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CHAPTER ONE


CHAPTER ONE

You slam the door of your tiny apartment building behind you, hugging your books to your chest as you hurry down the dim hallway. You’re late. Again. Your landlord is threatening inspection. Your neighbor—Unit 4B—is the last person you want to run into.

He’s huge.
He’s intense.
He watches you like you’re something he forgot he owned.

And tonight he’s standing right in front of your apartment door.

Caden.

Six-foot-six of carved muscle, inked forearms, shoulders that eclipse the hallway light. His shirt is stretched indecently tight across his chest, and his eyes—deep, hungry, impossibly focused—snap to you the second he hears your footsteps.

You freeze.
He doesn’t.

He steps toward you, slow and heavy, taking up more space than should be legal. The hallway suddenly feels too small. You feel tiny, caged between him and the wall.

“Been waiting for you,” he rumbles.

Your pulse jumps. “Why?”

His gaze drags down your body, slow enough to make your thighs press together.

“You left this in the lobby.” He holds up a little hair clip you didn’t even realize you’d dropped. A cheap plastic butterfly, something you’ve had since high school. It looks ridiculous in his enormous hand.

But he stares at it like it’s precious.

“Thanks,” you whisper, reaching for it.

You expect him to hand it over.

He doesn’t.

His fingers catch yours—dwarfing them completely—and he steps in closer, so close his chest almost brushes yours.

“You should be more careful,” he murmurs, voice lowering. “Someone could take what’s yours.”

Your breath shakes. “Like you?”

His jaw ticks. He leans down, mouth near your ear, heat rolling off him.

“I don’t take…” His breath ghosts over your neck. “…I claim.”

Your knees almost buckle.

His other hand braces the wall beside your head. His scent—pine, smoke, something dark—floods your senses. His body practically cages yours in shadow.

“Tell me to stop,” he says, voice like gravel. “Otherwise I’m not moving.”

You don’t.
You can’t.

His eyes darken.

“Good girl.”

Your thighs clench.

He slides the clip into your hair himself, fingers brushing your scalp, lingering far too long. His touch is warm. Heavy. Possessive.

Then his thumb traces the line of your jaw.

“You look pretty with something of mine in your hair.”

“It’s… it’s mine,” you breathe.

He smiles, slow and sinful. “Not anymore.”

Your whole body sparks at the implication. He’s too close. Too big. Too much.

And you’re trembling with how much you want more.

Caden’s hand closes around your hip—large, hot, unyielding—and in one effortless pull he lifts you off your feet and pins you to the hallway wall. Your breath punches out of your lungs with a shocked little gasp, and his mouth curves in satisfaction at the sound.

“There you are,” he growls, pressing his massive body flush to yours. “So small in my hands.”

Your legs instinctively wrap around his waist to keep balance, but that only drags your hips against the thick ridge straining behind his jeans. He’s hard—huge—so big you can feel every heavy inch grinding between your thighs through two layers of fabric, his cockhead near the waist of his pants against his hip, the huge arch stretching across his lap.

Your eyes go wide. Jesus you think, its got to be well over a foot long.

He smirks. “Yeah. Feel what you do to me, little one.”

His hand slides down your ass, fingers spreading over the soft curve, kneading it possessively before gripping harder, lifting you even higher on his body. The motion drags your clothed pussy right along the length of his cock.

Heat slams through you. Your panties are soaked instantly.

His breath shudders against your neck. “Fuck… you’re already wet.”

He noses your jaw, then drags his lips up your throat—slow, savoring—while his hips grind forward again, deliberately rubbing the bulge in his jeans against your needy heat. You can feel the shape of him now, thick and long, pressing exactly where you’re throbbing.

“Caden…” you gasp, shivering.

“That’s it,” he murmurs, biting lightly at your throat. “Say my name while I hold you like this.”

His free hand slides up your side, fingers tracing your ribs, then cups one breast through your shirt. His thumb circles your nipple until it’s a hard, aching point, then he lightly pinches it, rolling it between two fingers.

Your back arches involuntarily.

“Sensitive?” he murmurs, amused.

He doesn’t wait for an answer. He yanks your shirt up with one hand—your bra with it—and your breast spills free into the cool air. His mouth closes over your nipple a second later, hot and hungry, tongue flicking before he sucks hard enough to make your hips jerk.

“Oh—fuck—” the words fall out of you, helpless.

He groans around your skin, the vibration shooting straight to your core. “You taste unreal,” he mutters, dragging his mouth across your chest to the other nipple and giving it the same greedy attention. “Gonna leave marks. Want everyone to see who you belong to.”

His cock throbs against you, thick and insistent.

You feel bold for a moment—desperate and dizzy—and you grind down against him.

He freezes.

Then his head lifts, eyes going nearly black.

“Do that again,” he says, voice wrecked.

You do—and he growls, a deep, primal sound that rumbles through his entire chest. His palm slides between your thighs, fingers pressing right over your clit through your soaked panties. You cry out, hips bucking.

“So wet for me,” he breathes. “I haven’t even seen your pussy yet and I already know it’s perfect.”

Two thick fingers rub your clit in slow circles, spreading your slick through the fabric. His knuckles are big enough that the pressure is overwhelming, your nerves firing in every direction.

“Caden—please—”

He cups your entire mound with his hand, possessive, his fingers pressing along the damp seam of your panties, mapping exactly where your entrance is, where your clit throbs, where you’re dripping.

