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The jungle hummed around us, thick with the buzz of insects and the distant cry of birds. Ellie fidgeted beside me as I stood photographing a small eyelash viper in a bush, her fingers twisting the hem of her tank top. “I really have to go,” she muttered, shifting her weight from foot to foot.

“Then go,” I said, nodding towards the gnarled tree a few yards away. “There is no shortage of places to pee out here, Ellie.”

She bit her lip, her blue eyes darting into the underbrush. “No way. Not after that big ass snake we saw less than an hour ago.”

I sighed. “Ellie, it’s broad daylight. Just look before you squat. Nothing is going to sneak up on you.”

“You don’t know that,” she shot back, her voice pitching higher. “Please, just…stand with me?”

I hesitated. But the pleading in her eyes—the way her fingers brushed my arm—made it impossible to refuse. “Fine. Come on.”

We stepped through the ferns, the damp earth soft under foot. Ellie clung to my sleeve like a child, her nails digging in when a twig snapped somewhere in the brush.

“It’s safe,” I assured her, scanning the ground for familiar patterns of coiled death. “Nothing here.”

She exhaled shakily, then, without warning, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and panties and pushed them down to her knees. My breath caught. I turned my head sharply, but not fast enough—the curve of her bare ass, pale against the green, seared into my vision.

“Ellie—”

“Just watch, okay.” Her voice was small, almost embarrassed. “I don’t want something to bite my butt.”

“Ellie, this is—” I swallowed. “You can’t just—”

“You’ve seen me naked before.”

“Because your door was wide open!” I hissed, my pulse hammering. “That’s different.”

“Yeah, and you stared.”

“I stood there long enough to close your door.”

She glanced over her shoulder, blonde strands sticking to her flushed cheek. “Relax, it’s not a big deal. Just..please keep an eye out.”

My jaw clenched. This was wrong. But when she squatted, her thighs parting, I couldn’t stop myself from looking.

A clear stream rushed out from between her legs. The sound of her piss hitting the leaves was obscenely loud. Heat crawled up my neck, my stomach tightening. She was vulnerable. Exposed. And she begged me to watch. Blood rushed into my cock. My fingers twitched at my sides. I should have walked away, given her some privacy. But the way her body moved—the shift of her hips, the softness of her pale skin—held me captive.

A bead of sweat slid down my temple. The air was thick, hot. I glanced at my watch.

Ellie sighed in relief, her shoulders relaxing as she let go. “God, that feels better.”

She stayed crouched for a moment longer, her fingers brushing her inner thigh. My throat went dry.

Then, slowly, she stood, pulling her clothes back up. The fabric clung to her damp skin, outlining the curve of her ass.

When she turned, I was still staring. We made eye contact, her cheeks were pink. “Thanks,” she murmured, her eyes dipping away.

I nodded, my voice trapped somewhere in my chest.

The eyelash viper was gone when we returned to the bush. Just a few minutes ago, it had been coiled perfectly on that low-hanging branch, golden yellow scales gleaming in the dappled light. Now—nothing. “Damn.”

Ellie’s voice came from behind me, hesitant. “Sorry I made you come with me.” She shifted her weight, her boot scuffing the damp earth. “You wouldn’t have lost your snake if I wasn’t so scared to go alone.”

I forced my shoulders to relax. “No, it’s not your fault, sweetheart.” I turned to face her, the apology in her eyes making my stomach twist. “It’s my job to make you feel safe out here.”

A smirk tugged at my stepdaughter’s lips—nervous, teasing. Humor is Ellie’s coping mechanism when she is embarrassed about something, but also as a way to mask her true feelings. “You know you liked watching anyway, you perv.” She playfully punched my arm.

My pulse spiked—because it was true. “Ellie, come on, that’s—”

She cut me off with a laugh, waving a hand. “Just kidding, daddy.”

The word hit me like a physical object. Daddy. Playful, mocking—but it made my cock throb. I swallowed hard, looking away before she could see the flush I could feel spreading.

The rainforest suddenly felt too close, the air thick and heavy. I adjusted the strap of my day pack, needing something to do with my hands.

Ellie didn’t seem to notice my discomfort. She was already turning, heading back toward the trail. I followed, my steps slower, my gaze moving to her firm teen ass. My mind racing. Alone together for a month. And you are being such a cocktease.

She glanced back at me over her shoulder, sunlight filtering through the canopy and catching in her auburn hair. “You’re quiet.”

I cleared my throat. Took out my GPS. “Just making sure we don’t get lost.” I lied.

She hummed.

The trail narrowed, forcing us closer together. Her arm brushed mine, just barely, and I stepped to the side like I’d been burned.

She shot me a curious look but didn’t comment.

A branch snapped underfoot, loud in the quiet. Ellie reached out instinctively, her fingers curling around my forearm to steady herself.

