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Prologue


The afternoon light spills through the bedroom curtains, golden and soft, painting Eun’s body in warm honey tones as she reclines against the pillow. My camera clicks, capturing the way her fingers trail lazily over the swell of her belly—round and full, because of me.

She’s always been a little hottie, but now? Fuck. Now she’s devastating.

Her dark hair fans out in silky waves against the sheets, a contrast to the smooth, milky-pale skin of her bare shoulders. The curves of her breasts are heavier now, lush and tempting, the dusky pink of her nipples deepened by pregnancy. My gaze—and my lens—linger over the taught slope of her stomach, the faint stretch marks like delicate brushstrokes on porcelain. I’ve stretched her, reshaped her body, ruined her with my seed.

“Stop staring like that,” she murmurs, but there’s a smirk playing at her lips.

“Like what?” I adjust the focus, zooming in on the way her hips flare even wider now, how her thighs press together with a shyness that’s half-feigned.

“Like you’re seconds away from tossing the camera and fucking me instead of taking pictures.”

I chuckle, low and rough. “Who says I won’t do both?”

She rolls her eyes, but her breath hitches when I crawl onto the bed, the camera still in hand. I frame her like this—spread beneath me, all ripe curves and swollen sex, her Korean features even more striking now, softened by motherhood but still so fucking hot. The contrast kills me: the innocence of her round round face, those dark, almond-shaped eyes, and the sinful knowledge held within them when she arches her back just so, her full breasts slightly sag under the new weight.

“You’re showing off,” I accuse, snapping another shot. “That’s what got you in this condition in the first place.” I look over the camera and smirk.

“You’re the one taking photos,” she counters, but her voice is breathy, her fingers toying with the hem of the lace panty she’s barely wearing.

I lower the lens, just for a moment, to drag my fingertips down her side, feeling the heat of her skin, the life growing inside her. “You are perfect like this,” I mutter, and for once there’s no teasing in it. Just raw, possessive awe. “Mine. Pregnant. And fucking beautiful.”

She flushes, but doesn’t argue. Just tilts her chin up, a silent invite.

The camera clicks one last time, aimed at the swollen shape of her barely legal, pregnant pussy lips as she spreads herself open, revealing delicate wet folds.

****

It all started with a camera. A sunset. A boundary pushed under the guise of art—just testing the light, just adjusting the angle, just seeing how far she’d let me go. Seeing how many items of clothing I could get her to remove.

Now her belly swells with my child, and every time I catch her alone—in the hallway, the kitchen, the backseat of my car when I tell my wife we’re running errands—her fingers dig into my arms like she wants to punish me. But her mouth opens anyway. Her legs part anyway.

She hates me. She craves me. She comes sobbing my name into my shoulder so her mother won’t hear.

My wife buys tiny socks and knitted hats, humming as she folds them into pastel drawers. She kisses Eun’s forehead and whispers, "You’ll be such a good mother," and Eun’s eyes flick to mine—dark, guilty, starving.

At night, I drag her into the shower, the water loud enough to drown out her whimpers as I remind her exactly how this happened. "Remember the beach?" My hand fists in her hair, bending her back against my chest. "Remember how wet you got when I told you not to scream?"

She shudders, her nails scraping my thighs. "You’re a monster."

"Yeah." I bite her shoulder, tasting salt and shame. "But you love it."

Because she does.

It’s fucked up. It’s ours.

****

Now the camera lies discarded on the bed, forgotten now that I have her like this—knees pressed into the mattress, back arched, her perfect little ass raised for me like an offering. The late afternoon sunlight paints her skin in warm, golden hues, and I run my hands over the curve of her hips, possessive, claiming.

“Just like that,” I growl, spreading her fleshy cheeks wider, my thumbs stretching the tight, untouched rosebud between them. “Fuck, look at you. You were made for this. Such a good little breeder.”

I lean in, my breath hot on her skin, my tongue tentative at first, a soft, gentle flick that makes her jump, that makes her gasp, that makes her body shudder with a mix of shock and pleasure.

“Mmm, daddy, you like eating my asshole?” Her voice is a breathy taunt. She grinds herself against my mouth, shameless, claiming my face like I’m nothing but her favorite toy. The musky heat of her—pregnant and swollen—floods my senses, and I groan into her asshole, my hands gripping her fleshy buns as I drag her closer.

The sensation of her asshole opening, of yielding to my tongue—

Fuck.

My mouth waters while I lick and suck.

"Yes, right there. That feels so good, daddy.”

