
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Quarry

The desert air tasted like rust and sage when Marcus drove his Civic off Highway 395, three days post-breakup and looking for anywhere that wasn't his apartment with its empty closet and the lingering smell of her perfume. The abandoned quarry outside Ridgecrest had been on his mental list of "places to camp and feel sorry for yourself" for months. October cold was starting to bite now that afternoon was bleeding into evening, the sun fat and orange above the Sierra ridgeline, casting long shadows across the scrubland.

He pitched his tent near the north wall of the quarry—just red rock rising up like broken teeth around a crater of sand where they'd pulled limestone back in the eighties until the veins dried up and the company went bankrupt. The place smelled like creosote and old diesel fuel, faint traces of machinery that hadn't run in decades. No cell service. No people. Perfect for wallowing.

Marcus got his camp stove set up, started boiling water for instant ramen because he hadn't bothered packing anything that required actual cooking. The sky was turning that particular shade of purple-orange that only happened in the high desert, stars just starting to prick through in the east. He sat on his cooler, watching the light die, and tried not to think about Sarah's last text message.

The first tremor made his water bottle fall off the cooler and roll across the sand.

Marcus frowned, looking down at it. Then the ground shook again. Not an earthquake—too rhythmic. Too deliberate. A pattern. One-two. One-two. Footsteps.

He scrambled to his feet, heart suddenly hammering, and looked up at the quarry rim.

She rose above the eastern edge like a second ridgeline, except ridgelines didn't move. Didn't breathe. Didn't have skin that caught the dying sunlight in shades of warm bronze stretched over impossible curves and valleys of flesh.

She was massive. Two hundred feet tall, maybe more—his brain kept short-circuiting trying to process the scale, to reconcile what he was seeing with anything that made sense. Her hair fell past her shoulders in thick copper-dark waves, each individual strand as thick around as his forearm, the whole mass of it shifting and swaying as she moved like a living thing. The color was that particular shade of auburn that looked like old pennies, catching the orange sunlight in streaks of fire. Her face had bone structure that belonged on magazine covers or marble statues—sharp jawline that could cut glass, high cheekbones that threw shadows across her face, straight nose with a slight upturn at the end, full lips currently parted as she breathed. Her eyes were amber, huge pupils dark and deep as highway tunnels dilating as they swept across the quarry floor, and right now they were scanning with the lazy interest of a predator looking for prey.

She wore almost nothing, and what she did wear looked like it had been through a war.

Denim cutoffs clung to hips wide enough to eclipse half the visible sky, the fabric so worn and faded it was nearly white in places. The button hung on by a thread. The frayed hem rode obscenely low—he could see the curve of her lower belly, the deep shadow of her navel that looked big enough to hide in, the pale skin below her tan line where a normal-sized bikini bottom would have sat. The shorts barely covered her ass—he caught glimpses of underside curve as she moved, flesh that jiggled with each massive step she took. The denim was dark between her thighs, soaked through with something that made his hindbrain start screaming.

Her thighs were incredible. Thick as old-growth oak trunks, muscle shifting visibly under bronze skin with every movement she made—he could see her quads bunch and release, her hamstrings cord tight, her inner thighs pressed together and slick with sweat and something else. No shoes. Her feet left crater-prints in the sand, each one deep enough to be a swimming pool, toes spreading wide with her weight. Each toe was longer than he was tall, tipped with chipped black nail polish.

Up top she wore a black sports bra that looked like it was fighting for its life and losing. The fabric stretched obscenely tight over breasts that defied any reasonable measurement—each one easily the size of a small car, heavy and round and moving with physics that made Marcus's mouth go completely dry. He could see her nipples pressing against the black fabric, thick as his wrist, the outline unmistakable even from this distance. The underside curve of her tits bulged out below the sports bra's hem, skin slightly paler there where the sun didn't reach, soft-looking and heavy. Sweat gleamed in the valley between them, rolled down in rivers that disappeared into the waistband of her cutoffs.

She stepped down into the quarry and the ground shook hard enough to knock Marcus sideways. He caught himself on his tent, fabric rippling under his hand.

The smell hit him then—sweat and copper and something else. Something sweet-sharp that made every hair on his body stand straight up. He knew that smell. Had buried his face in it on better nights with better people, had tasted it on his tongue and his fingers. Arousal. Female arousal. But this wasn't a hint, a trace, a suggestion. This was atmospheric. This was weather rolling across the quarry in waves thick enough to taste, mixing with the sage-smell and the diesel and the dust.

She was turned slightly away from him, still scanning, looking for something. He got a profile view—the swell of her breast straining against black fabric, the curve of her waist tapering down before flaring wide at her hips, the impossible thickness of her thighs pressed together. Sweat gleamed on her skin everywhere, rolled down in rivulets between her breasts, down her belly, collected in the hollow of her lower back visible above the cutoffs. Her breathing was heavy, labored, her chest heaving with each inhale.

Then she turned and saw him.

Her whole body went still. Those amber eyes locked onto him and her pupils dilated, spreading until the black nearly swallowed the gold entirely. Her lips parted further, breath coming faster. Her breathing quickened, chest rising and falling in rapid succession, tits heaving against the sports bra hard enough that he heard fabric creak. A flush spread across her chest, her neck, crawling up to her face.

"Oh," she breathed, and the sound rolled across the quarry like distant thunder, vibrating in Marcus's chest cavity, resonating in his bones. Her voice was low, rough, unmistakably female. Hungry. "Oh fuck yes. Finally."

She took one step toward him. The impact sent sand spraying in all directions, a wave of it washing over Marcus's campsite. Another step. The ground shook so hard his tent collapsed. Marcus's brain was screaming at his legs to move, to run, to do literally anything, but they weren't getting the message, too busy processing the sight of this impossible woman stalking toward him with clear and obvious intent written across every massive feature.

She dropped to her knees twenty feet away and the impact nearly threw Marcus off his feet. Cracks spiderwebbed through the hardpan. She leaned forward onto her hands, palms leaving deep prints in the sand, and her face descended toward him—huge and beautiful and focused entirely on him like he was the only thing in the world that mattered right now.

Her breath washed over him when she got close enough. Hot, humid, smelling like mint toothpaste and that sweet-sharp arousal-scent concentrated enough to make his head swim and his vision blur at the edges. Her pupils were blown wide with want, with need, with something bordering on desperation.

"Little thing," she whispered, voice rough and low and shaking slightly. "You're perfect. You're exactly what I need. Do you have any idea how long it's been?"

One massive hand reached for him. Fingers longer than he was tall, each one thick and warm and callused on the pads, tipped with chipped black nail polish. She moved with surprising delicacy considering her size, pinching his shirt between thumb and forefinger like she was picking up something fragile and precious. She lifted him off the ground.

Marcus dangled, heart hammering against his ribs hard enough to hurt, too shocked to scream, too terrified to struggle. She brought him closer to her face, those enormous eyes tracking over every inch of him—his face, his chest, his legs, back up. Her free hand came up and one fingertip—callused and rough and warm as sun-baked stone—brushed down his chest with the lightest pressure. He felt the texture of her fingerprint through his shirt, felt the restrained strength in that touch. She could crush him without effort, could close her fist and end him, but she was being so careful it hurt to watch.

The fingertip traced lower. Over his stomach, making his muscles clench. Down to his belt, hesitating there, pressing slightly against the buckle.

"I haven't seen anyone in weeks," she said, and her voice had dropped even lower, gone rough and ragged around the edges. "I've been wandering around this fucking desert for three weeks losing my goddamn mind because I can't—" She stopped, swallowed hard, her throat working. Her fingertip pressed harder against his belt buckle. "I'm so fucking horny I can't think straight anymore. Everything aches. My whole body aches. I've been trying to get myself off for days and my hands are too big, I can't reach the right spots, I can't get the angle, I can't—"

She broke off with a shuddering breath that washed over Marcus in a wave of heat and mint and arousal. Her pupils were completely blown now, black swallowing amber, only a thin ring of gold remaining. That scent intensified, rolling off her in waves so thick he could taste it on his tongue—sharp and sweet and overwhelmingly female, mixing with the musk of her sweat, the faint smell of sage in her hair.

Marcus's cock stirred in his jeans despite everything. Despite the terror singing in his veins, despite the insanity of this situation, despite the fact that he should be running or screaming or both. Because she was beautiful in a way that bypassed rational thought, and enormous in a way that made every instinct in his body confused, and looking at him like he was salvation and damnation wrapped in one six-foot package.

"You're going to help me," she said, and it wasn't quite a question, but there was something pleading in her tone. "Please. I need to come so bad it hurts. I need—" Her hand trembled slightly, still holding him suspended. "I'll be gentle. I promise. I'll be so gentle. Just please let me use you. Please."

Her other hand was already moving down her own body. Fingers trailing between her breasts, leaving trails in the sweat there, over her belly, down to the button of her cutoffs. She popped it open with her thumb and the sound was like a gunshot in the quiet quarry. The denim strained outward, bulging with pressure. She worked the zipper down and the sound was like tearing canvas, metal teeth giving way one by one.

Marcus could see the flush spreading across her chest now, her neck, her face turning pink under the bronze tan. Could see her breathing getting faster, shallower, her whole body trembling with restraint. She was barely holding it together, whatever control she had fraying at the edges.

She shimmied the cutoffs down over her hips with awkward desperation, fabric catching on her thighs. Had to use both hands, setting Marcus down carefully in her palm while she struggled with the denim that didn't want to cooperate. The waistband rolled, caught on the swell of her ass. She swore under her breath—"fuck, fuck, come on"—and yanked harder. The fabric finally gave way, sliding down her thighs in fits and starts. She kicked them off entirely and denim went flying across the quarry to land in a crumpled heap against the far wall with an impact that sent up a cloud of dust.

She wasn't wearing anything underneath.

Her pussy was right there, massive and swollen and glistening wet in the orange evening light. Her outer lips were thick and flushed dark pink, parted slightly from how swollen they were, inner folds visible and slick with arousal that caught the light. Her inner thighs were streaked with it—wet tracks running down bronze skin in rivers that gleamed, some dried and crusty, some fresh and glistening. The smell hit Marcus like a physical force, like getting punched in the chest—that sweet-sharp scent concentrated into something that made his head spin and his cock go fully, achingly hard in his jeans, pressing against the denim so hard it hurt.

Her clit stood out from its hood, engorged and dark pink-red and easily the size of his head. Bigger. Maybe the size of a beach ball. He could see it twitching with her pulse, pulsing with her heartbeat, swollen with need so desperate it looked painful. The hood had retracted completely, leaving it fully exposed and glistening wet.

"Oh god," she moaned, the sound vibrating through Marcus's entire body, through the ground, through the air itself. She picked him up again in one hand, fingers curling around him carefully, bringing him down fast. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I just need—fuck—I can't wait anymore—"

She pressed him against her clit and Marcus's world became heat and slickness and overwhelming sensation.

The heat was immediate and intense, like pressing against sun-warmed stone except alive, pulsing. Slick arousal soaked through his clothes in seconds—his shirt, his jeans, everything—coating his chest and face and arms and legs as she ground him against the thick bundle of nerves with desperate need. Her whole body shuddered, a moan tearing out of her throat that echoed off the quarry walls—"Aaahhhnnn"—wet and desperate and broken, filled with weeks of pent-up need finally finding an outlet.

Marcus gasped, tried to find purchase, ended up grabbing on with both hands just to keep from sliding off. His fingers sank into her flesh—impossibly soft on the surface like silk over steel, firm underneath, burning hot and pulsing with blood flow he could feel through his palms. She was soaking wet, trembling, making these small desperate sounds in the back of her throat—little "ah ah ah" noises that got higher with each breath.

