

Too Big to Take 

A Huge Size, Rough Dom Romance Where She Tries to Handle Every Inch

Capri Calloway


Copyright © 2026 Capri Callloway

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.


Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter One


Chapter One

The room is quiet except for her breathing—soft, shaky, already uneven.
He stands in front of her, massive, broad-shouldered, towering enough that she has to tilt her head back just to meet his eyes. But it’s not his size that steals her breath.

It’s the size of him.

Her fingers curl around his cock…and they don’t meet. Not even close.
He shudders, muscles tightening, as she tries again—both hands this time, sliding over hot, heavy thickness that pulses under her palm like it’s alive.

“God,” she whispers, eyes wide, cheeks flushed. "So fucking big!"
He gives a slow, dark smile. “Too much for you already?”

She tries stroking him, but every upward glide of her hands leaves inches untouched.
He’s thick.
Dense.
Obscenely big in a way that makes her thighs press together. It swells thicker halfway, thick enough to take both hands to encircle, with a decided curl to the left.

He leans in, voice rough at her ear.
“Careful,” he murmurs. “You keep looking at it like that, and I’m going to make you take every inch.”

Her breath catches.
Her hands slip down his shaft, exploring the weight of him, the impossible stretch he promises.
He groans—deep, involuntary—when her thumb circles the leaking head.

Then he gently grips her wrist, guiding her hand lower, slower.
“Feel what you’re doing to me,” he says.
His cock twitches, thickening even more in her grasp.

She swallows hard.
“You’re… huge.”

“And you,” he says, guiding her onto her knees, “are going to try your best to handle me.”

She opens her lips for him—slowly, nervously, as if she’s approaching some sacred, dangerous thing.
And maybe she is.

The head alone looks too big for her mouth.
Thick, swollen, already slick with precum.

He watches her kneel, chest rising and falling in quick breaths.
“Go on,” he murmurs, thumb brushing her lower lip. “Be a good girl. Try.”

She slides her tongue out first, giving a tentative kitten lick to the tip.
He growls—growls—and his hand flexes at his side as if resisting the urge to grab her hair.

Her lips part wider, trembling.
She takes the head against her tongue—warm, heavy, impossibly broad—and pushes forward.

But her jaw stretches too far, her breath catches, and—

“Mmph—”
She pulls back instinctively, spit already connecting her mouth to his cock in a thin glossy strand.

He laughs softly—not mocking, but hungry.
“Barely even the tip,” he says, voice thick with desire. “Look at you struggling.”

She tries again.
And again.
Both hands braced on his thighs as she fights to take more than just the head.

Her lips seal around him, cheeks hollowing, and she forces herself further—
half an inch,
another,
another—
until her eyes water and her throat spasms around nothing but sheer width.

He hisses through his teeth.
“Fuck, sweetheart… I can feel your jaw shaking.”

She pulls off with a gasp, saliva dripping down her chin, her mouth red and swollen.
“I—I can’t—”

He cups her face, tilting it up to meet his eyes.
“You will,” he murmurs, thumb smearing the spit at her lip. “You’re doing perfect. Try again. I know you want it. I know you need it.”

She does.
Because the sound of his voice alone makes her desperate.
And this time, when she takes the head into her mouth, he can’t help it—
his hand slides into her hair
and he guides her down a little farther.

She chokes softly.
He moans, low and wrecked.
“Beautiful,” he breathes. “Look how tiny your mouth is around me.”

Her eyes flutter, and she lets him guide her rhythm—slow, shallow, messy.
Her spit coats his cock; her throat works; her palms squeeze at his base helplessly.

She’s not even halfway down him.
But she’s trying.
And he’s losing his mind over it.

Her lips are still slick with spit when he threads his fingers deeper into her hair.
Not yanking—just claiming.
Just enough pressure to let her know he’s in control now.

“Open,” he says softly.

She does.
Instinctively.
Hungry.

He guides her down onto the head again, her tongue flattening helplessly under the weight of him.
She tries to relax, tries to breathe through her nose, but he’s too thick, stretching her jaw to its trembling limit.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Let me in just a little more.”

She whimpers around him.

Then he moves.

Not hard.
Not brutal.
Just a slow, deliberate push of his hips—
enough to make her gag around the first inch he forces past her lips.

