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CHAPTER ONE


CHAPTER ONE

Her back hit the hotel room door before she even realized he’d moved.

Elias was huge—broad shoulders filling her vision, chest stretching the thin T-shirt he clearly hadn’t intended to keep on long. His presence alone made her swallow. But it was the pressure low on her stomach, the weight of his body pinning hers, that made her thighs tremble.

His breath warmed her ear as he murmured,
“I need to touch you. Been thinking about it all damn night.”

His hand slid down, fingers trailing heat over her hip. She felt his other hand come up beside her head, caging her between muscle and the door. She could smell the faint spice of his cologne and the deeper, darker scent of his arousal.

When his hips pressed forward, she felt it—
the heavy, impossible outline of him.

Her body reacted with a shiver so sharp it nearly buckled her knees.

He laughed softly, feeling it.
“You feel that? That’s what you do to me.”

She dared to look down.
And instantly regretted it—no, thrilled at it.

His jeans were straining obscenely. Not just a bulge.
A thick, long, frightening shape, pushing hard beneath denim, pointing up toward his waistband, the head resting on his hip because there was nowhere else for it to go.

Her lips parted. “Elias… that—That won’t—”

His fingers slid under her chin, tilting her face up.
Hungry eyes.
A smile that said he knew exactly what she was thinking.

“It won’t fit?” he repeated, voice dropping like gravel.
His thumb brushed her lower lip, teasing it open.
“Sweetheart, that’s half the fun.”

He guided her hand down, placing it over him.
The heat. The weight. The sheer thickness—

Her fingers didn’t even make it half way around.

She gasped.

His breath hitched, hips jerking involuntarily into her palm.

“Keep touching me and I’m going to ruin you against this door,” he growled.

Her thighs pressed together, instinctive and useless.

He leaned closer, mouth brushing her jaw as he spoke against her skin:

“Open your legs for me.”

Her body obeyed before her mind did, and he slid his hand between them, cupping her through her panties, feeling the heat of her need.

His low chuckle vibrated through her chest.
“Already wet… and I haven’t even shown you all of me yet.”

He pushed her panties aside with two fingers and dragged them slowly over her slit. She moaned—loud enough that he bit her shoulder lightly, as if punishing her for losing control so early.

Then he reached for his belt.

Metal clicked. Leather slid free.

And when he lowered his zipper—

She forgot how to breathe.

He pulled himself out into his hand, thick fingers unable to wrap around the base. Veins. Heat. Length that made her dizzy. His cock raised up and slapped against his stomach, the head resting against his sternum, reaching his chest. Holy shit.

Her mouth dropped open.

He smirked.
“Say it.”

“…It won’t fit,” she whispered.

He stroked himself once—slow, heavy, obscene.
His voice was raw when he answered:

“I’m going to make it.”

Elias didn’t give her time to think.

The second she whispered “it won’t fit”, his hand closed around her upper arm—gentle, but commanding—and he guided her downward.
Her knees hit the plush hotel carpet, and suddenly she was level with the impossible weight of him.

He towered above her, belt undone, jeans open just enough for his cock to jut forward into the air between them. Thick. Long. Heavy enough that it bowed slightly with its own weight.

Her breath hitched.

His fingers slid into her hair, slow and possessive, tilting her face upward.

“Open your mouth.”

She obeyed, lips parting, tongue flicking out in anticipation.

He dragged the blunt head across her mouth—coating her lips with hot precum, smearing it against the corner, letting it shine on her skin. She shivered.

“Look at you…” he murmured, voice dropping into a dark, hungry purr.
“Already shaking, and I haven’t even pushed inside.”

He tapped the head of his cock against her tongue once. Twice.
The weight of it made her jaw ache even before she tried to take him.

“Be a good girl,” he growled.
“Get it wet.”

She wrapped both hands around him—
And still couldn’t cover the whole length.

The thickness forced her fingers apart, her palms struggling to meet. She stroked slowly, reverently, watching his stomach clench as she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the swollen tip.

He sucked in a sharp breath.

“Jesus—your mouth is so small.”

She tried to take more. Her lips stretched, jaw burning with the effort, tongue flattening under the sheer weight of him. The head slipped past her teeth with a tight, obscene glide.

Her throat spasmed.

He groaned, deep and violent.
His free hand hit the wall above her head, steadying himself.

“Easy,” he rasped.
His grip tightened in her hair.
“Don’t choke yet. I want to watch you try.”

She relaxed her throat, pushed forward—
Her lips sliding down another inch, then another—

But the girth forced them wider, wider, until her jaw screamed and her eyes watered. Drool spilled over her lower lip, trailing down her chin.

He watched all of it with a look that bordered on feral.

“That’s it,” he growled.
“Fuck—look at you trying to take something you know won’t fit.”

She gagged softly around the breadth of him.
His hips jerked forward in response, an involuntary thrust that pushed him deeper, stretching her throat around hot, throbbing flesh.

Her nails dug into his thighs.

He exhaled sharply, a ragged, hungry sound.

“Again.”