Her touch was warm. I could feel it through my sleeve.

I didn’t pull away.

She let go first, but not before I caught the way her eyes flickered to mine—just for a second. Depravity flashed in my minds eye. Me bending her over. Her mouth on my cock. My throat went dry.

We kept walking, the silence between us heavier now. Charged.

Ahead, the trail opened up into a sunlit clearing. Ellie stepped into the light, turning to face me, her expression unreadable, as she stood and waited.

I stopped at the edge of the shadows, hesitating. The space between us felt like a line I shouldn’t cross. And I hated myself for thinking about it.

Ellie stood there in the clearing, arms crossed, her tank top clinging slightly to her skin from the humidity. She turned when she heard me step out, a small smile playing on her lips.

I pulled out my GPS, checking the coordinates. "The waterfall is close," I said, nodding ahead. Then, quieter, "Can you hear it?"

We both fell silent, listening. Beneath the chatter of birds and the rustle of leaves, there it was—the distant, rhythmic rush of water.

Before I could say anything else, Ellie moved.

Her arms wrapped around me suddenly, tight, her face pressing into my chest. My breath caught.

"Thank you for letting me come here with you, daddy," she murmured, her voice muffled against my shirt. “I’m happy.”

I froze. The word sent a jolt through me, equal parts guilt and something darker, something I didn’t want to name.

My arms hovered for a second before I gave in, wrapping them around her. She was warm, her body fitting against mine in a way that felt too natural.

And then I felt it—the soft press of her large breasts against me, the way her hips aligned with mine. My pulse hammered.

The memory flashed unbidden—her crouched in the bushes, the curve of her bare ass, the way she’d glanced back at me with that teasing smirk.

My body reacted before I could stop it.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. Could she feel it? The growing hardness pressing against her?

But Ellie didn’t pull away. If anything, she held on tighter, her fingers gripping the back of my shirt.

My heart pounded so loud I was sure she could hear it. Every rational thought screamed at me to step back, to laugh it off, to do something.

Instead, my arms tightened around her. The satisfying smoosh of her tits against my body sent a thrum of heat down my shaft.

Her breath hitched—just slightly—but I heard it.

The air between us felt charged, thick with something unspoken. My fingers twitched against her back, torn between pulling her closer and pushing her away.

Seconds stretched. The waterfall’s distant roar filled the silence, a steady reminder of where we were, what we were supposed to be doing.

Finally, Ellie shifted, but only enough to tilt her head up. Her eyes met mine, dark and unreadable.

I didn’t move. Didn’t breathe.

And then, just like that, she stepped back, her smile returning as if nothing had happened. "Lead the way," she said, her voice light.

But the way her gaze lingered told me she knew exactly what had just happened.

And worse—she hadn’t minded.

The trail continued to narrow as we pushed deeper into the rainforest, the air thick with the scent of damp earth and blooming orchids. My boots sank slightly into the soft ground with each step, the marching rhythm steady, familiar—until Ellie’s voice cut through the quiet.

"I'm sorry about what happened between you and mom."

My shoulders tensed. The words landed like a stone in my gut. I kept walking, eyes fixed ahead, as if ignoring it would make the ache fade.

She hesitated, then added, "I mean, I'm sorry she cheated on you. You didn’t deserve that.”

My jaw tightened. I hadn’t wanted to think about it—not here, not now, not with her. But the memory slithered in anyway: the late-night phone calls, the excuses, the way my ex-wife couldn’t meet my eyes when I finally confronted her.

I forced a shrug. "She made her choice. It's all in the past." My voice came out rougher than I meant it to.

Then—her hand slipped into mine.

I stopped dead.

Ellie turned to face me, her fingers warm against my palm. The sunlight filtering through the leaves caught in her hair, turning it gold at the edges.

"I was so worried about losing you when I heard about the divorce." Her voice was soft, almost fragile. "Mom's always been a bitch. I saw how she treated you. I don’t know what I would do if you weren’t in my life."

Something twisted in my chest. I should’ve pulled away. Should’ve. But her thumb brushed lightly over my knuckles, and my grip tightened instinctively.

"You won’t lose me," I said, low and firm. "You’ll always have a place in my life."

Her lips parted slightly, eyes searching mine. For what? Reassurance? Something else?

The air between us felt charged with sexual tension, too heavy. I could see the faint freckles dusting her nose, the way her pulse fluttered at the base of her throat.

My stomach knotted. This was wrong. I was wrong.

But then she stepped closer, just an inch, and suddenly all I could think about was how easy it would be to—And fucking my ex wife’s daughter would feel pretty good.

No.

I cleared my throat, gently pulling my hand free. "We should keep moving. The waterfall’s not far."

