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This is a work of fiction with no connection to real individuals or events. All characters are consenting adults. It contains taboo themes, including:

	Younger woman older man age gap
	Forced impregnation/Bareback sex
	Man-of-the-house/stepdaughter dynamic
	Assplay
	Domination/Submission
	MFF
	WMAF


If these themes disturb you, please refrain from reading. Protect your mental health.

For those who enjoy dark, forbidden romance with an HEA (happily ever after), proceed at your discretion.


Chapter One

Six weeks in Seoul, and I still can't remember which spoon is which. Or maybe I just don’t care. The big one for soup, the smaller for rice. Ms. Hana showed me on my first morning, her hand hovering over the drawer like she was handling something sacred. “This one”, she said, tapping the larger spoon with a manicured nail. “For kimchi jjigae. You remember?”

I said yes. I still reach for the wrong one every time.

She doesn't correct me anymore. Just watches, lips pressed together, and sets the table around me like I'm not there.

Her name is Ms. Hana. I don't know her full name. I don't know if I'm supposed to ask. She's in her late thirties, maybe early fourties—the kind of age that's hard to guess on a woman who takes care of herself. Her hair is pulled back in a low knot, not a strand out of place. Her skin is smooth, pale in the way older Korean women prize, the result of sun avoidance and good genes and probably a hundred skin products.

She wears a hanbok every day. Not the simple kind. Silk, mostly. Today's is the color of jade, with a jeogori that fits close to her ribcage and a skirt that pools around her ankles like water. The fabric whispers when she walks. I hear her coming before I see her.

They seem impractical for cleaning. Too delicate. Too beautiful. But she moves in them with a grace that makes the impractical seem natural. Her movements are practiced and deliberate, almost as if she's performing a ritual.

She's in the kitchen now, preparing his evening coffee. I'm at the dining table, my sketchbook open in front of me, pretending to work. The light falls across her shoulders, catching the iridescence of her sleeves.

She doesn't know I'm watching her. Or maybe she does.

Her hands are elegant. I notice them every time. Her nails are filed into perfect ovals, no polish.When she measures the coffee grounds, her movements are slow and deliberate, like she's performing a ritual. She uses a brass scoop that she brings from her own home, not the plastic one that came with the machine. I've seen her wash it by hand and wrap it in a cloth before she leaves each evening.

She treats his coffee like it matters.

When she hears his key in the front door, her posture changes. A small thing. The lift of her chin. The softening of her mouth. She turns toward the entryway with the cup already in her hands, steam rising from the surface, and she's ready before he's even through the threshold.

"Eoseo oshipsio," she says, bowing at the waist. Welcome home.

Captain Robert Reeves, my stepdad, is a tall white man, just over six feet, with a lean build that carries his forty-seven years well. His face is clean-shaven, his jawline strong, his dark hair cropped short and graying at the temples.

He takes the cup from her. Their fingers don't touch—I watch for it, and they don't touch—but something passes between them. A look. A pause. The kind of silence that means something.

"Thank you, Hana," he says. His voice is different with her. Lower. Softer. Less like the military briefings he gives over the phone and more like... I don't know. Something I don't have a word for.

He notices me then, sitting at the table. "Jennifer. What are you working on?" His eyes drop to my open sketchbook with genuine interest, and I feel a small flutter of something—pleasure, maybe. Relief.

I turn the sketchbook toward him. It's not finished. Just the outline of Namsan from the window of my studio, the tower a thin needle at the top, the city sprawling beneath it in loose, gestural strokes. I've been trying to capture the way Seoul stacks on top of itself—old hanok villages pressed against glass skyscrapers, mountains rising behind it all like a held breath.

"Just drawing,” I say. "There's this view from my studio. I've been trying to get it right for days."

He studies the page. His hand comes to rest on the table beside mine.

"You're drawing is incredible, sweetheart,” he says. "The way you've done the mountains—there's something about the weight of them. Like they're holding the city in place."

I blink. "You see that?"

He looks at me, and there's warmth in his expression. Real warmth. "I see a lot when I look at your work, Jennifer. I always have."

It's true. He's always looked at my drawings differently than my mother did. She would glance, nod, say “that's nice, honey” in a voice that meant she was already thinking about something else. But he would stop. He would look. He would point to a corner I'd spent hours on and say “this is good”—or “I love this detail,” like he understood something I hadn't even put into words.

He was the one who bought me my first set of charcoal pencils. The good ones, not the student grade my mother said was fine. He came home with them wrapped in tissue paper and set them on my desk without a word, just a small smile, like it was a secret between us.

"You're really seeing Korea," he says now, tapping the sketch. "Not the postcard version. The real one."

I nod, and something loosens in my chest. "It's hard sometimes. Feeling like I belong here." I hesitate, then add, "I look Korean. But everyone knows I'm not. Not really. They hear my accent, or they watch me fumble with the wrong spoon, and they know I wasn’t born here.”

His expression softens. "You belong wherever you decide to belong. Think of re-discovering your roots as an art.”

"That sounds like something from a motivational poster."

He laughs. "Probably. Doesn't make it less true."

I smile down at my sketchbook. "I want to get it right. The drawing, I mean. I want to understand this place. It's my grandmother's home. My grandparents' home. I feel like... if I can see it clearly enough, draw it well enough, maybe I'll understand something about myself too."

He's quiet for a moment. When I look up, he's watching me with an expression I can't quite name. Something proud. Something else, underneath, that makes my stomach tighten.

"You will," he says. "You have the eye for it. You always have."

He reaches out and touches the corner of my sketchbook, his fingers brushing the edge of the page. The gesture is casual, but his hand lingers. I notice his thumb, the shape of his knuckles, the way his wedding ring catches the light.

"Don't rush it," he says. "You're here now, attending the best art school here in Korea. You have time."

I nod. "I know. I just..." I glance toward the window, toward the city glowing beyond it. "I want to feel like I'm not pretending."

He follows my gaze. For a moment, we're both looking at the same dark window, at the reflection of the kitchen superimposed over the city outside—his reflection, and mine, and behind us, Ms. Hana, standing very still by the counter.

"You're not pretending," he says quietly. "You're becoming."

Then he bends down, and his lips brush my forehead.

It's quick. Barely a breath. But I feel the warmth of his mouth against my skin long after he pulls away.

He doesn't straighten right away. He stays close, one hand resting on the back of my chair. His thumb grazes my shoulder, featherlight, before he pulls back.

"I'm very happy you're here, Jennifer."

I look up at him. His face is open in a way I rarely see. Unarmored.

He moves across the kitchen and sets his empty cup on the counter.

"You brighten this place," he turns to me and says. "Makes me feel less homesick having you around."

The words settle in my chest. I want to say something—I’m happy too or I didn't know you felt that way or maybe nothing at all, just let the moment hold. But before I can speak, he smiles, then straightens and turns toward Ms. Hana. The smile doesn't leave his face. If anything, it settles into something familiar, something comfortable.

"Another coffee in my office in 30 minutes, Hana,” he says. His hand reaches out, fingers brushing her arm just below the sleeve of her jeogori. “I will be working late this evening.”

Her chin dips. A small nod. "Yes sir,” she says. Her voice is even, professional. But there's a slight softening around her eyes, a barely perceptible lift at the corner of her mouth. I will bring it.

He gives her arm a light squeeze before letting go, then disappears down the hall.

I watch Ms. Hana.

She stands very still for a moment after he's gone, her eyes fixed on the hallway where he disappeared. Her fingers find the spot on her arm where he touched her. She doesn't rub it. But her thumb presses there, just once, like she's trying to hold onto something. Then she turns back to her duties in the kitchen.

Her movements are the same as always. Deliberate. Graceful. Almost ritual. She returns to the counter where his coffee cup sits empty. She picks it up with both hands, cradles it for a moment longer than necessary. When she sets it in the sink, the clink of ceramic against porcelain is sharper than it needs to be.

She takes up the dishcloth and begins wiping the counter. Her strokes are slower now, more methodical. Her gaze drifts toward the hallway, then back to her hands. Drifts again. Her jaw is set in a way I haven't seen before. Not quite a frown. Something held in.

When she reaches the spot directly in front of me, her hand pauses.

She looks at me. Not at my face—at my forehead. The place where his lips touched. Her eyes linger there for a long, unreadable moment before she drops her gaze and moves to the other side of the counter and she begins wiping it down.

"You are close," she says. Not a question.

"He's my stepfather," I say. “What about you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw how you looked at him. I mean, you are beautiful, single, and my stepdad is handsome, don’t you think?”

"He is good man," she says, not looking at me. "Your stepfather." The way she says stepfather feels deliberate, like she's reminding me of something I might have forgotten.

"He's always busy," I say.

"He is important man." She reaches for another cup and begins preparing more coffee. "He works hard. He takes care of people."

She carefully pours coffee.

"Takes care of you?"

The words come out before I can stop them. My cheeks flush. I don't know why I said it. Maybe because I've been watching her for three weeks.

She stops, puts the coffee pot down. The light from the window catches her profile, the delicate line of her jaw, the small frown that pulls at her mouth. "I have worked in many houses," she says. "American houses. Korean houses. Some good, some not good. Here..." She pauses, choosing her words with care. "Here, I am treated with respect."

"That's not what I asked."

She tilts her head. Just slightly. Enough to let me know that she heard the question, that she understood it, that she's choosing not to answer it.

"You are young," she says. "You will learn. There are things that are not your business. This is one of them."

She picks up the tray she's prepared—his coffee cup, now brimming, and a small plate of yakgwa that she made this morning, the honey cookies arranged in a precise circle. She carries it toward the study, her skirt whispering against the floor, and I watch her go because I can't stop watching her.

“You do know he’s married, right?” The words come out sharper than I intended. A challenge. A test. I'm not sure which.

She stops. Not abruptly—she's too graceful for that. But her body stills in the doorway, the tray balanced perfectly in her hands. For a moment, she doesn't turn around. I watch the back of her head, the perfect knot of her hair, the straight line of her shoulders beneath the jade silk.

Then she turns. Her face is calm. Composed. But there's something in her expression that makes my skin prickle. Not anger. Something cooler. Like she’s holding on to a secret. "You are an artist," she responds. Her voice is soft, measured, the way you might speak to a child who has asked a question they don't yet understand. "You should focus on your art. On your studies. On becoming the woman you want to be."

She pauses, letting the words settle. She lifts the tray slightly, a subtle gesture that reminds me of her purpose here. "Leave adult matters to adults. You have your whole life ahead of you. Do not waste it worrying about things that do not concern you."

She turns back toward the hallway. Her skirt pools around her ankles as she moves, the fabric catching the light. I want to say something else. I want to make her flinch, make her drop that perfect composure even for a second. But my throat is dry, and my hands are trembling slightly, and I don't know what I would say anyway.

She pauses one last time at the threshold.

"Your stepfather,” she says without looking back. “He would want you to paint. Not to watch."

Then she is gone, her footsteps soft and measured as she carries the tray toward his study. I hear the door open. I hear his voice, low and warm, greeting her. I hear her response, too quiet to make out the words.

The door closes.

I am alone in the kitchen with my blank sketchbook and the smell of her perfume and the echo of her voice in my ears. I look down at my hands. They are still shaking. I sit there for what feels like a long time, my eyes fixed on the hallway where she disappeared.

What are they doing in there? She brought him his coffee, but she didn't come back out. I've noticed this before—how she lingers in his study after she brings his evening coffee. Sometimes thirty minutes. Sometimes longer. I hear their voices through the walls, low and murmuring, her Korean accent flowing like water, his voice is slower but warm.

My stomach tightens.

Does my mother know? Does she know that the maid spends time behind closed doors with her husband? Does she know about the subtle touches and the way he softens when Hana enters a room?

I think about my mother back in Virginia. She calls every Sunday, her voice bright and distracted, asking if I'm eating well, if I'm staying out of trouble. She never asks about him. Not really. She asks if he's working too hard, if he's taking care of himself, but the questions feel like obligations. Like lines she's memorized.

I don't know what their marriage is. I've never known. It’s only been four years, and it seemed like he was deployed half the time. Then he retires from active duty and takes this job at the embassy here in Korea. I don’t know, they’ve always seemed a little distant.

I stand up before I decide to. My chair scrapes against the floor, too loud in the quiet kitchen. I freeze, listening. No response from the study. No footsteps in the hallway.

I move toward the hall.

My feet are bare against the cold floor. Each step feels deliberate, like I'm crossing a line I can't uncross. The hallway stretches ahead of me, dark except for the light spilling from beneath his door. I walk slowly, my hand brushing the wall to steady myself, my heart beating harder than it should be.

When I reach the door, I see it. It didn't latch. The door is slightly ajar. Just a crack. A sliver of amber light cutting through the darkness, narrow enough that maybe he doesn't know. Maybe she doesn't know. Maybe neither of them realize that the door is open, even a little.

