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Mommy Not-So-Dearest

    by Star_Sixty_Nine

      Summary

      The new girl in town hooks up with the hottest woman in the local bar, unaware that she's accidentally slept with her estranged mother. Once she finds out, however, she takes "revenge" on Mommy for abandoning her all those years ago...





  






    






Mommy Not-So-Dearest

    
      They say nothing good ever happens after midnight, but at twenty-one, you believe nothing ever really happens before it, either. That’s how I remember it, anyway—the first deep hours of my twenty-first birthday, slouching at a sticky bar in the kind of town where only the neon looks clean. The kind of place where every cab ride is too long, every sidewalk too cracked, and every morning you wake up with a little less memory and a little more regret.
I came here looking for someone. That’s the truth of it, no matter how many pretty stories I try to tell myself. I came looking for my mother. The mother I hadn’t seen since I was small enough to be carried, small enough to forget the shape of her arms, the sound of her laughter, the scent of her shampoo. My father never spoke much about her.
When he did, it was with a brittle sort of nostalgia, like a man recalling a favorite movie he hadn’t seen in years but found disappointing on rewatch. “She left because she’s a lesbian, sweetheart,” he’d say, as if that explained everything. According to him, she’d packed up her life the moment she realized she preferred women, moved out to this town on the edge of nowhere, and started again. No forwarding address. No phone number. No photos, except one blurry Polaroid I kept in my wallet with the haunted devotion of a seance medium.
So I came here, on the pretense of “finding myself,” but really, I wanted to find her. To connect. To finally put the pieces back together and see if the picture looked anything like the one I kept in my dreams.
But before any of that, I wanted to get drunk.
There’s something almost holy about the first legal drink, the way it glows in your hand, sugared and rimmed and promising things it can’t possibly deliver. I picked the lesbian bar because it felt like a sign, or at the very least, fate’s sloppy joke. Besides, I’d always liked girls more than guys. My dad joked that it was one of the only things I’d ever inherited from mother dearest. Everything else, I’d inherited from dear old dad.
Including the cock.
(Another one of his tasteless jokes. I guess it helps him cope.)
There’s a violence to the first sip, sugary and chemical, and for a moment I thought I might choke on it. Sweetness like a punch in the teeth. The kind of drink you’d use to dissolve a body. I tipped the glass back anyway, let it scald down my throat, and tried to look like I belonged here. My reflection in the backbar mirror looked more like a rumor than a girl: tall, jittery, a mess of dirty blonde hair and a jawline that always came out too sharp in photographs. My shirt was too tight at the shoulders and the hem wouldn’t quite stay over my navel. Dad would’ve said I looked like trouble. Dad would’ve been right.
The place was pure cliché, run through the wringer and spit out sticky: rainbow flags, a pool table with a rip in the felt, a bartender so butch she could have played linebacker. The air smelled like gin, perfume, and ancient heartbreak. Most of the women were clustered in tight little knots, talking over each other, all laughter and teeth, but I sat alone at the bar and tried to look mysterious. Or at least not desperate. Not the birthday girl who’d come here trying to track down the ghost of her mother and gotten caught up in the undertow of her own loneliness instead.
I wasn’t even halfway through my second drink when she found me.
She slid onto the next barstool, smooth as a rumor, and signaled the bartender with two raised fingers. Her hair was dark, almost black, streaked silver at the temples, worn loose around her face in a way that made her look both expensive and dangerous. Her lipstick was red as a ransom note. She smiled at me, not warm so much as sharp, and for a moment I thought I’d hallucinated her. Women like this didn’t talk to girls like me. Not unless they were bored. Or hunting.
“Celebrating something?” she asked, her voice low and laced with the kind of accent you only got from years of cigarettes and disappointment.
I glanced down at the drink in my hand, then back up at her. “Birthday. Twenty-one,” I said, and my voice came out a little too loud, like it was trying to escape.
She laughed, and the sound made the ice in my glass rattle. “Dangerous age. You old enough for that?” She nodded at my drink.
I shrugged, tried to look braver than I felt. “Guess there’s one way to find out.”
She ordered us a round of something clear and predatory, and when the bartender set it down, she raised her glass. “To dangerous girls,” she said.
Her hand brushed mine as we drank, deliberate, lingering. Her fingers were long, the knuckles lined, veins standing out like rivers on a weathered map. I liked the way she held her glass, the insolence of it. Everything about her was a dare.
She studied me the way a scientist studies an unfamiliar mutant under the microscope: intent, almost hungry, but with a kind of clinical patience. “You from around here?”
I shook my head. “Just… visiting.” I didn’t want to tell her the rest. Not yet. Not with her eyes on me like that. Not with her tongue caught between her teeth, red lipsticked and hungry, like she was already thinking about how I’d taste.
The trick of the light made her look ten years younger, or maybe ten years meaner. She had the kind of face you saw on old movie posters and cigarette billboards: all cheekbones and wolfish smile, eyes dark as a bottomless shot glass. Her hair was a full-body threat, tumbling past her shoulders like a midnight river. The streaks of silver only made her look more dangerous, like a knife that had seen too many fights but was somehow sharper for it.
She was older than the other women in the bar, and she wore it like a badge. Or a warning label. She looked like she could ruin you, and then leave you with a thank-you note and a bill. I’d always had a thing for older women. Not the nurturing kind, but the ones who’d rough you up, teach you lessons you didn’t know you needed, and leave you bruised in all the right places. Women who didn’t apologize for anything, least of all for wanting you. The kind of women who could make you forget your own name, and then remind you, slowly, syllable by trembling syllable.
She was all that and more. A mother’s age, but nothing soft about her.
She leaned in, close enough that I couldn’t see—or want to see—anyone else. She said, “Name’s Vera.” Her voice made my skin crawl, in a good way. Like she was dragging her nails down my backbone from the inside.
I swallowed, which felt like an admission. “Mira,” I said. It didn’t sound like my name. It sounded like something she’d given me, and I’d carry it wherever she told me.
Her smile got wider, sharp as broken glass. She seemed to like the way the name tasted. “Don’t take this the wrong way, Mira, but you look about two minutes away from getting yourself into trouble.”
I wanted to say, “I hope so.” So I did.
She barked a laugh, that same low, dangerous sound. The bartender brought another round, and Vera slid the glass toward me. “Careful. You hang around here at your age, someone’s liable to snatch you up if you’re not paying attention.”
She said it slow, letting it linger. Like a threat. Like a promise. Like she was already imagining how she’d do it.
I liked the sound of that. I liked the sound of her, every syllable dragging across my bare nerves. The way she looked at me, like she could see every secret I was too stupid to keep, and she’d take them apart one by one just to watch me squirm.
I said, “Maybe I want to get snatched up.”
Vera’s mouth twitched. For a moment, she looked at me with something like pity, or hunger, or maybe just the thrill of the hunt. She wasted no time. She caught the bartender’s eye, signaled with a twitch of her fingers, and slid off her stool. “Come on,” she said, voice low and wolfish. Before I could answer, she hooked two fingers under the hem of my shirt, pulled me up and after her, like she knew the shape of my spine better than I did.
I followed, because of course I did. I would have followed her anywhere, even into the dark. Especially into the dark.
She led me to one of those half-hidden cutout booths, the kind with tattered velvet and a one-eyed lamp that cast everything in jaundiced gold. A ratty little nest for hungry women and their mistakes. I slid in after her, too close, knees knocking, the cheap polyester of our jeans scraping together like a threat and a promise.
The bar noise faded, muffled by the booth’s battered embrace. The rest of the world didn’t matter. There was just this circle of light, and her, and me. Vera poured fresh drinks from the sweating pitcher the bartender delivered, her knuckles close enough to brush my thigh each time. I watched the way the light hit the ridges of her hands. I tried to memorize it, for later.
We drank. Fast at first, then slower, like it was foreplay. Her laugh got looser, sharper. She leaned in, her hair curtaining her face, her perfume thick as midnight and regret. She fed me a shot of something blue and violent, wrapped her hand around my wrist and guided it to my mouth, like she didn’t trust me not to spill. I liked the weight of her grip. I liked the way she smiled every time I coughed or shivered at the afterburn.
She asked me questions, but only the kind that left scars: Have you ever had your heart broken? Have you ever fucked someone you shouldn’t? Have you ever lied so well you almost believed it yourself?
I lied for her, just to see what she’d do.
She grinned, sharp and lined and predatory, and leaned across the sticky table, her mouth so close I could taste gin and lipstick. “You’re adorable,” she said. “Like a kitten with a switchblade.” Then she bit my lower lip, just hard enough to make me gasp.
We kissed. I don’t remember who started it. Maybe she did, or maybe I was just drunk enough to stop overthinking my own hunger. Her mouth was hot, her tongue bold, whiskey-sour and insistent. She kissed like she was teaching me a lesson I’d never forget. She tasted like ruin, and I was already addicted.
