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Her name was Nevaeh, and her ad said that she would fuck you or suck you until you came no matter how long it took for $3,000.

Three thousand dollars was a lot of money. But it had been way too long since I'd had sex. My girlfriend of several years had left me for another guy, all of the women in my social circle were in relationships, and most of my co-workers at the software development company I worked for were male and even more socially awkward than I was. I'd tried online dating sites, and struck out. I'm not a bad looking guy. But I'm not exactly tall, I don't have the movie star looks that make girls do a double take, and I'm not rich. Most of the girls I saw on those dating sites seemed only interested in tall, handsome alpha males, and had no interest in average joes like me. I was starting to go a little crazy.

I've used the services of working girls a few times in the past. But the experience was always rushed, with the sex worker invariably trying to get me off as fast as possible so that she could move on to the next customer. Nevaeh's offer of unhurried, no-pressure sex was irresistible. It was going to put a huge dent in my savings, but I decided to give her a try.

It was well after midnight when Nevaeh arrived at my door. She hadn't provided a specific time, since she didn't know how long each of her customers would take, and her text had only said that she'd be here “sometime tonight”.

My jaw dropped when I opened the door. Nevaeh's ad had not included a photo. The ad said she was “very tall”. I'd anticipated she'd be taller than me. But I hadn't expected her to tower over me the way she did. She must have been six foot six in bare feet! And she was wearing knee-high black leather boots that easily added another six inches to her height. My face was level with her boobs.

She was young. She looked like she could still be in college, which would make her about ten years younger than me. Her ad said she was “attractive” and “voluptuous”. This description barely did her justice. She was gorgeous. She had wide hips, long legs, and huge breasts. Her skin was smooth, unblemished, and almost ivory pale. She had lush, full lips, high cheekbones, and large eyes with pupils so dark they were almost black. Luxuriant raven hair spilled almost to her ass. She wore a figure-hugging leopard skin coat that barely reached her upper thighs. I don't know much about fashion and clothing, but it looked like it was made from real leopard hide.

“David?” the stunning giantess in front of me asked.

“Uh, yeah. Nevaeh?”

“The one and only.” She smiled down at me with a bemused expression. “Aren't you going to invite me in?”

I sheepishly took a step backward and motioned her into my small condo. I quietly closed the door behind her.

Nevaeh casually unbuttoned her coat and slid it off. My jaw dropped again. She wore nothing underneath but a virtually transparent white negligee, a semi-translucent black bra, and a matching black thong. Her breasts were even bigger than they had looked when covered by her coat. Despite their size they had a natural shape that showed they were real, not silicone. I could see the outlines of her wide nipples beneath her bra. And the outline of her cleft through her panties.

She handed her coat to me as if I was a servant. It took a moment for my brain to register that she was waiting for me to take it. She looked amused by my awkwardness. I hung her coat in the foyer closet. My cock was already stiffening. I hoped that the bulge in my pants was not noticeable.

“I've never met anyone named Nevaeh before,” I remarked, clumsily trying to make conversation. I wasn't particularly good at the social graces. Especially when I was nervous.

“It's heaven spelled backward.” She gave me a mischievous smile.

“It's a very pretty name.”

“Thank you.” She favored me with another smile.

We chatted a little more, about the weather, pop culture, and personal plans for the rest of the summer. Nevaeh eventually steered the conversation back to the reason for her visit.

“Sorry to have to bring this up. But before we get started, I'm going to need payment up front.”

“No problem.” I fished in my shirt pocket, where I had put the money earlier in the day when I'd gone to the bank. Her ad had made it clear that she only accepted cash and bitcoin.

The money wasn't there.

I frantically searched my other pockets. The roll of bills was nowhere to be found.

“What's wrong?” A slight frown darkened Nevaeh's features.

“I can't find the money.”

I went through my pockets again. I pulled out my wallet and rifled through it. I scanned the floor and the surfaces of nearby furniture. Nothing. Nevaeh watched with obvious displeasure.

“I had it a little while ago. I seem to have misplaced it.”

Nevaeh's easy-going, friendly demeanor fell away like a mask. “You've got to be fucking kidding me.”

“It was in this shirt pocket when I left the bank. It's got to be here somewhere.” I continued to scour the living room with my eyes, desperately hoping the missing cash would turn up.

