
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

Lily was already annoyed.

I could hear it in the sharp click of her bedroom door shutting, the heavy sigh echoing down the hall as she stomped around packing like the world owed her a luxury resort instead of a pair of hiking boots and a tent.

I leaned in the doorway of the kitchen, arms folded, watching her mother, Jenna, scroll through her phone with a pinched expression.

“I can’t get out of this meeting tomorrow,” Jenna said without looking up. “They moved everything up. I’m so sorry, Mark.”

I shrugged. “We’ll manage.”

The words came easily.

Maybe too easily.

She finally looked up at me. “You’re still willing to take her? I can just… cancel the whole thing. We’ll do something later—”

“Lily’s been talking about a graduation trip for months,” I said. “Even if she pretended not to care.”

Jenna huffed a little laugh. “She does that.”

“She’ll survive a few days of fresh air.”

As if summoned by the comment, Lily appeared at the end of the hall, arms full of badly rolled clothes. Her long hair spilled over her shoulders in a disheveled curtain; her expression was unimpressed at best.

“You’re still making me go camping?” she asked, directing the accusation at her mother first, then me. “Without Mom?”

I met her glare calmly.

She’d always tested boundaries with me—an adult now, but still fiery in that young way, all attitude and zero real experience.

“Your mom’s got work,” I said. “It’s just the two of us. We leave at seven.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “Seriously?”

“Seriously,” I said. “Unless you’d like to stay home and write thank-you notes to everyone who gave you graduation gifts.”

Her mouth twitched.

Victory.

She hated writing thank-you notes.

She muttered something under her breath and stomped back into her room. Clothes hit the floor. Something zipped aggressively.

Jenna sighed. “She really wanted something… fancier.”

“I know.”

I also knew she’d calm down the second the road opened up and the signal bars dropped away. She might even like the quiet. The stillness. The chance to talk to me without her mother hovering.

Jenna came around the counter, looping her arms around my waist. “Thank you for doing this. She’s stubborn, but she loves you.”

I kissed her forehead.

“I love her too. She’ll be fine.”

But as I looked down the hallway into the half-open door of Lily’s room, where she was bent over her bag with her shorts riding high and her skin warm in the lamplight…

…fine wasn’t the word that came to mind.

I cleared my throat, forcing my gaze up, forcing the thoughts back into the locked places where they belonged.

Tomorrow was just a trip.

A graduation gift.

A fatherly gesture.

Nothing more.

Even if she’d grown into something I shouldn’t be noticing.

Even if her attitude lit a fuse in me I pretended not to feel.

“Seven a.m. sharp,” I called out.

From her room, she answered with another dramatic sigh.

I smiled to myself.

Tomorrow was going to be… interesting.




Chapter 1

She wasn’t ready at seven.

Of course she wasn’t.

I knocked on her bedroom door, mug of coffee in hand. “Lily. Time to go.”

A groan. A thump. Then her voice, muffled through the wood:

“Five minutes!”

Which meant twenty.

I leaned against the wall and sipped my coffee, listening to the flurry of activity inside her room. Drawers opening, closing, clothes dropping, a frustrated little growl when something didn’t fit in her bag.

When she finally opened the door, she stood there with a defiant lift of her chin and an outfit that made my pulse thicken.

A cropped tank top.

Shorts that barely held the title.

A backpack slung over one shoulder, bunny keychain swinging like a reminder she wasn’t as grown as she wanted me to see her.

“You’re going camping in that?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “I have other stuff in my bag.”

“No, I mean right now, for the drive.”

I let my gaze sweep—slow enough she noticed, quick enough I could pretend it was accidental.

“You plan on distracting truckers all the way up the highway?”

She flushed, crossing her arms over her chest. “It’s hot.”

“It’s seven in the morning.”

“Still hot.”

I stepped aside so she had to brush past me to reach the hallway. She did—barely—avoiding touching me, but not enough that I didn’t feel the heat of her skin.

Her scent.

Shampoo. Skin. Something young and sweet.

She headed for the door. I grabbed the handle before she could.

“Hold on.”

I tilted my head toward her legs.

“Go change into something that won’t get you arrested in three counties.”

Her mouth fell open. “I’m not a kid, Mark.”

“That’s exactly why I’m telling you.”

I lowered my voice.

“Go. Change. I’m not asking twice.”

She stiffened.

Then, to my surprise—and satisfaction—she turned around and went back to her room without another word.

Five minutes later she returned in leggings and a sweatshirt, hair pulled into a loose ponytail, cheeks still pink from the small humiliation.

“Better,” I said.

She muttered, “Whatever,” and brushed past me again, but there was no real fight behind it this time.

Outside, the air was crisp. Birds loud. My truck loaded and waiting.

She slid into the passenger seat with a huff. I climbed in, buckled up, and started the engine.

For the first few miles, she stared out the window in silence, arms crossed, still sulking.

“You’ll feel better once we’re out of the city,” I said.

She didn’t look at me. “I doubt it.”

“Hmm.”

Another ten minutes of quiet passed before she shifted in her seat, restless.

“Mark?”

“Hm?”

She hesitated.

Then, softer:

“Thanks for… still taking me.”

I turned my head just enough to see her face—eyes lowered, lashes trembling, vulnerability peeking through the attitude.

“Didn’t want you missing out,” I said. “And your mom wanted someone to spoil you a little.”

She snorted. “This is ‘spoiling’?”

“You’ll see.”

She smiled—barely, briefly—but I caught it.

And it did something to me I knew I shouldn’t let it do.

We drove on.

Her knee bumped mine.

She didn’t move it.

Neither did I.

We’d been on the road for over an hour when she finally loosened up.

Maybe it was the music—some playlist she’d made, a mix of soft indie and late-2000s nostalgia. Maybe it was the empty stretch of highway, trees flying by, the quiet hum of the engine.

Or maybe it was the bench seat.

She’d started the drive pressed up against the passenger door, arms crossed, legs curled toward the window in a sulk. But bench seats aren’t forgiving—every turn, every bump, every curve in the road nudged her a little closer.

And she didn’t move back.

By the time we stopped at a gas station two hours in, she was sitting dead center, thigh a few inches from mine.

She stretched when we got out, arms above her head, sweatshirt lifting just enough for a sliver of bare stomach to show. The sun hit her hair, turning it gold. She glanced at me through her lashes, maybe checking if I noticed.

I did.

And she knew I did.

“Want anything?” I asked.

“Gatorade,” she said. “Blue.”

Then, after a beat: “Thanks.”

Inside, she hovered at my shoulder instead of wandering off. Close. Too close. Her hand brushed my arm once when she reached for a snack, and she didn’t apologize, didn’t jerk away.

When we got back in the truck, she slid onto the seat… a little closer than before.

I raised an eyebrow.

She pretended not to see it.

“You good?” I asked as I turned the key.

“Yeah.” She shifted again, her hip bumping mine lightly. “Seat’s… kinda slanted.”

“Mm-hm.”

“It is.”

“Sure.”

She huffed and turned to the window, but she didn’t move away. Her bare knee touched my jeans when I pulled onto the road. This time, she didn’t pretend it was the truck’s fault. She left it there.

Ten minutes passed before she finally spoke.

“Mark?”

“Hm.”

“Do you… like camping?”

I glanced over. Her voice was softer now, curious instead of annoyed.

“I like the quiet,” I said. “No distractions. No phone. No noise.”

She nodded slowly, twisting her Gatorade bottle cap. “Feels weird not having service.”

“You’ll survive.”

“Maybe.”

Another curve in the road. Her body slid an inch closer. Now her thigh pressed fully against mine—light, warm, unmistakable.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t have to.

She felt the lack of space between us just as much as I did.

She cleared her throat. “Is this okay?”

“What?”

“Sitting… this close.”

I kept my eyes on the road. “If it wasn’t, you’d know.”

She swallowed. I heard it. I felt her reaction in the way her leg tensed, then relaxed back into me.

Silence stretched. Not tense—charged.

Then she said quietly, “I like your truck.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. It feels… I don’t know. Safe.”

Safe.

That was all she meant.

That was all I let myself take from it.

But the warmth of her thigh against mine said something else entirely.

When we finally pulled off at a scenic overlook—a place I’d stopped at a hundred times on hunting trips—she hopped out before I cut the engine.

“Whoa,” she said, standing at the edge of the hill, eyes wide at the endless green. “Why didn’t you tell me it was this pretty?”

“I tried,” I said, joining her. “You were busy complaining.”

She shot me a look over her shoulder. “Shut up.”

I chuckled. “Come here. Want to show you something.”

She moved toward me. Too obedient. Too quick.

I lifted the tailgate and reached in to grab a small cooler. She stepped beside me—and when she couldn’t quite reach the strap she was trying to pull from the bed, she rose onto her toes.

“Stop,” I said, placing a hand on her waist to steady her.

Her breath hitched.

My fingers tightened automatically.

“You’re going to fall,” I said.

“I wasn’t going to fall,” she murmured, but she didn’t move away from my touch.

“Lily,” I said quietly, thumb brushing her side before I let go, “this isn’t a playground. Tell me when you need something.”

She swallowed and nodded, eyes lowered now, voice small.

“Okay.”

A shift.

A big one.

And she knew I felt it too.




Chapter 2

By the time we reached the trailhead, the sun was high, and Lily’s earlier attitude had melted into something softer. Curious. Watchful. Still bratty, but only in those ways young women are when they know a man notices.

The campsite was a half-mile walk in—nothing too intense, but remote enough that the only sounds were wind and water somewhere in the distance.

“This is… really pretty,” she admitted as we stepped into the clearing.

I hid a smile.

“Thought you’d like it.”

She shrugged, pretending it wasn’t a concession. “It’s okay.”

I set the gear down and started unloading. She wandered to the edge of the stream, toeing at a smooth stone, sunlight catching in her hair. For a moment I just watched her, the way her hips moved, the way she brushed loose strands behind her ear.

Too long.

I forced myself back to the bags.

“Come here,” I said. “I want to show you how to set up camp.”

She came, dragging her feet a little, but she was smiling now. She knelt beside me as I opened the duffels.

“Okay,” I said, pulling out the stakes and poles. “We start with the tent body—”

She grabbed a pole, frowning. “How does this even work?”

“You put the segments together.”

“Like this?” She tried to force the wrong ends in, bending it dangerously.

“Stop,” I said firmly, catching her wrist.

Her breath hitched.

I loosened my grip but didn’t let go. “You’ll snap it.”

“Sorry,” she murmured, eyes dropping.

“Here.” I guided her hands, closing mine over them. She relaxed back into me instinctively. “You slide them together gently. Don’t fight it.”

She exhaled, slow, concentrating. “Okay… I get it.”

But she leaned into my chest just a little as she did it. Testing. Wanting direction. Wanting… attention.

When the frame was up, she stood, brushing dirt from her knees. “So we just clip the tent on, right?”

“Yeah.” I moved behind her, reached over her shoulders to show her where to hook the loops.

My body boxed hers in. My arms around her.

Her breath stilled, chest rising once, sharply, before she pretended to focus on the fabric.

“Like that?” she asked quietly.

“Exactly like that,” I said, my voice lower than I meant.

She swallowed. Hard.

We finished the last clip together, and then I dug into the duffel for the sleeping gear—unrolling the bag, the mats—

And froze.

No second sleeping bag.

No second mat.

No second anything.

Fuck.

Lily frowned. “What’s wrong?”

I checked again. And again.

Same result: one set of sleeping gear. One. Everything was single-packed.

“Looks like…” I exhaled through my nose. “Your mom grabbed the wrong bag.”

She blinked. “What do you mean?”

“There’s only one tent. One bag. One mat.”

“That’s—” She looked around, then back at me. “Okay, wait, seriously?”

I opened the empty duffel toward her. “See for yourself.”

She stared into it, then at me, mouth falling open.

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope.”

“Mom was supposed to pack the extra stuff!”

“She didn’t.”

She pushed her hair back, visibly processing. “So… what? Do we just… share a tent?”

“It’s that or sleep in the truck.”

“And share a sleeping bag?”

“It’s cold at night up here.” I folded my arms. “If I give the bag to you, I’ll be freezing.”

She bit her lip.

Not anxious.

Not upset.

More like something fluttered through her—something she was pretending not to feel.

“And if I give it to you,” she said slowly, “I’ll be freezing.”

“Exactly.”

