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CHAPTER 1. 
	  
“If you keep singing along to Katy Perry I’m going to shove my shoe up your ass.” 
 
“Well someone’s already got two shoes shoved up his ass.” 
 
Yunho sinks lower into the leather seats, gruffly shoving the gear into park. He curls his 
long legs, taking his foot from the break. Yoochun stares into the rear-view mirror before 
glancing back at the time. Twenty-five minutes and they’re still stopped at exit 44. The 
air-conditioning is down to low and the two men are waiting for the music to end to hear 
the traffic report and figure out how much longer they’ll be stuck on the highway. 
 
“Someone probably died.” Yoochun says, glancing towards the grumpy driver. 
“Otherwise there’s no reason for it to be this bad.” 
 
“That’s a terrible thought.” Yunho mumbles, rubbing his face into his palm. “I wonder if 
we’re close enough that we can see what’s going on.” 
 
They wait a few more songs, Yoochun singing along and Yunho still staring at the 
bumper of the car in front of them through his fingers, until the report comes on. An eight-
car accident and an RV is what’s holding up the whole highway for probably halfway 
through the state. 
 
“People are getting out of their cars,” Yoochun announces as the radio host says there’s 
a three hour back up. And just as she’s moving onto other traffic reports and 
rubbernecking on the southbound side, Yoochun decides to step outside into the 
sweltering June heat as well. 
 
As soon as the heat hits him, Yoochun shrugs off his suit jacket and leans against 
Yunho’s car door. He glances at the concerned mother in the minivan to his right and 
motions forward. “Do we know what’s actually going on?” 
 
Waving at her son to stop his whining for ice cream, she shrugs. “I think they’re saying 
there was a van full of kids and a motorcyclist involved. But the radio is saying something 
else.” 
 
From the other side of the car the door unlocks and Yunho pushes his door open. 
Frustrated, exhausted and famished, he’s just about ready to curse at the heavens for his 
luck. If he really has to, he’ll roll his car to the side barrier and walk. He wants to go 
home. He wants to go home after a long weekend full of meetings and relax and open 
that champagne bottle and cook himself some real food. Working at hotels makes him 
crazy for a home cooked, slow roasted meal. 
 
And as his car door fully opens, there’s a shout and Yunho barely has time to process 
what was even said before there’s a teenaged boy slamming full-on into the car door, the 
door groaning loud with the sudden force pushed against it. Yunho jumps and sits there 
with his heart racing as Yoochun rushes around to help the boy to his feet. 
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“Are you okay?? Did you hurt anything?” Yoochun lifts the kids head from the asphalt 
and Yunho slowly comes down him his shock, concern for the boy’s well-being over-
taking his anger. He gets down on his knees and cringes when he spots blood dripped 
onto the road. 
 
“Yeah, sure.” The boy croaks, rubbing his busted elbow. “I’m fine,” 
 
“Jaejoong!” Someone calls out over a loud howl of laughter from a third person. 
“Jaejoong, are you okay?!” A red-headed teenager comes rushing over, kneeling over his 
friend with worry. “Jae, hey, are you okay? That was nasty.” 
 
The third one of the group is over, his face soft and not-yet matured but alive with 
laughter. “That was fuckin’ sick!” His throws his head back and his ponytail bobs. 
 
Sitting up and blinking his vision clear, Jaejoong glances up at the man in the suit and 
frowns. “Sorry, man, I didn’t stop soon enough.” 
 
Yunho looks over the trio of teenagers one more time, and they look like your average 
bunch of kids. The one in the ponytail isn’t wearing a shirt, just cargo shorts and flip flops. 
The red-head has a tank top and ripped jeans slung low around his waist, and the one 
that collided into Yunho’s door is dressed even simpler; shorts and a t-shirt and sneakers 
with a fat tongue. His hair is styled and honey-blond. 
 
“Where’d your skateboard go?” The smallest of the group gets up, allowing Jaejoong to 
lean into Yoochun’s comforting touch as he gets up and goes off to search for the board 
that brought Jaejoong so fast through the cars. 
 
“Are you sure you’re okay?” Yunho gets to his feet as the injured boy does, brushing off 
rocks and dirt and gingerly checking his elbow. “If you need to be taken to the hospital –” 
 
“Nah, he looks fine.” The tallest one says, inspecting his friend’s elbow and scraped 
palms. “I’m Changmin by the way, this is Jaejoong and that’s Junsu.” He motions towards 
the boy who comes gliding back on the skateboard Jaejoong lost during his collision. 
 
“Jung Yunho,” Yunho automatically reaches out for a handshake, and Jaejoong looks 
confused for a moment before responding with a loose grip. “And my friend, Park 
Yoochun.” 
 
Yoochun bows politely and when Jaejoong and Changmin go to awkwardly bow in return, 
they bump heads. 
 
Yunho frowns when he realizes that Jaejoong is still bleeding. “Here, take a seat.” He 
motions for the blond to sit in the driver’s seat, and Jaejoong peers cautiously at the 
leather interior. He sits half on the seat and cups his hand around his elbow to keep his 
blood from staining the inside of the expensive car. Outside, Changmin whistles, “What 
year is this model?” 
 
“2011,” Yunho says, reaching underneath the passenger seat for a small first aid kit. He 
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keeps an eye on the tallest teen as he inspects the rims of Yunho’s Acura. 
 
Jaejoong sits quietly and patiently as the man in the business suit gently cleans the 
scuffed skin, smearing some ointment on the wound. Yunho barely notices how the 
skater boy looks at him, the younger male really staring at the contours of the man’s 
handsome face. It’s funny, because upon the first few glances, Jaejoong would’ve never 
picked Yunho’s face from a crowd. But the more he looks at him, the more handsome 
Yunho just seems to get. 
 
Junsu watches Jaejoong watching Yunho and then nudges Changmin, whom rolls his 
eyes and mumbles something about Jaejoong’s feelings being too messy. 
 
“It’s fine,” Jaejoong smiles when the business man begins to open a bandaid. “I 
skateboard, I’m used to being scratched up.” 
 
Yunho smiles at him and his somewhat scary eyes become full of mirth and Jaejoong’s 
heart sings in his chest. He glances over to Junsu who holds Yoochun steady on the 
skateboard and then looks back at Yunho. 
 
“Can I have your number?” 
 
Yunho presses his lips together, assuming the younger man wants to sue. And upon 
seeing the hesitance, Jaejoong stumbles, “No, I mean because this is such a weird way 
to meet, me skateboarding into your car door in traffic, and I don’t know it’d be… cool?” 
 
Yunho stands to full, glorious height and packs the bandaid back in the first aid kit. He 
glances forward over traffic, seeing break lights light up as cars are shifted out of park. 
Junsu and Changmin call for Jaejoong and gather their boards, ready to head back to 
their car. Jaejoong shoots Yunho a hopeful glance, his heart sinking when Yunho sits. 
But then he turns back around with a pen in hand. He holds the skater’s hand and neatly 
writes his number on his wrist. 
 
Yoochun, who is already in the passenger seat, gapes in astonishment. Yunho’s not one 
to give out his number like this. 
 
Back in their own cars, Yunho clears his throat and tries to ignore Yoochun’s 
overpoweringly curious glare, and Jaejoong turns bright red when MinSu cheer him on 
for getting a rich man’s number. 

 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
“So how’s the skater boy?” Yoochun prods a week later, catching Yunho in one of the 
elevators at work. “Is he still texting you?” 
 
Yunho laughs heartily, his phone buzzing as if on cue. “Glued to his phone, it seems. But 
he’s cute.” 
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“How old is he?” Yoochun peers over his co-worker’s shoulder, trying to read the 
message that’s full of smiley faces. He nearly trips when Yunho stops walking, looking at 
him with a curious glare. 
 
“You didn’t ask?” 
 
“I haven’t.” Yunho looks down at Jaejoong’s name. “How old did he look? About twenty, 
right?” 
 
“Yeah, I’d say he looked about that.” Yoochun nods in agreement, motioning for them to 
walk again. “But that Changmin kid looked like he was maybe seventeen. Maybe.” 
 
“That’s just a three year age difference, they could still be friends,” The taller male 
mumbles, typing away on his phone. Some employees eye him, jealous that he’s allowed 
to have his phone out while on shift. 
 
Yoochun smirks and rubs his elbow into the other’s side. “You and Jaejoong are six 
years apart, and judging by how he was looking at you, he wouldn’t care if he was twenty 
and you were thirty-five. He wanted to jump on you.” 
 
Yunho grabs for Yoochun’s elbow, “When did he look at me like that?!” frowning when 
the younger male ducks and runs away, cackling like a fool. 

 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Yunho and Jaejoong meet at an adorable, little brick-oven pizza parlor downtown the 
next weekend. 
 
Half way through, interrupting their easy-flowing conversation, Jaejoong drops the, “Do 
you have a girlfriend?” question. Then he timidly adds, “Or maybe a boyfriend?” 
 
Yunho leans closer for that one, barely picking up on the last part. When it finally 
registers, he smiles, and shakes his head. “No, what about you?” 
 
Giddy, the smaller male shakes his head and wrings his hands together. “Erm…” and for 
that moment he looks so young. 
 
“Want to go to the movies after this?” Yunho invites, smiling when the blond blushes, 
excitement filling his eyes. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Yunho’s been on dates – he’s not a complete recluse – but this is the first time he’s felt 
so strongly for someone. Usually his dates are at the meetings, where a female will 
approach him and suggest dinner. Yunho is the one that takes the initiative with flirty 
compliments and soft touches. They pretty much always end up in bed, and she’s always 
gone in the mornings. 
 
He doesn’t find it to be lonely, he has plenty of relationships that are simply friendships, 
and if he were to look for something serious, he’d be able to buckle down no problem. So 
as he and Jaejoong find a seat in the back, Yunho mind wanders toafter the movie. He’s 
not here just to get the younger male in bed; he’s hoping that Jaejoong and all his 



	   6	  

cuteness will stick around for a while. But Jaejoong just seems too innocent, and Yunho 
can’t help but wonder if it’s an act. His impression of skater boys had always been a 
punk. So needless to say, when Jaejoong showed up in a button down and ironed jeans, 
he was a bit impressed. It was a huge 360 from what he had been wearing the day he 
skateboarded right into Yunho’s door. 
 
They opt for a fantasy film, something Yunho hasn’t watched in a long time, and settle in 
the back. Jaejoong’s a little tense, and Yunho wonders how little dates the man has been 
on. During the commercials, he brings up the question and a pink color flushes all down 
the blond’s cheeks and ears. 
 
“I’m… not many. Maybe like, one.” 
 
Yunho grins and leans over, tipping Jaejoong’s chin up. He smiles and presses their lips 
together. 
 
“What are you doing next weekend?” 
 
“W-whatever you want to do…” Jaejoong breathes, his heart erratic in his chest, his brain 
shutting down. He closes his eyes and whimpers when Yunho’s kissing him again but 
fuller now. Yunho kisses him hard, nibbling on his lips and gently sliding his tongue 
against Jaejoong’s lips. Jaejoong’s a little uncoordinated, obviously unskilled, but he 
moans when their tongues slide and Yunho touches his neck. 
 
“Why haven’t you dated?” Yunho asks between their lips, the beginning to the movie 
starting to play. 
 
“Because… my parents are kind of strict about it,” 
 
Why should his parents matter? 
 
“And I still live with them, I’m still 18, so –” 
 
Yunho jerks away. “You’re what?” 
 
Clearly confused, the blond just blinks at him. Why’d he have to move away? Jaejoong 
likes his lips. “Huh?” 
 
“How old are you?” 
 
“I’m 18, why?” 
 
Yunho pulls his hands away and puts a bigger space between them. Jaejoong still looks 
perplexed. “I’m 26, Jaejoong.” 
 
“….Oh.” 
 
Yunho brings his hand to his mouth, a gesture Jaejoong mistakes as Yunho wiping off 
their kiss. “It’s fine,” He mumbles. “I don’t care.” 
 
Yunho turns to look at him. They say nothing for a minute, reality sinking deep into 
Yunho’s brain and into his bones. Jaejoong’s too young. Too young. They shouldn’t be 
here together. Yunho wouldn’t mind as friends, just two guys hanging out after a long 
week, there’d be nothing wrong with that. But they’re dating. This is a whole other 
problem. 
 
“I do.” Yunho says finally. “And your parents sure as hell will, too.” 
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Jaejoong bites his lower lip and wills his tears away. They don’t say anything throughout 
the rest of the movie. They can barely focus on it. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Yoochun wiggles closer and wiggles his eyebrows. 
 
“What now, Chunnie?” 
 
“I’m here for skater boy news, duh.” The smaller male makes a face at him, scooting 
closer when Yunho doesn’t look up from paperwork. 
 
Yunho’s about to make a joke – something or other about his company or maybe his 
handsome face should be enough for Yoochun to want to stick around – but this whole 
topic is suddenly slightly touchy. The air around him gets a little stingy, and Yoochun 
frowns, inspecting the downward tug of his best friend’s usually smiling lips. 
 
“Skater boy is just that – a boy.” 
 
“…What do you mean?” 
 
“He’s 18.” Yunho flips over a chart and sighs, frustrated when he’s no longer able to 
concentrate. “We went for pizza and then a movie and when I kissed him, he got 
nervous. He still lives with his parents. I don’t even know if he’s out of high school yet.” 
He runs a hand through his hair and tugs on a fistful, pressing his forehead against the 
papers on the desk. “He’s so cute, though.” 
 
“18 is legal though.” Yoochun chirps. “And I lived with my parents till I was 23, so don’t 
hold that against him.” 
 
Yunho presses his cheek against the desk now, staring at his friend through wisps of his 
bangs. “What the hell are you trying to say?” 
 
“Give it a try?” Yoochun shrugs, patting the hotel manager on his shoulder. “It’s only eight 
years, could be eighteen. If that was the case I’d throw you out the window.” 
 
Yunho’s office is on ground floor, but the sentiment comes through pretty clear. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Jaejoong texts him enough that it becomes obvious that: Yunho’s always on his mind, 
he’s borderline desperate, and that he’s honestly trying to not be too much of a bother. 
So that weekend Yunho calls Jaejoong and sets up a time for them to meet for dinner – 
not a dinner date, just a dinner so they can talk. When Jaejoong all too happily obliges, 
Yunho buries his face into the couch and lets guilt hammer him down. He feels like he’s 
toying with the tender heart of a child, and figures it best to just drop any hope of even an 
innocent friendship. 
 
Jaejoong passes him directions to where he is and shouts excitedly to his friends just 
before he hangs up. Yunho rubs his palm against his forehead and quickly changes into 
something casual. 
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~ * ~ 
 
 
Underneath the highway at exit 27, there’s a small parking lot and a huge skate park. 
Yunho parks as far away as he can (he really doesn’t want another kid smashing into his 
car) and peers over at the group of teenagers. He can differentiate between the main 
groups of friends, there’s probably three or four groups of four or five and one massive 
crowd in the corner, all sipping Gatorade and Vitamin Water and idling on their boards. 
And right before them zooms a thin body with a mass of blond, and Yunho watches in 
silent fascination as Jaejoong glides on his skateboard, effortless pushing himself on the 
ground and yelling at the kid with the ponytail – Changmin, was it? – about his form, or 
something Yunho doesn’t understand. 
 
Jaejoong rounds along the outside edge of the concrete park, and when Yunho thinks he 
might be seen, he realizes Jaejoong is focusing his attention downwards. He bends his 
knees and tightens his body, Yunho watching in awe as the small blond lifts from the 
ground, suspending himself in air for quick seconds that are somehow long enough for 
him to get the board to flip beneath his suspended feet and land neatly on its’ wheels. 
And then he throws his weight, moving in the other direction and gaining speed, flying by 
Changmin with a high five and then Jaejoong goes up, up the side of a half-pipe and his 
board grinds against the top and just as he nears the end of the grind Yunho’s heart 
sinks at the distance between up there and the concrete ground. But with a confident 
twist, Jaejoong sails off the skating prop and spins in the air, knees bending and Junsu 
cheering him on from the other side of the park. 
 
Without even touching his board with his hand to keep it in place, the blond’s feet stay 
planted. Despite a bit of a shaky fall and a quick flail, he lands easily. Until he looks up 
and the wheels catch in the grass, immobilizing his board and sending him tumbling into 
the dirt. 
 
The teens that watched his fall all howl with laughter – he landed in the grass so it’s 
nothing compared to a face-plant in the pavement, but Yunho rushes over, running past 
Changmin and kneeling over the blond. 
 
“Are you okay?” 
 
Jaejoong blinks up at him, out of breath. “Ah shit, did you only catch me wiping out?” 
 
Yunho can’t help but smile at the younger male, offering out a hand. “No, actually, you’re 
impressive.” 
 
Jaejoong grins and hops to his feet, brushing himself off. He doesn’t even bother to tell 
the others he’s okay and bends in half to pick the board up. Yunho mentally chastises 
himself for noticing how wonderfully flexible the boy is. He barely notices Jaejoong 
staring at him until they’re almost chest-to-chest. 
 
“What are you doing?” 
 
“I want a kiss.” Jaejoong grins devilishly, posing himself on the nose of his board. Yunho 
frowns and leans back, quickly glancing over to see some boys are staring. “Don’t worry 
about them, they know I’m gay and don’t care.” 
 
“We’re not dating, Jaejoong.” 
 
The smaller man frowns and leans back with a sigh. That boldness from a few seconds 
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ago is gone, and Yunho notes that during their date, it had never been there. He can only 
assume the rush from those tricks and that fall gave Jaejoong a daring jolt of adrenaline, 
and hopes that it doesn’t show up much in the younger. He’s not sure he’ll be able to 
control himself if Jaejoong suddenly rubs up against him. 
 
“We don’t have to kiss to date,” Jaejoong mumbles, dropping his board on the concrete. 
A girl shouts out her disappointment in the lack of skinship between the two and 
Jaejoong sneers at her, blushing when Junsu and Changmin try to get a chant going; 
“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” 
 
“I hate all of your friends.” Yunho growls, stepping back when his toes are nearly run over 
as Jaejoong glides by, slowing in front of him to kiss him gently. And then he rolls away in 
search of the hotel manager’s car. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
“We shouldn’t do this, Jaejoong.” 
 
He chews slowly around his burger, looking up after he’s swallowed his food. “I’ll pay 
half.” 
 
“That’s not what I mean, Jaejoong.” 
 
The blond scowls. “Why do you keep saying my name, Yunho? It’s not like I think you’re 
talking to anyone else, Yunho.” 
 
Yunho frowns at him, his eyes narrowing. So there’s that little stereotypical punk kid he 
thought was missing the night of their date. “Why are you making this difficult?” 
 
“Because you’re trying to break up with me and we’re not even dating.” 
 
“I don’t want this to get any further.” 
 
“Because I’m 18? Really, it’s not that big a deal. We can hang out for now and just be 
buds.” 
 
“For now?” The brunette echoes skeptically. 
 
“Of course. I think you’re hot and –” 
 
“Jaejoong.” Yunho starts warningly. 
 
“I was complimenting you, not hitting on you.” Jaejoong spits bitterly, taking a bite of his 
burger. “I think you’re hot, and I do want to know you more. Honestly though? You seem 
a little too hard-assed for me.” 
 
Yunho narrows his gaze even more so, and this time, it makes the younger man squirm. 
“Hard assed?” He scoffs, that one really striking a nerve. “Like you’d know, Jae, you’ve 
got needy, virgin whore written all over you.” 
 
That was too harsh, Yunho has to admit, but Jaejoong has the opposite reaction of 
anger. Instead his cheeks flush and his throat constricts, Yunho able to hear his thick 
swallow over the diner’s chatter. He smirks as Jaejoong struggles for a comeback, 
obviously hot and bothered by the sudden dirty talk. 
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“Am I right?” Yunho folds his hands on the table and leans closer to catch the other’s 
fleeting gaze. 
 
“Fuck you.” Jaejoong snaps weakly. 
 
“Oh no, Jae,” Yunho’s not usually flamboyant, but it peeks out when he flirts. Yoochun 
always teases him about it. “It’d be more fun the other way around.” 
 
Jaejoong chokes on his soda and stammers embarrassedly when the waitress comes 
over with a cloth, offering him a free refill. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Yunho realizes just how fucked he is later in the evening when he goes to drop Jaejoong 
back off at the skate park. Changmin and Junsu (and everyone else) have already left, 
so while they wait in the car for Changmin to show up and bring Jaejoong home, 
Jaejoong gets bold again. 
 
“So,” He begins, slurping on his red Icee. “Are you into the whole needy, virgin whore 
thing?” 
 
To avoid this conversation, Yunho turns the car off and steps outside. Inside, Jaejoong 
slaps his forehead and curses at himself, climbing hastily from the Acura. 
 
“Sorry, um, yeah, sorry.” 
 
“Don’t do this, Jaejoong.” 
 
The blond toes the ground and leans against the hood of the car, scooting closer. “But if 
we like each other –” 
 
“Who says I like you?” Yunho says rather gently, shooting the younger man a look. 
Jaejoong tsk’s at him. “But really, if something were to happen between us, what would 
your parents say?” 
 
“…They wouldn’t approve.” 
 
“Of course not.” 
 
“But why does it matter? I’m not going to live with them forever. If I listened to everything 
my parents said, shit, man, I’d be as boring as a fucking rock. My parents they’re…” 
Jaejoong holds his hands in the air as if it’d help him get a clearer picture of what he’s 
trying to say. “My parents are really overprotective. They don’t even want me to 
skateboard.” 
 
“After watching what you did out there, I’d be scared if my son was throwing himself at 
the pavement from that height, too.” Yunho says, putting his hands in his pockets. “I hope 
you’re not that teenager that thinks your parents are overbearing when they’re really not.” 
 
At eighteen, Yunho could say he was much more emotionally immature than Jaejoong. 
Most of their conversations are borderline arguments, sure, but Jaejoong’s not stubborn 
to the point where it’s impossible to hold a two-sided conversation. He doesn’t get angry 
or offended at Yunho’s comment, he thinks of another way to go about trying to make his 
point. 
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“I’m really not, I tried a long time to get along with my parents.” Jaejoong looks over the 
skate park and quickly changes the subject, unwilling to let things get too personal 
tonight. “They’re just hard to deal with. But, if you have no plans of taking our relationship 
past friendship, why would you even bother bringing my parents into this? If we’re just 
friends they don’t even have to know you. If we dated, then yeah, but if I’m talking to you 
on the phone and seeing you just to grab some pizza every once in a while, my parents 
don’t even need to know you exist.” 
 
Yunho rocks back on his heels, the cars on the highway above them loud as they rush 
past. 
 
“…You’re right, in a sense.” 
 
“In a sense? You’re 26, not 46, Yunho, you don’t need to be such an adult.” 
 
“I am an adult.” 
 
“But fun adults exist, don’t they?” 
 
Yunho chuckles and rubs the back of his neck. “You’re cute.” 
 
Jaejoong scoots a little closer. “Can I have a kiss then?” 
 
“Yah!” Yunho should be angry and annoyed, but instead he’s laughing and hooking an 
arm around the skater boy. “First you say I’m not your type and then you want to date 
and then you don’t and now you want a kiss?! What are you up to, kid?” 
 
“I thought maybe I could confuse you.” Jaejoong wiggles his fingers in Yunho’s face and 
laughs. “Maybe I could get you to say to a date. Then you’d fall in love with me and –” 
 
“I’ve known you for like two weeks. Should I be worried if you’re already talking about 
love?” 
 
Jaejoong stares up at him with wide eyes. “Well you were talking about sex. Which one is 
heavier?” 
 
Yunho smiles at him. “Love.” 
 
“Really? How many people have you loved?” 
 
The brunette stops, his arm still slung comfortably around Jaejoong. “One. This guy in 
high school. What about you?” 
 
“Hmm, this guy in third grade.” 
 
“That doesn’t count.” 
 
“Of course it does. How many people have you had sex with?” 
 
To Jaejoong’s horror, Yunho has to count. He counts on one hand and then counts a 
sixth, pauses, and Jaejoong’s jaw drops. “Six people.” Yunho admits after a second. 
“Wait, no, eight? Yeah, eight.” 
 
Jaejoong pulls himself from the older man’s arms. “What the fuck are you a whore? Don’t 
touch me, what if you have herpes?Eww.” 
 
Yunho laughs and holds onto Jaejoong tighter, leaning over and pressing their foreheads 
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together. “Oh come on, if it hasn’t killed me yet it’s not going to kill you.” 
 
Jaejoong throws his head back, trying to scream through his howls of laughter. He lamely 
tries to unwraps himself from strong arms, but his battle is lost when Yunho is kissing 
him, holding him tight and kissing him as though they’re lovers. Around soft chuckles, 
Jaejoong absorbs and pours back all the happiness he receives, his heart overloading on 
the thrilling rush of so much innocent pleasure flooding through him and curling his toes. 
He may not be the best kisser, but right now it doesn’t matter. 
 
“What are we doing next weekend?” Yunho asks, their lips still touching. 
 
“Do we have to wait ‘till next weekend? I get out of work tomorrow at four. Let’s go to the 
mall?” Jaejoong wraps his arms tightly around Yunho’s neck, grinning until Yunho 
preoccupies his lips with his own. With the car against the back of his knees, Jaejoong 
doesn’t have much balance, but Yunho holds him, curling into him and holding their 
bodies flush. This time when he kisses him he dips his tongue into Jaejoong’s mouth, the 
kiss getting much deeper and a little faster than Jaejoong’s able to keep up with. He tips 
his head to the side and tries to follow along, his face reddening more and more every 
time their tongue’s touch and slide, wet and odd but still somehow absolutely wonderful. 
When he threads his fingers through Yunho’s hair, earning a soft moan, he gets even 
more excited. 
 
But then there’s a car honk and the two of them jump away, Jaejoong spineless against 
the hood of the Acura as lust and fear render him boneless and nonsensical. “Shit I think 
I’m gonna die I’m gonna have a heart attack, oh my God leave me here to die.” He 
crumbles to his knees and glares up at headlights. “CHANGMIN YOU FUCKING 
COCKBLOCK.” 
 
Yunho and Jaejoong can’t see him over the beams, but they can hear his boisterous 
laughter. 
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CHAPTER 2. 
 
Yunho’s pretty fucking lost. 
 
According to Google maps, Jaejoong lives 27 minutes away. But it’s some town that 
Yunho’s never even heard of, so even with clear, precise directions from his date, he’s 
confused. Where Yunho lives is a small city, he lives in an apartment complex near the 
city’s green, and is used to one-way roads and idiot pedestrians that run across the street 
when the traffic light is green. 
 
“So you got off the exit and took a left, right?” 
 
“Yeah,” 
 
Jaejoong’s voice sound strange over the phone. “And you turned onto Cottage Lane?” 
 
“Yes,” Yunho worries as he still sees no signs of human life. Just an abundance of trees 
and there was a family of deer back down the road. 
 
“Did you pass the farm?” 
 
“There’s a farm?” Yunho runs his finger through his hair and sighs. 
 
“If you passed it you’d know.” 
 
On his left, the trees open up and all of a sudden there’s acres and acres of rolling hills, 
serene but oddly creepy in the moonlight. It looks like something out of a horror movie, 
and maybe Yunho would appreciate it better during the day. Even the house at the end 
of the field is odd, old and made of stone. 
 
“I didn’t even know this place existed.” Yunho mumbles, taking the next right as 
instructed. The road is darker and Yunho counts six lampposts on the half-mile drive. 
Then he takes a left and a right and Yunho’s cursing at him. “Do you live or do you 
fucking hide?” From the corner of his eye, Yunho spots a small, scraggy dog duck back 
into the brush. He realizes a heartbeat later that it’s a coyote. “Are you bringing me out 
here to kill me?” 
 
Jaejoong just laughs at him, and tells him it’s the second driveway on the left. Yunho 
pulls into the long driveway and parks at the bottom, staring at the split-entry ranch styled 
house. It’s a rather cute little home, white with blue shudders, and a well-kept little garden 
on the side. Yunho isn’t able to get a better view, because seconds after he puts his car 
in park, Jaejoong is bolting out the front door. He rushes into the passenger seat and 
grins widely and says breathlessly, “Hi,” 
 
Yunho can’t help but smile back at him. Jaejoong is too cute, cute enough that Yunho 
had mindlessly decided to give this – whatever they could ever possibly be – a chance. 
He wonders if it’ll be worth it in the long run. He wonders if there’ll ever be a long run. 
And he figures if he’s willing to give in and spark hope and a relationship between them, 
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Fate has a funny way of playing with him. 
 
At the stop sign at the end of the road, Jaejoong lurches as far as the seatbelt lets him 
and kisses Yunho sloppily on his lips. 
Yunho figures if he’s willing to deal with Jaejoong’s uncoordinated and wet kisses, this 
might just maybe lead to more than he could imagine. 

 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Yoochun’s always been Yunho’s best friend, and that’s why he has permission from 
every rule book to tell Yunho that he’s being stupid without sounding like an ass. 
 
“You do understand you’ve only been dating two months, right?” 
 
“Yeah, and his kisses are still too wet.” Yunho frowns, holding the sweater in the air in 
front of him. He glances at his friend and steps closer, sizing up and looking down at him. 
Yoochun stares and stares, glancing around at the other customers in the clothing store 
who eye the two men wearily. Yunho’s too close for public comfort and Yoochun’s staring 
to think that Yunho might actually kiss him. 
 
“You’re about Jaejoong’s size, can you try this on?” 
 
Yoochun frowns and refrains from kicking the taller male. “Are you kidding? You can’t 
figure out how tall your own boyfriend is without looking like you’re about to eat me?” 
 
“I pretended you were him.” Yunho waves him off, searching for the sweater in a different 
color. “This only comes in blue, grey or black…” 
 
Yoochun glances at the other clothes in Yunho’s hands. “Some people don’t even spend 
this much money on their girlfriend’s on their one year anniversary.” 
 
“Jaejoong doesn’t have a lot of clothes, and most of his stuff is grass stained or full of 
holes from always falling from his skateboard. He has five sisters and neither of his 
parents make much money, they can’t spoil him with nice clothes.” Yunho says, pulling 
out a grey sweater from the pile. “He’s worth it, Yoochun.” 
 
“You’re on a leash.” 
 
“I’m really not.” 
 
“Then you’re just dumb.” 
 
Yunho glares over his shoulder. “Can you shut-up and try this on?” 
 
“We’re supposed to be finding clothes for ourselves, Boa’s party is tonight.” Yoochun 
grabs the handful of soft fabric and glances at the price one more time. “You’re fucking 
crazy,” He mumbles, because he wouldn’t even spend that much on a sweater for 
himself. 
“Just try it on and then we’ll find something for you, I promise.” Yunho grins and looks 
handsome and Yoochun gives him with a loud sigh and a childish huff. 
 
“Fine,” 
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“I promise I’ll get you shitfaced tonight.” Yoochun raises his eyebrow and Yunho corrects 
his comment – “I promise I’ll get shitfaced.” 
 
The smaller man makes his way to the fitting rooms with a grin on his face. He’s going to 
make sure Yunho’s hungover for the whole fucking weekend. A drunk Yunho is the best 
Yunho – it’s a shame it’s so rare. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Boa’s celebrating her 25th and since she hasn’t done anything since her 18th birthday 
party, she rents out a banquet hall and her parents pay for catering. Yunho’s known Boa 
since elementary school – there was a program at their school where the older kids 
would tutor the younger kids, and Yunho helped Boa with her Math. They never stayed 
too close after that; only attending summer camps together and only really hanging out 
together in high school, but Yunho was still here if she really needed it and vice versa. 
People knew they were friends and knew they saw each other weekends throughout 
junior and senior year, but with completely different groups of friends, their friendship was 
never too obvious to classmates. It’s a friendship that Yunho figures could’ve evolved 
into something much more had they hung out more. But when she passes him a drink 
and clings onto him tightly later that night after she spots him at the party, he’s glad it 
never went past this. Boa means too much to him for him to ruin it. They could never last 
in a steady boyfriend/girlfriend relationship. 
 
“So what’s this about you dating a jailbait?” She laughs and wiggles her finger at him, 
pulling him gently away from a mass. 
Yunho laughs and sips the lightly mixed drink. “Ah, what’d Yoochun say, exactly?” 
 
“That you almost killed an eighteen year old angel with your car and now you’re taking 
responsibility of his rehabilitation through lots and lots of sex.” She says in her best 
Yoochun impression, stopping to laugh at Yunho’s expression of disbelief. “No I’m 
serious, do you want to see the text? He says you’re hooked by a chokechain.” 
 
“It’s not… aish,” Yunho rubs his face and takes a longer swig of his drink. “Basically, I 
was stuck in traffic and when I opened my door some kid skateboarded into it and we’re 
still talking.” 
 
Boa studies him. “…And dating him?” 
 
“It’s… yeah, basically.” 
 
“I thought your cut off was three years?” 
 
“I guess it’s eight.” 
 
Boa crosses her arms and stares a little harder at him. “Did you invite him?” 
 
Yunho stares back. “Why would I? He would be lost, he barely even knows Yoochun. 
And this would be way too much for him.” Yunho motions to the party, the loud music and 
nicely dressed college graduates and he knows that Jaejoong would feel uncomfortable. 
If it had been anything less, he would’ve brought his boyfriend along. But Yunho knows 
Boa enough that even though she’s down to Earth and quite possibly one of the most 
humble people he’s ever met, not many people know how to party quite like her. He can 
only imagine what’s going to happen after her family and elders have filed out for the 
night. 
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~ * ~ 
 
 
Jaejoong gets a text at 5 o’clock in the morning and usually the sound of his phone’s 
vibrations against the bedside table wouldn’t wake up, but he had fallen asleep waiting 
for Yunho’s usual good night text and the phone had somehow ended up smushed 
between his ear and pillow during the night. He wakes with a jolt and scrambles for his 
phone, mind too heavy with sleep for him to even think maybe it’s Yunho ~ 
 
He nearly blinds himself trying to read the message, I misss you, my bunny boo!!!1!!! i 
cant wait to see u again, to push u up against the walland kiss you 
 
Jaejoong’s heart stutters over conflicted emotions of lust and fatigue. 
 