“You’re shaking,” he whispers. “Are you close already?”

You nod, barely able to breathe.

His lips brush your ear.
“Good girl. Come for me.”

He grinds his cock up against your pussy at the same time his fingers press harder over your clit, and the combination shatters you. The orgasm rips through your body before you can even warn him—your legs tightening around his waist, your nails dragging down his shoulders, your hips jerking helplessly against his hand.

He holds you through it, rubbing you slower as you cry out and tremble in his arms.

“Beautiful,” he mutters, kissing your neck as your climax pulses. “God, you come so pretty.”

Your body slumps forward onto his chest, breath hot and uneven. His hand stays between your thighs, fingers still stroking lightly, almost teasing.

Then he lifts his head, those dark eyes locked on yours.

“I’m not done with you,” he says softly. “Not even close.”

Your back is still against the wall, your thighs trembling, when Caden suddenly sinks to his knees in front of you.

The sight alone nearly undoes you—this massive man, shoulders broad enough to block half the hallway, muscles shifting under his shirt as he kneels between your legs like he’s worshipping at an altar.

His altar.

He places those huge hands on your hips and pulls you down until your feet touch the floor…but he doesn’t let you step away. He spreads your legs with a firm, hungry grip.

“Let me see the pussy that just came for me,” he murmurs, voice thick and low.

Your breath catches as he hooks two fingers into the waistband of your panties. Slowly, deliberately, he drags them down your thighs until they’re stretched between your knees. Then—

He leans in and parts your folds with his thumbs, exposing your slick, swollen clit to the cool air and his hot stare.

“Fuck,” he whispers, almost reverent. “You’re dripping.”

His tongue slides out and licks a slow stripe from the bottom of your wet slit all the way up to your throbbing clit.

Your knees nearly buckle.

He grabs your thighs, fingers digging in, keeping you spread for him.

“Hold the wall,” he orders without looking up.

You do—and the second your hands touch the wall, he dives back in.

His mouth seals around your clit, tongue circling, then flicking fast, tight movements that make your breath stutter. His beard scratches your inner thighs in the best possible way, rough against soft.

You gasp out his name, and he groans against your pussy—deep, hungry—and the vibration makes your hips jerk.

“That’s it,” he growls, pausing only long enough to drag his eyes up your body. “Look at me while I eat you.”

You try. God, you try. But the pleasure is overwhelming.

He slides two thick fingers inside you, stretching you wide instantly. You cry out at the sudden fullness—he’s so big his fingers feel almost like a small cock entering you. He pumps them slowly at first, savoring how tight you are, how your wetness coats his knuckles.

“So fucking tiny,” he breathes, thrusting deeper. “Your little pussy is gripping my fingers like it’s trying to keep them.”

Then his mouth returns to your clit.

He sucks.

Hard.

Your legs give out, but he catches you, one arm sliding behind your ass and lifting you slightly so he can angle you perfectly against his face. The hallway feels hot, endless, spinning around you as he devours you like a starving man.

His tongue flicks.
His fingers curl, finding your sensitive spot instantly.
Your thighs clamp around his head and he groans like he loves being trapped there.

“Caden—don’t stop—please—”

He growls into you, the sound primal, vibrating straight into your core. His fingers speed up, thrusting harder, deeper, the heel of his hand grinding your clit as he fucks you with his mouth and hand at once.

You’re going to come again—fast, too fast—

“Give it to me,” he demands against your clit. “Come on my tongue. Now.”

Your orgasm slams through you like a shockwave. Your back arches off the wall, your hands claw at the paint, your legs tighten around his head as you cry out, pleasure tearing through every nerve.

He doesn’t stop.

He licks you through it, devouring every twitch, every aftershock, sucking gently on your oversensitive clit until you’re shaking, whimpering, barely able to stand.

Only then does he pull back, chin wet, lips swollen, eyes dark with pure hunger.

He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand.

Then he stands—towering over you again, chest rising hard, crotch straining painfully against his jeans.

“You taste like you were made for me,” he murmurs. “And now I need to feel you around my cock.”

His hand cups your jaw, tilting your head up to him.

“You ready to be fucked, little one?”

Caden stands in front of you like a force of nature—huge, breath ragged, pupils blown wide. His cock strains against his jeans, an obscene outline running halfway down his thigh.

You’re still trembling from the orgasm he wrung out of you, but his size… the hunger in his eyes… it pulls you downward.

You sink to your knees.

The minute they hit the floor, his entire body tightens.
“Fuck,” he exhales, voice almost breaking. “Look at you.”

You glance up through your lashes, hands sliding up his thighs—hard muscle, thick and warm under denim. He twitches under your touch.

“Take it out,” he growls. “I want your mouth on my cock.”

Your fingers find his zipper, and the second you tug it down, his cock surges free, too big to be contained. It springs up, heavy and thick, the flushed head dripping already from how badly he wants you.

He’s enormous.
Long, girthy, veined, the kind of size that makes your breath catch and your thighs clench. The kind of size all women moan for, even if they lie about it in public.

Caden watches your reaction with a dark, wicked smirk.

“Yeah. That’s what you’re taking.”
He curls a hand in your hair. “Open up.”

You wrap your fingers around the base—your hand can’t close all the way around him—and you feel him pulse, thick and hot, against your palm. Two hands and you can barely encircle him, room for at least two more on his length, enough for two or even three girls to play with happily.