She pulled back—strings of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft—and then slid forward with more determination, letting the weight of him press down her tongue, letting her throat open until she felt the thickest part threaten to wedge past where it shouldn’t be able to go.

Tears spilled.
Her breath hitched.
Her throat fluttered in protest.

He groaned like a man losing control.

His hand tightened in her hair—

“Fuck—just like that. Take it. Take—”

She gagged hard, choking around him, spit dribbling onto her chest.

He growled—deep, approving, possessive.

“You’re going to ruin me,” he whispered hoarsely.
His thumb wiped a tear from her cheek.
“And then I’m going to ruin you.”

Elias wasn’t finished with her mouth—not even close.

Her throat was still fluttering around the thick head of his cock when his grip in her hair tightened, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips stretched around him.

“Don’t run from it,” he growled above her.
“Open wider.”

She tried—God, she tried—but her jaw was already aching, trembling from the strain. Still, his hand guided her back onto him, inch by relentless inch, until the blunt head bumped the entrance of her throat again.

A desperate whimper vibrated around him.

His breath hissed between his teeth.

“There it is,” he murmured, voice gone gravel-dark.
“That tiny choke you make right before you break for me.”

He held her there, letting her feel the full impossible thickness pressing against the limit of what her body could handle. Tears pooled at her lashes; spit gathered at the corners of her mouth.

Then—

He pushed.

Not brutally, but with steady, unstoppable pressure, forcing her throat to decide: yield or fight.

It yielded.

Her gasp turned into a choked, gagging sound as the head breached the tight ring, sliding a fraction deeper. Her throat clenched violently around him, and he groaned—low, guttural, shaking with the pleasure of it.

“Fuck—your throat’s gripping me like it’s trying to milk me.”

Her nails tore at his thighs, half in protest, half in surrender. Drool spilled freely now, coating her chin, dripping down onto her breasts. Every instinct screamed at her to pull back—but his hand held her firmly in place, controlling the angle, the depth, everything.

He eased out just an inch—letting her gasp, sob, inhale sharply—then pushed back in, a little deeper than before.

Her eyes rolled.

Her throat convulsed again.

He groaned harshly.
“Look at you taking more than you swore you could.”

He began to guide her head—slow thrusts, heavy, deep, filling her mouth with every stroke, tapping the back of her throat with the fat ridge of his crown. Each time she gagged, his hips twitched, breath stuttering.

“Do it again,” he murmured, voice trembling with restraint.
“Let me hear you choke on it.”

She obeyed without meaning to; his size hit the limit again and her throat spasmed tight around him. The noise was wet, guttural, humiliating—and it made him lose control.

His hand clamped in her hair.
His hips thrust forward, burying more of him than she’d ever imagined she could take.

Her breath vanished.

Her eyes watered.

Her body shook.

His voice came out a ragged snarl:

“Fuck—yes. Take it. Take all of me. Show me that small, pretty mouth was made for this.”

He held her there, throat stretched impossibly around him, until she trembled on the edge of breaking—then pulled her back just enough for her to gasp a ruined breath before he sank her down again.

Her spit slicked everything: her lips, her chin, her neck, the base of his shaft. A strand dangled from her mouth to his cock as she coughed around him, trying to inhale.

He wiped it with his thumb—then pushed his thumb into her cheek, guiding her deeper.

“One more inch,” he whispered fiercely.
“Give me that, and I’ll make you scream later.”

And she did—her body fighting it, her jaw stretched to its limit, her throat convulsing in tight, helpless spasms as he fed her that last impossible inch.

His head hit her throat.
Her breath hitched.
His groan broke into a curse.

“Holy—fuck.”

He kept her there, trembling, drool pouring freely down her chest, her throat molded around him.

He was shaking.

She was shaking.

He whispered, almost reverently:

“You’re going to take the whole thing before the night’s over.”

Elias pulled her off his cock with a wet, obscene gasp, saliva stretching in glossy ropes from her swollen lips to the thick, glistening length she’d just choked herself on.

Her chest heaved.
Her throat worked in desperate swallows.
Spit dripped down onto her breasts in warm, trembling streaks.

Before she could catch her breath, his hand slid beneath her jaw, tilting her face up. He took in the wreckage he’d made—flushed cheeks, tear-streaked makeup, chin dripping—and his voice dropped into a reverent growl.

“Beautiful little mess.”

Then he kissed her.

Deep. Hungry. Claiming.
His tongue tasted her ruin, sliding past her lips as though he wanted to swallow every ragged breath she’d fought for. He groaned into her mouth when she whimpered against him, and the sound vibrated through her entire body.

His hands found her hips.

And he lifted her.
Just—hands under her thighs, gripping, hauling her up like she weighed nothing.

She gasped, instinctively wrapping her arms around his shoulders as her legs dangled for a moment, then hooked around his waist. His cock, still slick with her spit, pressed hot and heavy against her stomach as he carried her across the room.

Each step made her feel his size—massive, unreal, swollen enough to pulse against her skin with every heartbeat.

He laid her on the bed, spreading her out with a slow, purposeful touch.
Her thighs parted under his hands before he even asked.