She swallowed again. “So… we both use it.”

I held her gaze.

“It’ll be tight.”

She looked away too quickly—and that was my answer. Her voice trembled just a little when she said:

“I can handle tight.”

She didn’t think about the phrasing until it was out.

I did.

Silence pressed between us like heat.

She flushed, stumbling over her next words. “I—I mean the space. The tent. It’s fine. Whatever. It’s not a big deal.”

But her pupils were blown, her breath shallow.

“Right,” I said softly. “A tight fit’s not a problem.”

Her knees almost buckled.

I looked away first—because if I didn’t, I’d pull her in.

“Let’s finish setting up,” I said. “We’ll figure out the sleeping arrangement later.”

But she stayed still for a beat longer, staring at the one tent as if imagining exactly how close we’d be inside it.

And for the first time since we’d left home…

I knew she wasn’t dreading tonight.

Not even a little.

The tent looked bigger when it was lying flat on the ground.

Standing?

Fully assembled?

It was… small.

Lily circled it like she was inspecting a rental car for scratches. “It’s cute.”

“It’s not supposed to be cute,” I said. “It’s supposed to fit two adults.”

“Does it though?”

I didn’t answer.

I already knew the truth.

She knelt at the entrance, unzipped it, and ducked inside on her hands and knees. Sunlight poured over her, catching along the curve of her back, her hips, the stretch of her leggings.

She crawled deeper.

Legs parted.

Ass lifted slightly as she shuffled forward.

She had no idea what she was doing to me—or maybe she knew exactly.

“Well?” she called from inside. “Coming in?”

I exhaled once, slow, and followed her.

The moment I stepped inside, I realized just how tight the space really was. The tent was barely tall enough for me to kneel upright; Lily was sitting cross-legged, hair falling over her shoulders, grinning like she’d just uncovered a secret.

“It’s actually kinda cozy,” she said.

I sat across from her. Our knees touched. There was no way for them not to touch.

She looked down at the contact—my knee against hers—then lifted her eyes to mine with a heat that didn’t belong to a stepdaughter on a camping trip.

“You okay with this?” I asked, voice low.

She swallowed. “With… what?”

“This,” I said, dragging my gaze around the cramped nylon walls. “One tent. No space. Sleeping this close.”

Her breath wavered.

“These things happen,” she said lightly, but her voice wasn’t steady.

“Yeah,” I said. “They do.”

She shifted to sit on her heels, leaning forward slightly. Our faces inches apart. The air inside the tent felt warmer. Too warm.

“How close do you think we’ll have to sleep?” she asked softly.

“That depends.”

“On what?”

“On how much room you take up.”

She smiled at that—small, shy, but undeniably flirtatious. “I don’t take up much space.”

“No,” I murmured, eyes falling to her lips before I caught myself, “you don’t.”

The wind outside brushed against the nylon, making the tent walls flex and whisper. For a moment we just sat there, listening, breathing the same small pocket of air.

Her thigh pressed against mine.

This time she didn’t pretend it was an accident.

“Mark?” she said quietly.

“Yeah.”

“This is… okay, right? I mean—sharing. Being close.”

Her voice didn’t sound like uncertainty.

It sounded like a girl asking permission to want something.

My pulse tightened.

“It’s fine,” I said. “As long as you listen to me.”

Her pupils widened. “Listen how?”

“Rules,” I said. “Safety. The woods get cold, and dark, and loud. You stay close when I tell you to. You don’t wander. You do what I say.”

Her breath caught.

I felt it more than heard it.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Not argument.

Not attitude.

Submission. Small. Unintentional. Perfect.

I leaned back a little to break the tension before it broke me.

“Let’s get the rest of camp set up.”

But she didn’t move.

She just looked at me—slowly, deliberately—then scooted backward toward the entrance.

Her foot brushed my thigh as she crawled past.

She felt the way I tensed under the contact.

I knew she did.

And the small, private smile she wore when she stepped back into the sunlight told me she finally understood something:

Tonight, inside this little tent, there’d be no pretending we weren’t aware of each other.




Chapter 3

The sun had climbed high enough that even the shade felt warm. Lily kept eyeing the stream like it was calling her name, and when the breeze shifted, carrying that cool mineral scent, she finally caved.

“Is the water cold?” she asked, already tugging her ponytail loose.

“A little,” I said. “Good for cooling off.”

She kicked off her shoes. “I’m going in.”

She didn’t wait for permission—just peeled her sweatshirt over her head in one smooth motion. Underneath: a small, pale-pink bra that did nothing to hide how generous she’d grown. Then she shimmied out of her leggings, standing there in little cotton underwear, sunlight kissing her curves.

“Coming?” she asked, pretending she didn’t notice me looking.

I stripped down to my boxers. Her eyes flicked downward and then snapped away. The flush in her cheeks was unmistakable.

We waded in together. The water was cool, not biting, perfect with the heat on our backs.

She squealed when it reached her thighs.

“Mark! It’s freezing!”

“No, you’re just dramatic.”

She splashed me in retaliation—weakly. I splashed her back—harder. She shrieked, half-laughing, half-scolding, trying to shield herself.

“Hey! No fair!”

“When have you ever known me to play fair?”

That made her grin. Real, bright, unguarded.

She backed deeper into the stream, water reaching her waist, then just under her breasts. The pink bra darkened in the water, clinging tight, outlining everything. Her nipples were stiff peaks beneath the wet fabric.

She caught me noticing.

She didn’t stop me.

Then—

She lunged, splashing me again, laughing breathlessly as she tried to dart around me.

I caught her easily, hands closing around her waist, lifting her a few inches out of the water. She gasped, arms flying around my shoulders for balance.

“Got you,” I said.

“No you don’t—!”

She twisted, slippery from the water, and the motion shifted everything. Her bra strap slid off one shoulder. Then the other. And as she jerked to regain balance, the clasp must’ve given way—waterlogged, stretched, done trying.

The bra fell.

Just… fell.

One second it was clinging to her.

The next it was drifting away like a pale petal on the surface.

Lily froze in my arms.

Her breasts—full, heavy, perfect—bounced free into my palms.

My hands had cupped them automatically when she slipped. Pure instinct—steadying her, holding her, skin warm and slick against mine.

She gasped, eyes wide, lips parted.

I didn’t move my hands.

Neither did she.

Her nipples brushed my palms. Tight. Silky. Reacting instantly to being held. A soft noise escaped her throat—tiny, involuntary.

I kept my expression calm.

Like this was nothing unusual.

Like this was exactly how she was meant to be.

“You good?” I asked quietly.

She swallowed hard. “My bra—”

“Already gone,” I said. “Forget it.”

“But—Mark—” Her voice wavered, mortified and thrilled in the same breath.

“You don’t need it,” I said. My thumbs brushed the stiff peaks without pretending it was an accident. “You’re fine like this.”

Her knees nearly buckled in my hands.

She wasn’t breathing evenly anymore. Neither was I.

The current pushed the lost bra farther downstream.

She watched it go.

Then watched me.

“You’re… just gonna—just—” She couldn’t finish the sentence. My thumbs traced her nipples again, slower this time. Her lashes fluttered. “Mark…”

“Relax,” I told her. “I’ve got you.”

And God help me—

I meant it.

I wasn’t rushing.

Wasn’t pushing.

I was simply holding her.

Bare.

Wet.

Pressed to me with nothing between her breasts and my hands, nothing between her body and my control.

She trembled.

The sweetest, softest little tremor.

When she finally spoke, her voice was barely more than breath:

“Don’t… stop.”

“You’re full,” I said, eyes dropping to her breasts again. “God, Lily… look at you.”

I brushed my thumbs over her nipples, slow and firm. She gasped, grabbing my shoulders.

“So responsive. You’ve been wanting someone to touch you like this, haven’t you?”

“Mark…” Her voice was barely sound.

“That’s not a ‘no.’”

I tilted her backward just enough so I could lower my mouth to her chest. She froze, then melted instantly when my lips closed around the first nipple, my tongue rolling over the stiff, perfect peak.

Her body jolted—sharp, helpless.

“Oh my— Mark—”

“Mm?” I sucked harder, tasting river water and her skin. “What is it, baby?”

She whimpered. Whimpered.

Her hands slid into my hair, gripping like she didn’t even know she’d done it.

“You… you’re not supposed to…”

“Not supposed to what?” I moved to her other breast, dragging the tip between my teeth until she arched into me. “Touch you? Taste you?”

I kissed the underside, slow and deep.

“You walked into the water wearing that tiny little bra. It wanted to come off.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“Yeah, you did.”

I pulled her closer, my mouth covering her nipple again, sucking until her knees buckled in the water.

“You wanted attention. You wanted my hands on you. Look at you.”

I lifted her tits in my palms, bouncing them lightly. She moaned.

“These are perfect. Big, heavy, soft… built to be held.”

She whimpered again, thighs rubbing together under the water.

“You like that,” I said, licking a slow circle around her nipple. “You like me playing with them.”

“I— I don’t know—”

“You do.” My voice dropped to a command. “Say it.”

She shook her head, dizzy. I pinched her nipples between my fingers, just enough pressure to make her gasp.

“SAY it.”

“I— I like it,” she breathed, trembling hard now. “I like when you touch me.”

“That’s my girl.”

I bent, taking one nipple deep into my mouth, sucking until I felt her entire body melt in my arms. She clung to me, chest heaving, breasts pressing desperately against my face, offering themselves without realizing she was doing it.

“Good,” I said against her skin. “Because I’m nowhere near done with these.”

I dragged my tongue across both swollen peaks, tasting her, savoring her, feeling her heartbeat racing under my mouth.

“Mark,” she whispered, voice shaking, “I can’t— it’s too—”

“No,” I murmured, cupping her tits again, lifting them, squeezing them together so I could kiss both at once. “You can take it. You’re doing perfect.”

The water rippled around us, sunlight flickering on her wet skin, her nipples shining from my mouth.

Her innocence.

My hands all over her.

Her body yielding, aching, asking.

And she didn’t even realize:

I’d been holding back.

Her nipples were swollen from my mouth, her breath shaking in hot little bursts against my neck. The water shimmered around us, but she wasn’t steady anymore—her legs kept brushing mine, weak, trembling, asking.

I pulled back just enough to look at her.

“Come with me,” I said, voice low.

She didn’t even hesitate.

I guided her through the stream toward a broad, sun-warmed rock near the edge. The stone radiated heat from the afternoon sun, smooth and dry above the waterline. Perfect.

“Up,” I murmured, hands on her waist.

She let me lift her effortlessly, settling her back against the warm surface. Her bare breasts rose with each unsteady breath, nipples tightening again as they hit the air. Drops of water slid down her curves, catching the light like beads of silver.

She tried to cover herself—reflex, not desire—but I caught her wrists gently and lowered them.

“Don’t hide,” I said. “I’m not finished.”

Her lips parted. And this time, she didn’t argue.

I stepped in close between her legs, water lapping at my thighs, and bent my head to her chest again. She gasped when my tongue traced a slow path up the underside of her breast.

“Mark… oh—”

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Let me hear you.”

I sucked her left nipple into my mouth, hard enough to make her back arch off the rock. Her thigh brushed my side. Her fingers slipped into my hair, desperate, pulling me closer like she needed my mouth on her more than air.

“God, baby,” I groaned against her skin. “You taste so good.”

She whimpered, breath catching when I moved to her other breast and let my teeth graze the tip—just enough pressure to make her cry out.

Her legs opened a little wider for me.

I noticed.

I always noticed.

I flattened my tongue and dragged it slowly between both of her breasts, leaving her skin shining with water and my saliva.

“You like being out here like this?” I murmured. “Tits out, soaked, letting me pin you to a rock?”

“I— I don’t…” She swallowed hard. “I don’t know why it feels—”

“Feels right?”

I closed my mouth around her nipple again, sucking deep.

“Feels like your body’s been waiting for someone to touch you properly?”

She moaned — loud, unfiltered, shocked at the sound she made.

I grinned against her chest.

“There it is,” I said. “There’s your real voice.”

I squeezed her breasts together with both hands, burying my face between them, licking and sucking one after the other. Each time my mouth claimed a nipple, her hips lifted off the rock like she was begging without knowing how to ask.

Her skin was hot under my palms, her nipples impossibly hard. I flicked them with my tongue, then gave each a sharp, playful pinch.

She yelped.

Then gasped.

Then shuddered.

