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These stories are about fictional consenting
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involved in the creation of this ebook, including authors, editors
and models, support immoral or illegal acts in real life. Cover
models are not intended to illustrate specific people and the
content does not refer to models' actual acts, identity, history,
beliefs or behavior.


 Chae-won sat
down at a park bench in a rural, grassy spot outside Seattle. There
was a park like this near the house where she grew up in, near
Busan. It's probably in Busan now, she thought, the city must have grown since she
moved away. There were probably skyscrapers there now. The thought
filled her with a certain sense of forlorn sadness.

She missed that park. It was made up, but she
missed it all the same. That park was part of her cover story. She
rehearsed it even in her mind sometimes.

Is that Brandon! Oh my god, he's
shirtless! I want to slather him with -- Oh. No. Nevermind. That's
not him.

Brandon was the sexy security guard at the
nuclear engineering firm Chae-won worked for. He was a little
older, mature, with a few strands of gray in his handsome head of
hair. He had a scruffy beard most of the time too, and his powerful
body -- he had been a minor-league baseball player for twenty-three
years -- barely fit in the tight uniform he wore.

She wanted him so bad. But he wasn't interested
in mousy little computer programmers like her. He dated trashy
women in revealing outfits, women with daddy-issues, women with
criminal records and tattoos.

Chae-won wasn't like that, and she couldn't
ever be. There were a multitude of reasons she could never be the
sort of man Brandon adored. She was too shy, for one, too quiet,
too demure. For another, she was not pretty. Chae-won wasn't
hideous, but she was plain, a little frumpy, a little wide, a
little rat-faced -- or so a man had catcalled at her on the street
last year.

She sighed and opened her purse. She brought
out a makeup kit. She really ought to wear makeup more often
because she used this as a way to conceal her real actions. If
someone looked closely, they would be surprised to see a dour women
who never wore makeup carry a makeup case that she sometimes left
on a park bench.

But no one ever looked closely at Chae-won. She
was such a generic American woman, she thought, no one would ever
look at her twice.

She walked away from the park bench, her makeup
case left haphazardly there on the ground, concealed from all sides
by the bench, a trash can and a row of hedges. Nobody would see the
dark black box bathed in shadows, not unless they knew it was there
and were looking for it.
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