
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Momma's Home

      Courtney, 33, was finally getting home after a long night out with her girlfriends. They all shout their goodbyes as she exits the cab with her heels and purse in hand. She's drunkenly searching her bag for her keys and it takes her a moment standing outside her front door to find them. The cab takes off and the sound of the women's laughter fades in the distance. There's more fumbling with the keys as she attempts to unlock the door.

      Inside was her teenage son, Corey. Nineteen and a graduating senior. He sat slumped on the couch, his head turning towards the front door when he heard all the commotion with the lock. Eventually his mom stumbles in. She tosses her heels on the floor and pushes the door closed. Corey hits pause then sits up and checks the time on his phone. Fifteen minutes past two. "You're back late." He teases, for once the roles were reversed. She jumps at his voice.

      "You're still up??"

      Corey didn't get to see his mom when she left the house, but now he got to get a good look at her and what she wore out. Her hair was down and curled for the special occasion and she had on a tight fitting dark emerald green dress that had some shine to it. Her dress straps slipped off her shoulder which made her cleavage drop further down. He felt a pulse between his thighs and quickly snapped out of it.

      "Yeah, couldn't really sleep." He stands to meet her in the hallway. "Need any help?" He offers out his hand for her to take hold of and steady herself.

      She takes his hand and smiles up at him. "Well I'm embarrassed." She hangs her head as he walks her to the couch. "You shouldn't see me like this."

      "You're grown, mom. And I'm grown, you can drink." He pauses when she pulls away to look at him again, this time with a sad smile.

      "My baby... you are grown!" She throws her arms around his neck and squeezes tight.

      Corey is nearly knocked over but holds onto her and hugs her back. He was taller than her and had an athletic build from his years in baseball. In that moment he felt her curved body pressed against his and gulps. "It's okay, mom..." He awkwardly rubs the small of her back and breathes into her hair. She smelt like wine, sweat and her fancy perfume.

      "Why'd you grow up on me?" She pulls away and cups his face on both sides. Her frown turns into a drunk grin. "My handsome boy." She plants a kiss on his cheek that leaves a lipstick stain, then throws herself onto the couch, now lying on her stomach. The end of her dress rolled up a bit and revealed the lower half of her round ass. Corey's eyes run down his mom's body. With a hesitant hand, he reaches down and rubs her back and strokes her hair out of the way. Courtney hums contently. Her head was starting to spin and it felt good to lie still for a moment.

      Her son's hands rub down to her lower back and stop right above her ass. His fingers wanted to inch closer but he wasn't feeling as bold and her sudden movement made him pull away. Courtney lifts up her head and sits up a little. Corey's eyes immediately focus on his mom's cleavage and his jaw slightly drops. Now that she was lying on her stomach, the front of her dress was being tugged down by the couch and her breasts were practically out except her nipples that lay flat down with her.

      "You invite any girls over?"

      The question catches him off guard and he chuckles. "No, no girls over this time..." This wasn't exactly a conversation he was prepared to have with a drunk version of his mom.

      She playfully pouts. "I never get to meet any of your lady friends!"

      Corey passively shrugs. "It's... private." He leaves it at that.

      Courtney props her head up with her hand. "You never tell me anything anymore." She lets her head fall back down and her hair drapes over her face. "You hate me."

      An exhausted breath escapes him and he kneels down next to her on the couch. "I don't hate you, mom." He pushes back her hair and tucks it behind her ear then attempts to change the subject. "Did you and your friends have fun tonight?"

      She turns to look at him and nods smiling. "So fun! We finished three bottles- red! No luck finding you a new dad though." She and his father had been split up since he was in the seventh grade and she hadn't had a real relationship since. There were a few men here and there she dated, but nothing that was serious or stuck around for very long.

      
        He knew his mom was lonely, but he didn't like the sentiment. "I don't need a new dad..." He says indignantly. He didn't see his father very much, mostly just on his birthday. He was older than Courtney by five years, so he was Corey's age when he got his mom pregnant with him. Corey shakes off the thought then stands up. "Come on, let's get you to bed, mom."

      Courtney sits up all the way then holds out her arms. "Carry me."

      Corey takes another look down at her chest. Her breasts were white like milk and he could see her dark pink areolas peering over her dress top. He swallows then leans down, scooping her legs up with one arm and holding her by her back with the other to carry her bridal style. His mother laughs and he takes her to the bedroom where he gently tosses her onto the bed, this time lying on her back. He flips the light switch on which reveals the mess around her room.

      Practically her whole closet was tossed all over her bed and scattered on the floor from when she was looking for something to wear out. He kicks a few bras out of his way then plops down onto the bed next to her. Her hair was sprawled out messily behind her and some dangled in her face. Her breasts seemed bigger when lying down like this. Her dress was now rolled up more, revealing the crotch of her panties that he now realized was actually a thong. And now that there was light in the room, he could see some of her makeup was smeared, specifically her lips.

      "You got something..." He reaches towards his mother's face and begins to wipe off the smudge with his thumb. Courtney chuckles to herself, thinking back to how that happened.

      "What?" He asks, curious.

      "He bought me a few shots... I thought tonight I'd finally-" She pauses, realizing he'd rather not hear about this. "...It's fine though." She scoots closer to him and purrs happily. "This is nice too."

      Corey says nothing and just watches his mother. Her eyes were closed and tired. Her chest rose and fell rhythmically. Suddenly his lips felt dry as he stared back at her breasts again. He feels a throbbing in his shorts and slowly inches his hand closer to her. Carefully, he slipped her last dress strap off her shoulder then turned on his side to face her. Courtney opens her eyes after feeling him turn over. She strokes his cheek with the back of her knuckles with a faint and drowsy smile on her lips.

      "... You look beautiful." He whispers and kisses her knuckles softly.

      Her smile grows at that and she leans in to nuzzle her nose to his. "My sweet boy."

      
        
      

      While she continues to pet him, he rests his hand on her stomach and carefully begins to tug up the skirt of her dress. He drags his lips across her finger tips and plants more kisses to her hand. Her cheeks blush and he continues to maneuver his hand since there'd been no objections so far.

      He licks her index finger and a small gasp escapes her lips. Their faces were so close that he felt her breath against his bridge. She began to feel hot between her thighs and her hips shift on their own. Corey stops pulling up her dress when her bottom half is finally exposed. While taking one of her fingers into his mouth, he slips his hand down her underwear front.

      His mother moans at the sudden touch and bucks her hips. With that, Corey leans in and catches her lips. His tongue pushes its way into her mouth and swirls around to explore her taste. Courtney moans desperately into his mouth then pulls away to let out a shallow gasp when he slips in a finger. His dick bulges through his shorts. Her sounds were driving him crazy and he leaned back down to kiss her harder, thrusting his finger slowly in and out of her.

      Her hips rock and she strokes her tongue around his. With his free hand, Corey reaches for her breast and begins to grope her and roll her nipple between two fingers. He could feel his mom begin to tremble at the attention and he pulls away from touching her altogether. Both of them now breathing hard.

      He swallows and wipes his mouth, only now was his brain catching up to what they were doing.

      "...Mom...?" His voice sounded guilty and desperate for comfort.

      She sits up and gently pulls him back to her, holding him from the side. "It's okay, baby..." She spoke low into his ear and stroked his hair. "Momma's here..." She kisses his temple and continues to comfort him like she used to when he was younger.

      Corey is slowly put at ease by his mom, she had always been good at that. He lifts his head to look at her again. They keep eye contact for a while before both of them slowly hesitate to kiss again. But when they do, they both lean into it. He cups the side of his mother's face and sucks gently on her tongue. Courtney lets out soft approving noises and guides his hand back to her breasts, encouraging him to continue. He squeezes her after grabbing a handful and begins to tease her nipple again. He pulls away from her lips and kisses her chin then her neck, trailing down her chest with more kisses until his mouth finally reaches her breast.

      
        He grabs both her breasts with each hand and kisses in between them. He rubs his face between them and kisses each nipple before taking one into his mouth and latching on. Courtney moans and grabs a hold of his hair. He begins to suck gently and flicks his tongue around her nipples while still groping and massaging the other. His dick stiffens more when he feels his mom's hand begin to drag down to his waistband. She tugs down his boxers and his dick bobs out. It was long and skinny and leaking with precum. She licks her lips and begins to stroke his length.

      He moans against her breast and sucks harder. There was nothing that felt better right now than his mom jerking him off. His dick pulsed in her hands. His precum dripped down and worked as lube for her to stroke faster. He can't help himself when his mouth lets go of her breast to moan low.

      "Fuck... mom..." He burrowed his face in his mom's cleavage and buckled his hips towards her.

      Courtney smiles and strokes his hair. "Easy, baby..." She whispers. "Just cum for momma..." She starts moving faster and his breath picks up. His groans are muffled between her breasts and that last sentence pushes him over the edge. He cums into his mom's hand and moans out desperately.

      "Momma!" His fists grip the bed sheets tightly and only loosens his grip after release.

      She continues to stroke him as he grows soft in her hand, which was now dripping with his mess. She hums and kisses the top of his head. "You did such a good job, baby." She coos.

      Corey blushes and stays resting against her chest. He was breathing hard and felt his heart pounding against his chest. "...Fuck."

      Courtney grabs a nearby t-shirt to wipe her hand clean then lies back down on her back. Instead of joining her by her side, Corey slips down between her thighs and spreads her legs. She chuckles and moves her panties to the side with one hand then spreads her pussy open with two fingers with the other.

      His jaw drops and he practically drools. "Oh fuck-" He takes in the view of her dripping pink pussy then quickly wraps his mouth around her, running his tongue across her wet slit. She grabs his hair and pushes his head down, resting her legs on his shoulders while he slurps. His dick had already started to reload and get hard again. He wanted to drink every last drop out of his mom's pussy and began to push his tongue inside of her entrance. She moans and cusses and grinds herself against his mouth.

      
        "Oh- god! Yes, baby." She gasps and runs her hand through her messy hair. "Don't stop!" Her hips roll and her back arches. With every flick of his tongue she got closer to cumming and he could taste it. He adds to fingers and begins to curl them inside of her while still sucking hard on her button. That was enough to make her explode. She cries out and squeezes his head between her thighs, so tight that his ears rang but he didn't stop licking her all over and slurping every last drop that leaked out of his mom.

      She pants breathlessly and releases him from the grip of her thighs and the hold she had of his hair. Her legs shake and he slowly lifts his head from between them. He kisses her knees with a smile.

      "You taste amazing..." He rests his chin against her knee and strokes his hand down her calf.

      Courtney looks down at him with a smile. "You were amazing." She chuckles and breathes out again. "Whew! It's been forever..."

      "Forever?" He hovers over her, spreading her legs apart to be on both sides of his hips. "Forever since someone made you feel good?" He presses his dripping dick against her front. His mother blushes hard, a surprised look in her widened eyes.

      "Corey..." Suddenly after everything they had already done, his mom seemed hesitant.

      "Please, momma.." He aligns his tip to tease her entrance. "I wanna make you feel good..." He gazes down at her, his eyes half lidded and full of lust for his mom. He leans down and kisses her neck, grinding against her. She breathes out shakily. He could feel her make his tip wet and he groans. "Please." He began to sound pouty. "I wanna fuck you so bad, momma."

      Her face burns red but the heat between her legs burns hotter. Her hips were already grinding upwards before she could even make up her mind. She shivers when his dick strokes her up and down. The rest of her body shakes when she feels his hot breath against her neck while he continues to plead. Her head is full of drunken desire that she doesn't second guess herself anymore. She lifts his chin up to kiss him hard and Corey takes that as the greenlight.

      With no hesitation, he thrusts his stiff dick into his mother hard. She yelps and wraps both arms around his neck as he starts his rhythm. He cusses under his breath while he moves. His mom's pussy wrapped tight around his throbbing cock. At first he could barely pull out but he slowly worked her until he could move in and out without struggle. Her pussy felt like she hadn't been fucked in a while and he was more than happy to change that for her. The fact that he was fucking the pussy he came out of drove him crazy and he starts to pick up his pace.

      
        
      

      His mom moaned with each movement and her nails were digging into his back. She felt the tip of her baby boy's pound against her cervix. She could barely form a thought while she gets fucked by her son. Her legs wrapped around his hips and pulled him closer to her. She held onto him, almost cuddling while he humped her.

      "Momma..." He whines in the crook of her neck then catches her lips. They kiss and wrestle their songs together. Both of their breathing becomes labored when Corey begins pounding into his mom's pussy harder and faster, reaching closer to his edge. The bed started to shake and creak by how much force he was putting into fucking his momma, wanting to cum and make her cum too. He could feel how close she was getting from how tighter she became. He breaks their kiss to speak to her. "I'm not pulling out." He warns her with a grunt, about to release.

      Courtney cries out with his last few pumps. "Cum in me, baby!"

      Corey's body stiffens and he growls, shoving himself deep inside his mom's pussy to cum his hot load. Both of them shake and pant breathlessly, sweaty and drained of all energy. His mom was left melting from her own climax, practically passing out from drunk exhaustion. Corey throws himself onto the bed next to her and drapes one arm over her in a lazy attempt of a cuddle. He leans in and kisses her cheek once then kisses his mom's soft lips. "Goodnight, momma." He whispers and closes his tired eyes.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Momma's Jealous

    
  
    
      Chapter 1

      About two weeks had passed since Corey and his mom were intimate and they hadn't brought it up since the night it happened. The day afterwards he found a discarded empty box of Plan B in the trash bin when he went to go take it out. He didn't bring it up. Though the two never spoke of what happened, their relationship didn't stray. In fact they seemed closer than before. Corey was more open with Courtney now and filled her in on what was going on in his life and didn't mind her affection anymore (obviously).

      It wasn't just Corey who had changed, Courtney seemed to have a spark back in her. She was more bubbly and beamed naturally. Since that night she had been more attentive around the house and would spend more time at home with Corey than going out drinking with the girls or coworkers after work. She actually hadn't drank at all since then. And Corey noticed. She started picking up smoking pot again instead without him knowing. Either in her car or behind the building at her job- a call center. When she'd get high at home she stuck to edibles and only when it was before bed. It made her sleep better, and she hadn't been sleeping too well these past two weeks. She kept dreaming of Corey's fingers inside of her, how his hot breath felt on her chest, and how it hurt so good when his dick stretched her out. She'd wake up in a sweat with a mess between her thighs. The weed helped knock her out and keep her asleep throughout the night.

      Right now Courtney was in the laundry room piling the dirty clothes into the washer and checking the pockets before tossing them in. So far she'd found sixty cents in coins, two dollar bills and a receipt from the gas station. She was down to the last pair of Corey's jeans and she felt something when reaching into the back pocket. She pulls out a napkin that was folded in half, not crumpled like it was trash. She unfolds it and written across was a cell phone number and the name 'Camille' and a small doodle of a heart right next to it. At first, she's ecstatic. Corey never had any girlfriends and she'd never hear him talk to anyone else but his friends from his baseball team or online friends. This Camille character could finally change things and be her baby's first love interest.

      But her excitement slowly fades into a feeling of dread in the pit of her stomach. There were a mix of feelings starting to boil inside. Jealousy, then ashamed for feeling jealous. The idea of him touching another woman the way he touched her, or another woman touching him the way she touched him made her grit her teeth. Then there was the fear of being alone when he gets swept away by another woman. She'd have no one.

      Courtney stares blankly at the napkins and ping-pongs two ideas in her head. She could throw the napkin away and pretend she never saw it and that she was never confronted with these complicated feelings, or she could bring it to Corey and encourage the idea of reaching out to her. Her debate is quickly cut short when Corey comes out from his room. She stuffs the napkin into her own back pocket and tosses the jeans into the washer and slams the lid shut to look busy. Corey was none-the-wiser since he had been and still was looking down at his phone as he walked down the hallway. He was shirtless with his wireless game headset hung around his neck. His boxers had Minecraft zombies and creepers on them and were a bright green. Courtney grins at the sight. She thought it was cute. It reminded her of when he had a Minecraft themed birthday party when he was twelve.

      "Hey there, handsome." She flips the light switch off in the laundry room and steps out to greet him. It was a Saturday so Corey had slept in and immediately hopped online to game upon waking up. It was now almost two in the afternoon and this was her first time seeing him today. Corey looks up from his phone and she holds her arms out wide for a hug.

      Corey reaches his arm behind her back and pulls her close to him and kisses the top of her head. "Hey momma." He hadn't been calling her 'mom' anymore. Since that night she's been 'momma'. He places his other hand on the side of her face. "You smell nice."

      "I smell like laundry soap." She returns the kiss on the side of his cheek. "Wanna join me on the couch? Or are you too busy?" She tugs at his headset's microphone.

      He holds her hand so she'd stop messing with it then kisses her knuckles. "Okay, okay. I'll join you." He lets his mom pull him by the arm and drag him into the living room.

      They both plop down and Courtney snuggles into his side. "Where'd you get these?" She slips a finger under the waistband of his boxers then pulls on it and lets it snap back.

      The impact makes him jump and a pulse happen in his dick. He clears his throat and shifts in his seat. "Um- I don't remember, I think it was from one of the guys." He rests his hand on her shoulder and rubs it. "You like them?" He smirks.

      "Oh yeah." Courtney snorts. "They're sexy." They both awkwardly chuckle. That familiar thick tension was back in the air. They've cuddled plenty of times since that night but something about finding that napkin made Courtney have the urge to test the waters again. The idea of him being with another girl made her want him again. Toxic. But she'd deal with that in her own time.

      But for now she decided to continue with her teasing. She places her hand on his knee then slowly drags her fingers up his thigh. Corey's legs were spread out like he usually sat so it was obvious that he was 'growing' excited. While she watched him slowly get hard she could also feel his body tense. He grabs her hand again.

      
        
      

      "Are you-" His voice cracks and he clears his throat. "Are you sure?" His cheeks were flushed and his expression showed concern.

      Courtney sits up and plants soft kisses in the nape of his neck and a heavy breath escapes him. She kisses over to his collar bone and moves her hand to his inner thigh. Corey rolls his head back to give her access to the rest of his neck.

      "I'm sure..." With that, she cups him and he gasps. Her lips latch on his neck and she begins to lightly suck. Corey grips her shoulder tight and tries to hold in his sounds. She rolls his balls around and gently nibbles on his skin.

      "Fuck..." He groans and moves his hand from his shoulder to her ass and gives it a squeeze like she was doing to him. He was fully erect now and it could barely fit in his boxers.

      His mom pulls away from his neck to admire her work. There was now a dark red mark on his neck lathered in her spit. She had marked her territory. "Tell momma what you want.." She begins to stroke him through his boxers and keeps her eyes locked on him.

      Corey looks at her with half lidded eyes and knows exactly what he wants. "Suck it."

      She wastes no time kneeling on the ground in front of him and yanks his underwear down. His dick stays propped up on its own and awaits her mouth. Corey watches her and rests both his hands behind his head. He bites his lip when his mom grabs a hold of him and kisses the tip. She drags her tongue down his entire length then drags it back up, causing a shiver to run up his spine. She licks around the head one more time before taking him into her warm and wet mouth. A gasp escapes him when she takes in all of him.

      "Oh- shit!" He thrusts his hips forward and his dick pulses again which squirts some of his pre-cum into her mouth. She swallows it eagerly then begins to bob her head. Her tongue keeps swirling around him while she glides him in and out of her throat. Even when she'd gag, she never pulled him out. To her, her son tasted sweet. She couldn't get enough of his taste or the sounds he'd make for her. It only made her want to put in more work to have him make louder and more desperate sounds.

      Neither of them had really expected this to happen again but especially so soon and especially not sober like this. But neither could complain. Corey sat and watched his mom take him down her throat with ease. He reaches one hand down and grabs a hold of her hair. His grip grows tighter when he gets closer to cumming. Courtney slurped and was sucking through him like it was a straw. Drool dripped down from her chin and she grabbed a hold on his balls. Corey couldn't hold it in anymore when she squeezed his sack. He shoves her head down and explodes in her mouth, filling up her cheeks with his cum.

      Courtney gulps down her son's hot cum and coughs when she pulls away. Her nose was runny and her mouth was dripping wet. She breathes hard and wipes all the spit away with her hand then gives him a proud grin. "Good job, baby." She pats his knee.

      Her praise made him embarrassed and comforted at the same time. He reaches out to pull her back closer to him then catches her lips. He pecks her lips a few times before leaning into a deep kiss. He keeps one hand on the side of her face and the other he places back on her round ass to feel her up then slips it down her jeans. His fingers creep in between her ass and teases her hole. Their tongues continue to wrestle each other until he breaks their kiss.

      "Come here." He pulls his mom onto his lap to have her straddle him. He then gives her ass a slap on both sides with each hand. Courtney yelps and before she knew it his hands were down her pants again. He squeezes her ass and leans in to kiss her cleavage. Just like she'd done with his neck, he begins to suck on her skin and bite down. She grinds her hips to rub herself against his half massed dick that was still dripping and beginning to make a wet spot on her pants. Both of them get pleasure out of the friction and it makes Corey take it further. His fingers climb their way underneath her panties then he hungrily slides his middle and index finger inside her ass. Courtney gasps sharply and bites the back of her hand. It was only a quick stinging pain when he entered her, but the pain soon subsided by the feel of her son's fingers curling inside her. She leans more into him and sticks her ass out as he works on her some more. Swiftly with his other hand he lifts her shirt up to expose her bra then wastes no time pulling that up as well to get her tits out. He's almost panting by the time he finally gets his mom's nipple in his mouth and begins to suck and slowly thrusts his fingers in and out of her.

      Courtney began seeping through her panties and made her thighs and the inside of her pants sticky. She kept one arm wrapped around Corey's neck while she reached down with the other to stroke him. Beads of sweat begin to drip down his forehead that makes his hair damp and stick to his skin. Their bodies were grinding close together and shared their shallow breaths with each other between moaning. Courtney's hand became lathered in his precum and she pulled up her hand and licked up from her wrist to her finger tips. She continued to clean her hand off with her tongue and made sure he watched. His dick throbs underneath her and he drops her breast out of his mouth. His lip dripped with spit and his face was red. His eyes stayed locked with his mother's and there was nothing but needy desire behind them.

      "I wanna fuck you, momma." Corey mutters. He pulls his fingers out of her slowly and gropes her ass one last time before shoving her onto the couch facing down. He kneels down and nearly rips her jeans off of her. Courtney wanted him just as badly and stuck out her ass to invite him. She's then met with a harsh stinging slap on her ass that causes her to whine.

      Corey was enjoying himself, he'd always thought his mom had a fat ass. Even his friends on the team and boys on the school bus would go on about his mom's ass to tease him. Little did they all know that he completely agreed with them. He admires the red handprint he left on his mom's milky round ass then begins to slide her panties down. That's when he sees the mess that'd formed in her underwear. Corey grins and grabs at her hips to pull her more towards him. He slaps her ass one more time before shoving his face between her ass.

      Courtney is caught off guard and barely had any time to react before she felt her son's tongue drag across from her pussy to her asshole. He held her hips tightly and lapped up her juices in every crevice. She moans into the couch cushion and her legs grow weak. He'd swirl and dig his tongue inside her ass then glide it back up to stimulate her clit. He loved the way she tasted and his throbbing dick was proof. When he pulls away his entire lower half of his face is soaked and dripping with a mix of both her juices and his drool. Instead of wiping himself clean he licks his lips.

      He then stands and strokes his dick while looking down at his mom still propped on the couch, waiting for him. He leans forward and teases her asshole with his tip. This surprises her again, but she doesn't object. Corey wipes the mess from his face and applies it like lube to his dick and her entrance. "I've always wanted to do this..." He spoke low as he readied himself. With a swift thrust of his hips, he thrusts himself into his mom's ass and it makes her cry out his name. He smiles and holds her still so she could adjust to his size. "Plus you can skip Plan B this time." He pulled her hair to the other side so he could see her face. Her insides were wrapped around him so tight he felt almost sucked in. It took a lot for him to keep from cumming right then but he held it and took it slow. He breathes low while slowly beginning his stroke.

      "You okay?" He asked, looking down at her for her reactions and expressions.

      She nodded and kept her eyes closed as he moved. "Yeah, baby. Keep going." Her voice was gasping and soft. She knew to relax her body and to keep her back arched. Courtney couldn't really remember the last time she let a man in through the backdoor. But for whatever reason, her son seemed more excited about this than when they fucked the first time. How long had he been fantasizing about fucking his mom in her ass?

      Corey does as his mother says and keeps going. He slowly rocked his hips to move around inside of her but he could feel her tense up and get too tight. He leans down and kisses up her spine. "Just relax, momma." He strokes her hair and pushes himself in further. Courtney bites down on her lip and digs her fingers into the cushions. "I'm gonna start moving, just tell me if it's too much." He waits for his mom's go-ahead before picking up the pace. Corey wanted nothing more than to just start pounding into her but he would cum too fast and end up hurting her. He was living out his biggest wet dream and he didn't want to fuck it up. He's able to pull most of his length out of her then thrust himself back in with less resistance this time. "There you go, momma..." He pulls out again. "Just like that." Then thrusts back in harder. The noises his mother makes sound less pained as he goes on and her body finally begins to relax in his arms. He can feel her tension fade and takes the opportunity to start really fucking her.

      He grabs both sides of her hips tight and begins to hump quicker and with more force behind it. Courtney gasps at the change and could hear her son start cussing as he kept going faster. The impact of his crotch meeting her ass fills the house with a wet slapping sound followed along with another hard smack on her ass. Corey watches his mom's fat ass jiggle and move while he fucks and smacks her. He could feel his heart beat in his ears as he got closer to cumming and began thrusting harder. His mom cries out in pleasure and lifts her head up to look back at him. "Baby-!" Her words barely escaped her mouth between her moans and gasps. The look in his mom's eyes sends a shockwave through his body and it makes him explode inside her. Corey's knees buckle and he falls forward on top of her as his balls release everything they could squeeze out. Both are out of breath and dripping with sweat. Courtney could feel her son's hot cum fill her up and she could feel his dick pulse as it emptied.

      Corey carefully pulls himself out then slumps on the couch and rests his hand on her ass again. He traces his handprints with his finger and watches her back rise and fall with her breathing. He then hovers over her and plants kisses on her neck and shoulders. "You okay?" He asked again.

      She slowly rolls over on her back to be facing him, then she smiles. "I'm great." She reaches up to hold his face and brings him down to kiss. He kisses her back and his tongue finds its way in the back of her throat.

      After a small moment of making out, Corey hops off of her and picks his boxers back up. He slips back into them and wipes his face with both hands. "Wanna shower?" He then leans down to grab her jeans for her and as he picks them up, the folded up paper falls out from the back pocket. Courtney's heart drops when the paper hits the floor. "Or a bath, I don't really care." Without thinking, Corey leans down to pick up the paper too and mindlessly unfolds it. His expression remained unchanged as he read it. He folds it back up and hands both the paper and her jeans over. Courtney felt like a child being caught hiding something. The guilt and shame wrapped around her like a blanket.

      Corey smirks at his mom. "I was gonna tell you about her." He catches her reaction and stops. "Is that why this happened?" His tone wasn't accusing or upset, only curious.

      Courtney couldn't hide the guilt on her face. She takes her pants and folds them in her lap to keep her hands busy as she talks. "I... Yes." She frowned.

      
        He can't help but stifle a laugh but then he sighs and shakes his head. "I didn't peg you for the jealous type. I thought you wanted me to start seeing girls."

      "I do!" She interrupts. She was just as shocked as Corey at her own shouting. She holds her head and sighs in frustration. "Look." She stands and pulls up her panties. "I do want you to start dating." She strokes the side of his face. "But..."

      Corey places his hand on top of hers then kisses the bridge of her nose to reassure her. "I know, momma." He wraps his arms around her waist and she squeezes back. "I think you'll like her." Courtney says nothing and he breaks their hug. "Let's shower." He tugs at her hand and leads her to the master bathroom.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      That night Corey and Courtney discussed him bringing Camille over to meet her and agreed on hosting her for dinner next weekend. Apparently, she and Corey had gone out a few times already and had been seeing each other for a few weeks. He met her at the diner that he and his baseball team ate at after practice, she was their waitress. The whole table of boys flirted with her but it was Corey that caught her eye. He explained to his mom that he was waiting to introduce her until they felt more serious than casual. The phrase 'serious' made her stomach turn but she was still excited to meet her son's first girlfriend.

      The week felt like it dragged on forever but it was finally Friday. The closer Saturday got, the deeper the pit in her stomach grew. Courtney sat at her cubicle staring off into thought about tomorrow. She swayed side to side in her swivel chair and mindlessly chewed on a strand of hair. A knock on the wall snaps her out of it. She looks up and sees a familiar friendly face smirking at her. His name was Phillip but she called him Phil, 35 and divorced with no kids. His hair was dark and thinning a bit but still had volume to it. He had patchy scruff on his chin and yellow teeth with breath that smelt like coffee and cigarettes. He wasn't very tall either, just about the same height as most of the women in the office and much shorter compared to the rest of the men. Phillip wasn't the most attractive in the office but Courtney thought he was charming in a funny way. He was always making her laugh in conversation, which happened a lot since they shared a wall. Sometimes they'd smoke a joint together in his car after work. The pair were becoming closer and it was noticed by their coworkers.

      "Hey daydreamer." Phillip smiles at her while holding two mugs of coffee and he offers her one. "Looked like you needed a little pick me up." He hands over the Garfield mug and keeps the Snoopy one for himself. He wore a baggy and wrinkled oversized button up, black slacks and a tie that looked like an electric guitar. Courtney takes the cup and takes a careful sip so as to not burn her tongue.

      
        "My hero." She places the mug on the desk and sighs. "I really don't wanna go home after work..." She looks at the time on her desktop, they had about two hours of the work day left until it was five.

      Phillip leans against the wall and shakes his head. "Y'know, you're probably the only person in the world to not want to go home after work on a Friday." He chuckles but stops when he sees that Courtney wasn't laughing along. "What's up?" He nudges her shoulder with his elbow. "Talk to your ol' pal Phil."

      Courtney sighs again, more exasperated this time. "I'm just not looking forward to tomorrow, and if I go home that means tomorrow is even closer."

      He watches her mope for a moment and takes a drink of his coffee before speaking. "Well, we can go drinking afterwards. I know a cool spot. And when I say cool, I mean cheap." He leans down and rests his chin on her shoulder. "I'll even pay. How about that?"

      She pauses for a moment. She hadn't drank since that first night with Corey. But it did sound nice to take the edge off. She places her hand on the top of his head and could feel his balding spot. "Alright, I agree to your terms. As long as you're paying." Her nostrils fill with Phillip's cheap cologne. If anything, he probably just sprayed air freshener on himself.

      Phillip plants a quick kiss on her shoulder then shoots up straight. "Yes ma'am." He winks at her and gives her an army salute then slinks back to his cubicle.

      The two hours zip by then it's finally punch out time. Phillip waited by the wall as he watched Courtney collect her things. All he had was a busted up man purse with his laptop and pens inside. He thought it made him look more professional. Courtney thought it made him look more like a douche. She puts her phone in her bag and pulls out her keys then she stands.

      She jingles her keys. "Let's get going." He steps to the side and gestures for her to lead the way, and takes a glance at her ass while he follows behind. They make their way to the pothole filled parking lot and his car beeps as it unlocks.

      "Just follow me, it's not far from her. Promise." He gives her a wink before getting into his car and starting it up. Courtney then gets into her own but takes out her phone to text Corey to let him know she'd be home late before turning the key.

      
        Corey was playing online on his PC with Camille while on a call together when he felt his phone go off next to him. He presses pause and picks up his phone to glance at the screen. "Hold on, my mom is texting me."

      Camille laughs. "Momma's boy!" He says nothing but grins to himself.

      'Going out with some coworkers. Will be home late! Leftovers are in the fridge.' Followed by several heart emojis. He skims the text and reacts to it with a heart then immediately hops back on the game.

      Courtney follows Phillip's car like instructed and they pull into the back of a shitty looking dive bar. There weren't that many cars parked outside and it began to lightly sprinkle outside. Phillip waits by the door while she climbs out her car. "Looks fancy." She teases as she approaches.

      He holds the door open with a beaming smile. "Right this way, m'lady." She walks on in and looks around. The place looked just as trashy on the inside as it did on the outside. Frank Sinatra played on an old fashioned jukebox and the walls were covered in old playboy posters and mounted up fish. There was an older couple sitting at a booth in the corner and an elderly man by himself at the bar. The bartender looked like a skinhead with a shiny bald head and neck and sleeve tattoos. "C'mon." Phillip grabs her hand and brings her to the bar.

      Phillip calls out as they sit on the worn out stool cushions. "Ron! Two well whiskeys!" The fat bald man behind the counter nods and begins pouring their drinks then slides it over. Phillip grabs both then hands Courtney hers. "To three dollar wells!" He holds up his glass to her.

      She smiles and holds up hers. "To not paying." They clink their glasses then throw their drinks back. She swallows it down with one hard gulp. It burned good. She missed drinking and was glad she said yes. "Thanks for inviting me out. I think I needed this." She places her hand on Phillip's knee.

      His eyebrows raise at the gesture and smiles wide. "Hey Ron? Two more please!" He places his hand on top of hers and strokes her knuckles with his thumb.

      They have about two more rounds after those and were a giggling mess by the end of it. They were feeling funny and flirty with five drinks in their system at this point. Phillip's hand found itself resting on her thigh and he'd give her a squeeze every now and then. He was practically undressing her with his eyes. She wore a pair of black kitten heels and a loose fitting thin grey skirt that stopped at her knees. Her top was just a black blouse but she'd put on her old and baggy community college sweater while she was in the car because it was all she had and it was getting cold outside.

      
        
      

      Phillip clears his throat then sets his empty glass down on the bar counter. "Say we call it a night? It is-" He checks his wrist watch. "Fuck, it's already twelve." They'd spent the last several hours just talking and drinking, getting to know one another better than just on a surface level. They talked about their divorce and their ex spouses. Phillip talked about his cover band and Courtney talked about her first girlfriend in college. They both learned a little bit more about each other tonight.

      Courtney drinks what remains at the bottom of her glass then sets it down. "How the hell were we supposed to get home??" They were both way too out of it to drive and the rain had picked up heavily since they first got inside. So there was no way either of them were driving anytime soon.

      "Shit, I didn't really think that far. But I also didn't know we'd end up this drunk." He grins at her, bearing his yellow teeth. "When you drink, you can really drink."

      She shrugs her shoulders and flips her wavy hair to the side. "It's been a while. I might have had too much fun." She uses hand to prop her head up while resting her arm on the bar.

      Phillip reaches into his back pocket and pulls out his carton of cigarettes. He opens it up and instead of a cigarette, he pulls out a hand rolled joint. "Have any room for some more fun?" He wriggles his eyebrows and flicks his zippo lighter with his other hand. Courtney smiles back at him and nods. He gestures with a nod of his head for her to follow him to the back of the building. Next to the bathrooms was an exit door that led to the back dumpsters.

      There was a metal sheet overhead that protected them from the pouring rain. The wind was blowing too much for Phillip to get the lighter to work so Courtney stands in front of him to help shield him. Eventually he gets the thing to light and puffs a few times to really get it to burn. He takes a long drag before placing it into Courtney's mouth, then playfully blowing the smoke at her face. She grins and wraps her lips around the joint. He watches her hair blow around in the wind. She looked so pretty without even trying and being a little drunk made him feel bold.

      He takes the joint out of her mouth after she's had a few turns then puts it back in his own. "Ever shotgun before?" Courtney lies and shakes her head. She's done it before but she didn't want to ruin Phillip's move on her. He takes a long drag and leans in closer. He puts his hand on the side of her face and hovers his lips only inches away from hers. He slowly exhales the smoke into her mouth while not breaking eye contact with her. She breathes it in and puts her hand up to his chest, then blows it out. At the same time they lean into a deep heated kiss.

      Phillip pushed her up against the wall and shoved his tongue down her throat in the same motion. He tasted like an ash tray and he was stronger than she expected. She liked that he overpowered her in that brief moment and let him take control. The joint falls to the ground and he grabs at her ass with one hand and gropes her tits with the other. A moan escapes her and echoes into his open mouth. He pulls away for a brief moment to gasp for air. He grabs a hold of her neck and licks from her jaw to her ear. She shutters and exhales a shaking sigh.

      "I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you." He whispers into her ear then pulls her arm, leading her into the rain to head to his car. The car beeps when it's unlocked and he swings the back passenger door open and hurries her inside first. He climbs in right behind her then slams the car door shut. Both were now soaked and laughing then began to kiss again. Phillip moves her wet hair out of her face then starts removing her soaked sweater. Her blouse underneath was only a little damp but he removed that too anyway, now she only wore her bra. He'd always sneak glances at her cleavage at work but now he was looking at the whole thing, and he noticed some red markings. He grins at her and starts to undo her bra. "Looks like someone beat me to it." Her bra drops onto the seat and he pushes her back to lie down.

      For a second Courtney didn't know what he was talking about until she remembered that Corey had left bite marks and hickies on her breasts the last time they slept together. An entire week had passed and Corey's hickies she'd left on his neck had faded by now and thankfully he and Camille hadn't seen each other all week for her to have seen anything. Corey was a bit more rough and the bite marks he left were still bruised, but Phillip didn't seem to mind. As long as he got his turn too. He shoved his face between her breasts and reached his hand down to slide it down her panties but to his pleasant surprise, she wasn't wearing any.

      He laughs and speaks with his mouth against her neck. "You dirty bitch." With that, he slips two digits inside her. Courtney gasps and whines when he feels him bite her skin while thrusting his fingers. She was already wet and gave him all the lube he needed to go faster and began to curl them before slipping in a third. The car's windows began to fog up and boxed in her moaning. Phillip's mouth had moved on from her neck now to her tits. He latched onto her nipples and sucked desperately like he was trying to milk her. She could feel herself about to cum but he stops, almost like he knew. He slinks off his belt and rips his zipper down. He doesn't bother taking his pants or boxers completely off and just tugs them both down to his ankles to save on time, then gets back on top of her. His dick wasn't very long, only about average length but it was fat like a soda can and had a vein along its side. He had a lot of hair on his mound and even more on his balls. His dick twitched on its own and was already leaking from the tip.

      Phillip reaches over the seat and rummages around in the glovebox then pulls out a condom. Who knows how long it's been in there, but neither of them gave a shit right now. He holds the wrapper in his teeth to rip it open and begins to eagerly slip it on. Courtney watches and keeps her legs spread for him. Once the condom is on, Phillip leans down to kiss her again and gets into the ready position. They exchange more spit for a moment and their kiss is broken by a moaning cry coming out of Courtney when he thrusts in. Her hole stretched out and gripped around him tight. He grunts and pushes in further, keeping both his hands on each side of her on the seat to keep himself up. She could feel his dick throb inside her and he gave her a brief moment to adjust. He stretched her out wider than Corey had when he fucked her ass. He whispers into her ear past the wet strands of her hair. "Hold on tight." Courtney follows his instructions and wraps her arms around his neck and her legs locked around his frame.

      The car begins to shake and creak in no time as Phillip slams his fat dick in and out of her at a jackhammer pace and a footprint imprints on the fogged up back window. The small space is filled with hot air and the sounds of skin contact and Courtney's moans. She thought this was intense, she never figured Phillip to be the rough type but he knew what he was doing. He was fucking her hard and fast but not to the point to where she was in any discomfort. His dick not being that long helped with that. Her cervix didn't feel like a punching bag, instead it made her want to go harder so he could go in deeper to the parts of her he couldn't reach.

      Phillip's hair and forehead were dripping sweat onto her chest. The car was only getting warmer from their heavy breathing and it was only going to get harder as he started giving her longer and harder strokes. Instead of ramming himself in and out he switches to a slowed down pull then slams himself back in balls deep. His change of rhythm rewards him with Courtney's nails digging into the back of his neck and her thighs squeezing around him tighter.

      "Fuck! Phillip- harder!" Her begging was sincere and her wish was his command. He grabs both her wrists with each hand and pins them over her head and uses this to steady himself and hold her in place as he drills into her with all he's got. His moans were becoming almost as vocal as hers, getting closer and closer to cumming. Courtney loved the feeling of being made defenseless and pinned down like this, it gave her just the push she needed to go completely over the edge. She climaxes hard against his dick, and he could feel it. Her pussy got tighter as she reached her peak and practically squeezed the cum right out of him. Phillip groans as he fills the condom up to the brim then falls limp on top of her when he's done. Both are soaked from both sweat and rainwater and left a gasping mess in the back seat.

      After a moment's rest, Phillip finally pulls his limp dick out of her and sits down. Again, he reaches over the seat and grabs his water bottle. He twists off the cap and takes several giant gulps before offering it to her next. Courtney doesn't sit up as she takes it and drinks it while still half lying down. He looks down at her and kisses her stomach before checking his watch again. It was now almost two. He huffs and pats her knee. "We gotta get you home." He reaches down into his pants to pull out his phone. "Let me call you an Uber."

      Courtney sits up and yawns, stretching her arms out. "I think I'm good to drive now. It's not raining so hard anymore either." She wipes the fog off the mirror to look outside. The bar was already closed and they were the only two cars left in the lot.

      
        "You sure?" He lifts up his pants and zips himself back up. "I don't wanna see your mangled corpse and totaled car on the news in the morning." She laughs and shoves his shoulder. "I'm serious, though. Promise me you'll drive slow?"

      "I'll be fine. I'm not too far from home anyhow." She grabs her top and her sweater but only puts her blouse back on. "I promise." She kisses his cheek and puts her shoes back on. "I'll text you when I'm home." She opens the car door and climbs out.

      "You better." Phillip waves to her as she closes the door and he stays to watch her until her car has left the parking lot.

      Courtney had several unread texts from Corey asking her where she was and if everything was okay plus two missed calls. He was worried and it made his own mom feel like she was a kid out breaking curfew. She knew she'd have to explain herself when she got home. Like she had said, she really didn't live too far from where they were and got back home in less than fifteen minutes. But it was already two by the time she pulled into the driveway. She looks at herself in the rear view mirror to see if she had looked like she just had sex. But she just looked like she got caught in a rainstorm instead, the perfect cover up.

      She sends off a text letting Phillip know that she was home then shuts off the car and makes her way to the front door. Her fingers fumble through the keys but the door opens before she could find the right one. Corey stood there looking tired and a bit mad. "You never answered me."

      Courtney frowns and sighs as she walks past him to get into the house. "I know, baby. I'm sorry. I wasn't paying much attention to my phone." She kicks off her shoes and throws her bag on the couch. Corey follows her to the laundry room to keep nagging. "You know Camille is coming over today, right? Why'd you pick tonight to get shit faced and come home at 2AM??"

      She stops in her tracks, taken aback at his tone then turns to look at him. "I'm still your mother." Her voice was stern, a tone she hadn't used with him in a long time. She opens the washing machine door, throws her wet sweater in then slams it shut. "You don't get to talk to me that way. And as your mother, I don't need to explain myself." In a huff, she storms off to her room and slams the door behind her, leaving Corey alone.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 3

      When morning came around, Corey let his mom sleep in up until around eleven when he came to wake her up himself. Camille wasn't coming over until later this evening, but they still had a lot to get ready. He gently creaks open the door and peers inside. Courtney was asleep on the bed only in an oversized tshirt, which actually belonged to Corey. Her clothes from last night were discarded on the floor and the lamp on her nightstand was still on. He walks over and pulls the lamp string to turn it off then takes a seat next to her on the bed to watch her sleep for a moment. He felt bad for making her angry last night. Looking back at it, he was coming off a little bit controlling and forgot for a moment that she was his parent and not his girlfriend.

      He gently shakes her shoulder. "Momma, time to wake up now." He strokes her tangled and messy hair. "Let's get you showered, okay?" He pats her back then heads to her bathroom to get the water running. Courtney stirs and slowly lifts her head up. She looks around the room and groans at the sunlight. After taking a break from drinking, her body had forgotten how to function in the morning after a few drinks. Her pelvis ached and she knew why. Phillip had really given it to her last night and might be sore for a while. She groggily sits up out of bed and drags herself to the bathroom. She strips out of her shirt and underwear then turns on the sink to splash water over her face.

      Corey was checking the water's temperature to make sure it was just the right amount of hot like she liked it. The bathtub was already halfway full and steaming, ready for her to get in. He watches his mom carefully dip her feet in the slowly submerges. He loved admiring his mom's full figure. The stretch marks on her belly from when she was pregnant with him, her love handles, her fat ass. Courtney closes her eyes and puts her head under water to get all of her hair wet and she opens her eyes when she resurfaces.

      He took his mother's hand into his own and intertwined their fingers. "I'm sorry for last night." He kisses her knuckles. "I didn't mean to yell at you." He frowned. Courtney lifts up his chin to reassure him.

      "It's okay, babe." She squeezes his cheeks. "I didn't mean to worry you." She leans back into the tub and exhales out. The hot water felt good for her aching loins. "I know today is important to you, time just got away from us."

      "Us." Corey repeats. "Who were all the coworkers you went with?" He presses. Courtney wasn't a fan of the third degree. She felt like she had something to hide, but she really didn't. If Corey was allowed to have a girlfriend then she could fuck a coworker. Though, maybe she wouldn't phrase it that way.

      She clears her throat. "Just me and my friend Phil." She avoids meeting his eyes.

      
        
      

      Corey's gears begin to turn as he tries to remember that name being mentioned before and if he's ever met the guy. He vaguely remembered one time after an office Christmas party, his mom had drunk one too many and a 'Phil' had dropped her off at home. That was about two years ago but the two have never met and he didn't have a face to put to the name.

      "Phil, huh?" He puts his hand in the hot water for no particular reason. "Should I be jealous?" He was only half teasing, he kind of was actually jealous. She was late because she was out with a guy and she tried to hide it from him. But he couldn't really talk, he had done the same with keeping her in the dark about Camille. At least they both coughed up the truth eventually. He had more questions but honestly wasn't sure if he wanted to know.

      Courtney runs his hands through her hair. "Don't be." Her words were dismissive and she changed the subject. "What should I make for Camille for dinner?" That was something she'd yet to figure out. She planned on asking Corey last night about it and going to the grocery store to get ingredients after work, but things obviously didn't turn out that way.

      "Um yeah, she's actually vegan." His smile was awkward. He probably should have mentioned it sooner, but he hadn't given Courtney a lot of information about her. It wasn't like Courtney was asking any questions about her either.

      His mom forces a smile. "Oh, okay. That's fine." A lie. She had no goddamn idea what she was gonna feed this girl. She knew how to cook normal meat eating foods with normal cheese. She's never touched any type of meat substitute or attempted any vegan recipes. She thinks to herself for a second and decides she'll probably just make pasta or something. Pasta is vegan, right?"

      "Yeah- sorry." He pulls his hand out from the water and lets it drip. "She took me to a vegan place once, it's not actually that bad if you try it." Courtney would have never guessed her son would eventually eat vegan. Him and his team always got burgers at the diner after their games and practice, the diner where he met Camille. He leans down and gives her a peck on the cheek. "I'll leave you alone. I'm gonna start cleaning."

      His kiss gave her a small feeling of comfort. "Good boy." She pinches his cheek like she always liked to do then watches him leave.

      She started washing her hair and body before the water got cold. She'd always prefer baths over showers. When Corey was younger she'd take baths with him all the time. Bath time when he was a baby was one of her favorite memories. Thinking back on memories of Corey as an infant or toddler made her feel a little weird now. Of course she remembered those moments fondly, but then she'd remember what she was now doing with her son. In the heat of the moment, the taboo adds fuel to their fire. Only afterwards did the guilt start to settle in. Courtney didn't like to think about it too much and whenever she did, she'd smoke. And she could really use a joint right about now.

      Courtney exits the tub and lets it drain. She wraps her towel around her body and goes to her bedroom to get her phone and the tin box in her dresser drawer where she kept her weed, then comes back into the bathroom. She shuts and locks the door behind her and turns on the bathroom fan. She usually would smoke in her car but in rare circumstances, she'd lock herself in her bathroom and smoke out the window. After prying the window open and sparking her joint, she gets on her phone to look up potential recipes for tonight. But she sees she has some unread messages from Phillip.

      'Morning! We made a mess in my car.' With the bar of soap emoji. 'Hope you don't have any regrets and block me later!' Followed by a heart.

      She smiles to herself. He was cheesy but his jokes always got her. She begins texting him back. 'No regrets.' And a heart. 'Well, maybe one. I didn't get to go grocery shopping and now I need to make a vegan dinner.' The message is sent and she takes a long drag from her joint. The text changes from 'delivered' to 'read' in no time then the typing bubbles pop up.

      Phillip sends two throwing up emojis and thumbs down her text. 'Thoughts and prayers!'

      She laughs again then takes another hit. It made her happy that Phillip wasn't acting cold and distant with her after sleeping together. It's happened a few times with male friends. They'd get her comfortable around them, make her assume they're friends then they get what they want and eventually stop talking to her. This was the first time in a long time that she had an impulsive fling like that, if you're not counting her son.

      Courtney looks down at her dripping body and blows her last puff out the window before putting the joint out in the ashtray she hid behind the plunger. She drops her towel then grabs her brush off the bathroom counter to brush her hair out. The mirror was fogged up so she wiped it down so she could see herself and look at her body. Her hands trace her figure and she turns to look at her ass. She noticed that men would go crazy for her ass while her tits came in second place. Courtney didn't like how far her breasts drooped down, but they were heavy. And had markings from two different men. Corey's bite marks seemed more faded now. Her nipples were still sore from Phillip attempting to nurse last night.

      While still posing in the mirror, she takes photos of herself with her phone. She took a few mirror selfies in different poses then flips the camera around, taking faceless photos with her tits. She'd hold them and take front facing photos of her whole figure. After a couple more photos, she goes through them and deletes which ones she wasn't happy with. She didn't like her face in that one, her stomach looked too big in this one, and she hated how she looked in the other one. She'd taken about thirty photos and ended with only fifteen. The top three get sent to an unsuspecting Phillip, a daring move. But she learned that Phillip was the type to like assertiveness.

      Again, her message is seen by Phillip almost immediately but the three bubbles didn't appear as fast as last time. Another moment passes, still no bubbles. Courtney frowns and feels her heart begin to slightly race. Was that too horny? Did she just fuck this up? What if he wasn't into it and now he's uncomfortable? That was dumb and she shouldn't have done that. Stupid fucking idiot. Her spiraling is interrupted by her phone buzzing.

      A gif of an old cartoon wolf with bulging heart eyes and a stuck out erect tongue with the caption 'AWOOGA!'

      'You're gonna get it the next time I get my hands on you.' With the smiling devil emoji.

      Courtney sighs out in relief. She heart reacts to his message then begins to dry herself off. Next time, huh? So last night wasn't just a one time thing. That gave her something to look forward to at work on Monday.

      It was almost one now and Camille was supposed to arrive around four or five. So it was time to start cleaning and getting ready to cook. Corey tidied up and vacuumed the living room and was currently sweeping the kitchen floor. The counters and stove were wiped down, the kitchen window was open to let the air in and he had even cleaned the glass. Courtney had never seen him clean the house like this, not even when she'd ask him to or when he had chores when he was younger. He seemed to really want to make a good impression on this girl, this was his first girlfriend afterall. And Courtney barely knew anything about her. But she figured now was a better time than ever to start asking.

      Courtney had changed into an overall dress with a long sleeve top underneath and her still wet hair was done up in a messy bun. She found a vegan pasta recipe online that seemed simple enough to make with stuff she already had lying around. She begins setting out everything she needs on the counters and takes this moment to get to know about Camille.

      "So, tell me about her. How long have you been seeing here? She still in school?" She puts the vegetables in the strainer to wash them in the sink.

      Corey was expecting his mom to finally bring this up at some point. "Um, like four weeks?" He didn't seem certain. "But yeah, she's a senior at our rival school." He dumps the dustpan dirt into the trash. "She's... Sweet. She's a great listener and involved in the community. She volunteers a lot at the animal shelter and plays roller derby. I've been taking her to her games and I stay and watch. Her team is the psych ward sirens." He trails off from his info dumping to think back to the last game of hers he watched. Her team won by three points and it was really close.

      His mom didn't expect him to be so passionate. He seemed genuinely interested in her and held her in high regard. And to top it off, it sounded like she was a good person. So she couldn't even find anything to criticize. And it bothered her that she was even searching for one. "She sounds nice..." That couldn't have come out more superficial. "Can I see a photo of her?"

      He was happy to and pulled out his phone to show her his lockscreen. She was in her roller derby gear and had a bloody running nose that stained her teeth in her wide smile. Her hair was green and damp with sweat under a red helmet. She was sitting on the ground and looking up at Corey who was behind the phone taking the photo, and she looked happy. She was a curvy Latina with a bridge piercing. Courtney was getting a glimpse into what her son's type was and what he was attracted to, certainly not what she was expecting though. Camille was gorgeous even with a bloody and sweaty face.

      "She's pretty." Courtney looks away from his phone to start cutting up the produce. "Seems sporty like you." She wondered what else they had in common.

      Corey notices his mom's indifference and frowns, putting his phone away and sighs. "Hey, I know that this is... weird. But can you please at least try?" He walks from around the kitchen island and hugs her from behind, locking his arms around her hips and kissing her shoulder. "I really want you to like her." Courtney stops moving and feels him press against her backside. She rubs his arms and leans against him in return. He kisses on her neck. "You're still my momma..." He starts to pull up her dress while whispering against her skin. "You think I don't feel some type of way about Phil?" He says his name in a mocking tone and pulls her closer against him, his half massed dick pressing against her ass.

      Courtney blushes but says nothing, only gasping when Corey starts to rub her through her panties. The kissing and nibbling her plants on her earlobe makes her shutter in his arms and her panties begin to grow damp against his fingers. Corey thrusts his hips forward to get a good feel of her ass on his erection. "I can fuck you better than him." He says as he pushes the cutting board out of the way and shoves his mom down on the counter in front of her. Courtney can't help the whining moan that escaped her. He grins, pulling her panties down then slapping her bent over ass. Corey drops his pants and whips out his dick. Just like their first time, there was no condom. He spreads her legs further apart and pulls lines himself up with her, then grabs her hips and yanks her backwards and thrusts himself inside of her in the same motion. She cries out and her knees buckle, only being kept up by the counter top.

      
        He fucks her mercislessly like he only ever dreamed about. He wasn't holding back like the other times, wanting to show her what he could do to her. His hand reaches around to grab her jiggling tits and tugs hard at her nipple. Corey was abusing his mom's pussy like his own personal flesh light. He thrusted himself in deep and hard, plowing his dick in until he reached the end of her. The head of his dick nearly breaches her cervix and it was making her loins ache more than they already did. His balls were dripping with his mom's juices and slapping against her pink clit. "I love you so fucking much, momma." His words come out in a growl and he starts bucking his hips faster.

      Her mind was being fucked empty of all thought, she couldn't muster out a word. Just drooling and letting whatever moans and cries leave out of her. Corey was giving it his all and working up a sweat but he wasn't growing tired. He was like a dog in heat. Dogs fucked their moms too, right?

      Corey feels his mom's pussy wrap tighter around him which meant she was close. He slaps her ass again then grabs her by her hair to pull her up. "Cum for me, momma." He whispers and starts speeding up his humping. "Then I'm gonna cum in you." He wasn't asking, he was telling her. The grip on her hair tightens when Corey feels his own climax about to peak. Courtney was too desperately horny to think about any consequences.

      She moans breathlessly and groans loudly. "Oh- FUCK! Please! Fill me, baby!" That's all it took for Corey to cum hard and the sensation of her son's hot cum shooting inside her made her release, their cum and sweat mixing together. Fuck another Plan B pill. He wanted his mom pregnant and made sure to stick his dick deep inside her so she got every last drop of his sperm. He pants then pulls out of her then and the sweat off his face. Courtney stays lying on the counter, still shaking. Some of their cum begins to leak out of her. He slaps her ass one last time then pulls her dress back down and helps her stand up straight.

      "I'm gonna go shower again." He kisses her shoulder. "Camille will be here at four." He reminds her, then goes off to the bathroom. The shower began running by the time Courtney finally collects herself. She grabs a paper towel off the rack and uses it to clean up between her legs, tosses it out then fixes her hair back up. Her legs still felt like jelly but she had to get back to getting dinner ready. But at least now her mind was put more at ease. Corey may have had a girlfriend now, but she was his momma. His momma who he loved to fuck. And in her head, he really did fuck her better than Phil.

      Four eventually comes around and dinner was ready. Courtney had made eggplant parmesan, just without the cheese because she didn't have vegan cheese. The table was set and both of them had freshened themselves up again. Courtney was in much better spirits now and actually excited to meet her now. Corey was filling the cups up with water when the doorbell rings, followed by a few light knocks. He quickly sets the pitcher and cup down and races to the front door, and straightens out his shirt and fluffs his hair before swinging it open.

      
        Camille smiles wide and waves at him with both hands, one of which was carrying flowers. Like the picture she saw, Camille was much shorter than the two of them. Her body was curvy in the right places. She'd be a bit chubby if she weren't athletic but most of her weight was in her lower half. Her thighs, her hips and her ass were thick with both fat and muscle. Her curly hair was a freshly redyed neon green and was cut at neck length. She wore a short floral print dress that stopped above her bruised knees with classic converse hightops and a battered backpack riddled with custom pins slinged over her shoulder. The flowers she brought with her complimented the colors of the flowers on her black dress.

      The two teens embrace each other then share a small kiss. Camille jumps excitedly. "I made it!! And I brought these! You like 'em?" She holds up the store bought bouquet. "Where's your mom??" Similar to Courtney, she asked a lot of questions at once.

      Corey pats her shoulder to settle her down then closes the door. "She's waiting for you in the kitchen." He points and Camille zips off in that direction.

      She takes a look around then the two women lock eyes. Camille squeals and runs at Courtney, flinging herself onto her in a tight hug. "I'M SO HAPPY TO MEET YOU!!!" Her voice was still squealing as she spoke and jumped up and down. Courtney was taken aback but she thought it was sweet. She wraps only one arm around her and pats her back. Camille peels herself off then hands over the flowers. "I got these for you! Corey said these were your favorite." He was right. She had gotten her a bouquet of peach reflex chrysanthemums, and she loved them.

      "Oh, wow." Courtney smiles and gladly takes them. "These are gorgeous- and so are you!" She beams then pulls her back into a hug, again Camille squeezes her tight. Corey watched from afar and was glad things were starting off on a good foot. He knew the flowers would be a good move. "Thank you, love. I'm gonna go put these in water, make yourself at home." She notices the bag after saying that.

      Corey comes up behind his girlfriend and kisses the top of her head. "I'll show you around." He takes her hand and brings her to the other side of the house. Courtney smells the flowers before grabbing a vase and filling it with water. She places the vase in the middle of the table and arranges the flowers inside to look nice. She decides to take a photo since the two still hadn't returned yet. She then could hear the teens talking down the hallway. They had just come out of Corey's room.

      She could hear the sounds of kissing and Camille's soft laughter. "Your room looks way bigger in person instead of on a camera." Corey holds her waist and keeps kissing the sides of her face to make her laugh more but she holds up her hands to stop him. "Did you even ask your mom if I could stay over?" Her voice was more hushed this time.

      He pecks her lips. "It's fine. We're good." He never asked for permission but he knew Courtney wouldn't say no if put on the spot, especially after what he'd done to her in the kitchen to get on her good side. Corey has Camille leave her bag in his room and they come back into the kitchen. Courtney had set the food out on the table and was still messing around with the flowers to look preoccupied, like she wasn't just eavesdropping.

      "I hope you're hungry! I've never made anything vegan before, so please bear with me."

      Corey pulls out Camille's chair for her and she sits. "No, it smells great! Looks great too." She places her hand on top of Corey's and he kisses her cheek. Courtney pretends not to notice as she scoops the still steaming food onto a plate.

      She feels a hand on her hip. "Don't worry about it, momma. I got it." Corey had a handsome smile glued to his face and pulled out the chair on the opposite end of the table for her. Courtney feels a butterfly flutter in her stomach. He was giving both women the same amount of attention to keep the balance. Courtney definitely noticed but Camille just thought her boyfriend was a true gentleman that had a close relationship with his mother.

      Courtney sits as her son serves the women first. She then turns her attention towards their guest. "So, Camille. How many times did you see Corey at the diner before you two finally started talking?" Corey never really told the full story of how they met outside of she was his waitress so she was curious.

      "Oh!" Camille sits up straight. "Well, I was actually just starting my job there. I think it was my first week, and that Friday, Corey and his team came in. They were all pretty rowdy but Corey was-" She pauses to choose her words carefully. "Present. All the other guys were flirty and trying to be funny, but Corey was just genuinely nice. And I liked that." The two exchange a warm look as Corey passes her the plate. "He gave me a tip and I gave him my number." She grins to herself and takes a sip of her water.

      His mom smiles. Deep down in the pit of her jealousy, she didn't want to like Camille. But she was glad to see her son happy and she seemed like a sweet girl. There was nothing for her to nitpick or judge, not even her appearance. Yeah she was kind of punk looking, but she was pretty and she really pulled off the aesthetic. "He told me a little about your roller derby team. That's interesting!" Corey places her plate down in front of her.

      The young girl beams. "Yeah, it's a lot of fun! I've been playing for like three years! Corey is my biggest fan, I love when he comes to my games. And I go to his too!" She picks up her fork and cuts off a piece of the eggplant. "Um- I actually have a tournament tomorrow. And Corey was gonna take me." She stammered over her words. "And we'd have to head out really early, so uh-"

      
        "It's okay that she stays over so we can leave in the morning, right?" Corey cuts her off. Camille was obviously nervous about asking so he decided to take the lead with confidence. He takes a bite of his food but Camille sits still, holding her breath. She felt bad.

      Courtney looks at them both then forces a smile. "Of course, no problem." The pit grew a little deeper. While chewing Corey winks and puckers his lips at her. His girlfriend didn't notice, she was happily eating her dinner now that the question was out of the way. Corey really knew how to charm his mother, because that secret wink and kiss made her actually smile.

      The rest of dinner went smoothly. Courtney learned about Camille's family and their background and what she was planning on going to college for. She was a second generation of immigrants from Mexico, she was bilingual and had an older and younger brother. The eldest was in his second year of college while the youngest was in middle school, but he lived with their grandmother. Her dad left when she was young and she and Corey found common ground in their daddy issues. She was planning on getting her bachelor's in physical education and a teacher's license to be a coach. Courtney found that unique.

      They're all eventually finished with their food and Courtney starts collecting the plates. Camille offered to help but she insisted that she go and unwind with Corey and that she'd take care of it. The teens retreated to the backyard and Courtney got started on the dishes. Tonight went pleasantly well, she found herself wrapped around Camille's finger. She was so interesting and genuine and seemed to make her son very happy. All the feelings involved were complicated but she wanted to make it work. If she wanted Corey to be happy while still being intimate, then she'd have to learn to share.

      Once again, the kitchen is clean. The dishes were in the washer, the leftovers were put away in the fridge and the teens were still outside. It was dark out now and Courtney felt like smoking the rest of that joint from this morning. She slinks off to her bathroom and locks the door behind her. Again grabbing the tin box and opening up the window. Before she could light it, she caught a glimpse of the backyard. Her bathroom window just so happened to align where she could see Corey and Camille in the backyard. They were sitting on the bench swing and kissing. He was cupping her face with both hands and kissed her deep. Camille was cuddled up close to him, almost in his lap. Her hand moves from his chest and drags down to her stomach. Courtney shuts the window and turns away. She felt her heart jump in her chest and quickly sparks her joint, not caring that the room was about to fill with smoke now.

      Seeing her son kiss another woman and her hand go exploring like that just shook up something inside her that she didn't know was there. She expected to feel jealous or uncomfortable, but instead she felt curious. She'd never seen what her son looked like engaging in intimacy from the outside. He looked like how Camille said, present. The way he held her was protective and warm. It was like she could feel his hands on her again while watching him touch someone else. The sight of Camille's hand lower down made her clench and she got flustered. She takes several hits from her joint and sits in the tub. If Camille was staying over, the two were certainly going to be sleeping together. She knew that the moment she agreed to allow her to spend the night.