“It took me almost an hour to get here. And it's going to take me another hour to get home.” My condo was in a suburb about an hour's drive from the city core. My job often allowed me to work from home, and when it was necessary to go into the office it was worth the long commute to avoid the increasing crime, homelessness, and sky-high real estate prices closer to downtown.

“Look, I can get you the money. I have money in my bank account. If you'll wait a few minutes, I'll go to an ATM. I'll pay you a little extra for the wasted time.”

“ATMs cap how much money you can take out per day. You won't be able to take out anywhere near enough to pay me.”

I mentally castigated myself for never having put money into bitcoin, which would have allowed me to pay her without having to get more cash from the bank. But the crypto's roller-coaster volatility had repeatedly scared me off.

“I can go to the bank tomorrow. I can get you the—”

Nevaeh laughed. Then her tone softened slightly.

“You really had the money? And you lost it? Seriously?”

“I'm sorry.” I silently cursed myself. I would have given almost anything to be able to fuck this gorgeous Amazon. But instead I was going to be spending another depressing night watching porn and masturbating.

Nevaeh studied my face, and seemed to conclude that I was telling the truth. Her frown deepened. Then a weird smile lit up her features.

“I've already made more money than usual today. One of my customers gave me a tip that was more than I usually make in an entire night. So I'm in a pretty good mood. And you're not a bad looking guy. I usually like my men taller, but for what I have in mind, that's not going to matter.”

I looked at her quizzically. She grinned, clearly enjoying my confusion. She was looking at me like a cat that had just noticed a plump mouse.

“I don't have a boyfriend right now. And the guys who hire me never do anything to try to get me off. I don't expect them to, of course. That's not what they're paying me for. But I've really been missing having someone go down on me. A hand or a vibrator just isn't the same. So I'll tell you what. If you can make me come a few times with your mouth, I'll let you have a freebie.”

I looked up at her, stunned.

“I have to warn you, though,” she went on. “It takes a lot of work to make me come.”

I swallowed nervously. “You...you're saying that if I go down on you...and make you come...you'll let me fuck you?”

“Yes. But you'll have to make me come more than once. When I get going, it takes more than just one orgasm to satisfy me.”

She smiled wickedly. “And if you fail, your cock doesn't get any action. Just to keep you motivated.”

I didn't mind going down on women. Indeed although I preferred fucking or having them go down on me, I actually found it enjoyable. And Nevaeh was ravishingly beautiful.

But Nevaeh was a hooker. In recent years vaccines had been developed against all of the STIs, so I didn't have to worry about getting some awful disease. But her cunt had been fucked by hundreds, maybe even thousands, of men.

“Um...”

“Look honey, I don't want to waste any more time. If you want to fuck me, get on your knees.”

I wanted to fuck her. I don't think I'd ever wanted to fuck someone so badly in my life.

I hesitated a moment or two longer. Then, hardly able to believe I was doing this, I got on my knees.

Nevaeh smiled. As casually as if she was undressing in the privacy of her own bedroom, she pulled off her negligee and dropped it to the floor. She unhurriedly undid her bra and slipped off her thong. The sight of the towering call girl's nude body took my breath away. Her nipples were already semi-hard. My erection was rapidly growing.

Nevaeh stepped forward, bringing her kitty so close to my face that I could feel the heat emanating from it. She had thick, close-cropped black pubic hair that spread in a wide triangle above her cleft. Her inner lips and her clit were both somewhat on the large side. Her inner lips dangled between her legs, with a slight but noticeable gap between them. Her clit poked out expectantly at the apex of her slit. Her lusty scent teased my nostrils.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Get to work.”

I hesitantly brought my mouth to Nevaeh's waiting cooch. She gripped my hair, holding me firmly in place. She was surprisingly strong. My nose was pressed into her dense, curly bush. I reluctantly started kissing and licking her warm, wet flesh. She crooned approvingly.

How many guys did she fuck today? I wondered. Five? Ten? She must have washed up before coming over here. She wouldn't go from customer to customer without washing in between each one. Would she?

I did my best to push the unwelcome questions from my mind, and focused on pleasing Nevaeh. Despite my unease, my cock was rigid. It strained against the denim straitjacket of my jeans.

“That's it,” Nevaeh murmured. “Don't stop. Get that tongue in deeper.”

I probed the interior of Nevaeh's much-used cunt. The rippled inner surface of her vagina embraced my tongue. Her flesh was so warm it was almost hot. I couldn't see her face anymore. Just her wide, thick bush, her broad, curvy hips, her smooth, slightly rounded belly, and those titanic, gravity-defying tits. The taste and smell of her lust were intensifying. Her wetness trickled down my chin and over my tongue. Some of it ran into my throat, and I had to swallow.

