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Chapter One

The Long Island sun was a lazy bastard, lounging low over the horizon like it had nowhere better to be.

Simon looked at the words on the screen of his laptop. It was a good first line for his new book. A great one, perhaps.

But it was also the only thing he’d managed to write all morning.

As a semi-successful author, it wasn’t that the well of inspiration had run dry. Far from it. Simon was brimming with ideas for his next adventure novel, especially as this one would be the first in which his hero would be tackling bad guys not just in New York, but in the same neighborhood as he now lived.

Instead, the problem was that just as Simon had managed to assemble a sentence in his head, he was disturbed before he could hammer those words onto the keyboard.

The black phone on his desk, the one connected to the brick workshop at the end of the garden, wouldn’t stop ringing.

First it had run with the demand for bacon and eggs, sunny side up, delivered with a fresh Mimosa and a side of toast. Then, it had rung with a request for a double espresso, made with Nonna’s old stove-top coffee maker—double strength, just the way she liked it.

Now, just as Simon stared at the first (and final) sentence he’d actually been able to write that morning, the phone rang once again.

“Oh, good grief.”

It was a rare moment of frustration for Simon. He absolutely adored his wife, Gina—who was the one dialing him from the workshop each and every time she had a request. As a loving husband, he wanted to provide her with anything she asked for…

…but within reason, right?

He was, after all, her husband—not room service.

Swallowing down his frustration, Simon snatched up the receiver and asked through clenched teeth:

“Yes, darling?”

“Babe, can you come down to the workshop a second?”

“I’m kind of in the middle of something, dear.”

Middle?

Simon stared at the single line of text on his screen.

He’d barely even begun.

Nevertheless, when Gina purred: “Please? Pretty please?” it was difficult to resist her. Simon could almost picture her batting her big, brown eyes in that dangerously flirtatious way she had. Gina was a difficult woman to resist.

“Fine.”

Slamming down the receiver, Simon pushed back his chair and stood up. In doing so, he disturbed his cat, Salem, who scrambled out of the fluffy bed on Simon’s desk and went skittering out of his sunroom office.

“Sorry, buddy,” Simon sighed, watching his cat disappear into the house. “Looks like neither of us is getting any time to ourselves this morning.”

With a sigh, Simon pushed open the door to the sunroom and emerged into the crisp, cool morning breeze. He strode down the pathway towards the charmingly cluttered workshop behind their Northport home, where the sound of eighties music was reverberating through the rattling windowpanes.

Simon pushed open the door and breathed in the scent of varnish and sawdust.

“You called, darling?”

Simon’s eyes fell upon his wife. He smiled, despite his frustration.

Gina Moretti was a vision of chaos and beauty. Her dark, curly hair was piled into a messy bun, strands sticking to her sweat-damp neck. She was bent over, sanding an antique mahogany dresser with the focus of a surgeon. Her olive skin glowed under the fluorescent lights, and her curves—God, those curves—were hugged by a pair of paint-splattered overalls that did nothing to hide the body Simon continued to lust for even after being married for over a decade.

He stood in the doorway and crossed his arms.

“Love?” His British accent was clipped with barely restrained irritation. “You called? Again?”

Gina didn’t look up from her sanding.

“Hi, baby.”

That was the tone Gina used whenever she wanted something from Simon. It tended to be very effective.

“Could you run a little errand for me? Please?”

Simon’s eyes narrowed.

“It’s just one delivery, baby,” Gina continued, still not looking up from her sanding. “The dining table I refinished for that lawyer in Williamsburg. He’s paying double because I got it done early. It should only take you three or four hours.”

Only then did Gina look up, flashing her husband a smile she knew he would have trouble resisting—her full lips parting to reveal perfect white teeth.

She licked her lips seductively.

“You’d be my hero if you do this.”

Simon’s fists tightened in frustration—but at the same time, his cock twitched angrily in his trousers, traitor that it was.

Gina’s smile had always been his kryptonite, and she knew it. As she knelt there in her overalls, leaning forward to expose her deep cleavage, Gina had a gleam in her eye that suggested she knew exactly what she was doing to her poor husband.

To his credit, Simon tried to resist.

“Gina, darling—I’ve got deadlines! I’m meant to be writing a book. I can’t keep driving your furniture all over the bloody Northeast instead!”

Gina straightened up, wiping her hands on the front of her overalls.

Was she wearing anything beneath them?

As Simon gulped dryly, his beautiful wife sauntered over to him. Her hips swayed like she was auditioning for a role as a femme fatale in one of his steamy adventure novels. Simon’s cock strained painfully in his trousers.

“Oh, come on, baby,” Gina purred, pressing her body against his. She was so much shorter than Simon and used every inch of their difference in height to her advantage.

Simon looked down. Her breasts, barely contained by the overalls, brushed against him and his breath hitched.

“If you drive to Brooklyn, I’ll make it worth your while.” Gina’s voice dropped to a sultry whisper. She reached down and cupped his erection through his pants. “When you get home, I’ll let you bend me over this workbench and fuck me until I scream.”

Simon groaned, his cock now fully hard.

God, she was dangerous.

But Simon’s resolve was hardening almost as quickly as his cock.

“Now, hang on a second. You said that last week about the chest of drawers you had me deliver to Pennsylvania. And the week before that, it was that vintage mirror you asked me to collect for you from Rhode Island.”

He looked down at his dark-eyed, seductive wife. His balls ached painfully.

“I’m still waiting for you to deliver on those promises, love.”

Gina giggled, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief.

“I know, I know,” she purred, squeezing Simon’s straining cock through his pants. “I’ve been swamped, okay? But I know how much my baby needs it…”

“I’m not sure you do,” Simon growled.

“I promise, do this for me and I’ll make good.” She stood up on tiptoes, her lips brushing Simon’s ear. “Maybe I’ll even let you do that thing you like. You know, with my ass?”

His knees nearly buckled.

Anal was Gina’s trump card, the promise she perpetually dangled whenever she needed him to do something really big.

And, like a fool, Simon fell for it every time.

