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The Invitation 
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It had been a full month since my breakup with Kym. A month with no contact whatsoever, and no attempt to reconcile from either of us. That’s why her invitation for a ‘night in’ at her place came completely out of the blue. 

What was her plan? In her text she said she just wanted to ‘talk’, but we both knew things wouldn’t go that way. There was far too much sexual chemistry between us to simply ‘talk’. 

Musing on our time together, perhaps that was part of the problem. We were all sex, no talk. 

Very few dates made it to the end. Sometimes she’d tear me into the bathroom, other times we’d end up in the back of my car before we even drove home. 

She made me feel like a teenager again, so full of lust and vitality. That kept us together for so long. But her intensity also drove us apart. 

In my defense, our relationship had started as purely sexual, and both of us found it difficult to talk about our feelings. We’d both suffered our fair share of heartbreak in our pasts, and neither of us was eager to repeat the experience. 

She’d come on way too strong, calling or texting late at night or when she knew I was with someone else. It was a massive red flag for me, and I’d wound things down once I realized that. 

She was also pretty jealous, too. She had trouble with the fact I’d enjoyed being with both guys and girls in my past. Made her feel like she ‘couldn’t trust me around anyone’, in her words. We weren’t ever ‘exclusive’, but it sure felt like she wanted things to become that way. 

All the reasons for our breakup whirred around my head, along with all the fun times we had and the possibility there was more fun to be had between us.

A wry smile curled the corners of my lips as memories of what we’d got up to during our time together appeared in my mind’s eye, as clear as day. 

The visit to an adult movie theater. The time I’d tied her up and did everything I ever wanted to. The first time she asked me to pee on her. Yep, she was a kinky one, for sure. 

Casting my mind back to all those times, part of me couldn’t help but wish she’d been in charge once or twice. That she’d tied me up and done whatever she wanted to.

I had a real submissive streak, but I’d only been lucky enough to explore it with other men. None of the women I’d been with seemed interested in taking charge and being the dominant one. 

Of course I’d asked to try some things, but she’d always shrugged it off or changed the subject. It didn’t stop me thinking about them, though. I wondered if, subconsciously; it was another reason I’d broken things off. To find someone else to explore all the things I wanted to discover about myself with. 

Staring at the invite, it was difficult to stop my mind from wandering back and forth between the good and the bad. The potential we had left and all the history we had together. 

Still, I couldn’t help wonder what lay in store for me tomorrow night. Something about the excessive use of suggestive emojis in her texts had me thinking she had some sort of surprise planned. Something kinky, if I knew Kym, and I think I did by now. 

There was only one way to find out what it was. 

Taking a deep breath, I replied that I’d see her there. Now I just hoped I didn’t regret my decision for the rest of my life. 

I’d not been with anyone else since the breakup, and I was going through tissues at an alarming rate, simply reminiscing about my time with her. Part of me knew once I was in her house, in the presence of her exotic, vanilla scent and alluring, perfect hourglass figure, I’d be helpless. I’d end up doing whatever she suggested, and we’d be back at square one. 

I sighed in defeat. The memory of her amazing breasts being pushed together whilst she waited for me to cover them in my cum was enough to get my blood pumping toward my cock and in need of another wank. 

It had taken a tremendous amount of effort, but somehow I’d broken her hold over me. Going back could only spell trouble if she wove her magic spell over me once again. 

Why was I doing this to myself? I couldn’t help but wonder as my phone pinged, confirming the details from Kym, and I replied instantly.

“Well, with Kym you know it’s going to be memorable...” I sighed to my empty apartment, my cock already hard with anticipation.
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Arrival

[image: ]


“Hi!” Kym greeted me, that huge, beautiful smile as dazzling as ever. 

Fuck. I was in trouble. 

Wearing a low-cut, white vest top and the shortest denim skirt I’d ever seen her in, it was a real effort not to let every ounce of restraint disappear as my blood flowed from the more rational parts of my brain to the more primal parts of me down below. 

“Hi.” I managed a weak smile, tearing my eyes away from the vast expanse of her cleavage. Staring into her eyes wasn’t much better, though. 

She had the deepest, darkest brown eyes and it was far too easy to get lost in them if I wasn’t careful. 

“Come in.” She smiled, gesturing dramatically as she stepped out of the doorway. She bowed just enough for me to see she didn’t have a bra on, and my eyes were instantly on stalks, her magnificent, large breasts fighting to find their way out of the small confines of the tiny piece of material of her vest top masquerading as clothing. I knew she had something planned. 