He gets another message, oh i want to do so much more than just kiss u, boo 
 
Jaejoong swallows a lump in his throat and rolls over in bed. 
 
so, so much more than just a kiss, jae i want all of u… 
 
Jaejoong knows that Yunho is drunk. He knows Yunho went to a friend’s birthday party 
and that he’s well over the drinking age, so there’s a part of him that tells himself that it’s 
just a drunk text. Yunho’s drunk and probably horny. And this makes his heart sink. 
Yunho’s horny and at a place full of people his age who are probably just as drunk and 
experienced in sexual things. Yunho probably wants someone who knows what they’re 
doing, because Jaejoong sure as hell doesn’t know what he himself is doing half the 
time. Yunho’s patient and doesn’t initiate anything. On top of it, Jaejoong’s only been to 
Yunho’s house once and Yunho hasn’t even stepped foot on the lawn of Jaejoong’s 
home. They don’t get much alone time, and even though Jaejoong’s not at the point 
where he needs it, (he’s more nervous than horny, honestly) Yunho is. Yunho confessed 
to having sex between the time of their first meeting to their first kiss. He’s even said that 
the longest he’s gone without sex is five months. 
 
Jaejoong’s gone eighteen years without sex and for the longest time he thought he was 
going to go a lot longer. And even without ever being in a relationship, he knows sex is 
important. It’s not the only thing that should hold a relationship together, but without it, 
there’s not much of a relationship. 
 
Trembling, he responds, I know you’re drunk, but I might as well be honest, 
right?? Jaejoong wants his first time to be with someone he’s known for a long time; 
someone he loves. I think if you pushed me up against the wall and kissed me, I wouldn’t 
be able to say no >////////< 
 
Jaejoong can’t fall back asleep after that. 
 
And Yunho only calls him after almost twelve hours. 
 
“That was the worst fucking hangover I think I’m going to kill Yoochun,” He mumbles into 
the phone, voice scratchy from throwing up so much. 
 
“I wish I could be there…” Jaejoong huddles closer to his pet monster of a dog, Vick, and 
glances over his shoulder to make sure none of his family is outside eavesdropping. 
 
“You really don’t want to see me like this.” 
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“I just want to take care of you.” 
 
“Aww, Jae, you’re so sweet.” Yunho chuckles hoarsely and sips a cup of water. “Which, 
by the way, I would never expect your first time to be some horny fuck against the 
wall.” Jaejoong’s face almost burns off at the sudden change of topic. “My first time was, 
umm, in the backseat of my dad’s van. I was seventeen and she was twenty. I don’t 
regret it, but I would make sure your first time is loving.” 
 
Jaejoong buries his face into Vick’s fur and rubs his toes together, glee overflowing his 
system. “So, is she where you got herpes from?” 
 
Yunho chokes on his water and laughs, laughs so hard that he chokes. “Yah! I’m being 
romantic! Don’t ruin it or I’ll give you chlamydia, too.” 
 
The blond grins from ear to ear and squeezes Vick so tightly that the thick-furred dog 
licks at him in plea to be released. “As long as it’s your chlamydia.” 
 
“Wow you’re disgusting.” 
 
Jaejoong squeezes his dog again and rubs the top of his head exaggeratedly hard. Vick 
huffs indignantly and shoves his wet nose onto his master’s face. “I’m not the one with 
STD’s.” 
 
“I’ve been checked, punk.” 
 
“Um, Yunho?” 
 
“Ah – yeah?” 
 
“Sex is pretty heavy, too, y’know,” 
 
Yunho pauses, remembering their conversation that day by the skate park. “Yeah, I 
know.” 
 
“Are you… Are you that serious?” 
 
“I am.” 
 
Jaejoong wiggles his toes against the grass, glancing over his shoulder again. “Thank 
you.” 
 
There’s a long pause, Jaejoong’s thoughts crowded with glorious feelings of joy and 
Yunho’s full of their inescapable age gap. It’s not so much of a big deal at this time as it 
had almost been a couple of months ago, but Yunho has to admit that there’s an odd 
pressure that comes along with Jaejoong’s innocence. There’s so much to Jaejoong’s 
personality that makes him treasurable, and Yunho wants to give Jaejoong that ‘perfect 
first time.’ Of course he has no intentions of love-making atop rose petals while 
surrounded by scented candles, but he’s never been with a virgin before. He’s used to 
friends with benefits sorts of relationships with people whom all are experienced. He’s 
used to the push and pull of dominance in bed; rough and rowdy sex. But just as naïve 
as Jaejoong is when it comes to sexual advancements, Yunho’s still new to the dating 
aspects of a relationship. He’s had three steady relationships – all of which were 
composed of typical movie and dinner dates and then more time spent in bed. He’s 
barely ever had a boyfriend in his car since his past relationships all could drive 
themselves, and he’s never been to a carnival and shared a stick of cotton candy like he 
had with Jaejoong only last week. He’s never walked on the beach at midnight and 
played Frisbee in the dark. He’s never sat in a parking lot with McDonald’s at three 
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o’clock in the afternoon because even in the small space of the car, he’s happy 
anywhere as long as he’s with the young blond. 
 
“Are you still there?” Jaejoong asks softly after a few moments. 
 
Yunho hums faintly and nibbles awkwardly on the cup he’s still got pressed to his lips. “I 
want you happy,” Yunho starts, his breathing becoming shallow as his heart flutters in his 
tightening ribcage. “I would take you home after a day of being together. We would come 
home from anywhere, the beach, the park – anywhere.” 
 
Jaejoong picks up on the hitch in Yunho’s breath and holds his own. 
 
“I’d kiss you –” Yunho pauses and corrects himself, “I’ll kiss you softly, kissing your lower 
lip and nibbling on it, kissing you until it’s red and swollen.” 
 
Jaejoong tenses, his eyes widening and his gaze fixed on the grass. His lower lip begins 
to tingle and he brings his knuckles to his mouth, heart racing. 
 
“I want you to know you’re beautiful. I’ll kiss your jaw, I’ll kiss the corners of your lips, the 
tip of your nose and your eyelids, holding you close against me the whole time. I love the 
shape of your eyes, I love that adorable mischievous spark you’ve got in your eyes 
sometimes and that determined, focus look you get when skateboarding. Your nose is 
small and cute, and your lips – oh,” Jaejoong feels a rush spark through his nerves when 
Yunho moans softly in his ear. “Jaejoong, your lips are so full and soft, I could kiss them 
all day.” 
 
“O-oh, oh God, Yunho…” Jaejoong is rolled up as tight as he can on the back porch of 
his house, his body shaking with the rush of heat he’s receiving. 
 
“Yes, Jaejoong?” 
 
“I-I’m, oh my God,” 
 
Yunho chortles softly and continues, “I'll hold your hips against mine, sucking on your 
neck; on that cute little birthmark you’ve got right under your jawbone. I’ll lay you on the 
bed and lay on top of you, kissing your stomach as I lift your shirt, touching your chest 
and dipping my tongue in your belly button, kissing wherever I can. I want all of you.” 
 
Jaejoong just can’t fucking believe this is happening now. Vick has long left his side, too 
fed up with the annoying tugs on his fur, and Jaejoong instead puts his head on his 
knees and curls into a ball on the wooden steps. Yunho’s voice is so quiet in his ear but 
it's almost as though he were on speaker. 
 
Maybe he’s supposed to say something, or maybe touch himself, but he can’t when he’s 
outside somewhere where there’s a possibility of getting caught. And Yunho seems 
pretty okay with the fact that Jaejoong’s not saying anything. He can hear his heavy 
breathing occasional whimper and that’s all the reassurance he needs. 
 
“When I get back up to your lips I’ll roll you over, I’ll wait for you to take off my clothes 
and your own pants before I go any further. But I want this, fuck, I want this so bad. I 
want you so bad.” Yunho’s voice is husky now, thick in a different way from before. He’s 
pushed himself up against the counter, the glass of water placed on the counter and his 
hand now cupping his growing erection. He closes his eyes and visions Jaejoong before 
him, hair tousled and lips red and eyes wild, and groans as he squeezes his crotch. He 
takes a deep breath and tries to control the unpredicted influx of his sex drive. But 
Jaejoong’s voice squeaks in his ear and his cock responds excitedly. “Shit, Jaejoong, I’m 
sorry –” 
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“N-no,” Jaejoong looks back over his shoulder and still sees no shadows of his family. He 
wonders why they haven’t come out to check on him yet but he hopes they won’t come 
out for a while longer. “It’s fine, Yunho,” His own voice is strained and it drives the older 
man crazy. “Go on,” 
 
Yunho grunts into the phone and leans back, his head thumping hard enough against the 
kitchen cabinets that Jaejoong hears it. He swallows thickly and burrows his face back 
into his arms, closing his eyes and ignoring his own erection as Yunho breathes heavily 
into the phone. He moans, and Jaejoong’s heart beat is erratic now, his nerves on 
overload. He listens as Yunho moans into the phone, breathing shallow and fast and 
heavy. The sounds alone shoot Jaejoong off into a maddening sudden urge to physically 
be there with his boyfriend. He’s never felt so horny, and he’s never wanted to grab 
Yunho and get on his hands and knees for him so badly before. The lust flaring through 
his body is pleasurably painful and he hates it. 
 
“Y-Yunho,” He starts off shakily, his voice low and his eyes darting to the sliding doors 
that lead inside. “Yunho, I’m so fucking hard right now.” He squeezes his eyes shut in 
embarrassment. “I wish you could touch me right now, Yunnie,” He whispers, so unsure 
of what he’s saying that he decides it’s best to just shut up. 
 
Yunho groans loudly in his ear and shockingly, Jaejoong only realizes this now – Yunho 
is jerking off. 
 
“Ohh, Jaejoong,” Yunho moans unabashedly, his fingers curling tighter around his 
erection and around his phone still pressed into his ear. “If you were here I’d do so much 
more than touch you, Jae – ohh, fuck, Jae,” 
 
Jaejoong presses his face into his palm and tries to rub away the burning that’s flaring 
under his skin. He doesn’t know what to say or do and he moans into the receiver, “Let 
me hear you,” But it sounds a bit more like a question and the shyness pumps that last 
bit of lust into Yunho’s system. He nearly drops the phone on the floor trying to put it on 
speaker and on the counter. He grips the granite and ruts back into the hard surface, the 
sound of his hand on his pre-cum covered cock so much clearer to Jaejoong now. And 
the young blond thinks he’s going to scream with the tension that’s built up in his own 
body. He chokes on a cry when Yunho lets out a strangled yell of his name, cumming 
messily all over his hand. 
 
Rubbing his forehead against his knees, Jaejoong’s a mess. The wind rushes as Yunho 
scrambles for his phone to place it back to his ear, leaning his tired body against the 
counter. He closes his eyes and presses his forehead to the cabinets. 
 
“Fuck, I wish you were here.” 
 
Jaejoong whimpers in agreement. He can’t believe he makes someone feel like this. He 
never thought in a million years that someone would masturbate with him in mind – 
nonetheless have phone sex with him. 
 
Jaejoong thinks he’s going to die because shit, he just had phone sex and he barely 
even said a word. How embarrassing. 
 
“You’re so cute.” 
 
“Jaejoong?!” 
 
At the shock of his mother calling his name, Jaejoong’s heart leaps so far out of his chest 
that his body physically goes with it. He curses loudly and curses again because he’s 
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cursed in front of his mother and trips as he lunges to his feet and tries desperately not to 
step on his dropped phone and simultaneously not fall on his ass while hiding his obvious 
erection from his mother. 
 
She stares at him and he grapples for his phone, sitting in the grass and avoiding her 
gaze. “I’ll be right inside I promise just go in I’ll be right there –” 
 
“What are you up to?” She frowns, stepping outside and giving Jaejoong another heart 
attack. He shoves his phone in his pocket and rushes past her, locking himself in the 
bathroom. He turns on the vent fan and sits on the counter, staring at his blank screen. 
One of them had hung up, but he’s sure Yunho understands. He’s just still surprised that 
that happened and still disappointed that he hadn’t said much. 
 
Glancing at himself in the mirror, he messes up his hair and chews on his lips, not 
needing to slap his cheeks to redden them because he’s sure his skin will permanently 
stay red. He jumps when his mom knocks on the door to check on him and does his best 
to reassure her that he’s okay. When she finally leaves him alone he pulls off his shirt 
and contemplates unbuttoning his pants for the picture he wants to send Yunho. Then he 
decides the hell with it, and even pulls them down a little. Angling the camera to get a 
shot of his parted, swollen lips and red cheeks, he hooks his thumb on his boxers and 
snaps a photo. 
 
Blushing and curled on the floor, he closes his eyes when he hits send, bracing himself 
for what’s about to happen. 
 
Yunho responds almost immediately with a lewd picture of his hand and flaccid cock 
covered in cum. The text along with it says, next time take responsibility for your mess, 
jaejoong 
 
Jaejoong takes a long, long shower. 
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CHAPTER 3. 
 
Yunho comes by around two o’clock the next afternoon to pick Jaejoong up like they had 
originally planned nights before. Neither of Jaejoong’s parents are home but one of his 
sisters is, and she peeks out the window and catches a glimpse of a handsome stranger 
in a nice car in their driveway, watching suspiciously as her brother gets in the passenger 
side. She doesn’t notice the awkward tension between the two, and doesn’t catch their 
kiss since Jaejoong waits until they’re at the stop sign at the end of the street to lay one 
gently on his boyfriend’s cheek. 
 
“Hi,” 
 
Yunho motions for the other car at the intersection to go, not caring that the driver sees 
the two men in the Acura exchange a heated kiss as they wait seconds longer at the stop 
sign. 
 
“Hello, I missed you.” He says, his voice smooth and suave and Jaejoong makes an 
embarrassing squeaking sound in response. Then he settles back into his seat and tries 
to hide his blush, memories of Yunho’s heaving breathing from the night before echoing 
in his mind. “After we have ice cream, I have a present for you at my apartment.” Yunho 
says as he makes a familiar right turn onto small back roads he’s starting to get used to. 
“I bought you something.” Yunho grins excitedly and Jaejoong nods happily. 
 
“By the way, at that farm back there, every fall they have apple and pumpkin picking.” 
 
Already knowing where this is going, the driver laughs. “Tell me when you want to go and 
we’ll make pies that day, too.” 
 
Jaejoong’s eyes light up. “I’m great at baking.” 
 
“Good, you’ll bake for me?” 
 
The blond snaps his tongue and scowls. “I’ll teach you, not bake for you. I’m not a 
housewife.” 
 
“But what a pretty housewife you’d make,” Yunho takes his eyes for the road for a split 
second to look the passenger up and down. “All cute in a frilly apron.” 
 
Jaejoong squeaks embarrassedly. 
 
“And nothing underneath.” 
 
Jaejoong buries his face in his hands and waits until they’re at another stop sign to slap 
the driver’s arm. 

~ * ~ 
 
 
“You look adorable.” 
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Jaejoong looks down at the textured Henley shirt that Yunho had bought for him, fixing 
the collar so it falls better over his slim waist. He clasps his hands together in front of him 
and looks expectantly up at the older man, shuffling forward when he’s summoned 
closer. He spins as Yunho fixes the fabric over his torso and blushes when Yunho smiles 
at him. “You really do look cute in it. Go try on another sweater.” 
 
It’s still too warm out for heavy fabrics, but Jaejoong will more than gladly hang them in 
his closet until he can wear them out. If Yunho had bought him one sweater he’d be 
happy enough, but Yunho got him two of them and a printed v-neck tee, and he stumbled 
over his thanks and rushed to try them on. It makes him inexplicably happy to think that 
he’s actually on Yunho’s mind enough that Yunho thinks of him when they’re not 
together. 
 
The next sweater is a plain brown color, which is something that would’ve never caught 
Jaejoong’s attention, but it’s soft and snug and warm and looks adorable on him. It’s 
something that Jaejoong would’ve never thought he could pull off. With the square 
pattern on the front, it looks expensive and likesomething he’d never consider falling into 
his usual style. But paired with the ripped jeans he’s wearing it makes it more casual. 
Yunho smiles and touches the soft article of clothing before telling his little model to go 
back and change into his regular clothes. 
 
“Thank you,” Jaejoong says for the nth time, holding the box close to his chest. “Thank 
you so much.” 
 
The brunette male smiles and gets up from the couch to plant a gentle kiss on the 
younger boy. “You’re welcome.” 
 
“I feel like I should get you something, too.” Jaejoong leans back in for another kiss. 
 
“I don’t need anything. But next time I might buy you boxers and you’ll have to model 
those for me, too.” He smirks and kisses Jaejoong a little harder. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
 
Yunho works the same shift every day, 7am to 3pm, and has Sundays and Mondays off. 
Jaejoong works part-time at an arts and crafts store and usually has about three days off 
per week. It’s just something he did after school to have some cash in his pocket, and 
now that it’s summer vacation, he’s switched to morning shifts so he can have his 
afternoons free to skateboard with the guys and as of recently, to spend with Yunho. 
 
Usually Yunho and Jaejoong meet in the evenings, (and this always causes Jaejoong to 
feel guilty when he thinks about the sleep Yunho is losing by always driving him around) 
so one day when Jaejoong gets out early afternoon, he hops on the bus and heads to 
Yunho’s town. 
 
Familiar with the small city, Jaejoong hops off the bus at the center green and asks for 
directions to the Hampton Hotel that he knows is somewhere downtown. The elderly 
woman smiles at him and points him in the right direction, telling him he has about a 
fifteen minute walk. But with his skateboard, Jaejoong can make it there in the half the 
time. 
 
Jaejoong finds the hotel no problem. He’d be blind if he missed it. Because of its location 
in the city, the large white building is tall and elegant. Jaejoong knows he would never be 
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able to afford a night here. 
 
Not wanting to show up empty handed, Jaejoong backpedals and buys some coffee at a 
cute little coffee shop. He knows he’s really not supposed to skateboard in the building 
but with his hands both holding coffee cups; he can’t do anything about it. Some woman 
in thin heels and a pearl necklace sneers at him as he glides in. 
 
“Hi.” Jaejoong smiles at the man behind the front desk. 
 
“Hello, can I help you?” The man with the name tag Jaehyuk looks the blond boy up and 
down. “Could I ask you to refrain from skateboarding in the lobby?” 
 
“Yeah, sorry my bad.” Jaejoong says, picking it up and shoving it into the straps of his 
backpack. “Hey, is Jung Yunho here?” 
Jaehyuk narrows his gaze. “I’m sorry?” 
 
“Jung Yunho, the big man. I’m a friend of his.” 
 
“He gets off his shift in twenty minutes, may I ask if you wait?” 
 
Jaejoong frowns and taps the coffee cup. “I bought him something to drink, twenty 
minutes and this will be cold. It’s light and sweet, like he likes.” The skateboarder takes a 
sip of what should be his coffee and makes a face when the sweetness of Yunho’s coffee 
touches his tongue. “Ugh, ew, this isn’t even coffee anymore it’s so nasty.” 
 
Jaehyuk looks almost appalled. He gives Jaejoong another nasty look, his tone far from 
sweet. “What’s your name, sir?” 
 
“Kim Jaejoong.” Jaejoong leans on the counter and smiles, waiting as the receptionist 
makes a page and checks for customers. Luckily there’s no one, and even luckier, the 
phone rings quickly. Jaehyuk’s conversation with the manager is short and to the point – 
“There’s a young man by the name of Kim Jaejoong here, and he’s looking for you.” 
Jaehyuk looks surprised all of a sudden and Jaejoong winks at him. “Ah okay, sir, I’ll 
send him to your office.” 
 
With a defeated look, Jaehyuk points the blond down a hallway. “Go to the end, you’ll 
see the office door with Jung’s name on it.” 
 
 
 
“I think reception-boy has a crush on you.” Jaejoong announces as he enters Yunho’s 
office. “Coffee?” 
 
“What are you doing here?” Yunho asks, smiling as Jaejoong leans over the large desk 
for a kiss. 
 
“I wanted to surprise you! Surprise!” Jaejoong yells gleefully, looking at the bookshelf of 
organized binders and the case of certificates. Even through his Converse, the carpet 
feels plush and soft, it’s deep burgundy color really gorgeous against the light colored 
furniture. “Wow, why do you have a couch in here?” 
 
“I took this from my apartment when I bought a new one.” Yunho gets up to make his way 
over, but Jaejoong bolts and ducks around him, launching himself into the leather chair 
instead. It slides against the carpet and he sinks into it, grinning as Yunho laughs at him 
and sits on the desk instead. Jaejoong scoots back over and places his chin on his 
boyfriend’s knee. 
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“Hi.” 
 
Yunho smiles at him, happiness sparkling genuinely in his eyes. “Hello, love,” 
 
Jaejoong puffs up at the nickname. “Love? I need to think of something to call you.” 
 
“Just Yunho is fine.” 
 
“No! I want something cute!” 
 
“How about hyung? You’re yet to call me that.” 
 
Jaejoong clicks his tongue and shakes his head, leaning back in the seat. “How about 
baby? Or babe? Sexy is fitting, too.” He sticks his tongue out and rubs his foot against 
the older man’s calf. 
 
“I’ll call you road kill, since I see you more on the pavement than anything else.” 
 
For a split second the skater boy tries to pretend that’s insulting, but the truth of the 
statement sends him into a fit of laughter instead. “Maybe I should pick up a new hobby?” 
 
Yunho grins and leans forward, his waist looking gracefully thin in the suit. “When you’re 
not on the ground you’re pretty impressive.” Their foreheads touch and Jaejoong’s heart 
flutters as they kiss softly. “Could you move? I need to save what I’m doing, it’s time for 
me to leave.” 
 
Instead, Jaejoong leans back and pats his lap. Yunho sighs, well aware of the bruises 
that cover Jaejoong’s legs from his nasty tumbles, and doesn’t want his weight to cause 
pain. At first he denies it, but Jaejoong is stubborn and insists that it doesn’t matter. 
Yunho thinks it’s a bit awkward, but sits in the younger male’s lap and sips his coffee 
while finishing up whatever he had been doing on the computer. 
 
Through the silence, Jaejoong ends up with his cheek against Yunho’s shoulder and his 
arms around his waist. “Hey, Yunnie?” He mumbles, thinking he might’ve found a pet 
name that sticks. 
 
“Yes, road kill?” 
 
Jaejoong’s lips twitch upwards. “You have tomorrow off, right?” 
 
“Mh-hm.” 
 
“Can I spend the night?” 
 
Having been slightly distracted moments before, the manager’s attention is now fully on 
the teenager. He sips his coffee quietly, thinking of what usually entails when a date 
spends the night. But as much as he would like to have sex with Jaejoong, Yunho knows 
it’s not going to happen yet. Jaejoong hasn’t even seen him naked, how could he expect 
him to be ready to have sex? 
 
“Of course, road kill.” 
 
Jaejoong jabs his finger in Yunho’s side. Yunho isn’t ticklish, but the shove is enough to 
have time sputtering coffee all over his desk. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
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Jaejoong chews his thumbnail, filing through his text messages. “Mom wants to know 
where I am for the night. I told her I’m at a friend’s house, but she wants to know who.” 
 
“Just tell her my name.” Yunho says over his shoulder, sorting through the mail. 
 
“Yeah but, she doesn’t know who you are. She acts like I’m still twelve and she needs to 
know the names and numbers and parents of all my friends.” Jaejoong contemplates 
asking Junsu to cover for him. “She’s gonna ask me to come home, I know it.” 
 
“But it’s not even seven, just tell her you’ll be home by one and then text her in the 
morning saying you fell asleep.” Yunho doesn’t believe in lying to parents, but he’s 
beginning to understand what Jaejoong had meant that time he said his parents were 
over-bearing and difficult to deal with. He probably gets more texts from his nosy mother 
than his own boyfriend. 
 
“My curfew is ten.” 
 
Yunho stops ripping open envelopes to look over his shoulder. “You’re eighteen and you 
have an early curfew?” 
 
“See?” The blond nearly throws his phone in frustration. “I might just ask Junsu to say 
he’s with me.” 
 
“You can’t just not say anything?” 
 
“Nah, she might call him.” 
 
Yunho furrows his eyebrows together. “She’ll call?” 
 
“Yeah, she’s fucking insane.” 
 
From across the room Yunho sighs and gets up, settling down on the couch next to his 
boyfriend. He cups Jaejoong’s face and leans in to kiss him fully on the lips, meaning for 
it to be short and sweet. But Jaejoong’s a little devil and latches onto his boyfriend, 
grinning into their kiss and pulling him back, pulling their bodies flush and Yunho over 
him as he lies back on the couch. They brush noses and bump foreheads, legs tangled 
as Yunho lies over the smaller man, the two of them laughing and rubbing the sore spots. 
 
“You’re so clumsy.” Yunho scolds, leaning back down since he has no escape from 
Jaejoong’s clingy arms. He slots their mouths together and dips his tongue immediately 
into Jaejoong’s mouth. Jaejoong blushes, twirling a lock of brown hair between his 
fingers. He tries to tease Yunho’s tongue, pushing against what’s invading his mouth and 
tipping his head to the side so he can open his mouth wider. Shutting his eyes tighter, the 
blond moans as Yunho’s kiss gets a little rougher, his tongue getting a bit more 
demanding. Yunho shifts above him, leaning all his weight onto the figure beneath him. 
 
Pushed into the couch, Jaejoong widens his legs and moans loudly into Yunho’s mouth 
as the older man’s hips fall between his own. And slowly starting to get fueled by lust, 
Yunho rolls his hips and grips Jaejoong’s soft sides, his hands beginning to get greedy 
with the flesh that they seek out, pushing Jaejoong’s shirt up over his chest and bunching 
it under his arms. Jaejoong gasps as hands roam his stomach and fingertips flick at his 
nipples, Yunho’s kissing getting wetter and louder and his hands circling down to 
Jaejoong’s sides. The teenager breaks their lips apart with a cry of pleasure as blunt 
nails dig into his shoulders. 
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He’s hit with an onslaught of pleasure as Yunho nibbles along his jaw, peeking his 
tongue out every so often to taste the warm skin. The brunette hums appreciatively 
against a column of warm flesh, digging his hips with more force into Jaejoong’s. He 
relishes in Jaejoong’s soft pants and nervous touches, the younger man melting between 
his fingertips. 
 
“Oh, Yunho, please,” Jaejoong whimpers, eyes screwed shut as Yunho makes his way 
back to his lips. They kiss passionately, Yunho grinding his hips forward and this time 
with more force as lust blasts through his veins and fuels the fire that’s building in the pit 
of his stomach. 
 
“Please what?” Yunho echoes, pulling away and mouthing Jaejoong’s neck. He reaches 
down and grabs Jaejoong thin hip, trying to coax Jaejoong out of his stiffness. “C’mon 
baby, move for me. More your hips against mine.” 
 
Jaejoong blushes furiously and tries to get some footing on the ground with the foot that’s 
slung over the side of the sofa. He pushes his hips up and gasps as Yunho’s half-hard 
erection presses into his own thickening cock. 
 
“Just like that, baby,” Yunho says, his voice coated in lust. He pulls their torso’s apart, 
teaching Jaejoong how to move with both hands on his hips as no other part of their 
bodies touch, thumbs rubbing gentle circles on exposed skin. Embarrassed, Jaejoong 
covers his face with his hands, allowing his hips to be led and melded into Yunho’s rolling 
pelvis. His movements are slow and sensual like liquid – skilled between Jaejoong’s legs. 
 
After taking in the sight of Jaejoong’s chest sheen with sweat and saliva, of the pretty 
little red mark on his neck, Yunho reaches with one hand down and takes the blond’s 
right hand into his. He clasps their fingers together above Jaejoong’s head and leans in 
to kiss him, their hips still working together. 
 
“Loosen up, Jaejoong.” He smirks and adjusts his stance, his erection digging into 
Jaejoong’s. The smaller man lets out a strangled cry and arches, feening for more friction 
with less clothing. 
 
Yunho slides his hand under the bunched up fabric of Jaejoong’s shirt, smiling when he 
untangles their fingers so he can get the shirt completely off. As Jaejoong drops the thing 
to the ground, Yunho peels off his own shirt, Jaejoong’s fingers itching to touch the skin 
that flexes, dying to touch the deep v of Yunho’s abdomen. Yunho’s hips stop only for a 
moment, and while Jaejoong’s still looking down, the brunette leans over him and begins 
moving again, hips trained like a stripper’s. 
 
“S-shit,” Jaejoong widens his legs and hisses when lips touch his neck, when long fingers 
dance along the skin just outside his jeans. Goosebumps rise against his skin when lips 
glide against his arm, kissing and licking his wrist. And then Yunho’s hips stop and 
Jaejoong lets out the neediest whine that almost has Yunho cum with just the sound 
alone. 
 
Trying to see through his fluttering eyelids, Jaejoong catches Yunho kissing a light 
scratch underneath his elbow. 
 
“I fell off a railing a few days ago, barely landed in the dirt.” 
 
Yunho smiles up at him. “You should wear elbow and knee pads.” 
 
“Pfft, yeah right,” 
 
“Or a pillow tied around your body.” 



	   27	  

 
Jaejoong brings his free hand to his lips, laughing lightly. His eyes follow Yunho as the 
other man hovers over him, eyes soft and loving – the animalistic lust nearly gone. 
Jaejoong’s heart swells and his arms reach for the other man on instinct, bringing them 
flush and their lips back together. 
 
“You’re beautiful.” Yunho says between the zero space of their lips. 
 
“But beautiful is for women.” Jaejoong retaliates weakly. 
 
The older man chuckles. “Flawless. You’re too pretty to be handsome.” He teases lightly. 
 
Jaejoong squirms at the compliment, moaning when Yunho plunges his tongue back into 
his mouth, his hand back down against belly button. He traces his finger along the zipper 
and without warning he cups Jaejoong’s erection, swallowing a cry of pleasure that his 
younger emits. 
 
“You’re – ahh,” Jaejoong wants to try and give him a compliment back, but his words are 
lost when Yunho’s gloriously long fingers massage his erection. “You’re doing it wrong, 
put your hand down my pants.” 
 
Yunho chuckles against his lips and obliges, working the belt off and to the floor and 
quickly unbuttoning and unzipping Jaejoong’s pants. He slides his hands underneath the 
waistband and touches the elastic of Jaejoong’s boxers, wishing he could have some 
pressure relieved on his own erection. But he knows he has to be patient. 
 
He curses loudly when Jaejoong’s phone goes off. He pulls his hand back and pulls their 
bodies away, handing Jaejoong his phone that had ended up nearly falling through the 
couch. 
 
The teenager tries to compose himself. “Hi, mom.” 
 
“Will you be coming home tonight?” 
 
Jaejoong wishes more than anything that he could just tell her to mind her own business 
for once. “I’m not sure yet, okay? I’ll call you back in half hour.” 
 
Yunho raises his eyebrow and leans against the back of the couch, his hair falling 
forward and brushing against his eyes. As Jaejoong says good bye to his temporarily 
pacified mother, he reaches up and unbuttons Yunho’s pants. 
 
Thinking he had pressed the end call button and not blank space on the touch screen, 
Jaejoong drops his phone to the floor and mumbles, “Come back, Yunnie,” pulling the 
older male down by his belt loops. Yunho gladly comes closer, working his hand back 
into Jaejoong’s pants, sloppily kissing him. Jaejoong moans his name loudly and arches 
into him, a wonderful heat sparking through his system as Yunho’s hand curls around his 
erection. 
 
Their lips meet and as Yunho presses his thumb against the very tip of Jaejoong’s penis, 
earning wanton moans and gentle tugs on his hair, “Oh yes, please, Yunho,” 
 
Just as Yunho grips his length and pumps him, kissing down his neck with a teasing, 
“Please what, Jae?” Jaejoong’s phone goes off again. 
 
“What the fucking fuck I’m going to fucking kill this woman.” The teen scrambles for his 
phone again, barely able to hide his frustration as he answers. “What – yes, mom?” He 
corrects, out of breath. 
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“Who are you with?” She demands. “Jaejoong, who are you with?” 
 
“I’m with a friend, I’ll be –” 
 
“– Home tonight.” Yunho says quietly. He really doesn’t want to start trouble with his 
boyfriend’s parents yet. It’s not his style to ask for permission to date, but 
Jaejoong is younger, and this situation and relationship would only reflect badly on him if 
he keeps hiding from the parents of his eighteen year old boyfriend. 
 
Jaejoong frowns and mouths no, he doesn’t want to go home. But he doesn’t have time 
to argue because his mother is frantic. “Jaejoong, I need to know where you are.” 
 
“Why? I’m just playing around outside the mall, I’ll call you back when I figure out –” 
 
“Outside the mall? Oh, you’re outside the mall?” She sounds so angry that Jaejoong’s 
heart is beating frantically for another reason. “Then who is Yunho and what is he doing 
to you?” 
 
Jaejoong’s heart sinks and the mood is shattered just like that. His mom heard him. 
 
His mom fucking heard him and Yunho going at it. 
 
