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CHAPTER 1 

	 

	It was already two hours into the morning, and Jake was still hiding in his room. He thought of the parable of Lazuterous, an entirely fictional Greek god he'd had a dream about the night before. 

	In his dream, Lazuterous had been cursed to find the sensation of touching fire pleasurable, and despite the efforts of his own rationality and those around him, he'd fallen face first into a bonfire grinning like a lunatic. 

	The dream had been so vivid that the god's last scream, a mixture of bubbling laughter and unbearable pain, still echoed in Jake's ears. He'd fucked up. He'd fucked Jaimie, after having already landed himself into what amounted to a budding sexual relationship with Kate. He found both of his sisters to be so desirable that, like Lazuterous, the inescapable consequences of touching them were something he'd been able to set aside in the moment. 

	Unlike Lazuterous, Jake at least had a plan for managing the burns. He was going to simply... avoid both his sisters until the sexual tension wore off. 

	I never said it was a good plan, he thought to himself. 

	He hadn't been thinking when he'd let Jaimie into his room, and then into his bed, and then onto his cock. They'd fucked for the better part of the night, into those early morning, purple dusk hours. He'd come to the current realization he was now wrestling with just before their last exertion within the sheets. 

	He'd set his sisters on a collision course with one another, two fast and beautiful cars on a single track. He felt worse for Kate, knowing that he'd never be able to keep what he and Jaimie had done a secret from her. Jaimie, in her own way, was just as wounded and just as vulnerable. 

	"Are you sure you don't want breakfast, sweetie?" A soft knock came at his door, paired with the voice of Rebecca, his mother. "I hope you feel better." 

	"I will, I just didn't get enough sleep," he called back. "Yesterday was eventful." 

	He sighed, remembering the events of the day rather than the night. He and Kate had uncovered Jaimie's secret - how she was shoplifting to give clothing to her friend Delilah, who was still noncommunicative after suffering a traumatic brain injury. Jake had taken the fall for her latest round of shoplifting at TJMaxx and was still very much on the hook for the consequences. 

	"I know how hard it must have been, but I still expect you to start volunteering in the community today," said Rebecca, soft but stern. "I've set up an opportunity for you that I think will help you move toward getting a more manageable plea deal." 

	"Um, thanks Mom," he said, frowning. "I really appreciate that." 

	"Good. We'll leave in fifteen minutes." 

	He heard her departing footsteps before he could assemble his best attempt at an excuse to get him out of it. It seemed doubly unfair to have to shoulder the legal consequences and his mother's guilt trip over the shoplifting, but now that he'd taken the blame, there was no realistic alternative. 

	He got dressed and took the sheets off his bed. Between Jaimie and Kate, they'd become a little too ripe for his liking. 

	He loved the smell, but when it came to sex and sweat stained sheets, that was probably a bad sign. He had his bedding material in his arms as he slipped out into the hallway, which kept him from seeing Kate until she was right in front of him. 

	"Hey," he said. "Morning, Kate." 

	She looked good. It was a weekday, but she wore a pink sweater and a cute floral print dress underneath, her hair braided and her face a touch flushed. Jake felt a strong urge to grab her and pull her into his room, toss her clothed body down on his naked mattress. He felt that urge right up until he saw the expression in residence on her face. 

	Kate was pissed. Her eyes had the same quality as a loaded gun, deadly and aimed with focus. Jake wasn't afraid of his little sister - usually - but took a step backward, sensing her killing aura. 

	"I asked Jaimie if she went to your room last night because I thought I heard something," said Kate, slowly. "She told me she did. She told me... more than that." 

	"Katie," he said. "Look, it was late at night. Things just sort of..." 

	Happened was the word he was going to end his sentence with. Sometimes things just sort of happened. Kate snapped forward like a striking cobra, and her foot connected solidly with his balls as she kicked him hard between the legs. Sometimes kicks to the balls just sort of happened. 

	He folded forward onto the mass of sheets and bedding material he'd been carrying, grateful to have a cushion to writhe in pain against. Kate stomped off downstairs. A second set of footsteps came up to him. He hoped that it wasn't his mother and, at least in that regard, he got off easy. 

	"She didn't take it well, did she?" Jaimie let out a snorting laugh at his expense. "Ouch. I take it she aimed for where she knew she could do the most damage?" 

	"You told her," he said, stating it rather than accusing her. 

	"Of course, we're sisters," said Jaimie. "I could never lie to her in the long term." 

	"She didn't kick you in the balls," he muttered, brain still stupefied by the pain. 

	"Yeah, no shit. I kind of wish she had opted for violence instead of crying and calling me a slut, a blonde bimbo, betrayer, brother-fucker. Last one definitely rang a bit hollow, coming from her." 

	"Yeah, no shit," said Jake. 

	 


CHAPTER 2 

	 

	Ten minutes later, Jake was mostly recovered, albeit with a slightly bow-legged walking posture. He said another good morning to his family on his way down to the basement to toss his cum stained sheets and blanket into the wash before coming back up to pick over breakfast. 

	His mother favored him with a patient smile as he started eating. "You understand why I want you to do this, right, Jake?" 

	"The community service? Yeah, I get it." 

	He nibbled on a piece of toast. Kate was in the living room, watching TV on the couch with Jaimie. It irked him in several different ways that he seemed to have earned the core of his little sister's ire. Jaimie was the one who'd come to his room and initiated, like the big sister she was. 

	"I don't want to see you slip onto the wrong path." Rebecca had on a cream-colored sweater and a black pencil skirt, professional and effortlessly sexy, especially with her prim and proper glasses. "Regardless of why you were shoplifting, you still got caught, and it's still a crime." 

	"I know, Mom," he said. "Sorry." 

	Kate came into the kitchen, loudly dumping off her dirty dishes into the sink. Jake didn't say anything to her, nor she anything to him. The silence was conspicuous. 

	"Why is Kate angry with you?" asked his Mom, as his little sister left the room. "That's the most shade I've seen her give you since you got back." 

	"Since when do you use the word shade?" 

	"The younger generations don't have an embargo on every piece of new lingo," said Rebecca. "Besides, I'm not that old." 

	"You definitely are not that old," he agreed. 

	She smirked at him and there was an odd moment of recognition, almost appraisal. 

	"Anyway, we need to get moving," said Rebecca. "I said I'd have you there by ten thirty. I'll be out in the car." 

	"Kate doesn't have school today?" he asked. 

	"In-service day for her. I only have one appointment this morning, so I'll be around the house, too." 

	"Oh, cool," he said. "You know, I could just take my bike. You don't have to give me a ride." 

	"No, I think I do," said Rebecca. "I'd rather you not have the temptation of escape." 

	"Ominous." 

	She laughed and leaned in close to kiss him on the cheek. Jake felt his face heat up. The thought came to him that she was the only one who didn't know now, the only one blissfully unaware of just how fucked up their little family had become. Jake said goodbye to Jaimie and Kate, heard a goodbye returned from Jaimie. 

	His older sister caught up with him as he was following his mother out to the car. Jake let Rebecca continue on, waiting at the door to speak in private. 

	"She'll get over it," said Jaimie, in a surprisingly gentle voice. 

	"I don't know if she will," muttered Jake. "I really fucked up by not thinking more about Kate's feelings last night. To her, this is basically being cheated on. By the guy she lost her virginity to, no less." 

	"That's fucked up, true, but it's not quite the same," said Jaimie. "You're her brother. It's not like you get the privilege of disappearing from her life anymore than she gets the privilege of being rid of you." 

	"Ouch." 

	"You know what I mean," said Jaimie. "At least you should, if you're not a total idiot. Just act like the loving and lovable brother that you are and suck up to her for a few days. Give her extra attention and she'll come around." 

	"I hope so." 

	"I know so." 

	Jaimie stepped out of line of sight of both the car and the living room and gestured to him with a come hither motion. Jake stepped in close and the two of them shared an intense, mini make out session, hands roving over each other's bodies. God, his older sister had a great ass. She was wearing a t-shirt and tiny shorts, and he explored under the hems of both, feeling himself getting way too hard for that time of day. 

	"Better hurry," she whispered. "Mom's waiting to give you a ride." 

	"You're the one holding me up," he muttered. "Later, Jaimie." 

	"Have fun with your community service, little brother." 

	She smirked at him as she sauntered off. Jake sighed, took a breath, and headed outside to climb into his mom's car. 

	"Was that Jaimie you were talking to before you left?" she asked. 

	Jake hesitated for a telling moment. They hadn't been in front of a window or within line of sight of the car, but there was still something oddly suspicious in his mother's voice. 

	"Yeah. She was taunting me over nothing, as per usual." 

	"Right," she said. She drove for a moment more before looking over at him as the car rolled to a stop at an intersection. "Jake. Tell me the truth. Did you do it with Jaimie?" 

	He froze, staring straight out the car's windshield with no attempt to even make the merest glimpse of eye contact. "Uh, what? Sorry, what did you just say, Mom?" 

	"I'm not an idiot," she said, tone still suspicious and severe. "It's not as though the two of you were all that subtle." 

	He felt his heart sinking into his stomach, while his stomach sank into the floor, and his balls... well, they mostly just continued to ache from Kate's vengeance. "It's not what you think." 

	"You wouldn't try to put the store credit onto her account without asking her first," said his mother. "I mean, I don't even think you would have just assumed that she had an account at TJ Maxx unless you'd talked to her about it ahead of time." 

	"Oh." Jake exhaled, relieved but still in the hot seat, just on different charges. "I saw her bring a TJ Maxx bag home last week. It... didn't take any great leaps of logic." 

	He wasn't about to give Jaimie up even just to his mother, who would be smart enough to punish her daughter internally rather than insisting she also face charges. Rebecca let out a sigh that suggested that she didn't completely believe him, but understood none the less. 

	The car took a turn down a familiar route and Jake raised an eyebrow. "Are you driving me to Kate's school? That's not my community service opportunity, is it?" 

	He winced as he thought about how his appearance at the school could go wrong, given how he'd already shown up as one party claiming to be Kate's boyfriend. 

	"No, not the school," said Rebecca. 

	She took a right instead of a left and Jake groaned as the car slowed to a stop in the parking lot of the church across the street from the school. He raised a single finger in protest. 

	"I know the priest here," he said. 

	"Good," said Rebecca. 

	"Not good," said Jake. "We've argued several times in just the past few days." 

	"This is Father Patrick you're talking about?" asked Rebecca. 

	Jake shook his head, uncertain. "I never got his name." 

	"Well if it is, I assure you he's a fair man who doesn't hold grudges." 

	 


CHAPTER 3 

	 

	Father Patrick glowered at Jake with the intensity of a man who was a practiced and professional grudge holder. Rebecca set a hand on Jake's shoulder, smiling as she led him through the church's spacious interior, along an aisle of pews, directly toward the priest. 

	It was definitely the same man who Jake had argued with over parking when he'd been on his way to pick up Kate, and then again when Father Patrick had been turning the church bus around in the road. 

	"Ah, Rebecca," said Father Patrick. "This is your son?" 

	He asked the question with a level of gentle disdain that would have made a retiring school teacher proud. Father Patrick was the prototypical priest in appearance. He was tall, bald, gaunt, and imposing in that wrath of God, beg for forgiveness heathen, kind of way. 

	"This is Jake." Rebecca's hand squeezed lovingly on his shoulder. "He recently got into a small amount of trouble with the law." 

	"I am unsurprised," said Father Patrick. "Well, it is so nice to actually meet you, Jake." 

	Nothing in his tone made it sound so nice — not even just nice, really. 

	"Likewise, Father," said Jake. "I think we're of a similar mindset in that." 

	"He's willing to do whatever he needs to do to reform," said his mother. "The situation is complicated. I'm not sure I completely understand it myself, but his intentions weren't bad, just misguided." 

	"What crime was he accused of?" asked Father Patrick. "You didn't say over the phone." 

	"Shoplifting," said Jake. 

	He expected the priest to condemn him, or at least give a judgmental shake of the head, but Father Patrick reacted with a small nod, simply noting the bit of information. 

	"Well, I'm hosting a children's party this morning that runs into the afternoon," said Father Patrick. "You'll be helping with cleaning up after any messes they make as they make them. The church is an old building and I don't want stains to have a chance to linger." 

	"That doesn't sound too hard." 

	Both Father Patrick and his mother laughed in a way that left Jake feeling confused. 

	"I'll be back to pick you up later today," said his mother, afterward. "Do your best, sweetie." 

	She kissed him on the cheek. Jake felt his face heat up, aware of her presence, but also of how different it felt being the target of his mother's affection in public. Father Patrick waited patiently until she'd walked down the aisle between the pews before turning his attention to Jake. 

	"I will make this clear in no uncertain terms from the very start," said the priest. "If you wish to get a positive recommendation from me, you need to exceed my expectations." 

	"Should I just give up now, then?" he asked. 

	"That's entirely up to you." 

	Father Patrick showed him where a closet in the back of the chamber held a mop, a vacuum, and various other cleaning supplies. The priest left him there as parents began arriving with their children. Jake was pleasantly surprised by how many cute mothers he saw dropping off their toddlers, but he was hardly in a position to do more than watch from a distance. 

	As the children kept arriving in numbers, the challenge of the task became clear to him. With several dozen kids in the five to seven age range running around, screaming at the top of their lungs, spilling juice cups and dropping cupcakes, there was no shortage of messes for him to clean up. 

	He felt diminished by the task as he watched one of the children throw down a cupcake liner with frosting smeared onto it directly onto the ancient wood floor. He had to get on all fours to clean it up, given the angle it had fallen under one of the benches. A child crashed into him, spilling juice on the back of his shirt. 

	Jake's anger flared, but had nowhere to go as the child, having fallen onto his little butt, began crying at the top of his lungs. He ignored his own wet and sticky shirt and crouched to perform damage control. 

	"Are you okay, bud?" he said. "You just fell, it's okay. No big deal." 

	The little boy switched from crying to laughing. "Tricked you." 

	"Yeah, you did." Jake forced a smile onto his face as the boy ran off. 

	"Over there!" Father Patrick's voice was a sharp, unwelcome snap in his ear. "One of the children had an upset stomach and threw up in the corner." 

	Jake cleaned it up, and then cleaned himself up in the bathroom. He only just resisted the urge to scribble 666 on the mirror with soap. 

	The rest of his community volunteering for the day proceeded in much the same labor intensive and vaguely demeaning way. He was out of energy by the end of it, but luckily, so were the kids. The parents began picking them up right around what must have been their usual nap time, with most of them yawning or insisting on being carried. 

	"You're free to go," said Father Patrick. "I'd like you to be less obstinate in your work next time." 

	Next time? He'd been hoping that it was a one and done type deal. 

	"I'll do my best, Father," he said, through gritted teeth. 

	He found his mother waiting for him outside the church, weathering some unwelcome attention. Two of the fathers of the little monsters he'd been cleaning up after were chatting with her in seemingly amicable tones. Jake knew exactly what their game was, given how his mother looked. He made his way over and stepped in close to her. 

	"Mom," he said. "Ready to go?" 

	"My son Jake was helping out for the day," said Rebecca. 

	"What? You're far too young to have a son that old!" 

	One of the men grinned as Rebecca feigned laughter at the lukewarm compliment. 

	"We should really get going, Mom," said Jake. He was at his limit for annoyance. 

	"If you want to hear more about the planning committee I was talking about, I could give you a call?" offered the other man. 

	"No, I don't think so." Rebecca smiled and stepped back. "Bye, now. Have a nice day." 

	Jake waited until they'd both climbed into the car before voicing his thoughts. "Those two guys were absolutely shameless." 

	"They were just being friendly," said Rebecca. 

	"You're a married woman," he said. 

	His mother didn't reply right away. He wondered if he'd accidentally poked her in a sore spot, given how rarely his absentee father was home. He was about to change the subject for her sake, but she did it first. 

	"How did it go?" she asked. 

	"Not great, but I survived," he said. "Father Patrick implied that I've been volunteered for another round of this?" 

	"Same time tomorrow. Trust me, this will help your situation. On that note, we aren't going straight home. We need to go to my office." 

	"Do you have an appointment you forgot about?" 

	"In a manner of speaking." Rebecca glanced over at him, smiling in a way that did beautiful things to her face. "Remember how I mentioned that I want you to talk with someone about the challenges you've been having now that you're back home? Well, I scheduled it." 

	He sighed, though he wasn't actually against it, just tired from wrangling the children. "Fine. Do I at least get to lay down on one of those therapy couches?" 

	"Absolutely. I actually just got a new one." 

	 


CHAPTER 4

	 

	Jake had never actually seen his mother's office, having left home before she'd made the career change. He was surprised by how nice the building looked from the outside. 

	It was in the part of town he'd always associated with expensive professionals, the lawyers and real estate crowd. The office itself was located on the third floor and had a modern, sleek design, complete with a reception area, though the woman there was currently missing. 

	"It's just me here," said Rebecca. "I haven't hired a receptionist yet because I usually don't have more than one or two patients a day." 

	"Still," said Jake. "I didn't expect it to be so much like a prototypical therapist office." 

	"What's that supposed to mean?" 

	He shrugged, having to think about it himself. "I guess I just am so used to seeing you as a mother, and previously, as a yoga instructor, that I never fully internalized the fact that you're now a career woman." 

	"I wasn't a career woman before when I was teaching yoga and giving massages?" 

	"You know what I mean," he said. 

	"I wonder if you know what you mean." She flashed a good-natured smile as she opened the door to her office proper. "Come on in, Jake. Have a seat. Get comfy." 

	He walked into the room, which was nice and spacious, with a classic therapist's couch, a desk, and a small coffee table to one side. Rebecca closed the door and, in a move that caught him slightly off guard, locked it behind her. 

	"I always lock the door, just in case," she said. "It still opens from the inside, but it makes some of my patients feel more comfortable to know that nobody from outside could simply barge in mid-confession." 

	"I get that." 

	He hesitated, remembering what Jaimie had pointed out to him the previous night. His mother, according to his big sister, was a sex therapist. He felt an odd stirring inside of him as questions jumped to mind that he didn't dare ask aloud. 

	He sat down on the couch and kicked his legs up. His mother was silent as she turned her computer on, and an odd tension crept into the void. 

	"So... what is it that I'm supposed to talk about?" he asked. 

	Rebecca looked over at him and folded her arms. "Whatever is on your mind. It's hard to switch roles completely, from mother to therapist. I do want to help you as a professional, Jake, but I'm also concerned about you. I don't want this to feel like an inquisition, or like I'm trying to uncover your secrets." 

	"I don't feel like that, at least not yet," he said. "I guess I just feel... a little overwhelmed. I'm still adjusting to being back home." 

	"I've noticed." Rebecca came around to the over side of her desk and sat down on it, crossing her legs as her skirt rode up to reveal a bit of leg. "It's got to be a pretty big change for you, no?" 

	"Yeah, absolutely. Things were different back at school. Simpler in some ways." 

	"I can imagine that it's taken some work on your part to adjust to the amount of... feminine energy within our household." 

	He froze, and then tried to quickly act natural again in a way that must have been anything but natural. "I... suppose you could say that." 

	"I haven't really asked you much about your college life, Jake," said Rebecca. "Do you mind if I do?" 

	"Not at all, Mom. I'm an open book." 

	It was a lie, but one he wished he could make true. 

	"Did you date much at school?" asked Rebecca. 

	"A fair bit," he said. "Well, some, at least. I had a girlfriend. We... broke up just after graduation." 

	"I'm sorry, sweetie," said Rebecca. "That must have been hard for you. This was during the summer?" 

	"Midsummer, yeah." 

	"Was it part of what motivated you to come home?" 

	He nodded slowly, but he wasn't sure he liked the conclusion she seemed to be drawing. "Is that so odd? I was messed up emotionally. I didn't want to be living in a city where I had no reason to be in anymore with a chance of bumping into her." 

	"But when you did come home, it was to a new situation, or at least a changed one," said Rebecca. "With Kate, all grown up and still chasing your attention. With Jaimie now flaunting her wild side and pushing all your buttons." 

	"Mom," he said. "I love you, but where are you going with this?" 

	She smiled and adjusted her glasses, one of her crossed legs moving in an interesting way that Jake tried not to notice. 

	"I've seen how you look at them, Jake." She held up a hand, preempting his excuse. "Not all the time. I don't mean for that to sound like an accusation, just an observation." 

	"Have you seen how little Jaimie wears half the time?" he said, defensively. "Kate's hardly any better, but it's harder to fault her for it." 

	Rebecca let out a single chuckle. "I love seeing you and Kate getting along so well. Almost too well." 

	He gave away nothing with his expression. "What, you want me to be meaner to her? What’s your point, Mom?" 

	"You and Jaimie, on the other hand, seem... tense around each other." Rebecca's smile faded. "I'm not sure that's the right way of putting it. It's more like I sense that there's tension between you. Which brings me to the shoplifting." 

