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

	Younger woman older man age gap
	Stepcest (man of the house & his precious girl dynamic)
	Butt play


If these themes disturb you, please refrain from reading.

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

This is a smutty, fast-paced short story with no plot. It’s an indulgent peek into the delicious and taboo.


The shower shuts off, and I hear the soft rustle of the curtain being drawn back. Steam drifts into the hallway, carrying the scent of Mei Ling’s coconut body wash. I lean against the doorframe of her bedroom, waiting.

She steps out, wrapped in a towel, her dark hair clinging to her shoulders in wet strands. Water droplets slide down her collarbone, disappearing beneath the terrycloth. She doesn’t see me at first—not until she turns, her eyes widening slightly.

"You shouldn’t be in here," she whispers, but there’s no real protest in her voice. Just a thrill, a game we’ve played too many times to pretend otherwise.

I step inside and close the door behind me. "I wanted to see you before you left for school."

She bites her lip, glancing toward the hallway. "Mom’s still home. She’s going to get suspicious if she catches you in here."

I smirk. "Then you should be quiet.”

Her breath hitches as I reach into my pocket and pull out the small velvet box. Her eyes lock onto it, curiosity flickering behind her lashes.

"What is it?" she asks, trying to sound casual. But her fingers tighten on the edge of her towel.

I open the box, revealing the jade butt plug—smooth, cool, shaped perfectly for her.

Her lips part. "Oh." A flush creeps up her neck. “Is that—”

“For your ass,” I cut her off. “Do you like it?”

She hesitates, then nods. "It’s beautiful. For something that goes in the butt.”

I guide her to the edge of her bed.

"Turn around," I command softly.

She obeys without hesitation, letting the towel drop, revealing her flawless body. Her skin is still damp from the shower, glistening under the morning light. My focus is on her ass—that perfect heart-shaped ass—as I tell her to “bend over.”

“Are you going to put that inside of me now?”

“Yes. I want you to wear this today,” I tell her.

“At school?”

“Yes.”

I slide my hand into my pocket and pull out a small bottle of lubricant, and squeeze a generous amount of the clear, viscous liquid onto my middle finger. My cock throbs as I spread her cheeks apart, exposing her little ass hole. Her rim is a perfect, pink ring of muscle, tightly puckered.

“Mmm.. That feels good, daddy,” she moans as I apply the lubricant, rubbing it in slow, circular motions. “I love it when you touch my asshole—and lick it.”

“I am gonna do more than lick you, baby.”

She gasps softly as I add pressure, opening her just enough to stretch her with my fingertip.

She glances back over her shoulder, watching as I coat the plug with lube. “Are you going to fuck me in the butt, now? I can’t go to school with a sore asshole.”

“Not now. This is just for preparation. You will need time to adjust.”

“Your dick is way bigger than that plug.”

I line up the cool, smooth tip of the jade plug with her lubricated hole.

“Oh, god!”

“You’re asshole is so small,” I say, pushing the plug slowly into her anus. “You are a small girl. But this will open you up for me.”

She takes a sharp breath, her body tensing slightly as the plug breaches her tight ring of muscle.

Pausing for a moment, I let her breathe into the stretch.

“It’s cold,” she whimpers.

"It’ll warm up," I murmur.

When I feel her relaxing, I push it in, inch by inch, until the widest part stretches her open.

She lets out a soft moan, a mix of discomfort and pleasure.

“Ow, ow!”

“Shhh. Your mom is across the hall,” I remind her, my heart pounding in my chest from the thrill of knowing that my wife could walk in and catch me inserting a sex toy into her daughter’s asshole at any moment.

With one final gentle push, the plug slips into place, her tight little hole clamping down on the narrowest part of the plug, holding it in place.

She gasps when it settles inside her, her body clenching around it. "It’s… deeper than I thought."

I grip her hips, holding her still. "Good. That means you’ll feel it with every step."

She turns her head, looking at me over her shoulder. "What if someone notices me walking funny?”

“Well just try to walk like you don’t have a butt plug up your ass, and it will be fine,” I chuckle.

“What if I have to go to the bathroom?”

“You don’t have to suffer. Take it out, if you need to. Otherwise, it stays in your ass all day, do you understand me?”

She exhales, her lashes fluttering. "Yes, sir."

I gave her ass a sharp smack, causing her to wince.

“Thats my good girl. Look at what you do for me,” I fish my hard cock out from my jeans, and with one pump of my fist, precum gushes from the tip, creating a long, sticky strand that nearly reaches the floor before it breaks.

“Mmm.. Let me suck it, daddy.” She begs with pleading almond shaped eyes, and dropping to her knees.

Holding my cock out, I let her feed.

My head rolls back as my stepdaughter’s eager mouth cleans the precum from my bell end. Her lips warm around me, slow and teasing, her head bowed before me as she takes me deep into her throat. I thread my fingers through her damp hair, guiding her gentle rhythm, watching the way her cheeks hollow as she sucks. She moans quietly, the low vibration making me breathe out long and slow.

Then suddenly—

“Mei Ling?”

Her mother’s voice cuts through the air sharp and sudden, just outside the door.

Mei Ling’s freezes, her mouth still on my cock. My grip tightens in her hair, holding her still as my pulse hammers.

A knock. “Are you almost ready? I’m making breakfast. You need your energy before finals.”

My stepdaughter pulls her mouth off of my dick with a wet gasp, her eyes wide, chin dripping. For a second neither of us breathes.

The she swallows hard and calls out, her voice impressively steady: “Yeah, mom—just getting dressed. I’ll be down in a minute.”

Silence. Then footsteps retreating down the hall.

Mei Ling exhales shakily. “Fuck,” she whispers.

I smirk, tilting her chin up. “That was close,” I murmur, brushing my thumb against her bottom lip. “Now finish what you started. I am not going to work with blue balls.”

She obeys. She always does what I tell her to do.

She sucks me back in, her hand twisting and pumping my shaft, just like the woman in that porn I showed her when she was first learning how to suck dick. Before long, I am shooting ropes of cum down her throat.

“Make sure you swallow it all,” I instruct her.

She obeys.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Swallow your daddy’s cum.”

And it is a lot of cum. I see her struggle to handle the load. There is a look of mild disgust on her face. But she doesn’t spill a drop.

I help her to her feet and kiss her on the cheek, lingering just long enough to smell her skin. "Now get dressed."

She reaches for her clothes, moving carefully, already hyper-aware of the plug inside her.

"Don’t let Mom catch you in here," she whispers again, pulling her shirt over her head. "She’s been asking questions."

I tilt my head. "What kind of questions?" I ask, stuffing my still-rigid cock back into my pants.

Mei Ling hesitates. "If I’ve been… distracted lately."

I grin. "Tell her you’ve been studying hard."

She meets my eyes, a slow smile spreading across her lips. "I will. But we both know that’s a lie."

Before I slip out of her bedroom, I suddenly remember that my wife won’t be home tonight. It’s the first day of her rotation at the hospital, night shift. I don’t have to sneak into her room, and I don’t have to worry about having to muffle her cries to keep her mom from hearing me fuck her daughter in the ass.

“Hey, princess,” I said.

“Daddy?”

“We’re alone tonight. I want you home right after school.”

