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Chapter 1

	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 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.

	"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 many other things 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."

	




Chapter 2 

	The pancakes were delicious, and as Rebecca had promised, Jake had all the toppings to choose from. The family made small talk about the food, the weather, the previous day, and he could almost convince himself that everything was as normal underneath as it seemed on the surface. 

	"Kate, you need to get dressed for school," said Rebecca. 

	"I have study hall first block today," said Kate, with a shrug. "Thought I might skip it and just have Jake bring me in around ten. If that's alright with you?" 

	She glanced at him, smiling with too much mischief and too little sense. 

	"That is absolutely not alright with me!" snapped Rebecca. Her fork clattered down on her plate and nobody else said anything for a few seconds. 

	"I… don't have any homework to catch up on," said Kate. "I just thought…" 

	"Just thought what?" asked their mother. "Go ahead, Katherine. Finish the sentence you started." 

	"Mom, are you feeling okay?" asked Jaimie. 

	"I'm fine!" Rebecca's hands pounded the table enough to clatter more cutlery. "God dammit. 

	None of them said anything for a guilty interlude. 

	"Mom," said Jake, reaching across the table to touch her hand. "It's alright." 

	"Is it?" She squeezed his hand back, despite her mood. "I don't think so. God… How could I let all of this happen?" 

	"All of what?" asked Kate. 

	Rebecca narrowed her eyes at her youngest daughter. Kate stared down at her half-finished pancake. 

	"We need to have a family meeting," said Rebecca. "One that addresses the… elephant in the room." 

	"So lame," muttered Jaimie. "I need to hurry up and move out." 

	"That may be part of what this conversation entails," said Rebecca. "It's the… obvious solution to some of the recent issues we've been struggling with." 

	All eyes swung Jake's way. He gaped for a second, taking longer than he should have to absorb his mother's meeting. 

	"You're kicking me out?" he said, dumbfounded. 

	"I didn't say that," said Rebecca. 

	"You can't kick Jake out!" snapped Kate. "That's bullshit!" 

	"Language, and that's not what I said," repeated Rebecca. 

	"And I thought I was heartless," said Jaimie. "Poor Jakey-kun. Better scrape together some cash or you'll be sleeping with the bums on the benches in that park that always has plastic baggies in the grass." 

	"Don't call them bums," said Rebecca. "They're unhoused people and they don't deserve mockery. And again, that's not what I said." 

	"Fucking hell," muttered Jake. "Why did I come home in the first place if I was just going to have to move out within a month?" 

	"If you're moving out, I'm moving out, too!" said Kate. 

	"Quiet!" Rebecca's voice was loud, finally verging into true anger. 

	Everyone went silent, including her. She adjusted her robe and took a breath, calming down. 

	"Nobody is being kicked out. That's not what I was implying, though I think given how… unconventional of a problem we're facing that it does make sense to keep all the options on the table." 

	"What do you mean, Mom?" asked Kate, voice almost mockingly sweet. 

	"You know what I mean. All of you know exactly what I'm talking about. What's been going on behind my back… under this roof." 

	Rebecca put such incrimination in her words that Jake felt them land like physical blows. He stared down at the table for a moment but felt an odd shift in the tension. If they were going to have this conversation, they needed to have all of it. 

	"You should tell them," he said, looking at his mother. "Mom." 

	"I'm going to tell them after," she said, quickly. "That's a conversation that needs to be had between a mother and her daughters." 

	"As though we even need to have it now," muttered Jaimie. 

	"We all need to have it!" snapped Rebecca. "Just… in a more civilized way. I think we all didn't realize how much of an adjustment having you back would be, Jake. Myself included." 

	She stood up, and so did Jake. She looked like she was pleading with him, with all of them, but the mood was still decidedly interesting. It was like a part of her wanted him to press against the boundary, or maybe he just imagined she did. 

	"Mom, I love being back home." He held her gaze, felt the sudden pull, like they were closer than they were. "I love being here with all of you. You're my people. I think we're better together. Is there really a problem?" 

	"Not a problem. That's a bad word for it." Rebecca pursed her lips. "A development. Something we have to address before it gets out of hand." 

	"All of us," said Kate. "If we really are a family, then you can't just kick Jake out without consensus!" 

	"I am not kicking Jake out!" said Rebecca, more exasperated than angry. "That's not what I meant." 

	He walked toward her, each step seeming to bring him back to their little brush and grind at the counter. "I know what you meant, Mom." 

	"Then you also know what else I meant. We have to act like a family, too. In all things. Respect the rules of it." 

	He wanted to push it further, but a part of him knew she was right. He looked at Jaimie and Kate, but they avoided him in that guilty eyed way. 

	"Hey." His mother came up next to him and touched his shoulders. "I love you." 

	"I love you too." 

	He pulled her into a hug, and it was the wrong kind of hug for the moment. The bad kind of hug. Rebecca let out a tiny, audible gasp. He couldn't just let go, but hanging on felt no different than humping her at the counter. 

	"I should… go get dressed." She pulled back slowly, hands tracing down his chest, one perfect breast peaking free of her robe. "I want you to come to my office for a session today, Jake." 

	Jaimie let out a knowing laugh. 

	"Jaimie!" snapped Rebecca. "Everyone, go get dressed! We're leaving in fifteen minutes." 

	"We don't normally leave until eight," said Kate. 

	"We're leaving early today, then!" 

	Rebecca stomped upstairs, followed by Jaimie. Kate pushed her chair out but instead waited, smiling at him. 

	"Would you really follow me if I moved out?" asked Jake. 

	She bounced over to him in multiple senses, and then straddled his lap. "Does this answer your question?” 

	Jake stared her in the eyes for a frozen second and then kissed her. Taking hold of her hips, he rocked her back and forth, leaning around to drag his lips along her neck. 

	"Too bad you're leaving for school in fifteen minutes," he whispered. 

	"I'll sneak into your room tonight," she said. 

	He winced, knowing if she did it would only strengthen their mother's point. At the same time, he couldn't make himself stop her. Or even want to. 

	"Answer my question," he said. "Seriously." 

	"…Yeah. I would." She was still moving her hips, and stopped to flex her toned buttocks. "I'm not going to let Mom force you out. She's overreacting." 

	"She's not forcing me to move out," he said. 

	"Of course not." Kate rolled her eyes. "Mom would never make you move out. She never makes anyone do anything, but those things usually still get done." 

	"Oh. Fuck." He let out a sigh. "Well then." 

	"But you're missing my point now." She touched his cheek, biting her lower lip in a cute, overtly horny way. "We can fight back. Won't even be hard. Just have to… show her she can't control us." 

	She kissed him, a bit shy about it, and then deeper. Jake pulled her into him as one kiss became two, shifting, longer kisses, lifting. He stood up, tugging at her baggy shirt, officially out of his mind. 

	"Kate!" snapped Rebecca, from the top of the stairs. "Upstairs, now. Jake. We need to talk." 

	Kate seemed to buckle, despite her earlier words, standing and fixing her shirt and running upstairs with bright cheeks. Rebecca came down slowly, seeming to hold him in place with her eyes. 

	"Mom, look…" He shook his head. "I am trying." 

	She walked over to where he sat and came around behind him, setting her hands on his shoulders. "Try harder. And remember to come to my office later today. I'll set the appointment for one as long as I have that slot free." 

	“I’ll be there,” he muttered. 

	"I'm really worried," she said. "Somebody we both love is going to get hurt here. Badly." 

	"I don't want that," he said. 

	"It could be you." She let her hand rub his chest. "You aren't invincible just because you're well loved, Jake." 

	




Chapter 3 

	He went back to bed for a while, only coming out again once his family had all left and he felt like he could think. He knew his mom had a point. The one constant in his relationships with Jaimie and Kate was the heaviness of the emotions being flung around. How intense it all felt even when it was enthralling. 

	He needed to clear his head, and he had an idea about how to do it. After getting dressed, he went into the garage, intent on taking his motorcycle out for a spin. 

	He needed this, the speed, the fresh air, the reminder of how traversable the world was. But as he turned the ignition, that same world butted up against him. His gas tank was low, so low that he'd need to top it up with money that he didn't have. 

	The shift from enthusiasm to frustration and disappointment was enough to give him whiplash. He simply couldn't afford to fill up the tank right now, not with his current financial situation, which was straight up embarrassing. 

	He thought about his mother's concerns, everything that went into them, even past the taboo. He was going nowhere fast in life. Maybe he belonged on the bench in the sketchy park with the rest of the bums? 

	21 years old, and what did he have to show for it? A stalled bike, a stalled life, a string of failed relationships followed by unworkable and illicit new ones. 

	He thought about all the times his mom had helped him out, when she'd covered for him, or when his sisters had supported him. When was he going to start pulling his weight? When was he going to become the person they deserved? 

	Not every question had an immediate right answer, but he could at least start browsing for one. He walked into town instead of riding, trying to make the extra time and distance into part of whatever life lesson he was walking into. 

	Brown's Hardware Store had been a fixture of Pinecross's tiny downtown when Jake had been growing up. He'd never paid it much mind, but the HELP WANTED sign out front was enough to make him put it on his radar. 

	He made to enter, and had to all but force his feet to carry him over the threshold. Working at a hardware store within walking distance of his childhood home felt decidedly unambitious, almost to the point of claustrophobia. 

	But a job was a job. With a job, he could get an apartment, likely one with roommates, and get back to something resembling good standing in a financial sense. It would also distance him from Kate and Jaimie, which he knew his mother would count as a favorable outcome. It was hard for him to see it that way. 

	"Can I help you?" 

	The grey-haired man at the counter gave a broad, genuine smile, the type of smile that said "yes, it would be okay to work here, even if you do have family boundary issues." Jake nodded slowly and hooked a thumb toward the window. 

	"I saw the sign out front," he said. "Help wanted?" 

	"Oh yeah. Nope, we just forgot to take it down after the new hire." 

	"Oh. So you're not hiring?" 

	The man shook his head. "Was that all you needed?" 

	"Yeah, I… guess it was." 

	Jake left the store, feeling odd. He hadn't really wanted the job, but being denied it like the water of a mirage in the desert made his situation feel slightly more urgent. 

	Did he need a job, after all? Not some hardware store gig, but something where he could make real money and decide for himself whether he liked the direction his life was going in. 

	Jake spent the next few hours wandering from store to store, objective in mind, eyes on the prize. At first, he assumed this would be a piece of cake. Sure, there might be fewer positions available than there were people looking for them, but what were the chances he'd go all day without so much as a nibble at one of the many doors he tried? 

	But his luck started to look more and more like the gas gauge on his motorcycle: dipping down into oblivion. He tried to keep the spark of hope burning, as much out of determination as for lack of much else to do. 

	Next was a furniture store just on the edge of Pinecross. He figured there might be delivery or construction type jobs available, but the woman behind the counter shook her head almost lazily at him. 

	"Nope," she said. "Nothing in any departments. Just got new people, actually." 

	The closest he came to getting anything was at the sandwich shop, where he'd gotten a smile and a wink from a flamboyantly dressed man on break standing just inside the front door in response to his question about employment, which seemed like a sign to move on. 

	At that point, Jake had to assume he was either cursed or the universe was sending him coded messages that he just wasn't clever enough to decode. He aimed himself homeward and started walking again, feeling like a failure. 

	




Chapter 4 

	Jaimie was playing video games in the living room when Jake arrived back. She glanced at him, kept playing for a few seconds, and then paused the game. 

	"Where did you go?" she asked. 

	"For a walk," he said. "How was your talk with Mom?" 

	"Extremely weird. She told us you tried to make a move on her." 

	Jake felt an odd smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. He hadn't just tried. He'd had sex with her. Twice. But did Jaimie need to know that? 

	"I think she wanted to sugarcoat it for Kate's benefit," said Jaimie. "But she figured it out. Just like I did." 

	"And?" 

	"That's between her and you. She seemed angrier at Mom than anything, though. Which is fair, given that she is a total hypocrite." 

	"I'm not sure I'd go that far." He let out a sigh, only slowly realizing the obvious. "Mom's not home right now?" 

	"She's at work, and Kate's at school," said Jaimie. "She didn't want me hanging around the house so she dropped me off at the cafe. I told her to fuck off. I'm a grown woman with a key. She can't stop me from deciding where I want to be." 

	"You don't have to be so combative about all this with her." 

	"You'd rather I be combative with you then, Jakey-kun?" Jaimie stood up and took a few steps toward him. "It sounds like you're siding with her." 

	"Not everything is a fucking fight, Jaimie," he said, getting annoyed. "She has valid concerns about what we've been doing." 

	"Funny how you come to that conclusion immediately after the suspicious hour you spent in Mom's room yesterday." 

	"Oh? What?" He got in her face, feeling heated. "You think I'm just incapable of coming to my own conclusions, or something? You think Mom brain washed me?" 

	"I don’t think her brain was the part of her body she used…" Jaimie leaned in, the words almost whisper quiet, but loud in their insinuation. 

	"If anything, you have it backwards!" he snapped. She tried to push him for some reason and he grabbed her wrist. "I could easily convince Mom to let me live wherever I wanted, including here." 

	"If you're such a big man, then do it, Jakey-kun." She stepped right into his face, taunting him with a smirk. "Prove it, if you think you can." 

	The tension between them crackled like a live wire, and he could feel his pulse racing in his neck. Her eyes glinted with defiance, and he couldn't help but respond. He pulled her closer, his face inches from hers, and his voice dropped to a low growl. 

	"You want to play it that way, Jaimie? You want to test me?" He could feel her warm breath on his skin, and his entire body seemed to vibrate with anticipation. 

	"Do it," she hissed. "I fucking dare you." 

	Jaimie's lips parted, and for a moment, they just stared at each other, the air thick with possibility. Jake grabbed her other wrist, pulled both her arms up in the air for a moment feeling rather gorilla-like, and then dropped them and grabbed her by the hips instead. 

	Jake's lips pressed onto Jaimie's, the kiss fierce and demanding. For a moment, they stood there, mouths locked, arms tangled, and bodies straining against each other. The silence of the house was heated and dangerous, with no distractions to save them. 

	Jaimie nipped at his bottom lip, and he retaliated by biting hers. They stumbled backward, furniture scraping against the floor as they bumped into it. Jake's hands slid down to her hips, gripping them tightly as they devoured each other's mouths. 

	"You think you can handle me?" she hissed, her words muffled by their kiss. 

	"I do," he growled back, his fingers digging into her skin. "I already have." 

	They spun around, Jaimie's foot knocking over a side table as they careened into it. The sound of shattering ceramic was lost in the intensity of their kiss. Jake's hands roamed under her shirt, feeling the soft, smooth skin of her back. Jaimie's fingers tangled in his hair, pulling hard enough to sting. 

	"You're such a selfish prick," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. "And a momma's boy, to top it off." 

	"You're manipulative and toxic," he shot back, his teeth grazing her neck. "But what really gets me is that even with that, you want it so bad. So bad." 

	Their insults were lost in the din of their panting and the creaking of the furniture as they wrestled. Jake's heart raced, his body thrumming with adrenaline. He spun Jaimie around, pinning her against the wall as he explored her mouth with his tongue. 

	"You think you're going to give it to me then, Jakey-kun?" she hissed, dragging fingernails across his chest hard enough to hurt through his shirt. 

	Their bodies pressed together, sweat-dampened and straining, as they continued to kiss and wrestle. The room around them was a blur, with reality narrowing to the intense, hostile passion between them. It was too much. 

	Jake lifted her into the air, plopped her down on the couch, and yanked her workout leggings down roughly. She wasn't wearing panties underneath. Jaimie glared at him even as she shifted upward on the couch, positioning herself to be used and fucked and taken. 

	He got his cock out, groping one of her tits as he kicked his jeans away. Jaimie scratched at his chest again as he pressed the tip against her soft folds, finding the angle for the first thrust. She was so wet that there was almost no resistance, despite her tightness. 

	"Fuck!" hissed Jaimie. "Oh god!" 

	She wrapped her legs around him as he leaned down on her, pulling him as deep as he could go. Her eyes flashed with a mix of anger and desire, and Jake's pulse raced in response. He thrust into her, the friction sending shivers down his spine. Jaimie's fingers dug into his arms, her nails scraping against his skin as she urged him on. 

	For a moment, Jake lost himself in the intensity of their coupling. His hesitation was forgotten, buried beneath the primal need to claim Jaimie as his own. He saw his own excitement reflected in her face, but something else that made him pause. Uncertainty of a variety that brought reality crashing down on them. 

	He really needed to put a condom on, and he wasn't sure he had one. His cock ached with need as he tried to keep from losing himself to thrusting, to the rhythm already throbbing through him. He couldn't risk blowing inside her. 

	"Condom." He pulled his cock out, but kept rubbing it against her crotch and clit. 

	"The fuck are you asking me for?" snapped Jaimie. "Go find one. Or just, you know. Pull out." 

	She bucked her hips in a needy way. Jake thrust back into her without really thinking, stealing another few quick, dangerous pumps with a lustful groan. 

