
Coming Home:
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It was always nostalgic for some reason. The light shone though the thick groves of Bald Cypress, oak and maple which spread out as far as the eye could see though the winding, twisting dirt road. No matter how hard she tried to leave this place behind that simple sight always brought back a flood of memories for Mary. Sitting in back of daddy’s old hatchback with her brother Joel on the way home from school, running though the woods near buck-ass naked as her mother chased her, seeking to escape the dreaded horrors of bath time. Long lazy nights under the Georgia sky tucked between her parents, sipping a bit of tea from her mothers glass and feeling them slowly rock away at the porch swing.


A few good memories, enough to bring a smile to her face. Enough to momentarily block out the bad.


The manor house had been in the family for God only knew how long. Daddy always said that it was set up before the revolution. That the Delacroix family made their fortune from the trees rather than cotton, and that men from the surrounding area led by Dante Alain Delacroix spent months holding off elements of the redcoats with hit and run tactics in these very woods.


It was all nice and noble, but that was then and this was now. The smart, professional vixen pulled her big white Lexus up to the side of the manor and parked. She took a few deep breaths before making the jarring transition from sharp crisp AC to baking Georgia sunshine.


The house sat in the midst of an unkempt yard. Japanese Cherry trees, a gift to her mother on their wedding day, lined around the space between the yard and the house proper with a few older oaks and Grandpa Cyrus’ chestnut tree scattered about. The house itself looked even more run down than before. Shudders falling off and old, possibly lead based paint chipping a bit. Mary had sent money to her mother to have some roofers come in and fix the shingles last year. Yet she could already see a few spots where the brick-red tiles were falling away or had been scraped off by branches the roofers should have trimmed.


“Well, that’s what I get for expecting professionalism.” The fox sighed. 


Mary made her way slowly up the stairs and along the front porch, pushing open the door and taking a few long slow sniffs of the slightly musty air. Somewhere deep in her mind she was already picturing the cost of getting this place livable. Out of date wiring, peeling patchwork paint, a musty smell that could have easily been mold. Her little brother warned her things were bad but Mary was beginning to wonder if he hadn’t undersold the problem.


She made her way though the dusty but otherwise well furnished living room. In spite of the older construction and very minimal modernization to the room itself, the small offshoot by the door was furnished nicely enough. Moms Lazy boy and TV were gone, but the heavy old TV stand remained, as did a book shelf, couch and a pair of matching love seats. Most of it had been around since before her father died, but was all kept in quite nice condition. Not a shock considering how rarely Momma had anyone but the kids over.


Or at least that was what Joel had said.


Mary flopped down on the couch with a sigh and scooped up one of the pictures her mother had decided to leave at the house. A picture of her with daddy when they were first going out. The two stood there in maroon and gold sweaters outside of the lecture hall where they met. They both looked so much younger. Her father had those sharp, French features that still seemed to hold up strongly in the bloodline. Thick wavy black hair and piercing blue eyes just like her little brother. A bushy tail and squared noble muzzle. The whisp of a woman he had his arm around looking so timid and happily overwhelmed with everything. The thick glasses and short cropped hair making her look like an almost stereotypical aisan-american student. Which to hear Dad tell it her mother always was. Very traditional, very reserved… until he got ahold of her.


Maybe that was what made the picture so surreal. It was her parents. Her mother, her father. Yet so unlike the people she recalled. This wasn’t the man who spent his whole life running an insurance office, who liked neat bourbon and a good book in the old study or pulling his children up to his lap for stories about the family every time the power went out. This wasn’t the woman who kept the local high school functioning and stayed up at night helping letter-write for grants when a promising student couldn’t get with their parents meager salaries.


This wasn’t the man who she screamed at every day of senior year because she was tired of his backwards and oppressive attitude. The woman who hypocritically demanded she stay home and study close by even after both of them left home to study somewhere else. These weren’t the people she called backwards ignorant hicks that her third year at Harvard… that fight which finally gave daddy his first heart attack.


Thankfully, infuriatingly, the train of thought was interrupted by a loud buzz in her pocket. Mary winced as she was jarred firmly back into reality and started to arch her hips up, fumbling around for her damn cell phone and yanking it free with considerable effort.


