
 

 

The Offer 
Chapter 33 

​
The Ford crunched slowly down the gravel driveway, tires biting into the stones with a 
low grind. The family home emerged ahead, unchanged and steadfast, like an anchor 
against the passage of time: its red brick facade lightly worn by the harsh northern 
winters, the front door painted a deep forest green, and that modest porch where their 
mother always set out flower pots that froze solid every year without fail. 

Alan killed the engine. Silence settled heavily over them, broken only by the faint ticking 
of the cooling hood. 

Alan drew in a deep breath, his hands clenched tight on his knees. Madison stared 
straight through the windshield, unmoving. They’d barely spoken during the final stretch 
of the drive.  
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Every quick glance, every accidental brush of an elbow against the gear shift had stirred 
up that same sticky unease—the one that had clung to them since yesterday, since what 
had happened on the couch. 

The front door swung open before they could even step out. 

Eileen appeared on the threshold, dish towel in hand, her face lighting up with a smile 
that seemed to erase every mile they’d driven. She looked exactly as they remembered: 
apron hastily tied on, hair twisted into a loose bun, and that overflowing maternal 
warmth radiating from her even before she spoke. 

“My babies!” she called, hurrying down the three porch steps with her arms already wide 
open. 

Madison climbed out first. 
The moment her foot hit the 
gravel, her mother pulled her 
into a fierce, lingering hug, as 
if she hadn’t seen her 
daughter in months. The 
familiar scent of laundry 
detergent and fresh-baked 
bread enveloped Madison. 
The tension that had knotted 
her shoulders for hours 
melted away in an instant, 
like a rope slipping loose. She 
hugged her mother back, face 
buried in the soft wool of her 
sweater, and for the first time 
since yesterday, she truly 
breathed. 

Alan got out next. Eileen drew him into her arms right after, with the same strength and 
warmth. He closed his eyes for a second. The discomfort that had been twisting in his gut 
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all morning—that heavy, clinging shame that flashed back every time he met his sister’s 
eyes—seemed to dissolve in the simple, ordinary contact. Just his mom. Just home. Just 
them. 

“Did you have a good drive?” Eileen asked, stepping back but holding them at arm’s 
length to get a better look. “You both look tired. All that studying, huh? Come on, come 
inside! Your father’s in the living room.” 

They crossed the threshold. The interior was exactly the same: the narrow hallway lined 
with family photos, the smell of wax on the hardwood floors, the steady ticking of the old 
grandfather clock in the living room. Their father, Frank, rose from the worn armchair by 
the window, newspaper in hand, a calm smile on his face. He had some color back since 
their last visit; the exhaustion from the treatments finally seemed to be behind him. 

“Well, if it isn’t the city kids,” he said, pulling them into hugs—a firm back slap for Alan, a 
gentler embrace for Madison. “Have you two grown, or am I shrinking?” 

Madison laughed softly, lingering a little longer in his arms, her hand resting on his 
shoulder as if to confirm he was really there, solid and real. “Are you okay, Dad? Really 
okay?” 

Frank rolled his eyes, amused. “Yes, sweetheart. The last check-up was perfect. Stop 
worrying like a little mother hen.” 

All four of them laughed together—an easy, natural sound that filled the living room like a 
warm wave. Alan and Madison exchanged a brief glance—just a fraction of a 
second—before looking away at the same time, awkward. The contact had been fleeting, 
almost nothing, but it was enough to rekindle the tension simmering between them. 

The afternoon unfolded in ordinary comfort. Eileen served hot tea in the kitchen while 
Frank talked about the garden, neighborhood gossip, and how little the neighbors 
changed. Madison asked more questions about his health, trying to sound casual, and 
Frank answered with a chuckle, teasing them about their “stressed-out city lives.” Alan 
joined in, smiling, but every time his sister shifted beside him, every time her arm 
brushed his while passing the sugar, his stomach tightened. He looked away. She did the 
same. 
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Sometimes their eyes still met anyway. A single look. Nothing more. But it felt charged. 
Heavy. As if the silence between them held everything they hadn’t yet dared name since 
yesterday. 