She smiles and bows her head respectfully. My sweet, submissive Asian stepdaughter. Always so obedient. Always doing what I tell her to do. I remember the shock that filled her eyes the first time I put her hand on my cock, but she didn’t pull back. When I demanded her virginity on her eighteenth birthday, she opened her legs without question, and I fucked her raw while her mom slept just two doors down the hall.

“See you tonight, daddy.”

____

I hear the front door open, then close softly. Approaching footsteps and the faint rustle of fabric tells me she’s home. Mei Ling doesn’t call out, doesn’t announce herself. She knows where to go. She knows what I want.

My office door creaks open, and there she stands—her school uniform crisp, her skirt brushing mid-thigh, her white knee socks pristine. She looks like such a good girl, perfect and innocent. No one would ever guess that, beneath her traditional Asian demeanor, and all of her academic achievements, was a girl willing to be corrupted, or that those full lips have been on her stepfather’s cock.

She’s breathtaking.

Her dark hair is tied back in a neat ponytail, a few loose strands framing her face. Her lips are slightly parted, her cheeks flushed from the walk home.

“I’m here, daddy,” she says, dropping her backpack on the floor and awaiting my instructions.

I lean back in my chair, studying her. “Close the door, princess.”

She obeys without hesitation, turning to push it shut with a quiet click.

“Come here.”

She steps forward, her skirt swaying with each movement. The way she walks—like she’s already thinking about about my cock replacing the jade butt plug—makes my pulse quicken.

“Did you wear it all day?” I ask.

She nods. “Yes, daddy.”

“Good girl.”

She dips her eyes in a show of respect and smiles at me.

“How was it?”

“Distracting,” she replies. “I couldn’t concentrate, I kept thinking—”

“About my cock in your ass?”

“That people would notice something was weird about me today. I was on edge, squeezing my thighs. Everyone stared at me when I got a math problem wrong on the board. I don’t make mistakes. It was so embarrassing.”

I chuckled. “Did you cum?”

“I held it in.”

“That’s my girl,” I praise her. “Now bend over the desk. I want to see your pretty little ass.”

She doesn’t hesitate. She places her palms flat on the polished wood and leans forward, offering her ass to me.

I stand, looming over her like a predator. Her skirt rides up slightly, revealing the smooth skin of her thighs.

“Lift your skirt for me.”

“Yes, sir,” she reaches back, fingers trembling as she gathers the fabric and pulls it up to her waist.

My gaze drags over her—the curve of her bottom, the way her panties cling to her, damp with anticipation. I see the jade plug, barely covered by the thin strip of fabric running between her ass cheeks.

“You’ve been thinking about this moment, haven’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Are you nervous?” I trail a finger along the waistband of her panties. “You can tell me.”

I hook my fingers into her panties and pull them down, revealing the jade plug nestled between her round cheeks.

Mei Ling hesitates, her eyes fill with anxiety as she glances back at me.

“I am, daddy. I know you want my asshole tonight. But your cock is so big. It’s, like, really thick. I know it’s going to hurt in my ass. I still struggle to take you in my pussy, and that hole is meant for sex.”

I stroke her bare hip, feeling the tension in her body. “I know,” I respond, my voice low and calming. “But I’m not going to rush you. We’re alone tonight. You can make all the noise you want. There’s no risk that we will get caught by your mom. This won’t be a rough quickie like last week.”

She exhales shakily, her dark eyes searching mine. “Promise you will be gentle?”

“Promise.” I lean down, kissing her lower back. “I’ll take care of you. But you will take me.”

Mei Ling whimpers, but she doesn’t pull away. She never does. Instead, she arches her back slightly, palms flat against the polished wood, offering herself in silent surrender.

My cock is already throbbing. I’m massaging my erection through my jeans. I’ve been waiting to fuck my stepdaughter’s teenage asshole all day. But I am a patient man. We have all night.

Her breath hitches as I trace the base of the plug with my thumb, pressing just enough to make her squirm.

“Please, daddy,” she wiggles her hips.

“Please what? I tease, pulling gently on the plug and watching her anus stretch around the wide base.

“She whines, pressing back against my hand. “You know what.”

“Tell me.”

“Fuck me,” she breathes. “While it’s still inside.”

I grin, unbuckling my belt. My pants hit the floor and I kick them to the side, my cock rigid and weeping with precum.

“Tonight is supposed to be just for anal, but since you asked so nicely. I will give you a birth canal massage.”

I don’t rush. I take my time with my precious girl, sliding my cockhead along her slit, teasing her, making her moan.

“So wet already,” my voice gravels. “Have you been this wet all day?”

She nods, her fingers scrambling against the desk. “Yes, daddy.”

Daddy. That word. Her soft, melodic voice. So fucking wrong how much I love banging my wife’s daughter—the girl I raised.

I push inside of her with one smooth thrust, savoring the way she clenches around me. “Tight little Asian pussy,” I grunt. I can feel the plug shift inside of her through the flexible wall between her pussy and anus. “You squeeze me so good.”

“Oh—fuck—” She gasps, her tiny hole stretching to fit around my girth.

I start slow, rolling my hips, letting her get used to me, inch by inch. “Tight little birth canal,” I groan. “Needs a good massage, doesn’t it?”

She moans, her forehead pressing into the desk. “God! Y-yes-”

“You love daddy’s big white cock, don’t you, princess.”

“Mmhm.”

My fingers find the plug again, tugging it slightly, just enough to make her cry out.

“Be as loud as you want,” I encourage. “Mom isn’t here. It’s just us, baby girl.”

She bites her lip, shaking her head.

“I fuck her steadily—deep, relentless, playing with the plug every few strokes, keeping her on edge. I pull it, watching her rim stretch, before pushing it back in.

“Such an obedient girl,” I praise, gripping her hair and tugging just hard enough to make her gasp. “Taking it in both holes so well.”

“Her thighs tremble, her moans turning desperate. “I’m—I’m gonna—”

I slam into her one last time, my hand tight on the plug as she clenches around me, shattered to pieces, knees buckling.

“That’s it,” I growl. “Come for me, baby girl.”

I pull out of her pussy slowly, watching as her tight little hole squeezes around nothing, glistening with her arousal. She gapes where I left her empty.

My stepdaughter gasps, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her dark hair sticking to her flushed cheeks.

“Now that you’re nice and relaxed,” I murmur, running my palm over the perfect curve of her ass, “you’re ready to take me somewhere tighter.”

She whimpers, knowing exactly what I mean.

My fingers find the jade plug still nestled between her cheeks, its smooth surface warm from being inside of her all day. I twist it slightly, just to hear hear breath hitch.

“Daddy—” she starts, but I don’t let her finish.

With one slow, deliberate pull, I withdraw the plug, watching as her asshole stretches around it before for finally releasing it with a soft pop. Her hole gapes beautifully, a pink, winking ring of muscle, already used to being filled—but not by me. Not yet.

I bend down, my breath coming out warm on her sensitive skin. “Look at you,” I growl. “Already open for me.” Then I lick her, a slow, wet brush right over her loosened hole.

My stepdaughter jerks, a sharp cry escaping her lips. “Oh—fuck! Daddy, that feels good,” she breathes, pushing her ass back and feeding me her little hole.

I push my tongue inside, fucking her with it, tasting her musky little asshole, claiming her in a way no one else ever has—and probably never will. My face is pressed so firmly between her butt cheeks that I am nearly smothered.

