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Does anyone else want Anna’s phone number?   




A MUCH NEEDED CALL

Matthew chewed on the inside of his lip as he rapped his knuckles across the smooth glass surface of his desk. Scattered pens and office miscellany shook and vibrated with nervous chitter. His phone lay on the desk in front of him, its keypad app bright and vibrant. 




His eyes scanned back and forth between the handwritten number on the hastily torn scrap of paper and his phone, as if just staring between the two could make his problem disappear. If only Matthew could only be so lucky. His was not a problem that would go away on its own, or for that matter, one he could handle all by himself. He needed the help of a professional, and a very specific type at that.




He swallowed an excess amount of saliva and steeled himself.




You need this, Matt. There's no shame in it. Plenty of people do it. It's been so long for you that this is almost a necessity. How are you expected to excel at your job–or in life–if you don't take care of all of your needs outside of it?




He sighed. He had given himself that pep talk countless times before and always chickened out. Calling an escort service had always been a nerve-wracking experience for him, and even though it had been years since he hired a professional through a service, the anxiety was just the same, if not more, as it had been originally. It wasn't the illegality of it that made his heart get caught in his throat–although that certainly didn't help–it was the supposed weakness of the decision. As if he couldn't get a woman on his own. 




This is a lifestyle choice. You could easily get a woman if you went to a bar or went online dating or something, but you don't. You're too busy working for something like that. It's much easier just to make the call.




The number in front of him wasn't the one for his favorite service in the past, but one he came across online through some backchannel forums and communities. The few guys who spoke about using this service raved fiendishly over their experience, saying things that were so over-the-top complimentary and gratuitous that it almost seemed as if they were fake. Matthew had a sixth sense for scoping out bullshit though, and for whatever reason those posts passed his test. For those men at least, the words were true. Now that his dry streak had lasted the last several years he decided it was time to see if he would walk away with the same thoughts.




Just call. There's nothing embarrassing about it. You can do it.




He pushed aside his anxiety, ignoring his dry throat, thumping heart, and knotted stomach, and made the call. The phone rang once, twice, three times, and more. By the sixth ring Matthew's hands were shaking so bad from anticipation that he nearly shut off the phone just to do something with his hands but right when he took the mobile away from his ear the ringing stopped. A soft, feminine voice answered. 




"Hello,” she spoke, soft but firm.




"Umm. Hi. I'd like to uhh, talk to you about your men-, your menu."




"Of course," the woman answered as casual as if she was taking an order for food. "And when would you be planning to taste the menu options?"




"Well uhh–," Matthew exhaled loudly, sending a whoosh of air over the line, "tonight, if possible. That is, if you have any openings for reservations."




"Let's see what we have available, sir. Give me just one moment, please."




"Of course." 




Her voice fell silent, replaced by the clacking of nails against a mechanical keyboard. The keys smacked and pressed with fierce determination. He wondered what about their set-up required her to type this much. The clacking went on for several long seconds: just enough time for his nervous to send a few reminder pulses of its presence. You’re still nervous, it said, nearly singsongy. 




"We do have openings for tonight, sir, if you're interested."




"Uhh, yeah. I mean, I think I may be. It depends on what your specials are for this evening."




"Of course. Our menu contains many dishes from different countries, chefs, and flavor profiles. We like to start off with asking if you are looking for something in particular?"




He paused. Some of the reviewers online had spoken in hushed tones about a special service they offered here called "The Switch." He was aware that "switch" meant in BDSM terms that the person was into both being a dom and a sub depending on their mood, but he was assured by the reviewers that that wasn't at all what it meant at this service. They said it was something different altogether, but definitely life-changing. If you were into this sort of thing. They never elaborated any further on what "that sort of thing" was, but they were respected members of the community so he felt that taking them at their word was a wise move. And hell, he was feeling a little bit adventurous.




"Well, normally I'm a pretty standard red-blooded, all-American kinda guy. You know, the basic menu usually works well enough for me, but tonight I'm looking for something special. Something a little different. Perhaps a... Switch, is in order."




The receptionist paused just momentarily. "Ah. Yes. Of course. A Switch sometimes is necessary to keep your palate fresh. I can say with certainty that we can provide a switch to you within the hour, if that is what you'd prefer, sir." Her voice was nothing-but-business: curt, but knowledgeable and friendly. Matthew had the impression that she had been in her position for years.




That was easier than I remembered. "No, uhh, can we make it two? I've got some stuff to do to get ready. I wouldn't want to ahhh, not be fit to receive the Switch."




"Two hours will be no problem. May I have please have your phone number and address?"




He gave her his details, her clacks registering immediately after he spoke. "And a credit card number."




"But wha–"




"You won't be charged. Now. This is a back-up plan in case things don't go as we planned."




His stomach chilled. This wasn't how his previous provider did business, but he understood that things changed. In any case, the overwhelming positive reviews cooled him to acceptance.




"Alright, great. Our staff will be in contact with you as they arrive. Please keep your phone with you so as not to keep our meal waiting. It's best experienced fresh."




"Oh I'm sure it is. Great. Thanks." The receptionist disconnected the line. Matt exhaled, smiling as his stress dissipated, only of course to be replaced with a whole new anxiety moments later. 




Oh my God. This is really happening. It's been so long for me. I hope this doesn't turn into something I’m not ready for…




BRIEF PREPARATION

Matthew didn't think he'd ever been this clean before. Every inch of his skin was scrubbed fresh, free of dead skin and any other unpleasantness that would mar his otherwise fair complexion. His face was shaved, pubic hair trimmed–"I know I wouldn't want hair in my mouth"–and the rest of him washed three times with various soaps and body washes. If there was an award for Cleanest Man Prior to Receiving an Escort, he thought he had to be in the running, at the very least. 




By the time he cleaned himself and tidied up around his house it was nearly time for his Switch special to arrive. He quickly scoured the same message boards where he read about the service before, hoping to glean some additional piece of information about what he was just about to get himself into but found nothing save for another couple reviews saying how life-changing the whole experience was. He couldn't help but feel a little annoyed at how vague the Internet was on this one. He promised himself that he would leave a detailed review once the escort had left. Leaving more guys like him in the dark would be rude, he thought. 




