
        
            
                
            
        

    
Household Obsession 5

	


Chapter 1

	"I've tried everything I can think of, Lorenzo," said Jake. "I swear to God."

	Lorenzo covered a laugh with a cough as he spoke to his friend on the phone from behind the counter of Ryan's Retro Repair. "I believe you. It's a challenge, I know, but one that you have to confront in order to work in such a… competitive environment."

	He flipped to the next page of his manga, eyeing the artwork of a large breasted woman leaning forward over a table to take an order, nipples spilling out with generous eroticism. He could read whatever he wanted when the store was slow, which was almost every day outside of the weekend shifts.

	"Fucking hell," muttered Jake, with genuine frustration. "I guess I could start over. I must have missed something. It's just a bluetooth speaker. It isn't that complicated."

	"If you feel that's the best move, then go right ahead," said Lorenzo. "You're right, too. It really isn't that complicated."

	He felt a bit bad, but he wasn't about to spoil the fun. There was no fixing the bluetooth speaker that Ryan used to test new hires with. The entire circuit board, which was fairly simple and small, was a dud. That was the point — to lead potential employees beyond what a youtube guide might teach them and into the realm of multimeters and admitting defeat. 

	"Can you ask Ryan to give me a few more days?" begged Jake.

	"Sure, I'll ask him," said Lorenzo. "He might be open to that."

	"Thanks." Jake let out a sigh that suggested he was taking the test far too seriously. "Guess I should get back to work."

	"Just think it through logically, my friend," said Lorenzo. "You got this."

	"Thanks."

	Jake hung up and Lorenzo turned his attention back to his manga. He felt a bit bad, though more in an incidental way than a cruel one. There was always something in Jake's tone that made him wonder about what kind of pressure he was under in his personal life, especially after the affair with his hopefully now ex-girlfriend and the spy camera.

	Lorenzo's phone rang again and he tapped the button to answer in speaker mode without looking at the name. "Did you crack the case already?"

	"Crack the case, Mijo?" His mother's voice caught him off guard, though not especially. "What are you doing right now? Aren't you supposed to be at work?"

	"I am at work, Mama," he said. "I thought you were the new employee I've been interviewing."

	"As if I'd ever buy that, Lorenzo!" snapped his mother. "You weren't having phone sex again, were you? You need to banish that shameless girl from your phone."

	"Simone is my girlfriend," said Lorenzo, through gritted teeth. "We are official now. Seeing just each other. Please, Mama. Have some respect."

	"Oh, Lorenzo," she muttered. "I love you. That is better than respect."

	"Like I said, I'm at work. Can this wait until later?"

	"Your Aunt Maria is on her way back from her trip to Canada," said his mother. "I told you about her trip. Did I tell you? Anyway, her car has problems and she's scared to drive it. I told her it was fine for her to swing by your apartment while she gets it checked out by the garage near your place. The nice one that gave me that deal, remember?"

	"I remember, Mama." He was still annoyed by the memory. The guy who'd been working there at the time had been extremely helpful toward his attractive, widowed mother. Luckily, he didn't seem to work there anymore.

	"So she'll be staying at your apartment for a few days," said his mother.

	"What? Hold on. Tia has to stay for a few days?"

	"Yes, yes, Mijo, are you listening?" she snapped. "Don't tell me you're looking at those bimbo comics again?"

	"That was… one time!" He slammed his manga shut. "A few days is too long. Maria and I have never gotten along. Never!"

	"You've had more than a decade to get over her babysitting you, Lorenzo. It is past time for you to grow up and act like an adult around her."

	Babysitting. He felt his mouth work around a bad taste and forced down the urge to dispute the usage of the term. Maria was a fair bit younger than his mother, only eight years older than Lorenzo.

	All the time she'd spent "babysitting" Lorenzo as a teenager had, in truth, just been her pocketing money to come over to his house and fuck her various boyfriends in his mother's room while he watched TV or played video games in a desperate bid to drown out the noise. Now he was supposed to host her for who knew how long while she got her shitty car fixed in town? Fuck. That.

	"No. I refuse. I'm not doing it."

	"Yes, you are." His mother's voice took on an icy edge. "You will do it, Lorenzo. You will be polite and respectful to your Tia from start to finish, and—"

	He hung up the phone, wishing he hadn't answered in the first place and knowing his mother would give him hell over it. That was fine. Anything was better than having to stomach his aunt's company for however long it took her to get her car fixed.

	He turned his attention back to his manga.

	 

	


Chapter 2

	"Did he give you any mind-blowing tips on bluetooth speaker repair?"

	Kate whispered the question against his neck from where she lay next to him on his bed. She was clothed, as was Jake, given that it was early afternoon and still well within daylight hours.

	"Nothing that cracked the case, unfortunately," he muttered. "Maybe I should just look for a job elsewhere. I don't know. It just seems like this one would fit me. Hard to explain.

	"I get it." Kate kissed his cheek, and then his neck. "At least I think I do. Won't be long before I have to join the workforce myself."

	"You'd have to find somewhere that would hire you before you can join the workforce, dork." He playfully flicked her hair, rolling sideways.

	"Hey!" she said, laughing as she gently punched his chest. "Lots of places would hire me I bet."

	"Oh yeah? Doing what?"

	"Well, I could be a... waitress," she murmured, tilting her head to give Jake better access. 

	His fingers skimmed along her waist as he planted a kiss on her neck. "I could see that. You, working hard for tips."

	"Or maybe... work at a clothes store," Kate suggested, her voice wavering slightly as Jake's hand slid up her ribcage.

	Jake nipped gently at her earlobe, causing her to gasp. His palm cupped her breast through her shirt, kneading softly.

	"I could... work at a movie theater," she whispered. "Sell tickets."

	"You'd let me in for free, though, right?"

	"Depends on how nice you are to me."

	His fingers dipped just below the waistband of her jeans, teasing the sensitive skin there. Jake captured her lips in a deep, passionate kiss, momentarily silencing her job suggestions.

	"Aren't you supposed to be fixing that speaker?" she whispered.

	"I could use a break." He unbuttoned her jeans and luxuriated in the little whimper she let out as he started to pull down the zipper.

	The sound of the front door opening downstairs came from below them. Kate tensed and covered her crotch.

	"It isn't Mom," said Jake. "She's at work. Definitely Jaimie."

	"Still…" muttered Kate. "Mom said we need to cool it during the day if I want to keep sleeping in your bed with her permission."

	Jake felt his cock harden at her words, which was unhelpful in guiding him in the right direction. Having Kate be able to slip into his room at night, essentially now with their mother's blessing, had been a game changer.

	It was, in a lot of ways, far better than his experience with any of his girlfriends had been. Kate's sex drive matched his perfectly. They'd fuck until they passed out, and then she'd wake him up for more sex in the sleepy, early morning hours.

	It hadn't been an every night thing. They were wary of the obvious consideration — their mother's sanity and flexibility. Rebecca was still struggling with the overall household situation. Jake had only really exchanged hugs and kisses with her in the time since filming the footage for Bailey the previous weekend. 

	Which was understandable. He still didn't have any idea how his messy, illicit romantic life would play out in the long run. He could understand his mother's concerns, how she felt them thrice over, once for each of her children. It made perfect sense… and still didn't change the fact that he had a serious afternoon boner in need of attention.

	"Come on, Katie," he whispered, gently pulling her hand onto his bulge. "Where's your can-do attitude? You'll never get hired by saying no when offered work."

	"You would murder anyone who offered me that kind of work," muttered Kate. 

	"Very true." He persisted, groping one of her perfect breasts and inhaling the scent of her perfect red hair.

	Kate pushed him back, adjusting her glasses as she cleared her throat. "You still have a speaker to fix and I need to be getting homework done."

	A knock came at his door. Jake tensed, but relaxed as he heard Jaimie's voice outside.

	"Jakey-kun," she called, more affectionate than mocking. "You busy?"

	"Not especially," he said.

	Jaimie opened the door, standing in the hallway in just a towel that only barely wrapped completely around her full breasts. Her short blonde hair was dry, suggesting she'd dropped in pre-shower rather than post.

	"Oh." Jaimie raised an eyebrow at Kate. "I'm not interrupting, am I?"

	"Kate was just saying she needed to do homework, anyway," he said.

	"Hey!" snapped Kate. "That's… not what I meant."

	"Your words, not mine." He kissed her on the top of the head and started to stand up from the bed.

	"No!" cried Kate. "Come on! Don't be mean! I hate when you both gang up on me!"

	"God, why do you have to be such a baby about this," muttered Jaimie. "I was just trying to have a conversation with our brother before taking a shower."

	Jake shifted to embracing Kate, dramatically cradling her head as though trying to shield her from the world. "She's still young. She's allowed to be a baby."

	"Quit acting like I'm not here!" muttered Kate, playfully punching him again.

	"Whatever. Anyway, are you doing anything Friday night, Jakey-kun?" asked Jaimie.

	"I don't think so, why?"

	"Work party. I don't want to show up alone. I accidentally let it slip to one of my coworkers that I have a boyfriend and don't want to have to walk it back."

	"There's a beach bash that my school is hosting on that night," said Kate, her tone sulkier than ever.

	Jake kissed her on the head again. "We'll figure it out."

	"What is there to figure out?" snapped Jaimie. "You've been to stuff with Kate before in boyfriend mode. It's obviously my turn."

	"No…" cried Kate, a bit over dramatic. "You're both so mean!"

	She pushed him away and stormed out of his room. Jaimie shook her head with a frown as though he'd been the one to instigate the conflict and shut his door. Jake groaned and leaned back on his bed, eyes settling back on the infuriating bluetooth speaker. 

	


Chapter 3

	"Where’s your wine bottle opener thingie?" asked Simone. "What are they called again?"

	Lorenzo eyed his girlfriend from the couch, smiling as she rummaged through his counter's all-purpose drawer. "Cork screw."

	Simone sighed with exaggerated irritation and brushed her thin dreadlocks over her shoulder. She was short, shorter than he was, even, and he often joked that half of her body weight was in her hair.

	"Found it!" said Simone. She turned around and closed the drawer with her butt, brandishing the utensil in the air like she'd uncovered a key in a video game. 

	"What's the celebration, again?" asked Lorenzo.

	Simone shrugged as she brought the bottle opener back into his living room, along with two glasses. "It was left over from the party that Kim had. Free booze is free booze."

	"Hey, I'm not complaining," he said. "How was the pool?"

	"Perfect," said Simone. She filled the wine glasses and handed Lorenzo one. "Still wish you could have come."

	"So do I," he said, with a sigh. "Hopefully once I get this new guy I've been telling you about trained I'll have more time off. He's still struggling with the speaker test."

	"Seems a bit unfair that you have to pick up the slack in the meantime," muttered Simone. "Today was the last day the pool is open for the month."

	"I'm heartbroken most of all over not getting a chance to see you in your new bikini."

	"…I still have it on underneath."

	Lorenzo smirked, took another sip of wine, and set the glass down. He playfully started pulling Simone's oversized t-shirt up. She smiled, but brushed his hand away, only to immediately take her shirt off herself. The denim cutoffs came next, and it was all Lorenzo could do to appreciate the admirable job the tiny black bikini she had on did at showing off her petite curvature.

	"Damn," he muttered. "Now I feel even worse about missing pool time."

	"Anything I can do to cheer you up?"

	"Oh, I'm sure I'll think of something."

	He took her by the hips and settled her into his lap. Simone rocked her hips back and forth, softly grinding on his cock as it slowly came to life against her. 

	"Who else was there?" he whispered. "How many guys?"

	"Why does it matter, Lorenzo?" Simone's voice dropped to a deep, seductive purr. "I'll tell you, if you really want to know. But maybe it's better if you don't."

	She was such a tease. She'd been like this since their first date, pushing him to the breaking point, and then a bit past it into wild, oftentimes rough sex.

	"Why would that be better?" Lorenzo ran his hands up her body, cupping her small breasts. Her hair smelled faintly of chlorine and whatever shampoo she'd used previously.

	"I felt their eyes on me," she whispered. "It's your fault, Lorenzo. If you'd been there, I would have been doe eyed for you the entire time."

	"Damn straight."

	"But you weren't there…"

	He squeezed her tit harder and let his fingers stroke her thigh. "Well, I'm about to make up for it. Twice over."

	"Oh yeah?" She was undulating against him, squeezing her buns in a way that could lead to one place.

	"Yeah." He yanked her bikini down and shifted her sideways onto the couch. They kissed like horny teenagers and pawed at the rest of each other's clothing.

	Lorenzo's phone suddenly buzzed from where it lay on the coffee table. He swore as it continued to ring, remembered what time it was, and guessed what it was about.

	"That would be my tia…" he muttered.

	“Your what?”

	“My Aunt Maria.”

	"Just ignore her."

	"A bit hard when we're currently making out on the couch she'll be sleeping on." 

	Simone frowned, seeming to realize the full annoying implications of the situation. "She'll be here for… how many days?"

	"No idea. However long it takes her to get her car fixed." Lorenzo watched his phone give one last buzz for whatever voice mail his annoying aunt had left. "Whatever. She can wait another few minutes."

	He kissed Simone's breasts and sucked one of her nipples, fumbling his cock out. Simone laughed and playfully batted his chest like she wanted him to stop, while simultaneously pulling him in with her legs, begging him to continue. 

	He pressed the tip of his cock against the beautiful brown lips of her pussy, groaning as he started to spread her open. Simone made this face that always seemed to burn with sexual defiance and feminine spirit, like she was demanding that he break her in anew each time.

	An annoyed knock came at the door. "Enzo! Quit ignoring me. I saw your car in the driveway. Help me with my stuff."

	"No…" he groaned.

	Simone wrapped her legs around him, forcing him to bottom out inside her in a way that made it infinitely harder to do the right thing. "Tell her… you need five minutes, or something."

	"Enzo!" There was a bang against the floor as though his aunt had stomped her foot.

	It took all of the willpower Lorenzo had to pull out and make himself decent. Simone did the same, if with a touch more reluctance. All the early warning signs of a hideous case of blue balls were feeding into his frustration as he flung the door open.

	"Come right on in, Tia," he said, in the least inviting voice possible. 

	"Thanks, I will."

	His aunt Maria met his frustration with an equally annoyed expression. She had the same large, full breasts and unfairly perfect butt that God had graced all the women in his family with. Her hair was dark brown, eyes also dark brown, skin… more of a light brown, actually.

	She was a bit taller than average for a woman, about the same height he was if not a sliver taller. That'd always annoyed him, as though the dynamic of her being his babysitter had been one he'd never been able to grow out of in a literal sense. 

	Maria had on a tight black crop top and acid-washed jeans. He judged her outfit harshly in his mind, wondering what a woman in her early thirties was doing dressing like a teenager hitting a vape in a mall parking lot.

	"You have a friend over?" said Maria, eyeing Simone. "Hello there."

	"Hi," said Simone, not quite managing a smile. "Simone."

	"I am Enzo's Aunt, Maria." She set her hands on her hips and jutted her chin out at Lorenzo. "My stuff is waiting outside in my uber. Enzo?"

	"I hate that nickname," he snapped.

	"Oh, I know. But I love it. Now help your beloved tia bring her bags inside."

	Simone laughed, a small but shocking betrayal. Lorenzo stepped back from the door, shaking his head.

	"Get your own damn bags," he muttered.

	Maria blinked. "Do you want me to tell your mother what you just said to me, Enzo?"

	"Come on!" he cried.

	"I know she still helps you with your rent most months."

	Maria knew that, and Lorenzo knew that, but he'd been careful to keep Simone from knowing that. It didn't matter — really wasn't that big of a deal — but he'd prided himself on having a nice place to serve as their little love nest. Even still, that revelation was less of a blow to his pride than what would ensue if Maria had bad things to say about him to his mother, who would hold him accountable.

	"You had better hope that it's something small that's wrong with your car," he muttered.

	"Yeah, well, we'll see," said Maria. "It was making some really weird noises."

	He trudged out to the uber and grabbed Maria's bags. The driver seemed annoyed, just like everybody else. He made some snide comment that Lorenzo could only make out the tone of as he grabbed his aunt's luggage. He slammed the car door harder than necessary.

	When he came back upstairs, there was an odd silence in his living room. He'd expected Maria and Simone to be chatting, either getting along or getting catty. They both looked at him strangely, an odd tension in the air.

	"I have to… go grab something for my dad," said Simone. "I forgot. Sorry, Lorenzo."

	"Call him Enzo," said Maria. "He loves it."

	"Fuck off."

	He kissed his girlfriend as she hurried out, seeming a bit strange, and then resigned himself to an evening of dealing with his aunt.

	 

	


Chapter 4

	Jake reached his limit on attempting to fix the speaker through trying the same solutions over and over again. He gave up for the day, opting instead to play video games and sulk in the living room.

	His mother arrived home right on time. She sighed as she came through the front door, carrying two pizzas, which she set down on the kitchen counter as she kicked off her shoes. Her hair was done up in a bun, and she wore grey slacks with a professional but pretty sleeveless button up top.

	"Long day?" he asked.

	"Unbelievably," she muttered. "It's just pizza for dinner. I don't have the energy to cook."

	"Fine by me."

	"Where are your sisters?" asked Rebecca. 

	"In their rooms, I think," he said.

	"Did you have a fight?"

	He scowled and paused the game. "Why would you immediately assume that?"

	"I notice you didn't answer the question directly," said Rebecca.

	"I thought you were done with work for the day?"

	She laughed, pulling a hard seltzer out of the fridge, and came over to sit next to him. "What was it about?"

	"This time, it was with each other," he said. "They both want me to go to a party on Friday night. It's a little funny if you think about it."

	"Not really," said Rebecca. "More like exactly the sort of thing I warned you about."

	"You could always settle it by grounding me," he said, with a smirk.

	"You've gotten a little too big for me to ground you anymore," she said, softly.

	"You could always try." He reached over and set a hand on her knee, gently rubbing some of the tension out of her lower thigh. “I bet you could think of a way to keep me home if you really wanted to."

	"Sorry, sweetie, but I'm not about to swoop in and save you from the hard consequences of your own actions," said Rebecca, smirking and taking another sip of her seltzer. "I would be doing you a disservice as your mother."

	"I'd never ask you to do something you didn't want to do, mother dearest." He slid his hand a little higher. She tensed, taking another deliberate sip of her drink, just as deliberate in how she allowed him to keep going.

	"Of course," she said. "Were you going to… play video games down here?"

	"Actually, I had something I wanted to show you," he said. "Up in my room."

	Between his sisters and the speakers, his entire day had been as exhausting as his mother's likely had. Still, he knew he was taking a bit of a risk by pushing her like this.

	"You said your sisters are both home," she pointed out.

	"So? It'll only take a sec." He rubbed higher on her thigh. She was smiling, even as she shook her head. "It's just a silly youtube video I thought you'd like."

	"Okay," she said. "As long as it's quick, I suppose it… should be fine."

