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CHAPTER ONE


CHAPTER ONE

Your new bodyguard arrives late at night.

You open your penthouse door expecting your regular security chief, but instead the man filling the frame is massive—broad-shouldered, thick arms inked in black tactical bands, a stance that says he’s been in more warzones than bedrooms, though the look in his eyes is already undressing you.

His name is Calder Shaw.
Former Special Forces. Discharged after an operation gone wrong. Your family hired him without consulting you.

He steps inside. He doesn’t wait for permission.

His voice is a low, gravel-dark rasp.
“Your old team wasn’t good enough. I am.”

He smells like gun oil, cedar, and male heat. His jaw is rough with stubble, and when his eyes drag down your body—slow, assessing—it feels like fingers.

He circles you once, close enough that his chest nearly brushes your back.

“I’m going to need to know every exit, every blind spot in this place,” he murmurs. “And everywhere someone could get to you.”
He steps in front of you again.
“Which includes your bedroom.”

You try to maintain composure. “Is that really necessary?”

His mouth curves in the faintest, dangerous smirk.
“If I’m protecting you, I’m protecting all of you.”

His gaze drops deliberately to your hips, then even lower—between your thighs—like he can see through your clothes.

You feel heat pulse deep in your core.

He notices.

Slowly, deliberately, Calder lifts his hand and strokes one finger down your arm—calloused, warm.
“Don’t look at me like that,” he says. “Unless you want me to react.”

You swallow. “React how?”

He steps closer, chest brushing yours now, breath warm on your cheek.
“My job is to be between you and danger.”
His voice dips, sinful.
“Right now I’m thinking about being between your legs.”

Your pulse spikes.

He leans in—slow enough for you to feel the tension, fast enough to be inevitable—and his lips brush your ear.

“Bedroom. Now. I need to see how secure it is.”

But the tone… that isn’t professional.
It’s a promise.

And a threat.

Calder steps into your bedroom first, scanning corners, windows, shadows.
Then he turns to you—slowly, deliberately—and crooks a finger.

“Come here.”

The command hits you low in your belly. You step toward him, pulse skittering.

He takes your wrist gently but firmly and places your palm flat against the wall.

“Other hand,” he murmurs.

You obey.

Your chest is rising and falling too fast. Heat prickles across your skin.

Calder stands behind you, close enough that his body heat wraps around your spine. He doesn’t touch you yet—not fully. His hands hover near your waist, teasing the contact he knows you want.

“I need to check you for weapons,” he says.
“But I’m already guessing where you’re hiding something.”

His hand slides from your shoulder down your arm, rough fingertips trailing heat. Then lower—over your hip, then between your thighs. He grabs slowly, confidently, his palm cupping your pussy through your clothes.

You gasp.
He presses harder.

Your folds part under the pressure, the fabric pushing into the soft heat of your slit, and Calder exhales like he’s been starving and just tasted the first bite.

“There it is,” he growls.
“Your pretty little cunt’s already warm.”

His thumb strokes along your seam, deliberate and slow, feeling how your lips swell against his touch. He presses his thumb exactly over your clit, circling it through the thin barrier, and your knees buckle.

He catches you by the hips, pulling your ass back into the rigid outline straining the front of his tactical pants.

“You’re dripping,” he murmurs into your neck.
“And I haven’t even gotten you naked yet.”

With one tug, he drags your shirt over your head.
Another tug and your bra is unhooked.

Your breasts spill free, nipples already tightening. Calder cups both in his big hands, thumbs brushing over the peaks until your breath stutters.

“You react beautifully,” he murmurs, mouth at your ear. “I want to see all of you.”

He steps back just enough to watch as he orders:

“Strip.”

Your hands tremble, but you obey.
You peel your pants down, your panties last—Calder’s hungry eyes fixed between your legs.

Your pussy is bare, lips glistening, inner folds flushed a deep rose. Your clit is already swollen, peeking out from the hood like it’s begging for a mouth.

Calder inhales sharply.

“Fuck,” he mutters, voice nearly a growl.
“That’s a perfect cunt. Spread your legs.”

You do.

He kneels without hesitation.