He knelt between them.

“Good girl.”

His palms slid up her inner thighs, spreading her wider. He stared at her pussy like a starving man staring at a feast, his breath coming heavier, his cock twitching visibly.

“Look how wet you got from choking on me.”

She was soaked—her lips glistening, swollen, open with need. He traced a slow, teasing fingertip along her slit, gathering her slick.

She shivered violently.

Elias’s voice dropped to a whisper:
“I have to open you first. Or you’ll break on me.”

He brought his slick finger to her entrance and pushed—just the tip.

She gasped; her hips jerked.
But he kept going.

His finger was long and thick, and even that first inch made her walls clutch greedily. He pushed deeper, curling slowly, dragging a cry from her throat.

“Tight little thing,” he murmured, mesmerized by the way she clenched.
“How are you ever going to take me?”

He added a second finger.

Her breath fractured.

Her thighs trembled.
Her back arched.
Her pussy stretched around him, struggling—then yielding, inch by inch.

He watched her face as he moved, slow and deep, scissoring his fingers to open her. The wet sounds—slick, obscene—filled the room.

“Relax.”

She tried.

“Let me in.”

Her walls fluttered, softening for him. He pushed deeper, until his knuckles brushed her entrance and she made a broken, overwhelmed sound in her throat.

His cock throbbed visibly.

“Two fingers,” he murmured, voice thick with desire.
“And you’re already shaking. Sweetheart, I haven’t even started.”

He pulled out—slick, glistening—and immediately pressed three fingers to her opening.

Her eyes flew wide.

“Elias—”

“Shh.”
He kissed her knee.
“You want to be able to take me, don’t you?”

He pushed.

Slow.
Insistent.
Deep.

Her pussy stretched around him, painfully tight, her breath choking off into a half-gasp, half-moan as he filled her more than any man’s fingers ever had. The burn was sharp, erotic, overwhelming.

He groaned when he felt her walls clench around the third finger.

“Look at that,” he said softly, watching her body struggle to contain him.
“If you can take my hand…”

He slid his fingers deeper, her slick coating his knuckles.

Her hips began to rock—tiny, desperate motions she didn’t even realize she was making.

Elias growled.

 “Then you can take my cock. What do you think? Should I fist you?”

Her body quivered.
Her breath stuttered.
She was open—but nowhere near enough for the massive length that pulsed between his thighs.

And he knew it.

Which was why he whispered:

“Do you want more?”

She nodded. Elias withdrew his fingers from her slowly, letting the slick sound echo in the quiet room. Her pussy fluttered helplessly, left gaping, clenching around nothing, still stretched from his hand.

Before she could catch her breath, he guided her by the hips—firm, unyielding—turning her onto her stomach.

Her cheek met the cool sheets.

Her ass lifted instinctively.

He let out a sound that wasn’t quite a moan and not quite a growl—something darker, hungrier, possessive.

“Presenting yourself for me already?”
He dragged his fingers over the curve of her ass.
“Good.”

He spread her thighs wider, then wider still, until she felt open and exposed and trembling under his gaze.
He stared at her soaked pussy and the tight ring of her ass like he was deciding which one he wanted to ruin first.

His hand smoothed down her spine, slow and almost tender—then gripped the back of her neck, holding her gently but firmly against the bed.

“Don’t move.”

She didn’t dare.

He lowered himself behind her, the heat of his breath brushing the inside of her thigh before she felt the first stroke of his tongue.

A long, hot lick—straight up her slit.

Her entire body jerked.

He groaned into her, lips and tongue and teeth teasing her with a hunger that bordered on worship. Her hips tried to rise, to press back against his mouth, but his hand on her neck held her down effortlessly.

“Stay still,” he murmured against her soaked flesh.
“Let me taste what I’m about to split open.”

He spread her with both thumbs, exposing every trembling, dripping inch of her to the warm drag of his tongue. He licked her from opening to clit, slow and languid; then dove in deeper, tongue pushing into her as far as it could go.

The wet sounds were obscene—slurping, sucking, hungry.

Her moans turned silent, breath caught in her throat.

He pulled back just enough to say:

“I want your scent all over my face.”

Then he buried himself again.

His tongue flicked her clit once—sharp, electric—and she cried out. He growled, loving the sound, and wrapped his lips around it, sucking hard, pushing two fingers back into her at the same time.

Her knees shook violently.

“You’re already opening for me,” he said, sliding his fingers deeper, curling them so her hips bucked.
“But not enough. Not nearly enough.”

He added pressure, stretching her around the thick combination of his fingers and his tongue working lower, licking and kissing her opening like it was sacred.

Then—

His mouth moved lower.

Down over the place she never expected him to go.

Her breath stopped.

His thumbs spread her just a bit more, exposing the tight ring of her ass—and before she could even react, his tongue circled it.

A tight whimper broke from her.

He chuckled darkly.

“You’re clenching,” he murmured against her skin.
“Don’t. Let me in.”

His tongue pressed against the tight ring—slow, deliberate—licking softly at first, then firmer, coaxing it to relax, to flutter open for him. She gasped into the sheets, face flushed, body shaking.