	He helped her to her feet, heart already racing. He kissed her as she came to standing, tasting pineapple and cheap booze and the lingering coldness of her drink. They took the stairs with mutually quiet steps, like teenagers sneaking around with their parents home.

	"Jaimie, Katie," called Rebecca. "There's pizza downstairs if you're hungry."

	Jake walked close behind her as they snuck down the hallway, far too close for anything but one particular thing. He closed the door to his room and was kissing her passionately in the next instant.

	"Jake…" she whispered. "The video."

	He laid her down on the bed, unbuttoning her blouse. "I'll show it to you, Mom."

	They kissed again, intensity deepening.

	"Sweetie…" Rebecca lifted her hips so he could take off her pants and panties. "Your computer… is over there."

	"Over where?" He pressed down on her, kissing her neck as he slipped out of his own sweatpants.

	"Oh God!" She grabbed a fistful of his shirt, throwing her head back. "We have to stay quiet!"

	He kissed her as he let his cock rub against her wetness, finding the right angle to gently coax its way into her tight, hot lane. "Oh fuck! Mom!"

	She let out a whimpering moan against him, breathing out in time with his initial thrusts like his cock was forcing the air from her lungs. Jake cradled her head as he pumped into her, his bed creaking in a scandalous way.

	"They're going to hear," said Rebecca, in a voice loud enough to all but guarantee it. "Oh God! They're going to hear us! Shh!"

	Jake cut her off with a kiss, too turned on to slow down. "Who cares? They already know."

	Rebecca let out a muffled moan. Jake reached down and played with her clit. She went off like a loaded gun with a hair trigger, whimpering and tensing and digging her nails into his back. 

	"That's it," he growled. "Let me know how much you love it."

	"It's perfect! You're perfect!" She kissed him several times in a row, bucking again as her body seemed to return to being taut with pleasure. "Oh sweetie! I can't take it, I can't take it!"

	His mother wrapped her arms and legs around him, squeezing him tighter than the last hug she'd give before sending her little boy off to the first day of school… or first day in the army.

	He kept thrusting into her, movements smaller, but just as fast and energetic. Three knocks came from Jaimie, on the other side of the wall, but they might as well have been sent in an email. Jake kissed his mother's neck and thrust into her, faster and faster. One of her legs shot out, jerking like it had been tazed with pleasure. He kissed her breasts, watching them juggle in their pale glory.

	"Mom!" he groaned. "Oh, fuck!"

	It was too much, a step past perfection into the forbidden madness which lay beyond. He unloaded inside her, the pleasure surging past its throbbing peak. He was the luckiest man on earth was the thought echoing through his head as he felt her fingers stroking his hair, felt her luxuriating him with soft, loving kisses.

	"Well," she whispered. "That was quite the video."

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 5

	Lorenzo did his best to ignore his aunt, but his apartment was too small for that to be an effective strategy indefinitely. They sat on opposite ends of the couch, watching an episode of an irreverent Netflix animated show.

	"Thank you, Mijo," she said, breaking the silence.

	He furrowed his brow, sensing a trap. "You're welcome. You are family, after all. It's not like I could say no."

	"Especially not with your mother doing the asking," said Maria, with a knowing smile. "I plan on thanking her, too, don't worry. There is… one little thing though."

	He sighed, bracing himself. "What is it?"

	"Well, remember how I stopped eating meat and using animal products as much as possible?"

	"Vaguely."

	"You only have milk and booze to drink in your fridge," said Maria. "Can you run out and get me something else? Please, Enzo?"

	He was about to say no, or fuck off, or some even more satisfying combination of the two, but hesitated. Something had seemed very strange before when Simone had rushed out.

	"I will," he said. "But only if you tell me what you said to my girlfriend. Did the two of you have a cat fight?"

	"That would be a no," said Maria.

	"No as an answer, or no to my request?"

	Maria let out a sigh and gave him an oddly concerned look. "How long have the two of you been dating?"

	"About two years. What does that have to do with anything?"

	"You know her well?"

	"I mean, yeah, obviously," he snapped. "What kind of question is that?"

	"Then you know why she was acting weird. Don't make it any weirder."

	He stared at her, beyond perplexed. "What are you talking about?"

	"See, this is why I didn't want to talk about this."

	"Talk about what?" he almost shouted. "Explain to me whatever it is you're trying to say."

	"We noticed each other. That's it. If you'd left me alone with one of your guy friends, maybe I would have been the one uncomfortable when you came back up. It's not that big of a deal."

	He stared at her, feeling the return of his previous annoyance twice over. "Simone doesn't date women. Not everyone is bisexual just because you are, Tia. God, something is seriously broken in your head."

	"Hey!" Maria punched him hard in the arm. "Don't be a rude asshole. Now I held up my end of the bargain. Go get me something to drink. Actually, I want two now, since you were so rude. Soy milk and maybe… something fruity. Lemonade or iced tea."

	"So, what? You hit on my girlfriend and made her feel uncomfortable? Am I hearing you correctly?"

	"I obviously did not hit on her like that, Mijo," said Maria, with a soft chuckle. "We barely even said anything. We just looked at each other and I knew. She complimented my top and I said I liked her hair."

	"Ridiculous," he muttered. "You're reading way too much into nothing."

	"Hey, you asked. Now get moving. I'm assuming this is one of those tiny towns where all the stores close at nine, isn't it?"

	It was, and Lorenzo had to be quick about his foray to the grocery store. He found soy milk, but there wasn't much that looked decent for fruity drinks, so he bought some blueberries to do some kind of smoothie with.

	He drove home to his apartment. Someone had taken his parking spot even though he'd only been out for a half hour, tops. He found another one, walked further than he should have needed to, and finally went inside.

	Maria was asleep in his bed. Not on top of his bed, above the covers, which would have still been frustrating, but tangled in his sheets. She wasn't fully covered, having stripped down into just her underwear before climbing in.

	"Tia," he said, trying to reel in his annoyance. "Time for bed."

	She let out a sleepy groan and buried her face in his pillow. The sheet was pulled across her diagonally, and most of her tanned butt and long legs were visible beneath the bottom hem of it. 

	He tried to avert his eyes, focusing on her feet instead. She'd painted her toe nails a shade of flecked blue that was girlish and adorable. His gaze swept back up to his aunt's glorious thigh gap and the way her buttocks seemed too full and curvaceous to stand any chance at being chastely covered by her panties.

	"Maria, I'm not sleeping on the couch," he said, shaking her shoulder. 

	She let out another exaggerated groan and wiggled sideways a bit, making room for him. He was already shaking his head, knowing it for a terrible idea. What would Simone think? No, more importantly, where was his own sense of decency and propriety?

	He grabbed a spare blanket and collapsed onto his couch. He'd never actually tried to sleep on it before, as is often the case for the purchaser. It was too short in that infuriating way that kept him trying and failing to find a comfortable sleeping angle.

	He gave up after a few minutes. All of his aunt's microaggressions seemed to compound into an unbearable pile, from the stupid quest to buy her soy milk to how she'd made his girlfriend uncomfortable. No fucking way was he sleeping on the couch.

	He stripped down to his boxers, all but spiking each discarded piece of clothing into the floor, and climbed into his bed. He ruffled the sheets as he pulled them over himself, hoping it would snap her awareness into a deeper realization of the situation and send her fleeing from his room.

	No such luck.

	


Chapter 6

	"There," said Jake. "Fixed. Finally."

	He was sitting at the kitchen counter, the bluetooth speaker sitting next to his tools, blue LED on light finally glowing with victory. Jaimie was in a t-shirt and boy shorts, pouring a bowl of cereal. 

	"Explain to me what the big deal with this stupid speaker is, anyway?" she asked.

	"I needed to fix it as part of my job application for Ryan's Retro Repair."

	"That dinky little electronics store?" Jaimie poured the milk a bit too fast and licked a spilled drop off her knuckle. "You do realize you could aspire to be more, little brother, right?"

	"Hey, a job's a job," he said. "And with the speaker fixed, I think I'm in."

	"What was wrong with it?"

	"I don't know," he said. "I ended up just buying an identical one and swapping the outer shell so it still has all the right scratches on it."

	"Isn't that cheating?" Kate asked the question in a distinctly annoyed tone as she came into the kitchen, wearing a tank top and sweatpants that were a bit too small for her.

	"Depends on how you define it," he said.

	"A bit pathetic, don't you think?" said Jaimie. "Part of me hopes you don't get away with it."

	"So do I!" snapped Kate.

	He winced, aware of the source of their ire. He hadn't exactly been quiet the previous evening with his mother in her room. Kate and Jaimie had kept their distance for the rest of that night, but they’d clearly held onto their complicated emotions.

	"What happened to being a supportive family?" asked Rebecca, as she came into the kitchen ready for work. "Jake has been working really hard on getting a job. You should encourage him, regardless of his methods."

	"Gross, Mother," said Jaimie.

	"I would have thought you gave him enough encouragement last night," muttered Kate. "Or maybe he was the one giving it to you."

	They both left the kitchen in dramatic fashion. Rebecca looked genuinely upset. Jake stood up and pulled her into a tight hug.

	"They're just being bratty," he said. "They'll get over it."

	"God," she muttered. "What's happened to this family? How did it all go so wrong?"

	"Hey, come on," he said. "Let's not act like it was all roses and sunshine before I came back."

	"In a lot of ways, it was," she muttered.

	"Ouch."

	"No offense. It isn't your fault, strictly speaking. Nor is it mine, at least not any more than it is Jaimie’s or Kate's. It's complicated for all of us."

	"I just need to put some effort into winning them back over," he said. 

	Rebecca frowned. "That's not really an ideal solution, assuming you mean what I think you mean by win them back over."

	"What? So it's okay for you to get evening massages, but not my sisters?"

	"In an ideal world, we would all be getting massages from appropriate… massage partners," muttered Rebecca. "I suppose we don't exactly live in that world."

	"I think your outlook is part of the issue," said Jake. "You need to manifest optimism. I'll win Jaimie and Kate back over, and we'll all go out for family dinner, and you'll see exactly what I mean."

	He set himself to the task almost immediately, starting with Kate in what little time he had before she left for school. He knocked on the door to her room as she was brushing her hair.

	"Hey," he said.

	"What do you want, Jake?"

	He came up behind where she was sitting, holding her gaze in the mirror. "To tell you that I love you. And that you're awesome."

	"I mean… I know." She shook her head, trying not to smile. "I don't need to hear that from you for it to be true."

	He leaned down and kissed her on the cheek. "Pick you up from school?"

	"Not tonight."

	"Help you with your homework?"

	"All caught up."

	"Buy you ice cream?"

	"I'll get fat."

	"Okay, uh… Let you ride on my back like a horse like you used to when you were little?"

	He dropped down on all fours on her floor. It was a desperate bid for something resembling a thawing out of her mood. Kate shook her head, stood up from her chair, and launched herself onto his back.

	She was heavier than she'd been back when they'd originally played the game, and they both tumbled to the floor in a mess of limbs. Jake pulled her close and kissed her. She hugged him and let out a little sigh.

	"I'm still a little mad at you," she murmured.

	"This is only phase one of my plan to make you love me again."

	"I didn't stop loving you Jake." She bit his neck playfully. "It's the fact that I love you that makes this so confusing. Having to listen to you… and Mom. I started crying, you know."

	"Oh, Katie…" He hugged her tighter. "I'm really sorry."

	A soft knock came at the door. "Kate. We'll be late if we don't leave now."

	He let go of her and they both stood up and left her room. He wasn't sure what to say or do, how to navigate the minefield of emotions. It made sense to be a bit more aware of who was where, when, in order to at least respect everyone's awareness of what was going on within the house, at the bare minimum.

	His next objective was to do the same with Jaimie. She was in her room and he paused outside the door, hearing what sounded like muffled moans. He pressed his ear to the door, listening to confirm. Jaimie was watching porn.

	He gently opened the door to her room.

	"What the fuck?" cried Jaimie. "Ever hear of knocking? Fucking psycho!"

	She was laying on her bed and hastily closed her laptop and pulled a sheet over her. Without saying a word, Jake walked over, climbed under the sheets headfirst, and slid forward until his head was between her thighs.

	She was as nude as a freshly picked peach, and glistening with just as much juice. She covered herself reflexively, but let Jake pull hands away without resistance.

	"Perv…" she muttered. "You're really going to just come into my room and climb under my sheets? Who says I even want you to…? Oh!"

	He kissed the inside of one of her thighs and it was like he'd said the magic word, given how both legs instantly swung open to allow him better access. He let his kisses trail upward.

	"Oh fuck!" she moaned, voice husky and shaky. "Ah, ah… Jakey-kun!"

	He breathed on her pussy before giving her lower lips a soft kiss. Jaimie's hips bucked, beyond eager. He imagined how he would react if she'd come into his room midway through a masturbatory session and simply fallen to her knees and started sucking and suddenly felt like a fucking genius.

	She started breathing like she'd just done a free dive as his kisses became longer, wetter, with more licks. He rubbed his hands along her inner thighs as he worked. Jaimie seemed to lose her mind, running her hands through his hair, encouraging him and letting out the kinds of moans that had him hoping Kate and his mom were out the door downstairs.

	"Jake!" she cried. "Oh!"

	He let his tongue circle her clit and that was all she could take. She came hard, juices flowing, salty with a bit of possibly imagined sweetness. He rubbed her legs and gave her all of ten seconds to enjoy her orgasm… before starting up again.

	


Chapter 7

	Lorenzo knew he was dreaming, or at least had a vague sense that he was. The night he'd met Simone had been at a party. She'd teased him by sitting on his lap early on when there'd been nowhere else to place herself.

	Later that night, when people had started to crash, she'd repeated the stunt on the foldout couch, squeezing in alongside him with a whisper of "is this okay?" as she snuggled her body against his. 

	It had been better than okay. They'd had quiet sex twice that night, not talking about it and doing their best not to wake the dozen or so other people sleeping on the basement floor.

	She was against him now in the dream, her body ripe for his plucking. He rocked forward, letting his erection prod into her gloriously soft butt, running a hand up her body to cup one of her… large breasts.

	"Enzo?" whispered Simone.

	Not Simone. There was too much plumpness between his fingers, too much light in the room to be a basement kegger. He blinked and realized he was spooning with his aunt, with an erection that could grind flakes off a diamond pressed with intention against her voluptuous rear.

	"You were… supposed to sleep on the couch," he muttered.

	"It was too small for me," she whispered, voice oddly taught. "You're shorter than me, Enzo. I figured you'd fit better."

	"Shut up." He tensed, squeezing her breast and then letting go as though he'd grabbed a hot pan by the metal.

	"Or what?" asked Maria. "A single word to your mother about you treating me badly and you'll be sleeping on your couch in an alleyway."

	He grabbed her hip, snarling in her ear. "You better hope to God that your car is fixed by tonight."

	"Or. What?" She made a small bucking motion with her hips that both felt good in an infuriatingly confusing way and pissed him off.

	He rolled out of bed and started yanking his clothes on. Maria also got up, but seemed oblivious to his peering eyes as she strode through his apartment clad only in her underwear.

	"Would you put some clothes on?" he shouted. He pulled some poptarts out of the cupboard, trying to distract himself with food.

	"Why? It's no big deal. We're family." Maria leaned forward to grab her soy milk from the fridge, breasts jiggling a bit within the grip of her bra. 

	"Simone will be over at some point," he muttered.

	"I seriously doubt Simone will mind either, Enzo," said Maria, with a laugh.

	He swore under his breath. His phone was vibrating when he came back into the other room. He furrowed his brow, a bit surprised to see his friend Jake calling.

	"What's up?" he said. "Still struggling with the speaker?"

	"Just got done fixing it, as it happens," said Jake.

	"You… what?" Lorenzo chuckled and shook his head. "You don't need to exaggerate for my benefit, my friend."

	"I'm not. Here, take a listen." There was the sound of volume buttons clicking, followed by a pop song playing in the background. "Good as new."

	"That… seems unlikely," said Lorenzo. 

	"You can see for yourself this morning," said Jake. "I'm going to bring it by for your inspection."

	"It's Ryan working today," muttered Lorenzo. Maria was looking for a pan in the lower cupboard, slowly bending forward. The motion seemed to make the side flesh of her buttocks shift in a mesmerizing way, beyond supple, plump perfection.

	"Perfect. It's even better if I present my work to the big boss himself."

	"Hold on," said Lorenzo. "I wouldn't recommend that. Seriously, you should let me take a look at your handiwork and then-"

	"What's the matter, Lorenzo?" asked Jake. "You're not scared I'll steal your place as his favorite employee, are you?"

	"Jake, my friend, you need to listen to me on this," said Lorenzo. "Showing him a fixed speaker might not be the best move."

	"If you knew how much work I put into getting this thing working, you'd understand where I'm coming from," he said. "Later Lorenzo."

	He heard Jake hang up on the other end and shook his head, unsure about whether to intervene. 

	"What's the problem?" asked Maria.

	"I was trying to give this guy a hint," muttered Lorenzo. "My boss gave him a speaker to fix that's broken beyond repair. That's the point of it. To understand that sometimes, your job isn't to fix the thing, but gently convince the customer to buy a replacement."

	Maria let out a laugh that had slightly too much of a teasing edge to it. "I can relate to that. Pretty annoying when you tell someone something and they simply don't want to hear it."

	"And just what's that supposed to mean?" he shouted.

	She waved a hand dismissively in his direction, putting the pan on the stove and sparking the burner.

	"No, go on!" He stomped over, anger building. "Say what you have to say."

	"I don't have anything to say, Enzo!" said Maria, with a sigh. "Look, let's just drop it. No need to make any more drama while I'm here than I already have."

	"…Fine," he said. "Have you called about your car?"

	"They said they'd call me," she said, with a shrug.

	"Well, you should call them. Let them know that you need it done sooner, rather than later."

	"I'm sure that would speed things up," she muttered, rolling her eyes.

	 

	


Chapter 8

	Jake smiled as he brought his bike to a stop outside Ryan's Retro Repair. He took his helmet off and pulled out the speaker, carrying it like a sacred offering.

	His cell phone rang right as he was crossing the parking lot. It was his mother calling and he answered immediately.

	"What's up, Mom?"

	"Hey," she said. "We didn't get a chance to talk much this morning. Alone, I mean."

	"I think us talking alone is what led to the current household disharmony," he muttered. "I worked things out with Jaimie, but Kate…"

	"She seemed really upset when I dropped her off at school," muttered Rebecca. "I think the core of it stems from her wanting a boyfriend. The promise of a boyfriend, as seen on TV."

	"I am her boyfriend," he said. "In essence."

	"Really?" Rebecca's voice was playful, but skeptical. "Are you my boyfriend too then, Jake?"

	"Did you call me to check in or for phone sex?"

	She laughed and made a noise that sounded awfully tempted. "I just called to make sure our family was still on the same page. The amount of pinging I have to do now between the three of you has gone up exponentially."