“I swear to God if this is Chander…” She grumbled. It wasn’t. It was Joel… which was theoretically better at least. She leaned back a moment and waited patiently to collect her thoughts before finally flipping the phone on “Hey little brother.” She sighed out. Sounding, and feeling, more exhausted than she expected.


“Mary, great. You made it out here ok then? You know I still don’t get why you didn’t just fly in. A couple hours to the Atlanta airport and pickup has to be easier than a day driving and a stopover.”

“Yeah well, I kinda needed this.” Mary sighed. Clear my head, be by myself… you know. Before showing up here.”

“Yeah, I figured Y’all would need a bit of a breather regardless. Kinda why I didn’t have Carrie set up one of the kids’ rooms for ya. It’s pretty heavy coming back since…”

“since dad died.” She finished Joel’s thought. Not that it was far from her mind either. “Yeah. How’s Momma doing? Seems like this place didn’t get cleaned much even when she was living here. You sure she’s going to be ok?”

“Oh she’s fine.” Joel chimed in “Wouldn’t even be able to tell she was in the hospital a month ago. She’s got her stories and the Tivo is filling up with Vikes games. Carlo keeps pestering Momma to teach her how to make sushi though. Apparently she really wants to bring a platter to the next church social and see all the uptight old ladies try to figure it out.”

“Joel it’s the twenty first century. Most of those old ladies were probably hippies or whatever they had in the seventies. I think your wife is going to be a bit disappointed if she’s expecting sushi to shock them.”

“Wow sis you have been gone a while. Already forgotten what those old church biddies can be like?” Joel chuckled softly. A few shaking noises indicating he was driving. “Even if some of them ended up going to a real sushi restaurant in Edo I can guarantee you they’re gonna put on ‘proper southern airs’ about it and act like they got no idea what they are doing. Why do you think Momma always brought chicken?”

“Because Mommas fried chicken was amazing” Mary laughed “and her peach cobbler, and her yams with the orange zest in it. Momma was a better southern cook than any of those old ladies on her worst day. Plus… and I know this may blow your mind. Mommas sushi really isn’t that good.”

“Oh hush” Her brother chuckled “Now don’t you go telling Carrie that missy. Momma told her that sushi is as good as what her daddy made back in Japan.”

“Momma told us Grandpa managed a warehouse…”

“Yeah, well. That means Momma could be telling the truth!”

Mary winced and just slump, conceding to her brothers twisted yet admittedly sound logic. It wasn’t the first smile she’d had since starting the trip down here. But they had been few and far between. Hell they’d been damn near impossible since she heard about the stroke. She flew down then. Stayed in town for a while. Saw the kids and did her damnedest to figure out just what the hell they were going to do about the situation. One of those call buttons wasn’t going to work The drive out to the house was precious minutes she couldn’t afford in an emergency. Assisted living got shot down too since Keiko Delacroix would probably end up driving any staff or aid nuts and spend most of her time around town anyways.


In the end she agreed to move in with Joel, but only if Mary at least looked the house over.


“Joel…” Mary sighed softly as she slumped back onto the couch.


“Yeah sis?” he asked


“You ever think if I hadn’t been so… been such a bitch that night? If I hadn’t pushed Daddy…” She bit back on a surprising knot in her gut.


Joel was quiet. She knew what he was going to say. She also knew he was thinking the same thing she was. No matter how irrational, how wrong, how illogical it was. He had the same thought more than once.


“Nah sis. I don’t think it woulda mattered. Daddy worked way too much. The doc told him to cut back on fatty foods, exercise more. Put him on those blood pressure meds momma always had to hound him about. Hell if anything that caught the problem before things got worse.”

Mary didn’t say anything. The sharp, professional woman, so calm and collected, so used to having any situation firmly in hand, slumped on the couch in utter defeat and nodded to the thought they both knew they didn’t share.


“Yeah. Yeah I guess you’re right. Look. I’m going to clean a few things up here and see if I can set up shop in my old room. Odds are good I’ll have to go over some paperwork later. But if it’s ok I think I’ll stop by for dinner tonight… assuming I don’t end up passed out by five.”

