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CHAPTER 1 

	 

	The house was lively as Jake began his day on his first Sunday back home. The scent of his mother's cooking brought a smile to his face, eggs and bacon and a hint of some kind of muffin reaching him even before he'd made his way downstairs. 

	Smells were powerful in how they prompted emotion. The fact that his bed had still smelled like Kate when he'd woken up was the only thing that convinced him he hadn't dreamed the previous night. 

	Kate was seated at the kitchen table, looking sleepy and cute and wearing a navy-blue sundress that fit well with her wavy red hair and did evil things to her cleavage. Their gazes met and he felt a silent, electric charge run between them. Kate blushed and looked down at her food, sharing a secretive smile with her plate. Jake sat down at the table across from her. 

	Jaimie was still upstairs, or so he assumed. Their mother, Rebecca, was wearing a frilly apron over her nightgown and humming a pleasant tune as she checked on the muffins in the oven. Her brown hair was tied into a basic ponytail, and she wasn't wearing her glasses. 

	"Good morning, sweetie," said Rebecca. "How did you sleep?" 

	"Pretty well," he said, halfway truthfully. "It's nice being home." 

	"I'm happy you're here, too, Jake." Rebecca shot him a warm, sincere smile. "And how about you, Katie? Still a bit hungover, I presume?" 

	"I didn't drink that much," muttered Kate. "Morning Jake." 

	"Morning, Katie." 

	His eyes met hers for another second and he was sure that something in Kate's reaction was going to give them away. She seemed about as happy as he'd ever seen her since he'd arrived back, which was such a contrast against her previously quiet and morose mood that it could raise questions. 

	Jaimie came downstairs in a ragged looking maroon crop top and grey shorts, groaning and still wiping at one of her eyes as though she'd literally just woken up. 

	"Are you doing cornbread muffins again?" 

	"Nope." Rebecca flashed a smile and leaned back against the counter. "Blueberry." 

	"Oh. Nice." Jaimie ran her fingers through her short blonde hair, making the purple highlights briefly dance in the sun from the window. "Morning, siblings." 

	"Morning, Jaimie!" said Kate, with a touch too much enthusiasm. "How was your night?" 

	Jake winced. Kate was more or less on Cloud 9, and he found it both unnerving and worrying. Not only could it raise suspicion, but he knew enough about how the world worked to expect it wouldn't last. What they were engaging in was too illicit, too much of a secret. Reality was going to shatter his little sister's heart, assuming he didn't come to his senses and do it first. 

	"My night was boring," said Jaimie. "Yours, on the other hand, seems like it was a little more interesting. Details, please." 

	"I just... went to a party." Kate shrugged, face already reddening under the slightest scrutiny. "Had some fun." 

	"She brought a bottle of my wine with her, though I don't doubt there was plenty for her to drink beyond that." Rebecca opened the oven and took the muffins out with a pan holder. "You know better, Katie. I’m just glad Jake brought you home safely." 

	"He did," said Kate. "Thank you, Jake." 

	Jake felt something brush his calf underneath the table, and it was as though the temperature in the kitchen had gone up by ten degrees. Kate smiled innocently at him and continued to eat her breakfast. 

	"Why so smiley?" asked Jaimie. "Did you fool around with a boy?" 

	Kate nearly choked on her food. Jake resisted the urge to kick her leg. 

	"No!" said Kate, with a little too much vehemence. "I just had a fun night." 

	"Not too much fun, I hope," said Rebecca. 

	She shot a questioning look at Jake and he nodded. 

	"She didn’t seem too wild when I found her," said Jake. "A little drunk for sure, but nothing crazy." 

	"What’s crazy is the fact that you then proceeded to spend a decent chunk of the night watching porn," muttered Jaimie. 

	Her tone was meant to tease, but her words left him reeling. 

	"Jaimie!" snapped Rebecca. 

	"What?" she said. "I might have been half asleep, but I still have ears, Mother." 

	Jake resisted the urge to look at Kate. Her foot was brushing his calf under the table, the contact made even hotter by imminent danger. He couldn't dispel Jaimie's assumption, not unless he wanted to explain what the noises had actually been. 

	"I can watch whatever I want within the privacy of my own room," he said. 

	"Gross," said Kate, wrinkling her nose. 

	His surprise at his little sister's feigned betrayal died out as he felt her foot caress his leg under the table again, this time rising to explore the inner edge of his thigh. The contrast between the heat of the pad of her foot nearing his cock and the shame he still felt from Jaimie's accusation sent his emotions into flux, anger rising. 

	"Can we not talk about my sex life?" he snapped. 

	"Sure," said Jaimie. "Also, I think technically you need to have sex to have a sex life." 

	"Fuck off," he snapped. 

	Memories of Estelle and the insidious ways she'd complained about their boring sex and his potency dogpiled onto the moment. He glared at Jaimie, hearing their mother sigh and close the oven door loudly as she took out the muffins. 

	"Leave him alone, Jaimie!" said Kate. 

	"I'm not attacking him." Jaimie grinned and held her hands up with affected innocence. "I just got sick of listening to all the gross porn moaning from the next room over." 

	Kate's face turned beet red, and Jake was sure that she would give them away. Rebecca suddenly began setting plates down in front of each of them with just the right amount of firm intention to draw their focus back toward the food. 

	"I would like to have a nice Sunday breakfast with my family," she said. "Can the three of you manage that?" 

	Jake, Jaimie, and Kate all grumbled out a yes. Jake still felt angry and ashamed, though all the emotion was now directed inward. Jaimie had a point. His sex life had been dead before last night, and reviving it using his horny little sister was so far from okay that it wasn't even funny. Kate's foot rubbed even further up his thigh and he felt himself starting to get hard. 

	Reality would catch up with them eventually, and it would be a hard encounter. 

	 


CHAPTER 2 

	 

	Tension still simmered around the table, despite Rebecca's request for peace. Jake was as worried about Kate's reaction as his own. Jaimie was good at prodding his insecurities, but Kate had virtually no poker face and might be liable to get emotional in a way that would reveal them. 

	The muffins saved the day. Rebecca brought one over for each of them, and the petty squabbles of early morning were forgotten in favor of delicious homemade baked treats. 

	"I want you to stay close to the house today, Kate," said Rebecca. 

	"What?" said Kate. "Why? How is that fair?" 

	"Excuse me?" Rebecca looked at her with a furrowed brow. "You snuck off with a bottle of my wine last night. An expensive bottle, not that it's really part of my judgment. I want you where I can see you while you're recovering from your obvious hangover." 

	Kate looked like she was going to protest, but her eyes darted toward Jake and she ultimately said nothing. He felt an interesting rise of tension and heat as they locked gazes, but it only reinforced the need for them to be careful. 

	"Fine," muttered Kate. "Whatever." 

	"And Jaimie?" Rebecca gave her an imploring look. "It would be nice to have the whole family around." 

	"I have plans," she said. 

	"What sort of plans?" asked Rebecca. "It's a Sunday." 

	Jaimie glanced away and shrugged "Just stuff." 

	Jake felt his intrigue rise and then immediately crash back into annoyance as Jaimie glared at him again, as though daring him to ask. 

	"Jake?" Rebecca smiled at him. "Any plans?" 

	He shrugged. "Nothing that can't be rescheduled. I'll stick around. Probably have a workout and play some video games." 

	"Perfect," said Rebecca. "Let's aim to have family movie night, then." 

	Most of Jake's morning was spent goofing off on his computer. He eventually put on some workout clothes and meandered down to the basement gym. He kept his workout casual, but even just pushups and some time on the treadmill was enough to immediately start clearing his head. 

	He'd been an idiot last night. Kate's emotions had been volatile, and she hadn't really known what she'd been doing when she'd gone to his room. Jake had let his lust override his common sense in the worst way possible. He'd fucked his little sister. He'd fucked her raw, without protection. 

	More than once. The thought of her tight little pussy still made him ache with desire, even through the shame. 

	Kate had been so responsive, so willing. Jake took a breath and sped up his pace on the treadmill as though he could outpace his illicit thoughts. He thought of her foot under the table that morning. He'd all but left the door open for future encounters the previous night, but knew he had to draw back now that he'd come to his senses again. 

	The basement door opened and he heard someone coming downstairs. Kate appeared a few seconds later, looking cute and sexy in a pink tank top and a pair of black running shorts. 

	"Katie," he said, doing his best not to look at her. 

	"Jake." Kate smiled at him, a cute, almost shy expression that made him want to tear her clothes off. "Can I work out with you?" 

	"It's a free country," he said. 

	Her smile faded a bit. "Why'd you say it like that?" 

	"You know why." 

	She frowned and took a seat on the elliptical machine next to him, starting it up and starting a slow, easy pace. She waited as though expecting him to say more and then pouted when he didn't. 

	"So, what?" she muttered. "You just wanted to see if you could, and now that you have, you toss me aside?" 

	"Katie." Jake sighed and slowed his treadmill down to a walk. "I'm not tossing you aside. Last night was amazing. Really." 

	"Then what's the problem?" 

	"The problem is that it can't happen again," he said. "Ever." 

	"Jeez, I just came down here to work out," she said. "I didn't have any ulterior motives." 

	He knew she was lying. That was one aspect of Katie that hadn't changed in his time away, and it was more unfortunate than ever now that they had secrets to keep. 

	"Fine," he said. "Work out, then." 

	Kate shot him a glare and sped her machine up. They fell into silence, Jake continuing his own workout and doing his best not to steal glances at his little sister as she went. She climbed off the elliptical after a few minutes, rolled out a yoga mat, and started stretching on the floor. 

	"I have a cramp in my calf," she said, sweetly. "Think you could help me rub it out?" 

	Jake felt his cock stirring to life with a vengeance. "Katie, seriously." 

	"What?" She rolled over onto her stomach and arched her butt up into the air. "Afraid if you come within a few feet of me we'll snap together like magnets?" 

	In all honesty, he was afraid of exactly that, though it was one of those sick and twisted fears that drew him in rather than pushing him away. He sighed and slowed his treadmill down and hopped off, stepping over to stand next to his suggestively posed little sister. 

	"Turn over," he said. "Sit normally." 

	She flashed him a coy smile and did what he said, slowly touching one leg and looking at him. "It's this one." 

	He ran his hands across her ankle and onto her calf. "Come closer." 

	He pulled her back by the leg as he said it, playful but dominant, sliding her a bit across the yoga mat. Kate let out an oddly pitched gasp, eyes fluttered as she looked at him. She was impossibly sexy in that fresh, teenage way that left him in disbelief of everything they'd done last night. His hands started to slide up her leg of their own volition. 

	"It's... a little further up, Jake," she whispered. 

	"Say when." He palmed her inner thigh and heard her take a wavering breath in. 

	"Uh-huh," she whispered. 

	He felt himself getting hard as granite as he teased her inner thigh with his thumb and watched Kate squirm with excitement, chest heaving from the motions of her now wild inhales and exhales. He heard the voice of the evil whisper in his ear - his own voice, he knew. 

	He'd already done it last night. What would be the harm in fucking her one more time? A quick, hard fuck. Maybe even teach her why it was so dangerous to tease and play around as though actions didn't have consequences, even with her older brother. 

	Jake slid his hand further up and let his fingers toy with the waistband of her shorts. Kate, eyes half lidded, gave a small nod and reached one of her legs out, letting it run across his invitingly. 

	The door to the basement opened with a familiar squeak of hinges. Jake remembered what Kate had said about magnets earlier, the analogy now flipping around to how violently they could repel. He all but jumped backward, moving to stand next to the bench press as though he'd at least been thinking about doing it. 

	Jaimie came downstairs with a small basket of laundry. She set it down heavily on the dryer, frowning as she focused on her own task at first but eventually glancing toward her siblings. 

	"What's with the eerie silence?" asked Jaimie. 

	"Nothing!" said Kate. "Jeez, I'm just... stretching." 

	"You could put on music at least," said Jaimie. "Drown out some of the heavy breathing and grunting." 

	Her eyes shifted onto Jake and then darted downward. He felt an odd combination of horror and intrigue as he realized his older sister had just checked out what remained of his erection. His eyes met hers for a weird instant. Jaimie instantly shifted to glaring at him. 

	"Wear... pants that fit, Jakey-kun, Jesus," she muttered. "The last thing I need is to be seeing your dick print after hearing you beating off to porno bimbos last night." 

	Kate glanced away, face turning bright red. Jake tried to play it cool, inwardly terrified that Kate would give them away. 

	"Fuck off, Jaimie," he snapped. "You're the one who keeps bringing it up. As though you don't watch porn." 

	"Never said I didn't," said Jaimie. 

	Another beat of silence. The moment felt weird, like it didn't belong to any of them, but they were all waiting for... something. Jake exhaled and made for the stairs. 

	 


CHAPTER 3 

	 

	Jake spent most of his Sunday in his room, on his computer. He wasn't actively avoiding Kate, but he didn't seek her out, either. The close call with Jaimie left him aware of just how dangerous it might be if he couldn't control himself around his little sister. 

	His mind wandered back to the party she'd gone to last night, the party he'd crashed in search of her. If she had been there without him, drinking and flirtatious and suggestable, what might have happened? The question stirred an odd mixture of brotherly protectiveness and furious jealousy within him. 

	His phone vibrated and he flipped it over on his desk, eager for a distraction from his mounting obsession. It never came. He'd gotten a text from Kate, selfie included. 

	Thanks for the help 

	The pic was of her on her stomach, smiling into the camera, shirt billowing in a way as to offer the perfect window into her pale, petite cleavage. Jake strode the thin line between arousal and anger as the image burned itself into his mind. 

	Stop it 

	Stop what? 

	You know what

	She didn't text him back after that. Jake was about ready to give in and simply put on porn and beat off until he reached a point where he was as sexually suggestible as a eunuch when the door to his room flew open. He was glad he hadn't finished typing in the url he'd been about to bring it up as Jaimie stomped into his field of view. 

	"Ever heard of knocking?" he asked. 

	"Why? Were you about to start watching more porn?" Jaimie's voice was more mocking than teasing. "Anyway, are you planning on heading out today?" 

	"Why?" 

	"We're out of laundry detergent?" 

	"Do I look like your servant?" He made a shooing motion with one hand. "Get your own damn soap." 

	"You're so fucking rude," muttered Jaimie. "No wonder you can't get laid." 

	"Who says I can't get laid?" 

	He stood up angrily, but Jaimie was already leaving his room, laughing at his expense. Jake seethed away the rest of his morning, ready to explode in multiple emotional directions. 

	Somehow, he managed to nap his way through the entire afternoon. He awoke to the sound of his door opening and questioned whether the women in his family simply lacked the basic concept of privacy. He expected Kate, but it was his mother's soft laugh that reached his ears as he stirred from sleep. 

	"Hey sleepyhead." She sat down on his bed and shook his shoulder. "Jake. It's dinnertime, which means it's also family movie time." 

	He groaned and felt himself smiling as he feigned sleep. 

	"I see you smiling." His mom laughed and shook his shoulder in a manner that reminded him far too much of Kate. "Come on. Quesadillas and The Usual Suspects are waiting for you downstairs." 

	She briefly stretched out on the bed next to him, her face close to his from the way he could feel hot breath against his bare skin. 

	"What?" asked Rebecca, with a laugh. "Do I seriously have to wrestle you out of bed?" 

	The idea sent a shiver of forbidden excitement through Jake's body. He rolled over onto his side, forcing his mother to roll onto her back to avoid a collision. Rebecca laughed and smacked his arm and he found himself wishing Kate was the one in bed with him, not her. 

	"Growing boys need their sleep," he muttered. 

	"Growing boys also need their dinner," said Rebecca. "Come on. Seriously. Family movie time." 

	"Okay, okay." 

	He finally opened his eyes and saw his mother smiling up at him, a soft, loving, beautiful expression. He realized he had the better part of an erection and, given that he'd been laying on his back, there was almost no way she hadn't seen it. She didn't show any sign that she had, though, and quickly climbed off his bed and headed toward the door. 

	"Last call," she said. 

	"Coming," he said. 

	Jaimie and Kate were already curled up on the couch, eating quesadillas and already watching the movie’s opening. Jake sat down at the far end with Kate in the middle. He accepted a plate with cut triangles of quesadilla and salsa and guacamole from his mother, pulling the blanket that Kate and Jaimie were sharing over his legs. 

	"I'm excited for this," said Kate. She looked over her shoulder at him, eyes darting downward to his lap before rising back to his face. "It's one of my favorites." 

	"Mine, too," said Jake. 

	For a while, nothing happened, which was somehow both a relief and a disappointment to Jake. He finished and helped his mother bring the other plates into the kitchen. Kate inched closer to him as he reclaimed his spot on the couch. Rebecca turned the lights off, shrouding them in partial darkness with only the TV and the light from the kitchen providing illumination. 

	Kate's hand landed on his thigh and stayed there, though Jake did his best to ignore the heat of his sister's touch. Rebecca sat down in the recliner next to the couch, close enough for him to sense her presence without having a direct sightline of the couch. For the next few minutes, nothing happened, almost as though Kate was waiting for him to escalate, wondering if he would. He was wondering the same thing. 

	"I did my court mandated family dinner," said Jaimie, with a yawn and arm stretch. "I'm headed to my room." 

	"Fair enough, honey," said Rebecca. "Goodnight." 

	"Goodnight, Jaimie," said Kate. Her fingers slid a little higher on Jake's leg and then paused. "Do you mind if I lay down?" 

	He shook his head as Jaimie disappeared up the stairs. He expected Kate to stretch out with her legs down by the couch's other end, but she did the opposite, using his lap as a pillow and resting his head on it. Their mother was entranced by the movie and would basically have to glance over one shoulder to see them regardless, but Kate's positioning still felt risky and dangerous. 