“It’s – I’m –” Jaejoong shoves Yunho off, his mind flying through excuse after excuse but 
none of them are good enough. None of them could save him in this situation. He’s 
always been good at lying to his parents – it’s not like he does anything terrible anyway, 
they’re just difficult – so he can come up with a story and connect times and dates 
together in a single blink of thought. But this time, nothing’s coming to him. His mom had 
heard him and Yunho kissing and she had heard their moans. And as much as Jaejoong 
tries to pretend that his parents don’t know what sex is, they very much do know what it 
is. And he’s fucked. 
 
“What’s the matter?” Yunho hovers closer to him, pressing them shoulder to shoulder. 
“What’s she saying?” 
 
“If you don’t come home right this instant or tell me exactly where you are –” 
 
“I’m coming home, okay?” Jaejoong buries his face in his hands and nearly cries when 
Yunho’s hands are tense against his sides. “I’ll be right there.” 
 
“What happened?” Yunho gushes as soon as the call ends. “Don’t tell me –” 
 
“The call didn’t fucking end like I thought.” Jaejoong grits angrily, chucking his phone 
against the floor. Had it been hardwood, the thing would’ve smashed. “She 
fucking heard us.” 
 
The brunette pales a bit, and while Jaejoong thinks of all the things his parents could 
possibly say to him, his mind comes to a screeching halt when faced with one particular 
thought. 
 
What if Yunho decides Jaejoong isn’t worth this trouble and just breaks up with him? 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Jaejoong’s mother is pacing up and down the end of the driveway when they pull in 
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almost forty minutes later. She marches right up to the driver’s side window, discreetly 
glancing over the expensive vehicle that’s idling in her driveway. Jaejoong swears over 
and over again until the driver’s window is open and his mother is looking in, quickly 
looking him over to make sure he’s one piece before she eyes her son’s hand clasped 
firmly with a stranger’s. 
 
When she finally looks at Yunho, the first thing she notices isn’t how handsome he is or 
how calm he seems. She notices his brand-name shirt and the fact that he’s obviously 
well over eighteen. 
 
“Jaejoong get out of the car.” 
 
Yunho squeezes Jaejoong’s hand and lets him go, allowing the younger man to obey his 
mother without getting them in even more hot water. 
 
“Who are you?” 
 
Yunho bows his head slightly and turns off the car engine. “Jung Yunho,” He says as 
politely as he can without over-doing it. “Kim-sshi, I’d like to explain –” 
 
“Come inside.” 
 
Jaejoong glances over his shoulder and sees his father standing in the doorway. He 
brings his fingers to his lips and starts chewing nervously on his nails, glancing over at 
his boyfriend as he steps from the car. His mother seems intimidated by the driver’s 
height – he’s over a head taller than her – and scurries inside with her son in tow. 
 
Two of Jaejoong’s sisters are home, relaxing in the living room. However, once they see 
their father’s straight face and the cloud of impending doom hovering over their brother, 
they turn off the television and high-tail it to their respective bedrooms, dragging Vick 
along with them. 
 
Yunho sits at the dining room table across from Jaejoong’s father, and calmly introduces 
himself again. Jaejoong’s father eyes the man suspiciously and surprisingly, he 
introduces himself as well. “I’m Kim Sangmul, and this is my wife, Kim Kyungmi.” 
 
She glances at her husband, but then closes her hand around Jaejoong’s wrist as he 
tries to slide past her. In the bright indoor lighting, she can see the beginnings to a hickey 
beginning to redden on her son’s neck. With an over dramatic gasp, she catches 
Sangmul’s attention and he spots the forming bruise. He frowns and looks back at 
Yunho, who’s doing a good job of covering his inner turmoil. 
 
“What’s your relationship to my son?” 
 
Yunho opens his mouth, but Jaejoong speaks instead. “He’s my friend, dad.” 
 
“I’m his boyfriend.” Yunho corrects, ignoring Jaejoong’s look of disbelief. He knows 
Jaejoong’s parents are oppressive – he’s caught glimpses of it throughout their time 
together. But he’s also well aware of the fact that he doesn’t understand the full extent of 
their possessiveness, and knows it’s best to lay everything out on the table. This is no 
time to try and dance around the real issue. 
 
Kyungmi looks as though she might faint. She’s always turned a blind eye to her son’s 
sexual orientation, coping with it by pretending it isn’t real, and this is too much for her all 
at once. Jaejoong hasn’t even ever fully come out to his parents, only mentioning it once 
at the dinner table. He had said something along the lines of, “I want to fall in love, but 
I’m not sure if with a girl,” which is plenty enough for someone to get the hint. But seeing 
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his father’s look of disapproval and seeing how understanding but ignorance flashed 
though Kwangmi’s eyes, Jaejoong never touched on it again. As long as they got the 
idea, he wouldn’t push it any further. 
 
“How old are you?” Sangmul’s lips pull downwards even more, taking in the matured face 
of the man sitting across from him. 
 
Yunho falters for a quick second – even someone as usually composed as him his 
nervous as hell. “26, sir.” 
 
Kwangmi gasps dramatically and Jaejoong feels oddly guilty over wanting to slap her for 
it. 
 
Sangmul blinks and scoffs. “I could call the cops.” 
 
“I’m over the age of consent.” Jaejoong snaps, pulling on his wrist to get free of his 
mother. “And the cops would only care if Yunho did anything inappropriate, like rape. But 
everything we did, I wanted.” 
 
Yunho glances up but doesn’t make any effort to soften the blow. 
 
Sangmul grits his teeth and looks up at son. “How long has this been going on?” 
 
“Almost three months.” Yunho confesses. “And I know you’re not going to want to believe 
me, but I care about Jaejoong. I care about him a lot. But neither of us were sure how to 
bring this up to you.” 
 
Jaejoong’s father obviously has a lot more he wants to say, but with Yunho’s 
professionalism towards the situation, he finds it hard. Yunho’s being respectful and 
honestly sincere and he knows that if he and Jung were to meet under different 
circumstances, he’d think he were a great man. 
 
“Please go.” 
 
Yunho blinks, surprised, his eyes locking with Jaejoong’s for a split second. “Sangmul-
sshi –” 
 
“I need to talk to my son.” 
 
“I’ll call you, okay?” Jaejoong says quickly. 
 
“You will not be calling him ever again.” Kwangmi tugs her son back and flinches when 
he yanks his hand away. He glares back at her and scampers to his boyfriend’s side. 
 
“I’ll take you to the door.” 
 
Kwangmi is about to protest, but Sangmul quiets her by gently touching her hand. She 
looks at him, exasperated, and watches in horror as Jaejoong has the guts to try and kiss 
Yunho at the door – a spot where his parents have a clear view. 
 
“Don’t make them even angrier.” Yunho whispers, taking Jaejoong’s hand and kissing it 
instead. He smiles, soft and reassuringly, and can’t help it when he leans in to kiss the 
blond’s forehead. “Call me when you get the chance.” 
 
Jaejoong nods and stands in the doorway until he can no longer see the lights of Yunho’s 
Acura. Then he turns around so fast and faces his parents with such seething anger that 
his mother recoils herself. 
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“Are you happy?” He spits, entering the kitchen. “Yunho’s the greatest person on the 
planet and –” 
 
“Give me your cell phone.” 
 
Jaejoong stills. “What?” 
 
Sangmul holds out his hand. “I said, give me your cell phone. Your mother and I will 
figure out a proper punishment later.” 
 
“Punishment?!” Jaejoong nearly laughs in their faces. “Punishment for what? What the 
fuck have I done?” 
 
Kwangmi pales upon hearing the cuss. Sangmul’s face gets redder. 
 
“I’m not dumb. I can take care of myself when it comes to these kinds of things. You’re 
making it seem like I’ve actually done something wrong. Am I not allowed to date? Is this 
some unspoken rule because if it’s such an issue you should’ve made it way 
clearer before. Dropping it on me like this isn’t fair.” 
 
“You can date, but you shouldn’t date someone who’s so much older than you.” Sangmul 
gestures one last time for the phone. Jaejoong yanks it from his pocket and hands it over 
after taking the battery out. They don’t know the passkey to unlock it but he’s not taking 
any chances. 
 
“Oh wow, someone who’s older. That’s really irresponsible of me, isn’t it?” He spits 
sarcastically. “It’s so dumb of me to go out and find someone who’s older and more 
mature than the assholes my age. It’s real freakin’ dumb for me to find someone who’s 
already graduated college and settled in his own apartment with a career rather than 
someone who’s like, dropped out and not studying, isn’t it? You know, Yunho didn’t want 
this at first. I met him by accident and asked him for his number and I think he must’ve 
thought I was older because all was fine and dandy until I told him how old I am. And 
then all of a sudden he was telling me that we wouldn’t work because of our age. 
But I kept bothering him. I kept calling him and texting him and bothering him to hang out 
because I like him. I really, really like him a lot. He’s mature and level-headed and he’s 
so, sofreakin’ romantic and patient and sweet.” Jaejoong’s eyes burn with tears of 
frustration. “All he does is worry about my scratches when I fall from the skateboard and 
he’s always going on about –” 
 
“Go to your room.” 
 
Jaejoong’s breathing thins and his temper flares. “I like Yunho. I really, really like him, 
whether you approve or not.” He turns on a heel and heads downstairs to where his 
bedroom is. He slams the door behind him and slumps to the floor, releasing a whole 
mess of tears that don’t stop for hours. 
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CHAPTER 4. 
 
At five thirty in the morning, Jaejoong is woken with a rapping on his door. He really tries 
to ignore it, but whoever is on the other side is insistent and eventually starts calling his 
name. Half-naked, emotionally drained and mind heavy with fatigue, Jaejoong yanks the 
door wide open. All his shouts in protest die on the tip of his tongue when he sees it 
Miyeon, the second oldest sister. 
 
“You sleep like a fucking rock.” She frowns, shoving past him to get in. Jaejoong rubs his 
eyes and closes the door behind her, waiting to hear what she has to say. “Hyorin and I 
heard your argument last night. Here.” Miyeon holds out her cell phone and for a second 
Jaejoong doesn’t understand her offer. “I get out of work at noon today, make sure mom 
and dad don’t see you using it.” 
 
“…Are you kidding?” Jaejoong takes the phone and holds it tightly. “You’re really okay 
with this?” 
 
“Don’t go through my texts.” Miyeon frowns. “And don’t go through any of my pictures or 
–” 
 
“Why would I do that?” He sighs, glancing over for the time. Yunho should be up soon. “I 
get out of work at one today.” 
 
The siblings both get quiet for a second, Jaejoong trying to remember Yunho’s number 
from the top of his head. If he can’t figure it out, he can always just call the hotel. 
 
“So, what’s his name?” 
 
Jaejoong stops his musing and blinks at her. “Huh?” 
 
“The guy, your twenty-something year old boyfriend.” 
 
“Jung Yunho. And he’s twenty-six.” 
 
“Twenty-six? Wow. I didn’t know you were into that kind of thing.” 
 
Jaejoong’s eyebrows push together in frustration. “I’m not into anything, I like Yunho 
because of –” 
 
“Woah, woah, okay, calm down.” Miyeon reaches up and touches his shoulder. As she 
passes him, her fingers brush against the ink on his shoulders. “Geez, you take forever to 
blow off all your steam. Just make sure you don’t get caught. I can’t afford to lose my 
phone, too.” They have about twenty minutes before their father wakes to get ready for 
work. “I hope you know what you’re doing.” 
 
Jaejoong holds the phone a little tighter against his chest. “Thank you.” 
 
Miyeon smiles, full and bright but in her eyes there’s that reflection of remorse. She’s 
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twenty-three, and out of all six siblings, she has the most experience with men, love, and 
their parent’s fury. Sangmul and Kwangmi act as though Jaejoong is the problem child 
with his poor grades, dyed hair and ‘dangerous’ hobby, but Miyeon had been much 
worse. She dropped out during her last year of high school at nineteen and disappeared 
for a year. 
 
All of Jaejoong’s sisters are good kids. They sit in a circle in the living room after dinner 
to study together for an hour and they’re all honor roll students. Jaejoong and Miyeon 
were the only two who barely gave a fuck about their grades. Miyeon was always into 
fashion and short skirts and street fights while the rest of their sisters are more 
conservative and still blush when it comes to boys. Miyeon had started dating at 
fourteen; always hiding from her parents and sneaking around their backs, Sangmul and 
Kwangmi have no idea that Miyeon’s ever had a single boyfriend – nonetheless six of 
them. 
 
During that year that she disappeared completely from their lives with just a simple note, 
Miyeon carried a heavy burden all on her own. Her very last boyfriend had promised her 
forever. But he abandoned her after leaving her with a child. And Jaejoong is the only 
family member whom she trusts enough to have let in on her secret. 
 
Jaejoong and Miyeon’s parents have no idea that they’re grandparents. The rest of the 
sisters have no idea that they’re aunts. After giving her baby up for adoption, Miyeon 
returned home in respectful clothing and long hair, her boy-cut and piercings all gone. 
Her defiant attitude and lazy manner had completely pushed back with maturity. She 
barely looked the same. Sometimes it’s hard to think she’s the same person from barely 
four years ago. 
 
“No problem.” Miyeon shoots him a thumbs up and slinks from the room, careful incase 
their father got up early. 
 
Out of all his sisters, she has the most experience with love, and there’s nothing that she 
supports more than her brother’s relationship. She doesn’t want him to go through the 
heartbreak she’s gone through too many times. 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Yoochun’s behind the front desk fiddling with some new program on the computer 
system while Jaehyuk helps sign in a customer. The phone rings and he tells Jaehyuk 
not to bother and continue with what he’s doing. Yoochun answers instead. 
 
“Hello, can I speak to Jung Yunho?” 
 
Yoochun presses a button and the computer screen goes blank. Well, fuck. “He’s in a 
conference call right now, can I take a message?” 
 
“Oh, um, sure. Can you tell him Jaejoong called? I need to leave a number though.” 
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Done with helping the customer, Jaehyuk glances over the assistant manager’s shoulder 
and reaches for the mouse. Half distracted with Jaejoong and half distracted with the 
computer whiz, Yoochun smiles into the phone and grins when the program is pulled 
back up. 
 
“Sure, hold on.” Yoochun high fives his employee and reaches for pen and paper. “So 
Jaejoong, what’s up?” 
 
Jaehyuk glances up at the name. 
 
“…Huh?” 
 
“It’s Yoochun, remember me?” 
 
“Ah! Yoochun-hyung! What’s up?” 
 
Yoochun laughs and clicks the pen. “Working, I get out early today though. How have 
you been?” 
 
“Okay, things are getting messy at home, school starts in a week.” 
 
The assistant manager has some obscene joke about all the things that could get messy 
between his best friend and boyfriend, but refrains from doing so. He clears his throat 
and asks for the number that needs to passed over. Jaejoong reads it off and thanks him, 
telling him to remind Yunho what times he gets off work. They exchange a quick goodbye 
and Yoochun smiles when the younger boy says he’d love to stop by and say hi to him 
sometimes. 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
“So how’s skater boy?” Yoochun asks over his sandwich during their lunch break. 
 
Yunho sighs heavily and runs his hands through his hair. “It was fine, until his mother 
found out. I got called in for interrogation and his parents announced they don’t want me 
seeing their son anymore.” 
 
Yoochun raises an eyebrow quizzically. “Over-protective parents?” 
 
“Very.” 
 
“Shit, man, that blows. I was wondering why he’d leave a number for you.” 
 
Yunho stops mid-bite and stares at him. “What?” 
 
The darker haired male grins and pulls a piece of paper from his pocket. He can’t 
remember the last time he’s seen so much excitement in his friend’s small eyes. 
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Sometimes, watching how Yunho is with Jaejoong, Yoochun thinks he might actually 
want someone to fall in love with. Someone he can do nothing with and still be happy .Or 
maybe someone he would buy an expensive sweater for without a second thought. 
 
“He said he gets out at one.” 
 
Yunho checks the time on his watch and grabs the paper. It’s five past already. 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Sangmul smiles apologetically at the two familiar faces at his doorstep. “Jaejoong’s 
grounded.” 
 
“Oh, um, for how long?”Junsu asks. 
 
“We’re not sure yet.” 
 
Junsu glances at Changmin and then back up at their friend’s father. They know 
Jaejoong can get a little snippy with his parents and they know that the Kim’s believe 
their son is a troublemaker, but for him to be grounded without a set date is rare. 
 
Changmin nods and backs up, saying he understands. He and Junsu mount their bikes 
and start to pedal off, quickly throwing them into the woods once Sangmul has closed the 
front door. They trip over each other in a haste to duck around to the back of the house, 
and Junsu kneels in the grass to knock on Jaejoong’s window. 
 
“I really fucking hope he’s downstairs.” Junsu mumbles, running a hand through his red 
hair. 
 
Luckily though, the shade goes up and a head of blond hair is spotted (and there’s a 
bundle of blankets where Vick lies – Jaejoong’s attempt to keep him from barking.) He 
opens the narrow, rectangular window and Changmin and Junsu literally have to 
squeeze in through the narrow space. Changmin lands neatly but the redhead doesn’t, 
collapsing to the ground. Jaejoong helps him up and kicks the snorting maknae. 
 
“What are you guys doing here?” 
 
“Why the fuck are you grounded?” Changmin asks lowly, snuggling into Vick’s side. 
 
The eldest runs his hands through his mop of messy hair and tries to figure out where to 
begin. “My mom called and Yunho and I were kind of making out and the phone didn’t 
hang up like I thought it did so she heard us.” 
 
“Are you kidding?” Junsu gasps. 
 
“No, she fucking flipped a shit and brought Yunho in for like, questioning. Then they took 
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my phone and said that I’m not allowed to go on the computer or have my phone until 
fuck knows when. And they want me to never, ever talk to Yunho again. We spoke this 
morning, though. So we're okay now.” 
 
While Junsu is more concerned over the bigger picture, Changmin’s still sixteen and 
interested in everything sexual. Jaejoong and Junsu both find it hard to believe the little 
horn dog hasn’t lost his virginity yet. “So, what exactly were you and Yunho doing?” 
 
Jaejoong shoves him. “He was giving me a hand-job.” 
 
Junsu blushes a little bit and Changmin’s eyes brighten. “What’s it like being with 
someone who knows what he’s doing?” 
 
The blond blushes and shoves him harder. “Embarrassing, you little prick. He knows 
where to put his hands and how to kiss and where to kiss, oh,” He shivers in delight. “We 
had phone sex, a-and, he sent me a picture of his dick, it’s on my phone though. He 
knows just what to say and what to do and, ugh.” He grins and feels warm. “But then 
there’s me who doesn’t know where to put my hands and he has to teach me.” 
 
“Doesn’t it feel nice though? To be lead.” Junsu whispers, leaning even closer to the 
oldest than Changmin is. 
 
Jaejoong bobs his head up and down enthusiastically. 
 
Changmin grins slyly and reaches up to touch the tattoo that’s right in the middle of his 
hyung’s shoulder. Jaejoong clears his throat and shoves the adventurous hand away. 
The ink on his shoulder blades is a sensitive area; he had gotten a tattoo of his favorite 
animal on his birthday as a sort of fuck you to his parents. They don’t know about it 
though, and neither does Yunho. 
 
“Why are you touching me don’t touch me.” Jaejoong snaps, laughing loudly when he’s 
shoved to the floor. Changmin’s rough and kind of a little bitch. Especially with Jaejoong, 
whom attacks with his feet and lunges at the large white dog to keep it from barking 
excitedly at the new game. 
 
Junsu breaks their stupid fight apart and shoves his palm in Changmin’s face to shut him 
up when he hears the soft padding of feet down the stairs. In a quick moment of panic, 
Jaejoong shoves the redhead into the brunette and the two of them dive as quickly and 
quietly as they can behind the bed to hide from Jaejoong’s mother. He can tell who it is 
just by the sound of steps. 
 
“Yeah?” Jaejoong calls even before she touches his door. 
 
“Are you okay?” She calls. 
 
“Fine.” 
 
“Dinner will be ready soon. Come up in about half hour.” 
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“Okay.” 
 
Junsu shifts and accidentally digs his elbow into the maknae’s shoulder. Changmin 
hisses in pain and glares when Junsu clamps his hand over his mouth to shut him up. 
 
“Is there someone in there with you?” Kwangmi touches the door handle, and Jaejoong 
scrambles for his video games. It’s the only thing that hasn’t been taken away. 
 
“No, I’m playing games. I’ll be up in half hour.” 
 
With a sigh, she leaves her son alone. Junsu and Changmin sit on the floor on the other 
side of the bed, chins on the mattress as they listen to her footsteps get farther away. 
 
“Maybe we should get going.” The redhead mumbles. 
 
“Probably.” Jaejoong pauses, “Wait, where’d you park Mimi?” The stupid name Junsu 
gave his car. 
 
“Bikes. We threw them in the woods.” Changmin says, climbing onto the bed. “So when 
can we come bail you out?” 
 
“I’m dying for some Taco Bell.” 
 
“Tonight at midnight then?” Changmin suggests. 
 
“Your first day of school is tomorrow.” Junsu points out, nudging the youngest with a grin. 
“Our baby Minnie is finally an upperclassman.” 
 
Changmin scowls at his two friends who had graduated from high school in the beginning 
of that summer. “Shut up, the first day of school isn’t important.” 
 
Jaejoong grins at them. “Okay, I’ll meet you guys at the corner at midnight.” 
 
Mimi is an old, 1993 Mazda 323 hatchback. If she weren’t missing a muffler, Jaejoong 
wouldn’t have to stand at a dark street corner in the middle of the woods at midnight. But 
no one can complain, since she’s great on gas, runs well, and is their only mode of 
transportation. (when Changmin’s not stealing his older sister’s car and driving without a 
license, that is.) 
 
As they’re literally climbing through the window and getting more grass stains on their 
shirts, Changmin says, “Don’t let the coyote’s eat your scrawny ass, okay?” 
 
While he’s halfway through the window, Jaejoong slaps Changmin hard on the ass. And 
caught off guard, he howls in pain and Junsu has to grab and yank him through the 
window, Jaejoong shoving him out. By the time Sangmul nearly breaks the door down in 
concern over all the screaming, Jaejoong’s sprawled on the floor with Vick licking his 
face, pretending he had hurt himself. Sangmul glances up at the closed window 
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suspiciously but Junsu and Changmin have jumped into the safety of the woods already. 
 
Later when Changmin inspects the area that stings the most, he frowns upon seeing 
Jaejoong’s red handprint on his ass. 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
A few nights later and Jaejoong is sneaking back out again. But this time, his ride at the 
end of the driveway not all the way at the corner. Acura’s are silent cars – especially 
compared to Mimi, who moves on rolling thunder. 
 
Yunho sighs and runs his fingers through his hair. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.” He 
mumbles as Jaejoong excitedly gives him a chaste kiss. 
 
“Taco Bell?” The blond suggests as the car is put in drive and makes its’ way down the 
barely illuminated road. 
 
“No, there’s a diner that’s open until 1am.” Yunho glances down at the time that reads 
11:40pm and barely stops at the stop sign. Jaejoong grins, because this means Yunho’s 
really starting to become familiar with these back roads. 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
They stay as long as they can until the workers start eyeing them. Then Yunho and 
Jaejoong end up in the parking lot outside a closed pharmacy, sipping the rest of their 
milkshakes until hours later, there’s nothing left but they’re still sitting there. 
 
What Yunho loves the most about this relationship is how care-free it is. There’s the 
problem with Jaejoong’s parents, but that’s something they’re confident they can 
overcome. The two of them can sit in a parking lot at three o’clock in the morning and 
share stories and laugh and exchange playful kisses and just be extremely happy. 
Yunho’s never done this before, not even with Yoochun as a friend. 
 
They’re interrupted when a cop cars pulls in, moving close to the Acura that’s parked in 
the corner. Jaejoong doesn’t panic; this has happened before plenty of times to him and 
his friends, but Yunho curses lowly. He’s always been a good kid. He doesn’t even have 
traffic violations on his record and he’s been driving for ten years. 
 
Yunho turns the key so he can roll down his window. The cop comes with a flashlight and 
peers into the car. “What are you two doing here at this hour?” 
 
“I’m grounded so we snuck out.” Jaejoong says, laughing when Yunho buries his face in 
his hands and rubs his fingertips into his skin. What the fuck is he supposed to do with 
the skater boy’s loudmouth? 
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The officer looks like he’s about to say something, but he flashes the light in the 
passenger’s face and frowns. “Jaejoong? Are you serious? Even when you’re grounded 
you don’t stay home?” 
 
Yunho looks up in disbelief and looks over at his boyfriend. “You’re kidding.” He 
mumbles, unsure if he should be surprised or not that Jaejoong’s friends with the town’s 
police. 
 
But Jaejoong just throws his head back and laughs. “Why would I want to go home? I like 
being out here.” He leans over in the seat. “Hey Kangsoo, can you do me a favor?” 
 
“I’ve done you too many favors already, kid.” He scoffs. 
 
“Fine, can you answer me a question?” 
 
“How old do I have to be to run away from home?” 
 
Yunho eyes him suspiciously. 
 
“18.” Kangsoo shines the light at the driver. “Why, you punk?” 
 
“Jaejoong leans forward even more. “So, if I ran away from home –” 
 
“I’ll handcuff your ass to your front door.” Kangsoo laughs, waving the flashlight and 
looking back at Yunho. “Are you is boyfriend?” He waits until he gets a nod. “Wow, break 
free while you still can. He’s a handful. He’s like a puppy. A real clumsy puppy. Dunno 
how he manages to keep upright on that damned skateboard of his.” 
 
“It’s probably why you caught me so many times…” 
 
“So stop skateboarding where it says no trespassing! Aish.” Kangsoo backs up and 
shakes his head. “Keep your hands to yourselves, okay? I don’t want to have to arrest 
you for having sex in a public place.” 
 
Jaejoong salutes him. “Got’cha!” 
 
As soon as the cop is back in his car, Yunho lets his head drop against the steering 
wheel. “I can’t believe you’re on a first name basis with the police.” 
 
“Isn’t it hot?” Jaejoong laughs, craning for a kiss. He wiggles his toes happily when he’s 
awarded with one. 
 
“No, you look like a delinquent. Now let’s take you home.” 
 
“Home?! Why home?!” 
 
“Don’t you have work in five hours? Don’t your parents get up in three hours?” 
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Jaejoong frowns at the time and slumps back in his seat. 
 

~ * ~ 
It takes six days (and some coaxing from Miyeon, since she sees all the text on her 
phone) for Yunho to come and pick Jaejoong up again for a secret night-date. He’s just 
so worried about being caught and getting the two of them in even more trouble that he’s 
being a bit more stubborn than usual. 
 
“Let’s go to the beach.” 
 
“It’s 11:30 at night…” 
 
“So?” 
 
“The beach is almost an hour away.” 
 
“I’ll give you gas money.” 
 
Yunho frowns and runs a hand through his hair. “It’s not the gas I’m worried about.” But 
when he gets on the highway he jumps on the southbound ramp, towards the beach. 
 
 
 
They park a little ways down the road in a 24-hour pharmacy parking lot, because if they 
parked anywhere closer to the beach, Yunho could get a parking ticket and there’s a 
bigger chance they’d get caught by the police. According to every posted sign, the shore 
closes at sundown. It’s way past that. And Jaejoong isn’t friends with the cops in this 
town to be able to weasel his way out of a ticket. 
 
Jaejoong kicks off his shoes and runs over the sand, standing by the water’s edge until 
the freezing salt water tickles against his toes. Then he runs back to Yunho and latches 
onto him, kissing him with the sound of the waves in the background. 
 
“I’m doing things I never thought I’d do before.” Yunho mumbles into his neck, kissing the 
skin there. 
 
Jaejoong grins and holds him closer. “It’s fun, right?” 
 
The older male grins and lifts Jaejoong up from the ground, sand kicking up as he spins 
him, kissing him in the moonlight. 
 
It’s romantic until Jaejoong jumps and tries to wrap his legs around the taller man, the 
two of them tumbling in the sand and laughing, noses bumping. 
 
“Warn me next time and I can hold you.” 
 
Sitting on Yunho’s waist, Jaejoong grins at him, leaning over and kissing him softly. “I like 
this though.” 
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Yunho grabs his boyfriend’s face and crashes their lips together, wrestling Jaejoong over. 
When he wins and the blond is pinned in the sand, Yunho lies over him and kisses him 
between giggles and wishes that they could be together more. 
 
“This would be so romantic, having sex on the beach.” Jaejoong mumbles in his high, not 
realizing how heavy his words are for someone who believes in having sex with the 
person he loves. 
 
Yunho smiles and kisses him gently. “Yeah, until you end up with sand between your 
thighs and cutting up your ass.” 
 
Jaejoong frowns. “Never mind then.” 
 
Yunho laughs, lifting himself from the sand and motioning for Jaejoong to sit up. The 
blond sits up and immediately reaches out, pulling Yunho back in to taste his swollen 
lips. “Thank you.” 
 
“Hm?” Yunho places his hands on small hips. “For what?” 
 
“For everything.” Jaejoong buries his face in his neck. 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
A few nights later at dinner, Hyorin confesses to liking a boy at school. She’s twenty, but 
here she is, still looking for her parents’ permission. Miyeon averts her gaze elsewhere 
and Jaejoong lowers his head when his mother glances at him. Two weeks into his 
grounding and Yunho’s name hasn’t been spoken. 
 
“You’re more than welcome to invite him over to dinner.” Kwangmi smiles after spending 
nearly fifteen minutes bombarding her daughter with questions. Hyorin smiles at her 
mother, but Jaejoong knows that they’re never going to meet this boy. Hyorin is probably 
never even going to get the guts to ask her crush out. 
 
“Can I invite someone over for dinner?” Jaejoong says suddenly, catching how Miyeon 
lowers her head to hide her proud grin. 
Kwangmi frowns and narrows her gaze. “Of course not, we’ve talked about this.” 
 
“Actually we didn’t.” fire blazes up in her son’s eyes. The younger girls, twins by the 
names of Minhee and Minyoung, slump lower into their seat. They’re fifteen and it’s only 
recently how they’ve been beginning to pick up on the tension between their only brother 
and their parents. They’re plenty old enough to be able to watch this conversation 
happen and understand it, as well. 
 
“Of course we did.” Kwangmi’s frown deepens. 
 
“We didn’t.” Jaejoong insists. “I tried to talk – Yunho tried to talk, and you ignored us. You 
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didn’t give him a chance. What do you know about Yunho, exactly? That he’s 26? That’s 
it, isn’t it?” 
 
Minhee, Minyoung and Hyroin exchange glances. They had been aware that their 
parents had been disappointed in Jaejoong’s love interest, but they had no idea that it 
was someone eight years older. They had barely been aware that it was a man. 
 
“He’s graduated from college, right?” Sangmul says evenly, barely looking up from his 
dinner. “He’s got a career? What does he do?” 
 
All of the fire drains from Jaejoong’s body. He stares in disbelief. “He’s a manager at a 
hotel.” 
 
Sangmul glances up and nods solemnly. “Is he available Friday evening? You should 
invite him over.” He places Jaejoong’s cell phone on the counter. “You’re not grounded 
anymore.” 
 
Jaejoong should say thank you, but he’s immobilized by shock. It’s Miyeon that puts his 
cell in his hands. 
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CHAPTER 5. 
 
After dinner, Jaejoong pulls Vick onto his bed and snaps a picture of the two of them. 
Then he sends it to Yunho and grins when he gets a reply not even five minutes later. 
And then his phone goes off, Yunho’s name reading across the screen. 
 
“You got your phone back?” 
 
Jaejoong squeezes Vick into his chest. “I did. Guess what my parents said.” 
 
“What’d they say?” 
 
“That you should come over for dinner.” 
 
Yunho pauses, and in those few seconds, Jaejoong’s heart sinks. “What if they came 
here instead?” 
 
Jaejoong feels his heart inflate again, Vick staring helplessly at him as he’s squeezed in 
excitement. “There’s not a lot of space in your house.” 
 
“I have a plastic table in the closet in the guest room. I can push the couch over and set it 
up.” 
 
The blond plays with Vick’s tail. “I’ll tell them then.” 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Technically, this is supposed to be between the couple and the parents, but forty minutes 
before six on Friday night, Kwangmi is piling all her daughters into the car. Jaejoong 
sends Yunho as many text messages as he can in advance, apologizing over his 
mother’s habit of making everything a ‘family trip’. 
 
From the outside, Yunho’s apartment building isn’t anything really nice. It looks a bit run-
down – the yard is trimmed and taken care of, but that’s not Yunho’s job to take care of, 
it’s the landlords. 
 
Inside the warm reception area there’s an attendant, and she looks over the blond with 
recognition, trying to place which tenant she had seen him with. 
 
“Jung.” He says, peering over the counter. She smiles at him and offers a quick, friendly 
greeting, and waves him and his family off upstairs. 
 
If it weren’t for the help of Boa of Yoochun, Yunho had told Jaejoong once, his apartment 
would be bland and under-furnished. What had once been a large studio apartment is 
now a rather square-shaped home, bedrooms and bathroom separated by recently 
installed walls, and the kitchen and living room are separated by counters and a couch. 
To make room for the table that Yunho had mentioned earlier, he had shoved the couch 
and coffee table up closer to the television. 
 
What really makes the apartment so cozy is the fact that it’s in the corner of the building, 
and the whole left and front side of the living room and kitchen wall is brick; it proves how 
old the building is, and so does the beautiful, white-trimmed French-style window that 
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takes up most of the wall, overlooking the small city’s bustling green and beginnings of 
the business district. 
 
Minhee and Minyoung, the twins, both bow respectfully upon meeting the handsome 
man. When Yunho is turned the other way, Miyeon gives her brother a thumbs up. She 
had bolted from the living room the day Yunho had been brought in for interrogation, and 
hadn’t been able to get a good look at him back then. 
 