He agonized over his outfit choice which was surprising given he didn't intend to keep it on for long but hey, he hadn't been with a woman for awhile so he wanted to make a good impression, escort or not. She probably deals with an ugly, sad bunch regularly. I don't have to be one of them, he thought, nodding to himself in the mirror. Eventually he chose a crisp pair of jeans and a nice–clean–polo. He stayed barefoot.




As he was checking his breath for the twentieth time his phone vibrated. He pulled it out of his pocket and found a new text message from an unknown number waiting for him.




“Almost arrived. Are you home?” the text asked.




His stomach somersaulted and twisted. The moment was almost here. "Yes."




A few seconds later the phone went off in his hand. "Good. Be ready and expecting. ;)" the reply read.




He thought about replying but decided just to sit still and succumb to a minor panic attack. Whatever worked at calming himself down, right?




 His heart rattled against his ribcage like an angry inmate. The room spun and swirled in a foggy haze. He felt like he was standing on the edge of a rooftop a thousand feet in the air, staring over it towards the invisible ground. His stomach recoiled from an imaginary punch. He pushed aside all of these distractions and focused on his breathing. 

 

Inhale through the nose. Out the mouth. Through the nose. Mouth. Nose. Mouth. He repeated the mantra as he meditated, calming himself down right before his doorbell echoed off of his walls.

 

 Time to get this over with.




TAKEN BY THE FUTA

For all that Matthew expected from the unknown, the woman standing in front of him right now hadn’t even a remote sliver of possibility. He gaped, slack-jawed and eyes-wide as he held the door open, stepping aside to let his escort into his house.

 

"Hi–uhhh, welcome," he said, catching a whiff of her strawberry perfume as she passed through the doorframe inches from his body.





"Hello," she said, warmly and calm, letting her manicured nails graze against his forearm once she was inside. Her voice was soft and sweet, like honey sprinkled over a cotton pillow and it came out from behind two thick, bright pink lips to match her dress. "I'm Anna." She held out her dainty hand. Matthew stared at it for just a second before taking it within his. 




"Hi, Anna. Wow, hrmph," he exhaled and blinked his eyes in rapid succession. "I'm Matthew."




"Nice to meet you, Matt." Her crystal blue eyes sparkled nearly neon: her irises were pure ice right below trimmed, thin eyebrows. 




"You can drop your coat right here, if you'd like," he said as he grabbed the coat rack by the door. She stepped out of her black coat, letting it fall and stay at her back as Matt took the cue to remove it from her himself.




"Thanks," she purred, almost a whisper.




"Not–not a problem." He couldn't believe just how damn gorgeous Anna was. Her platinum blonde hair was done up in some bun-like way, with a long, flowing segment of it parted to the left to dangle down the side of her face. The hair flowed down and led his eye to her ears, where pink feather earrings dangled from strands of silver. Her make-up was applied exquisitely, from her bright pink, feminine lips to her tasteful eyeshadow and mascara. Overdone, crass make-up jobs had a way of turning Matthew off but in Anna's case it just allured him more: she oozed class.




"Right this way," he said, placing his hand at the small of her back to guide her along. She cooed and eased into his touch like a snug blanket. As they walked out of his barren foyer to the living room he snuck a peek to his side and caught her breasts nearly poking out of her hot pink dress. She had so much cleavage showing he wasn't aware of how it was physically possible for her ample tits to stay corralled in her dress but somehow she did it. He was a bad judge at sizing at a glance but he would've bet his experience tonight on them being at least D-cups. He salivated.




"You have a nice place," she said. "Lived here long?"




"Ahhh, not too long. If that's alright with you?"




She tilted her head for just a second before laughing loud enough to echo off of the walls. She pawed at Matthew's bicep, squeezing it as her hand made contact, and smiled. "Oh you are funny, Matt. I like that."




"Heh, heh, heh," he said. If this would've been a movie he would've tugged at his collar from nerves. "Would you like anything to drink?"




He led her into his modern kitchen where pitch-black cabinets and matching appliances clung to the outer walls. His countertops were furnished in black, as well. It was a little eccentric, if not dark, and polarizing, but he wouldn't have done it any other way.




"I'd love something to drink, Matt. What do you have?"




"I've got some soda, some water, beer, liquor, wine–"




"Which wines do you have?"




"Sheesh. I uhh, have a lot. I've kind of gotten into wine a lot lately so I've gone crazy buying a bunch of different bottles."




"Fascinating," she said, legitimately sounding interested. She's good at this, Matthew thought. "I'll take a pinot blanc, if you've got one."




"I believe I do, just hang on a second."




"I've got all the time in the world for you."




Matt scampered away to his wine cabinet in the basement. He stood still for a moment, trying to come to grips with how there was a drop-dead gorgeous woman upstairs who was willing to have sex with him. He didn't care that it was for money, women like her didn't have sex with guys like him for any reason, unless there was millions on the table. For what he was going to pay this was a downright steal. She was model-caliber, easily. Unable to think clearly he rummaged through his racks until he came across the first bottle of pinot blanc he could find. He had been promised it was a good vintage, but the truth was after months of attempting to become a wine enthusiast he could still hardly tell the difference between good and bad wine. It got him drunk, he knew that much.




He carried the wine bottle back up to the kitchen, trying to psyche himself up for what was to come. And she's going to get naked for you and you are not going to cum immediately. No sir. You are going to savor every fucking moment she graces you with her presence. When he returned Anna had her back towards his entranceway, the generous, voluptuous curves of her hips flaring outward inside of the skintight dress. Even through the dress he could see that her ass was toned with two cheeks like thick bubbles. He paused unwittingly seeing her like that, before shaking the sex appeal trance off and resuming his walk.




"So I've got a Trimbach from 2007, if that's ok with you."




"That is more than ok, honey. Thank you. Do you have a cellar down there?" she asked as she dropped her black clutch down on the island. The bag clinked as its various metal bits struck against one another, both inside and out.