I press closer. My eye finds the crack. And I look.

“OH MY GOD!” I gasp in shock, my hands fly to cover my mouth. I hope they didn’t hear.

My stepdad is sitting in his chair, his dress pants pooled around his ankles, his shirt still on but unbuttoned, his tie gone. His head is tipped back against the leather, his eyes half-closed, his mouth slack.

And she's on her knees between his legs. Ms. Hana. The woman who’s been making my dinner, serving me tea, and keeping house, is sucking my stepdad’s dick! Her hanbok is open, the jade silk fallen away from her shoulders, her breasts bare and full in the lamplight. She’s squeezing her breast with one hand and stroking his shaft with the other. Her hair has come loose from its knot, dark strands sliding over her shoulders as she moves. Her mouth is on him. I can see exactly what she's doing. The way her lips stretch around his dick. The way her tongue moves. The way her hand grips the base, stroking in rhythm with her mouth.

I should look away, but I don't. I can’t. Instead, I watch and listen.

“I love sucking your cock so much, master.” I hear Hana say in her heavily accented English. “I’m such a whore for you.”

“Yes, my good little Asian whore.” He leans forward and buries his hand in her hair, fingers tangled in the dark strands, holding her there. “Ahh, yeah,” I hear him groan. “Fuck, that’s it. I love how your mouth feels on my cock.” His hand is buried in her hair, fingers tangled in the dark strands, holding her there. He’s forcing her down on him, gently, just keeping her where he wants her. His hips shift forward, a small thrust, and she takes him deeper without flinching, without missing a beat.

Until she chokes, and he releases her. She comes up gasping, stroking his dick. She makes a sound—a hum, low and satisfied—and puts her mouth right back on him.

“You love sucking that big white cock, don’t you,” he asserts, his fist tightening in her hair.

“Mmmmm.” She takes her mouth off of him long enough to say “you have such a perfect cock, sir. I’m going to drain your balls.”

I can't stop staring at her. At the way her body curves, the way she seems completely unashamed, sucking her master’s cock while he pulls her hair. The degrading language.

Then she glances up at him, her lips puckered around the head of his cock, kissing the bell-shaped flesh. There's something almost smug in the way she looks at him. Like she owns him, not the other way around. It makes my face burn and my stomach tighten. Between my legs, there's this pulsing heat that I can't ignore, that only gets worse the longer I watch. I press my thighs together without meaning to.

Then a sudden realization hits me like a slap. I’m not just shocked. I’m not just curious. I’m actually a little jealous. Okay, more than a little jealous. And I have no clue why! My stepdad is an attractive man, but he’s still my stepdad!

My hand presses flat against the doorframe. My knuckles are white. I should hate this. I should be disgusted. I should turn around right now and go to my room and never think about what I'm seeing ever again. I should probably tell mom.

But I’m jealous of her, because she gets to have him like this. She gets to be the one who makes him feel good. She gets to kneel at his feet and give him head and walk through our house afterward in her silk dress like she belongs there. Like she belongs to him. I’m jealous of the fact that she’s the one on her knees for him, and I’m not.

What the hell is wrong with me? I continue to look, unable to turn my eyes away. I don't move. I watch her head bob up and down. I watch his hips buck. I watch his hand fist in her hair, pulling just enough to make her gasp, and I feel something hot and ugly curl low in my belly.

It feels like when I was sixteen and figured out how to clear the browser history on the computer. Those nights staying up late, watching videos I definitely wasn’t supposed to see, my hand between my legs, heart racing like I was committing a crime.

Then she stops. Hana pulls her mouth away slowly, her lips slick. She reaches for the coffee cup. The coffee cup she carried on the tray. She holds it in both hands. Then she brings it to him, but she doesn’t hand it to him. She positions the rim just below the tip of his penis, her other hand wrapped around his shaft, and she starts to jerk him off. Her fist pumps, her hand slicks over him.

“I’m gonna cum,” I hear him say. His voice is low, strained.

“Give me your cum, sir.” She adjusts the cup, tilts it perfectly beneath the tip, her other hand jerks him off. “I want your cum.”

And then he blows his load. Hana flinches, surprised by the first creamy jet, and lets out a little yelp. “Oh!” She keeps stroking, milking him.“Yes, just let it all go. I want you to give me all of your cum.”

Holy shit, that’s hot! I think to myself as I watch the thick white gushes spilling from the tip of my stepdad’s penis, streaming down into the cup.

When she milks the last drop free, she sets the cup down on the desk beside her. She picks up a small silver spoon and stirs, slow circles. Then she lifts the spoon to her lips.

“Drink up,” he says with a satisfied smile on his face.

“Eww. Gross.” The words slip quietly out before I can stop them. I’m in pure shock as I watch Hana drink my stepdad’s cum like coffee creamer. But even as I say it, my body is sending other signals. My face is hot. My thighs are pressed together. My pulse is hammering in my ears.

There’s no shame in her, just pure delight. She brings the cup to her lips and drinks, and makes a small sound, a hum, satisfied and private.

“Enjoying your coffee, Ms. Hana?”

When she lowers the cup, she looks at him and says something in Korean. Her voice is soft, almost reverent. I understand enough Korean to know what she said. She’s just told him that she loves drinking her master’s cum.

She sets the cup down and lowers herself into a bow. Her bare shoulders are pale in the lamplight, her open hanbok pooling around her like spilled water.

“Have I pleased you?” She asks, as if to seek his approval before leaving.

My stepdad leans forward and fondles Ms. Hana’s breasts. “Yes. You please me very much. You may go now.”

When she’s composed, she places the coffee cup and spoon back on the tray. She doesn’t look at him. She walks toward the door, and my heart seizes.

Panic shoots through me. I pull back from the door, my heart slamming against my ribs. I need to move. I need to get out of here before she opens that door and finds me standing here like some kind of pervert, watching, wanting—

I scramble down the hallway, my bare feet silent against the cold floor. The kitchen is dark, the living room darker. I press myself against the wall just past the hallway entrance, my back flat against the cool plaster, my hand pressed over my mouth to muffle my breathing.

Behind me, I hear the study door open.

Soft footsteps. The whisper of silk against the floor.

I hold my breath. My eyes are wide, staring at nothing. I can feel my pulse in my throat, in my temples, between my legs.

The footsteps pause. For one terrible second, I think she's standing there, looking down the hallway, knowing exactly where I am.

Then the footsteps continue. Toward the kitchen. Toward the back of the house. Away from me.

I wait until I hear the soft click of the kitchen door closing. I count to ten. To twenty. To thirty. Then I move.

I slip down the hallway, past his closed study door, past the stairs, toward my room. My hands are shaking. My legs feel like they might give out. I don't breathe until I'm inside, until the door is shut behind me, until I've pressed my back against the wood and slid down to the floor.

My heart is still racing.

I sit there for a long moment, my knees pulled up to my chest, my forehead resting against them. My skin is hot. My thoughts are a mess of images I can't stop replaying—her on her knees, his head tipped back, the thick white gushes spilling into the cup, her lips closing around the spoon, swallowing, looking at the door.

I push myself up off the floor. Cross to my bed. Crawl onto it, still in the clothes I've been wearing all day, and lie there staring at the ceiling.

My room is dark except for the lights of Seoul filtering through the window and the light from the lamp on my nightstand. The city glows amber and white, a thousand windows flickering in the distance. Somewhere out there, people are living normal lives. Eating dinner. Watching TV. Going to sleep.

I'm lying here thinking about my stepfather's cum. I wonder what it tastes like. The thought comes unbidden, intrusive. I should be grossed out, but I don’t push the thought out of my mind. I press the heels of my hands against my eyes. Breathe in. Breathe out.

It doesn't help.

The images are still there, burned into the backs of my eyelids. His hand in her hair. Her bare breasts in the lamplight. The way he sounded when he came. The way she swallowed that coffee with cum in it.

I roll onto my side. My sketchbook is on the nightstand where I left it this morning. My charcoal pencils are scattered beside it, the points dull from a day of not drawing anything real. I reach for them. My fingers find the sketchbook, pull it onto the pillow in front of me. I open to a blank page. Pick up a charcoal pencil. My hand is still shaking, but I press the tip to the paper anyway.

I start with the hands. Delicate hands. Nails filed into perfect ovals. I draw them curved around the shaft, the fingers wrapped just tight enough to control. I remember the way she held him, the confidence in her grip, the way she stroked him like she'd done it a hundred times before, her hand gliding over his skin.

My pencil moves faster. I draw the cup next, held steady beneath the tip. The rim positioned perfectly to catch what spills out. I shade the shadow beneath it, the curve of the porcelain, the way her fingers curled around the handle.

Then I draw his…very big dick.

Just the tip at first. The head, the slit, the way it looked right before he came. I remember how it pulsed, how the first thick gush seemed to surprise her when it shot out, his hips jerking forward like he couldn't control it.

My mouth is dry. My hand moves of its own accord, adding the stream of cum flowing down into the cup. Thick white lines that pool and settle. I shade the weight of it, the way it looked heavy even from my limited view.

Line by line, the image comes together on the page. And with every stroke of charcoal, with every shadow I deepen, every curve I define, the heat between my legs builds.

I press my thighs together without meaning to. My breath comes shallower. My skin is electric, every nerve ending alive, and I can't stop drawing, can't stop remembering, can't stop wondering.

What did it taste like? Was it bitter? Salty? Warm? Did she like it?

My pencil moves faster. I draw the way her head tilted back when she drank. The line of her throat. The way her eyes closed.

I imagine myself in her place. On my knees. His hand in my hair. The cup in my hands.

My thighs press tighter together. My hand trembles, leaving a dark smudge across the page. I don't fix it. I keep drawing. When I’m done, I set down the charcoal.

The drawing stares up at me from the page. The delicate hands, the cup, the thick white stream of sperm. It's good. Maybe the best thing I've drawn since I got here. Every line is alive, every shadow exactly where it should be.

But it's not enough.

The heat between my legs hasn't faded. If anything, it's worse now. A pulsing, insistent ache that I can't ignore, that I don't want to ignore anymore.

I look at my nightstand. The small hand mirror I use for self-portraits sits there, its silver backing catching the light from the window. I reach for it. My fingers close around the handle, cool against my burning skin.

Then I slip out of my shorts. My panties come with them, sliding down my thighs, pooling around my ankles. I kick them off onto the floor.

I lie back against my pillows, my knees bent, my feet flat on the mattress. The mirror feels heavy in my hand. I hold it above me, angling it down, and what I see makes my breath catch.

My pussy is completely smooth. Bare. I've kept myself shaved for years now, a habit I picked up in high school and never let go of. There's something about the cleanness of it, the way it feels against my panties. In the dim light of my room, the skin there looks soft, vulnerable. I tilt the mirror lower, parting my knees wider, and there it is. The pink center of my kitty, soft and glistening, open and exposed without any hair to hide it. A blossom, I think. That's what it looks like. A flower opening.

I've looked at myself like this before. Many times. When I was younger, just figuring out my body, I used to sit in front of my bedroom mirror with my knees open and a hand mirror angled just right, trying to understand what I was touching, what it looked like, what made me feel good. It became a habit after a while—something I did when I wanted to be alone with myself, when I wanted to see what was happening instead of just feeling it. There's something about watching that makes it better. Makes it hotter.

Tonight I can't stop staring at the way the folds of me catch the light, at the tiny pearl hidden at the top, at the entrance below it. So small. So impossibly snug.

I press a finger there, just at the opening, and feel the resistance. The tightness. I'm a virgin. I've known that, of course, but I've never felt it so acutely. Never tested the boundaries of my own body like this. The thought of anything larger than my finger pushing inside me seems impossible. Forbidden.

My stepfather is thick. I saw that tonight. The weight of him in Hana's hand, the way her lips stretched around him. I imagine him inside of me and the thought makes me ache.

I press harder against that small opening, not pushing in, just feeling. My finger slips lower, through the wetness that's been building there since I pressed my eye to the crack in his door. I'm soaked. I can feel it coating my fingers, sliding against my skin. When I shift my hips, I feel the wetness spreading beneath me, soaking into the sheets. Sticky. Creamy. The evidence of what this is doing to me leaking out of me, pooling against the fabric.

I find the spot that makes me gasp. My hips buck before I can stop them. The mirror shakes in my hand, but I don't lower it. I want to see.

I circle that tiny pearl with my fingertip, slow at first, then faster. My breath comes in sharp little pulls. In the mirror, I watch my own fingers move, watch my thighs tremble, watch the pink center of me flush darker with every stroke. I squeeze my pelvic floor muscles and the opening of my sex contracts. More wetness seeps out of me, trailing down between my legs, and I can feel it pooling under my butthole, warm and slick against my skin.

I think about her on her knees. The way she looked up at him. The way she seemed to appreciate being degraded. The way she swallowed.

I think about his hand in her hair. All of the dirty things he said to her. And the sound he made when he came.