“This is the cutest apartment.” Kwangmi praises, not noticing how her son snickers 
behind her. Yunho’s apartment is never this clean. He can actually hear the sounds of 
the washer and dryer working in the bathroom. 
 
While Yunho gathers the pots of food he had prepared from the kitchen, Jaejoong 
scurries behind him and locks his arms around his waist. The Kim’s all watch from the 
corner of their eyes, watching how the two men pad around the kitchen space, Jaejoong 
holding his boyfriend from behind. He leans up and whispers something in his boyfriend’s 
ear and Yunho just shakes his head. 
“It’s really not bad, I promise.” He says, opening the rice cooker. “I can cook, if I have a 
recipe book.” He takes a spoonful of rice and holds it out, Miyeon feeling warm of the 
sight of Yunho spoon feeding her little brother. Jaejoong’s eyes light up and he nods in 
approval. 
 
“You cooked it in chicken broth? It tastes good.” Jaejoong praises, forgetting for a second 
that he’s in perfect view of his parents and sisters – and stands on his toes to give Yunho 
a chaste kiss. 
 
Sangmul sighs softly and turns to sit with his back to the couple. Kwangmi frowns and 
watches them even closer. 
 
Jaejoong helps out in bringing the food to the table, sitting on the chair next to Yunho and 
scooting even closer. Yunho eyes him, silently telling him there should be more distance 
between them but Jaejoong huffs stubbornly and scoots a more inches until his shoulder 
is touching Yunho’s. Yunho shoves him playfully. “I eat with this hand.” 
 
“No need, I’ll feed you.” The blond coos, reaching with his hand to Yunho’s lips. He jumps 
when Yunho snaps at him like he’s going to bite his fingers, and glares when Yunho 
slides him over to put elbow room between them. 
 
“Yah, road kill,” He says, barely able to keep his laughter in when Jaejoong can’t. “Your 
parents are here, have some respect.” 
 
Jaejoong behaves only because Yunho kicks him under the table. 
 
 

~ * ~ 

Yunho has such a great personality and such a bright smile that by the end of dinner, 
Kwangmi is stifling her laughter behind her hand and Sangmul has a permanent grin on 
his face. Sangmul tries to think around the fact that this man is with his son, and it makes 
it easier to accept his presence. Kwangmi is still troubled with her thoughts that tell her 
Yunho is toying with her son, because what other reason would a grown man have to 
date an 18 year old? But Yunho has great people skills, he’s great at conversation and 
great at easing up the tension. It’s a natural flow, and even Jaejoong’s sisters are 
interested. 
 
After dinner, Kwangmi offers to help wash the dishes but Yunho insists that he can just 
throw it all in the dishwasher later. 
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Minhee gets the most excited when Yunho offers to buy them all ice cream. 
 
The nights are chillier now, but it’s still nice enough out that Jaejoong doesn’t bother with 
a coat. Always having his skateboard on him, he glides ahead of the rest of them and 
circles back around, skateboarding in circles around them until the whole group of them 
pile into a small ice cream parlor a few blocks down. 
 
The two workers behind the counter eye the large group of customers, and Yunho pays 
for everyone’s ice cream even though Sangmul offers to split the total. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Jaejoong is kind of allowed to see Yunho again. 
 
He being treated like a ten-year old; Kwangmi has Yunho’s cell phone number and even 
though she doesn’t send him text messages or calls, there’s the fact that she still has it. 
When Yunho first had to hand it over he felt an immediate rush of bitterness towards her 
that will take some time to be pacified. It drives him even crazier that every time he and 
Jaejoong go out, they’re monitored. Kwangmi wants to know exactly where they’re going 
and in what time frames. Yunho and Jaejoong get less and less alone time, and even 
though Jaejoong’s pretty accustomed to not having anyone to relieve him of his sexual 
stresses, Yunho’s not. He gets handsy when they’re in public and even pulls over on the 
side of the road one day for a quick make-out session. The windows get fogged up as 
Jaejoong ends up in Yunho’s lap, and just as Jaejoong thinks he’s not going to make 
curfew, mother calls. 
 
Needless to say, Yunho and Jaejoong are both pretty fucking pissed. 
 
To only add onto it, Jaejoong’s attending college now. He’s in his first semester and even 
though he hadn’t done great in high school, he’s really trying this time around. He spends 
more time in the library and spends even more time apologizing to his deprived 
boyfriend. Just as he thinks Yunho is going to give up on him, Yunho gives him a 
surprise visit at the library. He doesn’t get physical with Jaejoong, he doesn’t try to steal 
him away from his studies. He instead hovers over books with him and rewards him with 
a kiss every time he gets something right on one of his take home tests. 
 
Hyorin, who had been at the library as well that day, tells her mother about it. 
Surprisingly, Kwangmi backs off just a bit more after that. 
 
But she doesn’t back off enough. A month and a half later and Jaejoong is proposing the 
idea of sneaking out again at night to see Yunho. Yunho jumps on the idea, and jumps 
on Jaejoong as soon as they’re alone in the apartment. 
 
The sweater Yunho bought for Jaejoong those few months ago is pulled off and thrown 
over the kitchen counter. Without detaching their lips, Yunho kicks off his shoes and 
unbuttons the front of his jacket, letting it drop to the floor at his heels. 
 
Jaejoong closes his eyes a little tighter and grips Yunho’s hair, his heart lurching 
excitedly when Yunho moans appreciatively into his mouth. 
 
They’re a little messy, nearly tripping over one another until Yunho has Jaejoong 
successfully pinned to the wall. He latches onto Jaejoong’s neck and scoops the boy up 
into his arms, bringing toned legs to wrap around his waist. Jaejoong nearly screams 
when Yunho pushes their hips together, keeping Jaejoong from falling. 
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Yunho licks and bites at Jaejoong’s skin, being far from as gentle as he’s always said 
he’d be, squeezing Jaejoong’s ass and bucking his hips into the blond’s. His hands are 
everywhere, touching and groping with intentions to bruise – and just as he is excited, 
Jaejoong’s nervous. With the monitored time they have together, they haven’t had much 
of a chance to do anything intimate. And while Yunho gropes him and dives his tongue 
back deep into the blond’s mouth, Jaejoong wonders if this is a good thing or a bad thing 
for their relationship. He’s always blushed at the thought of rough sex; of being pushed 
up against the wall and fucked until he couldn’t walk in the morning, but he’s not sure this 
is the way he wants to lose his virginity. Yunho’s usually so gentle and caring with him, 
so composed. It’s a huge turn on to see the transformation from a gentleman to a wild, 
sex-crazed animal, but Jaejoong wonders if that gentleman is still in there. 
 
“Y-Yunho…” He breathes, throwing his head back with a gasp as long fingers reach 
down and massage his bulge. He lets his eyes flutter closed, opening his lips in the 
beginning of a protest when that hand leaves his crotch. 
 
Dizzy, Jaejoong’s mind can barely understand, nonetheless keep up, with what’s going 
on. Yunho’s running his fingers through his hair and leading him away from the wall and 
Jaejoong’s senses aren’t working correctly. He whimpers when his knees hit the back of 
something soft, and in those few seconds that it takes for him to land on the bed, where 
there’s no body heat touching him, he almost comes to. His shirt is lost and so is 
Yunho’s. Jaejoong’s jeans are unbuttoned and unzipped and he’s not sure who’s hands 
did what because now he’s more eager for this than he had been when pressed up 
against the wall. 
 
Panting and trying to regain his breath, Jaejoong’s vision focuses back on the sight of 
Yunho standing over him, lips parted and red, hair all flipped over to one side. He leans 
in slowly, the heavy air shifting and settling as he presses his lips to Jaejoong’s sore 
ones, coaxing Jaejoong’s tongue out of his mouth and leading it into his own. The 
sudden change of pace confuses the blond, but he follows along as Yunho lies over him, 
spreading his legs to settle between them. The push of their erections sends a thrilling 
chill through the teenager’s body. He’s never been this hard. 
 
“I’m sorry,” Yunho breathes against his lips, kissing along his jaw. He kisses an ugly 
hickey and litters kisses over Jaejoong’s neck and collarbones, down to his chest where 
he licks one of Jaejoong’s nipples, his hands caressing his boyfriend’s sides. 
 
“Sorry for what?” Jaejoong is torn between grabbing Yunho and kissing him harder and 
pushing him away to hear what he has to say. The suddenness of this slow pace has his 
mind spiraling. “Yunnie, please don’t stop…” 
 
“Don’t you have to go home after this?” 
 
Jaejoong’s nails dig into Yunho’s skin, holding onto him tightly and refusing to let go. He 
gasps as Yunho kisses him tenderly, silently apologizing for being so rough earlier. And 
Jaejoong just doesn’t think it’s fucking fair. Yunho gives him so much and he puts up with 
Jaejoong’s parent’s bullshit. He supports Jaejoong’s studies and almost always refuses 
gas money. No one –no one – has ever supported Jaejoong as much as Yunho does. 
And it’s not fair that Yunho should have to give up his own pleasure for Jaejoong’s 
selfishness. 
 
Just as he’s about to try and get Yunho’s lust fired up again, he feels a tongue on his 
shoulder and a gentle tug on his elbow. 
 
“Is that a tattoo?” 
 
Jaejoong whimpers helplessly as he’s pulled into an up-right position, Yunho crawling 
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around him. He shudders as fingers press into the blackness in his shoulders, long 
fingers tracing around the outline of the elephant tattoo. 
 
“It’s cute.” Yunho whispers, leaning in to trace the trunk with his tongue. Jaejoong moans, 
fisting the sheets. “When’d you get it?” 
 
“18th birthday,” Jaejoong’s head lolls to the side in pleasure. 
 
“How come you never told me about it?” Yunho grips the blond’s shoulders tighter, 
kissing right at the end of the elephant’s trunk. 
“Why an elephant?” 
 
“Because they’re my favorite animal. Now, s-sit up.” Jaejoong pushes on his shoulder 
and licks his lips. Yunho moves reluctantly, kneeling on the covers as Jaejoong rolls over 
to face him. 
 
“What’s the matter?” Yunho asks, allowing himself to be led and sat up against the 
headboard. His mind flies with things that Jaejoong could possibly do, every thought only 
exciting him further. But he tries to be patient. He tries to tell his hormones to calm the 
fuck down. He can’t just jump on Jaejoong, the teenager is inexperienced and still has 
high expectations for his first time. Yunho can’t shatter that. 
 
The skater boy kneels between Yunho’s spread legs, his fingers resting against the 
waistline of Yunho’s jeans. A thrilling heat swirls through Yunho’s body as Jaejoong 
gingerly tugs on the hard material, pulling it off Yunho’s long legs. Not once making eye 
contact, Jaejoong’s eyes are glued down on Yunho’s stomach, and his hands 
surprisingly steady as he works off his own jeans. Yunho’s hands grip the sheets a little 
tighter, the muscles in his legs tight from holding back from pouncing. The shyness that 
radiates from every shift and hunch and downward glance of Jaejoong’s posture and 
gaze only make this that much more unbearable for Yunho. Jaejoong’s new meat, and 
the animalistic side of Yunho has him wanting to pound that shyness out of Jaejoong 
until the younger boy is screaming and begging for more like a slut. 
 
He swallows dryly at the thought, willing his senses to an abrupt halt. 
 
The taller male reaches out, curving his pointer finger under Jaejoong’s chin. Looking 
alarmed, Jaejoong closes his eyes and melts into the unexpected tenderness of the kiss. 
 
“We don’t have to do anything, love.” 
 
Jaejoong shakes his head and pushes Yunho back. “I want to.” 
 
His fingers ghost over Yunho’s chin, down between his chest and around his belly button. 
Then it hooks almost easily under the elastic of his boxers and three more fingers follow 
underneath. Jaejoong pulls on his boyfriend’s underwear and blushes when Yunho helps 
in taking them off. 
 
Yunho’s a lot bigger than the picture Jaejoong has still saved in his phone. He leans in, 
wrapping his right hand around the base. Yunho hisses as there’s finally contact, his 
muscles tensing as he leans slightly into the touch. And then Jaejoong closes his eyes, 
leaning down until the blunt head of Yunho’s penis is touching his lips and he opens his 
mouth, relaxing his throat and taking down as much as he can. He pulls Yunho as far into 
his mouth as he can, until he feels his throat constrict. He pulls back a little, his little 
experiment driving Yunho over the fucking edge. 
 
“Suck, baby, please.” Yunho grips the sheets with one hand and his other hand tangles 
into blond locks, massaging Jaejoong’s scalp. He watches as Jaejoong’s lips close 
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around his cock, the feeling of that extra pressure wonderful after so many months. He 
moans loudly, his heels digging into the mattress as Jaejoong’s cheeks finally hollow and 
he sucks with an obscene slurping sound that has Yunho’s hand gripping Jaejoong’s hair 
a little tighter. “Again, Jae,” And Jaejoong listens obediently, bobbing his head and 
sucking. His movements are a little sloppy, his teeth scrape the underside of Yunho’s 
cock a few times, but Yunho’s not complaining. He groans loudly and urges Jaejoong on, 
nearly screaming when Jaejoong does this amazing thing with his tongue, shoving it into 
the slit of the older man’s cock. Yunho can’t help it when he bucks forward, and as soon 
as Jaejoong gags, he whips his hand from Jaejoong’s hair and sits up straighter. 
 
“Shit, Jaejoong, shit, I’m sorry.” 
 
Jaejoong waves him off and splutters awkwardly, cum and saliva dribbling from the 
corner of his swollen lips. He covers his mouth his hand and when their gazes meet, 
Jaejoong bursts into a fit of giggles. Yunho just stares at him, dumbfounded. 
 
He’s not sure how he feels when Jaejoong’s wet lips are being pressed against his. “Sit 
back,” He whispers, Yunho’s heart tumbling in response. 
 
The blond gets back on his knees and mouths the head of Yunho’s dick, swirling his 
tongue around the tip. Yunho’s head hits the headrest as he bucks, whining now that 
Jaejoong’s managed to hold him down by his hips. 
 
And then Jaejoong swallows Yunho as far back down his throat as he can again, lapping 
eagerly. He likes the sound the brunette makes above him, he likes knowing he has this 
sort of control on Yunho because usually Yunho’s the one that’s got everything under 
control. 
 
“Jaejoong,” Yunho pulls on his hair in warning. He expects Jaejoong to pull away, but the 
smaller man does the opposite. When he first tastes the bitter burn of cum on the back of 
his tongue, his face contorts in distaste. But it’s still not enough for him to spit it out. He 
swallows as Yunho fills his mouth, pulling away and wiping the bit that trickles down his 
chin once Yunho finishes his orgasm with a breathy moan of his name. He licks the mess 
from his hands and shrieks in surprise when Yunho’s jumping on him, mouthing his neck 
and laying him flat on the mattress, hastily removing his boxers. 
 
Just the touch of Yunho’s breath on Jaejoong’s erection has him squirming. He screws 
his eyes shut in embarrassment and tangles his fingers in the sheets, whimpering as 
Yunho takes a tentative lick on his thick cock. 
 
“I’m really not going to last long,” Jaejoong stammers. “This is so fucking embarrassing.” 
 
Yunho smirks and licks along the blond’s shaft, chuckling as Jaejoong whimpers again. 
“No I’m really not going to fucking last.” 
 
“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about.” Yunho says in Jaejoong’s skin, tonguing the 
very tip. Jaejoong moans and runs his fingers through long hair, whimpering, “No 
seriously I think I’m almost done.” 
 
Yunho almost laughs. Then he moves down and licks harshly at Jaejoong’s balls, 
chuckling again as he feels the tremor it shoots through the teenager’s body. 
 
Yunho smirks, licking again and this time, sucking. Jaejoong cries out and his fingers 
immediately curl into Yunho’s hair. “Fuck,” 
 
The brunette takes most of Jaejoong into his mouth, sucking and licking and nibbling 
while Jaejoong curses over him. There have been few times Yunho’s had fun during sex, 
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and he’s glad to know that Jaejoong is someone he’ll be able to play around with. He 
can’t wait until Jaejoong becomes more comfortable in bed. 
 
True to his words, Jaejoong doesn’t last long. He cums with a cry of his boyfriend’s name 
and then closes his eyes, moaning when Yunho’s pushing their bodies together 
and kissing him. Their tongues meet and the tastes mingle bitterly. But Jaejoong drapes 
his arms lazily over Yunho’s shoulders; a little bummed that Yunho’s not exhausted 
because his own eyelids are heavy and his kisses are slow. It’s only a few moments later 
that Yunho’s hands get greedy again, his breathing gets harder and his kiss becomes 
dominant and demanding. Jaejoong thinks he’s firing up for another round but the blond 
would never be able to take it. 
 
“Tuckered out, skater boy?” 
 
Jaejoong nods, breathing heavily, the bed spinning beneath them. “Road Kill was run 
over by a truck.” 
 
Yunho grins widely and beautifully and his laugh so thick and gorgeous, bringing tears to 
his eyes. He rolls them over and hugs his boyfriend tightly, kissing his cheek and 
chuckling all over again. He tries to work on finger-combing the knots from Jaejoong’s 
hair, his heart soaring when that beautiful smile is in his direction. “Stay here tonight. I’ll 
deal with your mom in the morning.” 
 
Jaejoong grins and crashes their lips back together, cuddling him close. 
 
 

~ * ~ 

Yunho has work in the morning, and even though he’s running on no more than five 
hours of sleep, he manages to get himself and his boyfriend out of bed at 6am. 
 
“I feel so bad, we should’ve planned another night to sneak out together. So you could 
sleep in.” Jaejoong frowns tiredly from the passenger seat, blinking owlishly at the dawn-
dusted roads. Yunho just smiles for him and reaches over the gear stick, tangling their 
fingers together. 
 
“It’s not a problem, I’ll go to bed a little earlier tonight.” 
 
“Or take a nap, please.” 
 
Yunho smiles at him and nods. “I might end up doing that.” 
 
Jaejoong sighs unhappily as Yunho neatly pulls the Acura to the curb of his house, not 
pulling into the driveway because that would make a more difficult escape. All the lights 
in the house are still off, and if Sangmul had been up, the kitchen light would be on. 
Taking that as pure luck, Jaejoong leans over the center consul and melts into Yunho’s 
soft kiss. 
 
“Go sleep, okay?” 
 
Jaejoong nods. “Text me when you’re home.” 
 
Yunho chances their luck to steal another kiss, one of the two of them mumbling a very 
distinct three words, I love you, into the sweetness of their kiss. 
 
They’re not sure who said it first, one had simply voiced the thought that echoed through 
their minds and curled their toes, but Yunho repeats it a little louder. “I love you, 
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Jaejoong.” 
 
Jaejoong nibbles on his lover’s lower lip. “I love you too, Yunho.” He opens the car door 
and their eyes meet, “I love you.” That last time makes it so much realer; a wonderful 
warmth tingling under their skin from their hearts. 
 
Yunho waits until the shadows of the house swallow up the blond as he sneaks in 
through the back. Just as he gets the text that tells him Jaejoong made it in without being 
caught, Yunho pulls back onto the road. 
 
 

~ * ~ 

As soon as Jaejoong comes into the house, his mother is hovering over him. 
 
“It’s past eleven.” 
 
As a college student who has a part-time job and a History lecture that ends at 9:35pm 
two nights a week, still having such a tight curfew is maddening. 
 
“I went to grab something to eat with Junsu and Changmin.” At the end of the driveway, 
Mimi can be heard rolling down the street. “Y’know, Changmin’s still in high school and 
he doesn’t have to be home ‘till midnight.” 
 
Kwangmi frowns and poises her hands on her hips. “That’s an issue with him and his 
parents then.” 
 
“An issue?” Her son nearly hisses, a concern of his coming up as he tries to keep his 
anger in check. “Mom, I’m in college, I shouldn’t even have a curfew. And, I should have 
my license by now.” 
 
“Honey, you’re not old enough to drive.” 
 
“The law says that I can drive –” 
 
“The law isn’t your mother.” 
 
“I can pay my part of the insurance.” 
 
“That’s not the issue here, Jaejoong.” 
 
“Uncle Haejin is a mechanic, and he said he’d help you guys find me something small 
and cheap like, two years ago. I can pay him back every cent he puts into the car.” 
Jaejoong tries to rationalize, he really does. But his mother’s frown only worsens as the 
conversation goes on. “Junsu already said he can teach me how to drive.” 
 
Kwangmi throws her arms into the air in frustration. “Jaejoong, how long has Junsu been 
driving? Barely a year.” 
 
“Yeah, but he’s probably driven like, thousands of miles around town since then. He’s 
more familiar with the roads around here than you are. He’s driven through the capital, 
Mom, plenty of times. He’s a really good driver. Once I have my license you don’t have to 
worry about me having to always wait for rides or –” 
 
“I don’t know if you can handle that kind of responsibility yet.” Kwangmi says suddenly, 
shaking her head. “You barely passed high school, always skateboarding instead of 
studying. You sneak out at night, you’ve been brought home in a cop car for trespassing, 
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you hang out with the wrong crowds… how am I supposed to know where you are if you 
have a car of your own? You need to prove to me that you can be trusted.” 
 
“What do you mean, ‘wrong crowd’? My only two friends are Changmin and Junsu.” And 
that’s because no one else wants to put up with the mess that is Jaejoong’s 
mother. Jaejoong catches a slight shift in Kwangmi’s gaze and it hits him. He tries not to 
bring up the ‘I’m 18, I’m no longer a kid’ argument, but it might be the only way to make 
her open her eyes just a tad. “I’m eighteen not eight, mom. I’m working and going to 
college, and I really am trying in school. But I have a social life, too, and I’m not giving it 
up. I’m not giving Yunho up, either.” 
 
Upon hearing his name, Kwangmi’s expression gets harder. “It doesn’t look like you’re 
trying hard enough. He’s not good for you.” 
 
Had she been anyone else, Jaejoong would’ve slapped her. “Yunho helps me. I don’t 
even want to be in school, but he knows it’s important to you and it’s important for my 
future. He encourages me.” 
 
“I just don’t trust him.” 
 
“Well that’s perfectly fine because he’s my boyfriend, not yours.” He turns away and 
heads down to where his room is, balling his fist when he hears his mother call, “You will 
come home directly after work and school from now on!” 
 
Jaejoong closes his eyes and slams the door behind him, nearly screaming with a 
burning need to release his anger out onsomething. 
 
 

~ * ~ 

That night, still furious over the conversation with his mother, Jaejoong asks Yunho to 
come over to sneak him out a little earlier. Even though it’s cold out now, Jaejoong takes 
them to a lake where they can sit on the pier under a blanket, sipping their warm coffee’s 
that Yunho bought on his way down. Sitting in a comfortable silence while over-looking 
the water glistening in the moonlight, Jaejoong rests his head on Yunho’s shoulder and 
feels the anger drain from him. 
 
“I love you.” 
 
Yunho smiles and leans over to kiss him softly. “I love you, too.” 
 
Jaejoong curls up and lies on his side, resting his head in Yunho’s lap. His breath comes 
out in little puffs before his face, the nights getting colder as they near December. 
 
“I can’t believe it’s been seven months since we met.” 
 
“Our sixth-month anniversary is in three days.” Yunho runs his fingers through a mess of 
blond hair in need of a touch-up. “I have a surprised planned for us.” 
 
All of that anger from an hour ago is completely gone from Jaejoong’s system. “You do?” 
 
“You have Saturday off?” The blond nods. “What about Sunday?” 
 
“I work 3 – 9. For some reason they like me Sunday evenings.” 
 
“Call out, and tell your mother you’ll be gone for the weekend.” 
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Jaejoong sits up so fast, tangling in the sheet and uncovering Yunho by accident. He 
frowns at himself and quickly fixes the blanket. When Yunho leans over to peck him 
sweetly, he can feel the way he glows with happiness. “Didn’t you say you have a 
vacation coming up?” 
 
“Sometime in the beginning of January I’ll have two weeks off.” Yunho says, wrapping his 
arms around a small waist. He kisses Jaejoong again and runs his fingers up and down 
his spine. “Jaejoong, what was wrong before?” 
 
“Hm?” He leans back, honestly not understanding the question. 
 
“You were angry before, what happened?” Yunho pulls him into his lap, embracing the 
smaller male in a tight hug. He closes his eyes as emotions suddenly hit Jaejoong at all 
at once, the younger man straining to keep his tears in. “It’s your mom again, right?” 
 
Jaejoong opens his mouth to speak but ends up crying instead. 
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CHAPTER 6. 
 
Yunho has a meeting on the day of their sixth month anniversary. He’s usually not 
supposed to take non-employee’s, but since he’ll be staying past the meeting, he books 
out a room for him and Jaejoong and Corporate says nothing about it. Since these 
meetings usually start early in the morning in another town, Yunho and Jaejoong travel 
almost two hours the night before. Jaejoong meets Yunho’s boss and gets flustered and 
doesn’t state their relationship. 
 
After the meeting, Yunho heads upstairs to find his boyfriend. He gets a little worried 
when Jaejoong doesn’t pick up his phone, but feels relieved when he asks the 
receptionist if there’s a skatepark anywhere nearby. The young woman points him in the 
right direction. 
 
Yunho thinks Jaejoong is crazy to want to skateboard in the cold, but sure enough, he 
spots a familiar face he still thinks should be protected by a helmet and not a beanie, at 
the park. There aren’t a lot of kids hanging around, and the ones that are are bundled up 
in hoodies and gloves. Jaejoong’s the only one in just a cardigan and a knitted hat. 
 
From the corner of his eye, Jaejoong catches sight of his boyfriend leaning against the 
fence near the entrance. He smiles and waves, but stays where he is because he wants 
to show Yunho what he’s been practicing. He motions for him to wait and quickly takes 
off. 
 
Yunho’s always thought skateboarding is an amazing (but dangerous) talent, and 
watching someone he loves throw themselves and trust a piece of wood takes somewhat 
of a toll on his heart. He doesn’t stick around skate parks all that much, but Jaejoong has 
his board on him at all times. As Jaejoong launches himself over flights of stairs and over 
small walls and spins onto railings with only seconds to make the trick perfect with still a 
risk of breaking a bone, Yunho’s heart suspends every time Jaejoong does a trick. As 
Jaejoong lands on the ground, Yunho’s heart flops along with him, dropping every time 
the skater boy fumbles and crashes to the ground. 
 
Jaejoong starts off with what’s easy of him; gliding over zig-zagged railings and spinning 
into grinds on metal poles bolted tightly to the concrete. As he nears the largest half-pipe, 
the few other kids watch, and Yunho gets a little nervous. Jaejoong plays around a bit, 
collecting speed, his body becoming visibly tighter as he prepares himself for a trick. 
Fully concentrated on what he’s doing, Yunho hears one of the onlooker skaters inhale 
sharply as Jaejoong skates back up the side. But when he comes right back down, the 
skater sighs in relief. Apparently whatever the blond had been planning to do wasn’t 
going to end well. 
 
Just as Yunho glances back up, Jaejoong’s flying high into the air, board and body in the 
air over the pipe. Yunho watches in awe as Jaejoong, even though so many feet up into 
the air, manages to land correctly and board back up to the other side. He stops in an 
axel still, and pumps his fists into the air. The other kids cheer for him, and Yunho can 
only grin at him. 
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But of course, after such an amazing stunt, as Jaejoong drops in and as he tries to make 
a grind, his board catches and he falls. By the time Yunho and the other skaters are 
hovering over him, he’s laughing and pulling his beanie back on, his jaw scuffed. 
 
“Fuck, you’re bleeding.” Yunho frowns, taking the backs of Jaejoong’s hands in his 
palms. He glances worriedly at the blood on his boyfriend’s chin. Jaejoong rubs his knee 
and Yunho can only imagine the color it’s going to be in a few hours. 
 
“Maybe you shouldn’t skateboard in skinny jeans.” The only girl of the group offers her 
hand. Jaejoong shows her his bloody palms and laughs when she helps him up anyway. 
 
“I was trying to look good for my date.” Jaejoong smiles sheepishly and spins, throwing 
his arms into the air. “Happy sixth months, baby!” 
 
Yunho holds the skater boy’s wrists before he ends up with bloody hands on his face. 

~ * ~ 
 
 
After Jaejoong gets cleaned up, dusting off his pants and straightening his cardigan, the 
two of them head back into the late-November air. He and Yunho walk very close, but 
don’t hold hands in case of close-minded opinionates who believe they have every right 
to voice their thoughts. 
 
Without his parents hovering (even though Kwangmi had given him the biggest 
headache about him going away for the weekend with an ‘older man’) it’s so much easier 
for the two of them to enjoy themselves. Yunho takes them to a fondue restaurant, and 
it’s so elegant and romantic – candlelight and soft, classical music – that Jaejoong 
actually gets uncomfortable. He doesn’t understand why this fork has two prongs and this 
one doesn’t, and laughs in relief when Yunho chuckles and uses his fingers to pick up 
the food. 
 
Jaejoong gets cheese everywhere. He licks it off his fingers and Yunho cleans his chin 
repeatedly with a napkin and then the melted chocolate comes. The waitress eyes the 
glob of cheese that somehow ended up on Jaejoong’s beanie and tells them to call if 
they need anything. Yunho laughs as Jaejoong waits until she can’t see them any more 
before diving right in. He gets chocolate on his jeans and it smudges against the ends of 
his sleeves. 
 
“You’re a mess.” Yunho rubs his fingertips into his forehead, laughing softly to himself. 
When he looks up, Jaejoong wipes a glob of melted chocolate onto his nose and wipes it 
off with his tongue. 
 
“Aw, c’mon, being messy with food has its’ perks.” Jaejoong smirks and dips his finger 
into the chocolate, gliding it along bow-lips. He leans over the table and licks Yunho’s lips 
clean, diving his tongue into his boyfriend’s mouth to pass on the sweet taste. 
 
They jump apart at the sound of clattering dishes and the waitress bows from a few feet 
away, blushing and scurrying off to leave the lovers alone. 
 
 

~ * ~ 
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They try to be romantic by going to the park and swinging on the swings and sliding 
down slides, (all Jaejoong’s idea, of course) but it’s a little too cold for that. So Yunho 
uses his fancy phone to find something else they can do. Tucked under Yunho’s arm in 
attempts to keep warm, Jaejoong spots Aquarium and gets irrationally excited. Yunho 
laughs at him, and proposes the idea of walking. 
 
“It’s like -5 degrees out are you fucking me?” Jaejoong rubs into his boyfriend’s side for 
warmth and doesn’t care when some pedestrian sends them a disgusted look. “If you 
think this is romantic –” 
 
“It’s two blocks from here.” Yunho points at the map on his phone. “The hotel is six.” 
 
Jaejoong grumbles and snuggles further into his boyfriend’s side. He forgets he’s 
supposed to be angry with Yunho when they walk in and spot a tank full of a school of 
fish. Their scales mirror the light and they sparkle as they swim off. 
 
“Let’s get a picture!” Jaejoong pulls Yunho close and snaps a few pictures of the two of 
them – faces wind whipped but bright and happy. Jaejoong actually gets the reflection of 
the fish in one of his pictures. 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
When they get back to the hotel the first thing Jaejoong does it curl up by the heater. 
 
Yunho laughs softly at him, shrugging off his coat. “Come take a shower with me.” 
 
Jaejoong hops to his feet and scuffles by. “Just a shower okay I’m not gonna do anything 
else I’m too cold.” 
 
“I can warm you up.” Yunho smirks, laughing when all he gets in return in a cold glare. 
“Remember when you called me hard-assed?” He pulls off his shirt and unbuttons his 
pants, giving Jaejoong a little bit of privacy by turning his back to him and getting the 
water running. He gets the water warm but not too hot, trying to tell himself to shut the 
fuck up Jaejoong’s not going to want to have shower sex. But when he turns around and 
sees Jaejoong naked body covered in goosebumps and shivering, he can’t even get 
himself to feel aroused. He rubs Jaejoong’s shoulder comfortingly and kicks off the rest of 
his clothes, letting the younger man step in first. 
 
“Hey, don’t hog the water.” Yunho frowns as he steps in the tub. 
 
“It’s not warm enough.” Jaejoong scoots to the side and blushes when a sturdy shoulder 
brushes against his. He gets the water a little hotter and sighs happily, letting the warmth 
wash over him. He grins when Yunho kisses his temple, and then leans back for a sweet 
kiss. 
 
“You really don’t like the cold?” 
 
“Not at all.” Jaejoong laughs and faces him, feeling a little shy now that the cold has 
melted from his body. He can’t believe he jumped so quickly into the shower with Yunho. 
What kind of boyfriend denies his man sex for six months and then willingly takes off all 
his clothes and stands naked and wet in front of him? Jaejoong knows Yunho won’t pull 
anything, and it makes him feel all that much guiltier. 
 
“Your lips are still kind of blue.” Yunho kisses him softly again, obviously tense. 
“Speaking of which, you little fucker, guess what else is blue.” 
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For a second the blond doesn’t get it. 
 
“Don’t look!” Yunho shouts, covering his dick. 
 
“But do your balls actually turn blue?!” 
 
“You don’t already know?” 
 
“Of course not!” 
 
Yunho blinks at him and rubs his face with his free hand. He jumps when he feels curious 
fingers against his own. “Don’t you dare touch.” 
 
“Why not?” 
 
“I get hard just thinking about you touching me. Don’t actually do it.” 
 
Jaejoong retracts his hand and mumbles, “Didn’t I blow you like a week ago? Why the 
fuck are you blue-balled already?” 
 
“Exactly, that was a week ago. It’s something that should happen daily.” 
 