	Jake stiffened, but didn't avoid her gaze. "I've already begun my repentance. I'm not sure what more you want from me." 

	"The truth, Jake. Did Jaimie have a part in it?" 

	He hadn't expected how hard it would be to lie directly to his mother's face. That fact made the situation feel unfair, an interrogation under the guise of therapy. 

	"She's my sister," he said, anger leaking into his voice. "If she did have a part in it, and I am not saying she did, I would protect her. I love her too much to throw her under the bus." 

	"I'm not accusing you of anything, Jake," she said, holding up a placating hand. "Moreso her. If she's pulling your arm somehow, or worse, if she promised you something in exchange... I need to know." 

	"What could Jaimie have that I'd want badly enough to face legal consequences in exchange for?" 

	He asked the question derisively and immediately wished he hadn't as he heard how it sounded, especially in context with his mother's earlier points. By a stroke of luck, it seemed like she was equally flustered. She cleared her throat and stood up. 

	"I'm just worried about you both," she said. "I'm sorry for my probing questions. It's a bad habit that I need to work on breaking as a therapist." 

	"As a sex therapist." Jake pushed onto the offensive. "Jaimie mentioned that to me yesterday. That you're specifically a sex therapist." 

	He suddenly remembered the Magic Pulse and wondered if now it was his turn to do some probing of his own. The phrasing of that particular thought sent an odd tingle of excitement through him and made the room seem a bit smaller. 

	"Well, I mean, it's not... really that simple." She blushed and shook her head, clearly flustered. "Yes, I have some patients who seek me out for help with sex or intimacy related problems in their lives, but it's not as though I advertise that as my specialty. I won't turn away patients when I have openings, and I always have openings, given I'm still starting out." 

	"I'm not judging you, Mom," he said. "I just feel as though if you're demanding honesty from me, I should get it in return." 

	"That's fair, except for the fact that my demand for honesty was stonewalled by your loyalty to your sister," said Rebecca. She let out a small, tired chuckle, and shook her head. "Look. I just want you to know that you can come to me with any problem you have, Jake. Whether it's dealing with your sisters, or, hell, something more in line with my apparent specialty. I'm here if you need me." 

	She held his gaze and the room suddenly felt hot. He wanted so badly to ask about the Magic Pulse and was all but sure that it was hers, perhaps related to her therapy, in some way. She was smiling in a way that almost seemed to beg him to ask the question. 

	The phone in the waiting area suddenly rang. Rebecca opened the door in time to answer on the fourth ring. She frowned as she listened to whoever was on the other end. 

	"What is it?" asked Jake. 

	"That was Jaimie, and Kate, talking over one another," said Rebecca. "I'm not really sure completely, but something happened back at the house. The power's out." 

	"That's strange." 

	"Come on," said Rebecca. "We should head home." 

	



	
CHAPTER 5 

	 

	The mystery revealed itself as they turned onto their home street. A wrecked car was half wrapped around a telephone pole, and debris from the crash was strewn through the road. The electrical line leading to Jake and Rebecca's home, along with half a dozen others in the area, was completely down. 

	"Well, that explains it," muttered Jake. 

	His mother brought the car to a stop in front of the garage door, which couldn't open from the outside with no power. "This is a pretty major inconvenience. It might take a few days for this to be fixed." 

	They headed inside. Jaimie and Kate were huddled on the couch under blankets, staring at their phones and looking mutually bored and annoyed. Jaimie let out an exaggerated shiver and pulled the blanket higher up over her body. 

	"It's freezing in here," she muttered. 

	"No shit," said Jake. "We're in the middle of an autumn cold snap and the heat doesn't work when the power is off." 

	"Fuck you, Jakey-kun." 

	"Don't snipe at me for pointing out the obvious," he shot back. 

	She glowered at him and he glared back, feeling a powerful current of sexual tension running underneath the surface annoyance. 

	Kate was clearly also still mad at him and displayed it in a concerning but cute way. She was wearing an oversized sweater and had her knees pulled up to her chest, pointedly refusing to look his way. Rebecca kicked her shoes off and rubbed her hands together, sighing in the mid-darkness of their living room. 

	"There should be a propane heater in the basement," she said. "Jake, can you go look around for it?" 

	"I can try. It's not going to be easy to find in the pitch black." 

	He used his phone light to steer the way. The basement was mostly organized, but had enough junk piled up in the storage closet that the propane heater was a needle in a haystack situation. Jake finally found it stuffed in a cardboard box in the furthest, darkest corner, dusty and clearly unused in several years. 

	He carried it upstairs along with a cylinder of propane, grunting from the weight. "I'm not sure this is going to do all that much good. It will heat a single room, but these aren't really meant to be used for more than a few hours at a time." 

	"I think we need another solution," said Rebecca. "We need power, not just heat." 

	"We could get a hotel," suggested Kate. 

	"We'd need more than one," said Jaimie. 

	"It would be such a pointless expense," said Rebecca, with a sigh. "It might be a few days, maybe even a week before the power company fixes the downed line. Hold on. I think I have another idea." 

	She went into the kitchen to make a phone call. Jake slowly approached the couch, looking for a spot between or to one side of his sisters. Jaimie made a halfhearted attempt at giving him some room. Kate didn't move. 

	"Katie," he said, quietly. "Can I talk to you for a second?" 

	Kate still refused to acknowledge him. Surprisingly, it was Jaimie who elbowed her little sister in the arm. 

	"He's still your brother, Katherine," said Jaimie, in a quiet tone. "I explained it to you. Feel free to verify the situation with him, since you clearly weren't getting what I was saying." 

	"This is so unfair," muttered Kate. "Can't I get anything to myself? Why do I always have to be the little sister with hand-me-downs and no say in what's mine?" 

	She stood up, despite her protest, and followed Jake upstairs. He fumbled in the dark as he tried to find his way to his room and Kate walked right into his back. 

	"Ow," she said. 

	He let out a chuckle. "Your night vision is even worse than mine." 

	"Duh. I wear glasses. Not like it's unexpected." 

	He opened his door and brought her into his room, which was better lit from the sun in the window. His mattress still hadn't been equipped with a fresh sheet yet, so he patted the bare spot next to him as he sat down on his bed. Kate hesitated for a moment before taking a seat. 

	"Jaimie came to my room last night," he said. 

	"I know." 

	"We had sex." 

	"I know!" she snapped, in a bratty voice. "You cheated on me." 

	"Kate, we're never going to be able to be open about... what we've been doing," he said. "Jaimie found out about it and for better or for worse, she's our big sister." 

	"You're saying it was all her?" 

	"No, I'm not." He sighed and took Kate's hand and tried to explain the unexplainable contradictions within his heart. "I'm saying that Jaimie decided she wanted the same thing. And... I know this sounds fucking ridiculous, but it would be kind of unfair if I let you get so close to me and then didn't let her, you know?" 

	"That's stupid," muttered Kate. "It could have been just us two. It could have just been our secret." 

	"I would have liked that, but she found out." He squeezed her hand. "Anyway, it's not like I died or decided I never want to see you again. Nothing's changed." 

	"Prove it." 

	He looked at her, listening to make sure they were still alone upstairs. The house was eerily silent with the power out. He could hear the sound of his mother's phone conversation if not the substance. He leaned in, almost but not quite kissing Kate, letting his breath tickle her neck. 

	"You want proof, Katie?" he whispered. "Right now?" 

	"Mmhmm." She nodded slowly. 

	Jake kissed her neck and a shudder ran through Kate. It was so hot that he started to get hard at a sprint. The idea of proving to her just how much he loved her, maybe twice in quick succession, was insanely tempting. 

	But logic and reason told him that anything even resembling a sex noise would likely be audible from even the furthest reaches of the house without any ambient noise to smother it. 

	"When we get to the hotel or wherever Mom decides to bring us, I'll find a chance to show you," he whispered. 

	"What about Jaimie?" 

	"What about her? She can fend for herself." 

	"Promise me that you'll never pick her over me for the entire time while we’re gone," said Kate. 

	"Done, but that only applies when you’re both actively trying to get my attention. Also, this is entirely contingent on you staying quiet." 

	"Jaimie's the loud one," muttered Kate. "I heard a ton last night. Oh, oh! Fuck me! Oh Jake!" 

	"It's kind of hot listening to you mock her sex noises," he whispered. 

	"Well... I'll keep that in mind." 

	She glanced away. Jake pulled her face back to his with a fingertip on her chin. He kissed her gently on the lips. She surprised him with a tight hug. 

	"I love you, you stupid idiot," she whispered. 

	"I love you too." He squeezed her tight and didn't want to ever let go. 

	 


CHAPTER 6 

	 

	"I found a solution!" called Rebecca, from the living room. 

	Jake felt somewhat conspicuous making his way downstairs with Kate in the darkness and silence. Jaimie was illuminated by the light of her phone, her expression etched with a bored frown. 

	"I'm onboard for anything that gets us out of perpetual darkness," said Jake. "Do we not have any candles?" 

	"No point in lighting them now," said Rebecca. "A friend of mine with extra space in her house said she'd be willing to take us in for a few days. Pack your stuff." 

	"Thank god," said Jaimie. "My phone is at five percent." 

	Jake grabbed a few changes of clothing, his toothbrush, and on a hunch, the remote for the Magic Pulse. It almost felt as though it was becoming a good luck charm of sorts, though the only real fortune it had brought him so far was in the form of sexual complications. 

	He met the rest of the family outside by his mother's car, once more surprised by how cold the season had become. They piled all their stuff into the trunk. Jake climbed into the backseat next to Kate, seeing that Jaimie had already taken the front and not wanting an argument over it. 

	"This could be fun," said Rebecca. "It's like a little family trip." 

	"Except we aren't leaving town or doing anything of note," said Jaimie. 

	"It's the attitude that makes the trip, not the scenery," Rebecca countered. 

	They drove through Pinecross into the northern section of town. It was an area with more space, where the property price seemed to steadily climb upward the further down the road a person went. 

	Rebecca eventually pulled into the driveway of a home that fit the qualification of a mansion, with a long driveway, a pond on one side of the expansive lawn with a fountain in the center, a double garage, and a pool in the backyard. 

	"Who is your friend, exactly?" asked Jake. 

	"She's a former patient of mine," said Rebecca. "One of my very first. We've kept in touch and still get lunch together once a week." 

	"Uh-oh," said Jaimie. "I did not sign up to stay at some crazy lady's house." 

	"Jaimie!" snapped Rebecca. "She is not crazy. Don't say things like that." 

	"She could be crazy and I'd still be down to crash at a place like this, to be honest." Jake whistled as he climbed out of the car. "She must have a hell of a job or a rich husband or something." 

	"Let's go with or something," said Rebecca. 

	Jake felt like his family was more destitute than they actually were as they all shouldered their bags and walked up the steps to the door. Rebecca rang the bell, and there was a moment of awkward, anticipatory silence as they waited for it to be opened. 

	He wasn't ready for what happened next. A woman he recognized opened the door. The same woman who'd been working at Better by Night, the sex store where he'd gotten the remote fixed. The same woman who had most likely been on the other side of the glory hole which he'd impulsively stuck his cock through. 

	"Inari!" Rebecca laughed and dropped her bag to wrap her friend in a hug. 

	It was the only thing keeping the others from noticing the way that Jake recognized Inari, and Inari clearly recognized him. The tan skinned woman seemed as off balance as he currently felt. 

	"Uh... Rebecca," she said. "Hello. This is your family?" 

	"This is Jaimie, my eldest. Kate, my little girl. And Jake, who just arrived back after graduating college." 

	"...I see," said Inari. "Um. Please, come in." 

	"Are you sure it's alright for us to stay with you?" asked Rebecca. "You seem a little uncertain." 

	"Ah, no, it's nothing," said Inari. "I just hadn't realized how grown up your children were. You look so young, Rebecca. I assumed you were still raising much younger ones." 

	"You are so sweet," said Rebecca. 

	They took their shoes off as Inari swept an arm to gesture them inside. She had on sweatpants and a tank top as though she'd just been working out, both of which showcased a fit figure with enough curve to catch the eye. Jake's eyes kept jumping back to her mouth, her lips, as though he could divine whether she'd been the one sucking his cock that day through simple observation. 

	She noticed him staring at her and blinked a couple of times without smiling. He looked away and tried to act natural, knowing that the only thing acting weird would do was make an already strange situation that much more awkward. 

	"Your place is stacked," said Jaimie. "Is it just you here?" 

	"Just me," said Inari. "My ex-husband was extremely wealthy. I didn't fight for much in the divorce and received enough to buy a home and set up a business. My advice to pretty young girls like the two of you, as cynical as it sounds, is to marry a rich guy." 

	Kate scowled, stepping closer to Jake, fingers brushing his with a subtle, seemingly accidental movement. Inari's house had what amounted to a foyer, with a dueling set of curved stairs leading up to the second level. She led them to the right, turning the light on as they entered another room. 

	"This is my living room," said Inari. "It's slightly... unorthodox." 

	"It's alright," said Rebecca. "They're open minded." 

	Inari let out an embarrassed chuckle as she stepped aside so they could enter the space. "I call it the playroom when I have guests over. It's more of an adult playroom, if you catch my meaning." 

	"Oh," said Kate. "Oh!" 

	It didn't look that much different from a regular living room, except for a few subtle differences. The singular normal looking couch was leather, easily cleanable. There was a rack on one wall holding various paddles, riding crops, and a whip. Another couch had a slant to it that seemed suited for sex in a particularly angled position. 

	"It was your therapy that helped me become more open with this side of myself, Rebecca," said Inari. "Though I will admit that most of the guests I have over these days subscribe to a similar lifestyle." 

	"That's wild," said Jaimie. "You must have tons of fun." 

	"A fair amount." Inari flashed a smile and then waved an arm back toward the stairs. "Here, the four of you must be tired of holding those bags. Let me show you to the guest rooms." 

	She brought them upstairs. Jake was impressed by even how spacious the hallways were, but the thought was immediately pushed aside as Inari opened a door to reveal a rather luxurious guest room. It reminded him more of an expensive hotel suite than a guest room, with a small mini fridge, a TV, a queen size bed with plenty of pillows, and a glorious view of her backyard. 

	"There is a shared bathroom between both of these guest rooms," said Inari. "Unfortunately, there are only two beds between them." 

	"Could one of us sleep on that couch downstairs in your, um, playroom?" asked Rebecca. She glanced at Jake and he sighed and tried to bury his disappointment, sensing her thoughts. 

	"I would not recommend any of you sleeping on that couch," said Inari, with a laugh. "Can you make do with just the two beds?" 

	"I'm sure we can manage," said Rebecca, smiling and glancing at Jake again. "Thank you so much for your hospitality, Inari." 

	"Of course. It's not easy to hunker down in a house without power. You're welcome to stay for as long as you need, it's not like I'm lacking for space." 

	"Let me handle dinner," said Rebecca. "It's the least I can do to repay you." 

	"Oh, you don't have to do that," said Inari. 

	"I insist." 

	Inari laughed and pulled Rebecca into a quick hug. "Oh, this is going to be so much fun! I'll give the four of you a chance to settle in." 

	Her gaze lingered on Jake as she walked off. He tried to keep from giving anything away to the rest of his family, aware that he'd need to talk to Inari alone at some point. It was too weird, though in a small town like Pinecross, perhaps not as much of a coincidence as it might have seemed. 

	"So," said Jaimie. "There's only two rooms and two beds." 

	"It would seem so, but we'll manage," said Rebecca. 

	Jake exchanged a glance with both Kate and Jaimie, but their mother spoke before the three of them could voice any suggestions. 

	"Jake and I will share one room," said Rebecca. "Jaimie, you and Kate will take the other. It's just for a few days. We'll be home by this time next week. That's doable, right Jake?" 

	He knew it was, but the sense of disappointment was still real as he thought about what it would have been like to share a room with either of his sisters with their relationships now unbounded and sexual. An evil voice in the back of his mind whispered that he might not find it so intolerable to be sharing a room, sharing a bed, with his mother instead. 

	"I'm sure we'll make do," he said. 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 7 

	 

	Jake and his sisters spent the next hour or so settling in, or in other words, securing wall outlets to charge their dying or dead phones. He had a moment to think as Inari and his mother disappeared downstairs. He wasn't in trouble — Inari had clearly recognized him, but his secret, at least this time, was of the variety that required the other woman to dirty herself to reveal. 

	How would that conversation even go? He doubted Inari would reveal to her friend that she might have accidentally blown her son through a glory hole, but there was a chance, slim and fleeting, that she might feel an urge to admit it to her sex therapist. He swore and shifted how he was sitting, wishing he'd brought a longer charging cable for his phone. 

	"Why have you been acting weird since we first got here?" 

	Jaimie's voice surprised him and he nearly yanked his phone out of the wall. "Jesus! Where did you learn to sneak?" 

	"I wasn't even trying to," said Jaimie. "The floor doesn't creak, as though we needed more evidence of how fucking expensive this place is." 

	"Charge your phone already?" 

	"Brought the fast charger. Dodge the question already?" 

	"I don't know, that's up to you," he said. 

	Jaimie chuckled, glanced at the door, and then slid in close behind Jake. He could feel her soft breasts pressing against his back as she whispered into his ear, breath hot against his neck. 

	"Who did you really want to share a bed with, little brother?" she whispered. "Me or Kate?" 

	He turned around and set a hand on her thigh. "Both, but that's not a fair question." 

	"Have you ever known me to be unfair?" 

	"Do you really want me to answer that?" 

	"Maybe..." she whispered. 

	He slid in closer to her and kissed her. It was risky, in the middle of the day, in a stranger's house, with the door wide open. Jaimie had this scent to her, a faint feminine musk that told him that she hadn't showered since the previous night when he'd had her legs spread wide open on his bed. 

	"Say it," whispered Jaimie. "Tell me the truth, Jakey-kun." 

	She started rubbing his cock through his jeans. Jake wanted nothing more than to fling her down on his bed, the bed he'd be sharing with his mother in a few hours, and fuck her senseless. A series of skipping footsteps suddenly cut through the sexual reverie. Jake rolled around to make as though he'd still been looking at his phone while Jaimie stood up and stepped away. 

	"Mom says the pizza is here," said Kate. "Oh. You're both in here. I was wondering where you went, Jaimie." 

	"Tag out with me, Katherine." Jaimie held out a hand and Kate laughed and slapped it as she came into the room and Jaimie left. 

	"What was she doing in here?" asked Kate. 

	Her tone was inquisitive, but not accusatory. She seemed to be taking the new developments between him and Jaimie surprisingly well, given how mad she'd been that morning. 

	"I'll never tell," he said, with a playful smile. 

	"I'll make you tell!" 

	Kate jumped on him with playful, little sister wrestling energy. This time, Jake did lift her up and toss her down on the bed, squealing and bouncing, red hair fanning out into a mess across one of the pillows. 

	"I wish Mom would actually let us share a room," she muttered. 

	He chuckled, amused by how similar his sisters were underneath, despite being so different in appearance and personality. "If only. But it just means we'll have more fun when we get home." 

	"We could have fun here, too," whispered Kate. "Give me a ride to school tomorrow." 

	"Unfortunately, my bike is trapped in the garage until we can get the door open," he said. "But we might find another opportunity." 

	"Oh yeah." Kate smiled and leaned up on her elbows. "Like what?" 

	He was on the verge of pouncing on her and throwing caution to the wind when their mother's voice came from downstairs, sounding so distant that it reminded him of how large Inari's place really was. 

	"Jake! Kate! The pizza's going to get cold if you don't hurry." 

	He sighed and stepped away from the bed. "Come on. Nobody likes cold pizza." 

	"I kind of do," muttered Kate. 

	Inari's dining room had one of the longest tables Jake had ever seen that still seemed practical to use. The room had three entrances, one to the kitchen, one to the foyer straight underneath the curved stairs, and one to the playroom. Rebecca had ordered three pizzas, and the boxes and paper plates seemed so out of place atop the expensive and massive table. 

	"You're so kind for handling dinner, Rebecca," said Inari. "I never know what to feed to guests. Here, let me get some of the good wine to even the score a bit." 

	"It's already even," said Rebecca. "You saved us from a cold and dark night back home." 

	"I insist." Inari suddenly turned and looked straight at Jake. "Maybe your son can help me carry the bottles up? They always get stuck in my wine rack and it takes all my strength to pull them out." 

	"Yeah, no prob," he said. 

	He felt a flutter of excitement mixed with wariness. He expected her to try something, though he wondered if that was simply trauma from what he'd endured with Jaimie's blackmail. He followed Inari through the foyer and down another set of stairs that led to the cellar. She waited until he'd cleared the last step before turning to smirk at him. 

	"Well, well, well," she said. "I did not, in all honesty, expect to encounter you again so soon." 

	"Neither did I," he said. "It's a small town, I guess." 