His fingers kept stroking her pussy, wet and deep, while his tongue worshiped her from below.

It was overwhelming.

It was filthy.

It was perfect.

He growled against her ass:

“I want every part of you ready for me.”

His fingers pushed deeper.
His tongue pressed harder.
Her body melted under him, unable to fight, unable to think—just opening, trembling, yielding.

Elias lifted his head long enough to murmur:

“When I fuck you, sweetheart…”
His fingers curled deep.
She sobbed.
“…you’re going to feel me everywhere.”

Elias didn’t give her a moment to breathe.

His tongue moved back to her pussy, sliding up through her slick folds, licking her open with long, slow strokes while his fingers pumped deep inside her—three of them now, thick and unrelenting.

Her body jerked with every thrust of his hand, her hips trying to rise, to escape, to grind against him all at once.

He held her down.

One palm pressed firmly at the base of her spine, pinning her, while the other hand worked her open ruthlessly. His fingers curled upward, rubbing the exact spot that made her voice break into helpless little gasps.

“You feel this?” he growled against her slick heat.
His tongue flicked her clit—once, lightly.
Her breath shattered.

He sucked it into his mouth.

Her vision went white.

“That’s what taking three fingers feels like.”
Another curl of his knuckles.
She nearly screamed.
“Imagine what happens when I give you more.”

She couldn’t form words—just sounds. High, desperate, helpless.

He loved it.

His tongue worked faster now—flicking, circling, sucking with a greedy, primal hunger that left her thighs quivering uncontrollably. Every time she tried to twist away from the overstimulation, his hand pressed her down, holding her exactly where he wanted her.

“You stay right here,” he rasped.
“You’re not done.”

His fingers thrust harder.
His tongue sucked deeper.

She screamed into the sheets.

Her whole body drew tight—
Hips lifting—
Thighs shaking—
Pussy clamping down around his fingers with a force that made him groan into her.

And she came.

Violently.
Convulsing.
A pulse of pleasure so sharp it almost hurt, her walls milking his fingers like they were trying to pull him deeper.

He didn’t stop.

His tongue kept going, relentless, dragging her through the high, forcing her climax to stretch, to throb, to become something raw and uncontrollable. She sobbed into the bed, shaking, overstimulated, begging for breath.

He finally lifted his head.

Her slick coated his mouth, his chin, the stubble along his jaw. He wiped nothing away, staring at her ruined, trembling body with a hunger that bordered on dangerous.

“That’s one.”
His voice was wrecked with desire.
“You’re going to come again—with my cock inside you.”

Before she could protest, before she could think—

he entered her.

Not slow.
Not gentle.

Her orgasm was still rippling through her when he pressed the huge, thick head of his cock against her swollen, overstimulated entrance—and pushed.

Her body, already loose and throbbing from climax, gave less resistance—but not enough. Not for his size.

The head forced her open.
A deep, burning stretch.
Her cry tore out of her throat.

He groaned, a sound punched out of him by how tight she still was.

“Fuck—still gripping me—”

He pushed deeper.

Her walls fluttered from aftershocks, squeezing him involuntarily, trying to pull him in even as her mind screamed too big, too big—.

Her nails clawed the sheets.

He bent over her back, chest pressed to her spine, mouth at her ear.

“You’re still coming,” he growled into her skin.
His hips pressed forward—another inch inside her.
She sobbed.
“Let your pussy open for me. Let it stretch.”

Another inch.
Her body seized, trembling uncontrollably.

His breath stuttered against her shoulder.

“I can feel you trying to take me…”
He thrust shallowly, testing her.
She whimpered.
“…but sweetheart, I’m nowhere near inside yet.”

Her climax still burned through her—
And he pushed deeper anyway, using her own orgasm to force her body open around his impossible thickness.

Her overstimulated nerves screamed.
Her pussy clenched desperately.
Her breath broke into ragged, panicked moans.

He held her hips, steady and firm.

“Come again,” he whispered.
“I’m going to fuck the second one right out of you.”

Elias felt her shaking beneath him—still twitching from the orgasm he’d forced through her body—her pussy stretched tight around the thick head of his cock but nowhere near ready for him.

Which is exactly why he pulled out.

Slowly.
Deliberately.

The huge crown dragged over her swollen entrance, stretching her again on the way out, making her gasp into the sheets. The head stroking her g-spot in both directions, her clit dragging along the incredible thickness, lips stretched to their breaking point.

He left only the tip inside—just barely breaching her, just enough for her to feel its impossible width kissing her tender opening. She felt her asshole gaping slightly, her whole lower half distorted by the massive bulk of his cock inside her.

And then he whispered:

“Hold on.”

She barely had time to inhale—

He slammed back in.

A brutal, heavy, overwhelming thrust that forced her open around the full girth of him in one shocking, mind-blurring stroke.

Her cry tore out of her throat.
Her hands clawed the sheets.
Her legs went stiff, then shook violently.

His breath broke into a ragged groan.