	Jaimie's chest heaved, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. He could feel her body trembling beneath him, her muscles tensed and begging for more. 

	Jake tried to slow his thrusting, thinking in the background. Kate had some condoms in her room, but she usually hid them and he wasn't sure where to look. He didn't have any upstairs, but realized he'd tossed a strip of them into his motorcycle bag. 

	Jaimie wrapped her legs and arms around him just as he was resolving to go grab them. He still would, he told himself. Just… after. He just needed a few more pumps. Her pussy was so tight and perfect, but he'd never let her have the satisfaction of knowing it. 

	He kissed her and felt her nip at his lip. He pinned her wrists and pumped into her harder, listening to her senseless moans come with more frantic urgency. 

	"Jaimie!" he breathed. "Oh… fuck." 

	"Yeah, just like that, Jakey-kun," she whispered. "Pin me down and fuck me!" 

	"You like that, don't you?" He thrust into her on autopilot, lost in the moment. "You love it!" 

	"Oh fuck!" 

	Jake's hips pistoned into Jaimie, her body arching off the couch as she cried out in release. Her muscles clenched around him, milking his cock as she came. 

	His own orgasm threatened to boil over, but he somehow remembered to pull out just in time. He spilled his seed onto Jaimie's stomach, panting her flawless pale flesh with sticky white strings. 

	His chest heaved, his pulse still racing from their intense coupling. He gazed down at Jaimie, her eyes glassy and unfocused, her face flushed with pleasure. It was only then that reality began to creep back in, and Jake's euphoria started to fade. 

	"Jesus Christ, you didn't have to… come all over me," muttered Jaimie. She wiped at it with a finger, wrinkled her nose, and then unexpectedly, licked her finger. 

	"I told you we should have used a condom." He let out a sigh, winded and confused, and stood up, intent on getting her a towel. 

	A sound came from outside that managed to be both familiar and terrifying. Their mother's car, pulling into the driveway. Jake hit the floor like a commando, trying to avoid line of sight with the window. 

	"The fuck?" muttered Jaimie, still sex-dazed. 

	"Mom's home!" he hissed. 

	"Fuck!" 

	




Chapter 5 

	Despite Jaimie's bravado in the face of their mother's authority, she was up the stairs far faster than he was. She made a beeline for the bathroom, slamming the door and turning on the shower, which was probably for the best given how sticky Jake had left most of her stomach and chest. 

	He slipped into his own room, closing his door just as he heard his mother opening the downstairs one. He had just enough time to put on his clothes and construct a pretense of browsing YouTube on his computer before a knock came at his door. 

	"Jake?" she said. "Can I come in?" 

	"Yeah, of course, Mom." 

	Rebecca entered his room, eyes darting around with obvious suspicion. "You're not busy, are you?" 

	He shook his head, still feeling a bit sex-sweaty in that way that left him wondering what he smelled like. "Not really. Just hanging out." 

	"I'm surprised Jaimie came home so quickly. I dropped her off at a cafe and she said she was planning on getting coffee with a friend." 

	"She just got back," he said, with a shrug. 

	"I'll talk to her after." She closed the door behind her and came closer to where he sat at his desk. "I do have an open slot this afternoon at one. Can you make it to my office today?" 

	"Yeah," he said. "I think it should be fine." 

	"I mean to ask if you need a ride. Or gas money." 

	He winced, feeling the shame from his broke boy financial state dumping onto the rest of the pile. "Gas money… would be helpful. Sorry, Mom." 

	"You don't have to apologize." Rebecca took a twenty out of her purse and set it down on his desk. "It's just how life is, Jake. Small pieces adding up to a greater whole, you know? You don't have to fix everything at once." 

	"Yeah, I know." 

	He heard her leave about half an hour later. Jaimie's music played from her room, loud as usual, but it didn't annoy him anymore. He thought about knocking on her door, not to argue or banter or flirt, but just for the company. 

	1 PM loomed on the horizon before he'd summoned the willpower to rise from his desk. He rode his bike to the gas station on fumes and filled up before heading to his mom's office in the town's professional sector. It was a beautiful day, and the money his mom had given him for fuel seemed like it energized his soul as much as his vehicle. 

	He took the stairs up to the third floor and entered the office waiting area. It wasn't empty, which surprised him. A regal looking woman with grey hair but relatively smooth features wore a navy-blue dress with a flower-printed shawl-style sweater. She was attractive, but in a mature, elegant way. It was hard to place her age - she could have been forty-five and gone grey early, or sixty with good genetics. 

	"Oh," he said. "Sorry. I didn't expect anyone else to be here. Are you a patient, or did my Mom finally hire a receptionist?" 

	The woman laughed, the sound musical, almost bell-like. "Neither. I'm Dr. Bailey Chenoweth. I'm a friend of your mother's. I met her when she was still working on her degree. You must be Jake." 

	"Yeah. Nice to meet you?" 

	He smiled but felt like frowning as he noticed the way she was looking at him, a touch of scrutiny that might have been personal or professional. The door leading to the actual therapy session room opened, and his mother came out with her brow furrowed. 

	"Oh. You're here early." Rebecca smiled at him. "Bailey and I just finished lunch. Come in, Jake. I'll talk to you later today, Bailey?" 

	"Of course." The grey-haired woman gave a dazzling smile and started toward the door. "Nice meeting you, Jake." 

	He followed his mother into the therapy room, while Bailey Chenowith departed out the office's main door. 

	"Have a seat on the couch, Jake," she said. 

	He did so, stretching his legs out on the expensive chaise in anticipation of a deep dive into his psyche. 

	"I hadn't met your friend Bailey before," he said. 

	His mother was scribbling something down in a notebook, eyes serious behind her glasses. She was wearing her work clothes, a nice black blouse with a professional grey dress, though with a pair of slippers instead of heels or shoes. Her office, her rules, he supposed. 

	"She was my mentor," said Rebecca. "She taught a couple of classes that I took while I was back in school. Most of the other students were a bit younger than me, and she and I hit it off surprisingly well." 

	He thought better of asking whether the timing of Bailey's visit was a coincidence. The ball was in his mother's court, and he decided to simply wait for her to take her shot. 

	"Just think of this as a sequel to your last session with me." She smiled at him, fingers steepled on the desk in front of her. "We talked a fair bit about your relationship with Kate and Jaimie, if you recall." 

	"I do," he said, frowning a bit. "I remember feeling a little attacked by some of your insinuations at the time." 

	"I had suspicions at the time," said Rebecca, with a sigh. "I wish I'd acted sooner." 

	He listened to the air conditioner tick as it started up, the noise seeming to vibrate with added sensitivity. "I was already sleeping with them." 

	"Both of them?" 

	"Yeah." He nodded slowly. 

	She held his gaze, fingers reaching across the desk to fondle the pen she had out with her notebook. "How did it start?" 

	He shrugged, thinking about how to phrase it in a way that didn't sound like bragging. "With Kate. We got close again almost immediately after I came home, especially with me picking her up from school." 

	"Did you seduce her?" Rebecca swallowed, picking up the pen but not writing anything. 

	"It went both ways," he said. "It started with how I looked at her. How I treated her. But she was the one who came to my room in the middle of the night." 

	"She's your sister," said Rebecca, sounding more like a protective mother than a nonjudgmental therapist. "Just because she came to your room at night doesn't give you license to do what you please with her." 

	"No, but her climbing into my bed and taking her clothes off, on the other hand." He felt a powerful rise in his own excitement as he stared back at his mother. "She wanted it just as badly as I did. So I gave it to her." 

	Rebecca stood up and slowly came around to the other side of her desk, sitting against it, fingers curled around the wood like she was clutching on for balance. "Did… you use protection?" 

	"Not that time." 

	"It was more than once, then?" Her eyes took on a dreamy quality, like she was picturing it, or perhaps trying to picture something else to distract herself from doing just that. "How many times, Jake?" 

	"I stopped keeping count." 

	He turned his hands palm up, guilty, but probably not as guilty as he should have been. 

	"What about Jaimie?" asked Rebecca. 

	"Jaimie found out about me and Kate," he said. "She blackmailed me for a while, but we turned it around on her." 

	"The shoplifting." 

	He nodded, suddenly feeling like he'd divulged too much. "It's in the past. We're on good terms right now. The best we've ever been." 

	"The two of you are also sexually active," said Rebecca, not quite a question, but not quite a statement. "With each other." 

	"Yeah. We are." He stood up from the couch. 

	She took a step closer to him, blinking a bit fast. "How often?" 

	"Mom…" He shook his head, feeling his face heat up for some reason. 

	"Jake," she said, quietly. "Come on. I need to know. How often and… when was the last time?" 

	"Every day, basically." He stared at her, feeling an urge to get even closer, see what would happen. "The last time was…" 

	"Right before I came home this morning," she guessed. 

	He shrugged, again feeling a strange juxtaposition of guilt and pride. "We're both young. You know how it is." 

	"I… think there are more factors at play here." She cleared her throat, blushing but still seeming serious. "We can work through this. In time, this entire period could just seem like a harmless mistake." 

	"Are we going to talk about you and me too, Mom?" he asked. "About what happened at the party? And then at home yesterday?" 

	"A mistake, as I said," she repeated. "One we can work through. You knew what costume I had on, Jake. You knew it was me, and you…" 

	"I stopped you from letting some horny asshole take your key, Mom." He got closer to her and the air felt alive with heat. "The second I realized that you were going to go along with it, to let someone take you up to one of the rooms, Mom…" 

	"Jake…" 

	"I just couldn't take it." He leaned in, mouth near enough to breathe on her neck. "I had to do it, Mom. I got horny and jealous and just so turned on." 

	"Sweetie." She let out an odd, nervous laugh and pressed a hand to his chest. "That's… what we're here to work through. But the way you handled it…" 

	"The way I handled you, you mean?" He touched her hips, pulling her closer. "The way I made you come?" 

	"There… are better ways for you to channel these feelings," she said, breathing faster. "For both of us to channel them. Oh god!" 

	He pulled her closer and kissed her, and fireworks seemed to go off overhead. She was against him in that unbridled, unleashed way, lifting one thigh to rub against him. Their mouths mashed together, tongues dancing, but then she pressed a hand firmly on his chest, demanding space. 

	"This is wrong," she said. "We need to get all of this out of our system. I thought we could simply talk through it, but…" 

	"We're talking right now, aren't we?" He reached around, playing with her butt as he started to lift her skirt. 

	"Jake!" she snapped. "I am your mother. I make the rules and set the boundaries! Oh…" 

	She shuddered as he leaned again and kissed her neck, tensing as though his lips had paralyzed her. He let his fingers curl around to rub against her panties. 

	"Let's get it all out of our system, Mom," he whispered. "Really… clear our heads. Then you get as mad as you want to get. I love you." 

	"Oh, sweetie! I, I…" 

	There was a knock at the door. Jake separated from Rebecca on reflex, though his bulge was so obvious that it barely made a difference. 

	"It's just me," came Bailey's voice. "I forgot my tupperware. Sorry to interrupt your session, Rebecca." 

	She didn't sound the least bit sorry. Jake stared daggers of hatred and disappointment at the door as his mother hurried over and opened it, seizing the distraction like a drowning woman clinging to a floatie. 

	"That's quite alright," she said. "My son and I were just finishing up. Right, Jake?" 

	"If you say so, Mom." 

	




Chapter 6 

	Rebecca was quick to usher Jake out the door after Bailey's interruption. He made a meager attempt at rekindling the mood, but even he wasn't sure what he was doing. 

	"I love you Jake," said his mother. "But you need to go home and I need to think." 

	"I love you too, Mom." He hesitated, coming back to his senses. "Sorry." 

	"You didn't do anything wrong. You're just… young. Confused. Boys your age live in confusing times." 

	He rode his bike home. Jaimie was out, and he had the house to himself. His thoughts turned back to the greater problems on the horizon, his future in both the romantic and economic senses. 

	Maybe it really did make sense for him to think about moving out. He couldn't control himself around the women in his family. Hell, his mother had been trying to talk him through his urges, and he'd become so turned on they'd almost added a new sin to the pile. 

	He wasn't naive. He knew things would end like a car crash if he just continued fooling around with all of them without thinking. The emotions were simply too heavy, the secrets too sharp and twisted. 

	Admitting that some space might do him good was only a start, or maybe even a step back from that. He would need a job and a small miracle to find a new living situation with any sort of expediency. 

	He found himself wishing that he'd made different choices. Though he couldn't lie to himself or moralize away what he really wanted. In his heart, he wished that he'd stopped right after banging Jaimie and been far more careful. He could have had his cake and eaten it too if he'd simply pulled short of picking the ripe and forbidden fruit that was his beloved mother. 

	He took a nap and awoke to his phone vibrating and the general sense of midday confusion that comes with sleeping outside of one's circadian rhythm. A text from Kate. 

	Pick me up from school today? 

	Doesn't Mom usually pick you up? 

	She thinks I'm taking the bus but I'm staying later for soccer practice 

	Since when do you play soccer? 

	I used to play in middle school and the practice squad needs a sub tonight 

	He agreed to pick her up, checked his watch, played video games for a while, and then left with a bit of time to spare. The sky had grown cloudy, and the air was charged with stormy potential. 

	He brought his bike to a stop next to the school's soccer fields, which were just down the road from the main building. Kate was playing defense, clad in an apparently borrowed jersey and tight leggings. 

	One of the strikers was bringing the ball up the left side of the field. She managed to get by Kate, but Kate immediately shifted her momentum and broke out into a sprint after her, managing to overtake her and steal the ball back. 

	She was so graceful that Jake was momentarily in awe, watching her pass the ball up the field, red hair bouncing in a messy ponytail as she fell back into position. Jake went to stand over by some of the parents and friends of the players as one of the strikers on Kate's team managed to score a last second goal. 

	The players all celebrated, or almost all of them. Kate made beeline for Jake, and he tensed as he realized she wasn't planning on slowing down. She hopped up and wrapped her legs around him, and though he caught her, it was at an angle that sent them both falling to grass, limbs entangled. 

	"Ouch," he said. "Nice to see you too." 

	She kissed him on the lips. Jake took her by the shoulders, pushing her back a little. 

	"It's fine," she said. "They still think you're my boyfriend." 

	"Even so, don't you have a coach to be listening to right now?" 

	The girls' soccer coach was surprisingly young, maybe 25, and true enough, he was looking Kate's way disapprovingly. 

	"He's a weirdo," she muttered. "He wants me to join the team when I explicitly said that I was only filling in today on the condition that nobody tried to get me to do that." 

	"You're good enough to be on the team, from my limited observation," said Jake. 

	Kate shrugged, brushing a bit of a grass stain off one knee as she stood up. "I just have other stuff going on right now." 

	"Kate," called the coach. "A word?" 

	"I'll be right back," she said. "I'm going to take a shower in the locker room after since I left my stuff there anyway. I'll text you where to grab me in like, five minutes." 

	He suspected it would be closer to fifteen, but agreed, smiling and happy to see her happy. Sure enough, fourteen minutes and a handful of seconds later, he got a text from his sister. 

	I'm in the locker room, come find me :) 

	He only had a vague idea of where the locker room was, judging off where she'd entered the school, but found it easily enough. He hesitated, realizing the obvious. She was in the girl's locker room, and as a grown man, that little fact proved to be a surprisingly formidable obstacle. 

	It's empty, came her next text, immediately followed by just me :). 

	He slipped inside after glancing both ways down the hall. He didn't see Kate at first, but heard a small giggle come from behind him in the crook between the door and where the corners of the walls met. 

	"Boo," she said, slinking forward to hug him from behind. 

	She was extremely naked — he could feel her nipples through his shirt against his shoulder blades — and still wonderfully warm and humid from her shower. Jake was already getting hard as he turned around to face her, shaking his head but smiling. 

	"This is a bad idea." He ran his hand up her sides, cupping her petite and perky breasts, and then pulling her close by the hips. "We could get caught at any second." 

	"None of the other girls on the team or practice squad take showers," she said. "It's one more thing that makes me weird, I guess. Anyway, they left already." 

	"You're not weird." He touched her chin with two fingers, tilting her head so she was looking right into his eyes. "You're perfect." 

	"…Show me." 

	Jake's lips devoured Kate's, their mouths moving in sync as they lost themselves in each other and the moment. Kate's nakedness pressed against him, and he felt his arousal straining against his jeans. 

	Kate's hands slid down his chest, her fingers tracing the contours of his muscles as she worked her way to his belt buckle. Jake's heart raced as she undid the metal clasp, her eyes never leaving his. He knew he should stop her, that this was wrong, but he also knew that he wasn't going to. 

	Her fingers danced along his zipper, and Jake's breath caught as she slowly pulled it down. The sound echoed through the locker room, an instant reminder of the risk they were taking. 

	The locker room, with its rows of empty lockers and musty smell, faded into the background. Jake turned Kate around, intent on showing her the risks and rewards of her expertly attempted seduction. 