"Yes," she hissed through clenched teeth, pressing him harder, starting to move him in slow circles that ground his entire body against her clit. "Yes fuck just like that, oh god, oh—nnnh—you feel so good, so fucking good—"

Her clit throbbed against him with each heartbeat—he could feel it, the pulse of it, the exact rhythm of her racing heart transmitted through swollen flesh. He could feel every ridge, every fold, every nerve-dense millimeter of her as she used him. His face was buried in slick heat, arousal filling his mouth when he gasped for air, coating his tongue with that sharp-sweet taste. He couldn't breathe properly, could only take shallow gasps that filled his lungs with the scent of her. His cock was painfully, impossibly hard in his jeans, trapped and grinding against her with every movement she made.

Her thighs were trembling on either side of him now, massive muscles bunching and releasing, quads standing out in sharp relief. Sweat rolled down her skin in rivers, mixing with arousal, dripping onto the sand below with soft pattering sounds. The scent of her was so thick Marcus could taste it on every desperate gasp he managed to pull in, coating the back of his throat.

"More," she whimpered, and the sound was wrecked, pleading, desperate. "Please, please, I need more—need harder—"

She adjusted her grip, using both hands now to press him full-body against her clit, fingers overlapping across his back. His chest, his stomach, his still-clothed cock all grinding against swollen flesh as she chased something that had clearly been building for weeks. Her hips started to move, rolling in rhythm, fucking herself against him with increasing desperation and speed.

Marcus's hands scrambled for purchase, fingers digging into her clit, nails scraping across sensitive flesh, and she keened—a high broken sound that echoed off the quarry walls and sent birds scattering from the rim. Her movements got faster, more erratic, losing the rhythm as need overwhelmed coordination. He could feel tension coiling in her, muscles going rigid all down her body, her breathing coming in sharp pants that made her whole frame shake.

"Fuck fuck fuck," she chanted, voice breaking on each word, getting higher. "I'm close, I'm so close, don't stop, please don't stop, please—ahhh—"

Her clit was pulsing against him now in waves, getting harder with each pass, swelling even more. Her inner thighs were clenching and releasing rhythmically, massive muscles flexing. He felt her getting wetter, impossibly wetter, arousal gushing out of her in pulses that soaked everything, ran down her thighs in thick streams that pooled in the sand.

She was right on the edge, right there, so close—

Marcus did the only thing he could think of. He opened his mouth and dragged his tongue across her clit, tasting her fully, and bit down gently with his teeth on the sensitive flesh.

She came apart screaming.

Her whole body seized, back arching so hard he heard her spine crack, and she screamed—"FUCK YES OH GOD OH FUCK YES"—the sound loud enough to make his ears ring, loud enough that he felt it in his bones. Her cunt clenched hard, gushing arousal that sprayed across the sand beneath her in waves, soaking the ground dark. Her clit pulsed against Marcus in massive waves, each one making her cry out—"Aahhnn! Nnnh! Oh—oh fuck—yes yes yes—fuck I'm coming—I'm coming so hard—"

The orgasm went on and on, seemed endless. Her hips jerked with aftershocks, her thighs quaking, her whole body wracked with pleasure. Her hands gentled their grip on him as the waves finally started to crest, going from crushing to careful, but she kept him pressed against her through every aftershock, every pulse, wringing out every last bit of sensation.

Finally, after what felt like hours, she slumped forward with a sound like a building collapsing. Her breathing was ragged and deep, her whole body sheened with sweat that gleamed in the dying light.

For a long moment there was just the sound of her breathing and the soft drip of fluids into sand.

Then slowly, carefully, she lifted him away from her clit. Brought him up to her face with hands that trembled slightly. Her eyes were half-lidded, satisfaction written across every feature for maybe the first time in weeks. She looked at him—drenched head to toe in her arousal, gasping for air, visibly hard in his jeans despite everything—and her mouth curved into a smile that was pure satisfaction.

"That was good," she said, voice hoarse and warm and rough from screaming. "That was really, really good." The smile widened slightly, showing teeth white against bronze skin. "But I'm nowhere near done with you yet, little thing. Not even close."


Chapter Two: Insatiable

She laid back in the sand with Marcus still held in one hand, her body stretched out like a landscape of bronze skin and desperate need. The sun had finally dropped below the ridge, leaving the quarry in purple twilight that made her sweat-slicked skin gleam. Stars were coming out overhead but Marcus could barely process them, too focused on the woman holding him, on the way her chest still heaved with ragged breaths.

"That was just the start," she said again, voice hoarse from screaming. She brought him closer to her face, those amber eyes studying him with an intensity that made him feel pinned like a butterfly. "I came once. One time. You know how many orgasms I need before this ache goes away?" She didn't wait for an answer. "Me neither. But we're about to find the fuck out."

Her free hand drifted down her body again—fingers trailing between her breasts where sweat pooled in the valley, over the curve of her belly, down through the dark copper curls of her pubic hair. She spread her pussy lips apart with two fingers and Marcus got a full view of pink interior glistening wet, the opening to her cunt clenching rhythmically, still hungry despite the orgasm she'd just had.

"Look at me," she breathed. "Still so fucking wet. Still so fucking empty." Her fingers slid down to her entrance, pressed against it, and she whimpered—actually whimpered, this massive woman making a sound of pure need. "I want to feel you inside me. All of you. Want to feel you squirming around in there."

She brought Marcus down between her legs, positioning him right at her entrance. The heat radiating from her cunt was incredible, almost too much, and the smell—god, the smell of her arousal was so concentrated here it made his eyes water. Sweet and sharp and musky, mixing with the scent of her sweat and the cooling desert air.

"I'm going to go slow," she said, and there was a tremor in her voice that suggested she was barely keeping that promise. "Tell me if it's too much. Please. I don't—I don't want to hurt you."

She pressed his legs against her opening and he felt her cunt clench immediately, muscles trying to pull him in. She pushed slowly, working just his feet inside first, and the heat was overwhelming—slick and tight and pulsing around him. Then his calves. His knees. She was taking her time, feeding him in inch by inch, and he could feel every ridge of her inner walls, every pulse of her muscles as they clenched around him.

"Fuck," she moaned when she got him in to his thighs. "You feel—god you feel so good, so hard—"

His cock was grinding against her inner wall through his soaked jeans and the pressure was intense, the friction almost painful. She pushed him in deeper—hips, waist, his cock now fully inside her and grinding with every slight movement she made. The pressure was incredible, her cunt gripping him so tight he could barely breathe.

"Halfway," she panted, looking down at him with eyes blown wide and dark. "You're halfway inside me. Fuck. Fuck you feel perfect."

She pushed him in further—chest, shoulders—and now only his head and arms were visible, sticking out of her cunt like he was being born in reverse. The muscles around him were clenching rhythmically, pulsing with her heartbeat, and every time they contracted it squeezed him so hard he saw stars.

"All the way," she whispered, and pushed his head inside.

The world became heat and pressure and darkness. He was completely surrounded by her, encased in slick pulsing muscle that gripped him from every angle. He couldn't see, could barely hear except for her heartbeat thundering around him and her muffled moans from outside. The smell of her was everything—sharp and sweet and so concentrated he was breathing it, tasting it, becoming it.

She started moving.

Slowly at first, her hand working him in and out of her cunt in long strokes. He felt her inner walls dragging across every inch of him, felt the ridges and valleys of her interior, felt her getting wetter around him as arousal gushed and made everything slicker. The pressure was insane, the heat almost unbearable.

Outside he could hear her moaning—long broken sounds that got higher the faster she moved. "Yes, yes, fuck yes—so full—you're filling me up so good—"

She picked up speed, fucking herself with him now, using him like a living dildo. Her cunt clenched around him in waves, muscles working him, pulling him deeper on each thrust. He couldn't move, couldn't do anything but experience it—the heat, the pressure, the overwhelming sensation of being completely surrounded by her most intimate flesh.

His cock was rock hard in his jeans, grinding against slick muscle with every thrust, and the friction combined with the heat and pressure was pushing him toward orgasm fast. He tried to hold back but it was impossible—the sensations were too much, too intense, too overwhelming.

He came with a muffled gasp, spilling in his jeans again, pleasure slamming through him as her cunt clenched down hard.

She felt it. Must have felt the way he went rigid, the pulse of him. She moaned loud and her movements got frantic, desperate, chasing her own release. "Again—fuck—you came again—feels so good—"

Her cunt started clenching harder, faster, and he realized she was close. Could feel the tension building in her muscles, the way her heartbeat was racing faster and faster. She was right on the edge.

She shoved him in deep and held him there, her whole body going rigid, and came with a scream that he heard even through the layers of flesh surrounding him. Her cunt clenched so hard it hurt, pulsing in waves that seemed to go on forever, gushing arousal that made everything impossibly slicker. He felt every contraction, every pulse, every wave of her orgasm rolling through her.

Finally she started to come down, her muscles relaxing their death grip. She pulled him out slowly—excruciatingly slowly—and he emerged gasping into cool desert air that felt like ice after the heat of her interior.

She brought him up to her face, studying him with satisfaction. He was completely drenched in her arousal, hair plastered to his head, clothes soaked through and clinging. Her tongue—huge and pink and wet—licked across his face, tasting herself on his skin.

"Two," she murmured. "Two orgasms. Not enough. Not nearly enough."

She shifted position, rolling onto her stomach, and set him down on the sand in front of her pussy. From this angle he could see everything—her swollen lips parted and glistening, her clit still standing proud and needy, her cunt clenching on nothing as arousal dripped steadily onto the sand.

"I want to watch you this time," she said. "I want to see you touching me. Using your whole body on me." She reached down with one finger, spreading her pussy lips wider. "Start with my clit. Use your hands, your mouth, your whole body. Make me come again."

Marcus stood on shaking legs, still catching his breath. His entire body ached, his cock was sensitive to the point of pain, and he was pretty sure he was going to die out here. But looking at her—this impossible, desperate, beautiful woman who needed him so badly she was literally begging—he found himself moving forward.

Her clit was right there, massive and swollen and twitching with her pulse. He approached it like a landmark, reached out with both hands, and touched it.

She gasped—a sharp intake of breath that echoed across the quarry. "Yes. Just like that. More."

He leaned his whole body against her clit, wrapping his arms around as much as he could reach, and started moving. Grinding, rubbing, working the swollen flesh with his entire frame. His face pressed against slick heat, his chest, his still-hard cock grinding through his jeans.

"Fuck yes," she hissed. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He didn't stop. Couldn't stop even if he wanted to, driven by some instinct he didn't fully understand. He opened his mouth and dragged his tongue across her clit, tasting her fully—sharp and sweet and addictive. Bit down gently with his teeth and she keened, hips bucking.

Her hand came down, fingers spreading her pussy lips wider, and he could hear how wet she was—obscene slick sounds as her cunt clenched on nothing, desperate to be filled again. Arousal was gushing out, running down to mix with the wetness coating her clit, making everything slippery.

"Inside," she panted. "Need you inside again. Now."

She grabbed him—less gentle this time, more desperate—and shoved him into her cunt without warning. The heat swallowed him instantly, pressure clamping down, and she cried out as she started fucking herself with him immediately. No slow buildup, no careful insertion. Just rough desperate need.

"Yes yes yes," she chanted, working him in and out fast and hard. Her cunt was gripping him tighter than before, muscles clenching rhythmically, pulling him deeper with each thrust. "Fill me up, fuck, you feel so good, so perfect—"

She was close already—he could feel it in the way her muscles were tensing, the way her breathing was getting ragged. This orgasm was building fast, riding the wave of the previous two.