Eileen eventually suggested they move to the table. The meal was simple and comforting: 
roast, potatoes, vegetables from the garden. Frank mentioned that Grandma’s birthday 
gathering would be that afternoon at the community hall—“Nothing fancy, just a few 
neighbors and close family.” 

They discussed the details: the time, what they would bring, memories of past birthdays. 
Alan readily agreed when his father asked for help in the morning setting up some tables 
and chairs in the hall. 

“Sure, Dad. No problem.” 

The meal went smoothly. Laughter came easily again, along with the stories. Their 
mother offered tea after dessert, and they lingered around the table well into the 
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evening, the soft light from the overhead fixture creating a warm, familiar bubble around 
them. 

Then Frank clapped his hands. “How about a quick game? Board game, like the old days?” 

Alan and Madison looked at each other. A quick, awkward glance. But Madison answered 
almost immediately, a slightly forced smile on her lips: 

“Yeah! Absolutely. I’m in the mood to play.” 

She wanted to seize the moment. Not freeze up. 
Not let the tension take over everything. 

They pulled out the old family Monopoly set. 
The worn tokens, the board dog-eared from 
years of games. They played, laughed, and teased 
each other just like always—Madison fudging the 
rent a little, Alan groaning and laughing when he 
landed on Jail. Eileen watched them with a 
tender smile. 

“I’m so glad to see you two like this,” she said at 
one point, resting a hand on her daughter’s 
shoulder. “It does my heart good to have you 
back to your old selves.” 

They smiled. But under the table, their feet 
brushed. An accidental touch. Immediate. They 
jerked their legs back at the same time, as if 

burned. Neither said a word. But the tension surged again, low and insistent. Each tried 
to hide it—a laugh that rang a little too loud, a gaze that fled back to the board. 

Inside, neither of them could fully push it all aside. Memories from the day before kept 
flashing back, sticky and forbidden. But they pretended. For tonight, what mattered was 
the present: the family table, the laughter, the warmth of the house. 

Nothing else. 
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A little while later, Eileen stood up as the game wound down. 

“Come on, it’s getting late,” she said with a tired but tender smile. 

“Tomorrow we’re up early to get the hall 
ready for Grandma. You two should head 
upstairs and get some rest too.” 

Frank nodded, rising with a satisfied grunt. 
He clapped Alan on the back as he passed, a 
solid, fatherly pat. 

“Good night, kids.” 

The parents disappeared down the hallway. 
The house settled back into quiet, broken 
only by the distant tick of the grandfather 
clock in the living room. 

Madison and Alan lingered at the table a 
moment longer, their empty tea cups 
between them. The silence that fell now had 
nothing warm or familial left in it. It felt 
thicker. Heavier. 

Madison got up first, absently wiping her palms down her thighs. She avoided her 
brother’s eyes, staring instead at some invisible spot on the tablecloth. 

“Well… I’m gonna turn in,” she said, her voice pitched a little too high, a little too fast, as 
if she needed to fill the space before it could swallow them. “You too? I mean… 
obviously?” 

Alan nodded, pushing to his feet. 

“Yeah.” 

They climbed the stairs side by side, their steps falling into the same rhythm on the 
treads they knew by heart. Their old bedrooms still faced each other across the landing, 
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exactly as they always had: Alan’s on the left, Madison’s on the right, with the tiny shared 
bathroom squeezed between them. That closeness—which for years had meant 
whispered conversations through a cracked door, muffled laughter under blankets, 
late-night confessions from kids turning into teenagers—suddenly carried a completely 
different weight. 

A heavy, uncomfortable weight. 

They stopped on the landing. 

Alan cleared his throat. 

“You want the shower first or should I go?” 

Madison looked at him like he’d just 
said something filthy. Color flooded 
her cheeks in a violent rush, her eyes 
widening for a split second. She stood 
frozen, lips parted, as if the simple 
question had brushed against 
something far too intimate, far too raw 
for tonight. 

Alan froze too, brows pulling together. 

“What? What’d I say?” 

She looked away, throat tight. 

“Nothing… um… whatever. You go 
first.” 

She stepped aside with a stiff, almost 
mechanical gesture. Alan slipped into 
the bathroom without another word 
and closed the door behind him.  

