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I had been living with my new girlfriend Amy for six months. Meeting Amy was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

Amy was by far the hottest girl I'd ever been with. She was gorgeous. She had a pretty face with full, pouty lips and big, beguiling eyes that were so dark they were almost black. Raven hair spilled in a wavy waterfall halfway down her back. A pale blonde streak ran down one side, giving her otherwise conventional looks an exotic goth girl touch. She had long legs, wide, curvy hips, and a beautiful round ass. And massive, gravity-defying boobs that one could be forgiven for assuming were silicone-enhanced but which were entirely real. She was tall for a girl. Taller than a lot of guys. She was about three inches taller than me. I didn't mind, and it didn't seem to be an issue for her either. She was a few years older than me, but she didn't seem to care about that either, and it certainly didn't bother me.

Amy was amazing in bed. She had the highest sex drive of any woman I'd ever been with. Although to be honest, I haven't been with a lot of women. I'm told I'm not a bad looking guy. But I've always been shy and awkward around girls.

Amy was fun to be around outside the bedroom too. She was adventurous and free-spirited, and had a great sense of humor. She could make me laugh in a way that few other people could. We shared a passion for writing and for the arts in general. I could easily envision myself happily spending the rest of my life with her.

I met Amy at a writers' workshop, and we hit it off immediately. She was writing a dark erotic fantasy series that she hoped to publish, and I was working on a horror novel about modern-day vampires that Amy had said was intriguing but might work better if it was developed into a dark romance. “Maybe I can help you with some ideas,” she had offered.

She had invited me for coffee after the workshop, which had seemed like a small miracle. After spending some time getting to know each other better in a neighborhood coffee shop, I suggested we get something to eat, and we shared a meal in a nearby pub. We lingered there for several hours over drinks, talking and laughing. We found that we had many common interests and similar life goals. We also had a remarkable number of commonalities in our backgrounds, including having grown up in much smaller communities and having moved to the big city to attend college. She had studied human resources, and I had studied computer security. I had only graduated two years earlier. She had been in the workforce a few years longer. We were both struggling to build careers in occupations that our hearts weren't really in, while pursuing our true passions in our limited free time.

We had become lovers that same night. Two months later we were living together.

Though our relationship was going great, our finances were not. The economy was in the worst recession in decades. Both of us had recently been laid off from our jobs. Social programs had been slashed to the bone, and like many people we had both been disqualified from unemployment insurance on nonsensical technicalities. Rents were insanely high, and much of our income had been going toward just keeping a roof over our heads even when both of us had been working. We'd also both been aggressively trying to pay down our student debt. So we had little in the way of savings to fall back on.

We were now behind in our rent by $500, and were to be evicted tomorrow morning unless we came up the shortfall. We had nowhere to go. We had no one who would take us in, no money for a hotel, and the city's homeless shelters were full.

“I worked as a sex worker for a while,” Amy admitted unexpectedly. “This was a while back, before I met you. I went through a bad patch where I couldn't find work for six months. I can get us the $500. There are a lot of girls out there competing because the economy is so bad, so sex work doesn't pay much these days—$50 per customer at best. I could get a lot more money if I set up a Website or went through an escort agency. But it's too late for that now. We need the money by tomorrow morning.”

I was stunned.

“You...you can't be serious...”

“I'm serious, Tristan. We're going to be evicted tomorrow if I don't do this.”

“Look, I know we need the money. But this is not—”

“I don't want to end up on the sidewalk. Or in a tent in a park. Do you?”

“No, of course not. But—“

“Then it's settled. There's nothing more to discuss.”

I continued to protest. Amy ignored me. She went into the bedroom and changed from sweatpants and a T-shirt into a sexy black dress and matching stilettos. The dress was very low cut and very short, barely covering her nipples and the bottom of her ass. She put on a pair of skimpy black panties, but no bra. She also quickly but expertly applied a little makeup.

She looked stunning.

“I'll be back later.” She left without waiting for a response.

I was not okay with Amy having sex with other guys. But I did not want to leave her. My mind was in turmoil.

It was about 9:00 p.m. when Amy left. I texted her a couple of times in the hours that followed, but I received no reply.

Amy returned unannounced around 4:00 a.m.

She was disheveled. One of the thin straps of her black dress hung down, so that one of her boobs was almost hanging out. Her nipples were hard, and poked against the gauzy black fabric. I could see traces of mascara on her cheeks where tears had run down her face—no doubt from choking as clients shoved their cocks too deep into her throat. She had wiped most of the streaks away, but smudges remained. What little was left of her lipstick was smeared around her mouth. She seemed simultaneously worn-out yet energized. She had a wild look in her eyes that I had never seen before.

“I'm so fucking horny,” Amy said without any greeting or other preamble. “I fucked so many guys tonight, and not one of them did anything to get me off. I need to come!”