For a few seconds, he tried to resist her temptations—but it was impossible.

“Fine,” he eventually growled, stepping back before he embarrassed himself by begging. “But you’d better deliver this time, Gina. My balls are bluer than a Smurf’s arse.”

She laughed, swatting his chest. “You’re so dramatic, Simon. I’ll text you the address. The traffic to Brooklyn shouldn’t be that bad this time of day. You can consider it brainstorming time!”

Her fingers squeezed his straining cock again. Simon groaned as the pressure in his balls grew even tighter.

“I’ll be waiting when you get back,” Gina purred.

Only, spoiler alert:

She wasn’t.

Many hours later, when Simon finally returned from Brooklyn, he was all sweaty and exhausted. He’d spent five hours navigating traffic and then negotiating with the client, who insisted on inspecting every inch of the table before he’d accept delivery of it.

By that time, Gina was passed out on the couch, sawdust in her hair and a half-eaten slice of pizza on her lap.

“Sorry, baby,” she mumbled when he woke her. “I’m beat. Tomorrow, I’ll give it up to you. I swear!”

But Simon knew the drill.

“Tomorrow” would soon become “next week”. Then, it would become “next month.”

The sexual promises she made were piling up like the antique furniture in Gina’s workshop. It had been a blowjob for driving to Pennsylvania last month. The promise of a night of bondage in return for picking up a chandelier in New Jersey the week before. She’d promised him a morning of slow, sensual fucking before delivering a credenza to Manhattan—but none of these promises ever came to pass.

She was tired.

She was busy.

She wasn’t in the right headspace.

It was so frustrating. He found her so sexy. Each seductive promise was like a spark, igniting Simon’s desire and frustration in equal measure. He loved Gina—God, he loved her. Her talent, her passion, her beauty. But his cock was staging a mutiny, and his novel was a blank page.

Things couldn’t go on much longer without him getting the satisfaction his aching balls and eager readers had been waiting so long for.


Chapter Two

It was a humid August evening when Simon finally snapped.

He’d spent the day driving to upstate New York to pick up a set of Victorian chairs Gina had scored on Facebook Marketplace, only to return home to find her in the workshop, blasting The Cure and painting a sideboard. She was a vision, as always—her overalls unbuttoned to reveal a lacy black bra, her hair loose and cascading over her shoulders. Simon’s cock stirred, but his frustration was stronger.

Fortunately, the long drive had given him time to formulate a solution.

“Gina,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. He stood in the doorway, arms crossed, his red hair glinting under the workshop lights. “We need to talk.”

She looked up, paintbrush in hand, and flashed that infuriatingly sexy smile of hers.

“Hey, baby! How are the chairs? Are they as gorgeous as they look in the photographs?”

“They’re fine,” he snapped. “But I’m not. I’m done, Gina.”

Her smile faltered. “What’s wrong? Did something happen?”

Simon strode into the workshop, slamming the door behind him.

“What’s wrong is that I’ve been your bloody delivery boy for months, and all I’ve got to show for it is a hard-on and a deadline I can’t meet. You keep promising me blowjobs, sex, anal—fucking anal, Gina—and yet you never, ever deliver. I’m horny, I’m frustrated, and I’m sick of it.”

Gina’s eyes widened, and she set down her paintbrush. “Oh, Simon, I’m so sorry. I’ve been so caught up with work—”

“Don’t,” he cut her off, his voice shaking. “Don’t give me the ‘I’m tired’ excuse. You’ve racked up a debt, love. Dozens of promises. Blowjobs, fucking, anal—scores of them. And I’ve come to collect.”

Gina’s lips parted, and for a moment, Simon thought she might laugh or brush him off. But then she saw the fire in his eyes, and her expression shifted—part guilt, part arousal.

“Collect?” she asked, her voice husky. “What do you mean?”

Simon smirked, a dangerous glint in his green eyes.

“Oh, you’re about to find out.”

And then, he turned to the workshop door and opened it wide, gesturing to the shadows beyond.

“Come on in, lads.”

Five men suddenly stepped into the workshop, one after the other. Gina’s breath caught in her throat.

They were tall, broad-shouldered, African-American strangers dressed in overalls and t-shirts. Each of them carried one of the beautiful, antique Victorian chairs that Gina had sent Simon to go and collect—carrying the heavy, solid wood chairs as if they weighed nothing.

Her heart raced as she took in the sight of their straining muscles and strong frames. They all wore coveralls with the logo of Five Brothers Moving Co., but some wore the coveralls sleeveless, while the rest had the top half folded down around their waists, tied with the dangling sleeves.

“Simon?” Gina’s eyes widened. “What’s going on? Who are these—” she paused, not sure now to describe the towering strangers, “—these gentlemen?”

It was the first word that she felt comfortable enough using, but it wasn’t an accurate choice. There was nothing gentle about these dark-skinned strangers. They each exuded a dangerous masculinity that immediately had goosebumps bristling across her skin.

The strangers’ dark skin gleamed under the fluorescent lights. Each one was a specimen—muscular, confident, with eyes that roamed Gina’s body like she was a buffet and they hadn’t eaten in weeks.

“While I was driving back,” Simon explained with a wicked smile, “I had some time to make some calls—so I recruited some friends of mine to help me out.”

With that, Gina’s husband gestured to the tallest of the five strangers.

He stepped forward—a towering man with a shaved head and a gold chain. For a moment, the huge stranger just looked Gina up and down, as if examining a steak at the butcher’s shop. Then, he grinned at her, his teeth flashing white.

“Evening, ma’am,” he said, his voice a deep rumble. “My name’s Marcus. These are my boys—Darius, Jamal, Trey, and Leon.”

Gina’s eyes darted to Simon, her heart pounding.

“Simon, what… what’s going on?”

Simon leaned against a workbench. Sitting there was a bottle of Macallan Rare Cask and several chunky rocks glasses. With a ‘pop’ he pulled the cork out and started pouring himself a healthy measure.

“Well, love, it’s like this,” he explained, taking an appreciative sip. “I’m tired of you sending me off on wild goose chases all the live-long-day when I should be writing. I’m tired of you promising all sorts of sexual rewards for me running errands and never delivering on them.”

