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It only took a month for Amber to screw up again. Gambling addictions, like other addictions, are fiendishly hard to overcome, and my wife had been struggling with this personal demon for years.

“Baby, I fucked up. I gambled again. I really thought I could win. I owe Ramona some more money.”

A chill ran through me at the mention of Ramona's name. The last time Amber had gambled, I had ended up paying Amber's debt by servicing the intimidating female loan shark with my mouth.

Ramona was not unattractive. In fact she was downright hot. She was taller than most guys, including me. She had a gorgeous figure, with long legs, curvy hips, and big boobs, long raven hair, and a face that was remarkably pretty despite being marred by a long scar on one cheek.

She also had a clit that was literally bigger than most men's cocks. Including my own very average specimen.

The daunting female gangster had made me give her head on my knees with my hands cuffed behind my back. She had kept making me stop each time she was close to coming, drawing my ordeal out for hours. She had made Amber watch. Amber had ended up getting so turned on that she had jilled while Ramona used me like a girl. I had, to my surprise, gotten turned on too, despite my mortification and physical discomfort. But with my hands restrained, I had been unable to do anything about it. I had been trying to forget that humiliating night ever since. Without much luck.

Amber had vowed that it would never happen again. But she had made such promises before.

“How much money do you owe Ramona?” I asked nervously.

“Another five hundred dollars.”

“Shit.”

Amber and I were both unemployed. I had been job hunting intensively, but we were in the worst recession in decades, and despite a couple of interviews I had failed to land anything. Amber had applied to a few places, but had not even received an interview. I was still receiving unemployment insurance payments, but these would cease in another six weeks.

Five hundred dollars was a problem.

“Is Ramona offering us a way of paying off the debt again through...um...service instead of cash?”

“Maybe. She's coming over in an hour to discuss it.”

I met Amber ten years ago almost to the day. She had been 26, and I had been 28.

We met at the opening of an art exhibit for an up-and-coming local painter. He was known for otherworldly and often dark themes, emotional intensity, and subtle and sometimes not-at-all subtle erotic content.

I was looking at a large painting depicting several demons congregated around a woman on a bed in a dimly lit room. Both the woman and the netherworld denizens were naked. Some of the demons were male, others female. A couple of them had both breasts and penises. The woman was hauntingly beautiful. The incubi and succubi surrounding her were also all strikingly attractive. One of the males was about to mount her. The others all seemed to be awaiting their turn. The woman looked both apprehensive and excited. The work was called Dark Heaven.

Amber came up beside me. “Interesting,” she remarked. “I like this artist's work. Especially this painting. It's dark and sexy at the same time.  I'm envious of the girl in the painting...” She laughed out loud. “I can't believe I just said that to a complete stranger.” She laughed again. There was an open bar, and she'd had more than a couple of glasses of wine. As had I.

“No worries.” I hesitated a moment, then offered my hand. “I'm Michael.”

She accepted my hand and shook it. “Amber. Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise.”

Amber's hair was short and spiky back then. My own auburn hair was long. I had worn it long since I was a teenager, both because of my love of rock and metal and just because I liked the way it looked. Amber touched it, running it between her fingers.

“I love your hair. And your T-shirt.” I was wearing a T-shirt featuring an obscure goth metal band from Italy called Kiss of the Undead. “I love that band. I've never met anyone before who's even heard of them.”

The two of us wandered through the rest of the exhibit together. We talked about the other paintings on display and about art in general. About music and bands. And more. The way we instantly connected was unlike anything I'd experienced before. If I had been a spiritual person I would have thought I had just met my soulmate.

When we finished our private tour, I suggested we get something to eat. Amber accepted. We went to a nearby pub that was frequented by a lot of artists and art students. Paintings and prints adorned the walls. A mix of arcane hip hop, underground rock, contemporary jazz, and dark pop played in the background. A girl with green hair was our server. We ordered a platter of nachos and some more wine. We ate and drank and talked about one thing after another until three hours later we were politely kicked out because the place was closing.

Amber didn't drive, and I offered her a ride home. When we reached the front of her building, she asked shyly, “Would you like to come up for a nightcap?”

I didn't see my own bed that night.

When I phoned Amber the next day, she seemed surprised to hear from me.