	Kate pressed back against him, her bare bottom pressing against his growing erection. She let out a moan and let her fingers slide against the metal of the locker in front of her. 

	"I want to feel you inside me," she whispered. 

	"That can be arranged." He held her firmly by the hips with one hand as he started to pull his pants down with the other. 

	Just then, the familiar whine of the locker room door swinging open reached his ears. Jake fully understood that for Kate, getting caught might mean an in-school suspension, at most. For him — straight to the sex offender registry. She might be 18 but he was still in a public place, a school, no less. 

	With speed and ninja-like footsteps he hadn't known he possessed, Jake hopped sideways, sliding into the shower, and pressed his back against it so that he was at least out of view. Kate grabbed a towel and quickly held it up to her chest. 

	"You're still here, Katherine?" A masculine voice, one Jake quickly recognized as one of the soccer coaches. "I didn't realize that." 

	"I… was just finishing up," she said, aiming for poise maybe, but landing somewhere closer to recovered surprise. 

	"You did a good job filling in today," said the soccer coach. 

	"Thank you," she said with a laugh. 

	"A really good job." The voice sounded over several footsteps, as though the coach was closing the distance to the mostly naked teenager he'd been speaking to. 

	"Uh, okay, thanks," said Kate. 

	Jake's first instinct was to charge out and defend his little sister's honor, consequences be damned. His second and more nuanced instinct was to use the resources he had at hand. 

	He took two silent steps toward one of the showers and simply turned it on. He didn't hear anything for a few seconds, but then came an awkward shuffle of feet. 

	"Just wanted to let you know that your effort was appreciated," said the coach. "If you ever want to try out for the team, come find me in my office." 

	"I don't think so, but that's really generous of you," said Kate. 

	Jake gave it another minute until he was sure the soccer coach was gone before finding Kate pulling the last of her clothing on. He came up behind her and rubbed her shoulders. 

	"Was he trying to do something weird?" he asked. 

	"If you hadn't scared him off, he probably would have," said Kate. 

	"The fuck?" he muttered. "Has that happened before?" 

	"All the time." She shrugged, slender shoulders tensing under his touch. "Not him, specifically. But lots of creeps do that sort of thing. It's been happening since I was 13 and first started wearing a bra." 

	Jake scowled, realizing he'd still been around when she was 13, if only just. "You could have told me." 

	"Tell you what?" she asked. "That the entire world seems like it's full of creeps?" 

	"Yeah." He wrapped her in a hug. "I'll punch every single one of them in the face for you." 

	"I think the way you handled it was better than punching," she whispered. 

	




Chapter 7 

	Jake brought Katie home, taking a small detour to grab some ice cream for her from the grocery store. She smiled as she shook her head and insisted that she didn't need it, but he knew better. 

	The situation with the coach was still in the forefront of his mind. The implication of Kate bringing up how many creeps there were in the world had brought him back around to examining his own actions. 

	He knew she loved him. He was aware that, in terms of their relationship, he'd tried to do the right thing. But ultimately, they were past that point now and he was still choosing to indulge. 

	What effect would sleeping with her brother have on Kate ten years or even twenty years down the road? He didn't know, couldn't predict the future… or maybe he just didn't want to, given how rough the landing back into reality might be. 

	He parked his bike in the garage and the two of them went inside. Jaimie was sprawled on the couch, playing video games with a bored expression. She paused it as they came inside, yawning as she spoke. 

	"Siblings," she said. 

	"Jaimie," he said. "Is Mom home yet?" 

	"Nope." Jaimie looked more closely at them, eyes darting to the ice cream. "You bought our little sister a treat. What happened?" 

	"Why would you immediately assume something happened?" snapped Kate. 

	"Because Jakey-kun is predictable," said Jaimie. "Usually in a good way. I'm not demanding details, Katherine. Just pointing out the obvious implication of you carrying a carton of ice cream and nothing else." 

	"You're just mad I bought it for her and not for you." He tried to move her feet as he made to sit down on the couch. "Make room." 

	"I was here first," she said. 

	Kate went to put her ice cream in the freezer, and Jake engaged in the usual flirtatious microaggression game that he played with his older sister, sitting on her feet until she moved them, kicking him gently in the process. 

	"Want to play Smash Bros?" he asked. 

	"If your ego can handle it." 

	"My ego has been handling you just fine, as of late, along with the rest of me," he said. 

	"So you say." She nudged him with her foot again, a tiny smile sneaking onto her face. "Best of three?" 

	"Sure. Pass me the controller." 

	She grabbed the one near her. Jake grabbed her wrist as she held it out and pulled a little closer. He kissed her on the lips, and the moment stretched a bit as they continued to kiss, making out for a few seconds. 

	"Do you have to do that while I'm still downstairs?" said Kate, stomping back into the living room with a full bowl of ice cream. 

	"Oh, please," said Jaimie. "Bet you a hundred bucks that the two of you just got done doing more." 

	"Not… much more," mumbled Kate. 

	"Want to play with us?" asked Jake. "We could do three players, or four if we add in a bot." 

	"Sure," said Kate. 

	He and Jaimie slid over some more, the three of them squeezing into seats on the couch. Kate wasn't all that good at Smash Bros, but in some unspoken agreement, he and Jaimie both went easier on her to keep the game from feeling too uneven. 

	He won the first round and smirked at Jaimie. She shook her head, clearly annoyed, but in a way he liked. 

	"Let's go again," she said. 

	"Kate, are you alright with giving Jaimie a rematch?" he asked, smirking. 

	Kate laughed. "Imagine how she'd pout if I said no." 

	"Jake still wants to play." Jaimie set her hand on his thigh and slowly rubbed back and forth. 

	"I could go another round," he said. 

	They played several more rounds, each of them winning at least once. It was close to a perfect moment. Jake couldn't remember if he'd ever gotten along so well with both his sisters at a time when they were both getting along with each other. He couldn't prove that it was a side effect of the increasingly blurred lines between them, but there was at least a correlation. 

	He heard their mother's car pull into the driveway sometime after sunset. They were in the middle of a heated round, with Kate already knocked out and him and Jaimie down to their last life. Rebecca cleared her throat as she came through the front door. 

	"I have dinner with me," she said. "Banh mi and spring rolls. Can you pause that for a second, Jake?" 

	"Sure, Mom." He paused the game, not high on his chances anyway with Jaimie in a much better spot health wise. "What's up?" 

	He looked over his shoulder and suspected he knew what she was going to say as he realized she wasn't alone. Dr. Chenoweth was coming inside behind her, looking poised and elegant almost to the point of seeming out of place in their middle-class suburban abode. 

	"This is my friend and mentor, Bailey Chenoweth," said Rebecca. "I think you both may have met her before, Kate and Jaimie. She was one of my professors in college and I thought it might be helpful if she did a session with us." 

	"I help families work through issues that arise sometimes with attraction and boundaries," said Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"Mother, please tell me you didn't unload all of our baggage onto this woman without checking with us first?" said Jaimie, through gritted teeth. 

	"She’s a therapist," said Rebecca. "She's bound by patient confidentiality. What's been happening between all of us and Jake since he returned home is… something we need to face. We need to work through it, and there is no one more qualified to help us do it than Bailey." 

	"You are so kind, Rebecca," said Dr. Chenoweth. "I only hope my abilities live up to your glowing appraisal." 

	The mood was decidedly awkward as they sat down around the kitchen table. Rebecca probed into each of her children's day, how it went, if anything interesting happened. Jake got a sense of just how capable Jaimie and Kate were at glossing over the truth from their answers. 

	Dr. Chenoweth listened intently and said little. It was almost as though she was already taking notes and psychoanalyzing them. Jake felt strangely embarrassed by her attention, but he supposed there was no escaping how central his actions and behavior were to the problem. 

	He was the last to finish eating. An odd silence hung in the air after he thanked his mother for taking his plate for him. Jaimie let out a sigh and drummed her fingers on the table. 

	"Can we get this over with if we have to do it?" she asked. 

	"Let's move into the living room." Rebecca seemed no more at ease than her children. "I'll take an extra chair to sit on and you can have the lounger, Bailey." 

	"That's quite alright," said Dr. Chenoweth. "I tend to stand and pace when I'm working with my patients." 

	"Alright then," said Rebecca. 

	They went out into the living room. Jake expected to be smushed together with his sisters on the couch, but his mom steered him toward the lounger. He felt a bit as though he was on trial as he shifted it around to face his family and Dr. Chenoweth, set apart from the others. 

	"I don't want you to feel as though you're being singled out or like anyone is pointing fingers at you, Jake." said Dr. Chenoweth. "Your mother has already explained to me her understanding of what's happened since you arrived back. What tonight is about is exploring the consequences of these changes, getting a sense of what might be challenging now in your interactions." 

	"Okay," said Jake. He shrugged and scratched his neck, feeling uneasy, a little awkward. "I suppose I'm open to that. I don't know if I'd describe my interactions with Kate and Jaimie as challenging right now. I feel like we get along pretty well, despite the, uh, situation." 

	There was a murmur of agreement from his sisters. 

	"Unfortunately, in these cases, I can't simply take your word for it," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Your mother wouldn't have reached out to me if she didn't have concerns. From what she’s told me, I believe her perspective is valid." 

	"She's worried about us." He turned to look and speak to his mother directly. "And I get why you are. I think it's a reasonable concern to have. But as strange as it sounds, I feel really close to all of my family." 

	"Oh, Jake," said his mother, with a fond sigh. "I feel close to you too, honey. It's just… in a way that isn't really acceptable. But it's something we can work on adjusting. It won't end well if we don't." 

	"Now, now, Rebecca," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Let's not prophesize disaster before we've inspected the lay of the land. What I'd like to start with is simply observing how you and the women in your family interact, Jake." 

	"That sounds fine…" he said, feeling skeptical. "How do you want us to do that, exactly?" 

	"We'll start with Kate. Could you stand up, young lady? You too, Jake. Come toward each other, as close as you'd stand for a normal conversation, and be in each other's presence." 

	They followed her lead. Kate was still wearing her school uniform and gave him an uncertain smile. Jake waggled one of his eyebrows playfully, drawing a stifled laugh out of her. 

	"Good," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Now I want you to step closer to each other. Closer than you'd normally stand, but not touching." 

	They both took half a step closer, near enough to feel each other's presence in that electric undercurrent way. Jake held eye contact with Kate and saw the shift in her expression, hidden arousal and intensity that had gone unsated earlier in the locker room. 

	"Perfect." Dr. Chenoweth had her phone out and was apparently taking photos of them. "Stay just like that for a few more seconds." 

	"Interesting," said their mother. "I can see how photos would be helpful in establishing a baseline to work from. I suppose that's helpful in family therapy situations." 

	"More than I think you know," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Go ahead and hug your sister, Jake. Just a normal hug." 

	He wrapped Kate into an embrace, squeezing her for a delicious second. Ostensibly, it was a normal hug, but he swore he felt her pressing into him a bit too freely and wondered if his own fingers were also digging in more aggressively, claiming her with his touch. 

	They pulled apart and glanced toward Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"Good," she said. "How did that feel?" 

	"Fine," said Jake, with a shrug. 

	"It felt nice," said Kate. "I like it when Jake hugs me." 

	"I like hugging you," he said. 

	Dr. Chenoweth laughed. "Very nice. Jaimie? Could you go through this same interaction with Jake?" 

	Jaimie let out a dramatic sigh and took Kate's place. If anything, the tension between Jake and his older sister was even sharper, primed for something to happen. She stared him down with a challenging expression, like she knew he wanted to fuck her, was daring him to just hurry up and do it already. 

	"This time, I want the two of you to share a hug and a kiss," said Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"A hug and a kiss?" asked Rebecca. 

	"Yes. The only way for Jake to understand where the line is involves bumping up against it. Trust me, Rebecca." 

	"Of course!" said their mother, quickly. "I wasn't second guessing you, Bailey. I was just curious about your methods. I should stop being a backseat therapist." 

	"It's fine," said Dr. Chenoweth. "I understand completely. These are your children, after all." 

	Jake looked at Jaimie, who seemed frustrated almost to her bursting point by the situation. He set a hand on her hip as he leaned in to kiss her. The second their lips touched, reality seemed to fade into the background. From the eager way Jaimie kissed him back, it almost seemed like having the others watching was turning her on. 

	"Good," said Dr. Chenoweth, as they finally parted. 

	Jaimie looked at him with half-lidded eyes, breathing faster than she had been. "Jakey-kun is still such a clumsy kisser. Eager, but clumsy." 

	"As though you're any better," he said. 

	"I am and you fucking know it." 

	He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her close again, compelled by the taunting smirk on her face. They kissed again and, surprisingly, Dr. Chenoweth made no objection. He glanced at the therapist when they finally parted and saw her busily snapping more photos. 

	"Excellent," she said. "Let's keep going." 

	 

	




Chapter 8 

	Dr. Chenoweth had Jaimie sit down before turning to Rebecca and signaling her to take her daughter's place. "One last time, except with a focus on the dynamic between a loving mother and her devoted son." 

	Rebecca looked uncertain. "I know your methods are rather hands on and unconventional, Bailey, but…" 

	Dr. Chenoweth raised an eyebrow. "But what?" 

	"This feels a little… dangerous." 

	She looked toward Jake and they made eye contact as she said the last word. It seemed to underline the tension in the air, punctuating his arousal with the promise of more to come. 

	"You've told me a fair amount about what's been happening with your family, Rebecca," said the therapist. "Your situation is dangerous. Sometimes, escaping a situation like that requires you to face a little more before arriving back to safety." 

	"That makes sense," said Rebecca, with a nod. "I'm sorry. I’m doing it again. I really shouldn't be questioning your methods." 

	"Are you both ready?" 

	Rebecca stood up and came over to where Jake was standing. He was still buzzing from kissing Jaimie, with the outline of his partially hard cock showing clearly through his pants. 

	"Step closer," said Dr. Chenoweth. 

	They both did a bit of shuffling. Rebecca's cheeks turned red and she gave him a loving, but nervous smile. 

	"Jake," she whispered. 

	"Mom." 

	"Whenever you're ready," said the therapist. 

	It felt strange, hearing her prompt them like that. Jake was all but certain that she meant for them to repeat the same steps he'd started with Kate and continued with Jaimie. A hug, a kiss, a bit of exposure to the stimuli which they'd all been struggling with. 

	For her to leave it to them, however, offering no specific direction, seemed to shift the responsibility. Jake could sense a similar uncertainty within his mother and knew that she was probably more overwhelmed than he was, in that context, at that moment. 

	He stepped forward and swept her into a tight hug, not unlike the hug he'd given her when he'd first arrived back home after sequestering himself away for college. He felt her relax into him before embracing him back just as tight. 

	They were in this together, figuring it out together, feeling the heat and presence of each other together. Jake felt a deep stirring within him that could only be experienced rather than opted into. 

	"I love you, Mom," he whispered. 

	"Oh!" Rebecca's voice sounded scattered, but just as infused with love. 

	"Go ahead," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Kiss her, just as before." 

	He pulled back just far enough to cup her face with his hand. She looked at him like a deer in the headlights, not uncertain, not afraid. Caught. He kissed her and felt her immediately kiss him back, her lips and body so eager for that heavy, humid closeness. 

	His mother suddenly set a hand to his chest. He stopped immediately, staying close to her, but meeting her gaze without judgment. 

	"What's wrong?" he whispered. 

	She seemed to try to think, like it was a question that needed an actual answer, but ultimately just shook her head. She pressed forward again, kissing him this time while trying to simultaneously hold him tight in that embrace, a lover's kiss but a mother's hug. 

	It went on for an objectively obscene amount of time. Jake's hair was messy from her fingers tousling through it repeatedly when they finally pulled back. Kate and Jaimie both looked stunned and slightly aroused, respectively. Dr. Chenoweth, however, was frowning. 

	"I don't think this is working," she said. 

	"You don't?" Rebecca's face was flushed, and she still had one hand caressing Jake's chest. 

	She pulled back abruptly, seeming to realize how much lingering intimacy was still contained within the situation. 

	"How do you feel, Jake?" asked Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"Uh…" He made a face and turned a hand palm up, knowing he shouldn't say incredibly turned on or ready to fuck her senseless. "I feel engaged. In tune with the… therapy." 

	"Do you feel guilty or ashamed?" asked the therapist. "Where is the rest of the world to you right this very moment?" 

	"Where is… the world? I guess outside the house?" 

	Dr. Chenoweth shook her head again. "It's not quite right. This could still work for your girls, Rebecca, but not you. I'd like to have a private session with Jake tomorrow, if it could be arranged." 

	"Of course!" said Rebecca. "I didn't realize you'd decided to make this your focus." 

	"I hadn't planned on it, but now that I see the circumstances I understand why you were so concerned," said the therapist. "Tomorrow at 1? It would be most convenient if I could use your office." 

	"Let's say 1:30 then to avoid a potential overlap," said Rebecca. 

