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Introduction
SPELLBOUND
lovecraft68
A new home has a strange effect on Emma and her son.
Incest/Taboo
4.83
85.2k words
Story
Author's note; Welcome to my Halloween contest entry. Since I've been writing incest stories I've wanted to write a compelling taboo Halloween story that paid homage to some of the great elements that go into classic supernatural tales and movies, but at the same time have my own spin thrown in. I feel that the following story succeeded in doing that, and hope you'll agree. Enjoy
Prologue
1 year ago
Ben jerked his head from his pillow and looked around his dark bedroom. He'd sworn he'd heard a loud bang. He realized the reason he could hear anything is his I-pod had died, or else he'd still have music blaring in his ears.
It wasn't easy to fall asleep listening to heavy metal, but it was better than listening to his parents fight again. This time it was over dad ruining a special night they had planned. Ben had hoped it would go well. The last few months dad's drinking had gotten out of hand and he was becoming verbally abusive to mom, and to him.
Ben didn't worry about himself, he'd be going to Florida State in a couple months, but he worried about his mother. He suspected his father had hit her a couple times, but wasn't sure and it's not like mom would admit it.
Even if he weren't touching her, he wasn't touching her in a good way either. A lot of their fights revolved around Dad not bothering with mom anymore in or out of bed. Not that he wanted to think about his parent's sex life, but they were only early forties and mom was an attractive woman.
Not just attractive, but sweet and loving. A good woman as dad used to call her before he was let go from his long time law firm. Now he was with a small firm, working twice the hours for half the pay and drinking his frustration away.
The last argument had ended with mom saying she was through being ignored and mistreated and she wanted her old husband back. Dad had seemed to come around, tearfully admitting he'd been an asshole to her and apologizing to Ben as well.
Tonight was his idea. Their favorite restaurant, dancing, and they were going to spend the night at a hotel. Dad had winked at him when he said the hotel was where he was really going to make things up to mom.
Ben had wanted it to happen that way, but instead dad had staggered home three hours late from work, reeking of scotch and in a foul mood. They'd had three separate yelling matches. The last one, a couple hours ago had sent mom into their bedroom. Ben had heard the lock click after the door was slammed shut.
His father was downstairs banging around in his den, yelling even though he was alone. Ben decided to stay upstairs in his room, avoiding his father, and letting his mother have some time alone.
More alone time, was more accurate. Mom had been spending a lot of time holed up by herself lately. In a way he didn't mind because she'd been acting pretty damn strange. That strange behavior involved him and had him feeling uncomfortable. It seemed like every time Ben would turn around she was staring at him and it made him uneasy.
She'd recently walked in on him in his room several times. Each time she'd caught him in various stages of undress. Two nights ago he had just stepped out of the shower and she'd come in at that moment.
He was completely naked, and grabbed for a towel. In the brief seconds he'd been frozen by surprise at her entering, he'd sworn she was staring at his cock. That was crazy of course, but she'd remained in there, talking causally to him.
Her eyes roamed across his chest and kept dipping down below his waist, even though by then he'd gotten a towel around himself. There was look in her eyes that reminded him of how his girlfriend Sheila would look at him.
Ben could have chalked that up to him just being flat out wrong, but the last couple of week's mom had been very...touchy. She'd always been reasonably affectionate with him; a motherly hug, a kiss on the cheek at night.
Recently those kisses had lingered and twice she'd caught him briefly on the lips. When she hugged him, she held him close and didn't let go right away. The last two times, Ben had been painfully aware she wasn't wearing a bra.
Last night when she'd hugged him she had planted a small kiss on his neck. Ben had pulled away from her, but as much because he didn't like his own reaction. The little kiss, in such a sensitive place, had sent a not unpleasant shiver through him.
He'd noticed her looking at him expectantly and when his eyes lowered, had seen her nipples were erect. She'd been wearing a flimsy white top and he could not just see they were hard, but the darker skin around them through the shirt.
He'd awkwardly said good night and got his ass upstairs. He's lay on his bed, full of self-loathing as he waited for his hard on to go away. That was his damn mother! Today he'd been embarrassed just to see her, and had tried to avoid her.
To his surprise, she'd brought it up. She looked nervous and seemed confused as she apologized for getting 'a little too close to him' and it wouldn't happen again. Mom confessed she was lonely and neglected and had sought a little more closeness from him.
Ben said to not worry about it, but found himself really hoping dad would get his shit together and make tonight a great one. Maybe it would snap him back into being his old self. Ben jumped at a soft knock.
Before he could respond, the door opened. In the dim glow of the small light plugged into the wall in the hallway, he saw his mother slip into his room. He heard her approaching the bed and caught a whiff of strawberry body spray.
Ben had always loved that smell, ever since he was a little kid. At one point when he was older mom had confessed she hated it. Only wore it once to try it out, but when her little boy said he liked it, she wore it for him. At this point she hadn't worn that scent in several years.
"You awake, baby?" she asked.
He felt her weight settle onto the bed next to him, and thought 'baby?'
"Yeah, everything okay?"
"No, not at all."
Concerned, Ben sat up and leaned over, turning on the lamp on his night stand.
"What's wrong, mom? I...." he stopped speaking when he saw her.
Mom's long black hair, which she usually wore in a clip or a pulled back, was not just down, but styled. She'd put curl into it, and several dark ringlets framed her face. She had makeup on. Pink blush on her cheeks and her lips painted a deep red.
She'd done her eyelashes in black mascara and she was sporting a blue eyeshadow that matched her...what the hell was she wearing? Mom had a blue nightie on that was pretty much lingerie. The dark blue silky piece featured thin black straps that left most of her shoulders bare, and was dangerously low-cut.
Ben could see not just the top, but the inner halves of her breasts. As she had been every day since she found it in the closer, mom wore the silver necklace with the weird purple stone in it. The stone seemed to be glowing as it reflected the light from the lamp.
The longer he stared at the stone the more he became aware of the scent of her body spray. It seemed stronger than before. Even though his eyes were on the stone, he found himself thinking of her breasts. Mom did have a nice set of tits for her age.
He blinked that thought away, what the hell was that? Nonetheless, his eyes dropped below the pendent. The nightgown was so low cut, if she leaned forward, he had no doubt he'd see her entire breast. It was tight enough to cling to her curves including hugging her breasts and showing off her hard nipples.
Length wise it could not have gone much past her ass and with her sitting it had ridden up well past the midway point of her thigh. Mom wasn't chubby, but not slender either, and with her legs open, her fleshy inner thighs were exposed to him.
Her feet were bare and he noticed both her toes and finger nails were the same blue as the nightgown.
"Like it?" Mom ran her hand down over her breasts and stomach. "I bought it to wear for your dad tonight"
"Right, well, um..." Ben pointed to the chair in the corner. "I have a flannel shirt over there; you may want to put it on."
"Do I look bad?" Mom frowned. "Am I too old for this?"
"No, but I'm your son and that's kind of, you know, revealing."
"It is isn't it?" This time she ran both hands down over her breasts, and past the nighty, caressing her thighs. "Simple, but sexy. I feel sexy tonight, baby."