Her hands fly to his thighs.
Not to stop him—
just to hold on.

Her throat spasms, her eyes tear, and the sound she makes—
choked, needy—
nearly undoes him.

“Fuck,” he groans, voice dropping rough and low. “You feel that? How tight your mouth is? How much I have to work just to get the tip inside you?”

She tries to nod, but he’s holding her exactly where he wants her, gently rocking his hips so that every shallow thrust nudges a little deeper into her warm, trembling mouth.

She gags again—
wet, messy—
drool spilling down his shaft and dripping onto her chest.

He almost loses it.

“Good girl,” he breathes, stroking the back of her head with his other hand.
“You take what I give you. Even when it’s too much.”

He uses her mouth with slow, controlled thrusts, letting her choke just enough that he can hear it—
feel it—
before easing back to let her breathe.

Her eyes are glazed with tears and something hotter.
She looks up at him while her lips stretch wide around his girth.

That look—
broken open and willing—
makes him thrust just a little deeper.

Just enough that he feels her throat flutter around the tip.

“Beautiful,” he growls. “You’re going to make me lose my mind.”

She pulls off with a wet gasp, spit shining all over her chin, connecting her mouth to his cock in long, transparent strings.

“More,” she whispers, breathless. “Use me more.”

His grip tightens.

And he absolutely will.

Before she can even catch her breath, his hands close around her waist—
big, warm, possessive—
and he lifts her effortlessly off her knees.

A small gasp escapes her as her feet leave the ground.
He settles back onto the edge of the bed or chair—doesn’t matter which—because the way he pulls her onto him is what matters.

He drags her forward until she’s straddling his chest, her thighs trembling on either side of his broad shoulders.

“Come here,” he murmurs, voice so deep it vibrates against her skin.
His thumbs spread her open, exposing her—wet, needy, already shaking from the mouth-fucking he gave her.

Her breath hiccups.
“Wait—I—”

He doesn’t wait.

He buries his mouth in her.

His tongue slides through her folds with a hungry, claiming stroke, and she cries out, hands flying to his hair.
Her back arches instantly—
because his mouth is hot, firm, relentless.

He groans into her pussy like he’s starved for it.
Like tasting her is better than getting off.

Her thighs clamp around his head.
He just grips her hips harder and pulls her down onto his face, forcing her to ride his tongue.

“Oh—God—!”
Her voice is breathless, breaking, her whole body shaking as he devours her.

He eats her like he’s been waiting all night for this—
broad tongue flattening against her clit,
sharp suck pulling a whimper from her throat,
slow circles that make her legs tremble uncontrollably.

When she tries to lift herself off, overwhelmed, he growls—
a deep, reverberating warning—
and drags her right back onto his mouth.

“You don’t run from this,” he rumbles against her.
“You take it. Same way you took me in your throat.”

His tongue slides inside her—
thick, purposeful—
and she nearly screams.

Her fingers fist in his hair, desperate, clinging.
Each thrust of his tongue makes her hips jerk helplessly against his face.

“Too much—” she gasps.

“Good,” he growls, mouth slick with her.
“Give it to me.”

He sucks her clit, hard and slow—
and she breaks.

Her whole body convulses around him, back arching, thighs squeezing his head as she cries out, coming against his mouth with a raw, shaking sob.

But he doesn’t stop.

He licks her through the aftershocks, holding her exactly where he wants her.

Because her orgasm is his reward too.

Her body is still quivering from the orgasm he tore out of her when he lays her back—
slow, deliberate, as if arranging something precious.
Her thighs fall open instinctively, still shaking, still sensitive.

He doesn’t even need to hold them apart.
She’s spread for him on pure instinct.

His massive hand slides down her inner thigh, warm and steady, grounding her.
“You’re soaked,” he murmurs, voice roughened by want.
“You came all over my face… and you’re still dripping.”

She can’t answer.
Her breath catches sharply when he strokes two fingers through her folds, spreading her wetness, exposing her swollen clit to the cool air.

Then he brings his cock down between them.

Heavy. Thick. Still slick from her mouth and his own arousal.

He drags the broad head over her pussy—
slow, deliberate sweeps
that make her whole body jerk and shiver.