"Touch yourself," she gasped, and it took Marcus a second to understand what she meant. Then her meaning clicked and despite everything—despite being used as a sex toy by a giantess, despite having already come twice, despite the insanity of this entire situation—his cock twitched with interest.

He managed to get one hand down to his belt, fumbling with the buckle. Got it open. Worked his zipper down. Shoved his jeans and boxers down just enough to free his cock—hard again somehow, red and sensitive and leaking.

The next time she thrust him inside her cunt, his bare cock dragged against slick muscle and he nearly blacked out from the sensation. Hot and wet and tight, gripping him, the texture of her inner walls against bare skin almost too much to handle.

"Oh fuck," she moaned when she felt the difference. "Oh fuck you're—you're bare—can feel you better—ahhh—"

She started fucking herself faster, harder, chasing something that was building fast. Her cunt was clenching erratically now, muscles spasming, and he knew she was right there.

Marcus wrapped one hand around his cock and started stroking, matching her rhythm. The combination of sensations—his hand on his cock, her cunt gripping the rest of him, the heat and the pressure and the overwhelming smell of her—pushed him toward another orgasm impossibly fast.

They came together.

Her cunt clenched down so hard it hurt, pulsing in massive waves as she screamed her release. "FUCK YES COMING AGAIN OH GOD—"

His cock pulsed in his hand, spilling over his fingers, adding his own fluids to the mix coating him. The pleasure was almost painful, wringing him out, leaving him shaking and gasping.

She held him deep inside her through the aftershocks, her whole body trembling. Finally she pulled him out slowly, carefully, and brought him up to her face.

"Three," she said, voice completely wrecked. "Three orgasms." She studied him—covered in her arousal and his own cum, trembling, barely conscious. "How you doing, little thing? Need a break?"

Marcus tried to answer but his voice wouldn't work. He just shook his head. Somehow—impossibly—he didn't want to stop either.

She smiled, wide and satisfied and still hungry. "Good. Because I'm nowhere near done with you."

She shifted position again, this time rolling onto her back. Set him down on her lower belly, right above her pubic mound. From here he could see all of her—her breasts heaving with each breath, her face flushed and sweaty, her thighs spread wide with her pussy glistening between them.

"I want to try something," she said, bringing one hand down to her cunt. Her fingers—each one bigger than his entire body—spread her lips wide, exposing pink interior and her clit standing proud. "I want you to climb on my clit. Straddle it. Ride it while I touch myself."

Marcus looked down at her clit, then back at her face. She was serious.

He started walking down through her pubic curls, each strand thick as rope under his hands. The scent of her got stronger as he approached—sharp and sweet and musky, concentrated to the point of overwhelming. Her clit was right there, massive and swollen and twitching with her pulse.

He climbed onto it carefully, swinging one leg over like mounting a horse. The flesh was soft on the surface but firm underneath, hot against his bare cock and thighs. He could feel it pulsing with her heartbeat, feel the blood rushing through it.

"Oh fuck," she breathed, watching him. "That's—fuck that's hot."

She brought her other hand down, two fingers pressing against her entrance. Pushed them inside slowly and moaned long and low. Started working them in and out while Marcus sat straddled across her clit.

"Move," she panted. "Grind on it. Use it."

Marcus started moving his hips, grinding his bare cock against her clit. The sensation was incredible—hot and slick and pulsing under him. He could feel every ridge of her, every nerve-dense fold. His cock was rock hard again somehow, leaking precum that mixed with her arousal.

She was fucking herself with her fingers now, the wet sounds obscene and loud in the quiet quarry. Her clit was swelling under Marcus, getting harder, and he ground against it faster. Leaned forward and wrapped his arms around it, humping it desperately.

"Yes," she hissed. "Just like that. Fuck my clit. Use it. Make yourself come on it."

He was close. So close. The combination of sensations—the heat, the texture, the smell of her, the sounds she was making—pushed him right to the edge.

She added a third finger to her cunt, stretching herself, and cried out. Her clit pulsed hard under Marcus and that was it—he came with a gasp, spilling across her clit, marking it with his cum.

She felt it—felt the warm splash of his release—and that pushed her over. She came hard, cunt clenching around her own fingers, clit pulsing under Marcus in waves. "FUCK YES FOUR—four times—oh god—"

This orgasm seemed to wreck her completely. She pulled her fingers out and just laid there gasping, whole body trembling with aftershocks. Marcus slumped forward against her clit, equally destroyed, both of them breathing hard in the cooling desert air.

For a long moment neither of them moved. Then she reached down carefully and picked him up, bringing him to rest on her chest where he could feel her heartbeat slowing beneath him.

"Four orgasms," she said eventually, voice rough. "And I still want more. What the fuck is wrong with me?"

Marcus couldn't answer. Could barely think. His whole body ached, his cock was raw and sensitive, and he was pretty sure he'd never come this many times in one session in his entire life.

She seemed to sense his exhaustion. Her hand came up to cup around him gently, almost protective. "Okay. Break time. Just for a little bit." She shifted position, settling more comfortably in the sand. "Then we keep going. I need—" She stopped, swallowed. "I need so much more from you. Need to feel you everywhere. Need to use every inch of you until this fucking ache finally goes away."

The stars were fully out now, the Milky Way a bright smear across the sky. Cold was settling into the quarry but the heat radiating from her body kept Marcus warm. He laid against her chest, listening to her heartbeat, and tried to prepare himself mentally for whatever came next.

Because this night was far from over.

She let him rest for maybe ten minutes before her hands started wandering again—one trailing down her body to her pussy, fingers dipping inside to test her wetness. She was still soaked, still swollen, still ready.

"Okay," she said, and there was a tremor in her voice that suggested her need was building again. "I've got an idea. Something I've been thinking about since I first saw you."

She sat up carefully, keeping Marcus cupped in one hand. Used her other hand to adjust her sports bra, pulling it up and over her breasts. They spilled free—massive and heavy and tipped with nipples the size of dinner plates, dark pink and visibly hard.

"I want you between my tits," she said. "I want to fuck them with you between them."

She brought him down to her chest, positioned him in the valley between her breasts. The flesh was soft and warm on either side of him, pressed in close. She brought her hands up and pushed her breasts together, surrounding him completely with warm softness.

Then she started moving—lifting and lowering her breasts in a rhythm, fucking them around him. His bare cock dragged against the soft skin of her inner breast and he gasped at the sensation.

"How's that feel?" she asked, voice rough. "Good? You like being between my tits?"

Marcus couldn't form words. Could only hold on as she worked her breasts around him, the pressure and heat and softness overwhelming. His cock was hard again—impossibly—and leaking against her skin.

She picked up speed, bouncing her tits faster, and he felt his orgasm building again. This was insane. He couldn't possibly come again. But his body didn't seem to care about what was possible—it was responding to the sensation, to her, to the entire surreal situation.

"Come for me again," she breathed. "Come all over my tits. Mark me with it."

That pushed him over—he came with a broken sound, spilling between her breasts, his whole body shaking with the force of it. The orgasm was almost painful, wringing him completely dry.

She kept moving for a few more seconds, milking every last drop from him, then slowly released the pressure. Lifted him up and looked at the mess he'd made—cum splattered across her breasts, glistening in the starlight.

"Beautiful," she murmured. Then she brought him to her face and her tongue—huge and wet—licked across him, cleaning him off. "You taste good. Even better than you smell."

She laid back down, settling into the sand, and brought him to rest on her belly again. Her hand drifted down to her pussy, fingers circling her clit in slow lazy movements.

"I haven't come in over an hour," she said. "I'm getting that ache again. Getting empty." Her fingers dipped inside her cunt, came back out glistening. "Need you to fill me up again. Think you can handle that?"

Marcus looked at her—this impossible woman who had used him as a sex toy for the past several hours and was still hungry for more. His body was exhausted, wrung out, trembling with fatigue. But looking at her face, seeing the need still burning in her eyes, he found himself nodding.

"Good," she said, and smiled. "Because the night's still young, and I've got so many more ideas for what to do with you."

She picked him up and brought him down between her legs again, positioning him at her entrance. Her cunt was still swollen, still glistening, still clenching with need.

"This time," she said, voice dropping low, "I want you to use your hands. Your arms. I want to feel you moving inside me. Want you to fuck me from the inside."

She pushed him in slowly—legs first, then hips, waist, chest. When she got to his shoulders she stopped, leaving his head and arms outside. From this position he could see her clit right in front of him, massive and swollen and begging for attention.

"Now move," she ordered. "Work your arms. Push against my walls. Make me feel you."

Marcus did as she asked, pressing his hands against the slick muscle surrounding him, pushing and working the flesh. Her cunt clenched in response, muscles rippling, and she moaned.

"Yes—fuck yes—just like that—"

He kept working, finding a rhythm, and reached forward with his mouth to lick her clit. The taste of her exploded across his tongue—sharp and sweet and addictive. He sucked on it, bit down gently, and she screamed.

Her cunt clenched hard around him, nearly crushing, and he knew she was coming again. Her fifth orgasm of the night hit her hard, wracking her whole body, and he kept working through it—licking her clit, pushing against her inner walls, giving her everything he had.

When she finally came down she pulled him out carefully and brought him up to her face. Studied him with eyes that were finally showing signs of satisfaction starting to overcome need.

"Five," she said. "Five orgasms. And you know what?" A slow smile spread across her face. "I think I might finally be getting close to satisfied." The smile widened. "But we're not done yet. Not by a long shot."

She settled back in the sand, keeping him cupped against her chest, and they both laid there under the stars, catching their breath before the next round began.


Chapter Three: Desert Stars

The quarry had gone fully dark except for starlight and the faint glow of Marcus's abandoned camp stove still burning a hundred feet away. Cold desert air settled into the crater but the woman's body heat kept it at bay—she was like lying against a furnace, bronze skin radiating warmth into the October night. Marcus rested on her chest, feeling her heartbeat slow beneath him, listening to her breathing even out.

She let him rest for maybe fifteen minutes before her hands started wandering again. One trailed down her body—between her breasts where sweat still pooled, over the curve of her belly, down through copper curls to her pussy. Her fingers dipped inside to test her wetness and came back glistening in the starlight.

"I'm still so fucking wet," she murmured, bringing her fingers up to examine them. Arousal strung between them in thick strands when she spread them apart. "Five orgasms and I'm still aching. Still empty." She looked down at Marcus with those amber eyes gone dark in the night. "Think you can give me more?"

Marcus's body was screaming at him that this was insane, that he needed actual rest, that he'd already come more times tonight than seemed physically possible. But looking at her face—seeing the need still burning there, the desperation that five orgasms hadn't fully satisfied—he found himself nodding.

She smiled, slow and satisfied. "Good. Because I've been thinking about all the things I still want to do to you." She sat up carefully, keeping him cupped in one hand. "All the ways I want to use this perfect little body."

She shifted position, kneeling in the sand with her thighs spread wide. Her pussy was right there between her legs—still swollen, still glistening, lips parted and inner folds visible in shades of dark pink. The smell of her arousal hung thick in the cold air, mixing with sage and her sweat and the mineral smell of sand. Sharp and sweet and musky, so concentrated it made Marcus's head swim.

"I want to try something different," she said, bringing him down between her legs. "I want you on my clit again, but this time I'm going to use my fingers inside myself while you work on it. Want to come with you on my clit and my fingers in my cunt at the same time."

She positioned him on her clit—he straddled it like before, bare cock pressing against swollen flesh that pulsed with her heartbeat. The heat was immediate, almost overwhelming, slick arousal coating his thighs and ass as he settled into position.