The blond shoots him an incredulous look over his shoulder. “Do you want me to choke 
and die?” Then he tries his best to ignore Yunho’s howls of laughter. He shifts and turns 
back around to get the shampoo with a limp in his step. Yunho winces upon the sight of 
Jaejoong’s knee, busted, swollen, and a nasty shade of green and purple. Just as he’s 
about to say something, Jaejoong’s scratched up palms are nearly in his face. 
 
“This is going to be the ugliest scab. Ever.” 
 
Yunho pauses for a moment. “You can’t jerk off with your hands all scabbed up. How 
about you and I make a fair trade –?” 
 
“How about you shut up and finish your shower, the water is getting cold.” Jaejoong 
frowns to hide his laughter and shoves a loofa in a laughing Yunho’s chest. He turns 
back around and smiles when he feels lips against the tip of the elephant’s trunk on his 
shoulder blades. 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
“This article says you can cure blue balls by,” He clears his throat and continues, 
“'Straining to move a very heavy object.'” 
 
Yunho stares at the blond and runs his towel once more through his damp hair. “Or you 
could pin me to the bed.” 
 
“I thought you said it’d be more fun the other way around.” Jaejoong sneers, ignoring the 
look of amusement on the other male’s face. “So, it also says, ‘a guy claiming to have 
blue balls is no excuse to have sex. He can cure it himself with a handjob!’” 
 
“Why the fuck are you Googling blue balls in the first place? Didn’t you have health 
class?” 
 
“Either I slept through this lesson or I skipped it. I don’t remember ever learning this, just 
hearing about it. And y’know, Junsu, Changmin and I are all virgins so, it’s not like we 
know a lot.” The blond’s eyes stay fixed on his computer screen. A second later he 
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closes it and sets it aside, getting to his feet. He’s still only wrapped in a towel. “Straining 
to move a very heavy object, go!” And he launches himself. 
 
All of a sudden there are arms and legs around Yunho and if it weren’t for the fact that 
he’s about to fall and possibly break something, having Jaejoong throw himself while 
they’re still both pretty naked would be really, really, arousing. 
 
Miraculously, Yunho has all the grace Jaejoong doesn’t, because he continues to stand 
up-right even with Jaejoong wrapped around him like a koala. 
 
“Ow, ow, fuck, my knee.” Jaejoong drops one leg and Yunho is stuck with the difficult 
task of hobbling over to the bed. He drops the smaller man on the edge and glares down 
at him. Jaejoong beams up at him with a grin and Yunho decides it’s best to take a step 
back to distance his crotch from Jaejoong’s face. He’s startled when Jaejoong’s 
calloused hands are suddenly reaching out and cupping his thighs. 
 
“Jae…” 
 
The blond adverts his gaze downwards to what’s right in front of his face, one hand 
coming up and hooking around the elastic to the thin fabric that’s tight around Yunho’s 
dick. But the brunette has the opposite reaction to what he’s supposed to have. 
 
“Jaejoong, okay, seriously,” He sighs and reaches for the hand that’s touching the skin of 
his abdomen. “They do actually turn blue, okay? Not like, blue, blue, but blue. I’ve never 
gone this long without sex before.” 
 
Jaejoong shakes his head and this time, with both hands, he works on getting Yunho’s 
boxers off. Yunho’s not sure if he should feel excited or mocked. Does he try to get into 
the mood or does he push Jaejoong’s hands away? And when his half-hearted shove is 
brushed off and Jaejoong reaches up with both hands to slide the fabric off Yunho’s hips, 
he figures the first option is okay. He slides one hand into locks of blond hair and inhales 
sharply, collecting his emotions and desires before they scatter and he’s unable to 
control them. His breath hitches as Jaejoong’s fingers touch his cock, bringing the soft tip 
to his lips. Then he closes his eyes and opens his mouth. 
 
Yunho widens his stance a bit, his other hand cupping around Jaejoong’s jaw. He rubs 
his thumb over the blond’s soft cheek, feeling the movement of his jaw and the hollowing 
of his cheeks as he sucks Yunho to his full size. The brunette moans softly again, his 
gaze fixed on the sight of Jaejoong eagerly lapping at him, his lips plump around his cock 
and cheeks hollowing with each loud slurp. He gropes the back of Yunho’s thighs and 
moans when fingers rub along the cartilage of his ear. The vibrations tremor through 
Yunho’s cock and down to his toes. His stomach tightens when Jaejoong opens his eyes 
for a split second, arousal thick in his lidded eyes. Then he closes them again, peeking 
his tongue out to lick at the underside of Yunho’s erection. Yunho moans again and 
follows along uneasily as Jaejoong tugs insistently on the back of his legs, pulling him to 
kneel over the bed. 
 
The blond leads the older man into a kneeling position, and Jaejoong lies underneath the 
older man, vulnerable. He opens his mouth and Yunho gides his cock in, moaning as 
Jaejoong grows bolder and grabs his bare ass, urging him to move his hips faster. His 
neck is sore and his mouth is beginning to ache, a dull stiffness burning down his jaw. 
But he sucks as hard as he can, whimpering when Yunho pulls out of his mouth. He pulls 
Yunho back and opens his mouth when he feels pre-cum smear against his lips. 
 
Yunho tries to be gentle with his movements, but with Jaejoong lying on the mattress 
underneath him, practically begging to have his mouth fucked, Yunho can barely help 
himself. He leans his weight on his forearm and digs his hips downward, forcing the back 
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of Jaejoong’s head into the mattress. Devilish fingers dance along his sides and over his 
hips, along the side of his thigh and along the sensitive inside of his legs and finally, 
around the base of his cock. He groans loudly, loving Jaejoong’s explorations. 
 
Just as he’s reaching his climax he pulls out, crawling back over the bed and kissing the 
corner of Jaejoong’s lips. The teenager’s next question brings a thrill deep into the other’s 
bones. 
 
“You have lube, right?” 
 
Yunho wraps his arms around him and rolls him over, kissing him softly. “In the suitcase.” 
 
The blond glances over and sighs. “Should I be concerned that you came prepared?” 
 
“Better safe than sorry.” Comes the response, full with a satisfied smirk. “But I want you 
to go get it.” 
 
Jaejoong kisses him and climbs off him. “Which pocket?” 
 
“The top one, on the outside – yeah, that one. There are condoms there, too.” 
 
Jaejoong blushes and comes back over, holding it out. His hands tough the knob of the 
twisted towel around his waist, and Yunho tries not to look too eager during those few 
moments. 
 
“Don’t do it unless you’re being serious.” He finds himself saying, knowing that if they 
start he won’t be able to stop himself. He’s wanted this – needed this – for too long. He 
even dreamt of forcing himself on the younger boy, pinning him in the backseat of the 
Acura and kissing Jaejoong until he moaned and begged for more. But despite having 
had plenty of wet dreams involving Jaejoong, that one had him feeling dirty when he 
woke. 
 
Jaejoong lets his eyes trace over Yunho’s figure, pretty and un-bruised and unscarred 
unlike his own. He sighs and shifts, feeling a little self-conscious, but pulls on the towel, 
letting it pool around his ankles. 
 
Yunho swallows thickly and lies back over the bed, one arm stretched out and curling 
around the smaller male as he inches closer. Once he’s close enough he dips in and 
presses their lips together, and what is sweet and chaste quickly becomes hot and 
sloppy. Jaejoong’s flipped over on his back and with the sudden pressure on his knee 
pain bolts through his body and zero’s out the pleasure long enough to have him yelp in 
pain. 
 
“Shit, what’s the matter?!” Yunho crashes so fast out of his high he gets dizzy. 
 
“Fuck, my knee really hurts.” Jaejoong winces as he pokes at it. Yunho slaps him away. 
 
“Ah, what a shame, it’s such an erotic place to touch during sex.” 
 
Jaejoong glares and pouts. “You’re so fucking stupid.” 
 
Yunho grins and kisses him roughly. “This is going to serve as a problem.” 
 
“Is it…?” 
 
Yunho thinks of all the positions he’s used to doing, and most of them seem impossible 
now. He glances around the bed – he had wanted to at least have Jaejoong’s first time 
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against the sheets, the two of them face-to-face. He wanted to kiss him and tell him he 
loved him as he pushed in for the first time – it sounds romantic, doesn’t it? But if 
Jaejoong can’t bend his knee to get it around Yunho’s waist or over his shoulders, he’s 
not sure what else they can do. It’s not like he’s really had time to experiment and play 
around too much with. And he doesn’t carry around a book of sex positions to help out at 
a time like this. 
 
“You can sit okay?” 
 
Jaejoong nods. “I think it’s, ow,” He lifts his leg from the bed and bends it. “As long as I 
don’t try bending it funny. I can sit fine.” 
 
“You can still bend it a little?” 
 
Jaejoong nods and lifts it into the air to prove it, bending it until he feels a sting. Yunho 
glances around the room and Jaejoong’s heart sinks – now that he finally wants it, now 
that he’s ready, this is happening. He wonders, how can Yunho put up with someone like 
him? All he does is take and take in this relationship; he has such a hard time giving. 
 
Yunho disrupts his thoughts with a rough kiss, pulling on his tongue and sucking on it; his 
hands getting greedy again. He touches and whispers sorry every time he touches a 
small bruise he didn’t mean to. He kisses down Jaejoong’s neck and across his chest, 
littering kisses and licks along the expanse of his chest. He licks along his belly button, 
leaving wet trails over Jaejoong’s lower abdomen, his body sizzling when cold air 
brushes against it, the coolness tingling through his system and burning when Yunho’s 
hot breath touches it. He nibbles along the skin between Jaejoong’s erection and inside 
of his thighs, his tongue venturing lower than Jaejoong’s own hands have gone. And 
even though he’s figured out what’s coming, he’s not prepared. 
 
As soon as Yunho’s tongue touches his sensitive area, pleasure pinballs through his 
system and shoots right up and out of his mouth in the form of a small shriek. Yunho 
smirks against the skin, his lips touching Jaejoong’s hole. It’s not something he’s used to 
do doing, but Jaejoong’s good knee bends in pleasure and his heel digs into the sheets 
next to the brunette’s shoulder. Scratched fingers curl into his hair and Jaejoong pants 
frantically, bucking his hips as Yunho’s touch touches and teases him again. While his 
tongue is busy he grapples for the lube and twists it open, pulling away to squeeze out 
more than he’s ever used before. Jaejoong watches him, sprawled over the bed and 
panting, excitement blazing through his gaze. 
 
“It shouldn’t be too cold.” Yunho warns quietly. 
 
It’s not, but Jaejoong winces when it touches his entrance. He gasps and stiffens as 
Yunho slides in his index finger, moving as slowly as he can, leaning over to kiss 
Jaejoong fully and passionately, hoping to help distract him. He’s as patient as he can 
be, using only one finger for longer than necessary. He inserts a second finger only when 
Jaejoong’s moaning softly underneath him, wiggling his digits teasingly and testingly. 
Jaejoong’s hands braces themselves on his shoulders, squeezing the bone as Yunho 
scissors his fingers, pleasure hot through his veins. 
 
“Tell me when it hurts.” Yunho says softly into his ear, licking along his neck and latching 
onto one spot, sucking. He nibbles on the skin and rolls it between his teeth, lifting away 
just to look back at the round table near the glass doors. “Let’s move over there, Jae, let 
me grab the blankets.” 
 
“Where are we going?” Jaejoong shifts, his body confused with the sudden lack of 
contact. He blinks as he gets dizzy, his skin crawling underneath as the need to orgasm 
begins to consume him. By the time the gears in his mind are beginning to get 
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unclouded, Yunho comes and scoops him up into his arms, carrying him over to the table 
where blankets had been laid over. Yunho’s attempt to soften the surface for the blond. 
 
“The things I do for sex – you.” Yunho clears his throat and lies Jaejoong over the 
surface, the smaller man’s right foot finding footing on a chair. It helps alleviate the 
throbbing in his knee. 
 
“The things you do for sex with me, right?” Jaejoong manages to muster up a glare. 
“Where are the scented candles?” 
 
Yunho blinks and gapes. “Um…” 
 
“I’m giving you a chance to redeem yourself for that last comment.” Jaejoong’s joking, but 
the lust in his brain makes it hard for him to actually be able to tell what tone he’s using. 
To Yunho, he sounds dead serious. 
 
“The things I do for love.” The brunette comes up with quickly, smiling when Jaejoong’s 
pulling him back on top. 
 
“That’s a better answer.” He kisses his lips and rubs his good knee against Yunho’s side. 
Then he nuzzles into Yunho’s jaw and the sudden tenderness makes his heart swell. “I 
love you, Yunho.” 
 
“I love you too, Jae.” Yunho nuzzles his face against Jaejoong’s until their lips are 
touching. He kisses him slowly, building up as his hands start to roam soft skin again, as 
his kisses get more demanding. Jaejoong fists the brunette’s hair, moaning and 
squirming underneath him until their kisses are loud and wet and Yunho’s inserting two 
fingers back into him. He’s unsure of how long Yunho preps him, but he enjoys and 
appreciates every second of it. Yunho’s gentle but demanding because knows Jaejoong 
– he knows Jaejoong well enough to know which grip means pain or pleasure. 
 
Despite already hinting at not stopping once they’ve started, Yunho gives Jaejoong one 
last chance to decide if he wants to go all the way. Yunho hands Jaejoong the condom, 
sliding an arm around his shoulders to pull him up into a sitting position while Yunho 
stands against the table. He rubs the smaller man’s shoulder gently, swallowing thickly 
as scabbed-up fingers nervously rip open the packet. 
 
For a second Jaejoong fumbles, nearly wanting to cry at Yunho’s patience and love. He 
stretches the opening along Yunho’s cock, blushing and trying not to look up at Yunho’s 
face that’s illuminated by the lights of the sunset that drapes in through the window 
behind them. He looks so perfect it’s breathtaking. 
 
Yunho cups his palms underneath Jaejoong’s chin, kissing him languidly; unrushed but 
passionate. He eases him back down until he’s lying flat against the table, and moves his 
hands to settle them on a thin waist instead. Jaejoong whimpers softly as he’s pulled to 
the edge of the surface, hands touching him again between his legs. He blushes darker 
as Yunho’s fingers touch him down there, and clings on tighter as he feels the tip of 
Yunho’s penis pushing through. At first lust sparks – desire igniting in his stomach and 
curling his toes – but then Yunho pushes in deeper and the pain starts to take over, 
coming and going in waves. 
 
But he holds it in, tipping his head back as Yunho mouths his neck and massages his 
sides, and suddenly Yunho’s pulling back. He pulls his lips away and pulls out, smiling 
when Jaejoong gropes at him headily. 
 
“If it hurts, say so.” Yunho says quietly, the silence that hovers around the room is filled 
with the sounds of their heavy breathing. The older male coats his erection in more lube 
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and climbs back over his boyfriend, pushing in one more time, gentle by rocking his hips 
back and forth, pushing a little deeper each time. 
 
Jaejoong arches slightly off the blankets, gripping one of the corners of the table. He tips 
his head back, pleasure rolling through him and off his tongue in soft noises. Yunho 
litters his chest in kisses and traces his thumb over Jaejoong’s eyebrow. 
 
“For someone who’s used to one night stands, you’re really gentle.” Jaejoong pants, 
blinking to focus his vision and find the handsome face of his lover. 
 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Yunho chuckles, rolling his hips and smirking when 
Jaejoong gasps in pleasure. “Am I hurting you too much?” 
 
“You’re huge, asshole, of course it hurts.” 
 
Yunho smirks and boxes Jaejoong between his arms, fixing his stance and rolling his 
hips again. Jaejoong moans and pulls him down for a deep kiss, widening his legs and 
lifting his hips. Yunho rocks back and forth, Jaejoong’s hips moving easily now that he’s 
learned, meeting him with each thrust. Yunho smirks as Jaejoong’s lips get slow, unable 
to keep up with the fast pace the older man is setting, the assault of sexual bliss 
overwhelming his senses. 
 
Yunho slams dead-on onto that certain bundle of nerves that has Jaejoong curving off 
the table with a loud scream, blunt nails down Yunho’s shoulders and his bad leg curls in, 
the chair sliding against the wooden flooring as it’s pulled closer. Yunho smirks and 
slams right back into the same spot, his lips curling around Jaejoong’s ear. 
 
“The occupants in the room over are going to hear you.” He chuckles from the back of his 
throat, relishing in the loud cry that the blond emits as his prostate is slammed into again. 
Yunho laughs a little louder and kisses him to silence him. He can only imagine how 
terrible it’d reflect on his career if the hotel manager came up to find that another hotel 
manager was in the room having sex. 
 
“Harder,” Jaejoong pleads, kissing desperately now, his legs coming up to brush against 
Yunho’s sides. “Harder, Yunho.” 
 
“I was still hoping for the whole virgin whore thing.” Yunho shivers as Jaejoong arches 
into him, hooking his ankles around the taller man’s lower back. Nails scrape against his 
chest and a breath fans his ear, “Please, Yunho,” Jaejoong’s embarrassed but the need 
to orgasm – the want to have Yunho moving faster inside him is overwhelming. “Fuck 
me, I want you,” He whispers, “Hyung,” Yunho’s jaw clenches at the honorific. 
“Hyung, please, I want you so badly." 
 
Yunho grips Jaejoong’s fragile waist, gripping it to bruise. “Fuck, that was hot,” He 
murmurs, eyes landing on Jaejoong’s neck. It’s thrilling to know that amongst all the 
bruises and scratches there are marks that were caused by Yunho himself. 
 
With hips so fluid it almost seems like he was trained, Yunho releases months and 
months of sexual frustration and desire on the blond, swallowing up cries of pleasure 
because they really can’t bother the people in other rooms. He thrusts into Jaejoong hard 
and fast, smirking as the table shifts beneath them and Jaejoong’s slowly becoming 
soundless. He opens his plump, swollen lips and no sound comes out. 
Unabashedly, Jaejoong reaches between them and fists himself, rutting against Yunho’s 
hips. He groans loudly suddenly, lifting himself onto his forearm, pulling their sweaty 
foreheads together. His tongue traces along Yunho’s upper lip, licking the band of sweat. 
 
“H-hyung, oh, hyung,” 
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Yunho smirks and licks the blond’s lips. 
 
He can feel the sadistic grin against his cheek, and the next words out of Jaejoong’s 
mouth set his body on fire. “I’ve never been anyone else’s, Yunho-hyung, make me 
yours." He purrs like a kitten. “All yours." 
 
Yunho growls,”Fuckin’ little devil,” throaty and deep and that’s what it takes for Jaejoong 
to reach his end. He flops back on the table and screams his boyfriend’s name, a 
wonderful feeling spreading from his toes up his legs and to the very tip of his penis. He 
bucks his hips and whines as Yunho’s hips begin to lose rhythm. His stomach coils 
tighter and tighter and it’s only now that Yunho begins to feel the muscle burn in his 
thighs and lower abdomen. He comes with a deep groan of Jaejoong’s name, bucking 
wildly as he rides out his orgasm, his body becoming lighter and lighter as he releases 
heavily. 
 
Jaejoong blinks back the stars from his vision, grunting as Yunho’s weight is suddenly 
covering him. He’s not sure if he’s having trouble breathing because of the weight, or 
because of his climax. He winces as Yunho pulls out, watching him with heavy eyes as 
he peels the latex from his cock and throws it in the garbage. Once he’s close enough, 
Jaejoong holds out his arms and grins when strong arms curl around him and lift him 
from the table to drop him back onto the bed. Yunho is about to throw the blankets back 
on the bed, but frowns at the sight of blood. 
 
“You’re feeling okay, Jaejoongie?” He drops the top blanket into a bundle on the floor 
and brings the other one, throwing it over the mattress and curling in besides his lover. 
 
Jaejoong quickly latches onto him, attacking him with small kisses. “It’ll hurt in the 
morning, right?” 
 
Yunho’s fingers massage into his lower back. “Yeah, how’s your knee?” 
 
“For now it’s okay.” Jaejoong hums, crawling over the brunette. Yunho closes his eyes 
and tips his head back, allowing the skater boy access to his neck. “So what about the 
herpes? When will I start feeling that?” 
 
Yunho laughs and slaps Jaejoong, hard, on the ass. The little bitch rubs his crotch 
against Yunho’s and moans. 
 
“You like being spanked?” Yunho slaps him against with an open hand, getting excited at 
the discovery of one of Jaejoong’s kinks. He rubs the sore spot, moaning as Jaejoong 
begins to focus on one spot on his neck. “Hey, make sure I can cover it.” 
 
“Fuck that. I’m pretty sure the hickey you left me can’t be covered.” 
 
Yunho smirks but doesn’t respond, moaning instead as teeth sink timidly into his neck. 
Then Jaejoong licks the spot and sits on his hyung’s lap, hands roaming over his chest 
and stomach. He touches the red lines that his nails left in the brunette’s chest and leans 
over to kiss them. Yunho rubs his fingers up and down Jaejoong’s spine, smiling when 
the younger boy’s beautiful face is flooding his vision. But during a split second his angel 
winces, pain flicking quickly through his features. 
 
“We should take another shower to get you washed up.” Yunho says, imagining the 
blood. 
 
Jaejoong nods and winces again as he climbs off his hyung. Yunho kisses him lovingly 
and leads him to a hot bath.  
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CHAPTER 7. 
 
When Jaejoong says he can’t hang out because he has an essay that needs to get done, 
Yunho doesn’t think twice about offering help. He only thinks that maybe it was a bad 
idea when he pulls into the driveway and sees that Sangmul is outside… 
 
…And carrying an axe. 
 
“Hi, uh, sir,” Yunho stutters uncharacteristically, eyeing the heavy and deadly tool. 
“G’morning.” 
 
Sangmul checks the time on his watch with a smile. Yunho figures the only reason he’s 
being so friendly is because of the object in his grip. “It’s still morning? What a slow day.” 
He beats the dust of the season’s first snow off his gloves and motions over his shoulder. 
“You’re here to see my son?” 
 
Yunho nods, feeling relieved as he spots Jaejoong come out of the front door. He smiles 
at him, and Jaejoong spots the axe and frowns. “Dad…” 
 
Over his shoulder, through the light brush of snow on the ground, comes a huge white 
dog bounding happily, ears flopping. Once it sees the stranger in the yard it barks and 
darts forward, whipping between Sangmul and Jaejoong whom both try to grab his collar 
to keep him from attacking the other male. Any normal person would be frightened to 
have that thing barking and running at them. But Yunho knows dogs and he knows it’s’ 
Vick – Jaejoong always calls the beast his baby – and instead of running, he braces 
himself and ends up with a tongue instead of teeth in his face. 
 
“Hey, boy,” He grins, ruffling the dog’s soft fur. “You’re a terrible guard dog.” Vick drops to 
the ground and runs excitedly around his new friend, jumping and jumping on Yunho and 
trying to licks his face again. 
 
Sangmul watches the two carefully. Jaejoong watches his father because that’s the first 
time he’s seen such a genuine smile pointed at Yunho. 
 
“You can tell a lot by a person by how they treat a dog.” Sangmul mumbles, patting his 
son on the back. He laughs as Vick drops to the floor and rolls over, beginning for his 
stomach to be petted. Yunho kneels in the snow in his nice jeans and scratches his 
stomach until he finds that spot that makes the huge thing kick one of its legs in glee. 
 
“Yunho!” 
 
The man looks up at his name, momentarily distracted and Vick whines loudly, launching 
himself in Yunho’s face for attention. He’s pacified when Yunho locks arms around his 
thick neck and roughly rubs his sides. “Yes, sir?” 
 
Sangmul grins at the brightness in the other man’s small eyes. Then he swings the axe 
over his shoulder and motions towards the backyard. “Can you swing an axe? We’re 
cutting down a tree.” 
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Yunho blinks in surprise and looks over at his boyfriend. Jaejoong whines loudly, “He 
surprised me, too!” 
 
Yunho shrugs and follows behind the man, expecting it to be a small tree that grew 
where it wasn’t supposed to. But Sangmul stops in front of a massive tree, the top 
branches dusting along the grey sky. 
 
“You know that thunder storm we had about two weeks back? This thing was hit by 
lightning. Time to take it down.” 
 
“Shouldn’t we get a professional to do this?” Jaejoong shivers in the cold and Yunho 
steps a little closer to him, still weary of the axe. 
 
“Why would I pay someone to come and hack down a tree when I can do it myself?” His 
father replies, replacing the axe in his hands with a chainsaw. Yunho gathers up his 
courage to step a little closer. “So make sure this falls in the direction of the woods, not 
the house.” 
 
“I have an essay to write.” 
 
“When is it due?” 
 
“Thursday.” 
 
“Well it’s Monday.” 
 
“Dad, I’m trying to be a good college kid.” 
 
“Then stay up all night.” Sangmul laughs and motions towards the shed. “We have 
another axe in there, so once the tree is down you can go get it. We need to take the 
branches off first.” He pulls the chord on the saw and the machine roars to life. Yunho 
would be a liar if he later denies the way he jumps in fear. 

~ * ~ 
 
 
“Why do you have an extra change of clothes in your car?” Because he sleeps in a room 
in the basement, Jaejoong has a bathroom all to himself. He locks the door to his room 
and blushes when Yunho showers with the bathroom door wide open. 
 
“When I was single I wouldn’t go home sometimes.” 
 
Jaejoong leans against the counter and raises an eyebrow. “Ah, so I’ve tamed the beast.” 
He raises his eyebrows when the water stops running and Yunho opens the curtains, 
eyeing the man’s naked figure. 
 
“Actually, you’ve managed to wrap the beast around your little finger.” He smirks, 
reaching for a towel and rubbing it through his hair instead of wrapping it around his 
waist. Jaejoong keeps glancing at his naked crotch. 
 
“I’ve got him chained.” 
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Yunho laughs a little louder and dabs himself dry, the towel lose around his waist as he 
closes the distance between him and boyfriend. Automatically, Jaejoong’s arms wrap 
around his neck and arches into the body pressed against his, pulling the older male 
down for a kiss as arms loop around his waist. 
 
“I’d rather have you chained down.” He murmurs as they break apart. 
 
Jaejoong hums and grins, “Whatever you want to do, baby.” His laughter is cut short with 
a rough kiss. Yunho grips his waist and sprinkles kisses down his neck, jumping away 
when there’s a knock on the door. 
 
“Honey?” Kwangmi calls, and Jaejoong wonders if she knows Yunho’s here. He rushes 
to the door and Yunho quickly hides in the bathroom, pulling on clothes. “I’m making stew 
for dinner, okay? Will you come up soon?” 
 
“After I shower.” Jaejoong ushers her out and shoves Yunho out of the bathroom. “Go, I 
need to shower.” 
 
“Ah, but I like looking at you naked.” Yunho grins as the door is slammed in his face. 
“This isn’t fair, you know.” The door swings back open and Jaejoong rolls his eyes. He 
strips off his clothes and as soon as he bends over to turn on the shower, Yunho cusses 
under his breath. 
 
“Maybe you were right.” Yunho shuts the door and waits on the bed. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Kwangmi is a little less than pleased to see the tall man in the house. Jaejoong’s sisters 
however, are. And Hyemi, the oldest sister that’s home from college for the holidays, gets 
filled in on what’s going on and beams when she meets her brother’s boyfriend. 
Compared to the youngest girls, Hyemi has been pretty understanding. Jaejoong even 
suspects that she might know about Miyeon’s baby. 
 
The only reason dinner isn’t awkward is because Hyemi has a lot of (censored) college 
stories and questions for Yunho. It turns out that Hyemi is going to the university Yunho 
graduated from, and he asks about teachers and buildings and the soccer team, the two 
of them soon branching off into their own conversation. 
 
As dinner goes on Jaejoong begins mulling over his own classes and disinterest in 
college. A dark cloud looms over his head and he doesn’t realize it until Yunho’s foot 
slides against his leg under the table. He smiles and wiggles his toes in the bend of 
Yunho’s knee, turning his attention back to the conversation as Yunho suppresses a 
smile. They play footsies, and Yunho feels so young and childish and Jaejoong feels 
irrationally smitten. Even when Yunho’s not looking or talking to him directly, he’s very 
aware of Jaejoong and his mood. 
 
As Kwangmi clears the table and Minhee gets started on the dishes, the doorbell rings 
and in step Junsu and Changmin two seconds later. Sangmul shakes his head and eyes 
the two boys that come shivering into the house without being invited in. 
 
“Dude, it’s so cold out.” Junsu hops into Jaejoong’s lap and nuzzles him for warmth and 
Changmin sneers at him, he had called dibs on Jaejoong’s lap. 
 
“It’s cold because it’s winter.” Miyeon retorts. 
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“Actually, winter starts on December 21st. It’s only the 18th. Technically, we’re still in the 
fall.” Changmin glares back at her. Sangmul clears his throat and excuses himself from 
the table. Changmin was always his favorite. 
 
“I can’t tell if you’re an intelligent prick or just intelligent and humorless.” Miyeon snaps 
back, ducking from her mother’s berating for swearing. 
 
Cutting the argument short, Junsu’s eyes light up upon seeing the unusual guest. 
“Yunho! What’s up?” 
 
Changmin dives into Yunho’s lap and snuggles into him. Yunho jumps when a cold 
cheek touches his face. “Why are you so cold?” Instinct tells him to hold Changmin 
tighter and rubs his arms to keep him warm but the shock on Kwangmi’s face tells him 
Changmin is even younger than her son. 
 
“We rode our bikes.” Junsu confesses. 
 
“Are you stupid?” Jaejoong deadpans, Sangmul’s laughter loud and hearty in the 
background. 
 
“I let Changmin drive Mimi but he hit the mailbox –” 
 
“She slid on black ice!” 
 
“– and the sideview mirror came off. Dad says I can’t drive her until he fixes it. Probably 
won’t be ‘til the weekend.” 
 
“Do you have power side-mirrors in the car?” Yunho asks, feeling stupid as soon as 
Junsu gives him that look. 
 
“She’s a ’93. I barely have power, period.” 
 
“Then I can fix it for you.” Yunho responds, patting Changmin to get off his lap. The boy 
shakes his head and snuggles further into the older man’s lap, Jaejoong’s cheeks 
reddening. 
 
“Stop cuddling my boyfriend.” He hisses, Yunho finding the jealously adorable. 
 
“I’m straight and I highly doubt Yunho’s into boys ten years younger than him.” Changmin 
snaps. Miyeon gets up from her seat and makes an unnecessary amount of noise to 
distract the rest of the family from the comment. Yunho blushes slightly, and figures if 
Changmin’s not getting off, he’ll just have to be carried. 
 
As he goes down the stairs with Changmin in his arms and Jaejoong and Junsu 
stumbling behind, he feels like a father, and the feeling chills his gut. 

 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Junsu kneels so close to Yunho that their shoulders touch. Yunho eyes him and 
continues what he’s doing, gluing the mirror back onto the side. Behind them, Junsu’s 
twin, Junho, hovers around. 
 
“So that’s really your boyfriend?” 
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Jaejoong scoots a little closer to him, hoping that Junho will finally feel his glare because 
he’s really sick of the twin ogling the older male. When he disappears upstairs, Junsu 
offers the idea of Taco Bell (Yunho’s so sick of that place) and they head out in the 
Acura. And when it comes to eating the car (Yunho just wonders what the fuck these kids 
have against tables) Changmin’s even more anal than Yunho. 
 
“You dropped a piece of lettuce!” He shrieks, picking it up from the floor and opening his 
car door to throw it outside. Mid-bite, the redhead blinks at him and Yunho says, “Thank 
you?” for keeping his car clean. 
 
“So, by the way,” Jaejoong bursts suddenly, waggling a finger in Junsu’s direction. “Tell 
your fucking brother to never, ever, look at Yunho like that again.” 
 
“He’s just sayin’ shit.” Junsu says around bites of his taco. “Junho says he’s bi-curious 
but I don’t think so. He said something once about hooking you and him up but –” 
Yunho’s gaze narrows through the rear-view mirror and Junsu immediately shoves more 
food in his face. 
 
Jaejoong grins and leans over the center console to give his boyfriend a kiss. “Well tell 
him I’ve got a man protecting me.” 
 
“And what does Yunho have protecting him? A fairy?” Changmin rolls his eyes. 
 
“Road kill,” Yunho laughs, and suddenly Jaejoong is climbing over to get into his lap. 
“Jae, there’s not enough space.” Sitting in Yunho’s lap, the blond throws his feet onto the 
passenger seat. It’s a little uncomfortable since they’re both eating and there’s a steering 
wheel prohibiting some movements, but he stays put anyway. 
 
“You know why I’m road kill? Because I sacrificed myself to save you from the incoming 
rush of traffic.” Jaejoong waves his hands dramatically. “I died for you!” 
 
Yunho rolls his eyes and grabs Jaejoong’s chin, crashing their lips together. Hard. 
 
“Fuck you guys, I can still hear you!” Junsu kicks the seat in front of him, slapping the 
youngest boy when he leans over to get a better look at the couple. 
 
Yunho doesn’t feel so out of place and old anymore. 

 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
With Yunho’s help Jaejoong is able to finish his essay earlier than he had planned and 
with a stronger confidence that he’ll get a good grade on it. When he ventures upstairs to 
grab him and Yunho a snack, his mother is sitting on the couch reading a book. Normally, 
at this hour, she’d be getting ready for bed. But with her son and his boyfriend alone 
downstairs, she can’t sleep. 
 
“Are you finished with your paper?” 
 
Jaejoong nods and tucks two plastic cups under his arm. 
 
“Is he going home?” 
 