Joel chuckled a bit “Yeah, well I hear ya big city girl.  Just do me a favor, ok?”

“I can try” Mary said “what favor?”

“Just… don’t work too hard. Sleep if you gotta, but try to come by.”

It wasn’t clear how much real meaning, how much Joel really put behind those words. Most of what Mary heard though was already stuck in her own head. Worry, contempt, exasperation. Most of all it seemed her brother was giving her one simple message. Something Mary herself was trying desperately not to accept.


‘Don’t be like Daddy’.

---


For a woman pushing the late end of her thirties, Mary didn’t really feel like she looked that bad at all. In her experience Many women in her position, women of power and prestige, often ended up either fixating on capturing their youth or gave up on keeping their looks entirely by the time they hit thirty five. In truth Mary was known to keep herself at least semi-regular at the company gym. A few hours of light weights and cardio was good to keep her sharp. But when half of your peers are already considering plastic surgery and the other half looked like they were simply aspiring to the level of Tina Faye at her most intentionally and commedically frumpy, it was nice that she could hit some kind of happy medium.


Mary took a few moments to look around her childhood room and take in a bit more of the nostalgia. The memories were largely less bitter sweet and more cringe worthy. Most notably the Slash poster stuck up on the back of her door, and the hidden cutouts of Shannon Miller glued into an old copy of ‘to kill a mockingbird’.


She took a moment to gaze around before her attention turned to the old full length mirror that had likely been in this house for generations. She could recall endless hours as a gawky, lanky teen. Gazing into it and feeling too tall, too flat, too narrow. Cursing her braces and the overly dry ponytail she kept for most of high school. The beanpole who barely got a pity-date to prom and was pretty sure he was simply doing it to make his own girlfriend jealous.


The woman standing there now was a totally different person. Her tail now long and bushy instead of narrow and painfully dry. Nice subtle curves and just enough tone to be inviting without intimidating. Her chest had filled out quite nicely as well, looking nice and firm and perfectly proportioned to her body. A bit larger on the C side, to be sure. But still quite inviting. 


The braces were gone and while she currently kept her smart designer reading glasses on the bridge of her muzzle they did nothing to diminish the sharp blue-green eyes that lay behind them. Even her flat stringy hair now had richness and volume, something so easily provided by the right shampoos and a halfway decent stylist. She ran a paw though the thick auburn-tinted locks a moment and sighed softly.


The younger her… she’d totally fuck her older self in a heart beat. She’d give a woman like Mary was now the most needy, adorable, heartfelt sex imaginable.


Truth be told, Mary would probably take that cute, gawky girl for a real ride regardless.


As painfully Narcissistic as it may have felt, the thought of that gawky girl between her legs did get the exhausted vixens engine revved a bit. Between the recent tragedy and the hectic pace of work the vixen had put love and lust fairly far on the backburner for the past few… years.


At first it had been an almost Ally McBeal level of frustration for her. Endless strings of bad dates and the near incompatibility between her quirky and exacting standards when measured against the kinds of relationships Mary could really afford with her work life. She had tried speed dating, blind dates, match makers, online sites.


Then about five years ago she had finally settled on a method that she felt helped the most. Moving herself slowly into her old childhood bed, Mary slowly flicked on her Tablet and started to wriggle her shapely hips out of her tight fitting jeans. Slowly polished claws and warm fingers pushed down a bit between her toned thighs as the vixen used her free hand to brows into her ‘hidden’ folder. She flipped idly though the meticulously organized reams of pornography she allowed herself. Slowly filtering through the various categories until finally stopping at a rather simple drawing. Two bunny girls, Cubs, bound and ring-gagged as they licked and kissed at either footpaw of a strong, tough looking vixen.


Her fingers slipped slowly under the band of those panties. Mary gasping and twitching a bit as she curled her toes and arched her back. All of the stress. Stress from work, from family, from the overwhelming flood of emotions at finally coming back home. Every drop of tension she had at that moment whirled and twisted around her as Mary sank her fingers slowly into that hot, sweaty, needy pool of bliss.