	Dr. Chenoweth left shortly after, and it was like a spell being broken. Jake was surprisingly tired and, after saying a fairly normal good night to all of his family members, went straight to bed. 

	His thoughts circled back to the exposure therapy and, rather than all of the kissing and embracing, focused on the therapist herself. Jake had gotten a few glimpses of her expression during the session. She'd looked fascinated, so drawn in by the scene she'd orchestrated that it almost seemed like she was frozen in place watching it. 

	He'd moved on to thinking about their private session the next day and what it might entail as he drifted off to sleep. Midway through the night, he woke up. A careful second or two of listening revealed why. Someone had very stealthily opened his door. 

	"Jake?" whispered Kate. "Are you still up?" 

	"I am now." He shifted sideways in bed, sporting a massive erection from whatever he'd been dreaming about. "What's up?" 

	"You know what's up." She was silhouetted in the doorway by the hallway's light for an instant before she quietly closed it behind her. "Mom is trying to break us up." 

	He chuckled as she padded toward his bed, silent like a ninja. "I'm not sure I'd go that far. She's just scared about everything that's going on. I'm surprised you're not." 

	"Why would I be?" She slid into his bed, tangling the covers in an attempt to get beside him. 

	He didn't answer out loud but thought of more than enough reasons in his head. He still remembered the heartache of his last breakup, how it had been paired with a blow to his ego that left him wondering who he was and if he was even good enough. 

	Combine that with the obvious risk of being exposed, publicly outed doing something illicit in an age where there was no real escaping one’s past mistakes permanently. And then multiply all of that by three to account for each sister and his mom. 

	"I think we have to see this through," he whispered. 

	"The therapy or us?" 

	"Both, Katie," he said. "Things might change when the therapy is over." 

	"That's exactly what I'm saying!" she hissed. "Mom wants us to go back to being brother and sister. We barely ever spent any time together back when that's all we were. I don't want that! It's bullshit." 

	"I don't know," he said. "There was something about how that woman was looking at us. I'm not sure that’s actually her goal. It might be, but it might be something else. Understanding our emotions and working through trauma, that sort of thing." 

	"Lies," hissed Katie. "She's just trying to force us to be normal." 

	"I guess we'll see." 

	She slid closer, wrapping herself around one of his arms. "Can I sleep in your bed tonight?" 

	"Mom will actually kill us if she finds out." 

	"She won't," whispered Kate. "Please?" 

	He let out a sigh, knowing that he couldn't say no if he tried. "You still have to pay the bed tax." 

	"What's the bed tax?" 

	He turned to face her and ran a hand down the side of her body. She was wearing a nightgown and probably nothing underneath it. Kate's fingers played his erection through his boxers, prodding the tip, the tiny wet spot that formed immediately from just the faint stimulation. 

	"The bed tax…" He slid his hand under her nightgown, confirming her lack of underwear. "…Is down here?" 

	"Oh…" Kate reached out, touching his face to find it before kissing him. "What if I can't pay?" 

	"You have to pay the tax, stupid." He playfully patted her on the head. "That's how taxes work." 

	"You going to come collect it if I don't?" she teased. "Maybe I want you to make me pay." 

	She playfully bit his shoulder. Jake kissed her, and felt himself drawn back into the exposure therapy, making out with his family watching for the sake of treatment. He let his tongue flirt with Kate's, heat rising in erotic waves. 

	He rolled onto her, slid her nightgown up, and let his cock prod between her thighs. Kate let out a tiny moan, hands running over his chest. With one smooth thrust, Jake sank his full length into her tight pussy, the pleasure hitting him like a warm bath. 

	"Oh fuck!" moaned Kate. "Jake!" 

	"Shhh…" He kissed her to emphasize his point as he started fucking her. 

	Kate let out a cute squeal and wrapped her arms and legs around him, locking herself in like a petite teenage puzzle piece. 

	The bed creaked and groaned under their weight as they lost themselves in the moment. Jake tried to stay quiet as he pumped into her, but it was an impossible challenge with Kate's breath against his ear, each sexy noise and reaction. 

	Jake's thrusts grew more urgent as Kate's moans intensified, her legs tightening around his waist. He buried his face in her neck, kissing and nipping at her skin as he pumped into her. 

	Her fingers dug into his back, her nails scraping against his skin as she arched her body to meet his. The bed started tapping against the wall his room shared with Jaimie's, but he couldn't make himself slow down. His heart raced, senses overwhelmed by the feel of Kate's warm skin, her soft gasps, and the tightness of her pussy around his cock. 

	"The bed tax!" moaned Kate. "I'm paying! Fuck! I'll pay you!" 

	"That's it." He kissed her neck and squeezed one of her tits. "Every single cent." 

	The room around them dissolved as he pushed into her over and over, leaving only the two of them, lost in their frenetic passion. His sheets were a tangled mess, and the bedcover had come loose at the corner. Kate's legs tightened around Jake's waist, her heels digging into his back as she gave herself to him completely. 

	He got serious about fucking her, breathing quickening as Kate's moans intensified. He placed a trail of kisses down her neck, the friction between their bodies sending shivers down his spine. 

	"Uh-huh!" she moaned. "Oh! Yes, Jake! Yes!" 

	The sheets were a mess, twisted and knotted around their bodies as they writhed and contorted, lost in the heat of the moment. Jake's cock throbbed inside Kate, the pleasure building to a crescendo as she tightened around him, her body trembling on the edge of release. 

	Her eyes fluttered closed, her head thrown back as she let out a cry of pure pleasure. Jake's own release followed, his cock pulsing with intensity as he came inside her, the warmth spreading through his body like a wave. 

	For a moment, they lay there, wrapped in each other's arms, the only sound their ragged breathing. The room was quiet, the only movement the gentle rise and fall of their chests as they slowly came back to reality. 

	As they untangled themselves from the sheets, Kate's eyes snapped open, a mischievous glint in their depths. 

	"Was that enough?" she whispered, her voice husky with desire. 

	Jake chuckled, his chest still heaving with exertion. "Just about." 

	He gave her one last peck on the lips, both of them still catching their breath. 

	




Chapter 9 

	Jake was dimly aware of Kate's smell as he came awake the next morning. Somebody was outside his room, and it took him longer than it should have to realize why that was an issue. 

	The door flew open. Jake reflexively grabbed at the sheets to cover Kate, only realizing that she was no longer in his bed after the fact. Rebecca marched into his room, eyes scanning everything with suspicious scrutiny. 

	"Good morning, Jake," she said. 

	"Morning, Mom. Care to explain why you just barged into my room?" 

	She turned to look at him, frowning at the tangle of sheets he'd pulled over himself. Stepping forward, Rebecca seized the sheets from the bottom hem and, without warning, yanked hard, stripping them free. 

	"Hey!" He was just in his boxers underneath, with a decent case of morning wood, but he felt less exposed and more annoyed. "That's not cool!" 

	He stood up, yanking on his sheets as his mother furrowed her brow, apparently having expected the grand reveal of a hidden body. She didn't let go and the two of them collided as he tried to reset his bed. 

	"I thought…" Rebecca blinked, suddenly right in front of him, bodies almost touching. "I swore I heard suspicious noises last night." 

	"I wouldn't know anything about that," he said. 

	"Of course you wouldn't." She narrowed her eyes again, and something about her expression overwhelmed his caution with cuteness. 

	"Come here," he said, smiling and pulling her into a hug. 

	"Jake…" She reciprocated, but her tone had that edge of warning to it. "You're not off the hook just yet." 

	"I know," he said. "I love you anyway, though." 

	"Oh, sweetie. I love you, too." 

	She had on her nightgown still, and there was so little between their bodies that the hug should have felt lewd, too hot in all the wrong and bad ways. And it absolutely did, but there was an undercurrent of sweetness to it, like the little bit of sugar around the edge of a fancy mixed drink. 

	"You should come wake me up every morning." 

	His cock was getting hard against her, and there was no fucking way she couldn't feel it. He might as well have pressed the barrel of an actual gun into her stomach. 

	"If I did that, I think you would end up in real trouble, mister." Rebecca cleared her throat, but did this odd, flexing movement with her hips. "Either from what I'd stumble into or… something else." 

	"I'll take that risk if you will." 

	He kissed her, and both their mouths were still stale from sleep. 

	"Jake…" She rubbed his chest, saying his name in a tone that invited as much as chastised. 

	"Good morning, Mom." 

	He kissed her again, grinding into her more openly. The bed was right there. He pulled her in that direction, the two of them still rubbing bodies, swaying like slow-dancing drunks. He had her… or did he? 

	"You need to get dressed," said Rebecca. 

	With admirable willpower, she stepped away from him, letting out a huge breath. His erection looked comically obvious now that it wasn't pressed against her. She hovered for a second at the door before disappearing into the hallway. 

	Jake tried to diminish his disappointment by reminding himself that he'd only been trying to distract his mother from her suspicions, rather than seduce her. Limited success was found in that act of reframing. 

	He got dressed and went downstairs. Both of his sisters came down shortly after, and both were dressed for success. Kate bounded over to him in her school uniform, risking a peck on the cheek. Jaimie, shockingly, had on professional attire - a navy blue button up shirt that covered her tattoos tucked neatly into a dark grey skirt. 

	"What do you have going on today?" asked Jake. "What in god's name could have compelled my older sister to dress for success?" 

	"Shut up," said Jaimie. "None of your business." 

	"Can it be some of my business?" asked Rebecca, from the stove. 

	"I suppose there's no getting around it, since I was hoping you'd give me a ride," said Jaimie, with an exaggerated sigh. "I scored an interview for a really nice entry level position at the college. Comes with 6 free credits per year that I could use to take the classes I need to… you know. Finish up my fucking degree." 

	A few seconds passed, with Jake's stunned reaction apparently shared by the others. 

	"That's wonderful!" said Rebecca. "But you know we could have paid for you to go back, if you'd wanted to." 

	"I didn't say I wanted to!" snapped Jaimie. "It's just like… if they're going to give me the credits anyway, I might as well. But I don't even know if I'll get the job." 

	"I'd hire you," said Jake. 

	"Obviously you would," said Jaimie, rolling her eyes but smiling. 

	"You'll do great, Jaimie," said Rebecca. "Just remember to stay polite." 

	"That's kind of rude, don't you think?" said Jaimie. "As though I'm not always polite?" 

	She glanced around, looking for backup, maybe. Jake strategically avoided her gaze, finding Kate's instead, who seemed of the same mind. They both struggled not to laugh. 

	"Be sure to eat plenty." Rebecca turned off the burners and brought over three pre-assembled breakfast sandwiches. "There's nothing quite as dangerous in a job interview as being hangry." 

	"Mother, I am not a five-year-old!" snapped Jaimie. 

	"Somebody needs a nap," said Kate, still trying not to laugh. 

	"I would think you would be the one tired at the breakfast table after last night Katherine," said Jaimie, with emphasis. 

	Kate froze. Rebecca swung her gaze around to her youngest daughter. 

	"What happened last night?" she asked. "Jaimie, did you hear something?" 

	"Don't we have to leave soon, Mom?" said Kate, quickly. "I don't want to be late for school." 

	Rebecca frowned, but glanced at the clock. "We'll continue this conversation in the car. Jake, remember that you have another appointment at my office at 1:30." 

	"I'll be there." 

	He spent most of his morning watching YouTube and generally being lazy. Jaimie's sudden desire to get a job and maybe even a degree nagged at him. He needed to start steering his life in the same direction but felt an odd resistance to the idea. 

	It was almost as though reality, consequences, and responsibility were all tied together in a single knot. Allowing himself to take responsibility for his own circumstances, as in getting an adult job and maybe even his own apartment, seemed like it might inherently come with a higher standard in his personal life. 

	A standard that didn't include illicit sexual encounters with his sisters. He frowned and tried to find another video that looked interesting enough to distract himself with. Was it worth staying stuck at home, jobless and lacking ambition, just to prolong the inevitable? 

	He wasn't sure. 

	




Chapter 10 

	Jake was in a weird mood when he left his house for his appointment at his mother's office. He felt, perhaps for the first time, really, like he might need some therapy after all. 

	There was still friction there, however. Humans, in their vast complexity, were fully capable of realizing they might need help but still not want to receive it when offered. 

	He made his way up to his mother's office after parking his bike, the overcast sky seeming to reflect his own mixed mood. 

	Jake entered the waiting room, surprised to find his mother Rebecca already there, flipping through a magazine. He had assumed she would be participating in or at least observing his therapy session with Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"Oh, hey Mom," he said, trying to sound casual despite the awkwardness between them lately. "Are you heading in, too?" 

	Rebecca looked up, setting the magazine aside. She smiled, but it didn't quite reach her eyes. "No, Dr. Chenoweth thought it would be best for you to have some one-on-one time. To really focus on you and what you're going through." 

	Jake nodded slowly, unsure if he was relieved or disappointed. Part of him had hoped his mother's presence would make the whole thing feel less intense, less like a one-sided interrogation of his most private thoughts and desires. But another part of him knew that he needed to confront those things head-on, without any buffers or distractions. 

	"Okay, cool," he said, shoving his hands in his pockets. "I guess that makes sense." 

	Rebecca stood up, smoothing her skirt. "I'll be here when you're done, if you want to talk about it. Or not. It's up to you." She reached out as if to touch his arm, then seemed to think better of it, letting her hand drop back to her side. 

	Sadness stabbed into Jake like a stake from the distance between them, the careful way they had to navigate each other's space and emotions now. He missed the easy affection they used to share, the sense that no matter what, they would always be there for each other. 

	But he knew that things had changed, that they had crossed lines that couldn't be uncrossed. And now they had to figure out how to move forward, how to rebuild their relationship on a new foundation of honesty and respect. 

	"Thanks, Mom," he said softly, meeting her gaze. "I appreciate it." 

	Rebecca nodded, her eyes shining with a mix of love and concern. "I'll see you in a bit, then. Good luck in there." 

	She gave him one last encouraging smile before gesturing for him to walk through the next door, leaving Jake alone with the looming prospect of baring his soul to a virtual stranger. 

	"Jake." Dr. Chenoweth greeted him with a kind smile, holding one arm out to the therapy couch. "Come on in and get comfortable." 

	She was an attractive woman despite being a fair bit older than him, with healthy grey hair and the elegant features of a woman who'd both taken care of herself over the years and aged well. Her clothing style was similar to his mother's, professional but not quite bookish, an airy white blouse over tan slacks and comfortable shoes. 

	"Alright," he said, getting a bit of deja vu as he stretched out. 

	"Have you had many sessions with your mother or other therapists before?" asked Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"A few with her, but that's it." 

	"Were they all related to… recent developments?" asked Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"Basically, yeah," he said. 

	"Have you had any other mental health issues or concerns in the past few years?" 

	"Not really," he said. "Nothing that rises to the level of seeking help, at least." 

	"Good," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Now Jake. When was the first time that you felt sexually aroused in the presence of your sisters or mother?" 

	He fidgeted slightly, feeling far less comfortable than he had when it'd been his mother psychoanalyzing him. "I don't really know. It's hard to pinpoint an exact moment for something like that, you know?" 

	Dr. Chenoweth came around to the other side of his mother's desk, sitting back against it and crossing her legs. "Before or after you returned home from college?" 

	"After," he said. "I guess sometime around when I got back. It wasn't all at once, obviously. Just little moments when I'd see them in their pajamas or skimpy clothing." 

	He shook his head, face flushing out of sync with the question, as though finding his sisters attractive was a matter of far graver concern. 

	"It was a physical attraction to begin with, then?" asked Dr. Chenoweth. 

	Jake nodded slowly. "Not just physical, but yeah. Coming back home, it was almost like I'd forgotten how beautiful they both were." 

	"You say beautiful, which is a curious word choice," said Dr. Chenoweth. "It can so easily be detached from desire. A brother calling his sister beautiful is really no different than him calling her intelligent, or ambitious." 

	"That doesn't make it untrue." 

	"No, but it puts space between you and the reality of how you feel. What you've done." 

	He felt her judgment in the last sentence like a bee sting on the back of his neck. Absently, Jake pictured Dr. Chenoweth and Father Patrick staring each other down and tried to decide whose righteous ire would prevail. 

	"I don't have a guilty conscience, if that's what you're implying." Even as he spoke the words, they sounded hollow to his own ear. 

	"Guilt isn't necessary for you to alter your behavior, Jake," said the therapist. "In some ways, it's even a bit counterproductive. Guilt is a powerful sexual emotion in its own right. It may sound counterintuitive, but the guiltier you feel about having sex with people you shouldn't, the harder it often is… to resist." 

	She let one of her legs rub against the other in an odd, decidedly un-therapist like way. 

	"I see some truth in that," he said. "But if I don't feel any guilt, what's to stop me?" 

	"That's why you're here," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Jake. I want to continue with my exposure therapy. It may push the limits of what you're comfortable with today. You can stop at any time just by letting me know that you don't feel alright with what we're doing." 

	"Should I be worried?" he joked, with a smile. 

