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    Dedicated to all those who've supported me, especially F & Z

      

    


It was one of the hottest summers I could ever remember, and this was my daily serenade.

“I’m boooooooooooored!”

You know, when I first started working from home, I honestly thought I’d love the freedom that came with it. Clearly, I hadn’t thought through all of what that might entail.

“It’s hot, and I’m bored, and I want to get out of this fucking house!” she complained, stomping down the halls of my home and groaning dramatically.

I sighed, praying for a miracle. Any miracle, really, at this point, but the power returning would have been a preferable one for me. I thought we all could have been more civil with some air conditioning, but with the good people at Blair Valley Gas & Electric unreliable at the best of times, I wasn’t holding my breath. My wife coming home from work early to tell her 20-year-old little sister to shut the hell up and leave me in peace would have also been nice, but less likely. While I could normally work comfortably from home, only needing to actually go into the office once or twice a week, Molly wasn’t so lucky. As a district manager for a local chain of grocery stores, my wife kept a pretty busy and chaotic schedule, constantly out, and constantly busy, and driven more than a little crazy by such crises as an enduring power outage affecting much of the city. This was a recent change of the status quo, a promotion she’d thought she’d wanted for so long that had been straining things for us lately. Admittedly, things hadn’t been the best between us before the promotion (I mean, what marriage is perfect after eight years?), but after that, well...

Terrible as it is to say, there were times I was glad she was out so much these days. It allowed a certain degree of peace and quiet.

Usually.

“Dan-ny!” she complained, her attention finally directed toward me.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

I saved what I had been working on and shut the computer down, wanting to stretch out the battery backup as long as I could. The rolling blackouts had been infrequent through the summer, but when they hit, they were unpredictable; I couldn’t talk with any of my clients with the router down, but at least I had enough battery backup that I wasn’t going to lose any work.

Unless Jill had anything to say about it.

“Danny!” she complained again, stepping into my office’s doorway.

“Yes, Jill?” I said, turning around to look at her. “For the last time, you don’t have to yell, and can you please call me Dan?”

“Okay, Dan,” Jill huffed with extra emphasis.

Well, even though her attitude still seemed miserable, I’d call this some improvement.

I asked, “And to what do I owe this pleasure today?”

She laughed, the sound high and obnoxious and quick. It was a laugh I’d known since I first started dating Molly (back when she was Molly Clarke instead of Molly Tyrell), back when Jill was the little sister the parents fawned over and let get away with absolutely anything because she was their late in the game, unexpected little miracle. Very little had changed over the years, and Jill was still a bitchy little brat who would fight anyone over anything and barely got along with her big sister. Yeah, Jill was technically an adult now, but she barely acted like it, taking advantage of our hospitality at every turn and still acting like she was the princess of the fucking world. We’d opened our home to her at the beginning of summer because she wanted a place to stay for a month or so closer to her school while she looked for an apartment. She was expected to stay here a month, but as of today it was easily two and a half months and counting, and in spite of our best efforts to motivate her, it seemed like Jill had zero plans for actually moving out.

“When’s the power gonna come back on, Dan?” she complained, fanning herself.

For how little she was wearing, it seemed amazing she was still dripping with sweat, but in a testament to how hot a day it was, Jill’s skin glistened. About a foot shorter than me, Jill’s 5’2” frame was tight and athletic and very flexible from all the time she spent working out and doing yoga in my home gym. Though her face was contorted in a bitchy sneer, I still knew her to be quite beautiful, with lively green eyes held behind a pair of stylish glasses with thick black frames, full, pouty lips, and full, wavy red hair that fell to her middle back. She had the pale, soft skin of a redhead, with freckles on her cheeks and shoulders that was flush all over from the heat.

Her body... well, I knew I shouldn’t have looked, but it was hard not to since, for lack of a better word, Jill was stacked. Wearing a tight black tank top and a stretchy gray pair of booty shorts and little else, her breasts, large and very firm, and her ass, round and tight, were on full display. I’d say that she was dressed like this because of the heat, but this was more or less the way she dressed all the time, and she seemed to take no small amount of pleasure in torturing Molly with how scantily clad she could be. Jill clearly subscribed to the “if you’ve got it, flaunt it” school of how to dress, and even though I only had eyes for Molly, I would have to be blind to not see that Jill most definitely had it.

I rubbed the bridge of my nose in annoyance. “For the last time, I don’t know, other than the estimate I saw online saying
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