His thumbs slide along your outer lips, parting them to reveal every wet, sensitive detail—your inner folds slick and open, your clit pulsing, your entrance already flexing in invitation.

“You’re not hiding a weapon,” he says, lips brushing your inner thigh.
“But you’re hiding something even more dangerous.”

His breath ghosts right over your clit.

“This.”

Calder steps back from you—not far, just enough that your body feels the loss like a sudden cold.

You’re standing there naked, legs parted, your pussy glistening and open for him.
Your clit gives a small, involuntary throb, a pulse of need so visible it makes Calder’s jaw tense.

He drags a slow look down your body.
Breasts rising with quick breaths. Hard nipples.
Stomach trembling.
Thighs slick.

And between them—your folds swollen, flushed, and begging.

He adjusts the heavy bulge in his tactical pants with a lazy stroke of his hand.
His cock is straining the fabric—thick, long, clearly shaped, the head pushing hard against the zipper.

“Look at you,” he murmurs.
“You’re shaking.”

He steps closer—not touching—just close enough that you can smell the heat of him, the faint musk rising from where his cock is fighting to be released.

He tilts your chin up with one finger.

“You think I’m going to touch you just because you’re wet?”
His voice is low, cruel-sweet.
“Because that little pussy is dripping for me?”

You swallow. Hard.

His fingertip trails down your throat, past your chest, between your breasts—never quite touching a nipple—down your stomach, stopping just above your clit.

Your hips jerk toward his hand.

He pulls away.

“No,” he murmurs.
“You’re going to earn me.”

He circles you slowly like he did in the hallway, but now his eyes are hungry, devouring every detail of your exposed body.

“Tell me,” Calder orders softly.
“What exactly do you want me to do to your pussy?”

Your breath catches.

He steps in behind you, mouth at your ear.

“I want the words,” he whispers.
“I want you to describe how you want me to touch this cunt—”
his fingers spread your lips apart, exposing your slick inner folds—
“—and I want you to say it clearly.”

He releases you again, making your thighs press together in desperate instinct.

“No hiding,” he says. “No modesty.”

He walks around to face you, thumb hooking into his belt, pulling it just an inch looser. Enough to show the thick ridge of his cock trapped behind the zipper.

“You want this?” he asks, tapping the outline with two fingers.
“This cock?”
“You want it in your mouth? In your pussy? In your ass?”

Your knees weaken.

He smiles—slow, wicked, knowing.

“Tell me exactly what you want me to do,” he says.
“Use the filthiest words you know. Tell me how you want to be used.”

His eyes drop right to your soaked slit, and you see his cock twitch against the fabric.

“And if you say it well,” Calder murmurs,
“I’ll make good on every word.”

Your voice trembles, but the words spill out hungry and honest:

“I want to suck your cock.”

Calder goes still.

His eyes darken—dangerous, pleased.

“Say it again,” he says quietly.

This time you look straight at the thick outline in his pants, the massive shape straining the zipper.

“I want your cock in my mouth,” you whisper.
“I want to taste you. Feel how heavy you are on my tongue. I want your cock to fill my throat.”

A muscle in his jaw flexes.
Then another.

He steps closer, towering over you, the heat of his body intoxicating.

“You want this cock,” he murmurs, gripping himself through the fabric.
His palm outlines everything—the long shaft, the thick girth, the heavy weight of it.
You see the blunt head swell against the material, already leaking precum into his briefs.

He unbuckles his belt slowly—each metal click echoing in the quiet room.

Then he lowers his zipper.

The thick, rigid length of him pushes forward behind dark briefs, the head creating a wet, swollen bulge. The shape is unmistakable:
huge, veined, heavy—more than big enough to stretch your lips and your throat.

He steps closer.
Grabs your hair—not painfully, just firm enough to control your gaze.

“Kneel.”

Your legs fold instantly.

He stands over you while you kneel naked at his feet, your eyes level with the massive outline in his underwear. You can smell him now—clean sweat, male heat, a raw musk rising from the base of his cock.

Calder hooks both thumbs into the waistband of his briefs.

“Watch closely,” he orders.

He pulls them down.

His cock springs free—thick as your wrist at the base, long enough that your breath catches, the shaft hard and swollen, veins running along the sides. The head is a deep flushed red, already wet with a bead of precum sliding down over the crown.