“Jesus,” you whisper.

His grip in your hair tightens. “Put that pretty mouth on me.”

You lean in, licking a slow stripe from the thick underside of his shaft all the way to the swollen tip. He shudders, a low groan spilling out of him.

“Again,” he orders.

You do, tongue dragging along every ridge, tasting the salt of his precum as it beads at the tip. You circle the head with your tongue, teasing the sensitive ridge, and his hips thrust forward just a little—his control fraying.

“Take me,” he breathes. “I want to feel your throat.”

You part your lips and slide him into your mouth—just the head at first, stretching your jaw. He’s so big your lips feel tight around him immediately.

His hand cups the back of your head.

“That’s it… deeper.”

You inhale and take more, inch by inch, your mouth filling with hot, heavy thickness. The weight of him on your tongue makes your eyes flutter.

“Look at me,” he commands.

You do—and the moment your eyes lock with his, he groans deep in his chest, the sound guttural, possessive. His thumb strokes your jaw as you work him deeper.

Your spit coats him, slickening his shaft as you move your mouth along him, your hand stroking the rest that won’t fit.

He watches every second, chest rising hard.

“You look perfect with my cock in your mouth,” he whispers, voice breaking. “So fucking small… and still trying to take me.”

He guides you gently at first, then with more need, pushing you a little farther each time. You relax your throat, letting him slide deeper until the thick head nudges the back of it.

You choke softly—and he growls, his hips jerking forward before he reigns himself in.

“Fuck—do that again.”

You let him hit your throat once more, your eyes watering, spit dripping down your chin onto your chest.

He stares like he wants to devour you all over again.

His grip tightens in your hair, his muscles tense.

“I’m close,” he warns, breath ragged. “Do you want it in your mouth… or do you want me to bend you over and fuck you with this?”

His cock throbs on your tongue, thick and urgent.

Your lips tighten around him as you slide him back into your mouth, determined now—hungry for the way he shudders when you take him deeper.

Caden’s breath stutters.
“Fuck… you’re gonna make me lose it.”

You wrap both hands around the thick base of his cock, even though your fingers still can’t meet. The size of him makes your throat ache in anticipation.

You start to move—slow at first, hollowing your cheeks, your tongue swirling around the swollen head as you bob deeper, letting your saliva drip down his shaft. Each stroke becomes wetter, slicker, filthier.

He groans, head tipping back, the sound echoing down the hallway.

“Look at you,” he grits out. “Taking me like you were made for this.”

You take him deeper—past your tongue, toward your throat—and his hips buck forward as he growls, “Fuck, yes—right there.”

His hand tightens in your hair, guiding you, but not forcing—just showing you exactly where he needs you.

You give it to him.

You sink down until the thick head pushes against the back of your throat. Your eyes water. Spit spills from the corners of your lips, dripping down your chin and onto your chest.

He looks down and sees the mess you’re making for him—your glossy lips wrapped around him, your throat working, your small hands stroking what you can’t fit.

“Shit—keep doing that,” he rasps, voice rough and breaking. “Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.”

You pull back just enough to breathe—a slick, obscene gasp—before plunging down again, letting him slide deep into your throat. He groans, low and primal, hips pushing forward with desperate restraint.

Your hand twists around his shaft while your mouth works the top.

He’s close.
You feel it—every twitch, every tense breath.

“Baby—” he warns, voice shaking, “I’m gonna come—”

You seal your lips tighter around the head and suck, hard.

That’s it.

His control shatters.

He pulls your face in tight to his pelvis as his cock throbs violently in your mouth. His groan echoes down the hallway—raw, guttural, dragged straight from his chest.

“Fuck—fuck—take it—take all of it—”

Hot, thick ropes of cum spill across your tongue, pulse after pulse, overwhelming and heavy. You swallow automatically, trying to keep up with how much he’s giving you.

He keeps coming—not one, not two, but several hard spurts as his body shakes with the intensity of it.

You swallow every drop.
You don’t let a single bit escape your lips.

When he finally loosens his grip, you pull back slowly, a thin strand of cum connecting your tongue to his still-throbbing tip before breaking.

He stares down at you like he’s never seen anything more erotic in his life.

His thumb slides across your bottom lip.

“Open,” he murmurs.

You do—showing him your empty mouth.

His breathing stutters. “Good girl.”

He cups your jaw and pulls you up to your feet, his massive body towering over yours, eyes burning with something darker now.

“You think we’re done?” His voice is a low, dangerous promise.

He presses his hardening cock against your stomach—already swelling again, already huge. The head presses upwards against her belly, already lifting her left breast as it presses up against her sternum.

“I’m nowhere near finished with you.”

Caden doesn’t give you time to think.
The second your door closes behind you, his hands clamp around your hips, lifting you off the ground like you weigh nothing. Your breath catches, your legs kicking at air for a heartbeat—

Then he tosses you forward.

You land on your couch with a soft grunt, your knees sinking into the cushions, palms braced on the armrest. Before you can look back, his huge hand is already on your back, pressing you down, bending you at the waist.

Pinned.
Presented.
Exactly how he wants you.

“Stay,” he growls, his voice dark and vibrating through your spine.

You feel him behind you—heat, weight, size—his presence stretching across your entire back like a shadow. His fingers slide down your ass, spreading your cheeks wide.