“Fuck—still so tight—”

He stayed buried deep for a moment, letting her feel every inch of him seated inside her as far as her body could stretch. He pulsed inside her, his cock throbbing against the trembling clutch of her pussy.

She tried to speak—no words came, only a broken moan.

Her walls fluttered helplessly around him, still too sensitive, still raw from climax.

He felt it.
He shuddered.

“You’re not done shaking,” he growled.
His hips pulled back—agonizingly slow—
forcing her stretched walls to drag along his thickness.

She whimpered, body bowing against the bed.

“Good.”
His voice dropped into a feral whisper.
“I want you oversensitive.”

He thrust again—hard.

Her breath choked.
Her vision sparked.

Her body, already overloaded, struggled to process the sudden fullness, the force, the deep ache of being opened too wide and too fast.

Elias growled—actually growled—when her pussy clenched around him in instinctive panic.

“Don’t fight it,” he snarled against her shoulder.
He slammed into her again.
Her entire body jolted.
“Take it.”

She sobbed—a mixture of pain, pleasure, and overwhelming fullness.

He gripped her hips, thumbs pressing bruises into her skin, and pulled her back into him for another brutal, stretching thrust.

“You feel what I’m doing to you?”
He was panting now, breath hot against her neck.
“You feel how deep I am?”

Her answer was a broken cry as he bottomed out, his hips crashing against her ass, the thickest part of him forcing her open around its impossible width. She saw the bulk of his cock pressing out of her, a prominent bulge in her stomach extending well above her navel, almost to her chest. It moved when he stroked his cock inside her. She pressed against it with her hand, feeling it swell.

“I'm rearranging your guts. You’re squeezing me like you’re about to come again,” he snarled.
His next thrust made her scream.
“Do it. Come for me while I ruin you.”

Another slam.
Another cry.
Her overstimulated nerves sparked wildly—

And her body began to break again.

He felt it the moment it hit her: the tightening, the trembling, the frantic clutch of her pussy milking him for all it was worth.

His voice cracked.

“Fuck—yes—come on my cock—”

Her orgasm ripped through her, raw and helpless, her body spasming hard enough to make her hips jerk back into him even as she tried to escape the intensity.

He held her in place and rode it out, thrusting through her climax, making her take every second of it.

“That’s it,” he groaned.
“Shake for me. Break for me.”

And she did.

Open.
Stretched.
Shaking uncontrollably on his cock as he filled her again and again.

Elias didn’t slow.
Didn’t soften.
Didn’t even give her a warning.

He pulled out in a single thick, slick slide that made her gasp from the sudden emptiness—and then he flipped her onto her back as if she weighed nothing.

Her body bounced slightly on the mattress, still trembling from orgasm, slick thighs spread wide. Before she could even catch a breath, he grabbed her ankles.

And lifted them.

High.
Higher.

Until her knees were hooked over his broad shoulders, her hips tilted up off the bed, her pussy spread open and helpless under the massive, throbbing length he guided toward her.

She was entirely exposed, stretched, trembling, still wet from his mouth and fingers and the brutal thrusts he’d already given her.

He looked at her.
Really looked.

Her flushed cheeks.
Her swollen lips.
Her messy, tear-bright eyes.

His cock twitched—visibly.

“Look at you,” he growled, voice thick and hungry.
He dragged the wide crown along her slick entrance, letting her feel the heat.
Letting her feel how much was about to go inside her.
“Look how open you are… and you still can’t take all of me. I'm ruining you for other men.”

Her breath hitched.

He pressed forward—
Just enough for the huge head to push inside again.

She moaned, high and broken, her walls stretching tight around the thickest part of him.

Elias gritted his teeth, head dropping forward as he watched her pussy swallow him inch by impossible inch.

“Fuck,” he hissed.
“You’re gripping me so hard—look at that—look at you taking me. I'm resizing you. Watch it happen.”

He angled her hips higher, pushing deeper, sliding more of that massive length into her trembling body.

The stretch was overwhelming—burning, throbbing, electric.
Her nails clawed the blankets; her thighs quivered uncontrollably.

He leaned closer so their faces were inches apart, her legs folded against his chest, his cock pushing deeper and deeper until she felt him in her stomach.

Her eyes flew wide.

He smirked.

“Feel that?”
Another slow, brutal inch.
She cried out.
“That’s me. All the way inside you. How big do you think it is? Fifteen inches? Sixteen? Baby, you have no idea.”

He paused—buried deep—letting her body adjust around the intrusive, impossible fullness.

Her walls spasmed around him, clenching in tight, rhythmic jolts that dragged a broken groan from his throat.

“Look at me,” he ordered softly.

She forced her eyes open.

The moment their gazes locked, he began to move.

Slow at first—
long, dragging strokes that filled and emptied her in ways nothing human-sized should.
Her breath came in gasps, sobs, little broken moans.

He watched every expression.
Watched her struggle to take him.
Watched her fall apart around his cock.

“Good girl,” he rasped.
“Take it. Take every fucking inch.”

He thrust harder.

Her back arched sharply, a scream tearing from her lips.

He grinned—feral, hungry—and bent over her, folding her in half under his weight.