      As she smoked she began to wonder if they've had sex already. To her knowledge, Corey hadn't slept over at Camille's place yet but that doesn't mean they haven't done it somewhere else. Her train of thought travels to the question if Corey was a virgin when they had sex. He didn't fuck like he was a virgin but there was no way for her to know without asking. She felt an itch to peer through the window again and the weed made her anxiety simmer down. After putting out the roach in the tray, she carefully climbs back up to the window and slowly slides it open. But they were gone. Courtney felt a mix of relief and disappointment but left the window open to air out the bathroom. She straightens out her clothes and fixes her bun in the mirror then sprays the room with air freshener to mask the smell.

      Courtney decides to get dressed more comfortably before bed. She tossed the outfit she wore today aside and dug in her drawers for something to wear. Most of her clothing was in the laundry room, another chore she was supposed to do yesterday. So she settles with an old beat up band tour shirt and the yoga shorts that had a hole in them. She then throws herself onto the bed and enjoys the warmth the weed had her wrapped in. It was a nice body high that made her relax, the perfect weed for bedtime. Her stoned dissociation is cut short by her phone going off. She picks it up to check the notification.

      From Phillip. 'Did you survive the vegan dinner?'

      She smiles and responds back. 'Barely. Next time I'll just make a salad.'

      He types for a small moment before sending another text. 'Was that why you didn't want to go home yesterday? Vegan cooking?'

      She sighs and taps her finger on the side of her phone, debating what she might say. But a noise that echoed down the hallway gains her attention, she sets her phone down and peers out from her doorway to investigate. There was no one out there but she could hear more sounds coming from Corey's room. His door was slightly ajar which was unusual of him, he'd always close his door even when he wasn't home. The only light in the house right now was coming from Courtney's room and Corey's cracked open door. There was the sound of creaking and fabric shifting and small bumps on the wall. Her heart dropped down into her stomach and she had that same feeling at the window spark inside her. Her son was having sex and he left the door open. And something inside her was telling her that wasn't an accident.

      Courtney could feel herself twitch between her thighs. Her legs had a mind of their own as she tip-toed down the hall to his bedroom. The noises became louder and clearer as she approached. She could hear heavy breathing and Camille's soft and muffled moaning. Courtney hesitates and her hands begin to feel clammy but while holding her breath she peeks an eye through the small opening.

      The two teens were shifting around in Corey's bed. He was sitting upright and thrusting his hips forward while Camille sat in his lap riding him, grinding her hips while bouncing on her strong knees. Her back was facing Courtney so she got to have a good look at her son's face while he fucked another girl. She could see their tongues rolling around and their hands exploring each other. Camille had her fingers tangled in his hair and she gasped for air against his lips. Corey was naked but Camille still had her blue sports bra on, though it was rolled up. Her breasts were small and budding with dark nipples. Watching her son grope her is when she notices that Camille's nipples were pierced and Corey pinches them with his fingers.

      Courtney continues to stare as they start moving faster. Corey pulls away from their kiss and moves his mouth to her breast. He twirls her piercing in his mouth and sucks gently while still bucking his hips upwards at the same rhythm as Camille's bouncing. She covers her mouth to not make too much noise and Courtney could tell she was taking him all the way in. In that moment, she could almost feel what it was like to have him inside her again. She was still sore from earlier today in the kitchen, and now Camille was about to have the same pain in the morning. Courtney's underwear grows damp but she couldn't work up the guts to start touching herself, she was too scared to cross that line but she ached to be touched like how Corey was touching on his girlfriend.

      She's startled when suddenly Corey shifts their position, now Camille was lying on her back and he began to fuck her while pinning her down and kissing her hard. Like Phillip had done to her in his car. Courtney bites her lip and squeezes her thighs together tightly. The sight of her son dominating her like that made her weak in the knees. He was much stronger and taller than both women, Camille couldn't fight back if she tried. Her short legs wrap around Corey's hips while he continues his long and harsh strides into her. Courtney could hear them whisper but couldn't make out what they were saying, then Camille's voice gets higher but still at a hushed volume. She was moaning with each stroke now, signaling that she was about to cum so Corey goes harder. Now Corey began to moan quietly against Camille's neck and got closer to his peak.

      Her eyes stay locked on the pair while they both reach their climax, then widen when Corey doesn't pull out. He stays still to catch his breath for a moment before slowly pulling himself out of her, revealing the condom he was wearing. He peels it off then tosses it in the trash bin next to his bed. Camille stayed lying on the bed, limp and tired. He leans down to kiss her once more. When he lifts his head back up, his eyes lock with his moms. Not a hint of surprise and his eyes didn't even search for her, he knew she'd be right exactly there.

      Courtney quickly backs away and darts back to her bedroom, shutting the door behind her. Her hands were shaking as she grabbed her phone off the bed. She pulls off her pants and slides down the side of the bed and onto the floor. She was no longer in control of her own actions as she pressed record and penetrated herself. She was sopping wet already and coated her fingers in her slime. She pumps her fingers in and out and bucks her hips desperately. She was beginning to make a mess in the spot where she sat, creating a sticky puddle and droplets around her. She thought about how her son looks when he's cumming from an outside view, he would clench his jar and curl his toes with tightly shut eyes. Then she thought about those eyes watching her from behind the door. The camera shakes with her trembling hand as she fingers herself to climax, biting her bottom lip hard enough to draw blood.

      Slowly she removes her fingers from herself and slumps further down on the floor, then stops the recording. Her face was hot and sweaty and she felt like a peeping tom freak, but that was probably the hardest she's ever cum from masturbating. It takes her a moment to collect herself but eventually her pants are pulled back up and she manages to climb into bed finally. Courtney couldn't bring herself to watch the video, it would make it too real. She bites her nails anxiously while huddled under her blankets in the dark. She felt like a degenerate pervert that would only scare him away. Nobody knew how depraved she really was, not even Courtney. She felt gross but despite this, the lust still remained. She could be ashamed all she wanted but she was still horny and there was nothing she could do about it. And though she wasn't thinking about it in the moment, she was only recording herself for Phil. Courtney still felt rancid about herself but Phillip gave her comfort and was someone to turn to when she couldn't have Corey. Was it selfish? Probably. But there was a list of things wrong she was already doing, what's one more? So she sent it without another thought then tossed her phone to the end of her bed. Her eyes essentially close by themselves as her body settles and she drifts off to sleep.

      She dreamt about a memory of a specific Easter she had with Corey when he was little. He was about six years old and she had put some rabbit ears on him with an Easter bunny basket to match. He had pink stained lips all day from all the watermelon he ate at the picnic. He didn't even bother eating the candy he found that day, all he wanted were slices of watermelon that he said looked like pizza. In her dream, she was back in that same park near her parent's house where they had the picnic. They were on the blanket and Corey was in her lap showing her all the eggs he found. She would try wiping the sticky watermelon juice from his face but he would turn his head and get fussy.

      Courtney sighs and gently scolds him. "Come on- just hold still, baby." She licks her thumb and attempts to reach the corner of his mouth but he moves away again, this time getting up from her lap to leave. She can't see him when he stands, the sun was beaming in her eyes from directly behind him and all she could see was his silhouette. His body grew taller, going from a little boy to the teen build he had now. She still couldn't see his face but he still had his bunny ears. He hovers over her and it makes her nervous, and a little intimidated.

      "Corey...?" She gulps.

      He finally kneels down to her level and he had a devilish grin on his face, with pink stained lips. He grabs at her pants and slowly removes them, dragging his palms down her thighs and calves to tease her. Courtney shutters and leans back to watch him. His eyes never leave hers, that same familiar stare from behind the door. He spreads her legs far apart then drags his tongue down her inner thigh. She could feel his breath on her skin and it made her almost melt. When he finally places his mouth over her, he takes a long and slow lick then gently begins to suck on her clit. Courtney's chest rises and falls with shallow gasping breaths escaping from her. His tongue massages her from the inside and she moves her hips but he holds her in place. When she looks down at him again, she's caught off guard and thrown off course. Down below her mound was no longer her vagina, but a slice of watermelon with a giant bite taken out of it. Corey lifts his head, licking the watermelon juice off of his lips with the same daring smile.

      She begins to stir awake but the sensations she felt in her dream don't stop and her breathing was just as the same. She was only half awake and she swore that she could still feel his tongue rolling around inside her and his hands holding her hips in place. She reaches down her side and grazes a hand that she knows isn't her own, the confusion makes her wake herself up more. As she fully wakes up, the feeling of a tongue stimulating her fully registers and she grabs a hold of the hand that was next to hers, and he squeezes.

      Corey lifts his head up from under the covers and smiles. He speaks in a whisper. "Did you think I forgot about your turn?" He kisses her slit and immediately goes back to eating her. He could taste that she had cum right before falling asleep and he went ahead and cleaned up that mess for her with his mouth. He knew she'd be wet after peeping on him and Camille. Sneaking into her room afterwards was always the plan but he hadn't expected her to be asleep, so he decided to wake her with a nice surprise. He kept his head shoved between his mother's thighs and wasn't going to leave her room until he made her cum again.

      Courtney pushes his head down and grinds her hips to really get his tongue deep inside her. He follows her lead and swirls his tongue around while still sucking on all of her. Her head was full of fog and all she wanted was to feel close to Corey. Like she did when filming herself, Courtney made sure to keep quiet. Her body grows tense as she gets closer to her peak and she grips her bedsheets tight. Corey adds two fingers and curls them inside her which pushes the magic button, and she becomes undone. Her thighs squeeze his head and keep him in a headlock until her legs become jelly again. Coughing, Corey sits up and wipes his face clean.

      He chuckles and clears his throat. "You almost drowned me down there." Corey was a little winded and came up to cuddle close to his mom. She pulls him close and snuggles against his barely hairy chest. He tucks his arm around her then kisses her forehead and they take this time just to relax with each other.

      Eventually Corey breaks the comfortable silence by sitting up with a yawn. He stretches then pops each knuckle. "I gotta get back in there before she wakes up." He leans down and kisses her cheek then winks at her. "Gotta brush my teeth first though."

      
        Courtney sits up while rolling her eyes then strokes his hair out of his face. "Okay, baby." She gives him one more kiss on his head then watches him leave and shut the door behind him. She sighs and grabs her phone to check the time. Two in the morning. Then she sees a message from Phil. In that moment she remembers what she had sent to him right before bed.

      'Holy fuck I need you again.' Sent two hours ago.

      She sets her phone down and plops back into bed. Today was a long fucking day. But it was good. Camille seemed like a nice girl. The perfect first girlfriend for her son.
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      Chapter 1

      Courtney and Phillip started a relationship after about two weeks of hooking up. They'd do it in his car during lunchbreak, once in Courtney's car and eventually upgraded to Phillip's apartment. 35 and living in a studio apartment, apparently all he could afford after his divorce. She liked him enough though. He was funny, he was nice and would go out of his way to do things for her without being asked. And he was dominant, something Courtney really enjoyed about him. He introduced her to bondage in bed and a little bit of choking per her request. They hadn't done too much so far, he wanted to take it slow since she was still pretty new to it all. He started with a simple blindfold at first, then graduated to her hands tied behind her back while blindfolded. Next time they were going to try gagging her.

      She was admittedly nervous at first, but she trusted Phillip. He gave her no reason not to, he would even pause and make sure she was still okay. She liked that he still had a tenderness while being harsh with her in bed. And she was looking forward to tonight when she got to spend the night with him again. Her overnight bag sat in her car so she could follow him home after work.

      Corey was still seeing Camille and she had slept over a few more times over the weekend. The mother and son made it a habit of letting her watch through the door and Camille hadn't caught on. And every time Corey was finished with his girlfriend, he would wait for her to fall asleep and then creep into his mom's room where she was waiting for him. Watching the two teens get it on made her an aching hot mess and she would find relief in Corey coming into her room at night and giving her his attention. He didn't want to exclude her, he knew it'd make her sad. But he thought it was hot having his mom peek at him and Camille. If anything it made him perform better knowing that his mom was watching, almost like he was showing off. Camille did at least notice that their sex was different when they'd do it at Corey's house vs her family's home. But she chalked it up to him being more comfortable at home.

      
        
      

      Courtney was sitting at her desk trying to steady her breathing because she was feeling nauseous for the sixth time today. All week she'd been waking up sick and peeing a lot. It felt like every ten minutes she'd have to walk back to the bathroom just to pee again. Phillip made sure to come in and check on her every now and then, which was nice. He'd come with a tums in hand or an aspirin. He was a good boyfriend so far. Courtney grabs the trash bin under her desk and holds it in her lap because she could feel it about to come up. Her mouth began to water and she braced for impact. In no time, another round of burning throw up pours out of her for the seventh time. It was all stomach acid at this point, she had absolutely nothing left in her system. Even the water she drank eventually came back up and it made Phillip worry. She groans and spits the leftover residue and grabs a tissue to wipe her mouth and chin.

      There was a gentle knock on the wall but she didn't have to turn around to know it was Phillip. He rubs her shoulder and she leans her head against his arm for comfort. He frowns. "You should probably make a doctor's appointment, babe. You've been like this all week."

      She sighs and rubs her head. "Yeah, I probably should." She was hoping she'd be better by now and that it'd go away on its own, but if anything she was getting worse.

      He pulls a tic tac box out of his pocket and rattles it around to offer her some. She takes it and pops four. He tucks the box back into his pocket and strokes her hair. "I can go with you if it makes you feel better." Phillip was attentive, since they started dating he was showing a side of himself Courtney had never pegged him for and she thought it was sweet.

      "That'd be nice." She kisses his arm.

      Phillip smiles and wraps his arms around her. "Let me take care of you this weekend. I'll bring you soup, meds, and a nice massage?" He kisses her head. "I'll be your little World War nurse and you'll be my wounded soldier."

      Courtney laughs. "Did World War soldiers get massages?"

      "I'll be sure to ask my granddad the next time I visit his cemetery plot." He grins. She laughs again and coos happily when he plants kisses on the back of her neck. "I'll see you when it's time to go." He squeezes her tight then leaves back to his desk.

      There were only a couple of hours left in the workday so she went ahead and made the appointment for Monday morning. Hopefully the doctor could find what was wrong with her. Throwing up constantly was the worst of it, but she'd feel tired and dizzy throughout the day and food began to taste different but she hadn't been running a fever at all. Whatever she had didn't seem to be contagious because neither Corey or Phillip were getting sick. She'd been treating her nausea by smoking weed whenever she could and she stopped trying to hide it from Corey. He didn't really care. Corey didn't smoke, he couldn't because of baseball. If he tested positive for anything he was out.

      Right now Corey was on his way to pick up Camille from her roller derby practice and they'd go out to eat afterwards. So far their relationship was going great, ignoring the fact that he was cheating on her with his own mom. The other girls on her team were becoming accustomed to Corey now that he'd been coming around more often, except one. Her name was Janet, she was the equipment manager for the team and also Camille's ex-girlfriend. They dated a little over two years and only broke up this year, a few months before she met Corey.

      Janet couldn't stand him, she thought he was a cocky spoiled brat that didn't deserve Camille. She of course was offended Camille started dating a man, but out of all men she could have picked, Corey is what she considered the worst possible choice. Janet was awkward and lanky in build, much taller than most girls and seemed uncomfortable in her own body. She was standoffish and mostly antisocial, mostly keeping to herself if she wasn't around Camille. She had acne scars and a retainer that made her spit while she spoke, which is probably why she didn't talk much. Her hair was long and usually sweaty. She was the classic cliche man hating lesbian that was still in love with her ex. The girls had been friends since middle school and Janet was in love with Camille the whole time. Their friendship eventually blossomed from sleepover makeouts into Camille's first sexual experience, then eventually Camille's first girlfriend. And even though they were broken up, Camille still considered Janet to be her best friend.

      Corey pulls into the parking lot of the rec center then makes his way to where they practiced. The girls were finishing up putting everything away and taking off their gear. Corey scans the room until he spots Camille zipping up her duffle bag and talking with her teammates. She was changed into her fresh after practice clothes but her hair was still damp from the sweat. She had a tissue shoved up her nostril that was clogging her bloody nose. Every other game or practice Camille was coming home with some type of injury or a new battle scar.

      He had brought a large bottle of her favorite flavor of energy drink and had it in hand as he approached her. "Hey hot wheels." He grins down at her. Janet rolls her eyes as she locks up the equipment closet.

      Camille smiles and stands to hug him. He doesn't mind the sweat and kisses her sticky cheek. "Hey baby!" She purrs. "Thank God!" She quickly takes the drink out of his hand and pops the lid open to chug it down. Corey chuckles as he watches her down at least half the bottle. She lets out a hardy burp then excuses herself.

      
        He lifts up her chin to get a better look at her nose. "Bloody nose again, huh?"

      She smiles proudly. "Yup! Didn't bite my tongue this time." Camille double checks that all her skating gear was in her bag then Corey slings it over his shoulder to carry it for her. Janet scowls in his direction. She used to carry Camille's bags after practice, and she didn't show off about it like he did. She thought everything he did was performative and she wasn't buying it. Camille grabs Corey's hand to stop him from walking out. "Can Janet come eat with us??"

      Janet is caught off guard, she never asked to join them. She did however ask Camille if she wanted to grab dinner together after practice but when Camille told her she already made plans with Corey, she retracted her offer. She didn't expect her to invite her to third wheel on their date. Corey seemed just as surprised. He looks to Camille then at Janet. He didn't like her much either. He thought she was just bitter because he was dating her ex and he didn't like that the two were still so close. The two had an unspoken mutual disdain for each other. If one of them complained about the other to Camille they knew it would just make her upset. So they hated one another in silence and communicated their jealousy through glares and side eyeing.

      Corey smiles wide at the both of them. "Sure." His agreeing earns him a quick peck on the lips from Camille. He makes sure that Janet sees but she pretends like she doesn't. She follows behind them to the parking lot in silence while the two talk on the way. Corey had his hand on the small of Camille's back and kept his arm around her while walking just to flaunt.

      He opens the car door for Camille and she happily climbs in and calls out to Janet. "Just follow us! We're gonna check out this new place." She waves her fingers as a goodbye and Corey closes the door for her.

      "Try and keep up." He wears a shit-eating grin, mocking Janet's shitty car compared to the newer one Corey's dad got him when he turned eighteen. She was sporting a beat up white and rusted 1993 Ford Aspire that was practically falling apart with over three hundred thousand miles racked up on it. Corey on the other hand had a brand new blue and polished 2020 Chevrolet Camaro, and he had just taken it in to get detailed this morning.

      Janet angrily slams her door and it takes a few tries to get the car started. She knew Corey felt all big and smug as he revved his engine needlessly loud and burned rubber out of the parking lot. "Fucking asshole..." She grumbles and follows behind his douche bag car.

      He intentionally lost her on the road a few times so they could reach the restaurant first before her, not just to piss her off but to get more alone time with Camille before she came back. The two were pressed up against his car and making out when Janet eventually arrived. His hands cupped her firm ass and she kept her arms wrapped around his neck, having to step on her toes to reach his height. But she pulls away when she hears Janet close her door. She wipes her mouth before speaking. "You made it!"

      "Finally." Corey adds, putting his hand on Camille's hip. Janet says nothing and blows her stringy hair out of her face. All three of them head inside but have to wait for their table. The place was packed and a lot of people were waiting already but Corey was smart enough to have made a reservation when Camille first mentioned she wanted to try the place. Camille swung herself back and forth on her heels and kept hold of Corey's hand and he swung their arms to her rhythm. "You're hyper." He twirls her then pulls her close to him.

      She laughs and leans into his embrace. "You're the one that gave me the energy drink." She sticks her tongue out at him but then notices Janet was putting more distance between them. She thinks of what to say to include her. "Hey- you know, Janet helped design our new team logo!" Camille beams and goes over to Janet and locks their arms. "Our new shirts come in next week!" She nudges Janet to say something.

      Janet sighs and clears her throat. "Yeah. Designed and paid for them too." Camille frowns. It was obvious that Janet wasn't happy to be the third wheel, but she just didn't want to make her feel left out and had clearly failed at that. Janet sees Camille's expression and sighs again, this time standing up more straight. She'd entertain the conversation for her sake, not because she actually wanted to talk to Corey. "Their logo hadn't been updated in a few years. It was long overdue..." She leaves it at that.

      Corey nods, playing along like he was interested. "Bet it'll look great." He steps close to the two girls and curls a strand of Camille's green hair around his finger. "But then again she makes whatever she wears look great." Camille playfully elbows his side before leaning up to kiss him again. Janet unlinks their arms and looks away, then is relieved when the host comes up to lead them to their table.

      Dinner went about as expected, Camille forcing conversation out of Janet to include her and being oblivious to the rivalry, Corey flirting with Camille and making snarky remarks at Janet's expense throughout the night that are dismissed by Camille as just teasing and Janet only speaking when she had to and trying to explode Corey with her mind. Camille and Corey split something vegan, he didn't exactly know what it was but he'd been trying vegan foods since dating Camille and he didn't really mind it. And his girlfriend was more than happy that he was trying new things with her and for her. Janet ordered just a salad that she picked at, seeing the two's PDA made her lose her appetite. Then to top it all off, Corey covers the whole bill despite Janet offering to pay her half just to make her feel even more small. Camille thought he was such a gentleman but Janet thought he was scum.

      All three of them were about to head out but Camille was caught up talking to one of the waitresses that she had classes with so Janet and Corey linger outside by the front of the building to wait for her. The line that was once going out the door was now gone, leaving just the two alone. Corey had his back leaned against the wall while he scrolled on his phone and Janet paced back and forth, working up the guts to say something to him while she had the chance.

      She swallows and takes a deep breath before sharply turning in his direction. "You don't even fucking know her!" Her words come out louder than she anticipated. It didn't startle Corey but it did make him look at her like she was crazy.

      "What?" He half smiles and puts his phone away, genuinely having no clue what the fuck she was on about.

      "Camille! You don't even know her half as much as I do, and you act soooo fucking cocky like you do." He could see it in her eyes that she was actually pissed, but to him that made it even funnier. His slick grin made her blood boil and she got more in his face. "I've known her since she was fifteen! She met you like a month ago! You know nothing about her!"

      Corey lets her finish yelling and nods along to what she says. "Yeah, you got me there." He shrugs. "You've known her longer than I have, but I know some things about her." He takes a step closer to her, leaving only a few inches between them.

      Janet scoffs at him. "Yeah? Like what?"

      He shoves Janet against the wall and leans in towards her neck to speak, putting his arms up on the wall on each side of her so that she's trapped. "I know that she got tired of your plastic toy and wanted the real thing." He spoke low and his lips grazed Janet's ear. She avoids meeting his eyes and turns her head away, all the confidence she once had when confronting him now gone. "I know what it actually feels like to be inside her." He grins, watching her trying to mask her panic. She gulps. "How wet and tight she is... And how she squeezes me even tighter when she cums. Bet you don't know what the back of her throat feels like either, huh?" The sound of familiar footsteps snaps him away. He pushes himself off her and backs away to greet Camille. "Hey! Was just saying bye to Janet." The sinister look he had was replaced with an unassuming charming smile.

      Camille beams at them both and pulls Janet into a tight hug. "I'll text you!" Janet says nothing but she hugs Camille back just as tight. Corey wiggles his fingers at Janet the same way Camille would do to her then winks. Janet pulls away, grumbles a goodbye then marches back to her car. It takes another couple more tries to get it started and this only pisses her off more. Once she finally gets the car working she speeds out of there before Camille and Corey even had their seatbelts on. Camille noticed the rush and her brows furrowed. "Is she okay?"

      
        Corey shrugs with a faint smirk on his face. "I'm sure she's fine." They rode back to Corey's place for Camille to stay the weekend while his mom stayed with her boyfriend.

      Phillip and Courtney had been at his apartment for a few hours now. He let her take a small nap when they arrived but now they were both in bed smoking from Phil's bong he had since college, probably not cleaned since college either. Smoking was the only thing that made her stop feeling so sick, so Phillip made sure to get her an ounce for the weekend. She took another bong rip before placing it on his nightstand then scooching over to lie her head down in his lap. Phillip brushes her hair with his fingers and studies her face. Her eyes were glossed over and red and she was more pale than usual, she had been all week. She already had taken her makeup off but Phillip thought she was stunning with or without it. He loved the way she looked after waking up with her hair all messy, he couldn't keep his hands off her in the mornings.

      Courtney smiles up at him and feels at his stubble. "You picking at your beard hair again?" She notices missing patches.

      Phillip touches her hand and shrugs. "Yeah, guess I've just been stressing." He kisses each of her fingers.

      "What are you stressed about?" She let him kiss over her hand, it felt nice. His mouth was warm on her cold skin.

      "You." He half smiles and holds her hand to his chest. "You've been real sick and I worry about you, sue me."

      Courtney laughs and sits up, but not too fast to avoid getting sick again. "I'm fine, Phil. I promise." She kisses his cheek. "Here." She lies down on her back in the bed and adjusts herself to get comfortable. "Nurse me back to health like you wanted." She sprawls out her limbs on the bed. "Do whatever it takes."

      Phillip grins and hovers over her. "Whatever it takes, huh?" He drags his finger from her ankle all the way up to her knee. "I've gotta say that my methods are a little..." His finger drags up her thigh and tugs at the waist band of her pajama bottoms. "Unorthodox." Courtney giggles to herself as Phillip gently removes her pants and gets between her legs. He kisses both her knees and rubs her thighs with both palms. He leans down and kisses her mound and belly while slowly removing her panties. Courtney bites her lip and relaxes her body while his hands massage her calves and thighs. He slinks her panties off from around her ankles and watches her reaction when his hand goes between her thighs. She gasps softly and Phillip smiles, spreading her open with just his two fingers then using his thumb to stroke her clit. She breathes out a faint moan as he works her. He stimulated her til she became wet enough to slip his fingers inside her. He kept his eyes locked on her to see the faces she made as he pumped her with his fingers. Her moans and her face drove him crazy and only made him want to give her more for a bigger reaction. He watches her face change to a desperate expression as he curls his fingers while moving, her moans soft and high pitched.

      Phillip could feel his heart beat in his dick at this point and it was aching to be let out. He carefully removes his fingers and sucks them clean before jumping off the bed to remove his pants. Then he ducks down briefly to grab a box from under his bed. Courtney rolls over on her side and watches him place the box on the bed, already knowing what they were about to get into next. Phillip removes the lid with an excited look in his eye. "You sure you're still down to try? If you're still feeling sick-"

      "I'm sure." She touches his hand to reassure him and he gives it a squeeze. That was all he needed to hear for him to continue.

      She watches him as he continues to pull out items from the box, first starting with the blind fold. He liked to do things in order in which he introduced her to, and then add something new. Courtney sits upright and adjusts her hair so that Phillip could tie it behind her head. He grins and plants a soft kiss on her lips. "Good girl." He whispers. Courtney smiles, she loved the praise he'd give her for being obedient. He covers her eyes with the satin cloth and wraps it around her head then secures it in the back. He adjusted it so that it wasn't pulling her hair and that she couldn't peek through. She couldn't see anything, just black. "Lift your arms." She does as she's told and raises her arms over her head so Phillip could remove her shirt. He admires her figure for a moment before grazing his hand over her chest. He tilts his head, wondering if her breasts had grown since the last time he saw her topless. He reaches down and gives them a hard squeeze.

      "Ow!" She winces.

      "Ow?" Phillip removes his hands. "I didn't mean to squeeze that hard." He leans up and kisses her forehead. "Sorry, baby."

      In the darkness, Courtney feels for his arm and trails down his forearm until she feels his hand. She brings it up to her lips and kisses it. "I'm okay." Her breasts felt tender when grabbed and then sore when he squeezed her. Phillip would be rough with her sometimes, but never so soon at the start. But even in that moment, he wasn't being too rough. He always loved groping her breasts and she was used to it. When they had sex, it was his favorite spot to keep his mouth busy. When they'd go to bed, he'd be her big spoon and reach his arm across her to hold her breasts while they slept. When sexting, he always requested pictures of her tits and would save them and jerk off to them at night when he was by himself.

      Phillip couldn't help but notice that her breasts felt fuller when he grabbed her. They were usually soft and squishy, he'd roll them around and squeeze as much as he wanted without ever hurting her. But right now they felt a little bit swollen and hard. Phillip receives another kiss on his hand and he strokes the side of her face before continuing. He carefully unhooks her bra and lets her breasts fall out. They even dropped down like they were heavy and it made his dick jump. He gently takes hold of one of her breasts and flicks his tongue against her nipple. She gasps and covers her mouth with the back of her hand out of reflex.

      He grins up at her and removes her hand. "Nu-uh." She could hear more rummaging around in the box, then she felt Phillip grab her wrist and begin to wrap a soft rope around. He takes her other wrists and holds them to tie them together. Last time he had her hands behind her back while he fucked her from behind. But tonight he was tying her hands in the front. He wanted her on her back tonight, so he could get a good look at her swollen tits. He made sure the knots were tight before letting her arms relax. "I don't want you quieting yourself." Courtney feels him pinch both her nipples with each hand and she yelps. "Be loud for me." His dick jumps again at her voice. Courtney groans out a painfilled moan as he twists her nipples, then he releases her. She feels his mouth latch onto one of her now sore nipples and begin to suck. It was an uncomfortable feeling this time, when usually it was pleasurable for both of them. She shifts her body and whines, frowning and gritting her teeth until he stops. She breathes out in relief, then her chin is lifted up.

      Phillip grabs the last toy out of the box. They hadn't tried this one out yet but after tonight it'd be added to their routine. It was an open spider mouth gag and he was very excited to try it out on her. The strap was made of real tanned leather with four steel spires sticking out from the top and bottom of the metal ring. He grabs a hold of his girlfriend's face and kisses her deeply before having to gag her. Courtney would reach to touch him if she could move her hands. He swirls his tongue around hers to taste her, which was mostly just weed. They exchange their spit and he sucks on her soft tongue before pulling away. A string of spit drips from both their chins and only breaks when he wipes his own mouth but leaves hers still a wet mess.

      "Keep your mouth open." Courtney does as she's told and Phillip wastes no time putting the ring in her mouth, adjusting it just right and making sure it was secure in place. Her mouth was spread open wide and left her tongue exposed. More drool dripped from her chin and coated her bottom lip. Her mouth looked inviting and just waiting for him. He drops his boxers and grabs a hold of her head. "You're gonna hold still. If you move you're punished, understand me?" He strokes her tongue and lips with his thumb. Her face was blushing and hot, she felt vulnerable and couldn't anticipate what his next moves would be. She couldn't see anything and could only go off by what she heard and how he touched her.

      Without any type of warning, Courtney's head is pushed down and he shoves his cock into her throat. Both of her hands make a fist and she resists the urge to pull away. Phillip kept her head in place while he bucked his hips. Her mouth was warm and full of spit and kept wide open for him to use all he wanted. He groans pleasantly as Courtney swirls her tongue around his length and starts fucking her face at a faster rhythm. He grips her hair tighter and keeps forcefully shoving her head up and down as he thrusts. His breathing becomes heavy and her nose begins to run, making it harder to breathe on her end. She gags only once, then Phillip pulls himself out of her mouth and she coughs. He didn't want her throwing up anymore than she already has today.

      
        
      

      He sighs out then reaches behind her head to unbuckle her gag. Once it's off, she stretches out her jaw a little bit then coughs a few more times. Phillip kisses her slobbering mouth and she kisses back breathlessly. He grins against her lips. "You did such a good job, baby." He strokes her hair as he showers her in praise. Courtney nuzzles into his palm as he pets her for comfort. He holds her to his chest to hug her then kisses the top of her head. "But we aren't done yet." With that, he shoves her backwards and she falls onto the bed. She feels him drag her hips more towards the edge of the bed then spreads her legs apart before lifting them up to rest on his shoulders. She feels his scratchy chin hairs against her leg as he kisses down her calf. Then his tip drags down from her clit to her entrance. He presses it up against her hole and only teases by barely breaching her instead of pushing himself inside.

      Courtney whines desperately and squirms. "Please..."

      Phillip keeps his dick pressed right up against her hole, knowing what he was doing to her. "Please what?" She whimpers and shakes her head. He slaps her thigh and she yelps out in surprise and the sudden sting. "Use your words." He instructs. "Tell me what you want." He presses up against her harder.

      "Please, please fuck me.." She begs, her voice pathetic and almost moaning. She was just about to plead again but before a word could escape her, she sharply gasps and cries out when Phillip thrusts as hard as he could inside of her.

      "What my baby wants, my baby gets." He holds onto both her legs as he starts pounding into her. Her pussy was soaked and ready, hungrily taking him in. Phillip watches her tits bounce as shes fucked and how red her wrists became when she struggled. Her moans were music to his ears and only made him go faster. Courtney felt like her brain was melting. All she wanted right now was for him to have his way with her. Being blind made the sex feel more intense, she couldn't see anything but she felt everything. She felt every fiber in her burn with lust as his dick rubbed her insides and thrusted in as deep as she could take it. She could feel herself leak and her juices stream down and pool around her asshole and onto the bedsheets.

      Both of their breathing becomes harsh and shallow. Phillip could feel her grow tighter as her moans became higher. He reaches down and pinches one of her nipples with one and hand rubs her clit with the other. She cries out when she feels her nipple twist, it hurts but it hurts good. He could feel himself about to reach his peak and kept his eyes locked on her face when he could finally feel his hot cum shoot out of him and paint her walls. She groans and her body stiffens up as she cums. The feeling of his load spilling inside her was what did it for her. Phillip's sweat drips down from his stringy thin hair and he wipes it out of his eyes before gently placing her legs down. He rubs her hips and thighs and looks over her body one last time before removing her blindfold.

      
        Courtney looks up at him with wet and tired eyes. She gives him a faint smile through her heavy breathing and they kiss. Phillip unties her hands and kisses on her marked wrists. The rope was soft so it didn't burn her, but all the friction had left some irritation that would go away by tomorrow. He kisses on her chest and stomach then gets into bed with her.

      "You were perfect." He kisses down on her neck and pulls her close to him under the covers. Courtney snuggles up to him and wraps her arms around his back to hold him, and he holds her in return. "Did you have fun?"

      She laughs then nods. "Yeah, I had fun. I think you liked your toy more than me." To her, it felt like a dentist tool, and felt like her teeth were more exposed than anything else.

      Phillip shrugs. "I guess the guy does get more out of it, huh?"

      "Maybe a little." She kisses his chin and then his lips. Phillip watches her and strokes her jawline with the back of his finger. He plants one more kiss on the nose before whispering goodnight. Both of them drift off to sleep in no time from how worn out they just made themselves.

      Sunday came and went. Courtney had woken up sick again and spent most of the early morning in the bathroom. Phillip stayed up with her and would bring her more to smoke and pepto to wash it down. When her stomach was settled finally, he brought her back to bed and made sure she stayed there for the rest of the day. He waited on her hand and foot, never once letting her do anything on her own unless it was the restroom. And even then he lingered by the door in case she got sick again. He made her dinner in bed that night, something light and easy to keep down. Courtney also had made sure to call and check in on Corey at some point and got to say hello to Camille while on the phone too. The two teens were enjoying their weekend alone together just as much as the adults were.

      Monday finally came and both Courtney and Phillip had taken the morning off work to make her doctor's appointment. Again, that morning Courtney had gotten sick but she didn't smoke this time. The weed would come up in the lab results anyway, but she didn't want the smell or to subside her illness. She wanted the full symptoms to really let the doctor see what was going on with her. The morning was cold, Phillip gave Courtney his coat while they sat in the waiting room. He kept his hand on her knee and his eyes on the clock. Admittedly, he was more nervous than she was. He didn't like that she was so sick and hoped that it was nothing.

      A nurse peering her head around from the swinging door gets their attention by calling her name. "Courtney Webber?" Both of them look up and she gestures for them to follow her into the back. "You'll be in room four. The doctor will be with you shortly." She leads them to their exam room and offers Courtney a gown and a small cup. "If you could please give us a urine sample, the bathroom is just down the hall. And If you don't mind disrobing and changing into this, please."

      "Even my underwear?" Courtney asks.

      The nurse nods. "Even your underwear." She makes sure to close the curtain for extra privacy before leaving.

      Courtney sighs out anxiously then leaves the room to go piss in a cup. She shortly returns without the cup, having handed it over to the nurse afterwards. She takes off Phillip's coat and hands it back to him before removing everything else. The room was almost just as cold as it was outside, her nipples were erect and bulging through her gown. Phillip folds up her clothes for her and kisses her hand. "I can go wait up front if you want-"

      "No." She doesn't let him finish. "Please stay." She squeezes his hand. "I want you here." Phillip squeezes back then kisses her cheek.

      They're not left waiting long when the doctor finally arrives. She enters and takes a seat on the rolling chair as she goes through Courtney's file. "Well, we were going to also run some blood tests. But your urine test seems to have given you a clean bill of health. You're not sick."

      Phillip lets out a heavy sigh of relief, feeling like a giant weight was lifted off his shoulders. "Thank fucking god." He kisses Courtney's shoulder, but she doesn't share the feeling just yet.

      "If I'm not sick, then why have I been so sick lately?" She tried not to come off as rude, but she wasn't satisfied with that answer.

      The doctor sets the folder on the counter and pushes up her glasses before speaking. "You're sick because you're pregnant. Possibly about four or five weeks along based on your last cycle. We can schedule an ultrasound appointment to be more sure."

      Phillip's jaw drops and he's left speechless. Courtney sat there looking like she'd just seen a ghost and her ears began to ring, drowning out the doctor as she continued on about fetus development and prenatal care and possible other options. Four or five weeks ago was the last time Corey came inside of her, and she had totally forgotten about it. That day was so busy that it slipped her mind, but now she was faced with it. Her mouth fills up with hot water then last night's dinner spews all over her lap and the wall. Courtney was now possibly carrying both her second child and her first grandchild.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 2

      Courtney had just thrown up all over her lap, some having landed on the wall and on the floor beneath where she sat on the exam bed. The same nurse as before came in to help clean the mess. She could hear everyone in the room talk to her but her hearing was muffled like she was under water. This didn't feel real. She was pregnant this whole time and not once did the possibility cross her mind. She was pregnant with her son's baby and her boyfriend thinks that it's his baby. Courtney began to feel lightheaded but snapped out of it when Phillip gently pats the side of her face.

      "Baby? Courtney, can you hear me?" He waves his hand in front of her and shakes her head then rubs her eyes.

      "Pregnant?" She only focuses her attention on the doctor, leaving Phillip hanging.

      The doctor nods. "I'd say at your age, this is the perfect time to start a family." She looks towards them both. Phillip puts his hand on Courtney's shoulder to try to offer some comfort. "This isn't your first pregnancy, is it?" The doctor picks back up her file and goes through it.

      "I have a son. He turned nineteen this year." She could feel her heart beating against her chest. How was she going to tell Corey? And what would even be his reaction?

      "Nineteen?" The doctor seemed surprised. "You had him quite young then." Courtney says nothing, so she changes the subject. "Based on you two's reactions, I'm going to go ahead and assume that this wasn't a planned pregnancy." The two couldn't hide the embarrassment on their faces. "Well, there are options-"

      "No." Courtney doesn't let her finish, and it catches Phillip by surprise. He hadn't considered the idea yet but he didn't expect her to be so outwardly against it so quickly. "Let's just make the ultrasound appointment." She clears her throat and avoids Phillip's gaze.

      Courtney sets up her next appointment for the ultrasound next week. When the doctor asked if the both of them would be attending, Phillip looked at Courtney as if to ask for permission and she simply nodded. Her demeanor towards him shifted the moment the doctor announced her pregnancy and it made him grow anxious. Neither of them said anything on the way back to the car but Phillip still opened the passenger door for her.

      
        There's a long and heavy silence between them before Phillip finally musters up the gumption to finally speak. "What are you feeling?" He looked at her but she was staring down at her legs. "Can you... Talk to me please?"

      "I'm worried." She says plainly and sets her hand over her stomach. "Corey was going to move out next year for college... And now I'm starting all over." Courtney never imagined or intended on having any more kids outside of Corey. Even Corey himself was a surprise, but he was all she needed. "I had his dad to help with Corey since he was born up until middle school. I don't know how to take care of a baby all by myself." She holds her head and her words become choked up. Everything felt so overwhelming and she didn't know where to start or what she was going to do. She could feel herself about to spiral.

      Phillip leans over his seat to pull her hands away from her eyes so he could see her. "Courtney, look at me." His voice was stern and serious. Courtney sniffs and her watering eyes meet his. "You're not gonna be doing it by yourself. I'm one hundred percent taking care of you and my kid, do you hear me?" He wanted her to understand that. He never planned on having kids but now that this was really happening to him, he wasn't going to pass up the chance of being a father.

      'My kid' hit Courtney in the gut like a sack of rocks. She could just about drown in the amount of guilt she felt over Phillip thinking he was the father. What would he think when the baby came out looking nothing like him or had all kinds of disabilities or fuck ups? Would he just dismiss it by thinking she just has strong genes and not second guess any pregnancy complications? It was one thing for a man to raise another man's baby, but it was another for the baby to be fathered by your girlfriend's own son. It's not like he suspected anything, but both Corey and Courtney's lives could fall apart if anyone knew.

      Against her own will, Courtney begins to weep. She couldn't be honest about her feelings to Phillip or anyone else. This was her burden to carry and it made it all the more worse. All she could do for now was make an excuse and chalk up her feelings to something else entirely. Phillip pulls her close and holds her to his chest, stroking her hair as she cries. He rubs the small of her back and kisses on her shoulder. "We can still think about this, y'know? We don't have to decide right now..."

      Courtney shakes her head and keeps her arms around him while she speaks. "I'm not aborting it." She pulls away and wipes her nose with a sniffle. "I can't." Her eyes grew sadder and she slinked down into her seat. Instead of saying anything, Phillip waits for her to elaborate. She heavily exhales a shaking sigh before speaking up. "I was pregnant before Corey. I didn't want to get rid of it, but it happened anyway. And I'm never doing it again." She places her hand on her stomach again while her mind trails off to old memories.

      Her family was from a small and very religious town in the rural midwest with a population less than a thousand. The families that lived there had been there for generations, everybody knew everybody and their business. Privacy didn't exist in a town that small. There was only one grocery store, one gas station, the high school, the diner, the roller rink and bowling alley, then the church and lastly, the VHS and DVD rental store. Corey's grandmother was a stay at home mom and an active member of the local church. His grandfather owned and ran the gas station corner store that was passed down to him from his father, and from his father's father. Courtney would help around the store after school and would close up shop from time to time if he ever needed to step out and help someone with his tow truck. Everyone in the town knew little Courtney, she was a part of the children's choir in church and the customers at the store would always let her keep the change whenever she was manning the register.

      One night, her father was called out to help a truck that had gotten stuck in a drain ditch out the outskirts of town so he would be out for a while. He left Courtney in charge of the store until it was time to lock up in two hours and he promised to be back by then. When she was alone and the store was dead like this, Courtney would keep herself busy with homework or a book. That night she hadn't brought anything with her so she just skimmed over the newspaper her father had left on the store counter from this morning. She saw the same elderly couple that would always come and stop by to say goodnight and served one of her neighbors a tank of gas for cheap as long as he didn't mention it to her dad. The night was quiet and normal for the most part until later in the night.

      An hour had passed and her father still hadn't returned, but she wasn't too worried about it. He said he'd come back and she believed him. The last customer of the night was a familiar face, he was well known to the town with a high reputation. Jacob Miller, the pastor's son. A tall young man with dark orange hair and straight teeth. He was in the top of his class, which wasn't very hard since there were fewer than a hundred students. Everyone in the church thought he was so charming and admirable. But around the high school, there was a rumor that Jacob and some other boys had their way with one of the cheerleaders in the fellowship hall. Word had spread to the adults and parents in the church, then the school staff. She was abruptly removed from the cheer team and her family stopped showing up to church. The family up and moved and nobody heard from them after that, and nothing ever happened to the boys.

      Courtney's interactions with Jacob were very limited, his status made him seem intimidating in her eyes. She'd see him every Sunday at church and sometimes her family hosted his family for dinner since her mother was heavily involved with the church herself. The pastor and his wife and Jacob would come over and make nice with everyone. Corey had an uncle, Matthew. He and Courtney weren't ever close, he was off at military school most of her younger years, then he went into active duty when he turned eighteen. He was barely ever home, and when he was they didn't say much to each other. He was about nine years older than her, they had nothing in common and were very distant. Matthew and Jacob would hang out together whenever they'd have dinner at the house. They'd mostly lock themselves away in Matthew's bedroom until it was time to eat, smoking shitty pot and peeping at vintage VHS tapes from the adult aisle with the volume down.

      
        Jacob had come into the store for some cigarettes and a bottle of that fake chocolate milk. He realized Courtney was by herself in the store and decided to make small talk. "So where's ya daddy? Or do you run this place now?" He grins and she smiles back.

      "He's out towing someone I think." She shrugs. "Don't know when he'll be back. But I can take care of the store!" There was pride in her voice, manning the fort while her dad was away made her feel responsible.

      He looks her up and down and his grin grows. "Yeah, I bet you do." He opens his new pack and pops a cigarette in his mouth then pulls out a book of matches. "Mind if I smoke in here, bossman?"

      Courtney thought about it, she wasn't totally sure if her daddy allowed it or not. But her daddy wasn't here and she didn't wanna disappoint someone that the town made a big deal over. She nods. "Yeah, sure." She tried to seem casual about it but Jacob could hear the uncertainty in her voice. He liked that she was willing to bend the rules for his sake. He lights up his cigarette and takes a drag while looking her over behind the counter. He notices the newspaper in front of her and he gestures towards it. "You read the news? Big girl."

      Courtney, almost embarrassed, pushes the newspaper away and shyly laughs. "Not really. There was just nothing else to do here, I didn't bring my backpack."

      He blows out smoke over his shoulder. "I can stay here and keep ya company so that you're not bored." He grabs his bottle of chocolate drink and twists the cap off, keeping his eyes locked on her even as he takes a swig. He swallows before speaking. "Or lonely." He doesn't wipe off the chocolate mustache and it makes her laugh. He lingered in the store for a while, making small talk with Camille and just asking questions about herself. What grade she was in, how old she was, what her favorite books were. He propped himself up by his arm while leaning on the counter. He watched her go on about herself and could see she was finally letting her guard down. She began talking to him more friendly than polite. She liked that he didn't talk to her like she was a child, he actually listened to what she had to say.

      Jacob swirls his finger around the rim of the glass bottle. "So Courtney. You like going to church?" He takes another drink.

      She nods. "Well, it can be boring." She awkwardly grins. "But I like singing and I like that the whole town comes together in one place. I think that's nice." She loved the sense of community that the church brought. People from worship would traffic in and out of her family's house for bible study or just casual visits with her mother. It felt like she had a lot of people to turn to, these people made her feel safe and supported.

      
        
      

      For a moment Jacob goes quiet. "Do you believe in God?"

      The questions caught her off guard but she answered quickly, and honestly. "Of course I do!" Was that question a trap, like some sort of test? It made her nervous. Her faith had never been questioned before. Evangelical Christianity was all this town knew, it was all that Courtney knew. It was what was taught to her and it was what everyone else she knew believed, so she had no reason not to. She was taught to have her own personal relationship with Jesus, something she felt like she took seriously. She prayed every morning, every night, before eating, and whenever she felt like she needed guidance or assurance, She never once questioned it before and it shook her to be faced with it. "...Do you?" She asks in return.

      He takes the final drag of his cigarette then exhales, shrugging casually. "I'm the pastor's son." He doesn't say anything more than that, like that itself was enough of an answer. "That's good, though. Your relationship with God is important." His words sounded rehearsed, like this was something he would say just because he's supposed to say it. There was no actual belief behind the words he said, and they felt empty. She watches Jacob reach over the counter and switch on the cassette radio, it starts playing a rock station. When he pulls his arm away, his elbow knocks his drink off the counter and the glass shatters, but he remains unphased. "Whoops! Sorry about that." His eyes follow her as she hops off her stool and scurries to get the broom and rag for the mess.

      "That's okay! I got it." She opens up the closet and tosses the dust pan down before bending over to soak up the chocolate drink with an old dirty rag. She picks up some of the big pieces of glass with her hands and gently drops them into the pan. Suddenly, the radio's volume gets turned up loud then Courtney falls forward from being pushed. Her knees and palms fall onto small shards of the broken glass beneath her and sink into her skin. Jacob forcibly rolls her over then climbs on top. She fought and screamed but Jason was almost ten times her size and nobody could hear her, so nobody was coming to save her. Her attack lasted the entire duration of 99 Red Balloons by Nena, almost four minutes. And then a mattress ad right after. He left her a bleeding and crying mess on the floor. She was bleeding on her hands, knees and between her thighs. And that chocolate drink had gotten on her clothes and in her hair. Courtney had managed to get the mess cleaned up and close up the shop like normal, still shell shocked from what had taken place. She even made sure to clean up the blood streaming down her legs. She felt a pit inside her telling her that this was bad, and she had just done something really wrong. Sinful. And she felt ashamed and needed to hide this.

      She had a limited understanding of what just happened, her parents avoided any real birds and bees conversation. When she got her first period all her mom told her was that it meant that she was a woman now and that she could now carry babies like God made her to do. She still wasn't entirely clear on how the baby occurred. All she knew was that the baby would be in her belly, she could only have a baby after she's married, and that she wanted to be a mom when she grew up. The church made it seem like being a mother was the best thing a woman could do with her life and it was what God wanted, and she fully believed that.

      
        
      

      Courtney limped all the way back to her family's home. Her dad's truck was still gone so only her mother was home when she arrived. When she came in, her mother immediately questioned what happened to her. All she said was that she had broken a bottle and slipped into the glass, and her mother believed her and didn't ask any more questions. That night, after about two hours of her mother plucking shards of glass out of her skin with tweezers, Courtney didn't sleep and spent the night kneeling over her bed and praying. Her knees bled through her bandages from being on them all night long, but she powered through the pain just begging God to forgive her for what she did and for help on what to do. At that moment she had never felt more desperate.

      Nobody knew about what happened and Jacob was quite pleased with himself. Courtney stayed glued to her father's hip when at church and never once looked in Jacob's direction. When he and his family would come over to dinner, Courtney would cower to her bedroom. Once she was stuck on the stairs while her brother and Jacob walked past her, but Jacob didn't even bat an eye. Like she wasn't even there. This made her feel worse. Their secret was hidden until she couldn't hide it anymore. She got really sick, puking all day everyday for weeks on end, then her mother noticed she hadn't had to clean any bloody sheets or underwear in the laundry in a good while. When she brought it up to her husband, he was offended by what she was implying. His daughter was a good girl who didn't care about boys, she would never. But her mother made Courtney do a pregnancy test anyway.

      Courtney's entire life changed when two lines appeared on that stick. She sat at the dining table with her parents, hanging her head in shame while they both stared her down and demanded that she tell them what happened and with whom. Her mother's anger was directed at her. In her mother's eyes, Courtney was a sinner and had tainted her innocent flesh with temptation and was now carrying a bastard child. While her father's anger was directed at whoever the hell did this to his baby girl. Unlike his wife, he knew this wasn't something his daughter did willingly. Even if she wouldn't say it.

      "Courtney Leslie Webber, if you don't tell me what you did so help me-" Her mother raises her hand high overhead and Courtney shields herself, but her strike is blocked by her father standing in the way. He gave his wife a dirty mean stare until she backed off then kneeled down to be at his daughter's height.

      He sighs and touches her arm. "Baby girl, please. We have to know. You won't be in trouble for telling the truth. God wants us to be honest always, even if it's bad."

      That finally strikes a cord with her and she comes clean. "... It was Jacob Miller. The night I had to close up shop for daddy... I'm sorry." She kept looking at the ground, finally saying it out loud made no difference.

      
        Her father lost his balance while kneeling and fell over, his hand over his mouth. He never returned back to the store that night because he got caught up with some old friends from town and stopped to chat and drink a beer or two. If he had just left after towing that car, Courtney wouldn't have been alone in the store. Her mother was too much in shock herself to aid her husband off the ground. This couldn't get out there. The town couldn't know that her young daughter was pregnant with the pastor's son's child, and they wouldn't. And neither would Jacob or his parents, especially not his father. This would ruin them and run them out of the church. Her mother could see the fury in her husband's eyes and she pushes him back down when he tries getting up.

      "You don't say nothing to that boy or his family!" She sticks her finger in his face and he swats it away.

      "Like hell I won't! That preacher boy can't keep getting away-"

      "Enough!" She stomps her foot then turns back to their weeping daughter. "You go to your room and pray, and you don't come back down until I say you're done." Courtney looks to her father but her mother slams her hand on the table and she bolts up to her bedroom.

      She could hear her parents screaming at each other all night. Matthew was off at military school again, so he knew nothing about this. And still doesn't. She prayed for forgiveness all night until the sun beamed through her curtains in the morning. Her mother found her still kneeling on the ground while slumped over her bed asleep. She woke her up and instructed her to pack a bag and to go wait by the truck when she was done. Her mother met her outside and put their bags in the trunk. Courtney asked questions but her mother kept the answers vague. All she told her was that they had to go to the doctor for the baby but that the doctor was very far away, so they had to drive for a whole day and they'd stay in a motel for one night. She tried to make it seem like something fun, Courtney had never been in a motel before but she wasn't excited. She felt that something was wrong. Why was the doctor so far away? They had doctors in their town. She and her mother barely spoke during their road trip together. To fill the silence, her mother played an audio version of the bible on cassette. She and her mother weren't very close, she's always been a daddy's girl. Her mother's focus was mostly on disciplining her brother and then catering to him when he came home. The hotel stay was awkward, her mother got them two beds and made sure that they both prayed together before bed. When Courtney woke up in the middle of the night, she found her mom praying by her bedside, so she pretended to still be asleep and listened to her mother's prayers until she drifted off.

      In the morning there was still half a day of driving left until they finally reached the clinic. Outside the entrance was a small crowd of people chanting and holding up poster boards and banners. Courtney tried to peer at them through the car window but her mother snapped her fingers to gain her attention.

      "You just ignore them. Just walk right by them and ignore them." She couldn't tell if her mother was talking to her or herself but she agreed. Her mother took a sharp breath before swinging the door open. She swiftly marches over to Courtney's side and pulls her by the arm. Her legs could barely keep up with her mother's as she stormed them past the crowd of people that began yelling at them, and that's when she saw what was on the banners. The group of people begged them not to do it, saying that this isn't what God wanted and killing babies was a sin. Gorey images of aborted fetuses decorated their banner and it made Courtney scream. Her mother yanks her inside and it causes Courtney to trip over herself and fall onto the floor of the clinic. She caused a scene in that waiting room that nobody in that clinic would ever forget. She whaled and fought the nurses and doctors that tried to get her up, screaming that she didn't want to kill her baby. She kept saying that God would never forgive her, but deep down it was mostly that she'd never forgive herself. Her mother wept. Courtney wasn't old enough to make that decision, so her parents decided for her. It only took a few hours and she had to be kept sedated afterwards. On the drive back home they didn't stop at a motel, her mom just kept driving. And this time with no bible cassette, just silence.

      The subject was never spoken of again when they returned home. Nobody but her parents ever knew. Not Jacob or his family, not the town, not even her brother. Courtney carried this guilt and shame with her for her entire life. After meeting her ex husband, Dale, and falling pregnant with Corey before they were even married, she left town. She was terrified her mother would make her do it again, and she wasn't about to lose this one.

      Phillip sat there staring at the steering wheel, processing the traumatic story his girlfriend just dropped on him. He clears his throat and thinks of what to say. "I'm... really fucking sorry that happened, Courtney." He had no idea, she didn't talk much about her parents. Now he knew why. He slicks his hair back with both hands. "Fuck, that's rough."

      A chuckle escapes out of Courtney. "Yeah, it's really rough." She found his understatement funny even though he wasn't trying, but he was glad to make her crack a smile.

      He reaches over and takes her hand to squeeze it. "If you wanna keep the baby, that's your choice. I-" He wonders if this was even the right thing to say, but it was how he felt. "I... want you to keep it." His voice turned a little shy.

      Courtney looks at him, her eyes becoming soft. "Yeah?"

      Phillip smiles back. "Yeah." He kisses her knuckles then exaggeratedly shivers while starting up the car. They drove back to Phillip's apartment where Courtney had left her car. When they park again, they stay sitting there for a moment.

      She felt a little better but she still had a harsh reality to face. She was going to have to go home and come clean to Corey. She didn't know how he'd take it or what their next move would be. Corey had a future set up ahead of him. He had a full ride to college because of his baseball scholarship, he was planning on living on campus, he had Camille and he was barely twenty next year. She didn't want him staying behind because of a baby. She wouldn't want him halting or uprooting his life over an accidental pregnancy, not for her or Camille or any other girl. Courtney didn't have a life as a teenager or a young adult, all she knew was being a mother. But she was okay with that, she wanted to be Corey's mother. But she wanted him to have the type of life she never did. And she was scared this baby would stop him from doing that. He had about two weeks left of school before graduation, she thought it was a bad idea to tell him anything right now. She didn't want to take away from his milestones. Plus, it was still pretty early in the pregnancy. So she decides to at least wait until after the first ultrasound and his graduation party the week after to finally tell him.

      Phillip makes her promise to call him when she gets home and hugs her extra long before saying goodbye. He watched her car leave and stayed until her car was no longer visible. He went back to the office and Courtney went home and slept most of the day away. Corey came to check up on her later in the evening, starting to get a little worried himself. But his mom tells him it's just a bug and that she'll be fine if she just rests. Courtney bed rots for an entire week up until her ultrasound appointment. She stopped going into work, stopped leaving her room, barely ate and slept most of the day. Phillip would stop by and bring her soups and drinks to keep her hydrated, plus a little weed on the side. Corey took note of how much Phillip was coming over. He could take care of his own mom, he didn't know why this clown kept coming around to do a job he wanted to do himself. But for some reason, his mom wanted to keep her distance. Corey hadn't been able to touch his mom at all, not even something small like a kiss or holding her. She said it was because she was sick. But he never saw her cough or sneeze once. He knew something was up. And Phillip knew that Courtney was holding off on telling her son that she was pregnant, so he was a little awkward towards Corey when they crossed paths in the house. He didn't know what to say, so he'd say nothing.

      The day of her ultrasound appointment finally came, Phillip called off work so he could take her. Corey was busy with his last week of school and spent most of his time with his teammates and friends, all preparing for his graduation house party this weekend. Courtney's nausea was becoming more manageable through smoking pot regularly and not moving around too much or too fast. Her belly was even starting to show, so she started wearing sweaters and loose fitting shirts and dresses to hide her bump from her son. Phillip was reading up on the effects of THC during pregnancy while in the waiting room together, he saw that it really did help women through the morning sickness but there wasn't a lot of research or data available on how the baby ended up afterwards. If it helped his girlfriend feel better and as long as it didn't seriously hurt the baby, he was fine with it. Courtney was still tired and rested her head on Phillip's shoulder with her eyes closed until her name was called. She ended up falling asleep and Phillip had to wake her up and help walk her to the ultrasound room.

      The technician dimmed the lights and got the belly jelly ready on the probe as Courtney got comfortable in the examination bed. "This is your second pregnancy, right?"

      "Right." She lies. Phillip looked at her but said nothing.

      
        "Well, congratulations, mom!" The technician beamed. "Your little one excited to have a little sibling?" She continues to make small talk while getting everything prepared.

      "Um, well my little one is nineteen. I was going to tell him by showing him the sonograms."

      "Oh wow! Adult only child, that's a big change." She offers a polite laugh but quickly lets it fade then clears her throat when neither of them really react. Tough crowd.

      Courtney rolls up her shirt and shivers when the cold gel on the wand rolls around her belly and both her and Phillip turn their attention towards the monitor. She feels Phillip grab her hand, and she squeezes his grip. The technician asks Courtney to hold her breath for a moment while she massages around her stomach trying to find a good image and locate where the fetus actually was. It takes a moment, but then they hear a heartbeat and a small black and grey orb becomes visible on screen. The technician smiles. "Theres your baby. Just the right size and heartbeat sounds healthy."

      Phillip was at a loss for words and couldn't take his eyes off the screen. That was really his kid in there (or so he thought). None of this felt real until he heard that heartbeat and he fought back from getting emotional. Courtney's demeanor changed, she had been so tense and depressed. But seeing her baby on that monitor made all the difference. That was her and her son's baby. And as fucked up and illegal as it was, there was something special about carrying a part of both her and her son. For the first time in days that wasn't because of Phillip's corny attempts at entertaining her, Courtney smiles and a tear streams down her cheek. Phillip squeezes and kisses her hand.

      "Can you tell the gender yet?" Phillip looks to the technician.

      She shakes her head while still moving the wand around. "No, that's around the ten week mark or so. You'll know the sex by your next visit." She reassures him. "Right now, everything looks good. Just make sure you're taking care of yourself and taking your vitamins regularly. If you notice any changes, feel free to move up your appointment. Next time we see you, you'll know your baby's sex and your expected due date. Congratulations, again." This time the two respond well and thank her. Before they leave they're given their monogram photos. Phillip held Courtney's side while they looked over them together. 'Their' baby was no bigger than the size of a pea right now and finally being able to see it made all the difference, at least for now.

      When back in the car, Courtney was still admiring what was inside of her belly. Phillip turns the car on and grips the wheel kind of tight. "Babe, is it like-" His hips shifted and he came off as embarrassed. "Totally weird that I'm really horny for you right now?"

      
        Courtney turns to look at him, obviously surprised but not upset. "Why would that be weird?" She smiled at him, making the chub in his pants grow.

      "Just- something about you being pregnant with my kid is... really fucking sexy."

      In all honesty, Courtney hadn't felt attractive or horny at all since the news she was pregnant. She's just been so depressed and sick, she hadn't let Phillip or Corey touch her. Corey was taking it more personally. And though she still held guilt about her boyfriend thinking he was the father of her child, it still felt good that he still wanted her. She rubs Phillip's ear between her fingers and he chuckles, grinning at her. "Hold on." He puts the car into drive and whips around the parking lot and parks behind the back of the building where there was nothing but a dumpster and an emergency exit. He wastes no time climbing into the back seat then offering his hand to help Courtney climb back with him. She giggles while carefully joining him and Phillip caught her lips before she could even fully sit down.

      While not breaking their kiss, Phillip lies her down on her back then moves down to kissing her neck. Courtney shivers at the feel of his lips heating up her skin and gasps when his cold hand slips down her pants and cups her. He bit down on her neck and began to suck her skin while rubbing her. She closes her eyes and breathes low, feeling more turned on from his fingers teasing her in a circular motion in just the right spot. He pulls away from her neck and kisses her lips one more time before sitting up and pulling Courtney's pants down. He positions himself between her legs and puts them up on his shoulders then smiles at her before diving in.

      She gasps out and throws her head back when Phillip immediately starts digging inside her with his tongue. She groans out in pleasure and can't even keep herself propped up on her elbows. She falls back down to the seat and grinds her hips. Phillip kept his hands on her hips and kept eating her out vigorously as she squirmed. She could move all she wanted but she wasn't gonna get away from him. He swirled his tongue around inside her then turned his attention to her clit. He moved his tongue quickly to stimulate her and it made her legs shake. He grins against her soaked pussy and pulls her hips up more so that her back is lifted up off the seat. Their heat began fogging up the windows like their first time fucking in his car. Courtney held her face in her hands, colors began flashing in her brain and her head began to burn hot. As she got closer to her peak, she was seeing flashbacks of Corey's touch, her son's hands all over her and his dick inside her. She couldn't help but long for him while carrying his child.

      First she lets Phillip believe he's the father, then she thinks of the real father while they're having sex. In that moment, lust outweighed the guilt, which is what led to their situation. Phillip had reached one hand down and was jerking himself off while still eating her out. Her taste drove him wild and all he wanted was to please her. He was making a mess in his own hand and was getting close but he refused to let himself finish until he made his girlfriend cum first. Courtney grunts and grinds herself against his face. She felt his rough tongue go deep inside her and wriggle around. She imagined her son's face in her pussy instead of Phil's and then she finally crossed the finish line. Phillip drinks every ounce of single fluid she releases into his mouth and she could feel him spray his own cum onto the back of her legs. Her climax felt like a bolt of lightning throughout her body. She falls back onto the seat and her body trembles on its own, still vibrating on the same frequency that made her cum. Phillip pulls away, out of breath and his mouth and chin dripping. He smiles while trying to catch his breath then grabs the rag he used to clean their car sex aftermath and wipes his cum off his hand then wipes off his mouth with the back of his hand just to clean it off with the rag again.