I think about what it would feel like to be the one holding the cup—To taste what she tasted.

There’s that intrusive thought again. Why am I so curious to taste cum? His cum…

“Mmmm.” I moan, chasing sensation.

My finger moves faster. My hips rise off the bed. The mirror shakes, the image blurring, but I don't need to see anymore. I can feel everything. The pressure building, the coil tightening low in my belly, the slick heat of my own fingers against that impossible tightness.

I press at the entrance again, just the tip of my finger, and imagine it's not my finger at all. Something thicker. Something that would stretch me open, fill me completely.

My stepfather's big cock, pistoning inside of me. His big hands holding me down as he breeds me. The thought breaks something loose inside me.

My climax tears through me without warning. My back arches off the bed, my thighs clamping together around my hand, and I let out a sound that's halfway between a gasp and a whimper. It's high and desperate, nothing like the controlled silence I usually keep. I don't try to hold it back. I don't care. My mouth falls open, and the whimper becomes a moan, low and raw, as the pleasure rips through me in pulsing waves.

My body is not my own anymore. I’m possessed, shaking, trembling, hips jerking against my hand as I ride out the sensation. “Ohhhhh, fuck yes,” I bite down on my bottom lip to keep from being too loud. I can feel myself clenching around nothing, my inner muscles contracting in rhythm with each wave of pleasure, and the wetness between my legs is obscene now, soaking the sheets beneath me, sticking to my thighs, evidence of how thoroughly I've lost control.

I whimper again. Louder this time. I can’t help it. The sound fills my room, and somewhere in the house, someone might hear me. I don't care. I let the orgasm wreck me.

When it’s finally over, I lie there gasping, the mirror still clutched in my trembling hand, my thighs still slick, my heart pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat. My sheets are ruined beneath me. I can feel the wet patch spreading under my hips, warm and cooling slowly against my skin.

I lower the mirror. Stare at the ceiling.

I press my thighs together, still sensitive, and a small shudder runs through me. The wetness between my legs shifts, and I can feel more of it leaking out, trailing down toward the ruined sheets.

I should feel ashamed. I know I should. But all I feel is the echo of what I just did, and underneath it, a curiosity that won't quiet.


Chapter Two

The next day I head to class. The lecture hall is half-empty when I arrive.

I find my usual seat near the middle, close enough to see the projector screen but far enough that the professor won't call on me unless she's desperate. She makes me speak perfect Korean and makes comments about my American accent. She says it’s better for a more immersive learning experience in the culture of my ancestors.

The morning light slants through the tall windows, catching the dust motes floating in the air. Around me, students shuffle in, their voices a mix of Korean and broken English, backpacks thudding against seats, the familiar sounds of a class about to begin.

I should be paying attention. Today's lecture is on Park Su-geun, one of my grandmother's favorites. She had a print of A Tree and Two Women hanging in her kitchen in LA, and I've been waiting for this class since I saw it on the syllabus.

Instead, I'm looking at my sketchbook.The one I should have left at home.

I open it now, just enough to see the drawing. The curve of a hand. The edge of the cup. My stepfather’s mushroom tip flowing with cum.

"What's that?"

The voice comes from beside me, close enough to make me jump. I slam the sketchbook shut so fast the pages whip my fingers.

Yuna is sliding into the seat next to me, her bag already half-open, her notebook already out. She's been my friend since my second week here—the first person in this country who didn't make me feel like a tourist in my own blood. She's the one who takes me to the markets where the vendors don't switch to English, who laughs at my accent but only because she says it's cute.

Her English is careful, precise. She's proud of it, the way she's proud of everything she works for.

Right now, she's looking at my sketchbook with raised eyebrows.

"You’re into that kind of art?" she asks, her accent curling around the words.

My face is burning. I can feel it spreading from my cheeks down my neck, a hot flush I can't control. I press my hands flat on the cover of the sketchbook, hiding it.

"It's just for some stupid commission," I stammer. My voice comes out too high. Too fast. "Someone wanted—it's nothing. It's not even good."

Yuna tilts her head. "A commission," she repeats. "For who?"

I open my mouth. Close it. I don't have an answer. I don't have a name. I don't have anything except the image burned into my brain and the drawing I can't stop looking at and the memory of my own fingers, my own wetness, my own—

"Just someone," I say. "It doesn't matter."

Yuna studies me for a long moment. Her gaze flicks from my face to the sketchbook and back again. Something in her expression shifts. Not judgment. Something closer to curiosity.

"If you say so," she says finally, pulling her notebook closer. But she's smiling. A small, knowing smile that makes my stomach flip.

The professor walks in, her heels clicking against the floor, her stack of papers balanced against her hip. The room settles. Laptops open. Pens uncap.

I keep my hands on my sketchbook, my palms pressed flat against the cover, hiding what's inside.

Yuna leans in close, her voice a whisper against my ear.

"You should show me sometime," she says. "When we are not in class."

Then she pulls back, her face innocent, her eyes on the professor, and I'm left staring at the cover of my sketchbook, my heart pounding, my cheeks still hot.

The lecture begins.

The professor's voice fades into a low hum, the slides cycling through paintings I should be memorizing, names and dates I should be writing down. Park Su-geun. 1914. 1965. The weight of his brushstrokes, the roughness of his canvas, the way he painted the faces of ordinary Koreans with a tenderness that made them feel sacred.

I'm not seeing any of it. My attention is elsewhere. My mind is active, alive with erotic images that flow almost without my consent.

I'm seeing Hana on her knees. The way her back curved, the way her hair fell loose around her shoulders, the way her hands moved with that same ritual grace she brings to everything. I'm seeing his head tipped back, his jaw slack, his fingers tangled in her hair. I'm seeing the thick white gushes of cum spilling into the cup, the way she stirred it with the silver spoon, the way she tilted her head back and swallowed.

I wonder what it tastes like.

The intrusive thought slips in again, unbidden, unwanted. My thighs press together under the desk. My fingers grip the edge of my sketchbook.

Beside me, Yuna is taking notes. I can hear her pen scratching against the page, steady and focused. She's probably writing down everything I'm missing. She'll offer to share them with me later, the way she always does, with a small smile that says I know you weren't paying attention but I won't embarrass you by saying it out loud.

I try to focus. I really do. I look at the screen, at the painting projected there—a woman in white, her face tilted toward the sky, her hands folded in her lap. It's beautiful. I should be moved by it.

Instead, I'm thinking about the way Hana's lips stretched around him. The way she looked at him like she owned him. The way he called her a whore. Like she belonged to him.

The lecture ends before I'm ready for it.

Chairs scrape against the floor. Backpacks zip. Voices rise in a wave of chatter, students already planning lunch, complaining about the reading, checking their phones.

I blink, coming back to myself like surfacing from deep water. My notebook is open to a blank page. I haven't written down a single thing.

"Hey."

Yuna's elbow nudges my arm. She's already packed up, her bag slung over her shoulder, her dark hair falling across her face the way it does when she's been chewing on her pen cap.

"Let's go for coffee," she says. “I could use a cup. This lecture put me to sleep."

Coffee.

The word hits me like a slap. Coffee. I see the cup in Hana's hands. I see the way she held it steady beneath him. I see her stir it. I see her drink.

My stomach clenches. My face goes hot.

"I don't know." The words come out too fast. I'm already shoving my sketchbook into my bag, my movements jerky, uncoordinated. "I really have to get home."

Yuna makes a face. "Home?" She says it like the word tastes bad. "You’re in Seoul for one semester and you want to go home? The sun is out. You are nineteen. You are here in Korea, first time, Jen. Come have coffee with me."

I zip my bag. Stand up. My legs feel unsteady, like they belong to someone else.

"I should really—"

"We won't be long." She hooks her arm through mine, the way she always does, casual, easy. Her body is warm against my side, her grip firm enough that pulling away would be obvious. "Come have coffee with me. Pleaseeeeee.”

Yuna is looking at me with her sharp eyes and her knowing smile, and if I go home, I'll just sit in my room and think about it anyway. I'll lie in my bed and replay it over and over and touch myself until I can't see straight.

Coffee. Just coffee. I can do coffee.

"Fine," I say. "But just one."

Yuna grins. "One coffee. Very Korean of you."

She pulls me toward the door, her arm still linked through mine, her chatter filling the space around us. Something about the reading. Something about a boy in her philosophy class. Something about the café near the east gate that has the best dalgona in Hongdae.

I nod when she pauses. I make sounds that might be words. I let her lead me out of the lecture hall and into the bright Seoul afternoon. The café is tucked into a narrow street off the main drag, the kind of place that's easy to miss if you don't know what you're looking for.

Yuna pushes open the door like she owns it, and a bell chimes overhead. The air smells like roasted beans and sugar, and everything is warm wood and soft lighting and the low hum of conversation.

We settle into a corner booth. Yuna orders for both of us—dalgona for me, something complicated for herself—and within minutes we're sitting across from each other with cups that are almost too beautiful to drink. Almost.

"So," Yuna says, stirring her coffee with a thin silver spoon. My eyes catch on the spoon, the way it catches the light, the way her fingers curl around the handle. I look away. "What is the deal with you today? You were staring at the wall for the entire lecture."

I wrap my hands around my cup. The glass is cold against my palms. "Just tired. Didn't sleep well."

She makes a sound that might be sympathy or might be skepticism. “I know all about that. This city is noisy. The walls in my building are thin too. My neighbor watches dramas until two in the morning. Full volume. I have to wear headphones."

I nod. Take a sip of my coffee. It's sweet, creamy, nothing like the bitter black he drinks.

"Have you been to Myeongdong yet?" Yuna asks, and just like that, we're off.

We talk about nothing for the next twenty minutes. Clothes. Shoes. The new skincare line she wants to try. The TA in her history class who wears glasses that make him look like a professor even though he's only twenty-four. She shows me photos on her phone—the dress she wants to buy for her cousin's wedding, the cat that lives in the alley behind her building, the view from the rooftop where she goes to smoke when her roommate is being annoying.

I laugh. I nod. I tell her about the studio I found near Hongik University, the one with the north-facing windows that get the perfect light. I tell her about the street food I tried last weekend, the tteokbokki that was so spicy I almost cried. I tell her about my grandmother's kitchen in LA, the way she would make songpyeon for Chuseok even though she could barely stand for more than an hour.

It's normal. It's easy. For a few minutes, I almost forget.

Then Yuna sets down her cup. She leans forward, her elbows on the table, her chin propped in her hands. Her eyes are bright, caffeinated, curious.

"Okay," she says. "Now let me see your drawing."

My stomach drops. "What drawing?" But I know exactly what drawing.

She gives me a look. The same look she gave me in the lecture hall, the one that said I know you're lying but I'll let you have it for now. "The naughty one you were trying to hide. The commission."

I open my mouth. Close it. My fingers tighten around my cup.

"It's nothing," I say. "Just a stupid sketch."

"If it's stupid, then it's easy to show me." She grins. "Come on, Jen. I showed you the cat. And I’m not half the artist you are. You owe me."

I hesitate. My bag is on the seat beside me, the sketchbook buried at the bottom, hidden under my notebook and my pencil case and the scarf I didn't need this morning. I should say no. I should change the subject. I should finish my coffee and go home.

But Yuna is looking at me with those sharp, curious eyes, and something in me wants to show her. Just once, I want someone to look at what I drew and not judge me for it. She can't tell whose dick it is. She doesn't know him. She doesn't know Hana. It's just lines on paper. Just a drawing.

And maybe, if I show someone, it won't feel like a secret I'm carrying alone anymore.

I reach into my bag. My fingers find the sketchbook. I pull it out slowly, set it on the table between us. My hand hovers over the cover.

"You can't tell anyone," I say.

Yuna's eyebrows go up. "Who would I tell?"

"I don't know. Just—promise."

She holds up her hand, three fingers raised, her face serious. "I promise. On my mother's kimchi."

I laugh despite myself. It's her highest oath.

I open the sketchbook.

Yuna leans in. Her eyes move across the page, taking in the hands, the cup, the thick white cum stream, the way I drew it pooling against the porcelain. Her lips part slightly. She doesn't speak for a long moment.

Then she exhales. "Wow."

I wait, my heart pounding, my face hot.

She looks up at me. "Did you do this from imagination?"

The word slips out before I can think. "Yes."

It's not a lie. Not really. I didn't trace it. I didn't copy it. I drew what I saw, what I remembered, what I couldn't stop seeing every time I closed my eyes. From imagination. From memory. From somewhere I didn't know I had access to until last night.

Yuna looks back at the drawing. She traces the edge of the page with her finger, not touching the charcoal, just following the lines I drew.

"This is really hot, Jen."

The words hit me somewhere in my chest. I don't know what I expected—shock, maybe. Disgust. The same eww, gross that came out of my own mouth while my body was telling me something completely different. But not this. Not her looking at my drawing like it's something beautiful.