The latch clicked loudly in the silent hallway. 
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Under the shower, hot water beat down on his shoulders. He shut his eyes and tried to 
breathe steady. But his body had other ideas. He got hard almost instantly—thick, aching, 
the kind of erection that took him completely off guard. He didn’t even know why. The 
long drive with her, the charged silence in the car, every glance they’d dodged all 
evening… it had all built up, creeping under his skin. 

His hand slid down to his cock without 
any real decision. He washed himself 
slowly, paying almost too much attention 
to every inch of his heavy, throbbing 
length, like some unconscious part of him 
was already preparing for something he 
refused to name. A tight knot of stress 
twisted low in his gut, shame and a dark, 
unwanted excitement braided together. 
He stayed under the spray a long time, 
breath shallow, water streaming over his 
burning skin. 

When he finally stepped out, towel 
knotted low around his hips, he ran 
straight into Madison in the narrow 
hallway. He was down to his boxers, chest bare, hair still damp and dripping. He tried to 
keep his tone light, almost cheerful, to cover the discomfort. 

“Bathroom’s all yours.” 

She squeezed past him so close their bodies brushed in the tight space. 

“Thanks…” she murmured, flustered. 

Her gaze flicked down before she could stop it—straight to the obvious bulge straining 
against the front of his boxers. Quick. Uncontrolled. A raw little impulse she couldn’t 
swallow. Alan saw it. Madison saw that he’d seen it. 
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She jerked her eyes away instantly, face flaming, and darted into the bathroom without 
another word, shutting the door behind her. 

Alan stood there like an idiot, heart slamming against his ribs. 

And just like that, he got hard all over again—instant, urgent, impossible to ignore. 

It was already late when Alan closed the door to his old bedroom behind him. The room 
was exactly as he remembered: the football posters yellowed at the corners, the shelf 
crammed with the Lego bridge models he’d built as a teenager, the narrow bed pushed 
tight against the wall. Nothing had moved. And yet everything felt different now. 

The familiar ceiling stared down at him in silence. He rolled onto his side. Then onto his 
stomach. Then onto his back again. 

Sleep refused to come. The minutes 
dragged by… Every time he closed his 
eyes, the images from the day before 
flooded back—sticky, insistent: the 
couch, Madison’s mouth, the taste he 
still couldn’t shake from his memory. 
He turned over once more, the sheets 
twisting beneath him, and let out a 
quiet, almost involuntary cough to 
break the oppressive silence of the 
sleeping house. 

The sound had barely left his lips 
when a reply came through the wall 
separating their rooms. A similar 

cough. Soft. Almost shy. But unmistakable. 

Alan froze. His heart slammed hard against his ribs. The connection hit him 
instantly—electric, almost tangible in the darkness. He rolled over slowly in bed, 
deliberately making the springs creak, a deliberate noise, like a signal. As if saying: I’m 
here. I’m awake too. 
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A few seconds later, he heard a distinct clink: something being set down on the 
nightstand. A water bottle, probably. He pictured Madison taking a drink, her throat dry, 
maybe just as wound up as he was. He took it as a reply. A fragile, dangerous, wordless 
exchange. 

Then silence fell again, even thicker than before. 

Alan felt the knot in his stomach tighten. I’m imagining all this, he told himself, pulse 
pounding. She coughed because she coughed. End of story. I’m losing my fucking mind. 
He lay perfectly still, eyes wide open in the dark, cursing himself silently. 

A few moments later, another cough came through the wall. Sharper this time. Almost 
deliberate. 

On instinct, Alan coughed back. 

He bit his lip, guts twisting with 
stress. Shit, I’m overdoing it. She’s 
going to figure it out. She’s going to 
think I’m a total creep. 

Suddenly a bright light flooded the 
ceiling in a cold blue glow. His phone 
had lit up on the nightstand. A 
notification. 

He stayed frozen for two long 
seconds, heart hammering wildly. Is 
it her? The thought shot through 
him like a jolt. He grabbed the phone 
with a shaky hand and unlocked the 
screen. 

It was her. 

“You can’t sleep either?” 
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Alan stared, stunned. He read the message twice, making sure he wasn’t hallucinating. 
The knot in his belly swelled sharply, heavy and burning. It wasn’t just discomfort 
anymore. It was something else. Something insidious and dangerous that twisted the 
awkwardness into a low, throbbing excitement he could barely control.  