She tried to imagine the sensation. The feeling of supreme power, of control. The utter domination she would feel, could feel, as those sweet and innocent little things happily caressed her dirty footpaws with their tongues. It was something she would never do, naturally. Could never do. But the mere notion of it being allowed to flood her mind as she twisted and curled her fingers, as her body jumped and tingles crept up and down her weary spine. She had long accepted just how much she had needed this.


This kept on for a few slow moments. Every breath turning to a sucking gasp as her growing pleasure all but massaged though her thighs and back. No matter how weary she was the new waves of pleasure jolted her body and coaxed a new whine of deep satisfaction. Her eyes studied the picture every once in a while. Opening enough to trace or caress some new line or curve on those delicious little things. But really it was only a bit of kindling on the fire. 


Eventually though Mary stopped. Her body still heaving. That unbearably yearning shiver still passing though her nerves. She reached back behind her bed to the small nook between the box spring and wall of her bed frame. Slowly she pulled something up and free, taking only a moment to wipe it firmly against the side of the sheets.


It wasn’t a big toy. Not that Mary had any idea about that at the time. Five inches long with a rather small knot at the end. A deep dark black with a few clearly exaggerated veins that no real shaft this size would ever have. Not that Mary needed to see her old ‘friend’. The memory hadn’t faded even after all these years.


Curling herself a bit and moving into a new position Mary slowly ran the length of the toy against her folds. A mixture of sweat from the hard drive and heat, along with the product of her own growing arousal seemed to slick the familiar toy far more quickly than one might expect. Mary twisted herself around again and pushed her face up against her old pillow, keeping one eye open to look at the picture she had selected for the night. Slowly she curled her foot-paws under the highest board of her beds footboard and arched her hips hard. With her left paw she pushed her palm up against her pelvis while she arched her back and struggled to get the toy in with the right.


It was at once one of the most awkward things she had ever done. The product of an experimenting girl with absolutely no idea how to even masturbate properly. Yet the odd flood of strangely pleasing sensations, of nostalgia, of her need and near emotional overload all hit like a Mac truck. 


The sharp, brilliant, ruthless near-40 businesswoman was at once reduced to the same gawky metal mouthed nerd who once called this house her home. Hips and hand slowly finding a matching rhythm as she rubbed and thrust the toy deeply and forcefully inside of her.


All at once her body began to cry out for the attention it had become so used to in these session. Her ass clenched, her back all but quaked. Her slow and steady movements resulted in her stiff nipples screaming in teased pleasure as they bounced and ground on the old cotton sheets. Even her clit was burning in need.


Yet for whatever reason she denied herself. Mary simply bit down on her pillow softly, tensed her thighs and curled the soles of her feet up into that board as she fought off the awkward, the strangely wonderful fucking thrusts accented by the slow steady grind of palm on pelvis that once had seemed like such a wonderful sensation.


There was no variation, no change. Everything was simple, mechanical. A pattern that her body recalled and yet had outgrown so very long ago. Yet the mix of those early overwhelming orgasms mixed with the denial and the sheer pleasure just kept twisting and building and pushing her on edge. Until finally she actually arched her whole top two thirds off of the bed in shocked, shuddering surprise. Feeling the start of a rushing, crushing orgasm.


It was hours later when her eyes finally fluttered open again. At least she presumed it had been a few hours. The sunlight coming in though the window had dimmed and her whole boy felt painfully sore. Not that she was complaining. For the first time in two decades Mary found herself laying on both arms in a pool of her own sweat and womanhood. Feet and thighs aching from the odd little position she used to hold herself in and tablet having long since gone into sleep mode. The phone was set beside it. Mary sighed as she pulled one sticky, slick paw up and looked it over a moment. She considered going to get something so she could wipe it off. Instead simply wiped a bit on her thigh, realized it was too sweaty, and licked the bottom of her thumb clean enough to dry on the sheets before sliding and unlocking the phone.


Twelve missed calls. All from Chander. They could wait.


Thankfully it seemed she had woken up with plenty of time. A quick shower, a change of cloths and she’d be able to make dinner without issue. That was, assuming her legs decided they wanted to work.