Her hands never stopped moving. She cupped my jaw. She ran her thumb over my cheek, like wiping away imaginary tears. Her nails scratched behind my ear, threading through my hair and tugging until I whimpered, just quietly. She grinned into my mouth when I made that sound, like she’d won something.
It went on for a long, hazy moment. The rest of the bar faded to white noise, just the soundtrack for whatever the hell was happening in our booth. I couldn’t tell if she wanted to eat me alive or cradle me until I stopped shaking.
I never got the chance to ask.
She slid her hand down, trailing her fingers past my ribs, over my shirt, pausing at my beltline. Her palm was warm, her touch casual but impossible to ignore. I clenched, breath caught halfway up my throat, but she didn’t seem to notice—or she wanted me nervous.
And then she did notice. Her hand, bold as a dare, pressed straight down onto my crotch. And stopped. A little intake of breath, sharp as a paper cut. Her fingers curled and squeezed, deliberate, like she was weighing a strange fruit at the market. Assessing. Admiring.
I froze. There was no way to play it off, not with how fast I was swelling under her hand. Not with how I could feel every inch of myself throbbing to attention, all the blood in my body rushing south, like I’d been waiting for this touch my entire fucked-up life.
Vera’s eyes flicked up to meet mine. Black as oil slicks, shining with something meaner than amusement. She was grinning, and it didn’t look surprised, exactly—it looked delighted.
I tried to say something, anything, but all I got was a dry-mouthed croak.
She squeezed again, firmer. Her thumb traced the bulge, slow and clinical, like she was mapping it for science. Her tongue darted over her lips. The wet pink of it made my skin crawl in the best way.
“So,” she said, low. “You like to keep surprises, birthday girl?”
I swallowed. My face felt fire-hot. I tried to laugh, but it came out strangled. “Yeah, sorry. I should’ve… I usually mention it sooner. Some women… they get weird.”
She didn’t let go. She didn’t even blink.
“Weird?” she echoed, stroking me through the denim. “Fuck ‘weird.’” Her voice was hungry, rough around the edges. “I always liked a challenge.”
She leaned back, gave my cock another slow squeeze, as if testing the limits of what I’d let her do to me in public. I could feel myself straining against my zipper, obscene and helpless. I was sure the whole bar could see. I was sure the whole bar didn’t matter.
“You’re hard already,” she said. Not a question. Not even a mockery. Just the facts, delivered like a diagnosis. “All I had to do was touch you, and you’re ready to go.”
I managed a smile. My voice was thin, almost pleading. “You’re kind of hot. Sue me.”
She barked a laugh, then leaned in to kiss me again, rougher this time. Her teeth scraped my lip, drew blood. I tasted copper, and her lipstick, and the wild, chemical tang of the drinks. I felt her hand working at my crotch, slow and relentless, like she was sculpting me out of clay.
She let her palm rest there, then gave me a playful slap on the bulge. “Well?” she whispered. “You going to sit there and take it, or are you going to show me what you’re packing?”
I blinked.
She stared me down, lip curled, one eyebrow a sabercut above those wolf-shadowed eyes. She kept her hand steady on my crotch, waiting, like a dare. Some women flinched, or got nervous, or tried to make a joke about it. Not Vera. She just waited. Anything to see me squirm.
So I did what I always did. I fumbled for the zipper, my hands clumsy with adrenaline, and undid my jeans. There was a weird violence to the sound, a little metallic rasp in the dimness of the booth, like a knife being thumbed open. The pressure was unbearable. My cock was already straining, angry and red behind the cheap cotton of my briefs, the tip making a wet, obscene spot that only got bigger as Vera watched. I tried to act smooth about it, but the motion was anything but—the kind of unveiling you saw in horror movies, or animal documentaries, or courtrooms. The kind of thing that made people stare for all the wrong reasons.
Or maybe the right ones.
She let out a low whistle. “Well, fuck me. That’s a hell of a birthday candle you got there.”
Her voice was dark chocolate and bourbon: rich, a little bitter, and absolutely lethal. She didn’t pull back, didn’t scowl, didn’t act like she’d been tricked or ambushed. She just grinned, feral. As if this was exactly what she’d hoped for.
I palmed myself out, awkward, my cock slapping up against my shirt with a fat, hungry noise that made my cheeks burn. Must’ve looked obscene as hell. Not feminine. Not anything. Just something dangerous. My cock throbbed in time with the music leaking through the walls, and every heartbeat made it pulse, the head leaking more, the shaft flushed raw and desperate for attention. I couldn’t meet her eyes—I was too busy trying not to look like I was about to cum from the anticipation alone.
She curled her hand around my shaft like she was picking up a weapon she hadn’t handled in years. Which, apparently, she hadn’t.
“Jesus. I haven’t played with one of these in…” She trailed off, thumb sliding over the slick at the tip in a lazy circle. “Well. I might be a little rusty.”
She wasn’t. Not even close. Her grip was perfect. She squeezed, slow, then stroked me from root to crown, her fist twisting just enough to make me shudder. Every inch she moved felt like she was stripping the skin off my bones, rewiring my nerves for pain and pleasure and humiliation. My hips jerked, helpless, and Vera just laughed, a low growl that vibrated through her wrist and into my cock.
She pumped me off, slow and steady at first, then faster, like she was testing how much I could take. I melted under her grip, my legs splayed out, every muscle in my body dissolving into need. Her thumb rubbed the head, smearing pre-cum everywhere, making a mess of me and loving every second of it.
I moaned. I couldn’t help it. The sound punched out of my chest, wet and shameless. It hung in the booth, heavy as cigar smoke.
Vera’s grin was daggers and old secrets. She didn’t tease me about the noise—not exactly. She just took it in, like that was the sound she’d been hoping for all along. Her fist worked me slow, then fast, then slow again, like she wanted to see how close she could drag me to the edge before I’d beg for mercy.
“Tell you what,” she said, voice gone thick and private, almost gentle if you didn’t listen too closely. “Since you showed off for me, I’ll throw you a bone. My turn to share a secret.”
She didn’t let go of my cock. Quite the opposite. Her thumb glided lazy circles over the head, smearing the mess, fingertips squeezing at the base until I thought I might burst right there in her palm. Her head tilted, hair grazing my cheek.
“I like being called Mommy during sex,” she whispered. Like it was nothing. Like it was everything.
I blinked. The words hit me like a dropped glass, sharp and confusing. I’d heard it before, sure—the posturing, the domme games, the half-jokes. But coming from Vera, that word felt radioactive. I felt it in my spine, echoing down to the backs of my knees.
I couldn’t even look her in the eye, not at first. Heat crawled up my neck, all the way to my ears. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt.
She squeezed. “Cat got your tongue, birthday girl?”
I swallowed. The words stuck, but I managed. “Please… Mommy.”
It came out soft, shaky, like I was stepping into a pool I didn’t know the depth of.
Vera’s eyes flashed. The grin broke wide open, and there was nothing cruel about it now. Just hunger, and the satisfaction of a wolf who’d finally found the right flavor of prey. She stroked me harder, fist pumping from root to tip, her other hand bracing my thigh so I couldn’t squirm away.
“That’s a good girl,” she crooned. Each word was its own hot wire. “That’s my good girl. Say it again.”
“Mommy,” I gasped, louder this time. My hips bucked. I couldn’t stop leaking, the head of my cock making a mess all over her knuckles, wet and obscene. It should have been embarrassing. Instead, she looked delighted.
She upped the pace, hand a blur, her nails digging in just enough to leave marks. “Look at you. Dripping for Mommy already. Can you feel it? You’re leaking all over me, baby.” She sounded proud. She sounded like she owned me.
I nearly sobbed. The sensation was too much. Every stroke was a punch to the gut, every squeeze a lightning bolt. I tried to say her name, but all that came out was “Mommy, Mommy, please, please…”
I thought she might laugh. Instead, she slowed just a fraction and kissed my jaw, lips lingering there, her breath hot and wine-soaked. “Good girl. You give Mommy everything, don’t you?”
I barely recognized my own voice. It wasn’t even a voice, just raw need, a wet and trembling sound that could’ve been a whimper or a confession. My skin prickled hot, soaked through with sweat, and I clung to the edge of the booth like I might fly apart if I let go. Vera’s hand was relentless, a machine of muscle and knuckle and predatory intent. She stroked me with the kind of authority that made you forget there had ever been stillness.
Her thumb twisted under the head, drawing lazy, ruinous circles through the mess I was leaking. She made a hungry sound, a low, throaty “mmm”—like she’d just tasted blood and wanted more. Then, just as I was about to lose the thread of where I was or what I was, she leaned in and bit my earlobe.
“You’re so easy, baby,” she murmured, breath hot and thick with gin. “You get this hard, this messy, just from Mommy’s hand?” She squeezed for punctuation, and my cock throbbed with a pulse that felt like punishment.