“You like that,” I said, amused and hungry at the same time. “You like when I’m rough with you.”

She shook her head, cheeks flushed—denial on her lips, truth all over her body.

“Don’t lie to me.”

I leaned in, speaking directly against the aching peak of her left breast.

“These gorgeous tits were made to be played with. Look at you.”

I pinched both nipples between my thumbs again.

“You’re fucking dripping.”

Her breath broke into a ragged sound, thighs trembling around me.

I lowered my mouth once more, sucking her nipple hard enough to make her whine — desperate, needy, helpless.

Her hands tangled in my hair again, pulling, holding, urging.

“Mark… please…”

I lifted my head, looking up at her.

“Please what?”

My hands slid up her ribcage, squeezing her breasts again just to watch her fall apart.

“Use your words.”

But she couldn’t.

Not yet.

She just arched her chest toward my mouth, offering herself, begging silently.

So I gave her what she wanted.

I took her nipple between my lips again, slow and deep, and sucked until she cried out against the empty quiet of the woods, her whole body shaking under me.

And I smiled against her skin.

Because she had no idea just how much more I planned to take from her.

I stood between her legs, watching her—watching the way her tits moved when she breathed, full and heavy, just begging to be used.

“Lie back,” I said softly.

She obeyed instantly, eyes wide, lips parted.

Good girl.

I stroked her breasts slowly with both hands, lifting them, weighing them, enjoying the way she gasped every time my thumbs brushed her nipples.

“God, Lily…” I muttered under my breath. “These tits… look at them. Best fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

She whimpered and arched into my touch.

“You want more?” I asked.

She nodded, trembling. “Yes…”

I reached down and pulled my cock free from my soaked boxers, the water dripping off me as I stroked myself with two slow, deliberate passes.

Her eyes went huge—shock, fascination, fear and desire all tangled together.

I watched her swallow when she saw how hard I was.

How thick.

“You’re gonna take me here,” I murmured, bringing the head to the valley between her breasts. “Not inside you—” I dragged myself slowly across her skin, smearing precum on her cleavage— “not yet. But here?”

I squeezed her tits together around my shaft.

She gasped—sharp, high, helpless.

“Here you’re perfect.”

I slid between them slowly, deliberately, her breasts warm and soft, enveloping me completely. My cock disappeared between her tits, and the sight of it made a low growl tighten in my chest.

“Jesus, Lily…”

She looked down at herself—at my cock parting her breasts—and her whole body flushed deeper.

“M-Mark…” Her voice was shaking. “That’s— that’s you—”

“Yes,” I said. “That’s me. All over you.”

I guided her hands to the outside of her breasts.

“Hold them together for me.”

She did.

Eager. Obedient.

Her tits pressed around my shaft, tightening the heat around me.

“Good girl…”

I slid through them harder.

Her mouth fell open. Her nipples were pointed and aching, brushing my stomach each time I thrust forward.

“Feel that?” I said, voice dark. “Feel how good you are for me?”

She nodded frantically, breath broken. “It— it feels… oh my god…”

I tightened my grip on her tits and thrust again, harder, her soft skin hugging every inch of me.

“You’re making me so hard,” I growled. “These perfect fucking tits—do you know what they’re doing to me?”

She let out a desperate little whine at that, chest quivering around my length.

“That’s it,” I said, thrusting again, faster, her breasts bouncing with every stroke. “Use them for me.”

She squeezed them tighter around me—instinct, submission, something raw and natural in her.

“Oh fuck, baby…” I groaned, losing a little control as her tits hugged me exactly right.

“You were made for this. You hear me?”

She nodded, breathless. “Mark— it’s— I can’t— it feels—”

“You’re doing perfect,” I said. “Let Daddy fuck your tits.”

Her eyes widened—shocked by the word, but her body reacted instantly. Her thighs squeezed around my hips, her nipples tightening even more.

I thrust harder between her breasts, water and sweat and her skin making everything slick and hot. My cock slid between them over and over, the tip brushing her chin, her throat—

She moaned. Moaned from just that.

“You like that?” I murmured. “My cock on your chest? You like me using you like this?”

“Yes—” she gasped, breath shaking, “yes— please—”

I groaned, deep and raw.

Her tits hugging me.

Her voice begging.

Her body offering everything without even realizing it.

I bent over her, mouth closing around one nipple as I fucked her tits harder, faster, losing myself in the warmth of her skin and the helpless little cries she made.

She clutched my arms, nails digging into me, breasts shaking around my cock as I used her exactly how I wanted.

“Good girl,” I growled against her nipple. “Daddy’s not stopping until you scream.”

And I thrust again—deeper between her tits, harder against her chest—determined to hear that sound.

Her breasts were wrapped tight around my cock, soft and soaked and shaking with every thrust I gave her. She held them together exactly how I told her to—palms squeezing, nipples brushing the sides of my shaft every time I slid between them.

“Fuck—Lily,” I groaned, hips snapping forward. “Your tits… Jesus, baby, they’re perfect. You feel that? Feel how hard you make me?”

She whimpered, chest rising and falling, her thighs trembling around my hips.

“I— I feel it—”

“Good,” I said, thrusting harder, pushing deeper between those gorgeous breasts. “Because I’m close. And you’re not stopping until I cover every inch of you.”

She gasped, eyes fluttering half-shut, lips parted with shock and something sweeter.

“You’re— you’re gonna—?”

“Yes,” I growled, pounding between her tits, water splashing around us. “I’m gonna cum all over these fucking perfect tits.”

Her breath caught on a moan.

My cock slid faster—slick, hot, tight between her breasts. The sight of it—her tits bouncing each time my hips drove forward, her nipples flushed and swollen from my mouth—sent heat surging through me.

“Hold them tighter,” I ordered.

She obeyed instantly, squeezing her breasts together until they hugged me completely, soft and perfect and made for me.

“Ohhh, fuck, that’s it,” I groaned, feeling everything coil tight and urgent in my gut. “Good fucking girl.”

Her eyes met mine—wide, dazed, wanting.

“Mark… please…” she whispered.

That did it.

I thrust one last time, deep into the valley of her breasts, then yanked my cock upward—gripping myself just enough to guide it—and let go with a low, rough sound ripped straight from my chest.

Hot, thick ropes of cum spilled across her tits.

White streaks splattered her chest, her nipples, the tops of her breasts, dripping down the curve of her cleavage. She gasped—soft, breathless—as the heat touched her skin.

I stroked myself slowly through the last pulses, watching every drop land on her.

“Look at you,” I murmured, voice dark, satisfied. “Messy already.”

Her chest was covered—slick, shining, streaked with me.

She stared down at herself, stunned, lips parted, cheeks flushed and glowing.

“Mark…” she whispered, almost reverent. “It’s… it’s everywhere…”

“That’s the point,” I said, leaning in close, my thumb sweeping across her nipple—smearing my cum over the tip. She moaned helplessly.

“I wanted you marked.”

She swallowed hard, breath catching as my thumb dragged slowly across her other nipple, spreading more over the tight peak.

“And now you are.”

Her thighs pressed together at the words.

Her whole body trembled.

I cupped both of her tits again—soft, warm, sticky with me—and squeezed gently, letting the cum drip between my fingers.

She made a sound I’d never heard from her.

Raw. Shaken.

Hungry.

“Good girl,” I murmured against her ear. “You took that perfectly.”

Her breath shuddered.

She had no idea this was only the beginning.




Chapter 4

She lay back against the sun-warmed rock, chest rising and falling, her breasts gleaming with streaks of my cum.

White, warm, dripping down the curves I’d just fucked.

Her nipples were stiff little peaks smeared with it, shining.

“Don’t move,” I murmured.

She froze instantly—obedient, trembling, gorgeous.

I ran my thumb along the path of one dripping streak, slow and deliberate, rubbing it into her soft skin. She gasped, watching my hand like she couldn’t believe it was happening.

“You see this?” I said quietly. “This is mine. All over you.”

Her breath caught.

I dipped my fingers again, dragging my cum over the top of her breast, spreading it until her skin glowed.

“You were made for this,” I murmured. “For my hands. For my mouth. For my mess.”

A shiver ran through her.

I leaned in and rubbed another thick smear into the swell of her left breast, working it in with my palm until the whole curve was slick and warm.

She whimpered.

“Mark…”

“Shh.”

I gripped her breast firmly.

“Let me finish.”

I pushed her tits together with both hands, watching more of it slide down into her cleavage. Then I spread that too—slowly, deliberately—thumbs brushing her nipples as they twitched.

“Look at that,” I said. “Your whole chest covered in me. You look fucking perfect like this.”

Her thighs squeezed together at my words, like she couldn’t stop herself.

I cupped her jaw with my clean hand and tilted her face toward mine.

“You like me rubbing it in, baby?”

She swallowed. “Yes…”

“You want to be messy for me?”

Her eyes fluttered shut.

“…yes.”

I smirked.

“Good. Because you’re not done.”

I stood up straighter, my cock still hard, still wet from the titfuck, still streaked with the last of my release.

Her eyes fixed on it immediately—nose flaring, lips parting just a little.

I wrapped a hand around the base and stroked once, slow. Her breath shook.

“Open your mouth,” I said.

She did. Without hesitation.

I tapped the tip against her bottom lip, smearing a little of the remaining slick on her.

“Clean it.”

Her tongue darted out—tiny, shy—tasting me.

“No,” I said, voice dropping. “Not like that. Take it.”

I pressed the head past her lips, and she closed them around me, warm and tentative.

“Good girl…”

The sight of her like that—kneeling slightly on the rock, chest still streaked with my cum, mouth wrapped around me—hit me like a punch.

“Use your tongue,” I murmured, guiding her head gently. “Circle the tip. Taste everything you put there.”

Her tongue moved slowly, uncertain, then gained confidence when I groaned softly.

“That’s it… fuck, yeah…”

I slid a little deeper, holding her hair.

“Clean all of it off. You made this mess, you clean my cock.”

She whined around me—needy, overwhelmed—her hands coming up to steady herself on my thighs. Her mouth tightened, warm and wet around the head, sucking just enough to make my eyes close.

“God, baby…”

I guided her forward a little more, my cock slipping past her lips again.

“You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

Her tongue flicked under the head. My hips jerked—just barely.

I exhaled sharply.

“Good. Fuck, that’s good.”

I ran a thumb over her cheek.

“Look at you. Chest covered in my cum, mouth full of my cock… you’re already learning how to take care of me.”

She moaned around me.

And I realized—

I wasn’t going to stop at this.

Not even close.

Her mouth was warm, wet, and hesitant around the head of my cock, trying so hard to do it right. Sweet. Careful.

But she had no idea what I really wanted from her.

I tightened my grip in her hair—firm, deliberate. Her eyes widened up at me, lips stretched around the thickest part of me.

“Good,” I murmured. “Now we’re going to take this slow. You’re going to learn how to suck my cock properly.”

Her breath trembled through her nose.

“You ready, baby?”

She nodded with my cock still in her mouth.

“Yeah,” I said, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “I know you are. Open wider.”

She tried.

I pushed in just a little more.

She whined around me—surprised by the stretch, the weight—but she didn’t pull back.

“That’s it,” I said softly. “Let me feel that pretty mouth.”

I slid another inch in.

Her lips tightened.

Her throat tensed.

Her fingers dug into my thighs.

“Relax your jaw,” I told her. “Breathe through your nose. Just let me fill your mouth.”

She did—God, she actually tried—and I felt her tense little throat flutter as the head bumped the back of her tongue.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

“Keep your eyes on me,” I said.

They snapped open again, wide and shiny.

“Good girl.”

I pulled back slowly, dragging my cock along her tongue, letting her feel the weight of it leaving her mouth… then I pushed in again, a little deeper this time.

She gagged softly, the sound vibrating around me, sending a sharp pulse through my cock.

Her nails scraped my thighs.

I groaned.

“Ohhh — fuck, that’s it. That’s exactly it. Your mouth is perfect.”

I held her hair tighter, guiding her.

Not forcing.

Just leading.

“You hear that sound you just made?” I murmured, rolling my hips into her slowly. “That little choke? That’s what I want.”

She whimpered around me.

I pushed deeper.

She gagged again — louder — tears pricking her eyes.

“Good girl,” I growled. “Take it. Take every fucking inch I give you.”

Her throat flexed, fighting it, learning it, and she made a small, wet, helpless noise that almost made my knees buckle.