Your mouth waters.

Calder grips the base—his hand doesn’t even circle it fully—and strokes slowly, pushing more precum from the slit.

A drop falls to the floor between your knees.

He tilts your chin up with his free hand.

“You’re going to lick that off me,” he murmurs.
“But not yet.”

He presses the blunt, hot head of his cock against your lips.

“Open.”

You do.
Your lips part, soft and eager.

He slides the head inside—just an inch—and your mouth stretches around the thick crown. The taste floods your tongue: salty, warm, intoxicating.

A groan rumbles from his chest.

His fingers tighten lightly in your hair as he guides your head closer.

“Look at me,” he orders.

You look up—your lips stretched around the swollen head of his cock, his shaft pulsing against your tongue, his eyes dark with control.

“Good,” he growls.
“Now take more.”

Calder’s cock rests hot and heavy on your tongue—thick, veined, pulsing with the beat of his heart.
Your lips stretch around the swollen head, your jaw opening wider to take him deeper.

He exhales sharply, a low, dangerous sound.

“Good,” he murmurs, stroking your hair with one large, warm hand.
“Take your time. Worship it.”

You slide your mouth forward an inch, then another.
His cock fills your mouth—thick along your tongue, heavy at the roof of your mouth, the underside silky-tight against your lips.
You inhale through your nose, tasting the salt and heat of him, precum mixing with your saliva.

Calder’s breath stutters.

“That’s it,” he groans softly.
“Slow… just like that.”

Your tongue flattens along the underside of his shaft, tracing the thick ridge of the vein pulsing there. You suck gently, your cheeks hollowing, the suction pulling another warm bead of precum from the slit.

It lands on your tongue—hot, sharp, intoxicating.

He hisses through his teeth.

“Fuck, sweetheart… you’re good at this.”

Your hands lift on their own, wrapping around the base of his cock—not even meeting fully around the girth.
You stroke the thick length as you suck the head deeper, your lips sliding down until your mouth is full and stretching further.

Calder’s hand cups the back of your head, guiding but not forcing.

Your tongue circles the crown, tasting every drop, coaxing more from the slit. You swirl around the sensitive ridge, then draw back with a slow suck that makes a slick, obscene sound.

Calder’s hips jerk.

He bites back a groan.

“That mouth,” he mutters.
“You’re made to take cock, aren’t you?”

You answer by pushing forward again, taking him deeper—your tongue tracing the underside, your lips sealing tight.
Your saliva drips down the shaft, meeting your stroking hands, making everything wet and hot and perfect.

Calder watches you with dark, ravenous eyes.

“Look at me,” he says.

You look up—mouth full, lips stretched, your tongue massaging him.

His expression—hungry, awed, possessive—makes your pussy clench.

He strokes your cheek with his knuckles.

“Pretty little mouth… I could watch you do this all night.”

Your pace quickens—slow, deep sucks, your tongue working the head and underside, your hands stroking the slick shaft from base to middle.

Calder groans, low and rough.

“You’re worshipping it,” he breathes.
“And I fucking love the way you beg with your mouth.”

He holds your gaze as you suck him deeper, your lips wrapping around every ridge and shape of him, your throat beginning to soften, ready to take more.

His cock twitches against your tongue—heavy, eager, throbbing.

Calder’s voice drops to a growl.

“Don’t stop.”

Your lips glide down the thick crown of Calder’s cock once more, your mouth warm and wet around him… when suddenly his hand tightens in your hair—not painful, just firm enough to stop you.

You look up, breath hot against the head of his cock.

Calder’s eyes are dark, heavy-lidded, hungry.

“Hold still,” he murmurs.

He draws his cock from your mouth with a slow, wet pull, a thin strand of your saliva stretching between your lips and the flushed, dripping head.

You almost lean forward to take him back in, but he stops you with a gentle tug on your hair.

“No,” he whispers.
“I want to see your face when I mark it.”

He strokes himself once—his fist moving down the thick, veined shaft, squeezing the base until a warm bead of precum wells at the slit and drips down the side.

Then he drags the heavy head across your cheek.

The smear is hot, wet, unmistakable.

