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The house is quiet when I come home—or so I thought. The soft hum of the refrigerator, the distant tick of the clock in the living room, the faint rustle of the wind through the open kitchen window. Normal sounds. Familiar.

The lights are low.

Then I hear it.

A low, guttural moan, muffled but unmistakable. It slithers through the hallway like a secret, curling around the edges of the house, slipping under doors. My breath catches. I know that sound, I’ve heard it muffled through walls before when I was younger, but never like this. Never so open.

I should turn away. Walk to my room and close the door. But my feet move on their own.

The hallway stretches before me, dimly lit, the wooden floor cool beneath my bare feet. The sounds grow louder—sharp, rhythmic, wet. A woman’s voice, pleading in Japanese.

Akemi!

My stepdad’s bedroom door is carelessly left half-open, a sliver of golden light spilling out into the hallway. My pulse hammers in my throat as I creep closer, my fingers brushing the wall for balance.

Then I see them. I stand and watch, drawn to the scene by something deeper than curiosity. Something hungry.

Akemi’s legs are braced against my stepdad’s broad shoulder’s, her claves trembling, her toes curling.The sheets are tangled beneath her, her long, dark hair fanned out in wild disarray. Daddy looms over her, his broad back flexing with every thrust, driving into Akemi with a force that makes the bed-frame shudder. And the noises—wet, filthy, the slap of skin on skin, Akemi’s breathy whimpers, stereotypically Japanese, and Daddy’s guttural growls.

But it's his cock that steals my focus. “Oh my God!” I mouth silently as I watch his, thick, veined, huge length of flesh, disappear into Akemi’s hole with each brutal thrust. How is she taking him? How does her body open like that, her tight little pussy hole stretching obscenely around him, swallowing every impossible inch? She looks ruined, her cunt glistening, a white, creamy arousal dripping where they are joined.

I can’t stop watching.

A hot coil of jealousy twists in my stomach. That should be me. The thought comes unbidden, shameful, but undeniable. I want to be the one getting fucked deep by Daddy’s big white cock. God, the way he manhandles her. I want to be that small beneath him. That helpless. That owned by him, my own Asian softness yielding to his white, masculine dominance.

Oh my God, why do you want this? You’re his stepdaughter, Kiyomi!

My fingers twitch at my sides, hesitating. Then—without permission—slide beneath the waistband of my skirt.

Akemi’s back arches off the bed, a broken cry tearing from her throat as Daddy fucks her harder, his hips snapping forward like he can’t get deep enough inside of her. His strong ass and leg muscles flex with every hump. His hands grip her thighs, fingers digging into her soft flesh, claiming her. Possessive. Primal. The way his body moves—like he owns her, like he’d break her apart just to put her back together again.

I bite my lip hard enough to taste copper. My panties are already damp, my fingers slipping through my own wetness, circling my clit in time with Daddy’s thrusts. My breath comes in shallow gasps.

Akemi’s moans pitch higher, more desperate.

“William—please—Iki-sou-da!” I’m gonna come, she cries in Japanese.

Daddy doesn’t answer her with words. Just a grunt, and a hand fisting in her hair, yanking firmly as he pistons into her. The wet schlick of her cunt taking him over and over sends a jolt straight between my legs.

I want that. The realization burned through me. I want him to use me like that. I want him to knock me up.

My fingers work faster, pressing harder, circling my sensitive bud through my pubic hair, my hips rocking against my hand. The image of Daddy above me flashes behind my eyelids, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his huge dick splitting me open—it’s too much. My thighs tremble. My knees threaten to buckle.

Akemi comes with a shattered scream, her canal clamping down around him, her nails raking down his chest. Daddy’s groan is animalistic, his thrusts turning erratic, brutal. “Take it,” he growls. “Take every drop.”

I come with them, my back hitting the wall opposite his bedroom door as pleasure rips through me. I have to sink my teeth into my fist to stifle my own cry.

And then Daddy’s head turns.

Oh God. My heart surges. Heat rushes into my face.

Did he see me?