	"Not at all." Dr. Chenoweth bit her lower lip. "My male clients especially tend to find this sort of work effective and… stimulating." 

	Her voice was thick with an older woman's weathered confidence, authoritative and knowing. She reached into a tote bag next to his mother's desk and pulled out a towel. Jake nodded slowly, remembering his mother's description of how she sometimes approached her own therapy. 

	"Put this over your lap…" Dr. Chenoweth touched his shoulder as she spread the towel out on his legs, smoothing it with her fingers in a way that briefly brushed his crotch and cock. "I'll walk you through some stimulation exercises in a safe environment to help you explore your own thinking and desires." 

	"Alright then." 

	He unzipped his pants and slid them down along with his boxers under the towel, feeling his arousal already stirring to the point of creating an obvious tent under the fluffy cotton fabric. Dr. Chenoweth stared at his crotch for a couple of seconds as though it contained important information for his therapy. 

	"Now I'm going to ask you a series of questions," said Dr. Chenoweth. "I want you to simply nod or shake your head. Focus on the sensation, not on trying to think deeper or answer me back. I want you to touch yourself as we do this, Jake. Can you do that for me?" 

	He nodded his head enthusiastically, oddly intrigued by the dynamic. 

	"Can you think of someone who you found arousing who wasn't your sister or your mother?" she asked, in a clinical voice. 

	He nodded, feeling personally attacked by the question. 

	"Can you think of a time recently when that happened?" 

	He flashed back to Inari in the hot tub, naked and begging to be fucked, and nodded again. 

	"Good, Jake," she said. "Would you like to touch yourself right now thinking about that memory?" 

	He let his hand wrap around his cock and started to pump up and down, the motion comical under the towel. 

	"Is this a memory of someone who reminds you of your mom or sister?" asked Dr. Chenoweth. "This isn't a test. There's no wrong answer." 

	He nodded his head slowly, though he wasn't entirely sure that it was all that true. Inari did remind him a bit of his mother, but more by association than true similarity. 

	"Thank you for your honesty, Jake." She set a hand on his shoulder and rubbed slowly. "Now, I'd like for you to come back to the here and now. No, don't stop what you're doing down there. Just be present." 

	He kept masturbating even as an acute awareness of the situation crept back in. The room was silent. Dr. Chenoweth was touching his shoulder, taking slow breaths, eyes locked onto the towel hiding the action. 

	"Good," she said. "Now we'll take a quick pause. Just for a moment. Leave the towel. Let's see here…" 

	She looked right at him as she reached her hand slowly down to cup his erection. It was the barest amount of contact through the towel, and it was bliss. Jake groaned and felt his balls tingling as the therapist prodded his member like a cucumber she was considering buying at the grocery store. 

	"It might not feel like it, Jake, but this is progress." She pulled away for a moment to slide a footstool next to the therapist's couch, taking a seat. "For this next part, the towel needs to come off for a while. Are you comfortable with that?" 

	"More than I think you know," he said. 

	"Shhh." She held a finger up to his lips, not quite touching them. "Just nod, remember. I'm going to pull the towel back, but don't start touching yourself again yet." 

	He nodded as she pulled back the towel. Scribbling in her notebook, Dr. Chenoweth got in close to his erect member. He couldn't imagine what she was writing down that might be relevant, but of course, he wasn't a sex therapist. 

	"Powerful response," she said, sounding genuinely impressed. She touched a finger to the bead of pre-cum that glistened on the tip. Jake groaned and leaned his head back. 

	"If you're comfortable with it, Jake…" She took a bottle of moisturizer out of the tote. "I would like to help you reach a healthy orgasm to use as a reference for your desires. Would you be comfortable with that?" 

	She was already putting a glob of moisturizer into her hand as he nodded and he wondered if anyone ever said no to that particular question. Dr. Chenoweth's expression changed as she wrapped her hand around his cock and started to pump, excited, almost devious. 

	"Does this feel good, Jake?" she whispered. "Do you like it when I stroke you at this speed?" 

	He nodded, holding her gaze, insanely aroused. 

	"You're quite healthy and well-endowed down there," she said. "You had no trouble at all getting hard. It doesn't surprise me that you ran into some issues with your female family members at your age, living under the same roof." 

	She pumped faster, staring at what she was doing in fascination. 

	"To waste such… vitality," she whispered. "Almost seems like a tragedy. I can see why the women who love you, who trust you, could get a little confused about where the line was. Do you know where the line is, Jake?" 

	She looked at him, eyes half-lidded. He didn't nod or shake his head. 

	"When you're close…" She smirked and breathed on his cock, lips mere millimeters away. "Just let me know and I'll grab the towel. Do you understand?" 

	He didn't nod this time either, instead reaching out to cup her face. She blinked fast, as though coming out of a trance. 

	"The touching goes one way, Jake." She gave him an interesting smile. "This is… still therapy." 

	He stroked her cheek with his thumb, willing her head down toward his cock. She let out an odd laugh and kissed the tip. He tried to press further forward, but she steadfastly refused to open her mouth… at first. 

	All at once, she was suddenly sucking him off and letting out little moans like a possessed woman. Jake didn't have to urge her on with his hand anymore. He flexed his hips up, almost feeling as though she was sucking so hard as to pull him into the new posture. 

	Dr. Chenoweth bobbed her head faster and faster, not seeming to care about the moisturizer, or the treatment, or anything other than getting a load of cum deposited in her sweet little mouth. The age lines of her face stood out more vividly from her efforts, but she was still beautiful. 

	Jake lost his mind. He grabbed her head with both hands and pumped into her mouth, face fucking her as she continued to make sloppy noises and horny squeals. He blew his load as much into her throat as her mouth, the therapist's eyes going wide in the manner of instant regret. 

	"Oh, fuck," he groaned. "Damn. That was… incredible." 

	"Yes…" Dr. Chenoweth swallowed and cleared her throat, cum dripping down her chin. "I suppose it was… quite something. Um. Was this helpful for you, Jake?" 

	"Extremely." 

	




Chapter 11 

	Rebecca was sitting in the waiting room of her own practice as they came out, practically beaming with hope. "How was it?" 

	"It was… good," said Jake," chuckling. "Really good." 

	Dr. Chenoweth set a hand on his shoulder. "He's certainly making progress. I feel as though we've exposed some of the risk factors feeding into his current behavior." 

	"I'm so glad." 

	She smiled, but there was a small hint of doubt in her expression. Her office, with her son. Jake wondered if a part of her felt as though she should be the one helping him wade through the quagmire of actions and emotions. 

	"I'd like to be in touch about what the next step should be," said Dr. Chenoweth. "As I said, he's made progress, but only the first steps of what may prove to be a much longer journey." 

	"Of course," said Rebecca. "I'm sure Jake would be more than happy to keep working with you." 

	"Absolutely," he said, smiling. "More than happy." 

	There was a moment of interesting, but incredibly suspicious tension as Jake met the older therapist's gaze. 

	"I should head out," he said. "See you tonight, Mom?" 

	"Of course. I'll actually be cooking dinner tonight instead of picking up takeout." 

	He gave her a hug as he left, feeling a bit odd. The treatment and subsequent blowjob, as mind blowing as it had been, left him feeling oddly confused. It was as though he'd committed a murder and been caught by the police, only to be released with a pat on the head. 

	A part of him, strange as it was, had been hoping that the therapy would work. That it would accomplish the lofty goal of "fixing" him, or at least recalibrating his impulse control to better contain his urges. 

	Another part of him had wanted to shirk off some of the responsibility, and the guilt along with it. Bringing in a professional in almost any context was generally the right thing to do. Dr. Chenoweth, with her serious bearing and prestigious intellect, had been more than just a therapist, but a corkboard for both him and his mother to pin their hopes on. 

	He noted, as he climbed onto his bike and started it up, that Dr. Chenoweth had likely gotten as much of a sick thrill out of the direction the session had gone in as he had. Maybe there was a certain amount of therapeutic benefit in the method she'd begun with, but he somehow doubted it extended to sucking him off. 

	His phone vibrated right as he was readying himself to head out. Jaimie, sending him a text. He realized, as he checked it, that he'd missed two calls from her while he'd had his phone on silent during the session. The text she'd just sent simply said "hurry the fuck up" along with a nearby address, which was her not so subtle way of asking him for a ride. 

	Jake found his sister sitting alone inside one of the little sun-shaded bus stop booths, staring at her phone with a dour aura. He rolled his bike to a stop in the bus lane, and she immediately came over. 

	He hesitated as she grabbed the second helmet and started to get on the back. Her makeup was smudged around the eyes. Jake killed the engine and took his own helmet off. 

	"Hey," he said. "You alright?" 

	"I'm fine, Jakey-kun," she snapped. "Hurry up and bring me home." 

	"You want to talk about it?" he asked. 

	She looked as though she was about to bite his head off but let out a breath and some of the angry tension along with it. "What's there to talk about? I fucked my life up and now can't even convince a C-tier college to give me a shitty entry level job." 

	"Damn," he muttered. "That really sucks." 

	"Yeah." She blinked a couple of times and shook her head, composure wavering. "It really fucking does." 

	He got off his bike and wrapped her in the tightest hug he knew how to give. 

	"It fucking sucks and it makes me start doubting myself and thinking stupid things," she said. "What if I'm just a fuckup? What' s the point of even trying?" 

	"You're not a fuckup," he said. "I don't have all the answers, but do you know what I do have?" 

	She let out a huff and narrowed her eyes. "It’d better not be something stupid." 

	"Does just enough money to buy ice cream sound like something stupid to you?" 

	She rolled her eyes, but had the beginning of a smile underneath. "Get coffee with cookies and cream if they have it." 

	He managed to find it on the way home. Jaimie still seemed down, but in a more manageable way as he brought her back to the house. His mother wouldn't be home with Kate for a while longer, and given Jaimie's mood, Jake had some time to kill on his own. 

	He went downstairs, feeling the need to blow off some steam after all the emotions. The house was quiet, with his mother and Kate still out. He made his way to the basement, his thoughts too excitable to just sit around and do nothing. 

	Stripping off his shirt, Jake stepped onto the treadmill and started it up. As his feet pounded against the rubber, he let his mind wander. The therapy session with Dr. Chenoweth had been intense, to say the least. He still wasn't sure what to make of it, but a part of him felt a glimmer of hope that maybe, just maybe, he could find a way to sort through his twisted situation. 

	He increased the speed on the treadmill, pushing himself close to the limit. Sweat began to drip down his face and chest as he ran. He focused on the burn in his legs, the pounding of his heart, trying to clear his mind of all the conflicting emotions swirling inside him. 

	He ran until he was completely spent before slowing the treadmill to a stop and grabbing his water bottle. Taking a long swig, he caught his reflection in the mirror that lined one wall of the gym. His skin glistened with sweat, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. 

	He went upstairs with the full intention of taking a shower. Jaimie was headed the other way down the hall, wearing a bathrobe. The door to the bathroom was closed, a bit of steam wafting out under the door, but it presented an opportunity, rather than an inconvenience. 

	"Were you about to get in?" he asked, hooking his thumb sideways. 

	"Obviously. You aren't going to fight me for the shower again, Jakey-kun. I've already run a bath." 

	"No." He held her gaze, feeling the moment turning interesting. "That's not what I had in mind." 

	"Perv." She shook her head, smiling, and took a step closer. 

	"I didn't even say anything." He reached out and slowly undid the belt of her bathrobe. 

	"It was how you said it, not, what you said." She jabbed a finger against his sweaty chest. 

	"Oh yeah?" He pulled her robe open, revealing her awesome nakedness underneath, big, plump breasts and curvaceous hips. "How did I say it?" 

	"Like the horny little brother you are." She sniffed and wrinkled her nose, but her eyes betrayed her interest in his scent. "And you're all sweaty. Gross. You do need a shower." 

	"Yeah, and you reek of cheap perfume, so I get why you'd want a bath." He inhaled with his mouth close to her neck. 

	"Did I ask you to… fucking smell me?" She took a fistful of his shirt. 

	He smelled her again and felt her shudder. He kissed her neck, and then her lips, and then they were bumbling through the hallway, kicking his door open, falling onto his bed. 

	Jake took his clothes off in record time. His cock still had the remnants of Dr. Chenoweth's moisturizer on it, but Jaimie was as wet as the cheap perfume implied. He tried to push her back onto his bed, but she pushed back against his chest, bending over and pushing her butt out instead. 

	He entered her pussy with a single, perfectly aimed thrust. They both gasped, momentarily stunned by the pleasure, and then Jake was pumping away with that afternoon delight energy and eagerness. 

	"You horny little perv!" she hissed. "Bet you… just couldn't help yourself." 

	Jake slapped her ass and sped his pace up. "You wore that perfume just for me, didn't you?" 

	"You… fucking wish," she moaned. "Jakey-kun. Smelling me. You little… oh fuck!" 

	"You smell so good, Jaimie.* He cupped her tits as he leaned over her and smelled her hair. "From now on, you only wear this perfume for me.* 

	She let out a laugh that turned into a moan. "You… wish. You're so full of yourself, with your big ego and your… oh! Big cock." 

	"You're addicted to my big cock," he growled. He thrust into her like a mad man, knowing it went both ways. 

	"Fuck me, Jake!" she cried. "If you think you're so big… then fuck me! Make me come!" 

	"Jaimie!" 

	"Ah!" 

	They fell forward onto the bed, still rocking into one another as they shared a perfect, mutual orgasm. Jake had been expecting to last longer after having come so recently at his mother's office, but something about Jaimie always set him off. Bitchiness could be an aphrodisiac under the right circumstances. 

	"That was just what I needed." Jaimie cuddled against him and kissed his cheek. "Thanks." 

	"Any time." He let his hand caress her cheek. "You'll find a job, you know. And Mom was serious. If you want to go back to college…" 

	"I don't even really know what I want," she muttered, with a sigh. "I have another appointment with mom's therapist friend in a bit." 

	"Ah. Just got done with mine." 

	"How was it?" She gave him a devious smile and rubbed his chest. "Doesn't seem like it stopped you from making dangerous decisions." 

	"It was interesting, and no, obviously not," he said. "I think your session might end up being a little more… straightforward than mine." 

	




Chapter 12 

	Jake felt like matching his older sister's sudden ambition toward finding a job and resetting her life. He went out again after getting dressed, still a bit musky from the workout and all the sex. 

	His objective was to find somewhere else that was hiring that might also seem like a place he could stand to work out. Unsurprisingly, his search eventually brought him to none other than Ryan's Retro Repair. 

	Lorenzo was working again, tinkering with what appeared to be an old radio as he watched anime on the shop's TV. He slid aside his project when he saw Jake enter. 

	"My good friend Jake," he said. "Here to shop, or just here?" 

	"Just here," he said. "How's life, Lorenzo?" 

	"Comfortable on the good days, boring as fuck on the bad ones. Say, you ever settle things with that cheating ex of yours?" 

	Jake frowned as he tried to remember the context of the story he'd told Lorenzo about the cameras. "More or less. That's not what I'm here about, though. I'm actually looking for a job." 

	"A job… here?" said Lorenzo. 

	"Yeah, maybe." 

	"At Ryan's Retro Repair?" 

	"That is where the word here would imply, yes." 

	"Making a buck fifty over minimum wage and being expected to have encyclopedic knowledge of every electric piece of bullshit the citizenry drags into the shop to drop into our laps?" 

	"Are you guys hiring or not?" asked Jake. "I only ever see you here, so I figured there was at least a chance." 

	"I mean… yeah." Lorenzo shrugged. "If I put in a good word for you, the boss will hire you almost guaranteed. Just making sure you know what you're in for." 

	"Sick," he said. "Don't worry. I've been humbled in a lot of ways by my time back in Pinecross already. I just need to be making at least some money for the time being." 

	"Well… some money is a good way of phrasing it." 

	Lorenzo called his boss on the spot. Jake pretended to be browsing through some of the vintage video games, but was actually listening to every word on Lorenzo's end, though it was mostly single syllable utterances. 

	"Alright," said Lorenzo. "Will do." 

	He hung up his cell phone and smiled, saying nothing. 

	"Well?" said Jake. 

	"Ryan is the crafty sort, I'll give him that. Here's the deal, Jake. The core of this job, beyond just manning the counter and chatting nice with customers, is fixing electronics." 

	He reached into a box behind the counter and pulled out a small, rather simple looking bluetooth speaker. Jake furrowed his brow, looking back and forth from Lorenzo to the rectangular device. 

	"What's this?" he finally asked. 

	"Your job interview," said Lorenzo. "We get a ton of people bringing these kinds of speakers into us. Bluetooth speakers that won't work because they dropped them in the tub, or their kid spilled their juice on them. They are fixable in most cals, believe it or not. If you can fix this one, Ryan says you get the job." 

	"Okay." Jake winced. "Do I need to start immediately, or?" 

	"Nah, you can take it home with you," said Lorenzo. "Tinker with it over the weekend and if you can fix it by Monday, Ryan will hire you on the spot." 