"Why are you calling me that?" Ben stared at her hands as they ran up and down her lush thighs, her blue nails a contrast to her fair skin.
"Because you're my baby. My baby boy."
Mom slid closer to him and put her hand on his arm, squeezing it.
"Hmm, but not so little anymore. You've turned into quite a sexy young man, haven't you?"
"Mom, have you been drinking?" Ben swallowed nervously when she trailed her hand down his arm and across his bare chest.
It was a warm night and he was naked beneath the sheet. He was also sweating, and not just from the heat. More concerning was the swelling beneath the sheet. Like when she'd kissed his neck, Ben was getting aroused.
"No, your father drinks enough for the two of us," she sighed. "He really hurt me tonight. Told me he thinks I'm cheating on him."
"How could that be?" Ben asked, happy to be on a topic that would get his focus off his mother's scantily clad body and odd behavior. "You want more time with him. If you were cheating you wouldn't care he wasn't around."
"Try telling that to a drunk," Mom explained. "Besides, he thinks that because I've been having dirty dreams and I guess I'm getting loud in them."
"Whoa, I don't need to know those things mom." Right back into the awkward zone.
Things got more awkward when mom moved. One leg at a time, she drew her legs up onto the bed and was now kneeling next to him. As she'd drawn her right leg up, Ben was given a view up the short night gown and saw what no son should ever see. His mother wasn't wearing panties.
This time, however, his mind seemed in the right direction. He quickly looked away, and didn't linger on the vision or any reaction to it other than he needed to get her out of his room. This was fucked up.
"Can you blame a girl?" Mom cupped her breasts through the blue material. "I'm horny, baby! Your dad hasn't touched me in weeks and for months before that, hardly at all."
"Mom, you need to get off my...."
"I do need to get off," Mom smiled, "That's why I'm here."
"W...what?" His eyes widened.
"I need it, Ben," Mom's voice lowered to a sultry whisper. "Your mother's a woman. A sexy woman who has needs. I need to be fucked, baby boy."
"You're drunk or on something." Ben leaned away from the pillows, intent on getting off the bed. This was past crazy.
Mom shoved him back against onto the bed and swung her leg over his waist, straddling him.
"Mom, what hell are you..." He was cut off when she put a finger to his lips.
"Baby, I'm so lonely and I'm so horny!" She leaned so close, he could feel her breath on his face. "Your mother needs to be touched."
Her lips lightly brushed his. "To be loved and appreciated." She slicked her lips, her pink tongue slowly sliding over the deep red lipstick. "I need to get fucked."
"Mom, please..."
"I've been having such nasty dreams," She had both her hands on his chest, trailing her nails up and down his skin. "Dreaming of getting what I need. Dreaming of having a sexy young man in my bed."
"Young?" Ben repeated, as she leaned into him. Her breasts were pressing into his chest, her nipples poking him through the nightgown.
But what he noticed more was the pendent being pushed into his chest. It was warm and seemed to be throbbing. Ben's heart raced and his breathing picked up. He felt flushed and his cock was now rock hard beneath the sheet.
Hard and throbbing. Throbbing to the rhythm of the pendent.
"Yes, young," Mom was now purring in his ear. "Young and hard. Hard for me because he loves me and wants me so bad! He wants to treat me like a whore, but love me like his sweetheart."
Her lips brushed his neck as they had last night and this time a soft moan escaped him. The smell of strawberries was in his nose, and her large firm breasts felt good against his chest. Her soft lips slid along his neck.
As if moving on their own, his arms slid around her waist.
"Hmm, that feels so good," Mom's hot breath in his ear caused his cock to twitch. "Want to hear more about my dream?"
"Yes," he moaned as she moved her hips, grinding on his trapped cock. Even through the sheet he could feel the heat between her thighs.
Now the image he'd pushed away leapt into his mind. When she'd moved her leg he'd seen her pussy. Her pink lips and the dark patch of hair above it. That pink slit was what was rubbing his cock, and he found himself wishing the damn sheet wasn't there.
"I took all my frustration out on him. I sucked his hard young cock until he came in your naughty mother's mouth. Then he licked my pussy and made me cum!"
Ben's hands were now moving up and down her back, sliding over the blue nightgown and her bare upper back and shoulders. Her skin was so warm, so soft.
"Then he fucked me! Oh, his young cock felt so good in my needy cunt." Mom moaned in ear. "Took me in every position. Know what the best part was?" "It...gets better?" His cock was so hard it hurt. He swore he'd never been this excited before.
He watched his hands as if they belonged to someone else as he eased the straps of her nightgown down her arms.
"It does, know who I was dreaming about?"
"Tell me." He had the straps down to her elbows and mom pulled her arms back, slipping them from the straps.
She pushed the top down, allowing him to feel her now bare breasts against his chest, but didn't lean back so he could see them. It didn't matter, her hard nipples felt so fucking good, as did her firm warm tits squishing against his chest.
"It was you, baby." She flicked her tongue across his ear lobe. "I've been dreaming of you fucking me every night for the last two weeks. I can't take it anymore. I need you baby!"
Mom leaned back, but before he could look down to her breasts, she took his face in her hands and kept his eyes on hers. Mom's dark eyes seemed wider than usual and unnaturally bright. Ben frowned, what the hell was he doing?
His mother was on his lap talking dirty to him and grinding on his cock like a stripper giving a lap dance. And he was hard! This was mom, how could he...his eyes caught the pendent around her neck. It was glowing brightly
"Kiss me, Ben." Mom cocked her head and parted her full red lips. "Give your mother a kiss."
Ben hesitated, he wasn't as excited as he had been before, but mom wasn't taking no for an answer. She kissed him, softly at first, her lips sliding across his. Ben kissed her back reflexively, but then when her lips lingered, tried to turn his head.
Mom held his face firmly in her hands and plunged her tongue into his mouth. Ben gasped, but not just from the presence of his mother's tongue in his mouth. A cool sensation flooded his mouth and something cold with the texture of melted ice cream flowed down his throat.
Whatever it was had no taste, but he could feel the cold trail all the way down to his stomach. For a moment the cold sensation in his gut was painful. A moment later, the cold turned into a pleasant heat.
That heat seeped into his groin and he moaned when his cock, which had been softening with nervousness at his mother's advances, swelled to a full erection. The warm sensation was in his balls as well. Ben squirmed beneath his mother as she writhed on his lap, grinding into him.
He swore he was even harder than before and his cock felt ready to explode. Ben wondered why the hell he was resisting his mother's kiss, and not only returned it, but all but devoured her mouth.
Mom moaned into their taboo kiss when Ben's tongue darted across hers and invaded her mouth. Their lips pressed hard against each other, and Ben's hands slid down her back. He lifted the nightgown. and finding the bare cheeks of her ass, squeezed them hard.
Mom whimpered, and worked her hips harder into him. Ben was amazed at how firm her ass was, but was also being distracted by her soft tits pressing against him. God, he wanted to see them.
As if reading his mind, mom leaned away from him. She cupped her breasts, but this time her dark blue nails were on her bare flesh, teasing her rosy nipples.