He glances at his mother and grabs the jug of milk. “Nah, we’re gonna watch a movie 
first.” 
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Kwangmi frowns and puts the book down. “I want you to leave that door open.” 
 
Jaejoong isn’t sure if he should comment or just keep his mouth shut. For a second he 
debates what to say, crossing off all things that pertain to sex, and finds that he’s not 
really left with much to say. “It’s just a movie.” 
 
“Door. Open.” 
 
“Yeah okay whatever are you going to sleep?” 
 
“Kim Jaejoong.” 
 
“I hear you, door open.” Jaejoong grabs the bag of cookies from the cabinet with his 
teeth and bolts back to his room. 
 
Yunho lifts his head from the magazine he had found on Jaejoong’s dresser, waving it in 
the air. “I never realized skateboards could be so expensive.” He takes the milk and the 
cups, and once Jaejoong drops the cookies into his hand, he leans in for a soft kiss. 
 
“My mom said to leave the door open.” 
 
Yunho leans in for another kiss, smirking. “I’ll behave.” 
 
“Just until she goes to bed.” Jaejoong whispers, kissing the older man a little harder. 
“Let’s watch a movie?” 
 
 
 
And seriously, that’s it; they watch the movie. It’s some stupid slapstick comedy that has 
Jaejoong hysterically laughing to the point of tears and Yunho watches, amused, 
pretending it’s not as funny as it actually is. He feels like he should be too old for these 
kinds of stupid films but there are some scenes where he can’t hold it in. They laugh until 
Miyeon comes downstairs and closes the door. 
 
Jaejoong’s television is pointed at the bed, and once the door is closed and his mother is 
surely sleeping, he grins and climbs into Yunho’s lap, snuggling chest-to-back and 
craning his neck for a kiss. Yunho holds him close from behind and leans against the 
pillows, cozy with Jaejoong in his lap and the blankets thrown over them. Every so often 
he shifts, adjusting his belt that keeps digging into his hipbone. Jaejoong eventually 
climbs off him and Yunho arches a brow at the hands that unbuckle his belt and unzip his 
jeans. 
 
“And what if your mom comes downstairs?” Yunho asks as his jeans drop to the floor and 
Jaejoong’s drop on top of them. 
 
“It’s almost midnight, she’s not awake. No one’s awake.” He snuggles back into Yunho’s 
lap and pulls the blankets over their bare legs, flicking through the channels now that the 
movie is over. “You have tomorrow off, right?” 
 
“Yeah,” Yunho hums, his hands trailing along the inside of Jaejoobng’s thigh. He rolls his 
eyes as Jaejoong tips his head to the side, silently asking for kisses along his shoulder. 
Yunho leans over and kisses along his boyfriend’s jaw instead, knowing Jaejoong enjoys 
that more, smirking when Jaejoong shivers when his ear is nibbled on. 
 
“Do you want me to leave now?” 
 
“My mom probably does,” Jaejoong responds airily, rutting his ass back into Yunho’s 
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crotch. “But I don’t.” 
 
The brunette squeezes the inside of the other man’s thigh, sucking harder on his neck. 
Jaejoong lets out a soft moan, because even though his parents are on the other side of 
the house, he can’t risk getting noisy and having them over-hear. His hand drops the 
remote and reaches back over his shoulder, curling into soft locks of hair. He pushes his 
hips back again, groaning when he rubs against Yunho’s half-hard erection. Yunho’s 
fingers touch Jaejoong’s bulge, and he raises his hips from the mattress in search of a 
heavier touch. 
 
“Is this why you wanted me to stay?” Yunho mumbles into warm skin, squeezing 
Jaejoong crotch. 
 
The blond nods enthusiastically, craning back to touch his lips to Yunho’s earlobe. “I 
bought lube.” And he smirks as he rolls his hips back and feels that the other man is fully 
hard now. 
 
“Fuck, Jae, I have some at home.” 
 
“I know, but now we have some here.” 
 
Yunho swallows and grips a tiny waist, forcing the skater boy to turn and face him. He’s 
greeted with a sloppy kiss and a young face full of want. Jaejoong moans and arches into 
him like a cat, curling one arm around his shoulders to pull their lips together, his other 
hand going down and into Yunho’s pants. 
 
Since they’ve had sex for the first time together only last weekend, they haven’t had 
much time to do anything else. But now that Yunho knows Jaejoong is comfortable with 
him, he climbs on him even if they only have a few minutes. So it feels fucking amazing 
having Jaejoong getting up on him, fondling him through his boxers and kissing him hard. 
 
“I don’t have condoms though.” 
 
Yunho pushes him away slightly. “You want to have sex now?” He’s just making sure, not 
stopping it. To be quite honest, Yunho’s starting to lose his patience with Jaejoong’s 
parents. They need to accept that Jaejoong’s dating. And they need to accept that he’s 
also old enough to be doing these sorts of sexual things in his relationship. 
 
Jaejoong bites his lower lip excitedly and dives back in, licking Yunho’s lips and curling 
their tongues together. He whines when he’s pushed away again. 
 
“We don’t need it.” Yunho says suddenly, his hands immediately moving to the hips that 
sit over his own. Jaejoong sits squarely in Yunho’s lap, chest-to-chest, legs on either side 
of the brunette. Yunho holds him by his lower back and thrusts up, swallowing a moan 
and rolling his hips again. Yunho’s mind is telling him he needs to make this quick 
because if Jaejoong’s parents wake up to the sounds of sex and the sight of Yunho’s 
dick up their son’s ass, he’s sure they’ll find a way to lock Jaejoong in the house for the 
rest of his life. And Yunho doesn’t even want to imagine what they’ll do to him, especially 
since he’s sure they already view him as the bad guy. 
 
Neither of them bother with taking their shirts off, but Jaejoong makes sure their lower 
halves are naked in only minutes after their kisses get heated and their whimpers get 
needy. He takes the lube from the top drawer in his nightstand, and Yunho wants to 
lecture him about needing to hide it because Kwangmi seems like the type of mother that 
would rifle through her son’s things when he’s not home. 
 
Jaejoong blushes as he sits in his boyfriend’s lap, long fingers digging into his fleshy 
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thighs. He moans and the small bottle in his hand slips, the inner seal opening. “S-shit,” 
He mumbles, quickly picking it up and frowning at the mess that’s slid all over Yunho’s 
shirt. Yunho chuckles and uses his fingers to clean it up before it drops between his 
thighs. 
 
“Is this…?” He brings it to his nose and sniffs the liquid that’s coating his fingers. 
“Apple…?” 
 
“Apple cinnamon.” Jaejoong picks up the little green bottle. “It was on display because of 
the holidays and –” 
 
“Wait, wait, did you go to a sex shop to buy this?” 
 
Jaejoong nods and grins. “I found a dildo the same size as your dick. Junsu 
turned bright fucking red. We took a picture to show Changmin because the little bitch 
isn’t old enough to go in those places.” 
 
Yunho just stares at him. He’s not sure if he should be asking what was Junsu’s reaction 
or why the fuck did Jaejoong go to a sex shop without him? The things Yunho could’ve 
bought… 
 
Instead he smears some lube on Jaejoongs lips and smirks. “Does it taste as good as it 
smells?” 
 
Jaejoong grins and leans in, passing the taste between their tongues. “I’ll never be able 
to eat apple pie without getting a boner again.” 
 
Yunho throws his head back and laughs so loudly that Jaejoong scrambles to cover his 
mouth. He kisses along his neck and groans when his fingers end up in Yunho’s mouth, 
Yunho sucking obscenely on them. He licks at Yunho’s pretty collarbones and mumbles, 
“Can we please fuck now?” And isn’t very prepared when two fingers are digging up his 
ass. He gives a small gasp in shock and his skin tingles with goosebumps, Yunho’s lips 
latching onto his jaw. His fingers curl into the older man’s hair, their chests bumping as 
Jaejoong arches forward, curling into Yunho’s body. He rolls his hips and muffles his own 
sounds, squeezing Yunho’s biceps and licking at his ear. When his moans get a little 
louder and desperate, Yunho guides Jaejoong’s hips and positions him over his leaking 
cock. Jaejoong looks down and shivers, groaning as he’s pushed down and Yunho 
pushes into him. 
 
“Your knee is okay enough for you to sit like this?” Yunho rubs his lover’s lower back 
comfortingly with one hand, his other hand fisting the blond’s hair. Jaejoong nods, eyes 
closed and lips parted in a silent cry of pleasure. He whimpers and rolls his hips, blushing 
when their gazes are locked and Yunho helps him move over him. The blond breaks eye 
contact by looking at their connected bodies, arching into Yunho and licking at his neck, 
whispering, “I like seeing and feeling you in me, hyung,” 
 
Yunho grips his lower back a little tighter and rolls his hips upwards, pulling their chests 
flush and crashing their lips together. “We should do this more often then, hm?” Yunho 
teases, rocking their hips together with more vigor. He leads Jaejoong hips over his own, 
eventually letting the skater boy move on his own as he begins to ride Yunho, moving 
with his own lustful drive. Their lips slide together sloppily, hands venturing and groping, 
hips moving almost in rhythm. Jaejoong cups his face and brings their faces closer – their 
tongues deeper, and Yunho widens his stance a bit to get extra power in his thrusts, 
rendering Jaejoong limbless in his lap. 
 
“I love y-you, ah,” The smaller man mumbles, wrapping his arms tighter around his 
boyfriend’s shoulders. Yunho kisses along Jaejoong’s neck, mumbling, “I love you too,” in 
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response. He holds him a little tighter and kisses with more passion. 
 
Jaejoong cums over Yunho’s stomach with a cry only minutes later, but continues to ride 
him until Yunho releases and fills him, warming him and showering him with kisses. He 
smiles into the loving assault and rolls them over, a tangle of limbs and fingers getting 
caught in tangled hair. Jaejoong giggles and tries to finger-comb knots from brunette 
tufts, distracted with needy lips. 
 
“Wait,” He tries to keep his laughter quiet. “I’m not sure I managed to make this knot,” He 
ducks from another kiss, “Yunho waaait,” he whines, gasping when there are hands 
squeezing his ass. He slaps them away and puffs his cheeks. “I’ll deny you kisses for the 
rest of the week – hey.” He pouts as he’s being pinned to the bed, Yunho glaring down at 
him. 
 
“One kiss.” 
 
“One knot.” 
 
Yunho frowns at him and Jaejoong’s pout increases. 
 
“One kiss and then one knot.” 
 
“No fuck you, one knot and then one kiss.” 
 
“Why are you worried about my hair, I’ll comb it out.” Yunho lets go of one wrist to ruffle 
his hair. Jaejoong falls back into the pillows in defeat, widening his legs as Yunho shifts, 
pulling out. Once the mess slides between his inner thighs, he winces and gives in to a 
passionate kiss. 
 
“Mmm, one more kiss.” He hums happily, linking his freed arms around broad shoulders 
and pulling him in. Yunho pulls away when Jaejoong’s kisses get slower, and the blond 
mumbles something that had been invading his thoughts. “Can I say something?” 
 
“Is it going to ruin the moment?” Yunho teases, tightening his arms securely around the 
other man’s waist. 
 
“It… might.” 
 
The solemnity of the abrupt change of topic has Yunho only pulling the covers over them 
and pulling his lover closer, closer and closer until there’s not a breath of air between 
them. He knows Jaejoong well enough to know that during sincere topics he has a 
difficult time with direct eye contact, so Yunho instead pulls him closer. He knows 
Jaejoong knows he’s listening. 
 
“Does it… does our age difference bother you?” 
 
Yunho presses his lips to Jaejoong’s temple, answering truthfully, “Not anymore.” 
 
“So it really bothered you in the beginning?” Jaejoong hugs him tighter, thankful of their 
physical proximity. 
 
“In the very, very beginning, of course, I didn’t want to date you. But I couldn’t delete your 
texts and ignore them. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I kept telling myself that we 
could be friends, so I gave up on avoiding you without much of a fight. I wanted to be 
with you, I wanted to kiss you. Everything was so natural that I couldn’t fight against it.” 
He remembers their first kiss and smiles. “Even though you look and act 18, sometimes 
you’re mature. It’s sexy, and it makes me forget completely about our age difference. It’s 
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only when we’re with other people do I remember it, but it’s stopped bothering me.” 
 
Jaejoong nods slowly, nuzzling the side of Yunho’s face. “I didn’t believe in love at first 
sight until you were cleaning my fuckin’ elbow.” He smiles and chuckles a little too dryly. 
“I was never really into dating, I dunno, it just never really seemed worth the time. I had a 
lot of crushes, but never did anything about it. It was only with you that I suddenly felt like 
I wanted to have someone. I needed someone and I needed you. And this was all before 
I knew about your job and your apartment and that you graduated from college.” 
 
Yunho listens quietly, unsure of where this is going. 
 
“So when my mom gets pissy at me for dating you, I get really pissed off. I feel like my 
mom loves me as a son, not as a person.” Yunho wants to interject, but he bites his lip 
and forces the words down. “She loves me because she has to. She thinks I’m such a 
troublemaker and such a bad kid but I’m not. I was never good in school and I got 
detention once or twice but who doesn’t? I was never interested in studying out of a 
book, but why does that make a bad child? I never got in actual trouble, the worse I do is 
skateboard on public property and get in trouble with the cops but it’s not like I’m hurting 
anyone or anybody and I’m always real careful of who’s around. I’m not, I don’t know, 
vandalizing shit and hurting people and doing drugs or drinking. For a while I thought that 
she didn’t like you because you’re a bad influence, or some shit, but my dad likes you. 
My dad really likes you. He hasn’t said anything, but you can just tell.” 
 
Yunho smiles a bit and remembers that morning. “Besides the whole scare with the axe, 
your father does seem more accepting than your mother. But remember that night they 
had dinner at my house? I think what concerns your mother the most is our age 
difference. I’m sure she thinks I’m the enemy.” 
 
Jaejoong nods and rubs his foot against Yunho’s under the covers. “I thought maybe, 
too, maybe my mom is strict with me because of what happened with Miyeon? She ran 
away for a whole year and came back out of fuckin’ nowhere. It was so weird. I wonder if 
my mom thinks that you’re playing with me. Like you’re older and I’m young and I’m 
pretty sure she doesn’t think I’m a virgin, so she probably thinks that I’m with you 
because you’re experienced and I’m letting you have fun with me.” 
 
“Oh, how wrong she is about my little angel.” Yunho jokes, grinning as Jaejoong tches in 
irritation. 
 
“Shut up.” 
 
Yunho chuckles and twirls his fingers in blond hair. “Do you think this because she heard 
us over the phone?” 
 
“Yeah, probably. But when you were called in that day for like a fucking interrogation, I 
got mad and said that they should be happy that I found someone who’s graduated and 
settled with a job, so I think she thinks I’m playing with you. I’m leeching off your money 
and success because I’m an unmotivated, lazy teenager who’s going nowhere in life. But 
how dumb does she think you fucking are? Like, you’re obviously good with people, 
you’re obviously around them a lot, so how come you’d fall for my fake charm if you’re 
more experienced? I just… I want to talk to her but then again that’s weird because we 
were never close anyway. And there’s no fucking way I’m telling her I lost my virginity to 
you after six months, she doesn’t need to know that you’re that fucking perfect.” 
 
“Those were a long six months,” Yunho throws in, grinning when Jaejoong shoves him 
playfully. “But Jae, love, I understand your frustration, and no matter your mother’s 
reason for acting the way she is about our relationship, she’s still your mother. She still 
worries. Yes, she annoys me at times, and I can see where you’re coming from, but eight 
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years is a bit much for a parent to handle. Especially when their son is only 18, and even 
though your parents are handling it better than my own, you’re gay, and that’s something 
some people have a hard time to accept. One day you and I will be able to figure this all 
out. I’ll give you a spare key to my house and you can come over whenever you want. 
Talk to your uncle about a car and I’ll teach you how to drive.” 
 
Jaejoong swallows a sob and holds Yunho tighter. “I love you, Yunho.” 
 
Yunho nuzzles him until their lips are touching. “I love you too, Jae, so much.” And he 
presses their lips together softly, passionately and full of promises. Jaejoong tangles his 
fingers through Yunho’s hair and throws a leg over his waist, moaning as Yunho pulls 
their groins together and slides his tongue over still-red lips, twirling their tongues 
together when Jaejoong grants him access. It becomes a bit more frenzied, their touches 
a little rougher, and Yunho is rolling over the smaller male and spreading his legs, their 
erections sliding against each other and throbbing for contact. 
 
Yunho hooks Jaejoong’s knees over his shoulders and coats himself in more lube, sliding 
in and thrusting slowly and shallowly, breaking apart for air and distance between their 
sweaty bodies. Jaejoong arches and slides his legs from their perch, widening his stance 
so Yunho can watch the sight of his cock disappearing into Jaejoong, his body shivering 
as Jaejoong constricts around him, tightening as Jaejoong moans and writhes in 
pleasure from the slow pace. He grips the headboard with one hand and jerks off with 
fast pumps until Yunho’s covering his hand with his own, slowing the pace. He thumbs 
the tip and curls his fingers around Jaejoong’s balls, leaning back in to indulge in 
Jaejoong’s lips and his skin and his neck and his nipples, rubbing his side soothingly with 
his other hand. 
 
“Y’know… for a while… I thought I was going to die a virgin.” Jaejoong chuckles, closing 
his eyes and biting his lip to keep his screams quiet as he cums over his hand and 
stomach. He whimpers and rolls his hips, Yunho’s sensual movements beginning to 
quicken. 
 
“And why’s that?” Yunho humors, breathing into his ear. 
 
“Because… I don’t know. I – ah, I thought that I would never find someone.” 
 
Yunho dives in and kisses him until he’s dizzy and can’t breathe right and swallowing 
moans of his own name, relishing in the feeling of feeling so whole with Yunho in him, 
making love to him and making him his. 
 
They kiss until sleep becomes heavy and they have to drag themselves around the room 
to remove the sheets and shove them under the bed to hide what happened in case 
Jaejoong’s family decides to come down the next morning. Usually, showers wake 
Jaejoong up, but after Yunho helps clean him and kisses him lazily in the shower spray, 
he feels fatigued. Still wet, he trudges upstairs in search of clean bedsheets, and while 
he’s gone, his phone buzzes against the dresser. 
 
It has the same ring as Yunho’s, and he unconsciously reaches for it, confused 
when Junsu shows up across the screen. A pop-up of the message shows, and it 
reads,  I	  don’t	  need	  to	  be	  remembered	  about	  the	  size	  of	  yunho’s	  cock	  please	  
shut	  up	  >:|	  but	  um,	  if	  you’re	  both	  happy	  why	  are	  you	  trying	  to	  put	  a	  price	  
on	  it?	  fuck	  your	  mom,	  okay,	  she	  always	  gave	  you	  trouble	  and	  seriously,	  if	  
she	  thinks	  like	  that	  let	  her	  think	  like	  that,	  one	  day	  she’ll	  see	  it’s	  not	  
like	  that	  between	  ou	  and	  yunho[…] 
 
Yunho gently places the phone back down on the nightstand, wondering the remains of 
the text and the conversation that led to it. He assumes that he and Jaejoong spoke 
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about most of it, and tries to erase worries from his mind. He smiles as Jaejoong comes 
back with clean sheets and helps him make the bed, the two of them snuggling tiredly 
under the warm sheets. 
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CHAPTER 8.  
(PT 1) 
 
Jaejoong wakes with Vick’s wet nose in his face and Yunho’s arms still snug around him. 
This is the first time he’s woken up like this – usually Yunho’s carrying him out of bed and 
into the car to take him home during the early hours of the morning so they’re not caught, 
so Jaejoong snuggles as close as he can to his boyfriend. He scrunches his face in 
disgust when Vick breathes heavily in his face. 
 
“Can you not ruin the moment between me and Yunho, hm?” He rubs the top of the furry 
animal’s head, smiling as Vick leans into the touch. Still sleeping and spooning him from 
behind, Yunho stirs in his sleep, burying his face into a messy head of blond hair. The 
skater boy rolls over carefully, not wanting to wake the other male. He curls into him, 
hugging him back and brushing their noses, wanting a soft kiss. But his bedroom door 
slides further open, and he turns bright red when he sees it’s his mother. She looks over 
their intimate position and bites back her tongue. 
 
“It’s already past noon, are you getting up?” 
 
“It’s already what?” 
 
Jaejoong cranes to find the time behind him, his movements pulling Yunho from sleep. 
He groans and pulls Jaejoong closer, and the smile that spreads across his face from 
seeing Jaejoong first thing in the morning has Jaejoong’s heart soaring. He momentarily 
forgets his mother and leans into a good morning kiss. 
 
“It’s 12:15 already.” He says as they pull away. Yunho looks over at the alarm clock and 
frowns. 
 
“I think the last time I slept this late was because I was sick.” He spots Kwangmi standing 
in the doorway, and she bows slightly. 
 
“Morn’ – erm, good afternoon, Kwangmi-sshi.” 
 
She smiles a bit. “Good afternoon, Yunho-sshi. I was about to make soup for lunch, 
would you both like some? And maybe some coffee in the meantime?” 
 
“I’d love both, thank you.” Yunho says, putting some distance between himself and her 
son. “We’ll be right up.” 
 
Kwangmi nods and quickly exists, leaving the door open behind her. Jaejoong frowns 
and grabs for the other male, whining when Yunho pushes grabby hands off. 
 
“C’mon, get up so we can go upstairs.” 
 
Just as they’re moving from the bed, in comes Sangmul by announcing his entrance with 
a strong kick to the door. Jaejoong jumps, and Yunho pulls his hands away from the 
blond when he spots an axe in Sangmul’s hands. 
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“It’s probably going to take you mother about an hour to make lunch. So until then, we 
have branches and pieces of trunk that needs to be cut into firewood.” 
 
Jaejoong groans unhappily and Yunho scoots into the bathroom first. 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
“Honey, you have work in the morning, right?” Kwangmi’s voice calls from the inside of 
his bedroom. Jaejoong steps from the shower stall and calls through the door, “Miyeon’s 
giving me a ride at 8am!” 
 
“Okay, I’m going to collect your dirty laundry now. Is it all in the hamper?” 
 
Jaejoong opens his mouth to respond but remembers something so important that he 
nearly crashes into the bathroom door in his haste to get out. He has to hold the towel 
around his waist as he freezes in his bedroom, his eyes fixed on the look of shock that 
contorts his mother’s face. Anger flashes through her eyes and then panic, and Jaejoong 
glances down at the dirtied sheets that he had taken off the bed but never got the chance 
to wash. The evidence of what he and Yunho spent the night doing is in Kwangmi’s 
fucking hands. 
 
“We need to talk.” She says sternly, a tone that oddly fits with the look in her eyes. She 
glances down at the hickey on her son’s neck and thinks of his sudden like in turtle necks 
and her gaze falls upon his still-nasty bruised knee. Her face turns red, she looks like 
she’s about to explode, and Jaejoong just suddenly gushes, “Mom I hurt my knee 
because I fell off the skateboard, Yunho didn’t –” 
 
“Tell me you’re at least using a condom.” 
 
Jaejoong gapes, searching for words. He’s not sure if her reaction is positive or negative. 
“I-It’s…” How is he supposed to talk about this with his mother? If they were closer and 
didn’t claw at each other’s necks like they usually do, Jaejoong is sure this is something 
he’d be able to discuss. But he can’t. Not with Kwangmi and not even with Sangmul. So 
he stares at his mother’s expectant but scared expression until the words, “We do,” fall 
almost silently from his lips. 
 
“And tell me that he’s never forced himself on you.” 
 
“Never.” 
 
She drops the blankets into the hamper and holds her hand away from her body. 
Jaejoong steps cautiously to the side, just in case she wants to step in the bathroom and 
use the sink. He knows she didn’t touch the dirtied area, but he’d be pretty disgusted 
himself if he founds someone’s rolled up sheets. 
 
“You’re too young for this.” She says, walking by him to wash her hands. “This is 
something that should be done after marriage –” 
 
“According to the law, I can’t get married.” Jaejoong’s feet are bolted to the ground in 
anxiety and his head is pounding. He wishes this weren’t seriously happening right now. 
 
Kwangmi gasps suddenly and Jaejoong remembers his tattoo and spins around, backing 
up immediately into the wall like maybe it’d erase the visual from her memory. Barely 
drying off her hands, she reaches for her son and he backs off with a jerking movement, 
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swatting her hands away. 
 
“Is that a tattoo?!” She nearly yells, anger now fully replacing the shock in her face. “Why 
would you –” 
 
“I did it the week I turned 18 I just really wanted something –” 
 
“Why do you go against everything your father and I tell you not to do?! What are you 
trying to prove with this?” She swings her hand in a gesture towards the ink on his 
shoulder blades. 
 
“I’m not trying to prove anything!” 
 
“Do you know the kind of people who get tattoos? Delinquents, trouble makers and thugs 
and gang members. Why do you try to project this sort of image of yourself?!” 
 
“But mom I’m not any of those.” 
 
“Then why would you get one?” She bites back. 
 
“Because I wanted it! I’ve had it for ten months now and you never even knew about it. 
It’s not a big deal, okay? I can hide it and –” 
 
“Where did I go wrong?” 
 
Jaejoong freezes. “What?” 
 
“I feel like I did something wrong, raising you.” Kwangmi looks so torn but Jaejoong’s 
feeling his heart crumple into pieces. He feels his eyes beginning to sting. He doesn’t 
want to hear anymore but she continues, “You never did well in school. You always 
rebelled against me and your father like we were the enemy.” 
 
“I’ve never actually rebelled.” Jaejoong squeaks, bringing his hand to his face. He wipes 
his nose and sniffles, emotions overflowing. “I don’t do drugs, I don’t smoke, and I’m 
really trying now in college. All I do is skateboard.” 
 
“And apparently, have sex?” She motions to the hamper, exasperated. “Jaejoong, I’m so 
afraid of this road that you’re going down; low grades, dying your hair, tattoos, dangerous 
hobbies and dating older men? I want you to be successful, and how are you supposed 
to be successful in life if you always try to go against the people that are trying to help 
you.” 
 
“I try not to because you’re always breathing down my neck.” Jaejoong’s crying now, 
inhaling sharply as he tries to keep his voice steady. “I need some space. I’m not a bad 
kid. You stress me out, always calling and texting and demanding to know where I am; 
why don’t you trust me?? I don’t hurt people, most of the time I’m with Junsu or 
Changmin and we’re eating or at the park or watching movies at each other’s houses. 
And if I’m not with them I’m with Yunho –” 
 
“Are you serious about him?” 
 
Jaejoong chokes on a sob and covers his face with both hands. “I l-love him. I love h-him 
more t-than anything.” 
 
“And he’s serious about you?” 
 
The softness of her tone does nothing to stop Jaejoong’s tears. He just cries harder and 
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pushes his mother away when she’s reaching for him. 
 
“Don’t cry, honey.” 
 
He jerks away when her fingers touch him again and reaches for his phone on the bed, 
locking himself in the bathroom. His fingers move on their own accord until his brain 
forces them to a stop, hovering over the call button. With a whole new wave of emotion, 
his mind reels, your mother wishes she had raised you another way, and he taps the 
green button. 
 
As soon as Yunho’s voice is on the other end, Jaejoong heaves heavily and doesn’t need 
to say a word. 
 
“Fuck Jaejoong I’ll be right there, you’re at home, right? Yoochun, I’m sorry, I have to go 
–”  
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Yunho calls as he blows through the stop sign and turns onto Jaejoong’s road, coming to 
a harsh stop in the driveway. He steps out of the car and collects Jaejoong into his arms, 
the younger man brushing past his mother on his haste to get out of the house. He hasn’t 
looked at her since the argument, but then again, Yunho made the usual half-hour drive 
take barely fifteen minutes. 
 
Kwangmi watches from the living room window as Yunho holds her son tightly in the 
driveway, kissing his forehead and nuzzling their faces together, swaying them back and 
forth. 
 
From behind her, Sangmul sighs softly and pulls her away from the window. “You and I 
should talk, Kwangmi.” 
 
She sniffles and nods. 
 
 
 
“What happened?” 
 
“My mom hates me.” Jaejoong sobs, holding his boyfriend tighter. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Sangmul blinks, confused, when a beautiful young woman answers the door to what he 
thought was Yunho’s house. “I’m looking for a Jung Yunho –” 
 
“And a Kim Jaejoong?” She smiles all-knowingly and motions to his face. “He has your 
eyes and nose. You can come in, I’m Kwon Boa, a friend of Yunho’s.” 
 
Sangmul follows her inside and glances around the apartment, standing in the kitchen 
area as Boa goes and knocks on the door to Yunho’s bedroom. She calls softly and 
opens the door when one of the boys answers her, sticking her head in. She speaks 
softly, Sangmul can only catch every few words or so, and smiles gently as she makes 
her way to the counter. 
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“Would you like some tea? Yunho’s grandmother bought him a box-set last year of like 
ten different flavors and he still hasn’t finished them all.” She rummages through the 
cabinets and pulls out box after box after box. 
 
Sangmul laughs and looks at the assorted flavors. “Well, if there’s so much, I’ll gladly 
have a cup.” 
 
Jaejoong stumbles from the bedroom, tying the string on his sweatpants and peering 
sleepily at his father from under the brim of Yunho’s university sweatshirt. Boa grins at 
him, tells him he looks adorable all swallowed up in Yunho’s clothes, and nudges the 
boxes of teas in his direction. 
 
“It’s 10 o’clock and you’re still sleeping?” Sangmul shakes his head and gladly accepts 
the cup of hot water when it’s placed before him. He picks a teabag from one of the 
boxes and puts it in to seep, watching his son drape himself over the counter. 
 
“Did you talk to mom?” He mumbles groggily into the countertop. Behind them, Yunho 
emerges from the bedroom, tugging on his t-shirt in attempts to smooth out the wrinkles. 
He bows and offers a good morning to the guest, then smiles at Boa. 
 
Sangmul looks back at his son and sighs tiredly. “I did, and now you and I need to talk.” 
 
Boa slinks a little further away from them, hoping she can disappear from the 
conversation. Yunho glances up at his boyfriend’s father then pats Jaejoong’s shoulder. 
“Why don’t you go shower and get ready?” 
 
The blond stares at him, ready to object, but Yunho pats his shoulder again and he shuts 
up. He nods and goes off towards the bedroom first, “I’m gonna borrow a pair of your 
jeans.” 
 
“That’s fine.” Yunho calls back, thanking Boa for the cup of tea she’s made him. 
 
“I’ll head out, okay? Yoochun says he’s on his way up. I’ll grab him.” She leans over the 
counter for a tight hug and then bows formally to Jaejoong’s father. It’s only when Boa is 
out the door and Jaejoong is in the bathroom getting in the shower does Yunho open his 
mouth to speak. Sangmul’s voice sounds before his own though. 
 
“Boa-sshi said these are from your grandparents, are you still close to them?” 
 
Yunho’s whole expression warms up. “I am, especially to my grandfather.” 
 
“So, what about your parents?” 
 
Without a single hitch in his voice, Yunho’s gaze softens and he blows at his tea. “We 
don’t keep in touch anymore. The last time I spoke to them was the day I told them I’m 
gay.” 
 
Sangmul lets out a conflicted, oh, and stares a little harder at Yunho’s unchanging 
expressions. “I’m sorry to hear that.” 
 
The brunette shakes his head and smiles. “It’s fine, I knew they’d disown me, so I had 
waited until I had somewhere to go.” He looks up and their eyes meet, “Can I ask you…” 
He falters for a second, and Sangmul catches on immediately. 
 
“It’s hard; I’m not going to lie to you. I have six children and the only male is gay, so 
sometimes I do try to ignore it. But it’s one of the reasons why Kwangmi is so over-
protective of him. Jaejoong was such a happy baby, and he did very well in school until 
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high school. She worries a lot about him. A lot. The real, adult life is hard, and he doesn’t 
seem prepared for it. There’s also the factor that his future will be even more difficult 
because of his orientation. I’m sure you understand…” 
 
Yunho nods and looks down at his tea. “Yoochun is the only worker at the hotel that 
knows.” He switches back to what’s more important at the moment. “Jaejoong told me 
about the argument.” 
 
“Don’t misunderstand – Kwangmi thinks you’re a wonderful person. But she worries 
about your relationship with Jaejoong. She worries so much that she doesn’t know how 
to control herself at times.” 
 
“Jaejoong is a lot more mature than he lets off.” Yunho says after a pause. “Sometimes 
he does things without thinking them through, sometimes he does do stupid things and 
he always seems to be joking around, but if you need to have a serious conversation with 
him, he listens. He responds; he’s attentive, and extremely thoughtful. He stresses out a 
lot because of how Kwangmi always hovers, but he does want a better relationship with 
her.” Their eyes meet again and Sangmul looks down at the mug in his hands. “I think a 
part of it has a lot to do with Miyeon, right? How she disappeared for a while?” 
 
“Right, that’s one of the reasons why Kwangmi worries so much.” Sangmul sighs and 
runs a hand through his hair, glancing towards the bathroom door when the water stops 
running. “I spoke to Kwangmi about it last night, and that’s why I’m here instead of her. 
The problem is she panics, and it makes it hard for her to make sense of her words and 
thoughts. I’m hoping I can get across as much to Jaejoong as I did to my wife.” 
 
The blowdryer turns on in the bathroom and Sangmul knows he only has a few more 
minutes. It doesn’t take Jaejoong much time to fix his hair, he just sort of messes it up to 
get it to look the way it always does. He glances around the living room and there are 
Christmas lights hanging over the window, but there’s no tree. 
 
“Do you celebrate Christmas?” 
 