      He pulls his pants back up then helps Courtney with hers. When she sits up, Courtney wraps her arms around him and hugs him tight. He had just made her feel like herself again and pulled her out of her own head for a moment, and she really appreciated that. Phillip is caught off guard but he returns her embrace. "What's this for?"

      "For making me feel better." She breaks their hug to kiss his lips.

      He looked at her and could tell she had less of a wall between them now. Her attitude was warm again and less distant from him. He kisses her again and strokes her hair. "I'll always make you feel better." They share a sweet moment together until Phillip playfully swats her ass and blows a raspberry on her cheek. She laughs and he leaps back into the driver's seat.

      Like last time, Phillip was going to take her home while he went back to work. But first before dropping her off, he made sure to keep one of the sonograms for himself and let Courtney have the rest. She watched him leave then went into the house to hide the baby photos for now. She'd keep them where she kept her weed, in that tin box she left behind the toilet in her bathroom. When she entered her room, she got a good look at the state of depression she had been in for the past week. Empty gatorade bottles, dirty dishes and clothes littered her bedroom floor. Her bed sheets smelt stale and had collected all her night sweats. Unfinished joints were scattered around an overflowing ashtray and there were crumbs in the bed. She sighs and goes to hide the pictures before getting shit sorted around here.

      She starts with the floor and tosses all trash into an empty garbage bag, all clothes and bedding go into the hamper, all dishes go into the kitchen sink, and all the joints go into a baggy. She dumps the ashtray's contents into the trash, then sneezes when ash flies into her face. It took almost two hours to get her bedroom completely cleaned, about a half hour to get all the dishes done by hand, then she spent an hour in the tub. She started to feel like a person again and less like a rotting pregnant zombie.

      Courtney spent the rest of her free time before Corey got home putting the last finishing touches on his graduation party. He had already invited all of his friends and teammates, the catering and DJ were covered and the pool cleaners were scheduled to come the morning before the party. Everything on her list had been checked so far, the last thing she'd been holding off on was double checking if Dale was coming or not.

      
        
      

      Dale wasn't a super present father for Corey. He'd call at least once a week and Corey was welcome to visit and stay with him anytime, he just never took his dad up on the offer. He'd come around for his birthday, usually gifting cash up until his eighteenth birthday when he got him the brand new car. Courtney didn't expect a lot out of Dale as a father after the divorce, she knew he had his own issues going on that Corey wasn't fully aware of himself. There wasn't much of a custody battle, Dale let Courtney keep him. She left him because of his drinking, the night that she told him they were done haunted him and was the reason he tried getting clean. He didn't hit her, but he punched the wall right next to her head in the garage. The hole was still there. Dale never remarried, never even had any girlfriends. All he did was stay alone and tried to be better. To him, he thought it was best to love Corey from a distance to avoid hurting him like he'd done to others.

      Courtney sat on her bed with her laptop open and stared down at her phone. She wasn't sure to either call or text him. The last messages they sent were last year on Christmas.

      December 25th, 2024

      Dale: 'Merry Christmas.'

      Courtney: 'Thanks.'

      She anxiously bounces her leg and bites at her nail, still indecisively staring at her screen. 'Fuck it.' She tells herself and just presses the call button. She holds the phone to her ear and lights one of her unfinished joints to soothe her nerves while she waits for him to answer. It rings a few times before he finally picks up.

      "Hello?" He sounded genuinely curious in his voice. She was probably the last person he'd expect to call him randomly.

      Courtney blows out smoke. "Hey... I was calling to ask if you're coming to Corey's graduation party next weekend?" She takes another hit and could hear machinery in the background, Dale was a mechanic.

      There was a pause before he spoke. "Uh... Does he want me to be there?"

      
        "Honestly, I don't know... But I think it'd be good if you came anyway. Same thing goes for his graduation day. I think it'd mean a lot to him if you showed up without him asking you." She exhales again and keeps bouncing her leg.

      Dale knew she was right and was happy that she still cared about him and Corey having a relationship. "Okay, yeah. I'll be there, just text me." His voice sounded higher this time, like he was smiling.

      "Okay. I'll text you the info... Bye."

      "Bye." The call ends. That was probably the longest conversation they've had in years. She sends him the information for the party and his school's graduation ceremony then tosses her phone to the side. She flips her still damp hair to the side then shuts her laptop when she hears the front door. Corey tosses his keys on the counter and his backpack on the floor before kicking his shoes off. He smelt pot, so he knew his mom was awake.

      "Momma?" He calls out while opening up the fridge. He noticed that all the old leftovers had been thrown out and the drinks had been restocked. He turns around and sees all the dishes were done, even the floors looked clean. He shuts the fridge then nearly bumps into her when she turns the corner in the hallway where he was just about to go and look for her.

      "Oh- sorry, baby. How was your day?" She smiled at him.

      Corey had to process the major difference in his mom. The house was clean, she was clean and had a much better attitude than what he'd been receiving from her. He smiles back and tests the waters by placing his hand on her hip to see if she'd still reject him. "My day was great. Looks like you had a productive day yourself."

      "You should see my room." Courtney grabs his other hand to hold both her hips, so he gladly pulls her close and presses himself against her body. She giggles when he kisses his ear and his words tickle her.

      "Don't gotta ask me twice." He scoops up his mom into his arms bridal style and carries her to her bedroom. He carefully tosses her on the bed and she laughs all the way down. Corey crawls on top of her and cuddles up to her chest. "I missed you." Him saying that made a fire burn in her. She thought he'd bring her in here to fuck, but right now he was just her son that missed being with his momma. She twirls his hair with her fingers and kisses the top of his head to comfort him. "... I thought you were done with me."

      
        Courtney immediately sits up and looks at him with hurt eyes, but hurt on his behalf. "What?! Baby!" She cups both sides of his face. "Baby, I'd never be done with you." It broke her heart that she made her baby feel discarded like that. Corey does his best to mask that it had really bothered him but his lip quivered in the corners. Courtney frowns and pulls him into her lap to hold him. He kept his head buried in her chest and she just cradled him to help soothe him like when he was younger. No matter how big he got, he was still a momma's boy. "I'm sorry, baby. I was just feeling shitty, but I'm better now."

      Corey sniffs and pulls away from her, wiping his runny nose. "You're okay now?" He would come off as such a child when he'd get upset and it made her melt.

      She kisses his wet eyes and pushes his hair out of his face. "I promise." She nuzzles their noses together then gently pecks his lips. Corey has her lie back down with him on her side so they could spoon and hold her from behind. They hold hands and keep their fingers locked together. He'd plant kisses on the back of her neck and on her shoulder and side of her face. He missed being in his momma's bed and being able to touch her, even if it wasn't sexual. They cuddle like this for a while and even drift off to sleep at one point and take a small nap together, something they did together when Corey was still a kid. The freshly washed and warm sheets made it easy for them to fall asleep.

      Too much movement and shifting in the bed woke her up. Her eyes adjusted as she opened them, the room was dim from the sun beginning to set. She could feel both her breasts being fondled from behind and Corey's bulge pressing up against her ass as he softly dry humped her, assuming she was still asleep. She smiles and grinds against his already hard dick. He makes a sound from the friction and she could feel his breath on her back. His hands were already underneath her shirt and he began twisting and massaging her hard nipples with his fingers. She matches his rhythm and they grind with more pressure. His breathing began to pick up and he moaned quietly into her hair.

      "I wanna fuck you so bad, momma." He whispers, his words needy and longing.

      Courtney grins and reaches back her arm to hold his head. "So fuck me."

      Within seconds Corey gets his pants off without getting up, then he yanks down her own. His dick was pulsing and lined up perfectly behind her pussy, all it takes is one swift thrust to breach inside of his mom. His moan was louder than his mom's, he needed this more than her. Being without his mom's touch for just a week was torture. Not just because of the emotional neglect, but every time he'd have sex with his girlfriend he would just imagine his mom instead. He missed her so much, he resulted in jerking off with her panties from the laundry room. He was desperate to fuck his mom again, sticking his dick inside of where he came from.

      
        Courtney's body reacted to his every touch. Fucking felt so much different when she was with her son. Something about him had an effect on her that no other man had, not even Corey's dad and especially not Phillip. Her insides fit him like a glove, like his dick was made to be inside of her. How close they were right now after a week apart made the sex better for both of them. He humps her fast and pants just like a dog. His long dick plunged inside of her and only pulled out halfway before he was thrusting it back into her. He kept his arms locked around her to hold her steady and keep her close to him. With each thrust he would whisper that he loved her. His dick felt swollen from how much it was going to spew out and she could feel him throb inside of her. With how wet she was getting, she knew she'd have to run these sheets through the wash again.

      Corey pressed himself against her closer and picked up speed. "Fuck, momma- I wanna cum in you." He didn't want his seed anywhere else but inside his mom. Whenever he came and it wasn't inside of his mom, it felt like such a waste. She was the only woman he ever wanted to give it to and he wanted to give it to her now more than ever.

      His moaning turns into whining and Courtney could feel it in his dick that he was about to lose it. She leans her head back against him and clenches her pelvic muscles to squeeze him while he's inside her, practically forcing the cum out of him. He cries out into her back and his body stiffens as he pushes himself all the way into her to release. Her sore tits ache as he holds them tight before letting go when he goes limp. Courtney chuckles breathlessly and waits for him to grow soft before turning onto her back. "You're doing the laundry this time." She looks at her son who is still recovering.

      He nods in agreement. His eyes were closed and his face was damp with sweat. "Deal." He tiredly smiles when his mother kisses his lips.

    
  
    
      Chapter 3

      Corey had finally graduated and was surprised that his dad came to the ceremony, he wasn't expecting him at all but it made him happy. Phillip had offered to come but Courtney shot it down, she didn't think it was a good idea for him to start getting comfortable with her son yet. Corey also had a jealous streak, those two officially meeting would go nothing like when she met Camille; who had also graduated the same week as her boyfriend.

      His graduation party was tonight, after this Courtney could finally tell Corey the news. The pool was cleaned, the food was set out and a few boys from baseball were already here before the party started. They filtered in and out of his room while Courtney kept herself busy around the house with chores. She could hear glass bottles clink and with how loud the teens were laughing she knew they were drinking. She decides to play the cool mom and let it slide since they were celebrating. As long as they at least tried to keep her from seeing anything and they didn't get too rowdy, she didn't mind.

      There were at least two hours left before people were going to start showing up. Courtney was dumping ice into the cooler on top of all the soda and bottled water. A few chunks of ice hit the ground and one slid under the stove. She groans and tosses the pieces of ice that landed in front of her into the sink then gets on her hands and knees to peek under the stove. The ice was only barely out of reach but she still tried to fit her hand underneath. Her ass stuck out and she kept her head to the ground so she could see. Her finger tips grazed the ice but she accidentally pushed it more forward.

      "God damn it." She grumbles.

      While she was still distracted, one of Corey's friends comes into the kitchen to get another bottle of water and he's pleasantly surprised to find Ms.Webber in the position she was in. Him and the team always teased Corey about how hot his mom was and now he was getting a front row seat. She was wearing her mom jeans that went a little bit past her ankles and hugged her round ass in all the right places. Her white blouse was loose fitting like all the tops she'd been wearing since learning she was pregnant and was hanging down and revealing her lower back and some of her belly. The tipsy teen was getting a preview of what it'd look like to take her from behind.

      He clears his throat to make himself known. "Hey, Ms.Webber. Did you need any help?" He wasn't too sure what exactly it was that she was doing but offered anyway.

      Courtney is startled and quickly sits up to turn to him. "Oh- Tristan, you scared me." She half heartedly chuckles.

      Tristan offers his hand out to help her get up. He and Corey had been friends since around the third grade, they met in little league and basically grew up together. Tristan had stayed the night plenty of times throughout the years and Courtney considered him and his parents to be friends of the family. His mother came from South Korea as a tourist in Puerto Rico, where she ended up meeting his father. Courtney always thought he was such a handsome boy and thought it was impressive he spoke both of his parents' languages. He was a bit taller than Corey and his usually curly black hair was buzzed off and showed off the scar on his forehead from a baseball to the face. He was shirtless and already in his swim shorts that allowed her to see the athletic body he had grown into. Tristan was center field, so he did a lot of running and his strong legs were proof of that. His build was more toned than Corey's and it made Courtney embarrassed for him to be hovering over her like this.

      She takes Tristan's hand and he effortlessly pulls her to her feet, then she dusts herself off. While looking down at her knees to pat herself off, she catches a glimpse of Tristan's tattoo. "When'd you get that?" She tilts her head to the side to try to make out what it was but the lower half of it was being covered up by the waist band of his trunks.

      He smiles. "I got it finished about two months ago." He tugs his shorts down a little in the front to show her the full design. "It's something my mom drew, I just liked it so I got it tattooed. She wasn't thrilled that I had a tattoo though." He shrugs and lets her take a look. It was a sketch illustration of a Korean woman in a traditional hanbok and smoking out of a long pipe, its placement was right below his defined v line.

      Courtney tucks her dangling hair behind her ear as she admires the work, bending at her knees to see. "You said your mom drew this? She's a great artist."

      Tristan nods and steals a look at her ass. "Yeah, and my dad's cousin did the tattoo. I want a few more of her drawings done, probably on my arms."

      She smiles up at him. "That's really sweet."

      Corey comes jogging in from around the corner of the hallway, looking for his mom. When he enters the kitchen he stops and both Tristan and Courtney turn to look at him. Tristan snaps his waist band with a dirty grin and winks at his buddy. Courtney, oblivious to what this looked like, stands up straight and closes the ice chest.

      "Was just showing your mom my new ink." He struts past Corey and gives him a hardy pat on his shoulder as he goes by. His friends teasing him about his mom never got to him before but since the two started being intimate, it started getting under his skin. Corey watches him leave, his stare was cold but he shakes it off to turn his attention back to his mom.

      "I was just coming to say Camille is almost here and she's bringing some friends." He looked over his shoulder before approaching her to make sure nobody else was coming out the room.

      "Okay! Do you guys have enough towels-" Her question is cut off by Corey grabbing her by her waist and gently pushing her against the fridge then starts kissing at her neck.

      Courtney blushes and reacts to his mouth with a small gasp. She attempts to push him off but he keeps her close. "Corey- no! Someone could see!" She used a hush whisper to scold him but he just ignored her and moved his kisses up to her jaw and against her ear. Courtney bites her lip and tilts her head back to enjoy it since he wouldn't budge. Like the rest of his friends, Corey was already in his swimsuit and shirtless. His mom drags her hands up from his flat stomach all the way to his chest and massages him over. She could feel him start to poke her through his shorts and she smiled. "Baby..." She hums. He looks at her then kisses her lips once before finally letting her go. She fixes her hair and straightens out her clothes, attempting to collect herself after he just flustered her up.

      Corey grins. He was pleased with himself and had just felt the urge to claim what was his after catching someone else making eyes at her. "Yeah, we have enough towels." He winks at her and she swats his ass as he walks away from her while chuckling. She rolls her eyes and takes out her phone to use the camera as a mirror. As she's fixing her smeared lipstick her phone buzzes and a notification from Corey's dad pops up.

      'I'll swing by later tonight. I need to make my AA meeting.'

      Reading that snaps her back to reality then a knock at the door makes her jump. She puts her phone down and goes to answer the door. Camille stood there waving and ecstatic to see Courtney again. She wore a two piece swim suit, her bottoms were highwaisted and covered her belly, the bikini top tied in the front and had a print of two skeleton hands like they were cupping her breasts. There were three more girls from her roller derby team that Camille brought with her, all also dressed for the pool.

      "HI!!!" Camille squeals and throws herself onto Courtney to bear hug her.

      Corey and his friends came out of his bedroom to go and meet the girls. His baseball friends had yet to meet Camille's friends and were hoping to get lucky with some new girls. Courtney wraps her arms around Camille and hugs her back tight. Corey likes what he sees. He'd be lying if he said he never thought about the idea of his girlfriend and his mom together before, it was one of his go-to fantasies if he wanted to cum fast.

      "Hi again, love." Courtney coos. "You look amazing as always." She turns to Camille's friends. "Welcome ladies! Come on in!" She lets Camille go and she happily trots over to Corey to greet him next as her friends enter the house.

      "Hey, babe!" Camille locks her arms around Corey's neck and he wraps his around her waist like he had just done to his mother before.

      "Hey, hot wheels." He kisses her forehead and then her lips. "You remember the guys." He gestures to Tristan and the others, who were already ogling at her teammates.

      
        "Of course!" She waves to them. "Guys, this is Sage, Aubrey and Frida." All three girls wave to the boys.

      Sage was small, even shorter than Camille. Her skin was pink and covered in bruises from skating, her hair was a sharp blue and done up in a messy bun so that the pool water didn't fuck up her hair dye. Her figure was boney that left her with a wide thigh gap. And she had a large septum ring, thick like a bull would have. Her swimsuit was a solid black two piece but her bottom half were women's swim shorts and her top was designed to show off her underboob. She looked the boys over and the chubby one caught her eye.

      Aubrey's mom was white and her dad's side was Japanese. She had the shortest hair out of all the girls with a Chelsea cut, short micro bangs with the sides grown out in the front, the back of her head buzzed except for the ends that stopped at her neck. Her face was long with a sharp chin, her body was a skinny fat that she was comfortable with and flaunted it by wearing a neon green string bikini. The top barely covered her nipples and the thong only covered her crotch, leaving her pale white ass exposed with a rubber ducky floaty by her hip.

      Then there was Frida, an amazon woman compared to her other teammates. She was just as tall as the boys, her body was curvy with thick muscle in her legs. Her hair was curly with a shine to it and ran all the way down her back. She was a dark skinned latina and unapologetically grew out her body hair. Hairy arms, pits, legs and a unibrow she kept threaded and neat. She had a strong roman nose, large breasts and wide hips. And she wore a dark brown bikini top with a long flowy sarong wrapped around her to match.

      Tristan already had his intentions set on Courtney for the night, but played nice with the girls to save face. The other boys had to keep their jaws from almost falling on the floor. They never attempted to shoot their shots at such alternative girls before. Corey leads the group of teens to the back. His mom could already feel all the teenage pheromones spreading on each other as they all began to mingle. Before the back sliding door is shut, Courtney calls out.

      "Hey- Tristan, could you help me take this outside please?" She didn't want to bother Corey at his own party, and Tristan had already offered to help out earlier.

      He immediately and eagerly turns back around on his heels and marches to go help this milf out. Corey was already outside and too distracted with Camille to notice. Tristan goes over to her and lifts up the cooler to take outside. Courtney was just expecting him to drag it by the wheels, but of course he wanted to show off his strength to her.

      "Thanks, love." She smiles at him then grabs the stack of towels to follow him outside with. Corey notices when they come out together and how she pinches his cheek as a thank you when he sets the cooler down. His eyebrow twitched but he kept his cool since he was right next to Camille with his arm around her as she blabbered on about whatever.

      Tristan digs a soda out of the ice and cracks it open. "Are you gonna come swim with us?" He throws his head back to take a drink.

      Courtney shakes her head with a shy smile. "No, I don't think so. I don't wanna 'mom' up the party." Her plan was mostly just to stay inside while the kids partied and just check up on them every hour or so.

      "What?! No! Come on!" He nudges her side with his elbow and she laughs. "Come party with us." He wanted her to be included, mostly to see what she'd look like in a bathing suit.

      "I'll think about it, maybe later." It was an empty promise just to get him to stop pestering, then she headed back inside.

      It was nearing seven now, the sun was almost down and all of Corey's friends had shown up and were partying lively out in the backyard. Most of the guests were boys from his team and a few more girls he knew from school showed up so there were at least ten kids outside. Courtney was on the couch texting Phillip, he was checking in on her and the baby and asking how the party was going. Phil had completely leaned into the idea of being a dad. He never once questioned her about the timeline or logic behind him getting her pregnant. They'd always use condoms and he never noticed any of them break, so he was shocked to say the least. But he completely trusted her and it made her carry a lot of guilt.

      Corey was spinning Camille around as she floated in one of the donuts and she would kick water at him if he went too fast. The other teens had snuck in some more drinks and Corey was feeling good and at three cups in so far. Camille and her friends had taken some gummy edibles right before heading over and had already kicked in at this point. Her eyes were red and dry like her teammates and the four girls were the giggliest of the party.

      "So, Janet didn't want to come?" Corey knew that pissy lesbian wouldn't want to come to his party, but he wanted to seem like he cared. He only told Camille to invite her to look like a good boyfriend, and Janet knew that and wanted nothing to do with it.

      Camille sighs. "She said she'd rather give birth to a chainsaw than come to your house." Corey stifles a laugh as she continues on. "She's been really weird since she went out with us... Did she say anything to you?"

      
        
      

      "Well..." He thinks about his words before he speaks. "She said I'd never be as close to you as she is." He could feel Camille's demeanor change. It didn't surprise him that Janet kept her mouth shut about the talk they had that night, she started it after all.

      Camille frowns. "The hell is her problem?" She groans, then another voice chimes in.

      "Janet? Is she being mean to your boyfriends again?" Sage laughed, her arm draped around a nervous looking boy. Sage had been spending most of her time with Jeremy, the youngest and chubbiest guy there. He was eighteen and the team's pitcher. He had no idea what he was doing with this hot older goth girl. He was scared shitless and you could see it on his round baby face. Sage turns to Corey. "You're the only guy Janet hasn't driven away so far. She's a total jealous cunt towards whoever guy Camille dates."

      "Sage!" Camille was offended. As much as she was upset with Janet right now, she didn't appreciate the shit talk. Sage shrugs and goes back to playing with Jeremy's ear.

      Janet did seem like the type to do something like that but Corey didn't find her intimidating at all. She was going to hate any guy Camille dated just because he's a man. Now that he knew that's what got under her skin the most, he made sure to keep it in his back pocket for later. Corey holds Camille's donut still so that she'd stop spinning then rubs on her leg. "Don't worry about it, babe." He kisses her foot and then her knee. "It won't get to me."

      Camille sighs and sticks her hand in the water. "... I'll talk to her." Corey says nothing but he wore a smug smirk across his face. He knew with Janet's track record of being jealous, Camille wouldn't believe or listen to anything she had to say about him. He came out of this as the innocent boyfriend and she'd be on thin ice.

      Courtney was still on her phone with Phil until she heard the doorbell go off. She sets her phone down on the coffee table then goes to open the door and she's greeted with her ex husband, awkwardly standing in the doorway of his old house. He was holding a small wrapped up box and he looked tired, but maybe that's just how he always looked now. Dale was older than his ex wife by five years, he was only 38 but it was a rough 38. Drinking and depression had aged his face by a lot. Courtney thought he smelt like always; cigarettes and engine oil but this time no booze on his breath.

      "Hey." His smile was obviously practiced. "I brought this for the kiddo." That was what he'd always call Corey since he was small. He holds up the box for Courtney to take. She takes it then steps aside to let him in.

      
        "Do you want me to get him so he can open it?" She closes the door as he comes in.

      Dale looks around the house. It's been years since he's been inside and it looked just about the same. "No, no. It's fine. I don't wanna interrupt him with his friends."

      Courtney places the gift on the counter. "Nonsense, you came all the way here. You should at least see him." Before Dale could say anything she opens the sliding backdoor and goes outside, leaving him alone.

      When she came outside, the kids were all still in the pool and in their own groups. Tristan had Aubrey on his shoulders to chicken fight with Freda and one of the girls Corey knew from class, Gracie. A natural blonde and the classic girl next door. She and Corey had been friends for a while, she was slim and fit from gymnastics and was known in school for allegedly blowing one of the history teachers, though it was just a rumor. And as far as everyone knew, Gracie was straight and even Gracie thought so. But when she saw Aubrey she just couldn't take her eyes off her and the two were acting awfully chummy towards each other.

      Courtney scans the backyard until her eyes finally land on Corey who was timing Jeremy on how long he could hold his breath under water but he kept popping his head up before Corey could even count to five.

      "Dude, you would drown instantly if you ever shipwrecked." Corey laughs.

      Jeremy blows water out his nose and coughs. "That one doesn't count!"

      Corey turns his head when he hears his mom call out his name. She waves her arm and gestures for him to follow her inside. "Corey! Can you come in for a sec?"

      He smiles at Jeremy then winks. "Duty calls, brother." He splashes Jeremy before climbing out the pool. He grabs his towel and uses it to dry off his dripping hair and legs as he approaches his mom. He was more than a bit tipsy and forgot they were in front of company as he reached to grab her hips like he always did. Courtney quickly backs away from him and holds his wrists, looking around to see if anyone noticed but nobody was paying them any attention.

      Corey laughs. "Oops." His grin was naughty. He would have taken it further had she not blocked his hands. Courtney wanted to scold him but she couldn't right now with everyone here. Instead she drags him into the house by his arm with a huff. Upon entering, Corey sees his dad and his flirty and drunk demeanor quickly shifts and he straightens himself out. "Dad!" He felt like he had been caught doing something.

      Dale tussles his son's wet hair and gives him a tired smile. "Hey, kiddo. I got you something." He hands him the small box and Corey wipes his hands completely dry before taking it.

      He tears off the wrapping paper then opens up the box, inside were two keys on a ring. "House keys?" He jingles them in his hand.

      "Apartment keys, your apartment." Dale rubs the back of his neck, unsure if it was too big of a gesture or not since he hadn't run this by Courtney at all. "I signed you a lease for a place next to your school, I already paid it off for a year and it'll be ready for you to move in right before you start."

      Corey's eyes lit up while Courtney stood behind them and felt her heart sink. He really was going to leave, wasn't he? The biggest reason she was staying with Phillip was because she didn't want to be alone. The guilt killed her inside but if she left Phil while Corey left too, then she'd have no one. She fights back tears to not ruin the moment for her son. Corey flung himself into his father's arms. Dale didn't care that his whole front side was wet now, he hugged his son back and squeezed tight.

      "Theres two keys, one for you and one for your mother. I already got my own. Don't think we won't be checking on you." He pulls away from the hug and holds his son by both shoulders. "Proud of you, kiddo. And no more drinking tonight." That last part had a seriousness to it.

      Corey swallows and nods. "Yes sir... Thanks dad." He smiles again and his dad pats his back. Dale then notices how distant Courtney became. He knew this was something he should have told her about and now it was about to bite him in the ass.

      He clears his throat. "You can head back out to your party, I gotta talk to your mom real quick." Courtney kept her arms crossed and she and Corey exchange a look before he thanked his dad again and headed out, leaving the keys on the counter.

      She beats Dale to it and speaks first. "Garage." Her tone was mean and that single word stung. He grows more tense than he already was as he follows his ex wife into the garage and braces himself. Courtney flips the switch and the overhead yellow light flickers on. It looked exactly like how he left it, like everything had remained untouched since he moved out. Even the hole in the wall he made was still there. He does his best to avoid looking at it and gives his attention to Courtney, who was pacing back and forth as she fumbled with something in her hands. She finally gets it open and pulls out an already half smoked joint and a lighter. She holds the joint in her mouth and it takes a few tries to light it before she can finally take a long and nervous hit.

      
        Dale watches her with his hands in his pockets. "When'd you start smoking again?"

      Courtney exhales another cloud of smoke. "Why didn't you tell me you were gonna do that?" She got straight to the point and ignored his question.

      He frowns and sits down on the arm of the old torn up couch. "I know I should have... I'm sorry. I just wanna... show up for him. I want him to know I care." Dale didn't spend much time with Corey after the breakup. He had hit rock bottom when they divorced and didn't want Corey to witness him at his worst. Then as he got better, Dale still never felt like he was good enough to let Corey back in and kept his son at an arms length for what he thought was his own good. But all it did was create a rift between the two and Dale was doing his best to try and mend it. Courtney understood that much but she still felt blindsided.

      "I'm happy for him and I'm happy for you two getting close, I get that. It's just-" She finally breaks down and begins to weep. Her pregnancy hormones made her emotions intensified and she couldn't help herself. Dale is stunned, he didn't think it would upset her that much. He stands and cautiously approaches her with a hand awkwardly reaching out while she stands there crying into her hands. Dale felt bad but had no idea what the appropriate thing was to do in this situation. How do you comfort your sobbing ex wife?

      He bites the bullet and wraps his arm around her back and holds her like he used to. Dale fully expected her to pull back and even strike him for daring to touch her but instead she burrows her face into his shirt. He hesitates at first but then begins to stroke the top of her head the way she liked it, something Corey began doing to her too. Her body felt the same pressed up against him like this, he had almost forgotten what it felt like but he never forgot her smell. He let her cry it out and kept her in his arms until she felt like she was done.

      Courtney sniffles and wipes both her eyes as she pulls away from him, smearing her mascara. "Sorry. I didn't mean to lose it like that."

      "You don't gotta apologize..." Dale's shirt was wet from his son's pool water and now his ex wife's tears but he didn't seem to mind. "What's going on? It's not just about being an empty nester, is it?" The two may not have spent this much time together since the divorce, but Dale could still tell when something was going on with her. He knew she fought with her emotions internally until she'd finally break.

      She puts the joint out in the ashtray and avoids meeting his eyes. Courtney knew he wouldn't buy it if she bullshitted him, they knew each other well enough to know when the other was full of it. So she just says it. "I'm pregnant... And when Corey moves out, I'm starting all over again but this time..." Her words become choked up again. "I'm completely alone."

      
        
      

      Dale stopped moving and his eyes darted down to Courtney's hand that rested on her stomach. He always wanted a second kid, it was one of the recurring fights in their relationship. Courtney was always firm on Corey being their only child and would shut down the idea whenever Dale would bring it up. And now suddenly she's having a second baby without him. He swallowed down these feelings to not start a fight. He couldn't take this personally, as much as he wanted to. "Oh, Court..." He sighs out and rubs his neck. "Why not have the dad move in?" He may have been overstepping, but it was an idea to throw out there.

      Courtney winced. Phillip had brought up the same idea, he wanted to take care of her and the baby and be there to help when the baby was born. She would just tell him that she needed to think about it and never brought it up until he'd mention it again. "We haven't been together that long. I don't know if it's a good idea."

      "I see..." Dale couldn't judge. They got pregnant with Corey after only a few months of being together then ran away and got married immediately afterwards. So he could see why she didn't want to rush into another serious relationship just because of a pregnancy. Had Courtney never gotten pregnant, the two probably wouldn't have gotten married. "Being alone sucks but you get used to it." He chuckles mostly to himself. He went from coming home from work to the house he bought with his wife and son waiting to greet him, to coming home to an empty shitty apartment. "You won't be completely alone though." He gestures to her belly. "You're a good mom, Court. You didn't need my help to raise Corey right, you'll do just fine with this one too."

      His ex-wife's eyes began to tear up and she turned away to collect herself before she started crying again. She felt his strong hand touch her shoulder then she placed her hand on top of his. "Thanks, D..." They were now referring to each other as their old nicknames they used since back when they first met. Using each other's full names only started when they began to drift apart. It was cold and formal. At least in this moment, they were warm and comfortable towards each other again.

      He gently squeezes her shoulder. "I gotta get going..." This whole interaction put him in the mood to go to another meeting, this was some shit to relapse over. "I'm just a call away, alright?" Courtney nods. "I'll see you later... G'night, Court." He walks over to the keypad and presses the button that makes the garage door go up so he could walk out to his car.

      Courtney waves to him as he leaves then goes back over to the old couch and throws herself onto it to smoke another joint alone. She locked herself away in the garage for the rest of the party, everyone else had left besides Camille and Tristan who were still lounging in the deep end of the pool with Corey. Courtney had nodded off and immediately regretted falling asleep in the garage upon waking up, this shitty couch just gave her a crick in her neck. She painfully sits up and drags herself out of the garage to call it a night and head to bed. She peered into the backyard through the sliding door, the trio were laughing and talking still and no music was playing now so it must have been late. She grabs her phone off the living room table where she left it and checks the time, only a little past midnight. She then sees she had a message from Dale that she received after he left.

      'Congratulations by the way.' He had forgotten to say it to her in person.

      She sighs and tucks her phone away and mopes all the way to her bedroom. When she reaches for her doorknob, she notices that her door was already cracked open and she knew for a fact that she had closed it the last time she left her room. She was too tired to be pissed about it, she could get angry in the morning. All she wanted right now was to sleep off all these feelings and hopefully wake up tomorrow feeling less shitty. Courtney pushes the door open and the dim light behind her coming from the moonlight reveals what was happening in the dark.

      Her bed was already in use by two girls. Gracie was lying flat on her back and writhing in the sheets. Her blonde damp hair was sprawled out underneath her and she kept her eyes shut tight, her face flushed and gasping. Her blue one piece was pulled to the side and between her thighs was Aubrey, eating her out like she was savoring every lick. She kept Gracie's legs on her shoulders and arched her back while reaching an arm down to rub herself, her other hand keeping a hold of Gracie's hip. Aubrey looked like a pro and knew what she was doing. Each movement of her tongue was strategic and intentional. Aubrey had just successfully helped another bi-curious girl officially cross to the other side. Since Courtney had gone missing for a few hours, the teens thought she had left and decided to borrow the bed. But the two at least had the courtesy to put towels down on the bed to not get the sheets wet.

      Courtney closes the door back to how it was before they could notice. She stood there in shock for a moment. Again, she could be mad about it in the morning. She was too stoned and tired to deal with this. For now she'd retreat to the only other bed left in the house, in Corey's room. She closes the door behind her and rolls into her son's bed. It smelt just like him. She takes his pillow and holds it over her face to take a deep inhale. She knew that smell for nineteen years, and it was her favorite. His room was a little bit messy like it always was and he had forgotten to hide the beer bottles his friends had snuck in earlier. She chuckles and shakes her head then rolls onto her side to face the wall, wrapping herself up in his blankets.

      The original plan was to just fall asleep but her son's smell all around her and being in his bed by herself began to stir something between her legs. She had never been in his bed like this before, the idea never crossed her mind. But she also didn't think she'd be so turned on by it. The amount of times she's watched Corey fuck Camille in this bed, the amount of times Corey has jerked off in this bed his whole life. It was almost unfair that Corey hadn't fucked his mom in his bedroom yet. And now that she thought about it, she was starting to feel left out. Her hips squirmed and now she couldn't sleep. Maybe watching the girls go at it may have helped put her in the mood. But the thought of her son coming up behind her right now and having his way looped in her head on replay until she finally gave in and started grinding on the blankets between her thighs. She humps harder as she thought about getting fucked by her son in the same bed she would tuck him into, and how fucked up it would be if someone watched them have sex in his bedroom from behind the door like she would with him and Camille. Courtney holds his pillow up to her face again to smell him before she cums. She then bites down to muffle her moans as she releases and creates a sticky pool of fluid in her underwear that would eventually leak if she didn't change out of them. Her climax had made it much easier to fall asleep now.

      Tristan yawns and stretches out his arms. "I think I'm gonna head out, jabroni." He daps up Corey then waves to Camille before climbing out the water.

      "Thanks for coming out, man." Corey kept one arm around Camille and she waves back.

      He trots off to Corey's bedroom to change out of his wet trunks and grab his stuff. He rubs the towel all over his body to catch any dripping and running water down his body then tosses it onto Corey's gaming chair. Tristan scans over the entire floor for whatever was his, once he grabs everything he begins to disrobe. He rolls off his chlorine soaked shorts and shivers from the cold of the AC on his wet skin. Suddenly, there's shifting in the bedsheets and it makes him jump and sharply turn in the direction he heard it from. The light was still off but he could see a shape in the bed. He takes a few steps closer to peer over and see, then jumps back again when there's more movement. Courtney turned over on the opposite side, so now her back was facing the wall and her front was facing Tristan. His dick pulses once then starts to grow.

      There was no way that this was real, this had to be some sort of set up with hidden cameras. Tristan waves his hand in front of her to see if she really was asleep and smiles wide when she gives no reaction. There were a lot of ways to go about this, he could be really evil right now or he could do something harmless. Tristan wanted her but he also respected her. She wasn't just some girl, she was Ms.Webber and he had known her almost his whole life. Courtney was like a second mom to him, he couldn't just rape her. But this was also an opportunity he couldn't just throw away. He told himself that he wouldn't touch her but he at least needed to take advantage of this moment that was being handed to him on a silver platter. He looked down to her exposed cleavage and he could feel blood flow all the way to his tip and stiffen at full mass. Tristan grabs hold of his rock hard erection and begins to stroke, taking in every detail of what she looked like.

      Her curves were smooth and her skin looked so soft. Her lips still looked wet and he could only imagine what they'd feel like if he brushed his dick up against them right now or what the inside of her mouth felt like. He grits his teeth and starts stroking faster. He wanted so badly to feel her up, to grab her big tits and massage them around. He wanted to rub his dick between her thick white thighs and hump until he came in her lap, and to finally grab and spank that giant ass of hers. His breathing picks up and he could feel himself get closer to cumming. He looked at her neck and thought of what it would feel like to shove his cock down or to squeeze and choke her, and what her gasps would sound like. He spots a red mark on her neck that he hadn't noticed before, a little something Corey had left her in the kitchen earlier today. Something about that hickie did it for him and he cums all over the inside of his hand. He breathes hard and grabs the towel again to wipe his hand clean. Pleased with himself, Tristan gets dressed up then takes his leave before Corey could notice.

      Camille and Corey finally head inside to go shower then go straight to bed. Corey was feeling a little handsy but Camille was still upset over their conversation about Janet. He was so over it at this point, she kept bringing it up no matter how many times he thought they already moved on. She turns on the faucet and Corey grabs her hips from behind and starts to feel her up. "It's nice to finally be alone." His hands move up to the strings of her swimsuit to untie them.

      She moves his hands and sighs. "Not tonight, Corey."

      He gets annoyed then turns to sit on the toilet with the lid down. "Because you're still thinking about your girlfriend?" He said it in a tone he never used with Camille before and it caught her off guard. If Janet were right about anything, it was that Corey was a spoiled brat. He wasn't used to hearing 'no' and would get pissy if he didn't get his way.

      "What??" She was hurt, he never spoke to her that way before and she could tell he was mad. "You're starting to sound just like her. This jealousy between you two isn't cute." Now she was starting to get angry and turned her back to him.

      Corey rolls his eyes. "Had I known this would be such a huge deal for you, I wouldn't have brought her up."

      "Then why did you?? I know you don't like her so I didn't mention it, you did!" Camille refused to be blamed for this and she felt entitled to her feelings.

      The last thing he wanted to do tonight was keep fighting with Camille. "Look, maybe you should just head home." He shuts off the water and Camille frowns.

      "Are you kidding?" She scoffs when he doesn't respond. She snatches her towel and storms past him. "Whatever!" Corey follows her to his room and she starts putting her clothes on over her wet swimsuit then slings her backpack over her shoulder.

      Corey continues to follow her as she storms out the front door. "We can talk in the morning, alright?" Camille doesn't look back and flips him off before throwing her shit into the backseat then getting into her car. He sighs and watches her speed off then shuts the door. He thought having a girlfriend on the side would be fun, and it was, up until things got dramatic. Did he really want to carry this relationship with him throughout college? Sure he liked her and all but Camille wasn't that important to him, not compared to his mom.

      He comes back into his bedroom and groans as he takes a look around the place, it was way messier than he was used to from all the empty beer bottles and things being thrown around by Tristan and Camille while they packed. 'Fuck this' He thought. Corey would deal with all of this in the morning, right now he didn't give a shit. It was late, he was tired, his girlfriend was mad at him and he smelt like pool water. He still needed to shower, he told himself he would after taking a small break first. Corey throws himself on top of his bed to relax but instead is met with a hard impact and gets knocked onto the floor. Both Corey and his mom cuss at the same time from the pain and Corey does a double take once he realizes she was in his bed.

      "Ow- fuck! Momma?? What are you doing?" His head hurts but he completely disregards his own pain when he sees that Courtney was also hurt. He races to her side to check on her.

      Courtney groans and rubs her side where Corey had landed on her. "Your lesbian friends were in my bed." Now both her neck and whole right side hurt, she just couldn't catch a break tonight. She starts rubbing the back of her neck but then Corey starts massaging it out for her.

      "What lesbians?" He was confused. Practically Camille's whole derby team was gay, but he didn't have any lesbian friends as far as he knew. He could feel where his mom's neck was tense and applied more pressure.

      She grunts as his fingers work on her. "That blonde girl and Camille's friend with the shaved head." She tilts her head more to the side so he could have at it.

      Corey laughs. "Oh shit, Gracie? She and that girl were being pretty friendly. Go figure." He grins and starts rubbing at her shoulders. "You stay and watch?"

      "No, I didn't stay and watch." Courtney rolls her eyes. "I came here to sleep, then I woke up to you body slamming me."

      He laughs again and wraps his arms around her to hold her. "Sorry, I'm not usually expecting you to be hiding in my bed." He kisses her neck where she was sore. "You wanna shower with me?" Courtney agrees so he leads her away to her bathroom. This time her bedroom was actually empty with no curious teen girls in her bed.

      
        Courtney removes her clothes and Corey gets the water running to the temperature he knew his mom liked it at. While still holding his hand under the faucet, he watches his mom unhook her bra and her breasts plop down. If he didn't know any better, he'd say that they've gotten bigger. He could feel his third leg wake up in his shorts and his eyes follow her movement as she removes her underwear next. She turns to him, having felt his eyes on her the whole time. She smiles and beckons him over with her finger. "You don't have to stare."

      He smiles bashfully and crawls over to her. He puts his head in her lap and she strokes his damp hair. "Sorry... You look pretty, momma." His eyes showed that he was sincere. Corey never knew a woman more beautiful than his momma, to him she was perfect.

      She looks down at him and caresses the side of his face. "My sweet boy." She nuzzles his nose against his then softly kisses between his eyebrows. "Did you have fun today?" It was an odd thing, having casual mom and son conversation while being sexually and romantically intimate but to them it came naturally.

      "Yeah! I did." He beams. "Everyone had a good time..." He decides to leave out the part where he and Camille had a fight. "I really wasn't expecting dad's gift."

      The longing in Courtney's eyes is replaced with sadness. "Yeah... Me neither." She tried not to show that she was too upset, she didn't want her feelings to change Corey's mind. She was already worried about him doing that when she finally told him she was pregnant, which was only a few more hours away. She stands and changes the subject before Corey could readily say anything back. "Come on, I'll wash your hair." She leads him to the hot shower then closes the glass door behind them. He lets his mom wash over herself first, mostly to get a good look at her body while she's distracted. His hands start at her hips then caress down to her thighs and ass. He gives her ass a squeeze then pulls himself closer to her. Courtney smiles and kisses his cheek. "You know, you were pretty bad today."

      "Me?" He grins at her and holds up her chin. "I have no idea what you're talking about." Outside by the pool was his bad, but this morning in the kitchen was something he wouldn't take back. He kisses his mom deep and holds her in his arms.

      Courtney wraps herself around him and lets him push her back against the fogging glass. His tongue dances with hers inside each other's mouths and she could feel his dick poke at her. His mom reaches down and grabs him, causing a moan to escape him and whisper against her lips. She smiles and starts stroking him how likes it. Corey presses his head against hers and holds onto her tightly. He had been craving his mom's touch all day, he couldn't believe that just a while ago he was willing to settle for Camille when he could have sent her home and been going at it with his mom this whole time. She could be the only woman he touched for the rest of his life and he would be happy. Courtney picks up the pace and he starts breathing harder.

      "Ah... Momma-" His words are cut off by her kiss and she hushes him softly.

      
        
      

      "Shhh, baby. Just cum for momma." Her voice was soothing like she was rocking an infant to sleep. Courtney knew that when she'd baby Corey during sex that he'd melt for her, he was nothing if not a momma's boy.

      She could feel him about to become undone, his moaning turned into whining as he became desperate to finish for her. He kisses her and gasps against her mouth. "M-momma, I'm gonna- ah!"

      "There we go." She coos. His mom smiles and holds him close with her free hand as he came. His hot cum shoots onto the glass and is quickly washed away by the running shower. "Good job, baby." Corey kept his head leaned against his mom's chest and happily accepted her praise. That orgasm had just completely worn him out for the night, he could just about fall asleep here in the shower. Courtney chuckles and grabs the soap to start washing his hair. He used to love bath time when he was a baby. She'd always get in the bath with him and would have him sit in her lap as she washed his hair.

      The two get out of the shower and finally get ready for bed. Corey remained naked as he got into his mom's bed and Courtney only wore one of her son's old and oversized t-shirts from the laundry pile. She climbs in next to him and cuddles him close, letting him use her chest as a pillow. He nuzzled himself between his mom's breasts and breathed in her sweet smell before finally nodding off in her embrace. Courtney stayed up a little bit longer, her body full of anxiety for what she had to tell him in the morning. But eventually she's asleep.

      By morning, Courtney was awake before Corey and he woke up alone in her bed. She was sitting by herself in the kitchen mindlessly stirring her spoon around the rim of her mug. She didn't wake up feeling any better, her mind was in the same shitty state it was in when she fell asleep. She was still sad, anxious and guilty. Her pity party is cut short when Corey comes into the kitchen with a loud yawn and now in his underwear.

      He stretches out his arms and his back pops. "Mornin', momma." He goes to her and plants a kiss on the top of her head.

      His mother lifts her head up to face him and they exchange a sweet kiss. "Hi baby." She puts her cup down before speaking next, her heart beating so hard that it might explode. "Come sit." She pats the seat next to her.

      In an instant Corey knew something was up. He grows almost as nervous as she was but he keeps himself composed. "Okay..." He awkwardly sits down. "What's up?" He looks down at the table and notices a sealed envelope in front of her.

      
        
      

      Courtney picks it up and taps it nervously on the table. "You have one more gift left."

      Was that all this was? Corey sighs out in relief and pushes back his hair. "Oh, okay. From you?" She hands him the envelope and he takes it. The envelope was light, so it wasn't a card.

      "I wanted to wait until after your party." She watches him fiddle around with the opening flap until it rips and he pulls out what was inside.

      He takes out the paper and flips it over to see what it was. There was confusion on his face for the brief moment it took him to register what he was looking at, then when he realized his face drops. Courtney had put the baby's sonogram inside with nothing else. Her leg bounced in anticipation of what his reaction would be.

      He stares at the photos then turns to her. "Wait-" He looked to her stomach and his face was like a deer in headlights. "Really?"

      She nodded and her eyes looked like she was ready to cry. "About five weeks..." The sudden sound of the chair skidding on the kitchen floor startles her and before she could react, Corey throws himself onto her and scoops her out of her own chair. He hugs her hard and swings her around, laughing into her hair.

      "Holy shit!" He places her down and holds her by the shoulders. "Like actually?!" He grabs her face and kisses her but she doesn't share the excitement. Corey pulls back and looks at her, finally seeing that her demeanor was everything but what an expecting and excited mother should exhibit. "What's wrong?"

      Courtney frowns and buries her face into his neck. Corey was confused but holds her when he hears her start to cry. "Hey..." He strokes the top of her head. "Are you worried?"

      "Of course I'm worried!" She didn't mean to snap at him but the hormones had the best of her. "So much could go wrong, Corey. The baby's genetics and if anyone found out we'd be so fucked- *I* would be so fucked and they'd take our baby away!"

      Corey blinks. "So it's mine?" Out of everything she had just said, that was the only part that had registered. He was still holding the sonograms and he looked down and noticed that there were only three photos and at the very end of the print, there had been a fourth photo that was cut out. "... Does he think the baby is his?"

      She holds her head in her hands. "I don't know whose-"

      "Of course it's mine! With the amount of times I've-" He cuts himself off and his own thought in his head had just pissed him off, but he did his best to swallow it to not lash out at her. "Does he cum in you?"

      The question shook something in her and she was almost offended. "No!" She frowns and looks up at him. "No, that's just for you..." That part made Corey feel a little better.

      He holds her hands while he talks to her. "Then you know the baby is mine... Does he think it's his??" He asks again. Her silence spoke for her and all it did was make him upset again. "Fuck this then! I'm staying here, I'm not gonna let that fucking loser raise my baby for me thinking that he's the father!" His yelling echoed in the kitchen and she quickly hushed him.

      "What the hell are you talking about? You're going to school!"

      "Not if I drop out." He crosses his arms, standing firmly by his threat. Suddenly this was a fight between a mother and a child. This was exactly what Courtney was worried about, she knew he'd pull some shit like this.

      "I'll kick you out of here, Corey and I mean it." Her voice was stern and they matched each other's angry glares. "You're gonna live in that apartment, you're gonna go to school and you're gonna live your god damn life, god damn it! Your father and I broke our backs trying to give you the life we never had, and you're more than willing just to throw that all away!"

      "I'm not about to leave you and my baby here alone and let some dipshit take my place! If you kick me out of here, I'll come clean about everything! All of it!" That last bit makes the room go silent. He immediately regretted saying that the moment it left his mouth. Both of them stare at each other with the same look of horror. He was just as shocked that he said it as much as she was. Courtney begins to sob again and she turns away from him to storm off to her room but he grabs her arm to stop her. She tries pulling away from him but he wraps his arms around her. "I didn't mean that- I really didn't fucking mean that, momma." He felt shitty that he said that and even worse for making his mother cry. She continues to sob and doesn't fight back this time as Corey turns her around to hold her to his chest. He gently rocks her and keeps kissing her head. "I'm so sorry, momma. I would never do that... I was just..." He becomes choked up himself. "I didn't mean it." He felt her tears stream down his chest. "I don't want to leave you two alone... How am I supposed to do that?"

      
        
      

      Courtney wipes her face and looks up at him again. "I don't want you making the same mistakes we did." She sniffles and squeezes him back tight. "Your dad and I had you so young, all we've ever known was being your parents. Please, baby. If you won't do it for you, at least do it for me." She could tell this was hard on him, he wanted to stay here and be a father but was being told he had to go away. She strokes his cheek next to his quivering lip. "The baby and I will still be here... You'll visit here, and we'll visit you there." She kisses his cheek and lets him wipe the tears out of her eyes. "Nobody is taking your place, baby."

      Corey swallows down the lump in his throat then nods. "Okay..." He presses her forehead to his and his mom cups his face but he doesn't let go of her. "I'll go if you tell him that he's not the dad."

      She couldn't even argue with him on that. She was going to have to tell Phillip eventually, and if it meant that Corey would keep his life on track then she would do it. "... Okay." She nods and gently kisses his lips. "Deal." Corey smiles then kisses her back. He moves one of his hands to her belly and she looks down when she feels his touch. "You wanna come with me to the appointments?"

      Corey's face beamed like a child on his birthday and he nods excitedly. "Yeah, I do." He kisses her cheek and then covers her neck in kisses all over to tickle her. She laughs then yelps when he scoops her into his arms bridal style like the first night they were intimate. He starts to make his way to her bedroom but she grabs the wall to stop him moving.

      "No-" She grins at him. "Your bed." Corey matches her dirty grin then kisses her again before happily marching to his bedroom instead. He gently places her down instead of tossing her onto the bed like he usually did. She was carrying his baby now and had to be more gentle with her. His mom continues to laugh as he wriggles his eyebrows at her while climbing on top.

      "When'd you get this idea, huh?" He grabs both her wrists and pins them down on each side of her. "Didn't happen to be last night, did it?" He kisses her lips once more then again at her neck. He plants a few more kisses before beginning to suck on her skin to mark what was his. His mom moaned softly and when she moved, he applied more pressure to pinning her down but still made sure not to be too rough with her.

      "Baby..." She whispers, her face becoming hot. "Not too much."

      He stops and she could feel his grin against her skin. "Why? Don't want him to know you've been mine this whole time?" He moves his sucking to a different part of her neck and makes sure to suck hard to leave a darker mark. He reaches down with one hand and starts to rub her over her panties and she gasps. His fingers knew exactly where to go. Corey knew his mom's body and what she liked. He could make his mom cum with his hands tied behind his back. Her body knew him and would crave him when she was with anyone else. She writhes around underneath him, moaning and whimpering as he sucked and nibbled at her skin. He finally gives her a break and stops marking her then sits back to admire his work. She had several hickies of different shades and sizes all over her neck now and he wore a proud smile. "You look perfect." He grabs one of her hands to kiss her knuckles and then kisses her wrist, leaving a trail of kisses all the way down her arm and to her shoulder until he reaches her lips again. Courtney wraps her arms around his neck and pulls him down onto her for a deep kiss. He closes his eyes and massages his mom's tongue with his own. His dick was already aching to be let out and he starts grinding himself against her. He makes his hands busy again by massaging at her breasts. He got a good feel of how much different her tits were now that she was pregnant with their baby, bigger and fuller.

      Courtney runs her hands through his hair and matches his grinding to create friction between them. Her legs wrap around his hips and it drives him crazy. Corey breaks their kiss and groans. "Get on top of me." He helps sit her up then rolls over onto his back in her place. She was surprised but she liked the idea. She crawls on top of him and smiles down at him. His mouth drops as his mom removes his old t-shirt she was still wearing and exposed herself to him. His dick was practically bursting out of his boxers and visibly pulsed. Courtney reaches down to grab him but he grabs her wrist. "Wait! I might..." Suddenly he was shy. "I might cum if you touch it." He smiles awkwardly.

      His mom laughs and kisses his hand. "My baby." Carefully, she lifts herself up to remove her panties. Corey watches intently and lets her grab his hands and place them on her body. She puts one hand on her hip and the other on her breast, he didn't need any more guidance than that. He gropes her ass while massaging over her tits, grinding his hips against her in the process. His eyes were half lidded and never looked away from his mother's face. Courtney grinds with him and runs her hands through her hair to give her son a show. She licks at her fingers and seductively sucks on her finger tips. She could see a wet stain appear in his boxers and precum began to soak through the fabric.

      "Aw, fuck." Corey cursed under his breath then leans up to kiss her hard and pull down his underwear. Courtney pushes him back down onto the bed and her hair dangles over his face as she hovers over his erection. Corey was taken aback by her sudden assertiveness, but he liked it. He feels her grab him to position himself under her entrance and he gasps then holds onto her wide hips. Slowly, she lowered herself down and his tip was right up against her. He could feel her wet mess paint his tip and he had to resist the urge to buck his hips upwards and penetrate her.

      With a swift motion Courtney drops down and sits right on his cock, having him enter her all the way until he reaches the end of her. Both of them cried out a moan and Corey fought back cumming right away, he needed this to last but he wanted his mom so bad. She knew he was already on the verge of cumming so she took it slow, only slightly moving up and then back down. Her insides wrapped around him perfectly, she loved the feeling of her son inside her. No other man made her feel this way and they both knew it. Corey squeezes the fat on her hips hungrily and his chest rises and falls while breathing heavily through his nose. Neither of them broke eye contact while Courtney started moving faster. She uses her knees to move and begins dropping herself down on him harder. Each time she'd drop, his dick got closer and closer to breaching her cervix. It was driving him fucking crazy until he couldn't help himself.

      Corey grips her hips tightly to hold her still then lifts up his lower half to start hammering into his mom. She chokes on her moans and grips his arms for balance. He wanted to fuck the shit out of his mom but he knew his baby was in there and couldn't slam himself in like he wanted, so he went fast instead. Courtney carrying their baby made her ten times more attractive in his eyes. She was no longer just his mom but the mother of his own child. There was no other woman meant for him than her. He stared at her full of love and lust as he kept going and could barely hold it in anymore. He grunts and whines while still thrusting upwards. "I love you so much, momma."

      His mom had her head thrown back, her tits bounced and she was making a mess in both of their laps. She looks down at him and grinds her hips while he keeps pounding. "I love you too, baby." She coos and smiles warmly. In an instant she's filled up with her son's hot cum. He didn't make a sound because he had bitten the back of his hand and his nails dug into her skin with the hand that was still holding her. A shiver runs up Courtney's spine as she's filled and she keeps moving her hips with him still throbbing inside her. She pants softly then wipes the sweat off her brow. "You did such a good job, baby."

      He chuckles breathlessly and lies there. "Thanks, momma." He holds both her hands to keep her steady as she raises herself for him to slip out. A small waterfall of his cum drips out of her when his dick flops out and creates a small pool on his lap and stomach, but he didn't care. He pulls his mom close to him and he kisses her lips. "You have no idea how many times I've cum to you in this bed." He whispers in her ear and she laughs.

      "Such a charmer." She teases. They enjoy the afterglow for now, but tomorrow she'd have to break it off with Phillip and let him know that it wasn't his baby. She just had to rip the bandaid off and it'd be over. Then it'll just be her, Corey and their baby. The anxiety she had for the past week was finally gone. Courtney kisses her son one more time before whispering to him back. "You're gonna be such a good dad."

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      Courtney had to tell Phillip that he wasn't the dad like she had promised her son she would, and it wasn't going to be easy. She would still have to work with him after all this but that's what happens when you shit where you eat, you eat shit. She had been growing distant with him and he noticed. She'd barely answered his messages and the only time he ever saw her anymore was at work, she barely even kissed him anymore so they definitely weren't having sex. Today he had asked to take her out after work and she agreed. Tonight she'd finally break the news.

      
        Her pregnancy symptoms were becoming easier to manage but Phillip would still come in and check on her. Right now Courtney was closing up a call on her headset and Phillip came up behind her and began rubbing her shoulders. Her body was relaxed at first, but when she felt him touch her she tensed and Phillip felt it. He frowns but says nothing as she wraps up her call. He knew something was up, she was being so cold to him and he didn't know what he did wrong or how to fix it. Courtney hangs up then turns around in her swivel chair to face him.

      "Hey." She adjusts the neck of her hoodie. Corey had marked her neck to hell, there were dark purple and red hickies all over the front and sides of her neck. She had used makeup to cover it up but she tried hiding her neck with clothes too to be safe, so far Phil hadn't noticed.

      "Hey, was just checking in. You okay?" He wore a worried look on his face but tried to smile through it.

      Courtney simply nods. "Mhm, all good."

      He frowns again. "... Are we okay?" He already knew the answer, but he hadn't confronted her about their rift until right now.

      She sinks further down into her seat, the guilt physically weighing her down. "Phil, can we talk about this later?" She looks at the time on her desktop. "Just two more hours, okay?" Phillip just stares at her for a moment and says nothing before walking off. Courtney turns back around then lays her head down on her desk. This was gonna suck, for both of them but especially for Phillip. Her dodging the question was basically all the heads up he needed that he was about to be dumped and with each passing minute he felt a deeper impending doom.

      The work day finally ended and while the rest of their coworkers were happy to be off and head home, Courtney and Phillip had a dark cloud looming over both their heads. He waited for her near the building's entrance instead of by her cubicle like he usually did. Courtney had made sure to touch up on the makeup on her neck before leaving which made her the last one out of the office. Phillip puts his cigarette out then flicks it when she comes over.

      "You ready?" He put his hands in his pockets. Courtney nods then they both head to their own cars and head off to the agreed upon diner. On the drive there, Courtney was rehearsing what she was going to say to him. She hoped doing this in public would keep it light. Her hands were gripping the steering wheel so tight that her knuckles were turning white. This was really gonna fucking suck.

      
        They eventually both pull into the parking lot then head inside and sit at the nearest available booth. Phillip leans against his arm and taps his fingers on the table while looking over the menu. "Should we even order anything?" He looks up at her to see how she'd react.

      Courtney looks down at her lap. "... Probably not, Phil..."

      He sighs and before he could say anything else, a voice familiar to Courtney interrupts them. "Good evening, guys. Can I start you two off with anything to drink?" Camille smiles but she blinks twice when she realizes who she was waiting on. "Ms.Webber?" She was shocked and usually she'd be ecstatic, but she and Corey were still not talking. Corey had finally told his mom about their fight this morning, so Courtney also felt awkward.

      She forces a polite smile. "Hey, love. I'm sorry, I forgot you worked here."

      Camille smiles back but genuinely. "Don't apologize! There's nothing to be sorry for, I'll just- go get some waters." She leaves quicker than she came.

      Phillip watches her go then looks back at Courtney. "Who was that?"

      "My son's girlfriend or- ex girlfriend? I'm not exactly sure what they are right now." Her words trail off so Camille doesn't overhear.

      Camille returns with the two cups of water and two straws, she then takes out her notepad. "Are you guys ready to order or do we need more time?" It didn't take a rocket scientist to see that something was going on between them, the tension was so thick she had to hold her breath.

      Courtney nods. "We're good, hun. Just give us a bit." Camille nods back then clicks her pen and leaves them to it.

      Phillip had already stuck his straw in and anxiously gulped down half his cup then cleared his throat. "I'm not exactly sure what we are right now either." He continued their conversation where they had left off.

      His tone was cold and it made Courtney's stomach turn. "Phil-"

      "Don't patronize me, Courtney." He half rolls his eyes. "Just get it over with."

      
        
      

      She looks at him. If he really wanted it straight, then that's how it was gonna be. She felt the urge to bite at her nails but instead she popped her fingers then spoke. "It's not your baby."

      Instantly, Phillip's world stopped spinning. He was expecting an 'it's over' or 'it's not working out', not being told he wasn't the father. He had been worried about what would happen between them as co-parents after the breakup, only for him to have not been a parent at all. He leans back in the booth and runs his hand through his thinning hair, still at a loss for words. Courtney sat there not moving, her whole body felt stiff except for her leg that she anxiously bounced. "So who is he?" A simple but loaded question.

      "Nobody you know." She answers plainly and he scoffs.

      "Well that fucking narrows it down." His eyes rolled again. "You were with him this whole time!? So what, was I the side piece??" His voice raised slightly and some people turned to look at them. He readjusts his volume and leans in closer so he doesn't have to speak so loud. "When were you gonna plan on telling me? You fucking-" He inhales deeply to compose himself. "You brought me to your appointments and had me sitting there thinking this was my kid like some kind of asshole!" His yelling was in a hushed tone but still pissed nonetheless.

      "I'm telling you now." Phillip's anger was justified and there was nothing she could say to defend herself. "I'm sorry... Even if you don't want to hear it, I really am sorry, Phil. I was being selfish." She lowers her head. "I knew what I was doing was going to hurt you and I kept doing it anyway." Everything she had practiced in the car was useless now. She didn't expect or felt like she even deserved his forgiveness, but she was still truly remorseful. Despite this, her guilt didn't make up for anything.

      Phillip angrily digs in his back pocket and pulls out his wallet. He takes out the sonogram he kept and slams it on the table. "Nice fucking hickie by the way, slut." He then storms out of the diner without looking back.

      Courtney flinched at the impact on the table and quickly covered her neck with both hands, now being left alone in her shame. Camille had watched the whole thing from behind the counter. She frowns and reaches behind her to untie her apron then nudges the other waitress next to her. "Cover my section, I have to go."

      "What?" Her coworker looked angry. "You're leaving? You got like three more hours left!"

      
        Camille rushes to remove her apron and hangs it up on the rack then clocks out. "I'm sorry, I'll eat shit for it later but I have to go right now." Her coworker was still nagging her as she walked away and approached her boyfriend's mom. "Hey..." She kneels down next to her and gently touches her knee. "Come on, I'll drive you home." She grabs the photo off the table for her then helps Courtney out of the booth and walks her to her car.

      Courtney tried to hide that she was crying even though it was obvious. Camille hands the sonogram back to her and in exchange takes Courtney's car keys. They both get into the car in silence and Camille drives off. She didn't know what to say or if she should say anything at all, and now she was going to have to face her boyfriend that she had been ignoring. She hears a metal box click and the flick of a lighter but she doesn't take her eyes off the road, then the car begins to smell of weed and fill with smoke. Tears were still streaming down her face as Courtney took a long drag then rolled down the window to blow it out.

      Camille side-eyes her then finally speaks up. "You mind if I hit it?" Courtney takes another puff before passing it. Camille takes her hit then passes it back and exhales before speaking again. "So... breakup?"

      "Breakup." Courtney wipes her nose with her sleeve and looks out the open window.

      "... Congratulations on-" Camille pauses. "If you want the baby, I mean..."

      Courtney chuckles. "Yeah, I want the baby." She rubs her free hand over her stomach then passes the joint back to Camille as they stop at a red light.

      Camille takes another hit then exhales through her nose. "Does Corey know?"