“You’re so damn tight—”
Another thrust.
She sobbed.
“—and you’re still opening for me.”

The bed creaked.
Her breath broke.
His cock slammed deep, again and again, each thrust pushing against the very end of her—so deep she swore she could feel him in her ribs.

Her vision blurred.
Her legs shook around his shoulders.
Her pussy clenched in desperate, fluttering pulses she couldn’t control.

He felt every one.

“There you go,” he groaned.
“Come for me again. I want to feel it.”

He pounded into her, watching her face contort with the overwhelming mix of pleasure and stretch and raw sensation.

“Give it to me,” he growled.
His pace quickened.
Her body bucked under him.
“Come while I’m inside you—let me feel you break.”

And she was right there—
right on the edge—
trembling violently around his cock—

Elias pulled out of her in one long, slick slide that left her gasping, her body clenching desperately on nothing, still trembling from the brutal thrusts that had stretched her around his impossible size.

Before she could beg, question, or even breathe—

he grabbed her waist and flipped her again.

Her back hit the mattress.
Her thighs fell open.
Her chest rose and fell in frantic, overwhelmed breaths.

And Elias—
huge, hard, glistening with her slick—
sat back on his knees and pulled her onto him as if positioning a toy.

His cock stood up between them, thick and heavy, slick from her body and gleaming in the low light.

He wrapped one giant hand around the base, holding it upright, and used the other to slide his palm down her stomach, over her hips, until he had both hands gripping her trembling waist.

He guided her up to her knees astride him.

Her pussy hovered directly above the swollen, massive head.

The heat of him radiated between her legs like a threat.

Her breath caught.

His eyes locked onto hers—dark, hungry, commanding.

“You’re going to ride me.”

She shook her head on instinct—breathless, overstimulated, overwhelmed.
“E-Elias, I can’t— I can’t take that again—”

His fingers tightened on her hips, making her gasp.

“You’re going to take every inch.”
Another hard squeeze.
“Because I want to watch your body open around me.”

Her pussy throbbed at the words.

He dragged her hips lower.

The fat crown brushed her entrance—hot, slick, impossibly wide.
Her lips stretched around it just from contact.
Her whole body shuddered.

Elias groaned, head tipping back slightly.

“Fuck… look at how small you are against me.”

His hands guided her down—
Slow.
Inexorable.

The head began to push inside. The bulge in her stomach moved again.

Her breath shattered.
Her nails bit into his shoulders.

Her pussy stretched, wider, wider—
Her walls fighting the sheer width of him—
Until the head forced past her entrance with a slick, wet pop.

She cried out, body jerking in shock at the sudden fullness.

He growled, pulling her hips tightly to him so she couldn’t rise even an inch.

“Don’t you dare run from it.”

Her thighs trembled wildly.

He lifted his eyes to hers—
feral, triumphant.

“Keep going.”

She gasped, “It’s too big—”

He cut her off with a slow grind of his hips upward, pushing another quarter-inch of his thickness inside her.

Her scream was strangled.

His voice was a low, possessive rumble:

“Ride it.”

She tried to lift herself off—
Reflex, panic, instinct—
But his hands were iron on her hips, holding her exactly where she was.

“Down,” he ordered.

She sank another inch.

Her pussy stretched impossibly tight around him, her walls fluttering, spasming, struggling to take his size.

He groaned, deep and rough.

“God—feel how you’re splitting around me…”

She was shaking so hard she could barely stay upright.

He pulled her closer, chest brushing her nipples, mouth at her ear.

“That's barely a foot. You’re going to take all of it.”

Her breath broke on a sob.

He kissed her throat—soft, almost sweet.
Then sank her down another inch.

And another.

She bit into his shoulder; her pussy clenched; her eyes rolled back.

Her voice cracked: “Elias—please—”

He whispered:

“Look at it.”

He lifted her head with one hand, forcing her to look down between them.

At her dripping pussy stretched around the massive, girthy length slowly disappearing inside her.

At the obscene way her body struggled to swallow him.

At how much remained.

Her breath stopped.

“See?” he murmured.
His hands tightened on her hips.
“You’re barely halfway.”

Her pussy clenched violently.

He groaned.

“Sit.”

He guided her down—hard.

She cried out, split open around him, taking more, deeper, fuller than she thought possible.

His jaw clenched. His eyes darkened. His voice broke.

“Fuck—ride me—now.”

And she couldn’t tell if it was a command or a plea.

Elias watched her try—TRY—to sink down his massive length, her thighs trembling, her pussy stretched around the thick half she’d managed to take. She shook with every breath, her body quivering around him, struggling to accommodate even what was already inside.

Her eyes were glazed, her lips parted, her nails dragging across his shoulders.

She was overwhelmed.

She was tight.

She was perfect.

And Elias’s patience snapped.

He shifted his grip on her waist.

“If you can’t ride it—”
His fingers tightened like a vice.
“—I’ll ride you.”

Before she could gasp, beg, or prepare—

he lifted her.

Up, up, up his slick length, her pussy clinging desperately as the massive shaft slid out of her, stopping only when just the broad crown stretched her entrance.