Her scent is heady, hot—she tastes like sin, somewhere between sourwood honey and sweat. Her little moans pitch higher as my tongue fucks into her anus, greedy, possessive. I can smell it—the change in her skin, the ripe, heated scent of her body making room for my child. I apply more pressure, my tongue firmer, more insistent, the tip probing, stretching, exploring the sensitive, forbidden area. She moans again, her hips bucking slightly, her body responding to my touch, to my taste.

“God, you’re disgusting,” she whimpers, but she reaches back and grabs a fist-full of my hair, forcing me deeper.

I pull back just enough to growl against her flesh. “Then why are you shoving that pretty little ass in my face, princess?”

She keens, her hips jerking. “Because you—ah! Yeah!—because you love it.”

“Damn right I do.”

I flip her on her back, her knees fall open, breath already uneven, fingers twisting in the sheets as I kneel between her legs.

“Look at you,” I murmur, dragging my hands up the inside of her thighs, feeling the heat of her. Her pubic hair has grown in, a dark, luxurious curtain that frames her pussy, drawing my eye to the swollen, engorged flesh within. The inner lips peek out from beneath the outer, a tantalizing glimpse of the wet, pink flesh within. “Fucking perfect.”

Her belly rises with each quickened breath, round and taut, my child growing inside her. I lean down, pressing my lips to the stretched skin, kissing a slow trail upward. She sighs when my tongue flicks over a nipple, already so sensitive, already pebbled tight. “You’re so much sweeter like this,” I grunt against her. “So full. So mine.”

I grab my cock and push into her slowly, watching her face, the way her lips part on a silent gasp, the way her eyes go wide.

“I don’t know if I will ever get used to your size,” she complains.

She’s more open now, her once impossibly tight Asian pussy now engorged and dilated.

Her legs hook around my hips, pulling me closer, and I groan at the wet, clutching heat of her teen pussy.

“That’s it,” I grit out. “Take it. Just like that.”

I pull my strokes long enough for her birth canal to adjust, then I hilt myself, smoothly dragging every inch inside of her.

Heavy breathing. Pleasured moans. Soft, sticky sounds.

“So deep, daddy.” She breathes a quiet, girlish giggle. “Don’t scare the baby.”

I drag her hips towards me as I rise to my knees, remaining inside of her. One hand rests on the swell of her belly, reverent. The other finds her clit, swollen and aching, and her back arches off the bed. “Shh,” I warn, leaning in to cover her mouth with mine as my thumb brushes the fleshy hood of her clit. “You scream, and your mom hears. You wanna get caught, princess? Want your mom to see you fucking your stepdad?”

She shakes her head, frantic, her hips rocking against my hand, chasing the pleasure she can’t control. I feel her tighten around me, her breath coming in sharp, desperate little whimpers against my lips.

“Come on,” I urge, thrusting with steady half-strokes. “Let me feel it.”

Her orgasm hits like a tremor, her teenage pussy clamping down on my cock, her cry smothered by my mouth as I swallow every broken sound. I don’t stop moving my hips, drawing it out of her, fucking her through it until she’s limp and quiet beneath me.

“Good girl,” I whisper. She gazes up at me, warm, almond-shaped eyes fixed on mine, as I spill inside of her.

The shower hisses to life upstairs, the pipes humming through the walls. Eun will take her time—she always does after we have sex, scrubbing her skin like she can erase the way her body arches into mine when I fuck her. But the water won’t wash away the scent clinging to me, the sticky proof of what we just did in her bedroom while her mother hummed along to the radio in the kitchen.

I adjust myself through my slacks, still half-hard, still aching. The fabric rubs where she’d ridden me minuted ago, her teeth sank into her bottom lip to keep from crying out. Careless. Reckless. The thrill of it licks up my spine like a lit match.

Downstairs, the studio is cool and dim, the scent of developing chemicals sharp in the air. I flick on the desk lamp, the amber glow spilling over the contact sheets I’d left scattered from my latest project—tropical pit vipers, coiled and glistening, their scales like polished sin. The irony isn’t lost on me.

I force myself to shuffle the prints, to pretend. Footsteps creak above—Eun’s mother moving through the hall. If she comes down now, if she sees the way my hands shake as I lay out the images, if she catches the musk of sex and sweat clinging to my skin—

The shower cuts off. Silence. Then the muffled sound of Eun’s voice, too low to make out words, followed by her mother’s bright laugh. My gut tightens.

I should wipe myself clean. Should pull myself together.

Instead, I lean back in the chair, my palm sliding down to where my cock throbs against my zipper. The photographs blur as I squeeze, replaying the way Eun’s thighs trembled when she came, the choked whimper she couldn’t swallow fast enough.

A floorboard creaks in the hallway outside of the studio.

I freeze.

The doorknob turns.

The scent of her shampoo drifts into the studio before she does—something sweet, innocent, wrong after what we just did. Eun lingers in the doorway, her skin still flushed pink from the shower, from me, her damp hair clinging to the back of her neck where my teeth left marks she’ll have to hide.