	"I'll be sure to baby Kate tonight and make her feel special," he said. "Though obviously I might need… a bit of space for that."

	Rebecca sighed. "If she actually did have a boyfriend, I'd probably have to be stricter about how much time I let her have alone with him."

	"See? There's always a silver lining."

	"One last thing," she said. "Do you mind hanging around home for a bit?"

	"When?"

	"Like… right around now?" asked Rebecca. "I have a delivery coming. Some work supplies, but they need to be signed for and the mail always comes so early."

	"I'm about to head in to finish my job interview," he said.

	"I promise I'll make it worth your while," said his mother, in a voice that practically oozed the essence of a reward blowjob.

	He glanced back at his bike. The speaker could wait until later that afternoon… right? 

	"Sorry, Mom, I have to lock this job down," he said. "If I make it back in time, I might still be able to sign for your stuff."

	"That's alright," she said. "I can always just have them redeliver."

	She waited for a second or two, as though silently asking "are you sure you want to pass on a reward blowjob," and then they both said their goodbyes.

	With the resolve of a man who'd just turned down nirvana, Jake strode into the repair shop. He hadn't met Ryan before, and his first impression of the store's eponymous owner was… lackluster.

	Ryan was heavyset, with thick glasses and a cyan colored beanie on his head. He was currently asleep, head leaned sideways across a body pillow featuring a suspiciously young anime character, bikini clad and blushing. 

	Jake cleared his throat, and then when that failed to wake the other man up, tapped the little bell intended to call shop employees from the back. Ryan blinked a couple of times and shifted his head, but didn't lift all the way up.

	"Oh, hello," he muttered. "Let me know if you need anything."

	"I'm Jake. The guy who was looking for a job. Broken bluetooth speaker guy?"

	Ryan let out a grunt, but still seemed less than fully awake. "Finally give up?"

	"No. I fixed it."

	He held the speaker out like a waiter serving a plate at an expensive restaurant.

	"No, you didn't," said Ryan.

	"I did," said Jake. "It works now."

	He turned it on, the blue led flashing, but hard to see in the sunlight. It was still paired with his phone, so he played the song he'd been listening to.

	Ryan stared at him, expression inscrutable. Jake paused the music after a few seconds, waiting for a reaction.

	"Incredible," Ryan eventually said. "That speaker… wasn't supposed to be fixable."

	"Oh," said Jake. "I suppose I have the magic touch."

	"You have more than just that." Ryan stood up and banged his hand on the counter dramatically, wincing and shaking it with a pained expression slightly less dramatically afterward. "You have yourself a job if you want one, Jake."

	"Yeah!" he said, smiling. "Absolutely."

	"Sick. So today should be fairly slow. Don't worry about fixing anything for anyone or handling that stuff just yet. You know how to work a cash register, right?"

	"I mean… not really."

	"It's simple, you'll pick it up in no time," said Ryan, collecting his body pillow. "If you have any questions, my number is on the back of the counter, and you already know Lorenzo. I'll pay you in cash for today but we'll get you on the book soon."

	"You… want me to start today?"

	Ryan was already sidling out from around the counter. "Absolutely. I have tons of confidence in you, Jake. You'll do great."

	He watched as the shop's owner waved and walked to his car and simply… drove off. There were at least fifty other questions Jake had about what he was supposed to be doing, not limited to when and how to close up for the day.

	He took a seat behind the counter and settled in.

	


Chapter 9

	Lorenzo had the day off, but without the peace that it would have usually entailed. His aunt was still crowding his apartment. Even the silence with Maria around felt confrontational.

	He couldn't shake his awareness of her as he tried to relax on the couch. It reminded him a bit of when he'd first started dating Simone, except with all of the tension and none of the fun.

	Lorenzo's eyes darted to Maria, sprawled on his couch, her feet propped up on the coffee table like she owned the place. She'd commandeered the TV remote and was searching for something to watch on Netflix with an air of entitlement that made him felt like time had turned backward, and he was back to having his annoying aunt babysit him.

	Lorenzo gritted his teeth as Maria flipped through the channels, his frustration growing with each click of the remote.

	"There's nothing good on Netflix anymore," muttered Maria. "What about HBO? Don't tell me you don't have it."

	Lorenzo felt a surge of irritation. "I don't need every streaming service. There's plenty to watch on regular cable and YouTube."

	Maria scoffed, tossing the remote onto the coffee table with a clatter. "Ay, Mijo, you're living like a college student. A grown man should have HBO."

	"I'm not wasting money on overpriced channels I don't need," Lorenzo snapped, his eyes narrowing. He could feel the tension in the room thickening, like a rubber band being stretched to its limit.

	Maria turned to face him, her dark eyes flashing. "It's not a waste. It's culture. It's where all the good shows are these days."

	Lorenzo stood up, pacing the small living room. "I don't need you telling me how to live my life or what to watch. This is my apartment, my rules."

	"My apartment, my rules," said Maria, mockingly. "Big man now, are you, Enzo? Just like your father was."

	"Would you shut up already?" he snapped.

	She smirked as though her entire purpose had simply been to get that rise out of him. He waved an arm dismissively and marched into his room.

	"Mijo, please, I'm just teasing you," said Maria.

	"I'm going for a run," he said.

	"Can you grab something sweet on the way back? I've got sugar cravings like you wouldn't believe."

	I will not kill my aunt, he thought. I will not kill my aunt.

	He ran along his usual route, feeling increasingly glad that he'd made plans with Simone to be out of town for the weekend. It would be annoying if his aunt's car still wasn't done by then, as it might mean she'd be around until Monday, but at least he'd only be physically present for the tail end of it.

	He decided to call Simone when he reached his turnaround point. "Hey babe."

	"Hey," she said. "Are you running right now? You sound out of breath."

	"Yeah, midway through."

	"Aunt still up in your business?"

	"Like you wouldn't believe," he muttered. "By the way, what happened yesterday when she first showed up?"

	"What do you mean?"

	He put a foot on a nearby bench, stretching his leg. "You seemed thrown off by her. I thought she might have said something to you or something."

	"Oh!" said Simone. "She just seemed… a bit irritable. I don't know. I got a vibe."

	"A vibe, huh?"

	"Yeah, Enzo, a vibe."

	"Please don't start calling me that," he said.

	"What? Only your aunt gets to use your adorable nickname?"

	"It's unbearable," he muttered. "I'm just glad that we'll be gone on our trip soon."

	"Speaking of which, I picked up a new outfit for the weekend," said Simone. "I'm just getting back to my place with Kim to try it on."

	"With Kim?" said Lorenzo. He frowned, feeling Maria's earlier accusation about Simone sliding back to the forefront. "You need her help to try clothes on?"

	Simone laughed. "Need is a strong word but… kind of? She makes it more fun. Has lots of valuable… feedback to offer. It's a girl thing, Enzo."

	"Seriously, stop that."

	"Want me to come over later?"

	"Sure. Maybe if I can find an excuse to push Maria out of the house, we can have some fun."

	"You do have your own room," said Simone. "We can just shut the door and be quiet about it."

	Lorenzo chuckled. "With how thin the walls are in my apartment, there would never be a way to be quiet enough."

	"Well, that's her problem," said Simone.

	They said their goodbyes. Lorenzo put his phone away, but something about the sum total of his situation nagged at him.

	Simone's place was more or less on his way home, assuming he took a slightly edited route. He found himself trying to concoct a reasonable excuse to drop by unannounced. Did he even need one? He was her boyfriend, after all.

	She lived with her sister in their mother's old house. Lorenzo slowed as he approached the door, opting to go up the street to see what he could see through the side window, given it was right on the corner.

	Simone and her best friend Kim were… watching TV. Insanely suspicious. He stayed where he was for a few seconds, enough time to start feeling creepy, and then continued his jog.

	 

	


Chapter 10

	Jake's first day working at Ryan's Retro Repair was far less eventful than he ever would have expected it to be. Four people came into the shop in total. Three of them were apparently friends of Ryan or Lorenzo, and he had almost the exact same conversation with each.

	Yes, he was the new guy. No, the person they'd stopped in to see wasn't there. Yes, he'd let them know they'd stopped by. The fourth customer was an older woman who was looking to have her computer fixed, but hadn't brought it with her and couldn't articulate what the problem with it was beyond it not "working."

	He had to check the sign outside the store to even know what time he was supposed to close up at, expecting to have to do it himself. He guessed that the cash within the register would usually be locked up somewhere safe or deposited at the bank, even, but it was, by his count, eleven dollars, a five and six ones.

	He had no idea how to go about actually locking the store itself up, not having a key or any means to make it happen. Five minutes after nine PM, right as he was preparing to call for help, Ryan showed up, parking his Suburu right in front of the shop.

	"Anything happen today?" asked Ryan.

	"Absolutely nothing," said Jake.

	"Perfect. Here's your pay. Great job, Jake."

	He handed him a folded bundle of bills. Jake tucked it into his wallet and rode his bike home, tired and wondering if the sheer boredom of his new employment was worth it.

	He parked his bike in the garage and made his way inside. It was late enough that most of his family should have meandered to their rooms, but surprisingly, everyone was still downstairs.

	"There you are," said Rebecca. "Long day?"

	"First day," he said. "I got the job at Ryan's Retro Repair and he immediately put me on a shift."

	Rebecca walked over to him from the kitchen and rubbed his shoulder. "Is that good or bad?"

	"A bit a both, I suppose," he said. "I did absolutely nothing all day and somehow still feel beat."

	Jaimie and Kate were sitting on the couch and made room for him between them as he sat down. The couch was soft and he could feel the exhaustion of his first day at work settle into his bones. Kate immediately snuggled up against his side, her warmth a welcome comfort.

	"Sounds like a boring first day," she said.

	On his other side, Jaimie gave Jake a sympathetic pat on the shoulder. "At least you got paid for doing nothing, right?"

	Jake nodded, letting out a deep sigh. "Yeah, I guess. Money is money."

	Kate nuzzled closer, resting her head on Jake's chest. "You deserve some cuddles after all that boredom."

	Jake tensed for a moment, acutely aware of their mother's presence in the kitchen, but Kate's warmth was too inviting to resist. He relaxed into her embrace, draping an arm around her shoulders.

	Jaimie watched them with a mixture of amusement and mild concern. "Don't suffocate him, Katie."

	"I'll let him come up for air when he needs it," she whispered.

	"How kind of you," he murmured, giving her a gentle squeeze.

	Jaimie scooted a bit closer, not quite cuddling but similarly offering her presence as support. "So, think you'll stick with it?"

	Jake shrugged, careful not to dislodge Kate. "For now, I guess. I certainly worked hard enough to get it in the first place."

	As they sat there, Jake sandwiched between his sisters with Kate clinging to him like a koala, he felt a mixture of emotions. The affection was soothing after his monotonous day, but the tension was always there between them. 

	He fell asleep at some point. He was dimly aware of someone shifting him sideways on the couch, someone else putting a blanket over him. He groaned and managed to get up, tired but aware enough that he'd get a better sleep in his own bed.

	"I'll put you to bed, Jake," whispered Kate.

	"Are Mom and Jaimie still up?"

	"Mom said it was fine if I stayed up with you."

	"Sick." 

	He leaned most of his weight on her as they walked, teasing but not really teasing, given how tired he was. Kate came into his room with him and simply climbed into his bed. Jake treated her like a teddy bear, squeezing her as he let out a contented, sleepy sigh.

	"I think I might sleep with my shirt off," whispered Kate.

	"Good idea," he mumbled, barely awake.

	He heard the rustle of fabric.

	"Hope nothing happens," whispered Kate, as she rubbed her butt against his crotch.

	"It's fine." He pulled her close again, kissed her shoulder, felt himself wavering back to sleep.

	Kate took his hand and pulled it onto one of her rather nude and compelling little breasts. He gave it a sleepy squeeze and smelled her hair.

	"Jake…" whispered Kate, now taking her panties off. "It's okay if I sleep naked, right? It's so hot in your room…"

	"Whatever works for you."

	He felt her rub herself against him, now completely naked and as eager for attention as he'd ever seen her. The temptation to let himself drift deeper into sleep simply out of a desire to tease his dorky little sister was still there, but so was she. Right there, and now totally nude.

	"I can't sleep…" She draped a bare thigh over him and started softly and cutely dry humping his side.

	"Gee, I wonder why…"

	He rolled on top of her, ditching his pants and boxers. Kate let out a tiny, ecstatic "yes!" as they started kissing. He didn't have much energy, but his little sister made it abundantly clear that she was willing to do all the work for him.

	"God I love you," he whispered, kissing her again and again with sleepy lips.

	"Show me." She stroked him until he was hard, and then rolled back, legs folding with supreme, teenage flexibility.

	Jake sank into her with a soft sigh of supreme contentment. Kate's pussy had this little pinch to it that made every time feel like it was her first time, a thought which made him smile as he remembered he'd taken her first time.

	He held her in a full, gentle embrace, admittedly still half asleep. What had he ever done to get so lucky by having such a sweet and kind and brilliant little sister? He kissed her cheek and ran a hand through her hair.

	"No…" she pouted. "Come on! Quit falling asleep!"

	She rolled sideways hard, flipping him onto his back in a way that broke the contact of their lewd parts. Suddenly, Kate was astride him, lowering herself down on his hard cock with a purposeful, sexy little grunt. 

	She started riding him with attitude. Jake opened his eyes, though his room was pitch black, and ran a hand up her side. So sweet and kind and brilliant… and then there was this side of her, the little redheaded nympho who needed it now.

	"Oh yeah," she moaned. "Oh, oh!"

	He leaned up and briefly sucked on one of her nipples. Kate rode him faster and faster, the friction of their pubic hair getting a bit raw from her angle. Jake felt her have an adorably one-sided orgasm. He wrapped his arms around her and stroked her hair, sleepy enough to be indifferent about getting off himself.

	"You're beautiful," he whispered.

	"You didn't… come?" she whispered.

	"I'm tired," he said.

	"Well… let me do it all, then."

	She shifted underneath the blanket. Jake was about to whisper for her to just come cuddle with him instead, right up until he felt her soft lips close around his cock.

	"Oh, fuck…" He groaned.

	He could see Kate's head in the dark, just a shape bobbing up and down underneath the covers. The sensation was unreal, doubled in intensity from how tired he was. He groaned and felt himself sprinting toward his limit, still primed from sleep.

	Kate sped her pace up, putting one hand on her thigh as though bracing herself. Little lewd churning noises came from her mouth, and Jake felt saliva and whatever else was mixed in drip down onto his crotch.

	"Oh Katie!" He bucked his hips as he came, unloading into her sweet little mouth. Kate kept sucking, letting him ride the full length of his orgasm like the brilliant and adoring little sister she was.

	"Now we can go to sleep," she whispered, afterward.

	"You're such a dork," he muttered.

	"Hey."

	"A sexy dork. Who I love with all my heart."

	He embraced her, and almost immediately drifted off.

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 11

	Lorenzo ran every errand on his to-do list, dropped by every friend whose house had an open door policy, and did just about everything he could think of to avoid his aunt. She'd been actively making a mess of his apartment when he'd come back after his run, and it had been a measure he'd needed to take for his own sanity.

	Simone texted him after he'd grabbed dinner with an old buddy from high school, which brought the situation to a head.

	Hey, I know your evil aunt is still there, but can we do your place tonight? My sister is having her boyfriend over.

	Lorenzo sighed, not keen on the prospect. He supposed having to endure his aunt's company with Simone would probably be a step up from having to do it without her. He texted Simone back in the affirmative and made his way home ahead of her.

	"Enzo, finally," said Maria, in a voice far too annoyed for comfort. "I bought you dinner. Chinese food. As a way of thanking you for your hospitality. But you weren't even here to enjoy it!"

	Several cartons of chinese food lay scattered around his living room and kitchen, as though Maria's default arrangement state was simply making a mess. "So you decided to pig out and trash my place instead?"

	"Hey!" snapped Maria. "What would your mother say if she heard you talking about me like that? Rude, Mijo! Just rude!"

	She got right up in his face, jabbing a finger in his chest. She'd put on the crop top she'd been wearing the previous day, but was wearing it with tiny booty shorts, the kind of indoor clothing that made her seem underdressed. Lorenzo felt an odd rise in tension as he remembered how they'd woken up that morning.

	"Simone is coming over," he said, jutting his chin out at her. "Clean up your mess and put some real clothes on."

	Maria let out a mocking laugh. "Something tells me she won't mind me in this."

	He gritted his teeth, wishing he could do something about how annoying she was. "You're unbearable. I have to take a shower. At least clean up your garbage, Tia."

	"Garbage?" she said, in a huff. "I bought you dinner and you treat me like a pest? Your mother will hear about this."

	He snarled as he grabbed a towel, slamming the door to the bathroom behind him. If she did tell his mother, she would undoubtedly be pissed. Maria had a way of bending her older sister's ear, always had. His mom wouldn't buy his side of things regardless of how he tried to frame it.

	There was barely any hot water left, and he remembered how Maria's hair had looked glossy and bouncy in that "I took a bath with extra conditioner” kind of way. He showered as quickly as he could, wondering how he could get some revenge with Simone. If his aunt insisted on staying at his place, maybe she deserved to have it be awkward.

	Lorenzo emerged from the bathroom, a towel wrapped snugly around his waist. He ran a hand through his damp hair, expecting to find Simone waiting for him alone. Instead, he was greeted by an unusual sight: Simone and Maria sat close together on the couch, their conversation abruptly halting as he entered the room.

	"Oh, hey there, mijo," said Maria, her eyes scanning over Lorenzo's bare chest.

	Simone's cheeks flushed as she took in Lorenzo's appearance. "Hi, babe. We were just... chatting."

	Lorenzo's brow furrowed, sensing an odd tension in the air. The way they both looked at him made him feel suddenly self-conscious, like he was on display. He cleared his throat, trying to shake off the feeling.

	"Chatting about what?" he asked, his eyes darting between the two women.

	Maria let out a low chuckle. "Oh, nothing important. Just girl talk."

	Simone nodded a bit too enthusiastically. "Yeah, just getting to know your aunt better."

	Lorenzo couldn't shake the weird feeling he’d been getting whenever he saw them together. The way they exchanged glances made him wonder what exactly they had been discussing before he walked in.

	"Right," he said, unconvinced. "Well, I'm just going to get dressed."

	"Maria bought dinner for us?" said Simone. "You could have mentioned that."

	"She would have bought it anyway," he muttered.

	"I suggested we all watch a movie out here," said Maria. "If you're not still in a cranky mood, Enzo."

	"I'm never going to not be in a cranky mood around you," he muttered under his breath.

	"What's that?" snapped Maria.

	"Sure," he said. "Just let me throw on some clothes real quick."

	He got dressed fast enough to make real quick seem like an understatement. There was something off about how Simone acted around Maria that put him on edge. He needed to talk to her about it, but there would be plenty of time for that across their weekend getaway.