I nodded, or tried to. “Yes, yes, fuck, yes,” I said, voice cracked and desperate. There was drool on my chin, my thighs twitching with every pump of her fist. I was shaking so badly my knees knocked hers under the table.
She liked that. Oh, she fucking adored it. Each little tremor, each involuntary gasp—I could feel her watching, cataloguing every reaction, every twitch and embarrassment. Her mouth found mine, lips crushing, and she shoved her tongue into me with all the subtlety of a breaking window. There was so much want in it I nearly sobbed.
Then she broke the kiss, pulled back just enough to croon, “Thaaaat’s my good girl… you want to cum for Mommy, don’t you?”
The words hit me like battery acid. My whole body went rigid, cock flexing in her grip like it had a mind of its own. I wanted to beg, to plead, to throw myself into her lap and let her use me until I was raw, but all I could do was nod and moan.
She gave me a slow, surgical stroke from root to tip. “You close?” she asked, voice a scalpel right under my ribs.
“God, yes, please…”
She grinned, the lines around her mouth turning vicious. She kissed me again, this time slower, more deliberate, her tongue lapping at my lower lip while her hand ramped up the pace. Every movement was a countdown, a fuse burning fast and bright. She worked me with two hands now, one clamped just at the base and the other stroking me so fast the head blurred.
I heard myself keen. Just pure, animal noise, the kind that didn’t belong to words at all. If anyone glanced our way—and, believe me, there were plenty of girls who looked over—there was no doubt as to what we were doing. Some giggled. Some gawked. I liked to think that all of them were jealous.
Vera’s hair curtained her face, black and silver and wild. There was sweat on her brow, and her nostrils flared with each breath. She looked at me with that wolf’s hunger, like I was the last meal she’d ever get.
She leaned in, close enough that her lips brushed my ear when she whispered: “You want to make a mess, birthday girl? Right here where anyone could see? Gonna paint the booth for Mommy, just like a filthy little slut?”
The implication hit like a slap. My cock jerked in her grasp, spraying a bead of pre that oozed down the shaft. My thighs were shaking now. I tried to clench them together, but she shoved them apart with a casual strength that made my head spin.
“You want everyone to know what a good girl you are for Mommy?” She stroked, slow as a death sentence. “You want to show off how much you can cum?”
I couldn’t even speak. I just nodded, slack-jawed, drool stringing from my lip while Vera’s hand blurred up and down my shaft like she was wringing out a rag.
She kissed my cheek, then my jaw, then trailed her tongue down my neck, biting hard enough to leave marks. The whole time, her hand never stopped. She let go of the base and cupped my balls, rolling them in her palm, squeezing with the kind of tenderness you only gave to things you planned to destroy.
I was right on the edge, the kind of edge that feels like it could last forever or vanish in a single heartbeat. My cock was angry red, the head swollen, leaking a steady stream that made her fingers shine under the jaundiced booth light.
She slowed just enough to make me ache. “Tell me you want it,” she said, and the words sounded like a court order. “Tell Mommy what you want.”
I could barely breathe. “Please, Mommy,” I croaked. “Please make me cum…! Please, I want it, I want you to see…!”
She cut me off with a kiss, then broke away with a wolfish snarl. “Good girl!”
And then, before I could even brace myself, she tilted sideways, sliding down until her mouth hovered just above the tip of my cock. She never broke eye contact—not for a second. She licked her lips, the lipstick already smeared, and then she opened her mouth and swallowed the head whole.
I nearly blacked out.
The sensation was obscene—a wet, molten heat, her tongue swirling under the crown, her lips squeezing tight. She pumped the base with one hand while the other braced my hip, pinning me so I couldn’t jerk away. She took me deeper, then backed off, teasing, sucking the very tip like she was trying to taste the exact moment I’d break.
I didn’t last long. I couldn’t. I was already cumming the second she wrapped her lips around me.
My whole body locked up, muscles seizing, every nerve in my pelvis flaring white-hot as I exploded in her mouth. I made a sound—I don’t know what kind, maybe a scream or a sob or just my own name torn apart. Cum rushed up my cock, thick and sticky, spurting straight down Vera’s throat in violent, helpless pulses.
She didn’t let up. She bobbed her head, swallowing around me, hand never stopping its stroke. Every time I thought I was empty, she coaxed another spurt, another humiliating gush. It felt endless, a deep, wet pleasure that bordered on agony.
My hips jerked, helpless meat, while Vera’s mouth worked me like a piece of evidence she was determined to destroy. I could feel the suction, the scrape of her tongue, the practiced cruelty of her lips. She swallowed again, hard enough that I saw her throat move in the jaundiced lamplight. By the time she finally let go, I was half-melted and leaking down my own shirt, the whole booth tilting around me as if the physics of the world had taken a break for my birthday.
Vera pulled up and away with a pop, tongue flicking over her lips to catch the last of it. She fixed me with a look that could have been pride or hunger or both, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and then, with a neat little flourish, reached for her drink. She threw back the shot like it was water, chased my cum down her throat with liquor, and only after did she open her mouth wide, tongue out, to show me it was all gone.
I slumped back against the pleather, boneless with aftershock. My vision had gone briefly white around the edges. My legs wouldn’t stop shaking. Every inch of skin felt raw, feverish, and the only thing grounding me to the world was the sticky heat of Vera’s hand still wrapped around my cock.
She grinned at my state, all teeth, her lipstick ruined and her eyes brighter than the neon bleeding through the rest of the bar. She didn’t let go of me. If anything, she gave an appreciative squeeze at the root, as if she had plans for a second round. For the first time in what must have been years, I felt like someone’s favorite toy. A little banged-up, sure, but chosen. Wanted.
Vera leaned back, arms folded, and watched me sweat and twitch like she was timing how long it would take for me to come back to earth. I wondered what the other women in the bar saw, if they were even watching anymore, or if they’d decided this was someone else’s cautionary tale. If I could have spoken, I might’ve told them: don’t be afraid of the wolves. Some of us are born to be dinner.
When I finally caught my breath, Vera reached over and tucked my cock back into my jeans, a gesture so bizarrely tender it made my stomach flip. She zipped me up, patted me on the thigh like a coach congratulating a player who’d left it all on the field, and then signaled for another round. Her nails left crescent-shaped dents in my skin. I wanted to keep them.
She poured us both another shot from the sweating pitcher, her motions casual but precise, like she did this every night. She handed me my glass. I managed to get it to my lips on the second try.
She drank hers in one go, then set the glass down and fixed me with that black-oil stare. “Gonna be honest, kitten,” she said, voice a little ragged from the work I’d just given her. “Haven’t sucked cock since I was married to a man. Didn’t think I’d ever want to again.”
She paused. I wondered whether she’d spit, or laugh, or try to distance herself from what we’d just done. Instead, she hooked a finger under my chin, forced me to meet her gaze, and smiled slow and deliberate.
“But fuck me if I didn’t love that,” she said. “You taste better than you have any right to. And the way you twitch when you cum? Christ almighty. You might ruin me.” She squeezed my thigh again for emphasis. “You want to get out of here, birthday girl? Maybe come home with me?”
I tried to play it cool, but the grin that split my face must have looked as dopey as I felt. “Yeah,” I said. My throat was raw from all the begging, but I managed to make it sound like the only answer in the world. “I’d like that…”
Vera’s smile said she’d already made up her mind the moment she first sat down next to me. She finished her drink, stood, and offered her hand. When I took it, she pulled me up effortlessly. My legs wobbled. She steadied me, quick and competent, like she’d done this before with a dozen different girls. Maybe she had. But she made me feel special. And besides, my girlcock was apparently the only one she’d ever played with. That made me giddy. It made me wonder just how much she and I would get up to by the time the sun came up.
As it turned out—quite a fucking lot.

She didn’t trust herself to drive, and frankly, neither did I. We got an Uber and it dropped us off outside an apartment complex; Vera fished her keys out of her purse, and before I knew it I was taken into a one-bedroom apartment that looked like it’d hosted plenty of nighttime endeavors before this one.
I couldn’t guess what kind of job she had from the decor alone. To be honest, I hardly cared what she did. She might have been a graphic designer. She might have been a contract killer. Hell, she already killed tens of millions of my future kids by swallowing them down in the corner of a lesbian bar. Fuck…
Vera kicked off her boots and tossed her purse onto the first flat surface that would take it. Then she turned, arms spread like a game show host, and said, “You want anything before we get started? Drink, snack, bathroom, moral support?”
I shook my head, not trusting my voice. What I wanted was to memorize the exact heat of her eyes when she looked at me like this. “No, thank you. I just want to spend the rest of my birthday…” The words dribbled out, sticky and bashful, “…in your arms.”
