
    
  
    
      
        
      

      HER

      
        I couldn't forget her.
      

      For a long while, I had been desperate to do so. During graduation, I saw her from a distance, and as always, she couldn't spare me a glance. Our lives as told by our valedictorian, "had begun in earnest". I didn't believe that. My life did not begin with that day of release. My Mom and Dad bore the brunt of how I was treated when I was in school. Of how I was bullied by her. During those days, I had confided often to my Mom, who took all of my pain to heart. My Dad, was stoic, but I knew he was frustrated that he couldn't protect me. I admired him for that, he was the man I had hoped to be one day, strong, resilient, quiet, and kind.

      Yet, through all those years of torment, no matter what she did, I adored her. I attended every football game. I tried to conceal myself as I sat on the bleachers, just wanting an excuse to see her wearing that cheerleader uniform. Just a glimpse, was all I wanted. I saw her worshiped, and when she saw me, I saw her hazel eyes holding a mocking glare in my direction.

      It was humiliating to think I spent so much time fixated on her, given how she loathed me, how much she bullied me without remorse. Now, with her away at college, I saw her life everyday online, saving countless photos of her at the beach, at Halloween parties, at parks and clubs, documenting and observing her life from afar. I felt like I was still a part of her life at this distance. I felt as if by not being seen, I wouldn't be judged by her. But it didn't take away what she had done, nothing would. Yet even in the pain she had caused, I still found comfort.

      ***

      Summer had arrived. The heat was sweltering, and anywhere I could walk to was torturous. I was aimless, and I wanted to leave. I wanted to be close to her. I wanted to be free.

      I sat down at the large table in our kitchen, an heirloom from my grandmother. I always found it impressive, not just because of its size, but because it was so intricate and ornate. It had history. My mother was particularly fond of it, she always said that, "Some of the best and worst memories I've ever had happened at this table". She never explained any of the bad ones.

      My parent's house was old, small, and yet, comforting. Dad inherited it, and took care of every repair personally and with the utmost devotion. Mom was especially attached to it, always tidying, cleaning every inch of every room. Meticulous and focused, that's just how she is. Now to me, the home felt claustrophobic and haunted.

      
        
      

      The front door opened, I didn't have to look, I could hear that distinctive whine from the hinges, one of the few things that needed to be replaced that my father never did, perhaps he liked the sound. I saw Mom walk into the kitchen, I decided I would tell her what I had done that morning, to try and take some control over my life, to find my own way.

      "Mom, I talked to a recruiter today."

      I saw her eyes roll back in disdain and dismissal, I always wish I had her eyes. They were comforting, loving, colored hazel with bright flecks of gold, like a dying constellation. She ran her rag across the counter top, I found it amusing that she still had the same sweeping movements she did as a bartender. Even funnier was how she had met my father at a bar she worked at. She never seemed the type, half the time I didn't believe them, but photos proved otherwise.

      "A recruiter? Come on Sweetie. For what?"

      "Really Mom? Sweetie? Come on, I'm nineteen years old, I can't-"

      "Goodness it's just "Sweetie" what, I can't call you that? I've called you that forever."

      "I'd prefer my name."

      "You'll always be my Sweetie. I can't help it."

      "Well, regardless Mom, I spoke to a recruiter from the Marines."

      Her eyes narrowed, I didn't expect anger from her, acceptance had never been her strong suit, but her glare made me recoil.

      "The Marines? Are you serious? No. Absolutely not. I couldn't...no, think about your father. Think about-"

      "Dad would be proud. He served. I mean what else am I supposed to do?"

      
        "You can stay here. You can't just leave."

      "I want to do it. I need to I dunno...just go."

      She sighed, the long one, the one that I knew from an early age, it was authentic disappointment. I watched her tuck a strand of her angled blonde hair behind her ear. I could see she was thinking about what to say, instead she just walked away. Her gait, closed off and cold, was how I knew I hurt her.

      I was now alone at the table, somehow I expected her to come back, but she didn't. I just heard from the master bedroom, light sobbing. I always hated how hollow the walls of this house were, I could hear everything, all the joy, all the fights, and the things I wish I never had heard at all. The sounds that never seemed to escape my head.

      I left for work.

      ***

      I finished my shift at the local butchers. I found it interesting that I could probably spend the rest of my life there, just cleaning, hacking, slicing, surrounded by meat. I liked feeling like I was doing something meaningful. I was occupied and my mind never wandered. I'd ask for longer shifts, and was always denied them. It was a shame, because when I was there, all the static, all the thoughts of her went away.

      When I returned home, I saw Dad watching TV. He had always said to me that "streaming was more impressive than flying cars could ever be". I guess it made sense, at least on the surface. "Hey pops."

      I saw him smile softly at me, his eyes always calm.

      "Good to see you. Work go well?"

      "Same old. Fine."

      "Your mother told me about the recruiter. You got some time? I just wanted to go over some of it with you."

      
        
      

      "I dunno Dad. I'm just gonna turn in."

      He nodded, understanding as always, offering a smile and a short wave. I could have talked to him, I just didn't have it in me.

      Slinking into my room, I locked the door behind me. I had been meaning to change it for a long time, it was weak, and jostled too much. I was tired though, and its sound was comforting in its own way. In my room, I always felt a sense of safety. I put on music, wanting something soothing. I could never find it though. I forced myself to try and audibly digest anything I listened to. I was always terrified that someone would find out that I preferred silence. I knew that it was abnormal, it would be like confessing to someone else that you couldn't hear your own voice in your head, which I never could. I just heard static, all the time.

      Seeing her again, that was the true highlight of my day. I always had her on my desktop, on my phone, everywhere. I loved her TikTok, I had watched every video she uploaded endlessly, every frame I paused and committed to memory, took screenshots and organized them all meticulously. It was comforting, knowing she could never see me, it was different than we were in school, where she saw me as nothing but a target.

      There was a photo of her in a tiny black string bikini, at a beach to the west on the emerald coast. I recognized the beach. I had been there earlier in summer with my parents, I could still feel and hear the waves breaking on the shore. I remember Mom smiling at my Dad, or was she looking back to me? No, it was me she was looking at, the same squint, her soft cheeks and nose, belying her age. I felt a moment of discomfort as she stared at me for far too long.