Kym wasn’t the kind of girl who could afford to go without a bra; her breasts were far too big for that. It made running impossible, or anything fairly physical for that matter. I suppose she figured she wouldn’t be wearing it for long, if things turned sexual between us, like they always did. 

Making myself comfortable on the couch, where we’d fucked many times, it was as if no time at all had passed between us. Or at least it would, if I didn’t feel super awkward about how I’d broken things off.

Yet here I was. Sitting there as casual as anything whilst she handed me a coffee. 

“Just the way you like it.” Her huge smile appeared, as did her subservient nature. She was a people-pleaser, for sure. It was another reason it was difficult not to fall for her. 

“Thanks.” I took it from her, returning her smile. 

Making herself comfortable next to me, I was painfully aware that my cock was hardening in her presence already. That intoxicating aroma of vanilla and jasmine had already filled my nostrils, and it was robbing me of my ability to think straight. 

“So, how’ve you been?” She asked, her musical voice tinkling in my ears. 

“I... I’ve been good, thanks.” I replied, neglecting to mention the fact I’d been masturbating to the memory of her non-stop for the past month. “You?”

“Oh, I’ve been ok. Been thinking about us a lot.” She replied, as frankly as that. 

“Uh-huh...” I sipped on my coffee, not wanting to reveal anything or let her know my cock was rapidly becoming a problem behind my clothing.

“Thinking about all the fun times, all the really fun times, and some of the things you said.” Her voice dropped a little lower, shifting to a much more suggestive tone. 

“Yeah?” Was all I could reply. 

“Yeah...” She purred, her voice shifting to sound predatory. 

“What about the things I said?” I turned to face her, the electricity building between us. 

I noticed her erect nipples poking through her vest and longed to take just one of them in my mouth again. 

“Oh, just that you wanted me to be in charge for once. That, and how you’ve been with guys before and missed it a bit...” I put my cup down on her table, curious to see where things were heading. 

Normally when she mentioned the fact I’d been with other men, or that I missed it, there was a definite tone of jealousy to her voice. Not this time, though. It made me both suspicious and excited all at once. 

“Yeah... and what were your thoughts about both of those things? Getting angry I was with some guy since we broke up?” I leveled the accusation at her, hoping it might shift the conversation away from the sexual, suggestive direction it had taken. 

“Oh, no. Nothing like that. It just made me... curious. That’s all.” She whispered, batting her eyelashes in a way I’d seen so many times before. In the Chinese restaurant before I’d followed her to the toilet and we’d got caught. At her parents’ place when I’d taken her upstairs for a quickie. Yeah, I knew that look. 

“Curious, how?” I gulped hard, imagining all the different directions this conversation might head in. 

“Curious about what it might feel like to be in charge of you. Or to watch you take a big, thick dick in your cute little ass...” She spat the words out, a dominant side to her shining through which I’d never seen before. 

I was as hard as a rock.

“And... and those thoughts were... appealing?” I dared to ask, suddenly shifting to a much more submissive version of myself. I was now putty in her hands and awaiting every word out of her mouth. 

“I’ll say. I ended up doing some very thorough research into things...” Our faces were mere inches from each other as she said the words, and I longed to kiss her. 

Something kept me locked in place, though. Like I was waiting for her to make the first move. Like I had to wait for her to make the first move. I needed her permission.

The tension between us was tangible, and she knew it. Waiting for her to resolve it by kissing me, touching me, anything was killing me, but the submissive part of me was really getting off on it. And she knew it. 

“Don’t you want to... do anything?” She questioned, a sly smirk across her face. 

“I was kinda waiting for you to...” I took that as my cue, leaning closer to kiss her, starting the inevitable fucking we’d both been dancing around since I arrived. 

My lips met nothing but her finger as she ducked out of the way. Holding it against my mouth as if ‘shushing’ me, I was instantly frozen in place. 

“Ah, not yet, sweet boy. You don’t get to decide that today...” She smiled, reveling in the power she held over me in this moment. 

“Ok.” I mumbled, like a chastised child. I returned to my original sitting position and adjusted my clothing as best as I could against my painful erection, eager to see what happened next in this complete change of power dynamic. 

“Good boy. That reminds me, you’ve still not seen your surprise yet...” She stood up in front of me, her hands on her hips, cutting quite the dominant figure.

“Is it sexy underwear?” I chanced to guess, trying to keep my voice as calm as possible whilst my cock swelled behind my fly. The sparks between us were flying now, and there was more blood in my cock than in my brain. He was running the entire show now. 

“Nope. Guess again. You’ll never guess.” She giggled. It was a musical yet mischievous sound, and part of me grew impatient at her game whilst another basked in the fact she was completely in control of me right now. Just like I’d always wished she would be. 