Your breath catches, your thighs clenching instinctively.

Calder watches your reaction with a low, pleased growl.

“Look how pretty you are with my cock on your face.”

He slides the thick crown along your cheekbone, leaving a glistening trail.
Then down across your jaw.
Then over the corner of your mouth.

You tilt your head slightly to chase him, lips parting, tongue flicking just barely toward him.

He chuckles—dark, approving.

“Hungry girl.”

He taps your lips with the head—heavy, warm, slick with precum.

“Open.”

You obey instantly.

But instead of letting you take him inside, he drags the head across your lower lip, coating it with a wet shine.
Then your upper lip.

Your mouth tingles with the heat of him, your tongue darting out to taste the smear he’s painting on you.

Calder’s breath hitches.

“Fuck… that’s it,” he murmurs.
“Lick it.”

You do—your tongue flicks out, tasting the salty, intoxicating smear of his precum mixed with your own desire.

He guides the thick shaft along your cheek again, then down to your chin, then along the side of your neck.

Your skin is warm and glistening everywhere he’s touched you.

You feel owned, claimed, displayed.

He brings the thick, wet head back to your lips.

“Take it,” he orders. “Show me you want it.”

You wrap your lips around the crown again, sucking gently, and he groans—low, deep, involuntary.

His thumb strokes your cheek as he mutters:

“Good girl… open wider.”

You do.
You’re ready to take him back in fully.

His cock twitches against your tongue, ready for more—ready to slide deep again.

Calder presses the flushed, swollen head of his cock back to your lips.
Your mouth opens willingly—hungry, eager, soft—and he slides the thick crown inside. The heat of him fills you instantly, stretching your lips around the wide, heavy head.

Your tongue curves under him, feeling the weight, the softness over steel hardness.

He groans—quiet, guttural.

“Good… good. Now take it deeper.”

One hand holds your jaw with surprising tenderness, thumb stroking your cheek.
The other wraps at the base of his cock, guiding the shaft toward you.

You inhale slowly through your nose and push forward.

An inch.
Then another.

The thick, veined shaft glides over your tongue, the slit smearing precum across the back of your palate. Your lips slide down, hugging every ridge and every vein.

Calder’s breath hitches.

“Fuck—look at you.”

You look up at him, eyes wide, lips stretched around the thickest part of him.

Your spit drips down his shaft, coating your fingers as you brace your hands against his hips.

He cups your skull—not forcing, just guiding.

“More,” he murmurs.
“You can take more of my cock. Open that pretty throat for me.”

You relax your jaw, tilt your head slightly, and swallow forward.

The head nudges the back of your tongue, pressing deeper.
Your throat opens—slow, tense, then yielding.

Calder’s hand spasms in your hair.
A low groan escapes him, rough and unrestrained.

“There you go,” he growls.
“Fucking perfect.”

Half of his thick length is in your mouth now, the rest heavy against your chin. You adjust, breathe, and push further. The warmth of your throat tightens around him, hugging the thick head.

His hips jerk forward—barely controlled.

You gag softly around him, your throat vibrating.
Calder’s knees bend for a moment, like he nearly loses control.

“Jesus—your throat feels incredible.”

You ease back, lips dragging along the sensitive underside, then slide forward again—deeper, smoother, letting the thick crown push past the soft resistance until your lips almost meet the base.

Your nose grazes his abdomen.
Your throat stretches around the swollen head.

Calder exhales a shuddering breath.

He holds your hair gently, guiding you in a slow, deep rhythm—your mouth taking him in, your throat opening, your tongue caressing the underside every time you swallow him down.

His voice drops to a whispery growl:

“That’s it, sweetheart… take all of me. Take every inch of your protector’s cock.”

You do—again and again—each deep stroke wetter, easier, more intoxicating.

Calder’s voice breaks.

“I could come down your throat right now—just from watching you.”

His cock twitches deep inside you—heavy, hot, claiming.

Calder’s cock is still deep in your throat when his hand tightens in your hair—gentle, controlled, but commanding enough that you know something’s shifting.

He pulls you back slowly.

Your lips drag along his shaft, leaving it slick and shining with your saliva. The thick head slips from your mouth with a wet pop, precum smeared across your tongue and your chin.