"Mom says dinner is ready," she whispers, voice carefully neutral. But her eyes dart to the leather couch where I had her twenty minutes ago, where she bit her own wrist to stay quiet while her mother hummed along to the radio downstairs.

I don't look up from my camera, scrolling through meaningless photos as my mouth curves. "More like dessert."

Her breath hitches - that tiny, delicious sound I've learned to listen for. When I finally meet her gaze, I see her pupils dilate despite herself. She's trying so hard to act normal, but her body remembers. The way she shifts her weight gives her away; she's still tender between her legs, still feeling me inside her.

"Just...come up,” she murmurs, fingers tightening on the doorframe. A droplet of water slides from her hair down her neck, disappearing under the collar of her oversized sweater - one of mine, stolen from my closet last week. The sight of her wearing my clothes while hiding my marks makes my blood heat all over again.

I rise slowly, watching her throat work as I approach. When I reach out to tuck that damp strand behind her ear, she leans into my touch before catching herself. "Careful," I murmur, thumb brushing the love bite I left where her jaw meets her throat. "You missed one."

Her pulse jumps under my fingers. "Shit. Daddy! You have to stop biting so hard—“

"Relax." I smirk, lowering my hand. "She never looks that closely at you."

The truth of it lingers between us as we head downstairs - her mother's cheerful obliviousness, the way Eun's shoulders tense when I sit too close at the table, how my knee brushes hers under the linen tablecloth.

We pass the salt. We make small talk. We pretend.

And the whole time, I'm counting minutes until I can get her alone again.


Bare in the Wild Light


The ocean is restless today, its rhythm slow and hypnotic against the shore. The breeze carries the scent of salt and coconut sunscreen, warm where it brushes my skin. But I’m not watching the waves.

My lens is fixed on her.

Eun stands ankle-deep in the surf, the thin fabric of her white sundress clinging to her thighs where the water has caught it. The wind tugs at the hem, teasing glimpses of smooth, sun-kissed skin. She’s laughing—at something I said, at the way the tide nips at her toes—and when she tosses her head back, the sunlight catches the gloss of her lips, the elegant line of her throat.

Click. The shutter snaps, freezing the moment.

“You’re staring,” she teases, though she doesn’t turn to look at me. She knows. She’s always known.

“I’m working,” I lie, adjusting the focus. The camera loves her. It always has.

Through the viewfinder, I trace the delicate slope of her shoulder, the way her dark hair—black as ink, straight as silk—sticks to the damp skin of her collarbone. The strap of her dress slips, just a fraction, and my fingers twitch with the urge to push it back into place. Or tug it lower.

“Turn for me,” I say, voice rough.

She obeys, slow and deliberate, spinning until the skirt flares around her thighs. The fabric is translucent where the water has darkened it, clinging to the curve of her hips, the dip of her waist. For a heartbeat, I swear I see the crease of her vulva, the subtle, shadowy line that hints at the tender folds of skin beneath.

I lower the camera. My throat is dry.

Eun grins, all mischief and molten dark eyes. “See something you like?”

The question curls between us, dangerous and sweet. The wind picks up, lifting strands of her hair, sticking a few to her lips. I should brush them away. I should step back.

Instead, I raise the camera again.

“Arch your back a little,” I murmur.

She does, and the movement pulls the dress taut across her small, pert breasts. Her fingers skim her own waist, as if she’s testing the limits of my control.

Click.

“Good,” I say, though the word comes out strained.

The sun is high now, glinting off the gold bangle at her wrist—a gift from her mother, years ago. It catches my eye, a flash of brightness against her honeyed skin. She tilts her head, and the light catches the faint, almost imperceptible flush high on her cheekbones.

“Should I pose like this?” she asks, turning her body just so, one leg slightly bent, the dress riding up another inch.

My grip tightens on the camera. “Yeah. Just like that.”

The waves sigh against the sand. The breeze carries the scent of her—salt and something sweet, like lychee or vanilla.

And through the lens, I watch her bite her lip.

Click.

This time, I don’t lower the camera.

This time, I let myself look.

The ocean hums against the shore, a slow, rhythmic pulse. The breeze carries the scent of salt and her—something sweet, like peaches and sunscreen. My camera stays trained on her, the lens drinking in every movement.

Eun grins at me, mischief dancing in her dark, almond-shaped eyes. "It's too hot for this," she says, fingers hooking under the thin straps of her sundress.

I should stop her.

I don't.

The fabric slides down her shoulders, pooling at her feet like sea foam. She steps out of it, kicking it aside with a bare foot. Now she stands in only a bikini—black, sleek, barely-there—the kind that makes a man forget he’s supposed to look away.