	"Very small." She stepped closer to him and suddenly her demeanor seemed to change, shifting from the composed host to the woman he'd encountered back at Better by Night. "Quite the situation we all find ourselves in, isn't it?" 

	Jake hesitated, realizing again that the secret went both ways after hearing her phrasing. "Don't worry, Inari. I'm not going to tell my mother." 

	"Tell her what?" Inari let out a little laugh. "I'm not sure what you mean by that." 

	He stepped in closer, going for the type of power play he might have used on Jaimie in the heat of an argument. "The bathroom of your little shop. The polished metal glory hole. The woman who sucked me off. You." 

	Inari's laughter intensified. "You have no idea what really happened that day, do you? You think it was me?" 

	"I know it was you." 

	He said it with confidence, but his certainty was already waning by the time he finished the sentence. He'd been in the bathroom before the blowjob for a little while, and definitely taken his time before leaving. Someone else could have come into the shop and left in that time or even already been in the shop, just in a nook where he hadn't seen them, or the second room he'd never checked. 

	"You obviously don't know for sure that it was me," said Inari. "It could have been me. It could have been a woman, or a man. It could have been a stranger, or maybe somebody you know. Maybe somebody close to home." 

	There was something about the way she said the last sentence, a flicker of intense amusement that was almost tragic in its own way. He looked at the stairs, feeling a sudden spinning feeling as he thought about how Inari and his mother were seemingly close friends. Rebecca had said she got lunch with Inari every week. She'd mentioned dropping by to see a friend on that particular day. Had it been the same day? 

	"Hey now, there's no need for you to panic." Inari stepped in close to him and patted his chest, her touch hot and electric. "Speculation is what makes glory holes fun. Maybe you'll never find out. Maybe you'll spend the rest of your life getting hard every time you think about it. Maybe you'll come back and chase the dragon, searching for the mystery woman with those perfect, dick sucking lips." 

	She touched his chest again and began to rub, letting her hand slide lower. Biting her lower lip, Inari made a soft, moaning noise that was impossibly hot. Jake felt himself getting hard, feeling the difference in their sexual experience levels almost like it felt playing Smash Bros. against Jaimie. 

	"I could suck your cock right now, Jake," she whispered. "Would you like to compare my blowjob to the mystery woman's?" 

	He started to nod his head automatically. Inari laughed and patted his chest. 

	"I'm just messing with you!" she said. "I couldn't do something like that right now. Your mother would stomp down here before we even got halfway to the good part." 

	She patted his cock, which was fully erect and painful against the tight fabric of his jeans. Motioning to him, she started picking out the wine bottles, which actually did need a fair bit of tugging to get off the rack. 

	"I'm not going to let this drop," he said, coming in close behind her as they grabbed the third and final bottle. 

	"I wouldn't either, if I were you," whispered Inari. 

	She passed him the second bottle of wine and started back up the stairs. 

	 


CHAPTER 8 

	 

	Dinner was enjoyable. Jake poured wine for everyone, expecting his mother to object to Kate drinking, but Rebecca either didn't notice or didn't care. Inari, a vegetarian, bonded with Kate over their mutual love for broccoli on pizza. Even Jaimie seemed to be in good spirits. 

	They went through the first two bottles of wine in fairly quick succession. Jake meandered off to the pool table Inari had in her game room, separate from the play room, and was joined by Kate and Jaimie. They played a few games, loser out each time, teasing each other in a manner that made the sexual tension flare like sparks on metal. 

	He was sitting to the side, watching Kate and Jaimie play. Jaimie was laughing and talking smack as she went on a bit of a roll. Kate set her cue stick down and suddenly ambled over to Jake and plopped down in his lap. He stiffened in more ways than one, only slowly remembering that Jaimie was in on their secret, an active participant, no less. 

	"I'm tired," said Kate, with a yawn. "Carry me to bed?" 

	"Mom would find it a little suspicious," he said. 

	"Not really," said Jaimie, sinking another ball. "She's been drinking a lot of wine and you are her older brother. It would be more suspicious if you stopped doing things like that completely." 

	"Come on, Jakey-kun," whispered Kate. 

	"Don't you dare start calling me by Jaimie's nickname for me," he muttered. "It needs to die a swift death." 

	"Jakey-kun." Kate rocked her butt on his crotch, giggling. 

	He ran his hands up the sides of her body, sneaking in to tickle her armpits. Kate laughed and writhed around some more, and he couldn't resist stealing a grope of her breasts. She made a noise that spurred him on as she began to grind against him, and they played around for a solid minute of sneaky, illicit bliss. 

	"Jake," said Jaimie. "I need help with this shot." 

	"What?" He had Kate's tits cupped in his hands and was so hard he couldn't think straight. 

	"Come here," said Jaimie, with just the right amount of invitation. 

	She was bent over the pool table, her flirty top billowing in just such a way as to display her cleavage at eye level. Jake hugged Kate and kissed her on the neck and ignored her not so subtle protest as he shifted her off his lap and went over to his older sister. 

	"Is this the right angle?" Jaimie smirked at him and rocked her hips invitingly. 

	"More like this." 

	He stepped in close behind her, only making the thinnest attempt at adjusting her pool cue as he let his cock press into her bent over body. He touched her slower than he'd been touching Kate, but she reacted just as favorably. She rocked her ass back against his cock. Jake shifted forward, one hand reaching around to fondle the front of her body as he began to slowly and shamelessly dry hump her. 

	He expected Kate to pipe up and vie for his attention again, she'd begun snoring lightly. He and Jaimie stayed right where they were far longer than the pretense should have allowed, rubbing their bodies together like rutting animals. He'd just begun to slide his fingers into her leggings, testing the waters of pulling them down, when footsteps sounded from the door. 

	Jake spun sideways and stood with his crotch awkwardly close to the pool table to hide his erection. Rebecca and Inari were giggling and whispering to one another drunkenly as they came into the room. 

	"Bedtime!" said Rebecca, with far too much enthusiasm. "I forgot that Kate has school tomorrow. I think it's best, given that this is a new environment, that you and her sleep at the same time, Jaimie, so you aren't waking her up later on if you stay up." 

	"Mom, I'm 23," muttered Jaimie. "Are you seriously instituting a curfew?" 

	Rebecca glanced at Jake, which caught him by surprise. "Just for tonight. We're guests here, as well. I don't think Inari would like you up and wandering around her house at odd hours of the night." 

	"I honestly wouldn't mind, but I support you in your right to order your kids around one hundred percent, Dr. Rebecca." Inari fumbled a drunken salute. 

	"Would you stop calling me that?" snapped Rebecca, grinning. 

	"Your wish is my command, Dr. Rebecca." 

	Rebecca playfully punched Inari in the arm. Inari reached a hand down, slapping her butt with surprising force. Jake snorted as his mother made an extremely cute noise and grabbed Inari's arms, the two of them spinning around and wrestling like teenage best friends. 

	"I'll get Kate to bed," said Jake. 

	He scooped her up in his arms and carried her upstairs. She was so light and adorable, and when he set her down in the bed she'd be sharing with Jaimie, he wanted nothing more than to climb in with her and snuggle in close. 

	"Thank you, Jake," said his mother.

	"No prob." 

	"Good night, Jakey-kun." Jaimie surprised him with a hug, and surprised him again by clinging to him for a few seconds longer than what would normally be appropriate. 

	"Good night, Jaimie," he said. "Jeez, did everyone get drunk tonight?" 

	"Are you drunk?" asked Rebecca. 

	"Kind of, yeah." 

	"Then yes." 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 9 

	 

	He went to his own shared room first, leaving Rebecca and Inari to their girlish whispering. The bed he'd be sharing with his mother really wasn't that large. He realized that he hadn't thought to pack anything that was both comfortable and clean to wear for pajamas. He stripped down to his boxers and a t-shirt and decided to just climb into the bed and get the covers over him preemptively. 

	"I didn't expect this to be so much fun," said Rebecca, as she came into the room and shut the door. "Inari is the best." 

	"Yeah," he said. "She's pretty cool." 

	The sensation of the anonymous mouth on the other side of the glory hole came to the front of his mind unbidden. He almost groaned from just the memory of the pleasure. 

	"You know her from somewhere, don't you?" 

	"What?" The question caught him completely off guard. 

	His mother had pulled her sleepwear out of her bag and slipped into the bathroom both guestrooms shared. She spoke through a partially open door, her voice still drunk, but more serious. 

	"You recognized her when we first arrived here," she said. "Don't think I didn't catch that. Inari was also strangely coy when I asked her if she'd met you somewhere before." 

	"No, no, I mean, I don't think so," he said, a little too quickly. "Maybe I've bumped into her somewhere, but if I have... I don't consciously remember for certain." 

	"I'm aware of the little hobby shop she runs," said his mother, emphasizing the word hobby. "She's a free spirit. It's part of why she became a patient of mine to begin with. You don't have to be embarrassed if you needed to, you know... purchase something from there." 

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

	He made the mistake of turning toward the bathroom as though to address her directly. He could see a sliver of her in the nude, sidelong and incomplete from the angle of the door, but still unbelievably confusing and erotic. 

	"So be it." 

	She came out wearing a thin pink nightgown that hugged her body in a way that showed and suggested everything. He knew she wasn't wearing anything underneath from the glimpse he'd already gotten and that realization excited him in all the wrong ways. 

	"You're going to have to scoot over, sweetie," she said, walking toward the bed. "Hmm. The bed looked bigger when I saw it earlier today." 

	"I think it's the effect of the size of the rest of the room," he said. 

	"You might just be right." 

	Jake made room for her and pulled back the covers on her side. She climbed into the bed, one of her bare legs briefly making contact with his. He was still primed from Jaimie and Kate's teasing and his mind seemed to want to process the closeness of his mother as round three. 

	"Sorry." His mother wriggled around a bit, more of her body coming into contact with his and highlighting the amount of bare flesh between them. "Just trying to get comfortable." 

	"I could sleep on my side, I suppose." 

	He turned sideways, but it was like shifting a magnet onto the angle that attracted metal. His mother's leg brushed his semi-hard cock. He froze, but was fairly sure from her reaction that she hadn't realized what she'd done. 

	"I was planning on watching a movie on my phone, anyway," said Rebecca. 

	"Yeah, me too." He grabbed his own phone and frowned. "Dammit. I should have brought a longer charger." 

	He plugged it in, but the short cord meant that it could only reach to the bedside table. 

	"You can watch mine with me, if you want." Rebecca turned off her bedside light, plunging the room into darkness outside of the aura of her phone's glow. "Just snuggle in a little closer." 

	He did it without really thinking, inhibitions low from the wine and his sister’s earlier teasing. His cock was halfway hard and brushed against his mother's butt as he tried to prop his head up on one elbow to see her phone over her shoulder. He felt her tense, perhaps not having realized what her invitation entailed when she'd issued it. 

	"Is this okay?" he asked. 

	He meant it as an honest question, a way of giving her room to smoothly disentangle herself from the snuggle, if it could even be called that. His entire focus was on the softness of her butt, the way he could feel the edge of the lower hem of her nightgown which had ridden up far enough to expose bare buttock at the bottom. 

	"If you're comfortable, I'm comfortable, sweetie." 

	His mother spoke in a tone that made it sound like she was hitting the question back, putting the onus on him to pull away from the interesting awkwardness they'd stumbled into. 

	Was she just too embarrassed to admit that she could feel his cock? Was she perhaps aware of how it might seem to push him away immediately after inviting him in so close? He wasn't sure he cared either way. 

	"Nah, this is perfect for me." 

	Jake took it a little further, draping an arm over her and sliding forward. His cock nestled into the valley of her butt, and he let out a soft breath against her neck that sent an interesting shudder through her. 

	"Good," whispered Rebecca, her voice suddenly tense, but not unhappy. "We used to snuggle like this all the time when you were little. I remember being the big spoon back then, though." 

	"Yeah, I remember that." He rocked forward with a subtle motion as he genuinely tried to get a better view of the movie and her phone. The sensation was glorious, but he still had to feign normality. "What are we watching?" 

	"It's some comedy with Jim Carrey, I think." His mother let out a laugh even though it wasn't a funny scene. "Can you see alright?" 

	"Yeah, pretty much." 

	He shifted forward again and the sensation was too much. He felt himself getting an erection and desperately tried to will it down, knowing how much more awkward it would make the situation. Focusing on the movie and his breathing, Jake managed to at least hold even with his arousal. 

	His mother suddenly laughed at the movie and the sensation of her body moving against his made him groan. She tried to reset herself and elbowed him in the ribs. 

	"Whoops," she said. "Sorry, sweetie." 

	"It's okay." He set a hand on her hip. 

	She seemed to lean into her touch, rocking back against his cock. Jake humped forward, too turned on to care anymore. She rocked back again and for a solid minute they matched each other's movements. 

	"I love Jim Carrey," whispered his mother. 

	She shifted again, this time pulling the blanket up in a way that left Jake second guessing whether she really was aware of what she was doing with the way she was pushing back against him. 

	"He's a really good actor." 

	He risked sliding his hand down her hip, and then around to her stomach. Rebecca cleared her throat, took his hand by the wrist, and shifted it back onto her side. 

	"Sorry," he muttered, mortified but still horny. 

	"It's okay," she whispered. "My nightgown just doesn't want to stay in place and I didn't want you to... um. Feel where it had ridden up a bit." 

	She let out a yawn and shifted a pillow to prop her phone up instead of holding it with her hand. Jake kept doing what he'd been doing, which was subtle, small, almost excusable humping motions. He heard her breathing grow slow and even, but he wasn't sure what that meant. Had she fallen asleep? Was she simply pretending to be asleep? 

	If she was pretending to be asleep, just what the fuck did that mean? 

	His cock was so hard. It seemed to take priority over all other thoughts, all other needs. He'd never realized how insanely beautiful his mother was, at least not directly, not like this. He rocked forward again, moving at the behest of his lower half, and felt his cock rubbing against her butt. 

	She just kept breathing at that same pace, with the movie playing against her pillow, and her son spooning behind her with the erection of a century. Jake let his hand touch her stomach again. He let it run down to the bottom hem of the nightgown which she'd complained had ridden up. It most definitely had ridden up. His fingers brushed what felt like pubic hair, not bushy, but not clean shaven, either. 

	He froze, coming back to his senses. She was his mother, and she seemed to be asleep. Doing anything with her was wrong in every sense of the word. The idea that she was pretending to simply see what he'd do was just as bad, a test that he'd be rushing to fail. 

	He resolved to stop immediately and pulled his hand back to her hip. His cock shifted as he made to slide away, and it was too much to resist one last parting dry hump. He rolled off the bed, knowing that there was no way he'd get straight to sleep without handling himself first. 

	The bathroom was connected to both guest rooms and only a few steps away. He glanced back at his mother as he reached the door. Her body was illuminated by her surprisingly bright phone. She was all but naked from the waist down with her nightgown having ridden up as it had, and laying on her stomach now, thighs and buttocks nude and begging to be mounted. 

	"Fuck," he groaned. 

	He barely needed to wrap his fingers around his cock before he started coming. He hadn't closed the door all the way and felt faint on his feet as a breathless orgasm roiled through him. He hadn't even gotten close to finishing within the safe confines of the toilet seat, but he let the pleasure finish pulsing through him before cleaning up. 

	He took a minute to clean himself up, too, and then slipped back to bed. No sooner than Jake had pulled the covers over himself did his mother let out a sleepy sigh and drape an arm over him. 

	"I love you," she muttered, sleepily. 

	"I love you too, Mom." He kissed her on top of the head and tried to maintain his calm as a naked thigh draped itself over one of his legs. 

	 


CHAPTER 10 

	 

	Jake had a dream that, at the time, he was fairly certain he knew was a dream. One of his sisters had climbed into bed with him in the dark without saying anything. He wasn't sure which and felt oddly reluctant to break the silence. There were other ways to tell them apart, however. 

	He pulled his sister into a hug and heard a soft, dreamy giggle as he started kissing his way up her neck. He'd know from just a kiss, even, Jaimie's combative passion versus Kate's willing submission. His lips moved along her cheek, finally landing a soft, preliminary peck on the corner of her mouth. 

	"Did you just kiss me?" whispered a familiar voice whose main quality was belonging to neither of his sisters. 

	"Oops." He groaned and blinked his eyes open, surprised to find that the room was moderately well-lit by the morning sun. "Sorry, Mom." 

	"It's fine, sweetie." She smirked at him, seeming genuinely pleased by how she'd been woken up. "A little more intimate than I'm used to so early, but no big deal. You were half asleep anyway." 

	He stared at her, the energy of the room dreamy, but with an odd sexual tension sneaking to the forefront. His mother's hair was a mess, and she looked so different without her glasses on. She was watching him, too, not with lust in her eyes, but genuine love. She leaned in slowly and planted a matching kiss on his cheek, her lips barely brushing the corner of his mouth. 

	"Good morning," she whispered. 

	"Good morning." He felt his cock getting the rest of the way hard at a sprint, so hard that he suspected it would make the start of his morning a chore. 

	"How did you sleep?" asked his mother. 

	"Pretty well. Once I... managed to get comfortable." 

	"I'm glad." She reached a hand out and gently stroked his forehead and then patted his knee. "I think we can make this work. It's only for a few more days, in all likelihood." 

	Jake nodded, but his attention was entirely on her hand. It was just his knee, but his knee was connected to his thigh, his thigh to his crotch, and the heat and energy from her touch seemed to slide right down the conduit. 

	"I should probably get up and check on the rest of the family flock." She rubbed her hand around, touching his lower thigh for a tantalizing second. "Don't sleep in too late." 

	"I couldn't get back to sleep right now if I tried," he muttered. 

	His mother laughed but didn't seem to read into his words. Jake stared at her as she bent over her bag to pull out clothing, her nightgown riding up in interesting ways, and then disappeared into the bathroom. 

	She got ready for her day with surprising efficiency, and Jake was still fighting a battle against his morning wood when she came back out. She smiled at him on her way through the room. He took another minute to breathe and gather his energy before pulling himself up and heading for the bathroom himself. 

	He opened the door at nearly the exact same moment that the one connecting to the other guest room swung open. Jaimie looked like she'd just woken up, eyes still half-lidded, hair a mess. She was wearing only her bra and panties and made a move to cover herself until she saw it was him. 

	"Shower is mine, Jakey-kun," she said, a challenge in her voice. "Go find one of the other bathrooms." 

	"I was here first." He smiled and took a step forward, leaning into the friction. "Why don't you go find another shower?" 

	"Because I called this one you jackass." She made to slip by him as she pulled the shower curtain back and turned the water on. 

	"I'm getting in that shower the second the water is warm enough, Jaimie," he said. 

	"Not if I get in first, and I'm not moving from this spot." She spun around, jutting her chin out and setting her hands on her hips. 

	"Are you that eager to get naked in front of me again?" 

	"I'm not the one barging in on my sibling while they're in the shower," said Jaimie. 

	"Yeah, problem with that logic is you're not in the shower yet," he said. "I could wrestle you out of the way if I really wanted to." 

	"I'd like to see you try." 

	Jaimie bit her lower lip as she slowly unhooked her bra and let it fall to the ground. Jake was already hard, but his cock seemed to ache and throb as he pulled off his own boxers. He sensed Jaimie's eyes running up and down his length even as he took in the sight of her big, milky tits, faint bikini lines visible, pink nipples surrounded by large areola. 

	"Move," he said, hoping she wouldn't. 

	"Make me." Jaimie pulled her panties down, looking like she was trying to hide a smile as steam began to billow within the small space. 

	Jake made to walk right through her, pressing chest to chest in that comical way that guys with too much aggression and too little sense sometimes perform before a fight. Her breasts felt soft and incredible mashed into his abdomen. Jaimie stepped backward into the shower and made a halfhearted attempt at closing the curtain on him, but the game and the pretense was a thin crust over their lust. 

	"Push over," he said, stepping into the shower after her. 

	"You psycho," said Jaimie. "What's Mom going to think if she finds out we were both in here at the same time?" 

	"Mom already went downstairs." 

	"Oh." A devious calculation played across Jaimie's flushed face. "Then I don't have to worry about you crying after I kick your ass for invading my shower." 

	She playfully pushed her hands against his shoulders as though going for a wrestling clench. Jake drew her in closer instead of pushing back, the two of them dancing together under the shower stream as it continued to heat up. Jaimie pressed into him for a moment, and he felt his cock drag across her stomach. 

	"Are you hard right now, Jakey-kun?" she asked in a voice that made it sound like she hadn't already been ogling his erection. "Sicko. I bet you don't even need a shower. I bet you just want to..." 

	"Just want to what, Jaimie?" he growled. "Say it. Go ahead." 

	He took one of her breasts in his palm, not caring anymore. 

	"You just want to molest your own sister, you freak." She started fondling his hard on and balls. "Move over, you're hogging the shower stream.” 

	She spun around and tried to elbow him. Jake caught her arm and bent her forward. Jaimie made this sexy but frustrated noise that pushed him completely outside the realm of sanity. He lined his cock up with her thighs and pushed forward... but missed the angle. 