	There was another odd silence as though both women had just gone quiet when he came out into the living room. Simone shifted over to make room for him on the couch, taking the middle spot. Lorenzo put on the Dune movie and helped himself to an eggroll.

	Nothing much happened while they watched it. He managed to mostly convince himself that he was imagining Maria's tension with Simone. Or maybe he wasn't, but maybe it also wasn't that big of a deal. Regardless, a weekend out of town and away from his bitchy aunt was exactly what the next few days called for.

	"So sleepy," said Simone, with an exaggerated yawn. "Time for bed, Enzo?"

	His eyebrow twitched. "I think so. You'll have to make do on the couch tonight, Maria."

	"…Tonight?" Simone gave him a serious look. "…Where was she sleeping last night?"

	"At least in some things, Enzo is still a gentleman," said Maria. "He let me have his bed last night since I'm a bit taller than him and he cheaped out on a mail order couch."

	Even when his aunt was covering for him, she somehow found a way to make it sound backhanded.

	"Yeah," he said. "Didn't have much choice when I came back from the store and found her already sleeping in my bed."

	"He really should have bought a pull-out one," said Simone.

	"Everybody likes a good pull-out," said Maria.

	The tension seemed to flutter in again. Lorenzo grabbed his girlfriend's wrist and yanked her toward his room.

	"Night, Tia."

	"Night, Mijo."

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 12

	Simone was against him the second he'd shut the door to his room. Lorenzo kissed her back, tasting wine on her lips from the bottle they'd opened during the movie.

	"Easy," he whispered.

	"I'm not in an easy mood tonight," said Simone. "Or I mean, I am in an easy mood. Just not a go easy mood."

	She kissed him again, rising up on her toes and lifting her leg against him. Lorenzo squeezed her butt and started walking her toward his bed, but still felt a bit strange.

	"Let's give her a few minutes to fall asleep first," he said.

	"Who cares? She knows what we're getting up to."

	"I don't doubt that she does, but it's just…" He shrugged. "She's my aunt, you know."

	"She looks a lot like your mom, by the way," said Simone.

	"Yeah, no shit. They're sisters. That’s kind of what I mean."

	He took a step back. Simone laughed and tried to pull him back toward the bed again.

	"You're not getting shy are you, Enzo?" she said, teasingly. 

	"Seriously, stop calling me that."

	"Enzo." She kissed his neck, biting gently with her teeth.

	He took her by the shoulders, turned on but also annoyed. "You've been acting weird these past few days."

	"Maybe I'm just excited for our trip." She reached down and started rubbing his cock through his pants. "Or maybe… I'm a naughty little slut who needs to be taught a lesson."

	"You're my naughty little slut," he whispered. "But that kind of dirty talk is going to lead in a loud direction."

	"So let it. You keep talking about how much your precious tia annoys you. Annoy her back."

	The possibility stirred a dangerous heat in his loins. Maria really would tattle to his mother if he pushed her too far, but somehow that thought seemed to encourage his arousal rather than stifle it. He pushed Simone down on his bed. She landed spread eagle and pushed her butt into the air.

	"Enzo," she said, in a deliberately loud voice. "Are you going to teach this naughty little slut a lesson?"

	He climbed onto the bed behind her and groped her breasts, grinding into her. "You best believe it."

	He tweaked one of her nipples and tangled his fingers in her dreads, pulling her head back firmly but gently. Their clothes came off in a rush of movements. Lorenzo had a thought as he reached her panties.

	"Are these the new ones you bought with Kim?" he asked.

	"Saving those for our trip," said Simone. "You'll have to wait to see them."

	"I don't care about the panties." He pulled her underwear off and sank a finger into her pussy. "I care about what's behind them."

	"Oh fuck, Enzo," she cried. "More. This naughty little slut needs something bigger to shut her up."

	He pushed her forward on the bed and let his cock settle between her awesome brown buns. Simone wiggled her ass and made a needy noise. Lorenzo pulled back, adjusted his angle, and sank his cock deep into her.

	She made a loud, sexy gasp, too loud for the situation. He started thrusting, pulling the pillow toward her face and hoping she'd take the hint to muffle her pleasure a bit.

	"Oh fuck, Enzo!" she cried. "You're so big!"

	"Shush!" he whispered. "Maria is… right out there."

	"Fuck me, Enzo," she said, not even trying to stay quiet. 

	It pissed him off to have her ignore him to his face, flagrantly ignoring his concerns. He chose to express that annoyance by driving into her faster, sending glorious ripples through her flawless petite buttocks, which only exacerbated the problem.

	"She's going to hear us!" he snapped. "My… fucking aunt."

	"Your aunt… is going to hear us?" Simone moaned and reached a hand between her legs to play with her clit. "She's going to hear you fucking me, Enzo. She's going to hear how rough you are with your little fuckslut."

	"Oh… fuck!" He pumped into her hard. Simone braced herself against the bed, transferring their momentum even more vividly into the wall and floor.

	Lorenzo thought he heard the TV being turned up in the other room. He didn't care anymore. If anything, he was as turned on by the idea of Maria listening in as Simone currently was.

	He took hold of her arms, using them for purchase to slam into her harder, faster, pleasure cresting a wave, somehow rising even higher. He fell forward on top of Simone as she let out a wild, husky moan.

	His release came an instant after hers. Simone was on the pill, thankfully, and nothing distracted him from his orgasm beyond a bit of post-coital guilt. He wasn't keen on facing Maria after this, but maybe a night of sleep would soften the confrontation on both sides.

	"That was exactly what I needed…" Simone stretched out on the bed and motioned for him to lay down next to her.

	"Glad to be of service," he said, kissing her.

	"I need to go to the bathroom before bed, though," she said. "Ugh. Let's hope it's not too weird with your aunt out there."

	"Just give her the stink eye if she says anything," said Lorenzo, patting her butt as she stood up.

	Simone narrowed her eyes at him. "Why the stink eye?"

	"Just an expression, babe."

	"It better be." 

	She slipped out of his room through the door. Lorenzo tapped on his phone for a while, still contented by the afterglow of great sex. A while became an actual while, near to fifteen minutes. Long enough that he had a sudden stab of paranoia that Maria might be involved.

	He put on his boxers and went out into the living room. Maria was still awake, but seemingly uninvolved, just watching TV on the couch. She gave him an odd look as he came out that made Lorenzo feel a bit awkward after the loudness of the sex. 

	"Is Simone still in the bathroom?" he asked.

	"I think she's on the phone," said Maria, gently. "Mijo…"

	He furrowed his brow at her tone and went and knocked on the bathroom door. "Hey, Babe. Are you…?"

	It swung open, as though Simone had been standing rather than pooping. She had her phone pressed against her chest, call still ongoing, and a worrying expression on her face.

	"It's… Kim," said Simone. "I think I have to go see her. Tonight."

	"…What?" Lorenzo chuckled and shook his head. "Is she having a meltdown? Don't tell me she's jealous about losing you to our trip this weekend?"

	He'd meant it as a joke… obviously. Goddammit, he'd meant it as a joke. Simone blinked, surprised and more than a little guilty. 

	"Lorenzo…" Her voice was thin, like an engine struggling to start. "Kim and I… we’re a bit more than just friends. We’ve always… I'm so sorry. We always have been."

	"What?" he said.

	Simone shook her head. She'd already put her clothes back on, but she ran into his room to grab her purse. He stood there, feeling dumb in multiple senses of the word, as his girlfriend… ex-girlfriend… ran off to her girlfriend.

	The sound of the front door shutting behind Simone snapped him from his stupor. Maria was still there, sitting on the couch, watching him with an infuriating amount of concern.

	"Go ahead and gloat, Tia!" he shouted.

	"Oh, Enzo…" said Maria.

	"You told me, you warned me! I'm the idiot, you're the sage! In fact, why not tell my mother, too, what a fucking idiot her son is!" 

	He stomped back into his room and slammed the door.

	


Chapter 13

	The events of the previous night came back to Lorenzo like the bits and pieces of a nightmare the next morning. He checked his phone. Nothing from Simone, but he wasn't sure he wanted to hear from her, aside from discussing how they'd be exchanging whatever possessions they'd forgotten at each other's places.

	How had he missed all the signs? As he considered it, there were an almost tragic amount of them. There'd been times when he'd literally been at Simone's house when Kim had been over, obliviously watching TV in her living room while she and Kim "chatted" in her room.

	He'd loved her, and the pain of losing her was made double by how he'd been duped. He was losing his best friend and lover, but both of those aspects of her had been a mirage from the start.

	He buried his head under his pillow, wishing he could simply reset the world to how it had been before yesterday. Two years… and what did he have to show for it? A broken heart. Bad memories. A prepaid trip to a cosplay convention that he'd spent an unreal amount of money on a costume for, all down the drain.

	Lorenzo resolved to stay in bed and sulk for as much of the day as humanly possible. As though on cue, he heard the sound of his infuriating house guest moving through the living room and kitchen. The last thing he needed, at the moment, was an audience for his pain. He hoped to god Maria's car would be done that morning.

	The fridge opened. Music played on a speaker. Pots and pans started banging around, and that was Lorenzo's limit. He staggered to his feet, still in just his boxers, and stomped out into his tiny apartment's main room.

	"What are you doing?" he shouted.

	Maria glanced over her shoulder from where she stood at the stove, seeming more concerned than annoyed by the interruption. "Making you breakfast."

	She had on a baggy shirt just about long enough to pass for pajamas, though the amount of tanned thigh peeking out underneath still made it feel lurid. Her hair was a messy tangle, and she didn't have makeup on, though like most of the women in his family, she barely needed it.

	"I didn't ask you to make me breakfast," he muttered.

	"I know, but I'm doing it anyway," she said. "Believe it or not, it is my sacred duty to catch you when you fall, Mijo."

	She bent forward to take the eggs out of his fridge, t-shirt slipping up to give him a momentary glimpse of the lower half of her toned buttocks. 

	"I'm going to be using those eggs for something!" he shouted, in a voice louder than necessary.

	Maria spun around, stepping into his space with a furious expression. "Not anymore you aren't. I'm making you a delicious omelet because you need to eat, so if you have a problem with that, you can deal with it elsewhere."

	He was still fuming even as his stomach acknowledged that an omelet would really hit the spot. "Fine! But… no onions."

	"I'm making some homefries to go with it," said Maria. "And using up some of the bacon I found in your freezer. Who needs that much bacon?"

	"I do," he muttered. 

	He went back to his room and collapsed into bed again. He supposed there were worse things his aunt could be doing other than making him breakfast. His annoyance with her still burned at a baseline level, but he reluctantly acknowledged that she'd tried to warn him about Simone, in her busybody way. It also wasn't exactly her fault that her car had broken down.

	Maria knocked on his door twenty minutes later, opening it without waiting for a response. She had a loaded breakfast plate for him, and the food looked undeniably delicious. She set it down on Lorenzo's night table before taking a seat on his bed.

	"Do you remember when I went through my divorce?" she asked.

	"…Yeah," he muttered. "I was still in high school. You came to stay with us for a few weeks. Must have been hard."

	In truth, he'd been so keyed into his own high school dramas that he'd barely done anything more than offer his condolences to his aunt. He seemed to recall having to balance his general annoyance with her against his sympathy.

	"It was hard," she said, with a sigh. "My point is, I get it. I don't think people are built to go through the kind of upheaval and emotional chaos a breakup brings with it. We manage, but only just."

	"Was that supposed to cheer me up?"

	"No, just give you some perspective." She shrugged and patted him on the chest. "Do you have plans for today, Enzo? It may not seem like it, but it will help if you keep moving."

	"Today was the day Simone and I were going to leave for our trip," he said, glumly. "I suppose I'll just be getting my stuff from her place that I forgot. I left my Switch over there and a couple of hoodies. Probably other stuff. I don't want to think about it."

	"You had a trip planned?" Maria winced. "Too late to cancel?"

	"Yes. Unfortunately."

	"Go anyway!" Maria grabbed his knee and shook it. "I'll go with you! Don't let a breakup stop you from doing something you want to do, Mijo. Not now, not ever!"

	"I'll just be miserable the entire time," he muttered. "It's an anime convention. We both had cosplay costumes picked out. It's not that simple."

	"Then let's start with what is simple," said Maria. "Eat the delicious food I cooked for you. Then we'll go get your stuff. I'll go in and get everything to make it more bearable for you."

	She picked up the fork and pressed it into his hand, and then left him to eat. Lorenzo took a few bites, and then a few more.

	 

	


Chapter 14

	"Jake? I'm doing laundry, can you bring your stuff down?"

	"In theory." He was still half asleep and came far enough awake to confirm that he was the only one in his bed, and it was later than he expected it to be. "My room is kind of a mess right now."

	His clothes were scattered across his floor in a messier than usual fashion. Between fixing the Bluetooth speaker, getting the job at Ryan's Retro Repair, and being a perversely loving brother and son, his organizational habits had falling a bit out of sync.

	Rebecca opened the door to his room, entering clad in one of her silk robes and looking freshly showered. "I want to get it done sooner, rather than later. Can you oblige me, sweetie?"

	"Always, mother dearest." He sat up a bit, still sporting a bit of morning wood from sleep. "You have the day off today?"

	"I do. Already dropped Kate and Jaimie off at school and work, respectively. They asked me to prod you about your plans for the evening."

	"Oh shit." He let out a sigh and dropped his head back onto the pillow. "They both want me to go on dates tonight."

	"Dates?" asked his mother, in a slightly irritated voice. "Can you at least phrase it so it doesn't sound so… controversial?"

	"They both wanted to spend a wholesome and traditional evening with me in which I pretended to be their boyfriend," he said. "With lots of platonic kisses and platonic touching and platonic—"

	"Never mind," said his mother, with a sigh. "It's not going to be pretty if you disappoint one of them."

	She started picking up his laundry for him, her robe moving in interesting ways as she leaned in different directions. He got a glimpse of her cleavage and knew she wasn't wearing a bra.

	"What's the alternative?" he muttered. "Disappointing both of them to be fair?"

	"That would hardly be any better," she admitted, as she grabbed a pair of his boxers and lobbed them into the basket.

	"Why don't you come up with some excuse to keep me home for the night?" He got up from bed, suddenly remembering that she'd just said Jaimie and Kate were out of the house.

	"And bring the ire of both of my often temperamental daughters crashing down upon me?" She laughed and shook her head. "I wouldn't dare."

	"Even if I promised to take you out on the most romantic…" He caught the shift in her expression, warning flashing in her eyes. "Uh, the most wholesome and traditional mother-son bonding date that I could engineer?"

	"With lots of platonic kisses and… platonic touching?" She looked tempted, but still shook her head. "Not happening, mister. Believe it or not, I am a mother to all three of my children, and need to take everyone's needs into account."

	"Fair enough."

	She grabbed the last of his laundry and pulled the basket over to his door. She stopped before leaving, seeming to think better of it, and tiptoed back over to his bed. Leaning over him, she cupped his cheek and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.

	"Morning, sweetie," she whispered.

	"Oh, Mom." He kissed her again, deeper, his cock all but pulsating as his arousal bulged like an overfilled balloon. "Good morning. Great morning."

	She pulled away before he could open her robe, giggling like Kate might have as she carried the laundry out into the hall. He counted to three before getting out of bed and following her.

	She was in the basement and heard him come down. They met eyes for a moment with him still on the stairs, the tension somehow thicker and hotter despite the space being larger and a fair bit less intimate.

	"Good timing," she said. "I… dropped one of your socks between the machines. Think you can rock it over a bit so I can get my hand into the nook?"

	"Whatever you need, Mom." He walked toward her slowly, feeling such a strong awareness of where she was standing and how she was positioned. 

	"It's… really heavy." She stayed where she was, trying to move it one last time herself, butt pushing out as she exhaled a little grunt of exertion. "Might have to give it all you've got."

	"I'll go slow." He stepped behind her, ignoring the washing machine. "Ease it toward where it needs to be."

	"I'm so lucky to have you here, sweetie," she whispered.

	"Not as lucky as me." He pressed forward against her, letting his erection prod into her soft and supple buttocks.

	"Jake…" she whispered. "The sock…"

	"Don't worry, Mom," he whispered. "I'll get it."

	He made a plausible attempt at rocking the machine sideways with one hand as he held her in place by the hip with the other, still pressing his cock against her. Rebecca let out a little sigh and braced herself against the machine.

	"You're… so helpful," she muttered, pulling at the machine, pressing back into him. "I love having you back."

	"I love being back, Mom!" He pulled her robe open and let his hands cup her breasts, the motion so easy and natural.

	"Sweetie… the sock… is down there," she whispered, seeming to try to pull control back.

	"Down here?" He let his hand rub the inside of her bare thigh. "Deeper?"

	"Oh Jake!" She tensed and practically folded over onto the washer. "You're… being naughty. Mmm."

	He humped her and started fingering her, leaning forward to whisper his next words against her neck. "I should have just pulled you onto my bed and taken you right in my room. Maybe I will next time you come to wake me up with no underwear on."

	"Oh fuck!" she cried. "Jake! It's… too early for that kind of… talking."

	"Are you sure, Mom?" He slid her robe and his boxers down, lining his cock up with her wet pussy. 

	She let out a gasp as he pressed the first inch inside her. Having her robe open made it impossible to resist playing with her titties. He was always hard around her when she wore this robe. She might as well have put a bowtie right on her crotch above her pussy, given how inviting it was.

	"Oh fuck, sweetie!" she cried. "We shouldn't. This is so bad!"

	"I'll fuck you every morning, Mom," he whispered. "Come to my room. All morning, every morning."

	"Fuck me!" she cried. "Oh, fuck me! Then… we have to stop! But don't stop!"

	He pumped into her faster, ignoring her breathless contradictions. He took full advantage of the way she'd braced herself against the washing machine. Her robe slipped off her arms, but still hung across her back, the smooth and shiny satin reminding him of the bow he'd pictured earlier.

	"Oh, oh… just like that!" she moaned.

	"You like that, Mom?"

	He heard a noise from upstairs that barely registered.

	"You're so good, Jake! No, oh, oh god!"

	He froze, hearing a shift in her tone. "Mom? What is it?"

	The doorbell rang again, apparently the second time. Rebecca rubbed his side and forcefully pulled away from him, letting out a pouty, exaggerated cry of disappointment.

	"That's my stupid chair that I need to sign for…" she muttered, looking as disappointed as he felt.

	"Mom… can't you just…"

	She shook her head, already fixing her robe and hurrying upstairs. Jake's cock felt like it had been doused with cold water during a hot shower. The shock of going from a perfect tight pussy to the savage open air without orgasm was a lesson in the cruelness of reality.

	He pulled his sweatpants back up and hurried upstairs. His mother was at the door, signing the tablet the tall delivery man had handed her. Jake came up right behind her and hugged her, not even caring anymore.

	"Oh, sweetie," she said. "I need to sign this."