Click. The shutter snaps before I can stop myself.

She laughs, tilting her chin up. "You're not even pretending to be professional anymore."

"Never said I was," I murmur, adjusting the focus. The camera loves her. *I* love—

No.

I swallow hard as she turns, the strings of her bikini top crisscrossing over the smooth expanse of her back. Her skin is golden, flawless, still glistening from the ocean spray. The high cut of her bottoms emphasizes the curve of her hips, the dip of her waist.

"Like this?" she asks, arching slightly, one hand resting on her hip.

Click.

"Perfect," I say, though the word tastes like a lie. Nothing about this is perfect. Nothing about this is right.

She spins, playful, letting the waves lick at her ankles. The sun catches the water droplets on her stomach, the swell of her breasts above the black fabric. My throat tightens.

"You're staring again," she teases.

"Can't help it," I admit, voice rough.

She bites her lower lip—a habit she’s had since she was sixteen. My gut twists.

The wind picks up, tugging at the loose strands of her hair. A few stick to her lips, and my fingers itch to brush them away. To trace the line of her jaw. To—

Click.

The sound is too loud, too sudden. She blinks, then smiles, slow and knowing.

"Getting greedy with those pictures, daddy?”

The teasing way she uses that word sends a jolt through me. I should put the camera down. I should walk away.

Instead, I step closer.

"Turn around," I say. "Let me get the light on your back."

She obeys, but not before flashing me a look—one that says she knows exactly what I’m doing.

The waves are softer now, whispering against the sand like a secret. The sun hangs low, painting Eun’s skin in gold and amber. She’s watching me, her dark eyes unreadable, lips parted just enough to show the edge of her teeth.

I lower the camera. My voice comes out rougher than I mean it to.

"Take your top off."

A beat of silence. The ocean breathes between us.

Eun arches a brow, but there’s no real surprise in her expression. Just that same knowing amusement, the kind that’s been driving me insane all afternoon.

"Mom will kill you for this, you know," she says.

I don’t answer.

Her fingers move to the knot at the back of her neck, slow, deliberate. The strings loosen. The black fabric slips—first one side, then the other—until it falls into her hands. She doesn’t cover herself. Just tilts her head, watching me watch her.

Click.

The shutter sounds too loud in the quiet.

Her bare shoulders glow in the fading light, her small, perfect breasts tipped with pink. The breeze catches a strand of her hair, dragging it across her collarbone. My fingers twitch with the need to push it aside.

"Like what you see, Marine?" she murmurs.

The old title hits me like a punch. I haven’t been called that in years. Not since the desert. Not since the last time I held a camera for something other than pleasure.

I exhale, adjusting the lens. "Turn around.”

She does, slowly, letting me take in the curve of her spine, the way her waist dips in before flaring out again. The bikini bottoms sit low on her hips, the strings begging to be tugged.

Click. Click.

"You’re playing a dangerous game," I say.

She glances over her shoulder, lips curving. "So are you."

The tide rolls in, cool against my ankles. But all I feel is heat.

"Hands behind your back," I tell her.

She obeys, arms crossing behind her, pushing her chest forward. My jaw tightens.

“You are a natural, princess. But I think you already know that.”

“Maybe I just like having your attention.”

I step closer, sand shifting under my feet. “Dangerous thing to admit.”

“Why?” She tilts her head, all innocence in her eyes. “You’re just taking pictures, right?”

I let the camera hang loose around my neck, studying her with a slow, knowing smile. “Just pictures?” I tilt my head, voice dropping to something quieter, just for her. “Then why do you look at me like that every time I tell you to arch your back?”

A faint pink blooms across her cheeks, but she doesn’t try to deny it.

I step even closer, adjusting the lens without breaking eye contact. “You know, the best shots happen when the subject forgets the camera’s even there.” My thumb brushes her waistband. “Let’s see if you can do that for me.”

The air between us crackles—half laughter, half something far more dangerous. Eun stands there, bare from the waist up, the dying sun painting her skin in shades of honey and fire. The ocean licks at her ankles like it’s trying to pull her under.

I raise the camera.

"Now take off your bottoms."

Her breath hitches—just once—before she cools her expression back into that teasing smirk. But I catch it. The hesitation. The way her fingers twitch at her hips.

"You really are pretty bold," she says, voice light but edged with something darker. "Better hope mom doesn’t find these pictures."

I grin, all teeth. "She won’t."

Eun rolls her eyes, but her hands hook into the sides of her bikini bottoms, thumbs sliding under the thin black fabric. She takes her time, swaying her hips just enough to make my pulse jump. The strings loosen. The fabric slips—first one side, then the other—until it pools at her feet.