His eyes flashed dangerously.

“I was going through our text messages. Since January alone you’ve promised me seven blowjobs, sex on no less than twelve occasions, and anal twice. I don’t think we’ve actually slept together more than half a dozen times in that period.”

“Simon, it’s not that I don’t want to,” Gina raised her hands. “I just get busy, and—”

“Stow it,” her husband snapped. “I don’t need excuses. I’m not even complaining. It’s just I won’t have you make promises you’re not delivering on.”

He sipped the whisky again.

“What was it they said in that show you liked? A Lannister always pays his debts?”

His eyes flashed.

“Well, as I said, I’m here to collect.”

Gina stood there, looking nervously at the semi-circle of towering black strangers now surrounding her.

“I don’t understand.”

Simon smiled devilishly.

“Well, I want you to make good on everything you promised—but I can’t collect on all those debts myself, can I? Not all at once.”

His eyes narrowed.

“So, I recruited some help.”

Simon took a long, slow sip of whisky, his eyes burning with a mix of anger and arousal.

“These fine gentlemen agreed to help me collect on your debts. Every single one of them.”

Gina’s knees wobbled. She gripped the edge of the workbench for support.

She suddenly knew exactly what Simon was implying.

It was, after all, a staple of their dirty talk in bed. Simon had a kink for sharing her, and their marriage had been spiced up a number of times over the past decade with encounters with her ex-boyfriend, and a couple of other lovers.

But this was different. This seemed—

—real.

Gina stood there, trembling. She suddenly felt very small and helpless surrounded by these huge, dark-skinned strangers. She realized that if Simon was truly about to make good on what he’d suggested, there would be literally nothing she could do to stop them.

Yet, at the same time, her pussy throbbed at the idea—a traitor to her shock.

Gina stammered:

“Simon, you… you can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m deadly serious,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “All those blowjobs you promised. All that sex. You’re going to give it to them, Gina. All of them. Right here, right now—and I’m going to watch every second of it.”

Gina’s mouth suddenly grew dry—

—but, at the same time, her pussy grew very, very wet.


Chapter Three

The workshop was a haze of heat and lust. The air was suddenly thick with the scent of paint, sawdust, and raw desire.

Gina stood frozen, her eyes darting between Simon and the five strange men, her pussy soaking her panties despite the whirlwind of emotions in her chest.

Fear, shame, arousal—they swirled together like a cocktail she couldn’t stop drinking.

Marcus stepped forward, his presence commanding. He towered over Gina by over a foot.

“You heard your man,” he said, unbuttoning his coveralls to reveal a powerful chest barely covered by the thin fabric of a wifebeater shirt.

Gina gasped as she drank in the sight of his powerful, tattooed arms. They were as thick as tree branches, and so shredded they might as well have been carved from ebony.

“Time to pay up, sweetheart.”

As Gina stood there trembling, Marcus turned and glanced at his boys, who were already shedding their own clothes.

Gina could hardly believe what she was seeing. Five towering black strangers, stripping out of their coveralls and t-shirts like it was a locker room. They were all incredibly ripped and muscular—each of them covered with tattoos that made their powerful bodies look even more dangerous.

But it wasn’t the tattoos that made Gina gasp. It was the sight of their cocks springing free from their coveralls and boxer shorts. Each one of these strangers was swinging a massive, thick, and veiny dick that made Gina’s stomach swirl and her pussy clench.

Simon stood there, whisky in hand, and watched the scene unfolding.

“Here,” Jamal offered Simon one of the Victorian chairs he’d been sent to collect. “Why don’t you make yourself comfortable? Enjoy the show?”

Simon grinned.

“Don’t mind if I do. Looks like I’ll have the best seat in the house.”

He settled into a chair, whisky in hand and the silhouette of his hard cock straining clearly against the thin material of his trousers.

He looked at Gina, eyes fiery.

“Come on, love. Get on with it.” His accent was now thick with lust. “Show me you’re willing to pay your debts.”

He eyes flashed.

“Show me what a dirty slut you are.”

Gina’s breath hitched. She felt a rush of heat at his words.

Slut.

The degradation sent a jolt straight to her clit, and she realized with a shiver that perhaps she wanted this almost as badly as her husband did—wanted to be used, to be watched, to be filled.

She wanted to pay for all her empty promises.

Part of her admitted that she deserved it—that she had been taking Simon’s assistance for granted. She looked over at her husband, watching the jealousy and arousal warring in his eyes, and made her choice.

“Fine,” Gina murmured, her voice trembling but defiant.

Then, feeling the heat of six pairs of eyes on her, Gina slowly unhooked her overalls, letting them fall to the floor, revealing her lacy black bra and matching panties.

The men groaned, their cocks twitching. Gina felt a surge of power.

“Let’s do this, then.”

And then, she gracefully dropped to her knees on the concrete floor, using her discarded overalls to soften the pressure of the cold cement against her skin.

Simon stiffened in his chair as he watched Gina looking up at the semi-circle of towering men surrounding her. She looked beautiful and wildly sexy—so small and pale compared to these looming black strangers, yet radiating an incredible sexual confidence.

Her pendulous breasts looked mouthwatering, practically spilling out of her lacy black bra. Her panties were already half-way down around the curve of her delicious ass, and the fabric between her thighs was dark with wetness.

Licking her lips, Gina looked up at the naked men surrounding her. Their cocks were huge and hard, bobbing up and down level with her face. The dark eyes of five strangers stared down at her hungrily, and Gina felt her pussy throb at how helpless she was against them.

Hands trembling, Gina reached for Marcus’s cock first. It was enormous—she was barely able to wrap her pale fingers around it.

Marcus groaned as he felt her fingers against his hardness. He looked down with smoldering intensity, watching this little white wife stroke her tiny hands up and down the veiny length of his massive black cock. His foreskin peeled back and forth, revealing the swollen red bulb of his raw glans, and a bead of glistening precum dribbled down across her fingers.