	There was a little annoyance in her voice as he began openly groping and necking with her in front of the amused UPS driver. Her robe slid open a bit and she elbowed him as she quickly reclosed it.

	"I'll, uh, just let you take your package," said the man. He stood there, still watching them with undisguised interest.

	"Oh, she'll take it, alright," Jake whispered.

	"Thank you!" Rebecca waved him off and hurriedly closed the door without even bothering to pull the large box in. 

	Jake swept her off her feet, carried her to the couch, and plopped her down on it. They were more or less still in full view of the street, the blinds set to half visibility. 

	He spread her thighs open, took his cock out, and began to finish what he started. There were no more chastising words anymore, no words at all, only muffled moans and breathless gasps. Jake kiss her deeply and drove into her like a man possessed by the specter of early morning blue balls.

	"Take it, Mom!" he grunted.

	"Give it to me, sweetie!" she said. "Oh Jake! Oh God, yes!"

	They came together, both of them tensing and flinching and squeezing each other so tight that it felt silly. The pleasure was unreal, too much for a single orgasm. Distantly, Jake was aware of the UPS starting its engine, implying that it had just been sitting there for the duration.

	There was a wet spot underneath them on the couch, which made sense. Jake wasn't sure he'd ever blown such a big and desperate load before. His mother kissed his cheek and ran her hands through his hair.

	"You're going to have to help me bring the chair in," she whispered.

	"Absolutely."

	"And assemble it."

	"Uh… if I have time. Maybe."

	His phone vibrated from where it lay in his sweatpants pocket.. Still cuddling, he reached down and pulled it out to read the screen.

	"Oh shit," he said. "I think I found a solution to Kate and Jaimie's overlapping date requests."

	"Really? How so?"

	He tilted his phone her way. "I have to work tonight. Lorenzo is going on some trip or something."

	 

	


Chapter 15

	Maria insisted on going with Lorenzo to get his stuff from Simone's. He drove them both there in his old, beat-up car, feeling like its worn state matched his threadbare spirit.

	He'd tried to talk Maria into letting him go alone. There was an aspect to having complicated, messy emotions that made him feel like he needed more privacy than usual. He wasn't sure how he'd react to seeing Simone and part of him wanted the freedom to react however he wanted.

	The flip side to that was the tiny little voice in the back of his head that still tried to insist that the whole thing with Simone and Kim was some big misunderstanding, or maybe he'd overreacted. The little voice begged him to at least try to reconcile with her, for the sake of the two happy years they'd spent together.

	He needed to snuff the voice out like loose coals escaping a bonfire. And Maria had an expression analogous to a high-strung fire warden on the fourth of July during a drought. The part of him with a proper sense of justice and pride was happy to have her along, recognizing her as the kind of ally he needed in his time of duress.

	"This is it?" asked Maria, as he found a spot on the street outside Simone's house.

	"Yeah." He scanned the driveway. "Doesn't even look like Simone is home, just her sister."

	"Her sister knew about it if they live together," said Maria. "Trust me."

	"Probably," he muttered.

	"It's the Nintendo Switch and the hoodie with the heart on the front?"

	"There's a jacket, too," he said. "A grey and white windbreaker."

	"I'll get them for you."

	"Serena, Simone's sister, might try to stop you," he said. "She probably uses the Switch more than Simone does. Plus, she doesn't know you."

	"She's about to know me," said Maria.

	She got out of the car and slammed the door. Lorenzo watched in mute appreciation as she marched up to the door and knocked with more force than necessary. Serena opened the door, and Maria said something in a loud voice as she physically pushed by her and into the house.

	Serena seemed stunned, but she noticed Lorenzo sitting in the car and walked out bare foot. She was Simone's identical twin, and even though she kept her hair a fair bit shorter, the resemblance made it hard to look at her.

	"Lorenzo, what the fuck?" she shouted.

	He unrolled the window an inch or two, just far enough to speak without shouting. "Did you know about Simone and Kim?"

	There was a flash of surprise, but not the right variety of it to suggest ignorance. "I… wasn't sure or anything. What's that woman doing? Were you cheating on her too, or something?"

	"That's my aunt, genius," he said. "So you did know. Well, thanks for letting me live in a pathetic fantasy of fidelity these past few years."

	"Is she… is that the Switch?" said Serena, as Maria came back. "Oh, hell no! She is not taking that! I bought my own games for that!"

	Serena ran up to Maria as she made a beeline for the car. Maria hadn't packed the Switch away and the other woman tried to yank it from her hands. Maria pushed her hard in the shoulders, knocking her clean onto her ass.

	Serena tried to grab one of the cords in a misguided last ditch effort to stop her from walking off with the console. It came loose, and Maria marched back over and stripped it from her hands. She whipped Serena once with it across the leg, eliciting a whimper of pain that Lorenzo enjoyed slightly too much.

	"Drive, mijo!" said Maria, as she dove back into the car. "Go, go, go!" 

	One of her hands came to rest on Lorenzo's knee as she encouraged him. He sped off far faster than he really needed to, only slowing down at the stop sign at the end of the street. 

	"That was wild," he said. "You knocked Serena on her ass."

	"It was the heat of the moment, Enzo," said Maria. "It's not always about what you should do. Just what happens."

	She gave his knee a little squeeze in a way that made the statement resonate in his head.

	"You… want to get some food?"

	"I could eat."

	 

	


Chapter 16

	Lorenzo brought Maria to his favorite deli. They ordered their sandwiches and grabbed a table outside in the sun, fall leaves rustling from where a nearby oak tree was actively shedding them to the ground.

	"Now," said Maria. "Tell me more about this trip of yours."

	"There is no trip anymore," he muttered. "We had matching costumes. Cowboy Bebop characters. I was going to be Spike and she was… it doesn't matter."

	"You’re sure you can’t get your money back if you cancel?"

	"Far too late for that," he said, shaking his head.

	"Then you have to go anyway!" said Maria. "Mijo, you can't let some faithless puta ruin your plans and your life. I will go with you and we'll have a great time and get your mind off all this nonsense."

	"The last thing I feel like doing right now is wandering around a cosplay convention alone, after a breakup."

	"You won't be alone," said Maria. "I’ll keep you company."

	"Do you even know what cosplay is?"

	Maria let out an indignant laugh. "Exactly how old do you think I am? Never mind, don’t answer that. But yes, I will happily put on a costume if that's what it takes to break you out of your funk."

	She took a bite of her sandwich, wiping her lips with a napkin afterward. Lorenzo considered pushing back against her energy but thought better of it. Regardless of whether it was a good idea, it might be entertaining to see Maria attempt to navigate a cosplay convention. She was anything but nerdy, but maybe she could go with the flow.

	"You’ll need a costume," he said, with a smile.

	"Let's go shopping for one after we finish eating, then," said Maria.

	"It's not that simple. You need to be a recognizable character."

	"As it happens, I already have one in mind," said Maria.

	He furrowed his brow. "Who?"

	"You'll see."

	They finished their food and drove to a nearby clothing store. Lorenzo was deeply skeptical that Maria would be able to assemble a reasonable cosplay from what amounted to basic attire, but they didn't have many options on such short notice. 

	A bored looking guy in his twenties was working the counter and greeted them with a quiet hello as they entered. Maria immediately began casing the aisles, coming alive as she picked a few things out to try on seemingly at random.

	She practically skipped to the changing room once she had the clothes in hand, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Oh, Enzo, this is so much fun! I haven't dressed up in ages. It's like being a kid again, but better because I can actually afford the good stuff now."

	Lorenzo chuckled, shaking his head. "I'm glad you're enjoying yourself, Tía. Any luck finding something suitable?"

	"I've got a few options," Maria called through the curtain. "I'm trying on something now that might work, but I'm not sure. It's a bit... daring."

	As Maria rustled around behind the curtain, Lorenzo found himself acutely aware of her state of undress. He shifted uncomfortably, trying to push away the confusing sense of excitement that was creeping up on him.

	"So, tell me more about these conventions," Maria said, her voice muffled. "What exactly do people do there?"

	Lorenzo cleared his throat. "Well, there are panels where you can listen to voice actors or industry professionals talk about their work. There are also gaming tournaments, cosplay contests, and lots of vendors selling merchandise."

	"Sounds like a blast," Maria replied. "Okay, I'm coming out. Don't laugh, alright?"

	Before Lorenzo could respond, Maria stepped out wearing a shockingly skimpy Sailor Moon inspired outfit. The short skirt barely covered her thighs, and the top left little to the imagination.

	"Well?" Maria asked, twirling around. "What do you think?"

	Lorenzo's eyes widened, and he felt his face grow hot. "Uh, Tía, that's... a little bit..."

	Maria struck a pose, then laughed. "It's too much, isn't it? I can tell by your face. But this was just my first try. You never put together the right outfit on your very first try."

	"Of course." Lorenzo couldn't help but stare at the way her top cupped her cleavage like the first item on a tasting menu at an expensive restaurant. "We have time. Try on whatever you want."

	"Well, I'm glad to hear you aren't bored," she said. She patted his chest on her way by him and Lorenzo felt another rise of confusing excitement.

	It only took her a few minutes to repeat the procedure. This time, Maria emerged dressed as a character that was instantly recognizable and totally on brand for her.

	"What do you think?" Maria spun around in a teal top and a tiny, tight, and tan pair of shorts. "Lara Croft. Tomb Raider."

	"Figures that would be your next choice," he said with a chuckle.

	"Why? Because I have big boobs and don't take any bullshit?"

	"I was thinking more because it's one of the few video game characters you've heard of, but your reasoning is also solid."

	"Hey!" Maria shouted past him to the bored guy at the counter as she came out of the dressing stall. "Mr. Employee. What do you think of my cosplay?"

	"I… uh…" The guy gaped, clearly caught off guard. "It's pretty nice."

	"Good enough for me," said Maria. "I want to wear it out of store. Can you scan the tags while I'm still wearing them? Lorenzo, get my clothes."

	"Get your own damn clothes," he said, with a smile.

	She swatted him and doubled back for her stuff before proceeding to pose for the employee, who didn't seem put off at all by having to get up close to find the tags. 

	


Chapter 17

	Nearly every time Jake had dropped into Ryan's Retro Repair before he'd gotten his new job, whoever was behind the counter had been watching TV, or reading, or most recently with Ryan, outright asleep. As he entered the third hour of his Friday afternoon shift, he fully understood and appreciated just why that was.

	The shop received so few customers that the job really did amount to keeping busy while standing behind a counter. It was, in some ways, an easy task, with three separate video game consoles, dozens of manga volumes, and a TV with all the streaming platforms within arm’s reach.

	But in another way, as with so many jobs, it was arduous. Time seemed to stretch out in a fashion that made each minute tick by at the rate of an hour of free leisure. People still walked by the store, even if they often didn't enter, and he'd tense up each time he caught sight of a potential customer through the window.

	Jake's eyes glazed over as he stared at the flickering screen of an ancient CRT television, with a rats nest of wires and adapters and hookups jutting from its backside. The shop's clock ticked away with the enthusiasm of a sloth on sedatives, each second stretching into an eternity of retail purgatory.

	His boredom reached new heights as he continued to scan the shop for anything remotely interesting. He flipped through the various manga on the shelf absently, trying to find the weirdest title. My Neighbor is a Tentacle Monster? competed against I Reincarnated as a Vending Machine and Now I'm Dating the Demon King's Daughter.

	He went even deeper, skimming through My Girlfriend is Literally a Black Hole, stopping to wonder if he was starting to hallucinate from sheer boredom.

	The store had a massive collection of body pillows that must have been for sale once, but now gave off the aura of clutter. He positioned two of them to make it seem like they were holding hands.

	And that was how his afternoon progressed. An old couple came in looking to have their laptop fixed. Jake solved their issues on the spot through the magic of a simple reset and didn't even bother charging them. A child wandered in at one point asking if they sold video games, but her mother came to carry her off before anything resembling a sale could be made.

	He expected Kate or Jaimie to call him or text him, but they never did. He felt as though he was paying the price of celebrating having to work as a solution to their date conflict. It was a monkey's paw solution, annoying both sisters while simultaneously condemning himself to a purgatory of boredom.

	It was near closing time when an unexpectedly loud group of women burst into the shop. They were all around his mother's age, dressed like they'd just come from a night out and boisterously loud in a way that pegged them at three drinks minimum each. 

	"Hello," he said. "What can I help you with?"

	"You're new, aren't you?" A blonde woman with deep red lipstick and a pale blue long-sleeve top ambled up to the counter. "Hi. Deborah."

	She extended her hand to shake his.

	"Jake," he said, confusion mounting. "Nice to meet you."

	"I'm Ryan's ex-wife and the co-owner of the store," she said. "Basically, I'm your second boss."

	"Oh." He stood up a little straighter. "I was just about to start locking up for the night."

	"Of course, of course," said Deborah. "My friends and I like to stop by on the weekends instead of using the gross bar bathrooms."

	One of them was already slipping by the counter and hurrying to the restroom. Jake drummed his fingers on the counter, unsure of what to say to the new arrivals.

	"Well, let me know if I can help you with anything," he said.

	The older redhead standing to Deborah's left let out an amused and flirtatious laugh. "Anything? You know, I think I could use a little help, if you're offering."

	"Oh, it would make Ryan's blood boil if I let one of his new hires provide, ahem, extra service," said Deborah, touching her friend's arm.

	"Is that a point against or in favor?"

	"Jake…" Deborah smirked and blushed as her friend whispered something in her ear. "You know, there are a few things I might need you to go and check for me in the back room, now that I think of it."

	Jake sighed, but tried to stay good natured. The last thing he wanted to do was end up on his boss's bad side. The second to last thing he wanted to do was, similarly, end up on his boss's ex-wife and the store's co-owner's bad side.

	"I'll go take a look," he said.

	The redhead let out a cackling laugh and elbowed Deborah in the ribs. "Shouldn't you go with him? Make sure he finds exactly what he needs?"

	"I'm teasing him, Ash," said Deborah. "I just wanted to see if he would."

	"Well how about you let me see if he would!" 

	The redhead started forward. Jake let out a sigh, already sensing the situation was nothing more than a drama bomb with a dry fuse. He doubted the woman was even sober enough to reasonably consent.

	"I thought this was when you closed?"

	Jaimie's voice cut through the situation like a windshield wiper across rain-speckled glass. Kate was with her, the two of them looking somewhat confused by the number of people in the shop.

	"That would be my ride," said Jake. 

	There'd been rain in the forecast, so he'd had his mother drop him off earlier, with a promise to pick him up that’d apparently been inherited by his beloved sisters.

	"Oh, no fun!" said the redhead. "Don’t tell me you have a girlfriend, Jake?"

	"I’m his girlfriend!" said Kate.

	"We're his sisters," said Jaimie, at the exact same time. "She's kidding."

	"Interesting sense of humor," said Deborah.

	"Do you still want me to close up, or…?" 

	Deborah shook her head. "No, I have a key. I'll take responsibility for locking the door once me and my friends are done here. You can go, Jake."

	"Can he, though?" asked the redhead, in a pouty voice.

	Jake came around to the other side of the counter, smiling as he waved a goodbye to the drunken flock and exited alongside his sisters. He put an arm around each of their shoulders and let out a breath of post-work relief.

	"My saviors," he muttered.

	"Don't be dramatic, Jakey-kun," said Jaimie. "Something tells me you would have bought what they were selling."

	"Hey!" snapped Kate.

	"Not a chance," he said, meaning it, too. "How did your respective parties go?"

	"Boring," said Jaimie. "Along with a little creepy. It was at a disgusting dive bar with sticky tables."

	"I left mine early," said Kate. "I stopped by but there weren't enough chairs around the bonfire and I didn't feel like just standing around. So awkward."

	"It's only nine PM," he said. "You guys want to head home and… watch a movie or something?"

	"That sounds like fun," said Kate.

	"I suppose," said Jaimie. "It's not like I'm ready for bed yet, anyway."

	 

	 

	


Chapter 18

	Lorenzo opened the door to the hotel room and led the way in for Maria. It was a nice room, with one obvious caveat which he'd already discussed with his aunt on the drive over.

	"One bed," he said, as though it weren't self-evident. "Singular. Still not too late to check and see if they have any other open rooms."

	"We both saw the line of people just waiting to check in," said Maria. "I think your nerd convention booked the place out."

	"You didn't have to come," he said.

	"Oh, you're too sensitive, Mijo." Maria smirked at him and launched herself onto the bed, more than just the mattress bouncing as she landed. "I'm sure it will still be fun."

	"The fact that you picked out a cosplay makes you complicit," he said. "You're just as nerdy as I am now."

	"Is that right?"

	He hopped onto the bed next to her. "Yup."

	She eyed him for a moment. "Well… so be it, then. Let's do some nerd stuff?"

	"What, exactly, do you think nerd stuff is?"

	"Switch games. Anime cartoons. That sort of thing. Help me get in the mood for this, Enzo."

	She had an interesting smile on her face. Lorenzo wasn't sure what he'd expected when he'd allowed her to come along, but this hadn't really been it.

	"I brought the Switch, but not the cord to connect it to the TV," he said.

	"Then we'll just have to sit close to it." Maria got up and began raiding the minibar. "We're going to drink some gin while we're at it."

	"Is that what you consider a nerd drink to be?" he asked, as he set the Switch up on the bed.

	"No, just a good drink. They have tonic water in here too. You want yours straight or mixed?"

	"You're paying for this?"

	She nodded, already pouring.

	"I'll take mine mixed, then," he said.

	They used the pillows as backrests on the bed and set the Switch up in a spot where they could just about see it well enough if they sat with the sides of their thighs brushing together. It was surprisingly fun walking her through the basics of a few different games. The alcohol certainly helped, and they killed a significant portion of the bottle between them.

	"It's late," he eventually said. "We should get some sleep."

	"I need to change first," said Maria, standing up. "It's hot in here. You don't mind if I sleep in a little less than this, do you?"

	"Whatever's comfortable for you." He felt an odd rise of excitement as he looked at her and considered what a little less would mean. She only had on leggings and a t-shirt to begin with.

	"We managed alright the last time we needed to share a bed," she said. "No big deal, right?"

	He didn't say anything, remembering how they'd woken up. Part of him was hyper aware of Maria as she turned off the light, clothing rustling as she slipped out of it. He took off his own t-shirt and pants, feeling a wicked thrill as he slipped under the blanket in just his boxers.

	"Goodnight, Enzo," whispered Maria.

	"Night, Tia."

	He expected to find it impossible to get to sleep. In truth, he did struggle with an intense awareness of her for the first few minutes, the sound of her breathing, the sensation of the mattress shifting each time she rolled onto her side or stomach.

	But he eventually got over it. The hotel room was otherwise silent, and the bed was comfortable. Lorenzo drifted off to sleep, fighting off intrusive thoughts about Simone, how she'd cheated on him, and what he was supposed to do now.