Ellie studied me for a heartbeat longer before nodding. But she didn’t let me retreat completely—her fingers trailed down my arm as she turned, lingering just a second too long.

My skin burned where she’d touched me.

We walked in silence, the tension humming beneath every step. Every glance she sent my way felt like a spark against dry kindling.

I tried to focus on the trail, the sounds of the forest, anything but the way her hips swayed slightly as she moved ahead of me.

Christ. I dragged a hand over my face. This was getting out of control.

Then Ellie glanced back over her shoulder, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. "You’re quiet."

"Just thinking," I muttered.

"About what?"

About how badly I want to feel your mouth on my cock.

I clenched my fists. "Just the hike."

She hummed, turning forward again, but not before I caught the flicker of something in her eyes—challenge? Amusement?

The waterfall’s roar grew louder ahead, but all I could hear was the pounding of my own heart, torn between guilt and a hunger I couldn’t name.

And the worst part?

She knew it.

The roar of the waterfall filled the forest as we stepped into its misty embrace, the air thick with the scent of wet stone and jungle blooms. Sunlight fractured through the cascading water, casting shimmering rainbows across the moss-coated rocks.

Ellie gasped beside me, her eyes wide with wonder. “It’s even more beautiful than I imagined, daddy.” She breathed, her voice barely audible over the thunder of falling water.

I exhaled, watching her. This was why I’d fought for it.

"Your mom said it was too dangerous," I admitted, leaning against a moss-covered boulder. "That I was spoiling you.”

Ellie rolled her eyes, kicking off her boots. "She thinks everything’s dangerous if it doesn’t involve her."

I smirked. "She also said a month in Costa Rica was ‘reckless.’ I have no idea what that even means. She always complained that my work with neotropical pit-vipers was dangerous.”

Ellie paused, her fingers on the hem of her tank top. "And yet here we are."

"Here we are," I echoed.

Her fingers hooked under the hem of her sweat-dampened tank top, and in one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head.

I stood and watched.

The bikini top barely contained her full, heavy breasts—D cups at least—the pale, freckled skin of her cleavage glistening with a sheen of perspiration. The tropical sun had barely kissed her shoulders, leaving most of her porcelain skin untouched.

She smirked at my frozen stare as she shimmied out of her leggings, revealing toned thighs and hips that flared deliciously from her narrow waist. The bikini bottoms clung tight to her curves, I could see the impression of her plump pussy lips in the V shaped fabric between her thighs.

“Are you just going to stare,” she teased, tilting her head, “or come swim with me?”

Heat flooded my face—and my cock. I swallowed hard, forcing my gaze upward to meet her amused expression.

I cleared my throat and yanked my own shirt off. “Just admiring the view,” I tried to joke, wondering if she caught the obvious double meaning.

Ellie’s laugh was bright and knowing as she bent to rummage through her bag, giving me a clear view of her round, barely legal ass. The strings of her bikini bottoms dug into the soft flesh of her hips, and I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

Then I noticed the front of my shorts were fully tented, and I quickly adjusted myself, strapping my cock down against my low belly with the elastic waist band. Just in time, too, she straightened, sunscreen bottle in hand.

“Help me with my back?” she asked, already turning, presenting her delicate shoulders.

My mouth went dry.

The lotion was cool against my burning palms as I squeezed a dollop onto my fingers, the first touch against her skin sent a jolt through me, my cock twitching in my waistband, trying to free itself.

“Mmm,” she hummed, arching slightly into my hands as I worked the sunscreen down her back. My thumbs brushed the dimples at the base of her spine, and she shivered.

Fuck me.

I pulled my hands away quickly. “All done.”

Ellie turned, her auburn hair catching the light like fire. She eyed my bare chest, her gaze leading down the trail of hair leading below my waistband.

Her eyes went wide when she saw it.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, her full lips parting.

Realizing what she was staring at, my pulse ran fast—my cock strained hard against the fabric of my shorts, the engorged head barely visible above the waistband.

“Shit—Ellie, I—” I fumbled, heat flooding my face.

But she didn’t look horrified.

She laughed softly.

“Did putting sunscreen on my back give you a boner?” Her voice was light, teasing, but her eyes—dark, curious, locked onto my hard dick.

My pulse roared in my ears. I should have stepped away, covered myself.

I didn’t. I stood there, and let her stare.

Before I could speak another word, her fingers hooked into my waistband.

“Ellie—”

She yanked.

My cock sprang free, fat, hard, aching.

“Wow!” Her breath caught. “Daddy! You’re freaking huge!” She covered her shock with one hand over her mouth. “What are you feeding that thing?”

A strangled noise escaped me—half groan, half laugh—as pride twisted hot in my gut.

She didn’t look away. Didn’t recoil. Then, softly she says, “can I touch it?”

Every rational thought shattered.