"You like...oh!"
Mom cried out when Ben lowered his head and sucked her right nipple into his mouth. He sucked and licked his mother's tit the way he had returned her kiss, lustfully. Mom moaned and shoved her breast deeper into his mouth.
Ben switched to her other nipple, while sliding his hands beneath hers and squeezing her breasts. They were soft, yet firm, and he was amazed at how heavy they were.
"Yes!" Mom groaned, "Suck that fucking tit!"
Her words sent a surge through his aching cock and he thrust his hips, pressing his trapped erection into her.
Mom swung herself off him, pulling her breast away. Ben leaned forward, intent on recapturing his mother's gorgeous tits. He stopped when mom whipped the sheet off of him, exposing his cock.
"Oh, look at how hard you are for your mother!"
Ben moaned when she grabbed his cock and pumped him. He could feel himself throbbing in her hand and he swore his cock seemed bigger than usual. He gasped when she spit onto the tip of his cock and smeared it on his shaft.
"Oh, fuck," he sighed as his mother's hand glided along his now slick shaft.
"So big," Mom breathed, her tits heaving and her face flushed with excitement. "So fucking hard."
Her brown eyes were wide and burning with lust. Licking her lips, she whispered, "I have to have it in my mouth."
With no hesitation, mom lowered her head and took him deep into her mouth.
"Oh, my God, Oh my God!" Ben moaned as his mother bobbed her head in his lap.
Her soft red coated lips slid along his shaft, and her wet tongue flicked around the purple head of his cock. When she reached the top. Mom moaned around him as if sucking him were the greatest thing she'd ever felt.
Her dark hair had spilled across her face, and Ben gently pushed it to the side, and held it there. Mom's eyes were closed and there was a look of pure bliss on her face as she worked her son's cock in and out of her hot wet mouth.
Ben moaned at not just how good she felt, but the nasty loud wet gagging sounds she was now making. He leaned back against the pillows, moaning and staring in shock as his mother gobbled his cock like a damn porn star.
She was kneeling next to him, hunched over with her head in his lap with her night gown pushed down to her waist. Ben had never seen anything sexier and when she added her hands, cupping his balls while stroking him, his hips jerked.
His cock thrust hard into her mouth and mom once again groaned as if she were gaining sexual pleasure just from sucking him. Ben slid his hand through her hair and down her soft smooth back.
He grabbed the nightgown and pulled it over her hips. She was now completely naked other than the band of blue material around her waist and his eyes roamed lustfully over her body. He slipped his hand down past the nightgown and stroked her ass, cupping her cheek before dealing her a sharp little slap.
She purred around his cock, but continued sucking. Mom was gagging and drooling and he could feel her spit sliding down his shaft and dripping onto his balls.
She was bobbing her head violently, as if her lust had driven her to the point she was attacking it as much as sucking it. Her face was red and her eyes watering from pounding his cock down her throat.
Mom was sucking him to the point she seemed out of control and he loved it! Ben had never seen this level of lust or passion before, not even in the porn he watched. He worked his hand in between the cheeks of her ass and slid it through to her pussy.


Holy shit, she was wet! His fingers glided through her soft moist lips and she cried out around him when he boldly plunged two fingers into her. Bold was the word. This was his mother!
"Put another one in," she gasped breathlessly around his cock, "Get your mother's wet fucking cunt ready for her boy's big fucking dick!"
The dirty talk sent another wave of lust through him and he drove a third finger into her, then placed his thumb on her clit.
Mom moaned and rocked back and forth, pushing his fingers deeper into her, then moving forward to take his cock down to his damn balls.
Ben felt so hard, so...big. His cock was so swollen in her mouth he thought he was going to explode and was amazed he hadn't come yet. Mom was back to her sloppy blowing and her pussy was contracting around his fingers.
Her thighs were trembling, and she was whimpering around his throbbing dick. Leaning over her, Ben got his other hand between her cheeks and with no hesitation, drove a finger into his mother's asshole.
Mom squealed around him, and Ben groaned when both her holes tightened around his finger. Somewhere in his mind he wondered where this came from. A couple minutes ago he'd been rightfully trying to get her out of his bed.
Now he was fingering her ass like she was some slut he'd picked up at a bar and she was pretty much acting like one. Again, moving as if he wasn't entirely in control of his own movements, he pushed second finger into her ass.
Mom screamed around his cock, and her hips bucked wildly into his hand. Her holes convulsed as she came with her son's fingers buried inside her. Somehow, even in the throes of orgasm, mom was managing to suck like a pro.
Like him, his mother seemed far bolder and wilder than she had a right to be in this situation and proved it by shoving a finger unexpectedly into his ass, while taking him deep into her mouth. Ben cried out in surprise, then once more, but this time in ecstasy.
He'd never had, or wanted to have anything near his ass, but it felt so good, he immediately exploded into his mother's mouth. She was still yelping from her orgasm and it turned into a wet gurgling sound as her mouth filled with her son's cum.
Ben moaned loudly as his cock continued to erupt. He could feel the long spurts shooting into mom's mouth. Just as he'd never felt this hard, he was coming harder, and more than he ever had before.
There was cum oozing from both sides of mom's mouth, as she sucked him. She kept bobbing her head, slurping it back up, but more would come out. Mom released him from her mouth and jerked him off and even now cum was still bursting from his cock and into her face.
Mom moaned and moved her head back and forth, letting him spray her cheeks as well as catch more in her open mouth. His balls were tightening in her hand as they emptied the biggest load he'd ever seen into her face.
With a long shuddering whimper, Ben slumped back against the bed, gasping. Mom stared at him, her face dripping with cum. It was all over her hands and chest as well as his cock. She was breathing as hard as him and her pussy and ass were still quivering around his fingers.
Mom sat up and without bothering to wipe his cum from her face and tits, eased his fingers, from her holes, swung her leg over his hips and drove down onto his twitching cock. They both cried out as she bounced hard and fast on his hips, riding him like the out of control wild cat she'd been since they'd started.
"Fuck yeah!" She yelled him his face, her eyes so wide they looked as if they were going to pop out of her head. "I need this! Oh, fuck I need my baby's cock!"
Ben wrapped his arms around her and eagerly sucked her left tit, not caring he was getting some of his own cum in his mouth.
"How's it feel to be inside your mother's hot fucking cunt?"
"So fucking good," he spoke around her sticky nipple. "Christ, you're so fucking hot, mom."
"Yeah, you think you're mom's hot? You like her being a fucking whore for you?"
She drove down on him, then leaving him buried inside her, worked her hips on circles. Ben gasped as the head of his cock, still sensitive from coming, was worked around her hot tight pussy. He whimpered, but switched to sucking her other tit, while thinking that his cock had not softened at all, it was like he'd never come.
"Like mommy fucking you? Like how your cock feels inside my greedy little slit? Hope so, because I fucking love it!"
Mom eased off his cock and all but threw herself onto her back between his legs. Spreading her legs, wide, she slid her hands between her thighs.