"You think so?"

She nods, still studying the page. "The hands. The way you drew the hands. They look like—" She pauses, searching for the word. "Like they know what they are doing. Like this is not the first time. Is she gonna drink the coffee after he, uhm…” She makes a squirting sound and darts her pointer finger out in an arc. “Puts his creamer in?”

My throat tightens.

“That’s kinda hot.”

She has no idea.

"Did you use a reference?" she asks. "For the—" She points at the cock.

"No." My voice is steady. I'm proud of that. "Just drew it."

"Wow." She says it again, softer this time. Then she looks up, and her eyes are bright with something I can't quite name. Curiosity, yes. But something else too. Something that makes my stomach flip.

"Do you watch porn or something?" she asks, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "For inspiration?"

“I—uh—” I laugh, because I don't know what else to do. "Sometimes. I guess."

She nods like this is a perfectly normal thing to discuss in a café on a Thursday afternoon. "Have you ever done anything like this? With a man?"

The question hangs in the air between us. I can feel my face burning, but I hold her gaze.

"No," I say. "Why? Have you?"

Yuna's smile shifts. It's not embarrassed. It's not coy. It's something closer to proud, like she's been waiting for someone to ask.

She leans back in her booth, stirring her coffee with that silver spoon, her eyes half-lidded and satisfied.

"His name was Jun-ho," she says. "He was twenty-three. I was seventeen. My parents would have killed me if they found out." She shrugs, a small, easy movement. “Thankfully they did not find out."

My mouth is dry. I take a sip of my coffee, but it doesn't help.

"Was it—" I don't know how to finish the sentence. Was it good? Was it what you expected? Was it worth the risk?

Yuna seems to understand anyway. She sets down her spoon and leans forward again, her voice low, intimate.

"It hurt," she says. "The first time he put it in. But after that—" She pauses, choosing her words carefully. "It was like learning something new. A language, maybe. At first you do not know what to do with your hands. But then you learn. And when you learn, it is..." She tilts her head, considering. "Fun."

"Is it different?" I ask. "With someone else, I mean." I gesture vaguely, “than touching yourself.”

Yuna's smile widens. She knows exactly what I mean.

"Very different," she says. She reaches across the table and taps my sketchbook with one finger. "That? That is like the difference between drawing a coffee and drinking one."

She picks up her cup, lifts it to her lips, takes a slow, deliberate sip. Her eyes never leave mine.

I watch her throat move when she swallows.

And for one terrible, electric moment, I am not in this café. I am pressed against a door. I am watching Hana tilt her head back. I am wondering what it tastes like.

I look down at my own cup. The coffee is cold now, the sugar settled at the bottom, the foam collapsed into something flat and unappealing.

I push it away.

"I should probably go," I say. My voice sounds strange to my own ears. "I have things to do at home."

Yuna studies me for a moment. Then she nods, reaching for her bag.

"Okay," she says. "Hey, before you go. There is a party this weekend. Arts students, mostly. Some guys from the music program." She wiggles her eyebrows. "Maybe you get lucky."

I force a laugh. “Maybe."

"It will be fun," she says. "You need to get out. You have been in Seoul for over a month and all you do is go to class and go home." She makes a face. "So boring, Jen."

"I'm not boring," I protest. I shove my sketchbook back into my bag, my face warm. "I'll think about it."

"That means yes," Yuna says, already reaching for her jacket.

“You need to brush up on your English,” I poke fun at her. “It means I’ll think about it. Which usually means I said no already but you won’t accept it, so, I’ll think about it.”

The streets of Hongdae are crowded, loud, alive. Students with guitars. Couples holding hands. Vendors calling out prices in rapid Korean. Yuna waves goodbye, already absorbed in her phone, already moving toward whatever she's doing next.

I stand on the sidewalk for a moment, letting the crowd move around me. I have never been into parties. I hope she doesn’t ask me again. Besides, I’m not sure I want to lose my virginity to some drunk frat boy.

I start walking toward the subway, my bag heavy against my shoulder, my sketchbook burning a hole through the canvas.

I need to get home.


Chapter Three

The house is quiet when I let myself in. Too quiet, after the noise of Hongdae, after the crush of bodies on the subway, after Yuna's voice chattering in my ear. I kick off my shoes in the entryway, my bag heavy against my shoulder.

Then I hear it. A laugh. Low and warm. His laugh.

I round the corner into the kitchen and stop. They're sitting at the table together. Close. Her chair is angled toward his, her elbow resting near his hand. She's leaning in, her mouth still curved from whatever joke he just told, her eyes bright in the afternoon light.

He's looking at her the way he looked at her last night. Soft. Familiar.

I stand in the doorway for a beat before either of them notices me. Hana sees me first. Her smile doesn't disappear, but it shifts. Becomes something more polite. More appropriate.

He follows her gaze. His face changes too—not guilty, exactly, but aware. Like he's been caught at something.

He clears his throat. “Hey, sweetheart.”

I walk past them to the fridge, my arms crossed over my chest. I pull open the door, grab a Coke, and let it shut.

"You two seem to be getting along pretty well," I say, popping the tab. The hiss of carbonation fills the quiet. I lean against the counter, take a long sip. "Don't let me interrupt."

Hana straightens in her chair. Her hands slide from the table into her lap, and her posture shifts into something more formal. The easy intimacy she had with him a moment ago is gone, replaced by the careful composure she wears like a uniform.

"You’re not interrupting," she says. Her voice is smooth, respectful. She rises from her chair, smoothing her skirt beneath her hands. "I was just keeping Mr. Reeves company while he waited for you to return."

She turns to him and gives a small bow, her head inclined, her hands folded in front of her.

“Sir,” she says. Her voice is different now. Professional. "I will prepare dinner."

He nods, but his eyes flick toward me before they settle on her. "Thank you, Hana."

She turns to me next. Another small bow, her posture perfect, her face pleasant and unreadable.

"Agasshi," she says, addressing me respectfully as young lady.

Then she moves to the counter, her skirt whispering against the floor. She reaches for the apron hanging by the stove, ties it around her waist with quick, efficient movements, and begins pulling ingredients from the refrigerator. Her back is to us now, her attention fully on her work, her shoulders straight, her movements deliberate.

She is the picture of a good maid. Focused. Respectful. Invisible.

I watch her for a moment, the way she arranges the vegetables on the cutting board, the way her hands move without hesitation. She doesn't look at him. She doesn't look at me. Whatever was on her face when I walked in has been tucked away so neatly I almost believe I imagined it.

I turn back to the table. He's seated with his legs apart, relaxed, his arm draped over the back of the chair. I look between his thighs before I can catch myself. The fabric of his trousers pulls taut across his lap, and for a moment—just a moment—I think I can almost see the bulge of him there, the shape of what I saw last night, what I drew, what I can't stop thinking about.

"You were waiting for me?" I lean against the counter, the Coke can cold in my hand. "What's up?"

He gestures to the chair beside him. "I wanted to wait so we could eat together. I've been so busy with work this week—" He pauses, something flickering across his face. Regret, maybe. Or guilt. "I'm sorry, Jennifer. I know I've been gone a lot. Not very good company." He pulls out the chair beside him. "Come sit with me. Tell me about your day."

I walk to the table and take the seat he’s pulled out for me. I set my Coke down on the wood and lean back, letting my bag slide off my shoulder onto the floor.

"So," he says. "How was class?"

"Fine."

"That's it? Just fine?"

I shrug. "We talked about Park Su-geun. Korean artist. My grandmother liked him."

He nods, his eyes warm. "The one with the women in white?"

I blink. "You know his work?"

"I looked him up. At the beginning of the semester, after you showed me your class syllabus.” He shrugs, like it's nothing. "I wanted to understand what you're studying."

Something softens in my chest. I hate that it does, right in front of him like this. I take another sip of my Coke to hide whatever is happening on my face.

"The professor showed A Tree and Two Women. It's the one my grandmother had in her kitchen. The colors are different in person. More gray than I remember."

"Your grandmother," he says. "Did she paint?"

The question catches me off guard. "No. She just loved art. She used to take me to galleries when I was little. Museums. She wanted me to see everything."

"What was her favorite?"

I think about it. The small apartment in Koreatown. The print hanging above the stove. The way she would stand in front of it while she waited for the water to boil, her hands on her hips, her head tilted.

"She liked the quiet ones," I say. "Paintings where nothing much is happening. A woman sitting. A tree. A house on a hill." I glance toward the counter, where Hana is rinsing rice in a bowl, her hands submerged, the water running clear. "She said you could feel the life in them, even when nothing moved."

He nods slowly. His eyes are on my face, and there's something in his expression that I can’t quite put my finger on. Something that feels almost dangerous in its tenderness.

"You have her eye," he says. "I've seen your work. And from what you’ve told me, you see things the way she did."

My throat is suddenly tight. "You barely knew her."

"I knew enough. And I know you." He reaches across the table, his hand coming to rest near mine, not touching, just close. "You see things other people miss."

I don't pull away. I let my fingers drift closer to his. Not touching. Just close.

"I missed you today," he says, quiet enough that maybe she can't hear.

My breath catches. "You saw me this morning."

"That was hours ago."

I smile despite myself. "You're being dramatic."

"Maybe." He doesn't smile back, but his eyes crinkle at the corners. "Or maybe I just like having you here."

The knife comes down. Hard. The crack of it against the cutting board makes me jump. Hana doesn't turn around. She picks up the vegetables, carries them to the sink, runs the water.

I pull my hand back. Wrap it around my Coke can. The metal is cold and wet with condensation now.

He follows my gaze to her. His expression flickers—something there, something quick and unreadable—before he looks back at me and smiles.

"Why don't you go to your room and freshen up," my stepfather says. "Change into something more comfortable. Dinner will be done in an hour."

I nod, pushing back from the table. My Coke is half-empty, the condensation pooling in a ring on the wood.

I bend down to grab my backpack from where it sat on the floor. My fingers find the strap at the same moment his do.

"Let me," he says.

"I've got it."

But he's already lifting. I pull at the same time, and the bag—already overstuffed, already straining at the zipper—gives way.

The contents spill across the floor. My notebook. My pencil case. A crumpled scarf. My sketchbook!

“Shit!” I exclaim.

It lands face-up, open to the page I didn't close. The page I was looking at this morning. The page I showed Yuna. The hands. The cup. The cum spilling into it.

I freeze. My heart stops. My hand is still gripping the strap of my empty backpack, but I can't move, can't breathe, can't do anything but watch him look at it.

He doesn't say anything at first. He just picks it up.

His fingers close around the edge of the sketchbook, lifting it from the floor. His eyes move across the page, slowly, taking in every line, every shadow. The delicate curve of the fingers. The way I drew the stream of cum jetting into the coffee. The way I drew the hand wrapped around the shaft, his shaft.

I know he recognizes it. I can see it on his face.

My cheeks are burning. My throat is closed. I want to snatch it from him, shove it back in my bag, run to my room and never come out. But I can't move.

He studies the drawing for a long moment. The kitchen is silent except for the distant sound of Hana's knife on the cutting board, the hum of the refrigerator. I can feel her presence at the counter, her back to us, still working. She doesn't know what's happening. She can't see.

When he looks up at me, his face is not what I expected.

He's not angry. He's not disgusted. His expression is something else entirely—something that makes my stomach flip and my skin prickle and my breath catch in my throat.

There's a knowing in his eyes. A wicked, slow-burning knowing that holds me in place like a hand on my chest.

He looks at the drawing again. Then back at me. His mouth curves. Not quite a smile. Something darker. Something that feels like a secret passing between us.

His thumb still rests on the edge of the page, holding it open. His eyes move from the drawing to me, then to Hana, standing at the counter with her back to us. The knife rises and falls in a steady rhythm. She hasn't turned around. She doesn't know.

He looks back at me. His voice is low enough that only I can hear.

"Sit down."

It's not a request. But it's not harsh either. Just quiet. Just firm. Just something that makes my legs move before my brain catches up.

I lower myself back into the chair. The wood is hard beneath me. My hands are shaking. I press them flat against my thighs to still them.

He leans forward, the sketchbook still open between us on the table. His eyes don't leave my face. I can't look away from him. I can't look at the drawing. I can't look at Hana. All I can do is sit here, my heart slamming against my ribs, my face burning, waiting.

"Did you watch?"

The question comes out soft. Almost gentle. Like he's asking about the weather. Like we're discussing what I learned in class today.

My mouth opens. Closes. My throat is dry.

"Did you watch, Jennifer?"

I swallow. "Yes."

The word comes out smaller than I intended. Barely a whisper. But he hears it. His eyes darken, just slightly.

"Did you like what you saw?"

I should lie. I should say no. I should tell him I was disgusted, that I couldn't look away because I was shocked, because I didn't know what I was seeing, because I'm just a stupid girl who doesn't know anything.