"Kind of. More like one of those temperature controlled cabinets, ya know? I had a friend who was selling his so I picked it up on a whim. That pre-dated my interest in wine, actually. I was bored so I bought it then of course I had to learn about wine to make use of it."




"Naturally." She smiled as the word rolled off her tongue like silk. Matthew caught himself wondering what else that tongue of hers could do.




He cleared his throat to knock away the sex thoughts. Not yet. "So, yeah. It's worked out well so far, but I must admit I'm a little ignorant about what makes a good wine and what doesn't."




"Ahh. It's easy. Want me to help you?" Her lips puckered slightly while her eyes flared warmth. Even as beautiful as she was she was easy to get along with. Every look of hers was warm and–for now. This flew in the face of all of Matthew's experience with hot women in the past. It took a little adjusting to get used to.




"I uhh–yes, please."




"Ok." She took her glass by the stem and swirled it around causing the wine to whirlpool around in a perfect circle. "But first–and I hate to do this, trust me–we need to get our arrangement out of the way, ok?" 




"Of course. I wouldn't want you to think I'm gonna stiff you." She looked up at the word "stiff" and smiled seductively, giving a quick lip bite as she flared her nostrils. Feisty, feisty woman. Remember, she's a professional, Matt.




They discussed the payment. Matthew played off his excitement as the rate came in much cheaper than he had anticipated. Either things had changed over the previous years or he was getting a steal for this price. He slyly took out only half of the money he had expected to cover the cost and passed it to her. She locked his hand as they met, raising an eyebrow in a brisk, seductive gesture. 




"This is for how long, again?"




"For the next six hours I'm all yours, Matt. I'm all yours and," she leaned in over the counter, popping out her cleavage even more, "you're alllll mine." She teased a finger down the slit in her cleavage, licking her top lip slowly as she let out a tiny wisp of a whimper.




"I–I can't wait." He swallowed. 




"Great." She slid the money carefully into her clutch, sighing audibly once it was holed away. "Now, that unpleasant business is through. Let's get back to wine tasting, shall we?"




"Agreed."




"Ok. So. After you’re done admiring the color you take your glass like this," the way she held the glass was so natural it was as if she grew up drinking wine. She kept one hand on her hip, her body barely twisting and slinking towards the glass hand where she held the stem with her thumb and index finger. "Good, good. You've got it. Now, a key part in drinking wine is getting a proper smell of it. To do that you need to swirl it around a bit, like so," she swirled the glass around again until the wine inside sloshed around and around. "And once you’re done with that you want to smell the wine. You see." With her nose in line with the rim of the glass she took a giant sniff, closing her eyes and standing up straighter as she sucked in the wine fumes. "Mmm. Delicious. The whole point of swirling and smelling is that swirling brings out additional flavor in the wine and then smelling it deeply impacts your taste for the better. I'm sure you've smelled something so strong before you could taste it, right?" Matthew nodded. "Same principle."




"Oh, ok. I see." Matthew mimicked her practiced motions as best as he could, but wound up flicking wine all over his face.




Anna pouted and whimpered once. "Oh you poor thing. Here, let me help you." She stepped forward until she was in his personal space, holding her face inches away from his. Her alluring strawberry sweetness overpowered the wine on Matthew's face, drawing him in towards her scent. She looked carefully as drops of wine dripped down the bridge of his nose towards his lips, flicking her eyes over with care. Matthew was about to speak–to say something awkward, likely–but just as he opened his mouth she moved in closer and kissed him, deeply. She planted soft, open-mouthed kisses along his soiled lips, sensually. Her hand wrapped around the back of his head and squeezed it, drawing him nearer to really kiss him passionately. Their making-out left stars in front of Matthew's eyes as if he just walked into sunlight. For a second he thought his knees were going to give out. As they parted she ran her fingers slowly over where the wine spilled on the rest of his face, taking off each drop gradually. She finished the cleaning, now standing only a foot away, and brought her wine-wet fingers into her mouth where she stuck out her tongue, planted two of the digits on it like they were a popsicle, and seductively sucked them deeper into her mouth, staring at him with deep, lustful eyes.




She swallowed the wine with a smack and grinned salaciously, not once taking her eyes off of her partner. "There. That better, Matt?" She had a look on her face that made it plain she knew how sexy that display was. Matthew could barely speak for the sudden loss of blood to his nether regions made him dizzy.




He blinked, cleared his throat, and ran a hand down his face, feeling where traces of her saliva clung to him like sticky paper. "Yes, much better."




"Grand."




Matthew downed the rest of his glass in one gulp while Anna watched, leaning into the island with languorous slouching. His nerves calmed a bit, although now his cock was painfully stiff in his trousers, struggling to tear the fabric to reach the freedom of air. While his nerves may have calmed that was akin to saying that you cooled off the fire by pouring a glass of water on it. Technically true, but it didn't make a lick of difference to the fire for long: it's still gonna rage and burn everything in its path. Matthew's libido was fire.




"So, as I understand you asked for me specifically," she said, gracefully sipping the wine with a casual air of a Queen at court. 




"Oh. The special? Yeah, I guess I did. I didn't really know what I was getting myself into, but I heard the Switch came highly recommended."




She smirked like a predator whose prey just walked unknowingly into its field of view. "I make it a habit of leaving men babbling incoherently when I leave. That much is true. The question is will you be among them?"




"I uhh-, certainly hope so, Anna."




The smirk turned wider, hungrier, and lustier, even. Matthew suddenly felt like prey, although he couldn't pinpoint why. There was a sudden shift in the air pressure as if it was turned down. His blood pulsed thicker.




"Well, then I don't think there's much else to do but to demonstrate to you why they call me the Switch."




"I was hoping you'd tell me beforehand," he coughed, "so I knew what I was getting myself into."




"Oh I could do that, but in my experience it is so much better if it's a surprise later." She closed the distance between the two of them, taking her body within a foot of Matt's. He found himself unable to turn away from watching her breasts rise and fall with her deep, rhythmic breaths. "Do you trust those who recommended me?"




"I–I guess. I don't really know them but they are respected members of the–" She silenced him with a shush as her index finger touched his lips gently. Her brows knit together, underlying the dominating air that hung around her. Matthew knew he was in the hands of an expert–a stunningly beautiful one at that–so he had no choice but to follow her lead. With professionals such as her you could always request something special, but he figured he may as well let her do what she does best.