Every time he passes over her clit she gasps.
Every time he slides lower, letting the fat head catch at her entrance, her thighs tremble harder.

He watches her reaction, eyes dark, hungry.
“Feel what’s about to stretch you open,” he says quietly, guiding the head along her slit again.
“Feel what you begged for. I'm going to ruin you.”

Her hips twitch upward without permission.
“Please—”

“Oh, I know,” he rumbles, lining himself up.
His cockhead nudges her entrance.
Just nudges—
and she nearly comes again.

He pushes.

The head presses into her—
slow, inexorable—
her tightness resisting at first, then giving way inch by inch around impossible width.

She cries out, fingers clawing at the sheets as her body stretches around him.

“That’s it,” he breathes, his voice shaking.
“Fuck— you’re tight. You’re—
God, sweetheart, you’re squeezing me so hard already.”

She tries to breathe but every breath is a broken moan.
Her pussy aches, burns, clenches, trying to take him deeper and fighting the stretch all at once. Her cunt lips are stretched to their limit, drained of all blood, dragging along his shaft.

“It’s… too big,” she gasps.

He leans over her, mouth brushing her ear.
“No,” he says, pushing another thick inch inside her, forcing her walls to open for him.
“It’s perfect. You can take it.”

Her legs wrap around his back out of instinct—
not to pull him closer,
but to anchor herself against the overwhelming fullness.

He groans deeply as her pussy tightens desperately around the head now lodged inside her.

“Look at you,” he growls softly.
“Barely the tip… and you’re already shaking.”

He draws back just slightly—
enough to make her whimper at the loss—
then pushes in again, slow and deliberate, forcing her to feel every impossible millimeter.

Her eyes flutter, her breath stutters.

He’s not even halfway inside.

And she already feels split open around him.

Before she can adjust to the stretch, he withdraws—
slow, deliberate—
letting the fat head drag along her swollen entrance until she whimpers at the loss.

Then his hands close around her hips.

Big.
Hot.
Unmistakably in command.

He flips her onto her hands and knees with an ease that makes her breath catch—
as if she weighs nothing,
as if her body exists to be put exactly where he wants it.

Her knees hit the mattress; her palms sink into the sheets.
Her back curves instinctively, presenting herself, even as her thighs quiver.

He watches her from behind for a moment—
her slick dripping,
her pussy fluttering open from the first stretch he gave her,
her body trembling with need.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, voice low and reverent.
“You look perfect like this.”

She feels him move behind her—
the heat of his thighs,
the solid, overwhelming presence of him as he approaches.

Then his cock slides between her folds again, heavy and deliberate.
He grinds the huge head along her slit, coating himself in her slick, letting her feel the sheer size that’s about to own her from a new angle.

She moans into the mattress.
He grips the back of her neck with one hand—
firm, guiding, never cruel—
and pulls her hips back with the other.

“Arch more,” he orders quietly.

She does.
Her back drops, her ass lifts, her pussy opens for him in a trembling, dripping invitation.

“Perfect.”

The head presses to her again, this time from behind—
a different angle,
a deeper angle,
one that makes the stretch feel twice as intense.

He pushes.

Slow.
Steady.
Unavoidable.

Her breath shatters.
“Oh—oh god—”

Her body tightens, trying to fight the impossible width—
but he pins her hips in place, keeping her still while his cock forces her open around the swollen head.

“Take it,” he growls, voice thick with hunger.
“Take me from behind… take what you begged for.”

She gasps, fingers claws in the sheets as he inches deeper—
the angle driving the head past the point she thought she could handle.
Her walls clamp around him, desperate, helpless.

He groans, deep and ruined.
“Fuck—your little pussy… it’s gripping me so tight I can barely move.”

She sobs into the mattress, overwhelmed, trembling.
“It’s—too big—”

His hand slides from her neck to her shoulder, steadying her, grounding her as he pushes another thick inch inside.

“No,” he whispers, voice breaking with restraint.
“You can take more.”

Her pussy stretches around him, impossibly tight, impossibly full.
Every breath she takes comes out a moan.

He’s not all the way in.
Not even close.
But he owns her completely. At least another six inches to go.