      I wished that memory was with her though, the sun shining brightly in the pristine blue sky. Watching her saunter, bratty, playful, loving. I wanted her love. I wondered how she tasted, and that night as I fell asleep, I dreamed of nothing, even though all I wanted was to dream of her.

      ***

      As the morning light split the room in two. I saw my mother sitting at the table, one leg crossed over another, wearing her tightly fitting yoga attire. I stood against the side of the wall, feeling groggy, rubbing my stiff neck. Before I could even utter a word, she spoke.

      "How about a year? Just one year Sweetie."

      
        "Mom, I really don't want to wait, the recruiter even said that I-"

      "Sweetie. It's just a year. You need time to think. I just don't want you to go. I don't want you to-"

      "Leave?"

      "No. That's not what I said. I want you to leave...eventually. Just, think about it."

      She didn't sigh this time. She sat, tapping her foot against the table, arms crossed, her gaze drifting to her phone.

      "Well. I'm gonna go for a run, mom."

      I saw her look at me, offering an empty smile. She was like that often. As if she was putting some part of her aside, something she didn't want anyone else to know.

      I remembered seeing her like that often. Empty. She would smile, and our neighbors would make hushed comments. Sometimes even her friends would make mention of it. I knew they didn't truly mean anything by it. Yet, when I saw my Mom's discomfort, whenever she let that smile appear, and behind her teeth was something completely fake, it made me relate to her a lot. Sometimes I thought the pain down inside her was a mirror to my own.

      I saw her stand, stretch, and yawn finishing with a small yelp.

      "Can I come with?"

      I raised my eyebrow.

      "Running?"

      "Yes. I could use the exercise. It would be nice to catch up. I mean, outside of here. Don't you think so?"

      
        "You see me everyday."

      "Sure but, we don't talk much do we? I love talking to you. Just seeing you makes me happy."

      I shrugged. I didn't know what she wanted to talk about. There was nothing new to discuss. Whenever my Mom and I did speak, it was the same subjects, vague discussions about my Dad, and whatever scandals were emerging at church. She was especially fond of any woman who committed adultery, which I hated hearing about, because she would always share explicit details that were frustratingly inappropriate. I hesitated to invite her.

      "If you'd like. I'm going to get ready."

      She looked at her phone again, and this time, as she spoke, I could see she was sad.

      "That's ok. You go ahead. I'll see you soon Sweetie."

      I watched her stand and grab her car keys.

      "See you later mom."

      "I love you."

      "You too."

      She frowned as I left. As the door closed, part of me cared deeply about that pained look on her face. Another expression I had become familiar with. I wanted to comfort her. But I also knew I had nothing to offer her.

      Tired, but driven, I went for my run, and stayed out far later than I had expected. I knew her house, it was always out of the way, and even though she was never there anymore, I still liked to pass by, wondering what it would be like if I had seen her, through her window, naked, fondling herself, her long pink nails trailing past her flat stomach, towards her puffy lips. The fantasy was always intense, indulgent, so I could never to let my eyes linger, or arousal would take over. So, I walked back home, concealing my lust. The moon was already in the sky, mosquitoes constantly biting, crickets chirping, it was a familiar summer hell.

      
        
      

      When I got inside, I went to my room and I sat down on my bed. The complete silence of the house was welcoming, confirming that both of my parents were asleep. I undressed, and looked into the mirror, seeing my ribs, my collarbone cutting sharply, my face drawn and thin. I hated everything I saw. I knew I had to get into better shape, for when I joined the service. I always hated how lean I was. I vowed that I would be more, no matter what it would take.

      Grabbing my phone and unlocking it, I saw her as my wallpaper. Every time I saw her smile it was like she was smiling back at me. It was easy to imagine what it must have been like to be with her. Everyday for four years I saw her worshiped by the entire student body, by the clergy, by our church. I always wanted and hoped I would wake, hearing her voice in my ear as she laid next to me.

      The photos of her I had saved were of every frame, from every reel, every photo she posted. These were the fuel for my lust, and I calmly moved my hand down my chest as I grew increasingly aroused. I laid back on the bed. What had always felt awkward to me, soon felt natural. I never liked touching myself, but I found an exception whenever I saw her.

      Scrolling through her photos, I grasped my cock slowly, watching her TikToks, hearing her sweet voice, every syllable affected with a fraudulent valley girl accent. She would post curated photos from the beach, where she wrapped her arms around her friends, her pert tits carefully holding the golden cross necklace between them, the sun at her back, she looked like an angel. I scrolled to my favorite photo, which she had obviously taken as a joke, no doubt to tease and flirt, where her eyes were rolled back and crossed, her mouth open fully, tongue stuck out as far as possible.

      I could taste her.

      I felt myself twitch, I gripped tighter. I wanted to slow down, savor every stroke, imagining her touch. I could still hear her laughing, before she would kiss and bite her boyfriend's lip as I watched years ago. I wondered if she knew that I was staring. I was hoping she did, giving me my own teasing, private show, some charity after all the horrible things she did.

      Curling down to the base with each pass of my fist, I swiped and saw a new photo of her, sitting cross legged, leaned forward, lips pursed in front of a pine tree, graceful, powerful. I felt a tingling sensation, one that pushed its way across my stomach, pulsing tendrils that pulled deep, and fell across my thighs, rooting me in place.

      Feeling my heels dig against the cold tile, I felt my vision blur for a moment as I let out a sigh of increasing pleasure, I felt my fist grow stickier, fingers slick. I held the phone above my face, struggling to grasp the sides of it, tightening my grip.

      
        
      

      The silence broke with my stifled moan, as I felt the accompanying spastic force surge forth from my cock. My cum pushed itself out of me, running down my fist, like warm syrup. I had, after three weeks of abstaining, felt better than I had in months with my release. I kissed my phone and set it down. As I cleaned my hand with a towel, I felt the slickness of myself, I was upset at how much there was, I couldn't have pride in this, it was just a result of what I wanted to give to her. As I laid back on my bed I noticed the door was ajar.