"Come suck it, "she demanded, opening her pussy for him, and tapping her clit. "Suck my cunt and make me cum again! God, I need to come again!"
Ben leaned forward, getting his knees under him, and dove between her thighs like a starving dog would attack a bowl of food. Mom screamed his name as he plunged his tongue into her sloppy...cunt. That was such a dirty word, but mom kept saying it, and he loved hearing it.
He sucked hard, his mouth filling with her juices, and at this point some of his as well. Mom wrapped her legs around his head, and yelped when he slammed a finger into her ass while he worked his tongue up to her clit.
"Yes! Suck that clit, Ben! Show me what a good son you are!"
Ben planned on doing just that. Not sure a good son would ram three fingers into his mother's pussy while another was in her ass, but she seemed to be loving it. He sucked her clit as violently as she'd worked his cock, his lips smacking and even nipping it with his teeth.
Mom was moaning his name repeatedly and it made his cock twitch every time she did. His eyes followed her sexy noises and he saw she was playing with her tits. Like everything else, she was not doing it gently.
Mom was tugging on her nipples, stretching them and twisting them. The pendent was right between them and it was glowing as it had before. Glowing and pulsing, but now there was red mixed with the purple.
"Just like that! Just like that!" Mom urged, her legs tightening around his shoulders. "Lick it! Lick that clit, make mommy come for...."
Her words turned into an animal like howl and Ben flinched as a spray of stocky fluid exploded from around his fingers and into his face. Mom's legs constricted around her head, and her ass and pussy squeezed his fingers in time with her pulsing orgasm.
She squealed over and over, and when her legs slid from his shoulders, she breathed. "Get up here and...Oh, fuck!"
Ben had already risen to his knees and plunged his cock inside her still convulsing pussy. Leaning over, he braced his hands next to her head, and hammered into her, his cock making squelching sounds as it pounded her dripping pussy.
"Take it!" Mom cried out, her eyes staring into his. "Take your mother, claim her, make her yours!"
Mom put her hands over her head and crossed her wrists as if she were bound. "Oh, look at my boy taking his mother! Making me your whore!"
Ben slid his arms further up the bed and grabbed her hands so he was now pinning her to the bed. Mom's pussy tightened around his cock in response and she wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing him deeper inside her.
Leaning down, he kissed her hard. Ben moaned when she nipped his lips with her teeth, then plunged her tongue into his mouth. He was fucking her so hard, the bed was rocking, the headboard slamming into the wall in time with his thrusting.
His balls were slapping her ass and she was yelping into their kiss each time he plunged into her. She turned her head, and begged, "Harder! Faster! More, baby! Mommy wants more!"
Ben kissed her neck, nuzzling his face into her hair as he strove to pump her even harder. His balls were tightening and she was working her hips into him.
"Oh, oh, fuck," he moaned in her ear as his body tensed.
"Give it to me!" she cried, "Come inside me! Let me feel it!"
Ben gasped as his cock once again erupted, but this time filling his mother's pussy. Mom released a low sexy purr as her son's balls released another unnaturally large load. His cock convulsed within her, sending long spurts deep inside her clutching pussy.
"All of it!" She commanded. "Every drop, every fucking drop. Paint my pussy with that hot cum! Fill your mother's nasty cunt with that big fucking load."
Ben shuddered and let himself go limp as his mother's greedy pussy clenched, milking the last drops from his spent cock. He released her hands, and her arms went around him. She sighed in his ear, one hand running through his sweat dampened hair, the other trailing down his back, her nails tickling him, pleasantly.
"Damn," he breathed. "That was...holy shit, mom."
"Wanted you so bad," she said softly. "Love you so much, Ben, and now I'm loving you as a woman, not just a mom."
She kissed his cheek. "Do you love me too?"
"All my heart," he whispered, his throat suddenly tight with emotion. "I love you in every way."
"I love you too, and I lust for you, Ben." She tightened her legs around him for emphasis. "You're going to fuck me like a whore and love me like your best girl. You want that? I want that so bad."
Ben smiled at the words, 'best girl' that was sweet. Not that him lying in his mother's arms, his cock softening insider her now soupy pussy was sweet, but he felt a wave of love for her. That wave was as strong as his previous lust and there were now tears in his eyes as she held him.
He kissed her, this time sweetly, and she sighed contentedly into it. Ben was aware of another warm sensation, but this one physical as the pendent pulsed slowly against his chest.
He sat up, pushing his mother's legs gently from him so he could it. The stone was now a deep red. Blood red. It was pulsing slower than before, and on a whim, he put his hand over his mother's heart, and felt it beating in time to the stone.
Mom put her hand over his and smiled up at him. "Love you, Ben."
She sat up s and kissed him again. Her hand dropped to his lap and stroked his semi hard cock. To his surprise, he immediately swelled in her hand, despite having cum twice in the last half hour.
"Honey, will you make love to me?" She was looking up at him demurely from beneath her long lashes. God, she was beautiful! "Please? Nice and easy this time?"
"Anything you want, anytime you want."
He pushed her onto her back and this time entered her slowly and gently. Mom sighed and put her arms out to him. He sank into her loving embrace and moaned as much from her soft touch as from the soft, wet forbidden place between her thighs.
He moved slowly within her and she worked her hips in the same slow rhythm.
"Can't believe I can again," he admitted to her.
"You can because the love and lust between a boy and his mother is much stronger. A boy will never want another woman as much as his mother."
She spoke slowly, her head cocked, and her eyes distant as if listening to something. But then her smile returned and she parted her lips, "Please kiss me, Ben. Love your mother the way you fucked her. With everything you have."
Ben leaned over, closing his eyes, his lips parted in anticipation of meeting hers. Mom's soft lips had just brushed his when his door flew open with a loud crash.
"What the fuck is this?" Dad screamed as he strode into the room.
"Oh My God!" Ben yelped, pushing himself away from his mother.
He tried to sit up, but his leg tangled with hers and he fell against the head board.
"Nathan!" Mom exclaimed, sitting up and turning on the bed to face him.
"I knew it!" Dad snarled coming into the dim light thrown by the lamp. "I knew you were fucking another man, you fucking slut!"
His face was red as a beet and his blue eyes bulging dangerously. He was still dressed from work, only his tie was missing. He was pointing at them with one hand, but the other was behind his back.
"Dad!" Ben yelled. He had no idea what the hell he was going to say, but didn't like the way he was looking at mom.
"You sick fucking bitch!" Dad shouted. "You're fucking our son!"
"That's right I am!" Mom shocked Ben by shouting back at him. "At least one man in this house can fuck me."
"You..." Dad seemed as surprised as Ben at her words. "What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"What's wrong with me is I waited this long!"
Mom sat up on her knees, making no effort to cover her body. Ben noted with dismay she still had cum on her from when she'd sucked him off.
"I wasted my time with you, you sorry excuse for a man! I should have done this sooner!" She pointed to Ben behind her. "My baby loves me more than you ever did and he's more of a man at nineteen than you've ever been!"
"See this?" She tapped her chest. "This is a satisfied woman! You should take a picture, now get out!