She kicks it aside with a bare foot.

Click.

The shutter sounds obscenely loud in the quiet.

She is flawless. The golden light of the late afternoon spills across her skin, catching the delicate honeyed undertones of her body—smooth as porcelain but warmed by the sun. Through the lens, she’s a study in contrasts, the subtle almond shape of her eyes as she glances away, pretending to be shy. Her dark hair, silken and straight, falls past her collarbones, framing the curves of her perfect teenage breasts.

The camera lingers on the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, and lower—where the faint shadow between her thighs draws my attention. A neat, dark patch of intimate hair, stark against the pale cream of her skin, like ink brushed onto rice paper. She shifts slightly, and the light catches the faint sheen of warmth there, the barest hint of moisture.

“Fucking perfect,” I murmur, adjusting the focus. “Don’t move.”

The ocean breeze tangles in her hair, and she doesn’t move to cover herself. Just stands there, chin high, letting me look.

"Happy now?" she asks.

I adjust the focus, my throat tight. "Turn around."

A laugh, low and throaty. "Greedy." But she obeys, slow and deliberate, giving me the full view—the dip of her waist, the swell of her ass, the shadow between her thighs.

Click. Click.

The tide rushes in, cold against my ankles, but all I feel is heat.

"Hands on your hips," I say.

She does it, arching her back just enough to make my breath catch.

Click.

This isn’t photography anymore.

This is a sin.

“I’d better get dressed now,” Eun says, nervously looking up and down the empty strand of beach.

“No one’s here but us,” my voice low, steady. “Besides, the light is perfect and you are too beautiful to cover up yet.”

Eun reaches for her discarded bikini bottoms, but I’m faster—snatching them up with a grin as the damp fabric slips through her fingers.

“Relax. I’m not done with you.”

"Daddy!” she gasps, half-laughing, half-scandalized, her hands instinctively covering herself as she glances down the empty stretch of beach. "Stop it! Someone’s going to—"

"Going to what?" I taunt, holding the tiny black fabric just out of reach, my other hand still gripping the camera. "See how perfect you look in the golden hour?" I lift the viewfinder again, capturing the way her cheeks flush pink, the way her bare hips twist as she tries—and fails—to grab them back.

Click.

"You’re such a jerk!" She swats at me, but she’s biting her lip to keep from laughing, her dark eyes flashing with that mix of defiance and amusement that’s been driving me crazy all afternoon. The setting sun paints her naked skin in molten gold, highlighting every curve, every forbidden dip and swell.

I dodge her grab, stepping back into the surf, the waves soaking my rolled-up pant legs. "Say please."

"In your dreams," she fires back, but there’s no real heat in it. She tries to lunge for the bikini, but I hold it high, and she stumbles against me instead, her bare chest pressing into my arm for one electrifying second before she jerks back.

"Daddy," she hisses, this time lower, breathier. A warning. A plea.

The way she says it sends a jolt straight through me.

I should give them back.

Instead, I tuck them into my back pocket, grinning as her eyes widen.

“Come get em.”

"You’re impossible," she mutters, but there’s a smirk tugging at her lips as she crosses her arms over her chest—not quite hiding herself, not quite not. The breeze picks up, toying with her hair, and I can’t resist lifting the camera one more time.

Click.

"Last one," I lie.

She rolls her eyes, but she doesn’t move to cover herself. Just tilts her head, playing along. "You’re lucky I like you."

The waves crash. My pulse thrums.

And for a heartbeat, neither of us breathes.

I take another step back, the damp sand shifting under my feet as I dangle her bikini bottoms just out of reach. "Come on, princess," I tease, my voice low and rough. "You want them? Take them."

Eun lunges for me with a frustrated growl, but the wet sand betrays her—her foot slips, and suddenly she's tumbling forward with a gasp. My free arm snaps out instinctively, catching her around the waist as she crashes against me.

Her bare skin is warm and slick against mine, her hips pressed flush to my thighs. And there's no hiding the way my body reacts to her—no hiding the hard, aching proof of how much I'm enjoying this little game.

Her breath hitches as she feels it. The thick ridge of my cock pressing into her thigh.

"Oh my god," she exhales, her dark eyes widening—but she doesn't pull away. Her fingers curl into the front of my shirt, holding herself steady as she tilts her head up to meet my gaze. “You are enjoying this, aren't you?"

The accusation is playful, but there's a breathless edge to it that makes my grip tighten on her waist.

I should let go.

I don't.

“Is it that obvious?” I smile.

“Down boy.”

"Can't help it," I murmur, my thumb brushing the dip of her spine. "Not when you look like this."

She shivers, but her lips curve into that same defiant smirk. "You're terrible."

Click.