      "I told him yesterday." She clears her throat awkwardly. "Are you guys still-"

      "I don't know." She doesn't even let Courtney finish her question. Looks like neither of them wanted to talk about Corey right now. They pull into the driveway and Camille parks. Courtney exits the car and expects Camille to follow but she only hands back her keys and stays put. "I'm gonna Uber back to my job to get my car."

      "You didn't want to come inside?" Courtney felt bad, she was probably going to get into trouble for leaving in the middle of her shift just to take her home. "At least let one of us drive you back."

      
        Camille awkwardly kicks the ground and looks at her phone then back at the house. She sighs and puts her phone back in her pocket to follow Courtney inside. It'd at least save her the money to get Corey to drive her back instead. They both enter the house and Corey was in his usual spot on the couch. He sits up eagerly to greet his mom and ask about how it went, but is completely caught off guard by his girlfriend being right beside her.

      "Oh- hey..." He rubs his neck, a habit he picked up from his dad. He was about to say something else until he realized his mom had been crying. Her eyes were wet and puffy and her nose was red. As much as he was glad that loser Phillip was gone, he knew this would still upset her and he couldn't exactly comfort her right away with his girlfriend being here.

      Courtney knew the two needed to talk this out so she'd get out of their way for now. She pinches Corey's cheek but her sad expression stays the same. "I think I'm gonna head to bed, hun." She then turns to Camille. "Thanks for the ride, love." She kisses Corey's forehead and slumps away to her bedroom to sulk.

      "I'll be there in a minute." He reassures her as she leaves and he doesn't say anything else until her bedroom door closes. "You drop her off?"

      Camille nods and puts her hands in her pockets. "Yeah, they came into my job and I saw the whole thing go down... Was kinda intense." The two may have been trying to keep it hushed but it was very obvious to the whole restaurant that they were fighting. Especially since Phillip hadn't bothered to whisper when he called her a slut, as if he wanted everyone to hear. It was a jab to make her feel humiliated like she had done to him.

      "Shit..." Suddenly Corey wasn't feeling so good about making his mom go through that. He was too busy being spiteful and angry towards Phillip that he wasn't really thinking about what the aftermath might be.

      Camille didn't know if telling him this would stir the pot or not, but she thought he should at least know. "He uh-" Her jaw clenches. "Sort of um, called your mom a slut in front of everybody... Not sort of, he did." She probably could have phrased that better.

      She could tell by the sudden flare in Corey's eyes that it did in fact, stir the pot. "He fucking what?!" That fucking balding shrimp had the nerve to berate his mom like that? Corey could squash him like the roach he was, and he wanted to. He would have had a bigger reaction if Camille didn't look at him so uncomfortably.

      
        She awkwardly looks at the door then back to him. "I um, kind of need a ride back to work... If that's okay." He sighs to calm himself down then snatches up his keys and she follows him out the door, keeping her distance.

      Courtney had removed all her clothes but her underwear and bra, leaving her clothes thrown across her bed. She was currently in her bathroom kneeling over the sink and washing off the makeup on her neck. She was scrubbing herself excessively with a washcloth to the point that her skin was becoming raw, like she was trying to scrub off the hickies. Her crying blended in with the sound of the faucet running and suddenly she felt her mouth begin to fill with water and the anxious feeling in her stomach was about to come spilling out. She grips the counter with one hand and quickly moves her hair out of her face with the other as she pukes into the sink. It came out hot and burned her throat and through her nose.

      Now that the pregnancy vomiting had started again, there was no stopping it until it was over. She kept going until there was nothing but spit and foam left in her to let out. She spits out what's left then washes out her mouth with the running water before shutting off the faucet and sliding down onto the floor. Courtney was physically and emotionally exhausted but the cold bathroom tile felt good on her skin. She continued to lie there for a while just staring up at the ceiling until she eventually decided she would take a bath and lie down there instead, and wash the spit out of her hair.

      The drive back to Camille's job was awkward, she tried making conversation but Corey seemed to be in his own head for the most part. He wasn't just going to let that asshat get away with treating his mom like that so he was brainstorming on ideas. He didn't know where he lived and he didn't even know his last name, but he did know where he works and what his car looked like. Corey pulls into the diner's parking lot and Camille sits there for a moment before speaking up. "... Are we still fighting?" Camille was very unsure of their relationship right now and Corey genuinely couldn't care less.

      He exhaustedly exhales through his nose and shrugs. "Camille... Just, right now- I can't focus on this." He looks at her with slight annoyance. "I gotta help out my mom and we're gonna be so far apart when I start school..." He rubs his neck and shakes his head. "I think it's time to just call it. I appreciate you helping my mom out tonight, but I really gotta get back to her."

      Camille looked like she was about to cry but she couldn't protest to anything he just said. He was going to move away to college and probably meet so many other girls, and he had to be there for his mom while she was going through her pregnancy. She wanted to try to at least make this work, but it was obvious Corey would rather phone it in. She nods with a tight lipped fake smile. "I get it, that's more than fair... Thanks for the ride." She exits the car fast so Corey couldn't say anything back to her and she jogs back inside to her job.

      
        He watched her go, but he didn't really feel anything. Now at least both Phillip and Camille weren't in the picture anymore. Corey whips his car back around and books it back home to be with his mom. He wouldn't tell her the plan he was cooking up, the less she knew the better. For now, comforting her was what was most important.

      Courtney didn't stay in the bath for very long, all she wanted to do now was crawl into bed curl up into her blankets. She puts back on her hoodie since she was cold and then a pair of socks but that was it. The bed was nice and warm against her skin and she reached in her bedside drawer to grab another one of her half smoked joints to finish while she still had alone time. She scrolls on her phone while smoking and against her better judgement she opens up her messages with Phillip. There were no missed calls or unanswered texts and she wasn't expecting any either, but it still would have been nice at least. She began to type out 'I'm sorry' but the sound of the front door opening and closing makes her throw her phone into the drawer along with her joint.

      Corey comes in, stumbling as he takes his shoes off to get into bed with her. "Hey..." She kicks off his shoe and crawls over to her. Courtney throws her arms around his neck and almost knocks him backwards then begins to weep again. Her son hugged her back tight and let her cry it out onto his shirt while stroking the top of her head to soothe her. "I don't know what I was expecting to happen... I'm sorry that I made you do that." He felt bad that she ended up getting hurt, but Phillip really wasn't the father and he needed to know that. "But now it's just us three, right?" He reaches down to touch her belly. "You, me." He lifts up her chin and kisses her. "And the baby." He carefully lies her down on her back and hovers over her while stroking her stomach. "Now we can start doing the baby stuff together. The appointments, the planning, all of it." He sounded eager to finally fill his role as the father.

      And he was right, it did take some of the weight off her shoulders to finally get Phillip out of the picture. Courtney still felt guilty but she wanted to move on from it and focus on their family too. Phillip didn't matter anymore. Corey drags his hand from her stomach and up to her jaw to hold her face and look at her. "Why don't we go out tomorrow? We can look at some baby stuff and eat out at some place nice?"

      A faint smile paints across his mother's face. She appreciated how much her son was trying to make her feel better, and it was working. She touches the side of his face in return while staring up at him with sweet eyes. "It's a date." She catches his lips with hers and closes her eyes. Corey leans into her and deepens their kiss. He could taste the pot on her breath but was used to it by now. His hand creeps down to her crotch and she flinches and gasps at his touch on her bare skin. He hadn't realized she wasn't wearing any underwear until he felt her.

      Corey breaks their kiss and grins down at her, dragging his finger across her slit. "Speaking of eating out..." He slithers down into the bed sheets and drags his tongue down her thighs, causing his mom to shiver and shakily gasp. He kisses her mound and Courtney reaches down to play with his hair, he loved it when she did that. She feels his hot tongue lick her up from her asshole to her clit and she grips his hair tightly with a groaning moan. His mouth wraps all the way around her and he sucks while lapping his tongue over her entrance. Courtney grinds herself against his face and Corey grabs a hold of her legs to keep her steady.

      She tasted like heaven. His mom's body was something to be worshipped, her body created him and now was creating his child and he couldn't love her more than he already did. He loved her more than a son ever could love his mother and more than a man could ever love a woman. Corey would do anything for her. He drinks her sticky fluid and spreads her apart with his fingers so his tongue could slip inside her. Her body shakes as she feels his tongue wriggle around her like a fish out of water. Her brain felt like it was short circuiting from the electricity he was sending throughout her body with each intentional movement. He knew what his momma liked and knew exactly what buttons to push to get the reaction he wanted, and right now all he wanted was for her to get her mind off of what had happened. So that meant he had to fuck her head empty.

      Corey begins to circle her clit his his finger while still tongue fucking her. If he overstimulated her enough her mind would liquidate. Courtney's moans echoed throughout the bedroom and she had let go of his hair and went limp against the bed. The best she could do was grip the sheets and twitch her body while underneath him. He lifts his head up and wipes his wet mouth with his arm then smiles at her. "Delicious." He whispers before grabbing her hips and turning her over onto her stomach. He adjusted her position so that she was on her knees and tucked a pillow underneath her for support and to protect her belly from getting smushed. He gently swats her round meaty ass and she yelps but keeps swaying her hips for more of his attention. He grabs both her hips and swirls his tongue in a circle over her asshole. She blushes hard and buries her face into the mattress. It was embarrassing but it felt amazing. She sticks her ass out more for him and he leans his face more into it. Her legs began to tremble and the pillow was the only thing keeping her propped up.

      He pulls away again then starts to undo his pants and takes out his throbbing cock before it bursts out on its own. It was aching to be back inside where it came from. Corey rubs himself against her cunt and slaps his dick on her to make it wet. Courtney whines and arches her back more to give him full access to her, she wanted him just as badly. Corey grins and slaps her ass one more time to make her cry out again. She feels his tip press against her hole and before he could thrust himself in, Courtney pushes herself backwards to make him penetrate her. Corey gasps and a moan is forced out of him. It caught him by surprise but he wasted no time to start fucking her. He grabs a hold of her hair and moves it to the side so he could lean down and speak to her. "Just couldn't wait, huh?" With that, he starts pounding into her without giving her any time to be prepared since she wanted it so bad. She moans his name and her toes curl, his dick rubbed against her insides in all the right places. Corey could barely keep up with his own speed and made himself out of breath, but he kept going. He was going to fuck his mom until she came with his cock inside her, then he was going to cum inside. That was one of the best perks of knocking up your mom, creampie was on the menu for the next ten months.

      He keeps a hold of her body and takes in her fertile smell, everything about his mom turned him on. Each curve, roll, freckle and stretch mark. He kisses the back of her neck and reaches down to start fondling her tits. "Take it like a good girl, momma." He starts adding a little more force into his hips. He had been trying to be more gentle with her lately but right now he couldn't help how badly his body wanted her. He could feel her pussy tighten around him and he knew she was about to explode for him. He was balls deep at this point and gave it his all. "Cum for me, momma." He squeezes her nipple and her floodgates burst open over his cock with a loud cry out from her. He grits his teeth and gives her one last good hump before filling her up and their cum mixes together and paints the inside of her walls. Courtney falls limp and gasps to catch her breath, her legs still shaking. Corey carefully pulls out of her then plops on the bed next to her, just as out of breath. He swallows his spit and wipes the sweat off his forehead before looking to his mother. "You okay?" He puts his hand in hers and she squeezes it with a nod. He chuckles and pulls her close to spoon her. He'd successfully fucked his mom until her brain oozed out of her ears, now she had no choice but to forget about Phil. He kisses the back of her neck and holds her in his arms until she passes out.

      Corey waits until he one hundred percent knows that his mom is asleep before he sneakily creeps away to get on his phone and make a call to set up what he had planned for tomorrow. He called in Tristan with a big favor to ask. And since Tristan had just masturbated in his mother's face without him knowing, he felt like he owed Corey and agreed. When the two best friends agreed upon everything, Corey creeps back into bed with Courtney and holds her in his arms protectively while they sleep throughout the rest of the night.

      Morning came and Courtney called out of work so she could spend the day with Corey on their date, and to also avoid Phillip. The whole office would know that they broke up but she was worried that word would get around that Phil isn't the father. But for now she wouldn't dwell on it, Courtney was excited to be taken out on their first official date with her son and was currently getting herself ready in her bathroom. Corey was in his bedroom texting Tristan to set today's plan in motion. Tristan's instructions were to not do anything until Corey and his mom officially made it out of town and he'd keep him posted and let him know when to go. His mom had no idea what he had planned behind her back, and he planned to keep it that way.

      Corey made sure to dress up nice for his mom. He wore a short sleeve button up that he kept tucked into his pants and was just finishing up putting on his belt. He played with his hair in the mirror and dusted off any lint, he never even bothered looking this neat for Camille before. He rubs his jaw to feel at his stubble, he thought about shaving but his stubble made him appear a little bit older so it was probably better that he kept it for today. After a few sprays of cologne, Corey makes his way to the kitchen where he usually leaves his keys and wallet.

      He tucks his wallet into his back pocket and grabs his car keys, he turns around and was just about to call out to his mom and ask if she was ready but she was already standing in the hallway. His heart skipped a beat when he laid his eyes upon her. She was wearing an old pair of jean overalls she found hidden away in her closet with a striped long sleeved shirt underneath and her hair done up in a loose braid on the side. The jeans were hugging her ass just right and she looked down at her body. "I think my hips have gotten a bit wider since I last wore these." She runs her hands down her sides. "Do you like it?" She wanted to wear something a little more casual but still nice.

      
        Corey's cheeks began to burn and he cleared his throat. "I really like it." He approaches her and pulls her close by her hips. She can't help but laugh when she feels him grab at her ass and try to kiss at her neck.

      "No more neck kisses for you until these fade!" She lifts his chin so he could kiss her lips instead. Her neck was still marked up from last time and she had to cover them up with makeup again.

      Corey playfully pouts. "But it's my favorite place to kiss you."

      "Really?" She tilts her head and strokes the stubble on his chin with her thumb. "More than my lips?" She gives him a pouty face with puppy eyes and he grins at her.

      "Well- second favorite place." He leans in and kisses her lips, pressing her body to his. Courtney coos against his lips and smiles up at him when he pulls away. "You look amazing as always."

      His mom pinches his cheek. "You're not so bad yourself, handsome." She kisses him once more. "So where are you taking me?"

      Corey jingles his keys and winks at her. "You'll see." He swats her ass as they head out the door and get into his car. He made sure to check the time before starting the car, if they left now then the plan with Tristan would be right on schedule. He starts up the car and pulls up directions on his car's map.

      Courtney buckles in then catches a glimpse of the drive time. "Two hours?! Why are we going so far?" She assumed they were staying in the city, but this was going way out of town.

      He pulls out of the driveway. "You'll see when we get there, feel free to take a nap if you want."

      She rolls her eyes. "I'm not gonna fall asleep."

      Over an hour into the drive and sure enough, Courtney had fallen asleep. Corey kept his music low to let her rest and kept his eye on what time it was. When they finally arrive, his mom is still sound asleep as he parks. He was hoping she'd be out cold during this part. Corey takes his phone out and sends Tristan a thumbs up emoji, giving him the green light for what he had to do next. He quickly tucks his phone away then gently shakes Courtney's leg. She stirs and groggily looks around. "We're here." Corey gives her a peck on the cheek then gets out the car and heads to her side to open the door for her.

      
        
      

      He helps her step out of the car and she stretches and yawns then takes a look around at where they were. There was a strip of different boutiques and shops right across from a small shoreline. The sun was out and made things a bit warm but wind next to the water helped cool things down. She inhales through her nose deeply to take in the fresh air and Corey admires how his mom looks in the sun. He kisses her cheek then locks his arm around hers.

      "Come on." He winks at her then leads the way into one of their first stops of many, a baby boutique. Corey had some money in the bank after he and Tristan started getting into crypto. It's why Corey hasn't really had to work a real job, all his money came from online and he was more than willing to spoil his mom with anything she wanted for their baby. And he was going to make sure to keep the receipts of all purchases he made on this side of town.

      Courtney got a look at just one of the price tags and could see how fucking expensive this place was. She told Corey there was no way she'd let him get anything here for her but he insisted and wasn't going to take no for an answer. After finally giving in, Courtney had found a bassinet she really liked and a new breast pump to replace the old one she used when she was pregnant with Corey, and then also a cute little newborn hat she found. The total racked up way over five hundred dollars but Corey swiped his card like it was nothing and it went through. Courtney knew her son had his own money, but she didn't think it was that much he had put away then again she also never asked.

      He carried their stuff to put away into the trunk of his car then shuts and clocks it. "You look pretty when I spoil you." He kisses her lips and holds the small of her back. She almost scolded him, but then she realized that nobody here cared. They were two hours away from everyone they knew, so that meant that nobody here knew that she was his mom. She smiles at him and grabs his face to kiss him again. Courtney assumed this was the reason why he took her all the way out here for their date but that was only partially the reason why,

      The real reason why was finally playing out as Tristan made his way to the location he agreed upon with Corey. Most people would be nervous, but Tristan carried himself with confidence in almost everything he did like his dad taught him. He brought along with him everything Corey had told him to bring. The gloves, the mask and his trusty bat that he played with in all their baseball games. Tristan loved that bat more than his car, it was like his baby. And he and his baby were gonna have some fun today.

      After double checking that he was at the right place, Tristan parks his car on the side of the road then texts Corey that he was here and waits for his response before moving onto the next stage.

      'Go get em tiger!' Corey texts alongside a tiger emoji.

      
        Tristan grins and slips on his dad's golfing gloves then grabs the mask that was in the passenger seat. Corey had told him to wear a mask that completely hid his face. Tristan didn't really have any masks except for one he wore to a halloween party only once. He laughs to himself before putting it on, then looks at his reflection in the rearview mirror and there was a cheap George W. Bush mask looking back at him. He gives himself a wink before grabbing his bat then strutting out of the car and heading towards a nearby parking lot. He scans the lot for the target car Corey had described, a shitty 2011 Lincoln Town Car that looked like it had seen better days, luckily it was about to be put out of its misery. He soon spots the car and skips on over then takes one last good look around to make sure nobody was nearby.

      He readies his bat over his shoulder and tightens his grip before giving it his all in one hardy swing. His metal bat bashes into the driver's side window and it shatters from the harsh impact. Tristan whistles a tune that had been stuck in his head all day and moves onto the backseat windows. There were chunks and shards of window glass everywhere on the floor beneath him and crunched under his feet as he now moved onto the passenger side window.

      Inside the office a few people had heard the commotion and were huddled around the window that overlooked the parking lot to see what was going on, it definitely wasn't what anyone was expecting. One of the women looks over her shoulder for a second and calls out.

      "Uh... Phillip?" She continued to watch as George W. Bush bashed in the windshield while standing on the hood of the car. "You might wanna go check on your car..." His other coworkers can't help but snicker.

      Phil had drunk himself to sleep last night and was massively hungover. He groans and slinks over to the window where everyone else was hovering and they move out of the way as he approaches. He squints his aching eyes to see past the glaring sun, and in an instant he's no longer a zombie and is fully alert and awake. "WHAT THE FUCK?! HEY!!!!" He angrily bangs on the window's glass and it gains the attention of George Bush. He whips his head around and looks up at the building, then books it out the parking lot. A seething Phillip races to the stairs and nearly tumbles down as he tries to go and catch the punk that just fucked up his car. By the time he reached the parking lot, George Bush was already long gone and he had slashed all four tires for good measure right before making his grand exit. Phillip rages in the empty lot as his coworkers watch from the window. First he gets cucked by his girlfriend and learns he wasn't a father and now this.

      Tristan felt a rush as he drove away from the scene. He didn't know why Corey asked him for this favor, but now he considered them even. Committing vandalism for your bro after jerking off in his mom's face seemed like a fair trade.

      
        Courtney and Corey were walking back to the car after another shopping trip where she got more maternity clothes and made sure to pick out whatever Corey thought looked best on her. He shuts the trunk once more then checks his phone when it vibrates.

      'All done bro!' Tristan followed up the text with a selfie of him in the mask and holding a thumbs up.

      Corey grins then tucks his phone away before turning back to his mom and catching her by surprise by slapping her ass. "Ready to eat?"

      Courtney should have been used to her son giving her ass his attention all the time but his father was never this handsy so it still caught her off guar. She pinches his nose then holds his hand. "The baby is craving pasta, I think." She rubs over her belly and Corey kisses her cheek.

      "Pasta it is then."

      The couple ate then went walking alongside the water afterwards. Corey really wanted his mom to start feeling more like his girlfriend and so far he was doing a good job at it. Courtney had never felt this spoiled before and loved that her son was secretly a romantic when he wanted to be, she could get used to this. It was nearing the evening by the time Courtney was finally starting to get tired. The pasta made her feel really sleepy and bloated, but their baby was satisfied with their lunch. When she was pregnant with Corey, all that boy wanted to eat were burgers and fries. She ate so many that she went without them for a good while after giving birth and she thought it was cute that burgers were still one of his favorite foods.

      Corey drove them back home and sure enough his mom fell asleep in the car again. Her phone was currently being blown up by Phillip and she was none-the-wiser. By the time they arrived back home it was already dark outside. Corey went out to get the door unlocked first before having to wake up his mom and start hauling everything they bought into the house. After he's gotten everything inside he gently wakes up his mom. She stirs and yawns loudly.

      "Hey, sleeping beauty. We're home. Want me to carry you to bed?"

      Courtney smiles tiredly and shakes her head. "I got it." She climbs out of the car and kisses his cheek. "Thank you today, baby." She strokes his stubble again. "I loved it." She yawns again and stretches out her arms. "I'm gonna turn in for the night."

      
        He nods and kisses her knuckles. "I love you too, momma." He bites the inside of his cheek before speaking again. "Is it cool if Tristan comes by? Maybe crash here for the night?" The two boys had a lot to go over after today.

      His mother nods and yawns again before turning to go inside. "That's fine, baby. Just don't be too loud."

      He agrees then follows her into the house and texts Tristan that he could head over. When he arrives, they retreat to the garage to talk. Tristan had brought over some beers he 'borrowed' from his dad and they had already had two bottles each. Corey knew he'd be laughing when Tristan told him what happened which was partially why he chose to have their conversation in the garage.

      Tristan wipes the corner of his mouth. "That little dude was sooo pissed, man." He laughs. "Seriously though, who even was that guy? What'd he do to piss you off that bad?" He takes another swig of his beer. He had brought along the Bush mask, which Corey was currently wearing over his head.

      Corey sighs while still inside the mask. "He called my mom a slut in front of like an entire restaurant, dude." He pulls the mask off and tosses it next to him on the couch. "I wasn't gonna let him just get away with humiliating her like that."

      Tristan was surprised, he knew he cared about his mom a lot but not to the extent of breaking the law for her. "Alright, momma's boy." He raises an eyebrow as he takes another sip.

      "You have no idea." Corey grins at his own joke and clinks his bro's bottle with his before drinking again.

      "So... We're good, right? Like this won't come back to us?" Tristan was a bit worried even though he had a lot of fun doing it and was happy to help his buddy out, but this was something that could really fuck up their futures.

      "We're all good, man. That asshat is gonna think it was me and I can prove that it wasn't. None of this is gonna come back to you, I promise." He nudges Tristan's shoulder with his foot. "Y'know I got your back."

      Tristan smirks but it quickly fades. "I don't know, dude..." He trails off. "This is just a big secret you have over me, I guess. Feels weird." He shrugs and drinks what was left in his bottle.

      
        Corey couldn't really argue with that. He'd never turn on Tristan, he was like a brother but just saying that alone wouldn't be enough to put him at ease. He was going to say something else but then the door opening behind them made them jump.

      "There you boys are." Courtney smiles at them. She had changed into her pajamas, a black spaghetti strap tank top that rolled up a little on her small baby bump and some old sweatpants she found in her dresser. Her nipples were erect and a bit sore and it got both of the boys attention. She then notices the empty beer bottles on the floor and then current bottles in their hands. She smirks. "Make sure you boys clean up, okay?"

      "Yes ma'ma." They both say in unison. Courtney winks at them before leaving back into the house, leaving the two alone again.

      Tristan throws his head back. "Fuuuuuuuck, man! If I had her as a mom, I'd go fucking crazy!" Something about Ms.Webber being pregnant made her so much sexier. She had a natural glow to her now and her body was making some nice changes. Tristan sets his empty bottle next to the others then opens up a new one and chugs half of it down before continuing on. "If I were you, I would be all over her." He grins. "Just constantly tapping that." He was expecting Corey to say something snarky back about his own mom or to at least shut him down but to his surprise, Corey came off as unphased; amused even.

      Corey wore a dirty smile and twirls his finger around the rim of his bottle. "What if I do?" He cocks an eyebrow. Tristan laughs at him but slowly stops when he sees that Corey wasn't laughing with him.

      "What??" He awkwardly chuckles. "What do you mean?"

      Corey shrugs his shoulders. "I already do. Almost everyday." He was so nonchalant about it, like it was normal. Tristan was uncomfortable that he had such a huge secret over his head, he figured it was only fair to share his big secret. Now they would both hold a huge illegal secret that could get them into deep shit.

      Tristan pauses to really get a good look at Corey's demeanor. "Holy shit, you're not joking..." He could always tell when Corey was fucking with him or not but this time he was serious. "Bullshit! I don't believe you." He huffs. "You're full of it."

      "Want me to prove it?" Corey sits up like he was ready. It made Tristan nervous, but he was going to call his friend's bluff.

      "Yeah, go ahead. Prove it." He waits to see what he'd do next.

      
        
      

      Corey takes out his phone and starts a facetime call with Tristan. "Stay here and watch." He leaves Tristan in the garage by himself and heads inside the house, taking his phone with him.

      Courtney was in the kitchen making herself some tea before she went back to bed. Corey sneakily props up his phone in the living room where Tristan could see where she was in the kitchen then he makes his way towards his mom. She was putting the kettle on the stove when she felt his hands wrap around her hips from behind like he always liked to do when he'd find her in the kitchen. Their backs were currently facing the hidden camera and Tristan watched with his microphone muted.

      She purrs and leans herself back against him and rubs his arms. "Hey, baby." She smiles as her son's hands travel up to her belly. "You want me to make you a cup?" She was about to grab a second mug from the cabinet but Corey led her to the counter that faced the living room, still holding her from behind. Now both their faces were visible to Tristan.

      "I was kind of craving something else..." He whispers in her ear then moves his hands up further to grab her breasts. Tristan's eyes widen as he watches Corey grope his own mom and is even more shocked when his mom welcomes it.

      Courtney bashfully turns her head away as his stubble tickles her. "Baby!" Her giggling is cut off by a sharp gasp when her son slides his hand down the front of her pants. He massages her over her panties and kisses at her ear. She squirms in his arms but he keeps her close then slips his fingers into her underwear while playing with her nipple with his other hand. She blushes hard and covers her mouth with the back of her hand as he starts to rub her in a circular motion. She moans against her skin and Tristan could feel himself grow hard.

      He really wasn't lying, Corey was actually fucking his mom and he was witnessing it. He gulps and hesitates before undoing his pants to pull out his stiffening cock. It's not like Corey could see him right now anyway, so he starts stroking himself while watching. Courtney grips the counter with both hands as Corey keeps working her, having slipped two fingers inside her already. Her moans became more audible despite her attempts to quiet herself. She bucks her hips forward and steam begins to come out of the kettle behind them on the stove. His mom tenses and her breathing picks up, he could tell she was about to cum so he starts fingering her harder. He had her bent over the counter at this point and her legs began to shake. The kettle began to whistle as she reached her peak and Tristan started jerking himself off faster while keeping his eyes locked on Ms.Webber and her face and tits.

      Corey thrusts his fingers in as far as she could take him and she becomes undone, her loud moan masked by the whistling kettle. Tristan's vision went blurry as he came hard into his hand, some even got onto his phone. This was the second time he's cum to his best friend's mom now, and this time it was way hotter. The noises she made were amazing, he could hear her moans from the kitchen and on the facetime call. Corey holds his mom up as she tries to regain control over her jelly legs and she laughs exhaustedly.

      "So no on the tea then?"

      Corey pulls his hands out of her pants and sucks his fingers clean before kissing her cheek. "Yeah, I'll pass on the tea." He swats her ass before trotting back to the living room like nothing happened. He waited until his mom had her back turned again to take the kettle off the stove, then he swipes his phone and hangs up the call before heading back to the garage. Tristan scurried to get his pants back on and panics to find something to clean the cum off his hand and phone. He groans and takes off his own shirt to wipe it off, then Corey re-enters the garage. Tristan tosses his shirt on the floor and clears his throat.

      Corey plops back down on the couch and drinks the last of his beer. "So? That enough proof for ya?" He was obviously proud of himself, this was a huge brag for him.

      Tristan was jealous, but also very impressed. "Shit, dude..." He laughs and shakes his head. "You're a fucking freak, you know that?" He shoves Corey's chest and they both laugh.

      "Now we both got something on each other." Tristan didn't realize that was the reason why Corey exposed the truth about him and his mom. It was a big gesture and it meant a lot to him that he was willing to go that far and trusted him enough to keep this between them. He smiles and offers a handshake but Corey swats it away. "Fuck no, dawg. You totally just jizzed in that hand." Both of them laugh again then Tristan throws his cum stained shirt at him and they begin to wrestle. Their bond was now stronger than it ever was.

      Tristan was gone by morning and Corey had joined his mom in her bed after he had left. He wasn't going to tell her that Tristan was now aware of the incestous affair they were in, all it would do was cause a fight so there was no need. Courtney still hadn't checked her phone since yesterday. She had fallen asleep after they got home, then only woke up to check on the boys. Corey making her cum that hard plus the sleepy time tea had knocked her out cold for the rest of the night, so she had no idea about the sea of messages she had waiting for her from Phillip.

      Today all Corey had planned was to help set up the bassinet they got yesterday, and he was already awake before his mom but he stayed next to her in bed until she woke up. He kept his hand on her pregnant belly and admired her as she slept. Even with bedhead and a bit of drool on her lip, she was still the most beautiful woman in the world. He kisses her lips gently and that wakes her up. She stretches her arms and her shoulders pop. She blinks a few times until her eyes adjust then she smiles at Corey.

      
        
      

      "Morning." She coos and reaches up to touch his face, "You shaved."

      Corey rubs at his neck and chin. "Did you want me to keep it?"

      She quickly shakes her head. "I like your face with no hair." She pinches his cheek out of habit. "You look too grown up when you don't shave. I want you to be my baby boy forever."

      He bashfully smiles and kisses her lips a few more times. "How can I be your baby when you're having my baby?"

      Courtney pouts. "Can't I have two babies?"

      Her son rubs her belly some more and kisses her between the eyes. "I guess so-"

      A loud pounding on the front door made them both jump. Courtney is genuinely startled but Corey seemed to be expecting it. They both crawl out of bed and Corey wanted to be the one to open the door, but his mom beat him to it. She cautiously opens it barely half way and is confused to see Phillip standing there, and he looked furious.

      "You haven't fucking answered me AT ALL!" He throws his hands in the air. "What the fuck!?"

      Courtney looked at him like he was crazy. "I've been busy, I haven't been on my phone." She shakes her head to snap out of explaining herself to him, she didn't owe him anything. "What the hell are you doing here??"

      "Your piece of shit kid totaled my fucking car." He hisses.

      Him insulting Corey like that puts a flare in her eyes that Phillip hadn't seen before and she gets in his face. "My son was with me ALL DAY! He didn't do anything to your shitty fucking car." She storms inside to snatch the receipts from yesterday off the counter then returns and shoves it into Phillip's chest. "How the hell was he supposed to be wrecking your car and be out of town at the same time?!"

      
        Phillip looks at the time stamps and which stores they were, all small businesses that only had one location in the town two hours away. He scoffs. "This doesn't mean shit!" He was about to throw the receipts back at when but then Corey steps in front of her protectively, towering over him. His eyes were more threatening than his mother's and his fists were clenched tight.

      "If you have a problem with me, you can talk to me about it." He snatches the paper from Phillip and crushes them in his strong hand. "Do we have a fucking problem?" Phillip looks behind Corey to look at Courtney but Corey steps to the side to block his view. "I think you should get going. You don't wanna miss your bus."

      His words stung and got under Phillip's skin. There was nothing he could do to prove it and he didn't feel like getting his ass kicked by a kid after everything that's already happened, so he takes his loss and storms off away from the house. Corey watches him go then shuts the door and locks it. Courtney had her arms crossed and looked upset.

      "Did you have anything to do with it?" She got straight to the point.

      Corey looks at her then smirks. "Maybe." He expected her to be pissed and to yell at him for doing something so dangerous and stupid. But instead she throws herself onto him and kisses him hard. Corey didn't second guess it and lifted her up and had her legs wrap around him as he kissed her back deeply, pushing his tongue down her throat and making her moan. Courtney was turned on by Corey being so defensive and protective over her. He did all of this behind her back in her honor, no other man had done anything like that for her before.

      He spins her against the wall while keeping her straddled then starts to kiss at her neck. His mom groans and digs her nails into his shoulders. Corey bites down on her neck and she cries out his name. His dick was already rock hard and ready for her. He helps remove her bottoms, then his own. Then pins her right back up against the wall. Courtney was already flustered and fully in heat. She locks her arms around his neck and he looks into her eyes as he positions himself readily against her hole. He kisses her then thrusts himself inside. His mom moans into his mouth desperately as he starts to fuck her against the wall. Picture frames begin to rattle and he grips his mom's fat ass tightly to keep her held up.

      Courtney's tits bounced right out of her top and she groped herself to add more pleasure. She loved her son and she loved being fucked by him. She was so happy that she was having his baby, all the guilt and anxiety she once had was completely out the window. Her body became weak the harder her son fucked her, she wanted desperately just to be all his. Whenever he wanted her, he could have her. She didn't want anyone else. Corey grunts and whines into her neck. His dick throbbed inside of her and in this position she was clenching him tight. He can't help but moan with each thrust and starts to pant like a dog.

      
        "I'm gonna cum, momma." He whispers breathlessly and starts humping faster.

      Courtney holds onto his head with her fingers in his unbrushed hair. "Cum in me, baby." She kisses his face and squeezes him with her legs even tighter. "Fill me!" She whines. Her son gasps and moans, one final thrust is all it took for him to release every last drop he could muster inside of her. Some of it squirts out of her and drips onto the floor. She releases her grip on him and gasps for air. She could feel more of his cum drip out of her as he pulls out and gently puts her on her feet.

      "Wanna shower?" He wipes the running sweat off her cheek and she nods with a smile. They exchange a kiss before he scoops her back into his arms and takes her to the bathroom to wash up. From here on out, it was just the three of them. Corey, Courtney and their baby.

    
  
    
      Momma’s Trauma

    
  
    
      Chapter 1

      Courtney was around twelve weeks pregnant now and her baby bump was starting to show. Phillip had quit his job at the call center after his car got bashed in, so she didn't have to worry about seeing him at work anymore either. Corey had broken the news to his mom that he broke up with Camille, so now it was like the mother and son were truly a couple. Corey had stopped sleeping in his own bed and they were in the middle of turning his bedroom into a nursery. It broke Courtney's heart to see her son's room become more and more empty as he packed everything away for when he had to move into his apartment. But he tried his best to keep her distracted. They at least still had some time left together before he officially had to leave, and he made sure to make it count. He'd been taking his mom out on more dates and accompanying her to all the baby appointments. Today they were going in for the ultrasound that would tell them the gender of their baby.

      The two were currently sitting in the clinic's waiting room for their turn to be called. Corey was playing Clash Royale on his phone while slumped down in his chair and Courtney was skimming pages of one of the magazines she grabbed off the table. She feels her phone buzz while in her pocket and she pulls it out to check. Her mother was calling for the third time today. Courtney avoided all contact with her mom as much as she could, so she ignored it just like she'd done with the two previous. Then both of their heads lift up when a nurse opens the door to the hallway and calls her name and they follow her to the ultrasound room. Corey plops himself down on the chair next to the ultrasound table where his mom adjusts herself.

      "Great to see you again." She notices that Phillip wasn't with her now or the appointment before, but she doesn't mention it. "Ready to find out the baby's sex today?" She grabs the belly jelly and Courtney rolls up her top so the technician could spread it over her.

      
        
      

      "So ready!" Courtney beams and wiggles in her seat excitedly then shivers when the cold gel touches her skin.

      The technician spreads the jelly around with the wand and adjusts the monitor. "Glad to hear it!" She then looks to Corey. "I bet you're excited to finally be a big brother, huh?"

      Corey grins. "Maybe a little." He winks at his mom but the technician doesn't notice. The wand massages around her stomach for a while until an image finally appears in front of them on the screen.

      "There ya are." The technician smiles. On the screen was a greyscale fetus, no bigger than a lemon. They could see its limbs and little nose. The heartbeat was like music to Corey's ears. "Your baby likes to hide." She moves the wand to the side of her stomach to try and get a better view.

      Courtney kept a tight grip on her son's hand and he squeezed back. Neither of them knew what to expect. Courtney never thought about what it would be like to have a daughter before, even when she was a kid she always imagined having a son. Corey on the other hand was up tossing and turning in bed last night thinking of both possibilities of having a son or a daughter. He couldn't settle on which one he wanted more, but he was eager to find out anyway.

      "It looks like..." The wand moves around some more and the mother and son hold their breath. "You got yourself another boy." The technician smiles at them both. "Congratulations!"

      Corey laughs excitedly and tries to reel in his reaction until they were alone. Courtney was in shock at first. Another boy, a little brother and a son for Corey. He was going to have a son to teach baseball and play videogames with, a mini version of him. It gave her small flashbacks of when Corey was little. He was so rowdy and getting into trouble all the time. If their baby was going to be anything like him then she was in for a handful, again. Courtney smiles at Corey and kisses his head. It took a lot for them to not kiss each other then and there, but there would be time for that back at the house where they didn't have to hide their love for each other.

      "We won't have to see you back here again until your second trimester. From the looks of it, you'll be due around mid August. A Leo baby!" Corey was an Aries baby and Courtney was a Taurus. Dale however was a Leo, so she had a slight idea of the traits the baby might carry. "You can retrieve your sonograms up front." She hands Courtney a rag to wipe her belly. She then waves to them both before exiting the room and shuts the door behind her.

      
        As soon as the door closes Corey kisses his mother deeply and holds her face. Courtney giggles and kisses him back before quickly pulling away. "Baby! Not here." She whispers but Corey didn't care right now, he loved his momma so much and was so happy she was carrying their son. He had no idea his baby was starting to look like a person already and it made everything feel more real.

      He then kisses down on the side of her stomach. "Hey, buddy." He whispers to her belly. Courtney pets the top of his head and lets him have his moment with their son. The baby wasn't big enough to start feeling him kick or swim around yet but seeing him in there was more than enough until then. Corey puts his ear up to her stomach to see if he could hear anything. He could only hear his mother's breathing and a similar sound to being under water.

      Courtney twirls his hair in her fingers. "Y'know, if you keep talking to him he'll know your voice." She leans back while remembering when she was pregnant with Corey. "Your dad would play you his favorite albums and read to you." Corey lifts up his head and kisses her wrist. This gave him some ideas on how he could interact with his son during pregnancy, he had a bunch of music he could share and tell him about each winning baseball game. He couldn't wait to finally meet his boy.

      "We should start thinking of some names." He kisses each of her fingers and it makes her blush. Courtney hadn't considered any names yet but she was more interested in any ideas Corey would come up with first. Letting him name their son just felt right.

      She kisses his head. "We gotta get out of here before you get us into trouble." She spoke in a hushed voice and they shared another secret kiss before getting ready to leave. They picked up their ultrasound prints at the front then headed into Corey's car.

      While driving home, Courtney kept admiring the photos of their son. There he was, small but real. He looked almost like a gummy bear with his tiny little arms and legs. She couldn't wait to kiss his toes and have his hands hold onto her finger. Corey caught a glimpse of his mom fawning over their baby and it makes him feel warm. He reaches over and holds her hand.

      "So... What about Tobias? Toby for short?" He gave her hand a squeeze. It was the first name he could come up with so far, he liked the ring to it. 'Tobias Webber'. They'd still need a middle name but it was a start.

      His mom takes a moment to think about it. "Tobias... It's a little biblical, but Toby is cute."

      "Biblical?" Corey looked at her then back at the road and half laughs. "What do we know about the Bible?" She doesn't laugh along and instead clears her throat.

      
        
      

      "Toby..." She says it out loud just to hear what it sounds like.

      Corey couldn't really read her reaction, she seemed really in her head but he doesn't pry. "Have I told you just how sexy you are carrying my baby?" His hand moves from her hand to her thigh. Seeing her baby bump start to show made him weak in the knees. All he wanted to do was worship and pamper her. He couldn't keep his hands off of her for the past few weeks; granted they were always intimate but it was becoming a daily thing, sometimes multiple times a day. And it was never about him, he wanted his mom to feel good. As long as she came then he was doing his part.

      Courtney grins and rubs his arm. "Several times." Almost every chance he got, Corey was pouncing on her. She thought it was cute but it made her so worn out afterwards. He was pumped full of teenage hormones and she could barely keep up. If he came once already, he was up and ready to go again within minutes. He could go all day long if she let him. Now that they were sharing the same bed, each morning started off with sleepy sex. He'd spoon her then slip it in when she was finally awake and hold her belly from behind as they'd fuck. This morning he wanted to go another round and nearly made them late for their appointment.

      She spreads her legs further apart and his fingers creep closer to her crotch and slip under her jeans. Courtney bites her lip when his index and middle finger start to massage her sweet spot. Corey makes a turn to take the long way home on the back roads so they have more time to kill. He was about to move her panties to the side but then she unbuckles her seatbelt and repositions herself in her seat.

      Corey raises an eyebrow but doesn't look away from the road. "What are you-" He jumps when his pants begin to be unzipped then she leans down towards his lap. "Whoa- hey!" He laughs and leans back further into his seat. "Are you sure?" He wasn't expecting this but he wasn't against it.

      "I'm sure." She kisses his stomach then rubs her hand over his crotch. His bulge pulses at her touch and begins to grow bigger for her. Corey places a hand on her head to pet her with approval. His whole body reacts to his mom's touch as she starts pulling him out of his boxers. He swallows the spit in his mouth when she kisses his tip and it makes his erection pulse again. Precum already began to drip down in anticipation and his mother smiles. "So eager." She kisses it again before licking up the side of his length.

      He shivers and his cheeks burn red. "Well, it's been a while..." He gasps when he feels the warmth and wetness of her mouth take him all in. He grunts out a moan and his grip of her hair tightens. "Fuck..." He whispers under his breath as she starts to bob her head. Courtney kept her eyes closed and made sure to lick him all over while taking him down her throat. She made sure not to go too far down to avoid gagging and triggering her pregnancy nausea. She then grabs a hold of his balls with her hand and begins to massage them over. Corey breathes deeply and can't help but shift his hips around. Her mouth felt almost as good as being inside of her but just not as tight. And she was so much better at giving him head than his ex. Each stroke of her tongue was ecstasy. He wanted so desperately to start bucking his hips forward but he didn't want her gagging either.

      He grips the steering wheel so hard that his knuckles pop and he slowly inches closer to cumming. "Shit, momma..." He sighs out and leans his head back against the headrest. Courtney starts moving her head faster and swirls her tongue around the head of his cock. She squeezes his sack once and hears her son gasp loudly, then her mouth gets flooded with his hot load. He shoves his hips upward as he cums, his legs almost shaking. She doesn't pull away until he's all done and completely drained empty. Corey laughs again as she lifts her head up and sighs out. "Here, don't swallow." He grabs an empty water bottle that was beside him and hands it over. Courtney takes it and twists the cap off before spitting everything into the bottle then wipes her mouth. She twists the cap back on then kisses his cheek.

      When they arrive back home, Corey tosses out the cum bottle then heads inside with his mom to get back to setting up the nursery while Courtney gets started on making lunch. The bassinet was already put together so right now Corey was assembling the changing table he had gotten her. Now that they knew they were having a boy, he was excited to start making the room look more boyish. He wanted to go all out for his son and spoil him just as much as he was spoiling their mom.

      While Courtney was cutting up the head of lettuce, she felt her phone vibrate again. She didn't have to guess to know that it was her mother calling for the fourth time in a row, and she wasn't going to let up until she finally answered. She sighs out heavily before taking her phone out. She stares at it for a moment before anxiously answering, then Corey comes into the kitchen to grab himself a drink.

      She takes another deep breath before speaking. "... Hey momma." Corey looks over after cracking open a soda and taking a sip. He was surprised that his grandmother was calling and even more surprised that his mom answered. He could hear her voice on the other end and couldn't make out exactly what was being said, but she could tell she sounded emotional. "Wait- what? What's going on??" His mother stops what she's doing and puts her hand on the counter to hold herself still. "Momma, calm down. I can't understand-" She's cut off by more frantic muffled talking. Courtney pauses and stops moving then slowly runs her hand through her hair, and stays silent as she listens to her crying mother. She then sighs and pauses in between to let her mother talk. "Okay... Okay, momma. Yeah, I'll be there... I'll start heading down as soon as I can... Right... I'll see you then..." She puts the phone against her shoulder and lifts up her head to take a moment then holds it back to her ear. "I'm sorry, momma. It'll be okay... Bye." She hangs up the call and tosses her phone to the counter then just stands there staring down at the cutting board.

      "... What did grandma say?" Courtney jumps at her son's voice then turns to face him. Corey could tell something was wrong and his face showed concern.

      
        She clears her throat and moves her hair out of her face. "Um." She thought about how to word it, but Corey wasn't a kid so she didn't have to sugarcoat it for him. "Your uncle Matthew shot himself. The funeral is in two days and they want me to be there." She didn't have much emotion or reaction in the way she spoke. The two siblings weren't ever close, they barely spoke while living under the same roof and never maintained a relationship as adults. Corey had only met him a few times but he was too small to even remember, so he didn't feel much upon learning the news either.

      "Shit..." He rubs his neck and frowns. "Are you okay?" He sets his drink down and walks towards her in case she needed comfort.

      Courtney nods and even though she was fine, she pulls him close anyway. "Yeah, I'm okay." She kisses his chest. "I'm gonna have to leave tonight though..." Her thoughts trailed off to what she'd have to pack.

      Corey rubs her arms and looks down at her. "... Do you want me to go with you?"

      She looks up and her eyes grew soft. "... Yeah... Please?" Courtney really didn't want to go back to her hometown, she was hoping that she'd never have to set foot back there but now that she had to she didn't want to do it alone.

      He kisses the top of her head to reassure her. "Of course, don't worry about driving either." He then softly kisses her lips.

      His mother sighs and pinches his cheek. "Go ahead and pack a bag then. We're gonna have to be on the road all night if we wanna make it by tomorrow." He nods and they both head off to get ready to leave.

      Courtney had to rummage through the back of her closet to find anything appropriate to face her conservative religious parents in that was also funeral friendly. Corey just grabbed the suit he wore to his graduation. He figured his grandparents would be happy to see him too, they hadn't seen him since he was a toddler. They weren't the type to use Facebook or the internet in general, so they had no idea how big and older he was now. And he was going to finally see where his mom and dad grew up, to him this would be an interesting trip.

      His mother on the other hand was dreading the whole thing. Not only did she hold years of resentment towards her mother and that town and had unresolved trauma and unfaced demons, but she hadn't told her parents that she was pregnant either. The thought of being pregnant in front of her estranged mother filled her with dread. Her becoming pregnant with Corey was the whole reason she ran away in the first place. Courtney couldn't keep her hands from shaking as she packed everything. There was no use in trying to hide her baby bump since it wasn't so subtle anymore. She'd have no choice but to face the shitty music.

      The sun was still out when they finally hit the road but eventually nightfall came and they still had a long way to go. Corey could tell by his mom's demeanor that she wasn't in the mood to make conversation and he didn't really blame her, so he kept the radio at a soft volume to fill the silence. Courtney just stared at the window and thought about what awaited her when they finally arrived. The only thing she had to look forward to was seeing her dad again. Though she had no relationship with her mother or brother, she always loved her father and he always had a soft spot for his little girl too. It broke her heart just as much as his when she left, but he understood why she did it. He never was thrilled about Dale though. He always blamed him for his daughter running away, and never approved of their relationship. He thought Dale was much too old for her when they met. Courtney knew what her mom's reaction would be upon seeing her pregnant, but she wondered what her dad's would be.

      Corey yawns and checks the time and how much gas he had left. It was already past two and they'd need to refill the tank soon. "Can you look up the nearest gas station? If I fill it up all the way, we can get there by morning."

      Courtney could tell he was getting tired, and so was she. Pulling an all nighter on the road sounded like hell and she didn't want to show up facing her parents feeling worse than she already did. She shakes her head. "We can just stop at a motel for the night and we'll leave again in the morning." She takes out her phone to find the nearest place. Corey was relieved, he really didn't want to keep driving.

      Her heart drops when the only motel they were approaching appears on the map, the same place where her mother had taken her all those years ago. She swallows down her feelings but her eyes still held an anxious and stressed look in them, and Corey saw. She rerouted the map to take them there but mentions nothing about it. His mom was acting weird ever since getting the call which would have made sense, but she gave off the same awkward and anxious tension when he had mentioned the Bible earlier today. Something was going on in that head of hers but he wasn't going to force it out of her, he didn't want to stress her out more than she already was.

      When they arrived, Courtney only became more visibly uncomfortable. Corey parks then goes around to the back of the car to retrieve their bags as his mom goes to check them into a room. The building was exactly how it was when she was a kid, on the inside and the outside. The closer they got to her hometown the more it felt like she was going back in time. Back to the worst year of her life, back to the worst thing to ever happen to her. Her signature was shaky as she signed and she could barely look the receptionist in the face. She kept her head low and snatched the keys then stormed off to join her son outside and lead the way to their room.

      
        She rushes to the bathroom upon opening the door and Corey sets their bags on the bed. He frowns when he hears his mom start to throw up into the toilet. "You alright?" He calls out while removing his shirt to get ready for bed. He hears the toilet flush and Courtney slumps over to the sink to wash out her mouth.

      "Yeah... Just car sick, I guess." She lied. She grabs her toothbrush and toothpaste from her bag and starts cleaning out her mouth thoroughly.

      Corey throws himself onto the bed and leaves her some space to join him. He watches her get undressed then slink into bed in her underwear. She crawls over to him and rests her head on his smooth chest to cuddle. He wraps his arms around her and kisses her head. "You sure you're doing alright?" He strokes her cheek and tries to read her expression. Courtney tried really hard to keep it together but against her own will her eyes begin to well up with tears. Corey frowns again and pulls her closer. "Hey..." His mother begins to cry and hides her face in his neck. "Is it because of your brother?" He tries stroking her hair to comfort her but she just shakes her head.

      She sniffs before speaking. "I'm just tired, baby." She wipes the tears streaming down her cheeks then kisses his nose. "I'm okay." Corey didn't buy it but it was clear that she didn't want to talk about what was really bothering her.

      He kisses her back then tucks them both under the covers. "Let's get some rest then." Courtney adjusts herself so they could keep cuddling while asleep. He kept one arm around her side to keep his hand on her pregnant belly then kissed her lips before closing his eyes. It didn't take long for him to fall asleep, but Courtney lied awake for hours and by the time she had finally fallen asleep the sun was starting to rise.

      Corey let her sleep in a little bit but woke her up to come take a shower with him by the time ten rolled around. This time he washed her hair like she'd do to him and gave extra attention to her belly while washing her body. Usually he'd get pretty handsy in the shower but he knew his mom was in a bad way and didn't want to push it. He still couldn't help but get hard while looking over her soapy and naked body. He ran his hand down her curvy hips and did his best not to poke her from behind. He kisses down on her shoulder and she smiles. His attention felt nice, her son always knew what to do to make her feel better. She rolls her head back as he massages her neck and shoulders then she leans back against him, now noticing his erection when she feels it against her ass. She chuckles and Corey blushes.

      "Sorry..." He kisses her ear. "Can't help it."

      She laughs again then turns around to face him then kisses his lips. She holds onto his shoulders and he grabs onto her hips. The running water made it harder for them to breathe between kisses but it made him kiss her harder.

      
        
      

      His dick started to bounce on its own and he gently pulls away. "We don't have to." He moves her wet hair out of her face.

      Courtney grabs his face and kisses him again. "I want to."

      Corey looks at her for a moment then pulls her closer towards him. "Tell me if you want me to stop, okay?" His mother nods, so he continues. He begins to kiss at her neck but doesn't leave any marks this time. Courtney sighs out happily and leans into it. Right now she wanted to forget everything else and just enjoy her son's touch. He grabs her ass with both hands then reaches one hand between her thighs. She moans softly then gasps when he slips a finger in. She was already wet and Corey smirks then pulls out his finger to lick it clean. "Come here." He whispers into her ear then quickly turns her around so that she's facing the wall.

      She leans her face against the cold tile on the wall and bites her lip when Corey presses his eager tip against her. He teases her by stroking her clit with the head of his dick and spreading her wet mess over her to get himself lubed up. He leans in and kisses the back of her neck. "Hold on tight." Courtney grabs his arms that he had wrapped around her then he thrusts himself inside. She moans out and holds on tighter as he starts to fuck her at his own pace. The hot running water slapped between them as he thrusts and he holds her in place so that she doesn't lose her balance and slip. He was worried that they shouldn't be doing this while she was upset, but her insides welcomed him in and squeezed him so tight almost like to make him stay. His mother's moans that echoed throughout the bathroom only encouraged him to go faster and he watched her ass bounce from the impact.

      Courtney cries out his name and knees begin to buckle. He holds her tighter to hold her up and gives it his all as he gets closer to cumming. He groans against her skin and tries not to bite down like he usually would. "I love you so much." He kisses the back of her neck and ear and it makes her shiver. His breathing becomes heavy and he moves on hand up to grab her breast as he gives her one hard final thrust, shooting his load straight into her and keeping himself in until every last drop came out. Even when she was already pregnant he didn't want any of it going to waste. He carefully pulls out then turns her around to kiss her. His mom's face was red and she seemed tired again. He grins and kisses her between her eyebrows. "Didn't mean to wear you out." He turns off the running water.

      She kisses him back then grabs one of the towels off the rack. "Don't blame me if I fall asleep in the car again." She teases. Corey routinely slaps her ass as he exits the shower then helps her clean up and dry off.

      Sure enough, she had fallen back asleep in the car. Corey let her and continued on their trip, there were only two hours left before they arrived now. Courtney dreamt of being back home, back in that tiny church. She was little again and all the once warm faces of the community looked at her with such judgemental and cold glares. When she looked down at her hands, they were covered in blood and so was her dress. Then she feels a warm stream run down both her legs and a pool of blood forms around her feet. She could feel her heartbeat in her ears and when she looked back up to the front of the church, the Jesus on the giant crucifix stared down at her with glowing eyes. The sudden stopping of the car makes her jolt awake in a panic and her heart was about to jump out of her chest. She frantically looks around and Corey gently grabs her shoulder.

      "Whoa- easy. We're here." He gestures in front of them and right outside the windshield window stood her childhood home. She gulps and stays put while Corey exits the car to go get their bags. Courtney holds her stomach for comfort, mostly checking to make sure her baby was still there after that dream. She wipes the cold sweat from her brow and hesitates for a moment before slowly getting out of the car. The gravel and dirt crunching beneath her feet made her eye twitch. She hated that sound, she hated this place. Just two days, that's all this was.

      Corey lets her lead the way and stays behind her. His mother takes a heavy deep breath before knocking on the old wooden front door with a shaking hand. Heavy footsteps could be heard coming down a flight of stairs before the door unlocks and slowly opens. In the doorway stood an older man with glasses that made his eyes look smaller and a shiny bald head. His demeanor was sad at first until he realized who was standing in front of him. His eyes widened and he couldn't even keep his mouth closed.

      Courtney still felt anxious but seeing her dad gave her that warm feeling of familiar comfort that she hadn't felt in years. Her quivering lips form a smile and her eyes gloss over with tears ready to stream down. "Hey daddy..." Her father wastes no time pulling her into his embrace and she squeezes him back. She begins to weep into his old flannel shirt and he rocks her side to side like he used to.

      "Oh, baby doll." He hushes her then kisses her head. "You've gotten so big on me." His attention suddenly falls on the boy that was behind her. It took him a moment to register just exactly who he was. "Well I'll be!"

      Corey smiles awkwardly. "Hey granddad." They hadn't seen each other since Corey was maybe around five or younger, he only barely remembered his grandparents but they remembered him very well. Courtney lets her dad go so he could greet his grandson.

      "Yer a whole man now, boy!" He pats Corey's shoulder and looks up at him. He was much taller than he thought he'd turn out to be, but he took after his father. Corey looked a lot like Dale when he was that age but with longer hair and softer skin. "You look just like yer daddy." He tussles his hair. "Except these locks of yours." Corey chuckles and offers his hand out for a handshake but his granddad swats it away. "Put that damn thing away, come here!" He pulls his grandson into a hug and squeezes tight. Courtney smiles at them both then quickly turns back around when she hears movement behind her inside the house.

      
        
      

      Her mother stood at the end of the hallway and simply stared. Courtney felt the pit in her stomach slowly creep back and suddenly her mouth felt dry. She could feel her mother's eyes burning on her baby bump and it made her want to shield herself, but it was already too late. Though she did wonder if her dad had noticed. If he did then he just didn't acknowledge it.

      The older woman slowly approaches and clears her throat. "Hello, dearie." There was no warmth in her voice, just formality.

      Courtney fought the urge to start biting her nails and picking at the skin and grips the fabric of her shirt instead. "Hi momma..." She felt like such a child when facing her mother. She hated it. She was 33 but somehow her mother made her regress back to being 13 again. Her mother offered no type of side hug or affection but it was fine because Courtney wouldn't have wanted to anyway. And maybe her mother knew that.

      The men step inside to join them and the door closes behind them. Courtney's mother's eyes light up when she sees her grandson and practically shoves past her daughter to give him a hug. Courtney frowns and her father sighs. He knew just how this visit would go but he hadn't seen his daughter in over a decade and he wasn't going to let his wife ruin it. He touches Courtney's shoulder and kisses the side of her head. "You can stay in your old room." He grabs her bags and has her lead the way upstairs.

      Corey's cheeks were pinched red by his grandmother. Now he knew where his mom got it from. "Look at you! You're all grown up now!" She kisses his forehead and it leaves a lipstick stain. "Such a shame your mother kept you from us all these years." Her tone was condescending and it caught Corey off guard but he brushed it off.

      "Uh- well, we just live pretty far is all..." He wasn't a fan of her blaming his mom like that. He awkwardly rubs his neck. "I'm sorry about uncle Matthew- I didn't really know him, but still..."

      His grandmother's eyes soften and she frowns. "Thank you, dearie... I just wish you knew him better. Then again, your mother never really gave you that chance." There she went again finding another thing to pin against Courtney. This time Corey was about to say something about it, but he's cut off by her giving him another hug. "Come! There's tons of family photos I've always wanted to show you!" She drags him by the arm into the living room. Corey was their only grandchild and she wanted to show him everything he had missed while he was gone and before he was ever born.

      Upstairs, Courtney carefully steps into her childhood bedroom. Everything looked exactly how she left it, all of her old belongings were still in the same place, the smell was still the same and all her old clothes were still hanging in the closet. It was an odd mix of nostalgia and dread. Her father sits on her old bed and sets her bags down.

      "Y'know, I never thought I'd see you in this room again." He pats the spot next to him for her to sit. Courtney goes over and sits then leans her head against his shoulder.

      "I really missed you, daddy..." She hugged his arm tight and tried not to start crying again. Her father squeezes her hand and kisses the top of her head.

      "I missed you too, baby doll." He took in her smell once more then nudges her side. "So, wanna introduce me to yer new friend?" He smirks at her and his corny joke makes her laugh like he intended.

      She places her hand on her belly with one hand and wipes her eyes with the other. "Haven't named him just yet."

      "Him?" His smile widens. "Another man in yer life, huh?"

      She chuckles again and nods. "Just found out yesterday... I'm sorry I didn't tell you." She did feel a little guilty keeping him in the dark. There was a reason why she didn't tell her mother, but her father would have liked to know and it's not like he ever did anything wrong.

      "Oh, no." He kisses her head once more. "I understand, baby doll. Your mother..." He sighs deeply. "She doesn't make these things easy, I know that." He places his hand on her knee and squeezes. "But I really, really appreciate you coming back home. I know this ain't easy on you, but thank you for coming anyway." Courtney kisses her father's bald head in return and he smiles. "Well, I'll leave you to get settled. You can come back down when yer ready."

      "Thanks daddy..." She watches him leave then quietly shuts the door behind him. She holds her head in her hands and sighs. This was going to be a long two days. She opens up her bag and begins to unpack her clothes to put them away in her old childhood dresser. She opens up the first drawer and is greeted with an old photo. It was of her and Dale when they first started dating. Dale was much older and was working as a mechanic. He only met Courtney through her father's store, his family weren't church goers and that was just another reason why her father didn't like him. This photo was taken on one of their first dates, Corey really did look a lot like his father and she thought that it was weird that she hadn't noticed until now. She places the picture on the dresser and puts her clothes away then sits back down on the bed. This bedroom held a lot of memories, good and bad. She half wanted to lie down and take a nap to sleep most of the day away, but she knew that wasn't a real option right now. So instead she decides to make her way back downstairs. She'd left Corey alone with her mother long enough.

      The two were sitting on the old plastic covered couch, flipping through an old family photo album that sat between both their laps. Her father sat bored in his worn out chair while his wife retold the same old stories he'd heard a million times.

      "This here was your uncle Matthew's graduation from military school!" She points to a photo of his mom's brother. In all of the photos he's seen of him so far, he was never smiling. Not even when he was a child, he wore a constant look of either anger or boredom. But he doesn't mention it especially given the circumstances. He wondered if anyone had seen this coming. Both of their heads look up when Courtney reaches the bottom step and she stands there awkwardly.

      Corey smiles at her. "Grandma was showing me some old photos of you." He'd never seen childhood photos of his mother before, she seemed so happy as a small child until she got older. Her cheery attitude was replaced with something somber and distant but Corey never saw her in that kind of light. That was because when she finally left town with Dale, she was actually capable of being happy again and that's the version of his mom that he knew.

      "Oh yeah?" She goes over and runs her hands through his hair then kisses the top of his head. "None of them of my bad side I hope."

      Corey leans into her hand. "Like you have a bad side." Their flirty banter is brushed off as them just being close in her father's eyes but her mother found it left a bad taste in her mouth.

      Her mother stands up abruptly and closes the photo album shut. "I was just about to get started on supper. Mind helping me, dearie?" She places the book on the coffee table then looks at her daughter with seriousness but Courtney says nothing.

      Corey felt frozen in the tension between the two, but luckily for him he had his granddad to save him. The old man climbs out of his chair with a grunt then grabs his trucker hat. "C'mon, son. Lemme show you the shop!" He had never gotten to show his grandson the family's corner store before so he was excited.

      "Uh- yeah." Corey exchanges a look with his mom before standing. She nods as to let him know it was okay for him to leave her. Then he follows his granddad out the front door, leaving the two women to handle themselves. Both go into the kitchen without saying anything and Courtney grabs the spare apron that was left hanging in the same place it always was.

      
        
      

      Her mother always had her help in the kitchen, especially if the pastor and his family were visiting or on holidays, so she knew the drill. Apron first, then washing her hands and then waiting for instructions on what her task was. Her baby bump was more prominent now that the apron was tied behind her back tightly and her mother kept making glances, which Courtney chose to ignore. Her mother slides her the cutting board with a knife and carrots lying on top and without needing to be told, Courtney starts slicing them into large chunks for the soup. They work in uncomfortable silence before her mother finally breaks the ice.

      "So you and Dale are having another baby?" She sets the gas stove to a light flame and places a large pot of water onto the burner. Her mother knew that she and Dale had been separated for years now, so this was just some type of humiliation mind game. Classic her.

      Courtney sighs and moves the chopped up pieces to the other side of the board and begins to chop the second half of the first carrot. "No, momma, it's not Dale's." Her chopping becomes more aggressive. "We've been divorced since Corey was a kid- you know that." She couldn't mask her annoyance when her mother would do this.

      "So a bastard." Her mother says plainly.