“I can't believe you called.” She sounded pleased. “Believe it or not, I don't always fall into bed with a guy on a first date. Every time I do, the guy never calls back. This is a first.”

“I'd be a fool not to call you back. I've never understood guys who chase a girl and then lose interest as soon as they've gotten her in bed.”

“I know, right? Guys can be idiots. Well, some of them can.”

I suggested we get together again that evening. I knew that this was breaking the unwritten rules of dating. It could be misinterpreted as “needy”. It didn't seem to be a problem for Amber. She certainly wasn't needy. She just wasn't all that big on rules.

Three months later we were living together.

Ramona arrived right on time.

Amber had made it clear that if Ramona offered to waive her gambling debt again in exchange for me giving her head that she wanted me to do it.

I was reluctant. But in the end I had agreed. Amber had hugged me tightly and thanked me for “rescuing” her.

If I had to, I could have found a way to come up with the $500, although it would definitely hurt. But some dark part of me wanted to re-experience that bizarre night with Ramona. Being used the way I had by the strange but beautiful mafiosa had awakened desires in me that I hadn't even known existed. The arousal I'd felt as she made me pleasure her had been extraordinary. And when Amber got me off after Ramona left, my orgasm had been phenomenal. I had secretly fantasized about going down on Ramona several times since.

The prospect of doing it again for real, however, was frightening.

Ramona's bodyguard, Martin, was with her. Martin was built like a grizzly bear and wasn't much friendlier than one. He double-locked the front door as soon as they stepped in, then did a security sweep of our apartment.

Ramona got right to the point. She wasn't big on small talk.

“I've decided to give you a chance to persuade me to give you another break.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Don't thank me yet. You need to convince me to give up on collecting $500 and to let you pay me back with labor. You're really imposing on my kind nature.”

“What can I do to persuade you?”

Ramona smiled.

“You can get down on your knees, right here, right now, and suck me off. If you do that, I'll consider letting you work off your wife's debt. I'm not saying that I actually will let you work off her debt, just that I'll think about it. Just so we're clear, what you do today won't count toward your debt. It's just the price for getting me to consider helping you again.”

“You're saying Michael has to go down on you just to get you to think about letting him give you even more head later to pay off the debt? That seems kind of fucked up—”

Ramona silenced Amber with a look.

“I'll do it,” I said.

“Good. Get on your knees.”

I knelt in front of Ramona, who remained standing. I could already feel my cock stirring. Ramona handed her coat to Amber. She was wearing a short scarlet dress and short black pumps. She didn't need any extra height.

“I'm not going to handcuff you this time, but don't even think of touching yourself, or there's not going to be any deal.”

“Understood.”

Ramona lifted her dress. She wore nothing underneath. She stepped forward, bringing her monster clit to my lips. It was already semi-hard.

“You know what to do.”

I took her in my mouth. Her dense black pubic hair teased my nose and lips. Amber was standing almost right beside me. She gazed down as I gave Ramona head. I could tell she was aroused.

Ramona's growing ladywood quickly reached the back of my mouth, gagging me. Ramona held my head in place, and the reflex eventually settled down. She forced her clit in deeper. I retched as it ground into the back of my throat. Strands of saliva dripped from my mouth and tears ran down my face. Her clit continued to grow, and was soon too big for her to fit all the way in my mouth.

Despite my misery, my cock was rock hard. I tentatively put my hands on Ramona's hips. She didn't stop me. I moved them around to her butt and began massaging it. She murmured throatily with pleasure.

“Don't stop,” she grunted. She began thrusting in my mouth. “Make me come!”

I groaned as Ramona fucked my mouth. I sensed that this turned her on. Her thrusts became increasingly forceful. I could feel the muscles of her ass shifting under my palms and fingers as she humped my face.

She made no effort to hold back this time as she approached her pinnacle. She pounded my mouth brutally, choking me several times. She sighed lasciviously as release washed through her.

“That was good,” Ramona crooned once she had recovered. “Alright, I'm going to give you a chance to work off your wife's debt again. But remember what I said would happen if Amber borrowed money a second time and couldn't pay it back. You're going to have to work three times as hard this time.”

“Okay,” I said, not wanting to blow the deal.