He groans.

“Fuck… look at this pussy.”

You feel exposed, open, dripping for him. His thumb glides through your slick folds, slow enough to make you gasp.

“So wet from sucking my cock,” he murmurs. “You’re perfect, little one.”

He presses two fingers inside you—thick, stretching, curling—and you moan helplessly, your hips pushing back for more.

But he withdraws.

You whine at the loss.

He grips your hip with one hand, tight enough to bruise, and with the other he guides his cock down between your thighs. The huge, heavy head drags along your slit, sliding through your wetness, rubbing against your clit before dipping dangerously close to your entrance.

You make a broken sound.

Caden groans like he’s about to lose control entirely.

“Feel that?” he growls, pushing the thick head just barely inside you. “That’s how big I am compared to your tiny pussy.”

He eases forward—only an inch.
Your body stretches around him instantly, clenching tight on the intrusion.

Your mouth falls open.
“Oh—fuck—Caden—”

“You can take it,” he says, voice shaking with hunger. “You’re gonna take all of me.”

He pulls back a fraction, then pushes in again—another inch, deeper, stretching you wider than his fingers ever could. Your nails dig into the couch as your breath stutters, your body struggling to adjust to his size.

He groans behind you, hips rolling slowly, savoring the tight squeeze.

“God, you’re tight,” he whispers, breath hot against your neck as he leans over you. “I can feel your pussy fighting to fit me.”

He thrusts deeper.

Your back arches, a sharp cry escaping you.
You feel full—too full—your body stretched around him in a way that’s almost too much but exactly what you want.

He stops, buried halfway.

“Breathe,” he murmurs into your ear, voice surprisingly gentle. "Still a long ways to go."

You inhale shakily, your body softening—

And he sinks in another long, thick inch.

Your gasp breaks into a moan, your thighs trembling.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Open up for me. Let me in.”

He pulls back—slow, dragging every ridge of his cock against your sensitive walls—and then thrusts forward again, deeper, filling you with more of his size.

You cry out, your pussy clenching hard around him.

He groans like an animal.

“Fuck, baby… keep squeezing me like that and I’m not gonna last.”

He grabs both your hips, spreading you wider, holding you in place.
Then, with one sharp, hungry thrust—

He seats himself fully inside you.

Your scream is pure overwhelmed pleasure, your body stretched to its limit around his enormous cock. He fills you completely—so deep you feel him press against the spot that makes your vision blur. That spot you can never live without again.

Caden snarls against your neck, losing the last thread of restraint.

“That’s my girl,” he growls, pulling out and slamming back in, your ass bouncing against his hips. “Taking every inch—fuck—you’re made for me.”

The couch rocks with every thrust.
Your breath breaks into helpless moans.
His cock pounds you open, relentless, deep, perfect.

His hand slides between your thighs and rubs your clit in tight, firm circles—exactly how you need it.

“Come for me,” he orders.
“Come while I’m buried inside you.”

Your orgasm slams into you, violent and breathtaking. Your pussy clenches around his cock so hard he groans your name like he’s been punched.

He thrusts faster, harder, deeper, using your climax to push you closer to the brink again.

“I’m gonna fill you,” he growls, voice ragged. “I’m gonna come so deep in this pussy you’ll feel me for days.”

Your body shudders.

He thrusts once—
Twice—
Then holds you tight as his cock pulses deep inside you.

He comes with a broken, guttural growl, hot and thick, flooding you with wave after wave as your pussy milks him for every drop.

His hips jerk through the final spurts, unable to stop.

When he finally stills, he collapses forward over your back, breathing hard, his cock still deep inside you, still twitching.

“Fuck…” he pants against your shoulder. “…you’re mine.”

Your legs are still shaking when Caden finally pulls out of you, his cum spilling warm down your thighs. Before you can catch your breath, his hands wrap around your waist and he lifts you effortlessly—your feet leaving the floor like you weigh nothing.

“Shower,” he growls against your ear. “I want you under me again.”

He carries you straight into the bathroom, kicks the door open, and sets you on the counter only long enough to twist the shower handle. Steam fills the room instantly, fogging the mirror behind you.

But his eyes never leave your body.

He watches his cum drip down your inner thighs—his jaw clenching, nostrils flaring like it turns him feral.

“Stand up,” he commands.

You do, shaky and breathless. He steps close, towering over you, his huge hand sliding between your legs. His thumb catches a pearl of his cum and presses it back inside you with a low, satisfied hum.

“Not wasting a drop.”

He guides you into the shower, warm water cascading over your shoulders, down your breasts, slicking across your belly. Before you can turn, his body presses against your back—hot, massive, unmistakably hard again.

His cock slides heavy between your cheeks, thick and swollen, rubbing up your wet slit from behind.

You gasp.

“You feel that?” he murmurs, hand flattening on your stomach to hold you still. “That’s how fast I get hard for you.”

He turns you to face the tile and pushes gently but firmly until your palms press against the wall. Water streams over both of you, running between your spread thighs.

His hands glide down your sides, slow and claiming, until they settle on your hips.

“Arch your back.”

You do—your ass tilting up, your pussy exposed to him in the steamy haze.

“Fuck…” he groans. “Pretty even like this.”

He spreads you open with his thumbs, staring at your pussy with dark hunger. His cock nudges your entrance, sliding through your slick folds, teasing you, the thick head bumping your clit just enough to make your breath catch.