“Now I want you to relax,” I tell her, as I grab the bottle of lube and slick my fingers, and begin massaging her rim, pressing just enough to make her moan. Her body tenses before yielding to my touch, and I push my middle finger all the way into her anus, feeling her clench around me. “You’re so tight,” I growl, gently fingering her.

Her thighs tremble, her back arching. “Daddy, please—”

“You want to feel me in your ass, don’t you?” I demand, pulling back just enough to speak.

Her voice is a whisper, broken and needy. “Yes.”

“Say it.” I spank her on the right cheek.

She gasps. “I want you in my ass, daddy.”

“Good girl.”

I stand up, my cock heavy and aching, already slick from her pussy, and press the thick head against her asshole, watching as the muscles squeeze tight, trying to resist penetration.

My stepdaughter whines, her fingers scrambling against the desk, her whole body going tense. She hisses against the back of her teeth. “Ow, ow—Daddy, please—go slow—Fuck! Your dick is so big.”

I chuckle, but I don’t stop. Holding my cock steady in one hand, I push forward, just an inch, just enough to watch my bell end open her up and disappear into her anus.

“God damn, baby,” I gasp, holding steady, my glans hurried in her tiny hole, “you’re ass is so tight.” It takes every ounce of will I have not to thrust all the way in.

She whimpers, her body going rigid, but she doesn’t pull away. “Ouch—Daddy, it burns.”

“Relax,” I order, gently caressing her hip with my free hand. “You can take it.”

I sink deeper, the tight, molten heat of her ass swallowing me inch by inch.

“Fuck,” I groan, my vision blurring at the edges as I focus on the sight of my thick cock buried between my stepdaughter’s pale ass cheeks. “That’s it, baby. Take all of me.”

Her breath comes in ragged little pants, her nails digging into the wood. “It’s—oh God—it’s too much. It feels like you are in my stomach.”

I lean over her, my chest pressing against her back, my mouth at her ear. “No it’s not. You’re stretching so good for me.”

She whines, but her body softens, accepting me, letting me slide the rest of the way in.

When I am fully seated, I stay still, letting her ass adjust, letting her feel the pressure, the fullness.

“Can you feel it, sweetheart? How deep I am?” I growl, giving her right cheek a sharp smack, causing her to yelp.

Her answer was a broken moan, her back arching as I bottomed out.

“I am going to breed your sweet little asshole.”

She nods frantically. “Y-yes, daddy—fuck, you’re so deep.”

Then I pull back and thrust in hard, making her cry out.

“Ow..ow..ow!”

There’s no stopping now. I fuck her backside with deep, relentless strokes, each one driving her against the desk. The sound of my cock pumping back and forth in her ass is like digging a spoon into a soft baked sweet potato, coated in melted butter and dripping with honey.

Her moans are music, her body is heaven, and when she comes again, squeezing around me like a strong fist, I loose myself completely. My hips stutter, my fingers digging into Mei Ling’s waist as I empty myself inside of her anus.

A choked moan slips from her lips—half surprise, half pleasure—as she arches back against me, her asshole milking every last drop of cum.

For a moment neither of us moves. The only sound is our ragged breathing, the slick heat between us, and the hum of the ceiling fan above.

Then, slowly, I pull out. Mei Ling winces, whispering, “ow, ow, ow..” A wet, sticky sound follows—the obscene release of flesh from a soaking wet hole—and I watch, transfixed, as a trickle of cum escapes her stretched open hole, glistening down her inner thigh.

Mei Ling shivers. “Oh—god.” And she takes a deep breath.

I drag my thumb through the mess, spreading it over her flushed skin. “Look at you,” I murmur. “You are such a perfect little anal princess. You just took a pounding.”

“It felt like you were inside my guts,” she whined. “But I have never had an orgasm that powerful. It just kept going. I’ve never felt so stretched open.”

“I told you that you were going to love it.” I said, pressing two fingers against her loosened rim, gently spreading her open. Her anus dilates, and I exhale sharply at the sight —her pink hole still gaping wide open from being stuffed with my big white cock. A drop of cum beads at her opening before falling, landing on the floor.

I love messy sex.

She reaches back and inspects her gaping hole, sticky, dripping with my cum.

“Did it hurt long?”

She winced. “It still kinda hurts, but weirdly, it also feels good. It just burns a little.” Mei Ling buries her face in her arms.

“Embarrassed?” I tease, tracing circles around her stretched open rim.

She shakes her head, but her ears are bright red.

I lean down, kissing the small of her back. “You took my cock up your ass like a good girl, like you did the first time we fucked.”

She smiles warmly. “Thank you, daddy.” She says, her voice quiet, sweet, her cute Chinese-American accent driving iron into my cock again.

My fingers drift lower, through the sticky evidence of our sin, and her breath hitches when I brush her clit.

“Still sensitive?” I ask.

“Oh my God, yes,” she giggles, her hips jerking away instinctively—but I catch her, holding her in place. I’m not done admiring her freshly fucked anus. I give her round teen ass a few light smacks, before pulling her up into my arms, her back against my chest, and she melts into me with a sigh as I grab her breasts.

“Okay?” I ask, softly squeezing her perky little Asian tits.

She nods. “More than okay, daddy.”

I hum, my hand drifting down to her stomach, pressing lightly. “I am going to put a baby here, you know that, right?”

Mei Ling's breath hitches, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she arches subtly into my touch. "Mom will definitely know something is up if I get pregnant," she says, her voice a mix of nerves and excitement. "What will you do if she finds out about us?”

I nip at her earlobe, making her gasp. “Just tell her you had a one-night stand."

She whirls in my arms, her small fist thumping against my shoulder. "Daddy!” Her cheeks flush that perfect shade of pink. "Don't say that. Besides, she wouldn't believe I was capable of a one-night stand." Her dark eyes search mine, suddenly serious. "Would you really get me pregnant and then pretend it's not yours?”

I cage her against the desk, my body pressing hers into it. "I'm going to breed you like the good girl you are," I growl, my hand sliding back to her stomach, possessive. "Over and over until you're full of me—until your belly is big and round. You are going to be the mother of my child. That’s sacred. I won’t deny you or the baby.”

“Promise?”

I hold her firmly by her tiny waist. “Promise, baby girl.”

A possessive thrill shoots through me. Already planning our next daddy daughter night.

For a moment, we stay like that—breathing together, my hands caressing her body.

Then, reluctantly, I shift. “We should get cleaned up. And I’m getting hungry.”

Mei Ling makes a small noise of protest, but lets me lift her into my arms.

“A warm bath will help your asshole return to normal.”

“Yes, I need that. My butthole is still so sore.”

Her small, Asian body is pliant against me, her legs wrapping around my waist as I carry her to the bathroom.

____

My office is quiet except for the hum of my laptop and the occasional rustle of papers. The grant proposal glares at me from the screen, half-finished, its technical jargon blurring together. I rub my temples, trying to focus.

Then my phone buzzes.

Mei Ling’s name flashes on the screen. I swipe it open before the second vibration finishes.

I missed my period.

The words hit me like a fossilized bone jutting suddenly from rock—unexpected, undeniable. My fingers tighten around the phone.

The cursor on my document blinks, abandoned.

I type back, deliberate. "I’ll stop by the pharmacy. Get a test."

My pulse thrums, hot and insistent. The air in the office feels thicker suddenly, the walls closer.