I eased out just slightly so she could breathe.

She gasped, spit trailing from her lip to my cock.

“You’re doing so damn well,” I praised, thumb rubbing her wet cheek. “I knew you’d be a natural.”

Her breath trembled, but her mouth stayed open—wanting more.

“You want me deeper?”

She nodded.

I smirked.

“Then open that pretty throat for me.”

I pushed back in—slow at first, then deeper—until the head pressed right against her gag reflex.

She choked, body jerking, but I held her steady, murmuring:

“Good… good girl… that’s it, let it happen…”

Her eyes watered.

Her nails dug harder.

Her throat squeezed around me.

“Fuck—yes…” I groaned. “That’s what your mouth is for.”

I pulled back, letting her breathe for one second, then guided her forward again, this time letting her lips slide all the way down until my tip brushed her throat.

She gagged hard.

A sharp, wet, beautiful sound.

“Take it,” I growled. “Take it for me—yeah, just like that—fuck, baby, you’re perfect—”

Her tears spilled.

Her lips shuddered around me.

Her mouth was a tight, wet heaven.

I kept one hand in her hair, the other guiding her jaw gently.

“Look at you,” I said, voice breaking with how good she felt. “On your knees, mouth full of me, gagging like you’re made for my cock.”

Her whine vibrated around me.

I groaned — deep, rough.

“You’re gonna be so fucking good at this,” I panted. “By the time I’m done training that mouth, you’ll take every inch without even flinching.”

Her thighs squeezed together at that.

“Yeah,” I murmured, feeling her swallow around me, “you like that idea, don’t you? Being good for me. Being used. Being filled.”

She whimpered — throat full.

And I thrust just a little deeper, slow but unstoppable—

“Good girl… take… it…”

She gagged again.

Hard.

And I fucking loved it.

“Look up here,” I murmured, hand still tangled in her wet hair.

Her eyes lifted to mine, watery, eager, trusting.

“Good girl. Keep looking at me…”

My thumb brushed her cheek—then slid lower, trailing down the line of her jaw to the soft column of her throat.

She froze—anticipation tightening every muscle.

“You’re gonna let me guide you,” I said, voice low and dark. “You’re gonna open that pretty throat for me.”

Her breath hitched around my cock.

I wrapped my hand gently around her throat—not squeezing, not restricting—just holding her there, owning the space, feeling her pulse jump under my thumb.

Her moan vibrated around me.

“Yeah,” I growled. “You like that, don’t you? My hand on your throat while you suck me.”

She nodded—tiny, desperate—lips stretching tighter around my cock.

I pressed my thumb softly into the center of her throat.

“Swallow.”

She did.

Her throat tightened around my thumb—and around the tip inside her mouth.

I groaned.

“Fuck, baby… that’s perfect.”

I eased her head forward a little.

Not pushing.

Guiding.

Her mouth slid deeper along my cock, her lips parting, her throat resisting for a beat—

Then opening.

She gagged once—sharp.

I held her steady, thumb pressing lightly to keep her calm.

“Breathe,” I murmured. “Through your nose. I’ve got you.”

She took a shaky inhale.

Her throat relaxed just enough for me to slide another inch in.

Her eyes rolled half-shut.

Her hands gripped my thighs.

A needy, broken sound hummed around me.

“That’s it,” I praised. “Good girl. Let your throat soften… let it open for me…”

I curved my thumb just below my cock’s head, feeling the shape of it through the delicate skin of her neck.

“Ohhh fuck, Lily…” My hips trembled. “You can feel me right there, can’t you?”

Her eyes widened—yes, she felt it.

“You’re taking me so deep,” I murmured, guiding her head in a slow rhythm. “And you look so fucking beautiful doing it.”

She gagged again—wet, messy—tears slipping from the corners of her eyes.

“Good,” I groaned. “Do it again.”

She took me deeper.

Her throat flexed.

She choked softly, a helpless, perfect sound—

I nearly lost it.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Open that throat for me. Let me all the way in.”

I pushed just a little deeper—slow, unhurried—until her lips were only an inch from the base.

Her hands clawed gently at my thighs, not fighting, just overwhelmed.

“You feel that?” I whispered, thumb stroking her throat lightly. “That’s your body learning mine.”

She whimpered around me.

I held her steady by her throat and hair, fucking her mouth with slow, deep, controlled strokes—each one making her choke just enough to make my head spin.

Wet sounds filled the air—breath, spit, her soft, desperate moans vibrating around me.

“You’re doing so fucking good,” I groaned. “Taking me deeper every time… look at you, baby… letting me use that pretty mouth exactly how I want…”

Her throat opened one more inch—

And her nose brushed my pelvis.

“Oh fuck—” My voice cracked. “That’s it… that’s my girl…”

She pulled back for a breath I let her have—

Then she leaned forward on her own.

Mouth open.

Throat ready.

Wanting more.

I smiled down at her—dark, proud, hungry.

“Let’s see how deep you can really take me.”

She leaned forward on her own this time.

Mouth open.

Eyes wide.

Throat softening instinctively, like her body already knew what I was going to do to it.

“Good girl,” I murmured, hand sliding from her hair to the back of her skull. “Let’s finish what we started.”

I guided her slowly down onto my cock again.

Her lips wrapped around the head.

Her tongue flattened.

Her breath trembled through her nose.

“There you go… relax that throat for me…”

She tried — god, she tried — and I felt her entire body adjust as she let me push deeper.

Halfway.

Then past halfway.

Her throat fluttered around me, choking a little.

I tightened my hand at her scalp.

“Don’t pull back. Breathe. Let it happen.”

She inhaled shakily.

Her eyes glazed, tears brimming.

I pushed deeper.

She gagged — wet, violent, beautiful.

“There it is,” I growled. “That sound. That’s your throat learning.”

She moaned around me, a desperate sound vibrating through my cock, making my hips jerk.

“You feel how thick I am?” I said softly. “How deep I’m getting?”

She nodded, or tried to — my cock held her mouth open too wide for much movement.

I slid my thumb back to her throat, pressing lightly where I could feel the head straining against her from the inside. She gasped around me, throat clenching.

“Ohhh fuck, baby… that’s perfect… you’re taking it…”

I pushed another inch.

She gagged again—loud, messy, drool spilling from the corners of her mouth onto her chest.

But she didn’t pull away.

Not once.

“That’s it,” I praised, voice tight. “Good girl… good girl… open up for me…”

Her throat trembled.

I could feel every tiny movement.

“Ready?” I asked quietly.

“Gonna take the whole thing. You’re gonna let me reach the base.”

Her eyes widened — terrified, excited — but she nodded.

I gripped her skull and guided her down.

Slow.

Relentless.

Her lips slid inch by inch until they touched my pelvis — the base of my cock disappearing between her lips.

Her throat spasmed around me, gagging hard, tears spilling freely.

“Fuck—” I groaned, almost shaking. “Yes. Yes, baby, that’s the base. You took all of it. Look at you taking Daddy’s whole cock…”

She trembled, body seizing around the fullness.

I held her there — just for a beat — not choking her, just letting her feel what it was like to take every inch.

Then I eased her back just enough for her to breathe.

She gasped, spit hanging in ropes from her lips, her chest heaving.

But she didn’t pull away.

She leaned forward again.

Hungry.

“Good,” I murmured, sliding back into her mouth. “Because now I’m gonna finish in that throat you just opened for me.”

Her eyes fluttered closed.

I thrust gently at first — deep, slow strokes — using her mouth, guiding her head, letting the sound of her gagging build the pressure in my spine.

I held her hair tight.

Her throat tighter.

Her moans vibrated around my cock—wet, eager, sinful.

“You’re gonna swallow every drop,” I growled. “Don’t you dare waste a fucking thing.”

She whimpered — a needy, pleading sound.

It pushed me right to the edge.

“Fuck—Lily—”

My grip tightened — my hips pressed forward —

“—I’m gonna cum—”

I thrust deep, pushing into her throat again.

Her nose pressed against my skin, throat opening to take it.

And I came.

Hard.

A sharp pulse that made me groan deep in her hair —

Hot, thick spurts shooting straight into the back of her throat.

She gagged around the first wave —

choked around the second —

swallowed the third on instinct —

And I held her there, thumb on her throat, guiding her through it.

“That’s it… good girl… swallow it… all of it…”

She shuddered and did exactly as she was told.

Every pulse.

Every drop.

Right down her throat.

When I finally pulled back, a thin line of spit and cum clung to her lips. She looked wrecked — cheeks flushed, tears streaking her face, her chest still smeared with dried lines of my first release.

And Christ, she’d never looked more beautiful.

I held her chin.

“Open.”

She parted her lips.

I checked her mouth — empty, obedient — just how I wanted her.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “You swallowed every bit like you were meant to.”

She exhaled shakily, eyes dazed.

“Did I… do good?” she whispered, voice broken and hopeful.

I smiled slowly.

“You did perfect.”

My thumb brushed saliva off her bottom lip.

“And I’m not even close to done training that mouth.”




Chapter 5

When I finally let her mouth slip off me, she was gasping, dazed, drooling a little, her lips red and swollen from being stretched around my cock. Tears clung to her lashes. Her chest was smeared with the dried traces of what I’d left on her earlier.

She tried to stand.

That was her mistake.

She pushed up from her knees on the warm rock—and her legs just buckled.

A sharp, startled gasp left her as she wobbled dangerously.

I caught her by the waist before she even fell.

“Easy,” I murmured, pulling her against me.

“You’re not going anywhere on those legs.”

She clung to my shoulders, trembling.

“I—I thought I could stand,” she whispered, embarrassed and shaking.

I chuckled darkly.

“Baby,” I said, lifting her chin with one finger, “you just took my cock down your throat until you cried. Of course your legs gave out.”

Her breath caught.

“That mouth… that pretty little throat…”

I kissed her jaw, slow and claiming.

“You worked for it.”

She shivered violently, nipples brushing my chest.

Her underwear clung wetly to her hips, soaked from the water—

and from everything else.

I slid my hands down to the backs of her thighs.

“Up,” I commanded.

She let out the faintest whimper and lifted her knees, letting me haul her effortlessly into my arms. Her legs wrapped around my waist, instinctive, needy, trusting.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Good girl.”

Her bare tits pressed to my chest as I carried her through the shallows.

I could feel her breath on my neck—sweet, shaky, wanting.

She buried her face against my skin, lips brushing my throat.

“Mark…” she whispered.

“What, baby?”

“I… I feel so…”

Her voice melted.

“…weak.”

I smirked.

“That’s because I fucked your throat until it forgot how to hold you up.”

A broken moan escaped her.

Her heels dug into my lower back.

I kissed her neck.

Hard.

She gasped, clutching tighter.

“You hear me?” I whispered against her skin. “Your legs gave out because you wanted to please me so badly you forgot how to stand.”

She whimpered—shy, overwhelmed, thrilled.

The water receded around us as I carried her toward the shore, her body light and pliant in my arms.

“Look at you,” I murmured, kissing down her throat, across her collarbone.

“Tits out, soaked, shaking… and you’re still clinging to me like you want more already.”

“I… I do…” she whispered.

I stopped walking.

Lifted her face with my hand.

Made her look at me.

“You want more?” I asked, voice low and dangerous.

She nodded—slow, needy.

“Say it.”

Her lips parted, breath trembling.

“I want more… Daddy.”

I growled—feral, possessive—and crashed my mouth onto hers.

I kissed her like I’d been starving for her.

She gasped into it, opening for me instantly, her whole body arching into my chest. My tongue swept into her mouth, claiming it the same way my cock had claimed her throat.

She moaned into my mouth, legs tightening around me.

I kissed her again.

And again.

Deep, slow, filthy—my cum still faintly on her tongue.

“Goddamn,” I breathed against her lips. “You taste like you were made for me.”

She trembled, nipples dragging against my chest with every step as I carried her fully out of the water.

Her skin shined in the sunlight—

sticky, marked, glowing—

mine.

She clung tighter.

“Don’t put me down,” she whispered.

I laughed softly, kissing her again, slower this time.

“I’m not putting you down, baby,” I said.

“Not until I’ve had every part of you.”

I shifted her in my arms, holding her even closer, feeling her breath against my ear.

“And next?”

I kissed her again—deep, slow, hungry.

“Next I’m taking you back to camp.”

Her breath hitched.