The shutter snaps before she even realizes I've lifted the camera again, capturing the way her lashes flutter, the way her lips part in surprise.

Eun swats at me, finally squirming out of my hold, but she's laughing as she stumbles back. "Give me those!"

I toss the bikini bottoms at her, my grin unrepentant. "You're welcome."

She catches them with a huff, but there's a new flush high on her cheeks as she steps into them, her fingers trembling just slightly as she ties the strings.

The moment stretches between us—taut, electric, the crashing waves the only sound louder than my pounding pulse. Then Eun’s fingers dart out, quick as a striking snake, hooking into the waistband of my shorts and yanking them down to my knees in one fluid motion.

The ocean air hits bare skin.

Her breath catches.

"Oh god," she whispers, her hand flying to her mouth to cover her shock, eyes wide and dark with something between shock and fascination. "What do you feed that thing?"

I don’t move. Just let her look—let her see exactly what she’s been doing to me all afternoon, my massive cock on full display.

The camera hangs forgotten at my side.

Eun’s gaze drags up slowly, meeting mine with a smirk that’s equal parts mischief and challenge. "Well?”

I step forward, closing the distance between us, my voice a rough growl.

A dark chuckle rumbles in my chest as I angle my hips just enough to let her look her fill. "Funny you should ask.” I give it a quick, thickening fluff. “It’s got a taste for virgin pussy.” I step closer, the heat of her bare skin searing the space between us. “Are you offering to feed it?”

“How do you know I’m a virgin?”

My laugh is low, dark—the sound of a predator who already has his teeth at her throat. "Oh, I know." I close the distance between us in one deliberate step, my hand sliding possessively up her inner thigh. "Because real women don’t gasp like that when I touch them." My fingers press higher, just shy of where she’s aching. "They beg."

I lean down, my lips grazing the shell of her ear as my other hand fists in her hair, tilting her head back. "But you? You just freeze. Like a little rabbit who doesn’t know whether to run or spread its legs." A sharp nip at her earlobe. "Which is it gonna be, sweetheart?"

Her lips part—

A distant shout cuts through the air.

We both freeze.

Down the beach, a family crests the dunes, their laughter carrying on the wind.

Eun’s eyes go wide. "Shit—"

I yank my shorts up just as she spins away, her back to me, but not before I catch the way her chest rises and falls too fast, the way her fingers clutch at her own hips like she’s holding herself together.

The moment shatters.

The instant I hear laughter crest the dunes, my body moves before my brain catches up—Marine instincts snapping into focus.

“Lt’s move!”

I grab Eun's wrist, pulling her toward the tree line before she can protest. She stumbles after me, bare feet sinking into warm sand, her free hand instinctively covering herself as we dart into the dense foliage.

The forest swallows us whole.

Vines tangle around our ankles, the air thick with the scent of wet earth and blooming hibiscus. Sunlight filters through the canopy in fractured gold beams, painting stripes across Eun's naked skin as she gasps behind me.

"Daddy—wait—"

“Keep running.”

I don't stop until we're deep enough that the ocean sounds fade, until the only thing I hear is her ragged breathing and the rustle of palm leaves overhead.

When I finally turn, she's pressed against a broad banana leaf, her perky tits heaving, eyes wide and dark. The tropical humidity glues strands of hair to her neck, her collarbone, the flushed swell of her—

I force my gaze back up.

"They didn't see us," I say, voice rougher than I intend.

Eun exhales shakily, but she doesn't move to cover herself now. Just tilts her chin up, defiant, even as her pulse flutters visibly at her throat. "No thanks to you."

A drop of sweat slides between her breasts.

My hands fist at my sides.

The jungle presses in around us, alive with the buzz of cicadas, the distant cry of a parrot. It feels like we're the only two people left in the world.

Eun's tongue darts out to wet her lips.

“You’re insane.”

One heartbeat ago, we were on the beach—her sundress abandoned in the sand, my camera strap biting into my sunburned neck. Now we’re tangled in vines, her naked back pressed to a palm trunk, my hands framing her hips hard enough to leave marks.

"Daddy—" Her voice cracks like thin ice.

I silence her with my mouth.

Not a kiss. A claim.

Her teeth catch my lip. Blood blooms copper-bright between us. She gasps, but doesn’t pull away—just arches closer, her bare skin slick with salt and sweat under my palms. The distant shriek of gulls drowns in the rush of my own pulse.

I don’t speak. Don’t think. Just act.

My fingers knot in her hair, tilting her head back. She moans when I bite the curve of her throat, when my free hand slides down the desperate tremble of her stomach—

A twig snaps.

We freeze.

Somewhere beyond the green curtain of leaves, a child squeals. Sand crunches under tourist sandals.