Gina shivered, barely able to believe the size and girth of Marcus’s huge cock. Turning, her eyes locked with Simon and she murmured:

“You like this, don’t you, baby?”

She stroked Marcus’s straining shaft, feeling it throb between her fingers.

“You like watching your wife be a whore?”

In the chair, Simon’s hand gripped his whisky glass more tightly. The tent of his cock throbbed visibly in his pants.

“Fuck, yes,” her husband rasped. “Show me what a whore you are, baby.”

Gina’s lips curled. Her pussy throbbed at how powerful she suddenly felt—able to transfix her husband and elicit the lust of five towering strangers. She was their helpless plaything, yet also had them at her mercy.

Turning her attention to the huge, hard cock between her fingers, Gina licked her lips and stretched her mouth around the glistening bulb of Marcus’s cock.

He groaned at the sensation—reaching down to curl his dark fingers in Gina’s hair and take complete control of her.

Gina’s eyes widened as he forced himself between her lips. Her tongue swirled instinctively, slurping across the swollen head of his straining cock. Marcus groaned, his hand tangling tighter in her hair—guiding her deeper.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he growled, thrusting gently as Gina gagged on his impossibly huge cock.

Her eyes were watering. Saliva was drooling down her chin. Gina was barely able to breath as Marcus forced himself in and out of her eager mouth, but she was determined not to pussy out.

Gagging and choking, with drool glistening down her chin and dripping onto her breasts, Gina demonstrated to her husband just what a whore she could be. Her eyes were watering, but her gaze never left his.

Watch what a slut I am, she challenged him wordlessly. Watch what I can do to these men.

And then she did it.

Gina struggled as Marcus’s straining shaft stretched her throat. As she gurgled and gagged, Darius stepped up next. His cock was just as massive as Marcus’s, its shadow falling ominously across Gina’s face. Blindly, she reached for it—curling her fingers around his girth and stroking while Marcus continued to fuck her throat.

Watching the scene with straining cocks, the other three men—Jamal, Trey, and Leon—circled closer. They watched with rapt attention, hands on their huge cocks, eagerly awaiting their turn.

Down there on her knees, Gina’s pussy was dripping now, soaking her panties. As she choked and gagged on Marcus’s huge, cock, she rocked her hips back and forth, desperate to give her greedy little pussy some friction.

“God, look at you,” Simon called out from his chair. His voice was thick with lust and venom. “What a filthy slut you are, choking on black cock. You love it, don’t you?”

Gina struggled to pull her mouth off Marcus’s straining cock. Eventually, his shaft broke free with a wet pop, strands of glistening saliva stretching from her lips.

Red-faced and gasping for air, Gina stared at her husband. Glistening saliva was drooling down her chin.

“Yes, baby,” Gina moaned, her voice as raw as her throat. “I fucking love it.”

Then, she turned to Darius—engulfing his cock next. Her practiced lips stretched wide—swallowing inch after inch of his hard, black shaft until her eyes widened and her throat bulged.

Then, Gina began bobbing her head back and forth, slurping and sucking on Darius’s straining shaft. As she did so, her hands blindly reached up to find Marcus’s spit-slick cock. Her drooling saliva was perfect lube—glistening up and down the length of Marcus’s shaft as she wrapped one hand around his throbbing girth.

With the other, she gestured for Jamal to step forward. A moment later, she was smearing her glistening saliva up and down the length of his huge, hard cock, too—working on all three men as she knelt submissively between them.

For long minutes, Gina knelt on the floor and gave Simon the show she knew he wanted. The workshop echoed with groans, slaps, and the wet sound of her eagerly sucking mouth.

On the other side of the workshop, Simon watched—entranced. His hand was in his trousers now, stroking himself slowly as he watched his wife submit herself to these horny black strangers.

His eyes burned wickedly.

“Don’t think that wicked little mouth of yours is all it will take to satisfy your debts,” Simon warned. “You’re going to fuck them all next. You’re going to take every one of them, in every hole, and then take every load they give you—and I’m going to watch.”

Gina shuddered at his words, the degradation pushing her closer to the edge. Warmth flushed her body, and she desperately pulled her mouth from Darius’s straining cock, strands of saliva stretching from her glistening lips and splattering her chest.

Red-faced and panting, Gina struggled to her unsteady feet. Darius and Marcus reached out to support her, curling their dark fingers around her pale skin as they held her steady.

Woozily, Gina started peeling off her bra and panties. Moments later her breasts bounced free, her nipples hard as bullets. Her panties clung to her as she peeled them off, revealing how slick and swollen her glistening pussy was—begging to be filled.

“You want to watch me get fucked, darling?” Her wide eyes turned to Simon. “Then watch.”

Darius and Marcus helped as Gina climbed onto the workbench, the sawdust sticking to her glistening bare skin. She turned to face them, spreading her legs.

The five men gasped as they drank in the sight of her. Gina’s breasts were swollen and flushed. Her face was pink, saliva glistening on her lips and chin. Between her dewy thighs, her bare pussy practically throbbed with desire.

For a moment, she drank in the heat of their gaze. Then, she turned to Simon and murmured:

“Watch your slut get fucked.”

Marcus was the first to step forward. He shouldered his way between her thighs, reaching down to cup Gina’s buttocks and slide her forward on the workbench until her bare pussy was right on the edge.

His hard, glistening cock was perfectly positioned to nudge between her glistening lips.

Gina moaned, looking down as the swollen, red bulb of Marcus’s cock pressed against her.

“I ain’t got a condom, sweetheart,” Marcus murmured hotly into her ear, his voice both a warning and a promise. “You cool with that?”

Gina’s heart raced. She wasn’t on birth control—she hadn’t been since Simon had got himself a vasectomy years ago. It was the riskiest time of the month, too—but that risk made her pussy clench, a wicked thrill coursing through her.

As Marcus pressed his cock against her, a heartbeat from stretching her open, Gina looked over at Simon.

She saw the hunger in his eyes and the way his cock was swollen and straining in his hand. If he wasn’t so turned on, he’d never have agreed to it—but from the way Simon’s glass shook as he sipped his whisky, Gina knew in his current state, he wanted to watch that bare, black cock stretch her open almost as badly as she wanted to feel it.