“And I’m going to lay you out,” I murmured, voice dropping, “and taste this sweet little body until you can’t remember your own name.”

Her legs tightened around me in pure instinct.

I smiled.

“Hold on tight, Lily,” I said, carrying her up the bank.

“Daddy’s got you.”

The campsite came into view—quiet, sheltered, woven with golden patches of late light. Perfect for what I had planned.

“Hold on,” I murmured, setting her gently on her feet only long enough to spread a thick blanket beside the fire pit. She wobbled immediately, knees buckling.

I caught her—again.

A dark, satisfied laugh left me.

“Your legs really are useless now,” I murmured, kissing her cheek, “aren’t they?”

She hid her face in my chest, blushing.

“I’m… I’m just tired…”

“No.”

I lifted her chin.

“You’re wrecked from sucking my cock. Say it.”

Her breath shivered.

“…I’m wrecked from sucking your cock.”

“Good girl.”

I laid the blanket down and crouched in front of the fire pit, striking flint and coaxing flame. The fire caught easily, the orange light flickering across her bare skin, painting her in heat and shadow.

When I turned back, she was standing there topless, hair still dripping, arms crossed uselessly—like she didn’t know whether to cover herself or show me everything.

I smirked.

“Don’t hide from me.”

I walked to her slowly, taking my time, enjoying the way she shook under the attention.

“I’ve seen every inch of you already.”

She lowered her arms.

Her nipples tightened in the cold evening air.

Firelight danced across her breasts—soft, full, smeared faintly with the dried pattern of what I’d left on them earlier.

“Good,” I murmured, stepping behind her and guiding her down to sit on the blanket. “Now lie back.”

She obeyed instantly.

Her hair spilled out behind her. Her chest rose and fell, nipples catching every flicker of flame. Her legs parted without her noticing, soft thighs opening just enough to show me the outline of her soaked panties.

I knelt beside her, letting my fingers trail slowly from her collarbone down the center of her chest.

She shivered.

“Cold?” I asked.

“N-No…”

I smiled.

“Good.”

I rubbed gently around one nipple—not touching it yet, just circling the sensitive areola until her breath went ragged.

“You know,” I murmured, “I could drag this out for hours.”

Her thighs trembled.

I dragged my fingertip up and over her nipple.

She gasped—sharp, helpless.

“There she is,” I said softly. “My sensitive girl.”

I leaned down, kissing just beside her nipple—deliberately not on it—slow, soft pressure that teased more than it soothed.

She whimpered.

“Mark… please…”

“Please what?”

I kissed the top curve of her breast.

Then the side.

Then the valley.

Never the peak.

She squirmed.

“Mark—”

“No.” I grabbed her wrists and pinned them gently above her head. “Use your words. Tell me what you want.”

She tried to hide her face. I tightened my grip—not painful, just controlling.

“Look at me,” I growled.

Her eyes snapped to mine.

“Now say it.”

She swallowed hard.

“…touch my nipples.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“‘Touch’ them? You can do better than that.”

Her cheeks burned.

“…play with them.”

“Mm.” I lowered my mouth near her left nipple, breath hot on her skin. “Still too shy.”

She writhed.

“Please… suck them… please…”

“There it is.”

I released her wrists and gripped her breasts in my hands—full, warm, perfect in my palms.

I lowered my mouth and finally—finally—closed my lips around her nipple.

She arched off the blanket so hard she nearly knocked the air from her own lungs.

“Oh—oh my god—”

“That’s it,” I murmured against her skin before sucking again, drawing her nipple deep into my mouth. “You taste like fire and water and fucking innocence.”

I rolled my tongue over the tip, slow, slow, then bit gently—just enough to make her yelp.

Her hips bucked.

“You’re going to come,” I whispered, “from nothing but my mouth on your tits.”

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

“Yes,” I growled, switching breasts, taking the other nipple between my teeth. “You can. And you will.”

I sucked harder—deep, hungry, claiming—while my hand slid down her stomach and rested just above her panties.

Her breath broke.

I didn’t touch her clit.

Not yet.

I let my thumb hover an inch above it, teasing her without contact.

“You want this?” I murmured.

“Yes—please—”

“You want Daddy to touch you?”

She moaned—soft, high, completely undone.

“Yes, Daddy… please…”

Firelight flickered across her trembling body.

Her nipples glistened from my mouth.

Her thighs opened wider without me asking.

And I whispered against her breast:

“Then I’m going to make you beg for it.”

I hooked two fingers under the waistband and tugged.

She gasped.

“Mark—”

“Lift your hips,” I commanded quietly.

She did—immediately.

Good girl.

I slid her panties down her thighs, past her knees, off her ankles. They were soaked. I tossed them aside, watching her squirm under the open air.

Bare now.

Completely mine.

I knelt between her legs, but I didn’t touch her there.

Not yet.

She expected my fingers.

My mouth.

Anything.

But I didn’t give her that.

I ran my hands up her thighs, over her hips, up her stomach… and then grabbed her tits again, squeezing them together.

Her breath hitched.

“You want to come?” I asked softly.

She nodded, trembling.

“Yes… please—”

I smiled, slow and dangerous.

“Then you’re going to do it from these.”

I lifted her breasts, squeezing them so her nipples pointed up at me in the firelight.

“Not from my fingers. Not my tongue. Just your perfect fucking tits.”

Her eyebrows lifted—shocked, needy, unsure.

“I… I can’t…” she breathed.

“Yes,” I said, lowering my mouth, “you can.”

I wrapped my lips around one nipple and sucked—hard.

She gasped, back arching off the blanket.

“Mark—oh—oh my god—”

I didn’t stop.

I didn’t slow down.

I devoured her nipple like it was what I needed to breathe.

I licked.

I sucked.

I used my teeth in just the right way, gentle then sharp, making her whole body jolt.

Her legs fell open wider—spreading for me even though I hadn’t touched her pussy once.

“Feel that?” I growled against her breast before sucking again. “Your whole body’s wired to these.”

Her hips lifted involuntarily, seeking friction that wasn’t there.

“That’s it…”

I switched breasts, sucking her other nipple into my mouth until she cried out.

“Let me feel you lose it.”

She was trembling—wildly now—her thighs twitching, her breath breaking into high, helpless little sounds.

Her cunt looked soaked, begging for my hand—

But she wasn’t getting it.

Not yet.

I squeezed her breasts together, sucking one nipple while pulling gently on the other with my fingers. Her moan cracked.

“Daddy—Daddy—oh—”

“Yeah,” I groaned, voice muffled against her skin, “say it. Say who’s doing this to you.”

“You—Mark—Daddy—please—!”

Her hips bucked wildly.

She was right at the edge.

And I kept her there—dragging my lips over her nipple, circling it with my tongue, then sucking it into my mouth again while rolling the other between my fingers.

Her entire body shook—back arching, knees falling out to the sides, nipples straining.

“You’re so fucking close,” I growled. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes—yes—please—I feel— I—”

“Good girl.”

I sucked her nipple deep, hard enough that she cried out.

“Come for me. Come from Daddy’s mouth on your tits.”

She shattered.

Her entire body arched off the blanket, thighs clenching, breath breaking into a ragged scream as she came—deep, hard, uncontrollable.

All from her nipples.

All from my mouth.

Her pussy clenched helplessly on nothing, dripping onto the blanket as she lost control beneath me.

Her hands flew to my hair, holding me to her breast as if she needed my mouth to stay there, to anchor her through the wave tearing through her.

I kept sucking—gentler now, coaxing every last tremor from her body until she finally collapsed back onto the blanket, panting, shaking, utterly undone.

I lifted my head.

Her nipples were wet, swollen, sensitive as hell.

I dragged my thumb across one lightly.

She gasped—body jerking.

I smirked.

“You just came,” I murmured, “from your tits.”

I leaned in, brushing my lips over her ear.

“Imagine what I’m going to do to you when I finally put my mouth between your legs.”

Her whole body shivered.




Chapter 6

She was still trembling.

Her orgasm—just from her nipples—had wrecked her so hard she was limp on the blanket, thighs slack and open, her cunt glistening in the firelight. Every breath she took hitched, like her body still didn’t know how to come down from what I’d done.

And I hadn’t even touched her there yet.

Not once.

I hovered over her, kissing her stomach—slow at first, then lower, then lower. She gasped when my mouth reached her hipbone.

“Mark…” she whispered, voice shaking. “I—I can’t handle more—”

“Yes,” I said against her skin.

“You can. And you will.”

I kissed down the inside of her thigh.

Her whole leg jerked.

“You feel that?” I murmured, dragging my lips up the sensitive skin again. “Your body’s begging, even when your mouth says otherwise.”

She whimpered—a soft, broken sound.

I pressed my hand flat against her lower belly, gently pinning her down.

“Open for me.”

Her thighs fell wide without hesitation.

Good girl.

Her pussy was dripping—literally glistening in the firelight. Swollen. Pink. Soaked. Her clit was a desperate little pulse at the top, throbbing rhythmically, like it was calling me by name.

“Look how wet you are…” I muttered, eyes locked on her. “You came without me touching you and you’re still leaking for me.”

Her breath caught hard.

I leaned in slowly, watching her anticipation build. Her hips lifted the closer my mouth got, like she couldn’t stop herself from reaching for me.

“You ever had a man taste you?” I asked quietly.

She shook her head, eyes wide.

“N-No…”

I smiled.

“Good. Then I get to be your first.”

Her breath broke.

I slid my hands under her thighs, lifting them, spreading her open even more. She gasped, fully exposed, cunt glistening and trembling in the firelight.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes locked onto mine.

And without breaking eye contact—

I lowered my mouth to her pussy.

The moment my tongue touched her—

She screamed.

Not loud from pain.

Loud from shock.

From relief.

From need.

“Oh—oh my god—Mark—!”

I growled into her, tasting her for the first time—warm, sweet, soaked through with desire.

“Fuck, baby…” I moaned against her clit. “You taste incredible.”

She grabbed the blanket, knuckles white, hips bucking.

“Mark—please—please—”

I slid my tongue between her folds, hot and slow, licking a long stroke from her entrance to her clit.

She sobbed.

Actually sobbed from the sensation.

“No—no—no—I can’t—”

“Yes,” I said, voice dark and low. “You can. And I’m not stopping.”

I wrapped my mouth around her clit and sucked.

Her body arched so hard her shoulders left the blanket, legs shaking uncontrollably.

“Mark—OH—Daddy—!”

“Good girl…”

I sucked harder, then flicked my tongue fast over her swollen clit, relentless.

“Say it again.”

“Daddy—Daddy—DADDY—I’m—oh god—!!”

I slid two fingers just barely inside her—shallow, teasing—and her cunt clamped down instantly, dripping around me.

“Fuck…” I growled, feeling how tight she was. “You’re gripping me already…”

Her legs shook so violently she nearly kicked over the fire.

I pinned her hips with my arm and went back to her clit—licking, sucking, devouring—until she was a writhing mess beneath me.

“I’m—Mark—Daddy—I’m gonna— I can’t—”

“Yes you can,” I snarled into her pussy. “Give it to me. Come in my mouth.”

“I—OH—”

Her thighs clamped around my head.

Her back arched.

Her cunt seized—

And she came.

Harder than before.

Wilder.

Wrecked.

A gush of heat spilled onto my tongue, her entire body bucking helplessly as I kept sucking her clit through every trembling second of it.

I didn’t stop.

Not until she collapsed onto the blanket, shaking so violently it looked like she was going to melt into it.

Her voice barely formed words anymore.

“Daddy… I can’t… oh my god…”

I kissed the inside of her thigh, slow, claiming.

“You did so good,” I murmured. “You taste like you’re mine.”

Her whole body shivered.

I sat back on my heels and looked at her.

Topless.

Panties gone.

Bare and trembling on the blanket, ruined in the best way.

“C’mere,” I murmured.

She blinked up at me, dazed. “M-Mark… I don’t—my legs…”

“I know,” I said, grabbing her by the waist and lifting her effortlessly. “That’s why I’m doing it.”

She gasped as I pulled her into my lap.

Her thighs fell open automatically, hips settling across my upper thighs, her bare cunt pressed just above my cock, heat radiating off her.

She whimpered the second her skin touched mine.

“There you go…” I murmured, adjusting her until she was straddling me properly. “That’s better.”

Her arms flew around my neck, instinctive, clinging, weak.

I smirked.