He could already feel his cock hardening under the sheets, thick and painfully rigid. 

He typed quickly, fingers a little clumsy on the screen: 

“Yeah… too much shit in my head…” 

He hit send. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his temples. He knew 
what they were doing wasn’t normal. Not even close. He had no idea where this was 
heading, but for the first time since yesterday, he let himself ride the wave rising inside 
him without fighting it. 

Alan was still staring at the screen when the next message appeared. 
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“You want to talk about it…?” 

He sat there stunned, heart lodged high in his throat. She was diving straight in. No 
hedging, no safe distance. In this context—in the dead-silent hallway between their 
rooms, in the house where they’d grown up—that single line carried a completely 
different weight. It felt like flirting. A dangerous, forbidden game where every word could 
flip the switch and send everything spiraling. He could feel it: she knew exactly what she 
was doing. 

His fingers trembled 
slightly against the 
glass. He typed 
without thinking, 
pure reflex: 

“Yeah, why not…” 

He hit send. The 
message left with a 
soft little ping. Stress 
ratcheted up another 
notch, sharper, more 
acidic.  

 

He stared at the screen, waiting, the seconds stretching into forever. Every heartbeat 
slammed heavy in his chest, loud enough to drown out everything else. He could already 
picture Madison on the other side of the wall, reading it, thinking, maybe… He didn’t 
know where the hell he was anymore. His cock hardened even more, thick and aching 
against the front of his boxers, that dark, unwanted heat twisting right into the shame he 
couldn’t push away. 

Then, suddenly, three soft knocks sounded against his door. 
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Alan jerked hard, heart ready to burst out of his ribs. He thought he was imagining it. But 
the next second the handle turned slowly, and the door eased open with a faint creak. 

Madison stepped inside. 

She was right there in his room, 
wearing only panties and an 
oversized t-shirt, hair loose and 
falling over her shoulders. The 
bedside lamp he’d flicked on with a 
shaky hand bathed her in a soft, 
almost unreal glow. Alan couldn’t 
tear his eyes off her: the smooth 
curve of her bare thighs, the way 
the thin fabric hugged the full 
shape of her breasts, the faint pink 
flush rising on her cheeks. It was 
too much. Too fast. He felt like he 
was stuck in one of those 
suspended movie moments right 
before everything tips over, right 
before raw desire takes the wheel. 

She closed the door behind her 
with a quiet click, then stood in 
the middle of the room, arms 
crossed lightly over her chest like 
she needed some kind of shield. 
Her voice came out shy, almost 
helpless, as if she were trying to 
keep it all innocent: 

“You wanted to talk?…” 
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Alan’s brain short-circuited. He looked at her openly this time, eyes sliding down her 
body before dragging back up to her face. 

“Uh… yeah…” 

He still couldn’t believe it. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his temples. 
He was rock-hard, cock straining painfully against the fabric, but the comforter 
mercifully hid it. He felt completely insane, lost in this surreal situation where everything 
felt both inevitable and completely off-limits. 

Madison stood there a second, hesitant. 
Then, timidly, she asked: 

“Um… can I sit somewhere?” 

Alan caught the double meaning without 
her having to spell it out. He slid over slowly 
on the bed, pushing the comforter aside 
just enough to make room beside him. The 
gesture was clear. Almost too clear. 

Madison stepped closer. She turned for a 
moment, giving Alan a fleeting view of her 
ass in the thin panties, before she sat right 
next to him. They were close. Dangerously 
close. 

They looked at each other. Madison’s 
cheeks were flushed pink, and so were his. 
But this time there were no more games. No 
more looking away. No more pretending. 
They understood each other. After all the 
silent signals, the coughs, the texts through 
the wall, they were finally here—alone in 
this childhood bedroom, with nothing left 
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to protect them from what was happening between them. 

Madison sat cross-legged on the bed, 
legs folded beneath her, the 
oversized t-shirt riding up just 
enough to bare the smooth skin of 
her thighs. Alan fought not to let his 
gaze linger. But it was stronger than 
him. His eyes kept sliding 
anyway—over the full curve of her 
breasts, the way her nipples stood 
hard and obvious beneath the thin 
cotton, betraying the arousal she 
wasn’t even trying to hide. Every 
breath made the fabric pull tighter, 
and he felt his own breathing grow 
heavier in answer. She saw where he 
was looking. But she acted like she 
didn’t. Her voice came out low, 
almost neutral: 

“So why can’t you sleep?” 