I don’t wait to find out.

My bedroom door clicks shut behind me, but the images don’t fade. They pulse behind my eyelids, vivid and relentless. The image of him—my stepdad—thrusting into Akemi, his muscles taut, his cock glistening as it stretched her open, won’t leave me.

The shower. I need the shower. Maybe the water will wash away the sin curling inside of me.

I step out of my clothes and turn sideways in front of the mirror, watching as the steam slowly curls around the edges of the glass. My eyes went straight to my ass—to big, to round, completely unlike Akemi’s slender silhouette. I squeeze one cheek experimentally, hating how it fills my hand, how the softness seems to spill between my fingers. I wonder if Daddy notices. If he compares us. If he thinks about my body at all. The thought sends a strange mix of shame and something hotter through me. I stepped in the shower and yank the curtain closed before I could torture myself any longer.

I step under the spray, steam rising in thick curls, but it doesn’t cleanse anything. If anything, the warmth makes it worse. Droplets race down my body like phantom touches, and I bite my lip hard enough to sting.

His hands were so big on her hips. The though slips in. I imagine them on me instead, those rough palms gripping my waist, squeezing. Would he be gentle? Or would he take what he wanted, the way he did with her? My breath hitches as I press my forehead against the cool tile, trying to steady myself.

But the water is too warm, too insistent. It slides between my breasts, tracing paths my own hands itch to follow. I shouldn’t be thinking about him this way—but my body doesn’t care about should or shouldn’t. It remembers the way Akemi moaned, the way my Daddy groaned her name right before he came inside of her.

He didn’t pull out.

So hot. So reckless. I wonder what it feels like to have a man ejaculate inside of me.

The sudden jealousy I feel is a sharp twist in my gut. Akemi got to feel him, got to have him in a way I can’t. It wasn’t fair. My fingers drift lower, skimming over my tummy, and I exhale shakily. This is wrong. So wrong. But the wrongness only makes my pulse throb harder, my skin hypersensitive, every brush of my own touch is magnified.

I close my eyes, and there he is—Daddy, his muscles taut with effort, his cock sticky as he pushed into her.

A whimper escapes me as my fingers bury into my pubic hair and brushed my clit. I imagine it is his hand instead of mine, his rough palm sliding between my slick folds.

What if he had seen me? What if he had turned his head just a second sooner, caught me staring through his open door with my lips parted and my eyes wide. Would he have smirked? Would he have liked it? The thought sends a jolt through me, my fingers circling faster.

The water drowns out my quiet gasps, but nothing can drown out the images. His hands, the way Akemi’s pale legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper. I imagine his weight on me instead, his breath hot on my neck, his voice as he tells me how good I feel, how tight I am.

The fantasy twists my stomach, equal parts shame and need. I should want him so bad. He’s my stepdad—the only man I’ve ever called Daddy. But the water pelts my skin and drowns out reason, my fingers move faster, circling my clit in tight, desperate strokes. My other hand braces against the tile, my nails digging in as I picture him pulling out of Akemi, his thick, white cock slick with her come, and turning to me with those knowing eyes.

You’re wet for me, aren’t you, baby?

A moan tears from my throat. God, yes, I’m so wet, so fucking needy, and it’s all because of him. Because of the way he owned Akemi. I want that. I want him to hump me how he humped her.

My hips jerk forward, chasing the pressure, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter. The water rushes over my breasts, my nipples hard and sensitive, and I imagine his mouth there, suckling, his tongue flicking.

My thighs shake, my breath coming out in ragged gasps as I fuck myself senseless with my fingers, imagining he is the one pushing me against the shower wall, forcing his cock inside of me.

Orgasm crashes over me before I was ready, my back arches, my mouth gapes in a silent scream. Shame floods me just as fast, my body shaking in the aftermath. I slump against the wall, the water has gotten too hot, too suffocating.

Reality crashes in. He didn’t choose me. He chose Akemi. The jealousy burns, acidic and raw.