“You hold onto me so sweet,” I whispered, sliding my hands up her back. “Like you’d fall apart if I let you go.”

“I… would,” she breathed against my jaw.

I grabbed her chin and made her look at me.

Her lips were parted, still swollen from sucking me.

Her eyes were raw with pleasure.

Her mouth still glistened with spit.

I leaned in and kissed her.

Hard.

She gasped into it, and I took advantage of her parted lips, my tongue pushing deep into her mouth — tasting her, making her taste me all over again.

She moaned, full-bodied, shaking as the kiss deepened.

Her flavor was still faint at the back of my tongue — warm, sweet, the taste of her orgasm I’d pulled out of her. When I pressed my mouth harder to hers, she tasted it too.

She froze for half a second.

Then whimpered loudly into my mouth.

“Oh my god,” she whispered against my lips, panting. “That’s— that’s me…”

“Yeah,” I growled. “You taste yourself on my tongue. And you’re gonna taste more.”

I grabbed the back of her head and kissed her even harder — messy, deep, claiming. Our mouths slid together, lips wet, tongues tangling. Every sound she made poured straight into me.

Her hips rocked — helpless, involuntary — sliding her wet pussy along the top of my thigh.

She gasped into my mouth.

“Feel that?” I murmured, gripping her ass and pulling her tighter against me. “That’s you making a mess on my leg.”

She moaned, grinding again without meaning to.

“Daddy— I didn’t—”

“You did,” I said, kissing her jaw, her neck, biting lightly at her throat. “You’re so fucking wet you can’t stop yourself.”

I slid my hand down her back, cupping her ass, pulling her forward until her slit dragged slowly along the thick muscle of my thigh.

She shuddered, a breathless, desperate sound.

“You like sitting in my lap, sweetheart?” I whispered, kissing below her ear. “You like how big I feel under you?”

“Y-yes—Daddy—”

“Good.”

I bit her neck again, harder.

“Because I’m not done kissing you.”

I tilted her face up and kissed her slow this time — deep, consuming, tasting her orgasm from her own tongue, letting her drown in it.

She whined into my mouth.

Her hips rocked again — timid and needy.

I didn’t stop her.

In fact, I pulled her tighter, guiding her movement with both hands, letting her pussy slide over me in slow, delicious friction.

“That’s it…” I murmured against her lips. “Use me. Rub that pretty little cunt on my thigh. Make a mess on me.”

“I can’t— I’m too sensitive—”

“Good.”

I dragged my tongue across her bottom lip.

“Then do it again.”

She whimpered — helpless, obedient — her hips rolling once more.

And I kissed her like I intended to ruin her for every other man who’d ever dream of touching her.




Chapter 7

The fire crackled low as dusk softened into night. The air was cool now, the heat of the day replaced by the warm glow of the flames. I’d cooked something simple—grilled fish, roasted vegetables in foil—but the smell alone was enough to make her eyes light up again.

She sat wrapped in a blanket at first, hair messy, cheeks still flushed from everything we’d done.

My shirt hung off her shoulders, barely covering her breasts. Bare legs tucked under her.

But the second dinner was ready, I crooked a finger at her.

“Come here.”

She obeyed instantly, crawling across the blanket until she reached me.

I pulled her into my lap without asking.

Her breath caught as her bare thighs settled on either side of mine, her pussy pressing lightly against the fabric over my thigh.

“Comfortable?” I murmured, already knowing the answer.

She nodded shyly. “Mhmm…”

I slid one hand around her waist, holding her there, while the other lifted a small piece of fish toward her lips.

She leaned forward—

I pulled it back.

Her lips parted in surprise.

“No,” I said softly. “You’re eating from me. Not my hand.”

She blinked. “From… you?”

“Yes,” I said, leaning in until our noses almost touched. “Open your mouth.”

She did.

I took the bite of fish between my teeth—just barely—then leaned in.

Slow.

Inviting.

Dominant.

She gasped softly when she realized what I meant.

Then she leaned forward too.

Her lips brushed mine—warm, hesitant—before she took the food from my mouth with her own, teeth grazing gently.

She pulled back, chewing slowly, eyes locked on mine.

Her breath came out shaky.

“Good girl,” I whispered, brushing my thumb over her cheek. “Again.”

I fed her a roasted carrot next—again from between my teeth.

Her lips lingered a little longer this time.

She was getting bold.

Then I gave her a berry—

juicy, soft, sweet—

and when she leaned in to take it, her mouth accidentally caught the corner of mine.

I didn’t move away.

Neither did she.

A tiny sound slipped from her throat—something between a sigh and a moan—as the juice smeared on her lips. I reached up with my thumb and wiped a drop away, then brought it to my own mouth and licked it clean while staring at her.

Her thighs tightened around me.

“You like when I feed you like that?” I murmured.

She nodded, breath trembling. “I… I really do.”

“Good.”

I tugged her closer, her chest pressing against mine.

“Your turn.”

Her eyes widened. “My… turn?”

“Mmhmm,” I said. “Feed me. With your mouth.”

Her whole face flushed.

She swallowed hard, reached for a small piece of food with shaking fingers, then froze.

“How do I…?”

I smiled slowly and tapped my lips.

“Put it between your teeth. Then kiss me and give it to me.”

She trembled—but she did it.

A piece of roasted pepper.

She leaned in, bringing her mouth to mine.

Her lips touched first—soft, warm—then she gently pushed the food into my mouth with her own.

I didn’t pull back.

I kissed her.

Deep.

Slow.

Hungry.

She melted into it, moaning quietly as my hands slid up her sides, pulling her tighter into my lap. Her nipples brushed my chest under the loose shirt, hardening instantly.

When I pulled away, her lips were swollen, her breath uneven.

“That,” I murmured, brushing her hair back, “is how you feed a man.”

She swallowed, dazed. “I—I want to try again.”

I chuckled. “Go ahead.”

This time she didn’t hesitate.

She picked a piece of fish, held it between her teeth, and practically leaned into my mouth—

And I met her halfway.

Our lips collided again—messy, needy—sharing the bite for half a second before I took it from her.

She moaned into my mouth.

Her hips rolled involuntarily in my lap.

I broke the kiss just long enough to grip her waist.

“You keep moving like that,” I whispered against her lips, “and dinner isn’t the only thing I’m going to be eating tonight.”

Her breath hitched hard.

She shifted again—

this time deliberately—

her slick heat brushing right over my thigh muscle beneath the fabric.

A soft, helpless sound escaped her.

I kissed her again—slow, deep, claiming—then nipped her bottom lip.

“Good girl,” I murmured, voice gravel-dark. “Now feed me one more time.”

She leaned in, holding the small piece of food between her teeth, lips parted, eyes wide and wanting. The firelight flickered behind her, painting her skin gold and shadow.

“Come here,” I murmured.

She straddled me again, settling fully in my lap, her pussy pressed warm and slick against the curve of my thigh. The loose shirt she wore slipped off one shoulder, exposing the soft slope of her breast.

I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her into a kiss—deep and slow—taking the bite of food from her mouth.

She moaned into it, lips trembling against mine.

“That’s it,” I murmured against her lips. “Feed me like that.”

She reached for another morsel—small, soft—and brought it to her lips.

Her mouth trembled with anticipation.

But this time, before she leaned in,

I slid my hand between her legs.

Her breath broke in a gasp.

“Mark—!”

I smiled slowly.

“Go on,” I said. “Feed me.”

And while she held the bite between her teeth,

I pressed two fingers along her slit.

She inhaled sharply, the food almost falling from her lips.

“Keep it there,” I warned softly. “Don’t drop it.”

Her body shook with the effort.

I slid my fingers upward, feeling how wet she was—

soaked, warm, throbbing.

She whimpered, hips jerking.

“Open your legs,” I said.

Her thighs parted without hesitation.

I lined up my fingers with her dripping entrance.

“Lean forward,” I murmured.

She moved in slowly, mouth offering me the bite—

And just as her lips grazed mine,

I pushed my index finger inside her.

Her entire body snapped forward with a strangled moan.

The food all but fell from her mouth—but she caught herself, trembling.

“Good girl,” I whispered, taking the bite from her lips. “Keep going.”

She panted against my mouth, clinging to my shoulders.

I kissed her again, tongue sliding against hers—

And slid my finger deeper.

Her pussy clenched tight, hot and impossibly soft around me.

“Oh—oh my god—” she gasped into my mouth.

I smirked.

“You feel that?”

I moved my finger slowly, curling it, learning her shape.

“That’s me inside you for the first time.”

Her lashes fluttered.

Her breath hitched uncontrollably.

“Daddy— I can’t— it’s— too much—”

“No,” I murmured into her neck, sucking her skin hard enough to make her cry out, “it’s exactly enough.”

With her still trembling against me, I fed her a small piece from my own lips—pressing it gently into her mouth as she tried to breathe through the sensation of my finger curling deeper.

Her moan vibrated into the kiss.

“That’s it,” I said softly. “Take from me while I take from you.”

Her hips rocked helplessly on my lap, grinding down on my hand.

I added a second finger.

She froze—eyes widening, cunt tightening fiercely around me.

“Mark—Daddy—ohhh—”

“Relax,” I coached, kissing her jaw, her cheek, the corner of her mouth.

“Let me in.”

She exhaled shakily.

Her body opened for me—slowly, beautifully—her pussy stretching around my fingers, dripping down my hand.

“There you go…” I whispered. “God, you’re so tight, baby.”

She whimpered into my mouth.

I pushed deeper.

Her whole body jerked—

and she muffled a scream against my lips.

I kissed her harder, swallowing her voice, sliding my free hand up to cup her breast, thumb rolling over her sensitive nipple.

“Feed me again,” I growled.

She reached blindly for another piece of food, hands shaking so badly she almost dropped it.

She brought it to her lips—

And I pulled her into another kiss as she fed me—

While my fingers fucked her slow and deep, feeling her pulse around every stroke.

Her hips bucked.

Her breath shattered.

“Daddy—oh God—Daddy—please—”

“Say it,” I whispered into her mouth. “Say what you want.”

“I—I want—” she gasped, tears forming in her lashes as my fingers curled inside her again—

“I want more—Daddy—please—more—!”

I smiled against her lips.




Chapter 8

By the time dinner was cleaned up, she was pliant and warm in my arms, still shaking faintly from everything I’d done to her. The fire outside crackled low, and I lifted her easily, carrying her toward the tent.

“Still can’t walk?” I teased quietly, brushing my lips to her temple.

She buried her face in my neck.

“I don’t think I’ll walk right for a week.”

A low, satisfied growl settled in my chest.

“Good. That’s exactly how I want you.”

I nudged open the tent flap with my shoulder, ducked inside, and laid her gently onto the single sleeping bag—the only one we had.

She lay beneath me, hair spread out over the fabric, shirt falling open to reveal her breasts. Her cheeks were glowing, her chest rising in shaky breaths.

Nervous.

Excited.

Ready.

I hovered over her, one hand braced beside her head, the other sliding slowly down the soft skin of her stomach.

“You know what’s happening now,” I murmured.

She swallowed hard.

“Yes…”

“You sure you want it?” I asked, voice low, intimate. “All of me?”

She held my gaze—wide, vulnerable, aching.

“Yes, Mark. I… I’ve never wanted anything so much.”

My voice dropped darker.

“This is your first time,” I said. “Say it.”

Her breath hitched.

“I’ve never had anyone inside me.”

I slid my fingers through her hair.

“Good. I want you to remember exactly who you gave that to.”

Her breath trembled.

I moved between her legs, spreading them gently with my hands. The way she opened for me—instinctive, trusting—made my pulse thicken.

I stroked my cock once, slow, letting the tip brush through her slick heat. She gasped, hips lifting just a little.

“Feel that?” I murmured. “That’s me. That’s what’s going to be inside you in a minute.”

Her fingers dug into the sleeping bag.

“I’m scared,” she whispered honestly.

I leaned down and kissed her—slow, deep, reassuring.

“You’ll be okay,” I murmured against her lips. “I’m going to make it good for you. And I’m going to go slow until your body lets me in.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, chest rising in anticipation.

I positioned myself at her entrance—

her virgin entrance—

the tight, untouched ring of heat that pulsed under my tip.

The moment it touched her, she gasped—sharp, surprised.

I held her hips gently.

“Breathe.”

She tried—shaky, uneven.

I eased forward, just enough for the head to start pressing into her.

Her mouth fell open.