I closed the distance between us in one step, my hand tangling in her hair as I pressed my mouth to hers.

She moaned softly into my mouth—then her fingers wrapped around my girth, tentative at first, then firmer.

I groaned into her mouth, my hips jerking instinctively.

Her touch was clumsy, curious, but the way her thumb swiped over the leaking tip nearly undid me.

“Fuck,” I hissed, breaking the kiss.

Ellie’s eyes were wide, her lips wet with our kiss. “Is this okay? Are we allowed?”

I couldn’t speak. Could only nod.

She tightened her grip. “Please say something. Tell me what to do.”

My hands trembled as I covered hers, guiding her. “Like this.”

She bit her lip, watching intently as her fist moved. “You’re so hard.”

A shudder ripped through me. My cute stepdaughter—my ex’s daughter—stroking my dick.

Her other hand drifted up my chest, nails scraping lightly. “I can’t believe we are doing this.”

My breath caught. “What are we doing, Ellie? Are you just going to tease me? Or are we going to fuck?”

“Yeah.” Her thumb circled the head, smearing precum. “We can do that? I mean is it—”

I reached out and pulled down the front of her bikini top, exposing her creamy white breasts. “God, Ellie,” I murmured, my thumbs circling her nipples until they pebbled under my touch. “Your tits are perfect.”

She whimpered. “They’re too big—they sag.”

I cupped the weight of her teenage tits, marveling how her skin warmed my palms, how they yielded beneath my touch.

“No, Ellie, you’re flawless, sweetheart,” I assured her, rolling a nipple between my fingers.

“You really think I’m beautiful?”

I hesitated. This wasn’t just about aesthetics—it was vulnerability. The way her fingers twisted the strings of her bikini bottom betrayed her nerves.

"Ellie—"

"Not just pretty," she clarified, chin lifting. "Am I sexually attractive?"

Sunlight fractured through the cascading water, gilding her shoulders. I chose my words like stepping stones. "You’re radiant. That’s not just looks—it’s how you are."

Her laugh was half relief, half frustration. "That’s not an answer,” she said, her fingers trembling as they guided mine to her bikini’s ties. Each bow came loose with a gentle tug, the fabric whispering against her thighs as they drop free

"You’re your mother’s daughter. Of course you’re stunning."

Her nose wrinkled. "Ugh, don’t compare me to her."

“She might be a bitch, but she’s beautiful, Ellie, and so are you.”

She smiled.

“I have to tell you something,” she whispered, reaching forward and tugging down my waistband.

“What is it?”

“I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Never?” I questioned, surprised. “Anything sexual?”

“I gave a guy head once.” She worked my shorts down my thighs, my heavy cock bobbing inches from her face. “He said I wasn’t that good.”

“Show me.”

Ellie got down on her knees without hesitation. She grabbed my shaft and I watched her study me—the way her gaze traced the length of me. She held up her left arm and compared my girth to her wrist. “Geez, how big are you?”

“I’ve never measured.”

“I’m not sure it will fit inside of me.”

“Trust me, it will fit. Just worry about sucking it right now, sweetheart.”

Her first lick was tentative, a kittenish flick of the tongue that felt light as a feather.

“Not like that.” I cradled the back of her head, guiding her closer. “Take me into your mouth.”

Her whimper vibrated against me as she obeyed, her lips stretching to accommodate me. “That’s it, good girl.” The moist heat of her mouth exquisite, the clumsy press of her tongue almost painful in its innocence.

She pulled back, panting. A strand of saliva connected her lips to the tip of my cock, glistening in the sunlight. “Am I—am I doing it right?”

I thumbed the dampness from her lower lip. “You’re doing amazing. Keep sucking.”

Her next attempt was bolder, her mouth sinking deeper as she found a rhythm. When her teeth grazed me, I hissed.

“Softer, sweetheart.”

She nodded, her lashes fluttering shut as she tried again. This time, her tongue swirled the way the book had taught her, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

“God damn.” My hips jerked of their own accord. “You are a quick study.”

Her fingers dug into my thighs, equal parts apprehension and determination. I could feel the moment her shyness gave way to fascination—the way her movements grew more confident, the little hum she made when I pulsed against her tongue.

I let my head fall back, drowning in the wet heat of her mouth, the scrape of her nails on my thighs.

“Use your hand,” I groan. “Yeah—just like that. You're gonna make me cum.” And without any further warning, I completely unraveled in my stepdaughter’s mouth, pulse after pulse choking her, flooding her throat.

Ellie pulled, cum flowing out of her mouth, dripping down her chin. She looked overwhelmed, but didn’t gag once. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand, her eyes wide with surprise.

“Oh my god, daddy, I wasn’t expecting that!”

“Me either,” I lied. “Your mom has never made me cum that quick.”

“Ew, gross,” she playfully hit my leg.