"That's it," she breathed. "Now move. Grind on it. Make it good for me."

Marcus started moving his hips, grinding his cock against her clit in slow circles. The sensation shot straight up his spine—hot and slick and pulsing beneath him, every ridge and fold of her flesh dragging across his sensitive skin. He was already getting hard again somehow, his cock responding despite having been wrung completely dry.

She moaned, low and rough, and brought her other hand down to her pussy. Two fingers pressed against her entrance, pushed inside slowly. Her cunt clenched around them, visible ripples of muscle working up and down the thick digits as she started fucking herself.

"Fuck yes," she hissed. "That's—nnnh—that's so good. Keep moving. Don't stop."

Marcus leaned forward, wrapping his arms around her clit, and started working it with his whole body. Grinding, humping, using every inch of himself to stimulate the massive bundle of nerves. He opened his mouth and dragged his tongue across it, tasting her—that sharp-sweet flavor that had become familiar over the past hours, addictive in a way he didn't want to examine too closely.

Her fingers picked up speed, fucking in and out of her cunt with wet obscene sounds that echoed across the quarry. She added a third finger, stretching herself, and cried out at the sensation. Her clit swelled beneath Marcus, getting harder, pulsing faster with her racing heartbeat.

"More," she whimpered. "Need more. Need—ah fuck—need it harder."

Marcus bit down gently on her clit with his teeth and she screamed—a sound that sent birds scattering from the quarry rim even this late at night. Her whole body shuddered, thighs trembling on either side of him, and he felt her building toward orgasm fast.

"Close," she panted. "So close. Don't stop, please don't—ahhh—"

He kept working, grinding and licking and biting, while she finger-fucked herself with increasing desperation. Her movements were getting erratic, losing rhythm, her breathing coming in sharp gasps. Sweat rolled down her skin in rivers despite the cold air, gleaming in starlight.

Her clit pulsed hard beneath him—once, twice—and then she was coming, her sixth orgasm slamming through her with enough force to make her whole body seize. Her cunt clenched around her own fingers, gushing arousal that ran down her thighs in thick streams. Her clit throbbed against Marcus in waves, each pulse making her cry out.

"FUCK—six—oh god six times—" she gasped, voice breaking. "Yes yes yes—"

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wracking her body with pleasure. Finally she slumped forward, catching herself on one hand, fingers still buried in her cunt. She pulled them out slowly and they came away soaked, dripping.

"Six," she said again, voice hoarse. She looked down at Marcus still straddling her clit. "Six orgasms and you know what?" A tremor ran through her. "I still want more. I still need more. What the fuck is wrong with me?"

She picked him up carefully and brought him to her face, studying him in the starlight. His entire body was coated in her arousal, hair plastered to his head, skin glistening. His cock was hard again—red and leaking against his belly.

"Look at you," she murmured. "Still hard. Still ready for me." Her tongue—huge and wet and hot—licked across his chest, his stomach, his cock. He gasped at the sensation, hips jerking. "You taste so good. Mixed with me. Us together."

She brought him down to her pussy again but this time positioned him differently—on his back in the sand right in front of her cunt, legs spread. From this angle he was looking up at her—her massive body towering above him, breasts heavy and swaying slightly as she breathed, her face looking down with hunger written across every feature.

"I want to sit on you," she said. "Want to lower myself down and feel you against my pussy. All of you. Not inside—just against me. Want to grind on you until I come again."

She positioned herself above him carefully, thighs on either side of his body, and started lowering down. Her pussy descended toward him—massive and swollen and dripping wet, lips parted to show pink interior glistening with arousal. The smell of her was overwhelming from this angle, sharp and sweet and concentrated enough to make him dizzy.

Then she made contact—her wet pussy pressing down against his entire body from chest to feet. The heat was incredible, the weight substantial even though she was clearly holding most of it off him. Her lips spread around him, slick flesh pressing against his chest, his stomach, his cock.

"Oh fuck," she moaned. "You feel—god you feel so good like this."

She started moving—grinding down against him in slow rolling motions that dragged her pussy across his entire body. Her clit was right above his face, massive and swollen, and every time she rolled forward it pressed against his mouth. He opened up and licked it, sucked on it, tasted her arousal flooding his mouth.

"Yes," she hissed. "Just like that. Lick my clit while I grind on you. Fuck—"

His cock was trapped between their bodies, grinding against her slick lips with every movement she made. The friction was intense, the heat overwhelming, and he felt himself getting close to another orgasm impossibly fast.

She picked up speed, grinding harder, chasing something that was building. Her arousal was gushing out, coating him completely, running down into the sand beneath him. The wet sounds were obscene—slick flesh sliding against flesh, her breathing getting ragged, his muffled moans as he licked her clit.

"Gonna come again," she panted. "Number seven. You're gonna make me come seven times. Fuck—"

She ground down hard and her whole body went rigid. Her cunt clenched, gushing arousal that soaked him completely, and she came screaming into the night. "SEVEN—oh god—seven fucking times—"

Marcus came at the same moment, his cock pulsing between their bodies, adding his cum to the mess coating them both. The orgasm was almost painful, wringing him dry, leaving him gasping and shaking.

She held position through the aftershocks, grinding slowly as the waves of pleasure rolled through her. Finally she lifted up carefully and looked down at him—completely drenched, trembling, barely conscious.

"Seven," she said, voice completely wrecked. "I've never come seven times in one session before. Never." She picked him up gently, cradling him against her chest. "And you know what's crazy? I think I might actually be getting close to satisfied."

She laid back in the sand, keeping him held against her between her breasts. Her heart was racing beneath him, slowly evening out. Sweat cooled on her skin in the night air. The smell of sex hung heavy over the quarry—her arousal, his cum, their combined scent mixing with sage and sand.

"Just need a few more," she murmured, almost to herself. "Just a few more and I think this ache will finally go away."

Marcus didn't respond. Couldn't respond. He just laid there against her chest, feeling her breathe, trying to process everything that had happened. His body ached everywhere. His cock was raw and sensitive. He'd lost count of how many times he'd come. But looking up at her face in the starlight—seeing satisfaction finally starting to overcome the desperate need—he felt something like pride.

She let him rest for maybe twenty minutes this time. Let both of them recover. Then her hands started wandering again and Marcus knew they were far from done.

"I want to try something really intense," she said, sitting up and looking down at him with eyes that had gone dark with renewed hunger. "I want you completely inside me. Not just partway. All the way. Want to feel you moving around in there, want to clench around your whole body."

She brought him down between her legs, positioning him at her entrance. Her cunt was still swollen, still glistening, still clenching rhythmically with need. The opening looked huge from this angle—easily big enough to swallow him completely.

"I'll go slow," she promised. "Tell me if it's too much. Please."

She pushed his feet inside and her cunt clenched immediately, trying to pull him deeper. She worked him in carefully—ankles, calves, knees, thighs. The heat surrounded him, slick muscle gripping him from every angle. Then his hips, his waist, his chest. She paused when she got to his shoulders, his head still visible.

"Last chance to back out," she said, voice trembling slightly. "Once you're all the way in I don't know if I'll be able to stop until I come."

Marcus looked up at her—this impossible woman who'd been using him for hours, who'd come seven times and still wanted more. He thought about saying no. About asking for real rest. Instead he nodded.

She pushed his head inside and the world went dark.

He was completely surrounded by her—encased in pulsing heat and pressure and slickness. He couldn't see, could barely hear except for her heartbeat thundering around him and her muffled moans from outside. The smell of her was everything, concentrated to the point of overwhelming. Sharp and sweet and musky, filling his nose and mouth with every breath.

Her muscles started working him immediately—clenching and releasing in waves, massaging him from every angle. He felt her fingers on the outside, pressing through her belly to feel where he was inside her.

Then she started moving.

She finger-fucked him through her own flesh—using external pressure to work him deeper, to move him around inside her cunt. The sensation was indescribable—pressure from every direction, heat bordering on painful, slick muscle rippling against every inch of him.

He could hear her moaning outside—long broken sounds getting higher and more desperate. "Fuck—you're inside me—all of you—can feel you everywhere—"

She started touching her clit with her other hand—he felt the vibrations of it through her flesh, felt her cunt clenching harder in response. Her movements got more frantic, more desperate, chasing orgasm number eight.

Marcus's cock was rock hard again somehow, grinding against slick muscle with every movement she made. The stimulation was constant, overwhelming, pushing him toward another impossible orgasm.

Her cunt started clenching erratically, muscles spasming around him. She was close. Right there.

"Gonna come—eight—number eight—fuck fuck FUCK—"

She came screaming, her cunt clamping down around Marcus so hard he thought his ribs might crack. The pressure was intense, bordering on painful, but then it started pulsing—waves of it rolling through her, each one making her cry out. Arousal gushed around him, making everything impossibly slicker, and he felt his own orgasm building.

He came inside her—his cock pulsing in the crushing heat, adding his cum to the mess. The pleasure was almost unbearable, too intense, leaving him gasping for air that tasted like her.

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever. Finally the pulsing started to slow, the crushing pressure easing. She pulled him out carefully—agonizingly slowly—and he emerged gasping into cold desert air that felt like ice after the heat of her interior.

She brought him up to her face, studying him with eyes that were finally—finally—starting to show real satisfaction. He was completely soaked, trembling, barely conscious.

"Eight," she whispered. "Eight times. I think—" She paused, tested herself with her fingers, came back dry for the first time all night. "I think I'm actually satisfied. For the first time in three weeks, I think the ache is gone."

She laid back in the sand with Marcus cupped against her chest. Both of them were breathing hard, both completely spent. The stars wheeled overhead. The quarry was silent except for their breathing and the distant sound of coyotes in the hills.

"Thank you," she said eventually, voice soft. "I know that was—god, that was intense. But thank you. I really needed that."

Marcus managed a weak noise that might have been acknowledgment. His whole body felt like it had been wrung through a wringer. But there was something satisfying about it too—about being needed that desperately, about being able to satisfy someone that completely.

They laid there in silence for a while. Then she spoke again, voice hesitant.

"I should probably let you sleep," she said. "You're exhausted. But—" She paused. "Would it be okay if I kept you here? Close to me? Just in case the ache comes back?"

Marcus looked up at her face—saw vulnerability there for the first time, saw fear that he might say no and leave her alone again. He nodded.

She smiled, relieved, and adjusted her grip on him. Brought him down to rest between her breasts where he could feel both heartbeats, where her body heat would keep him warm through the desert night.

"Sleep," she murmured. "I'll keep watch. Keep you safe."

And despite everything—despite the insanity of the situation, despite his body screaming with exhaustion—Marcus felt himself relaxing into her warmth. His eyes drifted closed. The last thing he heard before sleep took him was her breathing evening out and the sound of her heartbeat steady beneath him.

The night was far from over, but for now, they both rested.


Chapter Four: Morning Heat

Marcus woke to warmth and the smell of her everywhere.

For a confused moment he didn't know where he was—then memory crashed back and he opened his eyes to bronze skin stretched out in every direction, the massive curve of her breast rising and falling with her breathing. He was still nestled between her tits where she'd placed him before they both passed out, her body heat keeping the October cold at bay even as dawn light started creeping into the quarry.

She was still asleep, her breathing deep and even, one hand cupped loosely over him in a protective gesture. In sleep her face looked softer, younger, the desperate hunger smoothed away into something almost peaceful. Sweat had dried on her skin overnight, leaving faint salt trails. Her hair was a mess of copper tangles spread across the sand.

Marcus shifted slightly and immediately regretted it—his entire body ached. His thighs, his back, his arms. His cock was raw and tender, sensitive to even the slight movement of his soaked clothes against it. He'd lost count of how many times he'd come last night. Six? Seven? More? The whole thing felt like a fever dream except for the very real evidence coating every inch of him.