She leaned forward until her head rested just above his shoulder. With her bright lips within kissing distance to his ear lobe she whispered, "I'm going to make you forget everything you thought you knew about sex before tonight. I'm going to do things to you you've never even thought possible." She traced a sensual outline of his cheekbones, nose, lips, with her right hand, drawing her fingertips in long, slow strokes across his features like they were braille. "Things you never thought you'd enjoy. In one night I will ruin you sexually for other women–and men too, I guess, if you’re into that sort of thing. Do you understand?"




Matthew nodded sheepishly.




She grinned again, dragging her fingers away from his face with a parting squeeze of his cheeks. "No you don't, but you will." 




"O–ok."




She moved her head and matched his gaze straight-on. From this close he could make out the perfectly smooth surface of her lips like two plump swells. "Now, where do you want to do this?"




"My bedroom I think would be the most natural." Matthew's hands went clammy. His heart and stomach fluttered.




She extended out her hand like a princess waiting for the doting of her subjects. "Lead the way, sweetie."




#




The trek upstairs to Matthew's bedroom flew by in a blur. The feet that carried him didn’t feel like they belonged to his body. Everything felt distant, out-of-touch, surreal. He had never had an out-of-body experience due to sex-anxiety before, so this was a new one, at least.




They entered into his sparsely furnished room, flicking on the light switch to show his low-framed bed slinking inches above the ground. Next to that: his nightstand, e-reader, and lamp. There was a mirror on a separate wall next to his closet which held all of his clothes in strict categorical order. The television across from his bed hung on the wall, powered off.




As Matthew looked at his room with only a vague familiarity Anna pushed him against the wall by his shoulders and kissed him passionately. For the first time he felt how strong she was–deceptively so–as she kept him pinned, working her hands down from his cheeks to the slight rips of muscles hidden under his shirt to his firm hips. She moaned softly as their kiss ended in a parting of their tongues, hers deft and agile while his were less-practiced.




"I want you to take your clothes off for me," she said, fluttering her eyebrows.




Matthew didn't say anything, just went to work following her order. He removed his shirt first, raising it above his head, suddenly feeling self-conscious over having his normal body next to someone so hot. If they were out at the beach this would've been one of those times where other people look at Anna, then him, and say "she's with him?!" Thankfully, his embarrassment was confined to his room. Once the shirt was no longer blocking his view he looked at her, meeting her eyes as she stared hungrily on at the display. Anna seemed genuinely excited to see him stripping down, which gave him no shortage of disbelief. 




"Now your pants," she ordered, smiling widely with a lip bite.




He swallowed and undid his belt, letting the ends of the leather strap fall outward as he did the same to his pants themselves. He stepped out of his pants and tossed them to the side. His erection stuck proudly inside of his boxers, sticking the fabric out like a tent. There was no more room for embarrassment now. He put his hands onto the waistband of the underwear and pushed down, only Anna's hands came down on his wrists first, blocking him in place.




"Here, let me help," she cooed in his ear, lust dripping off of her voice like thick oil. Holding his hands still she pushed down on his boxers slowly, guiding his grip along to remove them at the pace she wanted. Her eyes watched with intense heat as she followed his happy trail downward towards the base of his manhood. When the waistband of his boxers reached the crest of his manhood she leaned in again, bringing a strong whiff of her scent straight into his nose. "I better get lower for this one." She led off of him, placing a lick down his neck and chest as she slid to her knees, placing herself directly in front of his restrained, raging erection.




Matthew moved his hands away from his boxers as she grinned obscenely at his member, staring at it with a palpable, excited thirst. She tugged down forcefully on his boxers, springing his manhood down and then up again like a diving board. After a few rocks up and down it settled straight, neatly in line with her gaped mouth.




"Oh wow, what a beautiful, big cock you have. I am going to have a lot of fun with this one." She reached up and took Matthew's length in her right hand, wrapping her fingers around the center of it like a dumbbell. He tensed as she gripped him tightly, wringing his shaft with twisting pulls up and down. Matthew stared down as she worked his manhood with a tender grace, using one hand expertly on his dick while the other teased the soft patch of skin between his balls and ass. The touching at his taint shocked him at first–he never had any woman play with him there before–but he soon relaxed and let the contrasting light and deep prodding she doled out ascend his pleasure higher. 




"Oh, wow. That feels really good," he said as he rocked his hips back and forward with her stroking. She looked up expectantly and grinned, sticking out her tongue close enough to his tip that he could feel its warm presence like the heat from a lightbulb. His manhood warmed with pleasure.




"Mmmm. You firm up nice and hard, don't you Matt? Let's see if we can make you any harder." She took her hand away from his taint and brought it to his balls where she kept up her teasing touches, only this time she started with her dragging her nails lightly around his sack in figure eights, encircling his balls and occasionally offering gentle squeezes to his heaviness. As he reveled in her attention she surprised him with tugs down on his sack, sending a hundred tiny jolts of blissful electricity from his sack through his cock, to his center. He rolled his eyes back in his head, stifling spasms of pleasure, as she rolled his head around between her smooth hands, the pleasure at his glans almost too great to bear.




"Fuuuck, Anna," he moaned in a whispered daze. The only thing he could focus on was the tenacity with which she drove him towards higher levels of pleasure. Every swirl of her hands, every touch of her fingers, every soft moan that escaped from her throat got him drunker until he was thoroughly intoxicated and entranced.




There was so much more to come.




"I bet you'd like if I took your tip in my mouth..." she moaned barely above a whisper. She held her mouth open right in front of his tip, inhaling his scent before exhaling blasts of warm air all over his precum-slicked head. She waited for no response as she pushed forward, opening her mouth wider to accept his flared tip as if it was a lollipop. She wrapped her lips around the bottom of his head and sucked deeply, drawing his entire body forward with the way she worked her tongue in sensual flicks over his most sensitive spot. He looked down eagerly at her sucking, watching with awe as he saw her bright pink, plump lips wrap around his thickness and swallow his engorged head with soft, muffled whimpers. His member became soaked in her saliva. 