      Courtney drops the knife onto the cutting board and slams her hands on the counter. "Don't do that." She hisses. "Just- don't! Not right now." With a huff she goes back to chopping, this time much faster to just get it over with.

      Her mother didn't flinch from the impact, she was very used to her daughter's outbursts. "... When was the last time you prayed, Courtney?" She drops unseasoned chicken legs into the pot before it was boiling.

      "Stop it." Courtney shakes her head and pushes the chopped up carrots to the side again and begins on the second carrot, irresponsibly cutting faster.

      "I'm just asking..." Her voice becomes faint and her lip begins to quiver. "I pray for you all the time, Courtney. You never call. You've kept Corey away from me. What have I ever done-"

      "FUCK!" Courtney lifts her hand and sticks her index finger into her mouth, sucking out the leaking blood. What her mother had said completely threw her off and she sliced down on her finger like it was a carrot. Her mother tries to grab her arm to take a look at it but Courtney forcibly pulls away. "You've done enough!" With that, Courtney storms off back upstairs with her finger still in her mouth.

      Corey and his grandfather had walked to the store since it wasn't very far and he wanted to show his grandson around. Courtney was the first in the family to ever actually leave, so this town had a lot of family history. When he unlocks the shop and lets him inside Corey could tell how old this place really was. It was frozen in time, nothing new and everything original. It even smelt old. The inventory was nothing special, just the usual gas station snacks and a lot of truck and tractor supplies. The gas pumps looked so prehistoric that he'd be surprised if they still worked. He almost jumps when his grandfather pats his back with his strong hand.

      "Yer great granddaddy passed this place down to me and his father passed it down to him before that. I was supposed to pass it down to yer uncle Matthew." He stares at the empty store in silence. Corey didn't know what to say but he pats the old man's hand to offer some type of comfort and it makes him snap out of it. "I'd give it to you instead, but you got no business wasting yer life here."

      Corey frowns. "It wouldn't be a waste." He didn't fully agree with that statement but he just wanted to make him feel a little bit better, and the old man could see right through it.

      He laughs and adjusts his hat. "Might just end up selling the ol' thing. She had a good run." He taps the front counter. "Ya know, yer momma used to help run things around here. She ran a tight ship, probably would have done better in the military than yer uncle."

      His grandson chuckles. He was learning a lot more about his mom from being here, a whole different side of her that she kept hidden and wanted to leave behind. "Really?" He walks further into the store just to look around. "She never mentioned this place."

      "Well..." He clears his throat. "Ya momma didn't like this place so much as she got older, but when she was little she loved it." Her father still held a lot of guilt over that night. Had he just came back like he said he would, nothing would have happened to her and she probably would have stayed home. Even if she still ended up with Dale, they would have at least stayed.

      Corey noticed the common theme of his mother's attitude and personality shifting 'as she got older' or at least that's what he kept hearing, and seeing from the photo album. He began to wonder what made such a big difference. What made her run away? Everyone was acting so reserved like they were all avoiding something and each other. And he knew it wasn't just because of the recent death, something else was brewing underneath and it was impossible to ignore. He takes one last look around then turns back to his grandfather. "What changed? Like..." He thinks about his words. "What made momma so mad at everything here?"

      
        The old man frowns, looking sadder than he was when mentioning his son, then he sighs. "I don't think yer momma would be very happy with me if I told you her business... If she wants to tell ya, she'll tell ya... Just don't ask her nothin' right now, being here ain't easy fer her."

      His answer was cryptic and left Corey unsatisfied, only leaving him with more questions. What was his mom hiding? It was obviously something that made everyone uncomfortable, himself included. "... Okay." Corey doesn't say anything else and eyes the candy on the shelves.

      His grandfather smirks then grabs him the chocolate bar. "Don't tell ya momma I didn't charge ya fer it." He winks. "She'll make me do ten push ups." Both men chuckle and head back to the house. Corey eats the candy on the walk back.

      When they returned it was just Courtney's mother in the kitchen alone, no Courtney. She doesn't greet them as they come inside. Barely three seconds in and the old man already knew something had happened. He sighs and takes his hat off. "Where's the girl?" He sets his hat on the counter. Corey lingers in the hall and looks up the staircase.

      "Throwing a fit in her room probably." Her mother rolls her eyes. Corey really didn't like the way his grandmother spoke about his mom but he continues to bite his tongue on the matter. It became more clear that whatever happened to his mom in this town, her mother had something to do with it.

      "What'd you say to that girl, Luanne?! Ya wait fer me to be outta the house to start with yer bullshit!" His deep voice echoed and the yelling only made Corey more uncomfortable. He retreats upstairs to go find his mother as their yelling continues.

      There were only two bedrooms upstairs. The staircase led up to a small hallway with two bedrooms across from each other and a bathroom between them. He slowly opens the door to the bedroom on the left but inside was darkness. He feels the wall for the lightswitch then flips it on. He was clearly in the wrong bedroom, this must have been where Matthew stayed. The bed was nicely made, the walls were bare besides the confederate flag hanging above the bed. Corey shutters. The room felt heavy and made him nervous. He quickly flips the switch back off then closes the door.

      He wipes his hands on his pants before gently knocking on the opposite bedroom door. "Momma?" He slowly pushes the door open. "You alright?" He peeks in and his mother was kneeling in front of her bed, just sitting there and she had obviously been crying. He frowns and shuts the door behind him before approaching her. "Hey..." He joins her in kneeling and puts his hand on her shoulder.

      
        Courtney wipes her wet eyes with her sleeve. "Hey baby." She looks at him and touches his cheek. "How'd you like the store?"

      "What happened?" He didn't let his mom deflect, in fact he was growing tired of it.

      She smiles and laughs to herself. "Your grandma is a real bitch." She whispers while leaning back against her bed.

      Corey chuckles and sits right beside her. "Yeah, I kinda picked up on that." He reaches for her hand then notices the bandage on her finger. He lifts up her hand and plants a kiss on her knuckles. "... If you ever wanna leave early, we can."

      His mom leans her head on his shoulder and locks their fingers together. "I can't..." She sighs out and looks ahead at the wall, then out the window. "Your dad entered the house through that window a lot more than he used the front door."

      "What?" Corey grins and half laughs. "You had dad sneak into your room?" His father must have been athletic like he was if he could climb up to a second story. He saw what the outside of the house looked like and it didn't seem like an easily accessible window, but Dale found a way.

      Courtney hugs his arm. "It wasn't my idea! He just did it one night, then kept doing it." She hadn't thought about these memories in years. Suddenly she remembers the photo she left on the dresser, then crawls on all fours to go and get it. Corey watches her ass as she crawls away then wraps his arm around her when she comes back. She hands him the photo. "You can keep it."

      Corey looks it over and feels his own hair. He was practically a spitting image of the teenage version of his father. "Damn!" He then studies his young mother. She was much smaller than he always pictured her when imagining his parents when they first met. "You were tiny." He grins. "Nice braces."

      She laughs and playfully nudges him. "Laugh all you want, but your momma had the best teeth in her grade!" She smiles wide and proud. Corey leans in and kisses her quickly before she shoves him again and he laughs. "You know..." She leans back against the bed. "This is the bed where you were made."

      His eyes widen and he quickly looks to the bed with its baby pink sheets and pony pillow cases. "You're kidding." His dad was a real perv, wasn't he? Must be where he gets it from.

      
        His mother shakes her head. "Nope. Your dad snuck in right through that window and we made you right on this bed. It was right after the homecoming dance too."

      "I want the long version." Corey puts the photo in his pocket then lies his head down in his mother's lap. "Tell me."

      Courtney smiles down at him and softly kisses his lips. "Well, your dad was a senior and he asked me to the dance. Usually the kids in my class couldn't attend, but because I was his date I was able to go. And your granddad HATED it." She laughs, remembering how pissed he looked when Dale came to pick her up. He thought his daughter looked beautiful in her dress but was still unhappy with the situation. He always had a hard time telling his baby girl no, so he let her go to the dance with this man.

      Dale came dressed in an old tux he borrowed from his dad and drove in his uncle's truck. He was always so nervous when facing her dad, he knew that the man hated his guts. When the door swung open he gulped and stood up straight. "G'evening Mr.Webber..." His nervous smile twitches.

      Her father wore a mean mug. "... She'll be down in a minute..."

      His wife pushes her way past him. "Dale!!" She squeals and pulls him in for a hug. "You look so handsome! Courtney is just finishing up getting ready- DEARIE!!!" Her shouting made Dale's ear ring. "DALE IS HERE!!!"

      "Wait momma! I can't zip it!!!" She calls from upstairs.

      Louanne huffs. "That girl- give us a moment!" She touches Dale's hand then quickly rushes upstairs to help her daughter.

      Before Dale could even think of what to say or do, Courtney's dad steps forward and speaks low. "You better not try nothin' with her."

      Dale audibly gulps. "Y-yessir, I won't." His hands became sweaty.

      "And I want her back by nine, ya hear me? Not a minute later."

      
        "Yessir. Nine o'clock, got it." Dale nods and looks at his watch then a door closing from upstairs gains both of their attention.

      Courtney stood at the top of the stairs in her pink gown. The bust was glittery and the skirt had sewn on glittery stars to match. Her mother helped make it, she wanted to look and feel like a princess tonight. The braces in her smile shined with her dress, her hair was curled and tucked behind her ears but she had no makeup on; one of her dad's rules he wouldn't cave on. But she didn't need it, she looked beautiful regardless. The way Dale looked at her made her blush. He was utterly taken away by how she looked all dolled up for him but he shakes it off before he caught any flack from her dad for staring.

      She carefully makes her way down to not trip on her kitten heels then happily does a twirl for him when she reaches the bottom. "You like it?!"

      Dale smiles and nods. "You look amazing." He gently holds her hands and she wriggles happily. She was so excited for her first dance with her first boyfriend. Her father loved the light being back in his daughter's eyes, it almost made up for the fact that this was a date.

      Louanne grabs the camera. "Smile you two!" The couple stands closer together but Dale watches where he puts his hands. Her father lingering was like swimming next to a shark. Her mother snaps the picture then beams. "You two have fun!"

      "Not too much fun." Her father grumbles.

      "Eugene!" She scolds her husband and he mumbles more under his breath.

      The two teens are given the green light to leave and Dale opens the passenger side door for her then they race off to the high school's gymnasium where the dance was being held, and where Dale's friends were waiting for him. His friends didn't bother with dates, Dale was the only one in the friend group to have a girlfriend and they always teased him on how young she was. Since the two started dating they'd been calling him the cradle rocker. And they were all waiting for them in the parking lot as his truck pulled in.

      Dale opens her door for her and helps her step out. She was still getting used to walking in these heels. His friends whistle as they approach and Courtney blushes and hides her wired smile. Dale kept his arm around her protectively and rolled his eyes at his friends.

      
        "Well if it ain't the cradle rocker!" The group of boys laugh and the one with glasses gestures them over. "Yer lookin' mighty fine, little miss Webber." The boy shakes the beer bottle in his hand and offers it to Dale but he shakes his head.

      "Nah, not tonight." He keeps Courtney close and she hugs his side in return.

      His friend shrugs then offers the bottle to Courtney. "How 'bout you, little lady? Ya thirsty?" Dale's brows furrow and he looks at his friend angrily. "Aw c'mon, she's a big girl, right?" He eyes the girl up and down and Dale huffs.

      "We're going inside. Y'all can keep pissin' out here." He marches the both of them into the gym and his friend's laughter fades in the distance.

      Courtney frowns and stops walking, so Dale stops too. "Don't be mad." She tugs his arm. "They were only kiddin'..." She kisses his hand. "I want tonight to be fun!"

      He sighs and shakes it off, pulling her close to him and kissing her forehead. "Yeah, yer right." He smirks and strokes her cheek. "Come on, beautiful." He leads the way through the double doors and keeps her arm locked with his. Everyone here was so much taller than she was but nobody paid her much mind. Seeing all the older girls and how much more pretty and mature their bodies were compared to hers made her feel a little self conscious.

      Dale notices her anxious staring and he kneels down to her level and kisses her cheek. "You really do look beautiful, ya know that, Court?" He smiles at her and she blushes hard.

      "D, stop!" She hides her smile but Dale tugs her arm away so he could see. He steals a kiss from her then takes her by both hands to the dance floor.

      Despite his friends annoying him at the start, the two had a really nice night together. Courtney had her first slow dance but had to stand on Dale's shoes to reach his height. She didn't have anything to worry about with these other girls because Dale couldn't keep his eyes off her all night. His friends never came inside. They stayed outside drinking the night away and usually Dale would join them, but since getting with Courtney he had cut down on the drinking. He didn't want her getting into it either just because he drank. His friends knew that offering her a drink would rile him up like that. He didn't really trust them around her.

      It was around eight thirty by the time they finally left the gym and went back to his truck. He had to get her back by nine, so they had at least a little bit more time to kill. Courtney climbed into his lap while he sat in the driver's seat to make out. They hadn't gone all the way yet, just kisses and one hand job that she wasn't very good at and Dale had to teach her. He knew what happened to her in that store because she told him right after he asked her out. It made him wanna wring that preacher boy's neck and now he knew to take it slow and easy with her. He kept his hands on her hips while she wrapped her arms around his neck. He only used tongue if she initiated it first, and once she slid her tongue against his he went ahead and swirled his around in mouth. He felt her shift in his lap and began to grind herself and he quickly pulled away from their kiss.

      "Hey-" He takes a moment to catch his breath. "You sure?" He holds her face with his large hand and she nods.

      "Yeah..." She kisses his palm. "I think I'm ready, D." They'd been dating for a few months now and this night felt so special to her, there was only one thing that could make it better. She giggles as she watches his face turn red. "Don't be nervous."

      "I'm not!" He lies, rubbing his neck. "It's just..." He looks at the time and sighs. "I gotta get you back home, babe." He kisses her once more but she frowns.

      "Really?" She didn't wanna climb off of him so Dale carefully puts her into the passenger seat himself.

      "Yer dad is gonna kill me if we're late." A shiver runs up his spine. "He'll know..." His eyes grow soft now that Courtney was sad. He sighs again and pets her head. "Look... I'll come back later tonight, okay?"

      Courtney perks up and looks at him. "Promise?"

      He smirks and kisses her once more. "Promise." He checks the time again then fumbles with his keys to start the truck. If they left right now then they'd just barely make it home in time. They had just five minutes to spare when they finally arrived and they both raced to the front door. He grabs her hands before knocking on the door. "I mean it." He whispers. "I'll come back late when our folks are asleep, alright?"

      She smiles and nods. "Okay." She gets on her tip-toes to kiss him. "Thanks for tonight, D. It was perfect." She nuzzles into his palm as he strokes her face.

      
        The both of them jump when the door swings open. Of course her father stood there, ready to break up anything that was happening on his front porch. Dale quickly lets go of her and steps backwards, almost tripping down the steps. "Shi- G'night, Court! And uh- g'night, sir."

      Eugene glares at him. "Go home, Dale."

      Courtney stomps. "Be nice, daddy!" She storms past him and goes upstairs as Dale gets back into his uncle's truck to drive himself home. She gets herself ready for bed, hogging the upstairs bathroom and making her older brother annoyed since they weren't allowed to use the toilet in their parents bedroom. Courtney brushed her teeth and cleaned her braces at least four times and carefully shaved herself down there to avoid any nicks or razor burn. It wasn't like she had much to begin with, she thought it made her look older but what if Dale didn't like it? She heard most boys didn't like it so she wasn't taking any chances.

      Matthew angrily bangs on the bathroom door. "Damn it, Courtney- I gotta piss!"

      "PEE OUTSIDE!" She yells from the opposite side of the door.

      He kicks the door this time. "I'll piss in yer fuckin' bed, how 'bout that?!"

      The door swings open and Courtney throws her wet towel at him. "Pig!" She stomps to her room and slams the door. Matthew slams the bathroom door in return and he finally pisses.

      Courtney stayed up well into the night waiting for Dale. It was getting pretty late, already past one. But he promised so she kept waiting. Her eyes began to get heavy and she could barely keep them open, slowly she began to drift off but then a light tapping on her window made her jolt awake. Dale awkwardly crouched outside her window on the roof of the front porch, a little out of breath. She quickly goes to unlock it and let him in.

      "D??" She whispers and stifles a laugh. "How'd you get up here??" She grabs both his hands and helps him climb inside.

      "Wasn't easy." He kept his voice hushed and gently placed his feet on the floor to not make much sound. Once inside all the way he stands up straight and dusts himself off. "Sorry, my dad didn't go to bed til way later." He frowns. "I hope you didn't think I was skippin' out on ya." He kisses her hand.

      
        Courtney looks to the floor. "I sort of did..." She then pulls him to her bed. "But I'm glad you didn't." She smiles at him and Dale smiles back then leans in to kiss her. He cups her face with both hands and she puts her hands on top of his. Slowly he has her lie down on the bed and he stays on top of her.

      The bed creaks under both their weight and Dale moves his mouth to her neck and plants kisses all over. Courtney gasps softly and bites her lip. She feels his large hand slide up her night shirt and begin to grope her. He could feel her heart racing and he started to slow down. "Easy..." He whispers in her ear then kisses it.

      "I'm nervous..." She admits. Her face was flushed and her hands felt shaky. She thought that this was what she wanted, she DID want this but she was still scared. Him being on top of her like this was too similar to when Jacob attacked her and it was starting to make her panic.

      He removes his hands from her breast and moves her hair out of her face. "It's okay to be nervous." He kisses her nose. "I won't hurt you, you're safe with me." He then kisses her lips. "If it gets too much, I'll stop." His eyes don't break contact with hers. "Do you trust me?"

      Courtney's breathing steadies and she nods. "I trust you..." She then kisses him back and lets him continue but this time he takes it slower. He got too ahead of himself and wanted her to feel good, not scared. His kisses were warm and gentle on her skin. He massaged down on her body to help her relax and she reacted to every touch. Their breathing became more labored as they started dry humping against each other's knees. The bed creaked more with each shifting movement and Courtney felt him get hard against her leg. She whines and grips his shirt tightly as he dragged his tongue up her neck. "Dale..." She breathes out heavily and he looks up at her. "... I'm ready..."

      Dale looks at her to make sure that she was serious, then he nods and removes his shirt. Courtney watches him undress until he's just in his boxers, then he grabs at her shirt. "This alright?" He asks before making any other movements. She nods and so he removes her top, leaving her chest and stomach naked. He looks her over and takes in every detail. He'd never seen her topless before and she was perfect. Carefully, he leans down and takes one of her budding breasts into his mouth and she gasps sharply. He unlatches from her nipple. "Shhh, babe." He kisses her lips once. "Try and keep quiet, okay?" She nods again and covers her mouth. Dale leans back down and goes back to teasing her with his mouth. The feeling of him sucking on her nipple was overwhelming but not too intense. He made sure to be gentle and massages her breasts around with both hands. Courtney shifts around while underneath him and whimpers into her hand.

      "D-Dale!" She whispers into her hand and flinches. "No more!"

      He quickly stops then wipes the spit from his mouth. "Too much?" She nods fast and breathes hard. He half chuckles and rubs her sides to ease her. "Sorry." His hands then grab at her shorts. He waits for her green light then slowly pulls them down until they're completely off. Her panties were a solid baby blue and Dale thought it was cute. He kisses down on her mound and it makes her flinch again. "Hey, easy..." He rubs both of her thighs. "I got you, you're safe." His words comforted her and she began to slowly relax her body. "There ya go." He kisses her belly button then carefully removes her panties.

      Her body was perfect and she was already wet and ready for him. He kisses her cunt and she muffles her moan with both hands. He grins then gives her a long hot lick, holding both of her legs to keep them spread open. She tasted like heaven and he wanted more of her. His tongue gives her clit all of its attention and he savors every muffled sound and taste she releases for him. He kept going until he felt his chin become wet from her juices then stops, already pulling himself out of his boxers. He strokes himself a few times while looking down at her body then he hovers over her, aligning himself with her entrance. "Hold onto me, okay? It might hurt, but I'll start real slow." He kisses her cheek and she does as instructed, wrapping her arms around his neck and holding him tight.

      Dale grinds his stiff cock against her a few times before slowly and carefully pushing his tip inside of her. His shoulders tense when her fingernails dig into him but she lets her, this was going to hurt her a lot more than her claws could hurt him. "You gotta relax, baby." He kisses her ear. "Just relax your body..." She was too tight and tense for him to push in any further and she does her best to do what he says.

      She began to feel like she just couldn't do it and it made her want to cry. Dale notices and quickly holds her face to comfort her. "Courtney, it's okay." He kisses her eyes to keep tears from falling. "You're doing just fine, baby." He reassures her. "We can stop right now if you want. I love you either way, alright?"

      Suddenly Courtney stops panicking and she looks at him. He'd never said 'I love you' before, neither of them did. She blinks before responding. "... You love me?"

      Dale hadn't realized that he had let that slip out and his face turns red. "Yeah... I love you a lot, Court." He kisses between her eyes. "You're my girl."

      She smiles and kisses him deeply then pulls away with an even wider smile. "I love you too." She purrs and kisses his chin and cheek. Dale chuckles and kisses her once more. Without either of them being prepared, Courtney's body releases all its tension and his cock pushes in. Both of them gasp but this time Dale covers her mouth.

      "Oh fuck-" He grit his teeth. Her insides wrapped around him so tight he could barely move. Courtney could feel herself become stretched out and already felt sore. Dale breathes hard and slowly moves his hips to push in further. While still keeping her mouth covered with one hand, he uses the other to wrap her leg around his hip for more leverage. She squeaks out a moan as she takes him in all the way. "Oh, Court..." He kisses down on her shoulder and neck then carefully pulls out all of his length, then slowly pushes it back all the way in. He wanted her to adjust to his size before he started taking it all the way. At first it was a stinging pain for her but the more he stretched her out it became easier to handle, even started to feel good.

      She watches him with half lidded eyes and he stares right back into them. He removes his hand and kisses her instead, sucking on her soft wet tongue and pushing himself back in all the way for the final time. He then breaks their kiss and swallows. "You ready?"

      Courtney nods and wraps both legs around his waist. The bed creaks with each movement as Dale begins to thrust his hips, moving in and out of her at a quicker pace. She began to moan again so he went back to kissing her to keep her quiet. The only sound in the room was the noisy bed and the faint soft noises Courtney moaned into his mouth. Matthew lay awake in his room across the hall, staring up at the ceiling and listening to the bed creak with expressionless eyes.

      Dale started going faster and Courtney's eyes had basically rolled to the back of her head. It still hurt a little but he felt amazing inside of her, somehow massaging her insides and almost sucking him in deeper with how tight she was. He had to stop kissing her to catch his own breath and put his hand back over her mouth. She was too loud for her own good and though Dale found it sexy, she was gonna get them both in trouble. Courtney could feel him twitch and pulse, then felt something intense build inside her that she hadn't ever felt before. Her breathing becomes labored and her vision became blurry as Dale fucked her even faster. Her grip on his shoulders tighten and she cries out into his hand, her body stiffening up and Dale feels her tighten around him harder, then a warm splash over his cock while inside her. She goes limp and her body involuntarily trembles.

      He stops moving for a moment and looks down at her. "Did you just-" His eyes showed that he was shocked. He wasn't trying to make her cum, but he wasn't exactly complaining either. He just wasn't expecting it.

      Courtney pants and looks up at him. "What..." She didn't understand what just happened. Courtney had never masturbated before, it never occurred to her that it was an option. Her parents barely told her anything about sex, so nevermind climaxing or masturbation. "What was that?" Her arms lie limp on each side of her head.

      "You came." He chuckles then starts moving his hips again. "You're so fucking hot, baby and you don't even know it." He leans back down and kisses her hard, giving it his all this time while fucking her. She cries out into his mouth and her body felt like electricity was running through it. Her cumming made her more wet, giving Dale all the lube he needed to finish himself off inside her. Dale had been with other girls before but none of them felt as good as Courtney. He was going to marry this pussy and he was going to make sure of it. In a town like this there was only one way to one hundred percent secure a marriage, and that was a baby. He was going to fill her up and make themselves a baby. Dale began moaning into her mouth in return as he grew closer to cumming. The bed was practically about to break in half. Matthew couldn't sleep even if he tried, these walls weren't exactly industrial. They were lucky their parents stayed downstairs on the opposite side of the house.

      Dale pulls away from her lips and pants breathlessly. "I love you so much, baby." He grits his teeth and gives one final hard thrust that pushes him as far as she could take him, and he releases inside of her. Courtney's body trembles as she's filled with something hot that leaks out of her. She hides her face in his neck and he keeps himself inside her until he grows completely soft. He didn't go limp so as to not crush her and waited until he pulled out to fall next to her on the bed.

      Courtney turns on her side to face him and cuddles him close. She watches him as he wipes the sweat from her upper lip and attempts to catch his breath. He looks at her then grins. "Was that good?" He grabs a hold of her hand and squeezes.

      "Really good." She coos and kisses his lips. Dale pulls her close to him and sighs out. "I'll stay here until you fall asleep, but then I gotta go." He strokes the top of her head and lets her use his strong chest as her pillow. He continues petting her until she's passed out, then he gets dressed and makes his exit. A few weeks passed, and just as he hoped Courtney turned up pregnant. She was happy to have another baby but was petrified that her mother would force her to get rid of this one too. So Dale promised to take her away from here, get married and take care of both her and the baby. And that's what they did. They left town, got hitched, then Corey was born. Courtney hadn't been back in this bedroom since the day she ran away.

      Corey was shocked to learn that his dad basically baby trapped her. He was learning just as much about his father as he was learning about his mother. Now he knew that he was a homecoming night baby, which he thought was funny. He slept with a girl on homecoming night too, except he didn't knock the girl up and start a family with her. Courtney hadn't thought about that night in years. It made her appreciate just how patient Dale was with her from the very beginning. Maybe it was just nostalgia, but she felt like she owed him more kindness. Her reminiscing is cut short by Corey sitting up out of her lap.

      "Well, shit." He laughs. "That was kind of hot." He rubs his neck and Courtney laughs with him, watching him stand and hold out his hands for her to get up too. She takes his help and stands but then is pushed onto her old bed. "But y'know what would be hotter..." He grins devilishly and grabs her wrist, putting her hand on his crotch to feel how hard he'd gotten. "If I fucked you on the bed you made me on."

      Courtney's eyes widen and her face burns red. "Corey!" She scolds him in a whisper then quickly looks towards the door. "Boy, you are crazy!" She removes her hand, startled but into the idea. "Not now." She smirks and pulls him close to her for a kiss. He kisses her back deeply and tries slipping in tongue but she turns away. "Tonight." She runs her fingers through his hair. "You have zero patience, you know that?"

      Corey playfully rolls his eyes then plops on the bed, throwing himself on his stomach. "Fiiiiine! I guess!" He sighs exaggeratedly then yelps when his mom swats his ass, which was his job. "Hey!"

      Courtney quickly leaves the room before he could smack her back and he stumbles out of the bed to chase her down, both of them giggling as they run down the stairs. Her parents were both surprised to see them in such high spirits. But Corey had a way of making his mom feel better and vice versa. Dinner was ready and they all sat down to eat as a family. Courtney and her father sat next to each other while she and Corey sat across from each other. The mother and daughter preferred the distance between them and barely acknowledged them throughout the rest of the night.

      Louanne did the dishes alone without asking her daughter for help, which was no skin off Courtney's back. She was going to take a long shower to decompress. She had brought some weed with her, but it was for emergencies. Eugene grabs Corey's bags for him then gestures towards the stairs.

      "You'll be staying in yer uncle's room." He said it so casually.

      Corey pauses. "Uh..." He didn't know how to feel about being given the dead guy's room. He had already gone in there once and it felt weird. But his grandfather laughs it off.

      "Easy, boy. It's not like he died in there." He slings the bag over his shoulder and leads the way. His grandfather seemed to have a sense of humor even while mourning. Corey thought that it was pretty cool and followed him up to his dead uncle's bedroom. (CONTINUED...)

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      Eugene led his grandson to his son's old room and tossed his bag onto the bed then pats Corey's shoulder. The room still unsettled him. It was so bare and soulless. The place still would have creeped him out even if the guy that lived in here wasn't dead.

      His grandfather yawns. "Get some rest, son. We gotta be up early to get ready for the service." He then sighs. "It's gonna be a long damn day. G'night, boy." He heads back downstairs.

      "G'night..." Corey watches him leave then shuts the door. He takes another look around the room then shivers. There wasn't much in here, not even a dresser or a mirror. Just the bed, the closet and that redneck flag. He knew practically nothing about his uncle and his bedroom wasn't giving him much to work with either. Corey walks over to the closet and opens it to snoop, but it was empty. He groans then flops on the bed. There was hardly any service here so he couldn't even get on his phone, so instead he got dressed for bed.

      Courtney was finished with her shower and was in the middle of examining her baby bump in the mirror. She could remember doing the same when she found out she was pregnant with Corey. Her parents had no idea, it was Dale that had to buy her the pregnancy test. And even though she wasn't showing yet, she could feel her baby in there. And she wasn't going to let her mom take it away this time. As Courtney looked over her belly in her reflection, her eyes gaze up to her face and for a moment her young teenage self was staring back at her. She gasps from getting startled and steps backward. When her eyes readjust, her reflection is back to normal. Quickly, she grabs her towel and wraps it around herself to retreat to her old bedroom. This entire town was haunting her but after the funeral they could leave. Just one more day then they're gone.

      She gets ready for bed then sits on her childhood bed fiddling with her tin box. But decides against smoking tonight. Who knew what shit would go down tomorrow, so it was probably best to save it just in case. She tucks the box back into her bag then lies down and stares up at the ceiling. The same ceiling she stared up at as a kid. She closes her eyes to at least try and get some sleep. It didn't take her long to fall asleep, today was very emotionally draining and had worn her out.

      Her dream started off as more of a memory than an actual dream. She was in the trailer she and Dale were living in before he bought them the house. Her belly was swollen and round. Corey was just about ready to pop out of her any day now and they were both excited. Courtney was on the couch with her newly wed husband, lying her head down in his lap with her eyes closed as he stroked her hair with one hand and rubbed her belly with the other. She had forgotten how peaceful this era of her life was, before his drinking took a turn. It felt good to relive it again. She opens her eyes to look up at him but instead of seeing sweet Dale, it was Jacob Miller and he had the same glowing eyes from her dream in the car.

      He gets her pinned down just like he had her in the store then starts kissing at her neck. Instead of attempting to fight him off, Courtney moans at his touch. She didn't feel any type of panic or disgust, just aroused. She felt his fingers slip inside of her and she cried out his name in ecstasy. Jacob pumps his three fingers inside of her and curls them, looking down at her with those glowing eyes and a devilish grin. She could feel that he was getting off to the fact that she was getting off, even though she wasn't supposed to.

      He leans down and growls into her ear. "You could never forget about me, huh?" Suddenly he had no pants on and was jerking himself off while fingering her. He then pulls his fingers out and shoves them in her own mouth to make her lick them clean. He presses his tip against her entrance and violently thrusts himself in. She cries out and feels the same intense ripping pain she had felt when he forcibly stole her virginity. She then sees a flash of the aborted fetus images that were on those protest banners all those years ago.

      Courtney's body shoots up straight in bed, scaring the shit out of Corey who had just sat down on the bed with her. She was in a cold sweat and still in a state of panic as she frantically looked around her bedroom.

      "Shit!" Corey kept his voice hushed. "I didn't mean to scare you." He gently touches her hand. "You okay?" This was now the second time in a row he witnessed his mom wake up from a nightmare, and he knew it had something to do with this place.

      His mother attempts to catch her breath and she squeezes his hand for comfort. "... Can you sleep in here with me tonight?" She squeezes his hand tighter. "Please?"

      At that moment his mother appeared like a scared child. He'd never seen her this freaked out or this vulnerable. Corey nods and scoots closer to her, wrapping his arms around her to hold her close. "Yeah, of course." He kisses her cheek. "I kinda didn't wanna sleep in that room anyway..." That room had bad vibes, he couldn't stop tossing and turning.

      She scoots over to the edge of the bed that was against the wall so he'd have room to lie down with her. Corey lies on his side to face her and strokes her face to help calm her down. He originally came in here to do what they had talked about earlier, having sex in the same bed where his parents made him. But it didn't seem like that'd be happening with how distressed she was, but he wasn't upset about it. He didn't like what this place was doing to her and he didn't like how her mother talked about her or especially how she treated her. At this point Corey was just as eager to get the hell out of this place as she was.

      "... Did you still wanna-"

      "No." Corey quickly cuts her off. "Don't worry about that. Just try to get some rest." He kisses her lips softly then holds her face.

      He really was a lot like his father and it was making her head spin. It was like she had traveled back in time as soon as she entered this town again. Both realities were clashing together and she could hardly keep up. All of this trauma she purposefully left behind was now floating to the surface and the timing couldn't have been worse. The only ways she knew how to cope were through prayer or getting stoned, and she absolutely did not bring enough weed to handle all of this. When Corey came into her room earlier and found her kneeling on the floor and weeping, he had actually walked in on her attempting to pray for the first time since she was a child. She didn't know what else to do, but it felt like a joke. The relationship wasn't there anymore. It was void and felt like she was talking to nothing. And maybe she always was. Corey being there throughout the night really made a difference. She didn't have another nightmare while sleeping in her son's arms. She knew he'd offer her a feeling of safety and security.

      When dawn came, Luanne went up to Matthew's old bedroom to wake up her grandson but he wasn't in there. She found this odd since no one was in the kitchen or living room. She was always the first one awake in the house. She carefully tip-toes to the opposite bedroom and the door slowly creaks open. She peeks her head through and sees Corey and Courtney sleeping on the small bed together. He barely fit on the bed at all, half his body dangled off the side while his other arm stayed wrapped around his mother. He snored and drool streamed down his chin. Courtney was turned on her side facing her son with the blankets tucked around her tight, Corey had done that so she wouldn't get cold. They weren't exactly in a compromising position but Luanne felt that this wasn't normal.

      She knocks loudly on the door and both of them startle awake and Corey accidentally rolls off the bed. Courtney sits up quickly to check on him but flinches when the lights abruptly flip on and momentarily blind them both.

      Her mother angrily clears her throat. "Start getting ready, you two. We have lots to get done." She slams the door and the tension makes Corey shiver but Courtney just gets annoyed. She hadn't even been awake a full minute and her mother was already pissing her off, a true talent of hers.

      Corey stands and he yawns, stretching out his arms and popping his shoulders. "Guess I'll see you downstairs." He leans down and kisses her cheek then heads to his uncle's bedroom to get dressed.

      Courtney sighs and slips out of bed. She checked the time and it was barely even six yet. It was going to be a long god damn day. The dress she picked out was a little old and fit her kind of tight. She fully expected for her mother to make a comment on that later. She looks herself over in the mirror. Her dress was of course a solid black and hugged her curves but made her shoulders square. There were large black buttons and the top button could barely close from how much her chest had grown from the pregnancy. Most of her bras barely did any lifting anymore. Her baby bump was on full display in this tight dress and she couldn't cover it up with a coat from how hot the church was gonna be. No AC whatsoever and packed full of bodies. She decides to keep her hair down then puts on her black pantyhose to cover her legs. She also decided to not wear any makeup since that's how her dad liked it. Courtney wanted to avoid any arguments if she could help it, but that was wishful thinking.

      Downstairs, her mother was already setting out plates for breakfast and was pouring orange juice in all the glasses. Courtney stands in the doorway of the kitchen and refuses to speak first. Her mother glances up at her just to eye her up and down then goes back to pouring. "That's what you're wearing?" Courtney doesn't respond, refusing to indulge. Her mother then rolls her eyes. "Do you mind going into town and picking up some more eggs? I'm afraid I don't have enough, considering you're eating for two."

      That jab makes Courtney's eye twitch but she says nothing and snatches her son's car keys. The water could be heard running from the upstairs bathroom, that meant Corey was taking a shower. So it looked like she'd be taking this trip alone. Courtney gets into the car and quickly heads off to the only grocery store in town. It was always open this early. This town was so backwards. Everybody got up around five and insisted on small talk. She wanted this just to be a quick in and out errand. Hopefully she wouldn't get recognized by anyone and trapped in conversation.

      Unsurprisingly, the store was already busy this early in the morning. Corey's sports car definitely got people's attention but they were more taken aback by who exited the car. Courtney avoided meeting anyone's eyes and just kept looking straight ahead to where she needed to go. She snatches up a basket to hold the eggs in and maybe pick up some flowers for the funeral. There of course were already going to be some there, but she thought she should at least leave something for her brother. She went to get the eggs first and looks through them all to find the brand she knew her mom always got. Out of habit, she begins to chew on her nails and skin while scanning through the eggs.

      "Courtney Webber?" A grating high pitch voice makes her ears ring, a voice she had never wanted to hear again.

      She takes a deep breath then turns her head in the direction she heard it from. "Delilah Preaker... Hey." Courtney didn't have the strength to even fake a smile right now.

      Delilah Preaker was a girl Courtney had grown up with. They were in the same grade and had almost every class together. She was always the pretty blonde that all the boys wanted and the school's queen bea. She tormented Courtney for no reason other than the fact that the boys thought she was pretty too. She accused Courtney of getting braces just because she had braces, despite the fact Courtney had gotten her braces installed three months before Delilah got hers. She also started the rumor that Courtney's older brother was gay and went off to join the navy. Matthew was a marine, but it's not like kids cared about the difference. Delilah looked pretty much the same except she was clearly bleaching her hair blonde now and her nose was smaller. Which didn't make any sense to Courtney because it's not like her nose was that big in the first place.

      She wore a smug grin and kept her hand on her hip. She was also wearing all black, so that only meant that she'd be attending the funeral later. "Well look at you!" She sounded like she wanted to laugh. "Sorry to hear about your brother. Guessin' that's why you're back in town?" She flips her hair over her shoulder and her perfume that smelt like a hotel bathroom practically chokes Courtney.

      
        "Yeah..." Courtney refused to play into the small talk game. "I'll be leaving right after." She gives up and grabs a random carton of eggs. She didn't give a shit if her mom would be happy or not, the old woman could eat it or leave it.

      "Aw, so soon? You're not gonna stay for the reception??" She fake pouts.

      Courtney turns to her. "What reception?"

      Delilah half laughs. "Yer parents are hostin' the reception at their place. Don't tell me ya didn't know?" She eyes her up and down, definitely noticing the bump. "Oh! You're pregnant! Ya totally look like a mom." She laughs. "Ya gonna keep it this time?" She laughs again evilly at her own joke but the hilarity is cut short with a hard whack in the face with the carton of eggs. The loud impact echoed throughout the aisle and the cracked eggs dripped all over Delilah's dress and chin. She holds her face in shock and most of the store had stopped to look. Nose blood begins to mix in with the egg.

      Courtney throws the carton at Delilah's feet and shakes the dripping yolk off her hand. "Yeah, I'm keeping it." She shoulder checks her as she passes by then storms out of the store. Fuck this, fuck all of this. Why did no one mention that practically the whole god damn town would be coming over to the house after the service? What the fuck else were her parents not telling her? She speeds off back home and leaves a trail of dust behind her. She angrily parks the car in her parents driveway then stomps up the front porch and swings the door open. Her family was sitting at the table already, both her father and son in their suits and bracing themselves for the intense energy she had just entered with.

      "Whose conducting the funeral?" She only turned to her mother, paying the men no mind. It only occurred to her in the car that neither of her parents mentioned it and that could have only meant one thing.

      Her father sighs deeply and takes off his glasses. "You didn't tell her?"

      Luanne shrugs. "I didn't think it was important. Where are the eggs?"

      "IS IT HIM?!" Corey flinched at his mother's screaming. He'd never, ever seen her like this before and he had no idea what was happening.

      Eugene frowns and rubs his temple. "... Jacob Miller's daddy died several years back... He took over the church. He'll be hosting your brother's funeral."

      
        
      

      Courtney grabs whatever object was closest to her, which was the pitcher full of orange juice and raises it over her head then slams it onto the kitchen floor. The glass shatters and juice spills everywhere. She lets out the loudest scream her body could produce until her face turned red. Neither of her parents were shocked by her reaction like they were expecting it. She then sharply turns to Corey and he gulps. "We're leaving. NOW."

      Corey quickly stands out of his chair and stumbles to go up the stairs to get their things and to get the hell out of this kitchen. Luanne blocks her daughter from leaving, stepping over the pool of juice on the ground. "Courtney, you're being selfish and dramatic!"

      "DRAMATIC?!" She roars. "You want me to just fucking sit there while the man that raped me runs my brother's funeral?! YOU WANT ME TO ACT LIKE HE NEVER DID ANYTHING- LIKE *YOU* NEVER DID ANYTHING!!!!!!" Corey listened to her yelling from the top of the stairs but kept himself hidden in the shadows. He felt like a child listening to his parents argue again.

      "What did I do NOW, Courtney?! Huh? I'm always the bad guy in your story!"

      "Luanne-" Her husband tries to shut it down but both women ignore him.

      "YOU MADE ME KILL MY BABY!" The room fell silent except for Courtney. "OH NOOO! I SAID THE THING! I SAID THE THING NOBODY WANTS TO FUCKING SAY!" She shoves past her mother and looks towards the stairs. "YOU HEAR THAT, COREY?! YOUR POOR INNOCENT GRANDMOTHER IS A BABY KILLER!" Corey stared back down, not knowing how to process all of this. He felt out of his own body at this point.

      Her mother stomps angrily. "Courtney, that is enough! I did what was right!"

      "Girls- please!" Eugene stands and slams his fist on the table. "None of this is about that right now!" He puts his glasses back on. "Courtney, I know that man and yer mother hurt you- but yer brother is dead! That's what today is about! If you want to bite each other's heads off after, then so be it. But you two will not do this right now!" Her father was clearly emotional but tried keeping it together. He did just lose his only son and they were making it about them.

      Courtney frowns and looks down at the mess she made. Her anger subsides and is replaced with guilt. "... You're right, daddy..." She goes to his side and takes his hand. "I'm sorry..." He pulls her close and hugs her tight, swallowing his pain down so that he couldn't let a tear out. She rubs her father's back while her mother grabs the mop from the corner and begins cleaning up the orange juice before it becomes sticky. "We'll stay for the service... But I can't stay longer than that... I just can't."

      Her father pulls away and nods. "I understand." He moves her hair out of her face then touches her cheek. "... Go talk to your boy." Courtney winces. In the heat of the moment she had dragged her son into this and now had to face what she'd done. She nods then goes upstairs but Corey had already disappeared from the hallway.

      She sighs and opens the door to her old bedroom and sure enough Corey was sitting on the bed and staring blankly at the wall, his tie now undone. Courtney frowns and gently closes the door behind her as she approaches him. "... Hey, baby." She sits on the bed but leaves some distance between them.

      "Hey..." He blinks but doesn't look at her. "So that's what's been going on, why you didn't want to come here?" He understood it now and didn't blame her. Though he wished his mother would have just told him honestly and directly instead of screaming at him from the kitchen. He finally turns to look at her. "It happened in the store, didn't it?"

      Courtney swallows and simply nods. She was surprised how much he already put together so far. "Right before I met your dad..."

      Corey thinks for a moment. "And he's gonna be up there, at the funeral?" His mother nods again then he turns back to the wall. "Would you have kept it?"

      She puts her head in her hands and could feel herself about to be sick. "Don't ask me that." Her voice cracked and she couldn't stop herself from crying. Corey, realizing he'd gone too far, reaches over and holds her side.

      "I'm sorry." He pulls his mother into his lap like a weeping child. "I don't think we should go... I don't want you to see him." If nobody else in this town was going to protect her, he at least would. He didn't want that man around his mother or their baby.

      Courtney hiccups and shakes her head. "W-we have to go." She sniffs and his shirt becomes damp from her tears. "We can leave after." She looks up at him and he holds her face. "But I have to be there."

      This doesn't make Corey happy, but he couldn't exactly drag her out of here himself. He sighs and presses his forehead against hers. Unexpectedly, his mother kisses his lips and wraps her arms around his neck tight. The forcefulness of her kiss pushes him backwards on the bed and now she's on top of him. Corey becomes flustered and quickly pulls her off of him.

      "What are you doing?" His cheeks burn red as he watches his mother unbutton her dress. Her face was still wet from crying.

      "Just fuck me." She then unhooks her bra and her swollen tits fall out. Corey's dick jumps. He wanted to protest but then she began unzipping his pants.

      Corey's hands hesitate before grabbing both her tits and groping them. He then leans up to kiss her hard and lets her continue to undress him. She pulls his cock out through his open fly and strokes his already stiffened length. He moans in a whisper and watches as she rolls down her pantyhose and sees that she wore no underwear underneath. She hovers over his cock and positions herself as he holds onto her hips.

      "Are you sure that we should-" He gasps sharply when she drops down on him, taking him all the way in and squeezing him tight. He throws his head back and grips her hips tightly.

      "I'm sure." She begins riding him and he bucks his hips upwards in return. Corey was still unsure about this himself. His mother was emotionally in a bad place and her parents could walk in at any moment or hear them, but he was weak at Courtney's touch. He'd give her anything she wanted so he gave it his all. He fucks her fast and hard, keeping her in place and watching her heavy tits bounce. She keeps her hand over her mouth to keep quiet and holds onto his arm with her free hand.

      Getting fucked by her son was the only thing that made her head empty, and she just wanted to forget everything right now. Corey reaches for her pregnant belly and rubs over it while she grinds her hips in his lap. He wasn't going to let anyone touch her or let anything happen to her while he was here. Nobody had the right to touch her but him. Right now he was fucking his mom where she got pregnant by his dad with him, while she's currently pregnant with her son's baby. A fucked up full circle. His dad was a perv, and now so was he. The apple didn't fall very far from the tree in this family. Would Corey's son be any different?

      He does his best to not let any of his own noises come out, the bed was already loud as is. Courtney's body becomes tense and her insides tighten around him. Corey could feel her about to cum all over him, and it made him go faster. He wanted them to cum at the same time. He sits up, keeping her in his lap and she bounces on her knees to keep going. He takes one of her dark pink nipples into his mouth and sucks hard, even adding a little teeth. His mother grips his hair and pulls it back to force him to look up at her. He gasps and takes her tongue down his throat. She never pulled his hair like that before, but he really liked it.

      
        He breaks their kiss and pants like a dog. "Pull my hair again." He grips her jiggling ass and squeezes it hard. Courtney grins and yanks his hair backwards again and he moans for her and thrusts in deep one last time. His cock ramming into her made her cum all over his cock. Their cum mixes together inside of her and she quickly throws herself onto the bed to avoid staining his pants. Corey lied there breathless with his knees weak and his cock twitching. He hadn't cum that hard since maybe the first time he fucked his mom. He kept his eyes closed from being tired but he felt his mom's fingers caress his face and her warm lips kiss his.

      "Good boy." She kisses him again then sits up to get them both cleaned. He let her clean him up for once then she went to the bathroom to drain herself out. He had no idea how nobody heard that but he was very happy that they got away with it.

      Corey, now freshened up and with his tie back on, was the first to go back downstairs but nobody else was there. Nobody in the kitchen and even when he checked the living room no one was there. This house wasn't very big, the only other room he hadn't been into was his grandparent's bedroom so he assumed that's where they retreated to themselves, probably to continue their argument. He plops himself on the couch and slouches down. He took out his phone to keep himself busy but then is quickly reminded that there was hardly any service. He groans and tucks his phone back into his pocket and sits there in boredom. The house was quiet and not full of shouting for once, he wondered if that's how this place had always been. Still bored and trying to find something to do, he slinks back upstairs to his uncle's room to poke around. Not like the dead guy would mind if he snooped but then again, there wasn't much to snoop through anyway.

      He flips the light switch on but this time the light flickers before staying on. This place creeped him the hell out and he didn't really know why, outside of it being a dead man's room. Corey shuts the door and opens up the closet again, still empty. He reaches up and feels around the top shelf that holds the rack to hang up clothes. But that was empty too. He sighs then goes over to the window and looks outside. The morning sky was nice but the outside of the window was so dirty he could hardly see anything else. So far he knew practically nothing about his uncle besides that he was in the military and killed himself. This room lacked any personality and neither did the photos he saw of Matthew. Maybe someone at the funeral would give a speech that'd give him a better idea of who his uncle was.

      Corey throws himself onto the bed in defeat then adjusts himself under this lumpy mattress. Though it was only lumpy in one spot. He hadn't felt it last night where he was lying down to sleep, but right now he was lying on the foot of the bed right on the corner. He rolls off and gets on the floor then reaches his hand underneath the mattress. He feels something flat and hard then lifts up the corner of the mattress to see what he had grabbed. A journal. Jackpot. Corey, almost excitedly, quickly snatches up the book then sits on the floor and starts flipping through the pages. It was mostly drawings of guns and birds, some military notes but then a particular drawing makes him stop turning the pages. It was a guy's face and very well done. His uncle was a good artist apparently. Corey squints to try and make out who this person was, it was nobody he knew off the top of his head. But suddenly he remembers the photo album his grandmother had shown him. He's seen this exact face in that book somewhere. Now he had an itch to scratch, and wanted to find that photo again.

      After sneaking back downstairs, Corey grabs the photo album that his grandmother left on the coffee table, keeping Matthew's journal in his lap. He carefully skims over each photo while flipping through the book to make sure he doesn't miss it. Then there it is. Matthew and that guy. Corey holds up the drawing to the man in the photo. And sure enough, it was a match. And to his surprise, Matthew was actually grinning in that photo. The boys were young, maybe around Corey's age in the picture. The man that Matthew had drawn had his arm slung over his uncle and was winking at the camera with an underlying smugness. His uncle on the other hand wasn't looking at the camera, just at his friend. He remembers back to what his grandmother said about this photo. Something about a family friend, and hosting dinners practically every week for them. He thinks hard to remember the specifics but then whips his head around when the door to his grandparent's bedroom opens. Corey quickly tucks his uncle's journal under his thigh and his grandmother comes and joins him on the couch, pleased to see him going through the photos again.

      "Whose this?" Corey points to the redheaded man in the photo.

      Luanne looks to where he was pointing and her mood shifts. She sighs but keeps her composure. "That's Jacob Miller, the pastor's son. He and your uncle were very close... I know your mother has her... differences with him. But he was your uncle's best friend, and he's the pastor now. He has every right to attend the funeral just as much as we do." Her justification was mostly to herself.

      The dots were starting to connect in Corey's mind. This was the guy that raped his mom, his uncle's best friend. Some fucking friend he was. Did Matthew know what Jacob did to his sister? Not like he could ask him now. He shuts the book and hands it to his grandmother.

      "I'm gonna go check on momma." He stands but quickly hides the journal behind his back and awkwardly scoots to the stairs then makes a run for it. His grandmother was too somber to pay his suspicious behavior any mind. Corey rushes back into Matthew's room and flips more through his journal. Another drawing of Jacob's face from a different angle, then another on the next page, and two more on the page after that. He attempts to flip to the next pages, but they were crinkled and stuck together. His brows furrow as he carefully pulls them apart to see what it was without ripping the paper. His eyes widen and he nearly drops the book.

      It was a full body portrait of Jacob this time, nude and in full detail. Like Matthew knew what he looked like naked. Jacob was erect and had that same smug grin he seemed to always wear. Suddenly it occurs to Corey why the pages were stuck together and he quickly wipes his hands on his pants, like that would do anything. Matthew clearly had a thing for Jacob, but did they ever have a fling? Or was Matthew just drawing pictures of his crush and jerking off to them? Corey had just dug himself into a rabbit hole that the rest of the family probably had no idea about. He discovered his dead uncle's secret. The lights flicker again and Corey gets the fuck out of there, leaving the opened journal on the floor.

      He bumps into his mother as they enter the hallway at the same time. Corey quickly holds her still so she doesn't stumble down the stairs and she laughs. "Whoa- where are you going in such a hurry?" She touches his face and notices how uncomfortable he looked. "What's wrong? You look like you've just seen a ghost." She looks behind him to Matthew's room where he had just sprinted out of. Maybe not the best choice of words.

      "I think uncle Matthew and Jacob-" His theory is cut off by Eugene calling from downstairs, and both turn to look.

      "Let's get going, y'all two! We gotta get there early!" He taps his watch then leaves the front door open for them to follow him out.

      Courtney turns back to her son with a serious face. "Matthew and Jacob what?"

      Corey looks at her then shakes his head. "Nothing." He scurries down the stairs before his mom could say anything else.

      She sighs and follows behind then they all pile into her mother's mini van to head off to the church together as an estranged family. Corey was in his head during the whole ride. Maybe he shouldn't have said anything, because now Courtney was in her head too. What did her son know about her brother and Jacob that she didn't? This was going to eat at her all day until she could get him to spill the beans later, but not now. Right now she had to mentally and emotionally prepare to face Jacob when they arrived, and she was not looking forward to it. The car ride to the church wasn't very long so she didn't have very much prep time, because they were already here.

      Courtney's body felt frozen as she stared out the window at that damn church. The church that had been haunting her dreams since her mother called. Corey and his grandparents all get out of the car but none of them go into the church without her. She gulps and tries to reach for the car doorhandle, but her body physically wouldn't let her do it. Her hands began to shake and her breathing became shallow and rapid. She covers her face with both hands and tries to calm herself down from the panic attack that was about to take over.

      Corey instantly grows concerned then looks at his grandparents. Her father was just as worried but her mother just seemed annoyed. She thought her daughter was just being dramatic as always. "You go in without us- we'll be out in a second." Eugene nods and takes his wife by the shoulder before she could argue. Corey then opens the car door and lets himself back in. His mother was weeping like a child who just wanted to go home. He frowns and pulls her close to his chest and strokes her hair, letting her cry it out without saying anything. He wished there was something he could do to protect her from all this but all he could do was comfort and be there for her. Her sobbing begins to settle down and so does her breathing. She then sniffs and wipes both eyes before sitting back up.

      "Okay..." She shakes it off and clears her throat. "Let's go in." Corey nods and was about to open the door again but his mom grabs his hand. He turns to look at her and is met with a small kiss. "Thank you, baby."

      He's kissed his mom a million times at this point but she still somehow managed to make him feel shy sometimes. He blushes and cracks a smile. "Anytime." He kisses her cheek then opens the door, offering his hand to help her climb out.

      There weren't that many cars parked outside yet. Just theirs, the hearse, a police car and another car parked in the back. They really were here early. Courtney held her son's hand as they walked through the church double doors together. She held her breath as they entered. The air felt different once they entered, heavy and tight, almost hard to breathe. At least for Courtney. Corey stares at the casket that was at the very front of the church. And it was closed. He then remembers what his mom said. He shot himself. So the closed casket made sense and it made a shiver run up his spine. His uncle had drawn a lot of different types of guns in his journal, he couldn't help but wonder which type he used to do it.

      Courtney's eyes darted around for her parents and then she spotted them, both standing side by side and talking to someone tall whose back was facing her so she couldn't see his face. But she knew it was him. 'Pastor Jacob'. What a joke. That conversation they had in the store made it seem like he didn't even believe in God. This church was just a family business and he was the nepo baby. Corey feels his mom's grip on his hand become tighter and it sort of hurts. He gently squeezes back and this makes her release her strong grip, then rub the back of his hand with her thumb as an unspoken apology. He kisses her shoulder then gestures with his head to follow him to take a seat. He wanted them to sit in the way back away from everybody, especially away from Jacob. But he knew that they had no other choice to sit up front with her parents. He takes the long way on the opposite side of the church to stay away from where the pastor and his grandparents were speaking. Then they sit at the far end of the bench. Corey kept his eyes locked on that ginger bastard but Courtney couldn't look away from the casket. She felt like she just had to see her brother one last time. She was going to stand up to approach the casket but then she felt a strong hand on her shoulder. She looks up and is surprised to see a familiar face.

      A man in glasses and a police uniform, Frank Thomas. Dale's old friend. She met him several times back when she and Dale were together. She thought it was funny he ended up being a cop since he was the biggest rule breaker in her ex husband's friend group. He was the one that offered her the drink at homecoming, that was the last time she had seen him. He pushes up his glasses and takes off his cowboy hat.

      
        
      

      "I'm sorry about your brother, Court." He squeezes her shoulder and she stands. Corey looks at his mom and then at the cop. He called her 'Court'. He'd only ever heard his father call her that before.

      "Thanks, Frank." She touches his hand and watches his eyes gaze down to Corey. The policeman is given a small flashback of his old buddy when looking at the teen's face. She chuckles and touches her son's hair. "This is Corey."

      "Dale's boy." He smirks. "Ya daddy and I go way back." He offers his hand out and Corey gives it a firm shake. "How's he doin' by the way?"

      Corey removes his mom's hand. "He's doing okay, still working on cars... And sober." There wasn't much else to say about his dad, the man didn't really do very much else besides work and attend AA meetings.

      "Well, give 'em my best regards." Frank puts his hat back on then nods to Courtney. "If y'all need anything while yer still here." He tips his hat. "You know what number to call."

      Courtney nods back then sits back down as he leaves. She leans back and breathes out. This was one interaction so far that she didn't mind. Frank was always a little bit of an asshole when they were younger, but now he was pushing 40 and seemed to be doing well for himself. But being a cop was the last job she'd ever thought he'd end up in.

      She touches Corey's knee and he tenses. He was on edge and kept his eyes locked on the pastor even as his mom spoke. "You should tell your dad that we saw him, I think he'd wanna reach out."

      Corey doesn't look away as he responds. "Does he even know we're here?"

      His mother pauses. She never even mentioned it. "No..." Dale didn't even know her brother was dead, nonetheless that she took their son to visit their home town. Maybe Dale would have wanted to pay his respects too, even though his and Matthew's interactions were limited. Their father barely ever let Dale into the house. He once ran into him when Dale had snuck in one night and needed to use the bathroom, and Matthew let Dale use it first but didn't say anything. He wasn't the most social person.

      Eugene and Luanne begin to walk over to the bench where Corey and Courtney were sitting, and Jacob follows behind them. Now the two could finally get a good look at his face. He had thick red mutton chop sideburns and a thick head of hair to match that he kept short and slicked back. He had a tall and strong build, and was wearing his late father's pastor get-up. His expression looked genuinely sad, like he was grieving too. Corey took note of this but didn't let his guard down. His eyes follow his every move and as he gets closer he holds his mom's hand tighter. Courtney was watching too but her anxiety was starting to make her feel sick.

      Jacob remains standing as the old couple take their seats. His sad eyes look up and meet Courtney's. And his expression drops like a deer in headlights. Courtney thought she'd be full of fear or even sadness but all she felt was rage, and he could see it in her eyes. He quickly looks away and turns around, powering walking to the opposite side of the church. Corey scoffs. He's the rapist and he's the one that's scared? He looks at his mom to make sure she was okay. He touches her thigh and she places her hand on top of his, now just staring at her brother's casket.

      Eventually more people started flooding in and filling the seats. None of these people even really knew Matthew, he didn't have any friends outside of Jacob. It was mostly people their parents knew or other church goers and regulars from their father's store. Even Delilah ended up showing up but wore a bandage over her now swollen nose. It looked like she'd be needing a second nose job after her exchange with Courtney in the grocery store this morning. The church is packed like a can of sardines by the time the service finally begins.

      There was no viewing of the body, her parents wanted it closed because they found it too hard to look at him, and just wanted him to rest. It starts off with Jacob standing by the casket at the podium and opening up with a prayer. Courtney was the only one that didn't bow her head. Corey was about to just because everyone else was, but his mother grabs him by the collar of his shirt and lifts his head back up. His mind flashes back to when his mother had pulled him by his hair and he quickly shakes off the thought. This was a funeral for fucks sake.

      After prayer, everyone lifts their heads and give their attention to the pastor. Jacob clears his throat before speaking and grips both ends of the podium. "Thank you everyone for attending, it means so much to see how much Matthew was loved." Courtney rolls her eyes. None of these people gave a shit about her brother until he was dead. And even now it was all for show. "It is through God in which we will find the strength to press forward, as Matthew would have wanted. Before I was his pastor..." He pauses to collect himself. "I was his friend. Matthew and I had a closeness that can never be replaced. He was quiet and reserved, but behind closed doors there was a side to Matthew nobody else had the privilege to witness." Corey raises an eyebrow. "Matthew was an artist, an amazing artist. He'd draw something in such detail that you'd think it was a photograph. His time in the military were years he felt were wasted but his service doesn't go unrecognized. Matthew confided in me once that he had wished he'd put his career efforts more into his art and creativity, and I wish he had too... He was my best friend... And I'm honored to have the privilege of sending him off for his final rest. I offer my deepest condolences to the Webber family. To his mother, who remains a solid pillar of faith in our church, even now despite her loss. To his father, who lost his first born and only son..." He makes eye contact with Courtney and she holds her breath. "And to his little sister... Who never got to say goodbye." Corey looks at his mom, and to his surprise she had tears streaming down her cheeks and she was digging her nails so hard into her pantyhose that they began to rip and tear. "If y'all would please bow your heads and join me in our final prayer."

      As everyone else closes their eyes to pray again, Courtney abruptly stands and rushes out of the church through the back exit. Corey stands to go after her but is pulled back down by his grandfather. He knew his daughter needed to be alone right now. She goes out back to where the dumpster was and she trips over her own feet, landing on her hands and knees onto the hard concrete. Her tights rip open further and her knees bleed. She sobs while on the ground. Why was he talking like that? Like he actually knew Matthew and like he believed in God. How was it that this piece of shit knew her brother more than anyone else, more than their own parents? She didn't know any of that, not that he regretted the military, not that he was an artist and wanted to pursue it. She didn't know anything about her brother and that was her fault, and now it was too late. The panic attack she swallowed down earlier finally catches up to her and leaves her a whaling and hyperventilating mess on the ground. She didn't even know how long she spent crying. Long enough to feel her knees bleeding through her pantyhose. Through her blurry vision she frantically rummages through her purse to find her phone then snatches it and starts dialing. She called the only voice she wanted to hear from right now, the only person that could have helped her through this if they were here. The phone rings a few times before she's finally answered.

      "Hello?" There was a whirring sound in the background, Dale must have been at work again. Courtney struggles to respond. She bites the back of her hand and her body shakes. "... Courtney? You alright?" He stops what he was doing and moves to his office and closes the door for privacy. "Talk to me, Court. What's going on?"

      She whimpers and covers her eyes. "I'm so fucked up, Dale." She begins to sob again and her ex husband stays silent for a moment to let her cry.

      "Why are you saying that? Where are you right now?" He didn't like the sound of this. From being a sponsor in AA, he knew where calls like this would lead to. Always either a relapse or a suicide attempt. He was ready to grab his keys and head to wherever she was at.

      "I didn't know my own brother- he's gone and he's just a stranger!" She hiccups throughout her words and becomes choked up.

      Dale sits down in his office chair. "Matthew?" He rubs his forehead and sighs heavily. "Fuck, Court... I'm sorry. But you can't blame yourself, it's not gonna do anything. It won't help you and it won't bring him back..." He was so well versed in therapy-speak that he should switch career paths. "I know you two weren't ever close... But he was never close with anyone, you know that."

      Courtney wipes her running nose and attempts to compose herself. "He was close with Jacob." There was disdain in the way she said it. "Real fucking close. I had no idea who the hell he was talking about up there. That didn't sound anything like Matthew."

      
        
      

      He pauses to process what she was saying. "... You saw Jacob?"

      "He's the pastor now." She hears him scoff from the other end of the line and could picture him rolling his eyes like she had.

      "Well that's rich... Are you gonna be okay? I can come down-"

      "Don't do that." Courtney finally gets off of her knees and painfully sits down, rubbing over her open wounds. "I just... Wanted to call you..." She picks the rocks out of her skin. "You were the only person I could think of to talk to."

      Dale feels his heart jump and his cheeks begin to burn. "... You can call me anytime, Court... I'm sorry about Matthew, I'll call your parents later." He looks at the clock on his desktop. "You should come back home as soon as you can, I don't want you down there for much longer than you need to be."

      Courtney chuckles, he sounded a lot like their son right now. "Okay... Thanks, D. I'll call you when I get back- Corey is with me by the way." She almost forgot to mention.

      "Really?" Dale smirks. "He hates it, doesn't he?" Both of them laugh.