“That feels good. But I wasn't kidding when I said it takes a lot of work to make me come. I hope you didn't have any plans for the rest of the night.” The tall call girl giggled.

I groaned. How long was it going to take to make this slutty Amazon come?

“I can't even remember the last time someone went down on me,” Nevaeh remarked casually. “Usually after work I just jill off for an hour or two with a vibrator.”

An hour or two?

“It takes me longer to come from having someone eat me. Sometimes a lot longer. I don't know why. I love getting oral. But even when I'm super horny it usually takes me forever to come from someone giving me head. Luckily since you're my last customer tonight we don't have to rush.” Nevaeh chuckled. “I think I deserve at least four orgasms for coming all the way out here, don't you?”

I groaned in protest. Four orgasms? Is she fucking serious?

“Come on, you can do better than that. Get that tongue in nice and deep.”

I struggled to get my tongue in deeper. She rewarded me with a sigh of pleasure. My nose was pressed against her mons, making it difficult to breathe.

“You know, I've only been doing this job for three months,” Nevaeh said conversationally. “You're the first guy I've come across who couldn't pay. I'm actually kind of glad you misplaced your cash. I'm enjoying this. None of my customers have ever gone down on me before. And before I started doing this job I normally went for the bad boys. If they went down on me at all it was usually nowhere near long enough for me to come. I almost always ended up having to finish myself off with my fingers after they fell asleep or with my vibrator after they left. I love it that for once I don't have to worry about someone stopping when I'm just getting warmed up.”

My tongue was getting tired. I pulled back a little and planted kisses over her bush, her inner thighs, and her plump labia. She relaxed her grip on my head enough to allow me to do so. I returned my attention to her cleft. She purred.

“You're pretty good at this. You might just yet get to put your cock inside me before the night's over. But you're going to have to last. I haven't come across too many guys who are willing and able to hang in there long enough to properly get me off. I hope you're tougher than you look.”

I wondered again how long it was going to take to make Nevaeh come. Not just once, but four times! I didn't know how much more of this I could take. My neglected cock was starting to ache.

Nevaeh's wetness dripped from my chin onto my shirt and pants, leaving wet dots on the fabric that teased my skin. More trickled over my tongue and down into my throat. I swallowed again. This clearly turned Nevaeh on. She got even wetter.

“I actually enjoy sex, so this job has been a good fit for me,” Nevaeh remarked, as if she was chatting with a girlfriend over coffee. “I only work two days a week, and I only do four or five guys a day when I do work. This way I won't get burnt out, like a lot of girls do. Or get sick of sex, which would really suck. I calculated that if I do four guys a day twice a week for a couple of years, and invest the money carefully, I'll be able to live comfortably for the rest of my life without ever having to work again.”

She tilted her head down, so that she could look into my eyes. She smiled impishly.

“Guys always want us to suck their cocks on our knees. But they never want to get on their knees and return the favor. And you're always shoving your cocks into our throats as deep as you can, not giving a shit if you gag us or choke us. It's nice to have one of you bastards on his knees serving me for a change.”

More of her juice trickled into my throat. At least I hoped all of it was hers.

“Put your hands on my ass,” Nevaeh instructed.

Nevaeh had a fantastic ass. It was big. Not gigantic, but definitely big. And perfectly proportioned. I ran my hands over it. I hadn't thought I could feel any hornier, but my arousal ratcheted up another notch. I was feverish with lust. I would at this point have given every cent I owned to fuck this imperious bitch.

I continued working on her. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't seem to get her over the finish line. I feared that it was going to take me the entire night to satisfy her. Or worse, that I wouldn't be able to do it, and would be left to look after myself.

“The last guy I fucked before coming to your place took forever to come,” Nevaeh said casually, again sounding like she was addressing a girlfriend over coffee. “His dick was huge. The biggest I've fucked yet, actually. And that's saying something. My pussy feels more stretched out than it's ever been. I hope you have a small dick, cause I don't feel like taking another pounding tonight from a big cock.”

Nevaeh lightly brushed my dick with the tip of her leather boot, tracing its outline through my jeans. I nearly came right then and there. She pulled away before I could. I moaned in frustration.

“You do have a small cock!” she exclaimed cheerfully. “Excellent!”