	For a while. He came awake midway through the night, spooning with someone. It came back to him with unusual clarity. The hotel room, his aunt, the two of them stripped down to their underwear and sharing a bed. He was cuddling with her from behind, and he had one of the most stiff and awkward boners of his entire life.

	Lorenzo froze, acutely aware of his aunt's warm body pressed against him. His arm was draped over her waist, her soft skin tantalizingly close. The scent of her shampoo filled his nostrils, coconutty and divine. He felt a rush of guilt but couldn't bring himself to move away immediately.

	His heart raced as he listened to her steady breathing. The thin fabric of her underwear did little to separate them, and Lorenzo's body responded traitorously. He didn't have to move much, the tiniest little edging hump forward, and his erection was perfectly nestled against her plump, soft buttocks.

	A soft moan escaped Maria's lips, and Lorenzo tensed. Was she awake? He held his breath, waiting. When she remained still, he kept going, knowing it was insane, but lost in a twisted and desperate mood. His body still craved sex on a nightly rhythm. It was unfair, to have Maria here like this, so shortly after losing Simone. Unfair… ideal? He rocked into her again and heard her let out a tiny, sexy gasp.

	It was enough to snap him back to his senses, despite craving more. He pulled back from her, annoyed at how his hand traced up the side of her body of its own volition. Slipping out of the bed, Lorenzo padded to the bathroom, his feet cold on the tile floor. 

	He closed the door quietly and leaned against it, taking deep breaths to calm himself. The harsh fluorescent light made him squint as he saw himself in the mirror, hair messy from sleep, eyes hungry. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and started pumping, his mind wandering back to the bed, back to Maria in her underwear and unaware and practically begging to be taken.

	It didn't take long.

	As he washed his hands, Lorenzo splashed cold water on his face, trying to clear his head. He felt guilty, despite the fact that he'd basically done the right thing. He'd woken up spooning with her — extracting himself from that situation could have gone a lot worse.

	When he opened the bathroom door, a soft noise caught his attention. It was barely audible, but in the stillness of the night, it seemed to fill the room. Lorenzo's breath caught in his throat as he realized the sound was coming from Maria.

	He stood frozen in the doorway, listening intently. The rustling of sheets, a sharp intake of breath, and then a muffled moan. Lorenzo's face burned as he recognized the sounds for what they were. His aunt was awake, and apparently dealing with her own late-night urges.

	She went silent as he walked toward the bed, suddenly wishing he'd just stayed in the bed to begin with. He slowly climbed back into his place.

	"Maria?" he whispered.

	She didn't respond, but in that intentionally held silence way that almost confirmed that she was awake more effectively than bad acting would have. Lorenzo stayed on his side of the bed for a moment, and then inched closer to her, sliding back in to spoon with her from behind.

	It was easy without an erection, but far less satisfying. He fell asleep in no time.

	 

	


Chapter 19

	An interesting tension hung in the air as Jake climbed out of the car and went inside with Jaimie and Kate. They stood together in the living room, inheriting the house's silent ambience.

	"Was Mom still awake when the two of you left?" he asked, in a quiet voice.

	"I'm not sure," whispered Kate.

	"If she was awake now, she would have come downstairs to welcome us home," said Jaimie. "She's passed out for sure."

	Jake felt a rise in the room's energy in response to her words. "Not unusual for her to be asleep early on a Friday night."

	He eyed them both. Jaimie was still wearing her work outfit, slacks and a long sweater over a modest blouse. Kate had changed into her pajamas presumably after ditching her beach party, sweatpants and a pink t-shirt.

	"Are you all tired out from work, Jakey-kun?" asked Jaimie. There was a hint of challenge in her voice, but the curiosity of a genuine question underneath it.

	"Not even close." He considered how to handle the situation, two sisters, one night. The same problem he thought he'd dodged by having to work in the first place… or was it? "You two want to watch something up in my room?"

	"What?" said Kate. "No. Jake, it is pretty late. Maybe we should all just go to bed…"

	"Your little trick where you slip into his room midway through the night isn't going to work this time, Katherine," said Jaimie. "But feel free to go to bed if you're tired."

	"Easy," said Jake. "We're all awake. Why don't we all… just hang out. Up in my room."

	Was he really doing this? He felt a sudden, almost godlike rush of new possibilities. He glanced at Kate and remeasured his hopes, seeing the uncertainty in her expression.

	"I don't know," she whispered.

	"Kate, come on," said Jaimie. "Don't be such a baby."

	"Jaimie." Jake's voice was tense, almost sharp. "Let me talk to her for a second."

	Jaimie rolled her eyes. She walked close behind Jake as she headed for the stairs, stopping to whisper in his ear. "I'm going to wait in your room."

	She took the stairs with intentionally silent steps that seemed to add to the illicit gravity of the situation. Kate was frowning, eyes downcast. He stepped closer to her, letting his hands settle on her waist.

	"The two of you came to pick me up together," he whispered.

	"So?"

	"You didn't… talk at all about what would happen if the three of us got home and Mom wasn't up?" he asked. "Or even think about it?"

	"I thought you'd just… pick me." She gave a small shrug.

	"How would that be fair to Jaimie?"

	She didn't answer. Jake pulled her closer and kissed her on both cheeks.

	"We're just going to hang out together, Katie," he whispered. "I don't know. I think it'll be fun."

	"Just… hang out together, huh?" She bit her lip as she reached a hand down and started rubbing his cock through his pants.

	"Trust me." He gently pulled her in front of him so she was aimed toward the stairs, grinding against her from behind as they both started walking forward. "It'll be fun."

	"Oh…" She let out a groan as he ran his hands up her body, groping her breasts. "It'd better be."

	Jaimie was waiting for them and clearly on the same page, if not a few ahead. She'd stripped out of her work clothes and scattered them across Jake's floor, throwing on one of his baggy t-shirts in its place. Laying on his bed, her butt was visible beneath the shirt's bottom hem, pale buttocks all but demanding Jake's attention.

	He shut the door as quietly as he could, feeling the tension seeming to squeeze into the small space along with them. He took Kate's hand and led her forward a step, not that she needed to travel far.

	"I see you've made yourself right at home in my bed," said Jake.

	"You need to wash your sheets," muttered Jaimie. "I forgot how dorky your room is. How long have you had that Transformers poster on your wall for? Since sixth grade?"

	"As though your mess of a room is something to be proud of," he said, sitting on the bed next to her. He let his fingers trail along the back of her thigh. "Besides, the Transformers movies are awesome."

	"Awesome for twelve-year-olds, maybe," she muttered. "You should seriously consider… oh…"

	She trailed off as Jake let his hand start to wander, rubbing her thigh right around the lower curve of her buttocks, letting his fingers slide in between her legs. He stroked the tip of his middle finger across the fabric of her panties and swore he saw Jaimie dig the fingers of one hand into his mattress.

	Kate was still just standing in front of the door, watching. Jake patted the spot next to him and she finally came over. Jake kissed her, free hand still molesting Jaimie between the thighs.

	"What do you think, Kate?" whispered Jaimie. "Does Jake's room need some updating? You can get in on this, too."

	"I think it's fine," she whispered. "Whatever he wants."

	Jake kissed her again, feeling so much love for her and Jaimie in that moment. Jaimie had begun rocking her hips to give his hand more access to her crotch. Kate set an uncertain hand on Jake's burgeoning erection and he nodded.

	"You used to like the Transformers too, Katie," he whispered.

	He kept pleasuring Jaimie, ears burning in response to the shift in her breathing, the occasional tiny moan. The tension in the room was palpable as the three siblings explored this new dynamic. 

	"Don't… try to put ideas in her head," muttered Jaimie. "Just to win."

	"I thought they were a boy thing," said Kate.

	"Yeah?" He leaned in closer to Kate and kissed her once on the lips. "A boy thing?"

	She kissed him back passionately, the heat and anticipation taking the moment airborne. Jake pulled her t-shirt up and over her head, surprised in the best possible way to discover she wasn't wearing a bra underneath. 

	Kate covered her breasts with one arm. Jake playfully pulled the arm away, grabbing the other one too and gently holding them above her head. Jaimie sat up, sliding in close behind him. He felt her chest press against his back, still covered in the bra, and then again without it, softer, nipples distinct.

	He kissed Kate again, and then turned around and kissed Jaimie. She pulled him into her, letting out a sexy little sigh as her hand rubbed his crotch, tracing the outline of his cock through his pants. Jake shifted to take that particularly unneeded layer off, along with his boxers.

	"Sure you wouldn't rather play with your Transformers, Jakey-kun?" whispered Jaimie.

	Kate let out a giggle and ran her hands across his bare chest from behind. Jake kissed Jaimie aggressively. Her lips started trailing down his body and she pushed him flat on the bed.

	He had a view of Jaimie and Kate shifting their heads closer to his cock, and it was the most seductive sight he'd ever witnessed. Jaimie took it in her hand and smirked at Kate, bringing her lips in closer.

	"Just breathe on it," she whispered.

	Kate smiled and blew air out on the head of Jake's cock. He groaned, feeling his hips arch automatically to try to bring the tip into contact with a set of lips, a wet tongue. He'd settle for a nice prod against a soft cheek, even.

	It was a game, and a torturous one, at that. But one with rules that were easily broken. He set a gentle hand on Kate's head, urging her mouth downward. She giggled and lowered her lips to give the tip of his cock a kiss.

	"Don't let him use you like that," whispered Jaimie.

	"But… I kind of want him to. Mmmph." 

	Kate started sucking slowly. Jaimie let out a dramatic sigh and joined in, taking over during Kate's first break with a few enthusiastic, head bobbing sucks.

	"Oh… fuck!" he groaned.

	Jaimie's lips came loose with a lewd popping noise. "You like that, Jakey-kun?" She slid to be along side him, chin lifted in that challenging way of hers. "Better than playing with your dorky toys?"

	"You are one of my toys," he whispered in her ear.

	He rolled Jaimie onto her back, quickly stripped off her panties, and sank his cock punishingly deep into her on the first smooth thrust into her tightness. He turned sideways, still keeping Kate close and kissing her even as Jaimie moaned on his cock.

	He started pumping into his older sister slowly, but that control only lasted for the first few seconds. Jaimie pulled him down for a kiss, wrapping her legs around him possessively. 

	"I'm… one of your toys, huh?" She sounded more aroused than indignant. "You think you… play with me, Jakey-kun?"

	"Play with you, make you come…" He kissed her neck, pumping harder. "Take your pick."

	"Oh fuck!"

	He squeezed her breasts and sucked on her nipple, everything else blurring into the background. He heard Kate say something and tried to slow down. She touched his shoulder and he reached an arm out, trying to include her.

	"Jake…" she repeated. "Jaimie. I… don't know. "

	"Kate, just…" Jaimie was trying to speak, breathing heavy, still taking her brother's cock. "Hold on. You'll get a turn."

	"I'm sorry, I just… don't think I can." Kate got up from the bed and left Jake's room so quickly that it almost didn't seem real. Jaimie, naked and speared through by his cock, seemed like reality, tight and compelling.

	"Jake!" cried Jaimie. "Oh fuck!"

	"We can't..." It took an immense force of will, but Jake managed to pull out, his cock as ready to go off as a grenade with the pin pulled.

	"Jakey-kun, you stupid bastard!" cried Jaimie, with a touch of melodrama. "At least can we come before dealing with her?"

	He hurried after Kate in his boxers. She was in her room and didn't open when he knocked. The door was locked, too.

	"Katie, can we talk?" he whispered.

	"I'm going to finish myself off in my room," said Jaimie, on her way by him. "What a disaster."

	"Kate." He knocked a little louder, but she wasn't having it. Jaimie disappeared into her room.

	A door opened, but not the one that Jake had been seeking. His mother came out of her room as though she'd just woken, still fascinating the belt of her robe.

	"What's going on here?" she whispered. "Jake?"

	He turned toward her, still sporting a massive erection. "It's… a little complicated."

	She came closer, steps slow and interesting, and touched his shoulder. "Want to talk about it?"

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 20

	"You want to talk, Mom?" Jake asked. "Right now?"

	She stared at him, taking a second before responding. "Well, I'm up anyway. I… like to be included in what's happening under my roof."

	"It's between Kate and Jaimie and me," he said.

	"I know. But your sisters… might do better with some space," she said, quietly. "If what I think happened is what actually happened."

	"Maybe," he said. "It might be helpful for me to get your opinion."

	He stepped a little closer to her. She fiddled with the belt of her robe, which seemed keen on slipping open, since she hadn't tied it all the way.

	"I'd be happy to give it to you, sweetie," she said, voice quiet, a little tense. "But we should talk in my room."

	"Yeah, that sounds good." He touched her side, running his hand up and down. "You're the best, Mom."

	She took his hand and started drawing him down the hall. "Well, I wouldn't want you to have to go to bed with all of this on your mind. Sometimes you just need someone to unload on."

	She had her reading light on next to her bed, implying she'd been up and maybe even listening to what had just happened. Jake shut the door behind him. Rebecca turned away from him as she took her glasses off and set them by the book she'd put down.

	He came up close behind her and pulled her into a hug from behind, one hand sliding under the hem of her robe. She sighed and leaned back against him. Jake kissed her neck and heard her softly laugh.

	"Jake…" she whispered, with an edge of motherly warning.

	"You said it yourself, Mom," he whispered back. "Sometimes you just need someone to unload on."

	"Honey…" She let out a laugh that broke off into a moan. "That's really not what I meant."

	He slid her robe completely open and drew it from her shoulders, satin sliding down off smooth skin. "Mom…"

	He started leaning them toward the bed. His mother turned around and squeezed his erection through his boxers. Jake was starting to feel woozy from how long he'd been hard for without coming.

	"Talk to me." She sat down, and then shifted to laying down, legs still firmly shut. She padded the spot beside her as though laying nude next to her aroused son was a perfectly natural way to help advise him on a problem.

	He joined her, turning sideways to let his cock prod into her hip. She shivered, but didn't shift away. Jake rubbed his hand along her thigh, and again, she made no move to interrupt him.

	"Me and Kate and Jaimie were hanging out in my room," he said.

	"This late at night?" Rebecca's hand mirrored his, but she went further, fingers grazing his erection. "I can only imagine where that conversation led."

	"I bet you can, Mom." He kissed her cheek, and then her lips. Her hand started stroking him with gentle movements.

	"I can also easily imagine how Kate might feel left out." She narrowed her eyes at him, implication fairly clear.

	"My fault." He took a firmer grip on her thigh, easing her legs open. "I don't want anyone to feel left out, Mom."

	"Good. I'm glad you're mindful, sweetie." She bit her lower lip. "I'm so proud of you."

	She reached her arms out, inviting him into the kind of hug a loving mother always has queued up for her favorite son. He rolled onto her as he embraced her, hugging her even as their bodies came together indecently in other places.

	"Oh Mom," he groaned. "I love you so much."

	He sank his cock into her, addicted to the same, fluttering moan she so often let out when he stretched her open. 

	"Oh, sweetie," she whispered. "That's what I'm here for. Unload it all on me. Mmm!"

	He kissed her, pumping into her slowly. "That's it. Take it, Mom."

	"Give it to me! Oh!"

	They shared another intense kiss. Rebecca reached her hands up to steady herself against the headboard. Her eyes fluttered closed as Jake's thrusts intensified, her brows scrunching upward in a pleasured daze. 

	"You're so fucking sexy!" he whispered.

	"Oh Jake!" she cried. "You're so big. Sweetie… fuck me hard! Let it all out!"

	His hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts and stomach, before finally settling on her hips. He pulled her closer, his movements becoming more urgent as he chased his own release.

	The room was silent, except for the sound of their heavy breathing and the soft creaking of the bed. Jake's face was buried in Rebecca's neck, his lips pressed against her skin as he exhaled and groaned against her ear.

	Rebecca's hands still grasped the headboard, her knuckles white with tension. She moaned, her body trembling as Jake hit the right spot. Her eyes fluttered open, locking onto his, and for a moment, they just stared at each other.

	Jake's thrusts slowed, his body tensing as he neared his climax. Rebecca's eyes never left his, her gaze burning with a intensity that made Jake's heart race. He felt like he was drowning in her eyes, like he was being pulled under by the sheer force of her desire.

	And then, he was coming, his body shuddering as he released into her. Rebecca moaned wand wrapped him in a tight cocoon of limbs, her body trembling as she reached her own climax.

	"Fuck…" he whispered. "Mom, that was… incredible."

	Rebecca cleared her throat, letting her finger stroke his hair. "I hope it helped you work through the… issues you were having. With Kate and Jaimie."

	"It did." He kissed her on the lips, mouth deepening as their tongues teased together for a few seconds. "I can see how she… might have felt left out."

	"I'm glad," she whispered. "You have to be more mindful. It's just a result of the situation. Everyone's needs should be balanced. We're a family, Jake."

	"I know." He shifted sideways and she rested her head on his shoulder. "I'll talk to her."

	"She'll listen." Rebecca shifted her head up, smiling at him lovingly. "I know she will."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 21

	Lorenzo felt a strong sense of deja vu as he once more woke up spooning with his Aunt Maria, morning wood inviting itself to the party that was the softness of her buttocks. He let out a groan and felt her stiffen, clearly already awake.

	"Enzo," said Maria, in an interesting voice. "Seems like we've gotten into the habit of… early morning cuddling."

	"Yeah." He didn't pull away from her immediately, "Guess we have."

	A couple of seconds went by with his blatantly hard cock still nestled against her. He inhaled her smell, a faint but intoxicating musk paired with lingering shampoo scent.

	"Well… Since we're both awake." Maria reached a hand back, rubbing his side in an encouraging way. "We should… um. Get up."

	"Yeah, of course," he muttered.

	They stayed like that, frozen in place. The tension didn't freeze with them, however, continuing to spike up into awkward but bizarrely compelling territory. Maria finally rolled sideways, slipping from the bed in just her underwear. Lorenzo shifted onto his back, erection tenting the sheets. 

	"What was your plan for the first day of this convention, Mijo?" She leaned forward to rifle through her bag as she asked the question. Her butt looked incredible, plump and perfectly shaped and flawless.

	"Simone and I had… a whole list of events to check out," he muttered. "Dammit. I think I want to sleep in. Or just be in for today."

	"What? No!" 

	Maria jumped back onto the bed. Lorenzo let out a groan and tried to roll away from her, even making to shield his face with the blanket. 

	"Enzo!" she said, with that same sharp snap his mother so often used on him. "You can't stay in bed all day. It's bad for your health. Physical and mental."

	She yanked on both the sheets, trying to get them off him, and his shoulder, trying to roll him out of bed. Lorenzo rolled into her instead, chuckling a little as they suddenly began grappling for supremacy of the situation.

	"I paid for the hotel room," he said, pushing her a bit as their bodies rubbed together.

	"Oh yeah?" Maria tried to tickle him under one armpit, stripping the sheets and comforter completely off the bed and to the side. "Your room, your rules?"