She grinned, and that grin was a punchline and a threat all at once. “Careful, kitten. That’s how you end up adopted. At this rate, I’ll sign the papers myself. Make you my well-endowed daughter.” She said it just to watch me squirm. It worked. My cheeks went red, and the rest of me followed suit.
I almost told her the truth. About why I’d come to this nowhere town, about how I’d spent the last year building a mythology around a woman with midnight hair and a laugh like a dropped glass. I wanted to say, “I’m looking for my mother. Not that I expect you to care.” It hovered right on the tip of my tongue.
But then she was on me. Her palms cupped my cheeks, thumbs tracing slow, circular promises just under my jaw. She leaned in, lips grazing my ear, then my neck, then my cheekbone, each kiss softer than the last and somehow more devastating. I felt my knees give up the ghost.
The heat of her mouth erased every other thought. She kissed my neck with the kind of deliberation that suggested she planned to leave a trail of bruises, a roadmap of her conquest. I moaned before I realized I was making noise. The sound embarrassed me, but not enough to stop. I could feel her smiling into my skin, pleased with herself.
She worked her way down, teeth scraping just enough to make me flinch, then soothed the spot with her tongue. Fumbling for a remote on the coffee table, she put some random and boring movie on Netflix. A movie we never ended up watching; not really. We were fully naked by the opening credits, clothes tossed all over the living room like a whirlwind had passed through, and the whirlwind was her.
She landed me on the couch like she was staking a claim. My knees hit the cushions, ribs snugged up against the battered armrest, and then I was staring up at Vera, haloed by the flicker of the TV, her hair a glossy curtain that made the world shrink to just her face and mine. Her pupils were huge, black as bottomless wells, and every breath she took seemed to draw the oxygen straight out of my lungs. I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to.
She straddled my lap, hips settling just above my own, and for a long second she just looked at me the way a thief studies a locked safe. Looking for cracks. Looking for leverage. Her palms bracketed my jaw, fingers splayed, thumbs tracing the line of my cheek. My skin felt raw, electric. She kissed me, mouth soft at first but hardening fast, teeth catching my bottom lip and tugging until I made a noise I’d never heard from myself before.
I tried to kiss back, but she was everywhere at once: tongue in my mouth, fingers digging into my scalp, her scent thick and animal and nothing like perfume at all. My hands found her hips and clung there, not for dominance but out of pure centrifugal need—the way a drowning girl grabs a life ring.
She broke the kiss and laughed, low and ragged. “You’re a fucking mess already, honey.”
Her nails grazed the back of my neck, slow and deliberate. Each drag made me shudder, and I realized—we both did, actually—that I couldn’t take my eyes off her creamy breasts or her dark nipples…
She saw me looking and grinned. “Want a taste?” She leaned in, pressing her breasts to my face, and I didn’t even try to resist. My mouth found her nipple automatically, like I’d spent a lifetime daydreaming about this exact moment.
The taste was sweat and skin and something faintly bitter, maybe gin or maybe just her own chemistry, and it went straight to my head. I sucked, gentle at first, then harder. Vera’s hand wrapped around the back of my skull, forcing my mouth tight to her breast, and she let out a moan that was more animal than human.
“That’s it,” she murmured, grinding her hips against me. “Good girl… Mommy’s good girl… drink it all up.”
The words made my cock twitch so hard it slapped against my stomach, sticky and leaking. I was desperate to have her, but I’d have died happy just suckling at her breast, letting her use me for as long as she wanted. The more I nursed, the tighter she clutched my head, her nails pricking the skin just below my hairline. It hurt, but only in ways I wanted.
She shifted again, bracing one hand on the back of the couch, and the movement brought her pussy level with my mouth. I could smell her now, sharp and honest, and it made my mouth water. She noticed. Of course she did. She always did.
“You want to eat Mommy’s pussy, baby?” Her voice was hoarse, hungry. “Show me how much you want it…”
I didn’t hesitate. Both hands on her hips, I hauled her down until her thighs caged my ears and her pussy was all I could see. She was soaked, lips glossy and open, pink and obscene and beautiful all at once. I ran my tongue up her slit, slow, collecting her taste, and she shuddered so hard the couch creaked beneath us.
She tasted like sweat and salt and something so personal it made my head spin. I licked again, tracing the folds, teasing her clit with the flat of my tongue. She rewarded me with a guttural groan, one hand fisting in my hair and jerking my face up into the heat of her.
“Don’t tease,” she hissed. “Eat it. Show Mommy how hungry you are…”
She didn’t need to ask twice. I buried my mouth between her legs, licking, sucking, wriggling my tongue into her until she was flooding down my chin. Her thighs locked tight around my head, squeezing so hard it bordered on suffocation, but the only thing I cared about was making her moan again. Every time my tongue flicked her clit, she bucked her hips and swore, the words turning strange and tender by turns.
I lost track of myself in the work of it. The textures, the tastes, the way her hands guided, demanded, punished. I could hear the movie in the background—a hollow soundtrack of gunshots and canned laughter—but here in the cradle of her thighs, nothing existed except her and me and the wet, hungry mess I was making of her cunt.
She started to tremble, her thighs quivering. She ground down on my face, using me, and for a moment her whole body went rigid. Her breath came in short, wet gasps. She threw her head back, mouth open, and let out a wail that would’ve woken the neighbors if she cared about the neighbors at all.
“Oh, fuck, baby, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t you dare…!”
I didn’t. I licked harder, my nose bumping her clit while my tongue fucked her slit, and her whole body quaked above me. Vera’s orgasm hit like a car crash. She clawed the back of my head, slamming my face into her cunt, grinding her hips so hard my jaw nearly popped loose. She came with a sob, a long, winding moan that didn’t so much end as dissolve into shaky laughter.
She collapsed forward, catching herself on trembling elbows. The taste of her was everywhere: on my lips, chin, cheeks, even on my fingers where they’d dug deep into her thighs.
For a long, delirious moment, neither of us moved. I just knelt there, face wedged between Vera’s legs, hands locked around those muscled thighs, and breathed her in. I felt drunk on her, or maybe just drunk, but either way my head swam and the taste of her slick flooded every sense I had left. Vera’s hips still rocked, little involuntary aftershocks, and every time I licked her she twitched, half-sensitive, half-hungry for more.
She petted my hair, the gesture almost motherly, and then she yanked my head up by the roots. The look on her face would have made a priest faint. Black eyes, wild and disbelieving, cheeks flushed angry red, mouth open and slack with orgasmic afterglow. She looked at me like she was seeing a ghost, or maybe a miracle. Then she snorted, wiped her lips on the back of her hand, and finally let go of my hair. I slumped back against the armrest, dizzy and panting.
Vera let herself collapse full-length across me, her weight pinning me down. For a minute she just sprawled there, her breath ragged, the taste of her sweat sticky on my lips. I tried to catch my breath, but she didn’t give me much chance: she pulled me in for a kiss, deep and filthy, tongue shoving past my teeth like she was trying to reclaim every drop of pleasure I’d stolen from her cunt. I kissed back, helpless, and for a while there was nothing in the world except the wet, messy heat of her mouth and the pounding of my heart.
She finally broke the kiss and sat back, legs straddling me, arms braced on either side of my head. Her hair clung to her cheeks in dark, sweaty whorls. On the TV, some actor yelled something about hostages, but it barely registered.
Vera grinned, and it was pure trouble. She reached down for my cock and gave it a squeeze that made me flinch.
“You got another load in you already, birthday girl?” Her voice was half-mocking, half-hopeful.
I nodded, or maybe just whimpered. She looked at me like she wanted to eat me alive.
“Good. I want to ride it.” She said it flat, like a challenge issued and instantly accepted.
She stroked me, slow at first, and I watched her hands work. Every time she pumped my cock, slick collected at the tip and dripped down the shaft. Her thumb smeared it into the ridge, making the whole thing shine in the TV light. I wanted to touch her. I wanted to say something clever or even just grateful, but all I could do was stare at her tits, the way her nipples peaked in the cool air, the way her muscles flexed as she rode me with her hands alone.
She laughed, low. “You want to fuck me, don’t you?”
I nodded, but the words wouldn’t come. I was past words.
“Good. Because I want to fuck you.” She lifted herself up, knees bracing on either side of my hips, then reached down and lined herself up. Her pussy hovered just above the head of my cock, swollen and glistening, lips parted wide. She looked down at her own cunt, then at my cock, then back at me.
“Jesus,” she said, voice soft now. “I haven’t done this in years.”
I swallowed. “Just… take it slow. I’ll help.”
“Yeah?” She locked eyes with me, all humor gone. “Guide me, baby. Show Mommy how to do it…”
Something in my chest snapped loose. I curled my fingers around her hips, skin hot and damp under my palms. She lowered herself, slow, the head of my cock parting her folds with a slick, obscene sound. She hissed as the tip pushed in, maybe pain, maybe just shock at how thick I was compared to what she remembered.