"Out?" Dad repeated, and Ben's stomach clutched when he saw the naked rage on his face.
"Yes, out! Get the fuck out! From now on it's me and Ben. We're going to be happy together forever! We..."
"You'll be together forever, Mary." Dad's other arm came into view and Ben's eyes widened at the sight of the gun in his hand. "In fucking hell, you disgusting fucking whore!"
"Dad, no!" Ben moved forward, but there was an ear splitting roar as the gun jumped in dad's hand.
Mom head snapped back and her already lifeless body was slammed back onto the bed. Ben screamed as he was struck by blood, and much worse. He stared down at the ruin of his mother's face and only dimly heard his father.
"You too, you sick motherfucker." There was a harsh laugh. "Literally, a mother fucker."
There was another explosion and a searing pain erupted in Ben's chest. He hit the wall, then fell forward onto the bed. He lay there, his body oddly numb and his vision swimming. His head was next to mom's chest and the last thing he saw was the pendent had changed again.
It now resembled a clear diamond with an eye in the middle staring back at him. As Ben's eyes closed for the final time, a lone tear trickled from the glowing eye onto his mother's still chest.
Chapter One
"I'll be damned, the GPS actually works in the sticks." Emma laughed when the voice coming through her phone told her to take the right onto what looked like little more than a dirt path.
She glanced over to Eric, "And you didn't think these roads even had names. I..."
Emma stopped, and rolled her eyes at her son. He'd slipped his ear buds back in and was staring at his phone. After getting annoyed with him after the first two hours of his ignoring her while playing with his phone, she'd told him he either talked to her or kept quiet, but no phone.
After he'd put the phone down and crossed his arms and stared out the passenger window for the next hour, Emma had given up and gotten lost in her own thoughts. She'd been doing a lot of that lately. This move was a big deal for both of them, and hopefully a good thing.
Seeing Eric gave her little to no input, she was hoping it would be for him too, but heaven forbid he say anything one way or another. Between wanting to talk to him, but not wanting to push, and dealing with her own misgivings about life it was easy for her to spend a lot of time in silent reflection.
As they'd driven for the majority of the last three days, Emma kept wondering if this really was the change they needed. She felt it was. All their issues seemed to stem from memories and pain. Hers a little older than his, but now both of them had serious reasons to no longer remain in the life they knew.
In fact, as bad as it made her feel, it was Eric's recent heartbreak that had caused her to finally make this decision. She knew she was using her son as an excuse to justify what she wanted, but he'd been more receptive to it when it involved his drama and not just hers.
She'd glanced back to the narrow road, but then quickly looked back at him. More accurately his phone. On the screen was a picture of Ashley.
"Oh, for Christ's sake." Emma snatched the phone from his hand and threw it in the back seat.
The buds popped from his ears and sailed back there with the phone.
"What the hell, mom?" He demanded. "That's wasn't cool."
"Neither is you ignoring me for the last few hours." Emma decided to not bring up the picture. "I told you, you don't have to talk to me, but you don't get to use the phone."
"Forced conversation isn't cool either," he told her. "I don't have anything to talk about."
"You don't have anything you want to talk about," she corrected him. "Last year no one could get you to shut up."
"Lot's changed since last year," he said with no trace of his former attitude. "And I remember when people used to say you smiled so much it aggravated them. They don't have that problem with you anymore."
"Ouch," she winced. "You saying I'm a miserable bitch like your friends say about their moms?"
"I'm saying you're not happy anymore." He shrugged. "So don't act like it's just me. And I don't have any friends anymore."
Emma avoided a hotbed topic and didn't tell him he sounded like a drama queen. To a degree he had a right to feel that way.
"Well here's to new friends, then." She picked up her coffee from the cup holders between them and tapped it to the one in his hand.
"Only if it's for you too."
"Fair enough. And maybe new special friends. Especially for you."
"Whatever," he rolled his eyes.
Emma's reply was cut off by the GPS telling her to take the left that had appeared out of nowhere, sandwiched between two huge trees. She took the turn sharply, causing the Explorer's tires to chew into the dirt before the SUV surged forward. Her breath caught as she watched the small U-Haul trailer she was towing wobble dangerously before righting itself.
"There it is," she gestured. "Our new home sweet home."
Emma slowed as the road veered to the right and she stayed to the left and passed through the old white wooden picket fence on either side of the driveway. Emma whistled when they approached the huge eight room two story colonial.
She'd done three virtual tours of it, one with Eric who only grunted any time she pointed something out. The last one she had done while screen sharing with Robin, the owner of the house and their new next door neighbor.
But even though the tours showed the outside, she was amazed at how large the house was.
"I still can't believe we're getting this for fifteen hundred a month. Look at the size of it!" She exclaimed.
"Oh, there's a reason it's cheap," he muttered.
She knew what he was referring to, it had crossed her mind several times as well, but she'd told herself not to be a fool and lose out because of it.
"That's weird, that house over there is identical." Eric pointed to the house less than fifty yards from their new abode. "All this farmland out this way and those two houses are next to each other."
"Robin, the landlord lives here. She owns both houses. I think an ancestor built them for the family. We're supposed to meet her at our place for the keys, but we're a couple hours early. We'll probably have to go over there.
"Oh."
"I know I told you that, but you never listen to anything I say these days."
"What?" Eric asked, then seeing her glare at him added, "Kidding."
"Smart ass," but she laughed. "Well maybe you'll start listening now seeing things are going to be different."
"Different doesn't mean better." The smile left his face to be replaced by the sullen look he'd had for the last three months. "Just a different kind of suck."
"Okay." Emma, slammed the breaks, causing the explorer to fishtail in the dirt and the U-haul to wobble again. She threw the car into park, and removing her sunglasses, turned to face him.
"What are you doing?"
"See that house?" Emma pointed to it. "Know what it is?"
"A good deal according to you."


"No, Eric, it's a new start for both of us and because it is, you and I are not stepping foot into it until we talk."
"Here in the driveway?"
"Yes." Emma took a deep breath. "I've tried talking to you for months and you ignore me or act like such a jerk I give up talking to you."
"Sorry, mom. I just," he shrugged and slumped back into the seat. "Didn't want to move. I feel like we're trying to forget about dad."
"I am." Emma put her hands up at the look on his face. "Not literally, Eric. I'll never forget your father, but I need to not be reminded of him everywhere I look."
"We bought that house a year after we were married. I spent twenty two years in it. Every night of which we spent together in that bedroom. The house, the furniture, the neighborhood. All our friends, all the places we went." She paused to steady her voice. "All I see is him and I can't move on with life like that. I just can't."
"But here?" Eric spread his hands. "Illinois? Hoffman Estates? Look at us; we're in the damn sticks."
"My family was from Chicago. I met your father when I went to school in Boston and stayed out there with him. As for the sticks? We're thirty minutes outside of Chicago. Hardly the boonies. Plenty of things to do, people to meet and some good schools." She added the last part hopefully.
"I'm sorry you're pissed I quit college."
"Your dad would be..."