You’re panting, throat raw, hungry for more.

Calder looks down at you like he could devour you whole.

“Enough,” he growls softly.
“If you keep sucking my cock like that, I’m going to come before I get to taste you.”

He cups your jaw, thumb brushing a line of spit down your cheek.

“And I’m not wasting your first orgasm.”

He stands tall, towering over you, cock still thick and dripping—heavy veins prominent, the head flushed dark with arousal. He strokes himself once, groaning at the slickness you left on him, then points to the bed.

“Up,” he commands.
“Now.”

You stand, legs shaking.

He follows you with a predator’s focus, eyes locked on your body—the swell of your breasts, the curve of your hips, the glistening between your thighs.

“Lie back,” he murmurs.

You do—and the second your spine touches the sheets, Calder’s hands grip your ankles and drag you down the bed toward him, until your ass is at the edge and your legs are spread helplessly open.

Your pussy is exposed—soft, swollen, glistening wet.
Your inner folds shine, parted and throbbing; your clit is stiff and swollen, peeking from its hood like it’s begging for contact.

Calder stops breathing for a full second.

“Jesus Christ,” he whispers.
“That cunt… it’s perfect.”

He kneels.

Your thighs tremble as his hands slide up the insides—slow, warm, rough palms with calluses tracing higher, higher, until he’s holding your hips wide.

Your pussy pulses visibly.

He lowers his head—not touching yet—hovering his mouth a breath above your slick folds, the heat of him making you arch.

“Do you have any idea,” he murmurs, his lips brushing your inner thigh,
“how hard it’s been not to taste this?”

He lets a single finger stroke from the bottom of your slit to the top—slow, deliberate, parting your lips, dragging through your wetness. His finger glides through with ease, coated instantly.

You moan.

Calder brings that wet finger to your clit and circles it lazily—just enough pressure to make your hips lift off the bed.

“That’s it,” he whispers.
“Let me see how much you need me.”

Then, without warning—

He buries his face between your thighs.

His tongue parts your slick folds, warm and firm, licking a slow stripe from your dripping entrance all the way up to your clit. He groans into your pussy as if the taste is overwhelming him.

You feel the vibration inside you.

Your back arches.
Your thighs clamp around his ears.

Calder pulls you wider, deeper, hungrier.

His tongue circles your clit, then sucks it into his mouth, lips sealing around the swollen nub as he flicks the tip rapidly back and forth. The sensation is sharp, electric, devastating.

You gasp—loud, helpless.

He slaps your thigh lightly.

“Louder,” he orders against your pussy.
“Let me hear how good you taste.”

Then he dives back in, tongue thrusting inside your tight, soaked entrance—slow at first, then deeper, faster, his nose pressed against your clit as he devours you.

Your wetness coats his mouth, his chin, his tongue.

He’s moaning into you like he’s starved.

And you can feel his cock—throbbing against the mattress between his knees—dripping as he eats you.

“Fuck,” he breathes between licks,
“this pussy… this sweet, dripping cunt… I could spend hours here.”

His tongue plunges deep again.

Your orgasm builds fast, dangerously fast.

Calder feels it—your thighs tense, your pulse racing—and he smiles against your clit.

“Oh, you’re close,” he purrs.
“Good. Let me make you fall apart.”

His lips wrap around your swollen clit again, sucking hard as his tongue flicks at rapid speed.

You cry out—loud, shaking.

Calder groans like your voice is his reward.

Calder’s mouth is still buried against your pussy, tongue deep inside your soaked heat, when his hands shift—one sliding beneath your thigh, the other dragging lower… lower… until you feel his thick fingers stroking the slick mess between your legs.

Your breath breaks.

His tongue thrusts inside you again—wet, deep, greedy—while his fingers circle your entrance, gathering your dripping arousal.

Then he moves one hand lower.

Past your pussy.
Past the curve where your thighs meet.
To the tight, untouched ring of muscle just beneath.

You tense instantly.

He growls against your clit—low, commanding, reassuring and filthy all at once.

“Relax,” he murmurs, tongue stroking your folds.
“I’m not going to hurt you. I’m going to make you lose your mind.”