“Daddy—”

“That’s it,” I whispered, brushing her cheek with my thumb. “Let me in… little by little…”

Her tightness pushed back—hot, resistant, untouched.

Her first barrier.

I pressed again—firm, slow, unhurried.

She whimpered, hips tensing.

“Easy,” I murmured, kissing her throat. “Open for daddy… don’t fight it…”

She exhaled—long, shaky—

And her body softened just enough.

The head slid inside her.

She gasped—loud, shocked—her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Oh my god—Mark— daddy ——it feels—”

“I know,” I growled softly. “You’re tight. Virgin-tight. You’re gripping me like you don’t want to let go.”

She trembled under me, pupils blown wide.

“Does it hurt?” I asked, gentle but rough-edged.

“A little,” she whispered. “But it’s good. It—it feels so full…”

I kissed her again, deeper, letting her taste the breath I took from her.

“Good girl… take a little more.”

I pushed another inch.

She cried out softly, her voice cracking, hips instinctively trying to retreat—but I caught them, steady, grounding her.

“It’s okay,” I whispered. “You’re doing perfect. I’ve got you.”

Her entrance stretched around me—tight, wet, struggling to accommodate the width of me.

“You’re opening up,” I murmured. “Right around me… god, you’re perfect.”

She looked up at me through tears—not from pain, but from the sheer intensity of it.

“Keep going,” she whispered. “Please… keep going…”

I pressed deeper—slow, steady, deliberate—feeling her virgin body stretch inch by inch.

Her breath caught—

her thighs shook—

her pussy fluttered around me—

And then—

I broke through.

She gasped—sharp, high—and clung to me with both arms.

I held still, buried halfway in her tight heat, letting her adjust, kissing her slow until her body relaxed under mine.

“You okay?” I whispered.

She nodded, breath trembling in my ear.

“Yes… you can move… I want you to…”

I exhaled softly—relief, desire, reverence, hunger.

“Alright,” I murmured. “Then I’m going to fuck you for real now.”

Her body finally relaxed enough around me to let me move.

Not much — just a slow drag of my hips, easing another inch into that tight, untouched heat.

She gasped instantly — too loud.

Her moan filled the tent.

I clamped my hand over her mouth.

“Shh,” I growled into her ear. “You’re gonna wake the whole damn forest.”

Her eyes went wide, breath hot and frantic against my palm.

Her body clenched around me — tight as a fist — like her pussy didn’t know if it should hold me or push me out.

I pressed deeper.

She choked out another cry into my hand, trembling violently beneath me.

“That’s right,” I whispered, my voice sinful against her neck. “You’re loud. You can’t help it, can you? First time getting fucked and your body’s already screaming for it.”

Her eyes fluttered.

Her pussy clenched again — even tighter.

I bit her shoulder — slow, claiming — and pushed my cock deeper into her, inch by slow inch, until she was stretched almost completely around me.

She whimpered hard into my palm.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Her hips arched, instinctive, surrendering.

“You feel how deep I am?”

I pressed further.

She gasped, nails digging into my back.

“That’s your virginity,” I whispered. “I’m the first man to ever push inside you like this. The only man who ever will.”

Her whole body shivered.

I pulled back an inch.

Then slid deeper again.

Her muffled cry tightened beneath my hand.

“Fuck…” I groaned against her throat. “You’re so tight it’s like your body’s trying to keep me.”

I rocked my hips — slow, grinding circles — letting her feel every ridge of me.

“You know what that means?”

She shook her head wildly, breath coming in hot bursts through my fingers.

I leaned in closer, lips against her ear.

“It means your pussy was made for this,” I whispered, dark and hungry. “For me. For taking my cock deep… and taking my cum deeper.”

Her eyes flew wide — shocked, turned on, overwhelmed.

I smiled against her skin.

“Mmhmm,” I whispered. “I said cum. Inside you.”

Her hips jerked.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want it,” I said. “You clenched the second I said it.”

She whimpered into my palm, begging without words.

I thrust again — slow but deep — bottoming out for the first time.

Her entire body convulsed.

“That’s it,” I breathed. “Feel how deep I am? That’s the spot no one else will ever reach.”

I kept her mouth covered as she moaned into my hand, her eyes rolling.

“You’re so fucking tight I can feel your heartbeat on my cock,” I growled.

I rocked again, deliberately grinding the deepest part of me against the deepest part of her.

“That’s where I’ll finish,” I whispered. “Right there. All the way inside. Filling you.”

She shook her head faintly, like she couldn’t process the words.

But her hips lifted into me — begging for more — betraying her.

“You want that?” I asked softly, tightening my grip over her mouth.

“You want my cum inside you? Want me to breed this perfect little pussy on your very first night?”

Her moan was desperate, broken, pleading.

She nodded.

“Say it,” I said, sliding my fingers just enough to free her lips. “Use words.”

She swallowed hard, breath trembling.

“I… I want you to come inside me,” she whispered.

“I want you deep… so deep it stays there.”

A sharp groan tore out of me.

I covered her mouth again and thrust harder — slow but powerful, letting her feel the weight and intent of every inch.

“I’ll fill you,” I growled. “I’ll push into you so deep you’ll feel me for days. You’ll walk out of this tent dripping with me.”

Her moan was muffled and wild.

“And if I breed you tonight,” I whispered, biting her ear, “it’ll be because you begged for it.”

Her entire body arched beneath me — helpless, overwhelmed.

I smiled darkly against her neck.

“Good,” I murmured. “Because I’m not stopping until your body opens fully for me.”

I ground my hips in slow circles, keeping her pinned, hand sealing her moans.

“And when I finally spill inside you…”

I thrust deep again — making her cry into my palm.

“You’re going to take every drop.”

She was still whimpering into my palm when I pulled back just enough to speak against her ear.

“Put your hands on your ankles.”

Her eyes flew wide.

She hesitated for half a second.

I tightened the hand over her mouth and thrust—slow but deep.

She cried out into my palm—loud, wild.

“Do it,” I growled.

Her hands flew down immediately, grabbing her own ankles and pulling them up… up… until her knees were bending toward her chest.

The angle spread her wide open.

Virgin pussy exposed.

Her entrance stretched tight around my thickness.

I pulled my hand off her mouth, gripping her hip instead.

“Good girl,” I said darkly. “Now keep them there. Don’t let go.”

Her legs trembled violently as she held herself open, thighs shaking.

“Look at you,” I whispered, staring at exactly where I was buried halfway inside her. “Holding yourself open so I can fuck you deeper. You want it that bad?”

She nodded, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes.

“Yes—please—keep going—don’t stop—”

I smiled, slow and hungry.

“Oh, I won’t stop.”

I grabbed her legs and pinned her knees back, folding her small body beneath me, lifting her hips slightly off the sleeping bag. The new angle lined me up perfectly—my cock pointed straight at the deepest point inside her, the place no one had ever touched.

Her breath broke.

“Mark—wait—”

“No,” I said, voice low and final. “I’m going deeper.”

I pulled back one inch—feeling her tight, wet grip—

then I thrust.

Slow. Hard. Unstoppable.

She screamed, her voice cracking as her pussy stretched around every inch.

“OH—OH GOD—MARK—IT’S TOO—”

“Too deep?” I growled, pushing until her hips bumped mine. “That’s the point.”

Her knees shook in my hands, her body trembling as I bottomed out fully—my cock filling every untouched inch inside her.

“You feel that?”

I ground my hips slowly in circles, letting her feel the pressure everywhere at once.

“That’s me. All the way inside. No room left.”

She sobbed—

but not from pain.

From shock.

From pleasure.

From being filled for the first time in her life.

“I—can’t—think—” she gasped.

“Good,” I whispered, leaning down to kiss her open mouth. “I don’t want you thinking. I want you opening.”

I rocked into her again—this time steady, deep, deliberate—

Her legs spasmed, her pussy tightening hard around me.

“Fuck—” I groaned. “You’re squeezing me so tight… you’re going to milk a load out of me.”

Her eyes went wide, dazed, frightened and wanting.

“That’s right,” I whispered. “I’m talking about finishing inside you.”

Her pussy clenched violently.

“Oh fuck,” I growled into her throat, “you LIKE that, don’t you? The idea of me pushing in deep and filling this virgin body.”

Her moan broke apart, barely a sound.

I pulled out halfway—

her pussy sucking and gripping—

and thrust in again, harder this time, making the tent shake.

“Tell me to do it,” I whispered, pinning her knees back even further. “Tell me to fuck you deeper.”

“Please—please—daddy—take me—”

“Deeper.”

“Deeper—” she whimpered, losing control.

“Please—go deeper—please—!”

I grinned.

“Then take a breath.”

She inhaled—

And I drove into her, burying myself to the absolute base.

Her scream ripped out of her throat—

But this time she didn’t try to stop it.

This time her hips lifted TO meet me.

Her pussy clenched, spasming around my cock with desperate, helpless pleasure.

“Good girl,” I growled.

“Now keep your ankles. I’m not done fucking this tight little virgin hole open.”

And I thrust again—

deep, slow, claiming—

her body pinned, open, held exactly how I wanted her.

I leaned over her, my body covering hers completely.

And then—

I grabbed her wrists.

“Let go,” I growled.

She released her ankles instantly.

I shoved her hands above her head and pinned both wrists to the sleeping bag, my fingers wrapping tight around her wrists while her legs stayed bent helplessly open under my hips.

“Oh—Mark—”

“You’re not holding your legs anymore,” I said, thrusting deep enough to make her eyes roll. “I am.”

I slid my knees under her thighs and pushed them even farther back, folding her open until her pussy was stretched wide, vulnerable, penetrated to the deepest possible point.

She gasped—a sharp, choked sound.

“Too deep?” I murmured, grinding against her cervix.

“That’s exactly where I want to be.”

Her lips trembled. “It… it’s so much—”

I thrust.

Hard.

She screamed.

I covered her mouth with mine to swallow the noise, kissing her hungrily as I pinned her down and fucked her in long, powerful strokes that made the tent walls shake.

When I pulled back for air, she was barely breathing right.

“Look at you,” I growled. “Pinned under me, knees back, stuffed full of cock like you were made for it.”

Her pussy spasmed hard around me.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “That clenching? That’s your body begging me not to pull out.”

She shook her head desperately.

“Don’t—don’t pull out—please—please—keep going—”

I smirked.

“You want me to come inside you?”

She nodded wildly, tears spilling down her cheeks from the intensity.

“Say it,” I demanded. “Say exactly what you want me to do.”

She swallowed—her voice breaking—and whispered:

“I want you to fill me.”

My cock throbbed.

She continued, dizzy, breathless:

“I want your cum deep… all the way inside me… please… please—don’t stop—”

I snarled, grabbed her hips, and slammed into her.

She screamed again, but this time her hips rose to meet mine.

“You want me to breed you?” I asked low and dangerous.

“You want me to make sure you feel me tomorrow when you try to walk?”

“Yes—yes—fuck yes—” she cried.

“Please, Mark—fill me—please—”

That was it.

I pinned her shoulders down with both hands and fucked her hard, deep, fast, no mercy, no hesitating—her virgin pussy taking everything I gave her, stretching around me, gripping me with desperate wet clutching.

The sound—skin on skin, wet and hard and perfect—filled the tent.

Her moans turned desperate, high-pitched, cracked.

“That’s it,” I grunted. “Come for me.”

“I—can’t—Mark—I’m too—oh god—”

“You can.”

I thrust harder.

“You will.”

Her entire body bowed off the sleeping bag—

her pussy tightened violently—

her breath left her in a scream—

“MARK—!!”

She came, shattering around my cock, clenching so hard it nearly forced me out.

But I didn’t pull out.

I pushed deeper.

Her orgasm squeezed me—milked me—dragged me right over the edge with her.

“Oh fuck—” I groaned, losing control.

“Take it—take it—take it—”

I thrust once—

twice—

deep—

and then I came inside her, hard and heavy, pulse after pulse shooting into the deepest part of her body.

She spasmed.

Her orgasm hit again—

triggered by the feeling of me filling her.

She cried out—raw, overwhelmed, shaking.

Her pussy milked every last drop from me, pulling it deeper, keeping me deep, holding me inside her like she never wanted to let go.

I collapsed over her, still buried inside, still throbbing.

Her breath trembled against my neck.

I kissed her shoulder, her throat, her cheek, whispering against her skin:

“That’s it…

good girl…

all the way inside…

take everything…”

She whimpered softly.