Her arms are still braced on the mattress when he suddenly catches both wrists in one massive hand.
She gasps as he yanks them forward, dragging her chest down to the sheets while her hips stay lifted—
a perfect, vulnerable arch.

Her cheek presses to the mattress.
Her breath comes fast.
Her pussy clenches around the thick inch he’s already forced into her.

Then he pins her wrists above her head, holding them there with one hand—
effortless, dominating, unshakeable.

She’s completely open to him now.
Completely at his mercy.

He settles his weight behind her, thighs braced wide, cock throbbing against her slick entrance.

“Hold still,” he snarls softly.
The sound vibrates through her bones.

His free hand grips her hip hard enough to make her whimper—
and then he ruts into her, a hard, deep push that drives another thick inch inside her tight, trembling pussy.

She screams into the sheets—
a raw, broken sound—
as her body stretches around him in a way that feels impossible.

“Oh—God—oh god—”

“Listen to her,” he growls, leaning over her, chest brushing her back.
“Listen to your tight little pussy trying to take something this big.”

He draws back—just a little—
and slams forward again.

Not cruel.
Not careless.
But hungry, primal, losing the battle to keep control.

The impact forces her forward, her pinned wrists sliding against the sheets.
Her body trembles violently with each thrust as he works himself deeper, inch by aching inch.

Her pussy grips him desperately, fighting the stretch, clenching around the obscene width pushing her open.

He moans into her ear, voice rough.
“Fuck— I can feel you squeezing… you’re gonna milk me before I’m even all the way inside.”

He thrusts again—
deeper.
Harder.
Her breath catches on a sobbing moan as he spears into her tightness.

She’s shaking under him, overwhelmed, overstretched, helpless—
and utterly owned. A thick spray squirts out of her cunt and covers them both as a gut-wrenching orgasm tears through her, slamming her hips up to take more.

“You hear me?” he growls, his voice ragged with the effort not to come.
“I’m not stopping until your pussy learns my shape.”

Another thrust—
deeper still—
her walls fluttering, her legs trembling uncontrollably.

She’s nowhere near able to take all of him.

But he’s nowhere near done.

He’s already pinning her wrists above her head, already two-thirds buried in the tight, trembling heat of her body—
and then something in him snaps.

A low, animal sound tears from his chest as he drags her hips back and slams into her.

The force knocks the breath out of her.
The mattress dents under her body.
Her scream turns into a choked moan as her pussy stretches around the brutal width he drives into her.

Her legs shake violently.
The sheets bunch beneath her pinned hands.
She can barely breathe—
she can only take.

“Fuck—fuck, sweetheart—” he groans, voice ruined, losing every shred of restraint, “—I can’t hold back anymore.”

Another thrust—
hard, deep, primal—
so powerful it forces her forward on the mattress.

Her pussy is so tight around him he feels every flutter, every clench, every desperate attempt her body makes to adjust.

But he isn’t giving her time.

He ruts into her with raw, feral need—
hips snapping forward,
cock stretching her open again and again,
the slap of his body against hers echoing through the room.

His grip on her wrists tightens.
His breath crashes against her ear.

“Listen,” he snarls, voice shredded with desire.
“You hear that? That’s your little pussy getting ruined on my cock.”

She sobs out a moan as he pounds her, each thrust deeper than the last, driving her into the mattress with helpless, shaking abandon.

Her legs can’t hold her.
Her arms can’t move.
Her body is his to use, to take, to fill.

He growls again—longer, hungrier—
and grabs her hips with both hands, lifting her slightly so he can angle himself deeper.

Much deeper.

She cries out as he spears into her, deeper than she thought possible—
deep enough to make her vision blur,
deep enough that her whole body feels split open around him.

“Oh—god— you’re—”
Her voice breaks into a raw moan.
“You’re too big—”

“No,” he snarls, pounding into her harder, faster, his rhythm now pure instinct.
“I’m exactly as big as you need. As big as you love.”

He slams into her again, and the impact rips a broken, shaking cry from her.

He’s gone.
Fully feral.
Fucking her like he’s claiming something that’s always been his.

The bed starts to move beneath them.
Every thrust knocks it back an inch.

Her body melts beneath him, overwhelmed and shaking—
and he’s still driving deeper, harder, needing more.