	His unease was like fresh tinder on a crackling fire. Kate wiggled a little, adjusting her position and sighing softly. Jake felt her head brush against his cock through his sweatpants. He felt it stir and begin to grow, the situation so dangerous and erotic that it left him dizzy with anticipation. 

	"Are you warm enough, Jake?" whispered Kate. "Want more blanket?" 

	She turned her head to smile at him and then planted a kiss on the tip of his rapidly hardening erection through his sweatpants. He felt the last of his resolve wash away as he glanced at his mother and saw her attention still firmly on the TV. 

	"More would be nice," he whispered. 

	He pulled the blanket in place to cover Kate's head and his crotch, sliding his sweatpants down halfway with the same motion. He didn't know if his forwardness surprised her, and frankly, he didn't care. He was sick of her teasing and needed to come. 

	He gently stroked her cheek under the blanket, urging her face closer to his manhood. He felt more than heard her laugh and kiss it again, this time only through the thin fabric of his boxers. Jake was too turned on to stop himself from slowly working his cock out of his boxers and letting it brush the soft skin of her cheek. 

	Part of him wanted to force the issue, make Kate understand just how demanding his lust could be if she continued with her teasing. The thought of the remote and the Magic Pulse came to him again and he wondered if finding it had been a mistake. He should have never wandered down that line of thought, never considered his mother and sisters as sexual beings with secrets and kinks. 

	But he had, and now here he was. He gently urged Kate's mouth toward his cock and had to stifle a groan as he felt her lips trace the side of it under the blanket. She shifted away from his touch, working her head back out from under the blanket while keeping him covered. Was she glaring at him? Understandable, but she'd started the game. He just wanted to finish. 

	He stroked the side of her face lovingly and gently guided it back under the blanket. He felt her hot lips press against the tip of his cock and almost groaned as wetness engulfed the head of his member. She licked and kissed and slowly worked him into her mouth, shifting the blanket a little as she began to bob her head up and down. 

	The sensation was unreal. He stroked her cheek, encouraging her with small movements, so lost in pleasure that he couldn’t think straight. He hoped his mother didn’t glance over, as much as for what his face would reveal as what was happening down lower. 

	The motion was incredibly obvious even with the blanket covering her. He had to watch his mother carefully for any sign of her looking their way, which only intensified the illicit aspect of what was happening. Kate's mouth was heaven, hot and wet perfection. He started rocking his hips, fucking her face with increasingly needy motions. He knew he was being greedy. He didn't care. 

	Kate made a muffled, cute whimper. Jake froze and glanced at his mother. Rebecca had shifted sideways on the chair and seemed to be asleep or close enough to it. 

	He reached down, intent on finishing in Kate's mouth. Footsteps sounded from the staircase and they both froze. Jaimie was coming downstairs. 

	"Mom's asleep," said Jaimie, looking toward them but not really at them. "I think you two are off the hook." 

	"Seems like it." Jake stroked Kate's hair as she kept sucking with small movements. "I still want to finish it, though." 

	"This is the last scene, sherlock," said Jaimie. "Shows how much you've been paying attention to the plot." 

	“Do you always have to be so abrasive?” he muttered. 

	Kate made a little noise that he both heard and felt on his cock. He kept his face as neutral as he could, aware of how suspicious Jaimie could be. 

	“You make it easy, little brother,” said Jaimie. 

	She grabbed another quesadilla and headed back upstairs. Jake was so close, but Kate picked that moment to pull her mouth back. She slid out from the blanket and kissed his neck. 

	"Do you want me to put on another?" she whispered. 

	He grabbed at her hips and pulled her into his lap, grinding his cock against her soft butt. 

	"Put it on," he whispered. 

	 


CHAPTER 4 

	 

	Jake knew he was making bad decisions. He tried to yank on the reins internally as Kate came back over to the couch, looking flushed and fuckable. 

	"Cuddle with me on the couch?" whispered Kate. "We could lay down together. Stretch out." 

	He nodded slowly, his lust far outweighing his caution. Kate started the movie back up and then stretched out just in front of him on the couch, grinding her butt against his cock as they spooned with the blanket over them. Jake felt as though he might come in his boxers. He gently pressed his hands down on her hips and rocked into her. 

	"We should go upstairs," he whispered. 

	He glanced at their Mom asleep in her chair again. The smart thing to do would have been to help her to bed before they'd begun. When did he ever do the smart thing? 

	"Jaimie's upstairs and she'll still be awake," whispered Kate. "We're safer down here." 

	Her logic was far from impeccable, but Jake was too horny to think through it. He rocked into Kate again, running one hand up her body to cup her soft, squeezable tits. She let out a tiny squeal that sent a thrill through him, made him instantly curious what other noises might sneak forth if he continued. But they had to be quiet. They were being careless fooling around in the living room. The risk was too high. 

	"Jake..." Kate reached down and started wiggling out of her shorts and panties. 

	There was a moment after she'd gotten them off where she was still pulling her shirt down shyly to cover her nudity and trying not to smile. 

	He touched her face and kissed her and all at once remembered why he'd found it so impossible to say no to his little sister. 

	"The blanket needs to stay over us." 

	"Yup," she whispered back. 

	It was still a terrible idea. Even if they'd been alone in the house, he knew that what they were doing was wrong in every sense of the world. Jake took his sweatpants off as he positioned himself over her on the couch. He pulled the blanket over them like a cloak, glanced at his sleeping mother one last time, and then gently coaxed Kate's thighs open. 

	She was dripping wet. Jake stroked her soft folds a few times and then guided the tip of his cock to her entrance. Kate looked pleased with herself, as though her sexy nude body was a gift she'd brought him, an offering to her brother and lover. Jake cupped her cheek and kissed her, slowly pressing forward to let his cock begin to flirt with the idea of entering her. 

	Was this his life now? Falling into the same trap, one composed of his naked and horny little sister, over and over. Kate gripped his shirt and pulled him close for another kiss. Jake found the angle and pressed forward, sinking himself into her tight, perfect pussy. Kate broke the kiss to gasp, a sweet, sexy noise that seemed to reverberate louder than it actually did. 

	"Shhh," he whispered. 

	He kissed her neck and began to rock into her, feeling the soft, slick crush of her pussy wrapping around his manhood. All of his worries melted away against the rising tide of pleasure. He kissed Kate's neck and rocked into her, sheathing his full length. She let out a whimper and wrapped her legs around him, moving the blanket in a way that threatened to expose some of their bodies. 

	They both froze as Jake reset the positioning of their veil, not that it was doing all that much to hide what was going on. Jake glanced at his mother, then at the stairs. If Jaimie or Rebecca did happen to get a look at them, it would be hard to play off their positioning even if none of their naughty bits were out in the open. 

	The thought made him simply decide that they needed to be quick. The logical part of mind had been corrupted, and he didn't even care. He pumped into Kate, feeling the growing humidity of their bodies under the blanket as they grinded together. He kissed her and felt her soft, sexy body shudder underneath him, her pussy clenching around him as she let out a tiny moan. 

	"Jake," whispered Kate. "Jake." 

	She was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen in that moment, even if she was his sister. His ex-girlfriends could have never compared, not that he would have ever made the comparison back when he'd been with them. She'd just been little Katie back then, his shy and slightly annoying little sister. He pumped into her faster. The couch was quiet compared to his bed, but he knew their movements were lewd and obvious even in the darkness of the living room. 

	"Oh fuck!" hissed Kate. "Jake... be sure to... pull out this time." 

	He groaned, almost coming just from her warning. He'd nutted deep inside her last night. He couldn't make a habit of that. He shouldn't have thrust into her without a condom to begin with, but in the heat of the moment, sometimes things just... happened. 

	Kate kissed him, pulling him deeper into her and grinding her hips in a way that seemed designed to push him over the edge. Jake felt the last of his reservations die as the pleasure became too much to handle. He kissed her and pumped into her faster. Kate's breath sped up, and the small noises she was making reached a fevered pitch. He kissed her to quiet her just as he felt himself slip over the edge. 

	"Katie!" he hissed. 

	He pulled out and came on her stomach. Kate writhed underneath him, but he wasn't sure if she'd come or not. Their mother let out a tired yawn from the chair and they both froze. Jake tried to subtly shift so he was at least spooning with her instead of mounting her, though it would hardly be any easier to explain. 

	"Did you... start another movie?" Rebecca asked tiredly. 

	"Yeah," said Kate. "Um. It was still early, so..." 

	Jake grabbed his sweatpants and quickly pulled them on under the blanket, kicking Kate slightly in his haste, though not hard. "I'm going to head to bed. You should too, Mom. Don't stay up too late, Katie." 

	"I won't." She flashed a secretive, almost triumphant smile. 

	Jake felt more like he'd given in to an evil addiction than achieved anything resembling a victory to be proud of. 

	 


CHAPTER 5 

	 

	Jake slept well, despite feeling a warranted mix of guilt and shame as he was first settling into bed. He had a vivid dream about the remote and the Magic Pulse, centering around the toy having been Kate's from the beginning. He played with the different settings while they were around the house, in front of his mother and Jaimie, who were none the wiser. 

	He thought about it as he pulled clothes on the next morning. A dream about secrets, about control, about seeing what he could get away with. He and Kate were on a path that seemed poised to test all of those limits and more. He honestly didn't know what to do, how to convince her to cool off when he could barely make the attempt for himself. 

	Kate was downstairs in the kitchen, wearing her school uniform and pouring milk into a bowl of cereal. Their mother was nowhere to be seen. Jake felt a strange impulse now whenever he and Kate were alone, as though he was constantly being teased with an opportunity to pin his little sister against the counter and fuck her senseless. 

	"Morning Jake," said Kate. 

	"Morning Kate." He felt a rise in tension as he approached the counter. "Just cereal this morning?" 

	"Mom doesn't usually do big breakfasts on weekdays," she said. "Just quickies." 

	He nodded slowly, moving behind her as he reached for the box of cereal. It was hard for him to know why, exactly, he felt so agitated in the moment. He got in close behind Kate, almost brushing up against her as he found a bowl in the cupboard. 

	"You two are up early." Jaimie was next down, wearing a pair of pink shorts and a baggy black t-shirt. She shot Jake a smirk and then walked over to the fridge. "How did you both sleep?" 

	There was an odd undercurrent of curiosity in her voice. Jake moved away from Kate and shrugged. 

	"Fine," he said. 

	"I slept well," said Kate. 

	"Interesting," said Jaimie. 

	Their mother came up from downstairs, catching Jake off guard. She was dressed for therapy appointments, wearing a black pencil skirt and a white blouse. Jake did his best not to stare, but she had a figure that was undeniably attractive for her age. 

	"Good morning my family, who I love endlessly and effortlessly," said Rebecca. "Kate? Almost ready to go?" 

	"I just started eating mom, jeez," muttered Kate. 

	Rebecca smiled, brightening at Kate's spirit rather than chafing at her tone. "Eat fast. I have an early appointment that I don't want to be late for. Jake, honey? Are you fine with picking Kate up again from school?" 

	"Yeah, no prob, Mom." He felt his cock stir at the idea for reasons he dared not dwell on. 

	"Of course you can count on Jakey-kun for that," said Jaimie. "He's always dependable when it comes to his little sister." 

	Again, there was a quality to Jaimie's voice that Jake wasn't sure how to place. "You sound a little jealous, Jaimie." 

	Jaimie scoffed as though she was actually a bit offended. "Not quite, little brother. Say, how was the movie last night? The second one that you two put on after everyone else had fallen asleep or gone to bed?" 

	Jake froze mid cereal pour. "Fun. Good, I mean." 

	"Yeah, the two of you must have been really into it," said Jaimie. "Really into it. You didn't even notice me when I came down." 

	The world seemed to suddenly stretch and distort all around Jake. He tried to pour milk into his cereal and ended up missing the lip and spilling some on the counter. Jaimie must have seen them. He resisted the urge to look at Kate, knowing it would only risk damning them further. 

	"Anyway," said Jaimie, at least sparing them the awkward and increasingly telling silence. "I need to talk to you about something after." 

	"Whatever," said Jake. 

	His heart was pounding. His neck felt like it was on fire. He forced himself to clean the milk up, to sit afterward and mechanically chew bite after bite of cold cereal. What had Jaimie seen? How much did she know? 

	He finally caught Kate's gaze as she was leaving for school. She looked concerned, but not nearly as worried as Jake would have expected. It made him rethink for a moment whether their might be some way he'd misheard Jaimie, or if he'd read too deeply into her words. He'd almost managed to calm himself down as his mom and Katie pulled out of the garage in the family car. 

	"Jakey-kun," said Jaimie, voice sickly sweet. "I'm going to need you to do my laundry for me. Mom also has me running the dishwasher and putting the dishes away, so that's yours now, too. I'll have a list of things for you to pick up for me from the store when you go out to get Kate." 

	Jake stiffened. "Why would I do your chores for you?" 

	"You know exactly why." She came closer, getting up in his face in a way that made him extremely aware of her presence. "Do you really want to have this conversation? Might be easier to just accept that you have to do whatever I say from now on." 

	"Fuck off." 

	"Watch your tone." Jaimie jutted her chin out in a manner that made Jake want to rage. "If I were you, I would think very carefully about the situation you were in. Because I saw you and Kate last night. I saw what you were both doing under the blanket, with Mom asleep not five feet away from you." 

	"I don't know what you're talking about," he said, far too quickly. 

	"I figured that might be the case, which is why I took video evidence." Jaimie smirked as she pulled out her phone. "Hope it was worth it." 

	Jake felt his world spinning on its axis as Jaimie played the video. It was hard to make out, given the dim lighting, but there was no real mistaking that something sexual was going on under the blanket on the couch. Jake winced as he heard Kate moan his name audibly in time with an increase of the pace of the humping motions under the covers. 

	He reacted without thinking, reaching out to snatch Jaimie's phone away from her. She yelped and pulled her arm back, but he still got her wrist. Jake wasn't thinking logically, overwhelmed by a sudden need to protect Kate more than himself. It felt almost like confronting Kate's bullies at the party again, but this was Jaimie, their sister, suddenly presenting herself as a threat. 

	"Let go!" 

	Jaimie pulled sideways, trying to shake him off. Jake yanked her closer. She spun as her body brushed his, her back to his chest, butt against his crotch. 

	Jake grunted and yanked her backwards as she pulled the phone close to her chest. Jaimie stumbled and Jake fell with her, both of them tumbling awkwardly to the floor. He was kind enough to break his sister's fall, but committed to not showing any mercy in the pursuit of her phone. 

	"You stupid ape!" she snapped. "No! Let go!" 

	She was clutching her phone to her chest, which meant that Jake's hands were all over her breasts as he tried to grab at it. She kneed him in the thigh, but had likely been aiming for his balls as they rolled together, Jake ending up on top. An odd, unnecessary thrill ran through him as Jaimie briefly wrapped her legs around him in search of wrestling purchase. 

	"Give it to me," he hissed. 

	"Make me," said Jaimie. 

	He scowled at her and redoubled his efforts, pressing down as he grabbed at the phone, fingers grazing her breasts. Jaimie hid it under her shirt. He was suddenly tugging at her clothing as she bucked underneath him. 

	His body couldn't help but respond, and he knew immediately that he'd never be able to live it down if he got a hard on while literally trying to destroy evidence of his erotic misadventure with their other sister. 

	"It’s already uploaded to cloud storage," she said, defiantly. "I expected you to freak out. Not that it even matters. If I tell Mom, she'll believe me with or without proof." 

	"Why are you such a bitch?" Jake pushed off her and walked into the living room, resisting the urge to throw something. "Do you just hate Katie and I, or something? Think she hasn't been getting bullied enough at school?" 

	"Don't try to turn this around on me!" Jaimie pulled her shirt back down over her extremely sexy navel and stood up, hair mussed from their wrestling. "Kate is barely eighteen, Jake! I know how much she loves you. She's been fawning over you nonstop since you got back. But it is so unbelievably fucked up that you'd take advantage of her. Which is why I'm blackmailing you and not her." 

	Jake felt actual despair. He sat down on the couch and buried his face in his hands, unable to deny what Jaimie was saying. It too accurately echoed his own shame and guilt, how messed up he knew the situation had become. His resolve had broken, and he'd fucked Kate. Even if the situation of pretending to be her boyfriend had led him to the verge, he was still the one who'd taken the leap. 

	"Hey." Shockingly, Jaimie came over and took a seat next to him, speaking in a gentle tone. She set her hand on his shoulder. "Look, let's both just calm down. I shouldn't have been so confrontational. It's not like I don't get it." 

	"...What?" 

	"Kate is adorable, and starved for attention, especially from boys. You're, well... not bad looking, yourself. Certainly in better shape than when you left. The two of you being thrust back together, so to speak, after four years." Jaimie shrugged and glanced away, face slightly flushed. "Of course there's also the whole brother-sister thing. A lot of people find that really hot. What? I didn't say I did, just that... some people are into that." 

	She shrugged, still looking like she'd admitted something dirty. 

	"Don't say stuff like that," muttered Jake. "We grew up together. We're closer than most blood siblings." 

	"Well, you certainly are now," said Jaimie, with a snicker. 

	"Fuck you." 

	"You're literally arguing against yourself right now. You must be seriously shaken up and confused over this." 

	Jake breathed out and met Jaimie's gaze, unable to deny it. "Yeah. I know I fucked up, Jaimie. I don't know what I'm doing." 

	"That's where I come in, because I can tell you exactly what you're doing." She touched his shoulder again and gave him a smile that was somehow both loving and cold. "My chores for today. Laundry, dishes, and my shopping list. I'll give you money for that, at least. Sound good?" 

	"You're evil." 

	"And you're a pervert." She laughed and kissed him on the cheek. "But we'll find a way to coexist. Blackmail works best when both parties are on civil terms." 

	 


CHAPTER 6 

	 

	Jake fumed but obeyed. He was more or less in a daze as he made his way downstairs to the laundry room with Jaimie's dirty laundry in hand. His and Kate's secret had been uncovered after less than a full weekend of illicit sex. Their worst fear had been realized... or had it? 