	"More or less." He caught one of her tickling hands and pinned it, still seeking the other. "If you don't like it, you can…"

	"What, Enzo?" Maria jutted her chin out, breathing a bit heavy. "You going to send me to the convention by myself? Or make me stay here in the hotel and baby you?"

	He let out a sigh. "Fine. Point taken."

	"Good." 

	Maria glanced downward at her chest. He followed her gaze and noticed the edge of one of her nipples poking out from under her bra. They shared a moment of uncomfortable but potent silence. Lorenzo rolled over to the other side of the bed.

	"I'm going to… put my costume on," he said. 

	"I'll put mine on too," said Maria. "How about I use the bathroom and you change out here? I need the mirror more than you."

	He wanted to object simply to give himself some justifiable alone time within the privacy of a room that would make post-orgasm cleanup easy. Maria was already through the bathroom door, however.

	He sighed and took a few seconds to calm down before putting on his Spike costume. It was simple enough, a futuristic looking blue business suit over a yellow long sleeve shirt with a loose necktie. His friend Moe, who he'd made plans to meet up with, was going as Spike's partner, Jet.

	He forced himself to smile and acknowledge that Maria was right. He could still have a fun weekend, regardless of how shitty his week had been. He sent a text to Moe, confirming that they still had plans. An unfaithful ex-girlfriend didn't have to be a statement about the rest of the world.

	"You ready, Mijo?" Maria strode out of the bathroom in her Tomb Raider costume, makeup carefully done, hair pulled back into the long braid of the original 90s era Lara Croft style.

	"Yeah," he said. He tried not to stare at the way the teal top hugged her chest, or how much exquisite thigh her tiny brown shorts showed off.

	"Ah, look at you!" She grinned and hooked an arm through his. "This will be so much fun! You have to show me around. This is my first cosplay convention."

	"I never would have guessed," he said, dryly.

	"Hey!" She reached down and slapped him on the butt. "If you tease me, I'll tease you back, Enzo."

	"Don't make threats that you don't intend to follow through with, Tia," he said, as they got into the elevator.

	"I never do," she whispered.

	They went down five floors without saying a single word. There was a bus taking other convention attendees to the venue with a worryingly long line outside of it. Lorenzo hurried over with Maria in tow, joining the end just as the pair of girls last in line gave up their spots in apparent resignation.

	"Just one seat left," said the driver, right as it was their turn to get on. "I suppose the two of you could squeeze in if you're comfortable with each other."

	"We'll just take a—"

	"Sure!" said Maria. She pulled Lorenzo forward, taking the steps up onto the bus.

	A cheer went up as they both started down the bus's aisle. Lorenzo furrowed his brow, catching the gaze of a man dressed as some kind of green goblin monster as he clapped his hands on one of the seats.

	"Lara Croft!" shouted the man. "They just announced a new Tomb Raider."

	Maria grinned over her shoulder. "I knew I picked the right costume!"

	The sole remaining seat was in the very back of the bus, tucked away in the corner. A plump woman wearing Pikachu ears looked skeptical as she climbed out to make space for them.

	"You sit first, Lorenzo," said Maria. "I'll manage on your lap."

	She frowned and looked uneasy as he settled into the spot, seeming to realize what the ride itself would entail.

	"Hey, this was your idea," he said.

	"Yes, and it's still better than an expensive Uber," she said. "Just… try not to move too much."

	"Lara, I love you!" shouted one of the guys across the aisle.

	Maria blew him a kiss, seeming to enjoy the attention, and then wiggled into the gap between seats.

	


Chapter 22

	Maria let out a tiny little gasp as she lowered herself into Lorenzo's lap. All of the arousal he'd woken up with, his body's reaction to having the sex faucet turned off, came back with a vengeance. Maria's butt was insanely soft. The bus rumbled to life, vibrations seeming to hum through the seat, into his body, through his body and into hers.

	"Oh!" said Maria. "I forgot what it was like to… ride the bus. It's been a while."

	"Yeah." Lorenzo felt his chest heat up and desperately tried to think of anything but how good she felt, anything to keep him from getting hard. "No seatbelts on this one."

	"Should be fine as long as we… go slow," whispered Maria. 

	The bus lurched forward, Maria shifting and steadying herself against the seat. The rocking motion made her butt do unspeakable things against his lap. His cock was stirring to life like a snake rising to the tune of a talented charmer.

	He hesitated before touching her hips, unsure of how much contact was too much. She tensed and rocked back as he took hold of them, reaching her own hands up to hold onto the seat in front of her.

	"Lara!" called a teenager from across the aisle. "Will you shoot me with your pistols?"

	"Of course not!" said Maria, laughing in a way that made her seem to vibrate in his lap. "That would be friendly fire, silly!"

	"You don't even have pistols,” Lorenzo whispered.

	"Doesn't mean I shouldn't, ah, get into the role." She stuttered as the bus hit a bump as it passed onto the bridge and bounced on his cock again.

	He was hard now in a way that must have been impossible for her to ignore. Lorenzo was holding her by the waist to keep her steady, and without consciously realizing it, had started rocking her back and forth, urging her to do evil things against him with her body.

	"Lara, let me get a selfie with you after!" shouted someone from further up the bus.

	"I want one!" shouted someone else.

	Maria let out a sigh, her butt grinding against Lorenzo's stiff tool. "I'll let you both have one. Just be patient."

	"Do you really need to be promising selfies to your new fans right now?" muttered Lorenzo.

	"What am I supposed to do?" she snapped back.

	The bus went over another bump. Lorenzo groaned as the motion had him inadvertently humping her. Maria sucked in a breath and leaned back against him. Someone else shouted "Lara Croft" and she waved absently in their general direction.

	His cock grew even stiffer, impossibly hard and oblivious to the consequences, as a body part. Infuriatingly, it was as though his entire sense of shame was eclipsed by the sudden heat of his arousal. He was actively rocking into Maria on the bumps and turns, his body unable to resist stealing tiny little dry humps.

	"How much further, Mijo?" whispered Maria.

	"We'll get there soon, Tia," he said. "Bumpy ride."

	"A few potholes won't slow me down," she said.

	"Lara!" shouted another fan.

	Maria seemed to actively grind into Lorenzo's lap as she blew her appreciator a kiss. She steadied herself with her hand on his knee. Lorenzo matched the movement, thumb rubbing along her thigh. He was so turned on that blowing a load in his pants was becoming a distinct and worrying possibility.

	Finally, the bus pulled into the convention center, a cheer coming up from the eager commuters upon reaching the end of their ride. Maria let out a sigh of tension and seemed to sag back against him. Lorenzo gave her a little squeeze.

	"Made it," she whispered. "Finally."

	"Sorry, Maria," he said, the shame finally catching up with him.

	"You have nothing to apologize for." She patted his knee, squeezing a bit. "I'm sure half the boys on this bus would have a similar reaction with Lara Croft bouncing on their lap."

	"Without a doubt…" He groaned, unable to resist rocking into her one last time.

	"Come on." She slowly stood up, seeming a bit unsteady at the knees. "Big day ahead. Let's go have some fun."

	It took him a minute to adjust himself into a reasonably presented state, but being all the way in the back of the bus gave him a chance to calm down as they queued to get off. 

	Maria was immediately taking selfies with some of the other attendees on the sidewalk. Lorenzo waited for her, doing his best not to notice how close some of the men stood, how one put his arm around her, another nearly groped her ass.

	He waited for a minute. More people showed up as the ones getting selfies left, and Lorenzo had the sneaking suspicion that it was less about Tomb Raider and more about big boobs, though perhaps that’d also been the case for the character. He was about to push his way through the adoring fans to grab her when he spotted his friend Moe.

	"Good to see you, Lorenzo!" Moe was a tall and thin Algerian twenty-five-year-old, currently rocking a fake beard to match the stylized lambchops of Jet from Cowboy Bebop. Lorenzo gave him a fist bump and helped him pull his heavy art stall cart over onto the sidewalk.

	"Been too long Moe," he said. "Need help setting up inside?"

	"If you don't mind. Where's Simone?"

	Lorenzo winced. "We broke up. I'm actually here with my—"

	"His new lady friend!" Maria swept in to put an arm around Lorenzo's waste. "Hello. I'm Maria."

	"Whoa…" said Moe. "Nice to meet you. Damn, you're going to be popular at this con with that new Tomb Raider game they just announced."

	"Haven't even gone inside yet and she's already started taking selfies," said Lorenzo, with a touch of annoyance.

	"Feeling left out, Enzo?" said Maria.

	He scowled, annoyed both by her flirtatious mood and the fact that she was mostly right. He hadn't cared for the idea of bringing her to the con, but if she was going to be there, he'd prefer to not have to watch her mingling too much through the vast throngs of horny nerds.

	Lorenzo's fear almost immediately came true as he entered the convention alongside Moe and Maria. His aunt was inundated with attention and seemed to enjoy every second of it. She waved to him as she joined a woman with short blonde hair in a white pant suit who seemed to be somehow affiliated with the Tomb Raider franchise.

	"She's smoking hot, Lorenzo," muttered Moe. "Is that why you and Simone broke up? Were you sneaking around with her or something?"

	"The opposite, actually." The words tasted bitter, but he was surprisingly numb to his recent heartbreak. "I don't want to talk about Simone. I want to enjoy this weekend."

	"Say no more!" Moe started unpacking and setting up some of the clothing and art prints he planned on hopefully selling. "I already found us a party to hit up tonight. You know that rich guy, Travis Barnes?"

	"The billionaire?"

	"More of a hundredish millionaire. But yeah. He's hosting a party later tonight at some mansion just outside the city and we're both invited."

	"Music to my ears," said Lorenzo.

	He spent the next few hours alternating between helping Moe, exploring the convention, and checking in on Maria. She seemed capable of striding the line between fun and propriety, chatting with people and taking selfies but more than once shutting down men who seemed like they were aiming for more.

	The fact that hundreds, if not thousands of men at the convention were eager to fuck his aunt sat strangely with him, especially after the bus ride over. Maria was undeniably gorgeous, but he'd never seen her like that, at least not until recently.

	It cast all of the trip into a new light. They'd be sharing a bed again that night. Stuffed into the same hotel room, showering and existing in a space that had originally been intended for him and his girlfriend.

	He went looking for her again as the day came to an end. She was standing between the protagonist of the latest Final Fantasy game and shirtless Goku, both infuriatingly tall and muscular. She was smiling at something one of them was saying, but immediately grinned and ran over when she saw him.

	"Enzo!" Maria wrapped him in a tight embrace, kissing him once on either cheek, and then without hesitation, the lips. "This is my boyfriend, Enzo!"

	She turned around to wave to the two men, but they were already walking off in another direction.

	"Good to see you're having fun, Tia," he said.

	"Maybe a little too much," she said. "Let's call it a day."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 23

	Lorenzo and Maria rode with Moe to the party he'd been hyping up after the end of the first day of the convention, all three still in costume. They had to park far down on the street, but the mansion itself was easy to find.

	Lorenzo spent the next hour drinking a beer at a slow pace and mostly watching people far drunker than him act foolish. Maria stayed close to him for most of it, though she was still getting ample attention.

	He lost track of her after dark, right as he'd been planning on suggesting they head back to the hotel. A growing mixture of unease and outright dread filled him as he pushed through a tangle of party goers in the mansion's living room.

	He came out onto the deck by the pool. It was after dark, but unseasonably warm, and people were getting wild in the water. Most of the women were topless, several of them kissing or being groped by equally unclothed men. Lorenzo felt his stomach turn over as he scanned for Maria's face amidst them.

	"There you are!"  Her voice came from behind him, right next to his ear. "Finally! Were you hiding upstairs?"

	"No," he said. "Looking for you."

	"Well, you found me, and I found… something fun," she said. "I'm in the mood to get out of here before revealing it though, Mijo. You about done?"

	"Yeah," he said.

	They waded back through the crowd and hailed an uber on the street after saying goodbye to Moe. Maria leaned in close and pulled a tiny baggie out of one of her pockets.

	"Some guy who claimed to be the world's biggest Tomb Raider fan gave me a joint," she whispered.

	Lorenzo eyed the uber driver in the rear-view mirror, half expecting them to immediately be ejected, but the woman said nothing.

	"I… didn't realized you smoked, Tia," he said.

	"Again, I feel the need to point out that I am not as old as you seem to think," she snapped.

	"I wasn't implying anything!" He laughed and leaned back in his seat. "Maybe tonight will be fun after all."

	"You didn't have enough of that at the party?"

	"I don't really do that style of crowd."

	"Me neither, at least not when it's a bunch of random nerds and not people I know," said Maria.

	The uber driver dropped them off outside the hotel. They wandered into the corner of the parking lot first, finding a spot in between two parked busses to spark up Maria's joint. 

	It was fairly potent stuff, but Lorenzo had always harbored a strong tolerance for most drugs and alcohol. He got a bit lightheaded, but was far clearer of mind than his giggling aunt as they eventually made their way into the lobby's elevator afterward.

	There was an entire group of fellow convention goers queuing to the upper floors alongside them. He hesitated when he saw how full the elevator had become instead of immediately packing in. A group of Pokemon trainers graciously stepped inside, insisting there was room. There was… barely.

	He packed in with Maria practically as close as another human could be without touching in front of him. They were both facing the door, her back to his front, but it was as though they were playing a game to see how close two people could pack together without making direct contact, mere millimeters separating their bodies.

	The elevator was near silent as it rose up one floor, two, three, a hum of electronics overlaid onto the stillness of its occupants. All of the other people onboard got off on the fourth floor, leaving Lorenzo and Maria alone and somehow inheriting the strange atmosphere for themselves.

	"Better than an overloaded bus," said Maria.

	"I preferred the bus." He said it without really thinking, and felt himself trying to smile as he realized how it sounded.

	"I can believe that," said Maria.

	They went up another floor, the new silence more damning than the last. 

	"I suppose I didn't mind the bus that much," she said, clearing her throat. "It wasn't so bad. Riding on your lap."

	"Wasn't like we had to go all that far to get there." He swallowed, feeling something turn wicked under the exchange's surface.

	"Far enough. But it's not like any of the men I spoke to today would have said no to a 10/10 Lara Croft cosplay babe on their lap for a bus ride."

	Lorenzo laughed on reflex and couldn't resist the chance to tease her a bit. "I wouldn't have said no to that either. Too bad I just got my old Tia instead."

	"Hey!" She hit his shoulder with an open hand, but put a bit of strength into it. Lorenzo caught her wrist and pulled her arm up, and then her other arm, and then pulled her into a laughing, marijuana infused hug.

	"Don't be mean, Enzo," she whispered, mouth practically against his neck.

	"You're still like a 9/10, Tia," he whispered back.

	"9/10, huh?" She turned her head sideways. "What'll get me that plus one?"

	They shared a moment of dangerous eye contact. Lorenzo leaned in first, feeling a thrill, feeling high, feeling like he was somehow getting revenge on Simone by some convoluted stretch of logic. Maria turned her head a bit to the side. He kissed her right as the elevator door opened and they kept kissing until it was about to close.

	"Oops," said Maria.

	Lorenzo stopped it with his arm. "Let's… go back to our room."

	"Yeah, let's uh…" She stepped out of the elevator with an odd laugh. "Let's go, Enzo."

	They hurried down the hall, faster than they probably needed to. Lorenzo jammed the door card in. Maria went in first, but turned to face him as soon as she was inside with a tiny, devious smirk.

	"Is my costume not hot enough to be 10/10?" she whispered. "Not skimpy enough?"

	"A perfect ten means going above and beyond."

	He was as turned on as he'd been on the bus, but this time it didn't feel like an accident. Maria walked backward toward the bed, practically daring him to grab her and use her. He didn't know what his aunt was thinking, but his own urges were just as foreign and no less compelling.

	"That's no fair, Mijo," she whispered. "What you sound like you're asking for is…"

	He came close to her and lowered his voice to a whisper. "Is… what?"

	They kissed again. The bed was right there and they both fell onto it, the mattress bouncing them with encouragement, reminding them of its uses. Lorenzo grabbed one of his aunt's tits as the passion of their lips deepened even further. It was so soft, but he had to wonder if he was the first one to squeeze it that day. He knew how conventions could sometimes be, not to mention afterparties.

	"Easy," whispered Maria, one of her hands now rubbing its way along Lorenzo's leg. "This is getting a little… mmm!"

	He cut her off with a kiss and unbuttoned her tight tan Tomb Raider shorts. Maria's breathing went weird, fast but shallow. He kissed her neck and she let out a low purr and started rubbing his cock directly.

	It took some serious work to pull her shorts down, given how tight they were on her and how magnificent her butt was. Her panties came with them, a result which Maria tried to reset as she reached down hastily to try to yank them back up.

	Lorenzo let his fingers slide through her dark brown bush, trimmed but still a bit fuller than he was used to with Simone. Maria grabbed his wrist, but he couldn't tell if she was stopping him or simply urging him on. He let his finger touch her pussy lips and the reality of what they were doing and how far they'd already gone descended on him like a ton of bricks.

	"We should… stop…. Mijo," she whispered, in between kisses. "Oh!"

	He slid a finger into her. She was fumbling with his pants even as she questioned what they were doing.

	"We will stop," he whispered. "In a bit."

	She groped his cock through his boxers, letting out a little moan. "This was… poking me, Enzo. On the bus. I could feel it the entire time."

	"You made me so hard, Tia," he whispered.

	"Oh God!"

	They snapped together, grinding the lower halves of their bodies as they sucked on each other's mouths. Lorenzo got her top off and felt a sudden thrill at the idea that he'd have her titties out in mere moments.

	He ditched the upper half of his clothing and felt the tension reach unbearable levels as they began touching each other, Lorenzo in just his boxers, Maria in just her bra. She was really going to let him do it.

	And then a ringtone went off.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 24

	"It's your mother!" hissed Maria. 

	She bent over to grab her phone from her discarded shorts and was now on all fours on the bed. Lorenzo pressed against her from behind, pulling her bra down and letting his fingers sink into her plump, dangling breasts.

	"Ignore her," he muttered.

	"Hello?" said Maria. "Ah! Yes… No, it's been fine."

	"God dammit," he hissed, under his breath. Somehow, he knew that his mother would ruin everything without even trying, without even suspecting what she'd interrupted.

	"Language, Enzo." said Maria, with a level of authority that pissed Lorenzo off. "I… ah!"

	He tweaked one of her nipples in revenge. She sank forward onto the bed, keeping her butt in the air for a few interesting seconds that Lorenzo took full advantage of, grinding and humping into her. She eventually did go flat, but he straddled her thighs, undeterred.

	"He went to one of those… mmm… silly anime things," said Maria. "I didn't want him to go alone after what happened with his girlfriend. What? Oh, they broke up. You should hear the full story from him." 

	Lorenzo let his erection press into Maria's butt. He leaned forward, kissing the back and side of her neck. Maria gently tried to swat him away even as she lifted up again, providing him with an angle, almost daring him to do more as though she thought doubling down would make him back down.