      "Yeah, he's kind of miserable here. But so am I, so it's fine." She sighs and wipes her eyes. "I'll let you know when we're back home."

      "Alright, Court." It takes a lot of restraint to not tell her he loved her out of force of habit. "I'll talk to you later. Stay safe, okay?"

      She nods. "I will... Bye."

      "Bye." The call ends and Dale is left sitting alone in his office.

      Her telling him that he was the only person she wanted to call shook him up inside. He never stopped loving his wife, now ex wife. They only split up because of him and his drinking, and the night he took it too far. He still never forgave himself for that. Dale never had another relationship after they split up. He tried having meaningless sex and at first he couldn't even get it up, until he started to think about Courtney. He resulted to picking up women that resembled her but even then he still couldn't cum without thinking about her. Her face, her body, the noises she made in bed. He knew she had just been crying and was seeking someone to confide in, but her laugh and that comment was stuck in his head.

      Dale winces when he feels himself begin to grow in his boxers. It made him feel sick with himself. Had he no shame? She was just crying over losing her brother and now he's all hot and bothered. He balls up his fist and his knuckles pop. He covers his mouth as his face turns red then slowly begins to unbutton his coveralls. He couldn't get back to work like this, right? He'd release some tension then get back to work like normal.

      He opens up all his buttons and spreads his knees apart as he pulls his pulsing member out of his boxers. He felt embarrassed, guilty and pathetic. But he couldn't help himself. Before touching himself, Dale opens his bottom desk drawer and pulls out an old framed photo. Back when they were still married, Dale kept a picture of Courtney on his desk. He had one of their son too, but he never took that one down. He didn't have the heart to get rid of the photo of his ex wife and had kept it hidden away until right now. He places it on his desk in front of him and looks over Courtney's face as he begins stroking himself. The frame had collected dust from being stored away for so long. He reaches out and wipes the dust off the glass with his thumb, caressing over her face. He dick twitched and he starts stroking faster. She was so beautiful, back then and even now. He keeps his eyes locked on her smile and he begins to breathe hard through his nose. He'd give anything to touch her again, he couldn't even remember the last time they had sex with each other and he began to miss it with each pump of his hand.

      Dale leans back in his seat, now holding the picture frame right under his aching cock. He wipes the dust off where her chest was and stares at her figure. Then he remembers how much bigger her breasts had gotten now that she was pregnant again. His dick was leaking precum all over himself, providing lubricant for him to start jerking off harder. He could remember her sounds, how loudly she'd moan and how he'd have to shut her up to keep them from getting caught. He looks at her lips and remembers how she could take all of him down her throat and never had an issue with swallowing. He pictured what it'd be like to fuck her right now, her legs wrapped around him and her smell filling his lungs. Dale shuts his eyes tight as he cums all over his ex wife's photo, some of it even getting on his desk and the floor. He pauses to catch his breath and feels his once tense body finally relax. That feeling of guilt and shame came back and wrapped over him like a blanket. He shamefully cleans up the mess he made and gets dressed. But he doesn't put the picture back in his drawer after wiping it off, then he gets back to work.

      Courtney was still sitting on the ground outside. Her knees hurt too much to stand up on her own but she was much calmer now after talking to Dale. She had taken her emergency joint out of her bag and was already halfway through it. She sat there just thinking about her brother, what could have let up to the moment when he finally did it. What the reason could possibly be. On the bright side, once this funeral was over she and Corey could get the hell out of this place. Behind her, she could hear the door open and close behind her, assuming it was her son she spoke without looking over her shoulder.

      "I'm ready to leave when you are." She blows out smoke and wipes her wet nose.

      Her heart drops when she hears a voice that wasn't Corey's. "I don't think I can leave here any time soon..."

      Courtney whips her head around and stares up at Jacob who was towering over her. She has an instant flashback from when he was standing above her like this in almost the exact same position all those years ago. But she wasn't afraid this time, she was pissed.

      She angrily throws her joint to the ground and stomps on it with her heel. "What are you here for round two??" She doesn't bother looking at him so she doesn't see how he flinches at her comment.

      "Courtney... I just wanted to-"

      "Fuck you." She doesn't let him apologize, she didn't want to hear it. "So, what- you're 'saved' now? You found God and now you realize raping me and all those other girls was bad, right?" The man was so predictable, it was somehow worse than this all being an act.

      He sighs. "I know you don't owe me forgiveness-"

      "You're fucking right I don't." She attempts to stand but her aching and bleeding knees along with her pregnant belly made it hard. Jacob offers out his hand to help her up but she swats it away with all the force she had, leaving his hand stinging. "DON'T TOUCH ME- DON'T YOU EVER FUCKING TOUCH ME!"

      Jacob quickly steps backwards to get away from her and presses his back against the building's wall. "I'm sorry- I didn't mean- I just..." He bites his lip. He was stumbling over his words and couldn't think of the right thing to say. It wasn't like whatever he said would matter to her anyway, but he still tried. "I did an unforgivable... Evil thing. You were a child, you didn't deserve what I did to you."

      "Or the others." Courtney doesn't let him forget the other girls. There were more than just her and that cheerleader that got ran out of town.

      
        "... Or the others." He swallows and breathes out. He was going to continue on but Courtney speaks instead.

      "What was going on between you and my brother?" Her question makes Jacob's face drop. He stares down at her without blinking. "HELLO?!"

      Her shouting makes him jump and he holds his head in his hand. "Your brother and I..." His eyes grow soft and he quickly wipes them with his sleeve before any tears could fall. "We..." Courtney watched him grow anxious. This was the first time he wasn't ever threatening towards her, now he just seemed pathetic. "I loved him." He couldn't even look at her as he said it. This is what Corey was trying to tell her in the hallway.

      "At first, it was just sex. For me at least... Matthew loved me the whole time, I didn't come around until we got older... This whole time, nobody knew. I didn't want nobody to know. I forced him to keep us a secret and he did, all these years." He clears his throat after his voice cracks. "I got engaged, so I broke things off with him. He just- couldn't understand why this time it was different." He shakes his head as he begins to remember. "I've had girlfriends before and we never stopped seeing each other- but I was the pastor now and about to have a wife, and she wanted a family. I just couldn't-" His words were starting to pour out like word vomit so he stopped to collect himself. "I couldn't risk my entire life falling apart if anyone were to find out... I told him that our relationship wasn't worth losing everything... Basically that HE wasn't worth it..." Courtney could hear the regret in his voice and didn't have to look at him to know that he was now crying. "I got the news the day after I ended things that he killed himself." His words, now muffled while he hid his shameful face in the palm of his hands. "Matthew didn't pull the trigger... I did." His hands become wet with his tears and his weeping becomes audible.

      Courtney kept herself turned away from him. So Delilah wasn't bullshitting in that rumor she started, her brother really was gay. And nobody under the same roof as him had a clue. All those times they were locked up in Matthew's bedroom, each camping trip they took together. "... Did you ever tell him what you did to me?" She doubted it, why would he?

      Jacob quickly pulls himself together and wipes his face off then shoves his hands in his pockets. "I didn't... I couldn't. I knew he'd never speak to me again..." He looks down at her even though she didn't bother looking at him. "I've always been a selfish person, Courtney. A terrible, horrible person... I've harmed your family in so many ways. I can't tell you how sorry I am. There's no type of repenting I could ever do to make up for what I did. I don't know what else to say other than I'm so sorry."

      The service had ended and people were lining up to offer their classic thoughts and prayers to Eugene and Luanne. Corey stayed on the far end of the bench to avoid everybody. He scans the room to search for Jacob, he had lost him in the crowd as people started moving. He grows more nervous as he looks at every face he could see and still couldn't find him, and his mom hadn't returned either. A pit grew in his stomach telling him that this wasn't right. Corey quickly stands and pushes his way through the sea of people to go back to where he saw his mother retreat to. The hallway he entered was empty and dark, nobody else was out here and all of the lights were turned off. This part of the church was clearly closed off but down at the end of the hallway was the back exit, and the door that led outside was slightly open and letting in a crack of sunlight. Without thinking and only acting on instinct, Corey grabs the flag pole that stood right outside the fellowship hall and carries it over his shoulder like a bat ready to swing. Then begins to silently creep towards the back door.

      Courtney once again was attempting to sit up on her own. She had to bite the bullet and put her hands on her knees for leverage to sit up, pressing down on her bleeding cuts and making it only harder to get up. Jacob frowns. "Please, Courtney just let me help you."

      "I don't need your fucking help!" She groans in pain, now at least standing halfway up. Jacob steps closer to her with his hand out to catch her in case she falls backward. Her heel steps on a rock and she loses her balance but Jacob quickly catches her, which only makes her angrier. "I SAID DON'T TOUCH ME!" She shoves him off of her and the door right behind them swings open. Corey kept his eyes locked on Jacob as he swung the flag pole right at that bastard's head. "Corey- DON'T!" Courtney's shouting makes Jacob look behind him and he puts his hands over his face to guard himself. The flag pole was just about to make impact but was grabbed and stopped in motion. Corey looks over his shoulder and Frank stands there holding the flag pole, then removes it from the teen's grasp.

      "They're looking for you, pastor Jacob." Both Jacob and Courtney stand there for a moment, then he straightens out his outfit and dusts himself off before walking back into the church like nothing had happened. Frank watches him leave then turns back to the mother and son. "Let me drive y'all home." He kneels down and picks up Courtney's purse for her then hands it over. "Smokin' at church, huh? We all been there." He gives her a wink and leaves the flag pole leaning against the dumpster, then leads the way to his police car parked by the side of the church.

      As they approach the car, Frank turns to Corey. "Looks like you gotta sit in the back, son. That's where you'd be sittin' anyway had you done what you were trynna do." He opens the back car door for him to get in. Corey showed no regret, he still wouldn't have regretted it even if he had actually gotten arrested. He slinks into the back seat with no problem then Frank closes the door as Courtney climbs into the passenger side.

      They begin to drive off and Frank keeps his eyes on the road as he speaks. "Y'know, Delilah came into the station earlier. Hootin' and hollerin' about what you did to her at the store this mornin'." He grows a wide grin. "She was wantin' to press charges." Corey looks at his mother from behind the cage in the backseat. What the hell happened this morning? Courtney couldn't help but laugh, and Frank joins her. "That girl knows how to run her mouth, and I know you ain't in the friendliest of moods. So I'm lettin' it slide." He looks to Corey in the rearview mirror. "However-" He pushes up his glasses. "I don't know if I could do much had you assaulted the pastor." Corey huffs, crossing his arms and rolling his eyes while slumping down into his seat. Showing his age as a rebellious teenager. Frank smirks. "Ya boy's a lot like you, Court."

      Courtney chuckles again. "I know..."

      Frank pulls up to her parent's house and parks the car. Corey wastes no time getting out of the car and storming off inside, pissed because he wasn't able to give that piece of shit what he deserved. Courtney frowns and sighs. "Thanks, Frank. That boy does have a temper."

      The cop laughs. "Yeah, wonder where he gets it from. Only reason I found y'all was 'cause of yer yellin'." He removes his hat and places it on the dash. "Tell Dale I said hey. But it was good to see ya again, Ms.Webber." He winks at her again and Courtney kisses his cheek.

      She exits the car and waves him off as Frank drives away. Then she heads off inside. There was rummaging upstairs, so Corey must have started packing already. When Courtney enters her old bedroom, she finds her son angrily throwing all of her things into her bag. He was still pissed. Not at his mother but because he felt like Jacob just got away with everything, again. He was moving fast and kept a mad look on his face as he zipped up her bag. His mother grabs him by the shoulders but he tries to get back to gathering everything.

      "Baby, calm down- look at me." She touches his cheek to turn his face but he avoids her eyes, his breathing picking up. "Corey-"

      "He shouldn't have stopped me! I had him!" He snaps, his face almost turning red.

      Courtney frowns and holds his face with both hands. "... Were you really about to bash his head in for me?"

      He finally meets his mother's eyes. "I would've killed him."

      They stare at each other for a moment until suddenly she kisses him. Corey kisses her roughly back and grabs her by her wrists and shoves her onto the bed on her back, then begins to quickly take off his tie and jacket. His mother was shocked but watches him undress. He removes his shirt then climbs on top of her, kissing her again with force and pinning her arms above her head. Last time she took control when they fucked in her childhood bed, but now it was his turn. Corey presses his knee up against her crotch and it makes his mother moan into his mouth. She starts grinding herself against his knee and lets him suck on her tongue.

      
        
      

      He sits up, panting and staring down at her before grabbing her pantyhose near her thighs and ripping them open to give him full access to her. Courtney blushes and before she could even fully react, Corey was already taking himself out of his pants. She still hadn't put any underwear on since they had sex this morning which made things easier for him. He leans down and lifts his mom up by her hips and immediately starts licking her between her legs. She covers her mouth to muffle her moaning but then Corey reaches up and yanks her arm away so he could hear her. Instead, Courtney grabs a hold of his hair in a tight grip and squirms underneath him. His tongue thrusts its way inside of her and swirls around, savoring her taste.

      "Fuck! Corey-" She could barely keep up with him. He was going at her like a dog in heat. He had so much adrenaline pent up from trying to attack Jacob and was using it to ravage his mother instead. He lifts up her legs further so they're over his head and sucks on her cunt. Courtney felt embarrassed in this position and the bedroom door was still open and her parents could be home at any moment with the rest of the town for the reception. Her son lifts up his head and wipes his dripping mouth. He kisses her leg before pressing his dick up against her, practically out of breath. He puts his mother's legs on his shoulders and kisses her thigh once more before thrusting himself all the way in.

      Courtney gasps sharply and he starts bucking his hips, not giving her any time to adjust to him being inside her. He stared down at her face while fucking her, watching her reaction and savoring her noises. She grips the bedsheet tightly and each movement forces a loud moan out of her that echoes throughout the house. Dale always kept her quiet when he'd fuck her in this house but this was the first time she didn't keep it down. Corey wanted to hear her. His cock slams in and out of her and her legs tremble. Drool began to pour out from the corner of her mouth because she was too busy gasping to swallow any of her spit. The old bed was going crazy, the springs were practically about to give out. Without any type of warning, Corey rips his mom's dress open and several buttons go flying off. Then he grabs at her tits and pinches her already hard nipples. She cries out and throws her head back. Courtney felt like she was about to pass out if he didn't slow down, but she didn't want him to.

      Corey feels his mother's insides tighten around him and he grins through his labored breathing. He bet his dad never fucked her this hard in this bed before. He gives it his all and his cock felt so hot inside her that it was almost burning. He groans and stiffens up his back to keep himself up, he was tiring himself out but he wasn't about to quit until the both of them came. Courtney could barely see at this point, her mind was spiraling in lust and all she wanted was for him to fill her up like he always did. She grunts as she feels the head of his dick ram against the end of her wall. She was going to go insane if she didn't cum soon. Corey's groaning turns into desperate moans as he finally reaches the edge.

      "Aah- momma! I'm-" He sends one last thrust deep inside of her and his cum practically squirts out of her. He grits his teeth and hangs his head down as his whole body shakes. Courtney moans her son's name and kept her hands over her eyes, she was so overstimulated and she could barely even feel her legs. He pulls out of her and she breathes hard to catch her breath but gasps again when Corey shoves his two fingers inside of her and begins to pump them deeply in and out, curling them to hit her sweet spot and leaning down to latch onto one of her nipples.

      
        
      

      Courtney writhes back and forth in the bed and whimpers. "Please! I can't-" She had never felt like this with anyone she'd been with. Something had come over Corey and it was killing her.

      He kisses her hard before whispering into her ear. "You're almost there." He swirls his tongue in her ear and thrusts his fingers faster. His mother grips his hair again and cries out, impulsively chomping down on his neck as she came and it made him flinch but he liked it. Corey's fingers were practically beginning to prune from both of their cum and he slowly pulls them out of her. She lies there almost lifeless, involuntarily trembling and unable to open her tired eyes. Corey kisses her soft lips gently this time then puts his fingers in her mouth to make them clean. He massages her tongue with his cum covered fingers but doesn't make her swallow. Instead he kisses her again and drinks the cum out of her mouth, getting a taste of both of them. Then kisses her one more time before pulling away.

      Courtney finally half opens her eyes to look at him and he smiles. "You okay?" She nods, unable to speak right now. He chuckles and kisses her forehead then hops up out of the bed. "Let's get you patched up and dressed." He zips up his pants. "Then we're getting the fuck out of here." Like he promised, Corey cleans and bandages her wounds then dresses his mother without her needing to lift a finger, not like she could right now anyway. He had completely worn her out and had to carry her to the car. With how sore she was going to be later, he laid her down in the backseat so she could rest. He throws their bags into the trunk and looks back at the house before getting into the car. This was the last time either of them would step foot in this place. His mother was already asleep when they got onto the road and during the quiet drive, Corey finally decides on what to name their son. Tobias Matthew Webber. Toby for short.

    
  
    
      Momma’s Empty Nest

    
  
    
      Chapter 1

      It was the night right before Corey had to move out of the house and into his new apartment over three hours away to be near his college campus. Dale would be here in the morning with the truck and Courtney would ride in the passenger seat since she wanted to say goodbye and see the new place, and afterwards he'd drive them back home. Courtney had already entered her third trimester, and her belly made it hard for her to do any heavy lifting to help with the move. But neither men wanted her trying to help anyway, for her sake and Toby's.

      For dinner she made Corey his favorite foods and let him read to Toby in bed one last time. Right now they were lying in bed together while she stroked his soft hair and he caressed her belly in return. He had his ear against her stomach to listen to her breathing and their son's movements. He wasn't kicking anymore, so that bedtime story must have put him to sleep. He kisses her belly then looks up at her.

      "I'm gonna miss this..." He grabs her hand and kisses each finger.

      His mom smiles sadly and strokes his lips with her thumb. "I know, baby." Corey sits up and kisses on her shoulder. "Me too." She kisses his cheek then they kiss each other's lips.

      Their relationship was far more beyond just lust at this point. Corey was fully committed to being a partner to his mother and a father to his biological son and brother, but this move was going to put a halt on all of that and it was going to be hard on both of them. If it were up to him, he'd uproot their life and leave the state away from everyone that knew them so they could live as a couple somewhere totally new, where nobody knew who they were or their history. They wouldn't have to be mother and son, they could just be a family. But he promised her that he'd go to school, and he didn't want to let her down.

      Corey kisses down on her neck and she purrs. This was their final night together and he wanted to make it count. As he continues to kiss her neck and jaw, he reaches his hand down and drags his finger tips down her hips and thighs. He feels her shiver and she can't help but giggle from how it tickled. He grins and kisses her lips again. He was going to miss that laugh and that smile. He licks her lips then slips his tongue into her mouth to taste her one last time. Courtney wraps her arms around his neck and lets him roll on top of her. Corey breaks their kiss so he could remove his shirt then he starts to remove hers.

      Her body had changed so much this far into the pregnancy, to him she looked like a Goddess. She had new stretch marks now on her pregnant belly that she felt a little insecure about, but Corey worshipped her body and kissed each one. Her nipples had become much darker than they once were and she'd gone up two bra sizes. She had donated all her old bras and got herself some new ones with Corey's help. He was happy to pick out which ones made her look sexy for his sake but also some that were comfortable and casual, for her sake.

      "You're so perfect, momma." Corey kisses between her breasts then grabs them both to smush his face between them. They could barely fit in his hands anymore and were practically the size of his head. He massages and gropes them around before flicking one of her nipples with his tongue to tease her, then latches on and begins to suck. When he'd suck hard, some of her milk would come out and Corey loved it. If he didn't hold himself back then there'd be nothing left for Toby when it was his turn. Her milk was creamy and almost sweet. He couldn't get enough of it. Corey may have been getting a sexual kick out of being breastfed, but Courtney found it nurturing. She strokes his hair and cradles him in her lap as he gulps her milk down with his eyes closed.

      
        Corey was fully erect now and he was grinding his hips to rub his boner against her white thighs. Courtney chuckles and reaches down. "Alright, alright." Her hand wraps around his cock through his boxers and he jumps but keeps drinking. She smiles and begins to stroke him. He had already left a wet spot from his precum. The taste of her milk turned him on, he loved being babied by her. It was his one weakness. He was just a big ol' momma's boy. With one hand his mother jerked him off and with the other she kept petting his hair. This couldn't get any more euphoric for him, to Corey this was pure bliss and it only spiked when she finally pulled his boxers down and touched his bare skin.

      His precum acted as lube for her to start stroking him faster and he can't help but moan with her breast still in his mouth. Some of her milk dripped down his chin and landed on his chest and neck. "My handsome boy." Courtney's voice was warm and comforting. She knew praising him in this state made him become undone and he couldn't hold back his whimpering as she jerked him off harder. "You wanna cum for momma?"

      He desperately nods and switches nipples to start drinking from the other while still massaging each one with both hands. His breathing quickens and so does the speed of her hand. "You're doing so good, baby." She coos and his cock begins to squirt out more precum as he gets closer to his edge. "There you go, baby. You got it." She loved to watch him squirm and twitch, his whimpering was adorable and made him seem vulnerable like a child again. With just a few more pumps of her hand, Corey whines and shoots his hot cum into his mother's hand and some of it lands on her swollen stomach. She smiles proudly and doesn't stop stroking him until he grows soft. Corey drops his head and was trying to catch his breath, her milk drooling out of his mouth. "You did such a good job, baby." She kisses his forehead and then his lips.

      He pants a few more times before speaking. "I love you, momma."

      She kisses his lips again. "I love you more." She then grabs one of their shirts to clean the cum off her hand and belly.

      Corey sits up and kisses her head, taking in the scent of her hair. "Turn around." He whispers into her ear. It makes electricity run through her body and she does as she's told. She loved it when her son would get bossy in bed. Had he ever used that tone with her outside of a sexual context, then it was a completely different story. She gets on all fours and keeps her back arched for him. Corey rubs his palms over her huge ass and plants kisses down her spine as he goes further down, pulling down her underwear in the process. He grabs both her hips and pulls her backwards to get her closer before dragging his wet hot tongue across her cunt and up to her asshole. Already, this makes Courtney's legs shake and he was just getting started.

      He spreads her ass apart and licks around her hole while using his fingers to stroke her clit. Courtney gasps then hides her face into her pillow. She could feel his tongue push into her and he gives her ass a hard smack. She yelps and grips the blanket tightly as she's spanked a second time. There was now a red handprint on each cheek that left a stinging pain. Corey continued to eat his mom's ass and could feel her grow wet against his fingers. He then carefully slips his middle finger inside her and slowly thrusts it in and out of her. His mother's moans are muffled by the pillow and wet stains began to form underneath her from her leaking breasts. Corey slips in a second finger and moves them more quickly this time.

      "Fuck- Corey..." She grunts when he pushes his fingers all the way inside her and he grins. His cock was already hard again and eager for round two but he wanted his mom loosened up first. He begins to curl his fingers while pumping them and swirls his tongue around her asshole. Courtney whines and bites the pillow hard. It was like he knew her body better than she did at this point. When Corey pulls his fingers out, a string of her juices come out with them. He'd normally lick them clean but he had a better use of it this time. He pushes his lubed up fingers into her ass and she sharply gasps from the unexpected penetration.

      "Easy..." He kisses the handprint on her ass and slowly massages her insides with his fingers. The last time they did anal was when Courtney had found Camille's number in his pants. He was excited to try it again, it was a special night after all. But why only stick to one hole for the night when he could do both? He removes his fingers from her ass then grabs a hold of his cock to press it against the entrance of her pussy. "Look at me."

      Courtney lifts her head and looks back at him. Her face was red and her eyes were half lidded. She wanted him so bad and he was taking his sweet time with her, leaving her aching with anticipation. He grins at her before shoving himself inside with a hard thrust, he wanted to see her reaction. She moans loudly and her eyes shut tight and fast. Corey begins to fuck her with as much force that he could put into it. He keeps a hold of her hips and her meaty ass recoils with each thrust. Her hair and tits bounce and the room echoes a wet slapping noise. She was so wet that her juices were running down her thighs and making a mess against his crotch. This was going to make it easy for him to slip right into her ass when he was done with this hole first. He moves his hair out of his face then begins to go faster. Her insides were practically a perfect mold of her son's size and shape now, like the pussy that made him was made FOR him. Her grunts and moans was his favorite song, she could be as loud as she wanted and when he fucked her harder it only made her grow louder.

      He begins to breathe hard as he feels his cock throb inside of his mother but he couldn't finish just yet. "You're so fucking wet right now, momma." He could feel her juices begin to run down his own thighs. He groans when she tightens up around him. His body was grinding against her in all the right spots as he was fucking her that she was starting to get close. He breathlessly chuckles at his mother's high pitched moaning. "You wanna cum?" Mirroring the same question she asked him before. Courtney whines and nods, gripping the sheets tightly as she inches closer to her climax. "Tell me you love my cock." He squeezes her hips and starts pulling her backwards to make his thrusts go in deeper.

      
        She hangs her head low and speaks through her moaning. "I love your cock, baby." She cusses when he begins to fuck her faster. "Fuck!" She gasps. "I love it so much!" Her legs were shaking uncontrollably and she could hardly see anymore. Suddenly, Corey stops and pulls out. Courtney looks back at him confused then cries out as he thrusts himself into her ass and goes back to fucking her just as hard. She falls forward onto the bed, leaving her ass in the air as her son has his way with her. His sweaty balls slap against her cunt with each thrust. Her ass was so much tighter and took a lot more force to move, even with how wet she made his cock.

      "No one is gonna fuck you as good as me." He leans down and wraps his arms around her, grabbing her belly with one hand and her breast with the other. He was giving it his all now, she was taking his cock as deep as her body would let her. "I love you so much, momma." He grunts and kisses down on her shoulder. "You're so perfect."

      His mother could barely hold it together anymore. Her eyes began to tear up but she couldn't help it. She was going to miss him so much. It takes one last thrust for him to cum inside her. The feeling of his hot load shooting straight into her is what did it, she cums while he's still inside her and her knees finally give in. Her moans mix in with her crying and Corey doesn't even notice until his own climax subsides. When he realizes, he quickly pulls out and turns her over and assumes the worst. "Shit, did I hurt you??" He looks down to see if she was bleeding but Courtney shakes her head and hides her face.

      "I can't believe you're leaving." Her words hardly got through her crying and heavy breathing. Corey frowns and touches her face, wiping away her tears. He scoops her into his arms and kisses her face and head.

      He hushes her softly and caresses her hair, comforting her like she was the child. "I know, momma..." He tried not to get emotional himself and swallows down the lump in his throat. "Don't think about that right now." He kisses into her neck before lifting her chin up so she'd look at him. "I'm here now, that's what matters."

      Courtney sniffs and nods. He was right. Her emotions were getting in the way of her being able to enjoy their last night together and she needed to power through it. She wipes her eyes then kisses his lips softly. "Sorry, baby."

      "Don't apologize." He kisses her back then has her lie down on her back. "Just relax." He was going to do his best to take her mind off everything, and he knew exactly how. He kisses her pregnant belly a few times before spreading her knees apart to expose herself to him. Her cunt was still dripping wet and looked good enough to eat. Courtney was feeling shy and kept the back of her hand over her mouth. Her legs still felt like jelly and Corey had to hold them still. He kisses each of her thighs and drags his tongue across her skin until he's in front of her pussy. He kisses her clit and it makes her jump. He smiles and kisses it again before adding a long lick across the top, then turns his attention towards her button. He swirls his tongue around and begins to suck. Courtney whines and reaches down to grab his hair the way he liked it. He loved it when she'd pull or pet his hair, he only kept it this long for her.

      His mother begins to finally relax her body and rests her head back on the pillow with her eyes shut. Each movement of his tongue brought out a different moan from her. He slurped up all of her, savoring her flavor and massaging her with his mouth. She begins to push his head down and he takes this as a sign to go faster. Courtney's breathing picks up and her fingers become tangled in his hair. "Oh, baby..." She sighs and begins to grind her hips. "You're so good..." Corey was right, there really was nobody else that could fuck her like he did. There was no other man that could compete or compare to him, and he knew that. He has his mother squirming and she gasps when he pushes his tongue inside her. "Aah- Corey!" She grunts and pushes his head down with both hands as she cums again. He could hardly breathe but he didn't mind, she was so wet that he could drown.

      When she finally releases her grip, Corey pops his head back up and pants to catch his breath. He rests his head on her belly and laughs breathlessly. "Shit..." He sighs then kisses her stomach. "I was practically swimming down there." Courtney laughs too as he crawls over to lie down next to her.

      "Don't be gross." She wipes his mouth clean like she did when he was a child with food all over his face. "You need a shower." She strokes his sweaty hair.

      "Shower with me." He kisses the palm of her hand then they head off to the bathroom to wash up like they always did together. When he washed her body, he gave extra attention towards her belly and felt an occasional kick from his son. They went to sleep holding each other and never left their embrace the entire night, neither of them wanted to let go.

      Morning came and today was the day. Courtney had been weeping since she woke up and made the boys breakfast before they started moving. While they worked, Courtney cleaned up. Dale helps haul the last box then lets his son close the truck's door. His father was a little winded but Corey hardly broke a sweat. His father chuckles and shakes his head. "Guess I'm gettin' old." He pats his son's back and was about to head inside.

      "Hey- dad?" Dale turns back around to look at him.

      "What's up?" He noticed that his son had been a little quiet today but he figured he was just nervous about the move. And he wasn't wrong, Corey felt anxious leaving his mom and their baby all alone while he was several hours away. Courtney had never lived alone before and he was really worried about not being able to be around.

      
        "Could you do me a favor?" He spoke softly and his dad could tell that this was going to be something serious, so he turned to face him with his whole body.

      "Yeah, kiddo. Anything."

      "Could you-" He frowns. "Just look out for her? Like, check up on her every once in a while? I really don't want to leave her alone here..."

      Dale's body relaxes, that's what this was about? "Sure, kiddo. I'll check on her." He grabs his son's shoulder. "But don't worry about your momma. She'll be alright. You just focus on school, okay? Your momma wouldn't want you worrying about her either."

      Corey's eyes grow soft. "What if the baby comes and I'm not here?" His son seemed a lot more emotional about this than he thought he'd be. But he was a momma's boy.

      His father sighs and pulls him in for a hug. "Don't be thinking about that right now. She isn't due for a good while, we'll let you know when it happens. It takes a lot longer than you think." He laughs, remembering how long it took for Corey to finally pop out. "You took almost two days. Taking your sweet time, as always."

      Corey chuckles and hugs his dad back. "Okay... We should get going. I'll go get her." Dale nods and lets his son go inside to fetch his mom. He goes into the truck to get it started as Corey heads inside.

      He could hear her crying in his old bedroom, now Toby's nursery. He frowns as he approaches her from behind and hugs her tight, putting both hands on her belly. She whimpers and turns around to hug his front side and cries into his neck. Her pregnancy hormones were all over the place and she was crying her eyes raw all morning. Corey tried to keep it together, he knew if he cried that it'd only make it harder for her. He takes a deep breath before speaking and cups her face so she'd look at him.

      "We gotta go, momma." He gently kisses her lips and wipes her eyes with his thumbs. "Remember what we said? I'll come visit every weekend, alright? We'll video call, I'll text you all the time. It'll be okay..." He presses his forehead to hers as she attempts to collect herself.

      "I'm gonna miss you so much, baby." She spoke in a soft and sad whisper.

      
        Corey's eyes gloss over and he kisses her head. "I'll miss you both." He rubs his hand over her pregnant belly.

      He remembers when he first felt his son kick, it caught them both by surprise. He had been resting his head on their mother's belly and playing on his phone when he suddenly felt a little baby foot kick his head. That was the first time he ever actually kicked. From there, he and Toby would play a game where Corey would tap on Courtney's stomach and Toby would kick where his brother/father had been tapping. And when Corey would tap a different spot, Toby would find it and kick there too. Not even out the womb yet and their boy was already smart. He was going to miss them both so much that it hurt. And he was terrified of not being there when Toby was born.

      He sighs again shakily and this time Courtney wipes his eyes then kisses between his eyebrows. "C'mon..." He takes her by the hand and leads her outside to the truck. He would have taken her in his car, but there was no room for her pregnant belly in the front seat from all the stuff he was hauling with him in the back seat. She kisses his cheek and runs her fingers through his hair before letting him go off to his own car. Dale then helped her climb into the truck. The family finally heads off on the road, Corey following behind the truck the whole time.

      Being alone in his car gave him the space to finally break down. His heart was just as broken. He didn't want to leave his mom and their baby behind, all alone with nobody to be there for them. Why did his school have to be so far away? Even three hours felt like too much. Courtney had offered to come and visit him, but he didn't want her driving three hours to him then three hours back home. His mind was becoming so paranoid. What if something happens on the road, like a wreck or she's brake checked? What if someone breaks into the house, or mugs her when she's walking to her car? So much could happen to her and he wasn't going to be there to protect her anymore. This was killing him but he had to act like it wasn't, for his mom's sake.

      Courtney had just about cried herself to sleep and was passed out for most of the ride. Dale felt bad for her and was going to keep his word like he told their son. He'll try to come by after work every day to check on her, to make sure she's doing okay and see if she needs anything from him. Since her brother's funeral, she and Dale had been more friendly towards each other and talking casually more than they used to. Courtney had also mentioned to him that his old friend Frank Thomas had said hello. Dale reached out to him over Facebook and they reconnected and were still keeping in touch. He confided in Frank that he had never gotten over Courtney, even after all these years. Frank knew his old pal well enough to know that he truly was head over heels for that girl, so it didn't surprise him. Frank told Dale that he should go for it, given that they were getting close again and both 'single', at least as far as they both knew. Dale told him that he was crazy and there was no chance in hell that Courtney would ever look in his direction again. He thought it was over and done with, but Frank disagreed.

      Corey and Courtney were still absolutely a couple behind closed doors, which was a big reason why the move was so hard on them. She told her son that he was free to see and sleep with other girls. He was in college now and she wanted him to have fun and explore new people, but Corey had a hard time feeling the same way. He didn't want anybody else and he sure as fuck didn't want anybody else being with his mom. But he also didn't want her to be alone. That's why he asked his dad to keep an eye on her. In his mind, his dad was the safest option and fully trusted him with Courtney. Tristan was too flirty with her and now that he knew their secret, he was a little paranoid that he would try to make a pass at her. But if his dad looked out for her, then it'd be fine. He knew his dad wouldn't let anything happen to her either.

      After three and a half hours of driving, they finally arrive at Corey's apartment building. Corey checks himself in the rearview mirror to make sure it didn't look like he'd been crying the whole drive. He wipes his face and fixes his hair then hops out the car to help his dad start unloading the truck. Dale gently shakes Courtney's shoulder to wake her up and she yawns exhaustedly before climbing out. She goes and unlocks Corey's apartment so that the door would be open when the men start hauling everything inside. She looks around and touches the kitchen counters. Dale had gotten him a pretty nice place. It was just a studio but it had a lot of space. Hardwood floors, marble counters and an electric stove that looked brand new. It took the men a while to get everything moved in and by the time they were done, Corey was completely worn out and threw himself onto his mattress to take a break.

      Dale checks the time. "Shit, we're gonna have to leave now so we don't get back too late." He already knew that Courtney was about to start crying and sure enough, the water works began all over again. Corey frowns and stands to comfort her.

      "You be good, okay?" His mother strokes his cheek with her thumb then kisses his nose.

      "I'll try." He smirks and she sadly laughs. Dale touches her shoulder and lets them hug one last time before having to lead her out. When they left, Corey got to unpacking the easy stuff to keep his mind busy.

      The ride back home felt longer than the ride there and this time Courtney stayed awake. She didn't cry for much longer, mostly because she was running out of tears. Her eyes and nose were red and she felt emotionally drained, but she tried looking on the bright side. Her son was finally off to college to make something out of himself through baseball, he had his own place which she knew he was excited about and he'd make lots of new friends. Maybe even a girlfriend. She wanted her son to find somebody to keep him company and not stay so caught up on her. Corey was against the whole idea, he didn't want anybody else. The mother and son were in an odd grey area in regards to the openness of their relationship. They never discussed it in detail, so it was still up in the air if she'd find someone new herself or not. But it wasn't exactly something on her mind right now.

      Courtney keeps her hand on her belly and winces when she feels Toby begin to kick at her ribs. Dale notices the uncomfortable expression on her face as she rubs her stomach. He couldn't help but smirk, he knew what Toby was up to because Corey would do the same thing when she was pregnant with him.

      
        
      

      "He's not letting up, huh?" He keeps his eyes on the road while speaking.

      "Never." His ex wife sighs out. "I think he's hungry."

      "Yeah? You wanna stop somewhere?" He checks the time, it was only eight so some places should still be open. "Whats he in the mood for?"

      Courtney smiles. It felt nice being friendly with Dale again. Returning to her home town had humanized Dale in her mind again. He wasn't just her ex husband anymore, he was 'D'. She adjusts herself in her seat as her baby continues to kick, his way of demanding dinner. "Steak. Bloody steak." She shutters. Courtney hated seeing pink or blood in her meat, it grossed her out. But that's what Toby wanted and he wouldn't give her ribcage a break until he got it.

      Dale chuckles. "Kids got taste." He knew Coutney hated bloody stakes, so it'd be funny to watch her have to put up with it. "You remember how many burgers you'd eat in a day with Corey?"

      "Ugh." Courtney shakes her head to brush off the memory. Dale would make several trips a night for that boy, all he wanted was Burger King and the one near their old trailer was 24 hours. "He still eats that shit." They both laugh.

      Dale pulls into a diner on the side of the highway then helps Courtney out when they're parked. She took it slow this time since Toby was still throwing a fit in her stomach. She had to take a breather a few times and Dale could see she was struggling. So he climbs up and takes her by both hands. "Come on, I got ya." He carefully steps back down and has her follow his steps until she's finally on the ground, then he shuts the door for her.

      She huffs and offers a tired smile. "Thanks, D." Dale nods and is surprised when she links her arm around his. "Mind walking me in too?"

      "... Yeah, sure." He clears his throat and leads the way. He felt embarrassed having this type of schoolyard crush on her still. A simple touch on his arm made his heart flutter and Frank egging on the idea didn't help.

      Upon entering the diner, they're given their table and menus. Courtney already knew what Toby wanted, so it was just Dale looking through everything they had. While he read through the menu, Courtney excused herself to the bathroom and it gave him some extra time. As he's reading his phone goes off in his pocket and he checks in case it was Corey, instead it was Frank asking about how the move went.

      'The move went fine, Court and the kiddo seem pretty torn.'

      'Why not offer her some comfort tonight?' Frank signs his text with the smiling devil emoji and Dale rolls his eyes. Then pops up another text. 'If you won't, somebody else will.'

      That last part sits in his head for a moment. Frank wasn't completely wrong. Then he remembers what he promised their son. Corey wanted him to look after her and didn't want her to be alone. If he wouldn't be there for her, someone else would. Dale gets startled when Courtney returns the table and she laughs as he straightens himself out.

      "Why so jumpy?" She scoots her chair closer to the table.

      "I'm not." He lies. Then their waitress returns to take their order. Courtney was about to speak but Dale went first. "She'll have your rarest and bloodiest steak." He wore a teasing grin as he said it. "And I'll just have the BLT, thanks." The woman nods and takes their menus, leaving them with just their drinks.

      Courtney grins. "Does ordering for me make you feel like the man in charge?"

      "It does actually." He grins back and pushes his phone away when it goes off.

      She looks down at his phone that goes off a second time and this time he shoves it into his pocket. "Someone wants your attention."

      "It's just Frank." He says, almost annoyed. "He's being a dumbass."

      His ex wife beams. "Oh! You two are talking now? I'm glad! How is he?"

      "Yeah..." He didn't think she'd be so glad if she knew the ideas Frank was putting into his head. "He's on his third marriage, still no kids." Frank always said he never wanted kids so that was no surprise. "He's doing good though, work is obviously slow if he's texting me this much." His phone goes off again and she laughs.

      
        
      

      "Three marriages, huh?" She sips from her straw. "He was always the competitive type. He's got you beat by two."

      Dale chuckles and shakes his head. "Guess I got some catching up to do."

      "Any luck yet?" She twirls her straw around in her cup with her finger.

      Dale clears his throat. He knew this conversation would happen sooner or later now that they were friendly with each other again. "Um, no not really." He avoids looking at her. "Dating is just... weird now. I mean, you were like my third girlfriend." Dale didn't have a lot of dating experience so even if he wasn't caught up on Courtney, he'd still be having a hard time.

      She notices him become awkward so she tries to match his vulnerability rather than change the subject. "Well." She takes another sip of her drink. "You were my first boyfriend." Dale had almost forgotten that. He looks up at her and for a moment he sees the young girl with shiny braces he met in her father's store. When he blinks, she's back to normal.

      Dale decides to lighten up the conversation with humor. "So I'm just such a catch you couldn't find anyone better?" She laughs and hides her smile like she used to.

      "Yeah, something like that." Dale was always good at making her smile, even when she didn't want to.

      They continue to talk for a while until their food finally arrives. Courtney's face contorts when she sees the pink juice underneath the meat and she has to look away from it before she starts to feel sick. The baby wanted this but it still triggered her pregnancy gagging. She was damned if she did and damned if she didn't. She covers her mouth and keeps her eyes shut and Dale tries not to laugh at her.

      "Here." He reaches over and grabs her plate then begins to cut her meat for her so that she didn't have to. "He'll leave foot prints on your ribs if you don't eat it." He puts her plate back in front of her but she still couldn't even look at it. Courtney was always stubborn, ever since they met. Their age gap really showed when they were younger. She was practically still a child and he had to put up with a few of her fits and refusal to budge on certain things. She was spoiled thanks to her dad and himself. Neither of the men could tell her no. Some would find her defiance annoying, but it was something Dale always loved about her.

      
        "Come on. Open." He stabs a piece of steak with her fork and holds it in front of her face. She opens one eye to peek then dramatically groans before opening her mouth and shutting her eyes tight. Dale laughs and hand feeds her the pink meat. She chews hard only a few times then swallows it down with an audible gulp.

      She opens her eyes and her look of disgust fades. "... It actually isn't that bad." She tries turning to face her plate again but the blood was still a no-go so she covers her eyes with her hands. "Fuck, I can't look at it."

      "I'll feed you, it's fine." He stabs another piece and holds it out for her. A memory of him having her try goat for the first time flashed in his head. He had to do the same thing for her back then. His uncle had killed one of his family's goats and they were eating it for dinner that night. Courtney was so heart broken because she loved that goat and refused to eat it. She only caved in when Dale told her to close her eyes and to try it, she ended up liking it then too. She was still sad about losing her goat friend, but he tasted good.

      Dale only picks at his fries since he couldn't really pick up his sandwich while feeding her too. But she finally feels like she had enough when half the steak is already gone, so he stops. She wipes her mouth with her napkin and looks down at what's left, then shivers. The butter and blood mixing together looked gross. "He finally stopped throwing a fit." She rubs her belly then looks to Dale who had a mouthful of lettuce and bacon. She chuckles and he hides his messy mouth. "You know if you pay that makes this a date."

      He chokes and catches the food that flies out of his mouth and throws it back onto the plate. He coughs and quickly snatches his napkin. "Uh-" He clears his throat several times then chugs his drink down.

      Courtney was grinning the whole time. She hadn't seen him this nervous since Dale had to face her dad. "I was kidding, D." She laughs and touches his hand and it makes him flinch. "I'll pay my part-"

      "Nah, don't." He clears his throat once more. "I don't mind." His ears and cheeks burn red and he smiles nervously. "As long as you're putting out." Courtney laughs again and he gives her hand a squeeze before pulling away. He took the rest of his food to go, it was getting late and they still had about an hour left of driving. Courtney made sure to use the bathroom one last time before they got back on the road. Dale uses this time to text Frank back after not reading his last three messages.

      'Take her out!'

      'Spoil her like you used to!'

      
        
      

      'And tell her I said hi! ;) '

      Dale smirks and starts to type. 'She called it a date.'

      Frank's chat bubble pops up and he sends a celebrating emoji, making Dale chuckle.

      'Spend the night!!!!!!'

      Dale quickly puts his phone away as she sees Courtney approach. "Frank says hi."

      She smiles and follows him out the restaurant. "That all he say?" She teases.

      Her ex-husband zips his lips and tosses the key and she laughs. Dale had to help her into the car the same way he helped her get out. This time he savored the way her soft hands felt in his calloused ones. Their flirty banter and Frank's encouragement was starting to give him more confidence but he was still cautious. The drive back home was much more talkative this time. They talked about how excited she was for Toby to be born, how well they thought Corey had been doing in baseball lately, Dale's promotion at work and how Courtney had been thinking of getting a different job.

      By the time they finally arrive back home, both of them are exhausted. Courtney felt the sadness creep back in when they approached the front door. She knew once she went inside, she'd be all alone in that house. Dale watched as she stared at the doorknob with her keys in hand. He frowns and goes ahead and opens the door for her and takes the first step in, holding out his hand for her to take to join him inside. She gently holds his hand and slowly walks into the house. It felt cold and void. This house used to be so warm and inviting as a family. And now it was just going to be her all alone. She covers her face and quickly wipes her tears away and shakes it off to avoid crying in front of him, she'd wait until he left. She then turns and looks up at him. "Thanks for the date." She humourlessly laughs to hide the fact that she was still sad.

      Dale takes a look around the house. It was dark and silent. He knew this first night alone was going to be the hardest part. That's how it was for him when he moved into his shitty apartment all alone after the divorce. He didn't want her to go through that. And he could hear Frank's voice in his head, 'Spend the night!'. He takes a deep breath before taking his chance. "I can stay here tonight, so that you're not alone?" He braced himself for rejection and was fully prepared to slip in an AA meeting tonight for the spiral this was going to cause him.

      
        Courtney stares at him with sad eyes and thinks about it before she finally responds. "... Would you?" She almost whispers. She felt embarrassed, like a child asking to sleep in her parent's bed after a bad dream.

      Dale's body releases its anxious tension he had been holding in and gently holds her hand. "Of course, Court." He really couldn't believe that she said yes, but he was happy that she did. He's then caught off guard as Courtney quickly hugs his front side but he wastes no time wrapping his arms around her. Toby puts a distance between them and he feels a small baby kick. "Oh. Someone's awake."

      She chuckles and wipes her streaming tears again then looks down at her belly. "He's not used to hearing your voice I think." She then looks back up at Dale. "You wanna feel?" The butterflies in his stomach flutter and he nervously agrees. Courtney places his hand on where her son was kicking. "Toby, this is Dale. Your brother's daddy." He felt the baby kick a few more times right under his hand and he smiles. It'd been so long since he felt a pregnant stomach or a baby kick. It brought back old memories in that trailer, memories he always held fondly.

      "Hey, Toby." He rubs her stomach over and it suddenly dawns on him that he was touching Courtney's body, not just a pregnant stomach. He clears his throat and takes a step backwards.

      "I'm gonna get ready for bed." She yawns and Dale nods.

      "Yeah- okay. Um, I probably should too." He watches her leave to their old bedroom and he puts his leftovers in the fridge.

      Courtney closed her bedroom door and began to get undressed. She was so eager to get out of this bra, her tits felt so swollen and her back was starting to ache. She throws her top and her bra onto the floor and sighs exhaustedly as she sits on the bed. She takes her phone out of her pocket and checks it before slipping her pants off. There was a text from Corey.

      'I miss you :( '

      She frowns and lies down on her side while beginning to text back. 'Miss you too. So much, baby.' She had no more tears left, she had cried herself completely dry. She wondered what Corey had for dinner tonight. Maybe she should have made him something to take with him before they left.

      Another text pops up from her son. 'I at least have something here to remind me of you.' Accompanied by a photo of Corey holding her used panties from last night over his erection to stroke himself with it. His mother immediately blushes and looks over to her clothes hamper where he'd taken them from. He must have snatched them up right before they left. She chuckles to herself, even when her son was sad he was still horny.

      'You thief!' She texts back then begins to fix up her hair for a photo, she was already topless after all. Her pants fall onto the floor and she goes ahead and takes off her panties while she's at it, leaving herself completely nude. Courtney adjusts herself on the bed and moves her wavy hair all to the left side of her face and takes a photo, having her breasts and belly in full view. Then she takes another, this time a body shot to include her ass and thighs that she knew he liked.

      Corey was alone in his dark apartment, still stroking himself with his mom's underwear. The only light was coming from his phone screen and he grins when her photos appear in their chat. He'd give anything to be in bed with her right now. He wanted to grab her ass and bend her over right now. His precum begins to soak into the fabric of her panties and he strokes himself faster. 'Touch yourself with me.' Corey switches to a FaceTime call and holds his camera down to show himself jerking off.

      His mother follows his command and answers the call then lies down on her back and reaches her hand down between her legs, though she wished it was his hand instead of hers. Like Corey, she angled her phone down so he could see her touching herself. She made sure to keep her moans down so Dale wouldn't hear. It didn't take long for her to get wet. All she had to do was think about Corey's hands and mouth being all over her. If he were here right now, she knew he'd have his mouth latched onto her breasts and trying to drink her dry while slipping his long fingers inside of her. In that moment she imagined her fingers being her son's and she starts to pump herself at a fast pace.

      "I want you so bad..." Corey spoke in a hushed voice, his breath shaking. He was trying his hardest not to cum right away but watching his mom finger herself made it hard to hold back. It hadn't even been a full 24 hours and he was already homesick for being inside her. Courtney decides to give him a show and slips a third finger in and moves her camera closer. She could hear Corey moan for her in the same hushed tone. He felt himself about to burst and he quickly takes her panties away as his load shoots out so that he doesn't ruin them. His cum lands on his stomach and chest and his dick pulses several times after it emptied out. Courtney then pulls her fingers out and sighs, she didn't finish but this was more for Corey than it was for her.

      "I should go to bed, baby." She sits up and watches as Corey cleans himself off.

      Corey felt a little bad that his mom didn't get her needs met. If he was there then there'd be no question about it. "Alright... I'll call you tomorrow, okay?"

      "Okay, baby." She waves to him, wriggling her messy fingers and he laughs then tells her that he loves her before hanging up. Courtney sits there alone and in silence for a moment. She was feeling hollow without her son there, she probably wouldn't have cum anyway if she tried. To try and shake it off, she decides to take a warm bath and heads into her bathroom to get the water running.

      
        
      

      Dale was in the guest bathroom just having finished washing his face. He was pretty tired and was ready to call it a day and crash on the couch. He spent most of the end of their marriage on that couch, and did not miss it. But there was no other bed in the house now that Corey was gone. He tosses his shirt onto the back of the couch and undoes his belt to be more comfortable. He remained in his undershirt because he wasn't sure if being shirtless around Courtney was acceptable or not, he didn't want to appear too comfortable in a home that was no longer his. He groans as he slouches down into the seat and kicks his boots off. Today was a long day but at least he didn't have to work tomorrow. He takes his phone out of his pocket and goes back to texting basically his only friend, Frank.

      'I'm spending the night.' His message is read by Frank within less than a minute and he quickly begins to type.

      'GET 'ER DONE, MAN!!!' Frank was so proud and ecstatic. He didn't think Dale had the balls to make it this far but did he have what it takes to make a full home run with his ex? Frank was much more of a ladies man and had successfully had post-divorce sex with both ex wives, even the one that hated his guts. If he could do it, so could Dale.

      Dale chuckles while typing. They may have been almost 40 now, but the way Frank talked sometimes made it feel like they were boys again. 'It ain't like that. I'm on the couch.' Frank responds with a thumbs down emoji. The water running from the bathroom could be heard. It made sense, he knew Courtney would use the bath to decompress after a hard day. He grabs the remote off the coffee table and turns the TV on to find something to watch until he eventually falls asleep.

      In the bathroom, Courtney had found it a little difficult to get into the tub and it was only after she had washed her hair and body and was ready to get out that she realized it would be a lot harder to get out of the tub. Everything was wet and slippery and she hardly had the strength to pull herself up. She didn't want to risk falling, she was already starting to shiver and she had left her phone on her bed. She groans exhaustedly, knowing she had no other choice but to get Dale to help her. She was embarrassed but told herself that her naked body wasn't something he hadn't seen before.

      While still boringly flipping through channels, Dale hears his name being called. He turns off the TV and turns his head in the direction of the hallway. "Court???" There's no response so he stands and heads over to the bedroom. The door was still closed so he knocked before opening it slightly. He nervously peeks in and sees nobody but then hears Courtney's voice again coming from the bathroom.

      "Dale!" She shivers and covers her chest, hugging her shoulders. "I need some help."

      
        Her ex husband quickly remembers that she was taking a bath and rushes over to the bathroom, praying she hadn't slipped already. He knew where she kept the towels and grabbed one off the rack. "Shit- sorry!" Courtney looks up at him. Wet, cold and pathetic. She was shivering still and held out her arms for him to help her up. Dale's face goes red. He wasn't prepared to see her like this, her body had changed a lot but in all the right ways. Her breasts were huge. That was obvious even when fully clothed but now he was looking at them bare and dripping wet. Her breasts had grown during her pregnancy with Corey too, but now they were twice as big. He snaps out of it and tosses the towel over his shoulder and grabs both her hands to help her stand. Out of respect he turned his head away as she got up but he turned facing the mirror and could see her in the reflection. Courtney carefully steps out and when both feet are on the bathroom floor, Dale quickly wraps the towel around her and rubs her shoulders fast to warm her up. "You okay??" Now that she was covered up, he turned back to face her.

      She nods as her body trembles. "Yeah, s-sorry about that." She chuckles awkwardly and huddles inside of the fuzzy towel.

      Dale carefully leads her to the bedroom and flips off the ceiling fan so she could warm up. "No worries. I'd rather you call me for help than be doing anything yourself right now..." He didn't know if he should mention that their son asked him to look after her. He has her sit on the bed and goes to their old shared dresser to get her a change of clothes. "Y'know... I can come by every now and then if you need me." He grabs her an old t-shirt shirt and pajama bottoms. "... Keep you company when you want it?"

      Courtney takes the clothes as he hands them to her. "D, I couldn't ask you to do that." She felt bad. Dale wasn't her caregiver, he had his own life and didn't want to be a burden. She lets her towel fall half way while sitting so she could slip into her shirt.

      "It's honestly nothing." He averts his gaze again. "I don't do anything after work anyway... I wanna help, Court. I mean..." He rubs his neck. "I'm not trying to say you need me or nothing like that! I just-"

      She could tell he was becoming flustered and she couldn't help but laugh. Even after all these years he could still be so nervous and shy around her. "I do need you, D." She pulls her wet hair out from being tucked in her shirt. "I literally needed you like all day today." Driving her around, helping her in and out of the truck, feeding her and now getting her out of the bath. Dale had been helping her out more than he even realized, it just came naturally to him. For as long as they knew each other he's always been taking care of her.

      Dale's face and ears begin to feel warm as they burn red. "Well... I'm happy to help." He takes the damp towel for her after she slips her pants on. "Always." He pats the top of her head to show lighthearted affection then clears his throat. "You need anything else before bed?"

      
        
      

      Courtney looks up at him. "Were you gonna sleep in the living room?"

      He was unsure if she was comfortable with that or not. "Um... I could take the garage if that's more-"

      She laughs again. "No! I mean, you can stay here." She gestures to the side of the bed that used to be his, hoping he would pick up on her indirect way of saying she didn't want to be alone tonight. Dale stares at her and his heart begins to pound against his chest. She frowns. "You don't have to but..." He still doesn't respond. He wanted her to say it. He wasn't going to agree to it unless she said it and Courtney could tell that's what he was waiting for. "I want you to sleep here tonight." She half rolls her eyes. "Happy?"

      Dale smirks then plops on the bed. "Yeah, I guess I'll stay. Since you really want me to." He's met with a pillow to the face and he laughs. He kept his distance by being on the far opposite end of the bed where his spot used to be, where his son had taken his place.

      Courtney let her hair air dry while she and Dale talked more, mostly about old memories and people they used to know from their hometown. It was past 1AM now and Courtney could barely keep her eyes open. She yawns and finally lies her head down on her pillow. Dale pulls the blankets over her and she tiredly chuckles. "G'night, D." She snuggles into bed and closes her eyes.

      He smirks while watching her then shuts off the lamp. "Night, Court." Dale then gets himself comfortable on his side of the bed. He'd almost forgotten what this mattress felt like, so much more plush than the stiff spring mattress he had at his apartment. He never thought he'd end up back in this bedroom and especially not with Courtney sharing the bed with him again. He missed this more than he could describe. Sharing this level of familiar intimacy with her was better than sex. Frank may have wanted his friend to score tonight, but Dale considered himself to have a way more successful night than just some hook up. Though seeing her naked was a nice bonus treat.

      Dale hadn't slept this good in a long time. Being awake almost felt like a dream itself. He was sleeping just fine until in the middle of the night he felt movement and shifting in the bed, something he wasn't used to after being alone for so long. He begins to stir and slowly remembers where he was. As his eyes adjust in the darkness, he realizes he was holding onto something and that something was holding onto him in return. He moved his hand to feel around and it was warm, flesh and fabric. He looks down to his chest where Courntey was still soundly sleeping and using his body as her pillow. His heart stopped for a moment and he almost felt like he was going to panic. Her arm was wrapped around his front side and she had one of her legs hooked over his own. Dale was still on his far side of the bed, it was Courtney that had rolled over to his side to get this close. She was so used to cuddling Corey in bed that it was just instinctive to snuggle whatever and whoever was next to her. His hand was still protectively and affectionately holding the small of her back, a few of his fingers slipped under the bottom of her shirt and touching her skin. His own body held muscle memory of holding her like this when they were still married.

      He stays completely still and tries to collect himself while he loses his shit in his head. If he moved, he risked waking her up. But if they stayed like this, she could wake up and reject him like he had made the first move. He turned his head to look at the digital clock and it was a little bit past 4AM. When he turns his head back around to look at her, she moves again and he holds his breath. Her hand reaches up to hold his face and she nuzzles into his neck, making soft sleepy noises through her breathing. Dale gulps and his palms begin to feel clammy. Then the situation becomes worse as he begins to grow in his already undone pants. He had removed his belt and unbuttoned his pants back when he was ready to fall asleep on the couch and had simply forgotten to fix it before getting into Courtney's bed. He was touch starved, specifically Courtney's touch. For years since their divorce he only dreamed about holding her like this again and it felt unfair and immoral to only be doing it when she wasn't even awake.

      Courtney begins to leave soft kisses on his neck and mutters something inaudible then her hands moves from his chest to his stomach. Dale's erection was standing up straight and pitching a tent through the blankets. He wanted to wake her up but at the same time he didn't. He knew she was dreaming and not in control right now but what was he supposed to do? Was he taking advantage of her when he wasn't actually doing anything? There were two options, stop her or let things play out. After a brief moment of a heated debate with himself, he agreed upon the terms of only stopping her if it went too far and there wasn't any harm in cuddling and a few kisses. Right?

      His fingers twitch while still holding her. He wouldn't touch her more than he already was, even though his body wanted the exact opposite. Dale wanted to touch her, to kiss her back and take things further. But he couldn't. His body tenses up more when his ex wife's hand reaches his waistline and her soft kisses apply more pressure. He wanted her to grab it. She was so close to it. Whoever she was dreaming about was a lucky bastard but little did he know she was dreaming of their own son. He tightly shuts his eyes, attempting to compose himself but he gasps shakily when Courtney cups her hand around his crotch. Dale then quickly grabs a hold of her wrist to stop her and speaks in a panicked whisper. "Court! Hey..."

      She begins to stir and groggily opens one eye. She tiredly lifts her head up and looks at Dale but was expecting Corey. When her vision adjusts and she can finally see the scared look on his face and the position they were in, she gasps and quickly thrusts herself to the opposite side of the bed. "Oh my god- I'm sorry!" Her voice and expression was horrified. She had just groped and made a move on her ex husband in her sleep and had he not woken her up, she would have taken things much further. Her face turns red from embarrassment and she holds her head in both hands. "I'm so sorry, Dale!"

      Dale sits up out of bed and throws his pillow over his boner. "It's uh- it's okay." It wasn't, but he didn't know what else to say. He felt bad that she was feeling bad and even a little ashamed that he let himself enjoy it. "Listen, it's not a big deal." He wanted to comfort her but wasn't sure if he was allowed to right now.

      Courtney felt humiliated. She shouldn't have convinced him to stay the night with her. With just one unconscious fuck up she felt like she had made things awkward between them again. "I'm really sorry." She couldn't stop repeating herself and couldn't come with anything else to tell him. Dale could tell this was really upsetting her. So against his better judgement, he hesitantly reaches his arm out and touches her shoulder. When she doesn't jerk away or reject him, he then strokes her hair. The only way he knew to soothe her.

      "It's alright, Court. Really." He carefully scoots closer towards her and she lifts her head out of her hands, revealing her wet eyes. She missed Corey so much and had just accidentally molested Dale in her sleep as a result. There was a lot of guilt eating away at her right now but she appreciated that Dale was still willing to be there for her. He strokes her cheek with his thumb and smirks. "Can't say I'm really complaining." He hoped his small joke would lighten the mood and thankfully Courtney sadly laughs.

      She sniffs and wipes her eyes then nuzzles his hand. "Dumbass..." He still had that charm to make her laugh during a shitty moment. This entire night Dale had been nothing but sweet and considerate towards her and she felt like she gave him nothing in return. She places her hand on top of his. "Why are you still so nice to me?"

      Dale is caught off guard by the question and he thinks for a moment. "Why wouldn't I be?" His eyes grow soft and he shrugs. "I never stopped caring about you, Court. I loved you when you left me and I still love you now. It's my fault things ended... I never forgave myself for what I did."

      The night Courtney kicked him out and denounced their marriage was the worst night of his life. He was drunk, really drunk. He couldn't even remember what got him so pissed off in the first place but he was in the garage throwing a tantrum so chaotic that both Courtney and a young Corey could hear from inside the house. Corey was getting scared and seeing her son in fear like that made her finally had enough. She stormed into the garage and was griping at Dale to calm down, which started a heated argument. She drilled into him about his drinking and rage problem, telling him that he was setting a bad example for their son and was starting to scare him. She threatened to kick him out and Dale really got in her face, but Courtney wasn't the type to back down. She got just as close to him and dared him to try something, touch her and he'd never see Corey again. Dale threw a punch directly next to Courtney's head, leaving a hole in the drywall behind her that still remained there today. Courtney was shaken up. She didn't think he'd actually threaten her like that. Dale didn't calm down until he realized what he'd just done, including breaking two of his fingers. Calmly, Courtney ordered him to get out. He couldn't even pack a bag or say goodbye to Corey. She wanted him gone and he'd receive the divorce papers by morning. He wasn't welcome in this house anymore and he sure as hell wasn't getting custody. Dale left the house and slept in his truck. This was the first time he spent the night in his old house since that day.

      
        
      

      Courtney didn't like to think about that night. That was the first time she was ever actually afraid of Dale. She saw a look in his eye that she'd never seen before and that she never wanted to see again. Her last memories of Dale towards the end of their marriage were drunk and violent, nothing like the Dale she knew when they met. But now that he was sober, it was like he had completely gone back to how he used to be. It had been a long time since she felt this close and safe around him. And she had to admit it was inviting and comforting. Tears streamed down her face and she didn't even realize she was crying. Dale frowns and wipes her tears away. "Oh, Court..." He pulls her close and she wraps her arms around his neck to be held. "I'm sorry about that night..." He never actually apologized for that night out loud. He hated the way she looked at him. He hated himself for raising a hand at her, even if he didn't actually hit her. He binge drank for an entire week after she left him and when he finally sobered up, he found himself in the county jail. He never touched a drop of alcohol since.

      Courtney squeezes him tight. She had still loved Dale when she kicked him out, but she was so mad at him and solely focused on taking care of Corey that she never thought back to how she may have still felt about him. She was cold to him out of spite, unwilling to forgive him because she felt like she didn't owe him that. And she didn't. It wasn't until Matthew's funeral when she started to see Dale as an actual person again and not just her ex husband. Tonight made her realize that the care she still had for him never went away either. Their connection was still there and neither of them had expected it. She bites her tongue until she finally finds the courage to speak. "... I forgive you, D." And she really did.