	She was blackmailing him, but not exposing them. He loaded the washer and mulled over that aspect of his situation. Jaimie might be bluffing, but it was hard to know for sure. She seemed eager to force him to be her servant and, if she did end up going to their mother with the video, she'd obviously lose that leverage. 

	Still... it wasn't a risk he could take. Not when it was both him and Kate who'd suffer the consequences. He might not care much about his own reputation, but Kate didn't deserve to suffer simply because she'd gotten a little too caught up in the moment once or twice. 

	Jaimie's accusation still echoed in his mind. Had he taken advantage of Kate? She'd escalated just as much as he had, but ultimately, he was her older brother. It was on him to be the mature one, to tell her no, to draw and uphold firm boundaries of behavior. He hadn't done that, and now... 

	Now, he was washing Jaimie's annoyingly sexy panties. He frowned and pulled out a lacey set that he suspected would need to be run through on a gentle cycle. He supposed he could just do all of the chores badly, drag his feet and hope Jaimie would rethink the situation. But he doubted it would lead to much other than her finding a new way to torture him. 

	"Good timing," said Jaimie, as he came back upstairs. "I'm thirsty. Make me a milkshake." 

	He breathed out, feeling his anger but not giving into it. "Fine." 

	"Two scoops of ice cream and then fill the rest of the glass with milk. Make sure it's mixed up completely." 

	The act of obeying her was mentally excruciating, but Jake forced himself to make her a normal, unpoisoned milkshake. He was doing it for Kate as much as himself and repeating that like a mantra helped somewhat. He exhaled as he brought the milkshake into the living room and set it down in front of Jaimie for her inspection. 

	"Add cookie dough ice cream to your shopping list for me," she said, eyeing the mug's contents. 

	"Seriously? You're giving me an entire shopping list?" 

	She just smiled at him, not even bothering to address his question. "Unload the clean stuff from the dishwasher and do a new load with the stuff in the sink. Be sure to rinse anything that seems like it's crusted on. Mom always notices if I don't." 

	"This won't be sustainable," he muttered. 

	"For your sake, you'd better hope otherwise," said Jaimie. 

	He snarled under his breath as he took care of the dishes. It wasn't a particularly hard chore, and it didn't take that long, but it still felt like salt in an open wound. What little time it did take left him with too much room to consider and condemn his decisions across the past few days. He'd fucked up. He'd fucked Kate. 

	The worst part was that the new load of shame and guilt he felt over Jaimie's discovery of it only seemed to intensify the base desire underneath. He wanted to protect Kate from this, hold her in his arms, disappear with her under a humid blanket, thrusting and humping to a state of bliss. It was like when his mother had told him he couldn't have something as a child. He just wanted it, wanted her, that much more. 

	"It won't close if you don't put the big pot right in the center," whispered Jaimie. 

	Jake flinched, too lost in his own thoughts to have heard her approach. She was right behind him, and he felt her shoulder and left breast brush his body as she reached past him to show him what she meant. Did she realize her effect on him, how close she was standing? If she did, she was playing with fire. If she didn't... well, he might still be holding a match. 

	"I think I see what you mean." He stepped in closer behind her as though trying to look over her shoulder, close enough that there was no way she couldn't feel his presence. "It fits right here?" 

	He let his fingers incidentally touch her hip as he gestured with his free hand. Jaimie stiffened, reacting a little more than he suspected she might have normally. There was no way she could have watched him and Kate the previous night without wading into some dangerously imaginative territory. Though it was hard to know with Jaimie whether those thoughts would interest her or disgust her. 

	"You can't just cram it in," said Jaimie, with a slight purr in her tone. "You have to go slow. Unless you... want to do more than one load." 

	"Bet I could do it in one," said Jake. 

	"Then hurry the fuck up and do it." Jaimie coughed and pulled away from him, crossing her arms over her plump breasts. "You're my servant now, Jakey-kun. Don't forget." 

	"You're such a bitch." 

	"Excuse me? I think you need to change your tone unless you want me to start heaping the seriously pointless chores onto your shoulders." 

	Jake rattled the dishes around and pretended like he couldn't hear her. She let out a huff and left after a minute. 

	*** 

	Jaimie's shopping list was relatively short, six items from the grocery store that seemed more like desire cravings than necessities. She smiled as he finished reading it and passed him a plastic bag. 

	"Is this... clothing?" he asked. 

	"Purchased from Randi's, the clothing store on Bard Street," said Jaimie. "And this stuff goes to TJMaxx. There are no receipts, but everything still has tags. If they insist on giving you store credit instead of cash, make sure it's in my name." 

	"This is stupid," muttered Jake. "There's like ten things in each of these bags. It's going to take forever. And how am I supposed to get it all there on my bike?" 

	"That is a you problem, not a me problem," said Jaimie. "Love you, little brother." 

	She had the gall to blow him a kiss. Jake only just resisted the urge to dump the clothing bags out on the lawn. He managed to just barely stuff both under the cargo net of his bike as he set out. 

	Handling the clothing returns was annoying, but not as time-consuming as he'd been expecting. The cute young woman at Randi's gave him cash. The older woman at TJMaxx insisted on store credit. He had just enough time to pick up everything on Jaimie's shopping list but the ice cream, which seemed poised to melt, before going and picking up Kate from school. 

	A bus of the church variety, rather than the school variety, was backing out of the driveway of the church across from the school as Jake attempted to traverse the road. He waited for a solid minute as the driver, the same priest he recognized from the other day, attempted to turn around with vanishingly slim clearance. 

	Jake's patience was already running thin. He pulled onto the church's carefully manicured lawn, tearing it up a bit as he made what he considered to be an appropriate detour. 

	"You heathen!" shouted the priest. "Have you no patience?" 

	"Not enough to watch you attempt a fifty-point u-turn, Father," called Jake. 

	He spotted Kate as he pulled his bike into the school's pickup lane. She seemed to have recovered from that morning's shock and immediately hugged him as he greeted her... and then kissed him on the lips. 

	"Easy," he said. 

	She kissed him again, a touch of defiance in her expression. "Am I not allowed to kiss you anymore?" 

	"We need to talk," he said. "Probably better if we do it somewhere other than home." 

	He stopped at a gas station that also had a deli and tables so he could buy Jaimie's ice cream but also have somewhere to sit down with Kate. She grew more serious as she saw his expression. 

	"Katie," he said, voice low. "Jaimie has a video of us. From last night." 

	"...Oh." She blinked a couple of times. "Oh! Fuck." 

	"Yeah. Exactly. She's using it to blackmail me into doing her chores." 

	"That bitch!" 

	Kate brought her fist down hard at the table. Jake glanced around, sensing a few people looking their way. There was something far more bearable about watching an adorable teenage redhead get angry and punch a table in a gas station than might have normally been the case. 

	"I'm pissed, too," he said, taking her hands. "I'm still trying to think of what we should do. We're beyond fucked if anybody else finds out, especially Mom. Which means she has all the power." 

	"She's still our sister," said Kate. "I have an idea. Come on, let's go home. We'll want to confront her before Mom gets home." 

	"What are you thinking?" 

	"You'll see," said Kate. She smiled and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. "I love you, Jake. Even if she caught us, I still don't regret it." 

	Jake nodded, but with a sigh, wondering if he honestly felt the same way. Life would be a thousand times simpler had he simply said no when she'd first asked him to pretend to be her boyfriend. 

	 


CHAPTER 7 

	 

	At Kate's behest, Jake hung back in the kitchen while she attempted to confront Jaimie about the blackmail video situation. He couldn't see the encounter, but he still overheard all the relevant bits. 

	"Jaimie!" Kate's voice was full of perfectly restrained despair, as though her throat was choked with emotion. "I... know how stupid it was. But you don't understand. The bullying at school, nonstop. Here at home, the only place I felt safe. Me, being too much of a loser to even get a normal boyfriend. And then Jake..." 

	She burst into a fit of sobbing that pulled at Jake's heartstrings, even from a distance. 

	"Spare me the crocodile tears, Katherine," said Jaimie. "I'm the one who taught you that trick." 

	Kate let out an annoyed sigh. "Fine. Whatever. What do you want?" 

	"Right now, or in general? I plan on keeping my leverage over both of you. That doesn't mean I'm going to torture you, as long as you're willing to do my chores and be agreeable." 

	"You're sadistic," hissed Kate. 

	"And you're a whore. Sisters till the end." 

	Kate let out a grumble of a cry. Jaimie just laughed and marched into the kitchen. 

	"Get everything I asked for?" she demanded. 

	"All the stuff on your shopping list," he said, flatly. "Here's the money from Randi's. TJMaxx put store credit on your account." 

	"God, what a pain. I suppose it'll have to do. Thank you, Jakey-kun. See? That wasn't so bad." 

	She took her stuff, put the ice cream in the freezer, and went upstairs. Kate came over to him with a heavy frown and sat down next to him at the counter. Jake put an arm around her shoulders. 

	"We'll figure this out," he said. "Trust me." 

	Kate nodded and leaned into his embrace for a few seconds before getting up. "I'm tired. I think I need to take a nap." 

	"Sure." 

	Jake spent the next half hour watching TV. Their mother arrived home and he greeted her with a smile and a hug. 

	"Where is Jaimie?" asked Rebecca. 

	"Upstairs," he said. 

	"Kate?" 

	"Same. I think she's taking a nap." 

	Rebecca nodded and let out a long sigh. 

	"Tired?" he asked. 

	"Extremely. Therapy can be exhausting sometimes. More emotionally than physically, but still." She smiled and sat down next to him on the couch. "Why do everyone's problems have to be so complicated?" 

	"Asking myself the same thing right now," he said. 

	"Oh?" Rebecca kicked off her shoes and tucked her legs underneath her. "Do tell." 

	He waved the question away. "Maybe after? What's for dinner?" 

	Chicken wings, she revealed, and she left shortly after to prepare them. Dinner was a tense affair, with Jake sitting across from his sister and blackmailer. Kate refused to come down, but that didn't seem like unusual behavior for her. 

	"I don't like the flats," said Jaimie. "Trade me your drumsticks for my flats, Jake." 

	He seethed as he slowly nodded his head. "Of course, Jaimie. Anything I can do for my beloved sister." 

	"That's so sweet of you, Jake," said Rebecca. "I love seeing the two of you getting along." 

	"Isn't it great, Mom?" Jaimie smiled sweetly at her. "I think we just needed to find some common ground." 

	She made the swap and then looked at him, holding eye contact while slowly sucking barbecue glaze off the tip of her index finger. It was absurdly hot, though Jake couldn't tell whether she was trying to tease him sexually or just messing around in victory. 

	"You should bring him to see Delilah," said Rebecca. 

	Jake furrowed his brow. "Who's Delilah?" 

	"My best friend," said Jaimie, stiffly. "I don't know if she'd be up for it." 

	He ate his food. The irony was that he preferred flats to drumsticks ever so slightly, though being forced into taking them from Jaimie gave the hidden victory a sour edge. He went upstairs once he'd finished and sat down at his desk. He still hadn't seen Kate since bringing her home and couldn't resist shooting her a quick text. 

	Yo. 

	He heard movement in the hallway almost instantly. His door quietly opened a second later, and Kate slipped into his room. She was dressed for bed, in a thin grey nightgown that made her look almost like a sexy ghost against the paleness of her skin and contrast of her red hair. Jake felt his heart flutter in a dangerous way as he looked at her. He stood up and she came to him. 

	They kissed instead of saying anything, as though the stress of their situation had turned their desire for one another into a deeper need. A desperate whisper of rationality came from the back of Jake's head as they fell onto his bed and really started making out. Their mother was still awake, and she came to say goodnight to each of them more often than not. 

	"Hold on," he whispered, pulling his lips back even as his erection pressed outward like a spike trap from a video game. 

	"I know." Kate nodded slowly. "We can't." 

	Her hand traced its way down his chest. Jake rolled half on top of her, meaning to push himself away. Her fingers felt his cock through his sweatpants and her eyes fluttered as though she'd just imagined how it would feel to take him inside her. 

	"Maybe... later tonight," he suggested. 

	"Maybe." Kate shut her eyes and pulled her hand away. "I didn't come here to do something stupid. We have to talk about how we're going to get back at Jaimie." 

	"It's going to be hard," he muttered. "The only thing we can do is neutralize her advantage." 

	"Blackmail her back," said Kate, with a nod. "And you've already given us the key. The remote. That slutty vibrator." 

	"Okay." Jake scratched his head. "I see where you're going with this, assuming it's hers. But how would that work? Simply owning a sex toy is nowhere near equal to what we've been doing, Katie." 

	"You don't understand how the female mind works, Jake," said Kate. "It's not just about outside appearances, but the secrecy. Emotional secrecy, you know what I mean?" 

	"Not really." He shook his head. "I'm skeptical." 

	"Just trust me," said Kate. "If we can prove the vibrator is hers... or better yet - we can get hidden camera footage of her using it!" 

	"That seems... like it could be an interesting approach." He remembered her sucking on her finger and felt his cock stirring as he paired the image with her in bed, writhing from the vibrations of a sex toy. "The remote doesn't want to work right now, though." 

	"Think you could find a way to fix it?" asked Kate. "What if you fixed it, left it out for her to find, and then we maybe use a hidden camera to catch whatever happens next?" 

	"A lot of assumptions there, but it might be doable," said Jake. "I-" 

	The door to his room suddenly burst open. Rebecca stood on the other side, clad in her silk nightrobe, holding a plate of cookies. 

	"Oh. You're in here too, Kate." She glanced back and forth between them. "Good to see you both getting along. Cookie?" 

	"We were just... talking about Kate's homework," he said. "Sure, I'll take one." 

	His mother leaned forward to offer the plate to him. The hem of her robe pulled in a way that offered a glimpse of full cleavage. He'd always been aware that she had large breasts, but knowing that and seeing that were very much two different things. 

	"Oatmeal chocolate chip," said Rebecca. "Kate?" 

	"No thanks." 

	"Alright. I'm going to go see if Jaimie wants one." Rebecca glanced down at her robe and giggled in a surprisingly girlish way when she realized it'd almost fallen open. "Whoops!" 

	They waited until she was down the hall before returning to business. 

	"I'll see what I can get going tomorrow, as long as Jaimie isn't using me as a servant again," he muttered. 

	"I'll keep thinking of more ways to get back at her." Kate kissed him on the cheek. "Thanks, Jake. I feel so much better after talking with you." 

	 


CHAPTER 8 

	 

	The night was quiet. Jake thought he heard Kate outside his door at one point, but it was in the manner of half-sleep, where he couldn't be sure if it was real or a dream. He woke up alone in his bed with a furious case of morning wood. 

	"Jake! Jaimie!" called Rebecca. "Breakfast is ready." 

	He threw on some jeans and a T-shirt before heading down. Kate was already at the table, wearing her school uniform and preoccupied with her phone, though she perked up when he said hello. Jaimie entered the kitchen right after him with a smug smile on her face. Jake scowled at her as he sat down across the table and Rebecca brought breakfast over. 

	"Pop tarts," said Rebecca. "And milk to make it healthy. Sorry, I'm running late today." 

	"Fine by me," said Jake. "Thanks Mom." 

	"I'm only going to eat half of mine," said Kate. "You want the other half, Jake?" 

	She grinned, eyes full of affection for him as she made to reach it over so he could take a bite. He deftly took it from her hand before she could, stifling a smile of his own. She seemed so happy, and as cool as that was, he worried it might give them away. 

	"Counting calories, Katherine?" asked Jaimie, with a teasing edge. 

	Kate responded with surprising venom. "You're the one who needs to. Is that why you're buying so many slutty new clothes? Old ones starting to fit you a little too tight?" 

	"Kate!" said Rebecca. "Take it easy. She was just making a joke." 

	"Yeah, Kate," said Jaimie. "You should be more polite to me. It's in your best interest." 

	Jake felt a palpable sense of unease as he watched his sisters staring daggers at one another. 

	"We need to get moving, Kate," said Rebecca. "Jake, my last appointment is just after lunch so I can pick up Kate today." 

	"Cool," he said. "I'll see you both when you get home." 

	He started nibbling on Kate's half eaten pop tart. Kate let her fingers run across his shoulder as she passed by him, out of view of their mother. Jaimie could see it, but she'd seen so much more that it hardly mattered. Jaimie seemed to be pouting on the other side of the table. Jake let the uncomfortable silence hang in the wake of his mother and little sister's departure. 

	"You going to take your shot at me, too, Jakey-kun?" asked Jaimie. 

	"What's the point?" he asked. "I think you were right when you said that blackmail works best when both parties are civil." 

	Jaimie furrowed her brow. "Fair enough. Well... I'm going to need you to handle the dishwasher again. I also want to go for a ride on your motorcycle." 

	"To anywhere in particular?" 

	"No." She smirked at him. "What? I've never ridden one before and they look super fun. Now that you're my servant, what's yours is mine." 

	He glared at her and she blew him a kiss. 

	The dishes didn't take long. It wasn't anything resembling a hard chore and Jake wondered how much of Jaimie pawning it off on him was simply a gesture to exercise her power over him. He hung out in the living room and watched TV, figuring he should handle giving Jaimie her ride before pursuing his own objectives. She didn't keep him waiting long. 

	"What the fuck, Jake?" she snapped, as she came downstairs. "Are you sure you returned all of the stuff I gave you to TJ Maxx?" 

	"Yeah. Afraid I just chucked it in a ditch somewhere." 

	"The store credit isn't showing up in my account." 

	"That sounds like a you problem. I did what you asked. Why are you buying so many clothes, anyway?" 

	"Maybe it's like Kate said," said Jaimie, with surprising venom. "Maybe I'm just fat and need a new wardrobe." 

	He groaned and shook his head at her. "The last thing I'm in the mood to do right now is to comfort my blackmailer of an older sister, but you are in no way fat." 

