dying to come.”

Amber had expected this would be asked of her, and didn't argue. She got on the bed and took me in her mouth. It took her mere minutes to make me nut. It felt like an exceptionally voluminous load. She swallowed, then got back up. I knew she must be desperate to come, but there was nothing I could do for her.

“Candy, would you like a turn sitting on my slave's face?”

“Yes, definitely,” Candy replied with unfeigned eagerness, tossing aside the robe she was wearing.

Gina moved over, and Candy planted herself on my face. She sat facing forward, as Gina had done. She had a magnificent body. The sight of her smooth belly and full breasts above me combined with the feel and delicate aroma of her shaved pussy had my cock already showing signs of life again. I gently kissed her. She squirmed with pleasure.

“Fuck him hard, Candy. Fuck him the way the roughest customer you've ever had fucked you.”

Candy started thrusting. Her thrusts were fairly gentle.

“Come on, girl! Fuck him harder than that!”

Candy thrust more forcefully. I explored her inner folds and her clit with my tongue, causing her to arch her head back and moan.

“That's better. But I want you to fuck him even harder!”

Candy looked down at me with an expression that said I'm sorry, then started pounding my face with real force. The mattress jiggled beneath us as she pummeled me. Once she stopped holding back it took her only a few minutes to come. Her orgasm—as she had warned—was a wet one. My cock was already rigid again when she gushed in my mouth.

“Now I want you to fuck him, Candy.”

Candy unhesitatingly lifted herself off my face and shuffled backward to my cock.

Amber scowled, but kept quiet. Ramona had warned us that we could be called upon to fuck people when we were here.

Candy knelt astride my hips and lowered herself onto my cock. She was warm, wet, and tighter than I expected. She felt heavenly. She started fucking me. I fucked her back. If I had not just come about ten minutes earlier I would have shot my load right then and there.

“Fuck that slave hard, Candy,” exhorted Gina. She was stroking her clit. Amber had given up trying to pretend that she wasn't aroused, and had slipped a hand into her jeans.

I was approaching a second climax when Gina ordered:

“Okay, stop. Get off him now.”

Candy gave me another I'm sorry look, then lifted herself off me and got off the bed. My rigid cock strained in vain for release.

“Suck your husband off again,” Gina commanded.

“What? Are you serious? It's all wet from...from being inside her....”

“Do I look like I give a fuck?”

“I can do it, Gina,” Candy volunteered.

“No, Amber's going to do it. Aren't you, Amber?”

Amber stared at Gina. It looked like she was going to argue. But then she gave in.

“Yes, I'm going to do it,” Amber said softly.

I knew that Amber didn't want to risk messing up our arrangement with Ramona. But I sensed that there was more to it than that. That a part of Amber wanted to do this. Amber got back onto the bed. She hesitated a moment, then gently took me in her mouth.

“That's it, Amber. Clean that whore's cum off your husband's cock.”

Candy gave Gina a dirty look, which fortunately Gina didn't see. Amber looked mortified and ashamed. But also aroused. Arousal won out over mortification and shame. She started playing with herself as she sucked me.

Gina straddled my head and lowered herself back onto my face. She almost immediately began thrusting. She was facing Amber. Amber did her best to ignore her, and focused on my cock. After a few minutes Amber's body quivered as she made herself come. I almost immediately blew my wad in her mouth. Gina humped my face harder, and within a minute or two also came.

Gina remained on my face and made me continue eating her. After she'd enjoyed a couple more orgasms she had Candy sit on my face again until Candy had also come a couple more times. Between them I felt like I'd swallowed enough female cum to fill a large coffee mug.

Gina climbed back on top of me and subjected me to a final brutal facefuck. My cock got hard again, but this time Gina didn't ask Amber to suck it. Gina hammered my face more savagely than ever. She came two or three times, but just kept going. I was starting to see stars. I was on the verge of using the safe signal when she flooded my mouth with a final shuddering climax.

Gina got up and retrieved her clothes and purse. Candy unfastened my bonds. I lay where I was for a long moment, trying to catch my breath, then shakily lifted myself to sit on the edge of the bed. Gina fished in her purse and handed me, Candy and Amber each a hundred dollar bill. It looked like Amber was going to refuse the money, but she took it. Gina smiled.

Candy put on her robe and escorted Gina to the front door, then rejoined us.

“You both did great! Gina shouldn't have asked you to suck Michael off after I fucked him. Gina can be a bit of a bitch sometimes.”

“A bit?” Amber repeated. Both women laughed.

“Well, I guess I'll see you again before too long,” Candy said. She hesitated, then gave me a warm hug. She then offered Amber a hug. Amber hesitated, then accepted the hug, and hugged her back.

When we got to our car, Amber said “I'm still horny. I need to come again.”

My cock started to stiffen. I'd already had two orgasms, but after all I'd been through tonight two orgasms didn't feel like anywhere near enough.

“I'm still horny too.”

Amber opened the rear door of our car and climbed into the back seat.

“I'll look after you in a few minutes, Michael. But I need you to look after me first.”

She lay back, pulled down her jeans and panties, and spread her legs.

Ramona once said she hoped Amber never gave up gambling. I was starting to hope that Amber never gave up gambling either.
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