____

The tatami's woven ridges press cool against my bare soles as I enter the dining area, the morning air carrying the earthy aroma of miso soup with floating wakame seaweed. Daddy’s favorite breakfast spread glistens before him—perfectly scored saba shioyaki with crispy skin, a mound of fluffy white rice, and a small dish of pickled myoga ginger. Steam curls from the cast iron teapot, fogging the morning light that filters through the shoji screens.

I feel the exact moment their eyes land on me. The chopsticks in Akemi's hand pause mid-air above the tamagoyaki she's portioning. Daddy’s newspaper dips slightly, his gaze tracking from my bare legs to the thin cotton shorts riding up my thighs, then higher to where Daddy’s old university t-shirt strains across my chest—no bra, the thin fabric clinging to every curve.

I feel Daddy’s gaze lingering on me—not on my face, not on my bare legs, but directly to the intimate V where my thighs meet. A slow, satisfied warmth spreads through me as I watch his throat bob, his stare tracing the faint outline of my pussy, the way the fabric clings slightly to the curve of my mound, the subtle impression of dark hair beneath the thin cotton.

Akemi's spine straightens further, if possible. "Ojou-sama," she murmurs, bowing just deep enough to be proper. The silver threads in her dark blue kimono catch the light as she moves, her obi tied in an elaborate butterfly knot that must have taken ages. "Breakfast is ready," she adds in English, the words smooth as the lacquered table surface.

Daddy sets down his paper, his knuckles pale around his half-empty teacup. "Good morning, darling." His voice sounds thicker than usual.

"Morning, Daddy." I let my knees sink onto the cushion, deliberately crossing my legs in a way that makes my shorts ride higher. The cushion’s rough texture scratches my exposed thighs—a contrast to the smooth silk of Akemi's kimono as she kneels beside Daddy, pouring his tea with practiced grace.

The memory of last night presses against my ribs—Akemi's choked moans, the rhythmic creak of Daddy’s bed-frame, the way her painted toes had curled against his back when he sank his cock fully inside of her—

"Your miso," Akemi says, sliding the lacquered bowl toward me. Her sleeve brushes William's arm, the deep blue silk whispering against his crisp white shirt. The steam carries scents of dashi and green onions, but all I smell is her—that subtle jasmine perfume she always wears.

I take the bowl, letting our fingers almost touch. Her nails are perfect ovals, painted sheer pink. Mine are bitten ragged, the polish chipped.

Daddy clears his throat. "Sleep well?" His gaze lingers on where my shirt stretches tight across my C-cup-sized tits as I lean forward to take a sip of miso. The broth burns my tongue, but I don't flinch.

"Not really." I let my voice drip with false innocence. "I kept hearing noises. The walls are so thin here."

Akemi's hands freeze over the teapot. Daddy’s jaw tightens.

"Oh?" he says, too carefully. "What kind of noises?"

I take another slow sip of miso, watching them over the rim of my bowl. "Just... creaking. Like someone was moving furniture. Late."

Akemi's throat bobs as she swallows. "Perhaps Ojou-sama should try earplugs," she suggests, her voice too light.

"Or perhaps people should be quieter," I counter, setting my bowl down with deliberate force.

Daddy exhales sharply through his nose. "Kiyomi."

Akemi's laugh tinkles like wind chimes when Daddy mangles a Japanese phrase. She corrects him gently, her little finger brushing his wrist—that intimate, wifely gesture that makes my stomach twist.

"You should practice more, William-san," she teases, her voice soft. "Your accent is still terrible."

"I have better things to do with my tongue," he mutters back in English, low enough that he thinks I won't hear.

I stab at my grilled mackerel, watching the crispy skin flake apart. The fish's dead eye stares back at me.

"At least try the tamagoyaki," Daddy says, nudging the plate toward me. "Akemi made it just how you like it—sweet, with a little mirin."

"I'm not hungry," I lie, pushing it away.

Akemi's eyes flick to the noise, then to my exposed legs, then away. A faint blush creeps up her neck, disappearing beneath her starched collar. Daddy’s newspaper rustles as he adjusts it strategically across his lap.