His other hand slides two thick fingers into your pussy—slow, deep, curling upward.
You gasp, arching, your walls clenching around the intrusion.

“You’re so tight,” he groans into you.
“Tight everywhere.”

Then his thumb presses—very lightly—against the tight ring of your ass.

Your breath catches, high and sharp.

He licks your clit slowly, deliberately, as if syncing his mouth to your pulse.
“Good girl,” he whispers.
“Let me touch you here. Let me open you.”

The pressure grows, just enough to make your body jolt—but his fingers in your pussy curl deeper, stroking the exact place that melts your spine.

Your hips lift toward him without thinking.

He smiles against you—feral, satisfied.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Give it to me.”

His thumb pushes a fraction more—not entering, just rubbing the tight ring in slow, maddening circles, smearing your slickness there. The sensation is sharp, forbidden, overwhelming.

You whimper.
Your thighs tremble around his shoulders.

Calder’s voice turns molten:

“You don’t know what this does to me… seeing you open everywhere for me.”

His tongue dives into your pussy again—fast, deep thrusts—while his two fingers pump into you, stretching you wide, each curl hitting a devastating point inside.

Then his thumb presses again, firmer, spreading you with careful pressure.

Your whole body jerks.

Calder groans like your reaction is the hottest thing he’s ever seen.

“Good… good… let me feel how tight you are here.”

His thumb makes slow circles over the tight ring, rubbing in your slick arousal until the tension starts to melt into heat.

Your pussy clenches around his fingers—hard, involuntary.

He moans against you.

“That’s it. That’s the reaction I wanted.”

His thumb presses again—enough to open you just a little, enough to send a shock of pleasure straight up your spine. At the same moment, his fingers thrust deeper, harder, stretching you beautifully while his tongue sucks your clit into his mouth.

The combination steals your breath.

Your thighs clamp around his head.
Your voice breaks into a strangled cry.
Your body writhes and he holds you open, mouth, tongue, fingers, thumb working you exactly where you’re most vulnerable.

“You’re going to come like this,” Calder growls.
“Stuffed on my fingers, my thumb opening your tight little ass, and my tongue ruining your clit.”

He thrusts his fingers again—deep, curling—while his thumb presses and circles, spreading you another fraction.

You scream.

Your orgasm slams into you—violent, overwhelming, a full-body spasm that arches you off the bed. Your pussy pulses around his fingers, squeezing tight, clenching with every wave.

Calder moans into your pussy as he devours every second of it.

Your orgasm goes on and on, rolling through you, shaking your legs, making you sob and gasp and beg without words.

He doesn’t stop.

His mouth and hands keep working until you collapse back on the bed, trembling.

He lifts his face—his lips, jaw, and chin glistening with your wetness—and wipes his thumb across his mouth, tasting you.

“That was just the beginning,” he murmurs.
“I’m not done with you.”

His cock is still painfully hard, standing heavy between his legs—veins bulging, the head wet and flushed, precum dripping steadily onto the floor.

You know exactly what he wants next.

And what he plans to do to you.

Your body is still trembling from the orgasm he wrung out of you—your thighs shaking, your pussy soaked and swollen, your breath uneven.

Calder rises from between your legs like a man stalking prey, his mouth and jaw glistening with your release.
His cock stands rigid—thick, veined, heavy, the head flushed dark and leaking precum in a slow, steady drip. The sight makes your pussy clench again, involuntarily.

He watches your reaction with a dark, triumphant smile.

“You’re ready,” he murmurs.
“But you’re going to take me the way I want.”

He sits on the edge of the bed, spreading his thick thighs wide, the massive length of his cock angled up against his abdomen—hard enough that the veins look like they’re carved into stone.

Then he crooks a finger.

“Come here.”

Your legs feel boneless, but you crawl toward him—slow, trembling, needy.
When you reach him, he grips your hips and pulls you easily onto his lap, your knees bracketing his thighs.

Your pussy hovers just inches above his cock.

The heat radiating from him is overwhelming.
His cock is so big up close—thick shaft, long and pulsing, the crown wide and swollen and glistening with slickness.

He positions the head against your entrance.

You gasp—the pressure is immediate, hot, perfect.

Calder’s hands tighten around your waist.

“Look at me.”