Her heart was pounding. Turning back to Marcus, she looked into the stranger’s smoldering, dark eyes and nodded.

“Fuck me bare,” she said, her voice trembling. “Fill me up.”

On the other side of the workshop, Simon groaned, stroking himself faster.

“You filthy whore,” he growled hotly. “You want to get knocked up by a stranger? You’re such a slut.”

“I know,” Gina moaned, reaching up to curl her arms around Marcus’s huge shoulders. “But I’m your slut, darling—and I know how much you want this.”

Gina locked eyes with Marcus, biting her lip as she felt him thrust forward.

Her throbbing pussy blossomed like a flower, eagerly accepting the thick, firm girth of Marcus’s huge cock. He thrust inside her in one smooth stroke, stretching her so wide open that Gina cried out in discomfort.

“Oh, fuck!” she gasped, her nails digging into Marcus’s broad back. “You’re so big!”

Marcus said nothing. Instead, he ran his calloused hands down Gina’s body until they curled tightly around her hips. Holding her steady, Marcus fucked her—each thrust nudging her g-spot and stretching her wider.

Gina clung to Marcus’s huge shoulders, her moans filling the workshop. He started to fuck her harder, making the workbench rattle.

Her heavy breasts jiggling with each stroke, Gina turned her eyes to Simon. Her husband was utterly transfixed, staring at her with wide eyes and a straining cock.

“You like this, baby?” Gina panted, holding her gaze steady with his. “Watching him fuck your wife? Knowing he’s going to cum inside me?”

“Fuck, yes,” Simon snarled, his hand stroking his swollen cock. “I want to see you take it, you slut. I want to see you take his load.”

Gina’s lips curled.

She turned back to Marcus, their faces just inches apart.

“Did you hear him?” Gina murmured. “Can you give my husband what he asked for?”

Marcus groaned, his thrusts growing faster and deeper.

“I’m going to give it to you in a second, baby,” he growled. “I’m going to give you all of it.”

And then he did.

With a final thrust, Marcus buried his cock inside Gina right to the hilt. She cried out, stretched painfully full. Then, she felt his huge cock swell and throb inside of her, before a cascade of slick wetness flooded Gina’s pussy. As his cum filled her, Gina screamed—a powerful orgasm crashing over her, her pussy milking every drop as she shuddered and gasped on Marcus’s hard dick.

For a second, Marcus remained buried inside of her—his cock still as hard as a crowbar. Then, with a groan, he pulled himself from her tight pussy and a flood of cum poured out of her onto the workbench.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina gasped—knowing that as much cum gushed out of her, even more of it remained inside. She was at her most fertile time of the month, and she’d just let a big, virile stranger breed her like a bitch in heat.

And before Gina could even catch her breath, Darius took Marcus’s place between her thighs.

“My turn,” he said, using his big hands to turn Gina on the workbench. He flipped her over like she weighed nothing, bending Gina in half across the bench and positioning her ass for doggy style.

Folded like a pretzel, with her face against the wall, Gina felt Darius spread her cheeks. For a second, she felt the heat of his gaze, staring down at her freshly-fucked pussy. Then, she felt him press his rock-hard cock against her dripping entrance.

Her pussy practically sucked him inside her, stretching wide to take every inch of Darius’s huge cock inside her cum-filled tightness. Marcus’s fresh load dribbled down her thighs, pushed out of her by Darius’s thick cock.

Clinging precariously to the workbench, Gina moaned. Her whole body was quivering—the sensation of being fucked with another man’s cum already inside her pushing her to another rapid climax.

As soon as he started thrusting, Gina couldn’t help herself.

“Oh, God!” she cried, her body shaking. “It’s so fucking good!”

From across the workshop, Simon watched—his whiskey forgotten, his cock drooling pre-cum.

“You’re a good little cumslut,” he growled. “Look at you, dripping with it. You love this, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Gina sobbed, clinging desperately to the workbench of Darius fucked her. She was close to cumming again—her pussy clenching around Darius’s thick cock. “I love it! I love being your whore!”

Darius fucked her relentlessly, his balls slapping her clit as he buried himself inside of her. His fingers left angry red marks on her hips as he held her steady—using Gina’s body like a fleshlight as he thrust inexorably in and out of her.

Soon, Gina felt his cock swell and throb inside of her, and she realized he was on the brink of cumming, too.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina gasped. “Oh, God, you’re going to get me pregnant for sure.”

The wicked thought made her clit pulse. She squeezed shut her eyes, thrusting back against Darius’s huge cock until he groaned and buried himself to the hilt inside of her.

His cock throbbed once, then twice, and finally spurted like a firehose—adding his hot load to the cum Marcus had already left inside of her.

For a second, Darius tightened his grip on Gina’s hips—keeping himself buried inside of her until his cock finally stopped spurting.

Then, with a wet squelch, he pulled his softening shaft out of her spasming depths.

A gush of hot cum ran down her thighs. Gina groaned, turned on at the wicked idea of two virile black men vying to impregnate her.

Darius stepped back, and Jamal quickly took his place.

“Come here, princess,” he murmured, using his big hands to help Gina down off the workbench. Her legs were wobbly and she could barely stand. “Come ride me.”

Truth be told, Gina didn’t think she could ride anything right at that second. She was ready to collapse and just let the rest of these strangers use her any way they wanted.

But Jamal had other ideas, and she was too weak to protest.

The towering black man lay down on a dining bench that Gina had been working on, and practically man-handled her into position above him.

With his rock-hard cock standing to attention, Jamal pulled Gina on top of him. She straddled his hips, too weak to hold herself upright, but unable to stop herself sinking onto his cock when he stopped supporting her.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned.

Soon, her sloppy pussy was filled with a third stranger’s cock. She sunk down right to the hilt on it, her hips pressed against his.

“You’re so sloppy,” Jamal groaned, curling his fingers around Gina’s hips and rocking her back and forth on his lap. “You’re leaking all over me.”