But he's looking at me with those eyes—hazel, almost green in this light—and the drawing is right there between us, proof of everything I felt, everything I wanted, everything I've been trying to hide.

I can't lie.

"Yeah, kinda.”

The word hangs in the air. I watch his face. I expect disgust. I expect him to close the book, to tell me to go to my room, to pretend this never happened. Instead, his mouth curves. Just a little.

“Kinda? You liked it enough that you sketched this. What specifically did you like?" He tilts his head, studying me. "What kept you watching?"

I can hear my own heartbeat. Behind me, the knife on the cutting board. The quiet murmur of the refrigerator. The whisper of Hana's skirt as she moves to the sink.

"Her on her knees," I say. My voice cracks. I clear my throat, force myself to keep going. "Serving you. The way you talked to her.”

He nods slowly. His eyes are steady on mine. "And?"

I look down at the drawing. My drawing. The one that gave me away. The hands, the cup, the thick white stream I captured in charcoal because I couldn't stop seeing it.

"Your drawing depicts a very specific moment," he says, his voice low. "Did you like it when she made me cum?”

My face is on fire. I can feel the heat spreading down my neck, across my chest. I should be humiliated. I am humiliated. But underneath it, something else. Something that makes my thighs press together under the table.

"Yes." The word comes out breathless. I don't recognize my own voice.

He leans closer. His forearm rests on the table, close enough that I can see the fine hair on his skin, the cuff of his shirt, the way his fingers curl over the edge of the sketchbook.

“Go on. There’s more, isn’t there?”

I can't. I shouldn't. Every part of me is screaming to stop, to get up, to run. But I don't move. I can't move. I'm pinned in place by his eyes, by his voice, by the way he's looking at me like he's been waiting for this.

"Jennifer." My name in his mouth. Low. Patient. "Tell me what you felt when you saw Hana make me cum. Something kept you staring.”

"I wanted—" My voice breaks. I open my eyes. He's still watching me. Waiting.

“Wanted what?”

"I wanted to be the one to make you," I hesitate. How do you say something like this to your stepdad? "You know? I wanted to make you cum." The last word comes out barely a whisper. I can't look at him. I stare at the drawing between us. The kitchen is silent now. The knife has stopped. I can feel Hana's presence at the counter, but I don't know if she's turned around, if she's heard any of this. I don't dare look. “I watched her drink the coffee. I wanted to—”

“Drink my cum?”

I nod. It’s almost too gross to voice my desire. Too dirty to say aloud.

“I see.”

My stepdad leans back in his chair. Picks up his coffee cup. Takes a slow, deliberate sip.

The moment stretches. I sit there, my hands still pressed against my thighs, my heart still racing, waiting for what comes next.

He sets the cup down. His eyes hold mine for a moment longer, and then he speaks.

“Okay. I’m going to show you what this is going to look like."

My breath catches. I don't know what he means, but something in his voice makes my skin prickle, makes my hands tighten against my legs.

He glances toward the counter. "Hana. Come here.”

She crosses the kitchen, her skirt whispering against the floor, her steps unhurried. She stops beside his chair, her hands folded in front of her, her posture respectful, waiting.

Then her eyes fall to the sketchbook, deliberately left open on the table between us. She sees it. Her expression shifts—just for a moment. Her eyes widen. Her lips part. A flush creeps up her throat, pink against her pale skin. Mild shock, there and gone in an instant.

He watches her. A small smile tugs at the corner of his mouth.

"It's good, isn't it? She really captured the moment well.”

Hana's gaze drops to the floor. She bows, her body folding into the gesture with the same ritual grace she brings to everything. "Very beautiful," she answers. Her voice is quiet. Careful. "And very private, sir."

He looks at her then. His hand comes up, fingers brushing her wrist where it hangs at her side. Just a touch.

"Nothing is private here," he says quietly. "Not anymore."

She doesn't pull away. But she doesn't lean in either. She stands very still, her eyes on his, her breath shallow. I watch them. I watch his hand on her wrist. I watch the way she doesn't resist, just waits obediently. I watch the space between them, electric and taut, and I feel something twist in my chest.

Jealousy. Still there. But underneath it, something else. Something that tastes like anticipation.

My stepfather takes Hana’s hand. His fingers lace through hers, and she lets him, standing beside his chair like something he owns. Because she is, in a way. I see it now.

“Now,” he begins, his voice steady, “Hana is more than just my housekeeper. She’s my submissive little slut, too.”

Hana’s eyes flick to me. I see a flash of something—uncertainty?

“Aren’t you my sweet little whore, dear?”

She doesn’t answer right away. She looks at him, then at me again.

“Sir? In front of your daughter?” she asks.

“Stepdaughter,” he corrects her. “There are no blood relations. She’s just a beautiful girl that I care a great deal about. Now go on, tell Jennifer what you are.”

“Yes, master.” Her voice is soft. Submissive. “I am yours to use however you please.”

I watch her stand there, waiting to surrender, and something hot and hungry uncurls in my belly. They have some kind of kinky arrangement.

He releases her hand. His fingers move to the hem of her skirt, gathering silk in his hands. He lifts it slowly, deliberately, revealing her legs first, then her thighs, pale and smooth. She doesn’t move, doesn’t even flinch. Her body is still, welcoming.

He lifts her skirt higher. And I see she’s wearing nothing underneath, no panties, just her bare naked ass, pale, round and smooth.

My face is on fire. I know I should look away. I shouldn’t be seeing this. But I can’t stop staring at the way my stepfather casually exposes her, and the way she stands there and lets him.

“Now bend forward,” he commands. “I want Jennifer to see what submission to me looks like. Then she can decide for herself if she wants to be involved in our special arrangement.”

Hana bends her slender body at the waist, her hands touch her knees, her back curving in a graceful arc.

I can’t breathe.

“Now spread your ass,” he says, his voice calm and instructional. “That’s it. Show Jennifer what’s in your ass.”

Hana’s hands move from her knees to her own ass. Her fingers dig into her cheeks, pulling them apart, opening herself to me. The skin stretches, pale and soft, and there, nestled between, something catches the light.

A jewel. Large and round, gleaming from her asshole, the light from the window catches on the facets. It sits there like something precious.

My lips part. I stare at the jewel, at the way her ass holds it, and the way she presents herself.

He watches me watch her. His reaches forward and replaces her hands with his own, spreading her apart, displaying her. He leans in and kisses the round curve of her bottom.

“Do you know who put this plug in Hana’s ass?”

I drag my eyes away from the jewel, up to his face. His eyes are dark, patient, waiting.

“You did,” I answer. My voice comes out hushed, reverent.

“That’s right, sweetheart.” He gives Hana’s ass an indulgent squeeze. “Now. Are you prepared to give me complete control of your body like this? To use your pleasure, and sometimes your discomfort, for my pleasure?”

I bite my bottom lip. Hard. The pain grounds me, keeps me from floating away into the heat flooding my body. My pulse is hammering. I can feel it in my temples, my throat, between my thighs where I’m wet and desperate.

Fuck! What do I say to that? This man is my stepfather. My mom’s husband. The man who married my mom when I was fifteen, who always asked about my day with such warmth and interest. And now he’s right here with the housekeeper bent over, her skirt hiked, showing me the sex toy he’s stuck up her ass in some crazy sex ritual. Talking about me joining.

I want it so bad. I can’t believe how bad I want him. I want my first time to be with a real man. Someone who knows what he wants and doesn’t ask permission. Someone just like my stepfather. There’s something about his energy, the way he ordered Hana to his side and made her spread her ass. She wears this plug in her ass because he commanded her to, because she belongs to him.

I want to belong to him. I want to be precious.

I lift my chin. Meet his eyes. “Yes.” I say, clear and certain.

“Good.” He says. “This is going to be fun.” He takes his hand off Hana’s ass. She stays bent for a moment, waiting, and I realize she’s waiting on him to dismiss her.

But his eyes are on me.

“You will call me Daddy from now on,” he says. “Seems appropriate, given our relationship. Now let me hear you say it.”

I wet my lips. “Yes, Daddy.” The words fall from my mouth, strange, forbidden and perfect.

His mouth curves. Not quite a smile, but something warmer.

“Good girl.”

He reaches out and gives Hana’s ass a sharp smack hard enough to leave a red mark on her white skin. Then he pulls the hem of her skirt back down, covering her. She straightens, and smiles politely, her face still blushing.

“May I finish cooking dinner now, sir?”

“Dinner can wait,” Daddy says. He leans back and unbuckles his black leather belt and lowers his zipper. He frees his cock, it’s already throbbing hard, like he’s been anticipating this.

“Oh God,” I whisper.

I’d seen his cock before, but seeing him up close and aroused like this is totally different. It’s even bigger than I remember. His shaft is thick and really long, and already leaking from the tip. I can’t believe this is happening.

“Okay, sweetheart,” he says, slowly stroking his erection. “Your first act of submission will be to suck my cock, right here in the kitchen, while Hana watches.” He looks at our housekeeper and nods towards a chair. “Take a seat, darling.”

“Yes, master.” Hana obeys. She sits down and folds her hands in her lap. There is a smile on her face, a playfulness appearing in her eyes like I have never seen, as if she is about to watching my smart mouth get stuffed.

“Come here and get down on your knees, Jennifer.” I move, just like Hana, without a word. I kneel.

“Look at me.”

My eyes find his. I can see his hand moving in his lap at the bottom of my vision.

“You said you enjoyed watching me cum in Hana’s coffee. You wanted to taste. Now you can, right from the tap,” his eyes darken with demand. He pushes his cock forward, offering me the tip.

“Now go on. Suck it.”

Wasting no time, I lean forward and take him into my mouth, just the tip at first, closing my lips around his bell-end and tasting his salty pre-cum. I start slow, the way I learned from watching porn, making and O with my lips and using my hand. I move my head up and down, my lips gliding over his skin. I’m awkward at first, hesitant to take more than half of him. I’ve never had a penis in my mouth and I’m afraid I’ll choke and look stupid. I’m self conscious at first, but then Daddy starts to express his appreciation.

“Fuck, good girl,” he groans, leaning forward and threading his fingers in my hair.

“Emm..” I hum, delighting in the taste of his skin, and I slurp in sharply as my mouth starts to water. The sounds of his pleasure give me confidence.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he breathes. “Keep going. Just like that. Nice and sloppy. She’s a good little cock-sucker, eh, Hana?”

“She is doing an excellent job, master.”

I take him deeper, and deeper, until I find my limit, choke, and pull back. “Shit, you’re huge,” I cough.

I hear his smirk.

"Jesus, Daddy, how big is this thing?" I exclaim, my voice full of pure, innocent awe. I hold my wrist up beside his shaft, my eyes wide as I compare them. His dick is practically as thick as my wrist, a solid, imposing column of white flesh that makes my knees shake.

"I've never measured it," he answers. "Never had a reason to."

I look up at him, my heart pounding. "Well, you should," I shot back, a playful challenge in my tone. "It's a freaking monster. I don't know if I can take it all in my mouth. Or in my p—”

“You’re just a small girl. Now keep sucking it, Jennifer.”

“Yes, Daddy.” I answer obediently.

I tighten my grip on his flesh. His erection is solid, the skin stretched taut over a rigid core of power, the veins like raised rivers leading up to the broad, flared crown.

Hana speaks up. “Get your pretty little mouth back on Daddy’s cock, Agasshi.”

I turn and glare at her, then return my attention to giving my stepfather a blowjob.

His hands thread into my hair again, taking a fist-full, and he forces me down on him. “Keep sucking, Jennifer.” I tighten my lips around his shaft and moved my head up and down, letting my saliva flow. “Yes, just like that. You’re gonna make me cum in your mouth.”

I work my lips faster, pumping my fist loosely along his spit-soaked dick, taking it deeper and deeper. His belt buckle jingles. I try to bury my nose in his exposed pubic hair, but I can only manage to fit half of him in my mouth before I lose my breath and choke. I let him feel my throat as deep as I can, let him feel how much I want this.

God, this is so nasty.

His breathing goes shallow and his hips buck forward, thrusting into my mouth with small, desperate motions. The only warning I get before he shoots his load in my mouth is a groan so deep it’s almost a sob. Then I feel a sudden, warm and gooey gush in my mouth, then another pulse, and another, and I swallow reflexively, and swallow again.

“AGHH.. yes!” he blows. “Drink my cum. All of it.”

I hold him in my mouth, letting the salty taste flood my senses and slide down my throat. It’s a sharp, bitter liquid, that seems to hang in the back of my throat before sliding down into my stomach.

“Let me see. Open your mouth and show us it’s gone.”

When I was sure that not a single drop was left in him, I sat back on my heels and wiped my lips and opened my mouth wide. I gazed up at him and let him see the delight in my dark, Asian eyes.

“God damn, Jennifer. Where’d you learn to suck dick like that?”

“Porn.” I admit. There’s no embarrassment in my confession. I mean, I just sucked him off.

