
[image: ]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RENT-A-SISTER 4: THE PARENT TRAP.

    

    
      First edition. April 23, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Liam Harper.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233857812

    

    
    
      Written by Liam Harper.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Rent-A-Sister 4: The Parent Trap. | By Liam Harper.

Bill 1. | It Will Trap You.

Bill 2. | Deception and Security.

Bill 3. | Tunnels of Terror.

Final Bill. | Fan Club Armageddon.

The End.

This story is fictional. Any and all similarities to character, groups, | or other entities in real life are purely coincidental....

Thanks for Reading.

By Liam Harper.

Also By Liam Harper

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Rent-A-Sister 4: The Parent Trap.



By Liam Harper.






























[image: ]


[image: ]

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Bill 1.




It Will Trap You.
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The vast, opulent mansion living room of Drew's beloved estate is once again graced with the soft, nascent glow of early morning, as is to be expected of Mega L.A. weather.

However, the light struggles to penetrate the heavy velvet drapes, lending the space a muted, almost reverent quality.

Chizuru is sitting in the room at present, looking low on the plush, custom-made sofa, a piece of furniture so comfortable it seems to mock her current distressed status.

These are feelings sourced from what is in her hands, as Chizuru clutches a document that looks less like a career opportunity and more like a tome of doom, a thick, terrifyingly official-looking document.

The document in question is the initial first draft of her three-picture movie contract.

As such, Chizuru isn't merely reading, she is dissecting it (or making her best attempt to do so at least), her attention brutally fixated on a single, monstrous clause titled, “In Perpetuity Marketing and Likeness Rights”.

It's all...a bit much.

It's so much for her mind to handle that Chizuru's face turns pale, hitting the point of existential dread much earlier in the day, as if the colour has been completely drained by a subtle psychic vampire.

The ancient, God-tier legalese in which the clause is written makes her feel as though she is reading an ancient curse that binds her soul to Mega L.A. for eternity.

It's so substantial in fact that Chizuru's fingers, barely manage to hold the weight of the paper, trembling under the mere idea of their weight.

Drew sits beside her in this trying time, as a study in contained tension.

The man makes no move to acknowledge the contract or the abyss into which Chizuru is staring.

Instead, he fixes his gaze on a point in the middle distance, a space seemingly far beyond the four walls of the living room.

Almost as if he is trying to ignore the problem and manifest a better solution as the picture of stoic, silent support, radiating a heavy, immobile presence.

Yet, a disquieting ambiguity hangs in the air amidst this...

For it remains unclear if he's supporting her through the trauma of the contract or just dissociating entirely from the startling and sudden reality of their shared situation. Hence he breathes slowly, mechanically, as an observer in his own life that is moving faster and faster by the day.

On this wild ride a sudden, contrast in energy breaks the funereal stillness.

The heavy, ornate living room doors slide open with a bang, and Olivia enters as a beacon of bright, cheerful energy, keeping her face alight with a wide, genuine smile.

This positive energy in question seems to be stemming from the fact that she is holding a phone to her ear, wrapping up what seems to be a conversation up that is helping this joy manifest.

With Olivia speaking into the phone now, her voice bright and lilting, Drew and Chizuru both get to hear the tail end of the conversation without much context.

Olivia:  I know, mother! Isn't it just absolutely wonderful news!... Yes, of course, I'll tell her you said congratulations. She'll be so touched....OK, I really have to go now. Love you too! Bye!

She snaps the phone shut, on this note and then in place of walking, Olivia's mood practically drives her to bounce over to the sofa, with her movements coming off as quick and light as a result.

The girl's unbridled energy and evident joy are a profound brightening opposite to the mirthless vibe currently emanating from the sofa's two silent occupants.

And with this bright presence, Olivia sits on the armrest, placing her attention entirely on to Chizuru (whether the girl is ready for it or not).

Olivia: That was my mother, Chizuru! She's thrilled for you!

Without so much as lifting her eyes from the damning document, Chizuru tries her best not to engage as she wants to avoid triggering anymore “good ideas” in that fucked up noodle of Olivia which sounds about set to blow again.

Chizuru: You don't say? I hope she's happy, or something approximating that emotion. At least then one of us would be experiencing something other than utter dread.

Chizuru fears she might have been a little too honest with her fears here, but Olivia spares no time in dismissing the negativity with a luminous laugh.