      I had closed it. I knew that. I never forgot to lock my door. Had it somehow come loose? Did the front door closing push it ajar? No. I heard something in the hallway. Footsteps. I was sure of it. I opened the door, concealing myself behind it and looked both ways.

      No one was there.

      ***

      After last night, I triple checked the lock on my door, continuing to test it. I turned to see Mom standing in the hallway. She had just gotten back from morning yoga. I remember when she started, it was with a couple other women from our church. She tried to get me to join them. I wanted to die from embarrassment at the thought.

      She was always texting on her phone, her nails clacking loudly against the screen, her face always frustrated or smiling widely. I closed the door to my room behind me which caused her to jump. I watched her laugh nervously as she pulled her arms up over her chest, clearly ashamed that her yoga attire offered far too much of her soft body. I hated when she dressed like that.

      Mom's phone vibrated and I heard her step outside, speaking to someone, who it was, I didn't know. I had to work early at the butchers, so I decided to walk downtown. It was only an hour before my shift, so I went to the park, sat down on a bench, and watched the spring breakers run, play, laugh and pose for photos.

      I watched one of them coming up towards me, and my heart dropped. I recognized them immediately, she was on our yearbook staff, the lead photographer, she looked so much like her. I raised my hand and waved, trying to smile naturally, which faded as I spoke.

      "Hey. It's good to see you."

      
        She adjusted the DSLR strap. I couldn't help but notice how it caressed her breasts, she had grown a lot in a small time. I felt smaller somehow. She always had a soft smile, and I was surprised when she spoke back, with such a pleasant tone.

      "Hiya! It feels like it's been foooorever. But it's only been like a year right?"

      "Yeah. It does feel like forever doesn't it? I, um I-"

      "You still local?"

      "Yeah. I am. I'm thinking about enlisting."

      "Really? That sounds so dangerous. You don't seem the type. I mean no offense."

      "It's ok, none taken."

      She snapped a photo of me and spoke.

      "I meant that you're a nice guy. You're sweet. I always thought she was a bit mean to you, it was her fault, what happened."

      "Haha, yeah, umm, thanks! All in the past."

      She turned and shouted to one of her friends, waved goodbye to me and walked away, I watched as she set her camera down and peeled off her clothes. Her bikini underneath was bright green, which clung to her curves in a way that made me immediately stand and leave, as my pants tightened.

      There were no eyes on me as I hurried, but it felt like there were, felt like somehow everyone could see my shame at my arousal. As I went into the butchers for my shift, I stumbled into the bathroom. I locked the door behind me, and started hyperventilating. As my panic subsided, I stood, collected myself and went to work. Hacking, chopping, peeling, slicing, breaking. I did what I loved, so it never felt like work, more like practice, sometimes it felt like art. Learning all of the anatomies of various animals, every place to cut, every part to slice, how bones broke, it fascinated me.

      
        When my shift ended, it was already night. I loved walking through downtown. Aside from the bar Dad owned, I never saw anyone outside. It was like the world had ended. Sometimes I could hear just crickets, that droning buzz. It felt like a comforting blanket.

      Walking past all the places I had known, I took time to explore the parts of town that were abandoned. The old mill was the place I was most partial towards. It had been condemned for decades. I set out towards it, taking a long path that cut behind the church. The path was overgrown, and difficult to get through, at night especially. I used the flashlight on my phone to see easier, whenever I was nervous, seeing her face always made me feel better.

      I got past the foliage and into the clearing. The mill always had things that people had left behind, old and broken tools, industrial wheels turned to rot. I walked along the elevated perimeter of the mill, and could see the church looming beyond the tree line. I heard a distant moan. I headed in its direction, the clover on the ground silencing my steps. I could feel my heart beating faster, hearing every thump in my skull. I crept closer, and I faintly heard a man's voice. I placed my back against the crumpled wall and listened.

      "...suck...good...slut"

      The man's voice continued.

      "...keep...don't...whore."

      A woman's voice was heard after a loud wet pop.

      "he...finds out..a cuck..."

      I heard a deranged laugh, something familiar in its tone. I peered over the wall slightly, I could only see the shape of the woman's body, curvy, soft, and older. She was kneeling, completely naked, I tried to see more, but she remained a vague, pale outline. The man in front of her was younger. I felt like I recognized him, bald with bronze skin. His scream when he came was primal. I heard a loud slap, the woman's head turned to the side as she laughed. I saw the bridge of her nose and the shape of her eyes. As she finished licking whatever remained off his cock in the dark, I heard only one phrase clearly from him.

      "See you Sunday."

      
        The woman's head tilted further, looking over her shoulder, terrified to be seen I ducked back behind the wall, and crawled on my stomach until I reached the boundaries of the mill, stood and ran. It wasn't long before I was breathless, looking over my shoulder the whole time.

      When I arrived back home, I saw my mom sitting at the table, texting on her phone.

      "Hey."

      She finished sending a text, her face flustered and upset.

      "Hi Sweetie. How was work?"

      "Fine."

      "You're back late. I was worried. Did you see some friends? Maybe a girl?"

      She smiled at the last statement, no doubt mocking me.

      "No. I just took a long way home."

      "Gave you time to think?"

      "I guess."

      "No Sweetie, I mean time to think about staying. Here."

      I sighed and sat down at the table. I made all effort to avoid eye contact with her, she was wearing the same expensive yoga top and pants, apparently the brand that all the women at the studio wanted to wear. It was flattering, but the fact that it had become her entire wardrobe disturbed me. I didn't want to think about what my father thought, but I couldn't imagine him protesting.

      
        She shrugged her shoulders forward, as her top cut deeper into her steep cleavage, her golden cross necklace, the same as mine, dangling above. She quickly sat back, face reddened, trying to smooth out the wrinkles of her top across her soft belly as I stood.

      "I'm going to bed."

      "Wait Sweetie."

      "No I don't like when you...do that."

      "I'm sorry. I'm still getting used to the fit of everything. It's not a big deal."

      "It's fine. I guess."