“Well I do have to say. This is a familiar sight.”

Mary’s blood suddenly ran cold. She still had one hand between her legs, her old toy now lay there between them and her panties had somewhat slipped back into place. Still she was quiet exposed in this position and her tail shot down instantly covering herself as best she could. 


“Mom” she finally yelped Trying to pull her half asleep legs into a slightly more modest position.


“Don’t worry I’m not gonna look Mary Sue. Just get yourself cleaned up a bit and get dressed. We need to have a little talk.”



Mary winced and grumbled a bit as she slowly twisted herself up and out of the bed. She really wasn’t sure what the fuck had just happened. A few small shreds of chastised high school student once again crept in with the tired and pissed off adult. This left Mary confused and more than a bit bitter as she yanked on a fresh T shirt, panties and jeans from her suitcase.


Naturally her mother was already downstairs at the dining room table. Just like when she was a child. The graying old fox had her hair grown out to her shoulders and wore a simple ‘worlds greatest grandma’ T shirt the kids had saved up to get her last Christmas. Mary sat down slowly and started to fix her hair as she looked at her mother carefully. There was no real sign of contempt or even bemusement after what she had saw. Infuriatingly her mother knew how to remain completely casual when she wished. Mary, on the other hand, rather proudly kept much of her fathers temper.


“Ok mom. First, that didn’t happen. Agreed?”

“Allright” The old vixen said in that maddeningly soft and agreeable tone.


“I mean it. I don’t want you bringing this up or holding it over my head. It did not happen.” Mary retorted. The venom dripping in her voice.


“Mary Sue I said it didn’t happen so it didn’t happen. Now will you please just relax?” 


Mary looked at her mother a long moment and took a few breaths. She wanted to rebut. She wanted nothing better than to once again start the decades long argument. Hell to start any argument. Just on the off-chance it would get a rise out of her mother.


Instead she sighed and slumped back for the moment. When she felt calm enough to do so Mary sat back up nice and composed, looking her mother square in the eye. “Allright Mom. What’s this about? Where’s Joel? Did you make him drive all the way out here just to make sure I’d come to dinner?”

Keiko laughed softly “Oh no Mary Sue. I knew you’d be coming to dinner. I just figured we needed to have a bit of a talk first. As for your brother, he isn’t here. I think his lil lady sent him out to the Home Depot. Bathroom sink keeps getting clogged.”

“So wait. If he isn’t here then how… Mom, did you drive?” Mary gasped


“And if I did?” her mother shrugged. Mary would notice for the first time that her mother had a half-full bottle of Snapple in her paw. 


It wasn’t like she needed the clue, but still Mary couldn’t help but feel a small spark of contempt seeing that small innocuous bottle. “God damn it Mom you just got out of the hospital a month ago. You had a stroke. Just because it was a mild one doesn’t mean-”

Mary was cut off by a firm slap. Her mother narrowing her eyes a bit. “Mary Sue Delacroix you will watch your mouth when speaking to your mother. I raised you not the other way around. I swear if your daddy was still alive He’d bend you over his knee for talking to me like that.”

It was difficult to process the rather simple series of events. All Mary could do was rub her cheek and look on at her mother, bewildered. For a moment she could even feel a tinge of guilt. That did not last very long.


“Look, Mom. I’m sorry but that is dangerous. I’m not saying you can never drive again but for crying out loud what happens if you hit someone? Hell what happens if you have another stroke and pass out behind the wheel? Never mind how much of a risk it is to you. Do you really want to end up hitting someone because you were too stubborn to make sure you were ok?”

Keiko, for her part, simply shrugged and smiled softly. She took another small sip from her tea and then looked at her daughter with a small nod “This is the part where I’m supposed to talk up how I raised you. How I was keeping the school together when you and your brother were still crawlin’ around the woods like a couple of spider monkeys and turning my hair white with worry. But you know something Mary Sue? You’re right. Me driving out here is damn irresponsible. I shouldn’t have done it. I’m woman enough to admit it was wrong.”

 “Yeah… well.” Mary sighed “I guess I can understand why You’d do it though. I mean it’s not like giving up independence is easy at any age.”