“Caden, please—”

He growls, low and deep. “You don’t beg for nothing.”

His hand wraps around his cock, guiding it lower.

“You beg to be fucked.”

He positions himself at your entrance—the blunt, enormous tip pressing against your tight opening. Your body pulses around him, still sensitive from your last orgasm.

He pushes.

Just the head.

It stretches you immediately, making your nails dig into the wet tile.

“Good girl…” he breathes, leaning over you, his chest hot against your back. “Open up.”

He thrusts deeper—slow, forcing your body to take every thick inch of him. Your mouth falls open in a silent cry as he fills you again, deeper than before, the steam making every sensation sharper.

His hands clamp onto your hips, holding you in place as he bottoms out, his cock seated deep, impossibly deep, pressing against your most sensitive spot.

You whimper.

“You feel that?” he rasps into your ear. “I’m right against your cervix…”

He pulls back a few inches and slams forward—your body jolting into the tile as his cock drives in with a wet, powerful thrust.

You cry out.

“Yeah. That’s it,” he growls, fucking you harder, water splashing off your bodies. “Tell me how it feels.”

“So—big—Caden—I can’t—”

He grabs your wrists and pins them above your head against the wall, trapping you completely under him.

“Yes you can,” he growls. “You’re taking all of me.”

His pace becomes faster, deeper, relentless—his hips snapping forward, your ass slapping against his thighs, steam swirling around you as the shower trembles with every thrust.

You’re moaning without control now, each thrust hitting exactly where you’re weakest.

His hand slides around your front and rubs your clit in hard, tight circles.

Your legs buckle.

“C-Caden—!”

“That’s it,” he groans. “Come for me again. Come on my cock while I’m buried in you.”

The orgasm hits like a shockwave, ripping a scream from your throat as your pussy clenches violently around his huge cock. Your whole body shudders in his grip, water running over your trembling legs.

Caden snarls behind you—driven by how hard you’re squeezing him.

“Fuck—baby—I’m gonna—”

He thrusts deep, holds you tight, and grows impossibly rigid inside you as he comes—hard and deep—spurts flooding your already-sensitive pussy. His forehead presses to your shoulder, his groan breaking into your skin.

His hips jerk through the last pulses, filling you until you feel warm fullness leaking around his cock and down your thighs, mixing with the water.

He stays inside you, breathing hard, still pinning your wrists above your head.

Then he kisses your shoulder.

“Round three,” he murmurs, “isn’t far away.”

Your body is still trembling from your last orgasm, your forehead pressed to the wet tile, Caden’s big hands holding your hips steady as his cock throbs inside you.

The shower water runs over both of you, steam curling around your bodies like heat made visible.

Then he moves.

Slowly—deliberately—he slides out of you. You whimper at the sudden emptiness, thighs shaking as your pussy flutters around nothing.

Caden growls behind you.

“You miss me already?”

Your breath falters. “Yes…”

His hand slides up your thigh, gripping just above your knee.

“Good,” he murmurs. “Because I’m not finished stretching you out.”

In one fluid, powerful motion he lifts your right leg, hooking it over his massive forearm and pinning it high—opening you completely, baring every soft, wet inch of you to him.

You gasp, the angle leaving you helpless, exposed, your balance entirely dependent on his strength.

He presses close, his cock hot and heavy against your slick folds.

“Look at how open you are for me,” he whispers against your shoulder. “Tiny little pussy… all mine.”

His free hand slides to your clit and circles it once—slow, teasing—just enough to make your hips jerk.

Then he grips the thick base of his cock and drags the swollen head through your soaked slit again… and again… coating himself in your wetness.

“Caden—please—”

He smirks.
“There it is. Beg.”

He lines the head up with your entrance—still stretched from the last round but already pulsing with need.

“Say you want it.”

Your voice breaks. “I want it… I want your cock—please—”

He drives in with one brutal, perfect thrust.

Your scream echoes in the tiny bathroom as his cock buries deep, hitting your most sensitive spot with surgical precision. The lifted leg forces you open even wider, letting him sink impossibly deep.

“Fuck,” he snarls, shuddering as your walls clamp around him. “You’re tighter like this—fuck—you’re squeezing the life out of me.”

He doesn’t even let you adjust.
He pulls almost all the way out—just the thick head stretching you—
and slams forward again, deeper, harder, your body jolting against the tile.

The sound of wet skin meeting wet skin is obscene.
Water splashes everywhere.
Your moans are high and desperate.

He braces your lifted leg with one arm while the other grips your hip, guiding you back onto each thrust.

“Listen to that,” he pants. “Hear how wet you are? That’s for me. All for me.”

Your voice is barely a sound now—just breathy cries as he fucks you in fast, powerful strokes from behind, each one slamming into the deepest part of you.

You feel the ridge of his cock drag against your walls.
You feel your clit throbbing, begging.
You feel your orgasm already building again—too soon, too intense.

He notices.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” he growls, thrusting harder.

You don’t listen—your body already tightening, shaking around him.

He slams into you deep and holds, grinding the thick base of his cock against your ass, his body flushed against yours.

“Baby—fuck—you’re gonna—”

You break.

Your orgasm hits like lightning, your pussy clenching in violent, rhythmic waves around his massive cock. You cry out, back arching, nails scraping the wet tile.