I tried to protest that my cock wasn't small. It was five inches long, which I've read is average. Well, almost five inches long. My words were muffled by Nevaeh's twat. She easily guessed what I was trying to say. She looked down at me with a mocking expression.

“Don't worry, hon. A small cock isn't the end of the world. You can always make girls come with your mouth. By the time I'm done with you, you're gonna be an expert at it!”

Nevaeh tightened her grip on my head and pushed her hips forward, grinding her cunt into my face. She started thrusting. Her movements were slow and relatively gentle at first, but gradually became more forceful. Soon she was literally fucking my face with her cunt. I could feel her ass muscles rhythmically contracting and relaxing beneath my palms. My cock throbbed, silently screaming for relief. The heady smell and taste of Nevaeh's arousal was stronger than ever. Her breathing was getting heavier. But she couldn't seem to get over the edge.

I don't know how long the sexy giantess rutted in my face like this. It felt like forever. Suddenly her body tensed, and she gripped my head more tightly than ever. She thrust particularly hard, and emitted a long, uncontrollable moan. A tremendous shudder racked her entire body. It went on for what seemed like two or three minutes. A flood of female cum filled my mouth.

“Oh my fucking God, that was good,” Nevaeh gasped as her orgasm subsided. She relaxed her grip on my hair and stepped back slightly.

“Take off your clothes and lie on your back on the floor.”

“I really need to come, Nevaeh. Can we please do me? Then I'll go down on you some more. For as long as you want.”

“No.”

“Please, I can't take this anymore! I need—”

“If you want, you can use your hand on yourself while I sit on your face.”

It was obvious that further pleading would accomplish nothing. I removed my clothes and lay on my back on the living room carpet. I was so desperate for release that I seriously considered using my hand on myself. But I was determined to fuck Nevaeh. It was almost an obsession.

The towering prostitute stepped over me, straddling my head between her legs. She gazed down and smiled. Then she lowered herself onto me, pinning my shoulders and upper arms to the floor under her knees and shins. Her crotch was no more than an inch from my face. Her pubic hair brushed my nose. The sexual aroma emanating from her was almost overwhelming. She gripped one of her massive boobs with one hand and gave it a playful squeeze.

“I'm gonna ride your face hard,” she promised.

She lowered herself onto my mouth. She rested her full weight on me. I could barely breathe. I felt like I was going to have a heart attack or a stroke if I didn't get to come soon. I moaned in frustration. Nevaeh ignored me.

“Lick,” she commanded.

I reluctantly ran my tongue over her meaty folds. She let out a contented sigh. I slipped my tongue inside her. She began to rock, carelessly and mercilessly riding my face. More of her nectar trickled into my mouth. She brushed her fingers through my hair almost absent-mindedly. It was the first gentleness she had shown since she had arrived, and to my surprise it made me even hornier.

“That's it, slut. Worship me with your mouth. Make me come again.”

I did my best to make the insatiable whore come. I was delirious with lust. I moaned again. My frustration seemed to make her even hornier. She laughed, then started thrusting more vigorously.

My body twitched and rocked as she face-fucked me. It occurred to me that the reason she had asked me to take my clothes off before lying down was so that my cock wouldn't rub against the inside of my jeans as she humped my face and cause me to unintentionally come. My misery seemed to be an aphrodisiac for her. Was she torturing me because I had lost her payment? Was she venting pent-up frustration from months of being used as a human fuck doll by innumerable men? Or was she just naturally sadistic? Did it even matter?

Her breathing was getting heavier. Her warm, sticky juice was now dribbling into my mouth and throat in a steady stream. Her massive boobs bounced with each of her thrusts.

She abruptly gripped my hair with both hands and ground herself violently against me.

“Oh God I'm coming again! Holy fuck!”

She gushed in my mouth. Her second orgasm was even more powerful than the first. And seemed to last even longer.

“Oh Jesus, that was good,” Nevaeh murmured once she had come back down to earth. She remained seated on my face for a couple of minutes, keeping me trapped beneath her. The taste of her orgasm lingered in my mouth.

At last she dismounted and rose to her feet.

“Get up. Back on your knees.”

I awkwardly rose back to a kneeling position.

“Please, let me come! I need to come so badly!” I was starting to babble. “I'll eat you for the rest of the night! I—”

“Shut up.” Nevaeh circled behind me, picked my shirt off the floor, and used it to tie my wrists behind my back. Then she sat on the couch and spread her legs.