“I used to, usually I’ll just go to Boa’s or Yoochun’s family dinners on Christmas Eve.” 
Yunho gets up and grabs a travel mug from the cabinets, pouring hot water and sorting 
through the teas for the one that his boyfriend likes the most. “But I always go see my 
grandparents on New Year’s.” 
 
Sangmul inhales deeply and thoughtfully. “How about you come over on Christmas Day? 
Our family all comes over, but we can pull up an extra chair for you.” 
 
If he could throw his arms around Jaejoong’s father and hug him without creating an 
awkward mood, he would. “What time should I head over?” 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Jaejoong finds it a little odd that his father takes him grocery shopping, but pushes the 
cart alongside his old man away. He sips the still-warm tea that Yunho had gotten for him 
on his way out of the apartment. “So, you were talking to Yunho?” 
 
Sangmul nods carefully, “I invited him over for dinner on Christmas.” 
 
For a split second the blond feels his heart soar and flutter but then he realizes Yunho’s 
going to be in a house full of my family oh fuck and his dad laughs at the horrified 
expression on his face. Every year it’s the same thing and Jaejoong knows his family will 
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not keep it quiet and composed just because there’s a guest. Sangmul and Kwangmi 
have the biggest yard out of all the relatives – it’s where the annual “family get together” 
takes place – and they have a two-car garage that’s opened into the dining area. 
Kwangmi and her children spend Christmas Eve laboring in the kitchen so that the house 
can fill up the next morning as early as 8am with aunts and uncles and grandparents and 
cousins and nephews and nieces. Christmas is usually composed of an exaggerated 
amount of food, screaming children, and a sea of gift wrapping. 
 
“You really want him to break up with me, huh?” It’s a touchy subject to be joking about, 
but Mr. Kim takes it well in stride. 
 
“I don’t, actually.” 
 
Jaejoong swerves closer to his father, his heart soaring once again. “What do you 
mean?” 
 
Sangmul smiles a bit, then scans over the grocery list. “I spoke to your mom last night, 
and she’s sorry about the argument, but hear me out. She’s worried about you, more 
than anything. You used to do so well in school when you were younger and you were 
such a happy, quiet child, that we didn’t expect you to be so loud and out-going.” He 
pauses and takes a deep a breath. “You and Miyeon started to change around the same 
time, except you were younger, of course, and your mother is just afraid that you were 
going to end up like Miyeon. She would disappear for days, she wore tons of make-up 
and those short skirts and she chopped off all her hair and dyed it pink…” 
 
Jaejoong bites back his comment because hey, Miyeon looked amazing with her pink 
pixie-cut. 
 
“Your sister came home drunk, at only 15. She got suspended for fist fights, she almost 
failed out of high school before dropping out and disappearing for a year, and there’s 
nothing your mother fears more than having you go down the same path. It all started 
when you came home with a skateboard and a poor report card; when you mentioned 
your sexual orientation at the table that day. And your mother…” Sangmul pauses, trying 
to find the words as he meanders through the aisles. “She worried. She blames herself 
for the way Miyeon turns out because she thinks that she wasn’t there for her while 
growing up. Hyemi and Miyeon are so close in age but Hyemi got everything, she got the 
nicer clothes, more attention because she was the first-born, and it was never on 
purpose, but your mother realized that the way she acted always seemed like she 
preferred Hyemi over Miyeon. By the time she realized it though, Miyeon’s whole head 
was pink. Your mother… she just doesn’t know what to do. She’s so afraid that you’re 
going to end up like Miyeon, working a part-time job and working to get some kind of high 
school diploma when she could be almost graduating college already and getting ready 
to head out into the real world. Your mother wants you to learn responsibility, because 
sometimes it seems like you don’t understand the meaning of it. And Kwangmi likes 
Yunho, alright, Jaejoong? He seems like such a well-rounded, responsible person, but 
she’s worried because Yunho’s obviously doing very well financially, and we can’t help 
but wonder if you’re feeding off of it.” 
 
“I figured she did.” Jaejoong comments quietly. 
 
“But seeing that he drops everything to be with you, and seeing how happy he makes 
you, I don’t think you’ll hear us complaining much more about it. Just be safe, alright?” 
He sends his son a pointed glare and Jaejoong realizes that Kwangmi told him about the 
dirty bed sheets she found. 

 
 

~ * ~ 
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Seated atop the counter in Yunho’s kitchen, Boa nibbles on her sandwich, watching her 
friend’s contemplative expression carefully. 
 
“I mean, think about it,” Yoochun continues with what he was saying earlier. “You said it 
yourself, Jaejoong’s mom is a little overly possessive. And one conversation with his 
father isn’t going to make her trust Jaejoong completely. She obviously worries about 
Jaejoong to the point where she can’t trust him, and you can’t snap your fingers for her to 
all of a sudden not care if her son stays out all night and comes home smashed.” 
 
Yunho runs his hands through his hair and sighs thoughtfully. 
 
“Besides,” Boa picks up on where Yoochun left his thoughts. “It’d be good for Jaejoong to 
get out of the house, live on his own a little. Jaejoong is free-spirited, and it’d take a lot of 
stress off of him and you if you just lived together.” 
 
“He’ll be 19 at the end of January.” Yunho muses out loud, leaning over and sighing into 
his hands. “Why would he want to move out if he can live rent-free at home?” 
 
“What kind of 18 year old wouldn’t want to move out of his parents’ house?” Yoochun 
rolls his eyes. “Just tell Jaejoong to come live with you.” 
Boa frowns around the bread in her hands and brings up a good point, “Yunho, you were 
twenty when you moved out. And sure, you went through hell but you were able to pay 
for your apartment all on your own for months before I moved in to help you with rent. If 
you could do it at twenty by yourself, why can’t Jaejoong do it at nineteen? He has a job, 
doesn’t he? And he’s going to have you.” 
 
Yunho sighs again through the following silence. “I’ll mention it to him.” 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Junsu and Changmin stop by Jaejoong’s place later in the afternoon to pick him up so 
they can head over to the mall. Normally they’d go to the skate park, but it’s covered in 
snow this time of year. 
 
“Why don’t you invite Yunho? We can pick him up.” Junsu offers as he pulls from the 
driveway. Changmin happily agrees that it’s a good idea and Jaejoong giddily calls 
Yunho. He really tries not to be that friend that wants to take his boyfriend everywhere, or 
the friend that doesn’t shut up about their ‘significant other’, but really loves that his 
friends like Yunho too. 
 
“Hey! What are you doing right now?” Jaejoong asks as soon as he hears Yunho’s voice 
on the other line. 
 
“Hm? Right now? Trying to paint Boa’s nails.” 
 
Jaejoong pauses, “Wait,” did he hear that correctly? “You’re painting Boa’s nails?” 
 
“Yeah she asked me to paint these little flowers on her thumbs – stop moving!!” Her 
laughter is loud in the background. “Why, what’s up?” 
 
“Oh, um, Junsu, Changmin and I are going to the mall, did you want to come? Kill a few 
hours with us?” 
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“Yeah, sure, do you mind if Boa comes, too? She had wanted a ‘girl’s night’ but Ara 
canceled last minute and now I’m stuck with her annoying ass.” Jaejoong grins as he 
hears Boa laughing and Yunho cursing her under his breath. 
 
“Sure, as long as you two don’t mind being squished in Mimi.” 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Boa slides in the back of Mimi with Changmin and Jaejoong so that Yunho (and his long 
legs) can have more space in the front seat. Junsu apologizes for having a piece of shit 
car and halfway to the mall, Changmin asks the million dollar question. 
 
“Why didn’t we throw Yunho the gas money and take his car instead?” 
 
Junsu grumbles and speeds faster down the highway. 
 
(Oh, Boa’s nails are adorable – coated in light pink with a cute little flower design on her 
thumbs.) 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Yunho’s told to head over sometime between noon and 1 in the afternoon, but he shows 
up a little earlier with the intention of helping with some set-up for the Christmas Day 
meal. Imagine his surprise when the long driveway is full, and he has to park in the street 
with a few other cars that he can only assume is family as well. 
 
On the outside everything appears as it normally does (minus the abundance of vehicles 
and the eight dogs that come to greet him and then run back to the snow) and it’s only 
once he steps inside does he see all the commotion. 
 
Jaejoong’s house is filled. There’s no more space in the living room because of the 
stacks of presents and for a second he feels a little dizzy. 
 
“Yunho! Yunho-yah!” One of Jaejoong’s sisters wave at him and meet him in the 
doorway, grinning in her glittery green sweater. He smiles at her and doesn’t say 
anything because he still can’t tell the twins apart. “Daddy said you were coming, but I 
didn’t think you’d be so early, come in, come in,” She takes his jacket for him and shows 
him in which closet she’s putting it in. He hands her the bags of gifts he had bought and 
she places them as close as she can to the Christmas tree. 
 
“Um, I’m not really sure where Jaejoong is, but I’ll help you find him.” She offers, linking 
their elbows together and peering into the kitchen. Jaejoong’s house never seemed so 
large, it’s middle-sized and perfect for the family of eight, but with it crowded with so 
many relatives it looks as though it’s so much larger. 
 
“Ahh, Minhee,” An aging woman stops the two of them and grins up at the handsome 
man latched onto her relative’s elbow. “Are you going to introduce this young man or just 
run by us?” 
 
Minhee offers her a lop-sided smile and introduces them as Yunho bows politely. “Auntie 
Jinae, this is Jaejoong’s friend, Yunho. Yunho this is my aunt Jinae.” 
 
“I’m Kwangmi’s sister.” She beams, motioning for the two women behind her to face the 
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guest. “Look, this is Jaejoong’s friend, Yunho.” Jinae tsks as she turns and spots Minhee 
trying to sneak away. “Excuse me, I’d like to introduce him to family!” 
 
Minhee gets as close as she can to Yunho and whispers, “Oh my god I’m so sorry , 
Yunho I’m so sorry okay I’m going to let you go I’ll be back to save you.” Her arm slips 
from his grasp and Jinae barely notices her niece is gone. She hooks an arm around 
Yunho and he smiles at her, unprepared for her barrage of questions of his life. Then she 
brings him around and introduces him like they’ve been friends forever. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Yunho’s in a confused flurry of names and relatives and he actually gets his cheeks 
pinched by one of the older woman by the time he feels fingers tangle with his. He 
glances over and sees it’s Jaejoong. 
 
“Auntie, I’m going to take him, okay?” 
 
She gasps and shakes her head. “I need to introduce him to Grandma –” 
 
“We can do that later, grammy won’t remember him twenty minutes from now anyway.” 
 
“Jaejoong.” She frowns, a very serious expression creasing over her face. “You know 
that’s not a nice thing to say.” 
 
“I’m sorry,” He says it just to say it, and forcefully yanks his boyfriend from his aunt’s 
claws. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
“This is exactly fucking why I’m glad I’m gay, I mean I have no fucking idea if we’re just 
unlucky but my family has this really bad habit of multiplying like fucking rabbits and the 
last thing I want is eight little fucking me’s running around my house.” Jaejoong brings 
Yunho into his bedroom – the only place where it’s quiet, and slams the door shut. 
 
Still feeling a little lightheaded from the experience upstairs, Yunho sighs and hugs his 
boyfriend from behind, littering kisses on his cheek and his jaw and his neck. 
 
“Is it too late to say Merry Christmas?” 
 
Still grouchy, Jaejoong bites back his retort and clears his throat instead, offering a 
forced, “Merry Christmas,” back. He tries to cool down, but when he hears the sound of 
his younger cousins laughing and running on the other side of the door, he explodes 
again. “I have like 20 fuckin’ grandmothers and like 300 fuckin’ cousins.” 
 
Yunho bites his lip and buries his face in blond hair, trying to hide his amusement of his 
boyfriend’s frustration. 
 
“And there’s just so fucking many of them and they start coming in at like 8 o’clock in the 
fucking morning and I just really fucking hate this time of year, like why –” He’s cut short 
when Yunho spins him around, pulling them face-to-face to kiss him. 
 
Jaejoong melts into the kiss, tasting peppermint on his boyfriend’s tongue. He squeaks 
when hands grabs his ass and he latches onto Yunho around his neck, smiling into the 
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kiss and leaning into him. They pull away for air and Jaejoong grins happily, brushing 
their noses and dipping in for another kiss. 
 
But then his closet door bursts open and out falls three toddlers. 
 
“Ew that’s so disgusting!” One of the girls shrieks, her pig-tails bobbing as she hides her 
face in her hands and shakes her head. 
 
The only boy of the group spits his tongue out and makes a gagging noise. “You pass 
cooties by kissing! You can die from cooties.” 
 
And the cutest one of the bunch walks right up to Yunho. She cranes her neck back to 
blink her round eyes up at him. She puckers her lips and points. “I want kisses from the 
cute boy!” 
 
Jaejoong turns bright red and Yunho throws his head back to laugh. She frowns and 
stomps her foot, but Yunho quickly scoops her up into his arms and kisses her cheek. 
“Hello, princess, I’m Yunho.” 
 
Her eyes light up and she clings to his collar. “I’m Yunri, but I like the sound of princess.” 
 
Yunho places her back on the ground and she complains loudly, “No! Prince Yunho pick 
me back up!” He lifts her up again and she snuggles closer to him. Jaejoong scowls at 
her and Yunho rolls his eyes. There’s no way skater boy is jealous of a four-year old. 
 
Obviously seething with anger, Jaejoong turns back to the other two toddlers and they 
recoil in fear. Yunho watches carefully, stepping closer when Jaejoong points at the two 
young kids. 
 
“If you say anything about what you saw…” 
 
The girl leans forward and tests her cousin’s patience. “Don’t you kiss someone when 
you’re in love?” She whispers glancing up to Yunho. “Are you in love with another boy?” 
 
“If you tell anybody that you saw me kissing Yunho I’m going to take all your toys from 
under the tree.” The blond threatens. “I’m going to take them all and hide them. 
You’ll never see them.” 
 
The boy frowns. “You wouldn’t dare! I’ll tell mommy on you!” 
 
“But if I tell your mom that I didn’t do it, who is she going to believe? You? Or me, the 
adult?” 
 
“You’re a teenager!” The girl counters. “That’s not an adult!” 
 
“It doesn’t matter I’ll take all your toys!” Jaejoong shouts childishly, and the two run out 
around him, scampering upstairs. 
 
Yunri sighs and rolls her eyes. “Prince Yunho, if you give me another kiss, I’ll go make 
sure they don’t tell anybody.” 
 
“Promise, princess?” He asks, holding out his pinky and her tiny finger curls around his. 
 
“I promise!” She squeals, giggling happily when he kisses her cheek. Then he kisses her 
again and she glows. “Ah! I’ll work extra hard for that kiss!” And she runs off as her 
Prince places her down on the carpet, shouting the names of her toddler cousins. 
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Yunho watches her until she disappears behind the wall and upstairs. Jaejoong glares at 
him and pushes him away when he’s being reached for. 
 
“No! Now you have cooties don’t touch me.” 
 
Yunho grins and jabs his fingers into Jaejoong’s sides, grinning when the blond squeaks 
and laughs, trying to jerk his body away. But instead he laughs and stumbles into 
Yunho’s chest. “I love you,” He whispers, laughing as lips touch his forehead. 
 
Maybe this Christmas won’t be so bad. 
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CHAPTER 8. 
(PT 2) 
 
Yunri clings to Yunho for most of the day, claiming that because she’s the princess and 
Yunho’s a prince and their couple name is YunYun, they’re meant to be. Her mother, one 
of Jaejoong’s cousins, spends most of the day apologizing and trying to pry her daughter 
from the guest. Yunho insists it’s okay, and instead she sticks by his side. Jaejoong 
glowers, and gets pulled away as Junsu and Changmin show up. They know most of the 
family by name and pull Jaejoong away from the ruckus in search of Aunt Jinae’s apple-
pie stuffed apples. It’s the only reason they’re there. 
 
Around midnight the house falls silent; people leaving and going back home or going to a 
hotel room because they’ve traveled so far (and there’s really no more space in 
Sangmul’s house for overnight guests.) Jaejoong’s immediate family and Yunho sit in the 
living room by the fireplace, roasting marshmallows and sharing the presents they got for 
each other. 
 
Jaejoong’s surprised to see his parents had gotten Yunho something, but when he sees 
it’s a neatly folded dress shirt and a matching blue tie, he’s not surprised. He assumes 
his mother picked it out, because she’s always tried to dress Jaejoong up with no luck. 
Even with a few button-down’s and slacks in his closet, he continues to dress in clothes 
from second-hand stores, clothes too big for him and full of holes. The twins had gotten 
Yunho something together as well, coffee and home-made cookies. When his smile is 
warm and genuine, they high five each other and Jaejoong gets giddy at the boyfriend 
and family interactions. When Miyeon and Hyorin hand him a small envelope, Jaejoong 
watches curiously because it looks as if all they did was buy him a card. So as a glittery 
Halmark card falls out, Jaejoong’s heart sinks. He had expected a little more from the two 
of them. When he leans over to read what’s written on the inside, Yunho gently pushes 
him off. 
 
“We know Jaejoong’s not into that kind of thing,” Hyorin teases, and Jaejoong notices 
that there are a few slips of paper in his boyfriend’s long fingers. “But you have to have to 
know someone else who’s into modern art.” 
 
“They got you tickets to a museum?” Jaejoong frowns at the printed pieces of paper. 
 
“You don’t have to go.” Yunho chuckles. “I have other friends.” 
 
Jaejoong sticks his tongue out and hands over his wrapped gift. Before Yunho opens his 
last gift he hands out his own presents, small, simple things like shirts and earrings that 
are still sweet and require effort. 
 
Yunho’s the kind of person that takes his time in opening presents. He unfolds it as it was 
wrapped, and it seems as though Jaejoong is the only one who’s irked by it. He taps his 
foot nervous and scoots a little closer as Yunho opens the shoe box, and then starts 
blabbering. 
 
“I know you already own a lot of shoes, but you don’t own any nice sneakers.” Jaejoong 
begins nervously, biting his lower lip and inspecting Yunho’s face while he inspects the 
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pair of Puma’s. “I figured with those you could wear them out when you’re with me or you 
could even wear them to work because they’re nice and –” 
 
“Jaejoong.” 
 
He stiffens a bit at the sound of his name and glances at his family. He turns bright red 
when he realizes everyone heard his babble, and he’ll probably be soon stripped of his 
“punk-ass” title of the family. 
 
Yunho smiles at him and strains himself to refrain from kissing the flustered blond. “I love 
them, I really do.” 
 
Jaejoong tries to keep his smile hidden, but when Yunho’s hand brushes against his 
knee, he can’t hold it in and he glows.And then Yunho opens the second box, looking 
down at the polo. It’s not his usual style, but there’s something about the simple white 
and red collared tee that he really likes. He lifts it from the box and gently rubs the soft 
fabric between his fingertips. Just as he’s about to make a comment about the brand 
name – he really didn’t expect Jaejoong to spend this much on him – he looks down in 
the box and finds something a little more surprising. 
 
“You bought me Armani Exchange underwear?” 
 
Miyeon immediately cranes to look at what’s left in the box and Jaejoong dives in, “You 
weren’t supposed to say that out loud!” 
 
To YunJae’s surprise, Kwangmi doesn’t wrinkle her nose in disgust or make a scene out 
of the present. She laughs, and gets up to grab a garbage bag as Yunho slides out his 
wrapped gift. 
 
Judging by the size and shape, there’s no guess as to what it could be, and this causes a 
bit of apprehension to rise in Jaejoong. He knows that Yunho’s knowledge of 
skateboards is zero, and guesses that this can only spell disaster. But as he (literally) rips 
open the gift, he thinks of his own board that’s on the verge of breaking in two, and stops 
to stare at his gift. 
 
It’s a lot better than he imagined. 
 
Kwangmi, who had been so against the idea of her son skateboarding for such a long 
time, even loses her words when she sees the burst of glee on her son’s face. As 
Jaejoong goes on with his skateboard jargon – something about axel’s and deck width’s 
and riser pads – everyone simply sits and watches in silence. 
 
“How did you know my sizes?!” Jaejoong’s on his feet now, standing still on the board in 
the center of the living room. 
 
Clearly proud of himself but still a bit shell-shocked at the unexpected blast of 
excitement, Yunho shrugs. “The guy at the skate shop asked your height, weight and 
shoe size. He asked about your style of skate, and I don’t remember what else, and 
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recommended this.” 
 
“I can’t believe you had this customized.” Jaejoong continues to gush excitedly, getting 
off it and flipping it over. He stares at the faded-out image on the board, loving the effects 
and the coloring, the blues and the greys and the green. When he realizes he’s looking at 
it upside-down, when he realizes it’s supposed to be an actual picture, Jaejoong flips it 
over and feels his heart wrench. 
 
“How am I supposed to skateboard on this? It’s going to get all scratched and destroyed.” 
He sniffles and lets his body be pulled into Yunho’s arms. He sits on the couch and rests 
into his boyfriend’s arms, staring at the design under the board. 
 
It’s the highway where they met. 

 
 

~ * ~ 
 
 
Jaejoong frowns and shuts the drawer with his hip. “It’s almost 2am, if you had to work 
why didn’t you say something?” 
 
“I don’t go in ‘til noon. They changed my hours for the day after Christmas.” Yunho says, 
sitting atop the bed and absently staring at the television that’s turned down low on one 
of those stupid late-night cartoons. “I’ll sleep in.” 
 
“Are you going to sleep here?” Jaejoong suggests, hopping on the bed and latching onto 
his boyfriend from behind. He sighs contently, snuggling him. “You have underwear that 
you can change into if you shower here in the morning.” 
 
“I need to see those again.” Yunho reaches for the box and opens it up, pulling out the 
two Armani Exchange-branded boxers. One is a royal blue and the other is white, two 
colors which Yunho already has a lot of, but these are so much nicer and softer than the 
boxers he has at home. Jaejoong reaches out and tugs on the stretchy material. 
 
“Look, your massive dick will actually fit in here.” 
 
Yunho doesn’t consider himself a shy person, but sometimes the things that Jaejoong 
says makes him embarrassed. This is one of those occasions. 
 
“You’re lucky Miyeon didn’t get a hold of the box.” He says instead, ignoring the 
comment. 
 
“Yeah I fucking dove for it, loud mouth.” Jaejoong teases, running his fingers through soft 
brown hair. “I didn’t think you were going to say anything. I just wanted to see your face 
when you realized that I bought you underwear before you bought me underwear.” 
 
Yunho remembers that time he bought his boyfriend those sweaters and smiles. “I love 
you, Jae.” 
 
With the other male leaning against his chest, Jaejoong snuggles him a little closer. “I 
love you too. Do you want to go to bed now? If you sleep now…” He trails off and starts 
counting hours of sleep on his fingers. Yunho watches, blissfully amused. “You can get 8 
hours of sleep if you sleep ‘till 10:30 and that should give you time to get up and shower 
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and get there from here.” 
 
“From here?” Yunho echoes. “I’m sleeping here tonight?” 
 
Jaejoong holds him a little tighter. “I want you to. Can you?” 
 
Turning and kneeling before the blond, Yunho grins and kisses him playfully. “Of course.” 
He smiles and happily leans in for more kisses as thin arms wrap around his neck and 
pull him close. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
For New Year’s, Yunho always goes to his grandparent’s house. He’s invited Yoochun 
once or twice, but as soon as his grandparents hear that he’ll be taking his boyfriend, the 
situation changes. His grandmother is ecstatic at the news. He’s never had a relationship 
that lasted long enough for them to meet the person, and she accepts her grandson’s 
sexuality with hopes that he’ll fall in love. That’s all she wants for her grandson. 
 
Yunho and Jaejoong pick a day between December 26th and the 31st to go to a store 
and pick out something a little nicer for him to wear. He insists he can use one of the 
sweaters Yunho bought for him months before – but Yunho says it’s time for new ones. 
They spend hours shopping, and find something nice enough that’s still within the blond’s 
comfort zone. 
 
When they leave, Kwangmi doesn’t give her son a headache. Instead she tries to pat 
down his hair and tells him he needs to get a haircut and he runs out the door and seeks 
refuge in the Acura. 
 
“You and your mom are closer now.” Yunho comments as he speeds onto the highway. 
 
Jaejoong rubs his hands in front of the heater. “Yeah, I mean, she’s still a little stiff 
sometimes, but she’s loosened up a lot. I wonder what dad said to her.” He glances at 
Yunho, who’s checking his mirrors to switch lanes. “She really likes you, though.” 
 
“I could tell on Christmas.” Yunho smiles, reaching over the seats and taking a hold of his 
boyfriend’s hand. 
 
“But it still sucks, like, yesterday she threatened to take away my phone, and I still want 
to learn how to drive.” 
 
“I found your uncle at the party.” The driver says, running his thumb over Jaejoong’s soft 
palm. “He said he’ll call you when he finds you a car.” 
 
Jaejoong sits straighter in his seat. “Are you kidding?” 
 
“No, as soon as you get one, I’ll teach you to drive.” Jaejoong doesn’t blame him for not 
feeling comfortable with using the Acura. “And about the phone, why don’t you buy your 
own and switch over to my account?” 
 
Jaejoong doesn’t look up, he twiddles his thumbs and forces himself not to cry. “I love 
you.” 
 
Yunho was going to bring up the topic of Jaejoong moving in, but decides to leave it for a 
later time. 
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~ * ~ 

 
 
Yunho’s grandmother is the kind of grandmother that feeds you gingerbread cookies 
while pinching your cheeks and giving you a pet name. 
 
“Aigo, what a cute little rascal you are. My name is Jung Soojin,” She beams brightly, 
leading her blond guest to the kitchen. “I’ve made sugar and gingerbread cookies, if 
you’d like a snack. Dinner will be ready in just a few hours.” She holds Jaejoong by his 
shoulders, leaning in to kiss his cheeks. “You’re such a good-looking young man, the 
blond is cute.” 
 
Junsuk, Yunho’s grandfather, rolls his eyes and shoos his wife away, telling Yunho he 
can use the same bedroom as always. “Let the two get settled, honey,” Junsuk chuckles 
as she mentions something about apple cider for the guests. 
 
“You have the cutest grandparents.” Jaejoong coos as they enter the guest room, a small 
room with gentle yellow walls and a blue quilt on the bed. He places his backpack at the 
foot of the bed and sinks into the mattress, glancing over at the time on the cuckoo clock 
on the wall. 
 
“Does that thing go off every hour…?” 
 
“Thankfully, no,” Yunho laughs and snuggles beside his boyfriend, littering his face with 
kisses. He smiles as Jaejoong turns to face him, holding him and kissing him fully on the 
lips. “I’m really glad you came.” 
 
Jaejoong nods and scoots closer, throwing a leg over Yunho’s. “I’m really happy you 
invited me.” Yunho leans in to kiss him again, sweet and unrushed. 
 
“Excuse me,” 
 
The couple jump apart at Junsuk’s voice from the doorway, laughing when the old man 
shakes his head and tsk’s. “Aish, these young couples now-a-days have no respect.” It’s 
clear he’s joking, but Yunho gets up and latches onto his grandfather around his waist, 
their laughter echoing through the hallway. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Dinner gets finished early, and as soon as they’re called to the kitchen, Jaejoong drops 
his hand of cards on the coffee table. “I suck at this game I lose let’s go eat.” 
 
Junsuk laughs and laughs, pulling cards from the dropped pile. “You could’ve won.” 
 
Jaejoong stares at the cards and throws his hands in the air. “Another round after 
dinner!” 
 
“Of course!” Junsuk is glad that there’s someone that appreciates card games more than 
his grandson does. “Maybe you’ll get lucky again.” 
 
“Will you put those things down and come eat dinner! It’s getting cold!” Soojin 
scolds, humphing, at her husband’s next words; “Aish, woman, have you even turned the 
stove off yet? It’s not getting cold!” 
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Yunho rolls his eyes at his grandparent’s banter and pulls a chair out for his boyfriend. 
Jaejoong sits next to Yunho and across from Soojin. She shakes her head, tells him his 
cheeks are too hollow, and piles mashed potatoes on his plate. Yunho saves him and 
scoops some out onto his own dish, “Grandma, he eats well, he really does.” And she 
continues to pour an exaggerated amount of gravy onto the blond’s plate. He watches 
even closer as his grandfather places wine glasses out in front of everyone. Jaejoong’s 
eyes light up, thinking he might be able to sneak some wine, but Yunho asks, “Do you 
have some juice for him?” 
 
Soojin eyes the blond. “Wait, how old are you, buttercup?” 
 
“I’m 18,” Jaejoong replies solemnly, jumping when Yunho flinches and hollers in pain. 
 
“Yunnie, he’s a baby!” Soojin screeches, kicking her grandson again under the table. 
Jaejoong’s not sure if he should laugh or be concerned. 
 
“I’ve gotten that whole spiel before, thanks.” The brunette curls his long legs under his 
chair and rubs his ankle, glaring at the accusatory glare sent in his direction. 
 
“Oh honey, don’t fret over it.” Junsuk finds some cranberry-grape juice from the fridge 
and pours it in the wine glass. Then he finds some rum and Yunho glares as it’s mixed 
with the fruit juice. 
 
“Don’t get my underaged boyfriend drunk, gramps.” 
 
“Aish, just a shot won’t kill him. Besides, he’ll be here all night.” Junsuk hands the 
youngest the mix and Jaejoong grins at him. 
 
“I like your grandparents.” 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
The heat in Yunho’s grandparents’ house is cranked up – the two of them are very 
sensitive to the cold – so Yunho and Jaejoong sleep under just the light quilt at night after 
celebrating New Years with Yunho’s grandparents. They curl up together and Yunho 
begins to doze after a short time, but Jaejoong lies in bed staring at the ceiling. 
 
Jaejoong embraces the darkness and the silence, cuddling into Yunho’s side even more. 
The older male sighs deeply, and Jaejoong recognizes it as the sound Yunho makes 
when he’s falling asleep. But then he stirs, rolls onto his side, and pulls Jaejoong closer 
to him. 
 
“What’s the matter, love?” He mumbles tiredly. “Can’t sleep?” 
 
“Just thinking.” Jaejoong muses. 
 
“Ah, always a bad sign.” 
 
The blond smiles and kisses the skin of Yunho’s chest, right where the deep-v of his 
neckline isn’t covering. He rubs his face against the skin there and feels the soft rumble 
of Yunho’s laughter, sighing happily when long fingers curl through his hair. 
 
“I love you.” He mumbles, the words bringing out more emotion than he thought they 
would. 
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“I love you too.” 
 
“No, no,” Jaejoong bites his lip and holds back a sob. “You don’t understand how much I 
love you.” 
 
When Yunho moves away to turn on the bedside lamp Jaejoong only holds him tighter, 
embarrassment flooding through him. He swallows and wills his emotions into line, sitting 
up as Yunho does, avoiding his gaze. 
 
“What’s the matter?” 
 
Jaejoong takes in a staggering breath and shakes his head. “Nothing, I just really love 
you.” He looks down as Yunho tries to find his gaze. “What?” 
 
“Why are you crying, Jae?” 
 
The smaller male hiccups and wipes his eyes with the palms of his hands. “I-I’m just… 
I…” 
 
Knowing he doesn’t need to say anything, Yunho leans against the headboard and pulls 
Jaejoong onto his lap, resting his cheek against his head. The stillness gives Jaejoong 
the time to gather himself, and curled up in his boyfriend’s lap, he starts babbling. 
 
“I love you, and, like, I don’t think you understand. I was talking to Junsu about it, about 
how I feel bad that you give and give and I just… don’t. You deal with my parents and 
late-night curfews without complaining about losing sleep or the fucking insane mileage 
you’ve pounded onto your car to drive half an hour almost every night to see me to take 
me somewhere fucking else even if it’s only for an hour or so. You buy me stuff and you 
pick me up from work and you study with me and you care and you love me and I love 
you,” He’s crying again. “And sometimes I feel so fuckin’ selfish. I’m saving up for a car 
and college and hopefully I can move out so I can’t just buy you things and –” 
 
“Jae…” 
 
“No, no, let me finish.” 
 
Yunho sighs and brings Jaejoong closer to him. 
 
“And I know that, like, a relationship isn’t about money, but those super rare times where 
you let me put gas in your car or when you let me pay for midnight-dinners I get 
really, really happy because I feel like I’m actually contributing to our relationship. You’ve 
given me so much, we’ve had so many stupid adventures together and they were 
amazing and things I never thought I’d do before and, I love you. Like, um, I’m only 18 
and they say that that’s too young to fall in love but I don’t know you’re like… I love you. I 
really, really, really, love you. Like… I can’t imagine my life... I can’t imagine it without 
you.” 
 
“Look at me and kiss me.” 
 
Jaejoong tips his head back and arches up, melding their lips together and holding 
Yunho by the back of his neck, kissing him with tears in his eyes and forever on the tip on 
his tongue. They break apart for air but Jaejoong thinks that oxygen comes in second to 
Yunho’s kisses. 
 
“I love you,” Yunho whispers, running his nose along the bridge of Jaejoong’s nose, 
between his eyes and up along his forehead, pressing his lips there. “You give me more 
than I can imagine, Jaejoong. I’ve never been to carnivals at night or to the beach at 
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night. Hell, I’ve never sat in a parking lot at any time of day just to eat and chat. You’ve 
loosened me up, Jae, I love my life because of you. You make it so much fun even when 
we’re doing nothing. You had all these ideas of late night adventures to places near-by 
and you like to board and have fun but you’re still responsible. I never once thought that 
you gave me more or I gave you more – we balance out, Jaejoong. Everything that 
happened between us was hard and fast –” 
 
Jaejoong giggles against his lips and is silenced with a kiss. 
 
“Shut up.” 
 