"You should eat," he insists, his eyes darkening as they linger on my body. "A growing girl needs her strength."

The silence that follows is suffocating. The miso too salty. The tea too bitter. The way my step daddy looks at Akemi—like she's something precious, something to be savored—makes my chopsticks clatter against the bowl.

I take another sip of miso, letting the steam fog my vision—or maybe it's something else blurring my sight as I stare at their intertwined shadows on the tatami. The morning sun stretches them long and tangled across the floor, like they're already fused together.

Akemi's polished fingernails tap lightly against her teacup. "Ojou-sama," she begins in that honeyed voice, "have you considered which university you'll attend this fall?" The question hangs in the air like the steam from Daddy’s tea.

My chopsticks freeze mid-bite. So it begins. "I'm not going to university," I say too loudly, grains of rice tumbling from my utensils.

Daddy’s newspaper lowers an inch. "We've discussed this, Kiyomi. You're—"

"Old enough to decide for myself," I interrupt, watching with satisfaction as Akemi's perfect posture stiffens.

Akemi's smile doesn't reach her eyes. "But education is so important for a young woman's—"

"Future?" I snap. "Or is this about getting me out of the house?" The words taste like bile. "I saw you last night. Both of you."

The color drains from Akemi's face. Daddy’s newspaper hits the table with a slap. "Kiyomi!” His voice carries a warning I choose to ignore.

"You want me gone so you can play house with the help?" My voice cracks on the last word. Akemi's hands fly to her mouth, her carefully cultivated composure shattered.

Daddy stands so suddenly his cushion topples over. "That's enough." His quiet fury terrifies me more than shouting ever could. "Apologize to Akemi this instant."

I jut out my chin. "Make me."

The silence that follows is deafening. Even the household shrine's incense seems to stop mid-curl. Akemi's kimono sleeve trembles as she reaches for my Daddy’s arm—a gesture that makes my vision blur red.

"Don't touch him!" I shove away from the table, sending my bowl crashing to the tatami. Miso soup bleeds into the woven reeds like my shame spreading outward.

Daddy’s hand closes around my wrist with terrifying gentleness. "My office! Now!”

The walk down the hallway stretches endlessly. My pulse thrums where his fingers press against my skin. His hand moves to the small of my back as he guides me forward with terrifying gentleness. He's never touched me like this before. The thought sends a rush of heat through me. He pulls me into his office. The sliding door shuts with a whisper of finality.

"Explain yourself." Daddy’s voice is steel wrapped in silk.

I stare at the family crest on the wall behind him, unable to look him in the eyes. "You were fucking the maid. What more is there to explain?"

“That’s my business, Kiyomi” His sharp intake of breath fuels my recklessness. “Besides, she's just—"

"Better than me?" The words spill out unbidden. "Younger doesn't mean inexperienced, Daddy. I could—"

"Enough." The single word cracks through the room. In one fluid motion, he removes his belt. The leather slithers through the loops with ominous promise. My breath comes in shallow gasps as he points to the desk. "You will learn respect if I have to—"

"Spank it into me?" I meant it as defiance, but my voice betrays me, trembling at the edges.

Daddy’s eyes darken. "Exactly. Bend over,” he says, voice low. Not harsh. Not angry. Just inevitable.

The wood is cool against my palms as I comply, my cotton shorts offering no protection. But it doesn’t matter—because I feel his fingers hook into the waistband and yank them down in one swift motion, the air hitting my exposed skin making me gasp. The sudden vulnerability is electric—I’m exposed, positioned, absolutely at his mercy. Yet beneath the fear thrums something darker, sweeter. This feels…right.

His belt swats against my left cheek without warning, stealing my breath. The pain blooms hot and sudden, forcing a whimper from my throat. The second strike lands lower, right across my pussy. I bite my lip to stifle a whimper.

"You will apologize to Akemi." Crack. "You will control your temper." Crack. "And you will never,"—the belt bites into the tender crease between thigh and cheek—"speak to her like that again."