“Come here. Get your face between my legs and suck me off!”

I hesitantly shuffled forward and lowered my mouth to her cunt.

“Suck my clit.” She grabbed my head and guided it to her ladywood. Her clit was the size of a thumb tip. I encircled it with my lips. Even though she'd just had two orgasms, it was rigid.

“That's it. Now suck it. Suck my clit the way you wish I was sucking your cock.”

She pushed my face forward, driving her clit a little deeper into my mouth. I reluctantly started sucking.

“Yeah, that's it. Suck it like a cock. Suck my cock, bitch!”

I felt humiliated at being forced to give her head like a girl. Despite my shame my cock remained rock hard. I couldn't see it, but it must have been the color of an eggplant.

“Oh Jesus, yeah! Keep doing that! Don't stop!”

I didn't stop.

“Oh fuck—I'm coming again!”

She mashed my face into her cunt as hard as she could while simultaneously bucking upward with her hips as she was rocked by her most intense orgasm yet. Her cum spilled down my chin.

I hoped that she was at last satiated. But she still wasn't done with me. She rose from the couch.

“Turn around, and lean back so that the back of your head is resting on the seat of the couch.”

I nervously did as she instructed. My hands were still bound behind my back and my torso was arched uncomfortably. My tormented cock jutted out from my crotch, swaying to and fro, vainly seeking relief.

She turned around and sat on my face. The upper half of my face was buried under her big, round ass cheeks. I could no longer see anything. Her thighs rested on my shoulders, pinning me in place and ensuring that I couldn't even play with myself if I got desperate enough to do so. Her cunt was, as usual, directly on top of my mouth.

“Make me come again.”

I probed her with my tongue. I sensed her hand moving to her clit and stroking it. She moaned sensuously, and more of her wetness invaded my mouth. I squirmed and groaned. She leaned back, resting her upper body against the backrest of the couch, and increased the speed of her jilling. Her body started rocking. I could feel her muscles tensing, and realized that she was about to come again. Her orgasms were arriving faster and faster. And becoming more and more powerful.

She let out a moan that could probably be heard in the adjoining apartments. Her entire body quivered. More female cum flooded my mouth. I swallowed. I didn't have much choice.

She remained seated on top of me another minute or two, then rose to her feet.

“Your turn,” she said.

For a second I wondered if I had heard her correctly. Was she at last actually going to fuck me? I felt like I was in some bizarre, feverish dream.

I struggled to my feet. Nevaeh stepped behind me and removed the shirt binding my arms.

“Lie on the floor. I'm going on top.”

I had assumed that I would be the one on top, but didn't argue. I lay down on the carpet beside the coffee table.

Nevaeh lowered herself onto me. She took my engorged cock in her hand and guided me into her. The sensation of being swallowed by her warm, wet flesh was indescribable. I somehow avoided coming instantly, but only barely. Nevaeh's body pressed down on mine, squashing me against the floor. Her big boobs surrounded my face. Her nipples were still puckered and hard.

Without further ado Nevaeh proceeded to fuck me. She ground me into the floor with her powerful hips. I ran my hands over her, enjoying the firm round curves of her waist, her hips, her ass, and the sides of her boobs. Her thrusting intensified. I felt myself sliding over the edge. I erupted inside her. It was the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced. It went on for what must have been at least a full minute.

To my surprise, Nevaeh didn't stop, but kept thrusting. Hard. Her body tensed, and she let out a guttural moan. A fresh gush of wetness soaked my cock, my balls, and the underside of my ass. I was astounded. Nevaeh had come again.

Nevaeh gave me an unexpected peck on the forehead. Then she disengaged herself from me and stood up.

“I don't usually come from fucking,” she said, a little sheepishly. “Especially customers. But you got me so revved up I couldn't help it.” She grinned.

She hesitated a moment, then suggested. “Maybe we could do this again sometime. I tend to get pretty horny when I'm working, and it would be a nice change from going home to my vibrator.”

I was astounded.

“Um, yeah,” I stammered. “Absolutely. I'd love to!”

Nevaeh smiled. “I have your number. I'll be in touch soon.”

She put on her clothes and left without another word.

I locked the front door and went into my bedroom. There, hanging on the back of a chair, was the shirt I'd put my money in. I'd changed into a clean shirt several hours ago, and completely forgotten that I had done so.

I cursed my absent-minded stupidity.

Then I smiled.

I wouldn't change how things had worked out if I could.
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