Across the room, Hana flips through a stack of research papers, her brow furrowed in concentration. She doesn’t notice my stillness.

I exhale, slow, but it does nothing to steady me.

The image of Mei Ling’s bare stomach under my hand flashes behind my eyes. The way she’d arched into my touch when I told her—

"I’m going to put a baby in here.”

My cock pulses to life. I rub myself. The proposal can wait.

I stand abruptly, my chair scraping against the tile. Hana glances up.

"Can you handle the literature search for the proposal?" My voice sounds distant, even to me.

She blinks. "Is everything okay?"

"Family matter," I say instead, already shrugging on my coat.

Hana opens her mouth—probably to ask more—but I’m already moving toward the door.

The hallway is bright, sterile. My footsteps echo. Mei Ling could be pregnant. The thought sends a jolt through me, electric. My fingers twitch at my side, itching to touch her, to press my palm flat against her lower stomach and feel the proof.

The elevator doors slide open. I step inside.

Would she be scared? Excited?

The memory of her voice whispers in my ear: "Would you really get me pregnant and then pretend it’s not yours?”

The doors close.

Of course not. I wanted this. I want you. I want to watch as your body changes, knowing that I did that, knowing that my child is growing inside of you, stretching you.

Your mother isn’t going to like this, and soon there will be no way to hide this from her anymore. She’ll know—when the morning sickness sets in, she’ll know.

The pharmacy is six blocks away. I don’t remember the walk.

The front door clicks shut behind me, and the familiar scent of home—lemony cleaner, the faintest hint of jasmine tea—washes over me. The pregnancy test burns a hole in my pocket.

My wife appears in the hallway, her eyebrows lifting in surprise. "You’re home early." Her voice is warm, but there’s a thread of concern. "Is everything okay?"

I force a smile, shrugging out of my coat. "Just tired of being in the office. Thought I’d come home and forget about grant writing for the afternoon."

She tilts her head, studying me. "You’ve been so excited about this new project in China." A pause. "Are you sure nothing’s wrong?"

Everything is wrong. Everything is perfect.

"Nothing’s wrong, dear," I say, hanging my coat with deliberate slowness.

She exhales, but her frown lingers. "Well, your daughter is acting funny. She came in and went straight to her room." A note of exasperation creeps in. "Didn’t say hi, didn’t even take her shoes off."

My pulse jumps at the mention of Mei Ling. *Our daughter.* The words taste bitter and sweet at once.

"I’ll go check on her," I offer, already moving toward the stairs. "She’s been stressed lately."

My wife sighs, relenting. "Teenagers."

The stairs creak under my weight. Each step feels heavier than the last.

Mei Ling’s door is shut. I don’t knock. The knob turns easily and the door whispers open.

She’s on the bed, curled on her side, still in her school skirt and blouse. At the sound of the door, her head snaps up. “Daddy.” Then she’s moving—fast.

Her body collides with mine before I can step fully inside, her arms wrapping tight around my neck, her small body light in my embrace. I catch her, both hands gripping her ass. She buries her face in my shoulder. “I’m so glad you are home. I have been freaking out all afternoon.”

I don’t answer. She doesn’t need words, just a steadfast presence. I breathe her in.

When she pulls back, her eyes are wide, her lips parted. I give her ass a gentle squeeze. “You ready?”

She nods, quick.

I guide her toward the bathroom, my hand firm on the small of her back. The door shuts behind us with a quiet click.

She hesitates, staring at the test in my hand.

“I want to watch,” I say.

“Watch me pee?” She looks at me, seeking clarity.

“Yes.”

I hand her the test. Her fingers tremble as she takes it. She lifts her skirt and slides her panties down her slender thighs. My gaze tracks the black cotton as it pools at her ankles. Then she sits.

I kneel down in front of her, my hands settling on her thighs. Her muscles jump. “Relax,” I murmur, spreading her knees wider.

She takes the stick and holds it a few inches away from her bald pussy, and then the sound comes—soft at first, then steady. I watch, mesmerized, as the clear stream hits the stick.

My fingers stroke higher, teasing the sensitive skin just shy of where she’s wet.

Her thighs tense, her nose wrinkles. “You like watching me pee?”

“Shh.” I press a kiss to the inside of her knee. “Almost done.”

The stream tapers off. She shivers, and hands me the test. I place it on the counter, then my hands are back on her, skimming up her creamy thighs, pushing her skirt higher.

“Now we wait,” I say, caressing her skin.

She nods, her eyes locked on mine.

Two pink lines appear.

My throat goes dry. It’s real. The fantasy I whispered against her skin, the promise I growled into her ear—it’s no longer just words. My teenage stepdaughter is growing my child. Fuck, this is hot. And complicated.

I stand tall, my hands steady as I help her up. Her fingers are cold when they slip into mine. She doesn’t speak. Neither do I. There’s nothing to say that wouldn’t shatter this moment.

She pulls up her panties slowly, the fabric sliding over her hips, hiding the place where my seed has taken root. When she turns to face me, there’s something raw in her expression—fear, wonder, a quiet kind of surrender. I pull her against me before she can second-guess it.

Our hearts race in unison, pounding so hard I’m sure she can feel mine just as clearly as I feel hers. I tighten my arms around her, my palm settling possessively against the small of her back.

Her body is warm against mine, her heartbeat a frantic echo of my own, when she suddenly stills. I feel her shift slightly, her hips pressing into me.

She noticed the hard bulge in my pants.

“Did you get aroused watching me pee?” she murmurs, her voice low, tinged with something between amusement and disbelief.

My grip tightens. “Everything about you arouses me, Mei Ling.”

She smiles brightly. Her hand slips into mine, and she leads me to her bed. The mattress dips under our weight. She kneels in front of me, her eyes dark with obedience, her lips slightly parted. Silently, her fingers work my belt with practiced ease, the leather sliding free with a soft hiss. The zipper follows, teeth parting with a quiet metallic sound. I raise my hips and slide my pants off.

Her palm presses against me through the fabric of my boxers, and I grit my teeth. Then she hooks her fingers into the waistband and pulls them down. My cock bounces rigidly between my thighs, heavy, aching, with iron filled veins. The air is cool against my skin, but her touch is warm, her fingers wrapping around me. She leans forward, her hair falling like a curtain against my legs, and I fist the sheets as her mouth surrounds my bell-end.

I let out a groan, the tension in my body letting out as I lay back in Mei Ling’s Hello Kitty pillows.

She hums, and sucks. Then she takes me deeper, her lips sealing around me, and my head falls back.

“Such a good girl,” I breathe. “Suck your daddy’s cock.”

Her obedient silence is the most devastating thing of all—no doubt, no hesitation, just absolute devotion. Just like in the beginning, never pulling back, always giving me exactly what I demand. What more could a man ask for in a stepdaughter?

I’ve made her mine, completely.

Her rhythm falters for just a second when I tug her hair, guiding her, showing her that I am still in control, even though I am at her mercy while her mouth is on my dick. She moans around me, and the sound goes straight to the bottom of my spine. I can feel the tension coiling tighter, my balls tighten, and my hips lift off the bed, chasing the heat of her throat.

She doesn’t pull away. Doesn’t protest when my thrust makes her gag softly. She just takes it, every manageable inch, until I am spilling into her mouth.

“Swallow that—don’t waste a drop,” I groan.