Needing all of her.

He’s rutting into her with hard, relentless thrusts when something changes—
his hands tighten on her hips,
his breath turns rough and ragged,
and his weight comes down over her in a way that steals every last bit of control she had left.

He shoves her flat to the mattress.
Her cheek presses into the sheets, her wrists pinned where they fall,
her knees sliding apart as his massive body covers hers.

She’s trapped beneath him—
helpless, trembling, open—
and he’s still inside her, thick and throbbing, stretching her to the edge of pain and pleasure.

“Don’t move,” he growls into her ear.
Not that she could.

He pulls back just enough for her to feel the drag—
every ridge, every vein—
and then he slams into her again.

The shock of it rips a cry from her throat.
Her body clenches around him involuntarily, tight, too tight—
but he doesn’t slow.

“Oh—! I can’t—” she gasps, voice shaking. "You're in my chest!"

“Yes,” he snarls, thrusting harder.
“Your body’s taking it—look at you. Look how tight you’re squeezing me.”

She can’t look.
She can barely breathe.

He fucks her like he’s driving himself into the center of her,
like her pussy was made to be filled,
stretched,
claimed by him alone.

Each thrust forces a cry, a moan, a broken sound from her lips—
her body betraying her,
showing him every ounce of pleasure she can’t control.

His hand slides beneath her stomach,
finding her clit—
and he rubs it in slow, devastating circles
while pounding her mercilessly from behind.

She gasps—
trembles—
tries to pull away from the overwhelming sensation—

But he presses her harder into the mattress, pinning her exactly where he wants her.

“You’re gonna come,” he growls.
“You feel that? Your little pussy’s already fluttering. You’re close.”

“I–I can’t— it’s too much—”

He slams into her so deep she screams.

“You’re gonna come on this cock,” he snarls, voice thick with possessive heat,
“and you’re gonna do it while I’m fucking you into the bed.”

Her whole body tightens—
her pussy clenching around him with desperate, involuntary force—
her breath breaking into sharp gasps.

“There it is,” he growls into her neck.
“Come for me. Come—now.”

She shatters.
Her orgasm hits like a shockwave—
violent, uncontrollable—
her pussy spasming around his cock so hard he nearly loses himself inside her.

She sobs his name into the sheets as her body shakes beneath him,
completely overwhelmed,
completely owned—
coming so hard she’s barely conscious of anything but him inside her.

He fucks her through every second of it,
using her orgasm to drive himself deeper,
chasing the tightening of her body around his length.

“Good girl,” he growls, hips still thrusting.
“Good—fucking—girl.”

She melts under him, trembling,
barely able to breathe,
her body broken open around his relentless cock.

And he still hasn’t come.

Her body is still quaking from the orgasm he forced out of her—
pussy fluttering around him,
legs useless,
breath broken.

He pulls out just long enough for her to gasp at the sudden emptiness.
Then his hands clamp around her hips, and he flips her onto her back with a single, effortless movement.

She lands spread and shaking, her thighs already falling open for him. Her cunt gaping open, still slick with cum and lubrication.
He towers above her, chest heaving, cock slick and glistening with her—
still thick, still pulsing, still far from done.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, voice low and dark.
“Wrecked… and I haven’t even gotten all the way inside you.”

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t protest.
She can’t.
Her body opens for him without thought, thighs trembling as he steps between them.

He hooks her legs over his shoulders—
high, folded, exposing her completely—
until her hips tilt upward, presenting her tight, swollen pussy to the full length of him.

Mating press.
Deepest angle.
No escape.

She whimpers, grabbing weakly at his forearms as he lines himself up.
“Wait— just—give me a second—”

“No,” he growls, guiding the thick head back to her entrance.
“You take me now.”

He pushes.

The stretch is instantaneous—
sharp, overwhelming—
her pussy struggling around the obscene width he forces into her.

She cries out, back arching, legs trembling around his shoulders.

He watches every second.

“Good,” he breathes.
“There you go. Open up for me.”

He presses deeper—
slow, unstoppable—
his cock driving into her at an angle that makes her gasp and claw for the sheets.

Another inch.
Another.
Her walls clamp around him, tight enough he has to grit his teeth.