      "So...will you stay?"

      "I don't know. Maybe. Good night."

      I heard her phone buzz as I walked away, a smile stretched wide across her face and she licked her lips, and soon frowned, scowling, slamming her phone down hard, cracking the screen. I closed the door to my room and triple checked the lock. I tried to sleep. I couldn't. All I could think about was my mother and her.

      ***

      Casting out into the creek, I watched the line settle. I never understood the appeal of fishing. I remembered seeing photos of her fishing. The way her shorts rode up her thighs, the way she smiled, her long sleeve camo shirt, concealing her perfect frame. I put a stop to the thought it as I felt myself harden, I cleared my throat, and spoke to Dad.

      "Thanks for inviting me out."

      "Sure! Fishing is good for relaxing. Also, terrible, because I never catch a god damn thing."

      
        "You like the calm, yeah?"

      "See? You got it. I can tell you for sure, if you have a life full of adventures, eventually you just want calm."

      I nodded. I couldn't imagine feeling differently. I can seldom remember a moment where Dad had lied. It didn't seem like he lied to anyone. He was "raised differently". He reacted to something across his line, the water near the bait stirred, and disappeared under the ceaseless current. He shook his head and chuckled.

      "Damn. Thought I had something."

      I hadn't paid attention to my cast. Yet, I liked the feeling of how the water pushed against the line. My father cast again. I hadn't bothered to do the same. I just wanted to be close. To someone. To anyone.

      "Hey Dad."

      "Yeah?"

      "I'm sorry for everything that I put you and Mom through. With her,-"

      "Listen we've been over this. You don't have to say sorry. You didn't do anything wrong."

      "I know I just-"

      "You know, when I met your mother, she was a bartender. I was just discharged, I walk in, still a jarhead with a chip on my shoulder. And there she was."

      "Dad, you've told me this before."

      "Hold on! There's a reason why I'm telling you again."

      
        I saw him smile, warm and firm, he looked thin in the bright sun. He recast before he continued.

      "She was different..had that energy. After too much liquid courage, I asked her out. Right there. No cell phones at that time, or I didn't own one. I remember after I asked, she said to me, "to wait right there." Of course I did. I thought I had blown it."

      I decided to let him finish. I had heard this story before. I knew they could both be like that, sometimes memories just took over them. He continued.

      "She came back around twenty minutes later. She was a mess, all her makeup gone. She looked like she had been in a fight. She smiled and said "I just broke up with my boyfriend, let's go." And we did."

      "I know Dad. I've heard this a million times."

      "No. This is about after. I don't think I've ever told you once about this. We were together for five years. I remember she was going to see her parents. She always disliked them, her father especially. And I mean she hated her father, never told me why. She said it would take a week. She left, the same time I had finally got the bar fully operational."

      "Yeah. I know."

      "But you don't."

      He cast again, the arc of the lure sinking below into the foam of the creek. I paused to meet his face as he continued.

      "One week turned into two. I was terrified. I called her day after day. Didn't hear a word. I called her parents, and we were close, you know?

      "Yeah. I remember. They said they thought you were perfect for her."

      I saw him nod.

      
        "She came back, day fourteen. As soon as she got out of the car, I asked her, "where she was, why she didn't pick up, did she leave me, was she faithful, did she care?", the usual. She looked at me, and started sobbing. She immediately wrapped her arms around me. And that's when I learned both her parents had died."

      I waited. I had grown enough sense to know when to let someone finish a story. I knew how to listen. I just didn't always know what to say. I had heard this from Mom, about why I didn't have grandparents. Never the details though. He continued.

      "She told me how they died. Grizzly bear. By their cabin. It was horrible. They said there wasn't enough left of them either to even be put into a coffin. Just limbs. I was horrified. I couldn't believe that I judged her. I apologized every day. I felt awful. Eventually, you know what she said to me?"

      I shook my head.

      "She said "You don't need to say you're sorry, if you never did anything wrong". And after that, I never looked back. I didn't have to. I was forgiven. You know what the funny part is?"

      "What?"

      "The person she learned that from, was her own father. She learned a lot from him."

      ***

      Mom seemed happy that today was her forty-six birthday. My father hadn't planned anything special. Mom had always preferred things, quiet and simple. She said her family didn't celebrate her birthday when she was young, so it never meant anything to her to begin with. We went to eat at her favorite Italian restaurant. It was family owned, and they had eaten there for their anniversary every year. It felt like a second home.

      As they engaged in idle banter, I scrolled on my phone, looking at her, she had posted a reel at the sorority event she was at, a car wash, She was wet, foam covering her body, denim shorts unbuttoned at the top, her yellow bikini top tight across her tits. My mother was peering over my shoulder.

      "Oh? Is that your girlfriend Sweetie?"

      
        
      

      She knew who she was. Dad whispered something in her ear. She playfully slapped his thigh. As my Dad walked away, I watched her cross her arms, a hand lingering too close to her collarbone in her black dress. She leaned forward, I turned my head away.

      "What's wrong Sweetie? Did I hurt your feelings?"

      "No. I'm fine."

      "If I did, you can tell me."

      I felt her hand over my knee, after it lingered, I clenched my jaw.

      "Mom, could you stop?"

      "What?"

      "You know what. It's-"

      "It's what?"

      "It's weird. It's fucked up."

      Her fist clenched at her collar as she leaned back, crossing her legs and draping her other arm over the back of her chair, exposing her side through her black dress, her slight rolls visible in a flattering manner, the slit up her thigh completely unnecessary. I pushed my plate aside.

      "You know what? I'm leaving. Fuck this."

      "What? Sweetie, don't leave."

      I walked past her, she grabbed my wrist, her eyes pleading, I pulled back, trying to avoid a scene.

      
        
      

      "Mom let me go."

      "I'm sorry. I am. I've just been having some...problems with my hormones recently."

      "What do you mean?"

      "I'll talk to you later. I'll see you home Sweetie."

      I nodded, grateful to not have to spend anymore time there, as I walked out, I could feel her gaze on me. I wished I could disappear, and in the night I did exactly that, taking the longest path back home I could. To my surprise both of them were still up when I got back.