Eun’s nails dig into my shoulders. Her breath scalds my ear: "They’ll hear us."

I drag my thumb over her bottom lip. "Then stay quiet."

The jungle presses in around us, air thick with salt and the sweet rot of fallen mangos. I can still hear them - the family on the beach, their laughter skipping across the waves. Too close.

Eun stands in front of me, both hands covering the shock in her expression. The fabric of my shorts are doing nothing to hide how badly I want her, my pulse hammering in my cock. I grab her arm and signal with a glance where I want her to lay down, a cool, grassy spot, well out of view. She tries to pull back, shaking her head, mouthing “are you crazy? We can’t do this.”

The look I gave her must have been enough to make her understand that I was serious, that I wasn’t going to take no for an answer.

Eun’s back meets the soft, damp earth, her dark eyes locked on mine. She doesn’t speak—doesn’t dare—but her lips part slightly, her breath coming faster. The question is there, unspoken. Are we really doing this?

From beyond the trees, voices drift—laughter, the crunch of footsteps on sand. Too close.

I lower myself slowly, one hand braced beside her head, the other sliding down her bare thigh. Her skin is warm, slick with salt and sweat. She shivers but doesn’t pull away. Instead, her fingers curl into the dirt, her legs shifting just enough to tell me yes without a single word.

The voices grow louder. A child’s shout, a parent’s reply.

Eun’s nails dig into my forearm, her gaze never leaving mine. There’s fear in her eyes—they’re wide, searching mine for any hint of restraint.

The damp earth presses into my knees as I cage her beneath me, her naked body sprawled across the grass. The distant chatter of the family on the beach is a fading hum, drowned out by the hammering of my pulse.

Eun squirms, her palms flat against my chest—pushing, but not hard enough. Not nearly hard enough.

“We can’t—someone will hear—” Her whisper is frantic, but her hips arch just slightly when my hand slides up her thigh.

“Then you’d better stay quiet,” I growl against her ear. “Unless you want them to find us like this.:

Her breath catches as I grip her wrists, pinning them above her head. The way her legs fall open—instinctive, surrendering—sends a bolt of possessive hunger straight through me.

“You’ve been teasing me all day,” I murmur, dragging my free hand down her stomach, lower, until my fingers skim the wet heat between her legs. “You think I don’t know what that little game was? Arching your back like a fucking present just for me?”

She whimpers, her thighs trembling. “I wasn’t—I mean—”

“Liar.” I press a single finger inside, just enough to make her gasp. “You knew exactly what you were doing. And now?” I lean down, lips brushing hers “Now you’re going to take what you asked for.”

Her nails dig into my shoulders—not pushing me away, holding on—as notch my glans against her cleft, dragging myself through her slickness.

“Tell me you want it,” I demand, voice rough.

Her eyes are wide, dark with fear and want, her bottom lip caught between her teeth.

“Say it.”

A beat. A breath.

“…Yes.”

I don’t give her time to second-guess. I breach her with one brutal thrust, swallowing her broken moan with my mouth.

“Fuck,” I groan, gripping her thigh hard enough to blanch my fingernails. “Tighter than I dreamed.” Like tearing silk.

“Oww!” She winces. “You’re hurting me—too deep, daddy! It’s too deep!”

She clenches around me. My shaft bends as I force it in.

“It’s too thick. I can’t take it.”

“Yes you can—and you will. Breathe.” She nods, and exhales sharply. “Relax… You’re choking my cock.”

A filthy pleasure is coiling in my balls. Suddenly I am imagining my barely legal stepdaughter’s belly swollen with my baby. And I can’t stop myself.

“That’s it, babygirl,” I praise her, pressing in deeper. “Take every inch. I’m going to pump you full of cum—knock you up right here the forest.”

The words hit her like a bucket of ice water. Her breath catches—panic flashing in her eyes for one fleeting second. “W-Wait—”

But I don’t.

I press my hips flush against hers, and her protest dissolves into a shattered moan as I paint her womb with cum, deep and unforgiving heat flooding inside of her. Her nails dig into my shoulders, her body arching like a bowstring pulled too tight.

“Fuck—!”

That’s all she gets out before her brain short circuits. I can see it, the exact moment pleasure drowns out fear, her pupils blowing wide, her mouth falling open in a breathless “oh”.

“She’s so tight. So fucking sticky wet. And when I grind into her just right, her back bows off the grass, her thighs clamping around me like she is trying to keep me inside forever.

“That’s it,” I grunt, biting down on her shoulder hard enough to bruise. “Take it. Take every drop.”

Her answer is a broken whimper, her hips rolling mindlessly against mine, chasing her own ruin. No more hesitation. No more thinking. Just her, spread out beneath me like a feast, moaning like a good little girl.