	"Mmm, are you trying to fuck me?" Jaimie let out a moan, breathing heavy, and rocked back into him. "You think you get to barge into my shower and use me, Jakey-kun? You're not man enough for that." 

	"You want it just as bad," he whispered. "I bet you're wet as hell right now." 

	She leaned back, spoiling the angle for him, but kept her thighs tight together. Jake thrust forward, too horny to care if he was fucking her thigh gap or her pussy. Jaimie seemed to get something out of it anyway, her breathing accelerating, hips matching him with small motions despite her taunting. 

	"You think just because you got me once, you can have me whenever?" she said, still squeezing her legs tight for his member. "What are you, a virgin? Don't tell me I popped my dorky little brother's virginity?" 

	He reached up and squeezed her tits, still humping her. "As though I'd want my first time to be with a bimbo like you." 

	"Fucking asshole!" She elbowed him again and made as though to stomp out of the shower. 

	Jake grabbed her arm, unsure where the game ended and reality began. The movement made Jaimie bend forward as she tried to shift away. He thrust again, and by some miracle of odds and angles, his cock slipped right on in. 

	"Oh fuck!" Jaimie set her hands on the wall of the shower, frozen by surprise or pleasure or some combination of both. 

	Jake thrust into her again, a little harder, expressing himself better with his cock than he felt like he could with words. "Yeah, that's right! What was that you were saying, again?" 

	"You... fucking..." Jaimie's taunts broke off into pleasured moans as Jake started taking her hard and fast from behind. "Oh god!" 

	He sped up, their wet bodies slapping together with a lewd rhythm in the steamy shower. He was still mad at her, surprisingly mad, given how good her pussy felt. She could be such a bitch, never shutting up until he found the one way to shut her up. 

	"Fuck, Jaimie," he groaned. "How are you so tight?" 

	"I haven't fucked that many guys, you know, you bastard." She bucked her hips and ass back against him in perfect rhythm. 

	"Just trying to get under your skin," he said. "I know you're not a bimbo. Well, not completely." 

	"Just like you're not a virgin," she said, sharply. "You just act like one." 

	"Fuck you," he said. 

	"Fuck you." She leaned back and Jake squeezed her tits. "Oh... fuck me! Fuck me, fuck me, Jake!" 

	He thrust faster, losing control and not caring. Jaimie was practically screaming, her tits were incredible in his palms. He kissed her neck, and then her earlobe, and then reached his hand down to begin teasing her clit. Any semblance of restraint or control he had was thrown to the wayside in favor of his big sister's tight pussy and jiggling tits. 

	"Oh god!" screamed Jaimie. "I'm coming! Jake... Oh, Jake!" 

	"Jaimie?" Rebecca's voice came from the other side of the door, sounding alarmed and concerned. "Is that you, hun?" 

	Jaimie let out a squeal that Jake muffled with his hand. She came, her pussy clenching and flexing against his cock, milking him and triggering his own orgasm. Jake exploded inside her, pleasure coursing through him, his mother's voice somehow adding an extra layer of pleasure to the illicit orgasm. 

	"Answer her or she's going to get suspicious," he hissed, still clouded with wild amounts of pleasure. 

	"Uhh... y-yeah mom," croaked Jaimie. "It's just me in the shower." 

	"Are you okay?" Rebecca sounded even more alarmed than before. 

	"Fine, Mom! Jesus, do I really need the third degree first thing in the morning?" 

	"Alright, sorry, just being a concerned mother. Breakfast is ready." 

	"Be down in a bit!" 

	Jaimie groaned and Jake slipped his deflating cock out of her. She spun around, an unreadable expression on her face, and punched him in the arm. 

	"You said she was downstairs!" snapped Jaimie. 

	"She was," he said. "People can traverse staircases. It's how legs work." 

	"You are so fucking lame, little brother." She smiled, despite the jibe, and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. "But thanks for making me come. It's my favorite way to start off the day." 

	"I'll keep that in mind," he said. 

	 


CHAPTER 11 

	 

	Jake felt refreshed and oddly conflicted as he made his way down to Inari's dining room for breakfast. Jaimie was still getting changed - they'd had the good sense at least not to walk down in tandem. Kate was in her school uniform and gave him a sneaky wave with her fingers as their eyes met for a moment. 

	"Morning," he said. 

	"Morning, sweetie." His mother gave him an odd look. "I must have missed you a minute ago when I went upstairs." 

	He shrugged and didn't offer anything that might raise her suspicions further. "Morning, Katie." 

	"Morning, Jake." She had a large pile of waffles on her plate that she proceeded to cut into with a fork and knife. "Did you sleep alright?" 

	"Yeah," he said. 

	He couldn't help his gaze from flicking to his mother for a second. Rebecca glanced his way in the same instant, and the brief flicker of eye contact contained a strange heat and power. 

	"You should hurry up and grab a plate if you have an appetite," she said. "We'll be leaving in just a few minutes." 

	"We as in..." He shook his head. 

	"Day two of your community service. I hope you haven't forgotten already." 

	Jake groaned. He had forgotten, and the act of remembering all but ruined his day from the launch pad. 

	"Community service?" Inari came downstairs, still wearing a sleeping robe that was just open enough at the chest to give off the suggestion of cleavage. "What, exactly, did Jake do to land himself in position to be paying a debt to society?" 

	Rebecca glanced at Jake, brow furrowed. 

	"It's okay," he said. "I don't mind telling her. Some low grade shoplifting." 

	"Naughty boy." Inari's voice had an interesting purr to it which left him wishing that he could stay home that morning. "Don't tell me that's why you came to...?" 

	She trailed off, but he knew what she'd been about to ask. He had gone to her sex shop, after all. Luckily, his mother seemed to interpret that half-finished question differently. 

	"No, we're genuinely still waiting for our power to come back on," said Rebecca. "I wouldn't force you to harbor a fugitive, Inari." 

	"I don't think I'd mind," she said. 

	Jake wolfed down a couple of waffles before heading out to the car with Kate and his mother. He and Kate tried to slip out ahead of her, wordlessly matching each other's intention to steal a moment alone. Rebecca came along before they could so much as finger flirt, and they set off into town. She dropped him off first, though Kate's school was basically around a single corner from the church. 

	"I'll be by to scoop you up at the same time as yesterday, Jake," she said. "Do your best. You need Father Patrick's recommendation." 

	"I'm aware," he said. "Later, Katie." 

	"Bye Jake." 

	He climbed out of the car and waved it off. More than anything, Jake wished he'd taken his motorcycle, simply so that escape would still technically be an option if he and Father Patrick ran into any insurmountable friction. 

	He headed into the church but didn't find anyone within. One of the doors leading to the backyard was open, and he headed through it to discover Father Patrick working in a flower bed, weeding and digging through soil. 

	"I'm back," he said. "Here for community service round two." 

	"So you are." The holy man set his gardening trowel down and wiped a few beads of sweat off his forehead with the back of a dirty hand. "The work of the day is gardening. You can take over here while I work on moving dirt for the other flower bed." 

	"It's late fall," Jake pointed out. "Doesn't seem like there's much point in setting these up ahead of a cold winter." 

	"Take a wider view. Come spring, each box will still be well tended." 

	"I suppose." 

	With much groaning and slowness, Father Patrick rose to his feet. He tossed the gardening spade to Jake and set off toward the other flower box. Jake settled down on his knees and started weeding, finding the work to be far more straightforward and bearable than the children's party the day before. 

	"Are you sure this is community service work?" he called. 

	Father Patrick laughed from somewhere by the shed behind the church. "This is the community, and you are serving. In your case, community service is whatever the lord wills it to be. Though I should say that I appreciate the change in attitude and—" 

	The priest's sentence cut off into a gasp of pain. Jake heard something hit the ground. 

	"You okay?" he called. 

	"Fine, I just..." Another groan came from the side of the shed. "Ah. Unfortunate." 

	Jake wiped the dirt from his hands and hurried around the corner. Father Patrick was on the ground next to a spilled bag of gardening soil. Jake crouched low to inspect the damage. 

	"Sprained ankle, I think," said Father Patrick. "Think you could help me up?" 

	"Yeah. Here, lift up a bit." 

	He got his arm under the priest's shoulders and helped walk him inside. There was a cozy room off the main gathering room where he set Patrick down behind his desk. The priest's forehead was sweaty and pale in a way that left Jake wondering if his malady might be significantly worse than the supposed sprain. 

	"Thank you," muttered Father Patrick. 

	"Let me get you some water while I'm at it." Jake looked around. 

	"Mini fridge by the door." 

	He pulled out a bottle of cold water, and also found the same aspirin in a first aid box at Father Patrick's suggestion. He waited with the priest while he recovered as much as he could. 

	"Thank you for your help, Jake." 

	"Don't worry about it. You count as part of the community I'm here to serve." 

	Father Patrick let out a grunt of agreement. He took another sip of the water and then looked at Jake for a few seconds. There was an aspect to the old man's eyes that made him tense, not in a threatened way, but with the knowledge that he was being seen directly. 

	"I want to ask you about your crime," said Father Patrick. 

	"Uh, okay. Go ahead." 

	"What was the motivation behind it?" asked Father Patrick. "Your mother gave me the details, but she was vague about what prompted your misbehavior." 

	"I was... trying to help somebody." Jake hesitated, knowing he needed to stride the line between the truth and his cover story. "A girl." 

	"Good intentions are laudable, but what was the outcome?" 

	"Do you really need to ask? Clearly less good than the intentions, though I suppose I wouldn't be here to save you from your sprained ankle if I hadn't messed up to begin with." 

	"Things have a way of working out in the manner God intends them to." Father Patrick cast his pensive gaze toward the corner of the room, up where the walls met the ceiling. "When I was a bit younger than you are now, still a teenager, I also made a bad decision for a girl." 

	The quality of the priest's voice made Jake curious, more so than he would have expected to be. "How so?" 

	"She was a friend of mine," said Father Patrick, with a small chuckle. "She didn't have a place to live. Bad home life. At the time, my parents weren't around much in the evening, so I'd always let her come over when she needed to." 

	"What happened?" 

	The priest opened his mouth but hesitated before the grand admission. "I... got her pregnant." 

	"Ah. I see." 

	"She got an abortion afterward." Father Patrick held up a hand as though cutting off a protest before it could be made. "Now, see, I'm not here to lecture on the morality of such things. I know how much the world has changed. Point is, for a sixteen year old girl, and boy, to suddenly be forced to face and deal with the consequences of their actions like that... it makes you stop and think. Stop and question whether the right thing is truly the right thing when you see it." 

	"I'm not sure our situations are as comparable as you think they are." 

	Even as Jake said it, he began to doubt himself. He might not have actually performed the shoplifting, but he'd still taken the blame for Jaimie. He'd still taken her in his bed later that night. Hadn't it been the same with Kate? He'd started out pretending to be her boyfriend until hormones and the inevitable had pushed them further. 

	"You don't have to learn from an old timer's experience," said Father Patrick. "I didn't far more often than I should have, even after entering the priesthood. But you do have to get the lecture, if only so you can feel foolish when proven to be a fool." 

	 


CHAPTER 12 

	 

	Jake spent the next few hours handling the yardwork alone, which suited him fine, despite having found a certain kind of rapport with the old priest. Father Patrick gave him a break around lunchtime, ordering sandwiches and sodas for them both. They chatted about gardening and avoided the heavier discussions of earlier in the day. 

	Rebecca arrived a little after three to pick him up. Kate was in the front seat, and the two of them got a moment alone as their mother went into the church to speak with the priest about how Jake's service was going. 

	"How was your day?" asked Kate. 

	"Good, I think," he said. "Lots of weeding and spreading out dirt. You?" 

	"School sucked less than normal," said Kate. "The usual bullies have been a lot tamer these past few days." 

	"Probably scared that if they mess with you your wild boyfriend will break their phones, or worse," he said. 

	Kate laughed. "Amber still doesn't have a replacement. She was pouting about it in math class." 

	"Well, tough luck for her." 

	Rebecca came out a minute later and climbed into the car. "Father Patrick is impressed with your work ethic. I think he's going to be willing to give you a strong recommendation once you're finished." 

	"Yay," he said, not especially enthusiastic. 

	"Jaimie texted me," said Kate. "She went to the gym and wants a ride home." 

	"Let her know I'm on the way," said Rebecca. "I guess she didn't realize that Inari has at least as good of a home gym as we have, if not better." 

	"There aren't guys to ogle her in Inari's basement," said Kate. "Well, aside from Jake." 

	"That's not funny, Katherine," said Rebecca, even as she laughed at her son's expense. 

	Jaimie was, in fact, clad in the kind of gym outfit that would have undoubtedly earned her some hungry leers. She had on a sports bra with a tight sleeveless top over it, and leggings that did more to show off the shape of her butt than to protect it from impact or the elements. 

	Their mother pulled up to the curb and Jaimie hurried over, swinging her gym bag into the trunk. 

	"How was community service?" she asked. "Hard labor in a church isn't really your style, is it?" 

	"It was neither hard labor nor within the church today," he said. "I managed well enough." 

	"You can take the front seat, Jaimie," said Kate. "I'll sit in back with Jake." 

	He noticed his mother furrow her brow in the back mirror's reflection. Was she suspicious? It was hard to know for sure, but her eyes suddenly met his and she glanced away. 

	"I'm sweaty, Jakey-kun," said Jaimie. "You're going to have to deal with my stinky pits until we get home." 

	"Already getting a whiff of them from here," he said, feeling oddly turned on. "Don't they have showers at the gym?" 

	"I can't just shower in public," said Jaimie. "What would happen if some creep decided to try to climb in with me? There were definitely enough of them there today." 

	"Gross, Jaimie," said Kate. 

	Kate shifted how she was sitting as though sensing the undercurrent of her siblings bickering, one of her legs brushing up against Jake's. Father Patrick's story and warning came back to him. 

	What would happen when things between him and Kate, or him and Jaimie, finally blew up? His mother had him doing community service at a church after being caught shoplifting. What would she do when confronted by incest amongst her children? 

	Jake reached a hand over and set it on Kate's thigh, feeling her soft, athletic legs through her school skirt. He started sliding his hand upward, ignoring the risk, ignoring the danger, letting himself get lost in his younger sister's beauty and body. His mother kept glancing in the rearview mirror, but moving his hand now would draw more attention than just keeping it were it was. 

	Kate spread her legs subtly, her own hand joining his and helping him along. Jake let his fingers graze the edge of her panties, feeling the moist heat of her sex through the fabric. Kate had her face turned mostly toward the window, and the angle of her body masked what was happening. 

	He saw her then, the school uniform, the young, innocent face, and reality hit him like a ton of bricks. He couldn't keep fanning the flames, especially not with their mother within glancing distance. He slowly, somewhat reluctantly, pulled his hand back. Kate shot him a single pout, but that was the full extent of her objection. 

	They arrived back at Inari's house in short order. Jake went inside with his family, spent a minute washing the lingering dirt from his hands, and then went upstairs to plug in his phone. He paused at the door of the room he shared with his mother, realizing that Inari was within, standing by the guest bed. 

	She turned around slowly and smirked at him. "I'd been wondering where this went." 

	He shook his head, not understanding at first, not until his eyes focused on the remote she held in her hand. 

	"That was in my bag," he said, heart racing. 

	"On the floor, actually. I thought it looked so familiar when you first brought it into my shop, but I didn't know who you were then, and the brain is always in search of those sorts of weird coincidences. But look - the proof." 

	She hit a button on the remote and lifted her other hand, revealing a small, pink vibrator that had a thick head and a long, curling tail. It hummed to life and, despite the circumstances, Jake felt a shiver of elation at finally having the answer to a burning question. 

	He stepped into the room and slowly closed the door behind him. 

	 


CHAPTER 13 

	 

	"What do you want?" he asked. "You can't blackmail me over simply finding a remote." 

	"Who said anything about blackmail?" asked Inari. "As far as I see it, you returned lost property to me. I'm starting to like you for a new reason, Jake." 

	Something in her tone brought him back to Better by Night, the charged mood within the little sex store followed by the anonymous blowjob. He eyed her more critically, taking in her tanned skin, the little half smile her full lips were set into. 

	"Why was that remote in the cushions of my family's couch?" he asked. The question had been burning a hole in his pocket since he'd first discovered it. 

	"Because I used it there," said Inari, softly. "It was part of your mother's therapy for me. Despite how much I love and prioritize sex in my life, I struggled to have orgasms as freely as I wanted to. Your mother... helped talk me through several of them." 

	Jake's cock stirred, hardening at an impressive pace as he tried not to imagine his mother on the couch with a naked Inari, vibrator buzzing audibly, the whispered words of a sex therapist doing a dirty job. 

	"So the Magic Pulse was yours, all along," he said. It felt strange to finally have an answer to that question. 

	"Technically it was originally your mother's," said Inari. "She insisted on buying it for my treatment." 

	He felt his neck heat up for a reason he couldn't quite place. 

	"Are you wondering if your mother ever used it?" Inari smiled and came closer to him. 

	"Of course not!" he snapped, far too quickly. 

	"Maybe you're wondering what it's like to play with the remote while someone else is, shall we say, engaged with the device?" She came in even closer and leaned in to whisper the words against Jake's neck. "Here's an idea. Why don't you hold onto this for now?" 

	She set the remote into the palm of his hand. Jake stared at her, feeling his heart beating as though in triplets. 

	"You're serious?" he asked. 

	"I was planning on ordering food for dinner and I'm sure your mom will have us all sit down for it again," said Inari. "Maybe something interesting might happen if you press the right button." 

	He pressed the on button and heard the vibe buzz to life. Inari let out a wicked laugh and bit her lower lip as though she'd already put it inside herself instead of having it humming in her hand. 

	"Hold your horses, mister." She pressed a finger into his chest. "Wait until dinner. It'll be more fun." 

	The wait itself was arduous. Jake hung out in his room while his phone charged after Inari departed. He couldn't help but stare at the remote, wondering how far Inari would take the joke, or if it was, indeed, a joke at all. 

	The more he thought about it, the harder he got. The harder he got, the deeper the guilt and confusion seeped into his soul. He could practically see Father Patrick shaking his head disapprovingly from somewhere off in the distance. 

	He wandered around the house to try to clear his head. Kate was in the room she shared with Jaimie, absorbed in her homework. Jaimie was outside, reading a book on the deck next to Inari's hot tub. The door to Inari's room was open just a crack, and he heard her voice along with his mother's coming from inside. Inari laughed and his mother reacted in a tone that made him wish he knew what'd been said. 

	He had to remind himself that, at least as far as the Magic Pulse was concerned, he hadn't done anything wrong. Inari wasn't Jaimie, and even if she'd been prone to blackmail, none of their shared secrets gave her the kind of one-way leverage that would be needed. The realization only made him more curious as to what they were talking about. The remote felt like it was burning a hole in his pocket, but honestly, that was nothing new. 

	The doorbell rang. Jake calmed his lower half down as he went to open it, being the closest one to the foyer. It was a food delivery, already paid for, and he accepted it and brought it into the kitchen, body tingling with anticipation. 

	"The food is here," he called. "It's dinnertime." 

	 


CHAPTER 14 

	 

	Jake made sure the remote was in his left pocket as he sat down for dinner. His mother and Inari were already seated next to each other on one side of Inari's overly long dining table. Kate and Jaimie made their way down in that order, both taking chairs on either side of him. 

	"Looks delicious," said Jake. 

	"It is." Inari flashed him a knowing smile. "Thai food. I hope you all are hungry." 

	She had on a skirt and a sweater, and Jake found himself feeling hesitant to test the remote immediately. Better to wait until people had started eating, the food lending itself as a natural distraction. He served himself from each of the boxes and took a bite of some curry. 

	"Spicy," he said. 

	"Oh, it's not too hot for you, is it?" asked Inari, with a teasing smile. 

	"Not even close," he said. 

	His mother cleared her throat with a hint of disapproval, and Jake couldn't bring himself to meet her gaze directly. He could feel Inari watching him, undoubtedly waiting for the same moment. The remote felt huge in his pocket, the imprint of it so clear against his thigh. 

	Inari's phone buzzed on the table and he nearly jumped in surprise, his anticipation priming his senses to treat every vibration as a signal of eroticism. She smiled as she put her phone away, glancing at Jake again, then at Rebecca, then at her food. 

	"Who was that?" asked Rebecca. 

	"The Thai place asking me to rate my service," she replied. "Nothing crazy." 

	Jake decided to go for it. Inari hadn't been subtle about hinting that she'd put the vibrator in for dinner. If it did start buzzing, at least now he could quickly turn it off and Inari could brush it off as another text from the restaurant. He casually reached his left hand into the pocket, clasped the remote, and pushed his thumb down on the power button. 

	"Katie, you've barely touched your food," said Rebecca. "You should at least... um..." 