Tears prick my eyes, but worse is the traitorous heat pooling between my legs. Each sting radiates outward, mixing with something shamefully like pleasure.

I’m so wet…and horny. Just fuck me already! Every blow across my sex rocks me.

When he finally stops, the silence throbs, and I collapse forward, my breasts squished agains the desk. His breathing is ragged behind me. I don't dare turn around, not when my body betrays me like this.

God, can he see how damp I am?

His touch ghosts over my ass possessively over my abused ass, not soothing exactly, but…assessing. The shift is subtle, the way his fingertips knead flesh between strokes.

“Now this," Daddy murmurs, "was never part of the lesson."

I suddenly feel two hands squeeze my flesh and then spread my ass cheeks apart, exposing me. A thumb strokes through my wet seam, pressing just inside of my opening, as if testing how tight I am.

“You’re enjoying this.”

Oh God, yes… I can’t believe this is happening. It’s like a wet dream come true. I should feel violated, disgusted, the man that raised me from the age of nine is touching me in ways a father should never touch his precious angel. I’m not supposed to want this—and he is definitely not supposed to touch me like this!

And I couldn’t be more thrilled.

The belt clatters to the floor between us, its work done.

“You watched us last night.” Not a question.

I nod into the desk.

“How much did you see?”

“Enough.” The word comes out hoarse.

“Look at me when you are speaking.”

I stand up, knees shaking, and turn around to face my stepdad. My hands cross in front of my thighs, a passive attempt to hide the hairy V between my legs. The memory flashes—Akemi's back arching, Daddy’s hand tangled in her hair, the way he'd groaned her name like it was being ripped from his chest. My stomach clenches. “I saw enough,” I said, my eyes meeting his gaze.

The desk presses cold against my thighs as William steps closer, his shadow swallowing me whole. My shorts still pool around my ankles, the cotton damp with my arousal. His fingers hover just above my hip—not touching, not yet—but the heat of him radiates through the thin fabric of his slacks.

"Did it excite you?" His breath stirs the hair at my nape. “Did you like watching me fuck Akemi?”

I lower my gaze, feeling shame—and the burn of jealousy. He touches my chin and our eyes meet. Those eyes were safety when mom died, they held the promise that he would never leave me, that he would love and protect me.

Now they say: I’m gonna fuck you, princess.

"It's okay to feel how you feel." A pause. "Here, I'll go first." His hand moves to the curve of my hip, his palm settles fully against my skin now, warm and heavy. “You might be surprised to know, but I’ve been thinking about you since you turned sixteen. It’s the age of consent here in Japan.” His hand slides to my ass and he gives my flesh a firm squeeze. "You've become such a beautiful woman. So curvy, full, and perfect. You have an ass like the Venus Callipyge.”

The admission punches the air from my lungs. He’s wanted me since I was sixteen. My fingers curl against the desk, nails scraping varnish. Hearing him praise my body, compare my ass to a goddess, made me smile.

“That’s it. There’s that precious smile I love so much.” His hand leaves my ass and touches the side of my face, his thumb brushing my bottom lip. I kiss the tip of his thumb instinctively. "It's your turn," he murmurs. "Tell me the truth."

The words stick in my throat, thick and shameful. But his touch is patient, his sinful confession making me feel safe enough to open up to him.

He feels the same way I do.

"I—" My voice cracks. I swallow, try again. “I thought it was hot. I touched myself as I watched.”

“Naughty girl.” He grins. “Show me.”

My hand slips between my thighs, fingers gliding through slick heat. A whimper escapes me—half-embarrassment, half-relief.

Daddy’s hand moves to his zipper, the metallic sound cuts through the silence obscenely. My breath hitches, the weight of his erection is obvious before he pushes his slacks down his hips. And then—oh God!—it springs free, thick and flushed. I can’t believe this is real. I’ve seen diagrams in school textbooks, Japanese porn is blurry, nothing could have prepared me for the way his thick cock curves up slightly, the way the veins stand out in stark relief against his white skin.