	"Was this part of your hiring process?" 

	"Not even close, but you got to admit, there's something to be said for it," said Lorenzo. "Maybe it'll make you rethink applying in the first place. Or maybe it'll be right up your alley." 

	Jake took the speaker home and immediately began inspecting it. Jaimie had left for her appointment with Dr. Chenoweth, and Rebecca and Kate hadn't arrived back yet, which left him with no distractions. 

	YouTube had plenty of videos to work from. Jake followed the beginning instructions, testing to see if it would charge, removing the rubber feet on the bottom to access the screws underneath. 

	His confidence hit its first roadblock as he got the speaker open and attempted to understand what was going on inside. It was too complicated and far too different from the YouTube guides for him to make any sense of. He had a full-on hopeless headache by the time he heard the front door open and finally decided to take a break. 

	"Greetings, family," he said, meeting them in the living room. 

	Kate was first through the door, frowning and looking flustered. "I don't feel well…" 

	"She's on her period," said Jaimie, coming in behind her. 

	"Shut up!" snapped Kate. "But kind of, yeah." 

	Jake gave her a hug and some space. Jaimie was still in a generally dour mood that required a similar touch. Which left him walking into a situation he didn't know how to handle an hour later when his mother called him for dinner. 

	"Looks like it's just us tonight, Mom," he said. 

	"I suppose so." The silence in the house's lower level was almost deafening. "I made eggplant lasagna." 

	"Interesting." 

	"Interesting good or…?" 

	"I just haven't had it before," he said. "But I'm not picky about trying something new." 

	Rebecca had changed into leggings and a faded band t-shirt that Jake wanted to assume had been borrowed from Jaimie, or maybe even his father. But no, more than likely it was hers, and he was just distancing himself from the part of his mother who'd been young once, gone to concerts with friends, maybe even smoked weed. 

	His mother touched his shoulder as she set his plate down, a small, motherly gesture that might as well have been a whispered invitation for closet sex given how it landed on him. He stared at the perfect outline of her pleasingly pear shaped buttocks as she walked over to her own chair. 

	"So," she said, making intense eye contact. "How was your day?" 

	"It was alright." He cut a piece of the lasagna with his fork. "I got a lead on a potential job. One that seems like it might be solid this time." 

	"Oh. That's… good." Rebecca picked up her glass. "If it's what you want to do right now, then I'm happy for you." 

	"Something to keep me busy, at least," he said. 

	"Idle hands are the devil's plaything. Where's it at?" 

	"A tech repair store my friend works at on main street. Nothing crazy, close to minimum wage, but money is money." 

	"It's a proactive choice given your current situation." His mother took a slow sip of water. "I didn't get much of a chance to touch base with you after your therapy session today." 

	He shrugged. "You saw me on my way out." 

	"Yes, but I just mean…" Her eyes flicked up to meet his again, and he sensed her dilemma. 

	Her professional doctrine would keep her from asking him to disclose details of his therapy, even as her mothering instincts demanded she delve into everything. He watched her for a few seconds, feeling as though they were in a more intimate setting than the familiar dining room table. 

	"She was very… hands on," said Jake. 

	"What does that mean, exactly?" 

	"Come on, Mom," he said, playfully. "You know I can't disclose another therapist's secrets." 

	"She's one of my closest friends." Rebecca stood up, coming over to his side of the table. "And you're my beloved son. In this instance, I see no reason why the rules couldn't be jostled around a little bit." 

	He stood up too, not knowing why until he felt how it shifted the intensity of her presence. "I thought we were sitting down to eat dinner, not stealing trade secrets and jostling rules." 

	"We are!" said Rebecca, quickly and firmly. "I was just curious." 

	"You're allowed to be curious." He stepped even closer, and she didn't move away. "It's not like I don't kind of want to tell you." 

	"You can tell me anything," she whispered. 

	"Anything?" 

	She gave the smallest of nods. Jake reached forward, fingers grazing the side of her hip, unsure of whether he was about to divulge a secret or lean her back on the dining room table. 

	Jaimie suddenly entered the room. Rebecca banged back against her table in her haste to put herself in a more appropriate position. 

	"Just grabbing a plate of food," said Jaimie. "You don't have to act like I just pulled a gun on you both." 

	"You just surprised me, that's all," said Rebecca. "I should go check on my… stuff." 

	She hurried off, leaving her plate mostly untouched. Jaimie gave Jake a strange look before getting her own lasagna. 

	




Chapter 13 

	His struggle with the bluetooth speaker took up the rest of his night and the better part of his morning. He came downstairs for breakfast, but only to quickly eat and verify that the women in his family were all still either feeling under the weather or in strange moods. 

	He fell into a cycle of watching YouTube videos, tinkering with the speaker, and occasionally taking a trip to the electronics store on the far side of town to acquire new parts. Ryan's Retro Repair likely had what he needed and was obviously closer, but going there would have felt far too much like admitting defeat. 

	His mother called him while he was on his way back from another electronics part acquisition outing. He stopped next to his motorcycle, pulling off the helmet he'd just put on to answer. 

	"What's up, Mom?" 

	"Hey Jake," she said. "I'm here with Bailey. She wants to touch base with you." 

	"Again? I was just in for treatment yesterday." 

	He was surprised, more than annoyed. If anything, the prospect stirred his excitement, given how the previous session had progressed. 

	"She says it will be quick," said Rebecca. 

	He made the detour to his mother's office and headed upstairs. Dr. Chenoweth seemed increasingly comfortable in his mother's chair, and she gestured to the therapy couch as he came in. 

	"Close the door and have a seat, Jake," she said. 

	He closed the door, smiling at his mother who seemed increasingly frustrated at being the odd woman out. On a hunch, he stayed standing instead of dropping onto the couch, feeling a different and interesting dynamic from the previous day. 

	"My mother said this wouldn't take long," he said. 

	"I can make it quick, if you're in a rush." She eyed him with a challenging expression. "I wanted to talk to you about where I think your therapy needs to go next." 

	"By all means," he said. 

	Bailey stood up and came around, leaning against Rebecca's desk as she had during the previous session. "I think you should spend your time with your mother. This weekend. I've prepared a mini-vacation of sorts for the two of you." 

	Jake furrowed his brow. "Have you pitched this to her yet?" 

	"In part. She seems open to it. It will serve two purposes. One, it will give you both a chance to really talk and interact free from the influence of your sisters and the general family dynamic of your household. I think it's especially difficult for your mother to confront her feelings due to the responsibilities she normally has on her shoulders." 

	"That makes sense to me," he said. "What's the second reason?" 

	"I need to see the two of you interacting in private. Now, obviously, I can't go with you to do that. It wouldn't be very private if I did! I have a small remote camera which I'd like you to use to record the two of you interacting without any constraints. Preferably without your mother knowing, though you can tell her if you truly want to. It's up to you." 

	"Uh..." He was suddenly reminded of Jaimie and their game of blackmail, how far he'd gone to try to get evidence on her. Once he'd made the connection, he couldn't pull back from it. "No." 

	"No, what?" 

	"No, I'm not going to do that." He folded his arms. "I don't think you'd go this far just to help out a friend and fellow therapist with a family situation, even one as complicated as ours." 

	Dr. Chenoweth held her hands up. "…Fair enough. There is an additional reason why I'm asking. It's not sinister, I can promise you that. I want to study cals like yours. Family relationships that have shifted into… how shall I put it… consensual and mutually pleasing incest." 

	He felt his cock stirring at her words, but forced himself to think through the fever of arousal. "What if I don't want to be your research subject?" 

	"I'll pay ten thousand dollars just to make an honest attempt, Jake," said Dr. Chenoweth. "The footage will be under lock and key once I have it. No names or identifying information will ever be published, written down, or even spoken aloud." 

	Ten thousand dollars. It wasn't a huge amount, but to him right now, jobless and broke, it was certainly a life-changing amount. But still… 

	"Fifteen," he countered. "And I get to film you, too." 

	"Excuse me?" 

	"Fifteen grand for the footage and before I hand it over, the two of us will have another session like the last one," he said. "Filmed for my safekeeping. If I'm going to risk exposing myself and my mother, then I need to have true assurance that there are consequences for you breaking your word." 

	"You drive a hard bargain…" said Dr. Chenoweth. "I can do thirteen and… let you film the session you've described." 

	"Fifteen, take it or leave it." 

	"Fine. Fifteen thousand dollars, but I don't want your mother knowing if this is going to involve the two of us trading filmed sexual favors." 

	"Is that what we're talking about, Dr. Chenoweth?" 

	"Oh, Jake." The therapist smiled in a way that made his blood boil. "She's told me quite a lot about how the two of you are with each other now." 

	He didn't say anything, instead just standing there for a moment before turning to go. His mother was waiting with a bored but somehow extremely curious expression. 

	"Are you alright, Jake?" she asked. "You seem a bit flustered." 

	"I'm fine," he said. "Did Dr. Chenoweth tell you about the mini-vacation?" 

	Rebecca broke into a smile. "I take it from your tone that it's something that you're open to?" 

	"Extremely," he said. "I think it'll be fun." 

	




Chapter 14 

	"Why do you have to leave for the weekend?" asked Kate. "Why can't you stay here at the house and pamper me? I have bad cramps…" 

	She pouted and let out an exaggerated groan. Her head was laying in his lap, as it had been for most of the half hour he'd been home for. He was still tinkering with the Bluetooth speaker, though his heart wasn't really in it anymore, alternating between cleaning circuits and stroking his sister's hair. 

	"It's for Dr. Chenoweth's therapy," he said. "I'll be back on Saturday. Sunday at the latest. You'll barely even notice I'm gone." 

	"How would you know what I might or might not notice?" muttered Kate. 

	"Hey, I bought you ice cream already." 

	"I… guess that's true." 

	"I'll be back before you know it," he said. 

	Jaimie was far more blase about the prospect of losing him for a weekend. 

	"Might be nice to have the house mostly empty for a change," she said. "I can wallow in whichever room I want." 

	"Still haven't heard anything from the interview?" he asked, and almost immediately wished he hadn't. 

	She glared daggers at him. "Not a word. Have fun dating our Mom for the weekend, Jakey-kun." 

	"He's not going to be dating her!" snapped Kate. "Are you, Jake?" 

	"Not really. More of a therapy bonding trip. In theory." 

	He felt a healthy amount of blood rushing downward and wondered if that theory would match the evidence. Dr. Chenoweth hadn't specifically demanded that he try to seduce his mother on hidden camera, but the implication had been there. A part of him wanted to try, regardless of whether it seemed appropriate. 

	He put together his traveling bag and waited for his mother to pack. She ordered pizza for Kate and Jaimie, gave them a few directions about how much to touch the thermostat, and then smiled at Jake. 

	"Ready to go, sweetie?" she asked. 

	"Yeah," he said. "You haven't really told me much. Where exactly are we going?" 

	"To the nice hotel in Fairwater," she said. "The one that holds that big corporate conference every year. It's within walking distance of all the restaurants and has lots of extras." 

	"What did Dr. Chenoweth tell you about what we're supposed to do on this trip?" he asked, carefully. 

	"I'm assuming the same thing she told you?" She furrowed her brow. "It's just to reconnect. Talk about our feelings. Establish a baseline that we can slowly make progress from. I don't feel like we have a bad relationship." 

	"Neither do I," said Jake. "The opposite, really." 

	Rebecca laughed. "Maybe too much of the opposite. But this will be a good chance for us to evaluate how much work it's going to take for us to get back to normal." 

	He nodded slowly, feeling more duplicitous about the hidden camera in his bag than he had previously. She was pinning her hopes on both the therapy and this trip. Would he be helping or hurting their relationship by taking Dr. Chenoweth's offer? 

	Fairwater was about an hour away. Jake had plenty of time to think in the passenger seat of his mom's car. The safest thing to do would be to act like a gentleman, a loving son, for the entire weekend. It was the safe and sustainable option, and it might even lead them back to sanity. 

	The car ride was quiet at first, the hum of the tires on the highway providing a steady soundtrack. Rebecca glanced over at Jake, offering a small smile. 

	"I hope this hotel is as nice as Bailey made it sound," she said. "A little pampering would do us both some good I think." 

	"Yeah, I could go for a deep tissue massage," Jake replied with a chuckle. "Really work out the kinks, you know?" 

	Rebecca laughed, shaking her head. "I'm sure you could. Though I think I might start with something a bit less... intense. A nice soak in a hot tub maybe." 

	Jake swallowed, trying not to picture his mother in a bikini, bubbles clinging to her skin. "Sounds hot. I mean, nice. Sounds nice and relaxing." 

	"Mmhmm. I worry about leaving your sisters alone for the weekend though. I hope they don't get into any trouble while we're here." 

	"I'm sure they'll be fine, Mom. They're both adults." 

	They arrived at the hotel half an hour later. It was fairly nice, though Fairwater was a small city with few pressing sights to see. Rebecca parked the car and Jake shouldered the lion's share of their luggage. 

	The check-in clerk was staring at her phone but offered a passable smile as they walked up. Rebecca gave her the info and turned around to beam at him as the woman typed on her computer. 

	"Ah… it says here you're in the romantic suite." The clerk's smile faded as she glanced back up at them. "But that might be some kind of mistake, judging from your faces?" 

	Jake certainly wasn't frowning, which made him glance over at his mother, who seemed deeply uncertain. 

	"Bailey booked the hotel," she said to him. "She's paying for everything for us. Said it was to return the favor after the teaching assistant work I helped with in college." 

	"I could try to find you two separate rooms, or two conjoined ones with a shared bathroom?" suggested the clerk. "It will cost a little more, of course, but it might be more comfortable for the two of you. If that's what you prefer." 

	Jake winced, realizing that Bailey's little side quest would be infinitely harder to handle if he and his mother were in separate rooms and separate beds. "If Bailey's paying for it, maybe we should just tough it out? I mean, I would assume she chose the room intentionally, right?" 

	Rebecca furrowed her brow. "I suppose it's not outside the question that she sees this as an extension of her exposure therapy. But still…" 

	She needed more convincing, but Jake doubted pure logic was the way to go about it. He stepped a little closer and set a hand on the small of her back, speaking just for her, not the clerk. 

	"Let's just tough it out," he whispered. "We can always get another room if it comes to it." 

	"If it comes to what, mister?" she said, voice ever so slightly playful. 

	He knew he had her. "Up to you." 

	The clerk cleared her throat. 

	"We'll stick with the original room, I think," said Rebecca. 

	"Oh perfect," said the clerk. "Here are your keycards." 

	They took the elevator up. It was just them in the small space as the numbers slowly ticked upward, tension rising in a matching linear fashion. Jake walked a step behind his mother as they searched for their room. She was still wearing her work clothes, hair done up in a professional but sexy bun. 

	"Well, here it is." Rebecca unlocked the door and pushed it open. "Our room for tonight. And tomorrow night. Haha." 

	It was spacious for a hotel room, with a mini bar, a desk, a love seat, and of course, a singular bed. It looked large enough for the two of them to sleep comfortably, but also well suited for a couple who planned spending of their stay within it or looping back to it when the need arose. 

	"We'll make do," said Jake. "I mean, we already shared a bed when we stayed with Inari, remember? It wasn't so bad." 

	"The circumstances were different when we did that," said Rebecca. 

	"But the people were the same." 

	He came close to her, sick of the tension, the balance of fear and thrill. 

	"I love you, Mom," he said. "What happened to this being a mini-vacation? Let's just enjoy ourselves. Reconnect and be together and maybe run up Bailey's hotel tab a bit while we're at it." 

	His mother laughed and looked at him affectionately. "I like that idea. Though, within reason." 

	"Dinner would most definitely be within reason." He came up behind her and gently rubbed her shoulders. "Plus desert. Maybe a bottle of wine or two." 

	"It's a little late to head back out." 

	"They have a restaurant right here in the hotel, Mom," he said. "Come on. Let me wine and dine you." 

	"Wining and dining your own mother," she said, shaking her head but smiling. "That's either really sweet or really…" 

	He pulled her closer by the hips, leaning around to kiss her on the cheek. His mother suddenly pushed her butt out, and he couldn't resist letting his crotch angle into the contact, hugging her and humping her from behind. 

	"Ahem." Rebecca sped her pushes against him up even as she shifted into her motherly, no-nonsense voice. "Dinner. Let's go eat before we get a little too comfortable." 

	"Ready when you are, Mom." He kept his rhythm, one hand sliding up to play with the buttons of her blouse. "Just say when." 

	"Jake!" She let out a playful laugh, but still kept moving, grinding lewdly, skirt slipping up with each motion. "Ahem. When." 

	He stopped, even summoning the willpower to take half a step back. His mother turned around, gave him an odd look, and reached out to stroke his cheek. 

	"You're certainly affectionate tonight," she said. 

	"Isn't that the point of this trip?" 

	"It is, but it still has to stay within certain… boundaries," she said, carefully. 

	"Then be sure to communicate what those are to me," he said. "Because otherwise…" 

	He stepped closer to her, and the magnetism became almost primal. 