Gina’s cheeks burned painfully. Her pussy throbbed.

“Ride me, slut,” Jamal growled, tightening his grip on her hips. Gina mindlessly obeyed, using her remaining strength to bounce on his huge cock, her breasts jiggling and her moans echoing across the workshop.

Although she barely had the energy for it, this was one of Gina’s favorite positions—and it felt even better when it was a cock the size of Jamal’s buried inside of her. Each movement of her hips ground her clitoris against his hard body and pressed the swollen head of his cock against her g-spot.

Within seconds, pressure was building between her thighs.

“That’s it,” Jamal tightened his grip on her hips, grinding her back and forth in his lap. He could move her effortlessly, like she was a little ragdoll. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

Gina turned to stare at Simon—locking her gaze with his. Her husband was transfixed—utterly captivated as he watched his wife get used like a little fuck doll.

Then Jamal lifted his head and caught one of Gina’s pendulous breasts between his lips. He sucked her hard nipple eagerly, and it sent a crackle of electricity straight between her thighs.

Closing her eyes, Gina came again—this time gushing a flood of wetness into Jamal’s lap.

“Oh, shit,” the big man laughed. “You’re like a faucet!”

Gina couldn’t hear him, though. She was in another world—stars crackling before her eyes as her body surrendered to another shuddering, squirting orgasm.

It was only when Trey stepped up behind her that she came back down to Earth.

He was straddling the same bench now, his muscular body pressed against her back, and his immense cock nudging between the cheeks of her ass.

“You ever take two at once?” Trey asked, his voice thick with lust.

Gina’s eyes widened, but her pussy gushed at the thought.

“No,” she admitted, glancing over at Simon. “I can’t. You’re too big.”

But the look on Simon’s face was like a challenge.

“I’ll try,” she stammered. “I want to.” She blew Simon a kiss. “For you.”

Across the workshop, Simon’s cock twitched. His eyes were blazing.

“Do it,” he growled. “Take them both, you filthy whore.”

Gina groaned at the degrading words. For some reason, they turned her on like crazy.

“Let me open you up a little,” Trey murmured in Gina’s ear—planting a trail of kisses down her throat, then between her shoulder blades, until each kiss went lower and lower and she felt his big, calloused hands spreading the cheeks of her ass.

Still skewered on Jamal’s huge cock, being rocked back and forth in the stranger’s lap, Gina was helpless to stop Trey from pressing his face between her cheeks. He knelt down behind her and stretched his hot, rasping tongue against the knot of her tight little asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned.

As Jamal fucked her, Trey began licking her ass—his wet, hot tongue swirling around her butthole until it was dripping with saliva. He didn’t seem to care that Jamal’s dick was thrusting in and out of Gina’s pussy just inches away from his questing tongue. Instead, he feasted on her—rolling his tongue into a point and pressing it against Gina’s tight little knot until her ass surrendered and opened up to the pressure.

“Oh, God, this feels so wrong,” Gina moaned, feeling her ass stretch open.

Maybe it felt wrong—but it also felt amazing. Combined with the huge cock buried inside her, in addition to the pressure on her clitoris and g-spot, Gina soon found herself shuddering on the brink of yet another orgasm. She squeezed shut her eyes, moaning as Jamal sucked and nibbled on her nipples. Her whole body was quivering with intensity. She was worried she’d never be able to come back from this brink—that these big, black strangers would literally fuck the brains out of her.

And then she felt Trey’s tongue replaced with his finger.

“Oh, fuck!”

Trey’s tongue had done the hard work. Slick with saliva, Gina’s ass surrendered to the pressure of Trey’s thick fingertip and opened like a flower—sucking his finger right inside her.

“Jesus!” Gina’s eyes shot wide open. “That’s… That’s…”

She was about to say “too much” —but that was before she glanced over and saw how hypnotized Simon was by her performance. His mouth was hanging open, his eyes were wide, and his straining cock was bigger than she’d ever seen it—engorged to the point that it was practically purple.

Her pussy throbbed to see how turned on her husband was. She wanted to make him proud. She wanted him to know that she’d take anything he could throw at her.

As if reading her mind, Trey positioned himself behind her. He’d snatched a bottle of Baby Oil from one of the shelves—the oil Gina used for refurbishing stainless steel—and she heard the cap pop as he poured the slick lubricant over the length of his straining cock.

Trey’s big hand slathered the oil up and down his shaft, until it was shiny and dripping. Then, his fingers returned to her ass—slathering her spasming asshole in the same lube and pressing the tips of two fingers inside of her.

“Oh, God,” Gina stiffened. “Go slow!”

“No promises,” Trey murmured in her ear.

And then, he grabbed the root of his glistening cock and pressed it between the cheeks of her ass, slow and steady. Gina groaned as she felt the swollen head nudge against her tight little asshole, the stretch intense but delicious. Her body trembled as her ass surrendered to the pressure—her sphincter popping as Trey pressed himself inside of her.

A moment later, she was filled in both holes.

“Oh, fuck!” Gina gasped, her eyes rolling back. “It’s too much!”

But it wasn’t. She rocked between them, her body adjusting, her pleasure building.

Jamal was like a tree-trunk, rooting her in his lap. Behind her, Trey stretched her ass open inch by tortuous inch, until she felt his wiry pube against her ass, and he was buried all the way inside of her. She’d never felt so full in all her life. It was amazing.

And then, Jamal and Trey began to fuck her in sync, their cocks sliding in and out, the sensation pushing her closer and closer to another shattering orgasm.

It was the most intense experience of her life. Every nerve ending in her body was screaming with pleasure. It was almost too much to process—her pussy and ass stretched so wide that she could feel the two cocks rubbing up against each other inside her.

And then there was the sensation of Jamal’s thick lips sucking on her nipples. Trey’s muscular chest pressed against her back. His lips on her throat—his breath hot in her ear.

Gina screamed, her pussy and ass clenching, her body convulsing as she came harder than ever before. She literally passed out for a second, and when she returned to Earth, she realized the two huge men had never stopped fucking her limp little body.