The End


Epilogue: Gratuitous and Sticky


The morning sun slants through the kitchen windows as I sip my coffee, the bitter blackness sharp on my tongue. Across the room, Eun shuffles in, her swollen belly leading the way as she passes her mother near the doorway.

“You should be resting, dear,” her mom chides, adjusting her purse strap. “You’re due any day now.” She presses a kiss to Eun’s forehead before heading out, the front door clicking shut behind her.

The second we’re alone, the air between us buzzes. Eun’s sleepy expression melts into something far more wicked as she pads toward me, her bare feet silent on the tile. Without a word, she pulls the neckline of her nightgown aside, freeing one milk-heavy breast. Her fingers work gently, and a thin stream of milk arcs into my coffee, turning the dark liquid creamy.

“Morning, daddy,” she purrs, licking a stray droplet from her fingertip. Her free hand trails down my chest, lower, until her palm presses against the growing hardness tenting my sweatpants. “Want me to suck your cock before work?”

I set my mug down with deliberate slowness, watching the way her swollen tits rise and fall with each breath. The scent of her—warm milk and sleep and sex—floods my senses. “You’re supposed to be taking it easy, princess,” I murmur, even as my fingers tangle in her hair.

Eun just laughs, soft and bright, already sinking to her knees between my spread legs. “This is me taking it easy.” Her breath ghosts over my erection through the fabric. “Unless you’d rather I ride you instead?”

The kitchen chair creeks under my weight as I lean back. The house is silent except for the hum of the refrigerator—her mother’s perfume still lingering in the air from this morning, the scent of jasmine and denial.

I tug the waistband of my sweatpants down, my cock already hard and ready. “Suck my cock,” I grip myself at the base, giving it a slow pump. Precum pours out and drips on my fingers.

She smiles. Her knees hit the Brazilian cherry hardwood floors with a soft thud, her small hands settle on my thighs. When she leans in, her breath is warm across my shaft. The first lick is tentative—just a kittenish stripe up the underside, and when she gets to the head, a sharp suction and a slurp as she opens her mouth and takes me in.

Her moan vibrates through me, her lips stretching obscenely around my girth. The heat of her mouth is fucking divine, her lips drag along my shaft as her head bobs up and down. She makes exaggerated sucking sounds as saliva and precum mix in her mouth.

“That’s it,” I groan, watching her struggle to take me deeper. “Just like we practiced.”

She pulls back with a gasp, saliva stringing between her lips and my cock. But before she can catch her breath, I’m pushing back in, fucking her face with steady thrusts. The sounds are filthy—wet sucks and choked whimpers, the creak of the chair as my hips piston upward.

I can feel my orgasm building, that familiar coil at the base of my balls. Eun must sense it too because her hands fly to my wrists, not to push away but to hold on as I use her mouth like it’s mine.

“Going to cum in your mouth,” I grunt, my balls drawing up tight. “Swallow every drop.”

Her answering moan is all the permission I need.

The first spurt hits the back of her throat, the next across her tongue. She gags slightly but takes it, her lashes fluttering as I gush heavy white ropes. When I finally let her pull off, she’s a mess—lips red, chin glistening, my cum leaking from the corner of her mouth.

Her nose scrunches. She looks overwhelmed by the volume of cum I just gave her.

“That’s it, clean it all up,” I demand, my breath heavy. She pumps her fist, squeezing out the last pearly drop, before swiping her tongue across my glans. “Swallow every drop like a good girl?”

She nods and opens her mouth for me to check.

Even like this—lips swollen, chin messy, the taste of my cum still thick on her tongue—she looks ethereal.

Her hanbok-style night gown strains across her belly, the delicate embroidery taut over her skin stretched tight with our child. The sash hangs loose, barely tied now, revealing the darkened peak of her nipples beneath the fabric. The way the morning light catches the golden undertones of her skin makes her glow like a painting, some ancient fertility goddess worshipped on her knees.

I stroke her hair, silken and black as ink, watching as she instinctively turns her face into my palm. There is a quiet obedience in the gesture, something deeply traditional in the way she yields without protest, the way her eyes stay lowered, even as her tongue flicks out to clean the last drop from her bottom lip.

“Good girl,” I praise her.

Eun’s hands cradle her stomach as she shifts her weight, wincing slightly as the baby kicks. I lean forward to press my lips to the top of her head. “You take me so well,” I whisper.

The kitchen smells of ginger, green onion, and other Asian spices, the notes of her mother’s cooking lingering in the air. The irony isn’t lost on me; the woman who taught her to be dutiful, to serve without complaint, has no idea how thoroughly her lessons took root.

Some secrets are too sweet to ever let go.
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