My cock started to harden. I had not expected Amy to come home wanting to have sex after a night of fucking and sucking cock. I'd figured more sex would be the last thing she'd want. Yet I should not have been so surprised. Amy, as I mentioned, had an extremely high sex drive. She loved to fuck and to go down on men. But she never came from intercourse or from giving head. Fucking and sucking cock always made her ravenously horny, though.

What did make Amy come was having someone go down on her.

Amy took my hand and led me to our bedroom. I allowed her to guide me as if I was in a trance. I was not okay with infidelity. And Amy had just had sex not just with one other guy but a bunch of them. Yet she had not done it because she wanted to. She had done it to keep the two of us from ending up on the sidewalk. I did not want to dump her. I wanted to fuck her. Very badly.

“Get on the bed,” instructed Amy.

I started removing my T-shirt.

“Don't bother taking your clothes off, bae. There's no time. I need to come right now.”

I clambered onto the bed. Obviously Amy needed me to look after her first. She'd been having sex for hours on end without coming, and she was almost out of her mind with lust. I didn't mind going down on Amy. Indeed I enjoyed it. And whenever I did she always rewarded me by fucking me or sucking me off afterward, if she had not already done so before I went down on her. My own needs could wait a little longer until I had taken care of her.

Amy reached under her short dress and pulled her panties down. I noticed that the crotch of her panties was stained. Not just stained. Sopping wet. She noticed my glance, but ignored it. She tossed her panties onto the floor.

“Lie on your back.”

I lay on my back. Amy discarded her dress and joined me on the bed.

“Hey, aren't you going to wash up?”

“No time, bae. I need to come. I can't wait any longer.”

She straddled my chest as she was speaking, pinning my shoulders and upper arms under her knees and shins. I realized with alarm that she intended to sit on my face without cleaning herself. She was resting her full weight on me, pressing me down into the mattress. She had never done this before. Normally when I went down on her she lay on her back with me between her legs. A few times we'd done it with me kneeling in front of her while she stood or sat in a chair. But she'd never sat on my face before. She was heavier than I would have guessed. I couldn't move.

Fuck.

“Um, you used condoms, right?”

Amy laughed.

“Oh honey, no one uses condoms with hookers anymore. Not since they came up with vaccines for all the sexually transmitted infections. Don't worry. I remembered to take my pill this morning.”

She shuffled forward on her knees, so that she was straddling my head instead of my chest. Her creamy thighs bracketed my face. Her smooth belly and gigantic tits rose above me. Her huge nipples were rigid. She smiled down at me. Her cunt was only about an inch above my mouth. She reeked of sex. Her clit was engorged. I had never seen her with such massive ladywood without me having sucked her first.

“Uh, Amy, I'm not sure I want to do this...”

“Are you fucking serious? I just fucked and sucked a ton of guys so that you wouldn't end up homeless. And now you won't do this one little thing for me? Really?”

“Well, it's just that—”

“You don't have to do this if you don't want to. But if you're not willing to do this for me—after all I did for you tonight—we're through. We can still be friends. And you can stay here till you find another place to live. But I won't be your girlfriend anymore.”

I could see that Amy was serious.

“Well? What's it going to be? I need to know now. If you won't do this for me, I'll have to get my vibrator and do it myself. But I'd rather you do it.” She reached down and stroked my hair affectionately. “It's always so much better when you do it. I don't want to leave you, bae. I love you. I worked really hard tonight to keep a roof over our head. Surely you can do this one little thing to help me. I really need to come. Please, bae, make me come. I need you so fucking bad!”

I did my best to stifle my revulsion. I didn't want to lose Amy.

“Okay,” I said, barely audibly. I tried not to think about all the guys she had just fucked.

A delighted smile lit up her face. She immediately lowered herself onto me. She had positioned herself so that her vagina was right over my mouth. I could barely breathe once she settled herself on top of me. Her close-cropped bush rasped against my nose and cheeks. I noticed with dismay at least one hair that was not hers entangled in it. She was wet. Very wet.

“Eat me!”

I reluctantly licked her. The inside of her cunt was not only wet but gooey. I couldn't believe I was doing this. I was mortified.

“Oh God, yeah!” Amy moaned, grinding her cunt into my face. The thick mixture of her lust and that of her multiple lovers invaded my mouth. It was warm, almost hot. The raunchy taste was overpowering.

“I'm sorry it's so messy down there, bae. I know I should have taken a shower before asking you to do this. It's just that I was so horny I couldn't stand to wait even another five minutes. I love you so much for doing this...”

I groaned as more cum invaded my mouth. What had started out as a dribble had become a steady stream. Just how many guys had she fucked?

“I'd better warn you—I'm not going to fuck you tonight. I had to fuck a lot of guys, and my pussy has had enough fucking for one night.”