	"I know." She smiled at him, venom diffused. "Can I get that ride now?" 

	"Sure." 

	She'd changed into tight jeans and a long purple blouse that matched the highlights in her hair. Jake showed her how to put the helmet on, noticing the genuine interest in her expression. 

	"Remember to hang onto me tight," he said. "If you let go, you will fall off." 

	"Just... make sure you don't go over any huge bumps." 

	"There won't be many bumps where I plan on taking you," he said, with a smile. 

	They got their helmets equipped. Jaimie climbed on the motorcycle behind him. Jake felt her full breasts mashing against his back and became insanely curious about how her cleavage looked like that, framed by the plunging neckline of her shirt. 

	He set off through town. He already knew all the best spots to go for a recreational ride. There was a hilly area north of town filled with mostly seasonal houses and a few extravagant ones that were owned but never occupied. The road was out of the way, windy and filled with interesting elevation changes. 

	He felt Jaimie's arms grip more tightly around him and swore he could feel her breath, hot and humid against the back of his neck. He gunned his bike forward, pushing it close to the limit of what he could control with someone on the back. It was good practice after having been away from his bike for so long. There was a spot just before where he usually turned around where a tight corner gave a view down a thrilling cliff. 

	"Oh!" gasped Jaimie. 

	Jake chuckled, speeding up one last time before slowing down and pulling into the driveway of one of the unoccupied houses on the route. 

	"We'll head back here," he said. "Having fun?" 

	"Um..." Jaimie got off on shaky legs. "Yeah. It's real fun." 

	"Cool. Will you stop blackmailing me now?" 

	"In your dreams." She gave him a thin, patient smile, but her expression grew more curious. "So... you and Kate." 

	"I'm not going to talk about this with my literal blackmailer," he said. 

	"Were you both just like... super horny and decided to go for it, or...?" She shifted her weight from one leg to another, still flushed from the ride. "I get that you're fucking. But how does that even happen? It's so messed up." 

	"I know," he said, teeth gritted. 

	"You're a pervert and she's a slut," said Jaimie. 

	"Would you just shut the fuck up and get back on the bike?" 

	"Watch your tone." Jaimie pulled on her helmet and climbed on behind him. "You forget that at any time, I have the power to completely-" 

	He sped off and heard her gasp with surprise as they barreled down the first steep hill. 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 9

	 

	Jake dropped Jaimie off at the house, but didn't kill his bike's engine. 

	"Just put the helmet in the cargo net on the back," he said. "I have some errands of my own to run." 

	"Can you pick up more salt and vinegar chips on your way back?" asked Jaimie. 

	"Are you pregnant or something? Am I doomed to satisfy your cravings whenever they pop up from now on?" 

	"Let me rephrase that." Jaimie stepped closer, perhaps for intimidation value, but it really just made him more aware of her cleavage. "Pick up some more salt and vinegar chips on your way back." 

	"Fine." He didn't hide the long glance he took at her chest. She made no attempt to interrupt his view. 

	He headed for Ryan's Retro Repair first, having the remote in his pocket and hopefully enough money to cover labor costs. Lorenzo was manning the counter again, looking bored and reading another comic with relaxed posture in his chair. 

	"Ah," said Lorenzo. "It's... what's his face." 

	"Jake," he said. 

	"Did the watch batteries end up working for you, Jake?" 

	"Unfortunately not." Jake looked at Lorenzo, trying to gauge his trustworthiness. "I need some help, but I also need your professional discretion." 

	"You've got it!" 

	Lorenzo looked excited, which wasn't reassuring. In Jake's experience, the people who shared secrets were usually the most amped to hear them. 

	"My... friend thinks his girlfriend might be cheating on him," he said, carefully. 

	"Ah, that sucks." Lorenzo clapped him on the shoulder. "Well, you should tell your 'friend' that there's always more fish in the sea." 

	"Yeah, of course, but let's say it's more complicated than that, and he needs evidence," said Jake. "For starters, he's trying to track down the vibrator that goes to the other end of this remote which appeared in his couch cushions inexplicably." 

	He took the remote out and passed it to Lorenzo, who frowned at it and pulled off the battery cover. 

	"I don't know," said Lorenzo. "Maybe I could fix it, but it would take a while. You might have better luck bringing this to a shop that sells that sort of thing. Sometimes there's a trick or a hidden button to reset it. There is one around here, think it's on Marlon Road." 

	"That's your professional opinion?" 

	"You can come back if it doesn't pan out," said Lorenzo. "I also have some hidden cameras and a tracking tag that works off bluetooth. Those might prove more fruitful than searching for a sex toy, if you feel me." 

	"I feel you. How much for those?" 

	"A little over three hundred for them both," said Lorenzo. "Maybe more." 

	Jake winced. "That's a little steep for me right now. There isn't any way I could simply rent them or borrow them for a while?" 

	Lorenzo started to shake his head and then hesitated. "Well... There is one thing. So the sex toy shop, Better By Night, has this... special bathroom. With a, well, you know... a glory hole in it." 

	"Are you fucking with me right now?" 

	"I've heard rumors about it," said Lorenzo. "I even went there once myself but the vibe was just so intense. I didn't have the courage to like, try it. I still don't. But I've never stopped wondering about what would happen if I did. You feel me?" 

	"Unfortunately, yes. If I get the story on that glory hole, you'll help me out with these?" 

	"I'll let you buy them and return them within thirty days," said Lorenzo. "Normally we don't do returns on items like this." 

	"That'll do. Thanks." 

	"If you pull this off, I'll be the one thanking you," said Lorenzo. "And hey, tell your friend that everyone gets cheated on eventually. It sucks but, you get through it." 

	"Thanks, I will." 

	"And tell him that I know a ton of ways to burn a cheating bitch to get revenge," said Lorenzo. "Tell him that he should go all out and stop at nothing to get even. Tell him that he should fuck her best friend, or her mom, even, if he gets the opportunity, and-" 

	"I'll make sure he hears all of that," said Jake, forcing a smile. 

	 


CHAPTER 10 

	 

	Better by Night was at the end of a long, pothole ridden road and was clearly a commercial space that had once been a much grander building. The exterior façade was fine brick, and there was both a second floor and a spacious fenced in backyard with a dog house but no dog in residence. That last fact made Jake uneasy for a reason he couldn't quite place, though he tried not to dwell on it unnecessarily. 

	He paused to consider the kind of person who opens a sex shop and specifically thinks to build a dog pen in the backyard. The windows were equally suspicious, each tinted an ominous dark purple, with a neon sign within one featuring a cartoonish pair of boobs and the words Better by Night. Jake couldn't help but chuckle a little, despite his anxiety. 

	He went in through the front door. The interior was dimly lit, and the air was thick with a cocktail of incense and more suspicious scents. Jake saw a rack of intimidatingly smutty DVDs even by his loose standards and furrowed his brow. 

	"Can I help you with something?" came a soft, feminine voice. 

	He glanced away as though he'd been caught watching porn, despite being in the one environment where that was permissible. The woman behind the counter was tall, almost the same height as him, and probably around his mother's age. She had long dark hair, tanned skin, and wore a forest green turtleneck that was tight enough around the chest to give him a sense of the size of her large breasts. 

	"You just might be able to." He smiled, trying to think of how to explain, where to begin. "Do you sell sex toys here?" 

	"We do." Her voice was a generous, patient purr, as though she could tell it was his first time inside such an establishment. 

	"Vibrators?" He felt his neck heat up a little bit and reminded himself that he had nothing to be embarrassed about. 

	"Every kind of vibrator you could imagine," she said, with a laugh. "Probably a few beyond that, as well." 

	"Great. My friend is trying to track down the vibrator that goes with this remote." He pulled it out of his pocket. "We found it on his couch. He thinks it might belong to his girlfriend, or... someone else." 

	"I see." The woman frowned. "That's quite the situation. Don't worry, I know how to be discrete." 

	"Thank you... Inari," he said, reading the nametag on her sweater. "It is a situation that I'd rather keep private." 

	"That's what we deal in here. Why don't you take a look around while I examine this? See if anything catches your eye." 

	She smiled at him as he passed her the remote. He hadn't come with any interest in making a purchase, but something in her tone almost dared him to play the part of the interested shopper. 

	The shelves and racks were laid out in a way that almost seemed designed to keep customers within direct view of the counter at all times, which made a certain amount of sense. Because of that, Jake was always aware that Inari could see him, at least peripherally, as he browsed through lubes, magazines, an array of sex dolls and toys, and more porno DVDs than he'd ever seen in a single location. 

	He was by no means a prude, or conservative when it came to sex, but it was still a lot to take in. He thought of Kate and could almost hear her moans as his gaze passed over a box of vibrating cock rings. His cock stirred, and he caught sight of a hallway with an arrow and a restroom sign pointing the way to the bathroom. Lorenzo's request came back into the fore. 

	"Do you mind if I use your restroom?" he asked. 

	"Oh." An odd smirk came onto Inari's face. "Yes. Of course. It's right down at the end of the hall. Fully equipped." 

	"Thanks." 

	He walked down the hallway to it, a single door with a pictogram implying that it was unisex on the front. He pushed inside and was surprised by two things. The first was that there were two stalls, despite it being a rather cramped and intimate space. The second was how clean it was, all the way down to the smell, which had a fresh citrus sweetness to it. 

	Not for the first time in recent days Jake wondered exactly what he was doing as he entered one of the stalls. The glory hole was immediately obvious and clearly intentional, a smooth and polished metal gasket even set into the wood to ensure maximal comfort and easy cleanability. The only problem was that, obviously, nobody was in the second stall. 

	The door to the bathroom opened and he froze. He held his breath, listening intently for any clues as to who might have entered. He heard the sound of high heels clicking on the tiled floor, stopping just outside the stall next to his. His heart raced even faster, and the sound of faint, feminine humming confirmed that it was a woman. 

	Slowly, she entered the stall and locked the door behind her. A few seconds went by. 

	He took stock of his situation. He was in a sex shop bathroom, about to stick his cock through a glory hole. It was the kind of thing he'd seen in countless porn movies, but never in a million years did he think he'd be the one doing it. His cock, however, had other ideas. It throbbed against his pants, hardening with anticipation and curiosity. 

	Jake waited another torturous second, silently debating with himself. He thought about Inari and the way she'd looked at him. There was something about her, an intensity or a wildness that had been in her eyes that made him almost sure that if she was the one on the other side of that divider, she'd suck him off if he went for it. 

	But… he couldn't be sure it was her. Not completely. Another customer could have come in. It was a possibility, a risk, but one he'd have to roll with. Unable to resist any longer, Jake unzipped his pants and took out his hardening cock. 

	He couldn't believe he was actually considering this. On one hand, it was a golden opportunity to step out of his sexual comfort zone and plus, he'd promised Lorenzo he would. On the other hand, what if it wasn't Inari across the stall divider? What if it was some random stranger? The thought should have been enough to deter him, but instead, it only heightened the thrill. 

	He glanced around the dimly lit bathroom one last time, coming to a decision. He unzipped his pants slowly and freed his granite hard cock from his boxers. His breathing quickened as he inched closer to the glory hole, and the positioning required him to get close enough to the divider to see the condensation of his breath on the polished surface. 

	Closing his eyes, Jake took the plunge. He slowly, almost casually, pushed his eager erection through the hole. He held perfectly still with anticipation as he waited for a response from the other side. A few seconds ticked by like hours, and then he felt something warm brush the sensitive shaft of his member. Fingers. 

	He heard a quiet laugh that sounded feminine, but... not exactly how he would have imagined Inari might laugh. Familiar, or maybe not. It was so hard to tell with nothing else to go on. He realized a few seconds had gone by without any additional contact and his excitement began to wane. 

	Then, he felt a pair of warm, wet lips wrap around the head of his cock. 

	"Fuck..." he whispered. 

	The mystery woman on the other side sucked him with enthusiasm and skill, pulling his member almost fully through the hole to the point where he was completely brushed against the divider as her tongue caressed and teased his sensitive underside. Jake leaned against the wall, fighting the urge to moan, struggling to maintain his composure. 

	This was beyond just stepping out of his sexual comfort zone. He was literally in public, getting his cock sucked by a stranger. He wondered what Inari must be thinking, if it really was her currently pleasuring him. Was this something she did with all customers? Had he pushed her buttons just right, somehow? 

	He felt the mystery woman's hand wrap around his shaft, stroking his length while she continued to tease his swollen head with her lips and tongue. Taking a breath, Jake pressed himself even tighter against the divider, thrilled by tiny shocks of sensitive pleasure running through him. 

	It was like having the sensation of a blowjob completely isolated and perfected, his focus entirely on the feeling with no distractions. The woman's mouth took him deeper and he groaned and realized he was drooling a little. 

	The blowjob became even more intense as the mystery woman increased her pace, squeezing him just tight enough, tongue and lips working him at just the right speed. Jake was already so turned on and so overwhelmed by the dirtiness of what they were doing that it was hard not to blow his load right then and there. 

	He heard a quiet giggle and it was all the push he needed to climax. Jake exploded with pleasure, groaning as he unleashed his seed through the hole. The mystery woman swallowed the first spurt but almost immediately pulled back. He felt exposed like that, but less so as he heard the second stall door open. The sink ran for a few seconds before she left the bathroom. 

	He only then realized that, if he'd really wanted to know for sure, that would have been the moment to leave the stall. No great loss. He looked down at his pants and boxers around his ankles, his cock still mostly hard and completely slimy, and let out a contented sigh. 

	 


CHAPTER 11

	 

	Few feelings could match walking out of a bathroom after receiving an enthusiastic blowjob. Jake had a broad smile on his face, but willed it down as he saw Inari waiting at the counter, looking patient but also slightly bored. She lifted up the remote, pressed the power button, and a green light came on. 

	"It wasn't a hard fix," she said. "The LED is wired in a weird way so if it fails, the entire thing fails. I just swapped it out." 

	"Awesome." He chuckled and met her gaze, searching for any sign of acknowledgment of what'd just happened. "So it's all set now?" 

	"Should even still be paired to the vibrator it originally came with, assuming its charge hasn't died," said Inari. 

	"Perfect." He felt her fingers brush his as she set it into his palm. "How much do I owe you?" 

	"Forty dollars." Inari smiled at his surprised reaction. "For labor costs. I'm sure you understand. Still cheaper than buying a new one, by far." 

	He wondered if "labor costs" was simply a euphemism for "glory hole fee." It was more than he'd been expecting to shell out, but he put it on his card and was still in a good mood as he left. 

	Lorenzo immediately perked up when he arrived back at Ryan's Retro Repair. Jake smiled and drew out the moment as he walked up to the counter. 

	"Did you find out about the glory hole?" demanded Lorenzo. "What was it like? Do you have any details?" 

	He hesitated, wondering what he should say. "I think you'll be pleasantly surprised if you try it out yourself." 

	"Seriously?" Lorenzo reached out, grabbing him by the shoulders with far too much intensity. "It's real? Tell me everything!" 

	"I've said all I'm going to say." Jake held up his hands, almost wishing he'd said even less. It felt like bad practice to advertise knowledge of such a treasure, but he had made a deal. "Do you have the stuff you promised me?" 

	"Right here." Lorenzo set a small carboard box on the counter. "This is a button camera. It has a small cord that runs to the battery to give you more options about how to hide it. It'll pair with your phone. The same with this tracking tag. It relies on bluetooth and pinging other devices to know where it is, so if you're tailing somebody to the woods, it won't be all that helpful." 

	Jake nodded slowly. "I'm not quite sure where I'll be tailing her to yet. Thanks." 

	"Yeah. Good luck." 

	"Hey, Lorenzo," he said, as he was about to leave. "My friend might be looking to get revenge on his cheating girlfriend. You have any advice for that?" 

	"Burn her car, Jake." 

	"Jesus Christ." 

	"Just kidding," said Lorenzo. "Houses are usually easier to torch. Cars are tricky to catch on fire." 

	He left on the assumption that Lorenzo was joking and rode his bike home. It was early in the afternoon, and he made a beeline for the kitchen as soon as he was inside. There wasn't much to snack on and he had to settle for another pop tart, which he threw in the toaster for some light toasting. 

	"Did you pick up my salt and vinegar chips?" 

	Jaimie wandered into the kitchen, wearing comfortable clothing, hair slightly damp as though she'd just gotten out of the bath. Jake's gaze was drawn to her chest, the way the points of her nipples were clearly visible against the white T-shirt she had on, which only covered half her stomach. 

	"Fuck." Jake shook his head. "Sorry. I totally forgot." 

	"You are a worthless servant." Jaimie let out a dramatic sigh and then smiled at him. "Well, looks like you're going to have to make me cookies instead." 

	"Do I look like a baker?" 

	Jaimie stepped closer to him, invading his personal space as a power play. It annoyed him as much as it excited him. 

	"You look like someone who is being blackmailed," she said, in a quiet voice. "You look like a pervert who decided to stick his dick in his own fucking sister." 

	"Careful," he said, matching the intensity of her tone. "Push me too far and I might just push back." 

	"Do it. See what happens." 

	They glared at each other for a silent, interesting moment. Jake thought of Kate and knew that he cared more about protecting her than telling Jaimie to fuck off. 

	"What flavor?" he asked. 

	"Oatmeal chocolate chip," said Jaimie. 

	"Didn't mom just make some of those last night?" 

	"I want fresh ones straight from the oven." 

	"God," he said, with a hiss. "You are such a..." 

	"Such a what, Jakey-kun?" She jutted her chin out and got in his face again. "Sure you want to finish that sentence?" 

	He held his tongue, which was slightly easier than he would have expected. He wanted to grab her and push her away from him more than tell her off, or maybe just grab her and... well, he wasn't sure. It seemed like his body had ideas of its own and he was far too aware of the way she smelled. 

	He reminded himself that he had the camera, the tracker, and even the fixed remote. He would get even with her, but for now, he needed to bide his time. 