      Dad smiled when I walked in, his eyes sleepy.

      "Hey! Good to see you. Night air is good ain't it?"

      The same statements, the same sentiments over and over, I hoped I would never be like that, ever.

      "Yeah Dad. It was fine."

      My mother was looking at me, sipping a cocktail which was three quarters spirits and a splash of her mixer of choice. My dad was close to her, rubbing her shoulders. I was an adult, I wasn't an idiot, I knew what they had planned.

      I saw my father, tipsy, look up towards me.

      "I thought we'd do some fishing tomorrow. Just like last time."

      I nodded. Being outdoors always made it easier for me to think. To process. I gave a thumbs up. They both let a chuckle out, I knew they didn't mean any harm, but it still hurt.

      
        There was usually no point in getting my mother any gifts, I'd rarely get her a card. This year since I had my own job, I wanted to do things differently. I saw her sip her cocktail, wincing at its strength, as I nodded towards her.

      "I...I got you a gift. I'll go get it."

      I went to my room, and retrieved the pitcher plant she had been asking for. I came back with the plant and set it down in front of her. It made me feel good, just to see her marvel at it, I didn't know they were carnivorous. Not until she told me, and that was why she wanted one.

      "Happy birthday Mom."

      She was wiping a tear away from her eye, being careful I noticed not to smudge her eye makeup, it was smokey and dark.

      "Sweetie, this is...I don't even have the words. Thank you."

      Dad gave me a nod, he was proud of me, I always cherished moments like that, where I felt seen by him. When I saw her approach she was tugging at the waist of her dress, trying to smooth it down, walking in a way that made me uncomfortable. She was deliberate in her strides, her heels clicking against the tile. This time, to my relief, Dad noticed, but she had bridged the gap and wrapped her arms tightly around me, to the point of having a strength I didn't think she ever had, as I tried to pull back and away, I was scared at how strong she was. When I felt her warmth, the way she heaved her chest into me, I felt sick and ashamed to my body's response.

      When she pulled back, she looked at me in a way that I couldn't place. It felt alien. Dad lightly pulled her aside to speak with her, fueled by alcohol she wrapped her arms around his neck and began kissing him against the wall, he tried to push her away. I wasn't going to stay for this, I had heard enough of it over the past ten years and knew I would hear it again soon.

      As I shut the door to my bedroom behind me, I heard their voices, strained, I heard he was upset, she was pleading, defending something. I didn't know what was happening with her anymore, I just attributed it to a mid-life crisis.

      I triple checked my door again and laid back down, looking at her in a TikTok she had uploaded, a party, the dress she was wearing barely covering her panties, a large college football player was near her, I could see them kiss. I felt my heart race, and I turned my phone off. It wasn't the first time I had seen her kiss another man, but this time, it felt different. I imagined what she did to him, what he did to her, splitting her open with his cock, using her like a fuckdoll, defiling her. Just like I wanted to do.

      I soon heard my parents, heading towards their room. Within fifteen minutes I could hear everything. It always made my skin crawl. It was as if they didn't even make an effort to hide it. She sounded feral, it was a performance that I hadn't heard before. I put on my noise canceling headphones and slept. To my surprise, I dreamed of her.

      ***

      The next day I saw Mom wearing a yellow floral dress I had never seen, it looked like it was made for her, tailored perfectly. Even I could admit, it was extremely flattering, she curtsied slightly.

      "Isn't it lovely Sweetie? Your father had it made."

      "It's really nice. It looks good."

      "On me?"

      Her eyes searched for my approval.

      "Yeah. It does."

      She smiled, the same vacant one, where she was hiding something, I slipped past her and felt her snatch my wrist tightly.

      "It means a lot to me, when you say those things. Sweetie?"

      "Yeah?"

      I could see she was trying to find the courage to say something. Agony was all I felt, I wanted her to speak, to not just hold it back, to have the courage to say what she wanted to say. Maybe it was intentional, she did it all the time to my father. It gave her power.

      
        "You know, you're very handsome."

      "Uhh, thanks Mom. But, I know what I am."

      She shook her head very slowly, and in that empty, quiet living room she touched her hand to my cheek. Her hand was feverishly warm.

      "No, Sweetie. Don't take it the wrong way. It's just, you have noble features. Like my father had. Beautiful black hair, just like him."

      "Thanks."

      Softly I pulled her hand aside, seeing no hint of guilt for what she said, she just stared at me.

      "You've always been lean. A runner's body."

      "I really don't like the way I look. I never have. So, I appreciate the ego boost Mom. But, this-"

      She grabbed my hand and brought it to her cleavage, her cross necklace cold against my knuckle. She grabbed the back of my hair, clutching it into a fist, violently pulling my head down and whispered in my ear.

      "You're a virgin aren't you Sweetie?"

      The heat outside the home made the air conditioning seem pointless, as I felt my brow sweat. My guts contorted as I pushed her back.

      "Mom what the fuck are you doing?"

      "Sweetie, I'm so sorry. I am."

      "I'm your-"

      
        "I know. It's not like that."

      "Then what the fuck was that?"

      When she looked at me, her face was fostering a slow grin that I hadn't ever seen.

      "Mom, I'm serious. I don't even..."

      There was no hiding it. The reaction I had, her grin was from what she saw below, my joggers tented, my shame absolutely visible. I was already convincing myself that my response was biology, it wasn't anything else. I nervously spoke trying to conceal my erection.

      "I'll tell Dad. I will."

      "Please, please don't. He doesn't have to know. Ok? Just me and you."

      "He has a right to know. This is fucked up."

      "I'll tell him. Ok? It's alright Sweetie. I'll make this all better."

      Again, her face was expressionless. I knew she wouldn't tell Dad, while she always said she was honest, I knew how many lies she told, swearing they'd never hurt anyone. Lying came naturally to me, it was part of my inheritance from her. I considered it might have been better to bury what occurred. It wouldn't, couldn't happen again.

      "You're not going to tell Dad are you?"

      "No. I'm not. It doesn't hurt anyone. I just made a mistake. Think about all the mistakes you made Sweetie. I forgave you. You'll forgive me."