I was, despite my horror and humiliation, agonizingly horny. It was hardly surprising that Amy was too sore after a night on the street to want to fuck. It wasn't the end of the world. She gave fabulous head. Once she was done with my face she could just use her mouth to—

“And just so you don't get your hopes up, I won't be giving you head tonight, either,” she added, as if reading my mind. “Most of the guys I was with tonight made me suck their dicks before they fucked me, and my jaw is a little sore. I hope you don't mind.”

I moaned in frustration. My cock was so hard it was almost painful. I would have used my own hand on myself at this point, but Amy's legs were pinning my arms down.

“Don't stop! Get your tongue in nice and deep.”

I reluctantly stuck my tongue in as far as I could, trying to ignore the copious goo filling her. I wondered how long it was going to take to get her over the edge. Sometimes it took a while, even when she was out-of-her-mind horny. Sometimes it took a long while.

“That's it, bae. Keep going! Thank my pussy for all the work she did for you tonight.”

Amy gripped my head with both hands and ground herself against me, literally fucking herself with my tongue. She rode my face as if she was one of the men she had fucked and my face was her cunt.

“My pussy took a real pounding tonight. Some of the guys I fucked had really big dicks. And some of them took forever to come. They just kept fucking me and fucking me...on and on...and on...and on.” She emphasized each “on” with an extra forceful thrust.

My mouth was filling up with the contents of her twat. I couldn't spit it out with her sitting on my face. I had to swallow. She sensed that I was swallowing. It clearly turned her on. I could feel her messy cunt getting wetter.

“The last guy I fucked was huge. I can't believe he was able to get his whole cock inside me. It was so long. And sooo fucking thick.” It was clear that she was reliving the experience, and enjoying it. “He pumped so much spunk inside me when he came. He just kept spurting and spurting. It seemed like he was never going to stop.”

She grinned down at me wickedly. “But I guess I don't need to tell you how much cum I got pumped into me, do I? You must be almost drowning in it.”

She giggled. She was normally kind and considerate. I'd never seen this side of her before. It was frightening.

She continued to fuck my mouth. She no longer merely ground herself against my face, but started raising and lowering herself so that her cunt slid up and down over my tongue, riding it as if it was a cock.

“Oh fuck yeah!” Amy's vagina started spasming as she came, pushing more cum into my mouth. I had to swallow again. Her orgasm went on and on, making her whole body shake. It was the longest and most powerful climax she'd ever had with me.

She gazed down at me and smiled. I thought she would get off me now, enabling me to alleviate my own need. But she remained where she was.

“That was amazing! But I'm going to need a few more of those.”

She brought a hand to her clit and began stroking herself. Her fingers brushed against my nose as she slowly jilled. She had never masturbated while I was eating her before. My mouth alone was clearly not enough for her tonight. I would not have thought I could feel any more humiliated, but I did.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Get that tongue back to work!”

I reluctantly resumed eating her. More cum tickled into my mouth. The amount of jizz inside her was astounding.

“I can't believe how horny this is making me. I keep thinking about all those men fucking me and filling me up, and how now you're drinking their cum.” She resumed thrusting against my face. Her jilling picked up speed. “I don't think I've ever been this turned on before!”

I moaned. I was dying to come. My frustration seemed to excite her further.

“That last guy who fucked me—the one with the extra huge cock—made me give him head first. He was so thick I thought my jaw was going to pop out of its sockets.”

Her thrusts intensified as she relived the experience. Her fingers sped up against her clit. She started breathing in short grunts.  Her grunts merged into one long moan.

She splurted again.

I had to swallow a third time. The taste of Amy's lovers lingered in my mouth even after I did.

“It looks like I'm going to be the one supporting us for a little while. While I'm doing this, I can't be fucking you or giving you blowjobs. At least not very often. I need to save that for my customers. But I am going to need you to get me off like this each night when I finish work. All that fucking and sucking is going to be making me very horny.”

She smiled down at me.

“Don't worry. It's just till things get back to normal. Till one of us gets a proper job. Okay?”

It was clear that if I refused to go along with this new arrangement she would leave me. She was the best thing that had ever happened to me, and losing her was unthinkable.

“Well? Are you okay with that? Or are we going to just be friends?”

I quietly moaned “yes”. The sound was muffled by her cunt. I told myself that this was transitory. That one of us would eventually get a job, and that then Amy would not have to do this anymore and things would go back to normal between us. But with the economy the way it was, that could take months. Possibly years.

I wondered if things really would return to how they had been. Amy had said that she couldn't remember ever feeling this turned on before. Would she be willing to give that up?

I suspected that I didn't want to know the answer.

“I love you, bae,” Amy said.

She brought her fingers back to her clit, and resumed humping my face.
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