She whimpered at the sudden emptiness, at the ache of being spread open but not filled. He cunt gaped open, grasping at nothing.

Elias’s eyes darkened.

“You feel that?” he growled.
“How your body misses me the second I’m gone?”

Then he slammed her back down.

Hard.

His entire cock drove into her in one brutal, unstoppable thrust—
stretching, splitting, filling her until she choked on her own scream.

Her hands flew to his shoulders.
Her head snapped back.
Her pussy clamped around him so hard he snarled.

“Fuck—yes—”
He held her fully seated, impaled, trembling around every veiny, throbbing inch.
“That’s what I wanted.”

She sobbed—overwhelmed, stuffed, shaking uncontrollably.

He lifted her again.

Her pussy dragged along his length, her walls clinging, fluttering helplessly as inch after inch slid out of her.

Her breath broke into frantic gasps.

“No—no, Elias—it’s—too—”

He didn’t let her finish.

He slammed her down again.

Her cry ripped out of her, raw and high and desperate.

Her thighs quivered wildly; her pussy spasmed around him, stretched to the limit.

He growled low in his throat, eyes locked on the obscene sight of her body swallowing his entire cock.

“Look at you.”
He bounced her again—slower this time, grinding her down onto him until she felt him in her stomach.
“Taking something you swore would never fit.”

Then he fucked her like she weighed nothing.

Lift—
SLAM.
Lift—
SLAM.
Lift—
SLAM.

Each drop forced her open deeper, harder, a shock of raw intensity shooting through her spine and detonating behind her eyes.

Her voice was gone—
only broken gasps, strangled cries, choked moans spilling out as he used her body like it belonged to him.

His muscles flexed under her hands, every movement powerful and controlled, guiding her exactly where he wanted her.

“You feel that?” he growled.
He bounced her again—her scream muffled against his shoulder.
“That’s how deep I am. I'm in your chest.”

Her pussy clamped on him, tight, fluttering, overwhelmed.

His head dropped to her neck.
He spoke into her skin, breath ragged.

“You’re going to come like this.”

Her head snapped up, eyes wide with panic and pleasure.

“No—Elias— I can’t— I can’t—”

He lifted her again.

Held her suspended.

Her pussy stretched around just the head—

He smiled.

“Then I’ll make you.”

He slammed her down with a force that shook the bed.

Her orgasm tore through her instantly—violent, unstoppable, ripped out of her by the shock of the impact, her pussy milking his cock so hard he nearly lost control.

She screamed—loud, raw, shaking uncontrollably.

Elias snarled, thrusting upward into her spasming body.

“That’s it—break on it—break on my cock—”

Her orgasm went on and on, her pussy clenching and pulsing around him so tightly his breath came in ragged growls.

He didn’t stop.

He bounced her through it.

He kept forcing her down onto him, using her trembling body while she convulsed in his lap, helpless, overstimulated, overwhelmed.

“You’re mine,” he growled into her neck.
“And you’re not done.”

Elias felt her coming hard—felt the way her pussy clenched violently around every inch of him, fluttering and squeezing like she was trying to rip his orgasm out of him with sheer desperation.

Her orgasm wracked her entire body.
Her legs spasmed.
Her nails dragged down his back.
Her mouth hung open, no sound left but a choked sob.

She thought she was done.

She thought he would stop.

He didn’t.

He tightened his hands on her hips, fingers digging deep enough she’d feel it tomorrow, and lifted her trembling body again—her pussy dragging along his massive, throbbing shaft in slick, overstimulated pulses.

She gasped, voice breaking.
“Elias—no—no, I can’t—please—”

“You’re not done.”
His voice was a low, dangerous growl.
“You’re going to come again. On my cock. While I use you. This is what a real cock is like. This is why size queens exist.”

He slammed her back down.

Hard.

Her scream tore out of her instantly, her body seizing around him, her orgasm still pulsing through her when he forced her open again with another brutal drop.

Her pussy couldn’t decide—clench or stretch—so it did both, violently.

Elias snarled at the sensation.

“Fuck—you’re so tight—still shaking—”

He lifted her again.

Her entire body trembled like a puppet barely held together.

And he brought her down with another devastating stroke, forcing her open around his impossible girth until her vision blanked white.

She sobbed his name—broken, ruined, overwhelmed.

Her head fell forward onto his shoulder; her thighs twitched uncontrollably around his hips. She was barely holding herself upright.

He didn’t mind.

He didn’t want her in control.

His arms wrapped around her waist, holding her limp body up like she weighed nothing as he thrust up into her from below.

Each thrust was heavy.
Deep.
Bottoming out.
Reaching places no one else ever had.

Her pussy made wet, slick, obscene sounds each time he buried himself to the root—her body far too stretched, far too sensitive to hide it.

Her breath hitched into a sob.

“Too much—too much—”

He kissed her neck.

“I know.”

He thrust again.

She screamed into his shoulder.

“That’s why you’re going to come again.”

His pace quickened—
sharp, powerful thrusts that forced her hips to rock with every impact, her body bouncing helplessly in his grip.