Her scent surrounded him completely—that sharp-sweet arousal smell mixed with sweat and sage and the mineral scent of sand. It had soaked into his skin, his hair, his clothes. He was pretty sure he'd be smelling her for days.

He tried to sit up and her hand tightched, fingers curling slightly tighter around him. Her breathing changed, became shallower. She was waking up.

Her eyes opened slowly, amber catching the early morning light. For a moment she just looked confused, blinking up at the sky. Then she looked down at him and her expression shifted—memory flooding back, followed by something that looked like embarrassment.

"Oh god," she said, voice rough from sleep and screaming. "Last night was—that actually happened, didn't it?"

Marcus nodded.

She sat up carefully, keeping him cupped in one hand, and looked around the quarry. His collapsed tent, his camp stove burned out, her discarded sports bra and cutoffs scattered across the sand. Evidence of their night together was everywhere—dark patches in the sand where her arousal had soaked through, the crater-prints from her knees, the shape of her body pressed into the ground.

"I came eight times," she said, almost to herself. "Eight fucking times and I used you like a—" She stopped, looked at him with something like guilt. "I'm sorry. I was so desperate I didn't even ask if you—if you wanted—"

"It's fine," Marcus managed, his voice hoarse. And weirdly, it was. The whole thing had been insane and overwhelming and he'd probably have nightmares about being crushed for weeks, but there was something about being needed that desperately that bypassed rational thought.

She studied his face, searching for something. Then her expression shifted again—guilt fading as her eyes tracked down his body, lingering on the visible bulge in his jeans despite everything.

"You're hard again," she observed, and her voice had dropped lower, gone rough around the edges.

Marcus looked down. His cock was indeed stirring, responding to her proximity, to her scent, to the memory of last night. His body apparently hadn't gotten the memo about being completely spent.

"Yeah," he said. "Apparently."

Her pupils dilated, black swallowing amber. She brought him closer to her face, breathing him in, and he watched the flush start to spread across her chest.

"I thought eight times would be enough," she whispered. "Thought the ache would stay gone. But I woke up and you were right there smelling like me and now I'm—" She swallowed hard. "I'm getting wet again. Can feel it starting."

Marcus could see it too—her nipples visibly hardening under the cool morning air, her breathing getting faster, her thighs pressing together slightly. The smell of her arousal was already starting to thicken in the air, mixing with the morning scent of sage and cold stone.

"What do you want to do about it?" he asked, and was surprised by how steady his voice came out.

Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips. "I want—" She stopped, shook her head. "No. No, you need rest. You need food and water and actual sleep. I can't just keep using you."

But even as she said it, her hand was drifting down her own body—between her breasts, over her belly, stopping just short of her pussy. Her fingers trembled with the effort of not touching.

"What if I said yes?" Marcus heard himself say. "What if I wanted to keep going?"

Her eyes snapped back to his face, searching. "You're exhausted. Your body is—"

"My body is apparently ready for more," he interrupted, nodding down at his obvious erection. "And honestly? Last night was the most insane thing that's ever happened to me but also—" He paused, trying to find words. "I've never felt that needed before. Never been able to satisfy someone that completely."

Her breathing hitched. "You're serious."

"I'm serious. So what do you want to do to me?"

The words hung in the cold morning air for a long moment. Then something shifted in her expression—the guilt burning away, replaced by raw hunger.

"I want to taste you properly," she said, voice rough with need. "I licked you last night but I want—I want you in my mouth. Want to suck on you, feel you on my tongue."

She brought him up to her face, lips parting. Her breath washed over him—hot and humid and smelling like mint mixed with the lingering taste of him from last night. Her tongue emerged, huge and pink and wet, and dragged across his entire body from feet to head.

The sensation was overwhelming—hot and slick and rough-textured, coating him in her saliva. She moaned at the taste of him, at the mixture of her dried arousal and his cum and his sweat all combined.

"Fuck you taste good," she breathed. "Better than last night."

She licked him again, slower this time, savoring. Her tongue pressed against his cock through his jeans and he gasped, hips jerking involuntarily. She felt the reaction and smiled—dangerous and hungry.

"Take your clothes off," she ordered. "I want to taste bare skin."

Marcus fumbled with his shirt, peeling the arousal-stiffened fabric off and dropping it. His jeans were harder—the button stuck, the zipper fighting him. She watched with predatory patience as he struggled, finally getting them down and kicking them off along with his boxers.

Naked, he was fully exposed to the morning cold, goosebumps rising across his skin. But her hand was warm, her breath hot as she brought him back to her mouth.

"Perfect," she murmured. Her tongue emerged again and this time when it dragged across his cock there was nothing between them—just bare sensitive skin against slick heat.

Marcus cried out, the sensation almost too much on his oversensitive flesh. But she didn't stop, kept licking in long slow strokes that covered his entire body. Up his legs, across his ass, over his back and chest and stomach, then focusing on his cock until he was trembling and gasping in her grip.

"I want you in my mouth," she said again. "Want to suck on you properly."

She opened wide and brought him to her lips. Her mouth was huge and hot and wet inside, tongue thick enough to wrap around his entire torso. She took him in slowly—feet first, then legs, working him deeper into the humid cavern of her mouth.

When she got to his waist she paused, tongue wrapping around his cock and squeezing. He felt her suck gently and the pressure combined with the heat and wetness made stars explode behind his eyes. His hands scrambled for purchase, grabbing onto her tongue, and she moaned around him—the vibration traveling through his entire body.

She worked him deeper—chest, shoulders, his head finally disappearing past her lips. He was completely inside her mouth now, surrounded by wet heat and the taste of her saliva coating his skin. Her tongue moved around him, massaging, exploring every inch of him.

Then she started sucking.

The pressure was intense, pulling at him from every direction. Her tongue worked against his cock in deliberate strokes, the texture rough and perfect and overwhelming. He could hear her moaning outside, could feel the vibrations of it through her mouth, through his bones.

He came without warning—his cock pulsing against her tongue, spilling into her mouth. She sucked harder, swallowing, and moaned louder at the taste of him.

She kept him in her mouth through the aftershocks, tongue continuing to massage and work him. Finally she pulled him out slowly, coating him in saliva, and brought him in front of her face to examine him.

"Good," she said, voice thick. "That was good. But now I need you somewhere else."

She laid back in the sand, spreading her thighs wide. Her pussy was already glistening in the morning light—lips swollen and parted, inner folds dark pink and slick with fresh arousal. The smell hit Marcus immediately, that sharp-sweet scent concentrated and thick.

"I need you inside me again," she said. "Need to feel you filling me up while the sun rises."

She brought him down between her legs, positioning him at her entrance. Her cunt was clenching rhythmically, visibly hungry. She pushed his legs inside and the heat swallowed him immediately—slick and tight and pulsing.

She worked him in slowly this time, savoring every inch. When she got him in to his chest she paused, leaving his head and arms outside so he could breathe, could see.

"Move," she ordered. "Use your hands. Your arms. Work my walls like you did last night."

Marcus pressed his palms against the slick muscle surrounding him, pushing and massaging. Her cunt clenched in response, rippling around him, and she moaned.

"Yes. Just like that. Keep going."

He found a rhythm, working the flesh while she started touching her clit with her free hand—two fingers rubbing in slow circles. The combination of sensations had her breathing getting ragged fast, hips starting to roll.

"More," she panted. "Need more. Need—"

She pushed him in deeper, his head disappearing inside her now. The world went dark and hot, her muscles clenching around him completely. He could hear her moaning outside, feel the vibrations of it through her flesh.

She started fucking herself with him—pulling him almost all the way out then shoving him back in deep. The rhythm was hard and fast, desperate, chasing orgasm number nine.

Marcus could feel his own building again—the constant stimulation of her cunt gripping him, the heat, the pressure. His cock was grinding against her inner walls with every thrust, oversensitive and raw but still responding.

She came first, her cunt clamping down around him in waves. "NINE—fuck—number nine—"

He came a second later, his cock pulsing inside her, adding his cum to the slick heat surrounding him. The pleasure was almost painful, wringing him completely dry.

She held him deep through the aftershocks, her whole body trembling. Finally she pulled him out carefully and brought him up to her face.

"Nine," she said, voice hoarse. "And the sun isn't even fully up yet."

The sky had gone from purple to pink to orange, dawn fully breaking over the quarry rim. Light spilled across her bronze skin, making the sweat gleam. She looked satisfied but not sated—there was still hunger in her eyes.

"I have an idea," she said, sitting up. "Something I've been thinking about since last night but wanted to wait for morning light so I could see properly."

She positioned herself on her hands and knees, ass raised in the air. From this angle Marcus could see everything—her pussy glistening between her thighs, her asshole tight and puckered above it, the curves of her ass each bigger than houses.

"I want you to explore," she said, looking back at him over her shoulder. "I want you to touch every part of me. Pussy, ass, everywhere. Want to feel those little hands all over me."

She set him down in the sand behind her, between her spread thighs. The smell was overwhelming from this position—her arousal thick and concentrated, mixing with the musk of her ass and her sweat. Both holes were right there in front of him, massive and intimidating and somehow inviting.

"Start wherever you want," she said. "Just make me feel good."

Marcus approached her pussy first—the familiar territory. Her lips were swollen and parted, inner folds glistening with a mixture of her arousal and his cum from moments ago. He reached out with both hands, spreading her open wider, and she moaned at the touch.

"Yes. Like that. Get your whole body involved."

He pressed himself against her opening, working his way inside—not fully, just his arms and head, reaching in to massage her inner walls while his legs stayed outside. Her cunt clenched around him, trying to pull him deeper, but he resisted. Wanted to explore first.

He pulled back out and moved up to her clit—massive and swollen and jutting out prominently. Wrapped his arms around it, ground his still-hard cock against it, and she cried out.

"Fuck—yes—so sensitive there—"

He licked it, bit down gently, and felt her whole body shudder. Kept working it while his hands explored—sliding along her inner thighs where arousal had dried in streaks, pressing into the soft flesh of her ass, finding every sensitive spot and exploiting it.

Then he moved higher, to her asshole.

It was tight and puckered, slightly darker than the surrounding skin. He could see it clenching rhythmically with her breathing. He reached out tentatively, pressing one hand against it, and she gasped.

"Oh god. No one's ever—I've never—" Her voice was shaking. "Keep going. Please."

He pressed harder, working his fingers against the tight ring of muscle. It resisted at first then started to give way, opening slightly under his pressure. She was moaning continuously now, the sound broken and desperate.

"Inside," she whimpered. "Put your hand inside."

He worked his hand in carefully, feeling the muscle stretch around his wrist. The heat was incredible, different from her pussy—tighter, more resistant. He pushed deeper, his arm disappearing up to the elbow.

"FUCK," she screamed. "Oh god oh fuck that's—keep going—deeper—"

He pushed his whole arm inside, working it around, massaging from the interior. His other hand went back to her clit, rubbing and working while he fucked her ass with his arm.

She was building fast, faster than any of the previous times. The combination of sensations—his arm in her ass, his hand on her clit, the taboo nature of it—was pushing her toward orgasm at breakneck speed.

"Gonna come," she panted. "Number ten. You're gonna make me come ten fucking times—ahhh—"

She came screaming, both holes clenching around him. Her asshole gripped his arm so tight he thought it might break, pulsing in waves. Her cunt gushed arousal onto the sand below, adding to the mess. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wracking her entire body.

Finally she collapsed forward, gasping. His arm slipped out of her ass and he fell backward into the sand, equally spent.