“I'll call Amber tomorrow with details. Don't make any plans for tomorrow night.”

Amber and I never got formally married. Both of us were children of divorce, and didn't want to go through years or decades of court battles like our parents if things didn't work out. Like many “common-law” couples, after we had been living together for a couple of years we started referring to each other as husband and wife, and regarding each other as such. I liked having a wife. I had been in a couple of long term relationships prior to Amber, but none that had lasted over the long haul.

We went out a lot in the early years of our relationship. I was by nature a homebody, but being with Amber brought out my adventurous side. I felt alive with her in a way that I'd forgotten it was possible to feel. She was like a sunny blue sky breaking through the dull grey cloudscape of my life.

On our third date she took me to a paintball range. I liked action movies and video games, but I'd never played paintball before. It was rather like being in a live action shoot-em-up video game. Amber kicked my ass, but I hadn't minded.

On our first Hallowe'en together, Amber had taken me to a “zombie walk” where we had watched fellow horror fans transformed into the walking dead parading through the streets, costumed as everything from an undead 1970s punk rock band to an undead Pope. A sexy zombie stripper had done some bump-and-grind dancing right in front of me, and had brushed my crotch with her undead bubble-butt, despite Amber being right beside me. I'd been afraid Amber was gonna smack her, but instead Amber had pulled me tight against herself and buried her tongue in my face, letting the bitch know this man is mine.

On a week-long holiday in the Caribbean celebrating our third anniversary, Amber had coaxed me into snorkeling with her in waters that were home to sharks. Okay, the only species of shark known to frequent this particular bay were intimidating but harmless Caribbean reef sharks, and we didn't actually see any of them. But I could legitimately say afterward that I had swam in shark infested water.

As our relationship matured we spent more time at home. Amber worked as a mortgage broker for a small independent financial company, and I worked at a succession of contract IT jobs. Work in IT was getting harder to find as I got older, especially since I was self-taught and lacked a diploma or degree, but I did okay. I still loved Amber as much as, if not even more than, in those heady early days. The feeling was clearly mutual.

The two of us still had fun together, and occasionally went out on “dates”. Just three months before we met Ramona, Amber had persuaded me to go to a dance club with her for the first time in years. We'd ended up necking in the middle of the dance floor. We'd been the oldest people in the club by about a decade. And neither of us had given a single rat's buttock, let alone a complete rat's ass.

Amber had a delightfully high sex drive. She was the first woman I'd been in a long term relationship with whose sex drive was equal to if not even greater than my own. In the early days we spent entire days in bed together. And even after we'd been together for years we still had sex more days than we didn't. Amber loved fucking. She loved oral even more. She loved lying on her back with my face between her legs, and she loved sitting on my face. She also liked going down on me. She was the first girl to take me all the way in, right to the back of her throat. She was also the first girl I fucked in the ass.

For the most part our sex life was pretty vanilla. But Amber did occasionally introduce some surprises. We tried bondage together, at her suggestion. It was a first for both of us. We alternated between the dominant and the submissive role. We used some faux-silk scarves Amber got at a dollar store to tie each other's wrists and ankles to the bedposts. Amber had some particularly intense orgasms while riding my face as I was tied down beneath her and as I fucked her while she was tied down underneath me. We made a sex tape together. A couple of them, actually. This too had been Amber's suggestion. We kept them encrypted on storage media that was not connected to the Internet. And we had sex together in some odd places. Amber once went down on me in the back of a darkened and sparsely occupied movie theater.

Amber would have been the perfect wife if it hadn't been for her gambling addiction.

When Ramona said that I was going to have to work three times as hard, she meant it literally. We learned the next day that in order to cancel Amber's new debt I would have to service not only Ramona but her two sisters.

“Seriously?” I heard Amber say when Ramona presented her offer.

Ramona was serious. Her sisters, she warned, were also “unusually well-endowed down there”. Especially, she added, her older sister. “It seems to run in my family.”

Amber asked Ramona to hold for a moment, and filled me in on the female loan shark's proposed deal. I was apprehensive, but reluctantly agreed to do it.

We were to meet Ramona and her sisters in a bar neither of us had heard of called Lucifer's Playground. Martin picked us up outside our apartment at a preagreed time. He barely spoke as he drove us to the rendezvous location.