“It’s—bigger up close,” I blurt, then immediately flush at my own childishness. I play it off with a girlish giggle.

Daddy exhales through his nose, half-amused, half-something darker.

He takes my hand and places it on his cock. His flesh is hot. It’s so hard, so…powerful. I feel like I’m holding something dangerous. Something clear oozes from the tip when I move my fist, and I instinctively want to taste it.

“I have to ask, Kiyomi, are you okay with sharing? Because I can't dismiss Akemi. She's an important member of the household and—"

"Yes." The word bursts from me, quiet, sure, surprising us both. I would have said anything to keep him. Besides, I feel a little less jealous of Akemi, now that I am standing here holding his big dick in my hand.

He leans forward and our lips touch. "So eager." He says, before pushing his tongue into my mouth.

____

Daddy turns me gently so that I’m facing his desk once again. “Lean forward,” he orders. I nervously comply. “All the way. Arms out in front.” He pushes down gently on my back, my tits smoosh against the cold mahogany, causing my nipples to tighten. “That’s it, sweetheart.” His fingers trace the dimples at the base of my spine. “Now give me an arch.” His hands hands move to the swell of my hips, coaching me into position. “God, what a perfect ass.”

He kneels down behind me.

"You're trembling," he murmurs, his breath hot against my butt. His thumbs press into the soft flesh, spreading me wide."Relax, princess. Let me take care of you."

“Daddy, I’ve never—”

"Shh. I know, sweetheart. You’ve always been a good girl.” A broad palm smooths up my spine, pressing me firmer against the desk. “Everything is okay. Just feel."

His tongue traces the crease where thigh meets cheek, slow and deliberate. My fingers scramble against polished wood as he nuzzles deeper, his nose pressing into my furry pussy, inhaling deeply. He moves, his tongue tastes me, his nose presses into my butthole. The intimacy of it—the worship in his touch—sends heat pooling low in my belly.

"Perfect," he growls against my skin. "Absolutely perfect."

His thumbs part my labia, the cool air a shock against my most private flesh. A whimper escapes me when he exhales warmly over my exposed skin.

"So tight," he observes, voice thick. "We'll need to prepare you properly."

Before I can process his meaning, Daddy stands up tall and calls out, "Akemi! Would you please come here!”

The shoji screen slides open moments later. I tense, but my Daddy’s hand on my lower back keeps me in place.

A sharp gasp cuts through the room. "Gomen nasai!" Akemi's voice is breathless with shock. “Oh. So sorry to interrupt.” I hear the rustle of silk as she turns away, the floorboards creaking under her quick retreat.

"It's okay, Akemi darling." His fingers trail possessively along my spine. "I'm just teaching Kiyomi a lesson in respect after her outburst during breakfast.”

A beat of silence. Then Akemi's hesitant footsteps approach. When I dare glance back, I see her standing with eyes carefully averted, fingers clutching the hem of her kimono sleeves. The flush on her cheeks matches the heat burning across my own skin.

"Fetch the lubricant from my nightstand," Daddy tells her as casually as if he’d asked her to make tea, his free hand stroking my hip in slow circles.

Akemi bows deeply. "Hai, William-sama."

"And when you return," he adds, his thumb lightly pressing into my tiny opening, "I'd like you to assist me with Kiyomi's... education."

As Akemi bows low, her dark hair slipping forward like a silk curtain, I catch the barest flicker of movement at the corner of her mouth—not the practiced neutrality of a servant, but something secret and knowing. The morning light catches her lowered lashes, and for one unguarded moment, I see it: the quickening of her breath, the faint flush creeping up her neck, the spark in her downcast eyes that has nothing to do with embarrassment. Her fingers tighten almost imperceptibly around her kimono sleeves, not in distress but anticipation, and suddenly I understand—this isn't just obedience. The realization floods through me like something sweet and thick—we're not just sharing Daddy, we're sharing something far more dangerous. A conspiracy of desire, hidden beneath layers of silk and propriety, and the knowledge that she wants this too makes my skin prickle with something far more intoxicating than shame.