You do.

“You’re going to sit on my cock nice and slow,” he says softly.
“I want to feel every inch of that tight little pussy stretch around me.”

Your pussy flutters in response, wetness dripping onto the head of his cock.

He groans at the sensation.

“Fuck… you’re so ready for me.”

He lifts your hips a little, then lowers them—just enough that the head pushes inside you a fraction of an inch.

You feel the stretch instantly—your soft walls hugging the wide crown, your body opening around him.

Your breath breaks.

Calder’s grip on your hips tightens.

“That’s it,” he murmurs.
“Take a little more.”

You slide down another inch—slow, shaking, your pussy stretching around the thickest part of his crown.
It’s big. Bigger than you imagined. Bigger than any man you’ve had.

Your walls clamp around him reflexively, and Calder’s head falls back with a groan.

“Oh fuck yes… you’re gripping me already.”

He pulls you closer to his chest, his mouth brushing your neck.

“Relax your pussy for me,” he whispers.
“Let me in.”

You exhale shakily and ease down another inch.

The thick shaft fills you, stretching your inner walls wide, the pressure intense and perfect.
Your body protests and welcomes him in the same breath.

Calder watches every reaction—every tremor, every gasp, every twitch of your thighs.

“You’re taking me so well,” he murmurs.
“Look how beautiful your little cunt is opening for my cock.”

Another inch slides inside.

You cry out—a mixture of pleasure and overwhelming stretch.

Calder kisses your throat.

“That’s it. That’s it. Take me deep.”

He lifts and lowers your hips slowly—barely moving, just enough to help you sink further down the massive length.

You feel every ridge, every vein, every thick throb of blood beneath the skin as your tight heat molds around him.

Halfway down now.

Your pussy feels split open, full, stretched so intensely your eyes water.

Calder holds you still, kissing your jaw.

“Breathe,” he says.
“You’re doing perfect.”

He slides you down another inch.

You moan—long, broken, desperate.

“Good girl,” he growls into your neck.
“Take all of it.”

You sink lower.

Your pussy stretches around the final inches, swallowing the thick shaft inch by inch, your walls spasming from the fullness.
Until—finally—your hips settle flush against his thighs.

He’s completely inside you.

Every impossible inch.

The head of his cock presses deep against your cervix, heat pulsing through your entire body.

Calder grips your ass hard.

“Fuck…” he whispers.
“You feel unreal.”

Your pussy clenches painfully-tight around the base of him, the stretch overwhelming but addictive.

He holds you there, buried full inside you, letting your body adjust as you tremble and cling to him.

“Now,” he murmurs, voice feral,
“I’m going to make you ride it.”

You’re seated fully on Calder’s massive cock—every impossible inch buried inside your tight, stretched pussy.
The fullness is overwhelming, your walls clenching desperately around the thick shaft, your breath catching in short, broken gasps.

Calder keeps you there, impaled on him, his hands heavy on your hips.

“Don’t move yet,” he murmurs into your neck.
“Feel it. Feel how deep inside you I am.”

You do.
God, you feel it everywhere.
The blunt head is pressed firm against your cervix, the thickest part of his cock stretching you open, your inner walls molded perfectly around the hard, throbbing length.

Your pussy pulses around him.
Calder groans—a low, dangerous sound.

“You’re clenching like you want to keep me forever.”

His thumbs stroke the edges of your hips, grounding you as your body adapts to the fullness.

“You’re doing so fucking good,” he whispers.
“Now grind on it.”

He guides your hips forward—slow, controlled.
The thick shaft drags inside you, pulling against your slick, swollen walls, the movement small but devastating.
You cry out softly, your body shaking from the intensity.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Slow circles. Let your pussy rub against every inch.”

His hands direct you in a deep, lazy grind—forward, down, around—making your clit slide along the base of his cock.
Your breath stutters.
Your nipples brush his chest as your body moves.

Each tiny shift sends a shock through your core.

Calder watches your face with a hungry, possessive expression.
“You feel that?” he asks softly.
“How big I am inside you?”

You nod, unable to speak.

“Good. Grind on it harder.”

You obey, rolling your hips in a deeper circle.
The thick head of his cock nudges your cervix again, pleasure sparking through your spine. Your inner walls clench, wetness dripping down his shaft.