"Yeah, well dad's not here. He lost the right to be disappointed." Eric snapped. "So okay, you moved here to get rid of ghosts of dad past. I get it." He grunted disgustedly. "Didn't even take half our furniture."
"I couldn't stay in that bed anymore and this house comes furnished. All we needed was your bedroom set and a few other things. The movers will be here tomorrow and all our personal things are in the trailer and we'll have that emptied today. We're renting, Eric with a year lease. We don't like it, we move."
"Where next, Idaho?"
"Knock it off," she was getting pissed off at him. "Seeing your mister no friends with zero ambition why do you care?"
"I care because this was about you, not me."
"Bullshit." She stared into his eyes.
Eric himself was why she would never forget Steven. He looked just like his father when she had met him twenty three years ago. The same dark hair, intense brown eyes and square jawed rugged features.
The resemblance went past looks. Eric had the same big easy smile, not that she'd seen it much lately, same mannerisms and facial expressions. He was even built like Steven, just under six feet, but with a rugged build both had gained from football and a love of the gym.
"This is for both of us," she continued. "Eric, I know you hate talking about it, but what Ashley did ruined home for you too."
Eric looked away from her and she hesitated. Ashley and he had been together since seventh grade. What started as a cute little infatuation between two kids had blossomed into a seven year relationship that spanned high school and their first two years of college.
It had Eric investing in an engagement ring last year and even asking her father permission to ask her to marry him when they graduated before giving it to her. That old fashioned tradition had come from Steven who had done the same thing years ago before he proposed to her.
Then Eric had gotten a call from a fellow student telling him to get down to the restaurant he waited tables at. Eric had gone down there to see Ashley with his best friend of ten years, Mark.
Ashley was supposed to be working and here she was with his best friend. Eric had managed not to confront them. Instead, he waited outside and followed them to the hotel Mark worked at. Mark would often take keys to unoccupied rooms from the front desk and use them to fool around with girls.
Eric followed them from a distance and watched them go into a room together. He then knocked on the door. When Mark answered, shirtless, with Ashley visible, on the bed behind him barely dressed, Eric had beaten the shit out of him and ended up getting arrested.
Emma had bailed him out and later that night discovered from the mother of the student who had tipped Eric off that it had been going on for months. Her son hadn't wanted to get involved, but it bothered him to the point he had gone to her for advice and she'd told him Eric needed to know.
Eric was not only heartbroken, but betrayed by both the only girlfriend he'd ever had and his best friend. Things got even worse when once the secret was out he discovered many of his friends had known as well as some of Ashley's.
Eric was humiliated and upset to the point he quit school because he could no longer see her or his alleged friends anymore. Emma knew that wasn't the entire reason. Since Steven had passed, Eric's grades had been slipping and he'd mentioned leaving.
Emma used his father's dream of him graduating college and becoming an architect like him to guilt him into staying. It was a terrible thing to do in a sense. But she wanted the best for him, and he had two years invested. The Ashley ordeal was the final straw.
But it wasn't just school. In the months since, Eric was a shut in. He had gone full time at the UPS store and when not working watched television or played video games. The only social life he had was when the two of them would go for dinner or have their Friday night movie tradition they'd had since he was a young boy.
In that instance, Emma herself was only slightly more social, occasionally going out with some friends. In the year since Steven's death she'd had two dates and both were horrible and because of her. She'd been nervous, awkward and in both cases had all but physically pushed them away when they asked for a second date.
The second man had unknowingly taken her to the place Steven had proposed to her. No, this was the right move. Maybe a bit extreme as far heading back to the Midwest from Boston, but it was the right choice. No memories here other than the pleasant ones of her childhood.
"Eric, look at me."
When he shook his head, she put her hand on his shoulder. "Look, if you don't want to talk, that's fine. But because you don't talk to me I made this decision on my own, so you can't be mad at me."
"I'm not mad at you," he whispered and she could hear he was choked up. "I'm mad at life."
"Okay, that's fair. It's been kind of sucky for both of us. So when you don't like where you are in life, you change, right?"
"I guess."
"This is big for me too, hon. I sold the house and there's no going back. But that gave us plenty of money to do this and my firm got me an interview out here," she laughed. "Who would think anyone would need a lawyer in Chicago?"
"I'm sure I can find some disappointing job here." Eric rolled his eyes. "After I get a car."
"We'll find you one. I wasn't towing that crap box of yours here. Thing would have left a trail of pieces across the east coast."
Eric turned to her with a grin. "Okay, I'm lousy at fixing cars. Can I really get one?"
"We'll go into town in a couple days and find you something reasonable."
"Cool, thanks."
"See? Things are already getting better for you." Emma gestured at the house again. "Let's start over. See that house, know what it is?"
"Cursed!" Eric replied with a smirk.
"Would you stop that? It's not cursed. Something bad just happened here once."
"Bad like death." Eric held up his hand in the shape of a gun. "Guy lost his marbles and shot his wife." He bent his finger as if pulling a trigger. "Then his son." He repeated the motion.
"I know."
"Then?" Eric put his finger in his mouth. "Blew his own damn brains out. Yup, that would be bad."
"So what? This isn't a damned movie where the house is haunted, Eric." She waved her hand at him. "I bet if you look through the history of any old house, someone died or was killed."
"Yeah, but how many?" Eric was now facing her and even though she didn't like the topic, at least he was speaking to her and seemed excited, albeit for a stupid reason.
"Three years before that guy went nuts a woman committed suicide. Hung herself in the attic while her husband was at work. They used to fight all the time and he was investigated because they thought he might have done it."
"Did he?" Emma had heard about the murders, but not this.
She had put the car back in drive and was slowly cruising up the long driveway towards the house.
"No, they cleared him. Their son ended up in a mental ward for a while. Took her death really hard. He said it was his fault, but never said why."
"He lost his mother that would be enough to do that. Especially like that."
"I'm not in the loony bin." Eric pointed out.
"Your dad died of cancer and was sick for a long time. A lot different then something sudden and gruesome." Emma was now sorry she'd encouraged him.
"See, gruesome," he nodded. "Moving into the gruesome house."
"Coincidence."
"Year before that, two people vanished. Mom and son. The father said he had no idea what happened."
"Are you making this up?"
"No, mom," he sighed. "I keep telling you, google is your friend. I found a bunch of stuff about this place."
"Wonderful, you pay no attention when I show you the tour, but you'll research murders."
"This was weird too because it was sort of the same. Guess they fought a lot. Cops came a couple times to break them up, so they thought he killed them. But he was cleared. The mom and son turned up in California a couple years later."
"Seems like the husbands in this place were all losers." Emma frowned.
"Well, we have nothing to worry about then," he laughed harshly. "No husband or dad here. Maybe we'll be safe."
"Way to be positive." Emma pulled up in front of the house. "Hey, the front door is open partway."
"It's inviting us in, Muahahaha!" Eric burst into creepy laughter. "Join us!"
"Knock it off." She smacked him in the arm. "Robin is probably inside doing some last minute cleaning."
"Hope they got a new bed for your room." Eric undid his seat belt and opened the door to exit the car. "Else you'll be sleeping in the same bed that sick bastard did."