"Ten," she said eventually, voice completely destroyed. "Ten orgasms. In less than twelve hours." She rolled onto her side, looking at him with eyes that were finally—finally—showing real satisfaction. "I think I might actually be done. For now."

Marcus laid in the sand, naked and covered in her fluids and his own cum, and tried to process what had just happened. The sun was fully up now, warming the quarry, burning off the morning cold. His body ached everywhere. His cock was raw and tender despite still being partially hard. He was pretty sure he'd never be the same after this.

"What happens now?" he managed to ask.

She looked at him, expression softening. "Now? Now we both clean up. Eat something. Rest properly." She paused. "And then maybe—if you're willing—we see how long this satisfaction actually lasts."

She reached out carefully and picked him up, bringing him to rest on her chest. Her heartbeat was slow and steady beneath him, her skin warm from the sun. He could feel her breathing evening out, could smell her everywhere—on him, on her, soaked into the sand around them.

"Thank you," she said softly. "For last night. For this morning. For not running screaming."

Marcus laughed—actually laughed—despite everything. "Where would I run? You'd catch me in two steps."

She smiled, the expression warm and genuine. "True. But still. Thank you."

They laid there in the warming morning sun, both exhausted, both satisfied for the moment. And Marcus, despite everything, despite the insanity of waking up to a giantess and being used as a sex toy for twelve hours straight, found himself hoping that her satisfaction wouldn't last too long.

Because as terrifying and overwhelming as this was, it was also the most intense, most needed, most alive he'd ever felt.

And he wasn't quite ready for it to end yet.


Chapter Five: Surrender

They rested for maybe an hour in the warming sun, Marcus sprawled across her chest while she traced lazy patterns on his back with one fingertip. The quarry had gone from cold desert morning to genuinely warm, the October sun burning off the chill and heating the red rock walls. His body was screaming for actual rest, for food, for water he hadn't had in almost twelve hours. But every time he thought about suggesting they stop, he'd catch her scent—that sharp-sweet arousal smell that had only diminished slightly—and feel his cock stir with renewed interest.

"I can feel you getting hard again," she murmured, not opening her eyes. Her fingertip traced down his spine, over his ass, between his legs to brush against his cock. "Even after ten orgasms you still want more."

"Could say the same about you," Marcus managed. "You're still wet."

She was. He could smell it, could feel the heat radiating from between her legs even from up here on her chest. Her satisfaction from number ten had lasted maybe twenty minutes before the ache started creeping back in.

"I know," she said, and there was frustration in her voice. "I thought ten would be enough. Thought I'd finally be satisfied for more than an hour. But I can already feel it building again." She opened her eyes, looking down at him. "What the fuck is wrong with me? Normal people don't need this much."

"Maybe you're not normal," Marcus said. "Maybe whatever made you grow also ramped up your sex drive to match your size."

She considered this. "Maybe. Or maybe I've just been alone too long and now that I finally have someone who can help me I can't get enough." Her hand cupped around him possessively. "Either way, I need more. Need you again. Need to come so many times I can't remember my own name."

Her pupils were dilating again, black swallowing amber. The flush was spreading across her chest, her breathing quickening. Marcus watched it happen—watched need override satisfaction in real time.

"How many more do you think you need?" he asked.

"I don't know." Her voice had gone rough. "But I want to find out. Want to see how far we can push this. How many times I can come before my body literally can't anymore." She sat up, keeping him cupped in one hand. "And I want to try things we haven't done yet. Want to use every part of you in every way I can think of."

She stood up—the movement making Marcus's stomach lurch as he was suddenly two hundred feet in the air. She walked across the quarry to where her cutoffs had landed, bent down to retrieve them. From his position he got a full view of her ass—massive curves of bronze flesh, the cleft between them, her pussy and asshole both visible and glistening.

She dug in the pocket of her shorts one-handed and pulled out something small. Brought it up to examine—a hair tie, the thick elastic kind.

"I have an idea," she said, looking at it, then at Marcus. "Something intense. Something we definitely haven't tried yet."

She sat back down in the sand and laid on her back, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy was right there—swollen lips parted, inner folds dark pink and slick, clit standing proud and needy. She brought Marcus down between her thighs and set him in the sand.

"I want you to tie yourself to my clit," she said, handing him the hair tie. "Wrap this around yourself and my clit together so you can't fall off. Then I'm going to touch myself, finger myself, make myself come while you're strapped to it. Want to feel you against me through the whole orgasm."

Marcus looked at the hair tie, then at her massive clit. The elastic was thick enough that he could probably wrap it around both of them a few times, secure enough that he wouldn't slip off no matter how much she moved.

"You're sure?" he asked.

"I need this," she said, and her voice was shaking. "Need to feel you tied to me. Bound to my clit while I come. Please."

He approached her clit—already familiar with it after last night and this morning, knew its shape and texture and the way it pulsed with her heartbeat. Climbed onto it carefully, straddling it with his legs, and started wrapping the elastic around his waist and the thick bundle of nerves.

It took some work but he managed to secure it—looped around three times, tight enough to hold but not so tight it cut off circulation. When he was done he was firmly strapped to her clit, his bare cock pressed against swollen flesh, his hands free to brace himself.

"Perfect," she breathed, looking down at him. "Now hold on."

Her hand came down, two fingers pressing against her entrance. She pushed them inside slowly, her cunt clenching around the thick digits, and moaned at the sensation. Started fucking herself with them, working them in and out while Marcus felt every vibration transmitted through her clit.

The pulsing intensified immediately—her clit swelling and hardening under him as arousal built. Her other hand came down to her breasts, pinching one nipple hard, and she cried out. The sound echoed across the quarry—raw and desperate and hungry.

"Touch it," she panted. "Your hands. Touch my clit while I finger myself."

Marcus braced himself with his thighs and brought his hands down to the flesh beneath him. Started massaging it, working it, feeling the exact texture of every ridge and fold. Her clit throbbed harder, pulsing with her racing heartbeat.

She added a third finger to her cunt, stretching herself, and the wet sounds got obscene—slick flesh sliding against flesh, her arousal gushing out to run down her thighs. The smell was overwhelming, sharp and sweet and musky, concentrated to the point that Marcus's head swam with it.

"More," she whimpered. "Need more. Need—ahhh—"

She was building fast, faster than any of the previous times. The combination of having him tied to her clit, of being able to watch him while she touched herself, was pushing her toward orgasm at breakneck speed.

Marcus leaned down and licked her clit, tasting her, and she screamed. Her hips bucked, the movement making him bounce on the elastic tether, and she started finger-fucking herself frantically.

"Gonna come," she gasped. "Number eleven. You're tied to my clit and I'm gonna—FUCK—"

She came hard, her whole body seizing. Her cunt clenched around her fingers, gushing arousal that sprayed across the sand. Her clit pulsed against Marcus in massive waves—each one so intense he felt it in his bones, felt the elastic cutting into him slightly as it swelled. She was screaming wordlessly, her other hand leaving her breast to brace herself in the sand as the orgasm wrecked her.

And Marcus, strapped to her through it all, felt his own orgasm building. The constant pulsing against his cock, the heat, the smell, the sight of her coming apart—it pushed him over and he came too, spilling across her clit, marking it with his cum for the second time that morning.

Her orgasm seemed endless, rolling through her in waves. Finally it started to ease, her body relaxing, her cunt releasing its death grip on her fingers. She pulled them out slowly and they came away soaked, dripping.

"Eleven," she gasped, voice completely destroyed. "Fuck. That was—I've never come that hard—"

She reached down carefully and untied the elastic, freeing Marcus. Brought him up to her face and studied him—covered in her arousal and his own cum, trembling, barely able to hold himself upright.

"You came too," she observed. "How many times is that for you now?"

Marcus tried to count and couldn't. "I don't know. Eight? Nine? I lost track."

She smiled, satisfied. "Good. Want you as wrecked as I am." She brought him to her mouth and licked him clean, savoring the taste of both of them mixed together. "But we're not done yet. Not even close."

She stood up again, keeping him cupped in one hand, and walked to the center of the quarry. Found a flat patch of sand and sat down, crossing her legs. Set Marcus down in front of her pussy—from this angle he could see everything, her lips swollen and parted, her cunt still clenching rhythmically.

"I want to try something different," she said. "I've been using you. Taking what I need. Now I want you to use me."

Marcus looked up at her, confused. "What do you mean?"

"I mean—" She paused, searching for words. "I want you to fuck me. Not me fucking myself with you. You fucking me. You in control. You deciding how deep, how fast, how hard." Her pupils were blown wide. "I want to give myself to you completely. Let you use my body however you want."

The idea was insane. He was six feet tall and she was two hundred feet. There was no world in which he could "use" her in any meaningful way. But looking at her face—seeing genuine submission there, genuine desire to surrender control—he found himself nodding.

"Okay," he said. "Tell me what you want me to do."

"Anything," she breathed. "Everything. Just—make me come again. As many times as you can."

Marcus stood up on shaking legs and approached her pussy. Her lips were swollen and parted invitingly, her cunt clenching on nothing, desperate to be filled. He pressed his hands against her lips, spreading them wider, and she moaned at the touch.

He climbed onto her, positioning himself at her entrance. His cock was hard again—impossibly—and he pressed it against her opening. The heat was immediate, the slickness coating him. He pushed forward, working his cock inside first, then his hips, his waist.

She was moaning continuously now, breathy little sounds that got higher with each inch he pushed in. "Yes. Keep going. Deeper."

He worked himself in until he was buried to his chest, his cock fully inside her and grinding against slick muscle. Then he started moving—pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in. Fucking her. Actually fucking her.

The sensation was incredible. Hot and tight and slick, her cunt gripping him with every thrust. He found a rhythm, working his whole body into it, and she started crying out with each thrust.

"Yes—fuck yes—just like that—harder—"

He fucked her harder, faster, using his whole body as a living cock. His hands grabbed onto her inner walls for leverage, his legs pushing, his hips driving forward with everything he had.

She brought one hand down to her clit and started rubbing frantically. The combination of him inside her and her own touch was building her up fast—he could feel it in the way her muscles were tensing, in the way her breathing was getting ragged.

"Gonna come again," she panted. "Twelve. Number twelve. Don't stop, please don't—ahhh—"

She came screaming, her cunt clenching around him so hard it hurt. But he kept fucking her through it, kept driving in and out as she pulsed and gushed around him. The stimulation pushed him over too and he came inside her, his cock pulsing and adding to the mess.

She was trembling all over, gasping for air. "Again," she whimpered. "Need to come again. Need—more—"

Marcus didn't stop. Kept fucking her even as his own orgasm faded, kept working his body into her. She was so wet now, so slick with their combined fluids, that he slid in and out easily.

He pulled out completely and moved up to her clit. Wrapped his arms around it, ground his cock against it, licked and bit and sucked. She was so sensitive from twelve orgasms that even the lightest touch made her cry out.

"Oh fuck oh god oh—"

He worked her clit mercilessly, using every technique he'd learned over the past twelve hours. And she came again—number thirteen—her whole body convulsing with the force of it.

"Thirteen," she sobbed. "Fuck. Can't—can't take much more—"

But she spread her legs wider, giving him better access, silently begging for more.

Marcus moved back down to her cunt. Pushed his whole arm inside, then his other arm, then his head. He was shoulder-deep in her now, surrounded by pulsing heat and slickness, and he started moving. Working his arms, twisting his body, fucking her from the inside.

The pressure was intense, her muscles gripping him from every angle. He could hear her screaming outside, could feel the vibrations of it through her flesh. She was building again, impossibly fast.