Anna's head bobbled and swayed as she took her mouth further down his shaft, taking each inch slowly, engulfing him in the warmth of her mouth. He grunted as her mouth sucked at him with a ferocity he never experienced before. She swallowed and gripped on his girth like she needed it for sustenance. He had heard of the term "cock-hungry" before and thought he understood, but in reality he realized he didn't know shit until she started bobbing up and down on his swollen rod like a drug fiend. Her lips smacked as she took him to and fro, slurping and swallowing at the byproducts of her effort with glee. This was one of Anna's favorite parts, so much so that she had a tendency to make her clients cum earlier than she intended. She loved the thrill of pleasuring the men, but she wasn't in this just for them: she wanted to get off, too. 




And she always needed to take matters into her own hands for that.




"Holy shit," Matthew said, his hands now holding onto the sides of Anna's perfectly-styled hair. His fingers dug past her hair to rest on her scalp, sometimes squeezing as she did one move or another that blew his mind. He could feel the cum well up from his balls and flood his shaft: his orgasm neared. Underlining her expertise, Anna slowed down her mouth-work, removed her mouth from the base of his cock, and looked up into his eyes with self-satisfaction. She took the rest of his length out with a loud smack as her lips kissed his wet tip, reveling in his sweetness.




"I'm glad you liked that, but that's only the beginning of what I can do for you, Matt. We've only teased the tip of my specialties."




"What else can you do?" Matt asked, fighting back a stammer. His head felt light, like half of its weight had disappeared. 




She stood up in a seductive, sultry swagger, somehow swaying her hips as she reached her full height. "Are you sure you're ready to find out? Some men find they can't handle what I bring to the arrangement..." She ran her hands in looping strokes around the hem at the bottom of her dress, sometimes gripping the dress and pulling it upwards. The front of her dress had ruffles and wrinkles, obscuring the view at her center, leaving it a jumbled mess of fabric that concealed what she hid under its pink confines. Matthew couldn't see but he guessed by how high it was right now he'd be able to see hints of the cheeks of her bubble butt if she turned around. 




"I'm–I'm ready. I think." 




She flashed a seductive smile, letting her bright white teeth show through her lips. Matthew could still feel her mouth wrapped around his member: phantom sucking. "Oh you're a bold one. I'll start you off slow, big boy, since you've been so nice to let me suck your cock like that, which, I must say was incredible. I loooove sucking dick, in case you couldn't tell."




"I could guess. You were remarkable." His manhood still pulsed with excitement, twitching in quick pulses up and down.




"So here's what we're going to do. I'm going to show off my body for you, one part at a time. Ok?"




Matthew nodded, unable to speak at how excited he was to finally be able to see Anna nude. For as much skin as she showed that dress was tight enough to not show an iota more than she wanted, even as it seemed her jiggly bits were inches away from popping out.




Anna reached behind her neck, grabbed the knot were her the two thick straps of her dress tied together, and looked at Matthew with a wink. He kept his gaze focused solely on her tits as she slowly undid the straps, letting one side fall down in front of her while she held the other up. Just the glance at her bare delicate collarbone was enough to have Matthew salivating and starving for more. The fallen strap laid in front of her breast, still covered up by the dress. That would change.




She let go of the other strap, letting it dangle down in front of her chest. Her huge tits stayed snug in the dress, albeit with more of the soft skin at the top exposed to his hungry eyes. She knew she had him utterly captivated with every move. She relished the attention that radiated from him like a homing beacon. She grabbed the ends of the straps that now hung level with her navel, gripping them in clenched fists and dragged them lower, just low enough to show off the barest hint of her pink areolas. Matthew's mouth fell open as she stopped the pull, wanting more so bad he could taste it. 




She clicked her tongue agains the top of her mouth. "I want you to ask for more, sweetie. I love it when men beg for me," she said, firm, but not unpleasant. This was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and had no problems asking for it.




"Oh God please. I want to see your tits, Anna. I want to touch them and play with them and suck on them and–"




He stopped speaking in the instant she tugged the straps down, bringing the entirety of her chest freely into view. Her breasts were even more magnificent than Matthew could've imagined: perfectly perky with just a hint of sag from their weight and two beautiful pink nubs poking out from the front like headlights, or more like bug lights for how much they attracted Matthew to her bosom. 




A babbling stream of sounds came out of his mouth. Without thinking he carried his body forward and descended into her chest face-first like it was a pillow. He groped at her mounds, squeezing and sucking with a hunger that surprised even him. He rolled his tongue around each nipple in turn, feeling them lengthen along with her moans. It felt so good to be with a woman again, to be in control of giving pleasure. Years of abstinence made him forget how enjoyable it was, but now he was making up for lost time. He smothered his face in the valley between her tits, pushing from their sides until it felt like he could pass out. She arched her back and giggled, then moaned as he didn't let up, enveloping himself in her endowed chest. Even as he pulled his head away he kept his hands on her tits, kneading and massaging them like stress-relieving balls. 




"Mmmm Matthew. Little bit of a breast man, are we?"




Falling completely under control of his lust he replied bluntly, "oh I'm an ‘everything man’.”




She smiled knowingly, as if taunting what he thought he knew. "We'll see about that, sweetie." Still caught up in grabbing her tits, Matthew didn't even notice Anna move her arms until they were clutched tightly around his forearms. "And now, we move on. There will be plenty of time to get familiar with my chest later."




Anna pushed his arms down to his naked hips and patted them to stay in place. He got the hint, controlling his lust for the moment. She grabbed the bottom of her hem again and raised it up higher, almost to the point of seeing what hid between her legs. Instead of flashing her front she swiveled, turning herself around like she was on a rotating dial. She backed against his nude frame until her clothed ass pressed against his stiffness. He moaned in surprised delight as she grinded into his groin, feeling every inch of his manhood yearn to be inside of her. Her wondrous cheeks acted as cushioning as he pushed back against her, wanting nothing more than to pull that dress up and shove his cock deep inside her warmth. 