Lucifer's Playground turned out to be a seedy strip club in a rough part of the city. A neon sign depicting a voluptuous pole dancer was mounted above the door.

“Here, take this,” Martin said, pulling a baggie containing a single tablet from his jacket.

“What is it?” I asked warily. Drugs were not something I was into.

“It's a drug that temporarily numbs the nerves that control reflexes. Courtesy of Ramona. It's fairly new on the market. If you dissolve it in your mouth, you won't have any gag reflex for the next few hours.”

Amber and I glanced at each other uncertainly.

“Trust me, you'll thank me for this later.”

I wondered if coming to this bar had been such a good idea.

“You'd better take it, honey,” Amber advised, putting a hand on my arm.

“Ramona doesn't like to be kept waiting,” Martin said. “We need to go in. Take the pill. Or don't. I don't really care.”

I accepted the pill.

Martin escorted us into the bar. A pop song was playing on the sound system. The sultry female singer crooned about the indecent things she wanted to do to her lover. A topless young woman with boobs that I was pretty sure she hadn't been born with strutted around the stage. It was a Tuesday night, and the audience was fairly sparse. Most of those present looked rough. A woman at a table with two men had a Mohawk and a tattoo of a dragon adorning the edge of one side of her face. A group of bikers had pulled three tables together near the stage and were sharing several pitchers of beer. Their leather vests identified them as members of a notorious one percenter club. A rotund, shaven headed bouncer was dragging a drunk with vomit down the front of his shirt to the door. We got a few odd glances. It was obvious that the two of us didn't belong here. But no one fucked with us. Martin seemed to be known to the regulars, and even if one had never met him before it was obvious that he was not someone to mess with.

Martin led us to a booth at the very back of the bar. Ramona was seated there with her sisters. A couple of half empty bottles of wine were on the tabletop. A guy who could have been Martin's younger brother was sitting in the next booth, obviously another bodyguard.

Ramona got up and introduced us to her sisters, Dominique and Alita. She gestured for us to seat ourselves.

Dominique and Alita were both tall, or at least taller than me and Amber, though neither was as tall as Ramona. Dominique was quite heavy, but attractive. Her breasts were even bigger than Ramona's, yet looked surprisingly firm. She had thick, wavy dark brown hair that spilled down to her shoulders and large, dusky eyes. Alita had a slim but delightfully curvaceous body. Her breasts were not massive like Ramona's or Dominique's, though they were larger than Amber's. She had a face that would not have been out of place on an haute couture catwalk. She had striking azure eyes and dark blue hair that was cut in a stylish bob. Dominique appeared to be two or three years older than Ramona. Alita looked like she could still be in college. Dominique was wearing a short, low cut sleeveless black dress. Alita was wearing a short blue miniskirt with a leopard-skin pattern and a black bra with a see-through fish-net top over it. Both women watched us with haughty, knowing looks. They obviously knew what was coming.

“I'm glad you both made it,” Ramona said. She was wearing faded blue jeans and a crop top that left her belly and the undersides of her breasts exposed. She looked hot.

Ramona lowered her voice a little. “I hope you're feeling energetic tonight, Michael. I'm horny as fuck.” Dominique giggled. I didn't say anything. Amber looked like she was trying to pretend that she was somewhere else.

“So...” Ramona said. “I think the two of you know by now that I'm not a woman who likes to waste time. Why don't we get started?”

“Okay,” I replied. “Where are we going? Is Martin driving us again?”

Dominique and Alita both laughed.

“We're doing this right here,” Ramona said, grinning. “You're going to give me, Dominique and Alita head under the table. We'll see how many times you can make each of us come before the bar closes in a few hours.”

I wasn't sure if I'd heard right.

“Here? In this bar? Someone might see us.”

“That's part of the fun. But don't worry. Martin and Jackson will make sure nobody gets too close to our table. Well, except for our waitress, but she knows what to expect when I have company.”

Amber and I exchanged an uncomfortable look. Ramona pushed the table out a little, so that there was more space between the table and the padded U-shaped bench. “So, how about you get down there and get started?”