For a long moment, she remains frozen in her bow. Then, with another quiet "Hai," she turns and slips from the room, her tabi socks whispering against the tatami.

Moments later the shoji door slides open again with a whisper and I know that Akemi has returned. I can only glimpse her before she’s out of view, disappearing behind me—Daddy’s broad frame cages me agains the desk, his hands still gripping my ass—but I can hear the click of plastic as the bottle of lube is opened.

“Good girl,” Daddy murmurs, and for a dizzying moment, I think he’s speaking to me—until his hands release their grip on my cheeks, and I realize he’s praising her.

“Go ahead and undress,” Daddy says, and I hear the rustle of fabric as Akemi unties her obi and lets her kimono hit the floor.

My breath catches as she steps into view, her body unfolding like a secret I wasn’t meant to see—slender but curved in all the right places, her small breasts high and tipped with pale pink, her waist dipping in before flaring out to hips that sway ever so slightly as she moves. There’s a neat, delicate trim between her thighs, and the sight of it sends a hot twist of something through me, equal parts envy and want. No wonder Daddy likes her so much. The thought burns, but I can’t look away. She’s all grace and quiet confidence, like she’s known this moment was coming all along.

Akemi kneels beside me, her spine straight, her hands resting lightly on her thighs. There’s no hesitation in her, no false modesty—just a quiet readiness that makes my stomach clench. Her dark eyes flick to mine, just for a second, and there’s something in them that wasn’t there before—a challenge, maybe, or an invitation. I swallow hard, suddenly hyperaware of my own body, the way my thighs are still spread, the way Daddy holds me down so that I couldn’t resist even if I wanted to.

Akemi’s lips curve, just slightly, as if she can hear the frantic beat of my heart. She knows, I realize. She knows exactly what she’s doing to me. And the worst part? I don’t even mind.

“Take this,” Daddy hands Akemi the bottle, “lube my sweet stepdaughter’s pussy…generously, please,” he adds.

A slick fingertip presses against my entrance, and I instinctively arch into it, breathing the softest appreciative moan. The slick coolness of Akemi’s touch makes me gasp, followed by a slow, burning stretch as she eases a second finger inside.

“Our little princess is enjoying herself.”

“Yes,” Akemi softly responds, her other hand settling on my hip. “Ojo-sama is very tight.”

“That’s it. Work her open for me.”

Akemi obeys, her small fingers stretching me, massaging lube into my tight canal, curling her fingers just enough to make me gush.

Of course she knows how to touch me.

“She squirts,” Daddy chuckles.

“You should be gentle with her,” Akemi chides softly. “Not like you were with me the first time we had sex.”

“Ah, yes. What was that you called me?”

“A beast,” Akemi answers, her voice laced with a mix of accusation and reverence. “My pusshi was so sore after. For two days. No sex.”

The word sends a shiver through me.

“And yet you came back for more. Kept sneaking into my room at night, huh.”

Akemi doesn’t deny it. Instead, I hear the wet sound of her palm smoothing over Daddy’s cock, the slick drag of lube as she coats him. My mind races—my step daddy, thick and heavy in her grip, preparing him to fuck me—his precious little girl.

Akemi’s fingers withdraw, leaving me achingly empty. I let out a sigh as Daddy’s hands tighten on my hips, pulling me back against him. I feel his blunt end press into me. “Ready, princess?”

“Mhm.” I nod.

He doesn’t make me wait.

Daddy’s hands grip my hips, his thumbs pressing into the dimples at the base of my spine. I feel the blunt pressure of his glans against my slick sex, hot and insistent. My breath comes in shallow gasps as he pauses, letting me adjust to just the idea of him.

"Breathe, Ojo-sama,” Akemi murmurs beside me. Her fingers lace through mine, cool against my flushed skin. "Just like that."

My pussy resists him at first, then I feel it. “Ow! Ow! Ouch!” I hiss at the back of my teeth, wincing at the white hot sensation of my hymen yielding, of being opened wider than I ever thought possible.