Your orgasm milks him, squeezing him so hard his control crumbles.

“Shit—shit—baby—”

He thrusts twice, three times, each one rougher than the last—

Then he buries himself as deep as your body will allow and comes hard, his cock swelling inside you as he spills deep, hot pulses that fill you until you feel it leaking around the edges.

His grunt is primal, raw, mouth pressed against your shoulder as he holds you through the final throbs of release.

Your leg trembles in his grip, your entire body shaking.

He kisses your neck, breath unsteady.

“You’re taking me so good,” he whispers.
“So fucking good.”

He stays inside you, keeping your leg lifted as if he’s not ready to let you close just yet.

“Round four,” he murmurs against your skin,
“might just break you.”

Caden finally loosens his grip on your leg, lowering it gently—almost tenderly—before stepping back just enough for his still-throbbing cock to slip out of your swollen, overstimulated pussy.

A thick mix of his cum and your slick spills down your thighs, and the sight makes his breath hitch.

His voice drops to something feral, hungry:

“Don’t move.”

You barely have the strength to stand, but before your knees give out, his hands grip your hips again—steady, grounding—guiding you to turn around, your back pressing against the warm tile.

He sinks to his knees in the shower, water cascading over his broad shoulders, steam swirling around him like smoke.

And then he looks up at you.

Dark eyes. Wet lashes. Mouth parted, breath heavy.

Starving.

“For this,” he murmurs, dragging his thumbs along your inner thighs, spreading you open. “For you.”

Water glides down your body as he lifts one of your thighs over his shoulder—opening you completely to his mouth.

Your pussy throbs at the exposure.

His tongue is on you before you can even inhale.

A long, deliberate stripe up your slit—tasting everything.
Your cum. His cum. The heat of your last orgasm clinging to your skin.

He groans like the taste is driving him insane.

“Oh, fuck,” you gasp, back arching.

“Mm,” he hums against your clit, vibrating it, making your legs shake. “I knew you’d still be sensitive.”

He doesn’t ease in.
He doesn’t warm you up slowly.

He devours you.

His mouth clamps around your clit, sucking hard, tongue flicking in rapid, relentless strokes that send shockwaves through your already overwhelmed nerves. Your body jerks, almost recoiling—

But he holds your thighs in a bruising grip, dragging you back into his face.

“You’re not going anywhere,” he growls into your pussy. “Not until you scream.”

His tongue slides lower, plunging into your dripping entrance, fucking you with deep, wet strokes before returning to your clit, attacking it with furious focus.

Your breath breaks.
Your knees buckle.
Your hands claw at the shower wall.

“C–Caden—wait—I can’t—”

“Yes you can.”
He sucks harder.
“And you will.”

The overstimulation is blinding—your clit aching, pulsing, every nerve raw and electrified. You’re shaking so violently he has to hold you up, his strong hands spreading your thighs wider, anchoring you against the steam-slick tile.

He slides two thick fingers inside you again—straight to your most sensitive spot—and curls.

You scream.

“There she is,” he groans, thrusting his fingers and sucking your clit in perfect, devastating rhythm. “Give me another one. Let me feel your pussy break for me.”

You’re already spiraling, your orgasm coiling fast, sharp, unstoppable.

“Caden—!”

“Come.”

Your climax detonates—sharp, explosive, a full-body collapse that rips a cry from your throat. Your thighs clamp around his head, your pussy pulses around his fingers so hard he actually groans into you.

But he doesn’t stop.

He sucks harder, fingers pounding your sensitive spot, driving you straight into a second wave before the first has even faded.

Your scream cuts off—your breath stolen by the intensity, your body shaking uncontrollably.

“Too much—Caden—please—”

He drags his tongue slowly up your slit, lips brushing your clit as he murmurs:

“One more.”

You sob out a broken sound—

And he dives back in.

His mouth wraps around your clit, sucking ruthlessly as his fingers slam deep again. Your body convulses, your hands scrabbling at the wall, tears mixing with the shower water.

He watches your face while he ruins you.

“Come for me,” he demands, voice vibrating into your skin. “Come again. Come until you drop.”

Your hips jerk, your thighs tremble violently—

And you break.

The third orgasm hits like an electric shock—your vision whites out, your legs give out completely.

He catches you instantly, pulling away from your pussy just long enough to breathe:

“That’s it, baby. I’ve got you.”

He lowers you gently into his arms, your body limp, trembling, boneless.

And then he kisses your inner thigh, slow and possessive.

“You taste even better when you’re shaking.”

our body trembles violently in Caden’s arms, your thighs still quivering from the third orgasm he forced out of you. You can barely hold your head up. The shower spray beats against your overheated skin, water pooling at your feet.

You think he’s done.

You think he’ll lift you, carry you to bed, let you catch your breath.

But the way he looks at you—wet hair slicked back, eyes black with hunger—tells you exactly the opposite.

He slides his hands down your sore, trembling thighs and spreads them again.

“C-Caden… I can’t—”

“Yes you can,” he murmurs, and his voice is almost gentle.
Almost.

His thumbs brush your swollen folds, spreading you open so he can look at the mess he made—your pussy puffy, oversensitive, glistening with his cum and your release.

“Look at you,” he growls softly. “Shaking… swollen… dripping…”

He leans closer, breath warm against your drenched skin.

“And I still want more.”