Alan hesitated. He tugged the 
comforter a little higher over himself, 
like a shield—or maybe to hide what was happening underneath. His voice came out 
rough, almost broken: 

“I was thinking about last night.” 

The silence that followed was deafening. They stared at each other. Madison seemed to 
hesitate, her eyes a little lost, as if she were rehearsing the words inside her head. She 
swallowed hard, the movement visible in the slow bob of her throat, then, with a slight 
stutter, she let it out: 
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“You mean… when I sucked 
your cock?” 

The shock hit Alan like a live 
wire. He sat there stunned, 
unable to answer right away. 
She’d said it. She’d really 
fucking said it. No more 
pretending. No more dodging. 

He nodded slowly, unable to 
force a sound from his throat. 
They stayed like that, 
motionless, sizing each other 
up. Their breathing 
quickened, loud in the quiet 
room. Alan looked at her 
properly this time: her breasts 
rising faster, nipples still stiff 
under the shirt, then dragged 
his eyes back up to her face, 
making it real, making it 
undeniable.  

Madison let him. She leaned back a little, arching her spine so the t-shirt stretched even 
tighter across her chest. Neither of them spoke. But their stares burned. 

She unfolded her legs slowly, a deliberate, almost provocative move, as if telling him to 
look lower. Alan didn’t miss a thing. Her panties were soaked, a dark, wet stain spreading 
across the thin fabric. He was surprised, almost shocked, and his gaze snapped back up 
to her face. Madison’s lips were slightly parted, calm, almost serene. She was showing 
him on purpose just how wet she was. 
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Their breathing grew louder, shorter. Madison was watching him too. But his crotch 
stayed hidden under the sheets. So she did the unthinkable.  

Slowly, very slowly, she caught the edge of the comforter and pulled it back, uncovering 
his body inch by inch. The fabric slid down his thighs, over his stomach, until it finally 
revealed the massive erection straining his boxers, the thick shaft, the swollen head 
pushing hard against the cotton. She stared straight at it. Alan let her, heart hammering 
out of control. It turned him on even more. 

Time froze. They looked at each other again, breath ragged, alert, like two animals 
measuring each other before they pounce. Madison, clearly the bolder one, asked the 
question while staring right at his cock: 

“Is that what happens when you think about last night?” 

Alan’s eyes widened. He still couldn’t believe it. But she wasn’t done. 

“When I had it in my mouth…” 

“M-mm… Madi! Are you sure about—” 
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He didn’t finish the sentence. Because he saw his sister’s leg unfolding slowly, moving 
toward him, moving toward his cock. Her bare foot brushed his calf first, then slid up, 
hesitant, until it pressed gently against the hard bulge in his boxers. Alan felt the 
coolness of her toes through the thin fabric, a shocking contrast to the burning heat of 
his dick. She pressed harder, toes spreading to wrap around the thick shape, sliding 
slowly along the length from base to head with an almost unbearable slowness. Every 
movement was precise, intentional: the sole rubbing the full shaft, her toes lightly 
pinching the swollen tip, her heel pressing against his tight balls. 

Alan groaned, shocked, more turned on than he could stand. It was really his sister’s foot. 
Really Madison. The sensation was electric, forbidden, obscenely soft, and it made him 
shake. 

She murmured, her voice a little hoarse but controlled: 

“We’re just talking… about why you can’t sleep… that’s all…” 
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Her toes kept exploring, almost gripping his cock through the boxers, massaging it with 
torturous slowness, sliding, pressing, stroking every inch. Alan was moaning almost 
shamefully now, breath coming in short, broken gasps, completely lost in the unexpected 
caress, in a touch that should never have existed. 

Then, suddenly, Madison pulled her foot away. Alan felt lost, like someone had cut off his 
air. Frustration surged through him, brutal and animal. He was losing his mind. 
Completely possessed by lust. He looked at her, eyes dark, determined. Madison sensed 
the shift. She pulled back almost on instinct… but it was too late. 

Alan pounced on her. 
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