She swallows heavily, her lashes fluttering with mild disgust, before finally pulling back and wiping her lips.

She doesn’t speak. Mei Ling has always been a quiet girl. Never in a thousand years would anyone guess that she was pregnant with her stepfather’s child.

I stroke her hair.

My wet cock, now satisfied, softens slowly.

“I had better go talk to your mom. What do you want me to tell her? She noticed you were not your usual self when you came home this afternoon.”

“Tell her I had a stomach ache.”

____

The desert heat clings to my skin as I push open the tent flap, the sudden rush of cool air a relief. Inside, Mei Ling sits on the cot, her swollen belly resting heavily in her lap, her arms crossed.

She doesn’t look up.

"You missed lunch," I say, stepping inside.

"Wasn’t hungry," she mutters, picking at a loose thread on her shirt.

I sigh, setting down the water bottle I brought for her. "You need to eat."

She finally lifts her gaze, her eyes sharp. "Why don’t you ask Hana to remind me? She seems pretty willing to do anything you want."

There it is.

I crouch beside her, the cot creaking under my weight. "She’s just a grad student, Mei Ling."

"She’s been flirting with you all day."

I don’t argue. She’s not wrong.

Instead, I rest my hand on her belly, feeling the firm curve beneath my palm. "She’s active today," I murmur, changing the subject.

Mei Ling exhales, her shoulders softening just a fraction.

I lean down, pressing a kiss to her stomach. Our daughter kicks in response, as if she knows it’s me.

"Look, sweetheart," I say, keeping my voice low, "I know this isn’t the most ideal place to be pregnant. It’s hot. The food’s shit. There’s a stuffy academic air about the whole place, it’s not your scene.”

A tiny smile tugs at her lips.

"But we had no choice," I continue. "Your mom kicked us out of the house, and I wasn’t going to leave you behind."

Her fingers twitch against the cot.

"Things will get better once the divorce is final,” I promise.

She swallows, her lashes fluttering. "When?"

"Soon."

"You always say that."

I squeeze her hip. "Because it’s true."

Outside, Hana’s laughter drifts into the tent, bright and careless. Mei Ling tenses again.

I cup her face, forcing her to look at me. "She means nothing."

"Then why does she keep touching you?"

"Because she’s young and stupid."

Mei Ling huffs. "I’m young."

"You’re different."

She searches my face, her dark almond-shaped eyes uncertain.

"You’re mine," I say, simple, final.

Her breath shudders out.

I kiss her round belly, slow and reassuring, embracing her hips. "Your womb is sacred ground, a secret place where our love takes shape. Feeling this life we made blooming inside of you has been the most amazing experience of my life.”

“You always know what to say.” She melts into me, her hands fisting in my hair.

I lift my gaze. “Let me see your tits,” I demand, my fingers working the buttons of her shirt one by one. The fabric falls open, revealing the full swell of her breasts, much heavier now, her cleavage billowing out of her bra. I carefully pull the front of her bra down, exposing her tits fully. Her nipples have darkened, and grown from small bumps to the size of blueberries—not natural blueberries, those huge genetically modified ones.

She arches into my touch, a soft sigh escaping her lips. “Emm. I haven’t felt your hands on my bare tits in two weeks.”

“They’ve gotten so big,” I murmur, palming them both, relishing in the warm weight of them in my hands. I lower my mouth, taking a peaked nipple between my lips, sucking gently. A small amount of colostrum hits my tongue, thick and sweet. “Fucking delicious.”

“God, that’s hot daddy.” Her fingers tangle in my hair, urging me closer, urging me to suckle. She moves her hand to squeeze her breast, expressing more golden colostrum into my mouth. “Don’t let any of that go to waste. Drink it all.”

After my mouth is filled with my stepdaughter’s liquid gold, I swallow.

“I hate that I have to sleep in the women’s tent,” she whines softly, her hips shifting restlessly.

I lift my head just enough to answer, my breath hot against her damp skin. “It’s the culture here. You know that. You’re Chinese.”

“Hey! Americanized. I’ve never lived here.”

“Still. We have to respect the culture while we are here, and since we aren’t married, you can’t stay in my tent.”

She whines low in her throat. “Uggh. I need you.”

My hand slides down her belly, over the curve of her pregnancy, and lower. “I need it too,” I growl against her breast.

Her thighs part instinctively, but I force myself to pull back.

“We’ll go back to the city in a few days for your OB appointment,” I remind her, lifting her bra and buttoning her shirt with deliberate slowness. “We will stay together in a nice quiet hotel.

Her eyes darken at the promise.

“And we can fuck and vent all of our frustrations on each other then.”

“A few days feels like forever. I miss when you could just sneak into my room whenever.” Then her eyes brightened. “Daddy, what if I snuck in here tonight?”

“Possible, but risky.”

“No more risky than what we did when mom was two doors down,” she bit down on her bottom lip, eyes filling with hope.

“Use your flashlight please, so you don’t fall into a pit,” I said, “the red beam, so you don’t draw attention.” I smooth her hair, tucking a loose strand behind her ear. “Now let’s get back out there before Hana and the others come looking for us.”

Mei Ling’s nose wrinkles at the mention of Hana.

“Ignore her. She’s nothing.”

“She’s stuffy and annoying,” my stepdaughter mutters, adjusting her bra through her shirt.

“And temporary,” I remind her. “Just like this dig. Just like this tent.” My hand settles one last time on her belly, feeling the baby kick under my palm. “What we have is forever.”

“Fine,” she grumbles.

I laugh, swatting her ass as she ducks out of the tent ahead of me.

The night desert air was thick with silence, the kind that presses against your eardrums like a physical weight. I am sprawled on my cot, half-asleep, when a sliver of red light cuts through the darkness.

The tent flap rustles. I don’t need to look to know it’s her.

Mei Ling removes her slippers and her bare feet whisper against the tent floor as she approaches, the red glow of her flashlight casting long shadows across her body.

She’s wearing cotton shorts and an oversized t-shirt-no bra. The fabric drapes over her swollen belly, but does nothing to hide the way her nipples press against the thin cotton.

My blood ignites.

“Too horny to sleep?” I ask, sitting up, the cot groaning under my weight.

She shakes her head. “God yes. These hormones are making me crazy horny.”

“Come here.”

She doesn’t hesitate. The flashlight clatters to the ground as she crawls onto the cot, her movements slow and deliberate. The red glow spills across the tent floor, painting everything in shades of hunger.

I reach for her, my fingers skimming the hem of her shirt. “Take this off. Let me see your beautiful tits.”

She obeys, lifting the fabric over her head and casting it aside, revealing her engorged breasts, nipples dark and pebbled.

My mouth waters remembering the taste of her colostrum. I want more. My mouth covers her nipple and I suck against it, feeling sweetness hit my tongue. She hugs my head to her breast while I savor her liquid gold.

“You love my colostrum?”

“Fuck yes,” I groan against her taut peak, “so delicious.”

Then she moans, “daddy, please. I need your cock.”

“Turn around,” I growl.

She does, presenting herself to me on all fours, her round ass silhouetted in the dim light. I can see the impression of her plump pussy lips in the thin fabric of her shorts—no panties. I run my hands down her spine, over the curve of her perfect teen ass, before hooking my fingers into the waistband of her shorts.