      "You can't tell me who I can and can't forgive."

      "You'll never forgive her but I know you'll always forgive me. Because I'll always be there for you."

      
        
      

      She leaned forwards, hands on her knees, she tucked a lock of blonde hair behind her ear, observing my erection I couldn't get to go away, made worse by her steep cleavage. I shook my head and walked outside, I didn't know where I was going, I didn't care. Alone, and trying to process the fear I felt, I knew what I had to do. I owed it to my Dad. To tell him. To give him the truth. But I couldn't, and I didn't know why. I walked far away, until night began.

      ***

      Going home, I didn't feel like it was the right thing to do. I could have made my exit, just started walking, I could just forget it all. But there was nowhere to go, and I didn't know what awaited me when I got back. My hands trembled, I slipped the key inside, felt the lock's teeth rattle as I opened the door. Dad was sitting there, I prepared myself for what he would say, the embarrassment I had brought on him, after all he did for me through all those years.

      He smiled. Waving the same way he always did.

      "Hey! Good to see you. You didn't work tonight did you?"

      "No, no. Umm, I just went out. That's all."

      "I getcha. You must feel cooped up. I know I would."

      "Yeah. Hey...did Mom talk to you?"

      "About what?"

      "Nothing. Was just curious."

      "What do you mean?"

      What I knew, was something I couldn't ever say to him.

      "Never mind Dad. I'm gonna turn in."

      
        
      

      "Good night son."

      "You too."

      The interior of my room, was meticulous, I always made sure everything was in its right place. On my bed was a new sheet, a new pillow, my clothes arranged differently, and a small note below my computer.

      "I love you Sweetie. Sorry."

      That note, I grasped tightly, my Mom's perfume permeating off of it. I crumpled it. But I couldn't bring myself to discard it. I unfurled it and put it inside my desk. I scrolled through my phone, to try and find more photos of her. She posted a photo of herself at a fraternity party, flanked by two men on the other side. She was stunning, I could only imagine how lucky they were, knowing they would both be fucking her, ruining her tight holes. I masturbated furiously, and fell asleep.

      ***

      3:00 am. I woke, the door to my room was slightly opened, from within the dark I saw an outline of someone stirring. I quickly got out of bed, and looked towards the living room to find it absent. The kitchen was the same, at the end of the corridor to my parent's bedroom, the door was fully opened. Steadying myself I walked forwards, just to peer in, something compelling me to do so.

      I saw Mom take a step towards me, behind her Dad was asleep peacefully in their bed. She stepped forwards again, I turned, I felt her hand on my shoulder, her fingers short and strong, the glint of her wedding ring caught the softest of light from the hallway. I slipped free from her hand and kept walking. When she spoke, it was a whisper that bridged the space between. It felt like she was beside me, her lips against my ear.

      "Wait. Just wait."

      I closed my eyes. I hoped I would wake up, I hoped the feeling that stirred inside me would leave. I tried to will it away. Let it dissipate. I waited, when there was no reason to. I felt her put her arms around me, at the waist, her head nestled against the nape of my neck, her full lips grazed across my skin. I felt her breathe. No movement, utterly still. I placed my hand on hers to pull it away, as I moved, her other hand moved atop mine. She wouldn't let me go.

      
        
      

      I felt her chest against my back, felt her form. It wasn't what I wanted to know, I didn't want to feel her this way. I took another step forward. I had counted the steps, the house memorized in my head, it was thirteen steps to the door.

      At ten steps I stopped. I looked at the front door. The night was quiet. I saw only streetlights that flickered, the same ones that pushed through my window. Her voice, a whisper.

      "Turn around. Please...for me."

      I could still leave, I shouldn't do this. But if this was what she needed, just to be seen, I could do it. And I could choose to never speak of it again. For my sake. For Dad's sake. I turned slowly. She stood closer than I thought. I saw her robe was on the ground. It held my gaze long enough, before I looked at all of her. I saw that any trace of modesty, was gone.

      "I just wanted you to see me."

      I nodded, impossible to deny the feelings that she had roused in me. I knew it was wrong. I didn't want it to go further. Yet, at the same time, I was hurting. Had she preyed on me? She did. I knew it. All of my journals, she read and knew everything about her. She knew everything about me. She took a step forward.

      "Sweetie..."

      She lifted a nail under my chin, I felt her softness around my waist, her hand drifting down. In the living room where I had grown, where I had lived, where we cherished each other. Where I loved her for being there as only a mother could. I brushed her hand away, feeling the door against my back. I had offered her what she wanted. I didn't expect her hand to return, this time around my throat, she squeezed to the point where I felt a tingling around my neck. I let her hold it too long, I saw her eyes, wide and round, as I never had before. As she had never shown me.

      I clutched her wrist with both hands.

      "Please, stop."

      She squeezed tighter, her other hand joining, clasping, I felt her nails scratch against my neck. I pushed forwards. She stepped back, my sight adjusted. I saw her cross her leg, thick thighs in front of each other, curvy and full, paler than I was. In that dark, in the middle of our living room, I heard her voice, a whisper that slipped past her lips.

      "Come over here."

      My vision narrowed to a singular point, beyond her, in the kitchen, I saw it. The photo of us as a family. Her hand resting on my shoulder, Dad, tall and proud, with his arms around us. She only moved an inch to block what I saw. I knew she didn't want me to see that, what we were, what we all used to be.

      She stepped backwards into the kitchen, placing her back against the refrigerator. I could see her shiver ever so slightly. The cool air ran against her calves and thighs, she pouted, holding her arm against her chest, massaging them, clutching her tits and biting her lip. The fuzzy golden hair on her arms stood sharply. I couldn't look away. I knew down the hall, Dad was there. I couldn't hear him. I wished he would wake up. I could wake him up. I wanted her to care about him, like he cared about her. She beckoned with her finger. I saw her mouth open, no sound, but I could translate the movement of her lips.

      "Please."