He bit down on her inner wall—gently but enough to give her sensation—and she came instantly. Number fourteen. Her cunt clenched so hard around him he thought his shoulders might dislocate, pulsing in waves that seemed to go on forever.

When she finally relaxed he pulled himself out, gasping. She was laying flat on her back now, limbs splayed, breathing so hard her whole body heaved. Sweat gleamed on every inch of her bronze skin. Her pussy was red and swollen, gaping slightly, gushing arousal onto the sand beneath her.

"Fourteen," she said hoarsely. "Fourteen times. I don't think I can—I don't think there's anything left—"

But even as she said it, her hand drifted down to her clit. Touched it lightly and whimpered at the sensitivity. "Except I still want more. Still need—fuck—what is wrong with me?"

Marcus climbed up onto her belly, walking across bronze skin toward her breasts. "Maybe nothing's wrong with you. Maybe you just need more than normal people."

"Then give it to me," she said, looking at him with eyes that were glassy with exhaustion and still burning with need. "Give me everything. Don't stop until I literally can't come anymore."

He reached her breasts—massive mounds of flesh tipped with nipples the size of dinner plates. The nipples were hard and dark, visibly straining. He approached one and wrapped his whole body around it, grinding his cock against it while his hands and mouth worked the sensitive flesh.

She arched her back, pressing her breast up into him. "Yes. Fuck. That's—nnnh—so good—"

He worked one nipple while his hand reached over to the other, massaging and pinching. Her breaths were coming in sharp gasps, her whole body trembling. And incredibly, impossibly, he felt her building toward another orgasm just from breast stimulation alone.

"You're gonna make me come from my tits," she gasped. "Never—never done that before—ahhh—"

He bit down on her nipple and she came—number fifteen—her back arching so hard he nearly fell off. The orgasm was different this time, less intense but deeper, rolling through her whole body in waves of warmth.

She was crying now, tears streaming down her face. "Fifteen. Fuck. I can't—I need to keep going but I don't know if I can—"

"Then let's find out," Marcus said. He slid down her body, between her breasts, across her belly, back to her pussy. It was still gaping slightly, still clenching, still hungry despite everything.

He positioned himself at her entrance and pushed inside—not stopping until he was completely buried, his whole body inside her cunt. The heat surrounded him, slick muscle gripping him from every direction.

Then he started moving. Fucking her from the inside, working every inch of her interior he could reach. She was moaning continuously now, the sounds broken and desperate and raw.

He felt her building again—felt the tension coiling in her muscles, felt her heartbeat racing faster. This was going to be sixteen. And he was going to give it to her.

He twisted his body, found a particularly sensitive spot on her upper wall, and worked it mercilessly. She screamed, the sound echoing across the quarry, and came so hard her whole body went rigid.

Number sixteen hit her like a truck. Her cunt clenched around him in waves so intense he felt them in his bones, pulsing and gripping and gushing arousal. The orgasm seemed to last forever, wracking her body with pleasure that bordered on pain.

When it finally started to ease she went completely limp. Marcus pulled himself out carefully and she didn't move, just laid there gasping for air like she'd run a marathon.

"Sixteen," she whispered. "Sixteen orgasms. In twelve hours." Her voice was completely destroyed, barely audible. "I think—I think that might be enough. I think I might actually be satisfied. For real this time."

She reached down with a trembling hand and picked Marcus up, bringing him to rest on her chest. Her heartbeat was racing beneath him, gradually slowing. Both of them were completely spent, wrung out, destroyed in the best possible way.

The sun was high overhead now, approaching noon. They'd been at this since sunset the previous evening. Nearly eighteen hours of the most intense sex Marcus had ever experienced.

"What happens now?" he asked eventually, voice hoarse.

She was quiet for a long moment. Then: "I don't know. I've been wandering alone for three weeks. No plan, no destination. Just trying to find somewhere I could exist without hurting anyone." She looked down at him. "But now I have you. And I don't want to let you go."

"Then don't," Marcus said, surprising himself. "Keep me. I mean—if you want. If you'll have me."

She sat up carefully, keeping him cupped in her hand, and studied his face. "You're serious. After everything I just put you through, you want to stay with me?"

"I've never felt this needed in my entire life," Marcus said. "Never been able to satisfy someone so completely. It's insane and probably not sustainable and I'll definitely need breaks but—" He paused. "Yeah. I want to stay."

Her expression softened, something like wonder crossing her face. "Okay," she said quietly. "Okay. We'll figure it out. Together."

She stood up carefully and started gathering their scattered belongings—his clothes, her sports bra and cutoffs, the collapsed tent. Marcus watched from her palm as she moved around the quarry, this impossible woman who'd used him as a sex toy for eighteen hours straight and was now gently collecting his camping gear.

"We should probably find somewhere more permanent to stay," she said, pulling her cutoffs back on. "Somewhere with water. Maybe some shelter." She glanced down at him. "And food. You haven't eaten in almost a day."

His stomach growled on cue and she laughed—the sound warm and genuine. "Right. Food first. Then we figure out the rest."

She cradled him against her chest as she started walking, each step shaking him slightly but her hand keeping him secure. They left the quarry behind—the sand soaked dark with evidence of their night together, the air still thick with the smell of sex and sweat.

As they crested the rim and started across the desert, Marcus looked back one last time at the place where everything had changed. Where he'd found this impossible woman, or she'd found him. Where they'd discovered what satisfaction really meant—not one orgasm or two, but sixteen. Not one night, but surrender.

"Hey," she said, looking down at him. "Thank you. For everything. For not running. For giving me what I needed."

"Thank you for needing me," Marcus said.

She smiled—warm and satisfied and still just slightly hungry, because that ache would probably never fully go away. And they walked off together into the desert morning, two impossible beings who'd found each other in the most unlikely way.

The quarry faded behind them. The sun climbed higher. And somewhere in the vast Nevada desert, a giantess and the man she'd claimed as her own went looking for whatever came next.

Together.


Chapter Six: Belonging

They walked for hours across the desert, the sun climbing high and hot overhead. She cradled Marcus against her chest as she moved, each massive footstep shaking him slightly but her hand keeping him secure and warm. The smell of sage and creosote mixed with the lingering scent of their sex—sharp and sweet and musky, clinging to both of them like a second skin.

Around midday she found what she was looking for—an old abandoned mining camp nestled in a box canyon, protected from wind on three sides by red rock walls. There was a cistern that still held water, a few collapsed buildings, and most importantly: shade.

She set Marcus down carefully on a flat rock and stretched, her body crackling with the movement. Sweat gleamed on her bronze skin, rolled down between her breasts and over the curve of her belly. Even after sixteen orgasms she was still stunning, still moved with that unconscious sensuality that made his cock stir despite everything.

"This'll work," she said, looking around. "Water, shelter, privacy." She glanced down at him. "You need to eat. Drink. Actually rest."

Marcus nodded, though his body was already responding to her proximity, to the way her scent thickened in the enclosed space. "Yeah. Probably."

She walked to the cistern and cupped water in her massive hands, brought it to him. He drank greedily, the cold water shocking after hours in the desert heat. She did the same, drinking deeply, water running down her chin and chest.

When they'd both had their fill she sat down in the shade of the largest rock wall, legs stretched out, and patted her thigh. "Come here. Rest on me while I figure out food."

Marcus climbed onto her thigh—the muscle firm beneath bronze skin, warm from the sun. He laid down and felt exhaustion hit him like a wave. His whole body ached, his cock was raw and tender, and he was pretty sure he'd never been this tired in his life.

She noticed him settling and smiled, one finger stroking his back gently. "Sleep. I'll wake you when—"

She stopped mid-sentence, her hand freezing. Marcus felt it too—the shift in her scent, the way it suddenly sharpened and sweetened. Her breathing quickened slightly.

"Fuck," she whispered. "It's starting again already."

He looked up at her face and saw it—pupils dilating, flush spreading across her chest, her free hand drifting unconsciously toward her pussy before she stopped herself.

"The ache?" he asked.

"Yeah." Her voice had gone rough. "Thought I'd have at least a few hours but—" She swallowed hard. "I'm getting wet again. Can feel it. And just looking at you, smelling you, remembering everything we did—" She stopped, took a shuddering breath. "I'm sorry. You need rest. Real rest. I can't keep using you like this."

Marcus sat up despite his exhaustion, looking at her. Really looking. Saw the need burning in her eyes, the way her thighs were pressed together, the tremor in her hands. Saw her fighting it, trying to resist for his sake.

"What if I don't want you to resist?" he said.

Her eyes snapped to his face. "You're exhausted. You haven't slept in—"

"And you're in pain," he interrupted. "I can see it. That ache you talked about—it's back, isn't it? Getting worse?"

She didn't answer, but the flush deepening across her skin told him everything.

"Then use me," Marcus said. "Keep using me until we figure out how much you really need. Because I meant what I said—I've never felt this needed in my entire life, and I'm not ready to stop."

Her breathing hitched. "You're sure? Because once I start I don't know if I can stop at just one or two this time. I might need—" She stopped, licked her lips. "I might need a lot more."

"Then take a lot more," Marcus said, and felt his cock harden fully at the words, at the promise of what was coming.

Something shifted in her expression—the restraint burning away, replaced by raw hunger. She picked him up in one hand, stood, and walked deeper into the canyon where the shade was thickest and the rock walls would muffle sound.

"I want to try everything we haven't done yet," she said, voice dropping low and rough. "Want to use you in every way I can think of. Want to see how many times I can come before my body literally gives out." She set him down on a flat patch of sand and started stripping—pulling her sports bra off, kicking away her cutoffs until she was completely naked in the dappled shade.

Her body was magnificent. Two hundred feet of bronze skin and impossible curves, breasts heavy and tipped with nipples already hard, the shadow between her thighs dark and glistening. The smell of her arousal hit Marcus immediately—sharp and sweet and concentrated, mixing with the mineral smell of rock and the lingering scent of sage.

She laid down on her back, spreading her legs wide, and her pussy was right there—swollen lips parted, inner folds dark pink and slick, clit standing proud and visibly pulsing. Arousal was already seeping out, running down to pool in the sand beneath her.

"Start with my clit," she ordered, voice shaking with need. "Make me come with just your mouth and hands. I want to feel you worship it."

Marcus stripped quickly—his clothes were ruined anyway, stiff with dried arousal and his own cum. Naked, he approached her massive clit, already familiar with its shape and texture after last night and this morning. But somehow it looked even bigger now, more swollen, pulsing faster with her racing heartbeat.

He wrapped his arms around it, pressing his whole body against the thick bundle of nerves, and opened his mouth to lick. The taste exploded across his tongue—sharp and sweet and addictive, coating his mouth and throat. She gasped above him, hips jerking slightly.

"Yes," she hissed. "Just like that. More."

He licked in long strokes, covering as much surface area as he could, then focused on the tip—the most sensitive part. Sucked on it, bit down gently with his teeth, and she screamed. The sound echoed off the canyon walls, came back to them distorted and multiplied.

Her hand came down to her pussy, two fingers pressing into her entrance. She was so wet they slid in easily, her cunt clenching around the thick digits immediately. She started fucking herself while Marcus worked her clit, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet canyon.

"Harder," she panted. "Use your cock. Grind against it."

Marcus positioned himself so his cock pressed against her clit and started humping, grinding his hard length against swollen flesh. The friction was intense, the heat overwhelming. His cock leaked precum that mixed with her arousal, making everything slicker.

She added a third finger, stretching herself, and the sounds got wetter, filthier. Her free hand came up to her breast, pinching one nipple hard, and she moaned—long and broken and desperate.