Her pussy tightened in panic and pleasure.

He felt it.

He groaned loudly.
“Fuck—don’t do that unless you want me to ruin you—”

He lifted her hips higher—tilting her angle—
and slammed her down again.

This time, the head of his cock hit her deepest point.

She convulsed.

Her entire body seized, breath gone, voice gone—

Her orgasm detonated.

A raw, tearing, overwhelming climax that shook through her like lightning—

Her pussy clamped so hard around him he nearly lost control.

Elias growled—low, primal, a sound no civilized man should ever make.

“Yes—fuck—come—come again—”

He kept thrusting, chasing every last spasm, pushing her through the climax until she collapsed fully against him, limp, shaking, sobbing into his neck.

Her body trembled violently, overstimulated beyond thought.

Her pussy pulsed around him in aftershocks that milked him with desperate, unconscious squeezes.

He held her close, cock still buried deep inside her, throbbing.

His voice was rough against her ear.

“You’re done?”
A slow thrust—deep.
She whimpered.
“No. I’m not.”

Elias could feel her trembling in his lap, her body limp with exhaustion and pleasure, her pussy still twitching around him in tiny, involuntary pulses. She clung to his shoulders, barely conscious, barely able to breathe.

He didn’t let her go.

He wrapped one strong arm around her back, pulling her chest flush to his, holding her upright as if she were nothing more than heat and softness melting in his hands.

His other hand slid to the small of her back, keeping her hips locked against his.

He was still inside her.
Deep.
Heavy.
Unmovable.

She whimpered weakly, her voice cracked from screaming.

“E-Elias… I’m done… I can’t—”

He smiled against her cheek.

“Yes, you can. I'm going to fuck you for hours yet, all night if you'll let me.”

Then he moved.

Not a thrust—worse.
A slow, rolling grind of his hips, pushing the thickest part of his cock deeper into her overstimulated core.

Her entire body jolted.

Her breath caught.
Her nails dug into his skin.
Her pussy clamped down so tightly around him he groaned in her ear.

“There it is,” he murmured, grinding again.
“That sweet little squeeze you give me when you’re overwhelmed.”

She shook her head, tears slipping down her cheeks.

“It’s too much… it’s too much…”

He kissed the tears away.

“Then let it break you. My cock is what you think is normal now. There's no going back.”

He ground into her again—
slow, deliberate, deep enough she felt him pressing against her very center.

Her moan cracked apart.

Her legs tightened around his waist, thighs trembling uncontrollably. Her hips tried to retreat, but his arm around her back held her in place, forcing her body to accept the deep, unyielding pressure of him.

He whispered against her throat:

“You’re so open now…
and you’re still fighting me.”

Another long, slow roll of his hips.

Her breath collapsed into a sobbing whimper.

“Please—please—”

“Come for me again.”

She shook her head violently.
“I can’t—”

He cupped the back of her neck, guiding her forehead to his.

“Then I’ll make you.”

He kissed her deep—
slow and claiming—
as his hips rolled in a steady, devastating rhythm.

Every grind pressed against every sensitive place inside her.
Every movement kept her stretched to her limit.
Every breath she took vibrated around the thick length filling her completely.

Her body couldn’t take it.
Her nerves couldn’t handle it.

And he knew.

He kept his lips on hers and whispered into her mouth:

“Let go.”

Her pussy fluttered.
Her breath hitched—
And then she broke.

A third orgasm tore through her without warning—
violent, overwhelming, destructive—
her body clamping down around his cock so tightly he growled her name into her lips.

She collapsed in his arms, shaking uncontrollably.

He held her through all of it.
Not thrusting—
Just grinding deep, slow, intentional pressure that prolonged every wave until she was crying softly against his shoulder, her body convulsing around him.

Only then—
when she was limp and ruined—
did he tense beneath her.

His voice cracked:

“I’m gonna fill you—hold on—”

He thrust once, deep, finally breaking the pace—
and his cock pulsed violently inside her.

She felt the heat flood her—
thick, overwhelming—
as he held her hips down to take every last drop.

He groaned into her neck, a raw, guttural sound, his entire body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her stretched, spasming pussy.

He held her there, chest to chest, his breath shaking against her ear, their bodies locked together.

Slowly…

Slowly…

He softened, but didn’t pull out.
Didn’t let go.
Didn’t let her fall.

Just held her.

A hand slid up her back, gentle now, soothing the tremors.

“That’s it,” he whispered.
“You’re done. I’ve got you.”

Her voice was barely a breath.

“Elias… I can’t move…”

He kissed her temple.

“I’ll move for both of us.”

And he lay her back onto the bed, still joined, still holding her close as she drifted into exhausted, trembling satisfaction. They had a few minutes before he could go again. He knew he probably had five or six climaxes in him and this was just the first. And there was always tomorrow. Her cunt was gaping and red, looking stretched and brutalized already. She had no idea what was coming. Her pussy would never look innocent again. His smile crept up his face as he felt his erection returning. Time for a quick piss then he'd awaken her for the second round.
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