	"Surprisingly fun," she said. "Enzo brought me to a party. We're just… relaxing now, and… Mijo!"

	She let out a hiss as he took his cock out and pressed it between her thighs. He was out of his mind, but he knew if he did it now, with her distracted, she probably wouldn't stop him. The wrongness of everything about the moment stoked the fires of his lust, a deal with the devil, or a succubus, more like.

	"No he just…" Maria threw her head back as Lorenzo's cock teased the entrance to her pussy. "Keeps… turning the TV up too loud. Mmm. Dial it back, Lorenzo."

	He didn't press in, but his cock kept rubbing right there on the precipice. Maria was so wet and, regardless of what she said, actively rocking back into him. The head of his cock sank into his dear, sweet aunt’s cunt, and then the first inch. She was tighter than Simone, and the second he acknowledged it, the situation became real to him.

	He sank his cock deeper, heady with lust, and felt his hips suddenly kick into autopilot. He got one full, perfect thrust before Maria slapped a hand back against his side.

	"He's… right here!" she said, voice breathless and distinctly suspicious. "Ask him yourself."

	"No!" he hissed.

	But she was already handing him the phone and rolling sideways to break contact. Maria smirked at him, seeming to ooze with a combination of flushed passion and I-told-you-so authority. 

	He snatched the phone out of her hand and rolled onto his back. "What do you want, Mom?"

	"Lorenzo!" snapped his mother. "Rude!"

	"Sorry, it’s just…" He blinked in surprise as he felt Maria's hand close on his cock, which was still wet and sticky with her juices. “I’m kinda in the middle of something."

	"Whatever it is can wait, Mijo," said his mother.

	He furrowed his brow, watching Maria draw nearer to his cock. She kissed his stomach, still stroking with her hand. Her expression had that mischief in it again and he silently cursed himself for starting their little game to begin with.

	"I want to come up and check on you after Maria leaves," said his mother. "This business with Simone has me worried."

	"Don't be ridiculous, Mama, I'm fine. I'm... oh…" He groaned as Maria let her hot breath tickle his cock and then made a show of rubbing her lips on the tip. "You… don't have to do anything special. I'm managing alright." 

	"I'm worried about you, Mijo," said his mother. "You have too much going on right now. You need someone looking after you until you're back on your feet."

	"Maria is… helping." He felt his eyes flutter as Maria gave the tip of his erection a slow suck. "So much."

	"I'm glad. You'll get through this, you know. I always thought she was a bad fit for you."

	"I know," he said. "Looks like you… nailed it. Oh!"

	"Is something wrong?"

	His aunt was enthusiastically sucking his cock and he could barely think, let alone talk. Calling it wrong was the understatement of the century.

	"Sorry," he muttered. "I got to go."

	"Lorenzo, don't you dare hang up on-"

	He ended the call, pulled Maria further up on the bed, spread her thighs open, and jammed his cock into her tightness.

	"Oh fuck!" Her voice shot up an octave as she dug her nails into his back, urging him on. "Mijo… you're so bad!"

	"You teased me too much, Tia." He pumped into her, heart racing as the situation went completely off the rails. "It's all your fault!"

	"Your mother is going to be… so mad at you!" she said, rocking up into his thrusts. "Hanging up on her. No respect, whatsoever!"

	He kissed her neck, groping one of her breasts. "Let her be mad."

	Maria's phone rang again. Lorenzo kept fucking her, not stopping to give her a chance to even see the screen. He heard his own phone vibrating in silent mode immediately after and knew she was right. His mom would be pissed.

	Lorenzo's hips bucked wildly, his cock pounding into Maria with that desperate, undeniable force. She wailed, her body arching off the bed as she grasped his back, her nails digging deep. 

	The sound of their ragged breathing and slapping skin filled the room, a primal cadence that drowned out all reason. Maria's legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, as if she couldn't get enough. Lorenzo felt himself hurtling towards climax, his balls tightening, his vision blurring. He buried his face in Maria's neck, his teeth scraping against her skin as he let out a strangled cry.

	They came together, or close enough to it, with Maria reaching her peak an instant after he did. The world seemed to come back into focus as his phone vibrated again, either an angry text from his mother or a full-fledged angry voice mail.

	"Wow," muttered Maria. "You know… that really wasn't supposed to happen, Enzo."

	"I know." He felt a little bad even as he eyed her nude body and considered the fact that they still had another night in the hotel. "But it was… really good."

	"10/10 good?" she asked, with a smirk.

	"Nine point five."

	"Mijo, you ass!" She slapped his chest and then let her hand rub a little lower. "Maybe… I'll work out that last half point. Just to round things out."

	 

	


Chapter 25

	Jake spent his morning and afternoon working a surprisingly busy shift at the repair shop. Busy was good, with people coming in with the interesting challenge of broken phones and video game consoles and, in one case, a motion activated sprinkler.

	He considered the Bluetooth speaker, which he'd "fixed" in his own way, and the brilliance of using it as a job application. Swapping the complete innards of any of the new devices he'd taken in certainly wouldn't be an option this time around, but the patience he'd developed in tinkering with circuits would still serve him well.

	He locked up, went home, and returned to fixing the broken device that was his little sister's emotional health. Jaimie was sitting in the living room, staring at her phone and looking annoyed.

	"Hey," he said. "How's Kate doing?"

	"Still in her room," said Jaimie.

	"Has she said anything to you, at least?"

	"She's been just about silent other than saying 'go away' once this morning."

	Jake sighed and collapsed down on the couch next to her. "We need a plan of attack."

	"I honestly don't know if anything will work," muttered Jaimie. "Think of it from her perspective."

	"I have."

	"Really? Imagine you were having a threesome with me and our non-existent older brother, and he suddenly mounted me and the two of us started fucking like you weren't even there."

	"Ew." Jake pushed her in the shoulder. "That's not really a fair comparison."

	"What's wrong with it?"

	He tried to articulate an answer that wasn't simply his gut reaction to some other guy, even an imaginary brother, being with one of his sisters. "Look, in the end, we still all love each other. We can cheer Kate up. It's just about setting the right tone."

	"What's the right tone when somebody is mad you fucked somebody else first in a threesome?"

	Jake drummed his fingers on the arm of the couch. "…Do we have any ice cream?"

	They formulated a plan of attack. With ice cream in hand, along with a willingness to do whatever it took to cheer their sister up, they knocked on her door.

	"What?" muttered Kate, from within.

	Jaimie looked at Jake, and he decided to get a bit creative.

	"Your servants have come to bring you a midafternoon ice cream snack, Princess Katherine," he said. "Would you please humble us by opening the door and accepting this most minor of gifts?"

	Jaimie shook her head and rolled her eyes. There was no response for a few seconds, and then the door swung open. Kate eyed them skeptically but accepted the bowl. She took a bite of the ice cream, still not smiling.

	"Shouldn't the princess's servants bow when in her presence?" asked Kate.

	Jake glanced at Jaimie, who looked distinctly irritated by the suggestion. He set a hand on her shoulders, coaxing her to bow with him.

	"Lower," said Kate.

	"This is stupid…" muttered Jaimie, as they both sank lower.

	"Servants only speak when spoken to unless I say otherwise!" snapped Kate, with surprising vehemence. "Lower."

	Jake dropped all the way to his knees, Jaimie alongside him.

	"A bit lower," said Kate.

	They had to shift sideways to lay down completely in the hallway. Jake grunted as he felt Kate walk across their backs a second or two later. Jaimie seemed resigned to their new fate.

	"Draw me a bath," said Kate, still standing with one foot on each of their backs. "And make me a playlist of new music I might like. And put together a plan for the evening that involves us watching The Princess Bride and playing video games."

	"Yes, Your Highness," said Jake.

	Kate waited a moment and then cleared her throat.

	"Yes, Your Highness," said Jaimie, through clearly gritted teeth.

	"And I don't want to play Smash Bros. Jaimie always wins when we play that game. We'll play Mario Kart."

	Jake handled drawing the bath, while Jaimie composed the princess's symphony. It was silly, but it felt like progress. He heard Jaimie jump from song to song as he passed by her door, clearly taking the task of introducing her little sister to some new music seriously.

	"Your bath is ready, milady," he said, knocking on Kate's door.

	"Come in," said Kate. "I require an escort to my bathing chamber."

	He entered her room, smiling at the idea of her needing an entourage to walk ten feet down the hall. Kate was barefoot and wearing a fluffy bathrobe. She held her head up high with an aura of haughtiness.

	"Bow to the princess," she said.

	Jake bowed.

	"Give the princess a kiss," said Kate. 

	He swept forward and gave her a soft, loving kiss, letting one of his hands run up her side as he played with the idea of opening her robe.

	"Promise the princess that… you'll never ignore her like that again," said Kate, an edge of vulnerability entering her voice.

	"I'm sorry, Katie." He hugged her tight to him, understanding her heart more just through hearing the intensity of emotion behind her words. "I never will. I promise."

	She rested her head against his shoulder for a few perfect seconds. "…Carry the princess to her bath."

	He swept her up in his arms and proceeded to carry her into the bathroom, setting her down next to the tub. Kate let the robe fall from her shoulders, revealing her petite breasts and flawless, faintly freckled skin. She let out a sigh as she sank down into the bath water, which he'd added some bubble bath to for effect.

	"Your music, Your Highness," said Jaimie, carrying in a speaker already playing soft, chill hop jazz beats. 

	"Thank you," said Kate. "Now fetch me more ice cream. Feed it to me while I'm in the tub."

	Jaimie blinked a few times and mouthed the word seriously. Jake nodded and touched her shoulder, trying to impart how close they were to returning things to normal.

	Kate also insisted that both of her servants be naked while she bathed, for the sake of "fairness." Jake and Jaimie obliged her, and the nudity added an interesting undercurrent to the second half of the bath. He looked for opportunities to brush up against Jaimie as they took turns feeding their little sister spoonfuls of ice cream and holding the bowl.

	Kate dunked her head under the water and came up slowly. "I'm too hot now. Servant A, towel me off. Servant B, go open the window in my room and pick out some comfy pajamas."

	"Which one of us is Servant A and Servant B?" asked Jake.

	"You're Servant A," said Kate.

	"Of course, Your Highness," said Jake.

	He held the towel out for Kate as she stepped onto the bath mat. He gently and lovingly ran it over her body, finding the task intriguing in its own right. Kate shifted in interesting ways, cheeks flushed from the lingering heat of the bath or the new heat of the situation.

	"Do you wish me to carry you back to your room?" he asked.

	"No, I'll walk," she said. "But I still require your presence for… the rest of the evening. Along with Servant B."

	"Do you really have to call us that?"

	She grabbed a fistful of his shirt, which he'd just pulled back on, and drew his face in close to hers. "Yes."

	She kissed him, the passion of it growing as their lips lingered together.

	


Chapter 26

	The mood was distinctly heated and lewd as Jake and Jaimie brought Kate back to her room. Kate had thrown on her fluffy bath robe, but she seemed to toy with undoing the belt as she sat down on her bed, eyeing her loyal servants.

	"I want a kiss," she said. 

	"Of course, Your Highness." Jake drew it out a bit, taking the spot next to her, brushing a bit of damp red hair back and then leaning forward to let their lips come together.

	"Mmm," moaned Kate, as they parted. "From both servants."

	Jaimie wordlessly took the spot on Kate's other side, and drawing out the moment in much the same way, gave her little sister a tender kiss on the lips. Jake watched in stunned silence, confused and more than a little turned on.

	"Since when are the two of you…?" He trailed off, unsure of whether it was even kosher to pose the question.

	"I'm just a servant," said Jaimie, face still intimately close to Kate's. "I have to follow the princess's orders."

	Kate started blushing. "I just… wanted to see what it would feel like. It didn't mean anything. Would it matter if it did?"

	"Of course not," said Jake.

	"Hearing… the two of you yesterday." Kate gave a small shrug. "When you were having sex. It was really hot. On both sides."

	"Watching you kiss Jaimie is just as hot." He let a hand run along Kate's leg, tracing the robe's hem.

	"It felt funny." Kate let out a low sigh and shifted her leg slightly more open for Jake's wandering hand.

	"Funny good or funny bad?" asked Jaimie.

	"Mostly good, and the bad was… the good kind of bad."

	"And if I…" Jaimie let her lips trail on Kate's neck. "Kissed you again? Would you like that, Your Highness?"

	Kate nodded. Jaimie helped her lay down on the bed. Jake sat by Kate's legs, pulling one of her feet onto his lap where his erection was already burgeoning into hardness at the electric potential throbbing through the air.

	Jaimie took her shirt and shorts off as she kept kissing Kate, leaning over her, the two of them occasionally whispering words that Jake couldn't quite make out. He'd started rubbing his clothed erection against Kate's calf as he slowly undid the belt of her robe, intent on working his way up as Jaimie worked her way down.

	"May I open the princess's robe?" he whispered.

	Kate nodded and undulated her hips with a small motion. "What are you going to do once my robe is open?"

	Jaimie answered before Jake could. "Look at how hard your servant is, Your Highness. I think you know exactly what he'll do."

	Kate's face was flushed and crimson in a way only achievable by natural redheads. "More kisses first!"

	"As you command." Jake smiled and started kissing his way up her legs, alternating between the inside of each one. Kate spread her thighs open for him, shuddering and bucking her hips as he went higher and drew closer to her adorably shaved pussy.

	He teased her, kissing everywhere on her thighs, stopping just short of her actual vagina. Kate made these cute little rolling motions as he kept his lips just out of reach.

	"I order servant A to… give me kisses… down there."

	"What's that?" Jake persisted, kissing her thigh again as he let his thumb and fingers grip her leg possessively.  "Down where?"

	"Down here," said Jaimie. She shifted position, making room for herself next to Jake, and planted her wet lips and tongues directly on her little sister's cunt.

	"Oh fuck!" cried Kate.

	Jake didn't have room to keep going as Jaimie became more focused with her efforts, so he simply reached around to unhook Jaimie's bra and then helped her out of her panties. He ditched his own clothes and got into position behind her, letting his cock rub between her thighs with her on all fours.

	She was already wet, and he couldn't resist lining the tip up and sinking into her for an indulgent and slow thrust. Jaimie let out a whimper but immediately cleared her throat.

	"Easy, Jakey-kun," she whispered. "Remember our duty… to the princess."

	He nodded slowly, but his hips seemed intent on pumping into Jaimie at least a few more times before stopping. "I haven't forgotten."

	Kate was breathless, still being tended to by Jaimie, but staring at Jake. "I… order you to…"

	"Speak up," whispered Jaimie. "Order him like a princess."

	"Fuck me," whispered Kate. "I order you to fuck me."

	Jake pulled out of Jaimie and, almost as though it was a continuation of the same thrust, shifted between Kate's legs and sank his cock into her. She was slightly tighter than her older sister, though it was not and would never be a competition.

	"Oh God!" cried Kate.

	"That's it." He squeezed one of her breasts and started pumping into her faster. "Take my cock. Take it like a good little princess."

	"I'm a bad princess!" Kate buried her face in his shoulder, whimpering and breathing fast. "Fuck me like a bad princess!"

	He kissed her neck, pushing into her with rough thrusts. "You like that, Kate? Is this what you wanted yesterday?"

	"Mmhmm!" She kissed his shoulder, wrapping herself around him. "I wanted this! Oh fuck!"

	"Your face is so sexy when you're being fucked, Your Highness," whispered Jaimie. "Just be sure to order him to stop before he comes inside you."

	Jaimie pulled Jake's attention her way and he kissed her, still pumping into Kate as their tongues entangled. She got down low alongside Kate, watching Jake's cock close into her over and over.

	"Let me show you how to really make the princess come," whispered Jaimie.

	She played with one of Kate's nipples and whispered something in her ear, seeming to completely forgo even trying to stimulate her nether regions directly. Kate moaned uh-huh over and over again to whatever Jaimie was saying, pitch rising until it bit off into an orgasmic screech.

	Jake wanted to finish, but Jaimie pushed him back. He glared at her, surprised at the sudden intensity of his need, but she held up a finger.

	"Servant A has served us both well, Your Highness," whispered Jaimie. "But he needs to come too, doesn't he?"

	They both brought their heads in close on either side of his cock. Kate wrinkled her nose and touched it, still shiny and slimy from her own juices.

	"Should we… wipe it off first?"

	"I hope that's just you still being a princess." With a laugh, Jaimie brought her lips to Jake's erection and sucked him off from base to tip. "There. Clean enough?"

	Kate leaned in and kissed the tip. "He has a nice cock. I just wanted to taste it without… anything else on top."

	"Oh fuck…" Jake groaned and reached down to touch their heads, urging them on.

	They kissed it from either side to start, like they were trying to make out and his member just happened to be in the way. They took turns after that. 

	Jake could sense Jaimie's experience in the way she licked and sucked, but there was something delightfully erotic about Kate's earnestness. She gagged at one point in an attempt to deep throat him. Jake stroked her cheek lovingly afterward.

	"That was nice," he said. "But you don't have to push yourself."

	Her eyes narrowed at him. "The princess will decide her own limits, thank you very much."

	Jaimie gave her room to try again, but she simply bobbed up and down instead of going deeper. Jake threaded his fingers through her hair, guiding her to suck faster, deeper, bucking with his own hips until he was outright face fucking the royal mouth.

	"Oh fuck!" 

	He felt a bit guilty unloading between Kate's sweet lips, given how much work the three of them had put into finding a balance of passion between them. Jaimie didn't seem to mind and took the opportunity to snuggle in against him, planting a kiss along the line of his jaw. Kate wiped her mouth off and took the spot on his other side. Jake kissed her lips too without the slightest hesitation.

	"That was really nice," whispered Kate.

	"I didn't come," said Jaimie.

	"Give me ten minutes and I can fix that," said Jake.

	"How about later tonight?" Jaimie kissed his pec and smiled at them both. "Cuddling hits the spot right now."

	There was a knock at the door. Jake made a feeble attempt at covering them with a sheet, but their mother still got a clear look at the three of them nakedly entwined in post-coital bliss.

	"I got burritos for dinner," said Rebecca, in a tone of forced control. "I also bought a cake."

	"Uh… what's the occasion, Mom?" asked Jake.

	"No occasion." She smiled at them, some of her ire melting away. "Did the three of you have a nice evening?"

	"Yeah," said Kate. "We're getting along again."

	"I can see that," said Rebecca. "To be honest, I'll take this over the alternative. Can we sit down for family dinner?"

	"Give us a few minutes to get dressed, Mom," said Jaimie, with a bit of a tone. "Jesus."

	"Family dinner is not too much to ask," said Rebecca. "Also, we need to address what's going on downstairs. The living room is a mess."

	"Chores should be redistributed based off who currently has a job and who doesn't," muttered Jake.

	"Hey!" snapped Kate. "That's not fair! I still have school."

	Everybody except the princess laughed. Jake pulled his sisters closer, feeling content.
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