	Her face turned bright red and she seemed to wiggle slightly in her chair. Jake glanced at Inari, who was grinning almost from ear to ear. He wasn't sure if he imagined the subtle nod the tanned skin woman gave him or not. The realization came to him much more slowly than it should have as he looked back at his mother and saw her with a flushed face and distracted expression. 

	"At least what, Mom?" asked Kate. "You know I don't usually eat much." 

	"I suppose I, um, can't exactly make you do... anything you don't want to do." Rebecca swallowed and fanned her face slightly before narrowing her eyes at Inari. 

	Part two of the realization came to Jake in a flash. His mother was assuming, incorrectly, that Inari was the one with the remote. Inari must have convinced her to put the vibrator in, which seemed to align with her wild and mischievous nature. But doing it after giving him the remote and encouraging him to try it out during dinner seemed like several steps over the line. 

	But now that they were over said line, could he really back down? He felt turned on in all the wrong ways as he looked at his mother's flushed face, her tight, controlled expression. Slowly, cautiously, he pressed the plus button, turning the intensity up by one. Rebecca made this cute, barely stifled noise and set a napkin to her mouth. Inari was watching them both, eyes alive with excitement and delight. 

	He felt frustrated, annoyed at Inari for playing such a devious prank. But... he also felt frustrated in another way. He was well aware that he and his mother would be sharing a bed again that night. He increased the vibrator's intensity again, watching his mother's face. She let out a moan, quiet, but audible, and nudged Inari with an elbow. 

	"I'm so tired of takeout," muttered Jaimie, oblivious to the dinner's hidden undercurrent. "When can we go home?" 

	"Ah." Their mother took a breath, steadying herself. "I called the power company and they said it shouldn't be more than a few days. We'll still have to heat the house up again once we get it turned on." 

	"Inari has a fireplace," said Kate. "Maybe we should get one of those?" 

	"Electric fireplace," said Inari. "But it still has that romantic ambience to it." 

	Jake upped the Magic Pulse's intensity again, and his mother let out a small cough, hiding her mouth behind the napkin. 

	"An electric fireplace is cheating," said Rebecca. 

	"Even if that was true, I've never like playing fair." Inari smiled and shot a glance at Jake. 

	He felt bad but couldn't resist upping the intensity one last time. His mother opened her mouth soundlessly and spread her hand flat on the table, dueling with the pleasure. He half expected her to stand up and excuse herself on wobbly legs, but she recovered, taking an obvious deep breath. 

	"You okay, Mom?" asked Kate. "Too spicy?" 

	"Yes, but... in a good way." Rebecca took a tiny bite of rice, eyes still fluttering with pleasure. 

	"I just realized that you and your family will be here for my party tomorrow," said Inari. "How fun!" 

	She laughed and nudged Rebecca with her arm. Jake gave his mother a break, dropping the Magic Pulse's intensity by one as Inari's hand disappeared under the table. Somehow, it felt just as hot to give her a small bit of relief as it did to up the pressure. The control was intoxicating. 

	"What party?" asked Kate. 

	"An adults only party," said Rebecca, face flushing again. 

	"I am an adult," said Kate. 

	"Legally speaking, maybe, but I forbid you from attending," said Rebecca. "All three of you." 

	She looked at Jake, specifically. He froze with one hand in his pocket, hoping she wouldn't draw any conclusions from that. 

	"Mom, you're making it sound like it's either an orgy or a demon summoning ritual, or some combination of the two," said Jaimie. 

	Inari laughed. "Well now, I'm not sure I'd go quite that far, but you aren't entirely off base." 

	"Inari!" snapped Rebecca. "Don't... put those kinds of ideas in their heads." 

	Jake turned up the intensity again, feeling himself get rock hard under the table as he watched his mother's reaction. Her breathing was way faster than it had been, and she was wriggling with small movements, grinding her thighs against the end of the vibrator, maybe. Jake was struck by the sudden thought that he might make her come, which turned him on in a strange, almost scary way. 

	"Are you going, Mom?" asked Kate. 

	Rebecca nodded slowly, biting her lower lip, but seemed momentarily incapable of speech. 

	"I'm insisting that she goes," said Inari. She seemed to reach under the table and Rebecca blinked in surprise. "It will be good for her. Like job research but far more fun." 

	"Uh, does our father know about this?" asked Jaimie. 

	"Nothing is going to happen," said Rebecca. 

	"I'll keep her safe," whispered Inari. 

	Jake turned the Magic Pulse up again, suspecting he'd maxed it out. His mother's eyes bulged outward for a moment and her gaze met his. There was an instant of suspicion, recognition almost, as a shudder ran through her and she set one hand firmly down on the table, bracing herself as her shoulders and body moved with odd, miniature contortions. 

	"Mom?" said Kate. "Are you sure you're alright?" 

	"Fine, sweetie, I think I just... need to lie down for a bit." 

	She managed to stand and hurried out of the dining room. Jake turned off the vibrator right as she was turning the corner. He wasn't a monster. Just evil in other ways. His cock was so hard and he found himself feeling way too eager to share a bed with his mother again that night. 

	 


CHAPTER 15 

	 

	Jake lounged in the playroom after dinner. Kate had gone to bed early, and Jaimie was playing her Nintendo Switch in the basement. He thought about his mother and Inari as he flipped through the old school cable TV channels in a meandering mood. 

	He wasn't sure if he'd actually made his mother come or not. He was, however, reasonably sure she hadn't figured out that he'd been the one with the remote. She would have chewed him a new ear if she'd made that connection. Imagining the conversation sent a shudder of excitement through him, and he took the creative liberty of picturing her with the vibe still in even as she was yelling at him. 

	He eventually did go to bed. His mother hadn't said goodnight to him, which was odd. She was passed out already, still wearing her clothing from earlier as though she hadn't meant to fall asleep right away. 

	A splash came from outside the window, which was open a crack. Jake looked out into Inari's backyard, viewing the deck, the pool, and the hot tub. Inari had just come out of the pool and was walking toward the hot tub... completely naked. 

	His breath caught in his chest, and he swore he saw her pause as though sensing movement. Her breasts were full and beautiful, not as large as his mother's or Jaimie's, but tanned and sexy. She had an awesome butt that had this next level jiggle that ran through it with every step she took. Slowly, she lowered herself into the hot tub. 

	Jake didn't have to think about it for long. Inari was sexually adventurous and clearly had taken an interest in him, though it was hard to know whether it was out of genuine attraction or simply because he was Rebecca's son. More to the point, he wanted to fuck her. He wanted to fuck her so bad. 

	He was turned on past the point of caring, or so he thought. As he approached the glass door leading to the deck, he felt his heart racing, but it was too late to back down. He opened it and stepped out onto the deck. 

	"Oh?" Inari turned and, somewhat surprisingly, covered her breasts with one arm. "Jake. I didn't realize anyone was still awake. How interesting." 

	"Why did you do that?" he asked, slowly walking closer. 

	"I come out here naked all the time. It's my home, there's nothing stopping me." 

	"The Magic Pulse." He felt powerful, somehow, standing on the deck while she was sitting in the hot tub, so much lower than him. "You... gave it to my Mom before dinner." 

	It'd been hot, insanely hot, but also confusing and disgusting and wrong. Talking about it, even with Inari, only served to underscore that fact. She'd tricked him into crossing a line that, even after fooling around with Kate and Jaimie, he still wasn't sure he'd been ready to cross. 

	"I thought it would be interesting," said Inari. "She thought it was me toying with her, but I bet you figured out really quickly that it was her you were toying with. Her reactions were so obvious. Jaimie noticed it too, I think." 

	"It wasn't interesting," he lied. 

	Inari laughed and pulled her arm back from her breasts, setting it on the rim of the tub. She slowly pulled her other arm around to cover herself again, smiling in a teasing way. Two could play at that game. Jake took his shirt off. 

	"What are you doing?" Inari asked, voice a purr. 

	"Joining you." 

	"Oh, I don't think your mother would like that very much." 

	"She's asleep upstairs." 

	He paused as he took his pants off, not dropping his boxers immediately. His cock was visible through them as an obvious bulge. Inari looked conflicted, as though she was well aware she'd gone a bit too far, but she didn't say anything as Jake slowly dropped his boxers. 

	"Oh." Inari swallowed and dropped her arm, her eyes clearly focusing on his cock. "I suppose... I can't deny you if I've already set the example. The water might be a touch hot for your taste." 

	"I like it hot." 

	He smiled, feeling powerful again. Inari was good at teasing, but he could tease back. He got the sense that underneath her composed and flirtatious exterior, she was the type of woman always begging for it. The type of woman using sex toys at the dinner table and giving anonymous blowjobs through a glory hole. 

	He climbed into the water slowly, feeling his cock stand to attention, now fully hard. Inari let out a nervous but playful laugh. She lifted a foot and prodded him in the leg with her big toe. 

	"You might be more adventurous than your mother," she said. 

	"How did you convince her to put the vibrator in, anyway?" 

	He'd been wondering since dinner why, exactly, his mother would have consented to secret sex play around the dining room table. She might not have known that he was the one calling the shots with the remote, but she would have obviously expected Inari to use the toy to, well... toy with her. 

	"I simply told her that it would make for a valuable experience for her to have for her job," said Inari. "She is quite passionate about her work. Quite serious about it. But I think she and I both knew that it was just an excuse. It didn't take much convincing, Jake. Your mother wanted to—" 

	"Wanted to what?" 

	Jake felt a lurch in several different parts of his body as his mother opened the deck's sliding door the rest of the way and padded over to them. Her ire was palpable before she'd said more than the single sentence she'd announced herself with, which sent an inexplicable thrill through him. 

	"Rebecca." Inari shifted, looking only a little surprised. "I was doing some soaking with your son. Would you care to join us?" 

	Jake felt her leg brush against his underwater, followed by toes running across his inner calf, toward his knee. The motion was hidden by the darkness, along with both of Inari's arms being out and visible. 

	"Inari, I respect the fact that this is your home, but that is my son," said Rebecca, in a firm voice. "I do not want you, um, soaking with him. Naked." 

	"He's an adult," said Inari. "It's a free country." 

	She paused, and Jake wondered for a moment whether she was thinking about telling his mother about the glory hole and the blowjob. She would have to admit that it'd been her in that case — assuming it had been her. 

	"Mom, I just thought it was her custom," he said. "No big deal. The water's nice." 

	He met her gaze for an instant. He was watching as her eyes shifted downward, but the movement of the water and the shadows of night hid his arousal. Inari's foot wandered further and he blinked as her big toe prodded into the side of his stiff shaft unexpectedly. Such a small bit of contact, but he felt primed to go off like a firework in the sun. 

	"Seriously, Rebecca." Inari spoke with the tone of a chiding friend, rather than a guilty one. "Join us. You could use the chance to relax. Wouldn't it feel so nice? Jake doesn't mind." 

	Her toe did things to his cock, hard to describe things, sliding and padding and really just teasing his erection. Jake looked at his mother again, feeling himself getting even harder at the idea of seeing her naked next to him in the water. But Rebecca was already shaking her head. 

	"I will not succumb to peer pressure twice in one evening," she said. 

	Her words, along with Inari's playful toe, pushed Jake to the verge. Twice in one night. She had no idea he'd been the one with the remote. Inari had convinced her to let someone secretly pleasure her in public. He thought of the glory hole, feeling himself understanding his mother's kinky friend's turn-ons a little better. 

	"Come on, Mom," he said. 

	Inari rubbed his cock with her foot and he let out a little groan that made his face heat up as he realized his mother could probably hear it, too. 

	"Enough." Rebecca sighed. "It's late. Come on, Jake. Let's both head to bed." 

	"I will, in just a minute." 

	"Now, mister." She crouched down and mussed his hair with her hand. "Come on." 

	Jake sighed and started to push himself up and out of the water, aware of the visibility of his erection. As embarrassing as he found it, there was something strangely compelling about feeling his mother's eyes flick onto it, away from it, back onto it and away once more. 

	"Grab your clothing on your way," said Rebecca. "Wouldn't want your sisters seeing you like that." 

	She walked a little ahead of him, not looking back. 

	"Well, I suppose I should get out, too." Inari rose from the hot tub, water sluicing down her plump tits, running off her thick thighs. 

	She grinned and skipped with inadvisable speed over to where Jake was already grabbing his discarded clothes. His cock throbbed as he saw her breasts jiggling, and his heart skipped a beat as she bent over in front of him. 

	"I took my earrings out," she whispered. "They don't like the soap." 

	The teasing had gone too far. Jake touched her hips with a dangerous surge of confidence, pulling her back against him. Inari reacted like a woman ready to fuck and be fucked. She leaned into him, wiggling her ass and reaching backward to encourage him to do even more. 

	"I would, you know," she said quietly. "God I fucking would. But... your mother is waiting." 

	Jake cupped her breasts, humping against her. She bent forward and his lust knew no limit. He pushed his cock head forward and felt it part the folds of her pussy. For a miraculous second, he was inside her. They stopped breathing in unison when they both felt it. Jake pumped into her as though it was all part of the plan. 

	"Oh fuck!" whispered Inari. 

	"Jake!" called his mother, from the door, still not looking their way. 

	He pumped into Inari a second time, now thinking he might just get enough to blow. Inari made a noise and slapped his leg. 

	"Whoa." She laughed nervously and stepped forward off his cock. "God, to be that young again." 

	"Maybe later tonight..." 

	She patted his cock, still moving further out of reach. "Hun, you need to go catch up with your mom. Behave yourself." 

	 


CHAPTER 16 

	 

	Jake returned to the room he shared with his mother to find her already in bed, reading a book with a facade of forced normality. He still had most of an erection and all of the need Inari had stirred within him. He needed to come, bad. 

	"She's always been like that," said Rebecca. "I should have warned you about her teasing. I guess I didn’t think about the sorts of… issues that might come up." 

	He felt her eyes flick down to his crotch again, which really didn't help with calming himself down. 

	"She's just playful," he said. 

	"She has also teased your father like that. On multiple occasions." 

	Rebecca smiled and glanced at the corner of the room in a way that made him wonder about the memory she was recalling. 

	"Something tells me he didn't mind," he said. 

	His mother nodded absently and then looked at him again, seeming to see something other than her son. 

	"We'll be home soon enough," she said. "Don't worry." 

	"I'm not worried, Mom. I don't mind it here." 

	"I bet that's the truth." She let out a chuckle and patted the spot next to her. "Ready for bed? I hope Inari's stimulation won't keep you up too late." 

	Jake chuckled too, but her words hit a little too close to the truth. "Might take a shower first. Get the water of the hot tub off me. Feels a bit oily." 

	"Oh. Why not just come to bed and do that in the morning? I don't mind." 

	Because I need to beat off, he thought. Probably more than once to be safe. 

	"I think it would help me get to sleep, you know?" he said. 

	From the look on her face, she did know. It turned him on in the weirdest way, to know that she was well aware of what he was saying and actively thinking it through. Her eyes flicked to the bathroom again and she frowned. 

	"It might wake Jaimie or Kate up to have the water running," she said. "The bathroom does connect to their room, after all." 

	"I... guess that's true." 

	Was that suspicion he'd heard in her tone? She might have picked up on something after his shower with Jaimie. Or something had slipped with Kate. Or hell, maybe she thought he'd turn the shower on, sneak out through the second door and his sister's room, and go seek out Inari. 

	"Come to bed, sweetie," said Rebecca. "I'm sure you'll be able to relax if you just breathe. Close your eyes." 

	He felt his cock starting to harden from something in her tone, or something in his mind. "Mom. I'm not sure if that will really work." 

	He took his shirt and sweatpants off anyway, approaching the bed in just his boxers, bulge easily as obvious as it had been in the hot tub. 

	"It worked last night," she said. "Unless you want to change something up?" 

	Last night. He remembered how they'd watched the movie together, how horny he'd been, how he'd risked outright dry humping her. Had she been awake and aware of that? What was she saying to him right now? 

	He climbed into bed slowly. "Are you going to watch a movie again?" 

	"I... suppose," she said. "I don't see myself falling asleep right away. Besides, I know you'll be awake." 

	The strange tension in the air made him hyper aware of both her words and her presence. He climbed into the guest bed, trying not to point what remained of his erection at her any more than he would a loaded gun. As much as he wanted to immediately slide against her, pick up the sleepy dry humping right from where it had left off, he had enough sanity left to go slow. 

	"What are you in the mood for?" asked his mother. 

	He slid in closer to her, not quite making direct contact. "Anything." 

	She made a noise somewhere between a singular laugh and a grunt of acknowledgement. Jake set one of his hands on her hip and felt her stiffen, but then she released back into the contact like she wanted more. It was hard to read his mother through the various layers of normality and expectations, hard to sense the woman underneath. 

	He felt his face heat up, mind acknowledging his own gall, the wrongness of his arousal. Rebecca set her hand gently on the wrist of the hand he was touching her hips with, pulling it further along her body. Jake went with it, sliding directly into her, his erection making soft but definite contact with her legs and butt. He let his arm wrap around her and pull her in to fit against him, not actively humping, but poised to do that and more. 

	"Did I ruin your fun by making you come inside?" she asked, voice quiet. 

	"Mom..." He rocked into her softly as he spoke the word, feeling hot under the covers. 

	"Inari is just a tease," she said. "She would have gotten you all worked up and then disappointed you." 

	"That's basically what happened anyway." 

	His mother laughed, her body moving against him with small, painfully pleasurable motions. "From your perspective, it must seem like I... what do the teenagers call it again? Dick blocked you?" 

	"Cock blocked." Jake humped forward as though providing his own for reference. 

	"That's it," said Rebecca, her voice full of amusement with a hint of eroticism. "Sorry for cock blocking you, sweetie." 

	"Apology rejected," he said. 

	She laughed and reached her hand back, setting it on his outer hip, pulling him in against her. Jake started to grind his cock into her, feeling the insanely tempting softness and warmth of his mother's thighs and butt. 

	"The last thing I want is for you to harbor a grudge," she whispered. "Honestly." 

	She cleared her throat and turned the volume on her phone up. Gunshots were going off in the movie's opening action sequence. Jake rocked forward again, becoming more blatant with his movements. She could stop him at any time, but until she did, he wasn't pulling back. 

	"I think Inari was planning on doing more than just teasing," he said. 

	"It always seems that way when you're still young," she said. "Inexperienced. Eager. No offense." 

	"Feels kind of like you're rubbing in the fact that I didn't get any real action tonight." 

	He rocked into her rhythmically, barely hearing himself talk. Her butt was insanely soft, and the nightgown she had on was slowly riding up. 

	"Feels kind of like you're doing some rubbing of your own." Rebecca took a breath and reached a hand back to rub Jake's leg, not stopping him, but not urging him on. "I guess I should have expected it. Boys will be boys." 

	"Sorry, Mom." He humped against her again, betraying the gap between his actions and words. "It's just... hard." 

	"I know, I do. It's okay." She squeezed her buttocks together and let out a tiny sigh as she arched back into him. "I'm so glad to have you back after these past four years. This is just a little, not unexpected quirk. You're still adjusting to having so much female energy around." 

	She made it sound totally normal, like he just wasn't putting his laundry in the hamper or taking his shoes off by the door. Jake rocked into her with more intent, the guilt and shame and hotness multiplying alongside his arousal. He breathed against her neck, expecting her to stop him. She was so understanding, but there had to be a limit... right? 

	Her nightgown had ridden up high enough to expose her panties. Jake ran his hand along the soft skin of her side, shifting his hips, cock sliding against her butt and thighs. He still had his boxers on, and the thin fabric of their underwear only provided a similarly thin pretense that the contact wasn't blatantly sexual. 

	"Easy, mister." His mother let out a moan and ran her hand through her hair, her butt meeting his increasingly savage thrusts. "How about you just use a towel?" 

	He ran a hand up her body, fingers feeling the warmth of her stomach through her nightgown. "A towel?" 

	"My... patients sometimes need help," she whispered. "In therapy. Learning to have positive solo intimacy. I'll have them put a towel over their lap while I'm still present. To walk them through it." 

	He kept his pace, unable to think about anything other than her soft body, his own need to come. "You're saying you want me to... use a towel?" 

	"If you want to. Or need to. It's okay, Jake. Here." 

	There was one next to the bed, perhaps discarded from his shower that morning, but now dry. She pulled it up and passed it to him, rubbing his leg afterward. Jake felt his face heat up as he slipped it under the covers, taking his cock out and draping it over himself. He was embarrassed, but more than that, he needed to come. 

	"This is so weird," he muttered, more turned on than he'd ever been in his life. 

	"We've had a weird day." His mother surprised him by leaning over and kissing him on the cheek. "Go for it, sweetie. I don't mind." 

	He rolled back into place, now with the towel between them, and let his cock nuzzle back against her body. Something about knowing that he had permission started a fire within him. He wrapped an arm around his mother and started thrusting against her, slow, but with far more brazen sexual intent than earlier. 