Almost as if she sensed his exact want, she turned her head to the side and spoke. "Lift up my dress for me." She didn't have to tell him twice. He ran his hands up the backs of her toned thighs until they met the bottom her dress. He grabbed the shiny material tightly, remarking just for a second how smooth it was before lifting it up to reveal her bare ass. She wore no underwear, no trace of thong–or tan-lines for that matter. 




Now they touched skin-on-skin, the white hot heat from his cock pressing right in between her bubble cheeks in her crack. He seized two handfuls of her cheeks, one in each hand, and squeezed like he was getting paid for it. She writhed in pleasure against his touch, somehow backing herself up more to apply more pressure to his raging manhood. He let go and reveled in the way her body felt against his, and then cupped the bottom of her insane cheeks and giggled like a schoolboy. Matthew pushed her forward and slapped each cheek gently to exaggerated yelps of delight from Anna.




"Ooooh! Naughty boy! How did you know I liked my ass smacked like that?" she hissed. He smacked again, this time hard enough for her to yelp for real. A new lusty-rage took over. All he wanted to do was smack her until her cheeks were bright red with his handprints. Before she allowed that to happen though she reached behind and stroked his maddeningly-stiff member, pressing it into the small of her back as she arched into him.




"Ughhh," he moaned, tilting his head back until he faced the ceiling. She let go and stepped forward a few feet, leaning into her knees just enough to show off the entirety of her plump ass. Matthew literally drooled.




"There's just one more thing I need to show you, honey," she said, half in a whisper, half in a low, sultry chant. She turned to face her partner. This part always made her nervous: not over the money–she already got that–but because there was a litany of possible reactions that she had to deal with when she revealed herself all the way to the men who weren't aware of what she was. 




"I want to see all of you..." Matthew said. He stepped closer to her but she pushed him back.




"And I want you not to freak out..."




"What? Why would I freak out? It's not like I haven't seen a pussy before."




She said nothing, merely smiled meekly and hiked her dress up to her waist. Matthew's jaw dropped lower than it had all night.




"What is this I don't even–"




"I have a cock."




"Well, obviously."




"Right. This is my specialty. There's only a few of us at the service that have one of these." She nodded down towards her raging member. Her cock was just as hard as Matthew's, if not moreso, and longer too. It was a cock straight out of a porno. Beside his disbelief, he couldn't help but be a little jealous. Her erection stuck out proudly: veiny and bulging and solid. The contrast between her cock and the rest of her feminine frame was so disorienting and life-altering for Matt he almost passed out.




"But what do you do with it–oh my God, I get it: It's a prostate thing, isn't it?" His face fell slack.




She shook her head, chuckling. "That's one of the many things I'm good at. I can give you the most incredible orgasm of your life if you let me, or you can live out fantasies of sucking a dick without fear of being with a man or we can jerk each other off, or you can watch me jerk myself off or... I think you'll find there are many things we can do with one another that would blow your mind."




The penny dropped. Through his awe in how gorgeous she was he didn't even realize the voice at the back of his head telling him that there had to be a catch, somewhere, even if that catch led him to an uncontrollable, spasming, toe-curling orgasm...




"I can tell you're having second thoughts," Anna said, backing away from Matthew's stunned expression. She pulled her dress off the rest of the way until she stood fully naked, staring intently at him as he sat on his bed, almost forlorn. "I understand your hesitation, but I assure you: there's no woman who can do the things to you that I can." Anna reached down for raging member and grasped it within her hand, drawing her right hand up and down its length without any hurry while her left trailed its way upwards her taut stomach towards her lovely breasts. The tease snapped him out of his trance. When her hand reached her chest she squeezed one of her tits and moaned, arching her back. The way her voice broke through the still air was so erotic, so alluring, that it almost made Matthew forget she had a cock. She continued playing with her chest, kneading one breast before moving on to the next, pinching her nipples until they stiffened.




As much as he wanted to take in only what was happening at her chest she was too far away to block out half of her body. From the bottom of his eyes he'd catch her strokes: the sensual way she jerked her futa cock, aiming it first upward and then outward towards him, moaning with delight as she applied just a little extra pressure to her tip with a flourish. She stopped masturbating once just long enough to lick her palm and fingers before bringing them back down to her manhood where she resumed her stroking with a newfound, lubricated fervor. As time went on Matthew found himself staring more at the way she handled her package than the way her tits jiggled with each touch; the way her balls bounced gently up and down with the hard strokes; the way even from this distance he could make out a sliver of precum coating her tip in preparation. She was radiant, cock and all. 




Without thinking Matthew started masturbating, watching her every move as she  bit her lip and spun around to show off her bountiful butt. She drew a finger agonizingly slow through her crack, pausing just a second at her asshole and moaning. Her grin colored the moan with an upbeat flutter.




Matthew's pace quickened.




"You see, I'm still mostly woman," she said, spreading her legs shoulder-width apart. "I just have something extra to satisfy your deepest desires. A finger in the ass is good and all, but nothing compares to a big cock ramming against your prostate..." She bent over far enough to display her large balls hanging freely between her thighs, the pair slapping against her skin with her own strokes. 




A thought popped into Matthew's mind unbidden. "Do you–can you get off with that thing?" he asked, merely slowing his jerking but not stopping entirely.





She turned around with a wide smirk. They always come around, she thought. "With this?" She shook her cock in his direction and took a few steps forward.




"Yeah, I mean, can you have a penile orgasm?"




"Oh, oh yes I can." She took another step closer. Her strawberry scent, mixed with a new, natural musk filled his nose. "You know how women have longer orgasms?"




Matthew nodded, looking up from her manhood that glistened a foot away from him to see her face above her heavy hanging tits. 




"I have the same kind of orgasms with this as I did with my pussy. Long, intense, body-quaking. It's incredible."




"And what about cum?"




"Do I shoot it, you mean?"




"Yes," he averted his eyes away. The sloshing sounds of her masturbating pulsed in his ear.




"My balls function just as yours do. If you want to see for yourself..." One final step closer. She turned her hips to the side so as not to hit Matthew in the face with her member, the hunk of flesh now mere inches to the side of his cheek.