“I’m gonna nut,” Trey murmured in Gina’s ear. She cried out, feeling his cock swelling inside her ass. “Are you ready for it, slut?”

Gina couldn’t form words.

Not that it mattered. It was clear Trey was going to cum inside her ass whether she wanted him to or not. She was just a helpless set of holes for these huge, hard men to use—and she loved it.

Reaching down blindly, Gina pressed her palms against Jamal’s broad chest to steady herself. Then, she pushed her ass backward—skewering herself deeper on Trey’s thrusting cock.

He groaned hotly in her ear, and then she felt him throb and spurt inside her ass.

Gina cried out as the third stranger filled her with his seed.

It was enough to tip Jamal over the edge as well. Her hard nipple popped from his mouth and the huge black man flopped down on the bench—thrusting his hips up inside of her.

“I’m gonna nut,” he groaned—grabbing her hips to keep himself buried inside of her. “I’m gonna cum inside you, white girl. You ready?”

Gina wasn’t ready. She’d never be ready for a black stranger to unload his cum inside her fertile little pussy—and yet Jamal would be the third to do so in almost as many minutes.

As unready as she was, Gina cried out as his cock swelled and throbbed inside of her. The moment she felt his hot spurts flooding her, she climaxed yet again.

This time, Gina really did pass out. Her eyes rolled upwards and the last thing she remembered was the sensation of the two huge, black men buried inside of her.

She didn’t know exactly what happened next—only that when vision returned, she was lying on a blanket on the floor, staring up at the rafters of the workshop ceiling. Her pussy throbbed, drooling wetness. She could feel her heartbeat in her deliciously tortured ass. She’d been thoroughly and deeply fucked like never before in all her life—

—and it wasn’t over yet.

Leon was last—stepping toward and looming over her like a towering redwood.

“It’s my turn to breed that pussy,” he growled, dropping to his knees and spreading Gina’s thighs with his huge, calloused hands.

She was too weak to resist him—not that she would have done even if she could. As Leon positioned himself between her legs, Gina let her head roll to the side and she caught sight of Simon staring eagerly at her, and knew she wanted to see this through.

From this moment on, Gina was determined to settle all her debts.

Leon grabbed his huge, hard cock and pressed it against the pink, swollen lips of Gina’s well-fucked pussy. It was a mess of cum, drooling and dripping down her thighs and between the crack of her freshly-stretched ass—but she was almost shivering with the need to be filled once again.

Looking up at Leon’s dark face, Gina murmured:

“Fuck me. Cum in me.” Her heart raced. “Knock me up.”

On the other side of the room, Simon’s eyes widened—his hand frantic on his cock.

“Is that what you want, you slut? You want a black baby in your belly?”

“Yes!” Gina sobbed, her body shaking as Leon pushed himself inside of her. “I want it! I want them to breed me.”

Leon grinned, flashing his bright white teeth. He pinned her to the floor as he sunk inside her, stretching Gina’s quivering pussy wide with his thick cock. Leon felt no resistance, the three loads of cum already inside her making Gina’s pussy slick and inviting. As he started to fuck her, the sound of her wetness echoed across the workshop—a sucking, squelching noise like stirring a pot of macaroni and cheese.

Gina flopped back, falling limp as Leon used her. The huge, muscular black man pinned her beneath him and fucked her with deep, powerful strokes—his eyes burning with desire.

He was like a rutting animal, and Gina was wildly turned on to be his bitch. She thought about how wicked she’d been, and how irresponsible. Somehow, that made it all even hotter—and soon pressure began building between her thighs again.

Shadows fell across her. Looking up, Gina found herself surrounded by Marcus and the rest of the black strangers—all of them hard again, stroking themselves as they watched Leon fuck her.

“I’m getting close,” Leon groaned, reaching out with one hand to curl his fingers around Gina’s throat. “I’m going to nut in you.” He squeezed, gently choking her just the way she liked. “Fuck, your pussy feels sloppy.”

Stars burst before her eyes. Gina struggled to breath, but that only made the pressure building between her thighs even more intense. She realized that this was exactly where she wanted to be—a helpless little fuck doll getting bred by a room full of dark, dangerous strangers.

Leon’s thrusts grew faster and deeper. His fingers tightened around her throat. Gina shuddered and groaned, twisting and writhing beneath him until Leon finally roared and thrust himself painfully deep inside of her.

Buried to the hilt in Gina’s cum-filled pussy, practically splitting her in half, his cock erupted.

Gina cried out, overwhelmed by the sensation of another big, black stranger flooding her pussy with another load of hot cum. Each spurt was like a firehose hitting her g-spot, and she instantly came again—her screams echoing through the workshop and her body trembling as Leon finally collapsed on top of her, panting and gasping.

And then, it was over.

Gina lay on the blanket, spent and dripping.


Chapter Four

The workshop was silent now, save for the heavy breathing of the five men and Gina’s soft whimpers as she lay on the floor beneath them.

On the other side of the workshop, Simon set down his whisky and slowly raised himself from the chair. His legs unsteady, he approached his wife—his cock still hard and his eyes burning with a mix of love and depravity.

Gina lay on the blanket, her body flushed and glistening, cum dripping from her pussy and smeared across her breasts and thighs. She looked wrecked, beautiful, and utterly his.

“Simon,” she whispered, as his shadow fell across her. “I… I paid my debt, didn’t I?”

Simon smiled wickedly. He knelt down between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs.

“Not quite,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust. “There’s one more thing.”

Gina’s eyes widened as her husband lowered his head between her thighs. A moment later, she felt his mouth on her pussy, his tongue lapping at the drooling river of cum flowing out of her.

Gina gasped, her hips bucking, embarrassment and arousal warring within her.

“Simon, no,” she moaned. “It’s… it’s dirty.”

“That’s why I love it,” he growled, his tongue delving deeper, sucking and slurping the cum out of her. Gina shuddered, her hands gripping his hair, her body trembling as another orgasm built between her thighs.

“You’re my dirty slut,” Simon murmured, lifting his head from between her thighs for a second. He smiled at her, his lips smeared with cum. “I love tasting what they did to you.”