	"Just like this, Mom?" he whispered. 

	She was moving against him again, but her voice was doubtful. "Oh, well... This is a bit more active than how I'd normal lead my patients through sex positivity, but..." 

	"But?" He humped her as though he was actually trying to fuck her. It was so wrong. He realized that a truly evil part of him really did want to fuck her, boundaries be damned. 

	"For tonight," she whispered. "I think it's fine. With the towel." 

	"With the towel," he agreed. 

	He kissed her shoulder and sped up his pace. The towel's absorbent cotton didn't exactly feel the best against his naked member, but the way his mother leaned back into him was hot enough to make up for it. She let out a little moan, like she was getting something out of it, a thrill if not direct physical stimulation. 

	"Mmm," she moaned. "Does it feel good, sweetie?" 

	She rubbed her hand up his body, this time clearly coaxing him to pull her closer, speed up his pace. 

	"It feels incredible, Mom," he whispered. "Fuck. You're so soft." 

	"The towel," she whispered. "It's the towel, not me. I'm just... here." 

	She wiggled her butt against his cock. Jake took a firmer hold on her hip, dry fucking her and groaning with satisfaction. 

	"I'm glad you're here, Mom. This is the best." 

	"Just for tonight." She let out a tiny moan and cleared her throat. "Jake. That's my breast." 

	"Sorry, Mom." He kept cupping her soft tit, index finger circling her nipple. "It's so soft." 

	"Oh, sweetie, I know it is, but..." 

	Her response faded off into heady breathing, tiny rhythmic noises that sound far too much like a woman being gently fucked. Jake had no idea what he was doing, no concept of consequence or aftermath in the moment. He'd never realized the full extent of what a sexual being his mother was and knew that he was only getting a glimpse of it now. A glimpse, and maybe a little more. 

	He sped up his pace. He felt his mother do something with her thighs, lifting one almost as though she was trying to give him better access, though the towel made it impossible. The idea of stripping it away and plunging into whatever lay beyond briefly danced through Jake's mind. He groped her tit more aggressively, desperately wanting to kiss her neck, to roll her over, spread her out. 

	"Oh, fuck!" A preliminary spasm went through his cock like the first tremors of a rocket ship's exhaust. "Mom! You feel so good." 

	"Go ahead, Jake." Rebecca rocked back into him and let out a little moan. "Remember the towel." 

	He did remember the towel, but only because of how firmly it was pressed between them. In his mind and body, it felt like he was coming inside or at least onto his mom. He held her tight as he would for a normal load delivered to its vaginal target. His mother even reacted as she might have, breathing quick and tensing and being there with him for every moment of his release. 

	He hugged her as he felt his cum spurting out onto the towel, a bit also sneaking past onto her butt and nightgown. His mother made an oddly satisfied noise and then laughed. 

	"Something tells me you should be able to get to sleep now," she said. 

	"Most definitely," he said. "Um. Thanks, Mom." 

	"It was only for tonight," she said, quickly. "Given the circumstances. Inari has a way of... bringing out people's wild sides. Tempting them into doing things they would never do normally." 

	"It sounds like you have at least one story about that to tell." 

	"I do, but it's late. We really need to get some sleep." 

	She rolled over. One of the arm straps of her nightgown had fallen down, likely due to his earlier groping efforts. Her breast was nearly exposed, but she didn't seem to notice as she smiled at him and propped her head up on one arm. 

	"Goodnight, Mom," he said. 

	"Goodnight, Jake. I love you."

	"I love you too." 

	 


CHAPTER 17 

	 

	Jake was the last one up the next morning. He came downstairs to the smell of pancakes and bacon, and the sounds of early morning conversation. His mother and Inari were in the kitchen, with Jaimie and Kate already seated at the dining room table. 

	"Morning sisters," he said. 

	"Morning Jakey-kun," said Jaimie. 

	"Morning." Kate got up and came over to wrap him in a tight hug. He squeezed her against him and leaned back, briefly lifting her off the ground. 

	"Mom says the power is back on at our place," said Jaimie. "Finally." 

	"I thought it was nice staying here," said Kate. "Beats a motel." 

	"I had fun." Jake subdued a creeping smile and let go of Kate. He began filling up a plate with pancakes and bacon, settling in for breakfast. 

	Rebecca came into the dining room, still clad in the same nightgown Jake had gotten at least one streak of cum on the previous night. Her gaze met his for an instant before swiveling elsewhere. Jake felt his face heat up and wondered if, in the light of day, his mom might have new reservations about what'd happened between them. 

	"Morning Jake," she said, still not looking at him. "Did one of your sisters already deliver the news?" 

	"Power's back," he said. "No more bedsharing hijinks." 

	"Hijinks?" said Jaimie. "What's that supposed to mean?" 

	"Nothing," said Rebecca, a little too smoothly. "I'm sure we'll all be happy to not have to be bumping into each other at odd times in the night." 

	"I can't apologize for that enough!" said Inari, coming to stand next to Rebecca. "Next time you and your family visit, I promise I will have all of the guest rooms in working order." 

	She leaned in close to whisper something into Rebecca's ear. Jake watched his mother's face heat up as she playfully slapped Inari's shoulders with feigned annoyance. 

	"You'll still come to my party tonight, though?" asked Inari. "That was part of our deal." 

	"What deal?" asked Jaimie. 

	Rebecca sighed and shook her head, but didn't dodge the question. "Inari wanted me to go to the party she's throwing tonight. I agreed since I assumed I'd be here anyway while we were discussing us staying until our power came back on." 

	"And you'll still go?" asked Inari. 

	"I will still go," said Rebecca. 

	"What kind of party is this, exactly?" asked Jake. 

	"It doesn't matter," said Rebecca. "I doubt the three of you would find it much fine, regardless." 

	"Oh, I don't know about that." Inari made a point of smiling at Jake as she spoke. "But it is, of course, your mother's decision." 

	The rest of the morning went by in a rush. Jake ate quickly and packed the things he'd brought with him. His mother reminded him that he still had his community service at the church, which was annoying but bearable. He was grabbing the stuff he'd brought with him to load into the car and take home later in the day when Inari knocked on the door, which was already open. 

	"It was fun having you and your family over, Jake," said Inari. "I hope it wasn't too confusing for you." 

	"Not in the slightest." He smiled and crossed his arms, remembering how close he'd gotten to outright fucking her the previous night. "Shame I have to miss your party." 

	"I couldn't agree more," said Inari. "It's a masquerade party, too. More the fun, Halloween mask kind than the artsy kind. I've had to be so careful about who I invite. Anyone in a mask could show up and come in and we'd be none the wiser." 

	"That's an interesting problem to have." His smile grew even broader as he shouldered his bag. 

	He met his mother and sisters out by car and loaded himself into the backseat next to Kate. Jaimie was in the front, and the entire family waved to Inari as they rolled off down her long driveway. 

	"She was really cool for letting us stay with her," said Kate. 

	"Yes, she was." Rebecca's voice seemingly contradicted her words. "She's a good friend." 

	"I am so ready to be home," said Jaimie. "Kate does this jerking thing in her sleep that wakes me up fifty times a night." 

	"You kept stealing the covers," said Kate. 

	"That's just what always happens when you're sharing a bed, not that you'd know," said Jaimie. "Bet it was the same for you and Jake, right Mom?" 

	"We were fine," said Rebecca, a little too quickly. "We both got plenty of sleep. No wrestling over the covers." 

	Nobody said anything for a few telling seconds. Jake scowled, feeling his shame rebound. He was also a little annoyed to discover that his mother's poker face was apparently worse than either of his sisters. He was pulled back to the moment as Rebecca took the turn leading toward Kate's school and his community service. 

	"I wish I could head straight home," he said. 

	"If you hadn't taken a turn down a criminal path, you'd be able to, mister," said Rebecca. "Don't worry. It'll be over soon enough." 

	She smiled to him in the rear-view mirror as she parked in the church's driveway. 

	"Good luck, Jake," said Kate. 

	"Yeah." Jaimie gave him an encouraging and slightly guilty smile. "You'll get through it." 

	"I will. It's honestly not so bad." 

	He waved the car off and headed into the church. 

	 


CHAPTER 18 

	 

	Jake appreciated the quiet serenity of the church far more than he would have expected to as he entered through the front. He wasn't sure what his community service would entail after Father Patrick's fall the previous day, but he was open to it. His repentance so far had been labor intensive, but ultimately bearable. 

	He found the priest in the church's backroom, sitting at his desk. Father Patrick sighed as Jake entered the room, but not in a frustrated way. 

	"Ah, good timing," said Father Patrick. "I'll have you start by bringing me the church's logbook. It should be by the door." 

	"The church has a logbook?" 

	"Only for certain events." 

	Jake nodded and headed off. The fact that the priest sent him off for it seemingly signaled that the twisted ankle was still affecting him. He found the logbook and brought it to the office. 

	"Thank you," said Father Patrick. 

	A beat of silence went by with Jake standing there as the other man flipped through the pages. 

	"Anything else?" he asked. 

	"Just, uh, walk around the church," said Father Patrick. "See if anything needs cleaning." 

	He did the slowest and most thorough tour he could manage, suspecting that the priest would invent new busywork for him as soon as he finished. Aside from the small amount of dirt by the church's entrance that he was fairly certain he'd brought in himself, Jake found nothing in need of cleaning within the church. 

	"I finished," he said, upon returning back. 

	"Good." Father Patrick closed the logbook. "Yes. You've cleaned the church. There's not much else that needs addressing today. Perhaps it's time you clean your soul." 

	Jake chuckled, but slowly realized the old man was serious. "Uh, okay. How would I go about doing that?" 

	"Help me up." 

	He lent one shoulder to the priest as they walked over to the other side of the church. It wasn't until they arrived at a small set of doors in the corner that he hadn't paid much attention to previously that he realized what Father Patrick had in mind. 

	"You want me to confess my sins, or something?" he asked. 

	"I do." 

	Jake winced. "I feel as though you may have already picked up on this, but I'm not really the religious type. Not sure I’ll be able to uphold my part in taking this seriously." 

	"Well, I think you might be surprised. I'm not asking for you to confess the specifics of your legal trouble, Jake. I get the distinct sense that there's weight on your shoulders that extends beyond that. Set any legal or religious concerns aside and talk to me like an anonymous friend, one who promises to never share any of your shames or secrets." 

	Jake sighed, but suspected there was no real way around it. "Whatever, I'll do it." 

	He took a seat in one side of the confessional, closing the sliding door behind him. The ambience of the interior was dark and stuffy, small, but not quite claustrophobic. There was a distinct sense of ritual about the process that was hard for him to resist. He took a breath, questioning whether perhaps there were some sins weighing on his soul. 

	Again, he was not a religious person, but he'd noticed an aspect of his recent decisions with his family that made him ask similar questions of the soul. He thought about how his relationship with Kate had devolved into a dirty, sexual mess. He thought about how his relationship with Jaimie had, well, also devolved into a dirty, sexual mess, with the addition of blackmail and shoplifting. 

	And then there was his mother. The scene of dinner the previous evening was seared into his mind, a hot and confusing memory now adjacent to grinding against her in bed with only a cloth towel between them. She'd let him get away with so much, and he had no idea if it was out of maternal love and the flexibility that came with it, or if she harbored kinkier impulses. His confession was, in essence, about that line. 

	"Where do I even begin?" he muttered. "I guess... I want to know if love is always good." 

	"Can you be... more specific?" asked Father Patrick. 

	"Can I trust love?" he asked. "I know how abstract that sounds, but I don't know how else to phrase it. Is it a good thing to love people if it seems to lead to bad places?" 

	Father Patrick was silent for a moment. "Jake. You can always trust love, assuming it comes from a place that feels real to you. Loving others, in a sense, is no different than loving and honoring God. You may not be religious, but I hope that fact still holds significance to you." 

	"I suppose it does, to some degree." 

	"Love is a force for good. It can be twisted and abused by those who have ulterior motives, but the emotion itself is always a force for good." 

	"Thank you," said Jake. 

	Father Patrick coughed. "Of course, I speak of love within marriage, as God intended. You aren't having premarital sex, are you, Jake?" 

	He winced, feeling uncomfortable even trying to smudge the truth in his current context. "Yes, a little bit, but with love, and you just said—" 

	"That's a different matter!" snapped Father Patrick. "You're a sinner and you're going to burn in hell if you don't repent." 

	"There's, uh, more to it than just that," he said. "It's a bit spicier than just premarital intimacy." 

	"Then you'll burn in an even hotter, more painful level of hell." 

	"Ah. Cool, I guess." 

	The priest sighed, and Jake heard the other sliding door open. "Well, I think we've reached a point where continuing this confession will only lead me into browbeating you over the constraints of a religion you don't follow. I won't force that upon you." 

	"I appreciate that, Father." 

	"You need to curtail your sinful ways as soon as possible," said Father Patrick. "I do sense good within you, Jake, but I also sense the potential for greatness. I don't see any benefit in holding back from confirming to you that your sexual urges are wrong, utterly and completely, if they're being acted on outside of a marital context. Or whatever you implied by it being even worse than that." 

	"I thought you said you weren't going to browbeat me?" 

	"I'm trying to save your soul, young man," said Father Patrick. "You should feel bad and uncomfortable and a little guilty." 

	"Noted." 

	He helped the priest back to his office. Father Patrick sent him on several more empty errands that amounted to him walking around and checking on things that didn't need checking. The morning passed by into afternoon, with a small lunch break for sandwiches that the priest was kind enough to pay for. 

	Father Patrick was asleep when Jake heard his mother's car pull into the church's driveway, which suited him just fine. 

	 


CHAPTER 19 

	 

	"How was your day?" asked Rebecca. 

	Jake smiled and climbed into the front seat. "Fine. I think Father Patrick has run out of work for me." 

	It was just the two of them in the car, with Jaimie presumably back home and Kate yet to be scooped up from school. His mother looked happy to see him, but there was an edge to her gaze that made him steady himself for what he knew was coming. 

	"Listen," she said. "I wanted to talk to you about... last night." 

	He tensed in a couple of ways, wary but charged. "Okay." 

	"What happened between us wasn't appropriate," said his mother, in a soft voice. "I'm not blaming you. I basically issued an invitation for you to, well, do what you did." 

	"I'm sorry, Mom," he said. 

	"It's okay, Jake!" She reached over and touched his knee, which only multiplied the tension within the tiny car. "It wasn't your fault in the slightest. I blame Inari and the tone she set more than I blame you. I also invited the contact, and it wasn't exactly as though it was unbearable for me." 

	"I think I get it." He really didn't, and it seemed like she was straying from her initial point. All he could focus on was her fingers on his knee. 

	"Good," she said, letting out a breath. "We're on the same page, then?" 

	"I'd say it's more like we're reading the same book." Jake took her hand from his knee and kissed the back of it. 

	"Close enough," said his mom, with a laugh. "I just wanted to make sure you weren't traumatized or, um... charging off in the wrong direction." 

	"Far from traumatized. I don't think I'll ever forget last night." 

	"Neither will I, but I... do think we should both try to." She sighed, still holding hands with him. "You were frustrated. Inari had you all worked up. The bed situation had us pushed right up together." 

	"Yeah, it did," he said. "I'll be glad to get home but honestly, sharing a bed with you was... kind of fun." 

	"One time fun." She gave him an odd smile, rubbing her thumb over one of his knuckles. The car felt cramped and stuffy and she still hadn't started driving yet. 

	"So you're really going to that party that Inari's throwing tonight?" he asked. 

	Rebecca laughed and let go of his hand, finally starting the car. "She would never forgive me if I skipped it." 

	"She made it sound like it was a party that would, um..." He paused, searching for the right words. "Take full advantage of her play room, so to speak." 

	"Some people will be in that kind of mood, but not everybody," she said. She was blushing heavily and gave a small, almost guilty shrug. "Don't worry. I've already informed your father, so it's no secret. And I don't plan on doing anything other than sipping wine and standing in the corner." 

	Jake felt relieved by that, at least. He felt strange, less worried about some creep taking advantage of his mother and more annoyed that he wasn't strictly invited. Inari had implied that she'd be alright with him crashing the party, but if his mother caught him indulging in the fun, she'd march him straight home. 

	He considered that outcome and decided that it might not be so bad, given that they'd be leaving together. He was still imagining the party and getting increasingly turned on by the thought of encountering Inari while wearing a mask as his mother scooped up Kate from school. 

	They headed straight home. Jake went up to his room, and Kate came in to pay him a visit after a few minutes. He was lounging on his bed while staring at his phone and she climbed on next to him, straddling his midriff. 

	"You won't miss me tonight, will you?" she asked him. 

	"Where are you going tonight?" He ran his hands up her body, thumbs tracing the curve of her breasts. 

	"Sleepover at a friend's house." 

	"Since when do you have friends?" 

	"Hey!" Kate grabbed a pillow and hit him with it. 

	Jake blocked and flipped her underneath him, eliciting a squeal. They made out for a minute or so, stopping only when their mother's footsteps sounded from the stairs. Kate fixed her shirt and shifted to sitting on the edge of the bed. 

	"I do have friends," she said. "Well, one, at least. Lois goes to a different school, so she was never involved with the bullying." 

	"I was just teasing you." Jake pulled her closer and kissed the top of her head. "Hope you have fun." 

	"Jaimie's also visiting Delilah while her younger sister is in town, according to Mom, and won't be back until late," said Kate. "Sounds like you'll have the house to yourself. Hope you don't get too bored." 

	"Oh, I'm sure I'll find something to do." 

	 


CHAPTER 20 

	 

	Jake spent the rest of his afternoon playing video games. His mother came downstairs early that evening with Kate in tow. Kate was wearing a cute pink dress, with her hair done up in a messy bun. His mother, on the other hand, was in costume. 

	Rebecca was dressed as a sexy cat, complete with cat ears, a tail, and a corset and short skirt combo that could have easily been mistaken for lingerie. She had on a mask that covered the upper half of her face, as well, but Jake would have recognized his mother's curves and body anywhere. 

	"Oh, wow," he said. 

	Kate laughed. Rebecca cleared her throat, clearly embarrassed, and looked as though she was debating changing. 

	"Inari came with me when I bought it," she said, quietly. "It's a little too much, isn't it?" 

	"Mom, don't you dare change!" said Kate, grinning. "I'm getting a photo of you." 

	"I told you I didn't want photographic evidence!" Rebecca set her hands on her hips, but if anything, it only made her posture that much cuter as Kate snapped several shots of her. 

	"I think you look incredible, Mom." 

	Jake couldn't stop staring. He felt as turned on as he had the previous night and was more set on crashing Inari's party than ever. The idea of her being around any men other than his father dressed as she was, especially with Inari present, made him feel jealous and annoyed. 

	"I'll probably be back early," said Rebecca. "Probably. Try not to have too much fun holding down the fort, mister." 

	"We'll see," he said. 

	He waved them off and spared about enough time to see the car round the corner at the end of the block before racing upstairs to work out his own costume. One of the spoils of his time away at college was a complete and relatively high quality Batman costume, with a mask that covered his eyes and upper face while leaving his lower face open. 

	Jake had been worrying that it would be too much for the tone of Inari's party, but after seeing his mother, he was reasonably sure it would fit fine. He needed most of his head to be covered to avoid her scrutiny as well, which this would provide perfectly. She'd never seen the costume before and wouldn't be able to connect it to him at a glance. 

	He'd already started pulling it on when he realized the dilemma that posed. He couldn't exactly ride across town on his motorcycle wearing a Batman costume. Or at least, he wouldn't do that. He stuffed it into his backpack after making sure it still fit well and he had all the pieces, and then somewhat impatiently awaited the right time to leave for the party. 

	Jake suspected that his mother would be getting to the party early, given how close she and Inari were. Which meant he needed to arrive late to dodge her scrutiny. It was like waiting to fall asleep on Christmas Eve, his anticipation building to a level that outweighed the object of his desire. Or did it? 

	His heart raced at the idea of being at an adult party, presumably a sex party or one verging on such debauchery, with his mother, without her knowing he was there. Excitement wasn't the right word for what he was feeling as it didn't capture the whole emotion. He was excited, horny, curious, and more than a little bothered. 

	She was a married woman, sure, but he'd already witnessed at least one slip. She'd let Inari talk her into wearing the Magic Pulse to family dinner. Yes, Inari was another woman and there hadn't been any direct sexual contact and, moreover, Jake had actually been the one with the remote, but still. From a certain perspective, such play might look a bit like cheating, if one squinted and insisted on the hardest of definitions. 

	Would she cheat at Inari's party? Jake told himself that it was part of why he was going, to swoop in and stop his mom if she got on a little too well with some handsome masked stranger, or had too much to drink. It was the view across that gap that turned him on in such a confusing way. She was a mother, but she was also a woman, and while those two identities had a fair amount of overlap in some places, they were distinct and separate in others. 