      Dale felt like the world stopped spinning. He never expected her to forgive him. A part of him didn't want her to. He felt like he was the scum of the Earth and he didn't deserve her or her forgiveness. The one weight that had been sitting on his chest since getting sober was finally lifted with three simple words. The grip he had on her tightens and he buries his face into her wavy thick hair. "Fuck..." He laughs as his own tears fall. "God damn it." He pulls away from their hug to wipe his face but then Courtney wipes the tears off his cheeks like he had just done to her.

      She smiles then leans in to kiss his forehead. Dale holds onto her arms while she cups his face with both hands. His stubble was scratchy as always and he still smelt the same. They look at each other during a long pause. They were both having the same idea, both unsure if it was a good idea. Neither of them wanted to ruin the new relationship they had just built with each other, one wrong move could make things awkward again or they could leave things how they were if they just pulled away. Dale felt like he wasn't ever going to have this chance again and so much had already happened between them that nothing else felt off limits anymore, so he gave in first.

      In a swift motion Dale catches her lips and kisses her. Instead of pulling away like he thought she should, she leans into it and kisses him back. There were a lot of reasons why they shouldn't be doing this but neither of them cared right now. Dale takes the lead and pulls her into his lap while they continue to kiss. She tasted the same. He missed her soft lips and the feel of her body against his. His hand slips up the back of her shirt and she makes a soft approving noise into his mouth, then glides her tongue against his. Courtney moves her hands from his face and touches his hairy chest. She was so used to Corey's smooth body and had forgotten how much more hairy and toned his father was. Her hands explore his physique and she feels up his biceps. Dale grins against her lips then quickly begins to kiss at her neck. He knew how much she used to love his muscles. Back when they were still dating he would have her sit on his back while he did pushups. She was so much smaller than him and weighed practically nothing, considering she was so much younger than him. Corey was athletic but Dale had strength.

      Courtney moans softly and leans her head back, letting him kiss over her neck and on her jaw. He continues to feel up her back with one hand and with the other he gropes at her breasts. He'd never seen them this big before. Back when they first met, his whole hand could cup her breast but now they barely fit in his hands. Dale still couldn't believe this was happening but he was going to make the most of it. He kisses her chin and then catches her lips again. Courtney begins to grind her hips and her crotch rubs against his stiff cock. He grunts and pulls away to look at her. "Come here." His voice was rough and he quickly pulled her out of her shirt then pulled her in closer, putting his face in her cleavage and kissing her where her heart was. His hand slips into her pants and he cups her. Per usual, she still had no underwear. Courtney whines at his touch, still grinding herself against the palm of his hand and he begins to massage her. Dale wanted her so bad, he needed her. Her moans were driving him crazy and he didn't want to hold back anymore.

      Without any more hesitation, Dale gently pushes her down onto her back and yanks her pants down. Courtney barely had any time to react before his face was between her thighs and he already began licking. She gasps and wriggles her hips. The movement of his tongue and mouth made his facial hair tickle her cunt and she had forgotten how good that used to feel. Her breathing becomes labored and Dale keeps her legs spread open while eating her out like he knew how. Her body remembered him and reacted the same way. He knew her sweet spots and how to make her cum fast. She laughs between her gasps and moans, already feeling herself get close. She was surprised he still remembered what rhythm she needed even after all these years. "Oh- fuck!" She rolls her hips forward and grips the bed sheets. "Dale! Don't stop- please!" Her voice was desperate and her head was spinning. She couldn't even remember the last time she moaned his name like that and it made Dale's cock leak through his underwear and begin to stain his pants. His cock was hungry for her but he was hungrier to taste her cum again. Courtney reaches her hand down and grabs a hold of his hand and they lock fingers. With a last circle motion of his tongue around her clit, Courtney cries out and he's met with a flood of her juices that he happily drinks.

      When he lifts his head up, for a second Courtney sees their son instead of Dale. She watches breathlessly as he wipes his mouth then hovers over her. "I missed this." He kisses her chest and moves her hair out of her face. "You haven't changed at all." She smiles and touches his face and lets him kiss her again. He holds her face in return and looks at her while they kiss. Courtney begins to drag her hand down his stomach towards his crotch but he stops her and pulls away. "Hey-" He wanted to keep going, he really wanted to. But his head was a little bit more clear now and thought they should probably stop before it went too far. He kisses her cheek then slumps onto the bed. "I'm not sure about that, Court..."

      
        She looks at him confused. "I thought..."

      "I mean- I want to, don't get me wrong." He holds her hand. "But... Y'know." He didn't know how to explain it. There were a lot of moving parts and if he fucked her then there'd be no turning back. It'd make things complicated between them and Corey, on a level that he wasn't even aware of. "I really want to, Court... But not like this." He kisses her knuckles just like Corey would. "But I really enjoyed tonight."

      She joins him in bed and cuddles up close to his side. "Me too." She kisses his shoulder and hugs his arm. She yawns and he begins to stroke her hair, watching her as she begins to doze off against his chest. He lays there for the rest of the night, contemplating on what just took place. It was an odd mix of euphoria and regret. He wouldn't take tonight back but they probably shouldn't have done it. Oh well. Frank was gonna have a field day when Dale told him about it later.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      Corey's head ached as he slowly opened up his eyes. He may have overdone it with the drinking last night at the party. He didn't even remember how he got home. And thank God it was a Friday, his classes today didn't start until the afternoon. He didn't have to look at the time to know it was well past morning by now. He groans as he sits up out of bed and feels a hand that wasn't his graze down his stomach. He jumps and looks down and a smiling girl had been staring at him since he got up.

      "Morning~" She kisses his shoulder and it makes his muscles tense. Corey had no memory of who this woman was or how she ended up here, but he could guess. This was the first time he must have gone all the way with a girl since settling in. He had a few drunk make outs with two girls before, but he never brought them home. He always ended up missing his momma and resented the women for not being her. But apparently last night he was too hammered to care.

      He sighs and rubs the crust out of his eyes as the brunette kisses his bicep. "Yeah, morning." He clears his throat and takes a better look at her now that the sleep was out of his eyes. Her hair was long and dark brown just like Courtney's, and her lips were naturally plump like hers too. It was no wonder why he didn't stop to think about his momma last night, he had picked a girl that looked almost just like her. Even though they looked similar, he still felt that Courtney was better looking. No other woman could compare to her in his eyes. He pushes his hair out of his face and doesn't return the kiss that's planted on his cheek.

      "Wanna go for round three before breakfast?" The girl sits up then climbs into his lap, straddling him then wrapping her arms around his neck. But Corey was sober now and not interested at all.

      
        He frowns and removes her arms. "I gotta get ready for class-"

      "C'mon~" She grins and kisses his ear. "I'll let you call me mommy again."

      "What??" Corey grabs both her wrists to pull her away. "What'd you say?"

      She laughs. "What, you don't remember? You were calling me 'momma' all night." Her knuckles stroke his chin. "It was cute." He gulps and removes her hands again. He didn't remember that, and he didn't like that he did that. The girl notices his sudden shyness and she tries to comfort him. "Don't be embarrassed, I was into it! We can do it again..." She slides her hand down into his lap and cups his balls. Corey shivers but doesn't say anything. He felt like she had something over him now, even if she didn't know it. If he just got it over with then maybe she'd leave and he'd never have to see her again.

      He closes his eyes as he lets her get him hard but he hates breathing against her. She didn't smell like Courtney and she didn't touch him like Courtney. Despite him being in his head, his body was reacting naturally, making her think that he wanted it. She grins and begins to grind herself against him, making him grit his teeth. He wanted her to just get out of here, he didn't wanna fuck her again but if it meant she'd leave then he'd do it. Corey reaches over to his nightstand and snatches a condom out of the drawer, letting her kiss and nibble at his neck. He never felt like sex was a chore before, but he didn't want a girl knowing he had a mommy kink holding any animosity towards him while he was in an actual secret relationship with his mom. He was giving her what she wanted just to stay on her good side.

      Corey rolls the condom on and gasps when he's shoved down onto the bed. The girl whose name he still didn't know was smiling down at him as she hovered herself over his cock. Instead of slowly lowering herself, she dropped herself down and took him in all the way. She had been waiting patiently for him to wake up and wasn't going to take her time with this. Corey winces as she raises and lowers herself on top of him at her own speed and he balls up his fists while gripping the bedsheets. He closes his eyes tight and tries to just think about Courtney and old memories he had of her in bed. Her moans, her feel, her touch. Anything about her to make him cum fast. He remembered what it was like when his mom rode him in her old childhood bed when they were visiting her hometown. She took control and had him laid out on the mattress just like this. If he had himself relive that moment then this could be bearable.

      This girl's body was slim with no fat. There was nothing to grab, unlike with his mom. Courtney had huge pregnancy tits and meaty thighs with a round ass. He could roam his hands all over his mother's body and there was always something to grope. But with this chick there was no meat, just bone. Her tits were a handful at best but Corey was used to Courtney's gallons. He didn't touch her because all it would do was remind him that he wasn't fucking his mom. Maybe being drunk helped ignore all that but right now he couldn't stomach it, he missed her too much.

      
        
      

      As she continues to ride him, Corey thinks about that day right before they left for the funeral. How his mom shoved him onto the bed and bounced herself on top of him. In that moment, he could feel how tight she was in replacement of this girl. He wanted to reach up and grab his mom's giant tits and roll them around. He wanted to latch onto one of them and begin chugging. Corey lets a moan escape him as he thinks about the taste of Courtney's milk and the girl riding him gets excited, and starts going faster. She uses her knees to start bouncing harder and Corey couldn't help but start thrusting his hips forward. He never opened his eyes, if he did he'd lose focus and his boner. He just kept thinking about his mom and how her tits would bounce and her smell that he loved to fill his lungs with ever since he was small. In his head he could hear that old shitty bed creak underneath them and his mother moaning his name. Corey was breathing hard now and felt himself get closer to finishing. Her insides felt nothing like his mom's but was getting him where he needed to be regardless. He tuned out her moans and noises so as to not ruin it. His phone's alarm goes off but she doesn't stop riding him. He grunts and grabs his phone to turn it off, and when his screen turns on he's met with the photo of him and Courtney. Seeing her face gives him just what he needed to finish. Corey groans and bucks his hips one final time, releasing everything he had into the sticky condom. He drops his phone and falls limp while the alarm keeps blaring.

      The girl pants and wipes the sweat from her forehead then goes ahead and turns off his alarm for him. Carefully, she climbs off of him and pulls him out. She smiles then kisses his lips but Corey doesn't kiss back. "Looks like you're gonna be late to class." She begins to dress herself while Corey continues to lie there. He sighs before finally getting up and grabbing his boxers. She then stands in front of him, keeping him from moving forward. "I already put my number in your phone last night, so you better call me."

      "Yeah, okay." Corey nods but has no intentions on doing so. "I'll call you later..."

      "Good!" Now dressed, she kisses him one last time before finally leaving. When his door shuts behind her, Corey lets out an exhausted and dramatic groan. That sucked. She sucked. But it didn't matter. He was going to be seeing his mom soon and couldn't wait. The original plan was for him to leave Saturday morning, spend the night, then leave on Sunday. But he was going to leave after his classes today and arrive early tonight as a surprise. They had only been apart a week but it felt like a lifetime. Corey checked his phone again. He still had some time to kill before he had to leave, so he decided to take a much needed shower. That way he didn't have to waste more time before leaving to head back home since it'd already be a three hour trip, plus he wanted to wash off this skank musk before seeing his mom. After his shower, Corey grabbed his backpack and went straight to his car to head to campus with still wet hair. He'd be a little late, but it was that girl's fault. He still didn't know her damn name, and didn't really care to know.

      On the drive, Corey decided to check his phone at the stop light and had a message sent to him not that long ago. 'I had fun! Can't wait for next time!' Followed by several heart and kissy emojis, under the name 'Pearl'. He groans and tosses his phone into the passenger seat, then keeps making his way to his classroom building.

      
        
      

      Class was boring and he could barely keep his eyes open. This was just one of the basic courses he needed for credit, not like it was something he actually gave enough of a fuck about to stay awake through. So he let himself drift off for most of the period. Then he slugs himself off to the next building for three more classes, catching up on his sleep and recovering from his minor hangover in each one.

      Corey shot up out of his chair when his last class of the day was finally dismissed. He felt rested and was ready to book it back to his place to get everything packed then head on the road. He slings his backpack over his shoulder and turns the corner out of the hallway then bumps into somebody who was turning in the same direction. He tumbles backwards a bit and moves his hair from his face to see who was having to apologize to. "Shit- my bad."

      A girl his age dusted herself off and gave him a warm smile. Her tan was dark and her hair was darker. A full figured woman with brown eyes and a messy bun of curls. "Webber, right?" Corey was caught off guard. He had no idea who this woman was but for some reason she apparently knew him.

      "Uh- yeah. Corey." He awkwardly offers his hand and she shakes it while laughing.

      "Sorry. My boyfriend is on the team. I picked him up after practice and he mentioned you, he said you're pretty good!"

      He grins proudly. "Yeah? Who is he?"

      "Derek Key. Skinny white guy, kinda short."

      Corey had to think about it for a second. The boys on the team didn't go by their first names, just their last so he tried matching a face to 'Key' and her description didn't really narrow it down.

      She chuckles as he continues to think. "The one that dyes his hair."

      "Oh!" She should have started with that. "Yeah, Key! He's fast." Key was the only guy on the team with dyed hair. It was a dark blue that passed for black if it was dark, so the coach didn't care that much. The whole team called him gay and he never denied it. Which made Corey surprised that he had a girlfriend. He was very much a pretty boy. Slim face and a skinny body with a waist almost like a woman's. So he was talking to his girlfriend about Corey yet they barely spoke just a few words to each other. Key was a good player though. His swing wasn't much but the kid could fucking run. "Tell him I said hey, I guess. Ah- what was your name?"

      "Valentina." She gives him a wink then begins to walk past him. "See you around, Webber."

      Corey watches her walk away until she's gone, stealing a glance at her muscly ass. That was an interesting interaction. He'd have to remember to greet Derek himself the next time they saw each other. As he walks back to his apartment, Corey thinks back to any interactions he's had with Derek. They were short and simple, nothing of importance. He witnessed Derek get teased by their fellow teammates making attempts at being homophobic but Derek never seemed bothered by it. He'd play along and even flirt with the men that were fucking with him and that freaked them out more than any other retaliation could. The first time Corey saw it happen, he was ready to say something until he saw that Derek could handle himself. If anything he was probably used to it.

      The team had just finished their practice drills and were hitting the showers. Derek mostly kept to himself and always took one of the corner showers to stay out of the way and avoid any confrontation that he could. Corey heard some of the other guys snicker and gawk at him while Derek would get undressed or wash himself off. For a bunch of gay haters, they were being pretty gay by watching another man get naked. Derek did have a nice body though, Corey had stolen a glance to see what they were talking about. When Derek was turned around he could be mistaken for a woman from behind. His hair was down past his shoulders but he kept it up most of the time. He didn't even look like he shaved, the guy must wax or something. He was smooth like a swimmer and the way he dragged his hands over himself in the shower was naturally provocative.

      When Derek was finally done showering, he wrapped his towel around his hips and went to grab his second towel for his hair out of his duffle bag. Before he could get a hold of it, one of the bigger guys that had been taunting him snatched his bag up and tossed it onto the top of the lockers just barely out of reach. Some of the other boys laughed as Corey dried his hair while sitting on a nearby bench, but Derek seemed unphased by the bullying.

      "Climb up and get it, femboy." The sweaty jock hadn't even showered yet and was just lingering around with his unwashed dick out. He flicked Derek's nose and he swatted his large hand away. He then eyed the two other boys that were still laughing at him. If they wanted a show then he'd give them a show.

      Unbotheredly, Derek dropped his towel and stepped closer. His flaccid pink dick grazed the other man's thigh as he stood on his toes to reach where his belongings had been tossed. The man shoved Derek off of him and cursed at him, calling him a perverted fag and to get lost. Derek was left being the last one laughing and happily dried himself off and got dressed then left to apparently be picked up by his hot girlfriend.

      
        Corey wondered if Derek had caught him watching. He seemed like an okay guy, not like the assholes that had done that to him in the first place. Maybe Corey was about to make his first real friend on the team. He finally drops the whole thing when he arrives back home. He wasted no time packing and throwing everything into his sports car. He'd fill up on gas and get some energy drinks while at the gas station so he didn't get tired while driving. He was so excited to see his momma again, he could hardly wait. Just three more hours.

      Dale was waiting to get off work, he told Courtney that he'd pick them up some dinner before heading over. They hadn't kissed or been sexual in any way since that first night. She'd cuddle him on the couch every now and then when they'd watch TV, then he'd carry her to bed. Although he wished they could take things further, he was happy with simple hugs and petting her hair as she slept. He also wondered how Corey would take it if he found out that they were being so close. He didn't want their son thinking his parents were getting back together when they really weren't, as much as he wanted to be with Courtney again. He wanted a relationship with his ex-wife the same way everybody wants to win the lottery. It was just a dream and there were very slim chances of it ever actually happening. That night stuck with him though. He had a few masturbation sessions in his office because he couldn't stop thinking about her taste and her body. He kept that old photo of her on his desk and would just have at it on himself until he came. He'd do this right before clocking out and heading over to Courtney's. Just to release some steam and not be so worked up when he saw her again.

      He begins to text Courtney to ask about dinner. 'What's the little guy in the mood for tonight?'

      Courtney feels her phone go off on her desk and she excitedly checks it, expecting a message from her son but instead it was his father. Her excitement is brief and she begins to text back. 'Surprise us!' She was still friendly towards Dale but the shame and guilt flooded over her if she enjoyed his company too much or for too long. That night was a mistake. None of it would have happened had she just let Dale sleep on the couch like he had originally planned. Her loneliness always led her towards reckless acts of intimacy, that's how everything between her and Corey started off. Sure, she was drunk that night and Corey made the first move but she could have stopped it. And the same thing applied to that night with Dale. She still had no clue how she was going to tell their son.

      Though they didn't go all the way, Courtney still felt a lot of guilt. She gave in so easily and Corey hadn't even been gone for a full 24 hours. After that night with her ex husband she realized she has a complex with being alone, she hates it. From random men that used to pick her up at bars after her divorce, to Phillip, to rebounding with her ex husband and most of all sleeping with her own son. She just needed somebody there and the somebody that she truly wanted was Corey. And she felt like she had just betrayed him by having that moment with his father. This made things so much more complicated as a family and Dale was starting to feel it. He knew she was in her head again and feeling some type of way, so he gave her space. He was still coming to check on her everyday after work but now whenever he'd sleep over, he slept on the couch. That night shouldn't have happened, he knew that. His feelings got the better of him and now everything felt weird. Frank on the other hand was ecstatic for his friend and kept encouraging him to keep trying.

      
        
      

      Courtney was a mix of excited and anxious to see her son again. She needed to come clean about what happened between her and his father. If she kept it from him, it was only going to make her feel worse and make him more upset. He wasn't going to be happy, clearly. But he deserved honesty. She was at her desk, biting on her pen and waiting for the work day to end. She'd been thinking about getting a different job for a while now. Telemarketing wasn't exactly her dream job and the whole workplace was still looking at her sideways after what went down with Phillip. Everyone knew what had happened, they knew the baby wasn't his and that she had some type of tie to his car being destroyed. Dale said he'd do his best to pull some strings with the connections he has to get her some type of office job, something that pays more.

      Toby was really letting her have it today. He kept kicking and stretching out her belly. He was eager to come out but it wasn't time just yet. She grunts painfully when both his little feet start kicking at her ribs again. She sighs and leans back in her chair. "I bet you miss your daddy, huh?" She spoke to her baby in a soft voice, not loud enough for her coworkers to overhear. "He'll be here tomorrow. He's excited to see you again." Maybe that's why Toby had been throwing such a fit lately. It was like Dale had taken his father/brother's place and the little man was not happy about it. He didn't know who this random man was. He wanted Corey.

      The work day eventually comes to an end and Courtney packs up her belongings into her purse and sends Dale another text letting him know that she was on the way home. She thought about calling Corey during the drive and wondered what he was up to as she made her way to the parking lot. As she approaches her car, she notices a figure standing next to the driver's side. Her walking slows down. This person stood there like they were waiting and it was only when she got closer is when she could finally recognize who it was. Phillip. Her anxiety instantly is replaced with annoyance.

      Phil had been trying to get a hold of her through phone calls. First on her cellphone but she blocked him. Then he resorted to calling her office number and now here he was at her car. Her approaching footsteps make Phil turn around to face her finally. His eyes fall onto her swollen stomach. The last time they saw each other she was barely even showing yet. He flicks his cigarette to the ground then stomps it out.

      "You keep ignoring me." His voice was more bored than angry.

      Courtney takes her keys out of her purse. "What do you want, Phillip?" She half rolls her eyes then places her hand on her stomach protectively.

      "I want to know if it's mine." He steps out of her way so she could unlock the car door.

      Her brows furrow. "I already told you." She swings open the door and tosses her bag inside. "You been spamming me and now you're stalking me just for this??"

      
        
      

      Phillip becomes visibly upset. He didn't like the 'stalking' word. "How else was I supposed to get a hold of you?! I don't see what the big deal is! Just do a paternity test and prove the baby isn't mine then I'll be out of your hair."

      "No, Phillip! You don't need a DNA test, I'm telling you- you aren't the dad!" Courtney was becoming angry now. This guy just couldn't take the hint.

      "Yeah and you got a real good track record of being honest, huh?" They both exchange mean glares at each other and Courtney starts to climb into her car without saying anything else. To her, this conversation was over. Phillip groans. "Damn it- if you won't do it willingly, then I'm just gonna get a god damn court order!"

      Courtney was about to turn the key but she paused and whips her head to look at Phillip. This was so dramatic. The last thing she needed was the court getting involved with her secret incest baby. "Fine." Phillip is surprised that she actually agreed. "But once you see that he isn't yours, I want you to fuck off." She slams her car door and finally starts the engine.

      "He?" Phillip takes another step back as his ex pulls out of her parking spot. She flips him the bird before driving out of the parking lot but Phillip was too stunned by the potential of having a son to care.

      Courtney bangs her hands on the steering wheel and groans. This was just perfect, wasn't it? As if she wasn't dealing with enough between Dale and Corey, now this balding fuck wanted to weasel his way back into her life too. It's not like Corey's DNA would be mentioned at all in the test, all it would say is that it's not a match to Phillip. She didn't owe any further explanation after that.

      Corey had just filled up on gas and had officially started his three hour trip home. He was sipping his RedBull when his phone began to ring and he answers through the car's bluetooth system without seeing who was calling first. "Hello?"

      "Hey, baby." His mother's soothing voice gives him goosebumps.

      "Momma! I was just thinking about you." He smiles and puts his drink into the cupholder. "You just get off work?"

      
        She sighs. A part of her wanted to tell Corey what had just happened with Phillip but she didn't want to worry him. "Yeah, I'm heading home now. It sounds like you're driving. Where you heading?"

      Corey quickly makes up a lie. "Uh- on my way to hang out with some friends. A guy from my team and his girlfriend."

      "Oh good!" Courtney was so happy her son was already making new friends. "Well I hope you guys have fun. I just wanted to call and say I miss you."

      He smiles. "I miss you too, momma. I'll see you soon, okay?"

      Courtney couldn't wait to see him again. Little did she know that it'd be a lot sooner than she thought. "Right. Okay, baby. I'll let you go. Love you!"

      "Love you too, momma. Tell Toby I love him too, alright?"

      His mother laughs but she knew he was serious. "Okay, I will. See you later, baby." The moment the call ends and Corey's voice was now gone, Toby began to kick at his mother's stomach once again. She couldn't help but laugh again even though it still hurt her ribs. Their son demanded that Corey return. "It's okay, he'll be back soon. He said he loves you, did ya hear that?" She strokes her belly to offer Toby comfort.

      Courtney finally arrives home and goes inside to get undressed and relaxed. She still had about an hour or two of alone time before Dale showed up later with dinner. Her clothes get tossed to the floor per usual and she slinks herself into bed just to lie down for a moment. She breathes out heavily and turns on her side, trying to ease the tension her pregnant belly and Toby put on her body all day. That boy wanted out and at this point so did Courtney. She grunts as she feels her son adjust himself inside her and begin to kick again. It wasn't bed time, so why were they laying down? He wanted her to get up and was making that known by stretching out her stomach with his little legs. His mother curses. "Damn it, boy. Please just give momma a break." She closes her eyes and tries to ignore it but it only makes Toby throw more of a fit. If he was already this much of a handful in the womb then he had a lot in store ahead of her when he finally popped out. She groans angrily and sits back up. "Fine! You win- I'm up!" Toby, now happy that he got his way, finally stops tormenting his mother's insides as he feels her stand out of bed and walk back into the living room.

      Dale decided to get a box of pizza for tonight since there was a pizza place right next to his job. He knew which toppings his ex wife liked and now which toppings Toby liked too. He enjoyed almost reliving these pregnant times with her even if the baby wasn't his. He could sort of tell that Toby wasn't too keen on him. Courtney pointed out Toby didn't kick as much when he came around or tried interacting with him, almost like the boy was giving him the cold shoulder. Dale didn't take it personally, he thought it was kind of funny. The only thing Toby liked about Dale is that he'd bring the food that he wanted but once he was full, he wanted nothing to do with this stranger.

      After picking up dinner, Dale made his way to Courtney's place and was on the phone with Frank as he drove. His old pal wanted to know any updates on how things were going between him and Courtney. Dale had been tight lipped ever since the night they fooled around and Frank thought he was holding out on him on the dirty details. But in reality, Dale was embarrassed and a little ashamed. He couldn't help but feel like he had taken advantage of her, even if she did want it. He should have known better but he couldn't help himself. So it was good that the two were putting a little bit more distance between them before something else happened.

      Dale could hear Frank cough after lighting his third cigarette in a row. "Sooo? Ya on yer way to Court's place, huh?" He couldn't see it but he knew Frank was wearing his classic grin.

      "Yeah, got us some pizza for tonight. Work sucked. I really gotta shower once I'm there." The AC had gone out and everyone there only knew how to fix cars, not AC units. So everybody worked in a shitty and stuffy garage all day and he was sticky all over from sweat and oil.

      "Gonna invite Court to join ya?" Frank coughs as he chuckles and Dale shakes his head.

      "I told you nothin' is happening between us." He sighs. "As much as I'd like to..."

      "Why don't chu then?!"

      "Because it's different when you got kids, Frank. We don't want the kiddo thinking we're getting back together."

      Frank groans. "He ain't a kid no more! I seen Corey, that boy is nearly a full grown man! And that little one is gonna need a father figure, y'know."

      Dale stays silent for a moment. "It ain't really my place..." He sighs again and runs his hand through his sweaty hair. "I'll talk to ya later, Frank. I'm about to pull in."

      His friend laughs. "Yer pullin' in when you should be pullin' out!" Dale hangs up as Frank continues laughing at his own joke. That man hadn't changed since the day they met.

      
        
      

      He parks his truck next to his ex wife's car then grabs the pizza before hopping out and heading towards the door. He didn't even need to knock, he still had his old house key that he had 'forgotten' to give back and it was finally being put to use after all these years. Dale unlocks the front door and lets himself in.

      "Court? Ya awake?" He closes the door with his hip then locks it.

      "In here." Courtney pops her head up from the couch where she was lounging.

      Dale sets the pizza on the counter then goes over to Courtney to greet her with a sweaty kiss on her head. "Hey. Got your favorite. I'm gonna go hop in the shower real quick, alright?" He strokes her hair once and she gently puts her hand on top of his.

      "Okay." She coos then notices how dirty he and his clothes were. "Want me to wash your clothes for you?"

      He smirks and pinches her cheek. "That'd be nice. Thanks." He then leaves to the master bathroom to finally wash himself off.

      Courtney helps herself to a slice and eats it while watching TV on the couch. She wondered if she should tell Dale about Phillip coming by her job today. There was no way she could tell Corey, it'd just make him worry and she already had to tell him about her and his father anyway. If she couldn't tell Corey, then she'd at least tell Dale.

      It didn't take long for Dale to get out of the shower. He felt reborn now that he was freshened up and out of all those sweaty and heavy clothes. He folded everything up so that his ex wife could just throw them into the wash. He wanted everything washed, even the underwear, so all he wore was a towel around his waist as he came back into the living room. Courtney turns to look at him then pauses as her eyes dart over his body. This was the closest she'd seen him to being naked in years and it caught her off guard. That beer belly was gone and he still had all that body hair and muscle on him that she always used to fawn over.

      She quickly shakes it off and takes a last bite of pizza before setting her plate down and sitting up off the couch. "I'll take care of these." Courtney takes his folded up dirty clothes from him and heads off into the washer room. Dale thanks her as she leaves then grabs himself some pizza too as he waits for her to return. "Hard work day?" She calls out while dumping soap into the washer along with his outfit.

      
        
      

      "Hot work day. AC went out on us and we had like fifteen cars today." He speaks with a mouthful of pizza. Courtney returns and shuts the door behind her as the machine starts. "How 'bout you? How'd work go?" He chews on his crust.

      "Well..." She sits back down on the couch. "It was fine until it was time to come home... You remember my ex I told you about, Phil?"

      Dale stops eating and tosses the pizza he still had left over into the box since he hadn't grabbed himself a plate. "Yeah... What happened?" His tone was now more serious than casual like it was before.

      She sighs. "He wants me to prove that the baby isn't his. He was waiting for me by my car." She wasn't looking at Dale but she knew he was pissed. He knew about how Phillip called Courtney a slut and he knew about the kinky stuff he got her to do, both things left a bad taste in his mouth. This bastard had a lot of nerve showing back up.

      "Fuck that! You don't owe him anything."

      Courtney frowns. "He said if I don't do it willingly, he'll just sue for the test to be done. He's being such a drama queen about it, I'm just gonna do the test so he'll finally leave me alone."

      Dale didn't like that she was giving this man what he wanted but he understood. He sighs and dusts off his hands. "I'm sorry about that, Court... Do you want me to go with you?" He knew that was probably a risky offer, but he didn't want her to be alone with this guy.

      His ex wife pauses and takes a moment to think. She appreciated the offer, but if she wanted anyone there with her she wanted it to be Corey. "I'll think about it." She leaves it at that and begins to stroke her belly. "... Nothing is gonna happen to the baby, right?" She tried not to sound as scared as she actually was but Dale could see right through it.

      He stands and goes over to comfort her, pulling her to his side and squeezing her. "Don't think like that." He speaks while frowning. "Little man will be just fine. Right?" He gives her belly a poke and Toby kicks where he felt his finger. He smirks then kisses the top of her head. "The doctors know what they're doing, it'll be alright. You and Toby will be just fine." He rubs her shoulder and she wraps her arms around him. Dale held his breath and really focused on not getting a boner right now, for a moment he had forgotten he was naked under this towel and now Courtney was in his arms. He clears his throat and takes a step backward. "How's he been treating you?" He gives her belly another nudge.

      Courtney sniffs and wipes the corner of her eye. "He misses Corey." She then smiles, remembering how their baby reacted when he heard Corey's voice in the car. "I called him earlier and he got so excited hearing his voice again. He's gonna be thrilled when he comes back tomorrow."

      Dale chuckles. "Guess the little man already has a favorite." He grabs the half slice of pizza and eats the rest. "What time is he supposed to show?"

      "Um- sometime in the late morning, I think. I'm not sure." She pulls out her phone to check the time. She thought about texting him to ask but it was getting a little late and she remembered that he was supposed to be with his friends right now and didn't want to bother him.

      Corey had only a little over an hour left on the road before he finally arrived. He was excited and had stopped to pick her up some flowers as an extra surprise. He was on the phone with Tristan to kill time and they made plans to hangout on Sunday before he had to leave. Tristan hadn't decided which college he was gonna go to yet so he spent most of his time either working at Raising Cane's or playing games online. Right now he was playing Fortnite while still on call with his best friend.

      "Fuck, man! These kids don't know how to play for shit." He groans. "You better teach that kid how to play, unlike these chumps."

      Corey laughs. "Yeah, I'll make sure my son knows how to play Fortnite. I'll make it my top priority." He shakes his head and drinks the last of his RedBull then tosses the empty can onto the floor of the passenger seat.

      "Guess who I saw come into my job the other day?" His words are followed along with an audible button mashing on his controller.

      "Who?" Corey didn't sound like he cared but entertained the conversation anyway.

      "That Ramona Flowers ex of yours. Her hair is pink now. She came in with her team and they all totally ignored me." He scoffs.

      Corey laughs again, of course they'd ignore Tristan and he found it funny that he got offended. "I'm sure they didn't want to interrupt you toasting all that bread."

      
        
      

      "Hey, I work register now, motherfucker! They only had me start off on bread duty." When Tristan called Corey a motherfucker, he meant it literally. A little inside joke between them that flew under the radar. "She looked real sad when she saw me though. You thinking of calling her?"

      "No chance." Corey passes up the car in front of him. He had no interest in reaching back out. Camille was just a fling. He didn't take their relationship seriously and hadn't thought about her at all since he dumped her.

      Tristan grins. "You mind if I call her then?" He might have been teasing, but Corey knew he'd still try it anyway. "Since you're busy with your mom and all~"

      "Easy now." Corey chuckles. "I don't give a shit. You can try, I think she'd only agree if she thought it'd make me mad or something. I'd be surprised if her ex didn't beat you to it though." That bull dyke was probably estatic that those two were finally over. "I think the girlfriend of one of my teammates made a pass at me today." He decided to change the subject. The dyed hair comment made him think of Derek. "She winked at me. And I honestly thought the guy was gay, but his girlfriend is hot."

      "A wink! Nice." Tristan sighs as he wins another easy game. "Gay guy though, huh?" He tosses his controller to the side then hits his vape. "A lot of girls like them a little gay these days. So maybe bro is onto something." Both boys laugh.

      "He's pretty for a guy. It sounded like he was the one talking about me to her, but me and him never really talked. It was weird."

      He takes another hit before speaking. "Sounds like they both like you, dude. You might be getting scouted." He leans back in his gamer chair to picture the idea. "I mean, it's just a two man isn't it? I feel like a threeway with two guys is a little gay but if one of the dudes looks like a girl, is that less gay?"

      "What the fuck are you talking about?" Corey laughs and Tristan grows flustered.

      "I don't know! You're the one talking about pretty college boys! Whatever. Would you do it though?" He picks back up his controller to do another round. "I'd do it if the guy looked like a girl."

      "Seems like you've already thought about this before." He chuckles. "I don't know... I guess it depends? Like, are we both fucking the girl or am I fucking them both?"

      
        
      

      "... Or what if he wants to fuck yoooouuuu???" Tristan wriggles his eyebrows even though Corey couldn't see.

      "Absolutely not." That was never on the table to begin with, out of discussion. "The dude definitely takes it up the ass anyway. He just has that look to him- he's a twink."

      "His girlfriend probably pegs him then. I think I'd let a girl peg me, not a guy though." Tristan had clearly given this topic some thought and Corey wanted out before he got caught up in the line of questioning.

      "Alright, buddy. I'm gonna hang up now. Good luck on your pegging indevors." Corey ends the call before Tristan could get another word in or make another confession. The conversation did make him wonder though. Were those two really scouting him for a threeway, and was it Derek's idea? And would he actually be okay with fucking Derek if that were the case? Corey never thought about testing the waters with men, it just never crossed his mind. The only time he ever really thought about queerness or sexuality is when he discovered his uncle Matthew had been living in the closet his whole life. He had wondered how tough that must have been to take a secret like that to the grave, something Corey would end up doing himself. He felt bad that his uncle never got to live truthfully and openly regarding who he was and who he loved, even if the man he was in love with was a rapist scum. The two weren't exactly the same since one case was between two men, and the other a mother and son. But the feeling still resonated with him. Corey thought back to how Derek looked in the shower. The guy did have a nice girlish body, and he was a little bit shorter than Corey too which added more appeal. This was the very first time Corey was thinking of another man in this kind of light, and he wasn't totally against it. As long as he wasn't the one getting fucked.

      Dale and Courtney were both cuddling on the couch together now like they usually did after dinner. His clothes were in the dryer so he still remained in the towel. Courtney was fast asleep while in his arms. They were supposed to be watching a movie but he knew she wouldn't last the first half hour. She didn't even make it past the first ten minutes before she was already drooling. Dale twirled her hair around his finger and gently stroked her soft shoulder with his knuckles while her head rested on his bare chest. Her body felt warm against his and the more he focused on how she felt, the excitement grew between his legs. She was asleep so there wasn't as much urgency to keep his erection hidden since she wouldn't notice.

      It was killing him that she couldn't touch it and that he couldn't touch her. Dale remembers that night when she grabbed a hold of him in her sleep. What he wouldn't give for her to do that again right now. A bulge appears from under the towel and his cheeks flush red. His boner was right in front of her and she was none-the-wiser. It was standing up stiff and straight and casting a shadow right over her face from the light of the TV screen. It twitched and ached to be touched as he looks over her sleeping and comfortable body. He didn't move his hands from where they were already touching her but his eyes explored her all over. Each curve, each visible freckle and everything he could imagine underneath her clothes. She wore a baggy sweater that covered everything but with thin enough fabric for her nipples to poke through. His body shivers and his dick twitches once more, then he slowly reaches his own hand under the towel to grab a hold of it.

      Dale sighs out and keeps his eyes locked on her face as he begins to stroke himself. Her pregnancy glow was radiating. Her skin was clear, her hair was shiny. His ex wife was always perfect without even trying. He never took his dick out from underneath the towel. It was the only barrier between them. His grip on her shoulder tightens as he jerks himself off. This was way better than in his work office using an old photo of her, he got to actually feel her body and feel close to her. This was now the second time a man had masturbated in front of her face without her knowing, first Tristan and now Dale. And both Corey and Courtney had no idea. Guilt and shame were out the window at this point, at least in the heat of the moment.

      A sticky stream of pre-cum rolls down his dick which helps him jerk off faster. He breathed hard through his nose and leaned back further into the couch. Courtney's hand was resting on Dale's knee while she kept the other on her pregnant belly. He wanted her to reach over and grab him again like she did that first night. He thought about how she tasted and the way she moaned his name. Dale's body wanted him to touch her but he knew better, he was already taking a big enough risk as it is. At any moment she could open her eyes and see what he was doing. He could have gone to the bathroom and taken care of this in private but he thought he was doing her a courtesy by staying put and not waking her up. He didn't jerk off in his office before leaving work like he usually would because it was too hot, so now it was catching up to him.

      Dale could feel himself about to cum, all he needed was a few more strokes and the towel would even catch the mess for him. He bites the inside of his cheek and gives himself another long stroke but is startled when the front door is unlocked then swings open. He quickly throws his hands up and turns around, nearly shitting himself when he sees his son. "Corey!?"

      His son is surprised but not as scared. "Oh- hey dad." He shuts the door with his foot and keeps the flowers tucked behind his back. He wasn't expecting his dad to be here and the feeling was mutual. Courtney stirs from all the noise and Dale quickly grabs a pillow from behind him to cover himself up and hide his erection.

      She lifts her head and looks up at her ex-husband, then turns to where he was looking and her sleepy eyes widen when she sees her baby standing in the hall. "Corey!" She beams happily and quickly stands and makes her way over. Corey smiles and wraps his arms around her, kissing her cheek and temple. Dale awkwardly stands, his boner dying rather quickly. It wasn't until his father stood up when Corey noticed his father was in nothing but a towel and looked awfully nervous. "I thought you were coming tomorrow!"

      Corey eyes his father then looks back to his mom. "I wanted to surprise you..." She then notices the flowers and he bashfully smiles. "These were a surprise too..." Courtney kisses his cheek and snatches up the flowers to smell them.

      
        
      

      "My sweet baby~" She purrs and ruffles his hair before going to grab a vase out of the kitchen. Corey then turns his attention back towards his father and eyes him up and down.

      Dale sweats and nervously laughs. "Your mom was washing my work clothes for me- I didn't bring any extras..."

      "They should be done by now!" Courtney calls out while pouring water into the vase in the sink.

      "Right!" Dale quickly scurries to the laundry room to get dressed and slams the door behind him for privacy. Corey then looks back to Courtney, who was setting the flowers in the center of the kitchen table. He comes up behind her as she takes a step back to admire them, using this small window of time alone together to greet her properly.

      He turns her around and kisses her lips and she eagerly kisses back. She missed him so much and she could have sworn he seemed taller. His mother pinches his cheeks as they break their kiss and she nuzzles their noses together. "I'm so happy you're here."

      Corey smirks and kisses her nose. "Me too." They hear the laundry room door handle and both take a few steps back from each other as Dale re-enters the living room.

      He clears his throat and pats himself down. "I'll go on and head out." He grabs his keys and the remote and shuts the TV off, then tosses it back on the couch. "Glad your home, kiddo." He shakes his son's shoulder as he walks by but there was a tension between the two men, like Corey knew that his father was up to something.

      Courtney waves. "Thanks for dinner, D. See ya Monday?"

      Her ex-husband nods without looking back. "Yup!" He swung the door open but Corey decides to follow him out.

      "I'll be right back." He kisses his mother's cheek again and quickly catches up to his dad, making sure to shut the door behind them both. "Hey- dad!"

      Dale turns around when they're both outside. "Whats up, kiddo?" He tried playing it light, but by the look on his son's face he knew he wasn't buying it.

      
        
      

      "Have you been staying here?" Corey got straight to the point and suddenly this felt like an interrogation.

      "Well-" Dale clears his throat. "Yeah, your momma didn't feel like being alone. So I been staying on the couch." He kept his hands in his pockets and fidgeted with his keys. "You asked me to look after her, right?"

      "Yeah, I said look after her not fuck her..."

      His father was shaken up by his words. Caught off guard by him talking about his mother like that and using that tone with him to begin with. "Whoa! I didn't-" Dale breathes out to collect himself. "I didn't have sex with her, and watch your mouth."

      "Really?" It was like Corey had a sixth sense. He knew his mom almost better than she knew herself, but he didn't expect for his dad to let anything happen between them. "So nothing happened?"

      Dale began to sweat more. "Frankly, son, I don't think it's any of your business!"

      Corey scoffs and throws his arms in the air. "So something did happen! Cool!"

      He decides to follow the words that Frank had told him. "If it weren't me in that house, it'd be some guy else- like that asshat Phil from her job!"

      "Phillip?" Corey's anger pauses. "What about Phillip?"

      Dale sighs, probably not something he should have mentioned. "... He wants your momma to do a DNA test. He still thinks he's the dad."

      Corey matches his fathers sigh and thinks for a moment. If there were going to be any man around his mother while he was gone, he'd much rather it be his father than allowing Phillip back in the picture, even if his mom and dad being back together rubbed him the wrong way. "... So, what? Are you guys dating now?"

      
        "Kiddo..." Dale frowns and shrugs. "I don't think your momma ever wants me again... I'm just here because you asked and she wanted me to..."

      "I didn't think you'd-"

      "We didn't." Dale doesn't say more than that. "And we won't, alright? I just... missed her, is all. But it ain't like that." He grabs his son's neck to have him look at him instead of the ground. "I get you wanna protect your momma, I do too. But just- relax!"

      Corey meets his father's eyes and slowly lets his guard down. His dad wasn't his enemy, they both cared about that same woman and he was just getting defensive. He sighs again and touches his father's arm in return. "... Sorry."

      Dale smirks and gives his son's shoulder another shake. "It's fine. But I wanna hear all about school and your team later, alright?" Corey nods and takes a step back, finally letting his dad get to his truck. He watches his dad drive off and waves to him as he pulls out of the driveway, then heads back inside.

      Courtney wasn't in the kitchen anymore. All of the lights were out in the main part of the house now except the light in the hallway coming from her bedroom. Corey grabs his backpack and heads into the room, kicking his shoes off and smiling at his mom on the bed. She was still so sleepy and her eyes could barely keep open but she smiled back anyway.

      "My baby!" She holds out her arms for him to join her in bed. Corey sets his bag down then climbs in under the covers right next to her.

      He kisses her face several times then nuzzles into her neck. "I missed you." He kisses down on her collar bone and she begins to stroke his hair.

      "I missed you more." She kisses his head. "Somebody else missed you too." Courtney takes his hand and places it on her belly.

      Corey smiles and rubs over her stomach with his palm. "Is he awake?"

      "I don't think so, but you can still talk to him anyway."

      
        He scoots down a little to be closer to her stomach then plants kisses all over to greet his son. "Hey buddy." He leans his head against her belly to listen and is quickly met with several strong and swift kicks. "Oh! Now you're up, huh??" He laughs and hugs her pregnant stomach with both arms. "I missed you too, buddy."

      Toby was ecstatic that his dad/brother was back and wanted to play their usual game. He kicks the top of Courtney's stomach and Corey taps his finger right above, then he kicks a bit lower and Corey taps right there too. Courtney laughs and strokes her son's hair as her boys have this moment to themselves. She loved it when they bonded like this and couldn't wait to see their relationship when Toby was finally born. Their mother slowly began to drift off while they kept playing their game of kick and poke. And she only stirred and woke up again when she felt movement in the bed.

      Corey had gotten out of bed to undress and turn the lights off. He was kicking off his jeans with his shirt already off, leaving him only in his boxers. Courtney smirks then grabs his wrist, scaring him a bit and making him jump. "Shit!" He whispers then smiles at her. "Thought you were asleep."

      "I was." She coos and beckons him back into bed, and he joins. He cuddles up to her close and kisses her lips. She wraps her arms around him and holds him tight, taking in his smell and warmth. Corey put his hands on her hips and held her curves. He missed the feeling of her body, especially after this morning with that girl. But he didn't wanna think about that right now, or bring up dad or Phillip. They could talk about that in the morning. Right now, all Corey wanted to focus on was his mom.

      He kisses down on her chest and nuzzles his face into her cleavage. His mother chuckles as he kisses between her breasts and strokes his hair some more. "Thirsty?" She teases, feeling her son's hands already grab at her and begin to grope.

      "Mm.. Maybe." He grins and lowers himself to get underneath her shirt. Courtney blushes then gasps when his tongue flicks over one of her dark pink nipples. "They feel bigger." He whispers before taking her nipple into his mouth and latching on, beginning to suck hard enough to make her milk come out. Courtney whimpers and covers her mouth with the back of her hand. It had been a while and her tits were so sensitive at his touch after not being milked for over a week without him here. It takes a moment, but Corey doesn't let up and keeps suckling until her sweet and warm milk finally hits his tongue and he happily begins chugging.

      Courtney shivers and breathes out, caressing his face and feeling the stubble on his jaw that he had forgotten to shave that morning. Corey's hand massaged her other breast and teased her free nipple between his index and middle finger. She felt her son's erection grind against her inner thigh and it made her smile. "I'm so happy you're home, baby." She plants a kiss on the top of his head and Corey stops chugging to look up at her, almost winded.

      
        He lifts her shirt up to see her then quickly kisses her lips, giving her a taste of her own milk as their tongues swirl over each other. He pulls away and her milk runs down both their chins. "I missed you so much." He presses his forehead to hers and wipes her mouth and chin for her. He could tell his mom was still pretty tired so he decided to give her a break. "You should sleep." He kisses her cheek and his mom whines.

      "Nooo! You just got here." She yawns and grabs his butt with both hands but didn't even have her eyes open anymore.

      Corey laughs and removes her hands then kisses both her knuckles. "I'll still be here when you wake up. Go ahead and rest, then I'll fuck the shit out of you in the morning." He nibbles on her neck with that last part, making his mom giggle at the tickling.

      "Okay, okay..." Another yawn escapes her and she nestles into his neck instead of her pillow. Corey adjusts himself so she could lie on top of him comfortably and strokes her hair as she drifts off to sleep.

      He lay there awake for a while, thinking back to the conversation with his dad and how they were going to need to talk about it later. Then he thought about the DNA test, it made him nervous and pissed that Phillip just waltzed right in and demanded it. He sighs and looks down at his now sleeping mother and her face almost instantly calms him down. He lifts her chin and gently kisses her lips before laying her head back down and closing his own eyes, trying to set all these thoughts aside to get some rest himself.

      Corey dreamt of a baseball game that never happened but this time he wasn't the one playing, instead he was in the bleachers and watching the little league. He couldn't make out the face of the little boy he was cheering for, but he knew it was Toby. His little legs ran fast and his helmet barely fit his head. Corey witnessed his son pull a home run. He could feel the adrenaline flow through his body even as he slept, he was so proud of his kid that wasn't even born yet. And their mom was right there beside him watching along.

      It was barely light out yet and Courtney had woken up first. She was stroking her son's hair and admiring him then noticed him smiling in his sleep, which in return made her smile. He looked so sweet. She kisses his cheek and then his lips and he slowly begins to wake. He stretches out his arms and his shoulders pop then he opens only one eye. Courtney kisses his cheek again.

      "Didn't mean to wake you." She whispers. "You were smiling." She runs her fingers through his bed head hair. "What were you dreaming about?"

      
        Corey kisses along her wrist then snuggles close to her. "Toby ran a home run." He reaches up and holds her hand, locking their fingers together. "Little guy can really book it."

      His mother chuckles. "Just like his daddy, huh?" She squeezes his hand and they both kiss. Now that they were both awake Corey wanted to follow through on his promise last night. He keeps her on her side but pulls her in closer as they keep kissing. Her pregnant belly was too big for them to really do missionary anymore and it was early morning after all, so it looked like sleepy spooning sex was on today's breakfast menu.

      He gently sucks on his mother's tongue and massages her swollen tits with both hands. Every morning he woke up without her next to him in his bed was agonizing. He missed this. Courtney made soft noises against his lips as she felt him grow hard against her thigh. She moves knee up in between his legs and he flinches at first but then grinds himself against her. Corey pulls away from her kiss then moves down to her neck and starts to kiss and suck. She gasps then bites her lip, too aroused to scold him or tell him to stop.

      Though she didn't know it, Corey was still jealous from what he learned last night. He didn't like that his dad got to touch her, even if she used to be his wife. She was Corey's now and he was going to mark what was his. He started off gentle but then sucked hard, making his mom wriggle underneath him. She moans his name in a whisper and grips his hair with a tight fist. Corey has his hand travel down between her thighs and cups her without massaging, just holding onto what he considered his. His mother desperately grinds herself against his palm, wordlessly begging for his touch. He bites down hard and Courtney cries out, wincing because it actually hurt a little.

      Corey lifts his head up to look at her then kisses her jaw. "Sorry, momma." He kisses her fresh wound and gives it a lick before kissing her lips again. She sighs and nuzzles his face while planting kisses along his cheek and ear. Finally he begins to rub his hand against her, giving her what she wanted. Her hips grind forward and whispers into his ear after nibbling.

      "I need you, baby..." Her voice was breathless and her body was starving for him. Corey felt his dick jump and stiffen and he had already shoved his hand down her pants to finally touch her skin. His mother gasps as her son's fingers begin to work her. His fingers were sticky and wet from barely any contact yet. He massages her in her favorite places before slipping his middle finger inside of her, keeping his eyes locked onto hers to watch her reaction. She moans and bites her lip. Corey grins then pushes his finger in deeper before adding another, now pumping both in and out of her. He begins curling both fingers to get her sweet spot and she starts whispering between her moans. "Fuck- don't stop..." The grip she still had on his hair tightens. "Please, baby. Aah- faster!"

      He listens to his mother and does as she says, fingering her hard and fast but at a pace she and the baby could handle. Her being this far into the pregnancy meant he couldn't be as rough as she wanted and he had to hold himself back a lot. Her moans make a damp spot on his boxers appear and his dick could barely take it anymore. Corey pulls his fingers out and licks them clean before kissing his mother on the lips. "I need you now." He growls into her ear then grabs her hips, forcibly turning her around so her ass was facing him. She gasps at the sudden change in position but quickly readies herself. He yanks his boxers down and lines himself up right behind her like they were cuddling. He tucks one arm underneath her and holds her belly protectively while using his other hand to put his dick right up against her dripping cunt. He kisses up her spine then buries his face into her messy hair before thrusting himself inside, taking in her familiar and comforting smell.

      Courtney moans his name and holds onto his arm that he had wrapped around her. He then locks his other arm around her to hold her tight, then starts humping. Corey had to keep himself together to not cum early. He really wanted this to last. His dick missed being inside her, he felt almost sick being inside that other woman. This is where he belonged and he was so happy to be back. He pulls her closer to go in deeper and she leans her body back against him to give herself to him. The feeling of her thick ass up against his crotch like this was euphoric. His mother's smell that he grew up loving filled his lungs with each heavy breath he took in her hair. He loved breathing in this maternal smell ever since he was a kid and would cuddle with his momma. This feeling of erotic comfort was something no other woman could ever replace, an emotion only his mother could bring about.

      Corey starts thrusting harder and his moans are muffled in his mother's messy hair. He managed to get out an 'I love you' after each thrust even though he was nearly out of breath. Courtney held onto his arms and felt almost dizzy. He was as deep as she could take him and she still wanted more. Her insides squeezed him tight like she didn't want to let go, practically milking her son's cock for everything he could drain out.

      She whines and is almost gasping for air between her words. "Corey- baby! I'm gonna cum!" Her voice was a high pitched and shaking whisper. "Cum in me, baby~" She reaches one arm back to hold onto his head and he starts kissing at the back of her neck. "Cum in momma!"

      "Oh god!" Corey's eyes shut tight and he gives her his all. He held her close and harshly moved his hips until his abs began to burn. He moves one hand down to circle his mom's clit and her moaning becomes louder and more desperate. "I missed you so fucking much!" He pushes himself all the way in one last time then finally releases, emptying out everything he had into her. Some of it leaked out while more kept squirting in. Courtney's body stiffens as she cums then trembles when it passes. He still holds onto her tight and kisses down her shoulder to help calm her down from her high. He gently shushes her and strokes her hair, keeping himself inside her until he goes completely soft. Then he carefully pulls out and it makes a mess between both their legs and on the sheets.

      Exhaustedly, Courtney rolls over onto her other side to face him but she couldn't keep her eyes open. He smiles and moves the hair out of her face so he could kiss her lips. She tiredly kisses back. "You okay?" He keeps his hand on her face and she places her hand on top of his.

      
        "I'm okay, baby..." She smiles too and kisses him again, still with her eyes closed. Corey chuckles then scoots closer to cuddle. He rests his head against her chest and kisses where her bruise on her neck began to surface.

      They enjoy the afterglow in silence for a moment and he listens to his mother's heart beat as he thinks about what to say next. "... What's going on between you and dad?"

      Courtney's eyes shoot open and she looks down at him. There was no need or use to play dumb but she just wasn't expecting the conversation to come up like this, or for him to be the one that brought it up. She frowns and cautiously pets his hair. "... Did he already tell you?"

      "Not really..." He drags a finger over her stomach. "But I know something happened." He looks up at her and his expression wasn't angry or disappointed like she had feared. "What happened?"

      His mother sighs and moves his hair out of his eyes like he had just done to her. "We talked... Then we kissed. Then-" She pauses to see if he was mad yet but his face stayed the same. He wasn't hurt, more like worried. "He went down on me- but that was it." She didn't mean for it to sound like she was downplaying what happened. She just wanted him to know that it stopped there.

      Corey is in his head for a long pause and he lies his head back down on her chest. "When...?"

      She frowns. "... The night you left."

      Her son sighs. He was kind of already expecting that answer. "Did you guys do anything after that?"

      "No." She answers quickly. "It was just that night. We haven't done anything else since then- and we won't!" Suddenly it felt like word vomit was about to spew everywhere. "We were just talking about the divorce and his drinking, and we both got emotional- and I didn't realize how much I had missed him." Her voice cracks and Corey sits up and so does she, scared that he was about to leave. "I won't have him over here again, I promise! I'll quit letting him come by if that's what you want-"

      "Hey-" Corey holds her face to stop her. She was breathing hard and it looked like she was about to cry. He kisses her cheek and uses his thumbs to wipe each eye before her tears could fall. "I'm not asking you to do that." He kisses her forehead then continues after a heavy sigh. "I'm not... thrilled that you guys did that but..." He shrugs. "I don't want you to be alone. And I know you don't wanna be alone either." He pulls her close and holds her. "I just want you to be taken care of, and it looks like dad has been taking pretty good care of you so far."

      
        
      

      Courtney sniffs and rests her head on his shoulder. "He has..."

      "So..." He sighs again. "I don't care if he keeps staying here... Just don't let him fuck you, okay?" He lifts her chin so she'd look at him. "Thats just for me. Is that fair?"

      She quickly nods in agreement. "Yes. I won't!" She holds both his hand and squeezes. "I'm so sorry, baby-"

      He kisses her to interrupt her. "Don't." He presses his forehead to hers. "I'm not mad, alright? Just... Don't replace me."

      "What???" Courtney is shocked by that. "Baby, nobody is replacing you! Nobody can replace you!" She pulls him almost into her lap. "Thats never gonna happen. No one can come close." She wraps her arms around him and he lets her.

      "... And I want dad to go with you to do the DNA test."

      His mother curses his father in her head for telling him about that. "He asked to go anyway... But okay." She nods. "I wanted you to go..."

      He smirks. "If I can, I'll go. But if I can't, then he can." He looks down at her stomach. "But I'll be there when he's born, there's no doubt about that."

      "Of course." She kisses his cheek. "You better be."

      Corey chuckles but it quickly fades. "... What if the DNA test comes back weird?"

      "It won't." She twirls his hair around her finger. "The test won't have anything to do with you. It's just mine and his being tested, okay?"

      He frowns and looks down at the damp sheets. "That's what I'm scared of though... What if I'm not in the DNA? ... What if Toby is his?"

      
        There's a long and heavy silence. Courtney had never considered that. She never felt like she had to. She and Phillip had only had sex maybe twice when she found out she was pregnant and each time he had worn a condom. But she and Corey had been going at it for weeks and they never wrapped it up once and he was constantly breeding her. There was no doubt in her mind that Toby was Corey's and she felt bad that Corey was starting to doubt it. "Corey..." She grabs his face but he doesn't look at her. Now he looked like the one who was gonna cry. "You're one hundred percent his dad, are you kidding?" She half chuckles. "He's so much like you already that it's crazy. There's no way Phil is his dad. We barely even had sex and we used protection. Look at me-" Corey hesitantly meets her eyes. He seemed like a scared puppy. "Toby is your son. I'm telling you that now. And all that stupid test is gonna do is tell me that I'm right."

      Corey's lip quivers and he quickly burrows his face into her chest. Courtney hugs him tight and showers the top of his head in kisses. He didn't want to further explore the idea of Phillip being the real dad. It scared him. If his mom was telling him that he was the father, then he would just have to believe that until the results came back. For his own sanity's sake. He sniffs and finally lifts his head while nodding. "... Okay."

      Courtney strokes his cheek then kisses his nose. "Come with me to get it done. I need you to be there." She wasn't even thinking about Dale as an option anymore. Though she appreciated the gesture, she didn't want Corey worrying about this and anxiously waiting for her to call him and expecting bad news the whole time. She needed him right there next to her when the results came back.

      He nods again then looks down to her belly. "I'll be there." Both of them share a sad smile then lie back down in bed to cuddle and comfort each other.

      Now Courtney was going to have to unblock Phillip and set up a time for them to get the paternity test done, a date that worked around Corey's schedule so he could be there with no issues. She was still taking his school and sports into account. But she could do all that bullshit on Monday. The rest of this weekend she was going to spend time with her son, the father of her unborn child.

    
  
    
      Chapter 3

      Two weeks had gone by since Courtney had come clean about everything and she had contacted Phillip to set up the appointment for the DNA test. She forced him to find a clinic that provided the fastest results, which cost extra and the shortest wait he could find was two days. There were two options for how the paternity test could be done, there was the simple blood lab and cheek swab and then there was the giant needle going into her pregnant belly that risked a miscarriage. There was no doubt which test Courtney agreed to. And since he wanted the test done in the first place she made him be the one to pay for it all out of pocket. Phil didn't have that much money to spare so she let him have those weeks to pull extra work hours to afford it. Now that he finally had enough money, he went ahead and made the appointment on the date of her choice. A date she knew Corey would be able to make it but Phil had no idea that her son was coming. And even a lesser idea that her son was the father.

      Corey spent these past few weeks doing his best not to dwell on it. The anxiety would eat him alive if he thought about it for too long, so he kept himself busy with school work and baseball practice. The team's first game of the season was coming up and their coach was really wearing them down to have this first win in the bag. Corey would come back home from practice spent and sore but it kept him on track and he was too tired to lay awake at night and think about that paternity test. Derek and Corey were getting close. He had finally approached Derek after one practice to break the ice. He told him that he had met Valentina and appreciated the compliment on how he plays. Derek seemed embarrassed that his girlfriend had brought it up but both were happy to have a new friend from the team.

      The two boys were beginning to hang out outside of practice more often and their other teammates had taken notice. Rumors amongst the locker room had begun to spread. Corey didn't have to hear them first hand to know what they were saying and he admired Derek for being unphased by them. He really didn't care what other people thought of him and he appreciated that Corey didn't stop being his friend just because they were calling him gay now too. Corey had come to find that Derek was actually a pretty good guy. He met Valentina at an anime convention and the two were total geeks for the same types of shows and video games. They had been a couple for over a year now and went to the same college just to stay close to each other. Corey didn't really pry about their relationship or dynamic, he was still unsure what their deal was or their intentions towards him were but he enjoyed their company. No one had made any passes yet, just the occasional flirty joke every so often. There was definitely a tension in the air when the boys were alone but Corey felt that it only amplified when Valentina was around. He didn't know what was gonna happen, but he was liking it so far.

      Derek and Corey had just gotten off their last practice of the week. Their first game was next week and since it was Friday that meant they got to take the weekend off. Corey would drive back home tomorrow since the appointment wasn't until the afternoon and he was much too tired to make the trip tonight. The two boys had decided to skip the shower in the locker room. Derek had gotten into it with one of the homophobic jocks on the field. It had gotten so heated that the coach had to break it up. Derek didn't feel like meeting him again in the shower, so Corey said he could shower at his place. Valentina was parked in her usual spot waiting to pick them both up and drive them to Corey's apartment. They walked and talked on the way to her old banged up car that had seen better days.

      Derek's head kinda hurt from his hair being yanked by that asshole earlier and he was still rubbing his scalp as they were walking. Corey notices and frowns. "You need an ice pack or something?" Corey would have stepped in had he not been in so far away from the fight. That guy had been on Derek's case since they first met and the coach threatened that if the both of them didn't cut it out then they'd be pulled from the team. Which Corey didn't think was fair, Derek was only defending himself and was being punished for it.

      
        "Nah, I'll be alright." Derek sighs and takes his hat off. "I think I just need to lay off the ponytails for a while." He takes the hair tie out and lets his hair fall. Corey hardly ever saw his hair down when it wasn't wet, it was very feminine and looked healthy like he took good care of it. Derek spots Corey staring and smirks. "Do I look pretty?" He does a dramatic hair flip.

      Corey chuckles. "Always." Derek bumps Corey with his hip then Corey shoves back, making his much smaller friend almost lose his balance. They finally reach his girlfriend's car and Derek hops into the passenger seat while Corey climbs into the back.

      "Hey babe." Derek kisses her cheek and she smiles.

      "Hey you two. How was practice?" Valentina was fully aware how much of a mom she came off as.

      Corey lets Derek answer since she didn't know about the fight yet. He groans and buckles his seatbelt. "It fucking sucked. My hair got pulled."

      "What?!" His girlfriend's happy mood immediately switches to anger. "Who the fuck???"

      Corey jumped at her sudden yelling. "Truman, he's one of the bigger guys." The guy was over 300lbs and at least 6'3. It wasn't a fair fight at all since he's a monster compared to Derek's size. He had it out for Derek for no reason and today Derek had finally had enough of it. The stress of the first game right around the corner got to them both.

      Valentina gently strokes her boyfriend's hair with a look of concern. She hated that he was getting bullied and hated it even more that the coach wasn't doing anything about it this whole time. "What happened?"

      Derek removes her hand and shakes his head. "I don't really wanna talk about it right now. I just wanna shower."

      "Let's just go then..." Corey texts Valentina his address and she starts up the GPS map and begins heading that way. Thankfully he didn't live too far off campus so the ride wasn't very long.