I exchanged another glance with Amber. She nodded discreetly to indicate that I should go ahead. I reluctantly got under the table.

“I'm going to fuck this loser's face hard,” Dominique said. Ramona and Alita both laughed.

“Mind if I go first?” Ramona asked. “I've got a massive lady boner.”

“No problem, sis,” Dominique replied.

“Go ahead,” Alita concurred.

Ramona slid over, positioning herself in front of me. She undid her jeans and pulled both her jeans and thong down with a single motion. Her giant clit, which had been squashed against her body by the tight clothing, sprung forward to greet me. She put a hand on my head and guided me forward. Despite my qualms about letting myself be used this way—and my discomfort over how closely her clit resembled a penis—my cock started hardening before I even took her in my mouth.

The reflex suppressor, to my amazement, worked. I didn't gag as her giant clit steamrolled over the back of my tongue and between my tonsils and nudged the back of my throat. Glancing up, I could see Ramona's exposed belly and a generous amount of underboob beneath her too-short top. The taste and scent of her desire filled my mouth and nostrils. My cock swiftly reached its full size. I did my best to ignore it and worked on making Ramona come.

Dominique, Alita and Amber were all looking down at me, watching intently. “He's sucking it like a girl,” Dominique exclaimed. All three sisters laughed.

“We should see how he does with a real cock,” Alita suggested. “I could text my new boyfriend and have him here in an hour. He has a ten-inch dick.”

I felt Ramona's clit get harder. “That does sound fun,” Ramona said.

Amber looked horrified by Alita's proposal. But I couldn't help noticing that her nipples had gotten hard. They were clearly outlined against her T-shirt.

“Unfortunately my deal with Michael and Amber is that Michael will give head to the three of us, not to another guy,” Ramona said regretfully. She looked pointedly at Amber. “Some people actually keep their word.”

It did not take long for Ramona to come. She didn't ask me to pause as her orgasm built as she had done repeatedly that first time. There would be no edging tonight. Ramona yanked my head forward as she climaxed, driving her clit into the soft flesh at the back of my throat. I gagged despite the reflex suppressor, and my eyes watered. Ramona let out a satisfied groan.

“Can I go next?” Alita asked.

“Sure,” Dominique said.

Alita pulled down her miniskirt and panties without even waiting for Dominique's answer. Her pussy was completely shaved. Her clit was already semi-erect. It was not as big as Ramona's, but it was certainly big. I estimated it to be about three inches long.

I kissed Alita's silky inner thighs. I worked my way over to her swollen outer lips. She grabbed my head and impatiently moved it to her clit. I opened my mouth and let her push herself in. Without waiting to be told, I began gently sucking. She leaned back against the seat and crooned.

Alita passively let me pleasure her this way for quite a while. Her clit got bigger. Still not as big as Ramona's, but big enough to reach the back of my mouth and stretch my jaw and lips quite wide around it. My chin was pressed between her labia against the entrance of her vagina, and her sweet natural lubricant was soon coating it. My cock ached with the need to come, but I didn't dare touch myself. I tentatively put my hands on Alita's thighs, then moved them to her hips and butt. She shifted slightly so that I could get my hands under the curves of her ass. Her clit was getting harder. She made soft mmmm and ohhh sounds.

“I'm imagining that I've got a dick,” Alita said dreamily. “A big dick like my boyfriend's. And that I've got a hot girl between my legs.” She glanced down at me with a psychopathic smile. “Suck my cock, bitch!”

I felt awkward and uncomfortable at the revelation that this young slut was imagining her clit to be a cock and me to be a girl. But to my shock I also felt strangely aroused. I noticed with dismay that Amber was unbuttoning her jeans and sliding her fingers into her panties.

Alita let me work on her for maybe another ten minutes. Then she began moving her hips. She came almost instantly once she started thrusting.

Amber peaked a moment later. She tried hard to be discreet, but fooled no one. “Was that good, Amber?” Ramona teased. Amber said nothing. She rarely blushed, but her face reddened. The other women laughed.

“It's my turn,” Dominique said. “Get over here, hoe.”

I shuffled over to Dominique on my hands and knees.