She wiggles as I drag them down, leaving them bunched at her knees. The scent of her arousal hits me. Gripping her ass in my hands I spread her cheeks and bury my face, inhaling her pungent, pregnant musk clinging to her pubic hair, regrown since her belly has gotten in the way of shaving.

“Lick my asshole, daddy,” she begs breathlessly, pushing her ass into my face.

I push my tongue deep into her anus, fucking that tight hole, my hands holding her open. The little ring of muscle tightens instinctively as my tongue presses inside.

“God, that feels good.”

“You taste good,” I breathe against the sensitive skin.

I have her moaning and gasping as I lick and suck her rim, making her ass crack wet and messy.

“Fuck me now, daddy. I want you inside my pussy.”

She’s already so wet. I don’t tease her further. I don’t make her wait.

I rise behind her and push into her with one smooth stroke, the heat of her birth canal almost unbearable after weeks of forced abstinence.

She gasps, her back arching, fingers digging into the sheets. “Yes, daddy—give it to me.”

“That’s it,” I murmur, gripping her birthing hips. “Take me deep.”

She whimpers as I start to slide back and forth, stroking the first few inches of her wet canal with my thick cock. I feel her hand movements as she rubs circles against her clit.

I lean in over her, sinking my shaft deeper, and I reach around to cradle the weight of her belly. It’s so hot, fucking my stepdaughter from behind like this, fondling the weight of her belly and knowing that my seed has swollen her with a baby.

She moans out loud, the sounds muffled only by the tent walls.

“Quiet,” I warn, though I don’t slow my pace. “Unless you want the whole camp to hear us fucking.”

She laughs softly, her hole tightening around me as her pelvic floor clenches.

My balls slap back and forth, my hips smack her ass, as I rut her hard. I can feel her getting closer, her inner muscles squeezing in rhythmic pulses, and her breath coming in short pants.

“Come for me,” I demand, hand sliding to cup a tit.

She does, her body seizing around my shaft. She buries her face and muffles a cry against a pillow.

I follow her over the edge, blowing two weeks worth of stored come into my pregnant stepdaughter’s pussy.

For a moment neither of us moves, it’s like we are waiting to see if anyone heard. Then, slowly, I pull out, helping her turn on her side. Come leaks out. I don’t care. She curls against me, her back pressed to my chest, my hand resting on her stomach.

“Oh! Daddy, daddy! Do you feel that?”

“Oh my god, I do.” I hold my hand still, feeling the baby pressing out against my palm.

“You woke her, daddy. Hitting it so hard.” She bites down on her bottom lip, stifling laughter.

As much as I wish we could fall asleep in each other’s embrace, I walk Mei Ling back to the women’s tent, and steal away as quickly as I can, hoping no one saw us.

____

The clinic is sterile and bright, the hum of the fetal doppler machine filling the small exam room. Mei Ling lies back on the table, her belly round and taut beneath the thin paper sheet. I stand beside her, my fingers laced through hers.

The doctor squirts cold gel onto Mei Ling’s stomach, and she flinches, her grip tightening around my hand.

“Sorry,” the doctor murmurs in heavily accented English, spreading the gel in slow circles. “Cold.”

The wand presses down, and then—there it is. A rapid, rhythmic thumping fills the room.

Our daughter’s heartbeat.

Mei Ling’s breath catches. Her eyes dart to mine, wide and shining.

“Strong,” the doctor says, nodding approvingly.

I squeeze Mei Ling’s hand, my chest so full it aches.

The doctor says something in rapid Mandarin, gesturing between Mei Ling and the screen.

Mei Ling translates softly, “She says the baby is head-down now. Perfect position.”

I exhale in relief. One less thing to worry about.

The doctor peels off her gloves, then hesitates, switching back to broken English. “You… have baby in China? Or America?”

Mei Ling tenses slightly. We haven’t talked about this yet.

“We haven’t decided,” I answer for both of us.

The doctor nods and says something else in Mandarin, her tone turning more serious.

Mei Ling’s brow furrows.

“What?” I prompt, rubbing my thumb over her knuckles.

She hesitates. “She says if we stay in China, I’ll need to register the birth immediately. And… there might be questions.”

Questions. About why a white American academic is having a baby with his young, Chinese stepdaughter.

My jaw tightens. “And if we go back to the States?”

Mei Ling relays the question. The doctor shrugs, then responds.

“She says it’s easier there,” Mei Ling murmurs. “But…”

“But what?”

Mei Ling’s voice drops. “Traveling so late in the pregnancy is risky.”

The doctor must sense the tension. She pats Mei Ling’s knee and says something reassuring—or at least, it sounds that way.

Mei Ling offers a weak smile.

The doctor leaves to print the ultrasound images, giving us a moment alone.

I brush Mei Ling’s hair back from her face. “We’ll figure it out.”

She leans into my touch. “I know.”

The restaurant hums with midday chatter, the clink of porcelain and the sizzle of woks drifting from the open kitchen. Mei Ling shifts in her seat, her swollen belly bumping the edge of the table as she scowls at the menu.

"Ugh," she groans, flipping a page with too much force. "I can’t wait until I can eat seafood again."

I smirk, pouring her a cup of chrysanthemum tea. The steam curls between us, carrying its floral scent. "One more month."

She glares at me over the rim of her cup. "You say that like it’s nothing."

A waiter glides by, leaving a plate of pork dumplings in his wake. Mei Ling stabs one with her chopsticks, muttering in Mandarin—something about cravings and injustice.

I let her vent, watching the way her nose scrunches, the way her free hand absently rubs the curve of her stomach.

Outside the window, bicycles weave through traffic, their bells ringing. The sun glares off the glass towers, but here, in this tucked-away corner, the light is soft, golden.

Mei Ling swallows her bite and exhales, her shoulders slumping. "What did you think of what the doctor said?"

I set my chopsticks down, aligning them neatly on the rest. "We’re leaving early."

Her head jerks up.

"I’ll inform Dr. Lu and the team tomorrow," I continue, keeping my voice low. "We’ll have the baby at home."

Her lips part—then curve into a smile so bright it steals my breath. "Oh my god." Her fingers dart across the table, gripping mine. "Thank you. Thank you, Daddy."

The desperation in her voice cracks something in my chest.

"I don’t think I can take another day in that camp," she confesses, her thumb tracing circles over my knuckles. "The heat, the bugs, Hana—"

I squeeze her hand, cutting her off. "We can leave in three days."

Her eyes widen. "Three days?"

"I’ll have our things sent to the hotel." I nod toward her half-eaten dumpling. "Eat. You’ll need your strength."

She obeys, but her movements are distracted, her knee bouncing under the table.

A group of businessmen erupts in laughter at the next table, their voices too loud. Mei Ling flinches, her grip tightening around her chopsticks.

I slide the plate of stir-fried greens toward her. "Try these."

She pokes at them, skeptical. "They’re not spicy, are they?"

"Mild."

She takes a tentative bite—then moans, her eyelids fluttering. "Finally something with flavor."

The sound goes straight to my groin.

I force myself to focus on my tea. "We’ll need to pack carefully. Prioritize your comfort for the flight."

She nods, suddenly serious. "I have a list."

"Of course you do."

She sticks her tongue out at me, but there’s no real bite to it. Not when her foot brushes mine under the table, lingering.

The waiter returns with the check, his smile polite, impersonal. He doesn’t look twice at us—just another foreigner and his young pregnant wife.