"Its new." Emma suppressed a smile. "And I read the article it was your room they all died in." she winked at him. "Sweet dreams tonight."
"You're funny." Eric grumbled while she got out of the car.
Emma stretched her arms over her head, and moved side to side, cracking her back. Eric had driven most of yesterday, but she'd been behind the wheel the last seven hours. She reached back into the car to grab her purse and when she closed the door saw Eric already heading for the house.
"Hey, wait up!"
Eric turned and shook his head.
"Let me go in first, the door being open bothers me."
"Seriously?" She raised her eyebrows. "Taking this cursed thing a little too far."
"No, mom. We're in the sticks and sick pricks can be anywhere. You don't know that woman's the one if the house. I'll go first."
He was completely serious and turned back to the house. He was several feet ahead of her and Emma ran to catch up with him, wincing as the flip flops she had driven in her ended up getting rocks in them.
She caught him at the top step of the porch.
"She's never seen you, let me go first or she'll think you're the creeper."
"No." He looked over his shoulder at her. "Dad said look out for you and I take that seriously. Just give me a sec to walk in and see if anyone's here."
Emma was touched and put her hand on his arm. "You my man of the house?"
"Have been since dad got sick," he told her. "As much as your stubborn ass lets me anyway. And until you decide to find someone."
"Let's not discuss that again."
"I'm in no hurry for that," Eric shook his head. "But someday you will and it's my job to make sure he's not a dick." He turned back to the house. "Like the guys that lived here. Fucking weird, three assholes lived here the last few years."
"Watch your mouth."
"I'm twenty, not twelve."
"And I'll always be your mother. Watch your mouth."
"Yes, mom," he rolled his eyes, then approaching the door, pushed it open and leaned his head in.
"Hello?" he called. "Um, Robin? Its Emma and Eric, you in here?"
Emma didn't hear a response and Eric walked into the house.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed.
"What is it?" Emma quickly followed him in.
"This place is huge." Eric continued into the center of the enormous living room. "Hey look, a fireplace!"
"I told you it had one," she grunted. "You would have seen it online if you paid attention."
"I thought it was fake." Eric walked around the large black sectional couch and over the fireplace built into the far wall. "This is real. Hey, I get to chop wood! I loved that when we'd go to that cabin in New Hampshire!"
Emma smiled. It was good to hear him excited. "Better watch out, Eric. You didn't sound miserable just then."
He gave her a rueful grin. "Yeah, I know, I've been kind of a dick lately."
"I won't correct your language on that one," she winked. "And you're right, I haven't been myself for months either. Like I said, this is a new beginning, but where we'll find our old selves."
"Hmm, that's deep." Eric smirked. "You sound like one of those family channel movies."
"Back to being a dick," she muttered.
"Next week as part of the clichéd heartwarming movie series," Eric spoke while he walked around the large room, touching the chairs and looking at the rustic paneling and shelving built into the walls.
"Emma and Eric, a heartbroken mother and son flee Boston to get away from their pain and come to shitsville where they discover a fireplace that will make everything better."
"Eric." Wow, he was in rare form.
"But that's not all! Soon the script will bring in love interests for both of them. Emma will forget the man who meant everything to her and Eric will meet some naïve country girl who will fall for his city slicker charm and..."
"Eric, shut up!" She snapped, with more force than she intended on. "I'm tired of your shit. You want to wallow in misery that's fine, but I did this so we won't have to. This isn't to forget about your father, but to move on and ease some of the pain."
"Right." He nodded. "Sorry, but I did get dad's sarcastic sense of humor."
"The one trait I didn't like in him. Try to tone it down for a bit, okay?"
"Okay," Eric said, but looked distracted as he stared around the room.
"What's the matter?"
"We're in here yapping away and no one's come in here and I don't hear anything. Maybe they left the door open? I suppose not many people come up this way."
"Or they were here and went next door to get something."
"They?"
"Robin's husband, I think his names Cliff. I never saw him on the skype chats."
"Uh-oh a husband. Hope their house doesn't have the effect on them this one does."
"Back to that? Know what?" Emma waved at him. "Stay with it. I'd rather hear your haunted house crap than your woe is me routine."
"Oh, ouch." Eric hooked his fingers into claw and raked the air with it "Meow!"
Emma laughed at him and turned away, heading for the archway that led into the next room. It was closed off with wooden folding doors. Emma hadn't seen those since her grandparent's old house.
Despite the laugh, Eric worried her. His moods were mercurial these days. Today was a perfect example. He'd gone from sulking to chatty to nasty and back again just in the time since they'd pulled up to the house.
But this was day one and the finality of the situation had hit him. Hopefully he would settle into this quickly. If not the next step would be counselling and that was a fight she didn't look forward to.
She unlatched the doors and pushed them to the right enough to enter the dining room. Emma whistled at the size of both the antique table chairs and enormous matching hutch. The furniture alone in this house was worth a fortune.
Supposedly the last tenants, the victims of the double murder suicide had chosen to only use the dining room set. Robin had all the other furniture stored in the large barn behind her house, then moved it all back in once the former tenants things had been removed.
She hadn't wanted to admit it to Eric, but she had inquired about the bed in her room being brand new. She left hers behind to get rid of the memory of two decades of being with Steven. She had no desire to lay in someone else's memories, especially those of an unhappy couple. Seemed like that's all that had lived here for some reason.
There was a staircase that led to the second floor which contained three bedrooms and a master bath off what was going to be her bedroom that featured a large hot tub. Emma couldn't wait to take a nice long soak in that tub.
She thought about telling Eric she was heading upstairs, but then felt foolish. There was no one here and she refused to act spooked or worse, act like some hapless female.
Emma walked up the stair case, her hand trailing along the ornate hand carved railing. There were slightly discolored squares on the dark paneling along the way where artwork had formerly hung.
When she reached the landing, she stopped and cocked her head. She had sworn she'd heard something. Emma remained still and wanted to smack herself when she noticed her heart beating faster. Fucking Eric and his lame curse comments.
Emma noticed the door down the far end of the hall which led to her bedroom was closed. There was a small door along the corridor wall which she knew was the second entrance to the master bath. She would have to remember to lock it if she wanted to soak. She didn't need Eric wandering in on her.
The door half way down on the right side would be Eric's room. The furniture wouldn't be coming until tomorrow so he would most likely sleep on the sectional downstairs tonight. The door closest to her was the smaller third bedroom where a guest could stay if they ever had one.
That door was partially open and as she slowly walked down towards her room, a sound reached her ears. She stopped in her tracks. That wasn't nerves; that had been real. A moment later she heard it again. It sounded like a low groan and was definitely female.
"Robin?" She called softly from just outside the door.
She received no reply other than another moaning sound. Had she fallen and hurt herself?
Emma eased the door open and her eyes widened.
Lying on the side of the small twin sized bed was Robin. Her red sundress pushed up over her hips and a man Emma assumed, or at least hoped, was Cliff, kneeling between her thighs.