“I’m just saying. Ellie, that was fucking hot. You sure you’ve only blown a guy once?”

“Yes! I swear!”

“And he told you it wasn’t good?”

“Yeah. He didn’t cum.”

“Dumb ass. He probably jerks it to porn too much.”

I bent down and pulled a towel out of my day pack and spread it on the sandy soil.

“Are we gonna—”

“Just lay down, relax,” I ordered. “I want to taste your pussy.”

My stepdaughter did as I instructed, going down on her back.

The roar of the falls filled the air, a constant, soothing rush that drowned out everything but the sound of Ellie’s breath. She lay on the towel beneath me, her skin damp from the mist, her body warm under my hands. I captured her tits and plumped them into a cleavage, and gently sucked each nipple until they were stiff and pebbled. The scent of her sunscreen mixed with something uniquely Ellie—salt and vanilla and youth.

My lips traced the soft swell of her stomach, pressing slow, reverent kisses along the curve.

A sigh escaped her, but it wasn’t the kind I wanted to hear. “Ugh,” she muttered, her voice barely audible over the water. “I need to lose weight.”

My mouth stilled against her skin. I lifted my head, studying the way her teeth worried her lower lip, the way her gaze flicked away from mine. The self-consciousness in her eyes was like a knife twisting in my chest. I dragged my palm up her side, feeling the delicious dip of her waist, the flare of her hip—every inch of her soft, real, breathtaking.

“Real women have curves and shapes, Ellie,” I murmured, my thumb brushing the underside of her breast. Her breath hitched, but her brow stayed furrowed.

“You’re bias, daddy. I’m practically your daughter. You wouldn’t say anything to hurt me.”

“You’re perfect.” I leaned down, pressing my lips just above her navel. “Don’t change.” I gave her thigh a firm squeeze. “Now, if you say one more negative thing about yourself, I am going to spank your ass.”

Ellie laughed. “Promise?”

“I might just do it anyway.”

“Please do.” She rolled over and arched, exposing the slit of her hairless, teen pussy—and her tight little asshole. Her fingers clutched the towel, bracing for impact.

I gave each ass cheek a sharp smack, causing Ellie to yelp.

“Did you enjoy spanking me this much that time I took your care without asking and hit the mailbox?”

“You had just learned to drive.” I said, soothing the red hand prints left glowing in her skin.

Ellie gasped as I suddenly spread her cheeks, exposing her most intimate places to my feasting eyes. The pink ring of her anus clinched instinctively under my attention.

“Such a cute little asshole,” I mused, tracing the tight ring with my thumb.

“Daddy—” Her body tensed, but not in resistance. I pressed the pad of my thumb against the sensitive pucker, applying just enough pressure to make her moan.

“Oh,” I chuckled, watching her hips push back unconsciously against my hand. “You like it when I touch you there.”

She buried her face in the towel. “Yeah.”

“You are so wet,” I observed, gathering her arousal on my thumb before bringing it back to her asshole. The wetness eased my thumb’s path as I pressed just inside, feeling her body resist then yield. “Feel good?”

“Mmm,” she moaned. “I love that.”

I massaged her rim slowly, watching the pink ring squeeze tight. As satisfying as it was to stretch her little asshole, I wanted to taste her pussy. I wanted to return the favor and make my stepdaughter cum.

“Down on your back,” I ordered. Ellie quietly did as I asked, her heavy breasts wobbled, sagging slightly against her ribs as she made her self comfortable. She moaned quietly, her body beginning to relax, as I kissed my way down her body. When my mouth reached the inside of her knee, she let out shaky laugh.

“Tickles, daddy—”

I ignored it, dragging my tongue along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, slow and deliberate.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmured against her skin, my hands sliding up to grip her hips.

I licked into the opening of her pussy, deep and slow, savoring the way her hips lifted off the towel, seeking more. My tongue pressed through her soft inner lips, my tongue fucked into her tight, virgin hole. Her thighs clamped around my head. The sounds she made, the way her fingers ran through my hair, and the desperate little whimpers of joy—I was drunk on it. I was drunk on the clear arousal that flowed into my mouth, sucking it in and swallowing her.

“Oh, god—fuck—” Her voice broke as I began pressing into her clit with tongue. My stepdaughter’s back arched, her stomach muscles tightening.

I got onto my knees, my cock throbbing between my thighs, ready, and my face still buried in Ellie’s pussy. I slid my hands beneath her, gripping her ass to hold her steady as I sucked lightly, just enough to make her cry out.

She was close already—I could tell by the way her entrance squeezed around nothing. “Daddy, please—”

I grinned against her pussy lips. “Please what, baby?”

She groaned, her hips rocking helplessly. “Don’t stop,” she said, breathless.