I stayed inside her.

Not moving.

Not pulling out.

Just deep, hot, full.

And when I finally spoke again, my voice was rough and certain:

“Now you know what it feels like to be filled…

and you’re not done yet.”




Chapter 9

She lay beneath me limp and trembling, her pussy still fluttering around my cock, milking the last faint pulses of my orgasm. Sweat clung to her skin. Her legs were still bent back, thighs shaking, body completely open and exposed after being fucked deep for the first time.

I kissed her cheek—slow, possessive—then her jaw, then her lips.

She melted under me.

“Don’t move,” I murmured.

She nodded faintly, chest rising in shallow breaths.

I kept myself buried inside her as I slid a hand under her lower back and pulled her gently toward me.

Then, still deep inside her, I rolled us both onto our sides.

She gasped as our position shifted—my cock sliding only a fraction, but staying fully inside her swollen, tender heat.

“Oh—Mark—”

“I said don’t move,” I breathed against her ear, tightening my arm around her waist.

Her back pressed to my chest.

Her hips curved perfectly into mine.

My legs folded around hers, pinning her gently.

I hooked one hand under her thigh and lifted it just slightly so her entrance stayed open and stretched around me.

She whimpered at the angle.

“That’s it…” I murmured. “Stay open for me.”

I pressed deeper with my hips—

slowly—

deliberately.

She moaned, soft and cracked, her whole body tightening in response.

“Oh god… it’s so sensitive…”

“I know.” I kissed her neck. “You’re still coming down. You’re swollen and full. That’s why I’m not stopping.”

She shivered violently, her leg twitching in my grip.

“Feel that?” I whispered, grinding gently into her, my cock stroking the deepest part of her, the part only I’d ever reached. “Feel how perfectly you’re still hugging me?”

Her voice broke.

“I… I can feel everything…”

“Good,” I murmured. “I want you to.”

I began to move—

slow thrusts,

deep, measured, dragging every inch of me through her overstimulated pussy.

Her breath fractured the second I started.

“Oh—ah—Mark—slow—oh god—”

“I am going slow,” I whispered, my tone wicked and soft. “This is what slow feels like when you’re already wrecked.”

I kissed her shoulder, her ear, her hairline—every place that made her gasp helplessly.

Her hips jerked backward into mine without meaning to.

“You’re still gripping me,” I murmured. “Like your body’s afraid I’ll leave if you stop holding on.”

She whimpered, her voice thin and cracked.

“I… I don’t want you to pull out…”

“I’m not,” I assured, thrusting deep enough to make her gasp. “You’re not being emptied. Not tonight.”

Her pussy pulsed around me at the words.

I slid my hand up her torso, cupping her breast, rolling her nipple gently between my fingers as I kept thrusting into her from behind.

“You feel how deep I am?”

My voice trailed into a growl.

“This isn’t hard. This isn’t fast. This is just me staying inside you because you were made to hold me.”

Her head fell back onto my shoulder, her mouth opening in a silent cry.

She was overstimulated, overwhelmed, slipping into that beautiful haze where her body took over, where she didn’t think—

she reacted.

I tightened my grip around her waist and pulled her firmly back onto me.

“Ohhh—Mark—!”

“There you go.”

I thrust again, long and slow, fully inside.

“I want you to feel me sitting deep. Right where I came. Right where you came.”

Her whole body trembled at the reminder.

Her inner muscles fluttered around me—

clenching, releasing, clenching again.

“God…” I breathed into her neck, thrusting lazily, deeply.

“You’re going to make me get hard again inside you if you keep squeezing like that.”

She moaned, her thighs opening instinctively, giving me better access.

I smiled against her skin.

“Good girl… let me stretch you more.”

My hand slid down, my fingers finding her clit—

But stopping just short of touching it.

She gasped.

“Daddy—please—touch me—”

“No,” I whispered into her ear.

“Not until I decide you’re ready for another one.”

My thrusts stayed slow, deep, unhurried—

a claiming rhythm,

a staying-inside-you rhythm—

her pussy taking every inch again and again, soft and tight around me.

She swallowed, voice trembling.

“Mark… it feels… so good… I can’t—”

“Shh,” I soothed, kissing her ear.

“You can. You’re doing perfect.”

Her breathing stuttered, pleasure building again, fragile and sharp.

“Daddy… I think I—I’m gonna—”

I smiled darkly.

“Good.”

I thrust deeper, holding her open with my hand under her thigh.

“Let yourself feel it. Let yourself come around my cock again.”

She shuddered—

her voice a broken whisper—

“I—want to—”

I bit her neck gently.

“Then do it.”

Her breathing was already breaking, her thighs trembling as I held her open on her side, one hand hooked under her knee, keeping her spread for me. My cock slipped in and out of her with slow, deep strokes, smearing both our orgasms inside her, the tent air thick with heat and our breathing.

She was right on the edge.

I could feel it in the way her pussy fluttered around me, tightening in little pulses that dragged at every inch of me.

“Daddy…” she whispered, voice shaking.

“I’m… it’s happening again…”

I kissed the back of her shoulder, my lips dragging slowly across her skin.

“Good,” I murmured. “Let it happen.”

I thrust again—slow, deep, so deep she gasped.

Her entire body stiffened.

“Oh—oh god—Mark—”

“That’s it,” I whispered into her ear. “Come for me. Come nice and slow this time.”

I held her tighter, my arm around her waist, my cock pushing deep and steady into her wet heat—

And she broke.

Her body arched against me, back bending, thighs trembling uncontrollably. Her pussy clamped down on my cock in a crushing pulse that ripped a groan straight from my throat.

“Fuck… that’s it… squeeze me…”

Her orgasm rolled through her in waves, slow and deep, her breath catching with every lazy thrust I gave her.

Her voice shook.

“I can’t— I can’t—daddy—!”

“You can,” I growled, pressing my forehead to her neck. “You’re doing perfect. Come on my cock again.”

She did.

Her pussy clenched, rippling around me, soaking me all over again. Her whole body shook violently, her orgasm stretching out thick and long as I fucked her slowly through every second.

Her voice broke in a hungry sob.

“Mark… it’s too much…”

“No,” I whispered, dragging my cock out halfway before pushing all the way back inside her. “Not too much. Just right.”

But the second she started coming down, the moment her muscles softened and her breath started to steady—

I tightened my grip on her thigh.

And I drove into her hard.

She screamed.

“DADDY—!”

Her body jerked, pushed forward by the force of my thrusts as I slammed into her from behind, her leg still hooked and held open by my hand. Her wet heat gripped me desperately, still overstimulated.

“Oh god—oh god—it’s too HARD!”

I grinned into her neck.

“Good.”

I thrust again, faster, hips snapping against her ass, her body bouncing into mine with each deep stroke.

“You’re not done,” I growled. “You think I’m finished because you came? No. I’m fucking you until I come again.”

She shook her head, overwhelmed, clinging helplessly to the sleeping bag.

“I—I can’t—Mark please—”

“You’re going to take it,” I snarled, slamming back in, bottoming out.

“Take it and feel me open you deeper than before.”

Her voice cracked in a sobbing moan.

“PLEASE—DADDY—”

“That’s it,” I breathed, tightening my grip on her waist as I pounded into her. “Beg for it.”

She cried out—breathless, wrecked.

“Please—keep going—don’t stop—oh god—Mark—!”

Her pussy clenched around me again—tight, desperate, milking me.

I groaned, the pressure building thick and heavy at the base of my spine.

“You’re pulling it out of me,” I gasped, thrusting harder, deeper, faster. “You want me to come inside you again?”

“Yes—YES—”

“You want me to spill so deep you feel it tomorrow?”

“Yes—Daddy—please—fill me again—please—!”

That fucking did it.

I shoved deep—so deep I felt her cervix tremble—and held her completely still as my orgasm tore through me.

“FUCK—”

I spilled inside her again—hot, thick pulses pouring deep into her stretched, trembling pussy.

Her body jerked and she gasped, her breath catching as she felt the warmth fill her.

“Oh—oh my god—Mark—”

I stayed buried in her, grinding into her as each pulse shot into her, mixing with the first load inside her.

Her pussy tightened again—

and she came with me.

Her body shook violently, her orgasm triggered by the feeling of being filled again, her voice breaking into a helpless, breathless cry.

We came together—

her clenching, me pulsing—

slow, messy, overwhelming.

I held her tight, still inside her, not letting a single drop escape.

When she finally collapsed against my chest, shaking, I kissed her shoulder gently.

“You feel that?” I whispered.

“That’s you full of me again.”

She moaned, soft and dizzy.

And I didn’t move.

Not yet.

Not even close to pulling out.




Chapter 10

She was shaking, soft, melted completely against me, her back to my chest, my cock still buried deep inside her soaked, overstretched pussy. Every now and then her walls fluttered around me—tiny involuntary aftershocks that made both of us gasp quietly in the dim tent.

I tightened my arm around her waist, pulling her even closer, making sure she could feel all of me still inside.

“Don’t close your legs,” I murmured, kissing the back of her ear.

“I didn’t say we were done.”

She made a weak little sound, half-pleasure, half-overwhelmed.

“I… I can’t move,” she whispered.

“Good,” I said softly. “I don’t want you to.”

I pressed my hips forward just a fraction, enough to remind her how deep I still sat.

She whimpered.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “Feel how full you are?”

“Mmh—yes…”

“That’s because I came inside you again.”

I dragged my mouth along her throat, slow and hungry.

“Twice. Your first night.”

Her pussy clenched faintly, like it wanted to pull me deeper.

I smiled against her skin.

“You’re warm… messy… stretching around me… holding everything I put in you.”

I inhaled at her neck.

“That’s what a girl looks like when she’s been bred.”

She gasped—soft, shaken, turned on all over again even though she could barely move.

I kissed her shoulder, long and slow.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured, voice low and final.

Her breath trembled.

“Mark…”

“No,” I corrected gently, tightening my arms around her. “Listen.”

I kissed her again—slow, reverent, but still claiming.

“You’re mine,” I said. “This body. This pussy. This little tight place only I’ve been inside.”

She shivered hard.

“This is the only cock that’s ever stretched you,” I whispered darkly. “The only one that’s ever been deep enough to fill you.”

Another flutter around me.

“And after tonight?”

I thrust one inch—barely—just enough to make her gasp into my chest.

“You’re staying full. You’re staying bred.”

Her voice cracked.

“Daddy… are you serious…?”

I smiled into her hair.

“You think I came inside you because I was careless?”

I kissed her cheek.

“I did it because I wanted to put something in you.”

Her breath hitched—high, broken.

“And you fucking took it,” I whispered. “Begged for it.”

Her thighs trembled again.

I held her tighter, keeping her completely on her side, keeping her pussy wrapped right around my softening cock.

“You’re mine,” I said again, lower. “And I take care of what’s mine.”

She let out a tiny, overwhelmed noise and pressed back into my chest.

I kissed the top of her shoulder. Soft. Slow. Almost tender.

Then I rested my forehead against her neck and whispered:

“I’m going to breed you again before the trip is over.”

She shivered violently—her whole body reacting.

“Daddy…”

“I mean it,” I murmured, kissing her jaw. “I’m not leaving this tent until I’m sure you feel me dripping out of you for days.”

She exhaled shakily, hands gripping my forearm where it circled her waist.

“And sweetheart…”

I nuzzled her ear, lowering my voice to a wicked, warm growl.

“One day soon, we’re going to see if I can get you shaking like that while you’re actually carrying something of mine.”

Her pussy clenched—hard—even in exhaustion.

I laughed softly.

“There she is.”

I kissed her from her shoulder up to her cheek, slow and warm.

My cock softened inside her, but I didn’t pull out.

Not yet.

Not for a long time.

I held her, tucked perfectly against me, her body still open and full and trembling.

After a long moment of quiet, I brushed my thumb along her waist and asked, voice low but teasing:

“So…”

I pressed my hips forward just a whisper, making her gasp.

“You like camping yet?”

She let out a breathless, half-laugh, half-moan.

“…I do now.”

I smiled into her neck, tightening my arms around her as her body relaxed completely against mine.

“Good,” I murmured.

“We’ll do this again all day tomorrow.”

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1WM.jpg





cover.jpeg
CAMPING WITH MY STEPDAD

A Forbidden First Time Adventure
ISLASTORME