Fuck! He’s inside me.

The moment stretches like honey—slow, thick, agonizing. I whimper, my nails digging into the desk as Daddy’s dick sinks deeper with torturous slowness.

Akemi's lips brush my temple. "So beautiful," she whispers. Her hand slides between us, fingers dancing where we're joined. "Look how well she takes you, William-sama."

“Rub her little asshole,” he instructs.

Akemi complies, and I feel her finger massaging slick circular strokes against my butthole. “Feel good?”

“Hai, Akemi-san,” I moan.

“It’s very tight.”

I feel my butthole stretch open. Pressure. A sense of fullness like never before, and a slick, gliding internal massage.

“That’s it, finger her little asshole while I fuck her.”

For a moment I am lost in the sounds of breathing, of praise spoken in low tones, of the shlick sound of my step daddy’s lubricated cock moving inside of my birth canal.

“Oh God,” I murmur. “Yes..”

“She’s close,” Akemi says. “You’re gonna make her come, William-sama”

“She’s gonna make me come,” Daddy answers, his breath ragged. “I’m about to lose myself in this tight pussy.”

Akemi captures my moan with her mouth, her kiss as gentle as my Daddy’s movements are deliberate. I'm suspended between them—Daddy’s strength pushing into my body, Akemi's softness at my lips—utterly cherished, completely claimed.

The pistoning in both of my holes builds like a storm. I feel Daddy’s control fraying in the uneven rhythm of his hips, in the way his fingers dig into my hips and pull me towards his thrusts. When his release comes, it's with a guttural cry, his entire body shuddering as he spills deep inside.

The realization hits me like lightning—he didn't pull out. He came inside of me. I can feel it, hot and pooling deep in my core. The intimacy of it, the sheer recklessness, sends me tumbling over the edge after him.

“Iki-sou-da!” I whimper in Japanese. “I’m coming!”

My mouth opens in a silent cry, my eyes squeeze shut and all I see is stars bursting in the darkness.

I have never felt a more powerful orgasm! Having a thick cock fill me, giving my tight canal something to clench around during my climax, and the friction of being fucked through every pulse, is even more amazing than I could have imagined. Akemi’s finger up my butt adds to the sensation of being completely filled, giving both my holes something to squeeze.

Akemi holds me through the aftershocks, her lips tracing the shell of my ear as she murmurs praise in both English and Japanese—words I barely comprehend through the haze of pleasure and breathless gasping.

My Daddy pulls out of me slowly, and the sound is obscenely wet—a soft, slick noise that makes my cheeks burn. The sudden emptiness is shocking, a cool rush of air against heated skin where he’d been buried so deeply just moments before. I feel the evidence of what we’ve done trickling down my inner thighs, sticky and warm, and the realization sends another shudder through me.

“Wow. So much come,” Akemi’s fingers carefully probe my gaped-open pussy. “Her hymen stretched. So good! She didn’t even bleed.”

“Was it like you’d imagined?” My step daddy murmurs, his voice rough as his hands slide around my waist, steadying me as my legs threaten to give out.

I’m still panting, my heartbeat a wild drum in my ears. “Oh my God, yes,” I gasp, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. Just last night I was watching him hump our housekeeper, jealous, wishing it was me, while today, he’s praising me for taking his big white cock like a good girl.

Dreams do come true.

Daddy’s lips touch the curve of my ass as he kneels behind me, his breath hot against my skin. “Took every inch like you were made for it.” His thumb traces the dip of my spine, possessive and praising all at once. “Didn’t even flinch.”

Akemi’s fingers brush my damp hair back from my forehead, her touch feather-light. “You were perfect,” she says, her voice a low, satisfied purr. “So responsive. So good for him.”

I melt into their words, into the way they’re both touching me—Akemi’s nails scraping lightly over my scalp, Daddy’s palm gently smacking my ass, indulging in the fleshy jiggle. The praise coils warm in my chest, brighter than the aftershocks still dancing along my nerves.
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