That was exactly what I wanted to hear. I dove back into her wet folds, my tongue working her in firm, relentless strokes. One hand stayed anchored on her hip, the other sliding up to tease her nipple.

Her thighs tensed around me, her whole body tightening like a bowstring. “I—I’m gonna—”

I sucked her clit into my mouth, flicking my tongue over it, and that was all it took—she shattered. Her back arched off the towel, a broken cry spilling from her lips as her pussy pressed against my mouth. I held her through it, drinking her orgasm, until she collapsed, boneless and gasping.

I kissed my way back up her body, her taste still on my lips. Her tits heaved, her eyes dazed when they met mine.

Brushing a damp curl from her forehead I murmured, “Felt good, huh?”

Ellie took a deep breath and nodded. “That was amazing. Way better than doing it myself.”

The rush of the waterfall softened into a distant hum as we lay side by side on the towel, our skin still damp from the mist. Ellie’s breathing had steadied, but her fingers traced idle patterns on my chest, her touch feather-light yet searing. The sun filtered through the emerald canopy above, dappling her skin in gold and shadow. She was beautiful like this—relaxed, sated, her curves warm against me.

Then, quietly, she asked, “Are we gonna do it?”

“Do it?” I chuckled. “Do what?”

“You know.”

“Tell me. I want to hear it.”

“Are we gonna have sex?”

I turned my head to look at her. Her cheeks were flushed, but her eyes held that flicker of uncertainty again—like she wasn’t sure if she’d said the wrong thing. My hand slid up her arm, slow and deliberate, before cupping her face. I brushed my thumb over her bottom lip, watching the way her breath caught.

“Out here?” I murmured, shaking my head. “No.”

Her brows furrowed. “Why not?”

I leaned in, pressing a kiss to her forehead, then her nose, then the corner of her mouth—teasing, but tender. “I am definitely going to fuck you,” I promised.“But I don’t want you to be uncomfortable your first time. It’s better in a proper bed. Soft sheets. No bugs. No rocks digging into your back.”

She huffed a laugh, but her fingers curled around my half-hard cock. “You’re overthinking it.”

“Maybe.” I grinned, nipping lightly at her lip before pulling back. “Or maybe I just want to take my time with you.”

Her gaze softened, but she bit her lip again—nervous. “What if I don’t want to wait?”

I traced the curve of her hip, squeezing gently. “We have a whole month together, Ellie.” My voice dropped, rough with promise. “I plan to savor every damn second.”

She shivered, her lashes fluttering. “A month,” she repeated, like she was testing the words.

“A month, just us, alone.” I confirmed, kissing her slow and deep until her body melted against mine.

____

The hike back to the cabin was slow, the humid air clinging to our skin as the path wound through tangled vines and towering ferns. Ellie walked ahead of me, her hips swaying with each step, the tight fabric of her leggings stretched over a perfect ass, the back of her tank top damp with sweat. Every so often, she’d glance over her shoulder, her lips curving in that smug little smile she’d worn since the waterfall. The one that said she knew exactly what she did to me.

The cabin came into view—rustic wood, wide windows, big screened-in porch with a hammock, the kind of place that promised privacy. The kind of place where no one could hear a thing.

Ellie pushed open the door, dropping her day pack on the floor before turning to face me. The setting sun cast golden streaks across her flushed skin, her eyes dark with something reckless.

“What do you think Mom would say,” she mused, tilting her head, “if she knew I sucked your cock?”

A slow, satisfied heat curled in my gut at the thought. Oh, she’d lose her damn mind. The image of my ex-wife’s face twisting in outrage flashed behind my eyes—her perfectly manicured hands clenched, that shrill tone she used when she was furious. The idea was… delicious.

But all I said was, “She’d be really pissed.”

Ellie’s grin widened. She stepped closer, her fingers playing with the hem of my shirt. “Do you think she’d be jealous?”

My jaw tightened. That was dangerous territory. The truth? Hell yes. But I wasn’t about to feed that fire.

I caught her wrist, gently steering her toward the kitchen. “Do you want some coffee?”

She blinked, then laughed—a soft, knowing sound. “Changing the subject?”

I didn’t answer, just moved to the counter, filling the kettle with more focus than necessary. The weight of her gaze burned into my back.

The kettle hissed as I poured the boiling water over the grounds, the rich, earthy scent of coffee filling the small kitchen. Steam curled up in lazy tendrils, fogging the window above the sink. Behind me, the soft thud of Ellie’s boots hitting the floor made me glance over my shoulder.

She peeled off her leggings in one smooth motion, tossing them onto the chair before stretching her legs out with a satisfied sigh. Now it was just the thin cotton of her tank top and those damn panties—black cotton clinging to the barely legal ass I’d spent the afternoon worshipping.

I handed her the mug, my fingers brushing hers just long enough to feel the warmth of her skin.