Dominique pulled her dress up around her hips and pulled down her panties. She was, as I mentioned before, a big girl. She had exceptionally broad hips, a wide round belly, and thighs that looked as big around as my torso. Despite her size, her flesh was smooth, not flabby. Her clit was already almost as big as Ramona's, and it wasn't even hard yet! It was crowned by a thick bush of wild curly hair. The head was slightly larger than the shaft, making it look even more like a penis than Ramona's. Beneath it hung her prodigious inner lips, which in the dim light beneath the table could almost have been mistaken for balls.

Dominique put her hands on my head and drew me closer. “Suck me off,” she grunted.

I reluctantly took her in my mouth. Her ladywood quickly increased in size. It ground into the back of my throat, making me groan. She drew my head back and forth, fucking my mouth with it. Her hands were like a steel vice; beneath all that curvy blubber was a lot of muscle. She was rougher than Ramona, and routinely pushed herself in too far. My grunts and moans made her get even harder.

“Are...are you imagining that you're a guy and that you're making him suck your cock, like Alita?” Amber asked Dominique timidly.

“I don't need to pretend,” Dominique replied. “When my clit gets wood, it is a motherfucking cock. A very big cock.” She grinned sadistically. “As your husband is finding out.”

“Dominique's clit is eight inches long when it's completely hard,” Alita said with vicarious pride. “She's bigger than 99% of men.”

I noticed that Amber had slipped her hand back into her panties.

The behemoth between Dominique's legs finally stopped growing. Alita had not exaggerated about its size. I couldn't take much more than half of it in before it was blocked by the back of my throat. My jaw was stretched as wide as it could open, and I was struggling to keep my lips wrapped tightly around its girth to prevent my teeth from touching her.

I had done some online research into large clits after our first night with Ramona. Clits the size of Ramona's and Dominique's—at least naturally occurring ones—were extremely rare. But they did exist. As I could now personally attest.

Dominique's breathing was getting heavier. She pushed my head back and forth over her “cock” more and more vigorously. I grunted as she slammed her meat into the back of my throat particularly hard. She abruptly came. Her entire body shook with the force of her orgasm.

The three sisters continued taking turns with me. Our waitress came by a couple of times and delivered two more bottles of wine. Ramona invited Amber to have some, and after a moment's hesitation she did. The waitress must have heard me grunting and moaning under the table, but she gave no indication that she noticed. This was obviously not the first time Ramona had done this.

After Ramona and her sisters had each had their third orgasm, Amber asked “Do you think I could have a turn? Watching him give you guys head is making me incredibly horny.”

It seemed that Ramona was going to tell her that if she wanted to come she could jill off some more. But then Ramona seemed to have a change of heart. “Yeah, I guess that would be okay...”

Amber pulled down her jeans and panties. “Get over there and make your wife come, bitch,” Dominique ordered.

Amber spread her legs, and I got between them. I brought my mouth to her clit. She moaned and ran her fingers through my hair. Within minutes she was splurting in my mouth.

I remembered how horny Amber had gotten the first time she'd watched me giving Ramona head, and how she'd given herself two mammoth orgasms with her fingers while I was serving Ramona. I wondered if she had borrowed more money from Ramona and then gambled it away in order to set up a repeat of that night. It didn't seem like something she'd do on purpose, but it seemed possible that she had been acting subconsciously.

Ramona and her sisters let Amber continue having a turn after each of them did. The four women each came at least three or four more times before closing time mercifully arrived.

Dominique's last orgasm was particularly intense. And extremely long. She pounded my face brutally with her giant clit as she was coming. Her big hands gripped my head tightly, holding me firmly in place as she rutted.

“That was fucking good, hoe,” Dominique grunted when she at last released me.

I was gasping for breath when Dominique was done. My jaw and lips ached from being stretched and pummeled for hours, especially by Dominique. My cock felt like a volcano that was being blocked from erupting.

Ramona announced that Amber's debt was now cleared. “Any time you want to borrow some more money, Amber, just come see me. I'm sure we can work out another...payment plan.” Amber didn't bother attempting to claim that this was never going to happen again.

Ramona thanked me, and got Martin to drive me and Amber home. As soon as we were in the back seat Amber looked after me with her mouth. I had one of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever experienced.

I wondered how long it would be before Amber got us in trouble again.
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