As we step into the bustling street, Mei Ling laces her fingers through mine, her palm warm, her pulse steady against my skin.

The hotel room is bathed in the dim glow of city lights filtering through sheer curtains, casting long shadows across the rumpled sheets. The din of Beijing’s nightlife is distant here, muffled by thick glass and the quiet hum of air conditioning. Mei Ling’s breath is warm against my neck as she climbs onto my lap wearing nothing but her panties, her movements slow, deliberate. The weight of her—round with my child—presses into me, real and intoxicating.

Her fingers trace the line of my jaw before sliding down my chest, nails grazing skin just hard enough to make me shiver. She doesn’t rush. The scent of her shampoo lingers—something floral, something sweet—mixed with the salt of her skin after the long day.

Our lips meet and we let ourselves get lost in a kiss, making up for the weeks of no PDA, no affection at all. My cock throbs to life in my boxer briefs. I reach down and free myself, my gaze never leaving her.

She lifts herself slightly and, her thighs trembling with the effort, pulls her panty aside and guides me into her with a sigh that’s half relief, half surrender. The heat of her is overwhelming, familiar and yet new every time. Her head tips back, exposing the curve of her throat, and I can’t resist biting gently, tasting the pulse fluttering beneath her skin.

“Look at you,” I murmur “So soft. So full.” I massage her breasts, expressing drops of golden colostrum from each nipple. “These tits are so perfect.”

She smiles. “The baby is going to need my milk when it comes in, daddy.”

“You have two tits,” I quip. “She can share.”

She playfully hits my shoulder as she begins to move, rocking into me with a rhythm that’s lazy at first, testing.

She leans forward, her lips brushing my ear. “I miss your cock,” she murmurs, the words barely audible.

I don’t answer with words. My hands slide down her back, gripping her hips, urging her deeper, harder. She gasps, her nails digging into my skin, and I know she feels it too—the hunger, the need to erase every night we spent apart in that damned camp.

The air between us grows thick, charged. Her breath comes faster, her movements less controlled. I can feel the moment she starts to unravel, the way her body clenches around me, the way her fingers twist in my hair. She buries her face in my shoulder to muffle her cry, but I hear it anyway—raw, unfiltered, mine.

I follow her with my own climax, my grip bruising, my own release tearing through me with a force that leaves me lightheaded. For a moment, there’s nothing but the sound of our ragged breathing, the stickiness of our come between us, the heavy scent of sex mingling with the crisp hotel linen.

She collapses against me, boneless, her cheek pressed to my chest. I can feel her heartbeat—wild, slowing—against my ribs. My hands roam her back absently, memorizing the slope of her spine, the way her skin flushes warm under my touch.

We don’t speak. There’s nothing to say that hasn’t already been said with our bodies. The city outside continues its endless pulse, but here, in this room, time feels suspended.

She shifts slightly, wincing as she pulls away, and I help her settle beside me, our limbs tangling instinctively. The sheets are cool where they touch my overheated skin, but she’s warmer, her body radiating heat like a furnace. I drag the blanket over us, tucking it around her shoulders, and she makes a small, contented noise, nestling closer.

Her fingers trace idle patterns on my chest, her touch feather-light. I catch her hand, bringing it to my lips, kissing each knuckle. She smiles sleepily, her eyes half-lidded, her lashes casting delicate shadows on her cheeks.

“Finally,” she murmurs, “a nice comfy bed.”

I hum in agreement. “It’s been a long day. Let’s wash off and get some sleep.”

Tomorrow, there will be arrangements to make, flights to book, lies to carefully construct.

The steam from the shower clings to her skin, droplets catching in the dark thatch of curls between her thighs. Pregnancy has made it thicker, lush, a stark contrast against the porcelain cream of her skin. My fingers trail through the damp strands, parting her engorged pussy lips gently.

She shifts under my touch, her thighs pressing together just enough to frame that tempting patch, the beautiful contrast—milk and ink, silk and shadow. The softness of her inner thighs beg to be kissed, but I take my time, tracing the border where pale skin yields to that tempting thicket.

“You’re staring,” she says, but there’s pride in her tone, her hips tilting slightly toward my hand.

I hum in agreement, dragging a fingertip through the damp curls. “Can you blame me? The heat of her radiates even through the steam.

She breathes in deeply when I lean down, pressing my lips just above where the darkness begins, where the softness of her thigh meets the texture of hair.

She tangles her fingers in my hair, not guiding, just holding, as if she knows I will worship every inch of this contrast-the purity of her skin, the tangle of dark hair, the delicate engorgement of her sex.

Then I rise to my full height, my iron flesh presses her belly as I slide my tongue into her mouth.

Her damp skin is slick under my palms as I glide them over the swell of her stomach, the curve of her hips. The water sluices between us, carrying away the sweat and salt of our earlier passion, but the ache in my bones hasn’t faded—not with her pressed against me like this.

I spin her gently, my cock pushes into her ass crack, and I throb when I remember how her asshole felt around me.

Her head tilts back, resting on my shoulder, and I bend to kiss the exposed line of her throat. She hums, her fingers threading through mine where they cradle her belly. “You’re obsessed,” she murmurs, but there’s no complaint in it—only amusement, only pleasure.

I drag my lips up to her ear. “You’re built for carrying babies,” I murmur, my hands sliding down to trace the new fullness of her hips, the way her body has softened, ripened.

She laughs, the sound bright against the drum of the water. “Babies? Let me give birth to this one before you put another one in me.”

I nip at her earlobe in retaliation, and she gasps, twisting in my arms to face me. Her soapy hand finds me between us, her grip knowing, teasing. “See?” she breathes, her thumb swiping over the tip. “You don’t even deny it.”

I groan, catching her wrist, pressing her palm flat against the tile above her head. “Careful,” I warn, but she just grins, wicked and unrepentant.

The water cascades over her shoulders, down the slope of her breasts, her nipples peaked. I can’t resist ducking my head, catching one in my mouth, and her breath hitches, her free hand tangling in my hair.

“Let me wash you,” I murmur against her skin, reaching for the soap.

She relents, leaning into my touch as I lather my hands, smoothing them over every inch of her—the slope of her back, the dip of her waist, the heavy swell of her stomach. They slick over the heavy weight of her tits. My fingers knead the tension from her shoulders, and she sighs, her eyelids fluttering.

“You’re too good at this,” she mumbles.

I smirk, working lower, over the curve of her ass, the thick of her thighs. “Just taking care of what’s mine.”

She playfully wiggles her ass.

When I straighten, she turns, her arms looping around my neck, her belly pressed between us. Our kiss is slow, deep, the kind that lingers, that promises.

The water begins to cool, but neither of us moves to leave. Not yet.

She breaks the kiss first, resting her forehead against mine. “Bed,” she whispers.

I turn off the water, reaching for a towel. “Bed,” I agree.

And when I wrap her in the plush hotel cotton, when she leans into me with a sigh, I know—this won’t be the last time I worship her like this. Not even close.

____

The hospital room smells like antiseptic and the faint sweetness of the bouquet I brought Mei Ling—white lilies, her favorite. She’s propped up in bed, exhausted but glowing, our daughter cradled against her chest. The baby’s tiny fingers curl around Mei Ling’s thumb, her skin still pink and new. I’m adjusting the blanket around them when the door clicks open.