“Easy,” I whispered. “You’re so tight, Mommy…”
She shuddered at the word. I could feel her clenching, gripping the crown of my cock like a fist. “Fuck. It’s…” She couldn’t finish. I helped her, hands guiding her hips down, a little at a time, holding her steady. The wet heat of her cunt wrapped around my cock, and the sensation nearly broke me.
She took me inch by inch, every movement a study in tension and want. “God, I feel so full,” she gasped. “You’re splitting me open, baby…”
I watched her face, the way her jaw clenched, the way her lips curled back from her teeth. Sweat beaded down her neck, tracing the line of her collarbone. I wanted to lick it. I wanted to mark her from the inside out.
When she finally bottomed out, hips flush to mine, she let out a strangled sound. For a second we just stayed there, breathing together, her pussy spasming around my cock like it didn’t know what hit it.
Then she started to move.
She bounced in my lap, slow at first, rising up until just the head stayed inside her, then slamming back down so hard the cushions thumped under us. She fucked herself down onto me like she was angry at her own spine. Each drop of her hips was a slap, a punch, a small earthquake. The couch trembled, battered by Vera’s weight and the violence of my cock splitting her open in slow, ruinous increments.
Her cunt was molten, velvet and vice, and her face went through a dozen shapes with every bounce: the first, tense shock as her pussy stretched around the crown; the next, a shuddering disbelief; and then, finally, the wide-eyed, narcotic bliss as she bottomed out, full to the brim. Her cunt milked me, spasming, as if rejecting the notion that anything so thick could belong inside her at all.
She braced herself with both hands on my ribs, nails digging in, the points scoring fresh lines like she wanted to mark me for later. Her thighs quaked; sweat streaked down her sternum, the hollow between her breasts glistening in the TV’s blue flicker. She was beautiful and cruel and I wanted her to break me.
“Fuck,” she gasped, every syllable a gunshot. “You’re… you’re gonna ruin me, birthday girl. You want to split Mommy right in half, huh?”
I couldn’t answer. My jaw was slack, my brain leaking out through the top of my skull. I was busy holding on for dear life. My hands clamped around her hips, fingers digging deep, guiding her up and up until the head of my cock threatened to pop free of her pussy—and then yanking her down, hard, so her ass slapped my thighs and the wet heat of her cunt swallowed me to the hilt. Every time she came down, it was a fresh shock, a lightning bolt of pleasure, the sound of flesh battering flesh so loud I was sure the neighbors would file a complaint. The springs in the couch were giving up the ghost. The whole room stank of sweat and sex and the obscene, meaty reek of fucking.
Vera howled, low and wild, like some kind of animal. Her hair stuck to her cheeks, black and silver and wild, and her eyes were nothing but pupil. She rode me merciless, hips jerking, her cunt sucking me in as though her body wanted to keep me buried there forever.
I lost all sense of rhythm. I just wanted to see her lose control.
“That’s it,” I choked. “Take it, Mommy. Take it all. Show me how much you can handle…”
She did. She fucking did. She slammed herself down again and again, her tits bouncing, sweat flying, the muscles in her stomach bunching with every savage drop. She was close—I could feel it. The way her pussy fluttered and clenched, the way her breath turned ragged and wet, the way her head lolled back, mouth open and slack with want.
I helped her, hands locked around her waist, pounding her down onto my cock so hard the armrest nearly broke. Every inch of me was inside her, throbbing, slick, obscene. I could barely breathe.
Vera leaned in, forehead against mine, her voice trembling. “You feel that, baby? You feel how tight you make Mommy? You feel her squeezing you, milking you, like she’s starving for it?”
The words, that word, hit like a car crash. No airbag, no warning. Just impact. Her cunt was a velvet chokehold, anaconda tight, every inch of my cock gripped like she wanted to snap it off and keep it forever. I tried to answer, but all that came out was a strangled little moan.
Vera bent close, hair wild and sweat-wet across her brow, jaw clenched so hard I thought her teeth would shatter. She bit down on my shoulder, just above the collarbone, and the taste of blood hit the air in a metallic shock. Didn’t matter. Didn’t register. All I could feel was her hips pistoning down, again and again, ass slamming to my thighs with a meaty, final sound. Like a judge hammering the gavel at the end of the world.
She was cursing under her breath, words slurring, barely human. I realized I was babbling too—the same three syllables, again and again, “please Mommy, please, please, please,” until it stopped even sounding like language.
She swooped in, lips crashing on mine, tongue bold and bruising, and rode me like the last rodeo on earth. Her pussy was spasming, the inner walls fluttering so hard I could feel it through my spine. I grabbed her hips, desperate, tried to slow her down, but she just laughed—a sound that was equal parts hunger and triumph—and wrenched my wrists over my head, pinning me to the couch.
“You’re not pulling out,” she hissed, voice wrecked, breath hot as a soldering iron in my ear. “You’re gonna fill Mommy, do you hear me? You’re gonna fucking drown me, right here on my own couch, like a goddamn animal.”
She slammed down that last time, pelvis grinding into mine, clit mashing against my mound. The sensation was so savage, so perfect, I thought my vision would go black. Instead it went white. Bomb flash, nerve-ending white. My cock jerked, once, twice, and then I was cumming. Hard. So hard I nearly screamed.
Vera came at the same time. I felt it: her pussy clamping, flooding, wet squelch and heat, the whole world reduced to the furnace between her legs. She clawed at my shoulders, nails sharp and frantic, and let out a howl that should’ve cracked the windows. Her juices poured down my shaft, slick and sticky, and all I could do was buck up into her as my cock exploded.
Hot, thick ropes of cum shot deep into her. My hips jerked, every spasm accompanied by another helpless pulse. I could feel it leaking out around the seal of her cunt, drooling down my balls, but she kept grinding, kept milking me, like she wanted every last drop. Her thighs twitched, bracing, and she ground her clit against me with a violence I could feel in my teeth.
She didn’t stop. Not for a second. She bore down, hips circling, and made sure I emptied myself. All of it. She milked me with her pussy, squeezing and grinding, until every last pulse of cum was wrung out of me and left drooling out around her. My thighs went numb. My toes curled. I think I moaned her name, or maybe just that word again, “Mommy,” but it didn’t matter. She didn’t let up, not even as my dick twitched and jerked, over-sensitive and raw, every spurt another white-hot detonation between us.
It felt like dying. Or maybe being born. There was no self left; just the thick, endless tide of pleasure, rolling over me in wave after wave, each one more blinding than the last. My cock throbbed inside her, so deep it felt like I was pouring my whole life into her womb. She clenched and writhed and kept grinding, like she needed to suck my soul out through my dick and wouldn’t take no for an answer.
I didn’t know if I was crying or just out of breath. Maybe both.
Vera’s hands dug into my shoulders, pinning me, while her hips kept circling and flexing, her cunt so hot, so wet, I could barely process the feeling of it swallowing me whole. The way she moaned, the soft, shivery noises tumbling out of her throat, should have been illegal. She sounded like a woman possessed.
She never stopped. Not until she was satisfied she’d bled me dry.
Only then did she let her weight settle, hips flush against mine, my cock buried in her up to the root. Our bodies locked together, sweating and shaking, while my cum oozed out of her in slow, obscene dribbles. Most of it stayed inside, trapped by her tight, greedy cunt, but I could feel it leaking, hot and wet, painting the insides of her thighs and pooling wherever our skin met.
There wasn’t a single muscle in my body that worked right. My fingers just curled against the couch cushions, useless, clinging to anything that might keep me from spinning off the face of the earth. My lungs burned. My heart was a riot of arrhythmia. Vera’s chest heaved, sweat dripping down between her tits, every breath a low, shaky sigh.
She let her head loll back, black-silver hair fanning over her shoulders, and laughed. Not loud, but soft and indulgent, the satisfied purr of a cat who’d just eaten the canary—and then licked the bones clean.
“God damn,” she finally said, voice rusted. “You came so much I can feel it in my fucking stomach.”
Her hips gave a lazy, rolling grind. I could feel my cock, still twitching, still leaking for her, and the way her pussy squeezed back felt like a velvet vice.
She glanced down at me, smirk curving her lips, lipstick battered and gone. “Look at you, honey. You really were desperate to show Mommy what a good girl you are, huh?”
I just nodded. Words had left me behind a mile ago.
She stroked my cheek, nails biting just under the edge of my jaw. “That’s it, that’s my good girl. You fill me up so nice…” She rocked her hips again, just to savor the feeling. “Fuck. I don’t even wanna move. I want to just keep you plugged in there all night.”
She clung to me a while longer, milking every last drop, her body locked around mine like she might never let go. I was still inside her, softer now, but she seemed to enjoy every flutter and spasm, every aftershock as my dick tried to keep up with the impossible demands of her cunt. We just breathed together, sweat cooling, hearts still thrashing out of sync.