	"I'll make you your damn cookies," he said. 

	"Good boy." Jaimie let out an exaggerated yawn and stretched, tiny t-shirt riding up to flash her navel. "I'll be up in my room. Bring some up to me once they're ready." 

	There was still some cookie dough left in a bowl in the fridge, thankfully, so Jake tossed that onto a baking sheet in spoonfuls and preheated the oven. His mother and Kate weren't home yet, and Jaimie had retreated upstairs. Jake leaned against the counter, thoughts drifting to the glory hole and Inari, the vibrator and the remote. 

	He heard the front door open. Kate ran in first, kicking her shoes off and dumping her bookbag by the door. She grinned when she saw him, sparing a glance to make sure the living room was empty before wrapping him in a tight hug. She snuck a quick kiss on the lips before pulling back. 

	"Somebody is happy to see me," he said, smiling. 

	"Very happy," said Kate. "Jaimie didn't give you too much trouble today, did she?" 

	"Nothing I couldn't handle. How was school?" 

	"School was good. Mom gave me a ride home." Kate skipped closer and leaned in to whisper into his ear. "Did you get the stuff?" 

	He was about to answer her when Rebecca came into the house and shut the door. She almost mirrored the way Kate had kicked her shoes off down to the place where each of her heels landed as they slipped loose. Like mother, like daughter. 

	"I am so glad to be home," his mother said, with a sigh. "I swear, aside from my lunch break, today was one headache after another." 

	"Welcome back," said Jake. "What happened during lunch?" 

	Rebecca smiled and gave an odd shrug. "I met up with a friend." 

	He nodded, but his curiosity got the better with him. "A guy friend or a female friend?" 

	Rebecca laughed. "A female friend. Is that protectiveness I hear in your tone, mister? It's nice to finally have a man of the house again." 

	He smiled and shrugged. The fact that she apparently didn’t see his father as fitting into that category was no real surprise, given how rarely he was home. 

	"Are you baking cookies?" she asked. 

	"Uh, yeah," he said. "Were you planning on using the oven for dinner?" 

	"No, just surprised," said Rebecca. "I'm not used to people other than me doing any kind of cooking. I'd love a cookie once they're ready." 

	He tossed them in the oven before heading up to his room. Kate followed him, coming inside and stretching out on his bed as he took a seat at his desk. He furrowed his brow and started to shake his head. 

	"It's fine as long as we don't close the door," said Kate. "Or, you know. Do anything stupid. Where's the stuff?" 

	"In the bag right under your feet. Be ready to hide it if you hear Jaimie coming." 

	"I know." Her voice took on a hint of little sister brattiness, but she was smiling as she began rifling through the gear he'd spent the day assembling. "We'll set the camera up tonight. I suppose we could put the tag in her purse, but she usually keeps it close to her. Might be tricky to find a time to slip it in." 

	"Tomorrow morning would be our best bet," said Jake. "When she's in the shower. She obviously doesn't take her purse into the bathroom with her." 

	"Good thinking." Kate grinned and did a stretch on his bed, rolling onto her stomach in a manner that made the skirt of her school uniform ride up. "What about the remote?" 

	"I got it fixed." He smirked and took it out of his pocket. "According to the woman at the store, it should still be paired with the vibrator it goes to, assuming it still has charge left. Which it should, given that there would be no way to turn it on without the remote." 

	"Sound logic," said Kate. "Wait, what store?" 

	"Better By Night." He walked over to the bed and sat down on it, feeling an odd rise in the tension. "It's an adult toy store." 

	"Oh. Right." Kate stared at the remote in his hand, the fascination obvious in her expression. "So if the vibrator is in Jaimie's room, you could turn it on right now?" 

	"I don't think it would work at this range, but who knows?" He smiled and, just for fun, pressed the power button and then one of the numbers to set the vibrator's intensity." 

	A vibrating noise seemed to come from right underneath Kate. She let out a gasp, wriggled to one side, and pulled out her phone. 

	"I'm getting a call," she said. "It's the school. Probably an automated message about needing to put down a deposit for the school yearbook again. What?" 

	He shook his head, letting out a breath he'd been holding. "Nothing." 

	 


CHAPTER 12 

	 

	A chance to set up the camera presented itself to Jake with surprising speed. Jaimie announced that she was going out with some friends a few minutes after Jake and Kate had taken stock of their spy tools. They watched her depart and exchanged a glance, clearly sharing the same thought. 

	Their mother was already starting on dinner and unlikely to come upstairs or pay them much attention. They waited until they had heard the front door closed before jumping into action. 

	"There's an app I need to download to pair it with my phone," said Jake. "Hold on." 

	It was surprisingly intuitive to setup. Once he'd paired it, all he needed to do was bring up the app and he immediately had eyes on whatever the camera was seeing. Kate grinned and grabbed the camera once she saw it was working. 

	"Cool," she said. "I'll sneak into Jaimie's room and find a spot for it. I have better plausible deniability than you do if Mom does catch us." 

	"Let's hope it doesn't come to that," said Jake. "I'll watch from here to make sure you set it up somewhere with a good view." 

	Kate grinned and headed out the door. Jake switched to the camera app and saw a feed similar to one on security cameras. He recognized Jaimie's room, in all its messy chaos, as Kate crept into it and began surveying the scene. She moved quickly and efficiently, settling on setting the camera on the shelf next to Jaimie's monitor. Jake approved, seeing a view that should cover most of her room with relative ease without it being a place where she'd generally rest her attention for very long. 

	"Testing," whispered Kate. "Can you hear me, Jake?" 

	He was wondering how to respond or at least signal her when he heard footsteps coming from the stairs. It was too late for Kate to sneak out of Jaimie's room. He scowled and watched as she slipped toward the door, shutting it as silently as she could. 

	The sound of his mother humming emanated in from outside his room, followed by the vacuum turning on. She was vacuuming the hallway, which was totally normal. Unfortunately, the timing would leave Kate trapped in Jaimie's room until she finished. If Jaimie came back before Rebecca finished, they were fucked. 

	Kate, wisely, began moving more slowly and stealthily. Jake watched as she surveyed Jaimie's room, seemingly resigned to her fate. She quietly opened Jaimie's desk and eyed the mess contained within. She moved toward the closet, and he suddenly wished he could shout a warning, remembering how messy it was and how much stuff had fallen out back when he'd done his own search of his older sister's room. 

	Kate made both the same discovery and mistake, a dinosaur stuffed animal and an umbrella falling loose as she opened the door. She swore under her breath then quietly began nudging and shifting some of Jaimie's junk back into the closet. Jake watched, tense, as she continued the search, and finally settled on slipping open the top drawer of Jaimie's dresser. 

	Their mother stopped vacuuming. Jake expected Kate to make her escape as soon as Rebecca's steps had faded down the stairs. Instead, she began helping herself to the contents of her sister's dresser. He saw her look directly at the camera, smile, and then begin taking her school uniform off. 

	He watched, knowing he should stop her, but not quite being able to make himself do it. Kate stripped down to her bra and panties and began rifling through Jaimie's clothes, picking out a sexy black miniskirt and a tan long sleeve crop top. She admired herself in the mirror, adjusting the fit and playing with her boobs. 

	Jake heard the front door open and knew the game was over. He hurried into the hall just as Kate was leaving. Taking her by the wrist, he pulled her into his room just as he heard Jaimie make it up to the top of the stairs and retire to her own room. 

	"Did you have to steal some of her clothes?" whispered Jake. 

	"I do that all the time," she said. "We're sisters. She probably won't notice and if she does, she won't make a big deal about it." 

	"The shirt doesn't even fit you." 

	Jake made a show of pulling on the front where it was already threatening to slip down and show her bra line. 

	"Not my fault my boobs are smaller than hers," muttered Kate. 

	"I didn't mean that as an attack on your figure," said Jake. "I like your boobs." 

	"Good." She smirked and playfully swatted his hand as he shifted to groping her chest. "Can I see the camera's feed?" 

	"Absolutely." 

	They sat down on his bed together. Jake took his phone out and held it so they could both see the screen easily. Kate's eyebrows shot up and she let out a quiet, excited giggle as Jaimie entered her room and threw her bags down. She sighed as she looked at herself in the mirror and then took her jacket. 

	"Oh my god," whispered Kate. "I think she's undressing." 

	For whatever reason, Kate's hand began to slide up his thigh, as though the sight of her sister undressing stirred other ideas. Jake let out a soft groan but saw no reason to stop her. Their mother would be downstairs making dinner, while they'd obviously have advance warning if Jaimie began heading their way. 

	"We shouldn't be watching this," he muttered. "She's changing. This is-" 

	"Hold on." Kate grabbed his wrist, keeping his phone in view. "Why was she wearing a sweatshirt under her jacket?" 

	Jaimie proceeded to take off her sweatshirt, and then a long sleeve shirt underneath that, and a cute sleeveless top underneath that. She repeated the process as she took off her sweatpants and a tight pair of jeans underneath. Jake noticed the one detail which made it all make sense. 

	"The tags are still on most of the clothing she just took off," he said. "Oh my god. Of course. She's been shoplifting." 

	"What?" Kate made a noise of disbelief. "Seriously? Like, stealing clothing by wearing it out of the changing room?" 

	"Apparently so. It makes way too much sense. She sent me to return some of her stuff right after she first started blackmailing me but didn't have the receipts for it. I should have guessed sooner." 

	"Holy shit," whispered Kate. "In that case, we've already won! Haven't we? Let's go confront her right now!" 

	Kate started to stand up. Jake took her hand and pulled her back down to sitting. 

	"It's not that simple," he said. "The only way we could catch her based off what we just saw would involve revealing that we just set a hidden camera up in her room. We have to catch her through fair and legal means if we want to have real leverage over her." 

	"Easy," said Kate. "We just follow her until she's either shoplifting again or returning some of her ill-gotten clothing." 

	"Yeah." Jake nodded slowly, but most of his attention was on his phone, as Jaimie was still undressing. "That could work." 

	"It shouldn't be too hard to catch her in a way that we could report to Mom without admitting to anything we've done wrong," said Kate. "Then, we can just counter blackmail her, and... Jake?" 

	"I'm listening." 

	Jaimie was in the process of taking her bra off, though she wasn't facing the camera directly. 

	Kate made a noise and pulled off the shirt she'd borrowed from her sister and let it drop to the floor. "What if I get naked, too? Will you listen to me with your eyes and ears?" 

	"I'll throw another body part into the mix if you do," he said. 

	He set his phone aside and pulled Kate into his lap. He knew that there was only so much he could get away with, given that his mother and Jaimie were still home, still capable of knocking on his door or barging into his room at any time. 

	He struggled to hold back and found himself wondering about what their life would be like if they'd managed to keep their secret for longer, all the sex they could have been having right under Jaimie and their mother's noses. 

	Kate moaned and squirmed in his lap, grinding her panty clad ass against his hardness. She twisted around and began groping at his erection, pushing her bra covered tits into his face. He kissed and sucked at her nipples through the thin fabric, feeling an intense rush from the danger and the naughtiness of it. 

	They rolled sideways onto his bed. His hands roamed over Kate's body, sliding down to feel under her borrowed skirt. She gasped and squirmed against his touch, lifting her legs and spreading them invitingly as he hooked his fingers around her panties. 

	He stopped himself before pulling them down. His cock was rock hard, and an evil voice whispered that he could simply do it, be quick and efficient. His mother would be none the wiser, and it wasn't as though Jaimie could double blackmail them off the same secret. 

	"Oh, fuck," whispered Kate. 

	She wriggled, almost seeming to try to slide upward out of her panties off the contact he was still making with them. 

	"Kate..." He let out a sigh and shook his head. "We can't." 

	"I know," she muttered. She continued to writhe, running her hands over his chest. 

	"Later tonight," he whispered into her ear. "Come to my room once everyone is asleep." 

	"Mmm... I can't wait." 

	"Wear as little as possible." 

	He let his fingers slide into her panties against his better judgment. Kate's breath caught and she bucked her hips upward, clearly excited by the extra contact. Jake slid his finger across her soft, sensitive folds, teasing her clit. 

	"Jake..." whispered Kate. "Oh my god..." 

	She suddenly grabbed his wrist and moved his hand just so. A jerk ran through her entire body, an orgasm or near enough. Jake wasn't sure he'd ever watched anything hotter than seeing Kate come while knowing she'd be sneaking into his room near naked later that night. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


CHAPTER 13 

	 

	Dinner was tasty and uneventful. Their mother made curry with peas and white rice. Jake remained civil with Jaimie, civil enough for himself and Kate, who was more or less sulking in her older sister's direction. Rebecca talked more about her day while staying vague to protect her client's anonymity. 

	Jake spent most of the meal eye fucking Kate, who returned his sexual intensity twice over. He noticed more than once Jaimie narrowing her eyes at him, but at other times, their older sister almost seemed fascinated, or at least flustered by their obvious lust for one another. 

	"Delicious dinner, Mom," said Jake. 

	"Yeah," said Kate. "Filled me right up." 

	Jake stood up slowly, still insanely aroused by the knowledge of potentially fucking Kate again later that night. He cleared the table as an excuse to get out of the room by a more circumspect route. His mother brought the serving plate in behind him. 

	"It's so good to have you home, Jake." She came up behind him as she set the serving plate down in the sink and wrapped him in a hug from behind, kissing his cheek. 

	"Thanks, Mom," he said. "It's good to be home." 

	He chuckled and started to turn around in her arms, only realizing how it risked putting his dick in hard contact with her body, close as she was. Aborting it seemed just as awkward, however. He hugged her normally, taking care to keep his crotch out of reach. 

	"My sweet little boy, home at last," whispered Rebecca. "I'm so proud of you. You know that, right?" 

	He smiled. "I do, Mom." 

	She kissed him on the cheek, still hugging him. "You have been settling in okay, right?" 

	"Yes, Mom." He rolled his eyes and heard her laugh. 

	"Don't 'yes, mom' me. I want you to stay as you are, Jake. An open book that lets me read." 

	"I'll do my best." 

	"Good!" 

	She pulled him tight, perhaps attempting an exaggerated tight squeeze. Jake tried to back up but the counter and sink were behind him. He heard his mother sick in a quick breath as his erection made provable contact with her body. She shifted her hips back, and then strangely, forward again, as though her first reaction was to see whether she'd just imagined it. 

	"Well." She gave him an odd smirk and patted him on the chest as she pulled away. "Good night." 

	"Night, Mom." 

	There were multiple layers of confusion as he made his way upstairs and retired to bed. Just how fucked up was he? He'd been thinking of Kate, but his cock had most definitely reacted to his mother's presence, her closeness, her feminine body. 

	He thought of the remote again and realized, distantly, that if it wasn't Jaimie's, that would only leave one suspect. It would all but confirm that his mother had a vibrator and had, at least once, used it in the living room. For some reason, that last fact seemed to multiply the dirtiness, kink up the kink. 

	He stripped down into his boxers and climbed into bed, sure that he'd struggle to get to sleep with the knowledge that Kate would be sneaking into his room later that night. He did sleep, however. He stirred midway through the night, scowling as he heard the sound of Jaimie's music coming from the next room. At first, he thought that was what had woken him up. 

	A set of fingers pulled at the elastic of his boxers and he realized that he was not alone in his bed. He was hard and wondered what he'd been dreaming about. He heard Kate giggle and then shush him as though he was the one who'd made the noise, her hot breath tickling the sensitive skin of his erection. 

	She made a humming noise as she began to suck. Jake closed his eyes, savoring the pleasure and the warmth of Kate's mouth. She took him deeper, bobbing her head, and he reached a hand down to stroke her hair. He felt her breasts press against his legs and realized she was completely naked. 

	"Good," he whispered. "You really did show up in as little as possible.* 

	She made a little kissing noise as she pulled her mouth off his cock. "I'm prepared in more ways than one." 

	He heard the sound of something tearing, and then felt Kate fumbling to put a condom on him. 

	"You did come prepared," he whispered. "You got that?" 

	She swore under her breath. "It won't go. I... haven't done this before and being in the dark doesn't make it any easier." 

	"You have to see which way it rolls, dummy?" He took it from her and put it on with ease. "There we go. You know what this means?" 

	"What?" 

	"That I don't have to worry about pulling out, obviously." He playfully batted her on the head. "Try to keep up." 

	"You're so mean, Jake!" she said, with a laugh. 

	He pulled her up to him, fondling one of her breasts. "I haven't even started getting mean yet, Katie." 

	She started to lay down, but he lifted her up onto all fours. Kate let out a sexy gasp as though the thought of being fucked from behind was thrilling to her. Jake pressed in behind her, fondling some more before lining up the angle. From the next room, it sounded like Jaimie had just turned up her music. 

	"Can she hear us?" whispered Kate. 

	"Doesn't matter," he said. "She already knows. Unless she wants to blow her leverage, she can't tell Mom, either." 

	"I'm sure Jaimie wouldn't want to... blow that." Kate let out a sexy moan as he pressed the tip of his cock into her tight pussy. "Not this early." 

	"Fuck," he whispered. "You feel incredible." 

	Kate's pussy was wetter, hotter, and more perfect than he remembered from last time. He slowly worked himself deeper, feeling her tremble and whimper in pleasure as she was penetrated. It was hard to think straight, let alone go slow. He seized her by the hips and started spearing into her. Kate let out a gasp right as the song was switching in the next room over. She froze, but Jake only marginally slowed his pace. 

	"Jaimie... might have heard that," she managed. 

	"Good for Jaimie." He thrust into Kate hard enough to make her gasp again. 

	Let her hear what she's missing out on, he thought.

	He shook his head, feeling suddenly confused and disgusted with himself, but more turned on than ever. 

	Kate grabbed hold of the headboard as he got back up to pace. It made for a soft tap, tap, tap of his bed against the next wall. He was sure Jaimie would hear that, and even more sure she'd guess what it was. 