Mei Ling’s mother stands in the doorway, her nurse’s scrubs crisp, her expression unreadable. The air in the room thickens instantly.

“Lian.” I rise from the chair, my muscles stiff from hours of pacing. “I’ll give you two a moment alone.”

She shakes her head, stepping inside. “Don’t bother, Thomas. I won’t be long.” Her voice is clipped, professional. “I’ve just come to see my granddaughter. Then I’ll be on my way.”

Mei Ling tenses, her arms tightening around the baby. I can see the defiance flash in her eyes before she even speaks.

Her mother approaches the bed, her gaze flickering over the baby’s face. “She may have been born out of incest,” she says coolly, “but she’s still an innocent child.”

Mei Ling’s breath hitches. “It’s not incest, Mother! He’s not my biological father!” Her voice is sharp, frayed at the edges from exhaustion and emotion.

I step forward, my hand hovering near Mei Ling’s shoulder. “Hey,” I say, firm but calm. “Let’s not argue today. Let’s just celebrate the birth of our daughter.” I glance at Mei Ling, lowering my voice. “You need to rest. The baby doesn’t need the negative energy.”

The room falls silent except for the soft beep of the monitors. Mei Ling’s mother exhales through her nose, her lips pressed into a thin line.

I reach down, carefully lifting the baby from Mei Ling’s arms. She stirs but doesn’t wake, her tiny face scrunching for a second before settling. I turn to my ex-wife. “Do you want to hold her?”

For a moment, I think she’ll refuse. Then, hesitantly, she extends her arms.

The baby feels impossibly small in her grasp. She stares down at her, her expression softening just a fraction. “What is her name?”

“Li Hua,” Mei Ling answers bluntly.

“You gave her a traditional Chinese name.”

The sunlight from the window catches the baby’s wisps of dark hair, the curve of her nose.

“She has your father’s—” She stops herself, correcting. “Thomas’s nose.”

Mei Ling watches silently, her fingers twisting in the sheets.

Her mother doesn’t linger. After a few heartbeats, she hands the baby back to Mei Ling, her touch careful, almost reluctant. “I have to get to work,” she says, straightening her scrubs. “My shift starts in ten minutes.”

Mei Ling doesn’t look at her. “Thanks for coming,” she mutters, though it’s clear she doesn’t mean it.

Her mother pauses at the door, her back to us. For a second, I think she might say something else—maybe an apology, maybe another barb. But she just shakes her head and walks out, the door swinging shut behind her.

The tension in the room doesn’t leave with her. Mei Ling’s shoulders are rigid, her jaw clenched.

I sit on the edge of the bed, brushing a sweaty strand of hair from her forehead. “Hey,” I murmur. “Look at me.”

She does, her eyes bright with unshed tears.

“She’ll come around,” I say, though I’m not sure I believe it.

Mei Ling sniffles, her grip on the baby tightening just a little. “Does it matter?”

I don’t answer right away. Instead, I lean down, pressing a kiss to the baby’s forehead, then Mei Ling’s. “All that matters is her,” I say quietly. “And you. And this.”

Mei Ling exhales, some of the fight leaving her. She leans into me, her head resting against my shoulder. The baby sighs in her sleep, her tiny fingers splaying against Mei Ling’s chest.

Outside, the hospital bustles on, indifferent to our little drama. But here, in this room, with the three of us tangled together, it feels like we’re the only people in the world.

Mei Ling’s breath evens out, her eyelids growing heavy. “Stay,” she murmurs, already half-asleep.

I squeeze her hand. “I’m not going anywhere.”

____

Rain taps against the kitchen window like fingertips drumming impatiently on glass. The soft hum of the refrigerator blends with the occasional creak of the house settling, the only sounds breaking the quiet since the baby finally drifted off.

Mei Ling pads barefoot across the tile, her steps whisper-light. The oversized sleep shirt she stole from me last week hangs off one shoulder, revealing the delicate strap of her nursing bra beneath. She sets the mug before me with both hands, the ceramic clinking softly against the wood. "Your tea," she murmurs, her voice still carrying that new mother's rasp, the one that appears when she's been up all night soothing our daughter.

I lift the cup, letting the warmth seep into my palms. The amber liquid swirls as I tilt it, catching the dim kitchen light. Jasmine. Her favorite. But as I bring it to my lips, I pause, inhaling deeply before setting it back down with a quiet click. "It's missing something," I say, meeting her eyes over the rim.

A knowing smile tugs at her lips as she leans her hip against the table. She doesn't speak, just watches me with those dark eyes that have learned to read my every want. The shirt rides up as she shifts, revealing the soft curve of her stomach that hasn't quite returned to what it was before.

Her fingers go to the hem, lifting it slowly. The nursing bra beneath is unclasped and her engorged breast comes into view. She squeezes gently around her areola, expressing milk from her nipple. The first jet hits the tea's surface with a soft plink, rippling the liquid. The scent changes immediately - the floral jasmine now undercut with something richer, warmer. Another stream follows, then another, until the cup is transformed.

"You're still leaking," I murmur, setting the mug aside. My chair scrapes against the floor as I stand, the sound swallowed by the rain's steady rhythm.

Her breath hitches when I drop to my knees before her, my hands finding the backs of her thighs. The kitchen tile is cool beneath me, a contrast to the heat radiating from her skin. I don't ask permission - we're long past that - just lean forward and catch a stray droplet with my tongue before it can fall.

"Hey," she protests half-heartedly, her fingers tangling in my hair even as she tries to push me away. "Save some for the baby."

I ignore her, latching on properly this time. Her grip tightens, the nails of one hand digging into my shoulder while the other cradles the back of my head. The taste blooms across my tongue - sweet, slightly metallic, undeniably hers.

The refrigerator kicks on with a quiet hum, its motor vibrating through the floor. Somewhere down the hall, the baby monitor crackles with a soft sigh from the nursery. Mei Ling tenses for a moment, listening, then relaxes when silence returns.

Rain streaks the window in silver rivulets, distorting the streetlights beyond into watery smears of color. The kitchen clock ticks methodically, counting seconds that stretch between us like taffy. Her fingers stroke through my hair, alternating between gentle and demanding as I drink my fill.

When she finally pulls away, there's a wet pop of separation that seems loud in the quiet kitchen. She covers herself with one hand while the other remains fisted in my shirt, keeping me close. "I need to pump the rest," she says, but makes no move to do so.

I rise, my knees protesting the time spent on the hard floor. My thumb swipes across my lower lip, catching a stray droplet. The taste lingers, mingling with the jasmine tea still steaming on the table.

The baby monitor crackles again, this time with the beginnings of a fussy whimper. Mei Ling's body tenses automatically, her head tilting toward the sound even as her grip on my shirt tightens.

"Go," I tell her, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "I'll clean up here."

She hesitates, her gaze flicking between me and the hallway. The whimper escalates, and motherhood wins out. She adjusts her shirt with quick, practiced motions before padding toward the nursery, her bare feet silent on the hardwood.

I watch her go, then turn back to the abandoned tea. The surface has developed a thin skin from cooling, but when I lift it to my lips, the flavor is unlike anything I've ever tasted - jasmine and warmth and something unmistakably, intimately hers.

The rain continues its steady patter against the windows as I drain the cup, the warmth spreading through my chest long after the last drop is gone.

The End
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