After a while, she sighed. “Jesus, Mira. I haven’t felt anything like that in—” She paused, searching for the right word, but there wasn’t one. “Shit, I don’t think I’ve ever felt like that.”
She let her head drop to my shoulder for a minute, and her hands explored my body absently, like she was cataloguing her new favorite specimen. The gesture was weirdly gentle, almost affectionate. She even kissed my temple, which made my heart rattle against my ribs. For a while we just lay there, flesh mashed together, totally spent. The room stank of sweat and sex and ruin.
Vera finally eased off me, slow and careful, like she was prying herself off a loaded mousetrap. She hissed when my cock slipped out, leaving her gaping and dripping; a hot, sticky gush of cum followed, drooling down her thighs and splattering onto the ruined upholstery. I watched, dazed, as she sat back and spread her legs, pussy wide and red, leaking my cum in thick, obscene ropes.
She admired the mess, poking a finger between her folds and watching the white ooze cling to her skin. The look on her face was pure satisfaction.
“That’s gonna be a bitch to clean up,” she muttered, but there was pride in the way she said it. “You really did a number on me, birthday girl. Gonna have trouble walking, I think.”
She flopped bonelessly onto the couch, thighs spread, my cum leaking out of her and onto the battered cushions. She didn’t even care. All I could do was stare, transfixed by the sight of her cunt glistening in the flicker of the TV screen, glossy and overstuffed and twitching with aftershocks. My cock twitched at the sight, even though I was three orgasms past the point of no return.
Vera wiped sweat from her brow and gave me a sideways look. “Hey. Be a doll and get us some water, yeah? Unless you want to carry me to the kitchen—which, not gonna lie, I might enjoy. But I’d probably break your back.”
I tried to laugh, but my voice was still ragged. “Yeah. Water. Got it.”
I managed to stagger upright, legs trembling like a new kid’s, and padded barefoot to the kitchen. The apartment was warm and clean, weirdly normal after what we’d just done to each other. The hum of the fridge. The soft static of the TV. Some dumb action movie still playing in the background, dialogue drowned out by the memory of Vera’s moans.
I found two glasses in the cabinet over the sink and filled them from the tap. My hands were shaking, but I managed not to spill. There was something about the coolness of the water, the mundane clink of glass, that grounded me. I could still taste Vera on my lips. I could still feel her in my bones.
Then I saw the photo.
It was propped on the kitchen counter, tucked between a forgotten bill and a souvenir coffee mug. At first, my brain didn’t process it. Just three people, grainy with age, a family pose in some backyard, sunlight blown out by the cheap camera flash. A kid in overalls, all black curls and gap-toothed grins. A man I recognized instantly, even if it had been years since I’d seen him: my father, younger, smiling like he hadn’t yet realized where it would all go wrong.
And the woman. Vera, but not Vera. Or maybe just Vera before the world got around to sharpening her. Younger, hair black as spilled oil, smile crooked, arm slung around the man’s waist with an ease that looked foreign now. The kid sat on her hip.
Mama’s hip.
I was the kid.
I was the grinning toddler, cheeks smeared with birthday cake, wedged between the two adults like a living badge of their old love.
My stomach dropped. I must’ve gripped the counter, because one of the glasses nearly slipped from my hand. I stared at the picture, and the picture stared back.
There was no mistaking it. The shape of her jaw, the cut of her cheekbones, the eyes that looked out from the photo and saw straight through time. I’d spent years memorizing that face from a single blurry Polaroid, and here it was again, only crisper, younger, unscarred by loss or cigarettes or the slow violence of regret. Here she was, holding me, the same way she’d just held me down minutes ago and fucked me until my head spun.
Vera. Vera as in my fucking mother.
She had changed her name, but the face. God, that face… younger, leaner, less cruel. She’d hid herself well, but there was no longer any mistaking it. I’d found her, and she was in the living room; she’d just ridden my fucking cock stupid, and I… I…
I stood there, glass of water trembling in my hands, and felt the world tilt. I thought I was going to faint. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. My heart banged against my ribs, flailing for something to anchor to. I thought I might be sick, or start laughing, or both.
It couldn’t be real.
It couldn’t be her.
But it was.
The timeline fit. The face fit. The fucking Polaroid in my wallet fit.
I’d come to this town chasing the ghost of my mother, and instead I’d found her, living and breathing and calling herself “Mommy” while she rode my cock until I painted the inside of her cunt white.
The universe had a hell of a sense of humor.
For a long moment, I just stared at the photo, daring it to change, to rearrange itself into some other, safer configuration. It didn’t. My own dumb grin stared out at me, two years old and oblivious, perched on the lap of the woman who would soon disappear from my life; from my dad’s life. The woman who I’d end up chasing all the way to this town of ghosts. The woman who would one day ride my cock until I blasted her womb full of girlcum. At first, I thought I was going to be violently sick.
But I didn’t get sick. Not then.
I just stood there in the kitchen, clutching the glass of water so hard I could feel each groove of the cup biting into my palm. My breath was a wet, animal thing. The world had collapsed into a tiny, filthy pinhole: the photo, the kitchen counter, my own slack-jawed fucking face staring out of the past. I looked at the kid in the picture and it was like watching a dog get hit by a car in slow motion; you can see it coming, but you can’t make yourself look away.
Vera’s voice floated in from the living room, hoarse and lazy. “You get lost in there, kitten? Don’t make me come rescue you…” A ragged laugh, the same laugh that had lived in the back of my skull for two decades, only sharpened by time and cigarettes. Even now, it sounded like home.
I picked up the photo. It was heavier than it should’ve been, the glass streaked with someone else’s fingerprints, like it had been handled often and always with a little regret. I turned it in my hand, thumbed the brittle cardboard backing, just to ground myself. It didn’t work.
I walked into the living room on legs like soda straws, somehow still balancing the glasses and the photo. The TV’s flicker made the mess on the couch look almost artistic—a still frame of a crime scene, everything fucked and shining, Vera sprawled out with her thighs wide and her cunt leaking my cum onto the cushions. She looked up and grinned, hair a wild mane over her sweaty breasts. She’d tucked her chin into her palm, watching the TV, a jagged silhouette against the blue glow. She didn’t even try to cover herself.
“Attagirl,” she crooned, as I set her water down. “You survived the wilderness.” She didn’t blink. “Whatcha got there?”
I held up the photo. My hand shook, so the image jittered in the TV light.
She frowned, reaching over for the glass. Her eyes flicked from the photo to my face and back. For a second, something like caution edged her voice. “That’s a blast from the past. Where’d you find it?”
I didn’t trust my voice, so I just stared. The kid in the photo grinned back. I could see the resemblance, now, glaring and ugly. The curve of the jaw. The set of the mouth. Mismatched features, all jammed together with the logic of bad taxidermy. I’d spent my whole life wondering why I didn’t look like anyone, and here it was: I looked exactly like both of them, mashed together and cut loose to rot.
“That man,” I forced out, and my tongue felt like it was glued to the roof of my mouth. “Is that your husband?”
Vera blinked. The muscles in her jaw flickered, sharp under the blue-white TV light. She looked at the photo, then at me again, and shrugged. “Once upon a time. The last time I ever bothered with a man, come to think of it.” She sipped her water, throat working. “Didn’t much care for it. Or for him. Why?”
I didn’t answer. Not directly. I dug out my wallet, hands moving of their own accord, and tore through the battered Polaroid I’d carried since I was old enough to need proof I’d had a mother at all. I slapped it down next to the frame.
“Look,” I croaked. “Just look.”
Vera picked up the photo, her face going slack. She glanced from the Polaroid to the framed shot. Her fingers trembled; not much, but enough. I watched her eyes do the math. Watched the realization start to smoke behind her eyelids.
She looked at me. Really looked, for the first time. Her mouth opened, closed. I felt a vicious satisfaction twist my guts.
I picked up the photos, held them side by side, forced them into her line of sight. “That girl,” I said, finger stabbing the Polaroid, “is me. That kid in your arms. That’s me, too. You remember what you called me tonight? Mira?” I was breathing hard, like I’d run a mile. “That’s my name, Vera. Or whatever the hell your real name is.”
Vera was very still. Her eyes darted over the evidence, the corners of her lips twitching as if she needed to bite down on a scream. She looked back at my face, and for the first time, I saw her afraid.
I let the silence chew on us for a minute. The TV hissed in the background, canned laughter and gunshots. Her cunt was still leaking down her thigh, little rivers of white and pink, and the smell of it felt radioactive. I could taste the sweat on my tongue, the memory of her mouth, everything about this moment spinning out of orbit.
“You’re…” she started, but the words wouldn’t come. She swallowed, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, tried again. “You’re my kid.”
I couldn’t tell if it was a question or a confession.
“Yeah,” I said. My voice was flat, dead. I wanted to scream, or hit her, or maybe just let her fuck me until the world ended. Maybe all three. “I came to this shithole town looking for you. For my mother. That’s you. Right?”