“Erm... is it a kinky new toy?” There was much less nonchalance to my voice as her hold over me became harder to conceal. 

“Nope.” She shook her head, her cruel smirk growing larger by the second. “Do you give up?” 

I nodded. Her smile became darker and her hands moved from her hips to the front of her thighs, traveling upward slowly and taking the edge of her skirt with them.

“It’s... this...” She spat the word out as sleazily as possible whilst she lifted her short skirt upward at a teasingly slow speed. 

My cock was solid as rock as she revealed the soft skin of her thighs, and the shiny purple panties at the very top of them. But the closer I looked, something looked different about those panties. 

Giggling as she rearranged them, I noticed there was a shape inside of them. In fact, several ‘shapes’ were present. Like little bulges. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think it looked just like...

Holy shit.

Pulling the shiny material to one side, she confirmed my suspicions. It was a cock. 

My ex had a huge, fat cock sticking out from her. Dangling from out of her short denim skirt and peeking out of the side of her pretty panties.

And boy, was it a big cock...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Big Reveal
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“Kym? What the... how the hell... what?” I stumbled, struggling to form anything resembling a coherent sentence in the presence of the massive cock sticking out from my ex-girlfriend’s tiny, curvy, feminine body. 

“What? Don’t you like it?” She teased, swaying her hips from side to side. Her huge, semi-turgid length bobbed and weaved comically along with her movements. 

“I...” I continued to wrestle with my cognitive decline in the presence of something so strange. So awe-inspiring. So sexy. 

“I think he likes it...” Her eyes went to the enormous bulge of my crotch, twitching and growing even more since her big reveal. 

I didn’t know what to say. It was the things dreams were made of. My ex. Still gorgeous, still feminine, but now with something very masculine protruding out from her body. 

It was the best of both worlds. 

“Is it permanent?” I swallowed hard. So many questions came to mind, but that was the first one I could actually give voice to. 

“Oh no, I can ‘grow’ it or make it go away whenever I want. All I need is one little pink pill.” 

“Where did you find the pills?” 

“I told you, I’ve been doing research. Now, do you want to know how I got it, or are you more interested in doing something with it? Now that it’s right here, staring you in the face and begging for some attention...” Her voice trailed off, her hand wrapping slowly and deliberately around the thick, rapidly swelling shaft. 

“I would like to do something with it... please...” I whimpered, in a small voice I didn’t recognize coming from myself. 

“Good boy, remembering your manners.” She slowly tugged at it, pulling her foreskin back to reveal the shiny, precum soaked purple head. 

“Suck it.”

She said the words so coolly. With such authority, my body responded on autopilot, shifting forward to the edge of my seat whilst I reached out to take her in my hand.

Replacing her hand with mine, I felt its warmth swell and grow against my palm, and a surge of lust shot through me. It still wasn’t fully hard, and it was already enormous. Taking it into my mouth was going to be a challenge, to say the least. 

“That’s it... good boy...” Kym urged me on, stroking my hair as she eased herself into my open, willing mouth. 

The second my tongue touched her spicy sweet precum, a huge moan of pleasure left me. It vibrated up and down the length of her cock, making it grow further. 

“Oh! That felt nice...” She hissed, putting her hand on the back of my head to ease more of herself into me. 

Taking the huge shape all the way to the back of my throat, I felt her expanding rapidly within my warm mouth. Part of me was worried she would grow too big for me to take, and another was so turned on I desperately needed release. 

“Can I... can I touch myself?” I begged, detaching my mouth from her with a large, sloppy, wet sound. 

“No. Not yet.” She shook her head. It thrilled the submissive side of me to the core whilst grappling with the struggle of carrying out her wishes. 

A small groan of frustration left me completely beyond my control as my cock continued to press painfully against my clothing. It didn’t go unnoticed or unpunished.

“Oh? Don’t you want to serve me? Just for that, I may not let you touch yourself... at all...” She let the words hang in the air as she shoved herself back into my mouth, face-fucking me aggressively. 

Opening my mouth as wide as possible, I found I could take her deeper and deeper with every thrust. Deeper than I’d ever taken a cock before in my life. 

“Uh... that’s it... good boy... your pretty little mouth feels so fucking good!” She groaned, her voice lower and more assertive than I’d ever known.

Because of the command not to touch myself, I dedicated both hands to aiding my mouth in pleasuring my ex. I’m not sure why, but the threat of not letting me touch myself at all made it impossible to even think about disobeying her. I was instantly completely under her spell.

One hand assisted my mouth, wrapping around her thick shaft to stroke the several inches I couldn’t fit. The other cradled her heavy balls
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