Then, his head ducked back between her legs, and she felt his lips and tongue feasting on her once again.

Gina moaned, writhing on the blanket. She tightened her grip on Simon’s hair and guided his mouth as he licked and worshipped her. Meanwhile, Marcus and the other strangers towered over them both, stroking their huge cocks as they watched Simon devour her freshly fucked pussy.

It was the wildest, most depraved sight she’d ever witnessed—and within seconds, Gina came again, her cries soft and desperate, her body shaking as Simon’s tongue pushed her over the edge for what seemed like the hundredth time.

When she was finally spent, he stood, shedding his clothes until he was as naked as she way. Gina stared up at him, feeling her pussy quiver. Simon was a well-built, muscular man—but he was so pale compared to the semi-circle of huge, muscular black strangers surrounding her. His cock was red and throbbing, impressively long and thick, but still nothing compared to the huge black dicks she’d just taken in every hole.

But he loved her, and thought that she was beautiful, and that made her husband sexier than any of them.

The five black strangers stroked their enormous cocks as they watched Simon position himself between Gina’s glistening, quivering thighs.

He bent down to kiss her deeply, his cum-smeared lips wet and hot against hers. Gina’s stomach swirled as she tasted their cum on his lips, mixed with her own wetness. It was so fucking dirty, and yet so fucking hot.

And then he was pressing his swollen erection against the lips of her well-used pussy.

“God, you’re so sloppy,” he growled, thrusting into her effortlessly. Simon was buried to the hilt inside her within seconds, barely able to feel anything in her stretched, cum-filled pussy. “You’re so fucking stretched out. I love what a whore you are.”

Gina moaned, wrapping her legs around him, her nails digging into his back.

“Do you really love it?” she murmured, her voice wicked. “Knowing they all came in me? Knowing I might be pregnant with one of their babies?”

Simon groaned at her words. Inside her, Gina felt his cock throb and stiffen. He started to fuck her, and she knew he wouldn’t be able to last long.

As his thrusts grew more frantic, Simon confessed:

“Fuck, yes, I love it.” He kissed her again, the taste of all those strangers’ cum still on his lips. “You’re such a slut, and I adore you for it.”

“I’ll be as much of a slut for you as you want,” Gina groaned, clinging to him as he fucked her. “I’ll do anything you want me to, baby. I’m your little cumslut, always.”

At those words, Simon lost control. His cock throbbed, and with a final thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside Gina’s sloppy, cum-filled pussy.

She was so stretched and dripping that she could barely feel it as he came—his spurting cock adding one more load to the sloppy mess inside her.

Gina climaxed with him, wildly turned on by how she’d made him lose control so quickly. As Simon spurted inside of her, Gina’s pussy clenched—her cries muffled against his shoulder.

Then, finally drained, they collapsed into each other’s arms—sweaty and spent, their bodies tangled together as the five black strangers watched them.

For a few moments, there was nothing but the sound of their heavy breathing. Then, finally, Simon kissed her again—pressing his lips tenderly against hers, his hands caressing her cum-smeared skin.

“Did I pay my debts?” Gina murmured, looking deep into her husband’s eyes.

“You’ve settled the balance,” Simon nodded, his cock growing soft inside of her. “And I’ve got some good news. You know how I’m always complaining about you having me run around making deliveries when I should be writing?”

Gina nodded.

“Well, I’ve hired these lads to do that for me.”

Still buried in her dripping tightness, Simon gestured towards the five black strangers looming over them.

“Five Brothers Moving Co. will be handling all your deliveries from now on, so I can focus on writing,” he explained. “If I’m back to publishing on a regular basis, I’ll be more than able to afford it.”

But then his eyes flashed.

“However, Marcus and his boys will expect more than just what I’m paying them.” He smirked dangerously, his eyes glinting. “All those things you’re always promising me? Blowjobs, fucking, and anal? Well, you’ll be promising to them from now on.”

“And unlike your husband,” Marcus added, stroking his rock-hard black cock, “we’ll expect payment upon delivery. We don’t accept any I-owe-you.”

Gina stared up at the black strangers and shivered, her pussy throbbing at the thought.

She looked back and forth between the five muscular, well-hung men and saw the hunger in their eyes. It was intimidating—yet at the same time, she felt a rush of power and desire.

“Yeah,” she eventually murmured, her voice sultry. “I think I could be good for that.”

Then, she turned back to Simon and pressed her lips against his.

“As long as you promise to watch.”

As she said those words, she felt Simon’s cock throb inside of her. He’d emptied himself into her cum-filled pussy just seconds earlier, but was already getting hard again.

With a devilish grin, Simon kissed his wife hard on the lips.

“I’ll give you whatever you desire, love.”

She kissed him back, and murmured:

“Right now? Possibly a Plan B pill.”

Simon’s eyes flashed—as if somehow he’d forgotten that his wild fantasy could have real-life consequences. However, even as that reality hit him, his cock got harder.

They kissed again, swapping strangers’ cum between their lips and tongue. It was only when Marcus stepped forward, his cock rock-hard and throbbing, that Simon finally pulled his lips from hers.

Marcus looked down at Simon’s naked, cum-covered wife.

“You’ve paid the debts you owed to your husband,” he murmured, his voice a low growl. “Now it’s time for you to pay me and the boys what you owe us for collecting those chairs today.”

Gina’s eyes widened. Butterflies churned in her stomach. However, she didn’t hesitate in spreading her legs invitingly as Marcus and his friends closed in.

As the five black strangers reached out to claim Gina once again, Simon padded across the workshop and settled back in his chair, reaching for his unfinished whisky.

His cock was already hard as he watched his wife prepare to get fucked again. Her body was already a canvas of glistening cum and angry red handprints. Who knew what condition she’d be in once these black strangers had emptied themselves inside her all over again.

But one thing was certain. In that moment, Gina knew she’d never feel more alive—or more loved—than when she was submitting herself to her husband’s wicked, delicious fantasies.

She couldn’t wait to settle more debts for him.

The End
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