Olivia: Oh, Chizuru, don't be silly! She's more than happy, she's ecstatic! She actually cried when I told her about your movie role!

Chizuru: She what!?

Olivia: Cried.

Chizuru: (Nervously) Why would your mother cry so frivolously over my actions, be they positive or negative?

Olivia: Need you ask such a thing? Gosh...we're all practically family. And in that respect she said it's just so wonderful that Drew's family is embracing the arts. It feels like such a big family moment!

At this point Chizuru can't help but scream inside her skull...
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..."Stop saying family, damn it!!!"...

––––––––
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But thankfully she manages to keep from screaming this out loud, so the peace is maintained for now...

However, Chizuru cannot be blamed for this frustration, as Olivia seems to be laying this all on pretty thick right now, as she articulates the phrase “family moment” with a deep, heartfelt sincerity, her expression seems to soften with genuine emotion.

For Drew and Chizuru both, it's actually kind of terrifying.

Though those two aren't the best examples to measure organic responses from when it comes to family matters, since they are the living example of inorganic family, hence they have something of a bias to their fear here.

The words Olivia is speaking, however, land like small, polished stones on Drew's consciousness all the same.

Though it is subtle, his jaw tightens almost immediately, a minuscule muscular reaction that hints at a deep, uncomfortable tension held just below the surface of his composure. On account of this tension, he does not turn his head or speak.

In this time, Olivia's smile momentarily softens, shifting from excited chatter to a thoughtful, far-off expression (this is seldom a good thing).

Olivia's eyes get a distant, dreamy look as she processes the emotional weight of her mother's reaction and the concept of “family”. And this leads into a new, even more terrifying thought that bubbles to the forefront of her mind.

Olivia: It made me realize... how wonderful this really is. We have to tell your parents the marvellous news! They should hear it from us.

The silence that descends upon the room immediately after her words is rather damning and in many ways absolute.

The light, the comfort, the opulence....it all seems to recede, leaving only a vacuum in which Chizuru's head snaps up from the contract as if pulled by an invisible string.

By this measure, Chizuru's focus is ripped away from “In Perpetuity Marketing” and brought to the proverbial dance of the immediate, imminent threat that is “In-Person Revelation”.

Chizuru is not alone, though. Not by a long shot. Drew's stoic mask cracks too, just for a second, revealing a raw, fleeting glimpse of pure, cold panic in his eyes.

The two of them, the false siblings, they exchange a wide-eyed, horrified look, that is a silent, instantaneous agreement proclaiming the following.... the thought Olivia has just voiced is unequivocally catastrophic.

Lost entirely in her own happy thoughts, missing the sudden shift in the atmosphere whooshing over her head like a fighter jet under the control of a drunken pilot, Olivia continues here unimpeded.

Olivia: In person! That's the perfect way! We should have them over for dinner! A proper family celebration!

This so called... idea, no one dares tell her just how fucking terrible it is, thus it is left, lingering in the ethos for a while to digest as what Olivia would contrastingly categorize as a beautiful, perfect, impossible proposition.

In that same vein however, Olivia, misinterpreting their stunned silence as a sign of deep emotional gravity, continues, her voice filled with warmth the entire time.

Olivia: I can't wait to finally meet the people who raised such a wonderfully complex and talented man. And such a brilliantly artistic daughter to boot! This is simply going to be the most wonderful of times...

Olivia speaks these words with the innocent audacity of someone who seriously thinks Drew and Chizuru are up for this kind of event.

They aren't, in case anyone was keeping score...

Which just proves how astoundingly and completely oblivious to the five-alarm fire Olivia is that has just started in their minds.

And it seems they've missed their chance to just tell her NO and be done with it, as she's already resting on the idea that these purported parents are coming...

Which begs the question...

What is to be done about this...?

Drew has no parents.

Chizuru is not a daughter of said parents, nor does she have anyone who is supportive of her self-acknowledged dumb life choices to even say they're willing to pretend they're “proud” of her.

Meaning, from the very offset, what Olivia is proposing isn't as much a dinner party as it is a landmine waiting to go off.

Despite this horse having long bolted, Drew opens his mouth in an...attempt to say something, but then it dawns on him that he's got nothing in the tank in terms of good lies at present.

By this turn of events conclusion, no words come out.

And so it is, Chizuru looks at her contract, then back at Olivia's hopeful face.