She nodded. Once. Like a woman taking a bullet.
The air in the room went thick and graveyard cold, but underneath it, I felt something else stirring. Not just horror, not just rage. Something deeper, juicier, so full of hunger it made my skin crawl. I stared at her, at the woman who’d abandoned me, who’d called herself Mommy while I pumped her guts full of cum, who had held my face to her cunt the way she’d once cradled me to her chest.
The script said I should run. That I should throw up, or faint, or call her a monster and flee into the night.
What I did was slam the pictures down on the coffee table, brace my hands on the back of the couch so hard the old wood creaked, and glare at her like she was the last meal on earth and I hadn’t eaten in weeks.
Vera tried for a smile, but her mouth couldn’t quite pull it off. Her knees curled tighter, drawing her thighs together, but it only made the mess between her legs more obvious. She glanced down at her own pussy, at the cum still drooling out of her, and made a sound that was half-laugh, half-groan.
“This is…” She shook her head, eyes wild. “Jesus, Mira. I don’t even have words.”
I did. The words boiled up, thick and black and hot as tar.
“You left me,” I said. My fingers dug into the couch. “You walked out and didn’t look back. You let me think you were dead. You know what that does to a kid?”
Something in my voice made her flinch. She tried to say something, but I cut her off with a snarl.
“Answer me, Mommy. You like being called that? You like knowing what your little girl grew up to be?” I let the word curdle in my mouth. “You like having her fuck you like some cheap whore, right here on your fucking couch?”
She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Her pupils were so big her eyes looked black all the way through, and her breath came in ragged, hungry pants. For the first time, I saw her blush: a hot, guilty flush climbing from her chest to her cheeks.
I seized her wrist, hard, and pulled her up onto her knees. The couch groaned under us. I bent her forward, face pressed to the cushions, ass up and thighs spread so wide she couldn’t close them if she tried. I didn’t wait for permission. Didn’t need it.
I lined my cock up with her cunt, still gaping and painted with my last load, and shoved myself in to the hilt with a filthy, wet slap. She cried out, the sound raw and animal, and I grabbed her hips to hold her still while I buried myself inside. Deeper than before, like I was trying to erase the distance between us, years and geography and all.
I fucked her. Not like a lover—like an avenger. Like a daughter with a grudge. My hips pistoned, hard and fast, jackhammering her cunt until the sound of skin against skin drowned out the TV. She tried to brace herself, fingers clawing at the couch, but every thrust made her collapse, face mashing into the ruined, cum-stained cushions.
“You want to know what I grew up to be?” I gasped, every word a punch. “I grew up hungry. Angry. I grew up with a cock, Mommy, and no one to teach me how to use it except for you. You left me, and all I could do was fantasize about the woman who left. About my Mom. About you!”
She whimpered, every breath a confession. I don’t even think she knew she was crying until the tears started to splatter the fake leather under her cheek. She was shaking. Or maybe I was. Either way, the whole couch shuddered with every thrust.
I reared back and brought my palm down on her ass. Hard. A shockwave of flesh and sound, skin against skin—it echoed through her body first, then the room, then straight into my skull. I’d always liked the sound of a slap. It was the punctuation mark that made every sentence mean a little more. This one was a gunshot. Vera jolted under me, her whole body arching, a blur of muscle and torn-off breath. She tried to twist away, but I just gripped harder, pinning her hips, locking her in place.
Another smack. Harder.
Her thighs twitched. The inside of her knees were slick with sweat and my cum and whatever else she’d been holding in for the last twenty years. I slammed in to the hilt, cock battering her insides, and ground her face down into the ruined pleather. She moaned, the sound ragged, more like a girl than the wolf who’d dragged me out of the bar.
“You’re gonna take it,” I snarled. “You’re gonna take every inch, every drop, and you’re gonna thank me for it, Mommy. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”
She tried to answer, but it was just a wail. I didn’t give her the chance to recover. I reared back and slapped her ass again, watched the skin jump under my palm, the heat rising in a perfect, palm-sized print. I fucked her harder, each thrust a little crueler, yanking her hips up so the angle was brutal, obscene. I wanted her to feel every second of this in her bones.
I wanted her to remember.
The couch was a shambles. Vera bunched the cushions in her fists, knuckles white, the muscles in her back standing out like live wires. Her cunt was a disaster, stretched red and leaking, the lips glossy with spit and cum and sweat, taking my cock all the way to the root and then squeezing down like it had never wanted anything else. I could feel her convulse around me with every slap, every insult.
“You like this, don’t you?” My voice was raw and shaking. “You like your own daughter fucking you stupid. That’s what you wanted all along. You wanted someone to own you, like a cocksleeve. You wanted your own kid to breed you, leave you dripping so much you’ll never forget it.”
She whimpered. The sound was pure defeat.
I hauled her up by the hair, just enough to get her head off the cushions. I wanted her to hear me. I wanted her to know. “You left me,” I hissed, every word a nail in her coffin. “You left me and Dad and never fucking looked back. You let me rot, and you let him rot, and you thought you could forget about us. Didn’t you?”
She tried to shake her head, but my grip on her hair said otherwise. Her breath came in heaves, her whole body shivering.
“Say it,” I growled. “Say you wanted to forget us!”
Her voice was barely there. “No! No, I didn’t—I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, I just—I couldn’t—!”
I slammed my cock back in, pounding her hole so hard it must’ve rattled her teeth. My hand came down again, spanking her ass until the whole cheek glowed. I squeezed the other, fingers sinking into the bruising softness, kneading her like dough.
“No,” I spat. “You don’t get to be sorry!” Another thrust, a punishing slap. “You don’t get to just walk out and pretend it never happened! I grew up thinking about you! I grew up wanting you! Wanting this!” I punctuated each word with another slap, each one just a little higher, a little more savage. “You said you wanted to be called Mommy? Fine! Here’s your reward, Mommy!”
I fucked her, not like a lover but like a force of nature. My cock pistoned in and out, splitting her open, every inch buried and then yanked out just to plunge in again. She was a mess, a howling, leaking mess, her pussy so wet I could hear it over the TV. There was nothing left of the smooth, dangerous woman from the bar. There was just Vera, my mother, getting bred raw by the daughter she’d tried to erase.
“You’re gonna take it all! You hear me?!” I slammed my hips forward, driving her into the springs. “You wanted to be bred? You wanted to be ruined by your own kid? Then fucking take it! Take every drop!”
My hands roamed, gripping her hips, squeezing, then drifting to her lower back, holding her bent at a brutal angle. I wanted to break her. I wanted her to walk funny for a week. I wanted her to remember me every single time she sat down.
Her voice snapped, high and desperate: “I’m sorry—I’m sorry, Mira, please—oh fuck, I’m sorry, please, don’t stop, please, I need it, I need it, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…!”
I lost all patience. I leaned over her, pressing her down into the couch, my lips to her ear. “I’m not gonna stop,” I whispered, and the words sounded cruel, even to me. “You’re gonna cum, and then you’re gonna cum again, and you’re not gonna get a break. I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t stand up straight. Until you’re leaking so much you can’t close your legs. That’s what you deserve, isn’t it, Mommy?”
She moaned, the sound dissolving into a sob.
I drew my hand back and slapped her harder, the crack echoing. I wanted her red. I wanted her bruised. I wanted her to carry the memory of my palm for weeks. Her cunt clenched at the shock, milking my cock, and I felt myself throb inside her. The urge to cum was primal, overwhelming, but I bit it back, focused instead on punishing her hole, on making her take everything I had.
Her head lolled against the cushions, hair a sweaty halo. I let go of her scalp and grabbed her shoulders, hauling her back against my chest, forcing her to arch even deeper. The new angle drove me in even further. She gasped, voice high and broken.
“Yeah,” I hissed, “you feel that? You feel what you made, Mommy? You ran away from it, but you can’t run now. Not from this. Not from me!”
She shook, her whole body spasming around my cock, and I felt the first wave of her orgasm hit. It was unmistakable—the way her pussy gripped me, fluttering, spasming, the heat and wetness ramping up. She tried to hold herself back, but I wouldn’t let her.
I rutted into her, hard and fast, my hips slamming into the backs of her thighs, the sound of fucking filling the room like applause. Every thrust punched the air out of her lungs. Her cries blurred into one endless, high noise, equal parts agony and relief.
“That’s it,” I taunted. “Cum for me, Mommy! Cum for your own daughter! Show me you’re nothing but a hole to be filled! Show me you’re just my cocksleeve!”
She broke. Her muscles went rigid, her hands tearing at the cushions, her voice a strangled wail. Her pussy clamped down on me, drawing out every drop, every pulse. She shuddered, legs buckling, the whole of her body collapsing against the couch. If I hadn’t been holding her, she would’ve hit the floor.