	"Oh, sweetie." Rebecca swallowed and hurriedly grabbed her purse. "We should really… go eat." 

	




Chapter 15 

	The hotel's restaurant was practically empty. Jake and Rebecca were afforded a table in a private and somewhat romantic booth that had a view of the stage, which was also empty. 

	It took a while for their food to arrive, but they drank wine in the meantime, chatted about Kate and Jaimie and recent events. The safe version of recent events. 

	Jake had ordered the steak, while his mother had gone for the lobster. Both of their dishes arrived together, and both looked and tasted fantastic. 

	"This was a good idea after all," said Rebecca. She set her fork aside and poured herself a second glass of wine. 

	"You had doubts?" he asked. 

	"A few." She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand, elbow propped on the table. "I thought you might get the wrong idea." 

	He smirked and made a small sideways gesture with his own wine glass. "Who’s to say I haven't?" 

	"I'll have you know that I'm the idea police this weekend, mister." 

	"Is that right?" he said, chuckling. "Hope you remembered your handcuffs." 

	"Don't need them," she said, grinning back. "I'm that good of a cop." 

	"Well, I think you might have met your match with me." 

	"Oh, stop it!" She waved a hand at him.

	"Or what?" 

	"Or I am going to ground you so hard," she said. 

	The waitress arrived with their check and Jake hurriedly slid it over to his mother to scribble down Bailey's details. He made it to and into the elevator before he was against her, kissing her on the mouth with indefensible passion. The doors hadn't even finished closing, and the clerk who'd checked them in originally was technically within eyesight, though still on her phone. 

	"Did you even hear what I said?" she managed, between kisses. "Grounded. For… a month." 

	"Stuck at home for four weeks." He reached around to grope her butt. "Something tells me I won't run out of things to do." 

	"Oh, Jake," she whispered. "Let's just… get back to our room and…" 

	"…And?" 

	"Lay down, and…" 

	She kissed him this time, running her hands through his hair. The elevator opened to their floor, and an older man with a younger woman gave them a surprised and somewhat judgmental look. Jake took his mother's hand and walked past them. 

	He wanted to grab her and fling her down on the bed immediately as they arrived back, but he remembered Inari's camera, her secret request, and the fifteen grand on the line. Some setup was required, first.

	"I just need to go to the bathroom first," he said. 

	Rebecca didn't say anything. She lay down on the bed and stared at the ceiling, pensive and uncertain. Jake grabbed his bag and brought it into the bathroom. He quickly tested the camera to make sure it turned on and had paired with his phone, and then slipped it into his sleeve. He'd have to find somewhere to set it on his side table that wasn't too conspicuous. 

	He came back out and, much to his disappointment, found his mother asleep. Sitting down on the bed next to her, he gently touched her shoulder, wondering if she'd wake up and the moment could maybe be salvaged. No such luck. 

	He gently stroked her hair. She was such a beautiful woman, but setting aside appearances, there was a deeper beauty in how much she cared about him, about their whole family. 

	Was he doing the right thing? Almost certainly not, and the reasons why it made him feel so guilty were the same ones leading him to the temptation in the first place. She was perfect, and she loved him in a way that made him want to love her back fiercely. 

	Jake fell asleep next to her in his boxers, opting to leave her in her work clothes rather than risk undressing her and being misinterpreted. The bed was comfortable, and it genuinely did have enough room for them both to sleep without being on top of each other. 

	With that said, he was still against her when he woke up, hard as all fuck. She'd stripped down to her bra and panties sometime during the night and his cock was perfectly nestled against the buns of her backside. Moreover, she was moving, rocking into him slightly, more awake than he was. 

	He ran his hands up her body, feeling her breasts through her bra. Letting out a slow breath on her neck, he started matching her motions. Rebecca instantly went still. 

	"Oh, sweetie," she whispered, with a nervous laugh. "I didn't realize you were awake." 

	"Only just." He squeezed tighter against her and kissed her neck. "Morning, Mom." 

	She laughed again and wiggled her hips in the most amazing way. "I have to get up. Right now." 

	He groaned as she pulled away from him, but she rolled over, facing him with a curious smile. "You should take care of this while I'm in the shower." 

	She set her hand on his bulge, her touch only separated by the thin sheet and his thinner underwear. She pulled back after just a quick, playful caress, but it was enough to stoke Jake's arousal to dangerous levels. 

	"Damn, Mom," he said. "You shouldn't play with guns if you're not ready for them to go off." 

	She laughed and did it again, almost stroking him for a full pump. "Whoops! My hand slipped." 

	"Oh, no!" he said, grabbing her buttock and pulling her closer. "So did mine!" 

	Her expression was decidedly aroused and flustered as he kissed her, her fingers teasing his manhood again. Jake groped her breast, and sanity seemed to spin apart amidst the swirl of their horniness. He was in the process of sliding her panties down when his mother let out a squeal and came back to reality. 

	"I need to shower!" she said, kissing him on the lips. "And you… need to… clear your head." 

	Her kisses traced down his chest, then his stomach, and she didn't stop there. Jake let out a disbelieving groan as she kissed his cock through his boxers, her lips noticeably wet and hot even through the fabric. He slid his member out through the flap and tried to press it toward her lips… and she let him. 

	For a glorious instant, Rebecca held his gaze and let her wet lips press against the tip of his manhood, more than a kiss but just less than a suck. A small string of precum clung to her bottom lip as she pulled back, as stunned as he was by what she'd just done. 

	"Mom…" he groaned. 

	"Oh." She shook her head and stood to her feet. "Sweetie, I can't. This weekend is getting a little tricky for us, isn't it?" 

	He didn't answer, unsure of what to say and aware of how easily she could be spooked. Rebecca bounded off to the bathroom and he heard the shower start an instant later. He thought about getting in with her, to the point of walking over to the bathroom and trying the handle. It was locked, which was telling. 

	She would be seduced on her terms or not at all. Jake pursed his lips as he stared back at the camera, wondering if he could even pull off what Dr. Chenoweth wanted. 

	




Chapter 16 

	"Bathroom is all yours," said his mother. 

	Jake's eyes traced the curves of his mother's body as she emerged from the bathroom. Rebecca wore a floral sundress that clung to her still-damp skin, accentuating her ample breasts and the swell of her hips. 

	She moved slowly, watching him with a smile. Jake stood up from the bed, still primed from her good morning kiss. The camera was all set. It made sense to go for it, right then and there. 

	Or did it? Jake paused. His mother was a psychological creature. An actual, certified shrink. He needed to play her at her own game. Set her up and let her overthink herself into being horny. 

	"I thought I'd hit the hotel gym first this morning," he said. 

	"The gym? Oh, okay." Her smile faded a bit and he suspected she'd been hoping he'd go for a mother-son morning, breakfast if not activities. 

	It had to be done. He wanted her to have no idea what he was thinking, at least for a little while. He wanted her off guard and missing him to at least a moderate degree. 

	"I thought later today we could… I don't know." Rebecca shrugged, seeming suddenly shy. "There's the spa! We could get massages together. If you wanted to…" 

	"I'll see how I'm feeling after my workout," he said. 

	He didn't hug her or kiss her on his way out, which seemed extra cruel, but necessary. She'd already proven that she was at least a little horny. 

	Maybe not as eager for sex as a twenty-one-year-old dude who'd just discovered the illicit appeal of his attractive female family members, but she definitely wanted it. When she'd first come out of the shower, she'd had that curious, breathless expression so common to women about to make a dangerous decision. 

	His workout was more of warmup, a short walk on the treadmill followed by some stretching. He doubled back to their hotel room as soon as he was reasonably sure she'd also left for the day, though a vision of her laying naked in bed, perhaps masturbating, tantalized him on the way up. 

	The room was empty. He sat down on the bed, thinking through the next step of his strategy. The camera was still set up. All he needed to do was get his mother from point A to point B, emotion C to emotion D. The big D. 

	His phone vibrated. Jaimie, calling him to check in or perhaps report chaos. He answered on the third ring. 

	"Hey," he said. 

	"Hey," said Jaimie. "Is Mom with you?" 

	"No, I think she's getting breakfast, or maybe heading to the spa." 

	"You think? I thought this was supposed to be your bonding weekend." 

	"That doesn't mean I have to spend every waking second with her," he snapped. "What do you want?" 

	"Hey, don't be a dick!" said Jaimie. "I have good news. Leave it to Jakey-kun to ruin what should be a happy moment." 

	"Sorry. Things are… a bit weird here with Mom. I'm listening. What's the news?" 

	"I got the job." 

	"Seriously?" He chuckled and sat down on the bed. "Congratulations! Jaimie, that's awesome." 

	"I know!" she said. "I can’t fucking believe it. I didn't expect it at all after how the interview went." 

	"Maybe you should have," he said. 

	"Yeah, maybe." A muffled exchange came from Jaimie's end of the conversation. "Hold on, Kate wants to say something." 

	"I still have cramps," muttered Kate, in a voice of exaggerated pain. 

	"That's shitty," said Jake. "Hang in there, champ." 

	"Love you Jake." 

	"Love you Katie." 

	He chatted a bit more with Jaimie about her hopes and concerns related to the new job before saying goodbye. She also tasked him with delivering the news to their mother. She'd tried to call Rebecca, but it didn't take Jake much analysis to see why she hadn't picked up. Her phone was on the hotel desk, forgotten or perhaps intentionally left behind to give her some time to think. 

	The hotel's spa was on the top floor. He went up, but wasn't entirely sure what to do as he approached the receptionist at the counter in the waiting room. She gave him a smile as though she understood his situation better than he did. 

	"Looking for someone?" she asked. 

	"Yeah, uh…" He hesitated, for a second wanting to say girlfriend. "My mother." 

	"If you give me her name, I can get a message to her," she said. "If you'd like, you can get a massage or enjoy one of the saunas while you're waiting, and I can let her know where to find you?" 

	"Let's do that," said Jake. "A sauna sounds nice." 

	"Of course! Our saunas are mixed, but private, so you'll have one to yourself and whoever you invite to join you." 

	She brought him to one of the saunas, pushed a fluffy bath robe and various towels into his arms, and promised she'd let his mother know where to find him. Jake stripped down and wrapped himself in a towel, sitting on one of the polished wood benches in the heat and steam. 

	He didn't have to wait long. A soft knock came at the door a minute or two later. 

	"Jake?" asked his mother, in a soft voice. 

	"Yup. Come on in, Mom." 

	She opened the door and stepped into the sauna, clad in a similar white robe to the one he'd been handed. She looked beautiful and content in that post-massage, post-spa-facial sense. 

	"Hey," she said, smiling at him. "It's so warm in here." 

	"Getting warmer by the second." He nodded to the heater by the door. "I turned it up." 

	"I like it hot." Rebecca took a single step forward, an odd expression on her face. "I'm glad you decided to come after all. I kind of thought you were, well… avoiding me." 

	"Mom…" He started to shake his head, but decided to aim for honesty. "It's not like that. I thought we could both use a little time to think." 

	"That's fair. I certainly did a good amount of thinking this morning." She shrugged, looking like she still was burdened with thought. "Are you okay?" 

	"Fine. Better than okay. I was really looking forward to the rest of our day, Mom. Enjoying it with you." 

	"Oh, Jake." She grinned and came over to the bench. "You always know just what to say." 

	"It's not hard with you." He smirked and made to stand up. His towel came loose, and he didn't quite grab it in time before it fell to the floor. 

	"Oh!" said Rebecca, sounding more intrigued than surprised. "Well, it's certainly nothing I haven't seen before." 

	"Yeah, you've certainly seen it before, Mom," he said, with a teasing edge. 

	"Careful, sweetie," she purred. 

	Her eyes never left his cock. Jake felt himself getting hard at a sprint, but still tried to play it slow, get her really worked up before he took his shot. 

	"Jaimie called," he said. "She nailed the interview after all. Got the job." 

	"That's wonderful!" Rebecca toyed with the knot of her robe, as though considering joining him in the nude. "She must be thrilled." 

	"Oh yeah, she is," he said. "She wanted it so bad. Glad it happened." 

	"We'll have to throw her a party. Send her off to her first day of work with a bang." 

	"Bet she'd love that," said Jake. 

	"I know she would." 

	She finally came to a decision, slowly undoing the robe's belt. She opened it to reveal her body, a woman's body, mature in places with a bit of sag here and some wrinkles there, but still glorious and attractive. Her breasts were full and pale, her waist was taut, and her hips and butt were curvaceous enough to keep secrets. 

	"Is this alright?" she whispered. "It is a sauna. No big deal, right?" 

	"It's perfect, Mom." He stood up, unable to resist her anymore. "You're so fucking sexy." 

	"Thank you, sweetie." She bit her lower lip, staring at his hard cock. "You flatter me." 

	"I want to do more than just flatter you, Mom." He stepped closer, touching her by the hips. She broke out into nervous giggles. 

	"Jake," she said, trying for authority. "You shouldn't be telling your mother you want to do… those things to her." 

	"I should just do them instead, then?" he whispered against her ear. 

	"You should… take a breath." Her eyes fluttered and he stole a kiss. "Oh, Jake. Maybe…" 

	"Mom…" He took her hand and pulled it onto his cock. "Feel how hard you make me." 

	"Honey, you shouldn't talk about… how hard your thing is." She stroked him off slowly, leaning forward to kiss him again. 

	"When you kissed it this morning…" He touched her lips with a finger for emphasis. "I almost came all over you. Your face and lips." 

	"Oh Jake!" She kissed him passionately. Jake pulled her tight against him and they bumbled around the tiny sauna before finding the bench where he'd laid out his towel. 

	She had the expression of a woman who simply didn't care anymore as he spread her thighs open and gazed upon her unguarded nude body and her plump, sprawling breasts. She'd shaved for him. Was there any clearer sign than that? 

	He let his cock rub against the entrance to her pussy. Rebecca's eyes went wide, but she didn't push him away. Rather, she seemed to writhe in expectation, almost looking like a woman about to come even though he'd barely started. 

	Truth be told, he wasn't far off himself. He slowly started to sink the tip of his cock in, knowing this would be the only slow thrust, the only gentle one, the only one he had anything resembling control over. 

	"Mom!" 

	"Jake!" She rubbed his shoulders, hands sliding along the curve of his neck to cup his cheeks in a manner far too affectionate and motherly for the moment. 

	A hiss of static and microphone feedback cut into their reality like a gunshot. 

	"We monitor all of our saunas for legal purposes!" said the voice of the receptionist. "We don't allow any, ahem, intimate activities within them, again, for legal purposes. I'm going to have to ask you both to leave." 

	"Oh God…" said Rebecca, covering her face in her hands. 

	She slipped away, grabbed her robe, and fled the sauna without looking back. 

	




Chapter 17 

	Jake was angry enough to explode at the receptionist, or at least give her some serious stink eye, but she wasn't at the counter, which was probably for the best. 

	He didn't want to head back up to the hotel room immediately but also didn't have much else to do. Sitting around the hotel dining hall and cursing his luck, if not the nature of reality itself, seemed decidedly unproductive. 

	But going to face his mother in their hotel room would be awkward, if not painful. For him as much as her. He might have been the one really pushing things into dangerous territory in the sauna, but the sudden intrusion of the receptionist had landed just as hard on his psyche. 

	From society's standpoint, what they were doing was fundamentally wrong, plain and simple. He suspected he might well look back on this entire period of his life one day and shake his head, pass judgment on his young self, perhaps even wince at the mere presence of the memories. 

	It was all so debased, and yet in the moment, with his mother naked and spread out in front of him, it had felt like tasting perfection. He mulled over how both perspectives could exist and hold validity as he tried to think through what to do next. 

	There were lots of brochures and pamphlets for things to do around the area on one of the tables in the hotel's reception hall. He flipped through them, seeking ideas to cheer his mom up at this point rather than aiming for seduction. Hell, he'd be lucky to finish the weekend with them on comfortable speaking terms, after everything. 

	Jake planned out an afternoon and evening where they'd take a beginner tango lesson, see a local community theater company perform a musical comedy, and finish up with a nice dinner. It was all for her, none of it aligning with his own interests, but she deserved to be pampered. He'd put her through so much all because of his horniness and inability to color within the lines. 

	He went back up to the hotel room, ready with his pitch. His mother was sitting on the bed, clad in a nightgown in lieu of the outfit she'd had on that morning. She'd also apparently raided the mini bar, with a bottle of vodka and some cranberry juice out in front of her, mixed in a plastic cup. 

	"Jake." She spoke in a soft, but serious voice. "Sit down." 

	"Alright." He lifted the pamphlets. "I have some ideas for things we could do tonight. Lift the mood a little bit after… what happened." 

	"That's really sweet of you, but we need to talk first." 

	He took a seat next to her on the bed. For someone who'd just announced that they needed to talk, his mother began by being suspiciously quiet. 

	"We've already crossed over several boundaries that we shouldn't have," she said, softly. "I wish I could take back some of those decisions. Reset us to a place where we still had this closeness we share without the… other feelings." 