The legalese in the document suddenly seems far less terrifying than the beautiful, simple request of the woman sitting in front of her.

With all that said, it becomes wildly clear to both Drew and Chizuru that neither of them are even remotely equipped to deal with the complexities of this matter that has been unjustly sprung upon them from out of nowhere.

And what does one do when they lack the skills to tackle a problem in life?

They borrow the skills of someone else.

Or rather, they run and beg to the most psychotically conniving and twisted bitch they know to ask her to throw a figurative spanner into the works of this dinner party machine before it goes on a rampage.

This has the next stop of the day being Amelia's office (the good old war room).

At present, the office is a temple of controlled chaos. For Amelia is lining up a putt on a small, high-tech putting green that has been rolled out on the floor.

The “hole” is a device that automatically spits the ball back. Not exactly revolutionary technology in the conventional sense, no, but it is still a “must have” for any Mega L.A. office (meaning if you don't have one, you'll be judged by your peers relentlessly, and the one and only Amelia Earnst refuses to be caught at such a disadvantage in this day and age).

Putting nonsense aside however, as things are at present, Drew stands in front of her desk with his arms crossed, and Chizuru is hovering near the door, looking like she wants to bolt out said door and across the nearest border to leave Mega L.A. to hide until the heat dies down (not that she'd take this option since she knows Amelia's legal tendrils would likely just have her getting killed by some international gang if she tried).

With the option of simply running being off the table for both Chizuru and most likely Drew, the latter of the two is looking to tackle the problem head on as he speaks first here.

Drew: You need to get your game face on, Amelia. Because the worst's just happened.

Amelia: Did Hebi kill another one of your co-stars for showing up in full villainous dress rehearsal attire again? Don't worry about it, Drew...supporting leads die mysteriously all of the time. It's the REAL stars you'd have to stop the presses for.

Drew: This has nothing to do with work. This is a domestic problem.

Amelia: And it's something an electrician can't fix?

Drew: Olivia wants to meet my parents, Amelia.

Amelia's focus breaks. She swings her putter, shanking the ball, and thus it shoots off the green and ricochets off the leg of her desk with a loud WHACK of failure....

Amelia: Aw fuck....

She lowers the putter, dawning a look of profound annoyance on her face at her screw-up as she then signs and redirects her focus onto business matters.

Amelia: Did you just say parents?

Drew: Oh yeah...and I'm not fucking around with this...

Amelia: Ugh...Drew, we talked about this. Your backstory is focus-grouped for maximum sympathy. It's clean. It's simple.

She points the head of the putter at him before adding.

Amelia: The file clearly states you are a tastefully tragic orphan. It tested beautifully with the 18-34 demographics that wanted to identify with something that rebelled against their tumultuous home structures. Luckily we padded it out with some other stuff to keep the family-values hard-liners hooked on you too, but it's a delicate balancing act, which is why you should stick to your guns.

Drew: Olivia isn't as well-versed in that documentation as you are. So from her perspective, I...and by extension Chizuru apparently have parents.

Amelia: (Sighs)...Do you want me to print out a copy of your profile and send it to her as an excuse to cancel this dinner party thing you're worried about?

Drew: Do you seriously think that's going to work?

Amelia: To put it bluntly? No.

Drew: Then why even suggest it?

Amelia: Because you came in here on my break, and you're throwing off my putting game.

Drew: That's no excuses to abdicate your responsibilities!

Amelia: A fair point. And to make up for my lackadaisical transgression, how about I offer up a plan as an apology?

Drew: What kind of plan?

Amelia: Simple. This is Mega L.A. darling, the place where we have everything a star could need. You need hookers on an emergency line? This city has them. You need drugs droned through your window to get out of bed in the morning? There's no shortage of services that provide. Hell, if you need to take your freshly-executed chimpanzee to the taxidermists after you shot the bastard for bringing you the wrong cocktail? There's 912 different taxidermists specifically that won't ask questions about “mysterious gun wounds on products”...

Drew: Is any of this garbage your saying going anywhere?

Amelia: Of course. All of that is just to say, if we can't invite the parents who don't exist, we'll get you the parents you deserve with the largest service this city has to offer.

Drew: You're going to buy parents for me?

Amelia: No. We'll cast them.

Chizuru: Wait...seriously, is that like an actual thing people can do?

Amelia: People are hired to play all kinds of roles, darling. I hired God knows
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