	He thought about the previous night, humping her body with only the thinnest towel and pretense between them. Had that been his mother, or Rebecca, the woman? He felt himself starting to get hard as he recognized that if there was ever an excuse to leave her mother side at home, a costumed sex party thrown by one of her best friends was clearly it. 

	His anticipation got the better of him and he set off at nine pm, even though it was still early by partying standards. The air outside was cold, just below freezing, maybe, and his breath came out in white plumes beneath his helmet. He put on the gloves from the batman costume and rode to Inari's house. 

	There was already a swathe of cars parked along the side of her long driveway. Jake found a spot for his bike and then pursed his lips as he considered the problem of how to get his costume on. He certainly couldn't go in as he was and change in a bathroom without risking being seen by his mother. 

	He found a spot in the bushes and, experiencing the cold even more directly, stripped his clothing off and wiggled his way into the Batman's tight and stretchy outfit. The leggings were skintight and he suspected he'd have a significant case of dick print under the right lighting. The upper portion tucked into the lower portion with the belt covering the seem, which at least made it a little easier to get on and off. 

	He pulled the mask on, making sure his face was completely covered by checking with his phone's camera. Then, buzzing with excitement, he walked up the steps to Inari's front door and slipped inside. 

	 


CHAPTER 21 

	 

	Jake didn't make a grand entrance, but he hadn't been intending to. Nobody really stopped to look at him or question whether he'd been invited as he slowly shuffled through Inari's familiar foyer. Even with everyone in costume, he immediately felt the age gap between him and most of the other guests, though his batman mask did a decent job of concealing it on his end. 

	Most of the guests were in their thirties and up if he had to guess, though the general common attribute shared by many of them was their attractiveness. 

	A man dressed as Captain Jack Sparrow with plenty of grey in his hair and beard offered a slightly older looking Barbie a sip from the wine bottle he was carrying. A muscular black man in a pharaoh costume hoisted a laughing woman in a nurse outfit over his shoulder as though carrying her off to one of the guest rooms. 

	Jake chuckled as he wondered if it would end up being the one he and his mom had stayed in. It was oddly surreal witnessing Inari's home, which had become so familiar to him over the past few days, transformed by decorations and stuffed with so many people. A man in a clown mask riding a tricycle zoomed by, almost running over his foot. A laughing woman dressed as Cruella Deville bumped into him with a surprised gasp. 

	"Sorry dear," she said. "Oh! You look so young, Batman. Filling in for Bruce Wayne?" 

	"I've got my eye on you, Cruella," he said, affecting a bit of Batman's growl, though not too much. 

	She laughed and rubbed his chest before quite literally spinning off to join another group of women. Jake began meandering his way through the party, somewhat reminded of the parties he'd attended in high school and college. There was an air of sophistication over the partying, but a familiar undercurrent of horniness that held a much more mature and deliberate quality to it. 

	He walked into Inari's playroom and saw quite a few party goers already pairing up. There was no outright nudity or foreplay on display, but the body language and intensity of a significant number of the couples was enough to remind him of what kind of gathering he'd walked into. 

	Somebody collided with him from behind, not just bumping into him, but jumping onto his back. Jake felt a flash of anger until he realized soft breasts were pressing into his shoulder blades. He turned slightly and caught a glimpse of his and his attacker's reflection in a full-length mirror. A short blonde woman dressed as Harley Quinn from the Batman lore perhaps in her mid-forties was clinging to him and grinning mischievously. 

	"If we were quick, I bet you and I could have some fun before my husband found us, Batman," she whispered. 

	She dropped down off him, one of her hands sliding along his costume, not stopping as her fingers brushed onto the leggings and over his crotch. Jake felt a flare of excitement and turned around, pulling her in a little closer. He knew Inari's place well enough that he could simply spirit her upstairs and into the guest room. 

	Another group of women passed and Harley Quinn tittered and bounced off to join them, which was far more of a disappointment to Jake than it should have been. He reminded himself that he was there to find his mother and experienced a flash of anxiety over where she might be, what she might be doing already. 

	"Attention!" Inari's voice suddenly cut through the moment. "If I could have everyone's attention, please." 

	She had his instantly. Inari was dressed as a witch, complete with a long and frilly black dress, pointy hat, and a broom. Jake was almost positive that she was nude under the outfit and even from across the room, she had the same air of confidence and sexuality that was one of her defining traits. 

	"Now that just about everyone is here, it's time for us to start the game," said Inari, shifting so her dress pulled taut enough to show off the points of her nipples underneath. "If you will direct you attention this way, you'll see three buckets. One for men seeking women, one for women seeking women, and one for men seeking men. 

	"Within the bucket, you'll find a random set of car keys attached to a basic necklace. Put it around your neck and see if someone comes looking for them. It's up to you what they'll have to do to get them back, though of course, consent is always key and anyone who stops having fun can come find me to iron out any difficulties. Clear enough?" 

	A chorus of muttered, excited responses came from the attendees. Jake finally spotted his mom across the room and felt a mixture of emotions. She looked bored and slightly annoyed. A bald man dressed as Homer Simpson, complete with off yellow skin bronzer, was whispering something in her ear which she seemed less than keen on listening to. 

	His first instinct was to swoop in and help her immediately, but then he remembered the keys. More critically, the fact that he could recognize her car key. He got in line for the men seeking women bucket, praying someone didn't pick them before them. 

	In this, his prayer was answered. His mother's key took some discrete digging to find, but he felt satisfied as he pulled it out and tossed it around his neck. He tried not to seem too obvious as he started moving in her general direction, eager for her to catch a glimpse of them and try to barter them back. 

	She was still on the receiving end of an inordinate amount of attention from men. Homer Simpson had been joined by a tall and skinny fellow in overalls with a straw hat. Jake made himself obvious as he passed by her, the key dangling from his neck clearly visible against the bat emblem on the front of his costume. 

	"Oh, would you look at that!" said his mother, stepping away from the men. "I think I see my key. And it's in the hands of a superhero, no less." 

	Jake lifted the key with one finger, feigning surprise. He wasn't sure how much actual talking he could do. He suspected she would recognize his voice even if he affected a Batman growl if he said more than a few syllables at a time. His mom had a mostly finished glass of wine in one hand and drank the rest before sidling over to him. 

	"I wonder," she said, her voice a seductive purr. "Whatever am I going to have to do to get it back?" 

	She set a hand on his chest, caressing him as one finger prodded at her key. Jake fought the urge to grin, staying in character even as he felt himself getting hot and bothered and weirdly excited. 

	"Let me get another glass of wine..." she said. "And then how about the two of us go upstairs to talk for a bit?" 

	"Absolutely," he said, risking a single word. 

	He felt no small amount of enmity being directed his way as he watched his mom saunter off to find more wine, her butt looking unbelievable in the tight cat costume. 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 22 

	 

	Jake wasn't sure what to expect as he followed his mother upstairs. His heart was pounding and not out of mere anticipation. The situation felt completely wrong, both in the sense of the taboo and the deception. His mother might not know who he was, but he couldn't exactly claim the same after seeing her leave in costume. Especially not after intentionally sneaking into Inari's party. 

	"In here," she said, opening the door to the very same guest room the two of them had occupied the previous night. 

	Jake hesitated before following her in, feeling such a bizarre juxtaposition of emotions. 

	"What's wrong?" she asked. "Afraid I'll bite? Who knows, maybe I will. I am a cat woman tonight, after all." 

	She laughed and swayed drunkenly, almost spilling the full and open wine bottle she carried. Jake freed it from her fingers and took a sip, buying time to think of a way to respond without saying much. 

	"It's okay," said his mother. "I don't need you to talk much tonight." 

	Jake stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. The silence that followed seemed like a condemnation of what he was doing. Strangely, the conflict and guilt over the situation only seemed to fan the flames of his lust. An evil voice whispered to him that if he played the situation just right, he might get a chance to experience what he'd so desperately wanted the night before. 

	One of the lamps was on, so he took the initiative and switched the main light off. The dimness gave him a little more cover, though he still had no intention of taking his mask off. He felt a little nervous as he drew closer to his mother, uncertainty justified by the situation feeding into deeper anxieties leftover from his ex-girlfriends. 

	He set the wine bottle on the bedside table and sat down next to her on the bed. They both looked at each other across a loaded pause, tension building as the question of would they or wouldn't they unraveled through the very air itself. Jake was more turned on than he was uncertain. 

	He touched her knee, insanely curious to see what she'd do. At the forefront of his mind was the fact that his mother had no idea that it was him. The knowledge that some other guy might have brought her up to the guest room was so conflicting to him, the idea that she might simply be a cheater and a slut and all the other harsh words lobbed at women who stray. 

	"I shouldn't be letting you do that." Rebecca let out a soft sigh as Jake's fingers slid further up her thigh. "Or that. I'm a married woman. This is... dark side behavior. But something about you is so hard to resist." 

	"I shouldn't be doing this, either," he said. 

	She blinked in response to that. For an instant, Jake was sure she'd recognized his voice, but she seemed to shake it off, falling back into the moment. 

	"I'm a sex therapist," she said. "Maybe I'll say this was... experiential research." 

	Jake leaned in closer and kissed her. Their masks worked in similar ways, letting their mouths meet while keeping the upper half concealed. His mother was a shockingly good kisser, but he wondered if anyone who wasn't her progeny would be surprised at all by that, beautiful as she was. 

	The heat of the situation spiked as they tipped sideways together onto the bed. Jake had his tongue in her mouth and one hand on her waist. Rebecca didn't hold back, kissing him with the fervor of a woman who'd been repressed and pent up for a while. She pulled him closer, her hands straying to his mask, ready to pull it off. He grabbed her wrists before she could. 

	"You have... a strong grip," she whispered. "I forgot how sexy that was." 

	He could take a hint. He kept both her hands pinned as he started kissing her neck. She made a noise almost like someone dropping into an ice-cold lake, a noise so hot that he had never stopped to consider his mother could make it. He rolled onto her, still controlling her hands. She wrapped her legs around him and kissed his neck, humping upward with her hips. 

	"What am I going to have to do to get my keys back?" she asked. "Oh, God. What are you going to make me do, Batman?" 

	A dozen different ideas came instantly to mind. Jake tried to think through the fog of lust. It wasn't too late. He could stop, pull away, give her the keys and prevent any erotic insanity from unfolding. He didn't want to stop. He kissed her again and let go of her wrists, squeezing her breasts through her costume instead. They felt unbelievably soft beneath his fingers. 

	Rebecca moaned and rocked against him. Jake couldn't believe what was happening as he pulled his costume down far enough to free his cock, hard and ready to go. His mother was panting, eyes wide as she stared at his size. 

	"It's dangerous to have that out without a condom on," she whispered. "Like a gun with the safety off." 

	She reached into a conveniently placed bowl on the night stand and pulled out a condom. The bowl hadn't been there when Jake had stayed in the room. Inari seemingly had enough forethought or experience to know what the party goers would be up to. He watched his mother drunkenly picking at the wrapper and again questioned what he was doing, how wrong and evil it was. 

	"Do you need help?" he asked. 

	"Maybe a little," she said, huskily. "It's been a while since I put a condom on a man." 

	He tore the wrapper open and passed her the rubber. Rebecca's fingers traced along his member and he suppressed a shiver. With tantalizing slowness, she rolled the condom down the length of his cock. Jake hadn't realized just how different and intense the sensation of her touching him would be. It'd been exciting and dangerous with Jaimie and Kate, but with his mother, it was almost too much. 

	He kissed her again, reaching a hand down between her legs. Rebecca gasped as he touched her through her costume. He suspected she was already wet, which only added to his excitement. 

	"I can't believe I'm letting this happen," she whispered. "Take me, Batman. Fuck me hard." 

	Jake almost came right then and there. Hearing his mother, so loving and considerate, uttering such dirty phrases was enough to nearly drive him mad. He had a flash of an image in his head of her giving him a lecture on healthy sexuality back when he'd been in middle school, the smiled when explaining condoms, safe sex, and consent. How much of this woman now spread out beneath him had been lurking beneath her motherly exterior all along? 

	He pulled her costume down, exposing her panties. Rebecca helped him out by wiggling out of them, biting her lip as she did so. Jake touched her bare skin, the warmth and intimacy of the moment enough to make him hesitate one last time. She reached up to touch his mask but saw how he immediately redirected her hand. 

	"No seeing your face?" She bit her lip and rocked her hips up once. "I kind of like that. Maybe it'll be better if we can't recognize each other after." 

	He nodded, part of him wishing it was truly the case for him as much as it was for her. He kicked his costume leggings the rest of the way off, taking his boxers with them in a somewhat awkward, rushed motion. She could recognize those. The thrill of what he was doing caught up with him again. He'd never been so hard in his life. 

	"Just do it," whispered Rebecca. "Fuck me. I'm so wet. I need you inside me." 

	Jake guided his cock to his mother's pussy and slowly began pushing inside. The heat, the warmth, the softness, the tightness, the moment, all of it was too much. He pulled her into him as he speared forward, grunting as he felt the hot, velvety slickness of her lane. She made this satisfied noise and wrapped her arms around him in such a way that he felt a flicker of doubt. Did she know? She couldn't know. 

	And if she did, it was too late to stop. Jake started pumping into her, going slow only out of the fear that he might come too early if he rushed. Rebecca's fingernails dug into his costume, her breasts bouncing softly with each thrust. She was staring at him with an expression Jake could only interpret as pure lust, her hips moving against his. 

	He would have never believed that she had this side to her, never imagined it or guessed at it. Jake had always known his mother was beautiful but knowing it and experiencing the erotic reality of it were two very different things. To him, she'd always been the mom, the parent, kind and loving and occasionally strict. 

	Now she was letting out rhythmic, horny moans and begging for him to fuck her harder. Jake did exactly that, his caution giving way to his lust. Rebecca bit her lip and started rubbing at her clit, rolling her hips with each pump of his cock. She still had most of her costume on, along with her mask, but her bottom half was nude and responding to him. 

	He couldn't quite shake the feeling that it shouldn't have been so easy for him to possess her like this, to take her and use her like a woman. Like any other woman, drunk and aroused and costumed at a party full of horny men. She'd always seemed so above that. But then again, she'd married his father, and it'd been rare to see her around other men, rarer still to see her do anything resembling flirting with them. 

	Maybe she'd just needed someone to push her buttons. Maybe they'd never even been all that hard to push. 

	"Fuck," said Jake. "You're so tight. You're so fucking hot." 

	"Oh God," whispered Rebecca. "You're so big. Oh yes! Don't stop!" 

	He didn't. Jake pumped into her, the pleasure of the moment and the taboo of it all mixing together in a confusing way. Rebecca reached up and pulled her costume down, baring her breasts. Jake cupped and groped at them, unable to resist the temptation. They seemed so perfect, full and soft and paler than he'd expected. 

	Somebody knocked at the door and tried to open it. Jake hugged himself down on his mother, covering her body, but not what they were doing. The thrill of being caught having sex seemed to trigger a deeper fear of what would happen if the truth of the encounter was exposed. His mother grabbed a pillow and hurled it toward the intruder before they could step into the room. 

	"Occupied!" she shouted, annoyed and amused. 

	"It would seem so!" Inari's voice, followed by a knowing laugh, came as the reply. 

	Rebecca gave him an urgent squeeze and Jake continued right from where they'd left off, eager to keep fucking her. She was kissing at his neck and his mask and running her fingers along his arms and the costume. 

	"So strong," she whispered. "So dominant. I, oh, mmm!" 

	Rebecca cried out and came, her pussy clenching and pulsing around his cock. Jake felt his own release building, the pleasure reaching an intense peak. He grunted, holding her close, shuddering with the intensity of the craziest orgasm of his life. His mother shared it with him, coming back to lucidity a little ahead of him and gently rubbing soft fingers across his costumed back and shoulders. 

	"It's been a while since I've been fucked like that," she whispered. "In fact, I can't even remember if I've ever been fucked like that." 

	She laughed and then, without warning, reached up and tried to take off his mask. He reacted with too much speed, grabbing her wrist and pulling it away. He saw suspicion flicker across her expression. 

	"Why don't you want me to take your mask off, Batman?" 

	There was a slight edge to her tone. It should have been hard for him to take her seriously, bottomless and freshly fucked as she was, but her tone was his mother's tone, and his body seemingly had an innate reaction to her authority. 

	"I don't want to spoil the fun," he said. 

	"Hold on." She blinked, and he knew then he'd made a grave mistake by speaking. "Wait a second..." 

	Jake grabbed his boxers and the bottom half of his costume and fled the room, only stopping to toss his mother's key back to her. He pulled his clothing on in a rush, moving past several surprised and amused party goers queuing for the upstairs bathroom. 

	He was almost certain she'd figured it out. His life was over if she'd figured it out. 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 23 

	 

	Jake rode his bike home in a daze. He rushed upstairs immediately after parking in the garage, going to such great lengths to hide his costume within his closet that he felt like a murderer disposing of bloodstained clothing. He climbed into bed and stared at his phone, too unsettled by the night's events to properly sleep. 

	At least he thought he was. Eventually, he drifted off into a not so dreamless sleep. He had a sense that his guilt and shame were the primary motifs of his mind across the span of the night, different scenarios playing out with him trying not to be caught for something or other. 

	He awoke to the sound of the door to his room creaking open. He immediately assumed it was his mother, there to rouse him and begin the inquisition. The way it soundlessly closed behind his visitor made him reconsider. A moment later and a small, feminine smelling body was under the covers next to him. 

	"Hey," whispered Kate. 

	"Hey." He groaned and reached sleepy arms out to pull her into a hug. Her body was soft, and he took another inhale of her scent. 

	"How was your night?" she asked. 

	"Weird and confusing." He let out a sigh along with his honesty. "Yours?" 

	"Didn't get any sleep," she said, with a yawn. "Just wanted to say hi before going to bed." 

	"Hi," he said, smiling. 

	"Hi." She slid up to kiss him, and for a blissful interlude, they simply made out and shared each other's warmth. 

	Their hands began to roam. Kate found his cock and started working it to hardness, fingers rubbing and caressing through the outside of his boxers. Jake started kissing her neck, feeling like he was moving on autopilot, right up until she yawned in his face. 

	"Sorry," she whispered. "Later today? I really am sleepy." 

	"That's okay." He kissed her cheek and hugged her. "Love you, Katie." 

	"Love you more, Jake." 

	She gave him a soft and slow kiss on the lips, one more on his chest, stared at him for a second, and then finally slid off his bed. Jake fell back asleep surprisingly quickly. 

	He awoke again to his ringtone. He checked his phone's screen, didn't recognize the number, and let it go to voicemail in place of having to act like a functioning human. A smile came across his face as he listened to the message a few minutes later. 

	His public defender had managed to get a deal. No jail time or felony charge, and no criminal record. He'd still have to pay a few hundred dollars in fines, but he was essentially off the hook, all due to the glowing recommendation provided from his community service manager, Father Patrick. 

	He set his phone down next to him on the bed, now fully awake. With all the sex and sneaking around and romantic family drama, he hadn't realized how much his legal trouble had been weighing down on his shoulders. The relief was palpable, like reaching the end of a long day of work just before going on vacation. 

	He threw on a t-shirt and sweatpants, excited to share his good news as he hurried downstairs. The events of the previous night caught up with him as he thought about how happy his mother would be. He winced, feeling an even stronger sense of regret than he had after the sex. He would have to live with that memory, that shame, for the rest of his life. Though at the very least, he could hope his mother was still none the wiser. 

	"Morning, Jakey-kun." Jaimie was sitting on the couch in the living room, playing video games in a tank top and yoga pants. 

	"Morning," he said. "Push over." 

	He was surprised when she did without complaint. The smell of pancakes and bacon told him that their mother was already busy with breakfast. 

	"What's with the creepy smile?" asked Jaimie, not so subtly nudging the second controller his way. 

	"I just heard back from my lawyer," he said. "I'm basically off the hook due to my community service except for some fines." 

	"Shut up." Jaimie looked like she was trying not to smile, trying and failing. "You're serious?" 

	"Dead serious. Let me jump in next round." 

	"So is it still going to be a felony, or...?" 

	"Nothing should be on my record after this deal," he said, sighing out his relief. "I know. I almost can't believe it." 

	Jaimie glanced toward the kitchen for a second, and then leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. "That's awesome. And... thank you, Jake. For what you did." 

	"As though I'd ever give up my own sister to the police," he said. "If I want to see you squirm, I can always just kick your butt in Smash. Or do other things." 

	"Let's start with Smash." She grinned at him, and it was a little strange to see her so genuine and happy because of good news pertaining specifically to him. 

	They played a few rounds, Jaimie winning the first two and Jake taking the third. It was a perfect moment on multiple levels, as siblings, but also as whatever else they were, whatever they'd become. It made sense, somehow. Maybe only from within, maybe not to the rest of the world, but that didn’t seem to matter as much as he'd once thought it did. 