	"Jake, oh fuck, Jake!" Kate cried out. "That feels so... so good!" 

	He heard the music turn up and then actually drop to a lower level, as though Jaimie was listening, but didn't want to seem like she was. Jake fucked his little sister harder, hearing both the clap of their bodies and the tap of their headboard. Kate squealed and buried her face in the pillow, her noises muffled, but a minor thing against the rest of the din of their rutting. 

	Kate climaxed, letting out a series of squeaks and shuddering in pleasure. Jake kept fucking her, feeling the intensity of his own pleasure growing and building. The bed was really banging against the wall now. He heard a new bang come from the other side, three in a row, like Jaimie had gotten fed up with them. 

	Let her hear all of it, he thought. Let her think about what it would be like to be on the other side of the wall. 

	"Katie!" 

	He squeezed her tight from behind and unloaded, distantly appreciating her forethought to bring a condom this time. Nothing good would come from him taking her raw, over and over again. He shuddered from the pleasure and felt his arousal staying high from the dirtiness of his thoughts. 

	Footsteps sounded outside his room. Jaimie knocked softly, probably worried about waking their mother, and then poked her head into Jake's room. 

	"If the two of you don't keep it down, you won't have to worry about me blackmailing you anymore!" she hissed. 

	"Fuck off, Jaimie," said Kate. 

	"Easy." Jake kissed Kate's head, knowing that Jaimie couldn't really see them in the dark. "We'll keep it down. But maybe keep your music up at its normal level if it's bothering you so much." 

	"I'm the one with the power here!" snapped Jaimie. "The two of you are done for tonight." 

	Jake groaned, feeling Kate taking the condom off him while simultaneously sliding down to put her head level with his crotch. 

	"Yeah. Totally done. Feel free to come in and turn the lights on if you need to verify." 

	"You... stupid little... jackass!" Jaimie made a noise of frustration, but had the wherewithal to shut the door softly. 

	Kate let out a giggle. "We could do this every night." 

	"We would get caught by Mom within a week if we did this every night," he said. 

	"Maybe." Kate gave his cock, which was still sticky, a long lick with her hot, sensitive tongue. "Maybe not." 

	 


CHAPTER 14 

	 

	"Kate's feeling sick today, Jake," said Rebecca. "Would you check in on her throughout the day if you're going to be home?" 

	"Sure." He smiled and took a bite of his cereal. "I'll help her with anything she needs." 

	"I'm sure you will," said Jaimie, with acid in her voice. "You're such a kind and caring older brother, Jakey-kun." 

	"Jaimie!" said Rebecca, in a warning tone. "Why are the two of you so bitter toward each other? I would love if we could have some harmony in this household." 

	"I'd love that too, Mom," said Jake. "Maybe one day soon." 

	He was pretty sure Kate was simply faking being sick to give herself the day off. She'd texted him that morning that she'd managed to plant the tracker in Jaimie's purse. If Jaimie went out, either to shoplift or reap the gains through returning stolen clothing, they'd have a real chance at catching her without revealing the hidden camera. 

	"I'll be home around the usual time," said Rebecca. "Text me with dinner ideas if you have any." 

	"Absolutely." 

	He pulled her into a hug as she headed for the door. It felt unfair to her, in some ways, to have so much roiling beneath the surface with him and Kate and now Jaimie. An evil whisper reminded him of the vibrator, how the evidence was beginning to point away from Kate and Jaimie, which meant toward the only other woman in the household. 

	"What's with the look, mister?" asked Rebecca. 

	She grinned and crossed her arms, eyes analytical in that therapist way as she attempted to peer into his soul. 

	"Nothing," he said. "Just proud of my Mom. I need to get a job." 

	"If you want to, sure. I want you to have at least some time to enjoy being home first, though." 

	She kissed him on the cheek, waved absently behind her, and slipped out the door. It was nice outside, and far warmer than he would have expected for the fall, though it was still early in the season. He came back into the kitchen, feeling an immediate shift in tone and tension between him and his older sister. 

	"Jaimie," he said. 

	"Jakey-kun." She sounded annoyed at him, which annoyed him. "Sick of my nickname for you, yet?" 

	"Shockingly, a silly nickname from my childhood isn't the sick burn you seem to think it is," he said. "Consider yourself lucky I don't give you one in return." 

	"Oh? And just what would your nickname for me be?" 

	He pretended to cough into the crook of his arm as he said "cunt." The look on Jaimie's face was, somewhat surprisingly, a mixture of anger and amusement. 

	"You fucker." She narrowed her eyes at him. "You know what. It's nice out today. I thought I'd do some sun bathing outside and then hang out in the hot tub. You can be my bath attendant." 

	The temptation to tell her to fuck off was almost overwhelming, but he and Kate still didn't have their trump card. But that wasn't the only reason why he held back his ire. He realized that this situation would obviously lead to him getting to see Jaimie in her swimsuit. His cock stirred in that preliminary but powerful way. He exhaled and tried to steer his thoughts through the storm. 

	He'd given in to the circumstances with Kate, and they'd been unique. It wasn't like he was attracted to the rest of his family. Jaimie, and his mother, though they were both stunningly beautiful women. Jaimie in her swimsuit came to mind again and he felt doubt stab through him. What if he was attracted to them? Could he even try to bury those impulses after what he'd already done with Kate? 

	"Earth to Jake," said Jaimie. "Go get me a towel. And see if there is any sunscreen in the bathroom. Ask Kate if there isn't any there." 

	He sighed, but did as he was told. He found a bottle of sunscreen, but checked in with Kate, regardless. 

	"Good morning." Kate was wearing an oversized t-shirt and, from what Jake could see, nothing else. 

	"Is that one of my shirts?" he asked, drawing her close. 

	"Want it back?" 

	She started to pull it up and over her head. Jake had his suspicions confirmed as her nude crotch and faint red pubic hair came briefly into view. 

	"I absolutely do, but Jaimie has me running errands for her," he said. "Have to keep her placated for now." 

	"She's never been much of a homebody." Kate let her shirt drop back into place and folded her arms. "Just grin and bear it for a few more hours. I bet she'll implicate herself somehow today and then we'll have her." 

	"Yeah," he said. 

	He headed back downstairs. Jaimie immediately ordered him to take the sunscreen outside and wait for her there. Jake sat down in one of the deck chairs, almost feeling overdressed in a t-shirt and sweatpants. It was a beautiful day. 

	"I think I might have you make me a smoothie, too." 

	Jaimie slid the deck door open and stepped outside. Jake tried to keep from showing just how impressed he was by how sexy she looked in her bikini. It was black, small but not tiny, though it was hard to make the distinction against how large and full her breasts were. Her hips and butt had this subtle curve to them that seemed to beg him to run a hand along the flesh there. 

	"You want a smoothie?" he asked, not really listening to himself, eyes still glued to her tits. 

	"Lay out my towel so I have a spot to stretch out first," she said, in a bitchy voice. "And I want you to put suntan lotion on my back. You can do that, right?" 

	"If you want me to, absolutely." 

	He felt his cock stirring a little and Jaimie seemed to pick up on something in his hungry gaze, a smile coming to her lips as her cheeks flushed a bit. 

	"You're my slave and you have to do anything I say," she said. "It's not that I want you to. It's that I'm making you. See the distinction?" 

	"Totally." Jake pretended to cough again and once more muttered "cunt" under his breath. 

	"You little fucker!" 

	Jaimie ran toward him, the motion making her breasts bounce in a hypnotizing way. She realized it too, and slowed her pace, but still hurried to close the distance and punch him in the shoulder. Jake spun by her and playfully slapped her butt like he might with Kate. 

	They both froze the instant after his hand had made contact. Jaimie looked conflicted, more than angry. She folded her arms and waved a hand. 

	"Well, hurry up!" she snapped. "Towel and lotion. Get to work." 

	"Enjoy this while you can," he muttered. 

	"I will, thank you." 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 15 

	 

	Jake set out the towel and waited with the lotion. It wasn't until Jaimie began to stretch out, flawless pale skin practically glowing in the sunlight, that he realized he might not hate what she was making him do. She let out a tiny sigh as she rolled onto her stomach, hands reaching back to fix her bikini bottom to keep it from wedging inward. 

	Her butt was next level, and Jake stared at it shamelessly as he loaded the first spurt of lotion into his palm. He crouched down next to her, rubbing his hands together. 

	"Make sure to warm it up first," said Jaimie. "It always comes out of the bottle cold." 

	"I will, don't worry," he said. "I'll start with your shoulders." 

	"Start with my neck, Jakey-kun." 

	"Keep using that tone on me and I'll finish with your neck, too." 

	"Bet that sounded more threatening in your head." 

	Jake took the bottle with his cleaner hand and squirted a single glob right onto the sensitive small of Jaimie's back. She gasped and squirmed for a second, but didn't get up from the towel. 

	"Hurry up," she muttered. "I don't have all day. I have things to do after." 

	He let their bickering come to an end, encouraged by her mentioning going out later on. He rubbed the lotion onto the back of her neck with slow touches, feeling a flicker of something electric that he suspected she was experiencing even more intensely. 

	"Mmm," moaned Jaimie. "Go a little deeper right at the base of my neck and shoulders." 

	"This isn't a massage." 

	"It is whatever I say it is, remember?" 

	He chuckled, for once finding her attitude more cute than bitchy. "Sure." 

	He rubbed in deeper circles, feeling Jaimie let out a sigh. Using his thumbs, he pressed into the spot she'd mentioned and heard her let out a groan as some of the tension went out of her muscles. He massaged the same area for a minute or two, finding her reactions more rewarding than he would have expected. 

	He began rubbing the lotion into her shoulders, keeping the same deeper touch and technique she'd asked for as he moved a little closer to her. There was an odd vibe, quiet but hyperaware. She was responding to his touch in small ways and left him feeling like he had some control that perhaps she wouldn't have normally relinquished. 

	He moved downward, rubbing lotion into her back. Jaimie made a noise as he pressed his hands against her, an appreciative moan. He brought his hands back up to do the outside of her arms, feeling the draw of the sides of her breasts. God, he wanted an excuse to slide his fingers over them, but even with what she was having him do currently, there was no way she'd let him get away with it. 

	"You can go lower," whispered Jaimie. "A little lower, at least." 

	"Sure. Whatever you need." 

	He worked his hands into the small of her back, massaging the lotion into her soft, athletic skin. He was close enough that it would be easy to accidentally, or purposefully, get away with touching her in some interesting places. Jaimie's breathing betrayed her excitement, running just a little faster than what might have been normal for sunscreen application. 

	His hands moved down even lower, and Jaimie let out a sigh as he massaged the lotion into the upper curve of her ass. Jake's cock was hard, and he couldn't stop imagining how easy it would be to peel her bikini bottom off or untie her top. He froze as his fingers moved to do the latter almost of their own volition and only just caught himself in time. 

	"Keep going," said Jaimie. 

	"You're the boss." He slid his fingers back downward, fighting the urge to grope her. 

	Jaimie let out a sigh and seemed to be relaxing more and more into the towel. Jake focused on rubbing the lotion into her lower back and butt, occasionally rubbing back up along her sides. Jaimie let out a cute noise whenever his fingers got close to her breasts, and he felt his cock getting absurdly hard in response. 

	It felt so much dirtier to touch Jaimie than Kate, even in a context when he was being ordered to touch her. He had no idea if it was the blackmail, the taboo, or just the simple novelty of his sister ostensibly being what most men would consider the perfect sexy blonde with big tits. 

	"Mmm, yeah," whispered Jaimie. "Get right in there." 

	He used her command as an excuse to shift to straddling her, sitting so he was almost directly behind her butt, his cock practically resting like a hotdog between her buns. Jaimie wriggled slightly, and for longer than a second, her butt was essentially squeezing along his cock. Jake rocked his hips forward in response and, amazingly, Jaimie didn't stop him. 

	She let out a low moan and seemed to relax even further into the towel. Jake, emboldened, did it again, sliding his cock a little forward, feeling Jaimie's ass cheeks squeezing his length. Jaimie let out a soft gasp, perhaps realizing exactly what was happening, and cleared her throat. 

	"I could make you do this every day if I wanted," she whispered. 

	"For now." He winced, wishing he'd held back and hoping she wouldn't read too deeply into the statement. 

	Jaimie let out a contented sigh and spread one of her hands flat on the towel, fingers splayed in a manner that reminded Jake of a woman digging into a mattress. He so badly wanted to pull her bikini off and fuck her, but he knew she wouldn't let him. He humped forward again, not even trying to hide what he was doing anymore, thrilled that she was letting him get away with it. She was getting into it herself, even matching his small movements by rocking back with her hips and butt. 

	"Pervert," muttered Jaimie. "Would you do my front if I asked you too?" 

	She started to roll over. The motion pulled her bikini top out of place and one of her pale, plump breasts spilled completely out, the large nipple at the center pink and hard and perfect. She immediately covered herself but was still underneath him, now on her back, cheeks flushed. 

	"You want me to do your front?" he muttered. "If I'm a pervert, you're just as bad." 

	Jaimie's eyes flicked down to his erection and he suddenly realized his mistake as he saw the gears turning in her head. If she did let things go further, she risked losing her blackmail high ground. She obviously couldn't blackmail him about a secret relationship with Kate if she, herself, was nibbling on forbidden fruit from the same tree. 

	"Fuck." She scowled and sat up, fixing her bikini top with a sigh. "Forget it. Make me that smoothie I asked you about." 

	"Fine." Jake stood up, feeling frustrated and horny. 

	"And Jake." Jaimie narrowed her eyes at him. "I'm the one in control, here. Don't forget that for a single fucking second." 

	"Sure." He shrugged and headed inside. "Whatever you say." 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 16 

	 

	Jake headed inside and made the smoothie, feeling frustrated and horny. Kate came downstairs, wearing his shirt and a pair of tiny shorts and looking like temptation embodied. She sidled up next to him as he finished Jaimie's smoothie, stealing the first sip. 

	"Tasty," she said. 

	"It's Jaimie's, not mine," he said, with a sigh. 

	"Bide your time. We'll get our chance as soon as she slips up." 

	The aforementioned chance came an hour later, after Jaimie had come back inside and disappeared into her room for a while. Jake was pretending to be enthralled with a video game as his older sister came downstairs noisily and started putting her shoes on. 

	"Heading out?" he asked. 

	"Yeah," she said. "Gonna go shopping." 

	Jake nodded slowly, noting how Jaimie was dressed in baggy, shoplifting friendly clothing. She also had a bag with her which he suspected might be filled with some of her recent acquisitions. 

	"What?" asked Jaimie. 

	"Waiting for you to tell me if you need a ride or not," he said, smoothly. "Duh." 

	"Oh. No, I should be fine." She let out a sigh, her expression briefly turning pensive. "I do still want you to pick me up a bag of salt and vinegar chips. Along with everything needed to make me a reuban sandwich. I have a craving I need to fulfill." 

	"Yes, master," he said, rolling his eyes. 

	His motivation to match her leverage seemed to rise evenly with his frustration and anger. He was going to be the one having her make him a sandwich, soon as they flipped the tables. 

	Jaimie left. The second the door shut, Kate came running downstairs. She hopped into his lap, blocking his view of the video game, but he hadn't been playing it all that seriously. 

	"I have the tracker installed on my phone," said Kate. "Look." 

	Jake eyed the interface, which was a fairly normal navigation nap with an obvious blue dot marking the tracking tag. "We should wait a minute until starting to follow her. My bike is loud." 

	"Once she goes around the block, we'll set out," said Kate. 

	He went upstairs to throw on jeans and by the time he came back down, Kate was waiting impatiently by the door. They went out to the garage, put on helmets, and set out on his bike. 

	Kate directed him in small ways as they got moving, checking her phone at red lights when it was somewhat safe and then tapping her hands on his sides from where she was holding on. They deviated from a direct path when they realized that Jaimie was waiting at the bus stop, a fact which seemed curious to Jake. 

	Why wouldn't she have simply asked him for a ride if she needed to go somewhere? It seemed suspicious, even moreso than just her shoplifting, which she'd already enlisted him to be an unknowing participant in when she'd sent him out to make returns. 

	He and Kate waited around the corner in the parking lot of a convenience store for a few minutes. Jaimie boarded the bus, and they set out, following the blue dot on Kate's phone. Jake felt his intrigue building as they followed it across town, into what he would have described as a less desirable neighborhood to live in. 

	Kate signaled him as he was preparing to make a turn to catch up with the bus. He slowed to a stop, parking his bike on the street. She held her phone up so he could see it. The blue dot had stopped moving and the bus, from what his ears could hear, was continuing on its route. He killed his bike's engine. 

	"What now?" he asked. "Follow on foot?" 

	"We have to!" said Kate. "She could be buying drugs! Or maybe trading the shoplifted clothing for drugs, which is even worse?" 

	"I mean, how is it worse?" he asked. 

	"It's two crimes, Jake!" 

	"Yeah, but she already did the shoplifting," he said. "It's not like it counts again just because she's trading stolen goods after having already stolen them." 

	"It's worse!" insisted Kate. "It just is." 

	Either way, they still needed to get to the truth. Jake felt conspicuous as he walked alongside Kate, who had her phone out and held in front of them both so they could easily follow the blue dot on the map. He felt a vibration come from his own phone and took it out to discover he'd missed a call and had a voicemail. 

	Kate had already slowed down to help maintain their distance and cover. He pulled his phone out and brought up the voicemail app. The message began with the sound of a man clearing his throat. 

	"This is Officer Blake Barnes. I'm calling to speak to Jake Salinth about some items he returned to TJ Maxx a few days ago. Give me a call back so we can get this resolved as soon as possible." 

	"What?" asked Kate. 

	He slipped his phone back into his pocket. "That was a cop calling about the shoplifted stuff she had me return to the clothing store." 

	"Oh no." 