I rode out her orgasm, never breaking rhythm, my cock still splitting her open, stuffing her so full she could barely breathe. I wanted to mark her. I wanted to sculpt her out of cum and sweat and old, old pain.
She whimpered, “Please, please, I—I can’t! I’m so sensitive, I can’t, it hurts, Mira, please…!”
But I didn’t care. Not now. “You can take it,” I hissed. “You can take it for me. You can take it for every year you left me alone. You can take it for every night I cried for you!”
I reared back, angled her higher, and hammered into her, balls slapping wetly against her swollen cunt. My hands dug into her bruised, red ass, squeezing until the flesh pooled out between my fingers. The pleasure was pure violence, a chemical burn under my skin. I wanted her to remember this. I wanted her to dream about it.
She started to break apart, her voice dissolving into little gasps, wordless, just air and need. I could hear the tears in it, the shame and the hunger, all twisted together until there was nothing left but the sound of my cock rearranging her insides and the slap of my palm as I landed another blow on her ass.
“You’re not leaving this time,” I said. “You’re not running away. I’m gonna breed you until you can’t walk, until you can’t think about anything but my cock and what it does to you! You’ll never forget me again!”
She tried to shake her head, but the force of my fucking left her helpless. Her cheek was mashed into the cushions, her mouth open and wet, drool pooling under her. Her thighs splayed wider, giving me everything, letting me see the way her pussy gaped around my cock and the white mess leaking from her in thick, hungry spurts. Every time I spanked her, she gasped. Every time I squeezed her hips, she sobbed. But she never told me to stop.
Instead, she started to push back, rocking her ass into my thrusts, desperate for more. “Please, Mira, baby! Please, baby, don’t stop, don’t ever stop, I need it, I need you, I need your cock, I need you to fill me up! Fill my nasty pussy! Breed your b-bad, b-bad mommy!”
I snarled, the sound torn straight out of my throat. “You want it, Mommy? You want your own kid to fuck you stupid, stuff you full, make you a mother all over again?! That’s what you deserve! That’s what you get for abandoning me!”
She sobbed something, but the words broke apart as I slammed in, over and over, rutting her like an animal. My cock throbbed, the head punching deep, and I could feel it battering the entrance to her womb. Every inch of her was slick and molten, the heat of it so savage it bordered on pain, and the harder I fucked her, the louder she got.
I watched the whole thing, the way her pussy split around my shaft, the way my cum poured out of her from the first round and drooled down her thighs. I wanted to add to it. I wanted to drown her in it.
She started to cum again, the spasms rolling through her, cunt milking me so hard I could barely keep my rhythm. I ground into her, buried to the root, and let her ride it out. Her cries were wordless now. Just pure, animal need.
I bent over her, mouth to her ear, and whispered: “You’re gonna take it. You’re gonna take all of it. You’re gonna keep every drop, Mommy. That’s what you’re for. You’re not my mother anymore, you’re just my cumdump.”
She shivered, the orgasm hitting her so hard her knees gave out. The only thing holding her up was my grip around her waist, my cock buried inside her, using her as nothing but a sleeve to empty myself in.
I fucked her through it, never slowing, my own orgasm building like a heart attack. I wanted to paint her insides. I wanted to ruin her for anyone else. I wanted to own her for the rest of her life.
My cock swelled, the ache rising, and I slammed in one last time, grinding the head against her womb, and exploded.
The world went white, then black. I lost my breath. Every muscle in my body locked up, my hips jerking, my cock unloading a savage rush of cum straight into her. It was endless, a tidal wave, thick and hot, filling her up until I could feel it squelch around the seal of her cunt and drool back down my balls.
I kept fucking her, even as I came. I couldn’t stop. My body just kept jerking, over and over, driving every single spurt as deep as it would go. Vera howled, the sound breaking in her throat, and her pussy kept milking, kept wanting, kept sucking at my cock until I thought I’d go insane from the sensation.
She passed out cold. Just like that. One second, her cunt was screaming around my cock, milking every drop, her ass bouncing with the impact of every savage thrust; the next, she went limp, body puddling onto the ruined pleather like an abandoned marionette. Her head lolled forward, hair wet and wild over her cheeks, and her breath came in wet, stuttering little gasps. I didn’t blame her. Not really. Some women break if you press their buttons too hard, and I’d hammered every single one of hers until the switchboard blew out.
I kept going anyway. What else was I supposed to do? Even unconscious, her pussy sucked at me, velvet and desperate, the inside of her thighs hot and sticky as glue. I pumped her for another dozen strokes, slower now, savoring the mess. Every withdrawal left her hole red and gaping, lips stretched wide and glistening with cum, the inside painted raw and pink like some morbid crime scene. The living room reeked of us. The heat, the sweat, the shame, the spunk. It was everywhere. So was she.
After a while, I pried myself free. There was a wet, final little pop, the way a cork comes loose from the neck of a wine bottle, and then I just stood there, staring at the raw aftermath of what I’d done to my own mother. Her ass was a goddamn field of battle: red and purple, handprints layered on handprints, some pale and fresh, some already bruising in the shape of my fingers. The tenderness of it wasn’t lost on me. I’d marked her for life.
The sight was hypnotic. I couldn’t stop looking. I cupped one cheek, pressed my thumb into the meat just to feel the heat of the bruise under my skin. Then I brought my palm down, hard, right over the rest. The slap echoed, sharp and perfect, and made her whole body twitch even though she was out cold.
It was beautiful. Like the conclusion of a symphony. Her ass jiggled from the blow, rippling with the impact, and I watched my own handprint bloom bright red in the blue ghost-light of the television. Lower down, her cunt kept leaking, drooling thick gouts of cum onto the cushions, the mess growing by the second. My last load still oozed out of her, hot and glossy and so potent I wouldn’t have been surprised if the rest of her organs got pregnant just by proximity.
She’d wanted to play house, to be the fucked-out “Mommy” for her confused little girl. She wanted to forget about the family she left behind, to chase some new life with a fresh name and a city that didn’t know her shame. But here she was, impaled on her daughter’s cock, split open and bred in such a way that even the neighbors would have to acknowledge it.
I watched her cunt flex, still hungry, still wanting more even though her mind had checked out of the proceedings. The white froth of my cum oozed out with every tiny spasm, drooling down her ruined pussy lips, painting the vinyl with obscene, drizzly streaks. It was art, if you had the stomach for it. A tableau of punishment and revenge and a little bit of closure, if you squinted.
I had no doubt I’d just gotten her pregnant. None. You could see it in the way her belly looked faintly swollen, the way her pussy wouldn’t stop swallowing, the way I’d left her womb so full I half-expected it to start leaking from her mouth. I thought about that for a minute—the idea of my own mother, round and heavy, forced to waddle through the store with a belly full of her daughter’s baby. Everyone would wonder who did it. No one would ever guess the truth.
I wanted to laugh. Or maybe cry. Instead, I grinned so hard my cheeks hurt, and patted her ass like a job well done.
She wouldn’t be leaving again. Not this time. Not with my baby growing in her. Not with the bruises and the mess and the impossible ache I’d left inside her. I’d turn her into exactly what she deserved to be: a cocksleeve, a toy, a living reminder that you can’t just abandon your family without consequence. She’d take every inch, every spurt, every nasty confession I’d been saving up for twenty years, and she’d thank me for it. I’d make sure of that.
She looked peaceful, sprawled out and broken, legs wide and trembling. Like a woman who’d finally found her place in the world. My place, too.
I fished my phone out of my jeans, thumbed the camera open. The light from the screen cut through the gloom, illuminating the sweat on her back, the marks on her ass, the ruined gape of her cunt as it drooled my cum onto the couch. I started snapping pictures: one of her ass, every finger-shaped bruise and red splotch, then one of her pussy, glossy with spunk. Another of her face, hair plastered to her forehead, mouth open and slack, a line of drool pooling under her cheek. She didn’t stir. Not even when I zoomed in and snapped the evidence of what I’d done.
It felt necessary. Like documentation for the insurance claim. “Here’s what happens when you run,” I wanted to say. “Here’s the price you pay for leaving your fucking kid behind.”
I scrolled to the best shot—a full-body panorama, her ass high in the air, her cunt leaking, the rest of her boneless and helpless—and attached it to a text message. My thumb hovered over the keyboard for a moment. There was so much I wanted to say. Unsaid things, going back years.
In the end, I kept it simple.
I typed: “found mama, don’t worry dad, i’ll punish her enough for the both of us.”
It looked silly in the text box. Juvenile. But also perfect. The kind of message only a bitter daughter could send. And a bitter daughter was exactly what I was, leaking cock notwithstanding.
There was no hiding it now. No running.
They say you can’t choose your family, but you can sure as hell make them pay.
Happy 21st birthday to me. It was nice to finally “meet” you, “Mommy.”
Let’s hope you’re a better mama the second time around, for both our sakes.
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