I wipe my chin. “That was a lot of cum, Daddy.”

“And you swallowed it all.” He turns to Hana and says, “she’s a good little slut, isn’t she?”

“She’s too innocent to be a slut,” Hana answers, dipping her eyes. “But she will learn.”

“You’re right, I suppose. She is still just a teenager, barely legal back in the U.S. But she did just swallow her stepfather’s cum.” He chuckles. His hand comes down on my head, petting me.

I kneel there, my hands resting on his thighs, feeling the fabric of his trousers beneath my palms, feeling the weight of his gaze above me. My heart is still racing. My breath still comes in shallow pulls.

He takes me by the chin and lifts my gaze and looks down at me for a long moment. Something in his expression shifts—satisfaction, maybe. Or possession. His hand moves, fingers brushing my hair back from my face, tucking it behind my ear. The touch is gentle. Almost tender.

A slow smile spread across his face.. “You know I’m gonna fuck you later, right?”

I feel a sudden warmth bloom in my gut.

Then his eyes move past me.

“Hana.”

Her hands are folded in her lap, obediently waiting orders. Her posture is straight, composed, the same mask she wears when she sets the table and folds his shirts. But her face is flushed. Her lips are parted. Her eyes are dark, fixed on me, on him, on the space between us where I'm still on my knees.

"You two," he says, his voice low, unhurried. "Kiss."

My breath catches. I look at Hana.

She's already rising from her chair. Her movements are slow, deliberate, the same ritual grace she brings to everything. She crosses the space between us and lowers herself to her knees. We face each other. Close enough that I can smell her perfume.

She hesitates. Just for a moment. Her eyes search mine, looking for something—permission, maybe. Or fear.

I don't look away. I’ve kissed girls before, but never a grown woman.

Her thumb traces my lower lip. It comes away wet, and she looks at it, at the evidence of what I just did, and something shifts in her expression. Something that might be hunger. Something that might be surrender.

She leans in. My eyes close as our mouths touch. Her lips are soft and warm. She tastes like green tea. Her fingers slide into my hair, and she holds me there, not rough, just present, just there. Her mouth moves against mine, slow and deliberate.

My pussy is so wet right now.

Above us, I hear him exhale. A low sound. Satisfied.

Hana's lips part mine. Her tongue touches my tongue. She makes a small sound—a hum, low and private—and her fingers tighten in my hair.

When she pulls back, her forehead rests against mine. Her breath is warm against my mouth. Her eyes are still closed. “You’re a very good kisser, Agasshi,” she whispers. “Your lips are very talented.”

I open my eyes and glance in Daddy’s direction.

He's watching us, slowly stroking his still-very-hard cock. After what felt like ages, he stuffs his dick back into his pants, then adjusts himself so he can zip the fly.

“Let’s have dinner now,” he says. “I’m hungry.”

Hana moves through the kitchen with the same ritual grace she brings to everything, but there's something different in the way she holds herself now. Her movements are quieter, more deliberate, like she's careful not to disturb whatever hangs in the air between us.

She sets the table in silence. Bowls of rice. Banchan arranged in neat rows. The soup she's been simmering since before I came home. She places a plate of galbi in the center, the meat glistening, the scent of soy and sesame filling the kitchen.She doesn't look at me. She doesn't look at him. Her hands are steady, but I notice the way she sets down each dish—slower than usual, more precise, like she's anchoring herself to the routine.

When everything is ready, she takes her seat beside him. The chair she was sitting in when I came home.

I sit across from them. The table stretches between us, the food steaming, the candles flickering, everything perfectly arranged. Normal. Almost.

I pick up my spoon. The big one. The one for soup. I don't reach for the wrong one this time. I've learned.

We eat in silence for a moment. The clink of spoons against bowls. The soft sound of chewing. Hana keeps her eyes on her food, her shoulders straight, her movements small and contained. She doesn't look at him. She doesn't look at me.

But I can feel her. The weight of her presence. The knowledge that she knows what I did. That she watched me sucking my stepfa—I mean—watched me sucking Daddy’s cock. That she knelt beside me and kissed me and tasted him on my lips.

I take a bite of rice. I can't taste it.

He sets down his spoon. The sound is soft, but it cuts through the silence like a blade.

I look at him across the table. His face is calm, composed, the same expression he wears when he's about to give an order. But there's something softer underneath.

"Let's talk about the rules you will follow as my submissive," he starts.

The word lands in my stomach. Submissive. I knew it was coming. He said it earlier, in this same kitchen, with Hana standing at the counter with her back to us. “I will be your master.” But hearing it now, across the dinner table, with the candles flickering and the food growing cold, is different.

I set down my spoon. My hands are shaking. I press them flat against my thighs under the table.

"You are absolutely free to have a normal social life," he says. "Go to class. See your friends. Go to parties if you want. I'm not going to keep you locked away. And I want you to focus on your education.”

I nod. I don't trust my voice.

"But no boyfriends."

The words come out firm. Final. His eyes hold mine, and I see something there that wasn't there before. Possession.

"You are mine. You are my little girl, my darling little whore. And you will serve yourself to me when I request it.”

My heart is racing. God, is hasn’t slowed down since Daddy saw my sketch.

"Do you understand this rule?"

I swallow. My throat is dry. Beside him, Hana's spoon has stopped moving. She's staring at her bowl, her face unreadable, but her hands are very still.

"Yes," I say. My voice comes out small. I clear my throat.

“Yes, what?”

"Yes, I understand…Daddy.”

He nods slowly. "Our relationship is forever changed now, sweetheart. I will love and care for you no less than I ever have. But I am your master now." His voice drops, low and steady. "And I will have free use of your body whenever I want it."

I press my thighs together under the table. My face is hot. My hands are still shaking.

Beside him, Hana reaches for her glass. Her fingers wrap around the stem, but she doesn't drink. She holds it there, suspended, her eyes on the table, her breath shallow.

I wonder what she's thinking. I wonder if she's jealous. I wonder if she's afraid. I wonder if she's wondering what happens to her now, with me here, with me on my knees, with me in the space she's occupied for weeks, months even. I don’t know how long this has been going on.

But I don't ask. I don't look at her. I keep my eyes on him, because that's what he wants. That's what he's always wanted, maybe. Me. Watching. Waiting. Wanting.

He picks up his spoon. Takes a sip of soup. Sets it down."Eat," he says. "Your food is getting cold. This evening you and Hana will join me in my bedroom. And both of you, wear nothing but panties. Understand?”

We agree in unison.


Chapter Four

I'm standing in front of my mirror when the knock comes.

The room is dark except for the lights of Seoul filtering through the window. I've been standing here for I don't know how long, staring at my reflection, tracing the lines of my own body with my eyes. My jet black hair is loose around my shoulders. My skin is still flushed from earlier, from being on his knees, from his hand in my hair, from the taste of him still lingering at the back of my throat.

I'm only wearing my panties. A thin scrap of black cotton. I put them on after dinner, after I excused myself to my room, after I closed the door and leaned against it and tried to remember how to breathe. My hair is a mess. My lips are still swollen from sucking dick and from Hana’s kiss.

The knock comes again.

"Agasshi."

Hana's voice. Low and smooth through the wood.

"Your stepfather is ready for us."

The door opens before I can answer. She lets herself in, her hand on the knob, her body slipping through the gap with a quiet grace. Then she stops. Hana stands in the doorway, and for a moment I don't recognize her. Gone is the jade silk and the perfect knot of hair. She is dressed in nothing but a thin slip of a gown, so sheer it barely qualifies as fabric—a pale lavender that turns translucent wherever it touches her body. Beneath it, I can see the dark shape of her nipples, the shadow of the triangle between her thighs where her panties cling to her. Her hair is loose, cascading down her back in a dark river that reaches nearly to the small of her waist, the ends brushing against the curve of her hips. She is slender, almost delicate, her collarbones sharp beneath the hollow of her throat, her breasts small and high, barely more than handfuls.

She steps forward.

Her eyes travel over me. My bare legs. The curve of my hips beneath the thin cotton. My breasts, full and bare, the nipples already tightening under her gaze.

She doesn't speak for a long moment. Her lips part. Her breath catches, just slightly.

"You are very beautiful, young lady. He will be very pleased with you tonight.” The words are soft. Her eyes meet mine in the mirror, and I see something there that I didn't expect. Not jealousy. Something closer to recognition.

I should feel exposed. But I don't reach for anything to cover myself.

I have a sudden urge to know something. "How did you and Daddy come to this arrangement?" I ask. I need to understand. I need to know what I've walked into, what came before me, what the shape of this is.

Hana's expression shifts. Not closed. Something else. She steps closer. Her hands find my shoulders, fingers light against my skin. She stands behind me, her reflection in the mirror, her face close to mine.

"I was just the housekeeper," she says. "That is all. I came to clean. To cook. To serve dinner and pour coffee and leave at the end of the night."

Her hands slide down my arms. Slow. Thoughtful.

"That is what I told myself, anyway."

I watch her in the mirror. Her eyes are distant, focused on something I can't see.

"But he watched me. From the first day. The way you watch, I think." A small smile touches her lips. "The way you watched us, hungry and wanting.”

My face warms. I don't deny it.

"One night, I stayed late. Too late. The cleaning took longer than usual. Or maybe I wanted it to take longer." She shrugs, a small movement. "He came into the kitchen while I was wiping the counter. He stood behind me, so close I could feel the heat of him. I knew I should leave. I knew I should bow and say goodnight and walk out the door."

Her hands pause on my arms. Her eyes meet mine in the mirror.

"I did not leave. Something kept me there. I can’t explain, but I knew what was about to happen.”

"What happened?" My voice is barely a whisper.

"He did not ask." Her voice drops, lower now, more intimate. "He put his hand on my hip. He turned me around. He looked at me the way he looks at you. And then he—" She pauses, choosing her words. "He took what he wanted."

My breath catches. "Did you say no? Or try to resist him?”

Hana's eyes hold mine. A slow blink. "I did not say yes. But I did not say no either. And he did not stop."

Her hands slide from my arms to my shoulders, her fingers pressing gently into my skin.

"He held me down against the counter. My hanbok was in the way, so he pushed it up. My skirt, my sokgot—he did not care. He pushed everything aside. He was so strong. I could not have stopped him even if I wanted to."

She leans closer, her lips near my ear, her voice a warm breath against my skin.

"And I did not want to stop him."

Her hands move down my chest, cupping my breasts from behind, her palms warm against my skin.

"He fucked me that night. Right there in the kitchen. Bent over the counter with the dishcloth still in my hand."

My thighs press together. My nipples tighten under her palms.

"He did not ask permission then, and he has not asked since. That is not how this works." Her thumbs brush against me, light teasing strokes. "He is the master. We are his whores. That is the arrangement.”

Whore. I should be offended. Instead, I feel like it makes me special. I don’t have to hide anything about myself when I’m down on my knees giving Daddy a blowjob.

I watch Hana in the mirror. Her face is calm, composed, but her eyes are dark, hungry.

"He did not love me before. He does not love me now. Not like he loves you, agasshi.” She says it simply, without bitterness. "But I belong to him. A strong man who takes what he wants. And he takes care of me. And that is enough. He is a good man.”

Her hands drop. She steps back, the warmth of her body replaced by cool air, by the whisper of her skirt.

She looks at me for a long moment, her eyes traveling over my body again, lingering on my breasts, the curve of my hips, the thin cotton between my legs. She reaches out and plumps my breasts together in her hands, her fingers spreading to hold the weight of them. A small smile touches her lips.

"Such big breasts for a small Korean girl like you," she murmurs. "He will like these very much."

I can't breathe. I can't move. I can only stand here and let her touch me, let her look at me, let her prepare me for whatever comes next.

She squeezes gently, once, and then her hands fall away.

She holds out her hand. Her palm is open. Waiting. "Master doesn't like to be kept waiting," she says.

I take her hand.

Her fingers close around mine. Warm. Firm. She pulls me gently away from the mirror, toward the door, toward the hallway, toward whatever is waiting for us in his study. She leads me into the hallway. The floor is cold beneath my bare feet. The house is dark, the lights low. She glances back at me. A small smile touches her lips."Good girl," she says quietly. And then we walk toward his door.

We stop at his door. It's open, just a crack.

Hana pushes it open. She steps inside, still holding my hand, pulling me with her.

His room is dimly lit and warm. A single lamp glows on the nightstand, casting long shadows across the floor. The curtains are drawn, but the city seeps through anyway, a soft amber glow that makes everything feel underwater.

He's sitting in a chair by the window, his legs crossed, his body loose and relaxed. He's wearing nothing but a house coat, the dark blue silk falling open at his chest, revealing the salt-and-pepper hair there, the strong line of his collarbone, the muscles in his shoulders that I've only ever seen beneath a uniform.

His eyes find us the moment we enter.

“Good evening, ladies. Come in.”