“Fuck—” he groans, leaning over her, pressing her knees almost to her chest.
“You feel that? I’m deeper than before. There’s nowhere for you to run.”

She whimpers, overwhelmed.
“It’s—too deep— I can feel— God my cervix is being pushed up into my stomach! You're stretching out my back wall.”

“Yes,” he snarls, hips rolling forward, burying another inch.
“You’re gonna feel all of me.”

Her breath breaks on a sob as he bottoms out—
or tries to.
The last inch refuses to fit, her tightness fighting it. She wriggles her hips, pulling against his ass with her calves, trying to pull him deeper, stretch herself more.

But he wants it.
He wants to be fully inside her.

He shifts his weight, pinning her hips down, pressing her legs back further—
and thrusts.

She screams—
a raw, helpless sound—
as the thick base of his cock finally forces that last inch inside her. Jesus its big. Has to be well over a foot of cock inside her now.

He groans violently, forehead dropping to her shoulder.
“Fuck—sweetheart— you’re gripping me like you’re trying to take my soul.”

She can’t speak.
Her body spasms, pussy fluttering around the impossible fullness, stretched to the point of breaking.

He lifts his head, eyes dark and blown wide with need.
“Now you know what it feels like,” he whispers.
“To be claimed.”

Then he pulls back—
just an inch—
and slams into her.

Her cry breaks into a sob as the deepest thrust of the night lands inside her, shaking her whole body.

He does it again.
And again.
Her legs around his shoulders tremble violently with each punishing thrust.

Pinned, folded, filled to the hilt—
she can’t do anything but take him.

“Say it,” he growls, pounding her harder.
“Say you’re mine while I’m this deep inside you.”

Her voice comes out a wrecked, trembling moan.
“I—I’m yours.”

He thrusts deeper, harder.
“Louder.”

“I’m yours—! I’m yours, please—!”

He snarls with pleasure and fucks her harder, hips slamming into her thighs as he buries himself in her again and again, using the mating press to reach the deepest parts of her.

She’s shaking uncontrollably—
overwhelmed, stretched, claimed—
and he’s nowhere near finished.

He keeps her folded in half—
knees pinned to her chest,
hips trapped beneath his weight,
his massive cock buried all the way inside her trembling, overstretched pussy.

She’s still shaking from the first orgasm, breath broken, eyes unfocused—
and he doesn’t give her a second to recover.

He pulls back…
slowly…
until only the thick head is lodged inside her—
her walls clinging to him helplessly, trying not to let him go.

Then he thrusts deep.

She cries out, whole body jolting, her spine arching on instinct as her pussy clenches violently around him.

“That’s it,” he growls, voice thick with hunger.
“You’re not done. You’re gonna come for me again.”

She shakes her head weakly.
“I—I can’t— it’s too much—”

His hand slides up, wrapping around the back of her thigh and pressing her knees tighter against her chest until she’s completely open, completely vulnerable to every inch he forces inside.

“Yes you can,” he snarls, thrusting deeper, harder, grinding into her swollen clit with the root of his cock.
“You’re already squeezing me like you’re close.”

Another thrust—
brutally deep—
makes her scream into the crook of her arm.

Her pussy flutters uncontrollably, squeezing around the impossible width splitting her open.

He leans over her, forehead brushing hers, sweat dripping onto her skin.
“Look at me.”

She does—barely—eyes hazy, lips shaking.

“You’re going to come,” he says, voice low and rough, “while my cock is buried so deep inside you that you forget what it feels like to be empty.”

He pulls back an inch—
just an inch—
enough to make her whimper—

Then he slams forward, grinding hard against the front wall inside her, pressing so deep it knocks the breath out of her lungs.

“Oh—! Oh god—!”

“There,” he growls, pounding her in a relentless rhythm, every thrust hitting the same devastating spot inside her.
“That’s it. That’s where you break.”

She’s crying now—
pleasure-tears, overwhelmed-tears—
her whole body trembling violently as he forces her higher and higher.

Her nails dig into his shoulders.
Her thighs shake around his neck.
Her jaw goes slack, breath shattered—

And he doesn’t stop.

His hips snap forward, faster, harder, rutting into her tight, overwhelmed pussy like he’s determined to drag another orgasm out of her body by force.