He opened his mouth, not to suck on her engorged tip, but in awe at the twitching cock in front of his eyes. He was at a loss for how to continue. This was not at all what he expected when he called for a Switch, but the pieces were beginning to fit in, from the cryptic clues left by the Internet commenters to the vague things Anna said earlier.  




"Go on, you can touch it if you like. Have you ever touched another cock before?"




"Never," he croaked. 




"I won't hurt you. Touch me, Matt," she purred. The softness in her voice enticed him. A sensual aura enveloped the air around them. 




Fuck. What do I do? He bit the inside of his cheek. That's a hell of a cock. And what if what she said was all true about the best orgasm of all time? I should've known what I was getting myself in to. Hardly the first time she met a man going through a sexual existential crisis, Anna watched his furrowed brow with amusement. This was a delicate moment where the slightest wrong move could set her John off and crying away. She sweetened the deal for him, teasing his eyes with slow, fingertip strokes along the underside of her shaft while she she sucked on her fingers. This visual was guaranteed to remind of him how well he just had his cock sucked, warming his conscience to the idea of servicing–and being serviced by–her. His brows unfurled.




"I've made a decision."




"And...?" She stopped stroking.




"Well, I've already paid you and..." he looked away sheepishly, "I've always wondered what it would be like with another dick before..."




Anna beamed. "Plenty of men have. There's no shame in it, honey."




Matthew let his guard down. Want flooded through his nervous system like a unrelenting storm. Every muscle in his body ached to power closer to orgasm. His manhood twitched excitedly, staving off blue-balls for the time being. 




Overtaken by lust he grabbed for the stiffness in front of his eyes. Anna's engorged flesh-rod pulsed with blood as he took it in his hands, marveling at its size and solid shape. She grabbed onto her hips as he tugged at her with a nervous excitement, exploring her length with care before speeding up his pace and grinning like a madman. Underneath his hands, rigid like a totem pole, his cock raged for more attention. He took one hand off of her massive member and stroked himself, timing both strokes in unison out of necessity–he wasn't the most coordinated man in the world. 




Sex-fueled grunts, masculine and feminine alike, wove together into a duet of forbidden lust. The same want that powered his hands to do things they never did before also spread to his mouth, where he salivated like a hound for a taste of her stiff flesh. As always, Anna sensed it first.




Her hands came to the side of his head and tilted it upward, forcing him to look past her cock and tits to look into her stunning ice-blue eyes. "Suck me, Matt. Suck me and I'll give you everything you didn't know you wanted."




With no hesitation he leaned forward, bringing his ass to the edge of the bed, and plummeted to her throbbing erection with an open mouth until her tip was planted between his lips. The first thing he noticed about sucking cock was just how right it felt to have a dick in his mouth, filling his opening up until he couldn't take anymore. Anna cursed as he took her organ as deep as he would go–more than halfway down the length of the engorged shaft. He rolled his tongue over the ridges and veins like it was his job, paying close attention to her sensitive glans. 




He sucked and smacked her cock, groaning into the thickness with a strained lust. Anna pushed him forward farther from the back of his head, forcing him down until the entire thing was smashed in his mouth. Tears immediately welled in his eyes as it smacked the back of his throat. Suppressing a gag reflex, he attempted to swallow her organ into a comfort spot but found it impossible. He broke out of her handhold and pulled his head off of her length, panting for air as his mouth was free again with troubled breaths. 




"I can't take it like that." Matthew wiped his lips with his forearm, swiping away his saliva and bits of her precum from his face. He still tasted every inch of her. He wanted more, but Anna was ready for something entirely different.




"Ok. Then let's try a different way." She picked Matthew up by his underarms, surprising him again with her strength. He should've known better than to be surprised by anything she did after she whipped out her gorgeous cock.




"What do you mean?"




"You'll see. Get on the bed."




"But you just pulled me o–"




She pushed him square in the middle of the chest, knocking him off his balance and tumbling backward into the cushion of the mattress. He landed flat on his back, legs and arms splayed in all different directions. In a flash she jumped up and straddled his limp frame, landing over his hips with feline grace. Her cock pressed against her stomach while his reached upward, grazing against the bottom of her sack and taint. She leaned forward until her tits dangled against his chest, swinging her body from side to side to tease him while their cocks patted against one another with exploratory touches. Matthew grunted, first in surprise and then in wanting, as her manhood first slid against his. She held her body in place as their most sensitive bits touched. 




"Have you ever put anything in your ass before?" she asked, flecks of saliva spraying from her mouth a few inches outward to land on his ear. He shivered.




"What?" 




"You heard me. Have you ever put your finger up your ass? Even just to see what it felt like?" She nibbled on his earlobe, once, twice, and then a third time, grunting inwardly like a crazed-woman as she tasted him. Matthew thought she could taste his hesitance.




"I... have, before."




"Oooh!" she squealed. "And what did you think?"




"I... really liked it."




"Oh, of course. Did you keep it in there until you blew your load?"




"... yes."




"Good boy." She kept her mouth against his ear as she continued, both hands pressed against his hips and the mattress for stability. He couldn't help but notice the tip of her cock leaking gobs of precum onto his stomach. He didn't mind it, either. "Now, what I'm going to do is similar to that, only quite a bit more powerful."




She shifted just a bit and Matthew felt the unmistakable presence of her thick tip at the opening to his ass. The grin she wore would've been scary had it not been fueled with lust. Her pleasure at what was about to occur radiated in an intoxicating cloud, wrapping Matthew up in her want as well. He wanted to fuck and get fucked, all at the same time.




"O...kay." 




"I just need you to relax, ok? Cause I don't want to have to force my way in. That won't be fun for you."




Before Matt could respond she kissed him passionately, sticking her tongue against his with a desperate longing. She squeezed his hips and frenched him long and hard, kissing him like he had never been kissed before. There was a sensuality to her moves, sure, but also an animalistic lust that overpowered any thoughts of backing out he may have had. He kissed her back, trying to match her feverish intensity while also trying to loosen his asshole as best he could.