Hana releases my hand. She steps forward, her bare feet silent on the floor, her sheer gown catching the light, the lavender fabric clinging to her hips, her thighs, her small breasts. Her hair swings against her back as she bows, her body folding with the same ritual grace she brings to everything.

"Master," she says. “We’re ready to serve you.” Her voice is soft. Reverent. The words settle in the room like something sacred.

I watch her straighten. I watch him look at her, his eyes traveling over her body, over the sheer fabric that hides nothing, over the dark hair spilling down her back. His expression doesn't change, but something in the air shifts. Tightens.

He looks at me.

“My beautiful stepdaughter. Baby girl, aren’t you fine as hell. I never imagined I’d see you like this, and I must say, it pleases me.”

My heart pounds. My hands are shaking. I'm still wearing only my panties, the black cotton thin against my skin, my breasts bare, my hair loose around my shoulders. I feel exposed. I feel seen. I feel like I've been standing in front of him my whole life, waiting for this moment.

I bow. Not as gracefully as Hana. But I fold my body the way she did, my eyes dropping to the floor, my hands pressed against my thighs.

“Thank you, Daddy," I say.

He doesn't speak for a long moment. I keep my eyes lowered. I can feel him looking at me, feel the weight of his gaze on my bare shoulders, on the curve of my breasts, on the thin cotton between my legs.

"Look at me," he says.

I lift my head.

He's smiling. A small, slow smile that doesn't reach his eyes. His gaze moves from me to Hana and back again, taking us both in, measuring something I can't see.

"You are both so sexy this evening," he says. His voice is low, warm, the same voice he used when he told me I brighten this place. But there's something underneath it now. Something that makes my stomach tighten. “Come on, my sweet little whores.”

He uncrosses his legs. "Get on the bed. Both of you.”

I move before I can think. My legs carry me toward the bed, the large one in the center of the room, the sheets dark and cool, the pillows piled high against the headboard. Hana moves beside me, her hand finding mine again, her fingers threading through my own.

We climb onto the bed together. The mattress dips beneath our weight. The sheets are soft against my bare legs, cool against my heated skin. Hana kneels beside me, her body close, her shoulder brushing mine.

He rises from the chair.

The house coat falls open as he stands, and I see the full length of his cock—his broad chest, flat stomach, the dark trail of hair that leads down to where the silk gapes open, revealing the thick shape of his penis, half-hard already, shadowed in the dim light.

He doesn't close the coat. He doesn't hide himself. He walks toward the bed, his bare feet silent on the floor, his eyes fixed on us.

He stops at the edge of the mattress. He looks down at us, at Hana kneeling with her hands folded in her lap, at me kneeling beside her with my heart pounding and my breath shallow and my thighs pressed together beneath me.

He reaches out. His hand cups my chin, tilting my face up toward his. His thumb brushes my lower lip, the same way Hana's did earlier, the same way his own fingers did when I was on my knees in the study.

"This is going to be a special night for Jennifer," he says. “I’m about to fuck my sweet little stepdaughter.” His eyes hold mine. His thumb presses gently against my lip, parting my mouth just slightly. "We're going to take good care of her, aren't we, Hana?"

His gaze shifts to her. Hana bows her head, her dark hair falling forward, covering her face.

"Yes, sir," she says. “We will make tonight special for the young lady.”

Her voice is steady. Certain. The voice of someone who has done this before, who knows what comes next, who has been in this bed, in this room, under his hands.

He releases my chin. His hand slides to the back of my neck, his fingers tangling in my hair, pulling gently, just enough to tilt my head back further.

I look up at him. At his face, half in shadow, half in light. He doesn't speak. He doesn't need to.

Daddy shrugs off his robe. The silk slides from his shoulders, catching the light for just a moment before it falls to the floor. He stands before us, naked, unashamed, his body bare in the warm amber glow of the room.

My eyes go wide. His erection protrudes from the dark thatch of hair at his groin, thick and long, jutting upward with a confidence that makes my breath catch. It’s easily seven or eight inches. The head is flushed, the shaft veined.

My heart is pounding. I never imagined my first time would be like this. I thought it would be in a dorm room, fumbling and awkward, with a boy who didn't know what the hell he was doing either. I thought it would be dark, and quick, and forgettable. I never thought it would be here. With him. With her. With both of them watching me, waiting for me, ready to take me apart.

His eyes move between us. His hand rests on his hip, casual, like he has all the time in the world.

"You two, kiss," he orders. “I want you both to get better acquainted. Hana, you will be like a mother to her.”

“Yes sir.”

Hana turns to me. Her hand comes up, her fingers light against my jaw, turning my face toward hers. Her eyes search mine, dark and calm, and something in her expression softens.

"You look nervous, agasshi," she says quietly. "Don't be. You're safe here." Her thumb brushes my cheek. A small gesture. Gentle. Then she leans in. Her lips meet mine. Soft at first. Tentative. A question more than a statement. I feel her breath against my mouth, warm and sweet, and I close my eyes.

The kiss deepens slowly. Her hand slides from my jaw to the back of my neck, her fingers tangling in my hair. Her mouth parts, and I feel her tongue against my lower lip, asking, waiting.

I open for her.

The energy shifts. Builds. Her tongue slips into my mouth, and I taste her—green tea and something sweeter, something underneath that I don't have a name for. My hand comes up to her waist, my fingers pressing into the sheer fabric of her gown, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath.

She makes a small sound. A hum, low and satisfied, vibrating against my lips.

Her hand moves. Down my neck, over my collarbone, across my chest. Her palm finds my breast, and she squeezes gently, her fingers curving around the fullness of me, her thumb brushing over my nipple.

I gasp against her mouth. She swallows the sound.

Her hand slides lower. Over my ribs, my stomach, the dip of my waist. Her fingertips trace the waistband of my panties, following the line of elastic across my hip. Then lower still. Over my thigh, the inside of my thigh, the sensitive skin there that no one has ever touched before.

I tremble. My legs part, just slightly, just enough.

Her hand settles between my legs. Her palm presses against the smooth mound of my sex, warm through the thin cotton of my panties. She doesn't poke. Doesn't probe. Doesn't try to push inside my hole. She just rests her hand there, her fingers curled gently against me, her thumb resting at the top where I'm most sensitive.

Just a caress. Just a touch.

I moan into her mouth. My hips shift forward, pressing against her hand, seeking more. She doesn't give it. She keeps her touch light, teasing, barely there.

She pulls back from the kiss. Her forehead rests against mine. Her breath is warm against my lips, coming faster now, her composure cracking just slightly.

"Good girl," she whispers. “The young lady is a passionate kisser.”

Behind her, I hear him exhale. A low sound, satisfied, as he watches us.

"You both are so beautiful," Daddy says. “Just a week ago, it was like you couldn’t stand being in the same room. Now look. Such sexy fucking chemistry.”

He climbs onto the bed, the mattress shifting beneath his weight. The house coat is gone now, left in a heap on the floor, and he is naked—all of him, the broad chest, the strong thighs, the thick column of his erection jutting upward, heavy and flushed.

I can't stop looking at it. Even as Hana's hand rests between my legs, even as her breath warms my lips, my eyes keep drifting down between his legs.

Hana reaches down. Her fingers hook into the waistband of her own panties—a tiny scrap of black silk, barely there—and she slips them off, lifting her hips, pulling the fabric down her thighs, over her knees, discarding them on the bed beside us. She shrugs off the gown and it falls away in a forgotten wisp.

The dark triangle between her legs is stark against her pale skin. A small thatch of silky black hair, neatly trimmed, shadowed in the amber light. She is beautiful like this, fully uncovered, her small breasts bare beneath the sheer gown, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders.

Daddy’s eyes move over her. Then over me.

"Take Jennifer's panties off," he orders.

Hana turns to me. Her hands are gentle as they find my hips, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my black cotton panties. She pulls them down slowly, inch by inch, her knuckles brushing against my bare skin, against the tops of my thighs.

I lift my hips to help her. The fabric slides away, and then I am naked. Completely naked. My breasts bare, my hairless pussy exposed, my body open to both of them in the warm dim light of his room.

My heart is pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat. My hands are trembling. Between my legs, I am wet—so wet—and I know they can see it, know they can smell it, know they can feel the heat radiating off my skin.

I am so scared. And so aroused.

I can't believe this is happening. I can't believe I'm here, in his bed, naked, between him and her, waiting for what comes next. I keep looking at his erection—that long pillar of flesh, scary thick, the head dark and glistening—and I know what's going to happen tonight.

He's going to put it inside me. My first time. My virginity, taken by stepfather. The idea should repulse me. It should make me get up, run out, never look back. But it doesn't. It makes me wetter. It makes my thighs part. I’m his naughty secret, and he’s about to violate everything about what it means to be a father to a teenage girl.

Daddy moves between us. His body is warm, solid, his skin radiating heat as he settles onto the mattress, his legs tangling with ours, his hands reaching for us both.

He kisses Hana first. His hand cups the back of her neck, pulling her toward him, his mouth claiming hers in a kiss that is deeper, harder, more demanding than the ones we shared. She melts into him, her small hands pressing against his chest, her body curving toward his.

I watch them. I watch his hand slide down her back, over the curve of her hip. I watch her arch into him, her small breasts pressing against his chest, her dark hair spilling over his arm.

Then he turns to me. His hand cups my face. His thumb brushes my lower lip, the same gesture from before, gentle and possessive. His eyes hold mine—hazel, almost green in this light—and I see something there that makes my chest ache.

"Sweetheart," he says softly. “Are you my good little girl tonight?”

“Yes, Daddy. I want to be your good little whore.”

“Hear that, Hana?” He turns to her and says, “my stepdaughter is a quick study. Already knows what’s expected of her.”

“Yes sir. She’s a smart girl.”

He leans in. His lips meet mine.

The kiss is nothing like the one I shared with Hana. It is slower, deeper, more deliberate. His mouth moves against mine with a confidence that comes from years, from knowing exactly what he wants, from taking it. He gently sucks my tongue.

His hand slides down my body. Over my throat, my collarbone, the curve of my breast. He cups me there, his palm warm against my nipple, and I gasp into his mouth.

He pulls back. Just enough to look at me.

"Beautiful," he murmurs. “I am going to enjoy fucking your sweet pussy tonight. That’s all you are for me right now, a hole for me to use. Got it?”

I nod. What am I supposed to say to that?

His hand moves lower. Over my ribs, my stomach, the dip of my waist. “Mmm. Soft little pussy.” He finds the smooth mound between my legs, and his fingers part me gently, sliding through the wetness there, circling the place that makes my hips buck. “Already so wet, you little slut.”

Slut…I moan. I can't help it. “You’re making me wet.”

He smiles. A small, wicked smile that makes my stomach flip.

Then he turns to Hana. His hand moves to her, mirroring the touch, his fingers sliding through her dark thatch, finding her center, circling her the way he circled me. She gasps, her back arching, her small breasts lifting toward him.

He kisses her again. Then me. Then her. His mouth moves between us, his hands never stopping, his touch never faltering. He caresses us both, his fingers learning the shape of us, the taste of us, the sounds we make when he touches us just right.

I am lost in it. In the heat of his body beside me, in the softness of Hana's skin against mine, in the rhythm of his hands and his mouth and his voice murmuring dirty, vulgar things against my lips.

But underneath it all, beneath the arousal, beneath the pleasure, the fear still hums. I look down. His erection bounces when he moves, thick and waiting, brushing against my thigh, heavy and hot. I feel it against my skin, and I know. He's going to put it inside me.

My first time. My stepfather. My mantra for the night.

I close my eyes. I let his mouth claim mine. I let his hands move over my body. I let myself feel everything—the fear, the want, the disbelief, the heat.

Time slips away from me, measured not in seconds or minutes but in touches, in kisses, in the slide of skin against skin. His hands. Her hands. My own naive hands, grasping, learning. I lose track of who is touching whom, whose mouth is on my breast, whose fingers are touching my pussy.

At some point, Daddy shifts us. His hands are firm on our bodies, guiding, positioning, arranging us like we are part of some ritual.

“Down on all fours,” he commands Hana. His voice is low, unhurried, the voice of a man who’s got all night. “Arch your back, dear. That’s it, beautiful. Put that ass up.”

Hana moves into position. Her hands press into the mattress, her arms straight, her back curving into downward-dog position. Her dark hair spills forward, brushing the sheets, hiding her face. Her ass is lifted, presented, the dark patch between her legs visible from behind, the pink center of her pussy glistening as her lips softly part. Her inner lips spread, perfectly symmetrical.

Daddy reaches and spreads her ass with his hands. His thumbs press into the soft flesh, pulling her open, exposing the small tight opening of her ass. She makes a soft gasp, a low moan, and her back arches deeper.

“Come here, Jennifer,” he says. His eyes find mine. “I want to see you lick her asshole.”

Lick her what?! I exclaim in my head. My heart stumbles. My face floods with heat.