Before you can protest, he lifts your left leg over his shoulder again, pinning your back against the tile with his broad, wet chest. His hands hold you by your hips, spreading you wide, exposing your throbbing clit and sore entrance to his mouth.

“Caden—please—I’m too—”

Your plea collapses into a moan as his tongue drags slowly up your slit.

Even that single touch sends a shock through you, your legs kicking uselessly in his grip.

He chuckles darkly.

“Too sensitive? Good.”

And then he devours you.

His mouth seals around your clit again, sucking with a force that makes your spine bow off the wall. His tongue flicks—tight, fast, merciless—sending electric pulses straight to your core.

Your cry is ragged, half-moan, half-sob.

Your hands claw at his wet hair, not pushing him away—just trying to survive the feeling.

He slides two fingers back inside you, and your pussy clenches painfully around the intrusion—too full, too raw, too good.

“Caden—please—stop—I can’t—”

His voice vibrates against your clit, deep and wicked:

“Yes you can. And you will. You’re going to come until you can’t even say my name.”

His fingers thrust deeper, curling, hitting the same devastating spot over and over until your vision blurs.

Your hips jerk uncontrollably.

Your breath breaks into high-pitched, involuntary whimpers.

He’s destroying you—beautifully, intentionally—driving you toward the edge with zero mercy.

Your legs tremble so hard he has to hold you up, his arm locking under your thigh while his other hand pins your hip to keep you from squirming away.

You can’t think.
You can’t breathe.
Your orgasm slams up fast—too fast—like a tidal wave swallowing you.

“Caden—Caden—I’m—”

“Come,” he growls into your clit.

You do.

You scream—loud, raw, helpless—as your orgasm rips through you, your pussy pulsing violently around his fingers, your thighs convulsing around his head.

But he doesn’t stop.

His tongue keeps flicking your clit.

His fingers keep pounding your spot.

Your scream fractures into broken sobs as your orgasm breaks apart into another wave, and another—your body shaking so hard he has to pin you to the tile to keep you upright.

“Please—please—too much—”

He breaks away only to say:

“I’m not done.”

Then he dives back in.

This time he sucks hard—so hard your entire body seizes—and you nearly collapse as a fourth orgasm hits you, smaller but sharp, painful with pleasure, your pussy spasming wildly around nothing.

You choke on your own breath, tears streaking down your cheeks, your voice gone.

He finally pulls back, panting, his face soaked with water and your release.

His eyes travel up your limp, shaking body.

He smirks.

“You’re shaking so hard you can’t stand.”
He kisses the inside of your thigh.
“Good.”

He stands—huge, dripping, breath heavy—and catches you as your knees give out, lifting you into his arms effortlessly.

Your head falls against his chest, barely conscious, body trembling uncontrollably from overstimulation.

His cock is already thick and hard against your stomach again.

“Round four,” he murmurs against your hair,
“is going to be inside you.”

Your body is limp in Caden’s arms, trembling from the overstimulation he wrung out of you. He carries you out of the shower like you weigh nothing, water dripping from both of you, leaving a trail across the tile.

He doesn’t bother with towels.
He doesn’t bother with the bed.
He lowers you right onto the bathroom floor, warm from the shower’s steam.

Your back hits the tile gently, but the cold contrast shocks a gasp out of you—your skin hyper-sensitive, every nerve exposed.

Caden kneels between your legs, towering over you, water streaming down his massive chest, dripping from his jaw onto your belly.

He strokes your cheek.

“You look fucked-out already,” he murmurs, voice dark velvet. “Good. Even if we're only half done.”

His hand slides down your throat, across your sternum, between your breasts, lower… until his fingers rest right above your swollen pussy.

Your body twitches involuntarily.

“Still shaking,” he observes, almost with pride. “And you’re going to shake harder.”

You open your mouth, but no sound comes.

He smirks.

“You don’t have to speak,” he whispers, leaning over you, bracing one hand beside your head. “Just look at me.”

His other hand wraps around his cock—already hard again, heavy, obscene—guiding the thick head along your slit. You’re so slick from the shower and your orgasms that it glides effortlessly, but your clit still flinches at the contact.

“Eyes on me,” he commands softly.

You obey—barely—your gaze locking with his.

He pushes forward.

The head of his cock presses into your entrance—slow, deliberate, forcing your overstimulated body to stretch around his size once more.

Your lips part in a silent cry.

He watches your face the entire time.

“That’s it… let me see every expression you make. Round five.”

He sinks deeper.

Your pussy tightens helplessly, spasming around the intrusion. You grip his shoulders, nails digging into his wet skin, your thighs trembling uncontrollably.

His breath shudders.

“Fuck—still so tight… even after everything I’ve done to you.”

Halfway in.

Your back arches, your eyes squeezing shut—

His hand snaps to your jaw, gripping firmly.

“No.”
His voice drops dangerously low.
“Eyes. On. Me.”

You force them open, staring into his dark, hungry intensity as he pushes in the last thick inches—

Until his hips meet yours.

A strangled moan tears from your throat.

He’s buried inside you.
Huge, deep, overwhelming.

Your pussy clamps around him, your entire body trembling beneath him.

His voice is a growl against your lips:

“Good girl.”

He pulls back slowly, dragging every ridge of his cock against your raw, sensitive walls—
then thrusts forward, deep enough to knock breath from your lungs.

Your cry is loud, helpless, echoing off the tile.