	"Life isn't that simple." 

	"If only." She flashed a guilty smile. "I'm also married to your father, Jake." 

	"What? No way!" 

	She shot him an exaggerated glare. "You know what I mean by that. I feel guilty. I feel awful about all of this, awful and ashamed. But at the same time…" 

	"It's no different for me, you know," he said. He looked her in the eyes. "I stop every now and then and almost can't believe how far I've gone. How much further I want to go." 

	Rebecca nodded her head slowly. "I'm just so confused." 

	"I love you, Mom," he said. "It's all going to work out." 

	"I love you too, Jake." 

	They stared at each other for three full seconds in silence, long enough for an expectant edge to hang over the moment. 

	"You… said you had plans for me, tonight." She cleared her throat and crossed her feet. 

	"A few things, but there's no rush." He passed her the pamphlets. 

	"Tango?" Rebecca laughed and slapped him on the knee with the papers. "You want to bring your mother to a tango lesson?" 

	"Is it so hard to picture me living it up on the dance floor?" 

	"A bit. Show me some of your moves, then." 

	"I don't know if you can handle my moves," he said, standing up. 

	"Try me." 

	He held his hand out. She took it, blinking faster. Jake pulled to standing and drew her in close. There was no music, but there didn't need to be any as he started slow dancing with her, bodies close enough for the room to vibrate with heat. 

	"Well…" she whispered. "Not so bad after all." 

	"Right back at you." He ran his hands down her back, cupping her butt through the nightgown. 

	"That's not where your hands should be," she whispered. 

	"I know." 

	"Mmm, I bet you do…" She kissed him once fast on the lips and then again, much slower. "Jake, we should really… be getting to that lesson." 

	"Mom…" He started turning her toward the bed. "We could stay in. If you wanted." 

	She let out a squeaky laugh and ran a hand through her hair. "And just what would we do to keep busy… here in the hotel room?" 

	"Oh, I'm sure we'll find something." He breathed against her neck and then kissed the same spot. His mother let out a shudder that was pure seduction. 

	"Oh Jake!" She put a hand on his chest, but her face was flushed and horny. "Maybe… just for tonight… we could stay in." 

	It was like the starting pistol of a race. Jake pawed at her nightgown as she tugged at his shorts. He laid her down on the bed and she quickly inched up to the center, the spot that could take the most movement and grinding and undulating without her shifting out of place. 

	He showed off another dance move as he kicked off his boxers in record time, flinging his shirt aside after him. It was almost as it had been back in the sauna, his mother naked like a freshly unfolded letter. He fell upon her and kissed her and this time he didn't go slow on the first thrust. 

	"Oh God!" she cried. "Jake!" 

	She buried her mouth against her shoulder and wrapped her legs tight around him. Jake pumped into her like a possessed man, feeling her tight wet pussy wrap around his cock like a finely tailored glove. A perfect match, but should that have been surprising? 

	“You're so tight, Mom!" he whispered. "Your pussy is the best!" 

	"Mmm, sweetie, you can't say that!" She kissed him, hips bucking with a mind of their own. "You can't talk dirty to me." 

	"You love it, Mom," he said. "You're a freak. Just like me." 

	"Oh Jake! Don't! Please… just fuck me." She dug her nails into his back. "Fuck me hard! I need you close." 

	He pumped forward faster, almost frenzied. "That's it. Take it! Oh Mom! I love you so much!" 

	He laced his fingers through hers and stared into her face. So much of the guilt and shame he'd felt over the past few weeks was there in her expression, reflected right back at him along with the prevailing lust. They'd fought the same battle and lost to the inevitable gravity of their illicit desires. 

	Her breasts jiggled each time he slammed his cock into her, the motion lagging an instant behind the rest of her body in a way that seemed to taunt him to fuck her harder. How could she be this lewd? How could she be the kind of woman that let out those sorts of moans? 

	"Mom!" 

	He pressed down on her as the pot boiled over, so to speak. It was the sensation, the situation, and everything in between. Jake came inside his mother with a load that'd been building since the previous night, if not far longer. 

	The pleasure was stupefying, but even through it, he was aware that it hadn't exactly been his… best performance. She was just too attractive to him - both physically and personally. She was too perfect, and even now, he could hear her soft, soothing noises against his ear. 

	"Oh Jake," she whispered. "You're so young. I forget sometimes. So young and eager." 

	She kissed his neck, still in the moment and clearly wearing her arousal on the surface, but she was a mother first, if still an incredibly horny one yet to come. She ran her fingers through his hair and rubbed his back and acted like she'd found him sleeping on the couch in a cute way rather than with his cock buried inside her cunt. 

	"I couldn't stop…" he whispered. 

	"Well, I certainly wasn't asking you to." Rebecca shifted onto her side as he rolled off her, still seeming to tempt him with her nudity. "Should I put my nightgown back on for a while?" 

	She glanced around for it. Jake caught sight of it in the same moment she did. It had landed directly on top of the hidden camera. Something in his face must have given the secret away, or at least piqued her curiosity, as she immediately leaned over to grab it. 

	"Jake…" she said. "What's this?" 

	




Chapter 18 

	"Fuck…" he muttered. "Mom, I can explain." 

	Rebecca looked serious, but still flushed, horny, even. "I'm listening. But filming a woman… your mother of all people… without her permission? Jake, that's unacceptable. That's bad, bad behavior, young man." 

	"Dr. Chenoweth said that it was… for research," he said. 

	"Research?" 

	"She offered to pay me fifteen thousand dollars for the footage," he admitted. "I still should have told you. I'm sorry, I just…" 

	"Fifteen thousand dollars?" 

	"I talked her up from ten," said Jake. 

	Rebecca stared at the camera. She shifted on the bed, flexing her hips in a manner that made him wonder how clearly she was thinking amidst her lingering arousal. 

	"You're serious?" she asked. "If I call Bailey right now, she'll confirm all of this?" 

	"Yeah, I don't see why she wouldn't, at this point," he said. "I promise you it's the truth." 

	His mother nodded slowly. 

	"Jake…" She paused, eyes briefly flicking down to his cock. "To do something like this, without telling me… it's wrong. But I understand it for that amount of money." 

	"I still should have told you," he said. 

	"I might not have reacted well, at least at first." She reached a hand over and rubbed his thigh. "Jake… I want you to still be able to claim this money. You still want to claim it, don't you?" 

	"Of course, Mom." 

	"It would set you up comfortably and give you a bit of… wiggle room." She nodded, as though convincing herself as much as him. "So… I suppose we'll have to do it again. At least once more. To film it properly." 

	"Fuck yeah." He leaned in to kiss her, already getting hard again, but she stopped him. 

	"We have to do it right, sweetie," she said. "So that it's still usable for Bailey's research, if that's what she's calling it." 

	He chuckled. "Alright. What did you have in mind?" 

	She made him put his boxers on and go into the bathroom while she set the scene and "got into character," whatever that was supposed to mean. She insisted that he just act like he usually did, which forced Jake to stop and consider how he usually acted in a manner that was personally confronting. 

	"Ready!" called Rebecca. 

	He came out into the bedroom, clearing his throat. "Hey, Mom. Are we still going to head out to that dance lesson?" 

	Rebecca had her legs spread on the bed and was playing with herself. She let out a gasp that honestly wasn't all that convincing and made to pull her nightgown down. 

	"Jake! I thought you were still working out! I didn't mean for you to see this… but since you're here anyway." 

	He winced. "Mom… she's not going to buy that." 

	"What?" She made a face and crossed her arms. "Why not?" 

	"I walk in on you randomly masturbating, and you just spontaneously invite me to join you?" He chuckled and shook his head. "Come on. You would never do that in real life." 

	"Of… course I wouldn't!" Rebecca blushed fiercely and grabbed a pillow and slapped it down on her lap. "I would never do that, Jake! I'm your mother, certainly not that kind of woman." 

	The intensity of her protest made him wonder, but the point was still solid. "We need a more convincing setup." 

	She nodded, but seemed annoyed in that special way that women get when they're horny and just want sex now. "What do you have in mind, sweetie?" 

	"Roll onto your stomach. Your shoulders are sore, Mom. Ask me for a massage." 

	He made sure to delete the unneeded footage before setting the camera back up and sneaking off to the bathroom. He came out after a minute to find his mother laying on the bed with a sleepy smile. 

	"My shoulders are still worn out from all the swimming," she muttered. "Do you think you could give me a massage, Jake?" 

	"…Of course, Mom." 

	She was in her nightgown. He was in his boxers. It was a recipe for skin to skin contact and everything that came with it. Jake felt weirdly excited by the pretense as he walked over to the camera, pretending to subtly adjust the view to better capture the action. 

	"How's this?" He straddled her butt and started massaging her shoulders, fingers tracing the straps of her nightgown. 

	"Oh yeah," she moaned. "Really dig in, sweetie. Work it out for me." 

	"I'll work it all out, Mom." He went down lower on her back, rubbing the side of her breasts. "How's this?" 

	"Oh! Sweetie!" She feigned surprise reasonably well. "That's… certainly a deep place to massage." 

	"Just let me know where you need it, Mom." He rubbed along the length of her back, going further as he came back to her tits. "I'll give you just what you need." 

	He humped her butt, feeling his cock really start to get hard. Her reaction was even more than his, a stifled whimper, a lift of her hips. She still hadn't come yet, which made her acting seem even more impressive. 

	"Oh, Jake," she whispered. "It's my… shoulders. You don't need to go too hard, hun." 

	"I love you, Mom," he whispered. "I want to get all your tension out." 

	He leaned forward and groped her breasts as he whispered the last sentence. 

	"Jake…" she whispered. "Should you be… touching your mother like that?" 

	A part of him found it surprisingly hard to tell if she was still acting or not. "Do you want me to stop, Mom?" 

	"Keep going," she whispered, voice husky. "Don't stop. But remember… I'm your mother." 

	"How could I forget?" He rubbed against her faster, really playing up the moment for Dr. Chenoweth's sake as though it was all happening unpredictably. 

	"Oh Jake!" Rebecca's voice was so passionate that it was hard to tell what was acting and what was raw desire. "Rub me down, sweetie! Mmm… touch me!" 

	"Mom!" 

	He slid her nightgown up to her waist, took his cock out, and lined it up between her legs. She let out a surprised, poorly acted gasp and reached back as though to touch his chest. To warn him or encourage him? He wasn't sure, and was even less sure it mattered. 

	She gasped as he sank his cock into her, a shudder running through her before she collapsed forward on the pillow. It was simply too hot. Jake was thrusting at a gallop immediately, pumping into her hard enough for their bodies to clap together in a lewd staccato rhythm. 

	"Oh fuck!" he cried. "How's this, Mom? You like that?" 

	"Oh, Jake!" she shouted. "This… isn't a massage. Oh god! Don't stop! Don't fucking stop!" 

	He'd wondered if she'd pull back on camera, hide some of her arousal or just be naturally more stifled. The opposite seemed to be true as she moaned and wiggled her ass for him. His mom was a natural performer, making all the right noises, a lewd and wanton woman. 

	"Take it, Mom!" He leaned forward to play with her tits as he fucked her harder. "That's it. Tell me you love my cock." 

	"Oh fuck!" She tapped his hand, seeming to shift out of character. "I'm… your mother. I can't say that." 

	"You know it's true." He kissed her neck, still pumping. 

	"We both know it's true, sweetie, but…" She pulled his hand to her mouth and sucked on his index finger. "Your mommy can't say slutty things like that." 

	"Oh, damn…" he muttered. "You can say anything you want, with me." 

	"Oh God!" she moaned. “I… I love it! I love your cock! It’s perfect!” 

	He reached around to rub her clit and felt her tense all at once, spilling over her limit. Her pussy clamped down on his cock. He got in another ten thrusts before he was right there with her, blowing his load as her hot lane milked the cum out of him. 

	She went limp on the mattress, still making cooing noises of perfect ecstasy. Jake shot a glance at the camera, somewhat bewildered by how intense and wild the sex had become from such an innocuous starting point. 

	He turned it off and went back to the bed, pulling his mother over to cuddle with him. She smirked at him with a distant expression as she rested her head on his chest. 

	"Jake," she whispered. 

	"Yeah Mom?" 

	She kissed his pec. "That was wonderful." 

	He gently smoothed her hair back. "I got so into it." 

	"That's not a bad thing." 

	"Some of the stuff I said was…" 

	"Perfect, sweetie," she whispered. "With other women it might be over the line. But I'm not just some other woman." 

	"I know." 

	"Do you?" She kissed his neck, rubbing her fingers along his stomach. "Jake. I'm your mother." 

	He furrowed her brow, a bit confused by her logic. "So that makes it okay for me to treat you like a slut?" 

	"A bit of dirty talk in the sheets is no big deal," she said. "We'll only have a problem if you stop doing your chores." 

	




Chapter 19 

	The rest of Jake and Rebecca's day progressed in a lazy, indulgent fashion. They only left the hotel room once to grab takeout and spent all of their time within it in bed, exploring the shape of their forbidden love. 

	It was early Sunday morning they finally arrived back at the family home. Jake glanced over at his Mom as she parked the car and the garage door slid closed behind them. 

	"Should we say anything to Jaimie and Kate?" he asked. 

	"About what?" 

	"About… us, I suppose." 

	"Jake." She looked over at him and sighed. "If they have questions, you can answer them tactfully. Otherwise, why would we need to say anything? I suppose we're all in this together, at this point." 

	"Yeah, I guess that's true." 

	He watched her for a second longer, and she watched him back. 

	"I had a great weekend," he said. 

	"So did I." She grinned and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. 

	Kate was waiting in the living room for them. She all but tackled Jake with a hug. He squeezed her back and then kissed her full on the lips. 

	"Missed you," she whispered. 

	"Missed you too," he said. 

	"You have to spend time with me today." 

	"I will," he said. 

	"You're smothering him, Katherine," said Jaimie. "Welcome home, Jakey-kun. He didn't perv on you too much, did he, Mom?" 

	"Nothing I couldn't handle," said Rebecca. 

	Jake let go of Kate and held his hand out toward Jaimie. She took it and he reeled her in for a hug, though she rolled her eyes as though it was beneath her. 

	"You smell musky," he said. "When did you last shower?" 

	"None of your business, and I smell fine!" she snapped. 

	He sniffed her neck with an amused chuckle. "I didn't say it was a bad thing." 

	"You going to sniff me all day, Jakey-kun, or…?" 

	"Or?" he repeated, wanting to explore where it might lead. 

	"Dr. Chenoweth is on her way here," said Rebecca, interrupting the moment. "I think she wants to debrief us on our… bonding time, Jake." 

	"No surprise there," he said. "Hopefully it doesn't take too long. I still have a bluetooth speaker to fix."

	The therapist arrived only a few minutes later, as though she'd rushed the instant she'd gotten Rebecca's call. Rebecca insisted on having a private meeting with her in the dining room, though Jake suspected Kate or Jaimie or both were listening in from nearby. 

	"So," said Dr. Chenoweth. "How was your weekend?" 

	"It was nice," said Rebecca, with a secretive smile. "We bonded, as intended." 

	"Jake, would you agree with your mother's assessment?" asked Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"Oh, most definitely." He set his hand on his mother's knee under the table. "We really hit it off." 

	"I'm glad to hear that," said Dr. Chenoweth. "Did you… complete the exercise which we spoke about?" 

	He glanced at his mother. She smiled and took the hint. 

	"Why don't I let you two discuss this in private?" she suggested. 

	He waited until she was in the living room, listening to her dragging Kate away from the door with her. Then, Jake pulled out the tiny camera, along with the microSD card the sinful footage had been recorded onto. 

	"This is it?" asked Dr. Chenoweth. 

	"It is," said Jake. "I believe we agreed to fifteen thousand. Along with one other condition.” 

	He narrowed his eyes, expecting her to try to weasel out of it. She took her checkbook out of her purse and, with excited, shaking hands, scribbled out a check. 

	"Here you go." She passed it to him, still seeming a bit skeptical. "You really did it? And the angle is decent?" 

	"Was this just about you wanting to satisfy some kind of sexual fantasy through me and my mother?" he asked, unsure if he even wanted the answer. 

	"Of course not!" snapped Dr. Chenoweth. "I'm a professional, Jake. You and your family are a unique cal. I think in many ways, you've found a way of balancing your intimate feelings that deserves study. I'd like to follow up with all of you in a couple of months." 

	"Talk to my mom," he said. "I think she'd be open to it." 

	"I intend to." Dr. Chenoweth stood up, reaching out to shake his hand. "And Jake?" 

	"Yeah?" 

	She pulled him gently toward her. "I fully intend to honor our bargain. I think it might be helpful for you to watch the footage. With me. To assess your… reaction to it." 

	A slow smile snuck onto his face. He slid his chair closer to hers and touched her thigh. 

	“You’re a dirty old slut, aren’t you, Dr. Chenoweth?” 
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