“Come on. Be a good girl. Now.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I crawl towards Hana on my hands and knees. He watches me move and I can feel his eyes on my body, the sway of my tits, on the curve of my ass. I stop behind Hana. Her ass is right there, inches from my face, spread open. The sight of it — the smooth, pale skin, the darker puckered hole, the scent of her — makes my head spin.

I lean in slowly.

My hands find her backside, my fingers pressing into the soft flesh, holding her open the way he was holding her. His hands drop away.

I bury my face in her crack.

The first touch of my tongue is unsure. A small lick, barely there, just the tip against that tight ring of muscle. Her scent fills my nose, clean and musky and womanly, the scent of her arousal mixing with the soap she uses.

She moans. Her back arches further, pushing against my mouth, asking for more of my tongue. So I give it to her.

My tongue presses flat against her asshole, licking slowly, spreading the wetness there, tasting her. She is tight beneath my tongue, the muscle clenching and relaxing as I lick her.

His hands are on me now. I feel them on my hips, on my ass, spreading me the way I’m spreading her. He makes a sound, a low hum of approval, and I feel his thumb slide through the wetness at my entrance, gathering my arousal, pressing against my innocent hole.

My mouth is occupied, so I think to myself, I love it when you touch me there.

“Fuck, sweetheart, you’re so tight. You’re my little virgin, aren’t you?”

I hum, continuing to lick Hana’s ass.

“So wet and ready for me already.” I feel his finger slide between my pussy lips, gently stroking. “You’re gonna take my cock tonight, like a good little whore. Every inch.”

Hearing my stepfather talk to me in such a tone, using words no man should ever use about the girl he’s raised, degrading me and worshipping me at the same time, has me so ready to be fucked.

I gasp against Hana’s skin. I can’t stop licking her ass. My tongue circles her hole, presses into it. I lick her the way I would lick something I want to savor. I don’t know, like an ice cream.

“Good girl,” Daddy says. I feel the palm of his hand strike my ass. Then his lips touch my skin. “Good fucking girl. You love this, don’t you. Daddy’s perfect little whore.”

I pull my tongue out of Hana’s asshole long enough to say, “uhuh.”

“Say it, Jessica. What are you?”

“I’m Daddy’s whore.”

I feel his mouth on my pussy, his nose pressing into my folds. He’s kissing me, smelling me.

“I’m going to fuck you now, Jessica.” He climbs out of the bed. The mattress shifts as his weight leaves. I watch him cross to the nightstand, his naked body moving through the amber light, the muscles in his back flexing, the curve of his ass, the thick length of him still hard and flushed. "I'm going to need some lube,” he says. His voice is low, almost gentle. "You’re pussy is really snug. You’re a very small girl.”

He pulls open the drawer. His hand disappears inside, rummaging for a moment, and then he pulls out a small bottle. Clear liquid inside. A pump top.

He turns back to the bed. His eyes find mine.

"Lay on your back," he orders.

I lay back against the pillows. The sheets are cool against my bare skin. The ceiling is above me, shadows flickering across the white paint. Hana moves beside me, her body warm against my side, her mouth finds my left nipple, her hand squeezes my right breast.

Daddy climbs back onto the bed. The mattress dips beneath his weight. He kneels between my thighs, the bottle in his hand, his erection heavy and waiting. He pumps the bottle once. Twice. The wet sound of liquid filling his palm. He wraps his slick hand around himself, stroking, coating the thick length of him until he glistens. Then he drizzles more directly at the entrance of my hole. The cold liquid drips against my skin, startling, intimate. I feel it slide down, pooling between my cheeks, mixing with the wetness that's been building there all night.

He tosses the bottle aside. It lands somewhere on the bed, forgotten. His hand returns to me. His fingers slide through my folds, slick and warm, spreading the lube, spreading me. “Hana, come here and watch me fuck my stepdaughter. I want you close when I pop her little cherry.”

“Yes sir.” She moves and kneels next to me at the bend in my knee, letting her see what’s happening between my legs.

I feel Daddy pressing bluntly against my opening.

And then I suddenly realize something. There's no condom! He's not going to use any protection. He's about to go in raw.

"Daddy." My voice comes out small, almost a whisper. "I'm not on any birth control."

His eyes meet mine. Dark. Unreadable.

"I could get pregnant," I say, pushing my hands out against his hips.

Hana moves my hands. “Don’t fight it, young lady. Master doesn’t use condoms. You are here to make him feel good, skin to skin is best. You will be fucked until your pretty little pussy is dripping cum.”

He doesn't stop. His hand continues its work, slicking himself through my folds, pressing gently against my opening. The head of him nudges at the tight ring of tissue that is my hymen, pushing in, skin to skin, no barrier. He’s taking it slow but it already hurts.

“I’m gonna breed that pussy,” he promises.

I should be scared. I'm nineteen. I'm a student. I'm not on birth control. If he cums inside of me and I get pregnant, my whole life could change. What would my mom say if her husband got her daughter pregnant! The thought sends a shock of anxiety shooting to my core. It could ruin our relationship, and all for instant gratification and a fantasy. All because I watched Hana sucking his cock and got a little jealous.

Am I even thinking straight, or am I so horny right now that I will let him do anything he wants only to regret it later? I’m his little whore. I’m supposed to submit to him, like Hana does. I agreed to give him free use for his enjoyment. If he wants to fuck raw, then that’s what I want.

I’m so wet and needy right now, I don’t care about consequences.

“You were made to be bred.”

“Yes Daddy, I need you inside of me."

I'm so turned on right now. His bold declaration hits something deep inside me, something I didn't know was there, or that I pretend isn’t there.

“Are you Daddy’s little cum slut?”

I lift my hips. I press toward him. “Yes,” I moan. “I want it all inside me, Daddy,” I hear myself say.

His eyes darken. His jaw tightens. He pushes forward. Bare. And I feel every inch of him as he sinks inside me, filling me completely, claiming the space that has never belonged to anyone else.

“Ow..ow..ow. It hurts…go slow, please.” I whimper and suck in sharply against the back of my teeth, wincing sharply as I’m breached and stretched open. “Daddy. Your dick is—”

“Shhh. Just breathe, young lady,” Hana whispers against my lips. Her mouth finds mine again. She swallows my pain. I kiss her, desperate now, my hands tangling in her dark hair, pulling her close.

I feel his cock all the way inside of me now, not moving, just a fullness that is so deep it feels like he’s poking my insides and splitting me in half. I’m gripping the sheets so hard my knuckles hurt.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Just relax and open up for me. You’ll adjust. And you’ll take every inch. Just let your pussy open.” He strokes my thighs as he takes me.

“Shhh. Just breathe, young lady,” Hana whispers against my gaping mouth. “Us Asian women are very tight, especially for the first time, with such a big man.”

“She’s squeezing the hell out of me.”

Hana’s palm rests on my tummy right were a baby grows, soothing and warm, rubbing.

He moves his hips, his thick cock pistoning inside of me. Slow at first. A withdrawal, then a push, each stroke measured and deep. I feel myself stretching around him, my body learning the shape of him, the rhythm of him, the way he fills me so completely that I can't tell where I end and he begins.

The discomfort is still there—a pressure, a fullness, a slight burn that makes me gasp against Hana's mouth with every thrust. But it's starting to fade. Softening into something else. Something that might be pleasure if I let it.

Hana’s hand lands on mine, she loosens my grip on the sheets and guides my hand to my pussy. “Touch yourself here,” she instructs. “Make yourself cum, young lady.” My fingertips move in little circles at first. “Yes, that’s it. Just like you do in private.”

“OH GOD! YES!” I’m creaming around him. My mouth is open and I’m panting. My back is arched.

My stepdad’s hands grip my hips, fingers digging into my flesh, pulling me onto him with each stroke. His rhythm quickens. Deepens.

“Take. That. Cock.” He says, punctuating each thrust.

Then he reaches for Hana.

His hand tangles in her dark hair, fisting the long strands, pulling her away from me. She gasps, her head tilting back, her neck exposed, her mouth falling open. He pulls her toward him, across my body, until her face is inches from his.

“Kiss me.”

His mouth claims hers while his hips keep moving, keep thrusting, keep driving into me. I watch them from below, their bodies tangled above me, his hand still fisted in her hair. I watch his tongue slide into her mouth. I watch her hands grip his shoulders.

I feel him inside me. Thrusting. Filling. Taking. My fingers move faster, circling my clit. I can feel it, swollen and sensitive. I love to tease the edges of the blueberry-sized bump. The discomfort fades further. Softens. The pressure becomes something else—a heat, a tension, a coiling low in my belly that I recognize from my own fingers in the dark. I’m ready to burst at any second.

Hana breaks the kiss. Her head falls back, her dark hair spilling down her spine, her lips parted and wet. She looks down at me, her eyes half-closed, her cheeks flushed.

“She is going to cum, sir.”

“Yes, cum for Daddy.” He grunts.

He keeps thrusting. Keeps taking. The room is filled with the sounds of hushed dirty talk and the slick, wet sound of Daddy’s penis thrusting. My hips begin to move with his. Matching his rhythm. Meeting his thrusts. I feel myself opening around him, relaxing, accepting. And I’m moaning like a little whore, a vessel receiving.

“Ohhhh Gooodddd!” The most mind-blowing orgasm wrecks through me, leaving me gasping. My back arches. I’m seeing stars burst behind my eyelids. My mouth hangs open in a silent scream.

“Good girl,” Hana praises in a low, soothing tone. “Cum for your Daddy. Make his penis feel so good.”

Then his hips stutter. There's no warning. No whispered words. No signal. Just a sudden jerk, a loss of rhythm, a deep, guttural groan that rumbles through his chest. He pushes into me one last time. Holds himself there. Buried to the hilt. And then I feel it. Hot jets. Spreading. Flooding my core.

His cum spills inside me, thick and warm, filling me in a way that is nothing like my own fingers, nothing like my own imagination. I feel it pulse out of him in waves, each jet deeper than the last, coating my insides, marking me from within. My inner muscles clench around him, squeezing, milking, pulling every last drop from his body.

He’s fucked me raw and ejaculated inside of me. I’m so horny. I’m definitely ovulating, but I can’t bring myself to care. Not now. Not when I'm still coming. Not when I can feel him still hard inside me, still throbbing, still giving.

I don’t have the words to explain how amazing it feels to have an orgasm with another person.

His forehead drops to mine. His breath is hot against my lips, ragged and uneven. His hand slides from my thighs to my hips, gripping me there, holding me in place.

The room is silent except for our breathing.

Hana lays down beside me. Her body curls into mine, warm and soft, her skin brushing mine. She turns to face me, her dark hair spilling across the pillow. She leans in. Her mouth finds mine.

I kiss her back, my hand sliding into her hair, holding her close.

Above me, Daddy’s face buries in my hair. His breath is hot against my neck, ragged and uneven, his chest pressing against mine with each inhale. His weight is heavy on top of me—pinning me down, holding me in place, keeping me exactly where he wants me.

He's still inside me, still thick and claiming. I feel his cum leaking out around him, warm and slow, spreading beneath me onto the sheets. I feel my own body still pulsing, still clenching, still holding onto every drop he gave me.

I am surrounded.

And probably pregnant now.

Daddy shifts above me. His body lifts, the weight of him disappearing, and I feel him pull out slowly. The emptiness is sudden, strange—a hollow ache where he used to be. I feel his cum leaking from my freshly fucked hole, warm and wet, spilling onto the sheets beneath my hips.

"Let's go shower and get cleaned up," he says.

His hand finds mine. He helps me sit up, then stand. My legs tremble beneath me. I am so sore—a deep, throbbing ache between my thighs that makes me wince with every step. The muscles in my stomach clench, trying to hold onto what he left inside me, but it's no use. I feel more of it sliding down my thighs as I stand.

I glance back at the bed. The sheets are a mess. Wet patches, dark and glistening. And there—a small stain, pink against the white fabric. Blood. Just a little. Mixed with the thick white evidence of what we did.

Hana follows my gaze. Her expression doesn't change—calm, composed, the same mask she wore when she set the table and folded his shirts. She reaches for the corner of the sheet and begins pulling it off the mattress.

"I will wash the sheets," she says simply.

She doesn't look at me. Doesn't ask if I'm okay. Doesn't acknowledge the blood or the cum or the weight of what just happened. She just does her work, efficient and graceful, the way she does everything.

Daddy tugs my hand gently. His fingers interlace with my own.

"Come on, sweetheart," he says.

I let him lead me toward the bathroom. My legs are unsteady. My thighs are slick. My body aches in places I didn't know I had.

I look back one more time. Hana is bundling the sheets in her arms, her dark hair falling across her face, her sheer gown still clinging to her small breasts. She glances up, just for a moment, and our eyes meet. She doesn't smile. But something in her expression softens. A nod, almost imperceptible.

The End
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