      Her eyes were cold and dead, a single tear running down her round cheek. She raised her knee, her foot braced against the back of the refrigerator, her hand moved down, cupping her sex. Her fingers moved down, slowly, savoring herself as her eyes never left mine. I didn't know how much time had passed. I held fast to where I stood. Her foot slid further up the cold shining refrigerator door, leaving streaks behind, her warmth dissipating from the imprint she left as showed me all of her sex.

      Her arm cupped her breasts as she stood off the refrigerator. She turned away, facing the sink. I couldn't see her face anymore, she looked down, to nothing except the floorboards, clasping her hands in front of her. I thought she was praying. I heard her whimper. I saw her fully from behind, curved, soft. I hesitated, and stepped forward, placing my hand on her shoulder, thinking we could forget, all of this. She turned.

      
        Her hands violently grip my throat.

      When I swallowed, as my throat bulged she moved a hand around my waist, pulling me closer. Her voice, no longer a whisper, now a quiet monotone as she squeezed harder, my face turning red.

      "I won't hurt you Sweetie. I promise."

      Her hand went below my boxers, finally freeing me. My eyes closed, hers didn't. I felt her nibble, bite at my lip as I stiffened. I still wanted to leave, but I couldn't. I felt her tongue press against mine, her face pulling back.

      "I need you." she said with the utmost confidence.

      I felt her grip tighten against my throat with an impossible strength, she ripped my boxers off. For the first time in years, I was afraid of someone other than myself. She pulled her face back, leaving a long line of spit between our lips, tucked her asymmetrical bob back behind her ear and slunk to her knees, her full rear against the sink doors, balanced on her heels.

      Her tongue flicked against my cockhead, as she kissed down the shaft, her hands free, she grabbed my balls and squeezed, hitching my cock in her throat, the feeling of pleasure and pain was unyielding.

      She had absolute power over me, she giggled as she bobbed her head faster, greedily moving my hand to the back of her head, forcing her down, gagging, I watched her tits get splattered her spit and my precum, branches of it that glistened in the low light. She caressed my stomach, pulled her mouth off my cock, meeting my terror with a gleeful smile.

      "If Dad wakes...dont stop."

      Her legs spread wider, demonstrating that under her small tuft of blonde hair between her thighs, her pussy was shimmering with rabid excitement, she let out a soft moan around me as she descended down my cock again to the hilt, biting hard against my base, threatening violence if I dared to try and run. I heard her moan again, louder, daring, in a panic I shushed her. She responded with her teeth against my shaft, biting harder, until I bit my own knuckles to stop from screaming. Her jaw loosened, as she spit down my cock.

      
        She stood, grabbing my hand. I peeled it back. I could see her expression, absent, binding. She jerked my hand around her neck.

      "Squeeze."

      I shook my head.

      "I...I can't I..."

      "I said. Squeeze you little sissy-"

      I tightened my fingers around her windpipe, her thighs clench together, hips shaking, as I saw a trail of wetness slowly dampen her inner thighs. She managed to gurgle out a command.

      "Harder."

      The control I thought I had was an illusion. She was the one guiding me.

      She was fully bathed in the moonlight, glowing. Her pale face turned redder. Her hands, so small, wrapped around my spit covered cock, her fingers nimble, tracing down my ridge, over my glans, grasping and twisting as she gripped tightly. Her touch was repulsive, and enthralling. I wanted more. She ripped my hands away from her throat with a stunning display of strength and spoke.

      "Fucking cum for me Sweetie."

      When the words escaped her lips, I did. It hurt, my balls ached, burned, expelling my seed at a copious rate, I could barely breathe, and when she pressed her lips against mine it was as if she was breathing for me. She pressed a single fingertip against my crown, still swollen, still aching and pulsing, and ran her nail up and down against it, looking over her shoulder I saw a splattered sheen of my cum on the floor. With clarity, with a dawning reality, I reached for a paper towel. I felt her hand pull mine back.

      "Leave it. Maybe your father will see it."

      There, in the silence of the house I spent every day in, every holiday, birthday, where she had smiled at me, raised me with Dad, was now a nightmare, every wall distorted, every room alien, every window shaking with my heartbeat. She ran her fingers across my bruising neck, I felt her almond shaped nails, one by one, scraping down to my collar.

      "Come with me."

      Her voice was so soft, serene, but far from the tranquil drawl I had come to know. When she took my hand, my fingers interlaced with hers, I didn't budge. I couldn't. She softly kissed my neck, she stood on her toes, parted my mouth with her tongue, and swirled. She grabbed a clump of my hair violently, moaning into my mouth, as I felt myself harden, restored by her lust, held in a trance.

      She broke the kiss, and smiled, eyes unseen in the darkness save for an eerie white hue, but I knew she was looking at my own, daring me. She took my hand. I offered little resistance, my resolve crumbling. She dragged me forwards, I watched her thick thighs and rear carry her down the hall towards their room, where Dad laid asleep, her voice stretching.

      "Trust me Sweetie."

      My vision narrowed to a tunnel. I broke free, quickly moving to my room, I could feel myself soften not knowing how I could live with myself after this. In the door jam, her fingers appeared, ripping it away from my grip without struggle. I saw a look on her face that challenged me to push it closed. She whispered, as she peeled the door back.

      "I promise. I can give you so much more than her."

      Hesitation stopped me from slamming the door. As I saw the glow of my desktop screen, the only light in the room, I saw her face. Mom fully opened the door, in the dark the only thing visible to me was her body, her entire head clad in a framed void, leaving only her figure, dimples and rolls, I couldn't take my eyes off her enormous bust, and her hips. She spoke, body beckoning.

      "Come here."

      I saw her extend her arms, stepping forwards, wrapping them tightly around me. Her hands grabbed and tore across my back, nails dragging.

      "Mom I can't, please-"

      She didn't hear me, and didn't care. I felt her breath on my neck. Her lips closed and sucked at my bruised skin, as her hand moved down and squeezed my balls, I felt a sickness in my stomach. I thought I was going to pass out, she raised her hand to my throat, her fingers squeezed to my windpipe, hard enough to snatch all the breath from my lungs. Slowly her grasp loosened when she spoke.