"What?" She smirked, wrapping both hands around the cup. "Don’t look at me like that. I’m just getting comfortable." A pause, then that devilish glint in her eyes. "Besides, I think we’re way beyond needing to be dressed in front of each other."

I didn’t answer. Just took my coffee to the couch and sank into the cushions, the weight of the day settling into my muscles. The silence stretched, thick and heavy, broken only by the distant chirp of tree frogs outside.

Then the cushion dipped beside me. Ellie leaned into my side, her bare leg pressing against mine, the heat of her skin searing through my jeans. She didn’t say a word. Just sipped her coffee, her breaths slow and even, her body molding against me like she belonged there.

“Let’s look at the pictures from today,” I said, getting and grabbing my day pack.

The camera clicked softly as I turned it on, the screen flickering to life with the last shots we’d taken before heading to the waterfall. Ellie shifted closer on the couch, her bare thigh pressing against mine, the warmth of her skin touching my leg. The scent of her—sun-warmed skin, faint coconut from her shampoo—filled the space between us as we leaned in to review the photos.

The first few were landscapes—emerald canopies, the misty veil of the falls, a scarlet macaw perched on a branch. The eyelash viper perched in a waist high bush. Then came the candid shots. Ellie laughing as she waded into the pool, her bikini clinging to her curves. Ellie biting her lip, pretending to glare when she caught me framing her in the lens.

Then one appeared that made her pause.

“Aw, that’s a cute pic of me,” she murmured, tilting her head. “I don’t remember this one.”

The image was simple—just her sitting on a sunlit rock, her hair a messy halo, her smile soft and unguarded. The kind of smile she didn’t realize she was making.

“I don’t have many pictures of you,” I admitted, thumb hovering over the button to scroll further. “I like this one.”

A slow grin curled her lips. She turned to me, eyes glinting with mischief. “We can fix that right now.”

“What are you suggesting?” I asked, though the way her fingers toyed with the hem of her tank top told me exactly where this was headed.

In one fluid motion, she lifted the fabric of her tank top over her breasts, letting it bunch above her cleavage. Her creamy white skin had reddened just slightly under the intense tropical sun.

The late afternoon light spilled through the windows, gilding her body, catching in the golden shimmer of her hair as it cascaded over one shoulder. Her big tits wobble gently as she settled into a pose. She arched slightly, one arm draped behind her head, the other resting on her thigh—a study in lazy, effortless seduction.

Ellie caressed the round surface of her breasts with her fingertips, causing her nipples to visibly tighten. “Are you going to just sit there and stare?”

My breath hitched. The camera was already in my hands, my fingers adjusting the focus before I’d even consciously decided to move.

Click.

The shutter sound was barely audible, but it seemed to ripple through the room. Ellie’s lips parted, her chest rising with a slow inhale. She held the pose, but her eyes—dark, knowing—never left mine.

Click.

I shifted angles, crouching slightly to capture the way the light traced the dip of her waist, the swell of her hip. The couch’s rough fabric contrasted with her smooth skin, the shadows playing between her thighs.

“Like this?” she murmured, tilting her chin up, exposing the line of her throat.

Click.

“Yeah,” I managed, my voice rough. “Just like that.”

She exhaled, her body relaxing into the cushions, one leg curling beneath her. Her fingers trailed down her stomach, stopping just short of the lace waistband of her panties. A tease. A challenge.

Click.

I moved closer, the floorboards creaking under my weight. The camera felt heavy in my hands, my fingers tightening around it as I watch her—sprawled comfortably on the couch, heavy tits exposed in the golden light, panties still clinging to her hips. “Pull them aside,” I said, my voice low and commanding.

Her fingers hooked into the cotton, dragging it slowly to the side, exposing her flushed, glistening slit. Her tight hole opened as her fingers splayed in her flesh. The sight punches the air from my lungs. She arches slightly, spreading herself wider, and I can see the way her muscles tremble—not from fear, but anticipation.

I lifted the camera, adjusting the focus until every delicate fold is sharp, every glimmer of wetness caught in perfect clarity. The shutter clicks, the sound loud in the quiet room. I take another. And another. Each one steals something from me, leaves me more wrecked than the last.

“You’re beautiful,” I muttered, more to myself than to her.

She heard it anyway. A blush crept up her chest, but her smile turned wicked. “Show me.”

I turned the camera, tilting the screen so she could see. Ellie’s fingers hover over the screen, her nail tapping lightly agains the display. “Oh my god,” she gasps, “you got really close.” A soft giggle escapes her lips as she tilts the screen towards me. “You can see my pee hole.”

The crude observation sent an unexpected thrill to my cock. Every delicate fold of her pussy glistens in the natural light coming through the windows, the tiny opening she just mentioned just a small, vulnerable part of the whole breathtaking landscape of her.