	Jake won the fourth round, too. He just smiled, not saying anything, watching as Jaimie's competitive side reared it simultaneously cute and ugly head. 

	"Let's go another round," she said. "You keep playing the characters with cheap moves." 

	"You're more than welcome to play them too," he said. "Might have to if you want to beat me." 

	She pouted and playfully pushed his shoulder. Jake knocked his knee into hers and then the two of them were wrestling on the couch, striding the line between feigned sibling violence and outright foreplay. The sound of their mother's footsteps brought them back to their senses. 

	"Breakfast is ready," she said, setting a plate down for each of them. "Good morning, Jake." 

	"Morning, Mom." 

	He felt strange meeting her gaze. She had on her bath robe, and he wondered if she'd taken a quick shower that morning. When he did look directly at her he felt an odd prickle of unease. 

	"Jake worked things out with his lawyer so he's not going to jail," said Jaimie. 

	"That's good news," said his mother. "Sweetie, could you come up to my room when you finish eating? I need to talk to you about that, along with... a few other things." 

	Her tone turned his nerves to ice. "Sure, Mom." 

	He finished the round he was playing with Jaimie, took a few bites of breakfast that he barely tasted, and slowly made his way upstairs to his mother's room. He knocked on the door softly and heard a quiet "come in" from within. 

	"Hey," he said, closing the door behind him. 

	She was still in just her robe, sitting on the bed, expression pensive. "Have a seat, Jake." 

	It felt like she was staring right through him, to the point he knew that something was up. He sat down on her bed, not too close to her, but not too far away, either, and waited for the guillotine to drop. 

	"What's going on with you and Jaimie?" she asked. 

	"Nothing," he said, far too quickly. "Well, I mean... what do you mean?" 

	"You know what I mean. You were wrestling on the couch when I came in. Wrestling with more touching than a brother and sister would normally be doing, especially when it's you and her." 

	"You're reading way too deeply into ten seconds of stupid rough housing." 

	"Jake," she said. "Have the two of you had sex?" 

	This time, he was too slow. The question was so direct and loaded, but her eyes were the gun that fired it. He couldn't lie to those eyes — at least not without some amount of willpower and effort which his sleepy brain was incapable of summoning. 

	"I thought so," his mother whispered. "Kate, too?" 

	Oof. He visibly winced. His mother looked down at her hands, literally wringing her fingers and looking as stressed out as he'd ever seen her. 

	"I noticed small things," she said. "There was no single moment that gave it away. It was more just... how your interactions with the two of them had shifted. There's a certain vibe you can pick up between people when they're intimate." 

	"You don't understand," he said. 

	His mother scoffed. "I don't understand? I think you have it backwards. Jake, this is such a violation of boundaries between you and them. And I don't care who initiated it. You're the common factor here. Can't you see how wrong and hurtful this could be?" 

	He had a sudden urge to bring up the previous night, fling the truth in her face, but it felt petulant and like it might backfire. He sank forward, running his hands through his hair. 

	"I'm also going to need to search your room," said Rebecca. 

	"Search my... room?" That gave him pause, and also hinted at another unfortunate truth. 

	There's only one thing she'll be looking for, he thought. A batman costume matching the one worn by the man who fucked her. 

	"You know everything, then, don't you?" he said. "That's why you're bringing this all up now. You already knew that something was going on between me and Jaimie, me and Kate. It was just easier for you to ignore it when—" 

	"I just need to look around your room, sweetie. You don't have to jump to any conclusions." 

	"Did you have fun last night at the party, Mom?" he asked. 

	She blinked several times in quick succession. "It was a party. I had a good time." 

	"Too good of a time, maybe?" he asked. 

	She narrowed her eyes. "What are you insinuating?" 

	"I think you know what I'm insinuating, so I'll just say it. It was me. Last night. You don't have to search my room." 

	There was less shock on her face than he'd been expecting. Rebecca slowly nodded, but it seemed like the calm before the storm. 

	"This is... not okay," she said. "None of this is okay! Jake, I know you must be confused after being home again after so long away, but... we're your family. We're not here to satisfy your sexual urges." 

	"Hold on a second," he said. "You're a married woman! If it hadn't been me last night, you very well might have cheated with someone else. Cheated on my father." 

	"We've been... discussing divorce," she said. "God, this is not the time for us to be having this conversation. Look, I'll admit that I had a hand in last night. I am just as in the wrong as you are, but..." 

	"But what, Mom?" 

	"Don't tell your father about this," she said. "Not yet. There's so much we already have to figure out. To throw cheating and you into the pile of problems would only make this even more of a mess. It's already such a mess. God... what's happening in this house?" 

	Her shoulders sank. Jake felt a stab of somewhat unwanted pity for her. He slid closer on the bed, aware of the fact that regardless of what happened, she was still his mother. They would all have to live with each other, along with the consequences of their actions. 

	"Don't get a divorce," he said. 

	"Excuse me?" she said. 

	"At least not yet. Wait until Kate and Jaimie are out of the house. Hell, I'll include myself in that. I don't want to have to live here and experience that fallout." 

	"What are we all supposed to do in the meantime? Pretend like nothing's changed?" 

	"We could still try at being a family even if things have changed," he said. "Can't we?" 

	She was quiet for a long time, what felt like at least a minute, though it was probably less. 

	"It's going to be tricky, given how complicated things have gotten." 

	"You're a sex therapist, Mom," he said, feeling an odd rise in the tension. "I figured this would be right up your alley." 

	"The first principle of that sort of therapy is helping people achieve a sex life that's safe and fulfilling," she said, slowly shaking her head. 

	"You don't feel safe with me?" He moved a little closer to her, noticing how she shifted, body language opening to him. 

	"I didn't say that," she said. "This idea is just a lot to take in." 

	"Too much for you?" He let his mouth come close to her neck, words tickling her ear. 

	"I didn't say that, either," she whispered. 

	 


CHAPTER 24 

	 

	Jake reached a tentative hand over and set it on his mother's leg. She was still only wearing her robe, and he let his fingers dance toward the hem, flirting with the idea of sliding under. 

	"Your sisters are both home and awake," she said. 

	"And if they weren't?" 

	"Easy, sweetie." She shook her head, but in a way that hardly seemed like a shutdown. "That's not the kind of question that you should be asking your mother." 

	"I know," he said. "What I don't know is why the idea of asking it anyway is so..." 

	"Hot?" she said. "I don't know either, mister. But not everything that turns us on is a good thing." 

	"You certainly had a good time last night." 

	"Under false pretenses." She glared over her smile and pressed a finger into his chest. 

	"Well, it didn't exactly change the end result." 

	He let his hand and fingers stray higher and heard her suck in a breath. He realized that it hardly mattered to him whether she let his advances slide or put her foot down. Just the act of trying was turning him on, a visible tent forming as his cock hardened in his sweatpants. 

	"The end result was wrong," she said. "Enjoyable, but wrong, Jake." 

	Her finger flattened out and she rubbed her hand across one of his pecs. Jake started pulling her robe open. 

	"I wanted to see you naked so bad," he whispered. "You looked so hot in your costume." 

	"That's nice of you to say sweetie, but you really shouldn't be saying that to your mother." 

	He risked sneaking his fingers under the fold of her robe, the tips tracing along the top of her thigh, then the inside of it. Her own hand was rubbing nearer to his crotch now as though drawn to his cock by sexual magnetism. 

	"What if it's just a quick peak?" He whispered the words dangerously into her ear. "And then we can... forget all about last night." 

	He started pulling her robe open, knowing that he wasn't thinking straight but not really caring. His mother laughed and playfully swatted at his hand sliding further up the bed. 

	"Hey there," she said, with a laugh that only seemed to feed into the tension. "Try to slow down and breathe. It's normal for young men to be intrigued by their mothers, but you're taking it... to a new level." 

	"We went further last night." He untied the sash, not wilting under his mom's exaggerated glare. 

	"I didn't have all the information last night." 

	"You had enough to get frisky." He started pulling her robe open. "You had enough to come." 

	"Jake." Her voice was stern, but a stern voice wasn't enough to stop his hands from opening her robe. 

	She playfully grabbed his wrist, but her breasts were already on display. They were large and plump, pale with faint tan lines, clean and fresh from the shower. 

	"I'm so hard right now, Mom." 

	He pulled his cock out of his sweatpants. His mother let out a surprised gasp and playfully swatted it, her fingers lingering for a second. 

	"Watch it, mister." Her fingers squeezed as though in warning. "If you keep pushing up against the boundary..." 

	"What'll happen, Mom?" He started leaning her back, but she laughed and prodded a finger into his chest. "Will you come even harder now that you know?" 

	"The last thing you should be talking about is, mmm, making your mother come." She rubbed her hands on his chest and it was hard to tell if she was urging him on or pushing him away. 

	"I know how bad it is, Mom..." He lowered down onto her, letting his cock probe between her thighs. "But I just want to..." 

	"Oh, Jake!" 

	He pressed forward and felt his cock touch the lips of her pussy. That was as much excitement as he could take without losing his mind. He speared into his mother, entering her for the second time in half a day. But this time was different. 

	She let out a moan that Jake knew he'd never forget, one that echoed through his mind as he started pumping into her. She was tight, her pussy gripping him, milking him, soft and wet and perfect. 

	"Jake!" Rebecca moaned his name again. 

	Jake grabbed her wrists, pinning her down to the bed and fucking her, not holding back. His mother had an expression on her face like she'd been drugged and was loving every second of it. The bed itself was issuing ample noise, creaks and rhythmic taps against the wall, as though it was just as revved up and ready to be fucked as his mom was. 

	He leaned down and kissed her, feeling her breasts press into his chest. Rebecca kissed him back, arms and legs wrapping around him in an embrace that held so much love that it was almost confusing. Too many different kinds of love, all at once. 

	"Mom," he whispered, pumping into her. 

	"Sweetie," she whispered. "Oh Jake. I didn't know this would... mmm..." 

	He kissed her again, and Rebecca let out a whimper and rubbed his back, urging him on. Jake fucked her even harder, losing himself in the moment, losing himself in her. His mother's lips were so soft, her body so sexy, and the taboo was so intense that it made the rest of the world fade out. 

	She ran her fingers through his hair as they kissed. It seemed as though all of this passion had been welling up inside his mother for a while, years, maybe. He thought about the party, how horny she'd gotten when she'd started drinking, and was glad beyond words that he'd been there to receive all that passion rather than some random man who wouldn't have appreciated the full depth of her. 

	She was moaning even louder now, and he was bottoming out on every thrust. The thought of what Jaimie or Kate might think if they overheard felt distant and unimportant. 

	He seized his mother by the waist, watching her tits jiggle each time he jerked his hips forward, the motion running through her soft flesh with an erotic rippling quality. The corner of the bedsheet had come loose as though even the mattress was trying to undress and join in. 

	Rebecca grabbed the headboard, bracing her body as Jake really started slamming into her. He was on the cusp of release, the pleasure and taboo making him greedy, but she didn't seem to care. 

	He was balls deep inside her when she let out a sudden gasp and he felt her pussy suddenly tighten up. She hugged him, her entire body wrapping around his, shuddering with pleasure. 

	"Jake," she whispered. "I love you. This is so wrong, but... don't stop. Just like that!" 

	He kissed her again. She broke off into a muffled cry and seemed to come again, her pussy quivering and massaging his cock. Jake grunted, completely out of control, addicted to the pleasure. Rebecca was moaning along with him, and it was the most erotic noise he'd ever heard. 

	She pulled him into a tight hug, her warm and soft body seeming to beg him for more. He gave her more, pumping faster and faster. Another thrust, and another, and another, until he felt his pleasure building to a level he simply couldn't endure. 

	"Mom!" he said. "You're so hot! 

	"Oh, Jake," she whispered. "Are you... almost there?" 

	Her words were what brought him over the edge. The pleasure hit him like a warm wave on a perfect summer day. He came inside her as though he hadn't had a release in weeks, still thrusting as he spurted, her pussy clenching and seeming to help him along. 

	Rebecca let out a pleased hum, hugging him tight as she ran a hand through his hair again. Jake lay on top of her, breathing hard, enjoying the afterglow but also uncertain of what came next. 

	"We... have a lot to talk about, sweetie," she whispered, kissing his cheek. 

	"I'm all ears." He let one hand slowly trail down to her breast and began fondling it. 

	"Mmm. Well, for starters, I think you need to sit down with me in my office." 

	"I'm getting the therapy treatment again?" 

	"Yes, but I don't think you'll find it unbearable." 

	She gave him a look that made him start to get hard all over again. 

	"Fair enough," he said. 

	"I don't want to tell Kate and Jaimie about this right away," she said. 

	He shrugged as he slowly rolled off her, aware of how much noise they'd just been making. "I won't tell them, but I can't guarantee they won't connect the dots." 

	"That'll have to be enough." She pulled a sheet up over her chest as though only then realizing that she was naked. "And Jake?" 

	"Yeah Mom?" 

	"I think you should come to my room later tonight," she said. "So we can... talk some more." 

	He leaned in close and kissed her neck. "I could do that. I think we'll have a very productive conversation." 

	"Watch it, mister." She turned her head sideways and kissed him on the lips. 

	 


HOUSEHOLD OBSESSION 4 BONUS CHAPTER

	 

	Jake took his time in the bathroom, well aware that a bomb was waiting for him downstairs. Three bombs, in fact, each one with a lit fuse and enough explosives to bring the roof of his humble family home down on the heads of his whole family.

	He'd slept with his mother the previous afternoon. His mother, the teacher who'd taught right from wrong. The guardian who’d provided for him and shielded him from harm. The caretaker of their household and undeniably the one who made and enforced the rules.

	He was of two minds about that fact. The first represented the remnants of his horny, teenage self. That part of him that wanted to smirk and high five the dude staring back at him in the mirror, feed the experience into the woodchipper of his ego like so many other sexual encounters.

	The second was the one actually in touch with reality. His actions over the past few days, hell, since he'd first come home, were a complete shit show. He'd gotten intimately involved with the last women he'd ever should have laid a hand on.

	This wasn't an unfortunate college romance that he could simply walk away from, forget about like it had never happened, like it'd been with Estelle and Asa before. This was his life, their lives, and there would be no going back or forgetting. Jake stared at his reflection, the fluorescent light above the sink casting an unforgiving glare, and he wasn't sure what he saw looking back at him.

	"What the hell, man?" he muttered, shaking his head. On the surface, he was unchanged, but inside he felt like a completely different person. His eyes seemed to hold a newfound weight, a burden he couldn't shake off.

	Taking a deep breath, he headed downstairs, the soft hum of the refrigerator and the clinking of dishes greeting him like an ominous warning. His heart skipped a beat as he spotted Rebecca at the counter, her curves accentuated by the silky, satin kimono. The fabric hugged her body in all the right places, making Jake's insides twist with a mix of guilt and desire.

	Rebecca's gaze flickered up, meeting his, and for a moment, they just stared at each other. Jake felt like he was drowning in those brown eyes, the warmth and intimacy they shared the previous afternoon still lingering between them. 

	He knew he should be ashamed, that he should be disgusted with himself, but his body seemed to have a mind of its own. He felt himself getting hard and knew it would be obvious when he did with just thin sweatpants on.

	"Morning, Jake," Rebecca said, her voice a little too bright, a little too cheerful. "I'm making pancakes for breakfast. Just started whipping up the batter."

	She was trying to act normal but Jake could see the strain in her eyes, the tension in her shoulders. She was struggling, just like him.

	"I love pancakes." He came closer, feeling the room seem to grow five degrees hotter with each step he took. "Let me grab a plate."

	The plates were above the counter, right where she was. Rebecca stiffened, but then seemed to relax, waiting for him to make a move to such a degree that she even stopped stirring the contents of the bowl.

	Jake slid in close behind Rebecca, his body brushing against hers as he reached for a plate. Even just that small contact stoked the heat between them, but he couldn't help himself. The memory of what they'd done yesterday seemed to hover right over them, a curse, a prophecy, an inescapable truth.

	"How'd you sleep?" he asked.

	"Well enough." Rebecca's cheeks flushed, and she cleared her throat. "I was busy. Got stuck at my office until late. Didn't want to cause a fuss when I got home."

	He felt around for a plate above her, his body brushing into hers. Her robe was so thin and insubstantial that he could feel the heat pouring off underneath. He felt his arousal stirring, and his body responded, his erection pressing against the thin fabric of his sweatpants, millimeters away from making contact with her ass.

	"What toppings do we have?" His question came out whisper quiet, almost breathing the words against her neck.

	"Whatever you need," she said, voice just as soft and husky. "Butter, syrup, fresh fruit..."

	"I'll take a little bit of everything." He rocked forward, letting his cock finally press into her, his hand banging around as though still struggling to find a plate. "The works."

	"Oh, sweetie…" Rebecca's breathing went a little wild and she braced herself against the counter. "That's going to be a lot."

	"I'm starving, Mom…" He ran a hand up her hip, losing himself as he humped into her with a subtle motion. "Gotta eat."

	"Uh-huh." She leaned back into him, not quite urging him, but he hardly needed urging. "The… pancakes, Jake. Don't want to make a mess with the sticky batter."

	He felt her moving against him, responding now to each of his dry thrusts, just as insane in the morning heat as he was. "Want my help, Mom?"

	She nodded her head slightly, but her body was clearly on a different page. "The kitchen is so tight and cramped. You know that."

	"So tight…" he whispered, finger flicking at the knot of her kimono. 

	She turned around and their bodies snapped together like magnets. Jake kissed her deeply. Her robe came open, pulled loose by friction rather than intention, or maybe just by fate. Jake squeezed one of his mother’s plump tits and made to lift her against the counter, too turned on to care anymore.

	Footsteps sounded upstairs. Rebecca shoved him back, knocking into the pancake bowl in the process. As predicted, the sticky batter ended up in all the wrong places. She swore under breath and glared at him, but the self-recrimination in her expression hit him harder than her ire.

	What the hell, man, he silently asked himself once more. He'd been about to fuck her senseless against the counter, rules and relationships be damned. He took another step away, his body suddenly shivering as though he'd almost been in a car accident.

	"Jake…" Kate came up to him with a sleepy smile, standing close and leaning her head on his shoulder. "Aren't you going to say good morning?"

	He didn't say anything. His mother was still fixing her robe at the counter. He was still fixing his sweatpants, trying to hide the morning wood and the tiny little stained patch from his preliminary excitement. Kate frowned as she looked back and forth between them and he knew he had to do or say something to keep her from reading too much into the tension.

	"Good morning, dork." He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek, sniffing playfully. "Did you take a shower last night?"

	She looked affronted, but that was better than suspicious. "You are so mean! Why would you say that? I don't smell bad. I smell adorable!"

	She sniffed her own armpit and Jake broke out into genuine laughter. The tension sloughed off like water after a shower, but he knew it was just taking a break rather than disappearing completely.

	"I think it takes your brother a few hours to remember how to behave like a human in the morning," said Rebecca. "Is Jaimie upstairs? She did come home last night, right?"

	"She did," said Jake. He remembered hearing her get back somewhat late, but not suspiciously late. The temptation to sneak into her room had been a hard one to resist, as with so much of his life in recent days.

	He poured himself and Kate some coffee and brought hers over to the table. She was wearing one of her baggy t-shirts with her knees pulled in up to the chair as though a bit cold, red hair still messed with sleep.

	"Is that coffee?" Jaimie appeared at the top of her stairs in a tanktop and leggings. "Pour me some too, Jakey-kun."

	"Ask me nicely," he said.

	"Pour me some fucking coffee," said Jaimie. "Please."

	She gave him a tiny smile with an evil glint in her eyes that served as the real request, the one with weight behind it. He held her gaze as he poured the coffee, wishing he'd had the sense to bring it up to her in advance if only to get a moment in her room alone.

	"She has you whipped," said Kate, voiced tinged with annoyance.

	"She does not have me whipped."

	"Not completely," said Jaimie.

	"I could use some help cleaning the pancake batter off the floor," said Rebecca.

	"He poured me coffee, too," snapped Kate. "I didn't even have to ask."

	"Because he feels sorry for you," said Jaimie, under her breath.

	"What?" shouted Kate.

	The sound of a metal pan coming down hard on one of the grills of the stove cut through the bickering like a broken metal drum. "Would somebody please help me clean up this fucking mess!"

	Jake froze, enduring three seconds of the loudest silence he'd ever experienced. He stared at his mother, who looked pissed off and oddly sexy with her robe still slipping open in a way that did marvelous things with her cleavage.

	"Sorry," said Rebecca. "I'm just… trying to keep everything running in this household. It's a little stressful when nobody seems willing to help out with what's actually needed."

	"I got it, Mom," he said, rising to his feet to grab paper towels. "Sorry. At least we're getting along, right?"

	Rebecca massaged her forehead with a tired sigh. "Yes. We're all so lucky for that."
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