"Close," she gasped. "So close already. Seventeen—gonna be number seventeen—ahhh—"

Marcus bit down on her clit and she came apart screaming. Her whole body seized, back arching off the sand, and her cunt gushed arousal that sprayed across the ground. Her clit pulsed against him in massive waves, each one making her cry out.

"SEVENTEEN—FUCK—YES—"

The orgasm wracked her for what felt like minutes. Finally she collapsed back, gasping, fingers still buried in her cunt. She pulled them out slowly and they came away soaked, dripping.

"Seventeen," she panted. "And I already need eighteen. Already need more." She looked at him with eyes gone dark and hungry. "Get inside me. All the way. I want you buried deep while I touch myself."

She grabbed him and shoved him into her cunt without warning—the heat swallowing him instantly, slick muscle clenching from every angle. She pushed him in deep, working him until he was completely inside, surrounded by pulsing heat and darkness and the overwhelming smell of her.

Then she started touching her clit with one hand while using the other to press through her belly, working him deeper inside. The pressure was intense, the stimulation constant. He could hear her moaning outside, feel the vibrations through her flesh.

She was building fast—faster than any of the previous times. The combination of having him completely inside her while she touched herself was pushing her toward orgasm at breakneck speed.

"Fuck fuck fuck—eighteen—number eighteen—"

She came hard, her cunt clamping down around Marcus so tight he couldn't breathe. Pulsing in waves that seemed endless. And trapped inside her, surrounded by the evidence of her pleasure, he came too—his cock pulsing and adding to the mess.

She held him inside through the aftershocks, her whole body trembling. Finally she pulled him out carefully and brought him up to her face. Studied him with satisfaction that was already fading back into need.

"Eighteen," she said. "Not even close to enough yet."

She rolled onto her stomach, raising her ass in the air. From this angle Marcus could see both holes—her pussy glistening and gaping slightly, her asshole tight and puckered above it.

"I want you in my ass again," she said, looking back at him over her shoulder. "Want to feel you inside while I finger my pussy. Want to come from both at the same time."

Marcus approached her asshole—the tight ring of muscle clenching rhythmically. He pressed his hands against it and it resisted, then slowly started to give way. He worked his hand inside, then his arm, pushing deeper.

The heat was incredible, the tightness almost painful. Different from her pussy—more resistant but somehow more intimate. She was moaning continuously now, breathy sounds that got higher with each inch he pushed in.

When he was in to his shoulder he started moving—working his arm in and out, fucking her ass. Her other hand came down to her pussy, three fingers shoving inside, and she started fucking both holes at once.

"Oh god oh fuck—never—never been this full—"

She was building impossibly fast, the dual stimulation overwhelming. Her ass clenched around his arm in waves, her pussy gushing arousal that ran down her thighs.

"Nineteen," she gasped. "Number nineteen—FUCK—"

She came screaming, both holes clenching hard enough to hurt. The orgasm seemed to tear through her, leaving her shaking and gasping. Marcus pulled his arm free and she collapsed forward, face-down in the sand.

"Nineteen," she whispered. "Still not enough. Still need more."

She rolled onto her back again, spreading her legs. "Your whole body," she panted. "I want your whole body inside my pussy. Want to feel you moving around in there while I touch my clit."

She grabbed him and started feeding him into her cunt feet-first. Ankles, calves, knees, thighs, hips, waist, chest, shoulders. When his head disappeared inside the world went dark and hot and overwhelmingly scented with her.

He was completely surrounded by pulsing muscle and slick heat. And then she started moving him—working him around inside her, using her hand on the outside to manipulate him through her own flesh. The pressure was intense from every direction.

He could hear her touching her clit outside, could feel the vibrations of her moans through the layers of muscle surrounding him. She was building again, riding the wave of the previous nineteen orgasms.

"Twenty," she gasped. "Gonna be twenty. You're completely inside me and I'm gonna come so hard—ahhh—"

She came with a scream that Marcus felt more than heard, her cunt clenching around him in crushing waves. The pressure was almost unbearable, pulsing and gripping and gushing arousal that made everything impossibly slick.

She held him deep through the orgasm, her whole body convulsing. Finally she pulled him out and he emerged gasping, drenched, barely conscious.

"Twenty," she said, voice completely destroyed. She looked at him with eyes that were glassy with exhaustion but still burning with need. "I need to keep going. Need more. Need—fuck—need to see how far this can go."

She positioned him on her clit again, this time sitting up so she could watch. "Fuck my clit," she ordered. "Use your whole body. Make me come again."

Marcus straddled her clit, pressing his cock against it, and started moving. Grinding, humping, using every technique he'd learned. She brought both hands down to her pussy, shoving four fingers inside, stretching herself wider than before.

The wet sounds were obscene, echoing off the canyon walls. Her cunt was gripping her own fingers desperately, clenching and gushing. Her clit was swelling beneath Marcus, getting harder, pulsing faster.

"Twenty-one," she gasped. "So close to twenty-one—don't stop—please—"

He bit down on her clit and she came instantly, screaming. Her cunt clenched around her fingers, gushing so much arousal it looked like she was pissing. Her whole body shook with the force of it.

And Marcus, grinding against her through it all, came too. His cock pulsed against her clit, adding his cum to the mess coating them both.

"Twenty-one," she sobbed when she could speak again. "Twenty-one fucking times." She pulled her fingers out of her cunt and they came away soaked, dripping. "And I still—I still want more—what the fuck—"

But even as she said it, Marcus could see something shifting. The desperation in her eyes was easing slightly, the ache that had driven her for weeks finally starting to truly satisfy.

"A few more," she whispered. "Just a few more and I think—I think I'll finally be done. Really done."

She laid back, pulling Marcus with her to rest on her chest. Both of them were completely spent, covered in fluids, trembling with exhaustion. The sun had moved across the sky—it was late afternoon now, the shadows lengthening in the canyon.

"We've been at this for almost twenty-four hours," she said softly. "Twenty-one orgasms. And you've come—how many times?"

"I don't know," Marcus admitted. "Ten? Twelve? I lost count hours ago."

She smiled, the expression soft. "Me too." Her hand came up to cup around him protectively. "But I meant what I said. Just a few more. Then I think the ache will finally be gone. Really gone."

They rested for maybe thirty minutes, catching their breath, letting their bodies recover slightly. Then Marcus felt it—the shift in her scent, the way it sharpened and sweetened again. Her breathing quickened.

"One more session," she said. "Give me everything you have left. Help me finish this."

She sat up, keeping him cupped in one hand. "I want to try something we haven't done. I want you to be in control completely. Tell me what to do. How to touch myself. When to come. I want to surrender to you totally."

The idea was insane given their size difference, but looking at her face—seeing genuine submission there, genuine desire to give him control—Marcus found himself nodding.

"Okay," he said. "Lay on your back. Spread your legs as wide as they'll go."

She did, her massive thighs spreading until her pussy was completely exposed—swollen and gaping and glistening wet.

"Touch your clit," he ordered. "Slow circles. Don't go fast until I say."

Her hand came down, two fingers rubbing her clit in lazy circles. She moaned at the touch, hips jerking, but kept the pace slow.

"Good," Marcus said. "Now use your other hand. Three fingers inside your pussy. Work them in and out."

She obeyed, three thick fingers pushing into her cunt. The wet sounds echoed across the canyon as she started fucking herself slowly.

"Faster," Marcus ordered. "Faster with your fingers. But keep your clit slow."

She picked up the pace, finger-fucking herself harder while her clit stayed at that lazy pace. The contrast was driving her crazy—he could see it in her face, in the way her breathing was getting ragged.

"Stop touching your clit," he said. "Just your pussy. Four fingers now. Stretch yourself."

She pulled her hand away from her clit with a whimper and added a fourth finger to her cunt. Stretched herself wide, the wet sounds getting obscene.

"Please," she whimpered. "Please let me touch my clit—"

"Not yet," Marcus said. "Get yourself right to the edge first."

She was moaning continuously now, fucking herself desperately with four fingers, her cunt clenching and gushing. Her clit was visibly throbbing, needing attention, but she kept her hand away.

"I'm close," she gasped. "So close—please—"

"Now," Marcus ordered. "Touch your clit. Make yourself come."

Her hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically, and she came instantly. Number twenty-two hit her like a freight train, her whole body seizing, her cunt clenching around her fingers as she screamed.

"TWENTY-TWO—OH FUCK—"

The orgasm wrecked her, left her gasping and trembling. But Marcus wasn't done.

"Again," he said. "I want twenty-three. Keep your fingers inside. Touch your clit again."

She was so sensitive that even the lightest touch made her cry out. But she obeyed, rubbing her clit while keeping four fingers buried in her cunt. Built toward another orgasm impossibly fast.

"Twenty-three," she sobbed. "Can't—can't take much more—"

"Yes you can," Marcus said. "Come for me. Number twenty-three."

She came screaming, her whole body convulsing. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, pulsing through her in waves.

When it finally eased she pulled her fingers out and just laid there gasping, tears streaming down her face.

"One more," Marcus said softly. "Give me twenty-four. Then we're done."

She looked at him with eyes that were glassy with exhaustion and overwhelmed pleasure. "I don't think I can—"

"You can," he said. "For me. Give me one more."

She nodded weakly. Brought both hands down to her pussy—one touching her clit, the other working fingers inside. Built slowly this time, savoring it, knowing it was the last.

Marcus climbed down to her clit, straddled it, and started grinding his cock against it while she touched herself. The combination of sensations—his body on her clit, her own fingers in her cunt—pushed her toward that final edge.

"Twenty-four," she whispered. "The last one. Oh god—"

She came with a sound like a sob, the orgasm rolling through her in gentle waves. Not explosive like the others—softer, deeper, more satisfying. Like her body finally accepting that it had had enough.

Marcus came with her, his cock pulsing one last time against her clit, completely dry but still responding to her pleasure.

They collapsed together—her flat on her back, him sprawled across her clit. Both completely spent. Both wrung utterly dry.

"Twenty-four," she whispered eventually. "Twenty-four orgasms in twenty-four hours." She picked him up carefully and brought him to rest on her chest. "And you know what? I think—I think the ache is finally gone. Really gone."

Marcus could barely keep his eyes open. "Good," he managed.

"Thank you," she said softly. "For everything. For giving me what I needed. For not giving up even when it seemed impossible."

"Thank you for needing me," Marcus said again, the words becoming their refrain.

They laid there as the sun set, painting the canyon walls orange and purple and finally deep blue. The desert cold started creeping in but her body heat kept them both warm. The smell of their sex hung thick in the air—sharp and sweet and musky, mixed with sage and stone.

"What's your name?" Marcus asked eventually, realizing they'd spent twenty-four hours together and never gotten around to introductions.

She laughed—the sound warm and satisfied. "Sarah," she said. "My name is Sarah."

Marcus started laughing too, the sound bordering on hysterical. "My ex-girlfriend's name was Sarah. That's why I was out here. Three-day-old breakup."

"Well," Sarah said, smiling down at him. "Guess you found a better Sarah."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed. "I really did."

They fell silent again, comfortable now. Two impossible beings who'd found each other in the most unlikely way, who'd pushed each other to limits neither knew existed, who'd discovered that satisfaction wasn't a number or a goal but a journey they could take together.

"Stay with me," Sarah said eventually. "I know it's crazy and we just met and this whole situation is insane but—stay with me. Be mine."

"I already am," Marcus said. "Have been since you picked me up last night. I'm yours. For as long as you want me."

"Forever then," Sarah whispered. "I want you forever."

"Forever it is."

And as stars came out overhead and the desert night settled around them, a giantess and the man who'd become her entire world fell asleep together. Satisfied. Complete. Home.

The ache was finally gone. And in its place was something better—belonging.
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