He smiles—dark, possessive.

“Yeah… that’s the sound I wanted to hear.”

He sets a rhythm—slow but devastating, each thrust deliberate, pushing deep, making sure you feel every inch of him.

Your fingers claw his back.
Your legs fall open wider on instinct.

He leans down, chest to chest, his lips brushing yours with every thrust.

“This,” he murmurs, thrusting deep—
you gasp—
“is mine.”

Another slow, deep thrust that makes your eyes roll.

“Say it.”

You pant, overwhelmed. “I—I’m—”

His cock slams into you, harder, making your voice break.

“Say. It.”

Your cunt clenches violently around him.

“I’m yours—!”

His groan is audible relief and pure hunger.

His hand slides under your thigh, lifting it higher, angling you open. His thrusts deepen, hitting that devastating spot inside you again and again.

Your body starts shaking uncontrollably.

He feels it.

“Oh, you’re close,” he whispers. “Good. Look at me when you come.”

You try.
You really do—
but the pleasure climbs too fast, too intense, too sharp from the angle, the size, the eye contact he refuses to let you break.

He kisses you—hard, claiming—right as he thrusts deep, grinding his pelvis against your clit in a slow, perfect circle.

Your orgasm explodes.

Your scream is swallowed by his mouth, your pussy clenching so violently around him that he chokes on a moan, his rhythm stuttering.

He doesn’t stop.

He fucks you through your orgasm, each thrust making the pleasure spike into something dizzying, unbearable.

He pulls back just enough to look directly into your eyes as he loses control.

His thrusts grow fast, ragged, desperate.

“Gonna fill you,” he growls, voice breaking.
“Gonna fill this pussy until you’re dripping with me—”

You tighten around him one last time and he breaks, hips slamming into yours as he comes hard, cock throbbing deep inside you, pumping thick, hot spurts that you feel flood your sensitive cunt.

He groans your name like a prayer.
And a claim.

His body shakes above yours, muscles tensing as the last pulses spill into you.

He collapses forward, catching himself on his forearms, still inside you, still thick, still warm.

His forehead touches yours.

Breath mingling.
Bodies trembling together.

“Mine,” he whispers.

And you can’t even breathe enough to answer.

Caden’s body settles over yours, his weight braced on his forearms so he doesn’t crush you, but still heavy enough that you feel surrounded by him—held, enveloped, claimed.

His cock remains buried inside you, still thick, still warm, pulsing softly against your inner walls.

You’re trembling.
Not just from overstimulation—though your thighs still quiver uncontrollably—but from the intensity of everything he just pulled from your body.

He notices immediately.

“Easy,” he whispers against your lips, voice rough from growling your name. He kisses the corner of your mouth, slow and deliberate. “Breathe.”

You try.
A shaky inhale.
A softer exhale.
Your muscles slowly, slowly unlocking beneath him.

“That’s it,” he murmurs, brushing wet hair from your forehead. “Good girl.”

His thumb strokes your cheek.
The contrast is startling—after all the roughness, the primal claiming, here he is touching you like you’re breakable.

But then again… after what he just did to you, maybe you are.

He kisses you again—gentle this time, warm and deep, full of something darker and softer all at once. His lips linger, savoring the connection as if this part matters just as much as the fucking.

When he pulls back, his forehead rests against yours.

“You did so good for me,” he murmurs.
A whisper meant for only you.
“You took everything.”

Your breath trembles.

He shifts his hips—barely—but the movement makes you gasp softly, your oversensitive walls fluttering around him. He smirks, eyes dark.

“Still feel me,” he says quietly. “Good.”

His hand slides down your side, tracing your ribs, the curve of your waist, finally settling on your hip. His thumb circles slow, soothing patterns into your skin.

But his cock twitches inside you.

Your breath catches.

He notices.

He always notices.

“You’re not ready for more,” he murmurs, kissing your neck. “Not this second.”
Another kiss, lower.
“But I like knowing you want it.”

Your body answers before your voice can—your pussy tightening faintly around him, a small involuntary clench that makes his breath hitch.

He laughs softly, low in his chest.

“See?” he whispers. “Even your body begs.”

He doesn’t thrust.
He doesn’t take you again.
But he stays inside you, holding you close, letting your heartbeat settle under his touch.

He kisses the hollow of your throat.
Your shoulder.
Your jaw.

“You’re safe,” he murmurs finally.
“And you’re mine.”

The words settle over you like the warm steam of the shower still clinging to your skin.

His arms slide under you, lifting you effortlessly off the tile—still keeping himself inside you just long enough to make your breath catch one last time before he finally, slowly pulls out.

Gentle.
Careful.
A slow glide that leaves you throbbing and empty in the sweetest way.

He wraps a towel around you both and carries you toward the bed, placing you down with reverence instead of hunger.

He lies beside you, pulling you against his chest, your head resting over his heart.

His fingers stroke slow paths up and down your spine.

“Sleep,” he murmurs into your hair.
“I’m not going anywhere.”

Your lashes flutter.
Your body relaxes fully for the first time. Your cunt is gaping open, another gush of semen slipping out beneath you to join the huge wet spot you'll be sleeping on.

And the last thing you feel before drifting off is his hand sliding over your hip, possessive even in tenderness, and his quiet promise:

“We’ll pick this up again when you wake. We've got a few more rounds to go tonight.”
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