Time carried on disjointedly: in some senses it seemed like minutes she laid on top of him, slowly working her tip into the opening of his ass, whereas in others it was only seconds. After awhile of coercing and loosening, Matthew felt the indisputable spreading of his asshole opening from Anna's nudges. 




She was big. No way around that. Her cock was far bigger than his finger–or two fingers–and it felt like it. He couldn't fathom that he was actually taking it inside of him, like it was all some sort of dream, but there was no mistaking the pleasure at his prostate as she touched his little hot button from within. 




Buried balls deep in his ass, Anna laid still for a moment, eyes closed and biting her lip, before carefully inching her hips backwards. Matt's ass reflexively adjusted at the change in fullness by squeezing down on her member with a tightness that he didn't know he was capable of. 




The sensations that followed her thrusts was unlike anything he experienced in the past, even including the times he fucked himself silly with his own finger. He bucked his hips against her force, accepting her movements with moans and groans from deep within. There was a new intimacy as Anna filled him to the brim with her thickness, an acceptance that catapulted his lust to a new height. She went faster, grabbing his legs under the knee and wrapping them around her lower back. Matthew took the opportunity to eagerly squeeze her bouncing breasts between his sweaty palms, trying to keep her boobs still and willingly failing miserably at it. They just bounced so amazingly in his hands he couldn’t help but let them do it. 




She fucked him harder, grunting into his ear and telling him how much of a filthy, bad boy he was between licking him up and down, sometimes nibbling on random patches of skin.




Every nerve tingled in his lower half, especially his groin and ass, as he focused on the pleasure that blossomed from his butt like a blooming flower. If he closed his eyes it felt like he was floating on rings of light, carried forward to bliss by some unknowable force. When he opened them he stared in amazement at the gorgeous woman currently railing his asshole, pushing away the disbelief for the moment that he would share intimacy like this with someone so hot. Her hair dangled down onto his chest as she slammed into him, teasing his nipples and stomach with wispy blonde tips.




She took one hand off of the mattress and brought it to his stiff member, jerking it along with her thrusts. Warmth spread from within his cock and balls to his center, his chest, and everywhere else in a matter of seconds. Every inch of his skin felt radioactive with building orgasm. As she continued fucking she pushed harder and faster, ultimately taking her hand off of his cock to focus on really drilling into him. He took over from her stroking with jerks of his own up and down his shaft. His touch was almost too good because as soon as he stroked a few times he felt the urge to blow his massive load all over himself: he’d have to pace himself if he wanted this to continue any longer. So, instead, he merely held onto his member while she plowed her length into his asshole. 




He held off, but not for long.




The pleasure that welled up within him was something incredible, something powerful, something that left him with no control over his body. He bucked his hips as she fucked him harder and harder, each thrust unrelenting and forceful, but tender all the same. Anna had a way of fucking your ass so hard you couldn't see straight, while at the same time gently stroking your cheek and whispering how wonderful it felt to be with you. Matthew understood now what it was to be penetrated; what it meant to be taken raw and accept someone within you. Granting someone access into your body was such a personal and intimate experience that just merely sticking your dick in a hole couldn't possible compare with the well of emotions that sprang within from getting fucked.




"Oh God I'm so close. Keep drilling me just like that!" Matthew moaned in a low growl.




Anna grunted and pumped harder, desperate lust flaring like a fire behind her eyes. Her entire tanned body was reddened with exertion and passion while their sweat dripped and intermingled with one's another slippery frame. Matthew jerked his cock as the pressure within his ass became almost too much to bear. He could feel the tension grow and grow and grow, each second threatening to overtake his body and send him into a quivering mess.  




It wasn't long before his concern turned out to be justified. As the prostate orgasm exploded he lost total control of his body. His hand jerked his cock in fits and spurts as blast after blast of thick, white cum sprayed out of his manhood all over his stomach, chest, and face. It wasn't that he was in control of his hand, just that it twitched along in time with the rest of his muscle spasms. The amount of cum that sprayed out of his tip was unfathomable. He had never seen that much cum before in porn, much less blow that much himself. Each pulse that shot out of him felt like a bullet firing out of his hardness–and as the hot milky drops landed on him it kind of felt that way, too.




As he gave way to his orgasm Anna came as well: shooting her seed into his bowels and letting out a deep, primal grunt that belied her feminine figure. Her body jerked with each of her own powerful blasts like a seizure tore through her. The pair stared at one another as they came in unison, fighting through the disorienting haze of cumming to find each other and cling tighter. Matthew begged her to stop between frantic pants, but he didn't mean it for a second. His orgasm went on and on, carrying him higher in its grasp, before dropping off slowly to disappear into nothing. Anna's ended shortly thereafter, her remaining strength fleeing along with it so quickly she collapsed onto his chest in an exhausted heap.





"I... I..." Matthew spoke, looking for the words to continue but finding none. Flashes of their experience appeared and disappeared in front of his eyes quickly. Later, minutes after cumming his cock was still ridiculously erect, almost as if he didn't get off at all. 




Anna rolled off of his body, spent and smiling. She rested her hand on his chest while she laid on her side, leaning into the mattress enough to push her breasts together. They looked even larger like this. Matt had to force himself to look away: his cock wanted more but the rest of his body, much less his mind, could barely move.




She sighed, sending a blast of cool air onto his neck as she cuddled closer. "I told you we were going to have fun tonight."




Through glassy eyes he stared, her face switching in and out of focus like someone was twisting the focusing ring of a camera, barely able to comprehend the events of the night.




Did I really get fucked....? Does she actually have a cock...? What the fuck did I really cum that much...? The questions piled up in his mind but the way his entire body pulsed with satisfied bliss was enough to tell him the answer to all of those was an affirmative, resounding yes. 




Now that he experienced a futa and her cock he knew the reviews of the Switch were true. In fact, with the way he felt now they nearly undersold her capabilities. There is nothing in this world quite like getting pinned down and fucked deep by a woman, and now that he experienced that this was something he intended to relive as much as possible.




I wonder how the other women are at the service… he thought before crashing into sleep. Anna wrapped her leg around his and passed out too. The two of them slipped deep into unconsciousness quicker than the length of their body-quaking, Earth-shaking orgasms. 




                                        




The End
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