“Painful,” Kiss, “Too,” Another kiss. 
 
“I said shut-up, it’s my turn to be sentimental.” Yunho chortles and kisses him again. 
“Everything was abrupt and fast but so natural.” 
 
Jaejoong closes those few centimeters to kiss him again and again and again until 
Yunho cups his face to hold him in place. 
 
“Come live with me.” He mumbles. 
 
Jaejoong mumbles, “Okay,” before he can even full process it. Then he shoves Yunho 
and falls out of his lap, nearly shrieking, “Wait – what?” 
 
Yunho gets jittery about it; unnecessarily nervous. He hadn’t planned on bringing it about 
like this, but manages to keep his cool. “I’m serious.” He says gently, pulling Jaejoong 
back into his lap. “If you don’t feel comfortable sleeping in the same bed, you can always 
sleep in the guest room for now. It’ll be easier for me to teach you how to drive, help you 
with assignments if you need any, and we can figure out how split rent later.” 
 
Jaejoong kneels over his boyfriend’s thighs, facing him with a shocked expression that 
melts into solemnity. When he smiles it’s soft but strong. He nods firmly, and drapes his 
arms over the shoulders that have and will support him more than he could ever fathom. 
 
“I feel like saying ‘I love you’ isn’t fucking enough.” He mumbles into another kiss. He’ll 
never get tired of those. Especially Yunho’s kisses. “How about, make love to me, 
hyung.” 
 
Yunho swallows thickly, his eyes trailing over the figure in his lap. “I really didn’t plan on 
having sex in my grandparent’s house, Jae.” 
 
“Wait, are you saying you didn’t bring lube?” 
 
“…I didn’t bring lube.” 
 
Jaejoong frowns. “Wow, well that shattered the mood. It’s the New Year, too! We should 
be celebrating!” 
 
Luckily, Yunho’s grandparents take their hearing aids out to sleep; otherwise they 
would’ve woken up with his laughter from across the hall. 
 
 
 
A few days after New Years’ Jaejoong gets a call as he’s getting ready to hop in the 
shower. He doesn’t recognize the number, but he would recognize his uncle Haejin’s 
baritone voice anywhere. He’s a super friendly guy that balances chit-chat and business 
very well, and brings up the topic of a car rather quickly. He says he needs some 
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information; the most important being his nephew’s budget, and as he’s about to hang 
up, Jaejoong listens into the heavy pause. 
 
“My sister didn’t let up, right? I know she didn’t want you behind the wheel, kiddo.” 
 
“No, she still doesn’t…” 
 
Uncle Haejin sighs. “Well, see if you can get on your parents insurance. If not, maybe 
you and I can work something out. Talk to her today, and text me by tonight. You and I 
will go car hunting next week.” 
 
“Alright, Uncle Haejin, sounds good.” 
 
“Good luck,” 
 
“Thanks.” Jaejoong feels a little sick. “Bye,” 
 
“Bye,” 
 
And Jaejoong stares at his phone for a long time, acting as though it will build up his 
confidence. Maybe he can talk to his mom. Maybe she won’t get mad. 
 
Who the fuck am I kidding, Jaejoong mentally curses, hoping a warm shower will give 
him sufficient time to think of something to say to her. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
In the end, he chickens out and waits until a momentary lapse in dinner to mumble, “I’m 
getting a car.” 
 
Sangmul looks up from his dinner and Kwangmi looks confused, since she hadn’t quite 
caught what her son mumbled. 
 
“Who’s teaching you?” His father asks without missing another beat. 
 
“Yunho.” 
 
Kwangmi seems to get it. “You’re not getting a car, Jaejoong.” 
 
Minhee lowers her head and shovels food in her face. Minyoung follows suit because 
neither of them want to be around for this. 
 
“Of course I am, I talked to Uncle Haejin about it and he’s already looking into cars –” 
 
“No.” Kwangmi says with finality, waving her chopsticks in the air. “I understand that 
you’ve spoken with your father about you and me but Jaejoong, a car is still out of the 
question. I don’t mind giving you rides and –” 
 
“I’m moving out anyway.” 
 
Jaejoong regrets his choice of words as he’s saying them. Not only is that not the way to 
bring it up but besides exchanging a few words on the subject with Yunho on New 
Year’s, it’s not even set in stone yet. He winces and he feels Kwangmi’s apprehension. 
She’s not too far off from having a heart attack. 
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“Moving out?” She repeats, horrified. “Did you say you’re moving out?” 
 
Jaejoong nods and avoids her gaze. 
 
“And you’re moving in… you’re moving in with Yunho?” 
 
Jaejoong nods once more. 
 
“You two are that serious?” 
 
It’s odd to hear the sound of defeat in her voice. Jaejoong glances up and sees that she’s 
on the verge of crying, and he wants to hug her. He wants to hold her close and tell her 
it’s not totally her fault – he wants to tell her he loves her. He wants to tell her that he 
doesn’t wish to leave on bad terms; he doesn’t want her to think he’s moving out early 
because he hates her because no, it’s not like that. He does love his mom, despite the 
stress she put him through he loves her. 
 
“We are. I love him, mom, and we really balance each other out. I’m not moving out just 
because I want to, but because it’d be good for me.” 
 
Kwangmi opens her mouth, but she knows she’s already lost the battle. There’s nothing 
for her to fight over. Either she accepts it, or Jaejoong moves out with the two of them on 
bad terms. She wouldn’t be able to stand herself if she argues with her son over 
something that’s officially out of her control. 
 
Sangmul gently rubs her shoulder. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Jaejoong plays with the keys in his hand, staring at the grooves embedded into it. He’s 
not sure where his own thoughts are going, they’re just sort of… going. And he’s not 
quite sure he’s even going along with them. But the unconscious stream breaks as the 
door behind him opens, and one of Yunho’s neighbors steps from their apartment. It’s a 
chubby woman and her daughter, a girl that looks about five or six years younger than 
Jaejoong himself. 
 
The woman frowns, looking up and down from Jaejoong’s boots and his straightened, 
dark hair. 
 
“Hi, um,” 
 
The preteen mirrors her mother’s frown. “Who are you and what are you doing at Yunho-
oppa’s door?” She sneers at the stranger and he kind of wants to deck her in her snotty 
expression. 
 
“I’m a friend of his.” Jaejoong sneers back, jamming the key into the doorknob and 
twisting it open. He unbolts the top lock and slides in, locking it tight behind him. It’s a 
little past two, there’s still about an hour until the homeowner is to return from work, so 
Jaejoong just stands there, staring at the tidy apartment. The large windows across the 
room let in the afternoon sunlight, the dust that circles the air drifting through the light. 
The hardwood floor shines, the countertop looks a little smudged, and in the light, 
Jaejoong can see the coffee and food stains on the couch. Either it’s time for a deep-
vacuum clean or a couch cover, because if he’s going to live in this apartment from soon 
on, he assumes splitting the cost of everything that goes into the place will become an 
unspoken rule. 
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Kicking his boots off, he sends Yunho a quick message simply saying, i’m here, and 
places his phone on the counter. 
 
It’s strange to come home to an empty house. Even though Jaejoong’s parents work as a 
teacher and a school nurse – one at the high school and one at the middle school – there 
are very rare times when Jaejoong has the whole house to himself. He has younger 
sisters and older sisters and it’s only recently started that his school hours don’t match up 
with his parent’s work hours. Growing up he’d never have to take a bus home. He always 
got a ride from mommy or daddy who got out at the same time he did. 
 
Behind him, his phone buzzes against the countertop. A few moments later it buzzes 
again and he heads back over, reading the two separate texts; 
 
 
From: Yunnie ♥ 
2:23pm, Jan 5th 
- - - - - 
You’re here?? At the hotel? 
 
 
From: Yunnie ♥ 
2:25pm, Jan 5th 
- - - - - 
Oh, okay, that’s not what you meant :( I’ll be home as soon as I can. I love you. 
 
 
Jaejoong puts his phone back on the counter and takes a deep breath, familiarizing 
himself with the kitchen’s layout. 
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CHAPTER 8. 
(PT 3) 
 
“Mmm, Boa’s cooking doesn’t smell this good.” Yunho grins as he enters his apartment, 
automatically loosening his tie. His heart flutters when he’s greeted with a kiss and a 
“Welcome home, Yunnie~” from his favorite brunette. 
 
Brunette. 
 
Yunho’s so alarmed that he nearly grabs at Jaejoong’s hair. 
 
“Your hair.” He gapes ridiculously. “It’s brown. And… And short.” 
 
Jaejoong smiles, flipping his heavy bangs from his eyes and touches his neck right 
beside his ear. Earlier that day he had been able to feel locks of his blond mane there. 
“Do you like it?” 
 
Slowly, Yunho begins to smile. It’s wide and genuine and gorgeous. “I love it. You look 
older, too.” 
 
Jaejoong waves his hand in the air and tuts, “I’ll be nineteen soon! It’s time to not look 
like some awkward sixteen-year old.” 
 
“You’re not awkward looking, love,” Yunho ruffles his boyfriend’s hair and kisses his 
forehead. “So, what’s for lunch?” 
 
“Chicken, rice, some salad. Nothing all that fancy.” Jaejoong replies, falling a few steps 
behind the other man. He smiles distractedly when he’s being looked at, and nuzzles into 
Yunho’s shoulder when he’s being hugged. He barely needs to be prompted to speak. 
“Can we talk about that thing that you mentioned on New Year’s? I’m, um, hoping it 
doesn’t have an expiration date.” 
 
Yunho grins and kisses a head of hair that still smells strongly of chemicals. He chuckles 
and searches for Jaejoong’s lips instead. “Starting Monday, I have a two-week vacation. 
You can start packing tonight if you want.” 
 
Jaejoong nods and pulls Yunho down by his tie, crashing their lips together for another 
kiss. 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
He can’t start packing until he’s able to get some empty cardboard boxes from a 
shipment at work, and he has a few days until then. In the meantime he begins sorting, 
setting his belongings aside for easier packing later. He folds his clothes and piles them 
on the floor, he finds old newspaper rip-outs he had kept and doodles from class and he 
finds a box of old, oldnotes from when he and Junsu used to exchange notes in class. 
This was before Changmin, before the days when Jaejoong would fall asleep in class, 
and before the days when things were so complicated. The notes were dumb things; 



	   99	  

Junsu complaining about the teacher’s ugly skirt, complaining that the girl next to him 
had a crush on him but ew she slurps her jello at snack time. 
 
He calls Junsu and grins when he can hear the rumble of Mimi through the windows of 
the house. He’s even more surprised when there’s a knock on the window and not his 
door. 
 
“What are you doing?” Jaejoong steps aside as Junsu lands neatly on his feet, brushing 
snow from his back. 
 
“Dunno, just, that’s probably the last time I’m gonna do that.” He grins and it’s 
so happy that Jaejoong chokes. He inhales sharply and turns away quickly, swallowing 
his sobs. 
 
“Yeah, yeah, probably.” 
 
“Y’know, when you told me Yunho says he wants you to move in… shit, man.” Junsu 
shoves his hands in his pockets and leans back on his heels. “I couldn’t believe I could 
fucking believe it. For a first relationship, you two are really holding up.” 
 
Jaejoong kneels around the small papers and hands them over. “Remember when 
Sooyeon had a crush on you?” 
 
The red-head shrugs. “Nah, who?” 
 
“The girl that slurped her jello at lunch, or whatever.” Jaejoong hands over the notes and 
Junsu laughs as he tries to decipher their scribble. “Shit, I’m glad my handwriting doesn’t 
still look like chicken scratch.” 
 
He reads through the notes, laughing to himself as Jaejoong files through his skateboard 
magazines. He rips out articles he wants to keep and throws out the rest of the issue, 
figuring he doesn’t need them if they’ve been sitting under his bed all this time. 
 
“So, what do you need help with?” Junsu offers after putting their childhood memories 
back in a box. “Your parents are at work, right?” 
 
“They are, and nah, I don’t need anything. You can sit on the bed, or something.” 
 
Junsu shakes his head and gets to his feet. “I want hot chocolate, want some?” 
 
“Sure, but don’t let Vick in. I can’t have him lying on my clean clothes again and fucking 
them all up. I’ve folded them three times already.” 
 
His friend nods and slips out, finding his way to the kitchen. It’s only moments later when 
it opens back up. 
 
“You made the hot chocolate already?” 
 
Miyeon’s eyes light up and she calls over her shoulder. “Hey! Junsu! Make me a cup, 
too!” Then she looks back down at her little brother, giving the room a good one-over. 
“Wow, your floor is covered with your stuff but I don’t think I’ve ever seen it this clean.” 
 
Jaejoong scoffs at her and tells her to shut the fuck up. 
 
As the silence drapes over the room, Jaejoong turns to look up at her. “Yeah?” 
 
“Nothing, nothing,” She leans in the doorway. “It’s just, weird,” She sighs and glances 
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about the room again. “I remember helping daddy and Hyemi paint this room. Daddy kept 
saying he felt bad that his only son had to share a room with girls, so he built these walls 
and cornered off this part of the basement for you to have your own space. You were like 
what, five? But almost every night you ended up in mom and daddy’s room, telling them 
you were scared of the monsters. You started sleeping alone and you were like, ten or 
eleven.” 
 
Jaejoong looks back down at what he had been doing, sorting his CD’s and movies into 
neat piles. 
 
“You’re way too young to be moving out.” Miyeon starts, and it’s so unlike her to say 
something of the sort. Her brother doesn’t argue, he just looks up at her. “But, even 
though you and mom seem to have been better lately, I don’t blame you for wanting out. 
She’s still pretty paranoid about something bad happening to one of us, but this’ll be 
good for you. You can live with Yunho, have a life.” It’s a second chance and it’s 
something she’s always wanted. 
 
A huge part of her feels jealous. 
 
“You and Yunho really balance each other out.” 
 
Jaejoong chuckles and smiles. “He’s said that before.” 
 
Miyeon gets momentarily distracted as she’s handed hot chocolate by the guest. She 
thanks Junsu and brings the mug to her lips, blowing on the scalding liquid. “You two had 
this crazy, whirlwind romance, and even though moving too fast into anything is never a 
good idea, I think you and Yunho will be fine.” 
 
“You lucked the fuck out with Yunho.” Junsu agrees. “I mean, I wouldn’t say no to him.” 
 
Jaejoong laughs at that one, reaching for his own mug of hot cocoa. “You’re not gay, Su.” 
 
“Doesn’t matter.” Junsu sits next to him and pushes the DVD’s away so he can stretch 
his legs. “Yunho’s so great I’d roll over and spread my legs as often as he wants.” But he 
pauses, and slight horror stretches over his faces. “Wait, wait, no never mind. I will never 
forget the size of that dildo that you said is his size. You can keep Yunho.” 
 
Miyeon chokes on her drink and Jaejoong laughs so hard he spills chocolate all over the 
floor and his sweatpants. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Boa pushes the last box against the others and reaches for her hair, pulling it back into a 
messy bun. Miyeon counts the boxes one last time and turns to Yunho’s two friends. 
“Boa and um, I’m sorry, Yoochun, was it?” He smiles, unoffended, and nods. “It was 
great to meet you two, it really was –” 
 
“Are you leaving?” Jaejoong calls from the kitchen, unwrapping his favorite mug and bowl 
he had taken from home out of their newspaper holdings. 
 
“Stay for a bit, have some coffee.” Yunho offers from behind her, smiling and patting her 
shoulder as he passes by. 
 
“You know what I’m dying for? A latte.” Boa hums happily to herself at the thought. 
“Maybe some cakes, too.” 
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“There’s a really great bakery four blocks down.” Yoochun suggests from the couch. “I 
can run down and get it.” 
 
Miyeon glances at the time. She has five hours until dad wants the car back. “I can go 
with you, help you carry the stuff back.” 
 
Yoochun’s already at the door, naming off what flavored latte’s his friends like. Then he 
looks at Jaejoong for his order but Yunho answers for him. Miyeon grins at how cute her 
brother and his boyfriend are and takes her coat from the back of the chair. 
 
“Be back in a little bit.” 
 
And Yoochun holds the door open for her. 
 
 
 
Other than hanging around while they unloaded Jaejoong’s few boxes from the car into 
the apartment, Yoochun hasn’t spoken much to Miyeon since they had been hurriedly 
introduced earlier. He feels a little flustered walking beside her because even with her 
outer dainty appearance, there’s a fire in her round eyes, confidence in her stride and 
authority in her voice. Yoochun’s not really used to dealing with self-assured beauties like 
herself. Either he’s scrounging for a plastic chick at the clubs or he’s dealing with the 
female chef in the kitchen at the hotel that acts more like a man than he does. And Boa’s 
been a friend for years, she no longer counts. 
 
“You’re awfully quiet.” Miyeon comments as they stop a block down, burrowing deeper 
into her coat. 
 
“Ah, sorry,” Yoochun mumbles, not entirely meaning it. He avoids her curious gaze and 
motions to the pedestrian light when it signals for them to walk. 
 
“I guess I’m just used to Jaejoong’s friends. Junsu and Changmin are loud.” 
 
Yoochun remembers that day back in June and grins like an idiot. Miyeon finds herself 
staring for a little longer than necessary. 
 
“I remember them. Other than hearing Yunho’s stories, I haven’t seen them since.” 
 
“Ah, so you were there when Yunho and Jaejoong met?” 
 
“Mh-hm,” 
 
“Isn’t it insane? It’s the craziest way to meet someone.” Miyeon shakes her head and 
sighs in amusement. 
 
“I think it’s their combined luck. You know how Yunho and I met?” He pauses a second, 
checking her expression to make sure she’s actually interested in hearing the story. “We 
met at the airport. I was coming back here from a trip to see family in America, and 
because I had waited so long to book my flight, I ended up only finding a flight that made 
it here at 4am. When I went outside to catch a taxi, I saw a kid sitting on the curb with a 
duffel bag at his side. When I stopped near him he looked up at me and scooted away. 
And it was so awkward, I asked him where he was headed, we were both going to the 
same town, and you know what he did? He asked if we could go together. Split the fare 
half and half. He didn’t have enough cash to make it all the way and his card wasn’t 
working at the atm.” 
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Just by looking at the way Yoochun smiles but looks so solemn, Miyeon’s heart twists. 
 
“And I said sure, I mean, I thought maybe he was some crazy killer but thought hey, he 
can’t kill me in a taxi. He thanked me a bunch of times, but we didn’t really talk much 
because as soon as the taxi started moving he totally knocked out and fell asleep on my 
shoulder. When we dropped him off at the university grounds he apologized for sleeping 
on me and paid his half and thanked me and apologized and…” Yoochun laughs at the 
memory. “He was such a mess, wonky teeth and long hair and his sweater was old as 
hell, had a hole in the seam under the collar, and he was skinny as fuck. I gave him his 
half of the fare back and told him not to worry about it. He stared and stared until the taxi 
driver got impatient, and Yunho bowed until his forehead almost touched his knees and 
he said thank you over and over again and then said, ‘I’ll be able to eat now.’ It tore my 
fucking heart out. Just by looking at his face you could tell he hadn’t had a decent meal 
or shower in days.” 
 
Miyeon steps ahead of Yoochun and holds the door open for him. For a second Yoochun 
is confused, it’s supposed to be the other way around, but steps into the warm bakery 
and inhales the smell of fresh bread. Miyeon is at his side in seconds, “But how’d you see 
Yunho again after that? What was he doing alone at the airport at 4am?” 
 
Yoochun smiles at her. “He worked at a pizza place that made the best pizza in town. 
Tuesday nights were pizza night at my house, and every Tuesday I would go down there 
and sit with Yunho and we’d just chill, chat a bit while I waited for the pizza to be made. It 
was a slow night, we used to talk a lot, but it took me months to get it out of him why he 
was at the airport so early in the morning. Yunho came out to his parents when he was 
twenty and they disowned him. Kicked him out just like that. He took his savings and his 
full-ride scholarship and hauled his ass down here. But when he got here, his parents 
were able to cut him off from his credit card; they took a lot of money from him. He had 
an unsafe amount of cash in his pocket but it was only enough for him to pay for books 
and barely pay for rent. He would go days without eating because he had no money. He 
hadn’t expected that, y’know? He didn’t think his parents would be able to tap into his 
bank account like they did.” 
 
Somewhere in the middle of the story they had managed to order the drinks and snacks, 
and Miyeon holds the door open again as they head back out into the cold. 
 
“I never knew his parents disowned him.” 
 
“Yeah, after I finally got the story out of him, I offered to move in with him. He said that 
his friend, Boa, was coming down to study and split rent with him, so I stayed home with 
the ‘rents until I finally got a part-time job. My parents were rich, we got along great, and 
they had always paid for everything for me. I never had a lot of problems growing up. 
Even now, I can’t imagine what Yunho must’ve gone through.” 
 
She’s not sure where the confession comes from, but the words and the blind trust just 
form on their own. “I lived on my own for a while, it was terrible. It was a great learning 
experience, but still too much of a punch in the face, y’know? I got pregnant at nineteen 
by some douchebag who I was seriously starting to think I would spend the rest of my life 
with. As soon as I told him I was pregnant that was it. He was all surprised at first, 
touching my still-flat stomach and it made me think that he was going to stick around. But 
nope. The next morning he was gone. His friends told me that he had gone to live with 
his aunt or something, and I dropped out of school, got a job, and stayed in a cheap 
room in an apartment downtown with three bedrooms and six other teenagers crammed 
into it. Most of them were druggies, one was a dealer, but they were decent kids. One of 
them made the best kimchi.” She laughs, it’s a little dry, and Yoochun studies her 
expression. “The girl that I shared a room with stopped smoking in the room when I told 
her I was pregnant. She washed the sheets and washed everything and even though the 
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smell never fully went away, it helped. It helped a lot. She would get me water when I 
had morning sickness. I was working in an office, I answered phones, but it wasn’t 
anywhere near a secretary job. I got paid shit, but I still worked up until I felt my first 
contraction. And I put the baby up for adoption the minute I could.” Miyeon sniffles and 
quickly wipes her eyes, willing her emotions down. Yunho’s apartment is in view and she 
can’t walk back in looking a mess. She cuts her story off so quickly that it throws 
Yoochun off for a second. “Sorry, sorry, never mind.” 
 
“No, no,” Yoochun’s voice is barely a whisper. “It’s nothing to apologize for.” 
 
Miyeon blinks back her tears and by the time they reach the elevator, her expression is 
wiped clean of any traces of depression. It’s almost scary how well she’s able to mask 
her feelings. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
“So, what’s up with you and Miyeon?” Yunho asks as she and his boyfriend pull from the 
under-apartment building garage. He grins and rubs his elbow into Yoochun’s side as the 
car turns out of view. 
 
“What do you mean what’s up?” 
 
“I saw you get her number. When was the last time you actually asked for a girl’s number 
instead of asking if she prefers her own house or yours?” 
 
Yoochun grins and shrugs. “I’m not sure.” 
 
Yunho hooks an arm around his friend’s shoulder and pulls him back into the apartment 
complex. “Let’s go get drunk tonight, to celebrate the fact that you’ve finally found 
someone after years –” 
 
“Hey! I don’t even have those kinds of feelings –” 
 
“Of course not.” The taller male rolls his eyes and pulls his keys from his pocket. “And get 
drunk to mourn the fact that I’ll never be able to stay out until late again.” 
 
Yoochun’s laughter echoes down the hallways as he claps his hands in amusement. “I 
can just imagine you coming home, it’s 2 o’clock in the morning, and Jaejoong’s sitting on 
the couch waving a spatula.” 
 
It’s a sad thing that the sight can be envisioned. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Jaejoong goes home for the last night. He still has his blankets on the bed, even though 
everything else is empty. He stares at the ceiling and memorizes the grooves in the paint. 
He thinks he might miss this room; he’s never moved before, always having lived in this 
house, and he’s not sure how to handle it. 
 
Of course he’s excited to be moving out and living with his boyfriend, it’s a dream. His 
mother won’t be around to nag and he won’t have to wake up every morning to the 
sounds of his sisters getting ready for school, not caring that he worked a late shift and 
so they make noise upstairs. He’ll live downtown in a small, cozy apartment and make 
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dinner on the evening’s he doesn’t work and he can watch whatever the fuck he wants 
on TV without his mother hovering. He won’t have to hide his cell phone or his laptop or 
worry about her taking away video games when he accidentally lets a nasty side 
comment slide during forced family dinners. 
 
But the thing is even though Jaejoong considers himself to be independent; he relies a 
lot on his family. They pay for his food, his half of the cell phone bill and he doesn’t pay 
rent. Starting next month he’ll be splitting costs with his roommate. Yunho loves him and 
would do anything for him, but he’s not going to baby Jaejoong and let him live rent-free. 
The responsibility that’s coming with all this freedom is a bit overwhelming. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Yunho blinks and takes a step back as Kwangmi suddenly bursts into tears. She latches 
onto her son and coos into his shoulder, telling him that if he ever needs anything he’s 
more than welcome to come home because the room will always be his. It’s the kinds of 
things Jaejoong had never expected to come from her mouth because he always thought 
she’d be glad to get rid of him. 
 
Sangmul pries his wife from their son and gives him a firm handshake. Then he leans 
over and pats Yunho on the back, grinning. “If you need anything, just give me a call.” 
 
“Mom,” Jaejoong mumbles, frowning when she moves closer to give him another hug. 
“Mom, I’m not leaving, I’m moving like half hour away. I’ll come home on the weekends, 
or something.” 
 
She nods and sniffles and rubs his hands together. She glances up at the sky as snow 
begins to fall, and notices that Yunho’s nose has become red from the cold. “Okay, okay, 
you two go. Call me as soon as you get there and –” 
 
“If you’re ever heading that way you know where I live, so feel free to come by.” Yunho 
smiles at her and starts to slowly shuffle to the Acura. He hasn’t even warmed the car up 
yet. 
 
By the time Jaejoong finally manages to unlatch from Kwangmi, the heater is warm and 
Yunho’s fingers aren’t frozen anymore. He grins and can’t fight the joy that flutters 
through his heart, leaning over the center console and kissing Jaejoong firmly on the lips 
even though Kwangmi and Sangmul can still see. 
 
“I love you.” 
 
“I love you more.” Jaejoong giggles, leaning in for another kiss. 
 
“We are not starting this.” Yunho laughs, pulling away and backing out of the driveway. 
 

 
~ * ~ 

 
 
Jaejoong’s not all that surprised when the first thing Yunho does is pin him against the 
kitchen counter and grope his ass. He gasps in pleasure, tilting his head back and 
immediately wrapping his arms around broad shoulders, granting Yunho the pleasure of 
nipping and marking his neck. 
 
Yunho trails along the skin there, running his tongue over collarbones and unbuckling 
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Jaejoong’s belt. 
 
“W-wait,” The smaller brunette starts in confusion. He likes foreplay, so how come now 
that they have time to have more fun, Yunho’s moving too quickly? “Babe –” But his next 
words are cut off when Yunho’s hands are sliding over his hips and down his pants, 
cupping Jaejoong’s ass and squeezing painfully. The skater boy mewls, and the pain 
isn’t enough to dispel the mood. Instead he ruts back into Yunho’s palms, groaning when 
their crotches are pushed together. He rubs his hips forward and smirks when Yunho lets 
out a guttural groan, kneading Jaejoong’s ass again. 
 
“Was there something you wanted to say?” 
 
Jaejoong’s confused by the words for a second, and then changes them from what he 
wanted to say before to, “Do you have lube in the kitchen?” 
 
“I fucking wish I did.” Yunho growls; unbuckling and unzipping his own pants. His jeans 
drop to the floor and he kisses Jaejoong harshly, all teeth and spit until he breaks apart 
to lift his boyfriend up into his arms. Jaejoong bites at his neck and busies himself with 
trying to make a hicky by the time they reach the bedroom. He’s dropped on the bed and 
automatically lifts his hips as Yunho pulls his pants off for him. 
 
“I’ll stash the lube in the kitchen for later tonight.” Jaejoong grins, yanking his lover over 
him by pulling at his shirt. 
 
“I’ll stash lube in all corners of the house for all times of the day.” Yunho says. 
 
Jaejoong’s not sure if that’s a promise or a threat or something that was supposed to turn 
him on. It ends up being a bit of all of them. He pulls Yunho down and crashes their lips 
together, tangling their tongues. It’s hot and heavy and Jaejoong’s being loud and 
Yunho’s being overly touchy. He sucks the ugliest hickie onto Jaejoong’s neck and 
laughs when he’s slapped for it. 
 
“Are you fucking kidding me?! How am I supposed to hide this?” 
 
“You’re not. You’re mine, and now everyone can see it.” Yunho licks his boyfriend’s lips 
and strips them both naked. Settling between Jaejoong’s legs, he hoists the younger 
man up and pushes their hips together. He smirks as Jaejoong moans unabashedly, 
rolling his hips and bucking forward. But Yunho teases for a bit, running his fingers down 
Jaejoong’s spine and rubbing the tip against his hole and chuckles as he’s cursed out. 
When he finally coats himself in lube and pushes in, Jaejoong moans and arches his 
back, clawing down Yunho’s shoulders. 
 
Yunho fucks him slowly and deeply, telling Jaejoong that he’s beautiful; that he’s the 
closest damn thing to perfect and that there’s no one else more important. Jaejoong 
wishes he knew what to say back, he’s not as poetic as Yunho, but he manages to find 
the words, “I want to spend forever with you,” as he falls back onto the pillows. His 
fingertips trail over the shape of Yunho’s biceps. Their gazes linger as Yunho fills him, 
leaning in close to kiss him languidly. 
 
As Jaejoong cums messily all over his stomach, Yunho pants and begins moving faster, 
reaching his own end. He climaxes inside of the smaller brunette and kisses down his 
neck, over his collarbones and onto his shoulders. Jaejoong just smiles and rolls them 
over. 
 

 
~ * ~ 
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This is quite possibly the best welcome home Yunho’s ever gotten. As soon as he had 
stepped in the front door he was met with arms and legs around his body and lips against 
his. What’s even better is he and Jaejoong don’t even make it to the couch. They make it 
to the counter. 
 
He bucks into Jaejoong’s mouth and mumbles a half-hearted apology when the younger 
boy gags. But then Jaejoong’s lips are gone and he groans in protest. 
 
“You need to calm the fuck down –” Starts the college student’s retort, but Yunho’s 
grabbing both sides of his face and smearing his leaking cock over Jaejoong’s lips. 
 
“Please just suck.” It’s more like a demand, really, and Jaejoong has no say as his lips 
are forced open by the thick head of his boyfriend’s erection. He closes his eyes and lets 
it slide back down his throat, lapping eagerly. Then he feels a tug on his hair and he 
becomes vaguely aware that Yunho’s watching the time. Yoochun is set to come over at 
4 o’clock and he’s the kind of person that’s always on time. Jaejoong guesses him and 
Yunho don’t have much time. He sucks harder and bobs his head faster, pressing his 
tongue into the slit and moaning around the shaft. Yunho throws his head back and 
massages his fingers into Jaejoong’s scalp. 
 
“Almost there, baby, I’m almost there,” He pants, bucking his hips. Jaejoong pins his hips 
against the counter and takes him a little deeper. Once Yunho releases into the back of 
his mouth he swallows it all up, licking his lips when he’s finished to clean up the dribble 
that formed in the corner of his mouth. Then he stands, fixes Yunho’s pants and smirks at 
the lustful expression that’s staring down at him. 
 
“You were home late today.” Jaejoong muses, settling his hands on Yunho’s waist. 
 
Whatever the taller male is about to say next is cut off with the doorbell ringing through 
the apartment. Yunho gruffly answers it, but grins when he sees that his friend has 
brought drinks. 
 
“I come bearing gifts!” Yoochun grins, Miyeon and Boa both peeking around him. “Beer 
for the guys and something fruity for the girls!” 
 
Yunho steps aside and lets him in, smiling at Miyeon. Yoochun says he invited her, and 
as Jaejoong watches the way his sister looks at the other male, he gets so excited at the 
obvious attraction between the two of them that he can barely contain himself. He tries 
not to say anything because Miyeon’s as relentless as a brick wall when it comes to her 
feelings, and doesn’t want to complicate things between her and Yoochun. 
 
“Jae, stop looking at the beer. You’re underaged.” Yunho scoffs, cutting through 
Jaejoong’s high spirits like a gunshot. 
 
“Ah c’mon, we’re in the apartment, no one is going to know!” Yoochun defends his new 
friend and even Boa agrees with him on this one. 
 
“Yeah, we won’t let the little guy get wasted.” She grins and ruffles her fingers through 
Jaejoong’s brown hair. “This color looks amazing on you, by the way.” 
 
Jaejoong wiggles his eyebrows and sits a little closer to the beer. “Can I invite Junsu and 
Changmin?” 
 
“No.” “Of course!” Yunho and Yoochun reply over each other. The rest of the gang sits 
quiet, watching the two glare at each other. Yunho puffs his chest with authority and 
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Yoochun seems to back off a bit. 
 
“Such a kill joy.” 
 
Boa rolls her eyes, immune to Yunho’s frightening glower, and he’s a little weak when it 
comes to opposing her. “Jaejoong just invite your friends over. Yunho has an extra 
room.” 
 
Yoochun hops to his feet and pumps his fist into the air. “I’ll be right back with the booze!” 
 
 
 
As the night goes on Kwangmi doesn’t call. She doesn’t text. It’s only later on when 
Jaejoong is a little tipsy does he text her. He tells her he loves her. Everything will be 
okay. He’s got Yunho and Yunho has him and nothing has ever been so perfect. He’s 
ready to take the world head-on, and he’s going to make her proud of the man he can 
become. 
 

 
THE END. 