My stepdaughter’s cheeks flush pink as she stared at herself, then glanced back up at me with uncertain eyes. “Do you think my pussy is cute?” she murmurs, biting her lip. “I think the lips are too fat.”

I didn’t answer her with words. Instead, I put the camera down on the coffee table and reached between her legs, tracing my fingertips along her inner thigh until she shivered and relaxed. Then I slid my middle finger inside of her, slow and deliberate, feeling her warmth and wetness. Her hips lifted instinctively.

“Your pussy is perfect,” I growled, curling my finger just enough to make her gasp as I stroked her G-spot. “Every part of you is perfect, sweetheart, and there is nothing about you I would change.”

Her lashes flutter as I stroked the roof of her birth canal.

“Please, daddy,” she quietly plead.

“You want it bad, don’t you?”

“Mmhmm.” She nodded her head, rocked her hips.

“Tell me what you want?”

“Your cock.”

“You want your daddy’s cock in your pussy? You want to fuck your stepfather, don’t you?” I pulled my middle finger out of her hole and lightly rubbed around the edge of her plump clit, brushing along the side of the flushed, pea-sized erection.

“Daddy, you’re driving me crazy.”

Ellie’s panties were damp against my fingers, the black fabric stained white with her arousal. She arched into my touch, her breath deepening when I yank the cotton aside. I didn’t bother undressing her further.

“Put it in me, daddy,” she begged as I yanked down my shorts. “God—I want that big juicy cock inside of me.”

Her legs widened for me as I climbed on top of her and moved into position.

My cock was throbbing as I guided the tip to her hot little entrance, pressing my flesh into hers. I looked her straight in the eyes as I pressed my bell-end into her. The first thrust was slow, shallow, my dick savoring the way she stretched around me.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck, daddy!”

Her back bowed off the couch, and a pleasured gasp escaped her as I sank deeper.

Her big white tits wobbled under the scrunched fabric of her tank top as I started thrusting.

“God Damn. You’re so tight, sweetheart.”

“Your cock is just really, really thick.”

Her legs lifted and locked around my waist, heels digging into the small of my back. Our bodies pressed together, her breasts smooshed to my chest.

The pace was building, our bodies moving instinctively together, as I frantically bred my stepdaughter’s barely legal pussy. The couch groaned beneath our weight. The slap of skin, the wet squish of my dick pumping inside of Ellie’s tight cunt, hot gasping, filled our little jungle cabin. Her nails raked down my back, the sting spurring me.

“Touch your pussy,” I ordered, grabbing her wrist and guiding her hand between our bodies. “Rub your pussy, baby. Come for me.”

Ellie bit down on her bottom lip the moment her fingers circled her fat clit. The flushed head peaked out from beneath its fleshy hood, engorged, as she frantically pressed on it.

I caught her lips in a messy kiss, swallowing her cries of pleasure as her walls began to pulsate. Her climax hit like a storm, her body seized, and her thighs trembled where they clung to me.

“Jesus—fuck!” she gasped.

I nudged her chin causing her to lift her eyes. The pressure coiled tight in my gut, white-hot and inevitable, as Ellie’s nails dug into my hips. Her thighs trembled around me, her breath coming in ragged little gasps that match my own. I forced my eyes open—fighting the instinct to shut them, to lose myself completely—and grip her chin. “Look at me,” I growled, my voice raw.

Her lashes fluttered, but she obeyed, her dark eyes locking onto mine with a desperation that mirrored the fire in my veins. “Don’t pull out,” she whimpers, her hips lifting to take me deeper. “Come inside me, daddy…Please—”

The plea shattered what was left of my control. I crushed my mouth to hers as I blew my load deep, swallowing her moan, my body shuddering with the force of it. She clenched around me and rocked her hips, milking every last drop, her fingers digging into my skin like she was afraid I’d disappear.

The warmth of my stepdaughter’s pussy was still clenched around me, our bodies tangled and slick with sweat, as my mind drifted suddenly to her—my ex-wife’s pinched face, the way her bitch voice would sharpen to a shriek if she ever found out. The fantasy unfolded like a slow-burning fire: her horrified gasp, the way her perfectly manicured hands would clutch at her pearls when she realized I was the one who knocked up her precious daughter.

Ellie shifted beneath me, her thighs tightening reflexively, and I groaned at the sensation.

My fingers traced idle circles on her hip as I imagined the chaos—the scandal, the impotent rage. She’d never recover. The thought sent a dark thrill through me, my pulse kicking up again despite the exhaustion.

Ellie nuzzled into my neck, blissfully unaware of where my mind’s wandered. “You’re smiling,” she murmurs, drowsy and sated.

I pressed a kiss to her forehead, letting go of the fantasy.

“Just thinking how lucky I am.”

The End
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