	"Oh yes!" He smiled and touched her shoulder. "We've already won, Katie. This is better leverage than we could have ever hoped for. We can get Jaimie to drop her side of the blackmail completely with this and maybe still even have leverage over her. In our case, we'd have some family drama and counseling. In hers, possible criminal charges." 

	"Awesome!" She hugged him tightly and then surprised him with a kiss on the lips. "Should we just go home or keep tailing her? I kind of still want to see what she's up to right now." 

	"Might as well," he said. "I'm curious, too." 

	They followed the blue dot as Jaimie continued into the somewhat rundown neighborhood. Eventually, the dot went static, and they began gaining on it. Kate motioned to a house with peeling yellow paint and a wooden fence deep into disrepair. 

	"She's here," she whispered. 

	"Let's knock on the front door." 

	"What?" Kate stared at him. "But what if it's some shady place like you said?" 

	"How else are we going to find out? This isn't a movie, we can't spy from the window or sneak in through the back." 

	"Fine." Kate looked nervous, but she followed his lead. 

	They walked up the steps, seeing now that the lawn was a bit overgrown and the porch had a broken bicycle set to one side of it. Jake knocked on the door and then reached over and squeezed Kate's hand, sensing her unease. 

	"We've already won, remember," he said. 

	"I know." She smiled and looked at him in a way that made him wonder if she was even talking about their counter-blackmail. 

	The door opened. An older woman with grey streaked black hair and a slightly plump build stood on the other side of it. She looked at Jake blankly for a second, but broke into a smile when she saw Kate. 

	"Katherine!" She let out a small laugh. "Oh, god. You've grown so beautiful! Please, come in." 

	"Mrs... Daniels?" said Kate. She shot a confused glance at Jake, but didn't offer an explanation. 

	"This must be your brother, Jake," said Mrs. Daniels. "I didn't realize Jaimie invited you both over today, too, but you're more than welcome. She talks so much about the two of you to Delilah. Especially you, Jake, in the past few days. She's so glad you're home." 

	She said the last two sentences in a conspiratorial whisper that only multiplied his confusion. Mrs. Daniels led them into her modest living room. Jaimie was sitting on the couch with a mug of tea in front of her, looking stunned and horrified. 

	"What..." Jaimie's confusion almost mirrored Jake's own. 

	He made eye contact with her for a second or two before taking a seat next to her on the couch in a silent, mutual stalemate. There was a time and place to bring up blackmail and it wasn't in front of someone who seemed to be a family friend. 

	"I need to make more tea!" said Mrs. Daniels. "I'll put the pot on now and then check to see if Delilah's awake for the three of you to visit." 

	The second the older woman left the room, Jaimie glared at Jake and crossed her arms. 

	"What the fuck are you doing here?" she hissed. 

	Before Jake could answer - gloat, really given his newfound blackmail material - Kate cut in. 

	"This is where Delilah lives now?" she asked. "You came... to visit her?" 

	"I come every week," said Jaimie. She blinked and glanced away, and Jake sensed a storm of emotion underneath the veneer of anger. 

	Mrs. Daniels came back into the living room. "She's awake. I think she'd love to see you and see your brother and sister, Jaimie." 

	Jaimie opened her mouth, but hesitated and gave a small shrug. "Yeah. So do I, I suppose." 

	 


CHAPTER 17 

	 

	They went upstairs and down a hallway with a thick blue shag carpet. The bedroom on the left at the end had a door slightly ajar. Jaimie knocked on it and gently pushed it open. 

	"Hey, Dee," she said, softly. "I brought you some stuff. And some guests. Remember Kate and Jake?" 

	A woman around Jaimie's age lay in bed, awake, but dazed and serene. Her hair was dark and messy from sleep. One of her eyelids drooped halfway down, and stayed mostly in place as the other one blinked. She was pretty, in Jake's opinion, but distant and unwell, looking at them without completely seeing them. 

	Jaimie sat down on the edge of the bed next to her friend. She waited for a few quiet seconds. Delilah slowly turned her head to look directly at Jaimie, a hint of a smile tugging at the edges of her mouth. 

	"So, the first top is so totally you that I couldn't help but take it home with me," said Jaimie. She reached into her bag and pulled out a jade green top with short sleeves, a wide neck hole, and loose ruffles that came together more tightly around the midriff. "Thumbs up? Thumbs down?" 

	Delilah looked at the top for a moment. She made a small motion, not quite a nod, not quite a smile. Jaimie let out a small laugh and stood up. 

	"I knew you'd like it." 

	Jaimie reached down and, catching Jake completely off guard, pulled off her own top. She changed into the green one and began modeling it for Delilah. A slow smile spread across the infirm woman's face. 

	"Perfect for just day to day stuff," said Jaimie. "You could wear it to the club, too. It's yours if you want it. Just say the word." 

	Delilah let out a small noise, not a word, but acknowledgment, at the very least. Jake felt forgotten where he stood with Kate, but he was alright with that. He was seeing something he knew wasn’t meant for him. Both the moment and this side of his older sister. 

	She went through the entire bag, trying on the pieces of clothing that Delilah expressed interest in and setting the ones which didn't meet her friend's approval aside. She folded the clothes Delilah indicated she liked into a pile atop her dresser afterward and sat down with her friend again, leaning in close to whisper in a voice Jake couldn't and didn't try to overhear. 

	"Come on." Kate tugged at Jake's sleeve. "Let's wait outside." 

	They stepped back out into the hallway. Jake shook his head, finally giving in to his confusion. 

	"That's the same Delilah who used to be Jaimie's best friend, right?" he asked. "I guess I do remember her a little from before I left." 

	"Jaimie and Delilah were in a really bad car crash two years ago," said Kate. "You might not have heard about it depending on how informed Mom was keeping you. The car rolled over once. Jaimie was fine, but the boy who was driving died and Delilah was-" 

	"She suffered a traumatic brain injury." Mrs. Daniel's voice cut in as she made her way up the stairs and around the corner. "Delilah has been recovering ever since. Jaimie visits her every week. Every single week, always bringing new clothes with her. That's what they loved doing most together, shopping and coming up with outfits and talking endlessly about how they'd both be fashion designers someday." 

	"I didn't know that," said Kate. "She never talks about Delilah at home." 

	"Too painful for her, probably," said Mrs. Daniels. "She really is a sweet girl. I think a lot of people see her blonde hair, how pretty she is, the tattoos, and jump to the wrong conclusions about the size of her heart. Not that you can't be pretty and have a heart, but they tend to not go together so much these days, in my experience." 

	"Yeah," said Jake. "She's the best." 

	"It's been helping with Delilah's recovery," said Mrs. Daniels. "It might not seem like much, her smiling, or the way she tracks people with her eyes, but it's so much more than she was capable of at the start. I'm sure part of it is just the time she's had to heal, but she seems to come out whenever Jaimie visits and sits with her. It's just so..." Mrs. Daniels bit off into a pained noise and rubbed one eye. "It's wonderful what she does for my daughter." 

	They went back downstairs. The tea was ready and Mrs. Daniels poured them each a cup. It had only cooled enough for Jake to get a single sip in when Jaimie came down the stairs, moving in somewhat of a hurry. 

	"We should really get going," she said. "Same time next week, Mrs. Daniels?" 

	"Ah. She has a doctor's appointment this time next week." 

	"I'll come on Thursday, then, if that works?" 

	"Thursday would be wonderful." Mrs. Daniels wrapped Jaimie in a tight hug. "Thank you, Jaimie. It was so nice to see your brother and sister. The two of you are welcome to come, as well." 

	Jaimie narrowed her eyes at Jake and Kate from where she stood behind the older woman. 

	"Yeah, if we can," said Jake. 

	They headed outside. Jaimie had the bag with the remnants of the shoplifted clothing. Jake didn't feel ready to force the issue of her blackmail until they were out of sight of the house. Jaimie beat him to the punch, regardless. 

	"You followed me," she said. 

	Jake nodded. "Yup. For a good reason." 

	"We know all about your shoplifting, Jaimie!" snapped Kate. "Jake even got a call from a cop! It's over. You can't blackmail us anymore, not unless you-" 

	"You think I care about the fucking blackmail?" Jaimie took the bag of clothing and spiked it into the ground and Jake realized, shockingly, that she had tears in the corners of her eyes. "You had no right! This was none of your fucking business!" 

	She stomped off. Kate made to follow her immediately, but Jake stopped her. He picked up the bag of clothing and passed it to her. 

	"Take these back to my bike," he muttered. "I'll go talk to her." 

	"What's there to talk about?" asked Kate. "We've won. Let's just go home. She can't do anything now." 

	"I know, but..." He let out a sigh. "Maybe she has a point. I don't know if we should have stumbled into that, regardless of whether she was shoplifting or blackmailing us." 

	He squeezed Kate's hand and then split off, jogging to catch up with Jaimie. He didn't say anything, suspecting that there was nothing he could say. He walked alongside her in silence, present but not pushing for anything. 

	She continued all the way back to the bus stop. They were the only ones there and she sat down on a bench. Jake took the spot next to her and let out a sigh. 

	"We didn't know what we'd find when we followed you," he said. 

	"Doesn't make it all that much better," she muttered. 

	"Kate wasn't lying," he said. "I really did get a call from a cop about the shoplifting. Even if it was for Delilah's sake, it's still a crime. Still serious." 

	"Fuck off." 

	"Look, let's just drop the blackmail," he said. "You have leverage over me, but I have some over you now, too." 

	"Again, do you really think I fucking care about the blackmail right now?" she snapped. She glared at him, even baring her teeth a little, but some of the anger went out of her expression as she leaned back. "This is my life, Jake. My deepest, darkest shit. The two of you had no right to force your way into that." 

	She looked hurt, more than anything. Jake resisted the urge to point out how much her actions had inspired similar feelings within him and Kate. He sighed and slid a little close to her on the bench, putting aside blackmail in favor of being a brother. 

	"Talk to me," he said. "I want to know what happened." 

	She swallowed and looked down at her hands. "So do I. I mean... I know most of what happened. Bits and pieces, enough to put that night into order. I was really drunk. We all were. We were at Delilah's place, and her mom wasn't home. I remember that there was a party across town that we found out about at the last second, after we'd already started drinking..." 

	Jake nodded slowly. "You weren't the one driving, Jaimie. That's what Mrs. Daniels said." 

	"I wasn't driving," she said. "But I... I think I was the one who convinced everyone to go. No, that's not true. I know I was the one who convinced everyone to go. If I'd just shut up, if I'd just not been so selfish and short sighted..." 

	She shook her head and lifted her knees up onto the bench, wrapping her arms around them. 

	"It wasn't your fault," said Jake. 

	"You don't know that." 

	"No, but I know you." 

	"Do you?" asked Jaimie. "You left for four years. You're basically a stranger to me. One wearing the skin of my little brother, except no more pizza face acne." 

	"What a wonderful mental image." 

	Jaimie made a noise and exhaled through her nostrils. She didn't say anything for a few seconds, looking off down the street as though searching for answers she wouldn't find. 

	"I owe her more than just clothes," said Jaimie. "She lost everything because of me. I owe her everything." 

	"That makes sense," he said. "Your emotions do, at least. Not necessarily the logic behind them. You weren't the one driving, Jaimie." 

	He felt himself smiling, strangely, as he looked at her. They were silent for a while. 

	"Why are you looking at me like that?" said Jaimie, when she noticed his gaze. "Please don't tell me you've decided to move on from perving on Kate to perving on me." 

	"As if. " He playfully pushed her shoulder. "No. Just... proud, I guess. Proud of my older sister's big, dumb heart." 

	"Shut up." She smiled, despite trying to sound mean. "That's the bus. Unless you plan on leaving Katherine without a ride home, you should go find her." 

	"Right. See you at home." 

	He stood up from the bench, as did Jaimie. 

	"Yeah," she said. "Thanks, Jake." 

	"For what?" 

	"Listening, I guess." 

	"We're even now," he said. "In more ways than one." 

	"I know." 

	"I'm talking about the-" 

	"I know what you're fucking talking about, Jesus." 

	The bus rolled to a stop in front of them and Jaimie got on. 

	 


CHAPTER 18 

	 

	"What took you so long?" 

	Kate was waiting next to his motorcycle, looking suitably annoyed. Jake pulled her into a hug, wondering if it was the hug he'd wished he could have given Jaimie. 

	"Sorry," he said. "She's really messed up over what happened with Delilah." 

	"She's probably just playing up her emotions to try to throw you off balance," said Kate. "We did just call her out over the shoplifting." 

	"That would only work up until the next time she tried to blackmail us. There'd be no point." 

	"That doesn't mean she wouldn't do it anyway," said Kate. "Jaimie can be weird like that." 

	"Maybe." He wasn't sure he agreed, but he let it drop. "Come on. Let's head home." 

	They made good time and certainly took a more direct route than the bus, which they saw turning down a side street on their way. Jake was ready to relax and see where the rest of the day might take him. He was not ready to discover a cop car parked in their driveway, pulled right up to the garage door. 

	"Fuck," he muttered. 

	Kate gave him a worried look, but didn't make the obvious guess. Jake parked his bike in the garage after scooting it by the cop car and headed into the house. He saw his mother first, sitting on the couch looking serious and deeply concerned. The cop had a notepad out and was standing and looking Jake's way. 

	"Are you Jake Salinth?" asked the cop. 

	"Yeah." 

	"I'm Officer Barnes," said the cop. "I called you earlier today about some items you returned to TJ Maxx recently without a receipt" 

	"Jake," said his mother. "What's going on?" 

	He shook his head. She looked so disappointed that it gutted him on an emotional level. She must have come home early from work and was still wearing her therapist pencil skirt and a white blouse, beautiful, professional, and worried. 

	"Did you shoplift those clothes, Jake?" asked the cop. 

	"I don't know what you're talking about," he said. 

	He wanted to stall for time, a chance to think, if nothing else. 

	"You seem to have put the store credit onto your sister's account," said the cop. "How was she involved in this?" 

	He took a breath and let it out slowly. "She wasn't. I panicked when I realized they weren't going to give me cash. I know she shops there so I just figured I'd give the store credit to her and see if I could get the money from her later." 

	"You're saying she didn't know?" 

	He shook his head. "She wasn't involved at all. I stole the clothes. Nobody suspects a guy shoplifting at a store like that." 

	"Jake!" Rebecca clutched a hand to her breast. "I... can't believe it." 

	"I'm going to have to take him down to the station for processing," said the cop. "At full price, the clothing you stole just might put you over the felony threshold. It might just seem like shoplifting, no big deal, but you've committed a serious crime. Are you sure you don't want to tell me a little more about how it happened?" 

	He might have security footage of Jaimie, he thought. Should I give her up? Is it inevitable, regardless? 

	"I already confessed," he said, with a shrug. "What more can I say?" 

	The cop put him in handcuffs, which seemed unnecessary, as did the way he tightened them until Jake could feel them digging in to his wrists. His mother and Kate whispered to one another in hushed voices, probably the former demanding to know if the latter knew anything about it. Jake hoped Kate would follow his lead. 

	Jake was being led out the front door by the cop right as Jaimie arrived home. She froze in midstep, gaping at him with far too much guilt in her expression. He met her gaze as seriously as he could, hoping she would take his meaning and keep her mouth shut. Now that he'd attempted to protect her, they would both likely end up with criminal charges if she came clean for the sake of her conscience. 

	He'd passed by the Pinecross Police Station hundreds if not thousands of times over the course of his childhood and life, but never once been inside. He was photographed, fingerprinted, and left in an interrogation room rather than a cell. A plain clothes detective eventually came in and questioned him in more detail. 

	Painstaking detail. Jake was reasonably sure that the detective had an idea of what'd really happened. He kept waiting for the reveal of the security camera footage, but it never came, and he began to realize that the only evidence they had was evidence of him returning goods which'd been reported stolen. They needed him to implicate Jaimie, and for better or for worse, he wasn't going to do that. 

	He spent hours in that room, most of them sitting for long minutes, alone. Boredom was a powerful weapon, but his resolve was a brick wall. He said nothing, and when they finally told him that his mother was there to pick him up, it was already close to ten at night. Rebecca had that same worried and concerned expression as they climbed into her car. 

	"Why did you do it, Jake?" she asked. 

	Her disappointment cut deeper than anything the detective had tried against him. "I don't have a good answer. I just did. I'm sorry." 

	"Oh, honey." She sighed, putting her hands on the steering wheel, despite not having started the car. "You'll be able to plea it down to a misdemeanor. They'll want you to do community service. I’m going to want you to speak with someone. A therapist. It doesn't have to be me." 

	"It can be you," he said. "It might be better if it's you." 

	He wondered if there might be a way of breaking the truth to her without implicating Jaimie. She didn't necessarily need to know that it was her daughter who'd stolen the clothes originally and not some fictional female friend who he could invent. 

	"I know how stupid it was," he said. 

	"Good." Rebecca sighed. "You could have just come to me if you needed money for something. I just don't understand." 

	"I wish I could explain. I won't do it again, at least." 

	"Give me the full story, Jake," she said. "Please?" 

	"I... did it for someone I care about. It was dumb. I know." 

	"I guess I'm just relieved that you seem repentant," she said. "Do I have to worry about you being charged with any other yet to be discovered crimes in the near future?" 

	"Well, there was that body I chucked in the river." 

	Rebecca looked at him with a mock glare as the car slowed to a stop at an intersection. "Not funny, mister." 

	"This was a onetime mistake. I promise." 

	They drove the rest of the way home in silence. Jake yawned as he climbed out of the car. 

	"Are Jaimie and Kate asleep?" he asked. 

	"I don't know. I was at the police station all day." 

	"You were?" 

	"Aside from when I went out to grab some food." Her face lit up and she reached into the backseat for a fast-food bag. "Almost forgot. Chicken tenders and fries. I wasn't sure if you'd want a cold burger." 

	"Thanks." 