      When they arrive, Corey lets Derek take his shower first which just leaves him and Valentina alone. Neither of them had seen Corey's place before so she was taking a look around while Corey lounged on his bed. "You don't work, right?" She looks through his game collection to see if there was anything good. "Your parents pay for the place?"

      
        
      

      "My dad already paid it off for the whole year." He says while scrolling on his phone.

      "Oh yeah?" She grins and sets all the games back where they were. "That checks out. You seem like the spoiled type." She turns to him and he smirks back.

      "I can't argue if it's true." He shrugs. Her phone goes off and she's quick to check it. A smile stays glued on her face as she types. "Whose got you smiling like that?"

      "This girl I've been seeing for a while. We're gonna go out again tomorrow night."

      Corey's eyebrow raises. "What- like a girlfriend kind of girl?"

      Valentina laughs then tucks her phone back in her pocket. "Yeah, like a girlfriend kind of girl." She could tell by the look on his face what questions were about to be next. "Derek and I are poly." She does air quotes. "One of those 'open relationships'."

      He sits up straight and bites the inside of his cheek as he thinks about it. "So, you guys date other people? Not just sex?"

      "Yessir." She nods and puts her hand on her hip. "We don't do that polycule stuff though, where everyone is dating each other like a group. That sounds too busy."

      Corey chuckles. "I get it..." He was familiar with juggling two relationships when he was still seeing Camille, but it was just behind her back. "So Derek knows about her?"

      "Of course he knows." She tucks her hair behind her ear. "Communication is the whole idea. Talk to each other, respect our boundaries." She throws herself on the bed and lies on her back to relax since he didn't have many seats in the apartment yet. "It's not as complicated as people make it out to be."

      He looks down at her as she keeps her eyes closed. "What boundaries?" Corey was becoming genuinely curious. He thought he could learn a thing or two and it'd hopefully help him maneuver this long distance thing he had going on with his mom.

      
        "Well." She opens one eye to look at him. "Every couple is different." Her body stretches out before she sits up straight like he was. "But ours is to always wear a condom." She holds up one finger with each rule. "We have to get along with each other's new partners and we can't fuck each other's friends unless we fuck them together." Only three rules and all seemed pretty clear and fair. And that last one really got his attention.

      "Interesting..." He smirks then they both look towards the bathroom as the door opens.

      Derek was still drying his hair with his towel as he came out in just his underwear. "Your water pressure is amazing." His pale face was flushed from how hot he had the water running. Steam was still floating out of the doorway behind him. Corey couldn't help but look over his exposed body. There were some bruises on his hip and stomach from being thrown to the ground earlier on the field. Valentina gasps when she notices.

      "Babe!" She quickly stands and approaches him, hovering her hand over the bruises as she studies them. "What the fuck did that guy do to you?!"

      Derek kisses her forehead and slings his towel over his neck. "I'm fine, it's not that big of a deal."

      Corey scoffs and both his friends turn to him. "He grabbed you by your hair then tossed you on the ground like a rag doll." He frowns. "I think it was a big deal..."

      Valentina grows more upset and begins cursing in Spanish while the two boys continue to look at each other. Derek didn't know Corey cared so much, but he was flattered. "I'm fine." He repeats himself with a smile then steps out of the way so Corey could finally have his shower. "It's all yours." He leaves the couple alone so he could take his shower next. Now Derek had to settle down his angry lady. She was furious that a guy that big could get away with manhandling someone so small and made Derek tell her exactly what happened, even if he'd rather drop it.

      The whole team was out on the field for practice. Corey was out in the left field far from where Derek and Truman were playing. Truman was catcher and it was Derek's turn to bat and so far he had already one strike. The coach was really letting the boys have it today, so Derek was a bit nervous with each swing and seemed to be psyching himself out. And Truman's taunting from right behind him sure wasn't helping.

      "C'mon, pretty boy! I thought you were an expert with balls!" Truman's shit talk was loud enough for some of the other boys to hear and laugh at.

      
        Derek sighed and shook it off, getting back into position for the second pitch. His fists clenched tight around the bat and he readied himself. He kept his eyes locked on the ball as it hurled toward him and it was another swing and a miss. Truman caught the ball with ease and laughed while doing so. Derek dramatically groaned and kicked the dirt beneath him. This was really starting to piss him off and if he had one more strike out the coach was gonna give him and the rest of the team hell.

      The coach was ready to just about burst with frustration. "Damn it, Key!!! Get your god damn head in the game! You're killing me!"

      "Sorry..." Derek muttered under his breath with a frown then wiped the sweat on his palms off on his outfit. He breathed out deeply and tapped the bat on the ground twice to focus. He could feel everyone's annoyance with him, even the pitcher seemed to be well over it by now. He got himself back into position and did his best to ignore the snickering right behind him. The pitcher swung his arm back one last time then let it rip. It zoomed right past Derek's swing, leaving Derek humiliated and disappointed. His bullies erupted with laughter and the coach turned his back and began to pace away to calm himself down. Corey winched and felt bad for his buddy, even from afar he could tell that he was taking it hard.

      Truman tossed the ball in the air then caught it. "Looks like pretty boy needs some more practice." He then threw the ball at Derek's feet. "I could give ya some private lessons." His large hand cupped Derek from behind right between his legs, copping a feel of both his ass and his balls.

      Derek flinched then quickly turned around with a swing of his bat and it knocked Truman right in his shoulder. Truman took a hold of the bat and yanked it forward, pulling Derek up with it. He then grabbed Derek by his ponytail and swung him down hard on the dirt. They would have kept going had the coach not blown his whistle and some other guys not held Truman back. Practice was called off after that. They both got a stern yelling at then were dismissed. As much as Corey wanted to give Truman what was coming to him, he also wanted to make sure Derek was okay and to get him out of there.

      This story just made Valentina all the more upset. Both boys had failed to mention the part where her boyfriend got sexually assaulted, mostly because Corey was too far away to have seen that part so the coach probably was too. She was furious that this happened and wanted Derek to take this as seriously as it was instead of just brushing it under the rug like he wanted to.

      "Babe, you have to tell someone at the school!" She held Derek by his shoulders so he'd look at her but he was visibly uncomfortable and still avoiding her eyes.

      "I really don't want to make a big deal out of this, Val..." He frowns and removes her hands. "All it's gonna do is stir up more shit for me. He's either gonna get kicked off the team and everyone else resents me or nothing is gonna happen to him and he's gonna get pissed that I told on him." He shakes his head and rubs where his scalp still hurts. "Just drop it, okay?"

      Valentina sits down next to him on the bed then gently kisses his shoulder. "Okay..." She really wished he would change his mind but he had a point. The shitty reality was that the school wouldn't give a shit and Derek would end up more socially punished for it than Truman.

      Corey was out of the shower now and was checking his phone to respond back to his mom. She had texted him asking if he was coming over tonight and he had to let her know that he'd be arriving in the morning instead. Tomorrow they'd finally get the DNA test done and both of them were anxious but ready.

      'I'm gonna spend the night here then head out in the morning. I'm pretty tired from practice. But I'll see you tomorrow, momma. Love you.' He sends, followed along with several heart emojis.

      Courtney was currently at the store with Dale. They were getting groceries for the house and also so she could make some of Corey's favorite foods while he was over. Even though the test was being done tomorrow, they still had to wait two days for the results. So she wanted to spoil him all that she could and all that she knew how. Which was home cooked food and sex. She even threw in an extra surprise to really lift his spirits, she hated seeing him so worried even though she was feeling it too. She begins to text back as Dale returns to the cart with produce.

      'Aw! Okay, baby. I'll see you then." She spams several kissy lip emojis in return then tucks her phone away as her ex husband approaches. "Corey isn't arriving until tomorrow, so I guess it's just the three of us for dinner." She strokes her sore belly and Dale tosses in the vegetables along with the rest of the groceries.

      "More for us then." He smirks then checks the list she had written him so he wouldn't forget anything. "I think we got everything..." He double checks the front and back. "You're really going all out this weekend with the cooking."

      Courtney shrugs and pushes the cart along as they walk together. "Spoken like a man that doesn't want to take any leftovers."

      "Well- hey! I didn't say all that!" They both chuckle and enter a line for the checkout.

      The two were close but still maintained some distance and boundaries between them. Dale felt scared straight when their son nearly caught him in the act and Courtney heard their son loud and clear when he expressed that he didn't want his dad taking things far between them. They'd have dinner together and still watched TV afterwards, but now Dale didn't get so close with the cuddling. At most he kept his arm around her but didn't let her fall asleep on him anymore like the night Corey came home.

      Toby was getting more used to Dale being around too and not acting as stubborn with the cold shoulder like he was in the beginning. He could feel his mom's anxiety these past few weeks, little did he know it was all over him in the first place. Courtney would have nightmares about something happening to Toby because of the test, even though she was only doing the cheek swab and not the invasive test that would actually put him at risk. When she was doing research online about the DNA test and got to that scary part, she practically threw up everything she had in her stomach.

      Dale stayed up with her all night to offer comfort and to wash all the soiled bed sheets. He hated that Courtney was being put through this just to shake off that pest of an ex of hers. He wanted to go with her, to basically stand guard over her. Dale was much bigger than Phillip by a long shot. He was taller, stronger and overall just generally more masculine. If he was there then there'd be no chance of that prawn picking any fights with her or trying to get in her head. Dale wasn't aware yet that Corey would be coming with her to get the test done and she also hadn't outright rejected the proposal of Dale tagging along either. If she were being honest about it, she kind of wanted both of them to come. For the sense of security and to get Phillip to fuck all the way off.

      While the two went off to the checkout line, Corey and his friends had cracked open a leftover bottle of cheap vodka Valentina had swiped from the last party she attended. The only mixer in the apartment was a flat off brand soda that Corey had kept in his fridge for a while. It wasn't the best mixed drink but it gave them all a nice buzz. They all sat on the floor in a small circle just talking. Derek's white cheeks were becoming warm and red from the alcohol. He was a bit of a light weight since he didn't party much and none of them were twenty one yet, so he didn't have the means to drink often.

      Valentina came from a Mexican family. There were always half empty beers all around the house during family events that she'd polish off or sneak to her bedroom. She seemed to be the heaviest drinker out of all three of them. While the two boys were certainly feeling the booze from just one cup, Valentina needed a second to feel where they were at. She had her arm lazily draped around her boyfriend's shoulder and twirled his now dry hair around her fingertip. She loved his hair and how it smelled right after a shower.

      Corey grabbed the bottle to help himself to a second cup then shook it as a gesture to see if his friends wanted a refill as well. Derek happily holds his cup out, paying no mind to his girlfriend's fidgeting in his personal space. Corey refills both their cups then sets the bottle back down on the floor while Valentina still works on finishing her second drink.

      "Trying to get us drunk?" Derek giggles into his glass as he takes a sip.

      
        
      

      "You two brought the bottle, not me." Corey smirks and drinks along.

      Valentina rests her chin on Derek's shoulder. "Its nice to drink without shitty music blaring in my ears." Her eyes fixate on Derek as he continues to drink and she smiles wide, planting a forceful kiss on his warm cheek. "You're so pretty!"

      Both boys laugh but Derek doesn't push her off of him or create distance. He knew she got affectionate when she drank and he didn't mind. He squeezes her hand then kisses her palm. "She always gets like this." He winks at Corey then returns the kiss on her cheek. "Thanks, babe."

      "I'm being for real." She tucks some of his hair behind his ear. "You should see him when I put him in makeup. He'd make such a pretty girl, right?" She pinches both of his cheeks and turns his head to face Corey.

      Both boys look at each other. Corey didn't really have to imagine it, Derek had all the natural feminine qualities to pull it off but his mind did wander to how his body would look. He clears his throat and nods. "I think he's pretty as a boy."

      Derek hid his smile with his cup as he drank some more. "She's only a few steps away from sneaking estrogen into my food." Valentina laughs loudly. "You need to get a girlfriend already so you can stop trying to turn me into your girlfriend." He leans more into her embrace.

      "Why can't I do both???" She steals a quick kiss on the lips before eagerly holding out her cup to Corey for her now second refill. Corey fills up her cup with more soda than vodka this time and she notices, playfully booing him but drinking it anyway. "I think you'd look so cute with a pair of tiny tits." She pokes at his flat chest. Derek was still shirtless after his shower. In fact, he still only remained in his underwear. His boxers were a solid black and hugged his waist and thighs comfortably. Corey couldn't tell if it was the alcohol or Valentina's negging that was making Derek's cheeks burn a brighter red.

      Corey chuckles at Derek's sudden shyness, something he hadn't witnessed before. Usually Derek carried himself more confidently but now suddenly he was so bashful. "Look who's getting shy." He teases along.

      Derek sits up straight and scoffs. "Whose shy?" He chugs what was left in his cup. "You're shy!" He points an accusing finger towards Corey and he laughs again.

      
        "How am I shy???" He raises both hands innocently.

      "Well~" Valentina chimes in. "You're not that open of a book..." Now her attention was on Corey and Derek was officially out of the hot seat. "We hardly know anything about you."

      Corey shrugs. "Ask away." The drinking was making an honest man out of him but he still had to make sure to watch what he admitted to.

      Valentina sits up and adjusts how she was sitting. "You got a girlfriend??" Derek didn't say anything but seemed just as interested in the answer.

      "Uh-" Corey thinks for a second. "I guess." He smiles awkwardly. "She's a lot older than me, so I don't know if she considers me her boyfriend, but we... Do things." He takes a sip of his drink and both his friends laugh, seeming much more interested now.

      "An older woman, huh?" Valentina could imagine it. She'd be lying if she said she never fantasized about the idea herself.

      "Is it like a 'mommy' thing?" Derek leans in as he asks.

      Corey's grin grows. "It's definitely like a 'mommy' thing."

      A squeal escapes Valentina. "That's so hot! Webber has a milf!" She clinks her glass with his and they both drink. Derek didn't share the enthusiasm, too busy thinking about his next question.

      "You ever kissed a guy?"

      Corey almost chokes on his drink and coughs a few times, making Valentina laugh at him again. He clears his throat and wipes his mouth. "No, can't say that I have." He smiles at Derek. "Have you?"

      Derek rolls his eyes with a grin. "I think you know the answer to that question."

      "I don't!" Corey plays dumb.

      
        "I think your gaydar is broken, Webber." Valentina grabs the bottle of vodka and cheap soda and helps herself to another refill.

      Both boys scoot their glasses closer for her to top them off as well. Corey smirks at the couple. "How am I supposed to assume you're gay when you have a hot girlfriend?" Valentina beams at the compliment, giving him some extra vodka as a reward. But she doesn't answer for him and lets her boyfriend speak for himself.

      Derek takes his cup back once it's full and takes another drink before answering, not breaking eye contact with Corey the whole time. "Would you believe me if I told you that she was my first girlfriend?"

      Corey is taken by surprise. "Really??"

      The couple nods in unison. Valentina clinks her glass with Derek's this time then they share a kiss. "And I'm honored!" She nuzzles their noses together then gives his a quick smooch.

      "It was all guys until we met." He gives a peck on her shoulder.

      Corey was very invested in this backstory now. "What changed?"

      Derek shrugs. "I don't know... I guess I was just sick of how guys were treating me. I mean, I had never been with a girl before so... Don't knock it until you try it, right?" He smiles. "So... I tried it, and I liked it." He takes a hold of her hand and squeezes it. "I liked her."

      His girlfriend squeezes his hand right back. "He wasn't very good his first time, but he's getting better." Derek couldn't even deny it.

      "It's kinda why we're poly, y'know." He takes another drink. "I can't really fuck her like other guys do and she can't fuck me like other guys either..." He grins and looks at Corey's mouth then back at his eyes. "We like to share."

      The way Derek was looking at him made Corey's stomach flutter. His eyes were flirty and tipsy. Valentina scoots closer to Derek and rests her chin on his shoulder while still looking at Corey. "So you've never kissed a boy??"

      
        Corey's cheeks began to feel warm. Both of them were looking at him the same way and he could feel where this conversation was going. But the funny thing is that he wasn't against it. Admittedly nervous, but curious. "... Never."

      Valentina's plump lips curl into a naughty smile. "Do you want to?" Her fingers play with Derek's hair. She loved treating her boyfriend like her little doll to play with and dress up and she was officially offering to share. Both of them could see it in Corey's face that he was nervous but he still tried playing it cool anyway. He didn't know what to say, too anxious to outright just say yes so the couple decided to take the lead. "It's easy..." She grabs a hold of Derek's chin and turns his head to face her, then they kiss. Unlike all the other times they shared affection in front of Corey, it was steamy instead of lighthearted. Both of them closed their eyes and pressed their lips hard against each other. Derek's free hand caresses her neck and jaw while Valentina's hand rests on his curvy hip.

      Watching them make out made Corey realize the roles were almost reversed. Valentina was the one in charge and led Derek in every movement. She had confidence and took what she wanted. Derek on the other hand seemed submissive, letting his girlfriend's hand wander all over his body and reacting to her touch almost like a woman. He would gasp when she grabbed his ass and would bite his lip and stifle a moan when she'd go at his neck. They were a natural duo but were still showing off for Corey.

      Valentina grabs Derek then pulls him into her lap and he begins to grind his hips for friction against her large thighs. Corey's heart was beating against his chest at first but now his pulse had moved down to his dick. It was strange. He never watched two people go at it in front of him before. It was like watching porn that was starring your friends, and he was into it. He began to wonder how far they'd take it with just him watching. His eyes trailed down Derek's smooth body. He would twitch and squirm at his girlfriend's touch and she knew all the right places to get her favorite reactions out of him. After a moment of tongue wrestling, she pulls away then drags her lips down his neck and to his shoulder then practically takes a bite out of him with a harsh chomp. Derek covers his mouth but his whining moan was still loud anyway. That was her favorite noise that he made and she wanted Corey to hear it too.

      Corey's dick jumps and after chugging what he had left in his cup and placing it down, he scoots closer to the both of them. They notice and just like Corey had just done, Valentina drinks everything she had left then sets her cup aside. She then takes Derek's cup out of his hand and holds it to his lips, forcing him to drink the rest of it too. Derek does his best to drink it fast but she was pouring it too quickly for him to keep up and some of it dripped down his chin, and created a drizzling stream down his neck and chest. She begins to lick it clean. Derek shivers and his breathing turns shallow. He leans his body back and bumps into Corey from how close he had gotten to the pair. Corey reacts on instinct rather than overthinking it. His hands grab a hold of Derek's waist on each side and he pulls him into his lap instead. Derek was still facing his girlfriend as she began licking the sticky soda off his flat white tummy, leaning his whole body back against Corey and reaching his arms up to touch his hair. He could feel Corey's boner against his backside and he gasps again when he feels Corey's warm lips kiss on his neck then kiss on top of his fresh bite mark.

      
        
      

      Some of the vodka and soda had pooled around his bellybutton, acting almost like a shallow bowl. His girlfriend looks up at him with a sinister and drunken smile before leaning down and slurping it clean. Derek's body writhes in Corey's arms and he whines while grinding his hips forward. Corey could hear him curse and beg under his breath. He grabs a hold of Derek's chin like Valentina had done before and forces him to look up at him.

      "What was that?" The men's eyes meet and Derek blushes hard.

      "Please..." He sighs heavily. "I can't..." His face was beet red and his bulge was more than visible in his boxers. He stared at Corey with half lidded eyes full of lust.

      "You can't what?" Corey hands squeeze Derek's hips then travel up to his neck. He was starting to see the appeal in teasing him, it was so easy. He'd never seen Derek in this state before, it was pathetic and a turn on. All that cockiness he once had was now melted away and left him a submissive wimp.

      Valentina lifts her head up once she's lapped up every last drop. She was still grinning as she leaned in and kissed her boyfriend's lips. "He can't hold it much longer." She answers for him. She drags her nails across his thighs and down to his knees, making him wriggle with anticipation.

      Corey joins in on the teasing and runs his hands down Derek's stomach, stopping just above his boxers. He could see Derek's bulge pulse. He whines some more and bucks his hips forward. "Fuck..." His head was almost spinning, already drunk with too much stimulation going on for him to focus on anything other than trying not to cum. His hazy eyes look back up to Corey. He was sick of waiting. Derek quickly catches Corey by the lips with his own, taking him by surprise but he doesn't fight back. Instead, Corey leaned into it and could taste the vodka still lingering in his mouth.

      Valentina gets excited at the sight of it, not only because she thought it was sexy but because she knew Derek had been having a crush on Corey for a while now. She knew he'd need a little push to get the ball rolling between them and by the playbook, she had already done her part. But she wasn't ready to be done just yet. This may have been mostly just for Derek, but she still wanted to have some fun too. While the two boys continue to kiss, massaging their tongues around each other, Valentina begins to pull down her boyfriend's boxers. Corey felt Derek flinch and opened one eye to peek at what was happening.

      Derek's cock was stiff and standing up straight, already squirting out precum that ran down his not so long length. It was on the shorter side, not nearly as long as Corey's. He actually thought it was kind of cute. He watches as Valentina licks up the side and gives his tip a loving kiss before taking all of him into her mouth with ease. Derek moans sharply against Corey's lips and slides down further into his lap. Corey grins and strokes his dark blue hair, letting him have a moment to catch his breath as he gasps.

      "Easy there..." He smiles at Derek. There was something so endearing about seeing him so helpless and desperate.

      He continues to squirm and moan, his eyes almost rolling to the back of his head as his girlfriend slurped and gulped him down. Derek didn't just want Corey to keep watching, he wanted him to feel good too. He carefully sits up a bit and turns a little to his side so that his upper body is now facing Corey. He looks down at his lap, finally happy to stare at Corey's crotch without having to be sneaky about it in the locker room. He looked big, even when still restrained by his pants. Corey smirks and leans back to let Derek have at it. He watches as his friend eagerly undoes his drawstrings and pulls his dick out.

      Derek smiles then looks back up at Corey. "You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this." He licks his lips hungrily and begins to stroke Corey's length. Corey sighs approvingly then looks at Valentina who was still bobbing her head up and down. Derek wasn't big enough to make her gag, he probably barely got to the back of her throat to begin with. She looked like she was having fun and used one hand to keep jerking Derek off while the other kept her long curly hair tucked behind her ear to stay out of the way. His attention towards Valentina is interrupted when he feels himself enter Derek's warm and dripping wet mouth. Instantly, he was down Derek's throat. He wasted no time, Derek had been dreaming of going down on Corey since he laid eyes on him that first team meeting. He carefully pulls him out halfway just to swirl his tongue around all of him then swallow all of him again.

      A breathless chuckle escapes him. No one had ever sucked his dick this good before, not his mom and not Camille. It was like Derek was a natural, he definitely had a taste for it. Corey gently pushes Derek's hair out of his face to watch him as he kept sucking, even massaging his balls around in the palm of his hand. Maybe it was the booze or maybe it was because he was feeling the most horny he's been since arriving to college, but Derek looked absolutely irresistible. His cock vibrated in his throat when he'd moan from Valentina's own mouth work. His skin was so soft and smooth for a guy, even on his chin there was zero stubble and Corey thought it was so sexy. His breathing began to pick up and was almost matching Derek's as he picked up the pace and began sucking harder.

      "Holy shit, Key..." Corey whispers and cups Derek's face.

      Derek opens his eyes and pulls the throbbing dick out of his mouth to smile proudly at him. He knew he was good at giving blowjobs and it was about time Corey saw that for himself. "Did I do good, coach?" He winks but Corey pushes his head back down to keep going, and he happily continues.

      
        "You ain't done yet." He chuckles again and starts bucking his hips forward this time.

      More muffled moaning comes out of Derek. He really liked it when Corey took charge like that and it was making him get closer to cumming, and his girlfriend could tell so she started sucking him harder. She felt his body tense and she reached her hands up to hold his, and they locked fingers. While having his head held still and his face fucked, he was moving his own hips forward to encourage Valentina to keep going. Corey and Derek's hips moved in sync and so did Derek and his girlfriend's gulping. Derek's breathing becomes harsh and his fists tighten so hard that his knuckles pop as he cums inside her mouth. His body relaxes and his dick quickly goes limp. Valentina lifts her head up and grabs one of the empty cups to spit out her boyfriend's cum then wipes the corners of her mouth. She was never a big fan of swallowing. She then smiles at Corey and kisses his cheek while setting the cup back down.

      "Having fun?" She scoots closer to him and strokes his jaw with the back of her knuckles. Corey nods, almost out of breath and not breaking eye contact with her. She giggles and gives him a quick kiss, turning away before he could lean more into it. He was starting to pick up on that she was a bit of a tease.

      He tiredly smiles and leans his head against hers. "Fuck- he's really good at that..." He looks back down at Derek and watches his dick go in and out of his throat with no problem.

      Valentina begins stroking her boyfriend's hair as she watches with him. "He's just showing off to impress you." She teases then kisses Corey again. She slips her tongue in his mouth so he could get a taste of Derek, but he was mostly tasting just vodka.

      Derek pulls Corey out of his mouth and only coughs once but he was clearly winded. He places the back of his hand over his forehead and closes his eyes. "I think I need a minute..." His head felt too hot and he really didn't wanna ruin everything by puking.

      Valentina carefully pulls him up to comfort him and touches his face. "Poor baby." She coos and kisses his warm cheek. "We can stop-"

      "No!" Derek didn't want to, he felt like he needed to make Corey cum or else that meant he wasn't doing a good job. He'd never not made a guy cum before and he really liked Corey, so he didn't wanna screw this up.

      Corey notices his urgency and kisses his shoulder to put him at ease. "Let's just take a break." Derek's demeanor softens and he tiredly smiles.

      
        
      

      "Okay..." He sighs and rests his head on Corey's chest, letting the both of them pet and paw at him as he takes a moment to rest. Valentina got up to get them all some water and when she returned, she came topless and now in her bra. It was starting to get warm with all three of them in a pile like that. She hands Corey a water bottle and he helps feed it to Derek just like she had done with the vodka previously but lets him take his time with drinking it. He gulps it down and now that the room had finally stopped spinning and he wasn't feeling so overheated, he was able to open his eyes back up and sit up on his own.

      His girlfriend gently pinches his cheek and cocks her head at him. "You okay?"

      He nods and kisses her hand. "Yeah, I'm good."

      She smiles then they share a kiss, then they both quickly kiss Corey on each cheek at the same time so that he wasn't left out. It made him blush and laugh. He wraps his arms around both of them before giving them both small pecks on the lips.

      "I fell right into you guys' trap, huh?" Corey wondered if this was their plan all along like Tristan had said.

      Valentina laughs and nuzzles into his neck. "I have no idea what you're talking about."

      Derek's grin was only a few inches away from Corey's as he spoke. "Not a clue..." He leans in and they kiss. Corey closes his eyes and licks at Derek's soft bottom lip. Valentina watches happily before leaning in herself and kissing both of them. Corey didn't even know that a threeway kiss was possible but it made a shiver run down his spine. He couldn't tell whose tongue was whose but he gave turns sucking on each one until all three of them were left winded and slobbery. Valentina giggles to herself as she wipes her mouth clean again and Derek had so much drool over his mouth that it began to drip down his chin, and not all of it belonged to him.

      Corey's dick was stiff and was making itself known between both Derek and Valentina's knees. He chuckles awkwardly and pushes his sweaty hair out of his face. "I'm gonna die if I don't cum soon." He grins at Derek, who suddenly felt butterflies.

      "Well..." Derek's fingers graze above Corey's crotch. "We can help with that." He exchanges a look with his girlfriend and they both lower themselves down.

      "We?" Corey watches with a red face while his two friends position their faces cheek to cheek in front of his cock, sharing the same sexy smile.

      
        
      

      The pair take turns licking up the side of his cock. When one licked up, the other licked down and it made Corey's head spin. Their tongues danced with each other when they both licked around the head of his dick and it jumped with excitement. Corey shivers and leans back against his bed and his body tenses as Derek takes him back into his mouth while Valentina gives all her attention to his balls. She takes one ball into his mouth and massages it around with her tongue while Derek swallows him down his throat eagerly. Corey's eyes shut tight and he gently stroked both their heads. Valentina reaches her hand underneath and begins groping his sack around, paying no mind to his sweaty pubic hair in the way. A vast difference from her dolphin smooth boyfriend.

      Derek was giving it his all, sucking and bobbing his head to finally get Corey to cum. He needed him to cum, if he didn't it felt like holding in a sneeze, like having an itch you can't reach far enough to scratch. Corey was already filling up his mouth with much more precum than he was producing before, so he could at least tell that he was getting close. He begins to bob his head up and down and use one of his hands to jerk Corey off. Now Corey's breathing was becoming heavy and he was starting to feel hot in the face.

      "Jesus Christ-" He grunts and sighs heavily then looks down at the two at work. "Fuck, I'm gonna-" He gasps before he could even finish his sentence because Derek had just taken him as far down his throat that he could fit. Corey grabs a hold of Derek's head and keeps his face shoved down as he cums. Valentina could feel his balls throb while still in her mouth and now that he finally came, she stops sucking and drops them out of her mouth with an audible 'pop'. She wipes her mouth then grabs her water bottle to rehydrate while the boys still have their moment. Unlike his girlfriend, Derek swallows every last drop of cum with pride and doesn't take Corey out of his mouth until he feels him go soft.

      Corey's eyes blink too fast as he tries to compose himself and Valentina offers Derek the rest of her water as he sits back up. She chuckles and pushes Corey's damp hair out of his face. "You still with us?" She playfully pokes at his face.

      He smiles, out of breath and tired. "Barely." He spoke with only one eye open.

      Derek kisses both of their cheeks before standing. "Bed time!" He throws himself onto Corey's bed then Valentina helps Corey up so they could join him. It wasn't a very big mattress, only a double, so they could only fit if they slept in a cuddle pile and they sandwiched Corey right in the middle. Derek rests his head on Corey's sweaty chest while Valentina lies comfortably on one of Corey's pillows and Corey has an arm wrapped around each of them. Drunk and worn out, it didn't take long for the three to pass out while the smell of sex settled in the small apartment.

      Courtney had made dinner for both her and Dale but by the time it came to actually sit down and eat, she found herself too anxious again to really find her appetite. But she still picked at it and only ate a little bit to feed Toby, not so much for herself. She always grew distant when she'd get in her head like this and she slowly stopped talking as much. Dale noticed and felt bad, offering to put all the leftovers away and clean up while she turned in early. Courtney agreed and gave her ex-husband a small kiss on his cheek as a thank you then retreated to their old shared bedroom.

      Dale was just finishing up loading the dishwasher and all the uneaten food was now packed away and stored in the fridge. He took one last look around the kitchen to see if there was anything he missed but the place was spotless so now he could call it a night. He knew Courtney was thinking about the DNA test again but he didn't want to force her to talk about it if she didn't want to, so sometimes that just meant not talking at all. He didn't take it personally, he's known Courtney a long time and she was always like that. If things became too much she'd shut down and he would give her space unless she wanted otherwise.

      He gets himself comfortable on his usual spot on the couch. Kicking his socks and boots off and getting rid of his shirt and belt to get ready for bed. Courtney had already set out his pillow and blanket for him before she turned in for the night so all he had to do was lie down and relax with the TV until he eventually fell asleep. It was a much better gig he had in the living room than back then right before they split up. There was no negative tension and it didn't feel like a punishment, and she definitely wasn't setting up pillows and blankets for him back then.

      After a while of flipping through channels and mindlessly scrolling on his phone, Dale finds himself finally nodding off. He always kept the TV on as background noise and he'd wake up to find it turned off, Courtney would at some point turn it off and never seemed to mind. The sound of the TV slowly fades into the distance as Dale begins to fall asleep but then something touching his arm makes him jolt awake and his eyes shoot open.

      Courtney flinches at his sudden movement. "Sorry." She frowns and shuts the TV off with the remote.

      Dale sighs and shakes it off. "No worries." He slouches back down into the couch but Courtney continues to linger, looking down at the ground and biting her tongue. He rubs his tired eyes and yawns. "Whats up, Court?"

      She stands there swaying, like she had something she wanted to say but was too nervous. It gave Dale a feeling of deja vu, almost like a flashback to a younger pregnant Courtney wanting him to come to bed after he came home late from work and passed out on the couch. This moment was all too familiar so he already knew what she was going to ask but waited for her to say it anyway. "... Could you stay with me in bed tonight?" Her voice was hushed and sad. She felt embarrassed to ask but she wasn't having any luck in trying to sleep alone tonight, she was too scared and it made her feel like a child.

      
        Dale tries not to show his eagerness but a smirk still escapes him. "Sure." His back pops as he sits up and his ex-wife waits for him to stand before leading the way to the bedroom. He follows behind with his pillow in hand and wonders if she'd finally open up a bit, but asking for his company was a start. Courtney climbs into her side of the bed and Dale gets in on the opposite side, staying put because he was unsure of their boundaries right now. But to his surprise, Courtney scoots close to be near him and rests her head on his shoulder. His hesitant hand slowly wraps around her back and finds warmth in her wavy hair that smelt like shampoo.

      The two lay there like that for a while. It was dark but he could see that she wasn't asleep. She hadn't even closed her eyes yet so he decides to break the comfortable silence. "You alright?"

      Courtney somberly shakes her head then hides her face in the blankets. "I'm so scared of tomorrow, D." Her voice cracks and she sniffs.

      Dale frowns and begins to stroke her hair to offer some comfort. "There ain't nothing to be scared of." He carefully pulls her closer to him to hold her. "Everything is gonna be okay. I promise you that." He could feel her wet tears on her cheeks touch his bare skin on his chest. "He's not the dad. You know that, I know that- he sure as hell knows that. And in the one in one billion chance that he is the father, then I'll just kick his ass, okay?"

      The last part gets a small laugh out of Courtney like he intended and she sniffs again before looking up at him. "Okay..." She offers him a tired smile. "Thanks, D."

      He holds the bottom of her chin with his fingers. "Anytime." He plants a small kiss on the corner of her mouth then lies his head back down on the pillow and goes back to petting her hair. He meant it, in the impossible chance that Phillip did end up being the dad and thought that earned him the right to be involved then Dale would have no problem squashing him like a bug. His protectiveness over Courtney never went away even after they separated, a trait he and Corey shared.

      Courtney nuzzles her face into his neck for warmth and to show affection. Her eyes were still wet and her breath against his skin made Dale shiver. She was craving closeness right now but she still followed the rule Corey put in place between the two; 'just don't let him fuck you'. Just a few kisses would be fine as long as they didn't fuck, not like Dale would complain. She kisses his neck a few times before moving up to his jaw. Dale nervously laughs and was thankful that the dark was hiding his blushing face.

      "Hey..." He holds her close and she looks up at him again. "You're clingy tonight, huh?" He cups the side of her face with his large hand then wipes her tear stains away.

      
        "I guess." She kisses his palm and then his fingers.

      Dale felt an erection begin to grow and he quickly clears his throat. "Are you sure?" He didn't want her agreeing to anything she'd just regret later. Dale was game, he had been for a while but he only wanted it if she did.

      She nods and takes his hand into hers then kisses his knuckles. "We don't have to but..." She moves his hand to her throat then drags it down to her chest for him to grope her. "I just want to be touched right now." Leaning in, she kisses the corner of his mouth just like he had done to her. "Is that okay?"

      Dale's dick was standing hard and tall now and pitched a tent in the covers. He nods without saying anything then kisses his ex-wife's soft lips. He gently massages his hand around her breast and pulls her on top of him with his other arm. He's still lying down while she sits in his lap and he takes this moment to look over her body. His free hand travels down to caress her pregnant belly then he grabs a hold of her shirt and slowly peels it off. Courtney felt a little shy and wanted to cover herself, but Dale grabbed a hold of her arms to stop her so he could still look.

      She awkwardly smiles. "It's cold."

      Dale looks at her erect nipples and smirks up at her before sitting up along with her. "I see that." He pulls her close to him to give her warmth and puts his face between her breasts in the process, then begins to kiss her skin. Courtney shutters and sighs out contently, rubbing both his shoulders and leaning more into him. She winces when he grabs both her tits and rolls them around. They were tender and a bit swollen right now. This was the biggest Dale had ever witnessed them, her breasts weren't anywhere this size when she was pregnant with Corey. She was much younger back then and still in her teens, but now she had the body of a fully grown woman. Dale kisses between her breasts a few more times before teasingly flicking his tongue over one of her nipples. Courtney flinches and stifles a moan which makes Dale happy. He grins before taking her nipple into his mouth and begins to suckle. Courtney makes small whimpering sounds, a mix of pleasure and a bit of discomfort. She hadn't been milked since Corey was last here and there was a lot of build up. Dale sucking was going to hurt first before it felt good. Her noises made his cock excited and she could feel his bulge grind against her ass while sitting in his lap.

      He could almost taste her milk the more he sucked on her tits. He tried using teeth but Courtney couldn't take it and cried out in pain when he tried. He kisses her lips as an apology then goes back to massaging her breasts with his hands as they continue to kiss. She wraps both arms around his neck and grinds her hips against him, so he does the same and he can't help but groan under his breath. He ached to be inside her again. There were only a few layers of fabric preventing that from happening but dryhumping his ex-wife like this was probably the closest he could get, so he was going to take advantage of it while he could.

      
        
      

      "God damn it, Court..." He deeply exhales against her skin while grinding hard against her. "I need this." He looks up at her, desperate and determined. The look in his eye makes her shiver and she gasps when he begins to kiss at her neck. He was just about to start sucking on her skin but she pulls away.

      "Don't..." She spoke in a whisper. The last thing she wanted was Corey to see a mark and get jealous. She already had to make an effort of hiding the marks he'd leave her from Dale and it felt wrong if it were the other way around, more wrong than it already was to be having an affair with their son. She kisses his lips to distract him and lets his tongue slip in. If their clothes weren't holding them back right now, Dale would already be inside her. His bulge was right up against her pussy's entrance and he kept grinding harsh and upwards to get a good feel of her. He moans into her mouth and gently sucks on her soft wet tongue. Both of his hands grip her fat round ass and squeezes it hard, spreading her cheeks a little bit and sliding his bulge in between them with their clothes still remaining as a barrier. She echoes his moans against his lips and her breathing becomes more labored.

      Courtney then pulls away from their kiss to look at him. "D..." A string of spit hung from both of their lips then Dale wipes hers clean with his thumb.

      "Tell me what you need." He whispers into her ear and nibbles on her lobe.

      She shivers again and shakily sighs. "I need you to touch me." She takes one of his hands and leads it between her thighs.

      He eagerly cups her cunt possessively. "You're driving me crazy, Court." His voice was almost a growl and he begins to stimulate her with his fingers over the fabric, and he could feel that she was already wet and practically soaked through. He grins and swirls his tongue in her ear, something she loved that he did back when they were still necking teenagers. Courtney practically melts in his arms and reacts to his every touch, even her legs were beginning to shake. Dale's fingers were moving with precision and intent, he already knew where all her sweet spots were without needing to look. The more he toyed with her, the wetter she became and it was making his dick feel like it was about to explode.

      Courtney whines and digs her nails into his shoulders. "I'm so close!" She burrows her face into his neck and grinds herself into his hand. Her noises were music to Dale's ears and he didn't let up, instead picking up the pace and reaching down into his pants with his other hand to start jerking off. He wanted to finish with her and he was already at his limit, only barely holding it in. His ex-wife's juices were starting to dampen his fingers and made her panties drenched. He slides his index finger as far as he could into her with her clothes still restraining him from fully penetrating her and she finally cums, crying out and biting her own hand as her body trembles from the full body high.

      
        
      

      Dale releases into his hand and he keeps Courtney close to him, breathing in her smell and still rubbing her clit until she stops moving. She kisses his lips one more time before slipping out of his arms. She pushes her hair to the side and breathlessly chuckles. "Wow..."

      Her ex-husband swallows the spit that was in his mouth and smiles. "Yeah?" He kisses her head. "That good, huh?" He crawls out of bed and heads to the bathroom to wash his hands. By the time he returns to the bedroom, Courtney was already passed out where he left her. He chuckles to himself then goes over to tend to her, getting her undressed out of her underwear and pants and slipping her into a different pair then wrapping the blankets back over her before joining her in bed. He spooned her for the rest of the night and kept a hand on her pregnant belly protectively, every once and a while feeling a small kick from Toby. They must have kept him up with all that noise but now all three of them were finally able to get some rest.

      Corey's blaring alarm on his phone startles him awake and he's quickly met with a pounding headache. He groans and groggily sits up, disturbing Derek who was still cuddled up on his chest. He stirs and covers his face, clearly bothered by the loud sound. Corey feels around the bed until he finally finds his phone underneath the pillow Valentina was still sleeping on. He quickly shuts it off then sits there with his head in his hands for a moment to let his body settle and adjust to being awake now.

      Derek rubs the crust out of his eyes and yawns. "What time is it?" His voice was rough and dry.

      "Eight." His answer is met with a dramatic groan from Derek.

      "Why the hell are you waking up at eight on a Saturday?" He turns over on his back and keeps his eyes closed during their conversation.

      "Because I gotta go." Corey tiredly gets out of bed, having to climb over Valentina as she snored into the pillow. "You guys can stay but I'll probably be gone until Monday." He stretches out his body and bumps into the empty vodka bottle as he walks to the bathroom to take a quick shower. He had no issue letting his friends stay at his place while he wasn't home, he didn't have much valuable to loot and after last night he felt a lot more comfortable with them now.

      Corey gets the hot water running and wastes no time climbing in, letting the water run over his face to help soothe his headache. He stands there for a moment before reaching for the shampoo but then is startled by the shower curtain being pulled back. A still sleepy Derek steps into the shower with him and Corey takes a step back to make room.

      
        "Well good morning." He adjusts the shower head so that Derek could get wet too.

      Derek smiles. "Morning."

      "Will the lovely lady be joining us?" Corey opens the shampoo bottle and squirts some of it into his palm.

      "Nah, she sleeps in on weekends. So it's just us." He drags his hands up Corey's wet muscles. "Is that okay?" Derek was testing the waters with Corey, seeing what he could get away with and what Corey was comfortable with. He knew Corey was straight but Derek was gay once too, some things can change after you try something new.

      Corey lathers his wet hair with the soap and lets Derek feel up his biceps. "Fine by me." He spoke with a tired smirk and moves further back so Derek could use the water while he washed his hair.

      Derek sighs and throws his head back while the water runs over him. Steam filled the bathroom and the hot water did wonders for his aching body after drinking so much. "Where you heading out to?"

      "I'm visiting home." Corey doesn't elaborate more than that.

      Derek's chest grazes against Corey's as he reaches past him to get the shampoo for himself. "Gonna go visit that older lady friend of yours?" He teases.

      "Sure am." Corey chuckles then lets the water rinse the soap out of his hair. When the water gets out of his eyes, Corey looks over Derek's naked body. The bruises he had got darker and now he had a bite mark left from Valentina last night. Corey hesitates but then reaches a hand out to pull Derek closer to him. Derek is surprised but happy. He slyly smiles and moves in even closer to him so that he is up against him.

      "Hi." He rests his hands on Corey's shoulders while Corey wraps both hands around Derek's slim hips.

      "Hi." Corey could feel Derek's dick touch his leg and begin to twitch while his own began to grow.

      "You think you got enough time?" Derek reaches one hand down to grab a hold of Corey's stiffening erection and he begins to stroke.

      
        
      

      Corey shutters and could feel that Derek was now fully hard against his thigh. "If we make it quick..." He is unsure of his next move but goes in for it anyway, taking Derek by surprise again when he grabs a hold of his cock in return.

      Derek didn't think he had it in him and wasn't expecting it at all. He was perfectly fine with just jerking Corey off but he wasn't going to complain if he wanted to return the favor. The two start jerking each other off, Derek taking the lead and taking it an extra step further by kissing at Corey's neck. The water washes the soap out of his hair and makes it hard for him to breathe between kisses but he didn't care. Corey leans his head back and starts jerking Derek faster which makes him moan against his skin. Derek's dick felt so light, it was an odd feeling of his own dick not being in his hand while still being jerked off. It felt much more delicate.

      Corey's other hand reaches behind Derek to grab his ass and Derek flinches and gasps when it's given a hard squeeze. "Hey now..." Derek chuckles then looks up at Corey. "Don't start something you can't finish." Corey grins at his friend then leans in for a kiss which Derek happily and eagerly returns. Derek still tasted like last night's booze and their tongues wrestled around until Derek's breathing became more shallow. He was getting close and began stroking Corey's dick harder and faster to get him there too. He breaks their kiss to start cursing and moaning, resting his head on Corey's chest. He holds Derek close and grunts as he inches closer to his climax himself.

      "Shit..." Corey's grip on Derek's ass tightens. "You're too fucking good at this."

      Derek laughs, almost out of breath and still moaning low. "Thanks, coach." Derek's teasing is cut off by him crying out in pleasurable pain when Corey bites down on the same spot Valentina had left a mark on last night. Instantly Derek cums and releases all over Corey's hand and thigh. Corey learned from watching last night that Derek was obviously into pain and figured that was all he needed to make him finish. While Derek cock still squirts out what he had left in him, Corey pushes his head down to make him suck him off so he could cum, and Derek doesn't need to be told what to do; he just immediately starts. He takes Corey down his throat again and bobs his head, swirling his tongue around his length. He was desperate to taste him again. Corey moves his hips forward while keeping a hold of Derek's head to stay in place to fuck his throat until he came.

      Derek reaches up and starts massaging Corey's balls and that was all he needed to finally cum. "Oh- fuck!" Corey shoves Derek's head forward so that he was balls deep down his throat and squirts his hot load into Derek's stomach. His friend drinks it hungrily without wasting a single drop then not even so much as coughing when he pulls him out of his mouth.

      Derek stands and wipes the drool off his chin then kisses Corey's cheek. "See you Monday?" He's met with his freshly washed hair being tussled then a kiss on his ear.

      
        "See ya Monday. Tell Val I said bye." With that, Corey exits the shower to dry off and get ready to leave. Derek stayed in the shower a little longer and climbed back into bed with his girlfriend after drying off himself. Corey left the couple behind with his extra key and slings his packed backpack full of clothes over his shoulder before jogging to his car in the parking lot. The sun made his eyes hurt, he was still very much hungover but he'd have to power through it during the drive with his sunglasses and baseball cap to defend himself from the stinging rays of heat.

      Dale found himself alone in bed by the time he had woken up. Courtney was in the kitchen and had gotten a head start on breakfast, making the front of the house smell like bacon and tangy orange juice. She must have gotten up much earlier because she looked cleaned up and put together unlike how he left her last night. She wore her paternity overalls to be in something more comfortable today with a long sleeve black and white striped shirt she wore underneath with the sleeves rolled up while she cooked. Her belly had been feeling extra heavy as Toby got nearly ready to pop out in the upcoming month and the overall straps provided a little bit of extra support in keeping her belly supported. She was wearing her hair up in her classic messy bun but with no makeup, not like she really needed it anyway. The pregnancy had made her skin clear along with a flattering natural glow. She wanted to look nice for Corey, she even had something special to wear later on plus the extra surprise gift she had in store for him on the side.

      She sets the last batch of bacon onto the paper towel and plate along with the rest when she feels a hand on her hip. For a moment she thought it was Corey until he spoke. "Mornin'." Dale kisses her cheek then swipes a piece of crispy bacon off the plate.

      "Morning." She coos back and turns her attention to getting the muffins started. She pulls the large mixing bowl closer to her and starts adding ingredients.

      "You look nice." Dale chews on the bacon as he eyes her over. "What time is the kiddo supposed to get here?" He checks the clock on the stove.

      Courtney sprinkles some chocolate chips into the muffin batter. "A little after ten. You know how fast that boy drives." She shakes her head and begins to stir.

      "Your appointment is at two, yeah?" The question was rhetorical since he already knew. He steals another strip of bacon while she wasn't looking and speaks with a mouthful. "I'm gonna try to fit in a meeting before your appointment." Dale was attending AA less and less the more time he spent with his ex-wife but after hooking up last night, he felt that it was needed. His meetings always brought him back to reality when he got a little too in his head.

      "Oh. Okay." Courtney was a little taken back. "Everything okay?" She frowns slightly. In her eyes she thought Dale was doing great but it probably wasn't her place to question it.

      
        
      

      "Yeah! I just wanna go and talk, it's been a while." He sits at the table and begins to tie his laces. "I'll be here when he arrives at least but after that I'll head out and meet you there."

      She doesn't argue and only agrees. It would give her and Corey some extra alone time anyway. "Okay." She nods then swats his hand away this time before he could take any more bacon. Dale laughs and kisses her head again before getting started on a pot of coffee that was mostly for him since Toby couldn't have any.

      Corey had to stop to get gas and an energy drink because he found himself nodding off after a while, but he eventually does make it home. Not much to his surprise, his dad's truck was in the driveway so he parks on the road. His head is still pounding as he approaches the front door but thankfully he was about to be inside and out of the heat. He unlocks the door and lets himself in and the mixed smell of a savory and sweet breakfast greets him before his mother does. Courtney comes scurrying over to him and wraps her arms around him and peppers his head and face in kisses.

      "Hi, baby!" She gives him one last big kiss on his cheek then tugs at his hat. "Nice getup." She teases and pinches his cheek where she had kissed him.

      Corey smiles and removes his sunglasses. "You too." He kisses her head and removes his backpack. "Smells great in here." His mother takes his bag from him to set it down as he deeply inhales the smell, then his dad approaches.

      "There he is." Dale gives his son's shoulder a hardy shake then quickly pulls him in for a tight hug but then he steps back to put space between them. He clears his throat and his cheery mood shifts a bit. "Ya smell like booze, kiddo."

      A feeling of guilt builds in Corey's stomach and he frowns. "Sorry, sir..." He didn't take the time to brush his teeth this morning, he was in a bit of a rush since he had spent that extra time with Derek.

      Dale attempts to shake it off. Good thing he was going to a meeting already. "I want you to have a good time, son. But just take it easy, alright? And brush your teeth for me."

      He quickly nods. "Yessir." He then hurries off to the bathroom while breathing into his hand to smell. It really was a strong smell of cheap vodka.

      
        Courtney watches him leave then turns to Dale, gently touching his shoulder. "... I'll talk to him. You go to your meeting and we'll see you later, okay?"

      Dale places his hand on top of hers then squeezes. "Yeah... I'll see ya later." He kisses the top of her head then grabs his keys off the counter and makes his leave after taking a muffin with him for the road.

      While she waits for her son to return, she goes ahead and makes him a plate and goes over what she should say in her head. Corey still had a toothbrush here at the house for him to use. He made sure to brush his teeth and tongue at least twice then thoroughly wash his mouth out afterwards so the smell didn't linger. He really did feel bad and wondered if his mom had noticed earlier too. Once done, he dries his face and hands off with the small hand towel then reenters the kitchen to find food and Courtney waiting for him at the table. She taps the seat next to her where she had set up his plate and he goes over and sits.

      "You hungry?" She slides him a full glass of orange juice next to a mug of coffee in case he wanted both.

      "Starving." He picks up his fork and quickly digs into the eggs first.

      Courtney watches her son eat for a bit before she finally says something. "Don't feel too bad about your dad." She drinks from her glass of orange juice then sets it down. "I think it just caught him off guard is all."

      Corey swallows his food. "I know..." He drinks some of the still hot coffee then takes a bite of a muffin. "Did he leave 'cause of me?"

      "Oh, baby." She touches his face. "Of course not." She tucks his hair behind his ear then curls it around her finger. "He had somewhere to be, he was just waiting for you to get here so he could say hi."

      "Okay..." Corey didn't fully believe that but moved on anyway and went back to eating.

      His mother sighs and rubs her stomach where Toby's head was. "It's not that we don't want you to have fun while you're at school, we just want you being careful. Drinking runs in your dad's family. Your dad, his dad, his dad's dad, all your uncles." She shrugs her shoulders. "Pretty much all the men. It starts off fun but..." She leans back in her chair. "Your dad is just scared you'll get caught up in it too. But you're a good boy." She pinches his cheek.

      
        
      

      Corey had no idea drinking was that big of a problem in the family. He never really knew any of his extended family to begin with since they moved so far away from their hometown and rarely ever talked about them. He found it slightly annoying that no one ever told him. It would have been useful information to have but if he's noticed anything, it's that this family had a habit of keeping things in the dark. He holds his mom's hand and nods. "... I'll slow down." He kisses her knuckles. "I'll be careful, momma. Promise."

      Courtney smiles and squeezes his hand. "Was last night fun at least?" She changes the subject. "You need anything for a hangover?" Now the hat and glasses made sense.

      "Yes. Please." He sighs and continues to eat as his mother stands to fetch him some Aspirin from the cabinet. "And yeah last night was... It was really fun. Interesting."

      She returns with two pills and places them on the table for him to take. He pops them into his mouth and chases them down with his orange juice. "Yeah? What was so interesting?" She removes his baseball cap then fixes his hair.

      There wasn't a lot of hesitation in wanting to tell his mother about what happened with Valentina and Derek. He told her practically everything at this point and was itching to talk about it with someone. Courtney had been encouraging him to see new people anyway. "I told you about my new friend on the team right? Key?"

      Courtney nods. "Mhm. Your friend Derek?"

      "Yeah. Well, he and his girlfriend came over after practice to hang out and we ended up drinking." He pokes at his eggs with his fork. "Then we ended up doing some other stuff."

      Courtney's eyebrows raise and she sort of perks up. "Oh??" She smiles and leans in. "The three of you?" Corey only nods with a shy smile and she beams. "Really! That is interesting!" She half laughs then props her head up with her hand. "You know your father and I had one once."

      Corey chokes on the bacon he was eating and coughs it out into a napkin. "Really???" He didn't peg his parents for the type and was probably more surprised than she was.

      His mother laughs again. "We were really young. You were maybe two? She was really pretty." She thinks about it for a moment. "It was my idea." She takes another drink of her juice.

      
        
      

      "What???" Corey smiles and sits up in his chair. "What did dad say?"

      "Well he wasn't exactly against it." She grins. "She was our neighbor when we still lived in that trailer. It was just one time but it was nice." Courtney hadn't thought about that night or that woman in years. She could barely even remember her name. "I'm guessing it wasn't your idea, huh?" She puts the spotlight back on her son and now it was his turn to share details.

      He awkwardly laughs. "Yeah- not my idea at all. Tristan thinks they scouted me." His mother laughs along in agreement. "I never thought I'd get with a guy before but... It wasn't that different."

      "Oh. So you had sex with Derek?" His mother said it so bluntly that it shook him up.

      "Well." He rubs his neck. "Not like- exactly." He chuckles. "It was just mouth stuff. He blew me while his girlfriend blew him then they both blew me." He watched to see how his mom reacted, searching for any hint of jealousy or being upset. But instead she looked intrigued by it all with a sparkle in her eye.

      She smiles. "Did you all have a good time??"

      "Yeah, we did... And I don't think it's just a one time thing either. There's this dynamic we all have... It's weird- well, I guess not weird. But it's new." He shrugs. "I really like hanging out with them. And the sex wasn't bad either."

      Courtney claps excitedly. She was so happy that her son was enjoying himself and having new experiences, and even happier that he was willing to share them with her. "I gotta see them now! Show me a picture!" She slaps the table with her fingers.

      "Okay, okay." Corey reaches into his pocket and pulls out his phone to go through the photos he had of them three. He swipes through a few then hands his phone to her so she could look. It was just a photo of him and Derek though, he didn't really seem to have any with Valentina involved since he was more Derek's friend than hers. It looked like they were at practice since they were both in their uniforms and looked a bit sweaty. Courtney studies Derek then grins at her son.

      "You have a type." She hands his phone back to him.

      
        He raises an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"

      She points to Derek. "You like colored hair. First Camille, and now Derek." She playfully messes with her own hair. "Maybe I should dye mine blue next."

      Corey had never realized the pattern before but she was right. He chuckles and kisses her head. "Don't. I love your hair." He strokes her cheek with his thumb and she taps his hand.

      "Even my greys?" Courtney had noticed a few in the mirror and wondered if it was more from stress than age since she wasn't even 34 yet. She receives a small kiss and he pinches her cheek like she always did to him.

      "I love everything." He tries scrolling through his photos some more until he finally found one with Valentina then shows her.

      "Oh wow!" She takes his phone from him to see better. "She's gorgeous. Lucky you. You got yourself a pretty boy and a pretty girl."

      "And you." He puts his phone away then scoots closer, resting his head on her shoulder. Courtney strokes his hair and kisses the top of his head. "I missed you." He then touches her belly to finally greet Toby. "The both of you." He leans down and kisses her stomach.

      His mother coos and holds his head in her lap. "We've missed you too." Toby starts kicking and moving around once he feels his dad nearby, which causes Courtney a little discomfort but she didn't mind. She loved when her boys got to bond and suddenly this reminded her of the surprise she had. "Oh- hold on!" She stands and scurries away to the bedroom to retrieve what she had been waiting to give him. Corey waits and drinks the rest of his coffee. Eating had really helped his hangover so far. He hears some rummaging around before his mother quickly returns with a white bag with colored tissue paper to hide what was inside. "I got this for you and it finally came in the other day!" She places the gift in his lap.

      Corey wipes his hands clean with a napkin before pulling aside the tissue paper and digging inside the bag. He feels around and stops when his hands grab a hold of something that feels like fabric then he pulls it out of the bag. He's holding an infant onesie with his uniform number on it, 28. He was assigned that number since his little league and followed him to high school. Then after requesting it on the forums in his college team, he was able to be number 28 even now. Corey smiles wide and quickly stands, scooping Courtney into his arms and kissing her all over her neck and face. She laughs and wraps her arms around him.

      
        
      

      "So you like it??" She cups each side of his face.

      "I fucking love it!" He kisses her lips. "He's gonna be sporting this thing everywhere." He looks at the baby clothes again then kneels down to her stomach. "We'll get ya your own number soon enough, buddy. But until then you're repping player 28, got it?" He pokes her belly and Toby swiftly kicks where he felt the poke. He had no idea what he was agreeing to, he just liked the attention he got from his dad. Corey stands back up and pulls his mother close to him, going back to kissing at her neck and moving up to her ear. "Thanks, momma." He kept his hands on her curvy hips and she couldn't help but giggle from his tickling breath.

      "Baby~" She gasps when he grabs her ass then suddenly she's in the air. Corey walks over to the island counter and has her sit on top while he continues to kiss her all over. He grabs her overall clasps and begins to undo them, kissing on her lips once more and letting her wrap her arms around his neck. She smiles against his lips before pulling away and wiping her mouth. "Easy!" She barely had time to catch up as he was already pulling her overalls down past her hips.

      He kisses her knee and runs his palms over her thighs. "You want me to stop?" He kisses down her inner thighs while dragging his fingers to tease her.

      She shivers and shakes her head. "I didn't say that..." She gasps again when he begins to kiss her over her panties. She blushes and leans further back on the countertop as she watches him begin to remove her underwear.

      "Good." He grins and pulls her panties down with his teeth. He only bothers getting one leg out then spreads her legs far apart. Courtney whines when he kisses her cunt again, this time his lips on her bare skin. He kisses it a few more times before finally licking her clit and lathering her up in his spit. She curses and reaches down to pet his hair, already feeling herself grow wet. Her juices mix in with her son's spit and he laps all of it up like a thirsty dog. Corey then pushes his tongue inside of her and swirls it around. He had almost forgotten her taste. He buries his face in his mom's pussy and vigorously eats her out, growing stiff in his pants.

      Courtney moans and wriggles her hips while he keeps her legs in place by holding her ankles. "Fuck, baby!" She groans and tightens the grip she had on his hair. "You're gonna make me cum..." Her legs begin to tremble as he thrusts his tongue in and out of her, only taking breaks to suck on her clit and swirl his tongue around her button in an overwhelming pattern.

      Corey savors her taste and couldn't get enough. He wanted her to become undone. His cock was throbbing in his pants and aching to be inside her again, it had been too long without her. Her juices drip from his chin and lather his entire lower half of his face. Corey was practically drowning himself inside of her. His mother groans and shoves his head down into her crotch, thrashing her hips around as she cums into his mouth, and he drinks it like he was on the brink of dehydration. Her legs shake uncontrollably and she's left a breathless sopping wet mess on the counter. Corey stands while wiping his mouth clean with the back of his hand then wastes no time getting his pants down around his ankles. Courtney had barely caught her breath back when suddenly her son was kissing her again. She wraps her arms around him and could still taste her own fluids in his mouth. He strokes his cock a few times before aligning himself and pressing up against her entrance. He grinds himself against her wet cunt to lube himself up, he would need it for how hard he wanted to fuck her right now.

      He breaks their kiss and presses his forehead against hers. "Don't let go of me." He kisses her one more time. "Okay?" He looks into her eyes, his own filled with heat and eagerness.

      Courtney nods and makes sure she is holding onto him tight. There was no time in between to wait for him to enter after confirmation. Her son's cock is shoved deep inside her and before she could even process it, Corey starts thrusting his hips at a harsh and quick pace. He grips the counter with both hands to keep himself steady and balanced, his eyes closed tight to stay focused and moving. His mother could hardly get any moans out, only gasping and whimpering grunts while she held onto him tightly. His cock was reaching the end of her. He hadn't fucked her this hard or this deep since she had first gotten pregnant. Corey was usually so gentle with her since then as best as he could, but something about right now made him want to go crazy on her. She could feel him throb inside her and she could barely feel her legs anymore as they had almost been completely turned into jelly. She tried hooking one of her legs around him but he was moving too fast.

      The only sounds in the house were the echoes of Courtney's whining and wet slaps. Corey burrows his face into his mother's neck and deeply inhales the smell of her hair as he fucks her. Her smell was so maternal and familiar, almost fertile. It drove him crazy. The panties he had stolen from her were becoming stale while this smell was fresh. Her scent still brought him comfort like when he was a child but now it was something that could make him hard just at the thought of it. He groans and begins to pant, working up a sweat and inching closer to finishing. He stops leaning forward and stands up straight, causing Courtney to lose her grip on him. Instead, he grabs a hold of both of her arms and uses them to hold her still and pull her closer as he fucks her until his own completetion. He watches her giant tits bounce with each racing thrust. His mother's face was flushed red and her expression was desperate. She had forgotten just how rough her son could be with her, and she missed it.

      Their eyes meet and Courtney could only barely get her words out between her moans. "Aaa! C-cum in me, baby! Hhaa~! Please! F...fuck!- Cum in momma!"

      Corey's heart skips a beat and he thrusts himself into his mom one last time as far as he could take her and he releases a heavy overdue load inside her. He hangs his head low and his body shakes as he rides out the come down. Courtney lies on the countertop completely worn out and unable to move even if she tried. Corey slowly pulls himself out of her and grabs the paper towel roll nearby to clean the both of them off. He carefully and gently wipes his mother's cunt clean, making sure not to apply too much pressure where she was already sensitive and raw. He cleans up the cum that leaked out of her then wipes himself down afterwards. He then sighs and wipes the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand as he looks down at her.

      "You okay?" He rubs her thigh and kisses down on her belly. "How about the little guy?" His palm massages over her stomach. "I didn't go too hard, did I?"

      Courtney chuckles tiredly. "Maybe a little. But we're okay." She lets Corey dress her then help her sit up. Her legs were still shaky as she sat on the counter.

      Corey kisses her cheek then looks at the clock on the stove. It was barely twelve and the appointment was at two. "Wanna take a quick power nap?" He moves her hair out of her face.

      She nods and Corey helps her down from the counter and leads her to the bedroom. They climb into bed and he sets several alarms on his phone to wake them up as Courtney gets comfortable in a cuddling position. It took her no time at all to fall asleep, he had really done a number on her. Corey on the other hand stayed up for a while. He was too in his head about what was to come.

      The paternity test was right around the corner. In just a few days he would know if Toby was really his son or not. Before Phillip started demanding the DNA test, there was no doubt in Corey's mind that he was the father. Now there was a looming cloud of 'what if' haunting him and it felt like it was about to swallow him whole. But then Corey thought about that little onesie, and how he and Toby already had such a strong bond before he could even hold him yet. Courtney had said it herself numerous times that the two boys were so similar already. He tried to focus on the positive side of things to avoid spiraling into something he couldn't crawl out of. Corey places his hand on his mother's pregnant belly and feels around for Toby. The little guy eventually gave him several little kicks and it gave Corey enough comfort to fall asleep too.

      To be continued…
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