      "I'll show you how to be a man unlike your pussy father."

      Pain was all I felt with every word she uttered, worse I was aching with lust I had never felt. Her hand grasped my cock and stroked down in deep spirals.

      "You're shaped just like him."

      Her pace was relentless, until she slowed and bent my cock back, I winced as she grabbed my wrist and shoved my fingers inside her.

      "Look at me."

      My fingers sunk insider her to my knuckles clumsily, she moved my thumb to a hard nub at the top of her pussy, I heard her giggle with pleasure. I tried to slow down, feeling her hand press my thumb down harder as she gyrated on my fingers. She purred into my ear.

      "Move your fingers Sweetie...you're so much better than him."

      Her body heat rose into a broil, she began grasping at her chest, and moving her hand around her own throat and squeezing hard, I heard her choke and sputter, and from the way she clenched down on my fingers, I knew something special was happening. Even within the darkness I could see her eyelids clench shut, and her breathing become erratic and labored.

      "Imagine if he woke up Sweetie."

      "Please...no."

      "He's a pathetic cuck. Fuck him."

      When I thought about Dad, who he was, what he meant to me, how he inspired me, to hear her talk about him like that, left my eyes a haze of tears. What passion I felt was being ripped away, cut apart word by word, her malice, her cruelty, what she had been hiding for years, from me, from Dad, from everyone, was now apparent to me. It was appalling. I felt her hand caress my shaft down to the hilt, grasping it firmly.

      "So much bigger than him."

      Delusional. That's what she was, either by choice, or the moment, but I knew I was average in all regards. I shook my head, disbelief was all that I knew, guilt, pain, and pleasure I couldn't imagine. She cooed in my ear.

      "Imagine if he saw us."

      Her hand tightened around my mouth, she pinched my nose shut with the other hand, in complete control, she turned me to face their room.

      "See him Sweetie? The sleeping sissy?"

      She let go, and walked inside the hallway, beckoning me with her finger. I followed, her lips met mine, as I pushed her against the wall, and thrust my tongue inside her mouth, she let out a soft moan as I slid my hand down to her pussy, this time with authority. Her eyes were manic slits as she grabbed my wrist and led me inside their bedroom.

      Darkness around us both, just a sliver of light that cleaved through the foggy glass above their bed. Dad was there in bed, she leaned over the bed, resting on her forearms, ass tilted up, presenting herself to me, open and pure, pussy glistening, thighs quivering with anticipation. Compelled, unable to stop, as my hesitance crumbled, I mounted her, my fingers digging deep into her flanks as my cock slid all the way into her warm chasm.

      Her head turned over shoulder, her hair looked white in the dark, I could feel her hips rolling back, controlling me, setting the tempo. I never knew sex would feel like this, so raw, she clenched tighter and I felt my vision blur, from tears and lust alike.

      She leaned her head down and whispered in Dad's ear, I heard every word she said, and each one was a barb that dug in deeper, seeping into my bones, feeling tears well up in my eyes. But I couldn't stop. The way her back arched, the way her wide hips jiggled, the way she rested on her valley of cleavage her whispers were louder as she ran her fingers through Dad's hair.

      "Shhh...just sleep you fucking cuck."

      There was no acceleration, everything she did was slow, deliberate, she didn't want me to move or to take control, she owned me with every swell of her slit, she was softly moaning into her forearm, as her cheeks thunderously clapped against my groin with each push.

      Horror. I saw Dad roll over, eyes barely slits, mumbling. She spoke into his ear before anything happened, her voice punctuated by the wet slapping of our coupling.

      "Go back to sleep honey. You're dreaming again"

      She was still leaning towards him, her fingers gripping the sheets below her, using a pillow to bite into, to suppress her ecstasy.

      "Cum in me. Pretend I'm her.

      I didn't need to pretend.

      
        I couldn't hold back anymore, I didn't even want to. She felt euphoric, I held her hips deeply as she pressed herself backwards again, tightening her cunt. I grabbed the back of her hair like a slut, and delivered deep powerful short strokes. I felt something hard, and it hurt, and I knew it hurt her, even with myself embedded in her she moaned loudly into the pillow. I saw Dad turn to his side, his hand reaching for hers. To my shock she grabbed it, her other hand reaching for his face as she leaned over, kissing him passionately.

      With just a few more deep thrusts, I buried myself, and came inside her, it felt like a torrent, my orgasm ripping through me, making my hands shake and vision blur. I trembled, pausing, watching her still slowly milk every drop from me as she clenched and brought her hips to sit against my groin. Suddenly, she lurched forward.

      She dismissed me with a wave of her hand, all of my cum leaking out of her swollen lips, her canal gushing my seed out of her, leaking to the bed below. She waved me away, without a word, all I could see was her preparing a condom and waking Dad up. She giggled as she roused him with her mouth, he began stirring. I walked back to my room, and closed the door quietly. I fell to my bed, clasped my hands over my face, and sobbed until I fell asleep when the light of morning flooded my room, as I laid, ashamed and naked.

      ***

      The next month, Mom and I were silent around each other during the day. At night we spoke with our bodies, dauntlessly. Each time she taught me something new, sometimes loving, but often brutal. I was covered in bruises, cuts and more. I wasn't thinking about her as much anymore. I had our liaisons to occupy my thoughts. I still felt guilt, shame, and remorse for what I did to Dad even unknowingly. Yet I couldn't stop, feelings started to foster between me and Mom in ways I couldn't understand, or fathom, but I yearned for. I was hers. I wanted her to be mine, at least in the dark.

      On the last Sunday of that month, we headed home after mass. Dad went outside and mowed the grass. She spoke to me.

      "Will you stay Sweetie?"

      "Yes.

      "Just a year right?"

      "Yeah. A year."

      "Good. It will be an eventful one."

      As my father came back inside, her eyes were beaming as she spoke to him.

      "I have some news. You're gonna be a daddy again!"

      He shouted in delight. I saw her eyes meet mine, a cruel smile on her face, her voice directed towards him, but her eyes stuck on mine.

      "You know, sometimes...a gift can come from the most unexpected of places."

      
        THE END
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