Her voice dissolves into broken moans.
Her pussy clamps, spasms, pulses around him—

And he knows.

“There you go,” he groans, thrusting deep and staying there, grinding against every trembling inch of her.
“Come. Now. Do it for me.”

Her body shatters.
The orgasm hits her like a shock—
violent, uncontrollable—
her back arching off the mattress, legs trembling so hard he has to hold them still.

She screams his name, choking on it, sobbing, her pussy gripping him in desperate, milking waves.

He fucks her through every second of it—
hard, deep, relentless—
using her orgasm like it’s fuel.

Her body collapses under him, shaking, wrecked, overstimulated—
and he’s still hard inside her, still throbbing, still nowhere near finished.

“Good girl,” he growls into her neck.
“Good. Now I want another.”

He can feel her coming down from her second climax—
body limp,
pussy still fluttering around him,
tears drying on her cheeks—
and instead of slowing,
instead of letting her breathe,
he tightens his grip on her thighs.

“Don’t you dare think we’re done,” he growls against her throat.

She shakes her head weakly, voice wrecked.
“I—I can’t… please… I can’t—”

“You can,” he snarls, thrusting so deep she gasps, “and you will.”

He pins her legs back even further, folding her open, holding her in place as he pounds into her overstimulated pussy with a pace that borders on brutal.
Every thrust drags her over nerves that are already screaming—
every grind hits the spot that made her break the last time—
every motion says:
you’re mine to ruin.

She sobs, trembling, fingers clawing at the sheets.
Her body is beyond responding—
and yet it does.
Every deep stroke makes her arch,
every hard thrust makes her cry out,
every grind makes her pussy spasm around him in helpless aftershocks.

He feels it.
He uses it.
He chases it.

“Listen to you,” he growls, losing his breath, losing his mind.
“Your little pussy’s still squeezing me… begging even when you say you can’t.”

“I—please—”
She’s barely even speaking words now.
Just sound.
Just need.

He takes her face in one hand, forcing her to meet his eyes while his cock slams into her overstimulated heat.

“Give me one more,” he demands, voice cracking with intensity.
“Give me your last one. Break for me.”

She shakes under him—
resisting,
crumbling,
aching—
as he changes angle and drives deep, hitting the same devastating place inside her again and again until she screams.

Her hands fly to his shoulders, trying to shove him away—
but he catches her wrists easily, pins them above her head again, and fucks her harder.

She sobs, broken.
“I can’t—oh god— I can’t—!”

“Yes you can,” he snarls, thrusting deep and staying there, grinding mercilessly against her clit.
“Come for me.
Come again.
Come now.”

Her entire body goes rigid—
mouth open,
eyes wide,
a silent scream—
before she collapses into the most violent orgasm yet.

She convulses beneath him,
pussy pulsing around his cock in tight, desperate waves,
legs shaking uncontrollably against his shoulders.

She cries out his name—
ragged, ruined, undone—
as the orgasm rips through her,
longer, harder, more overwhelming than the last two combined.

He fucks her through all of it, whispering, growling, praising—

“That’s it—
good girl—
give it to me—
so perfect—
mine—
mine—”

When she finally collapses, shaking so hard she can barely breathe, he slows…
then stills…
and lowers her trembling legs gently from his shoulders.

He pulls out—slow, careful—
and gathers her into his arms, pulling her against his warm chest.

She’s boneless.
Unmoving.
Completely wrecked.

He kisses her hair.

“That’s my girl,” he murmurs, voice soft now, the feral edge melted into something warm and protective.
“You took everything I gave you.”

His thumb strokes her cheek, brushing away the last tear.

“And you were perfect.”

She melts against him, dazed and satisfied, letting him hold her while her body tries to remember how to breathe.

Wrapped in his arms,
soft and safe after the storm—
she feels the final surrender settle through her:

She is his.
And he is far from finished with her…
but for a little while...

He holds her close, covers her with blankets, and whispers:

“Sleep.
When you wake up—
we start again.”

[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter One




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31






OEBPS/image_rsrcJM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcJK.jpg
N

700 BIG T0 mKE

A Huge Size, Rough Dom Romance Where She Tries to

Handle Every Inch
R /\\/

1 \_."\.__v