“No, but that isn’t what this is about. We have a lot of things to discuss while you’re finally down here Mary. A lot of things I didn’t want to squeeze in between the kids clambering all over ya or Joel trying to keep the peace and interrupting me when I get you mad.”

“I’m not going to get mad, Mom.” Mary sighed “I mean ok, I got mad. But I’m not a kid anymore. Reckless endangerment and a potential disaster that could claim God knows how many lives is kind of a reasonable exception. But I’m not a child anymore. Whatever you have to say, I can listen.”

She watched her mother slowly slump and rest her face on her paw. Her whole life Mary had always seen her mother as some strong, indomitable figure. This pillar of inner will that held a power and inner strength that all but inverted her small stature and simple looks.


But now? For the first time Mary could ever remember. Even more than when her father died. Even more than when she was in the hospital after the stroke. For the first time her mother actually looked tired. She looked old.


“Mary sue” The older fox finally sighed “We need to talk about the house.”

“Mom there is plenty of time for that. It’s why I came down here after all. I know this is all big and overwhelming. But if that is what you are worried about you don’t have to. You and Joel and I are going to sit down and have a nice long talk so we can hash out what to do with the-”

“You’re taking it.” Keiko said


Mary blinked. That was not a response she was expecting. In truth it wasn’t even a response she could process.


“Mom. What are you talking about? Look I said we are going to discuss thi-”

“You’re taking the house, Mary Sue. It’s yours. This house, these woods. They belong to you. Lock, stock and barrel.” It wasn’t a discussion, an offer, even a request. The words were spoken with a finality Mary had not heard since her childhood.


Much like her childhood. She didn’t much care for it.


“Look. Mom. I don’t know what you are thinking. I can’t take full ownership of this property. Not like this. I mean seriously. Never mind the rent on my condo, I live in Boston. I work in Boston. That is a day drive straight shot at best. Not to mention I’m already using time off to deal with all of this. My years vacation time is getting blown coming back down here just to deal with settling you in with Joel and figuring out how we are going to split managing the property. Keyword split.”

“Mary Sue. This land, these woods. They’re yours. They belong to you. Not Joel. Now I love your brother with all my heart but this is your responsibility. These woods-”

“Mom There’s at least a thousand archers of forest around the house. That trust Daddy set up probably only has another ten years in it the way the market is going and that is being generous. If you want to save the house and maybe let one of the kids take it some day then we already need to sell some of the property off anyways. There are already a few bu-”

“Don’t you dare sell one single tree!”

Mary shrank back in her seat as her mother snapped the words out. “Not one tree, not one branch, not one Damn leaf to those butchers. You hear me Mary Sue? You two cut any deals with those monsters and I swear I… I…”

There was no real way to tell what she said after. It was short, fast, almost barked… and it was in Japanese. Admittedly even if Mary knew more than a handful of Japanese words odds were good that she’d fail to follow what her mother had all but screamed at her.


The whole outburst was intense. Mary should be pissed… technically she was. But more than that  fury she just felt stunned. She wanted to rebut. She wanted to lay into her mother. Call her out for how foolish she was being, how impractical. 


Yell at her for daring to treat her like a child. Some deep, dark part of Mary even entertained the idea of opening the floodgates. Chewing her mother out for being nothing more than a ‘gone native’ hick caring more about the family legacy and some stupid bull-headed pride than accepting reality and trying to find some kind of reasonable solution in a bad situation.


Instead Mary did the last thing she would expect. She stood. She slowly moved around the table and hugged her mother as Keiko began to sob. She hugged her as tight as she could. In that moment she felt all of the hate and indignation and resentment slip onto the back burner. She was simply a daughter, worried for her mother. A mother she, admittedly, might have neglected over the years. Might have let herself resent a bit too much. A mother whom she had taken for granted.


When the sobbing stopped Keiko kissed her daughter on the cheek and stood slowly. She was shaking still and it took a moment to steady herself. When she did she turned back to the fridge and plugged it in, slipping her half finished drink in and nodding in approval.


“Mary Sue” the old woman said softly, turning to meet her daughters gaze. “Lets go for a walk.”