Calder groans, his voice dark and rough.

“Fuck… you’re going to make me lose control.”

Your pace deepens—pressing yourself down, then rolling forward until your clit drags over the thick ridge near the base.

A sob escapes your throat.

“Such a good girl,” he whispers.
“Use my cock. Take your time. Grind until this pussy gets exactly what it needs.”

He guides your hips again—slow, deliberate circles that force the thick shaft to drag along your deepest, most sensitive places.

Every movement stretches you.
Every grind presses your clit against his lower abdomen.
Every shift makes your pussy pulse tight around him.

Calder feels every tremor.

“Oh, I can feel it,” he growls into your ear.
“You’re going to come grinding on my cock like this. Slowly. Deep. Exactly how a tight little pussy should.”

His hands slide up your back—one palm gripping your spine, the other holding the back of your neck—pulling your body closer to his as you move.

Your breasts press against his chest, your nipples hard and sensitive.

He kisses your neck, slow and hot, as you grind on his cock.

Your pussy spasms around him again—harder this time.

He smiles against your skin.

“Yeah… just like that. You’re so close, aren’t you?”

You whimper.

“Then keep grinding,” he commands softly.
“I’m not letting you lift off my cock until you come.”

You’re seated all the way down on Calder’s massive cock—your pussy stretched tight around him, every inch of you trembling from the slow, devastating grind he’s guiding you through.

Your clit rubs against the base of him with every circle.
Your walls clench, flutter, pulse around the thick shaft.
Your breath is shattered, uneven.

He feels everything.

Calder’s voice is warm against your ear, low and molten:

“That’s it. Grind on me. Take it slow. Let your pussy feel every inch.”

You roll your hips again—deeper, slower—and your clit drags over him in exactly the right place. Pleasure spikes straight through your core.

Your body jolts.

Calder groans.
His hands tighten on your hips.

“Oh, fuck. There you go. Ride that feeling.”

Your pussy grips him hard—tightening around the wide base of his cock, squeezing him from the root to the head.
He growls like the sensation is almost too much.

“Do it again,” he orders, voice breaking.
“Grind your pretty cunt on me. Make yourself come on my cock.”

You obey.

You grind down in a deep, desperate circle, your soaked folds pulling tight around the massive length buried inside you.
Your clit catches perfectly—pressure building, heat twisting, your whole body shaking uncontrollably.

Your orgasm surges up your spine like a wave breaking.

“Calder—” you gasp, voice cracking—

“I know,” he whispers against your throat.
“Come for me. Right here. While you’re full of me.”

His hands hold you firmly, keeping you pressed down on every inch of his cock—impaled, stretched, unable to escape the pleasure tearing through you.

The orgasm hits—

💥 Hard. Violent. All-consuming.
Your pussy clamps around him in tight, relentless pulses, milking his cock from the inside.
Your thighs shake uncontrollably.
Your nails dig into his shoulders.

Calder groans into your neck—deep, guttural, primal.

“Fuck—feel that. Feel what your pussy does to me.”

You’re shaking, collapsing against him, still seated on his cock as it throbs inside you.
He holds you through every pulse, every aftershock, every trembling exhale.

When the final wave fades, he kisses your jaw, slow and reverent.

“There you go,” he murmurs.
“Just like that. I’ve got you.”

You’re limp against him, overstimulated and throbbing, but he doesn’t move to thrust or take more.
He just holds you—still full of him, your body wrapped in the heat of his.

His cock twitches inside you, still hard, still dripping, still wanting—

But he exhales, deep and steady, hands smoothing down your trembling spine.

“We’ll finish this later,” he says softly, but firmly.
“I want you rested. I want you ready.”

He lifts your chin and looks you in the eyes, expression dark and certain.

“And when I do come…”
he growls,
“it’ll be inside you.”

He stands with you still in his arms, easing you off his cock slowly—inch by throbbing inch—until the thick head slips free, leaving your pussy swollen, stretched, and dripping wet.

He lays you on your side, draws the blankets over you, and sits beside you on the bed like a silent sentinel.

Your protector.
Your dangerous man.
Your next undoing.
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