	He warmed his dinner up and ate in the kitchen. His mother kept him company, but she didn't say much, and it almost felt like he was just being kept under guard by her in place of the detective. He gave her a hug as he prepared to head up to his room. 

	"I love you," he said. "I promise this isn't the start of a self-destructive spiral." 

	"It had better not be, mister." She squeezed him tight. "Get some sleep." 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 19 

	 

	He'd didn't feel like he'd been asleep for all that long when he heard the door of his room creep open. He'd made a decision to sleep in just his boxers entirely off his hope that Kate might attempt such a late-night visit. His cock was already partially hard and immediately began to stir as he heard her quietly shutting the door and padding her way through the shadows. 

	"Katie," whispered Jake. "I was hoping you'd sneak in here. What are you wearing?" 

	He reached out to touch her silhouette. 

	"None of your business, you perv," said Jaimie, catching his hand. "But since I'm so kind, I'll tell you anyway. One of Mom's nightgowns that keeps ending up in my laundry." 

	"Oh. I thought you were Kate." 

	"Well, you don't have to sound so fucking disappointed." 

	"I'm not, it's just..." 

	"I know, little brother. And what I know is the entire reason we ended up in this mess to begin with." 

	She sat down on his bed despite him not really making room for her at first. Jake's eyes adjusted to the darkness as he sat up. The events of the previous day and night came back to him, namely the fact that Jaimie owed him big time, though it was possible she might not realize it yet. 

	"Well, go on," he said. "You didn't just sneak into my room to call me a perv." 

	"How do you know?" Her voice had a playful, almost dangerous quality to it. She let the words linger for a silent second that only amplified the effect. "What did you say?" 

	He pretended to groan as though he was still half asleep. "Say to who?" 

	"Don't play dumb." 

	She punched his leg, not hard, and then rubbed the spot. It was higher up on his leg than he suspected she realized. Jake felt his cock stirring back to life and tried to will it down for more appropriate situations later. Maybe he could sneak into Kate's room this time, if he was quiet enough, after Jaimie went back to bed? 

	"Fine," he said. "Nothing. I took the blame. Refused to let them drag you into it." 

	"You... are you fucking serious?" Jaimie made a noise half disgusted, half disbelieving. "You fucking idiot." 

	"You know what, fuck you!" he snapped. "If you can't appreciate what I did for you, Jaimie, after all the shit you put me through, then honestly. Fuck. You." 

	"...Fair enough." Jaimie let out a quiet, relieved laugh, which caught him completely off guard. 

	She shifted on his bed, drawing nearer to him, almost straddling him. Jake felt her breath against his neck and face as she exhaled in one of the most strangely, intensely arousing moments of his life, and then kissed him on the cheek. 

	"That... was cool of you,” she said. “If that's really what you did, and you didn't let anything slip." 

	"I'm not an idiot," he said. "They kept implying that there might be security footage, but if there had been, they would have shown it to me or not even needed me. I don't break under pressure." 

	"Is that right?" She was still close to him, straddling one of his legs though too high up to make direct contact. "Is my little brother a career criminal in the making? You're certainly good enough at keeping secrets." 

	"Not really in the mood to joke about it. They might charge me with a felony, you know." 

	He let out a sigh, and Jaimie didn't say anything for a few seconds. 

	"Sorry," she eventually said. "For making you do that in the first place. And thanks, for not giving me up." 

	"You're my sister. There's no reality in which I would give you up." 

	She suddenly pulled him into a surprisingly tight embrace that reminded him more of the type of hug Kate would give. They fell downward on his bed. Jaimie kissed him on the cheek again, and again. 

	"Thank you." She kissed him on the cheek again. "Thank you." Hot lips against his cheek, slightly lower. "Thank you." Almost on his neck, her mouth wet and hot and stealing his entire focus. 

	"You're welcome," he said. 

	She stayed right where she was, sliding in even closer for one more kiss, one more thank you. Jake started to get hard - well, harder than he'd already been when he'd woken up. The inevitable happened as Jaimie shifted her leg and either her knee or inner thigh made definite contact with his enthusiastic erection. 

	"Looks like somebody's happy to see me," she said, with an edge of mocking. 

	"Somebody would be happy to see Kate." He tried to say it as a rebuff but it came out more as a guilty admission. 

	"How did things kick off between the two of you, anyway? Do I even want to know?" 

	She hadn't pulled back. She did a little thing with her leg, brushing it forward so it made contact again with the tip of his cock. 

	"I don't know, do you?" he asked. 

	She gave a small nod. 

	"You know how it is for her at school. She lied to some of her tormentors and said that I was her boyfriend one day when I went to pick her up. So, I played pretend... at first." 

	"That's so fucked up." Jaimie's hand came to rest on his leg, a bit too high up on his thigh to be totally excusable. 

	"I know." He took a risk, letting his own fingers toy with the bottom hem of her nightgown, fingers occasionally brushing against bare skin underneath. "I always stopped her from letting it go too far. Until..." 

	Jaimie cleared her throat, but her next word still came out sounding tense and creaky. "Until?" 

	"Until one night..." He started sliding her nightgown up and heard her breathing intensify. "She came to my room, after everyone else was asleep." 

	"She's always been a little boy crazy." Jaimie rubbed her hand along his leg, and then over his cock, as though she didn't even notice it. "If she'd been more popular she might have ended up being as slutty as I was back in high school." 

	He felt his cock get even harder, which should have been impossible. He slid his hand around to cup her ass and realized she wasn't wearing any panties. 

	"I'm not Kate," she said, in a warning tone. 

	"Yeah, kinda noticed that from your bitchy tone." 

	Jaimie suddenly slid her other hand in to grab his balls in a manner that was more threatening than sensual. "Excuse me?" 

	Show weakness now and she'll own you forever, he thought.

	He slid his hand down her shockingly clean shaven crotch, letting one finger flirt with sliding into her pussy. "You heard me." 

	She squeezed his balls, but not hard enough to hurt, and then wrapped her fingers around his cock as though it was the most natural thing in the world. "You pervy fucker. I bet this turns you on like nothing else, doesn't it? The idea of getting a hand job from your own sister." 

	"As though you're any better." He slid a finger into her and heard her suck in a breath. "You were already wet before I even touched you. Not sure what's worse. Whether you're turned on from your brother or just that horny on a baseline level." 

	"Wouldn't you like to know?" Jaimie slid her hand into his boxers completely and started stroking her fingers up and down his member. "Pervert." 

	"Maybe I would." He slid another finger into her, feeling too turned on to think about what he was saying anymore. "You're more turned on than I am. Bet I could make you come first." 

	She laughed and instantly seemed to respond to the challenge. "Little brother, I haven't started trying to make you come." She kissed his neck, and then his bare chest, and Jake almost groaned as he realized where her kisses were leading. "You really want to play this game? You'll never be able to live it down once you lose, you know." 

	Oh, he definitely wanted to play, but also knew that she was right. There was no avoiding it now, however, not after having making the boast. Still, he didn't stop Jaimie as she pulled his boxers down and exhaled her hot breath on the tip of his cock. The tip was already beaded with precum, and he watched her lick it off in the darkness of his room, a shock of pleasure to his system. 

	"Oh, fuck!" He writhed on his bed, reaching a hand down to touch her cheek and encourage her to do more. "Damn. That's so good. Keep going." 

	"You're too easy," she said, with a laugh. "I'm not even going to bother sucking it. Bet you'd come if I just gave it one more lick. Bet you'd come if... hey!" 

	He pulled her face closer and press his cock insistently against her cheek. She gave in and opened her lips. Jake was too horny to stop himself from grabbing her head and pumping into her mouth with a few dominant, greedy thrusts. He was ready to come, but an evil voice still wanted more. 

	"Come on," he whispered. "You're so turned on you're dripping. You need it bad, something more than just fingers inside of you." 

	Jaimie said something, or at least tried to, and Jake realized that he'd been using his cock like a gag. He pulled out and heard her gasp for breath. She punched him in the leg and then pulled her nightgown off. Jake caught a glimpse of her naked form in the darkness and realized that Jaimie had the most beautiful breasts he'd ever seen, the perfect mix of plump and perky and full. 

	"You're all talk," she said, breathing hard. 

	"Oh yeah?" He kissed her and she kissed him back greedily as he rolled her down underneath him. "All talk, huh?" 

	"Yeah," she gasped. "Prove me wrong, then. If you can, perv." 

	He rubbed his cock against the outside of her pussy and felt her shudder in pleasure. Her pale tits were both leaning at odd, erotic angles as she took heavy breaths and wiggled with anticipation. He couldn't have gone slow or teased anymore if he'd tried. His horniness was like a moving wall behind him, pushing him forward, pressing him closer to her. 

	He thrust in. His cock entered her pussy effortlessly and they both groaned with intense, lurid satisfaction. Jake pressed himself against her, running his hands over her entire body, her breasts, one finger tracing the curve of her neck. He'd thought that fucking Kate was the pinnacle of dirty, illicit, sickly compelling pleasure. This matched it. This was worse, in its own way, better in all the wrong ways. 

	"Fuck," moaned Jaimie. "Fuck me, Jake." 

	He pressed his lips against her ear and let his breath tickle her neck as he thrust into her. "You're so fucking hot." 

	"I know I am," she said, with a bit of that bitchy arrogance that he loved and hated her for. "I'm so hot my own brother wants to, oh... god... fuck me, fuck me!" 

	He squeezed her ass, pumping into her with no restraint or awareness. They were at home, in his room. They needed to at least try to be quiet, but he couldn't make himself care. She was so hot, so wet, and so tight. She was his sister. 

	Jaimie wrapped her legs around him, squeezing like a bear trap of blonde, big-titted ecstasy. Jake sucked on one of her nipples, feeling like he was losing his mind. She clawed at his back and moaned and swore. He pumped faster, harder, trying to bring her to the edge and prove that she was the loser, the pervert, the slut. 

	"Fuck!" she cried. 

	She came. Jake wasn't ready for it, or at least not expecting how she would clench and quiver and melt beneath him, pulling him closer, crying out his name. The moans of Jake, Jake, oh, Jake, were sweet satisfaction against his ears, but still secondary to his overwhelming need to blow inside her. 

	He kissed her neck and forced himself to slow down enough to give her a chance to recover, though it took all his willpower. His cock was so primed that he worried he might bust by accident if he kept it sheathed inside her hot, wet pussy. Jaimie was panting and sweating, her face a mask of content bliss. 

	"I win," he whispered. 

	"What are you talking about, asshole?" 

	"I made you come first." 

	"Uh, no, that wasn't what the challenge was," she said, jutting her chin out. "I only came because this is so... fucked up and dangerous. I'm not done yet. You haven't worn me out." 

	"So you're saying I can fuck you for as long as I want tonight?" He kissed her neck, his words a dark whisper as he started teasing her slit with his cock again. 

	"I didn't say that!" She bit her lip and rocked her hips upward like an animal in heat. "But... I'm not opposed to it. We could keep going. Mmm, yeah. Let’s keep going." 

	He thrust into her again, slowly this time, staying face to face. They kissed, and Jake could tell the hunger, the emotion, was mutual. It felt like a competition still, but of a different sort, both of them trying to outlast the other, and neither willing to admit it. The blackmail, the shoplifting, in a way the sex was just a hot, new complication they'd been building toward already. 

	Jaimie rocked her hips upward. Jake grabbed her hips and rolled over, pulling her on top of him. She let out a small moan as she got the picture, immediately shifting to ride him cowgirl without missing a beat. The sight of her atop him, breasts jiggling, tiny noises escaping her mouth in time with her motions, was beyond erotic. 

	He ran his fingers along her thighs and grabbed her ass, guiding her motions with his strong arms. Jaimie started moving faster, breathing harder. She leaned forward and Jake caught one of her nipples and sucked on it as she moaned and rode him, his sister, his forbidden lover. 

	"Mmm, fuck," she moaned. "Keep going. Oh, just like that! You're gonna, oh..." 

	She tensed and rode him even faster, flicking her hips back and forth with energy and precision. Jake felt like his cock was being milked by her pussy, squeezed and stroked in all the right ways. He was at his limit. 

	"Hold on." He touched her hips, trying to shift her off him to avoid actually getting her pregnant. "I'm so fucking close. We have to be careful." 

	"Do it!" Jaimie was moaning and babbling, horny and slutty. "Come inside me. I dare you, perv. I fucking dare you. Come inside me. It's so fucking wrong!" 

	He shifted her sideways, Jaimie almost seeming to fight to stay on. That enraged him, for reasons that were hard to know or explain. He pushed her down flat on her stomach and climbed over and behind her. In one smooth thrust, he speared back into her from behind. 

	"Yeah? That's what you want?" He gave her ass a small slap and started taking her hard and fast from behind. "Is that what you want, Jaimie? You want your own brother to nut inside you, like you’re just a dirty…" 

	"Fuck! Fuck me, Jake!" 

	He pulled her hair and pumped into her roughly, but he was at his limit. He took three hard thrusts, blowing his load in her on the last one and feeling his vision flicker from the intensity of the forbidden orgasm. Jaimie tensed up and seemed to melt into a pile on the bed underneath him. Jake pulled her close, the two of them sweaty and sticky, but ultimately satisfied. 

	 


CHAPTER 20 

	 

	"Fuck," muttered Jake. "Let's hope Mom didn't hear any of that." 

	"We weren't that loud," muttered Jaimie. 

	He gave her a look that he wasn't sure she could see in the shadows of his room. "Are you serious?" 

	"I bet Kate was louder than I was," muttered Jaimie. "God, you're so weird. Why would you fuck us both?" 

	"Why would you both let me?" 

	Jaimie grabbed one of his pillows and hit him with it, but it was a gentle blow by her standards. She crooked an arm underneath her as she set it back down, turning sideways to look at him in the dark. 

	"Don't think it means anything that you managed to make me come first," she muttered. "That was basically an accident." 

	Jake laughed, feeling like it meant even more that she'd been the one to bring it up in that defensive tone of hers. "Sure, sure." 

	"I'm serious! I am way better at sex than you, little brother. I only came because your thing is kind of... maybe a little bit bigger than I'm used to." 

	"You came twice, if I recall." He ran a hand up her side, eventually finding her breast to lift from the bottom like he might hold a bag of dough. 

	"The second one doesn't count," she said. "You came too so that was both of us, together." 

	"Your logic is insane, but I still love you." 

	"I fucking love you." She slid in closer and let her hand gently caress his cock, which was still sensitive from his orgasm. "I love your cock, too. It's pretty nice." 

	"It is, isn't it?" 

	"Mmmhmm." 

	He put an arm around her and she felt like less of a big sister as she cuddled up against his shoulder. She was still older than him, supposedly wiser, but she seemed like a woman, a girl, in a way she hadn't before. It'd been different with Kate. He'd seen her vulnerabilities more clearly before they'd had sex. With Jaimie, he wasn't sure if he'd previously been the one seeing or being seen. 

	"We're doing this again," said Jaimie. She let her fingers close around his tool possessively, rather than in an attempt to get him hard. 

	"Damn, I must have really stirred you up," he said, with a laugh. He felt Jaimie's fingers squeeze a bit harder, not painfully so, but in warning. 

	"Don't get cocky, little brother," she whispered. "It's a matter of convenience. Now that I know that I can just throw on loud music and play with you instead of one of my vibrators, it's only logical." 

	"So that's what you're doing when you have your music blaring like that." He paused, suddenly realizing another potential implication of her words. "Hold on. Do you have any small vibrators? Like, the leave in, remote controlled kind?" 

	"Why do you care?" 

	"Just curious." 

	"No," said Jaimie. "I've thought about getting one before, but they're kind of expensive and less fun if you're just using them on your own." 

	Jake reached over to the drawer of his nightstand and pulled out the Magic Pulse remote. "So this isn't yours?" 

	"What? No. Why would you think it was?" 

	"Because I found it in the couch cushions," he said. "And if it's not Kate's, and it's not yours, that means... it would have to be..." 

	"Oh my god." Jaimie sat up and let out a surprised and dramatic gasp. "Someone broke into our house for sex and left their vibrator remote behind." 

	"Um... Are you being serious right now?" 

	"Of course not. Mom has a kinky vibrator, so what? She's a sex therapist with a husband who works overseas, I'd be surprised if that's even the dirtiest thing she's into." 

	"Since when is she a sex therapist?" 

	"A year or two ago. It's not like she uses that as her tagline, but most of her clients see her for relationship counseling and sex issues," said Jaimie. "I'm not overly surprised she hasn't explained it to you. You just got back, after all." 

	"I did." He grew serious, still holding her against him. "How much of this do you think is because of that?" 

	"What do you mean?" 

	"I just got back," he said. "Are we actually attracted to each other or is it just suddenly being back under the same roof after so long?" 

	"I mean, at this point, I don't really give a shit either way," said Jaimie. "I still have your cum dripping out of me right now. The exact formula of whatever chemistry led to us doing something so fucked up seems less than relevant." 

	Jake winced. "I should have pulled out." 

	"I'm on the pill, dumbass." She slid closer and kissed his neck. "You can come inside me every day if you want." 

	"Jaimie," he said, in a husky voice. "You start talking like that again, and..." 

	"And what?" She bit his earlobe with gentle teeth. "What are you going to do about it, little brother?" 
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	If you enjoyed reading this book, I encourage you to leave a review on Amazon. It’s a huge help! If you’re interested in hearing about my books as soon as they’re published, either follow me on my Amazon author page or click here to sign up for my mailing list. 

	Many thanks to my supporters on Subscribestar who help make all of this possible! Patron extras include access to my old/removed books, lore friendly NSFW artwork of my characters, audiobook codes, early access to new releases, and the occasional exclusive erotic short story. 

	I am also updating my (NSFW) Tumblr again. Even just liking and/or sharing my posts here is a big help! It’s free and fun and kinky and probably enjoyable for you if this book tickled your fancy.

	Thanks for reading,
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