One of his large hands had Robin's panties to the side and the other was between her thighs and moving back and forth as he fingered her. His face was buried between her legs, and Robin was staring up at the ceiling moaning.
She'd pushed her dress down and her breasts were exposed. They were large and milky white, and she was tugging on her pink nipples. Her legs lifted and she placed her feet on the man's shoulders.
He was completely dressed as was Robin technically, but her dress at this point was pretty much gathered around her waist to bare all. Emma swallowed hard and backed out of the room. More correctly, she told herself to back out, but remained standing there, watching.
Emma hadn't had sex since a few months before Steven's death and her body had made her acutely aware of that. In addition to her two failed dates she'd tried a one night stand, and that had started well and ended horribly.
That led to her masturbating like a horny college coed, and watching porn far more than she'd care to admit to anyone. The scene before her was sexier than any porn she'd watched because it was real. Robin's long auburn hair was fanned out on the white sheet and her eyes were only partially open as were her lips as she moaned softly.
The look of pleasure on her face caused a warm sensation to stir between Emma's thighs and she was aware of her nipples stiffening. Her own lips parted as her breathing picked up in time with Robins now louder and more frequent moans.


"Right there, oh, right there. Oh, Cliff that feels so good." Robin released that last word in a sexy purr that made Emma recall her own sighs and moans when Steven would work his talented tongue between her thighs.
Emma's eyes roamed up and down Robin's body thinking that for a woman in her fifties she looked damn good. Good enough to attract a much younger man because from what Emma could see of Cliff's face he had to be a good twenty years younger.
Robin threw her head back and released a wail of pleasure that had Emma's heart racing and the heat between her legs was now accompanied by a wet sensation. With a start she realized her hand had slipped under her shirt and into her shorts.
She quickly removed it and clasped both her hands together as if afraid of they might stray again. Robin bucked her hips, urging Cliff to keep licking and pumping his fingers. Emma took a small step backwards, just enough to be concealed by the door, but still remaining in the room.
Robin sighed, then sat up on the bed, "Let me have it." She opened her mouth and waggled her tongue proactively. Cliff stood up and unsnapping his jeans went to reach into him. Robin's hands beat him to it and she plunged them into his pants with an enthusiasm Emma fondly remembered.
The long thick cock Robin removed and took in her mouth caused her mouth to water at the memory of what it felt like to have it full of hard flesh. Cliff moaned as Robin easily took his sizable cock to the base and shook her head back and forth, her blue eyes fixed on his.
His hands caught her breasts and fondled them as she bobbed her head, sucking him fast and hard. Emma was beginning to sweat and could feel herself flushing and not from embarrassment. Move, she tried telling herself again, but to no avail.
She watched Robin bob her head several more times before releasing Cliff's cock with a sloppy sucking sound and a spray of spit trailing from her lips. Robin leaned back on the bed, then rolled over so she was kneeling at the edge of the bed, her ass on the air.
Cliff gave her a playful spank that caused a tiny whimper to escape Emma. Staring at Robin's well rounded ass, she again noted, this woman was damn hot for her age. Not that Emma had any interest in women, but she appreciated the female form and what it took to keep it looking good.
Her red haired pussy was peeking out at her, but that was quickly obscured by Cliff stepping forward and plunging into her. Robin cried out and Cliff grabbed the dress around her waist, using it as a handle as he pounded away on her.
"Fuck yeah," Robin moaned. "Just like that, baby. Fuck me hard and come for me! They'll be here soon so just give it to me the way I need it!"
Robin obviously had no idea 'they' were already here and being nothing short of a pervert as she watched her new landlord getting fucked like...well like she wished she could get fucked. Cliff was well hung and although fully dressed his broad shoulders and powerful forearms and hands indicated the rest of him was pretty damned impressive.
Lucky bitch, she though while watching Cliff go to town on her like she might take it away from him. There was a mirror opposite the bed and Emma realized she could see Robin's face in it. Her eyes were wide and her mouth stretched into a silent 'O' as her much younger husband, fucked her.
He was using long hard strokes and Emma closed her legs together. She could feel how wet she was and her clit was now aching. Her thighs were trembling and her ass had tightened as if her body was putting itself in Robin's place, reacting to those nice hard pumps and being spread open by his invading flesh.
Robin tossed her head, sending her long hair across her creamy back and that simple, but sexy move, caused another whimper to escape her. God, she was so fucking horny! It had been so long and this reminded her of all she'd been missing, but was afraid to go out and find.
Cliff was breathing like a bull and his thrusting had switched to short hard violent strokes. It hadn't been so long that Emma didn't know he was getting close and she found herself holding her breath in anticipation of his climax.
Her knees felt weak and her body tense again, as if she were the one getting the delicious fucking taking place in front of her. Her mind raced as Cliff pounded towards the finish line. Would he explode inside her? Pull it out and spray it all over her ass?
Emma had a vivid image of Steven fucking her doggy and her pulling away from him, turning around and letting him spray her tits. The hot sticky cum flowing down her heaving breasts and over her sensitive nipples.
"Oh, fuck mo..."
"Give it to me!" Robin shouted cutting him off.
Cliff emitted a low guttural moan that was so primal Emma shuddered and he buried himself inside Robin. He moaned and whimpered as he gave her short jerky thrusts and Robin slammed her ass back into him, groaning. "All of it! Every bit of it, every..."
"Goddamn." Eric whispered behind her.
"Jesus!" Emma yelped in surprise at his speaking right over her shoulder.
That set off a chain reaction of shocked exclamations and reactions. Cliff rapidly withdrew from Robin and turned his back to the door. Emma could see him in the mirror and as embarrassed as she was, her eyes still fixed on his long glistening cock.
Just before he tucked it into his pants she saw the thin trail of white fluid dangling from the tip and even with her son behind her, felt her pussy gush.
Robin's reaction would have been hilarious if the situation weren't so embarrassing. With a startled cry, she rolled over on the bed, balanced briefly on the edge of it then tumbled head over heels off it, her feet pointing at the ceiling as she hit the floor with a loud thud.
She landed on the side of the bed not facing them and as Cliff stood there with his back to them, Robin slowly stood up, her dress pulled up over her breasts. Her face was now as red as that dress and breathing hard, she stared at Emma, her lips moving, but nothing coming out at first.
"I'm sorry!" Emma broke the awkward silence. "I yelled when I came in, but no one answered. I just walked into the room, and...I'm so sorry!"
"I'm not." Eric whispered behind her. "Wow."
He started to say something else, but it turned into a loud expulsion of breath when Emma drove her elbow into his stomach.
"No, don't be." Robin had regained her composure, but was still red faced. Emma wondered if it were from shame or she was still flushed from that fucking. "I'm the one who should be sorry. This was very disrespectful. We were fixing the room up and um, well..."
"You don't have to explain." Emma put her hands up and now that Cliff had turned around and she caught a good look at him, no explanation was necessary. Damn.
Cliff was a few years younger than Emma, meaning at least twenty years Robin's junior. He had big wide baby blue eyes and his features were delicate, with high cheek bones and soft jaw line. Despite the five o'clock shadow he was sporting, Cliff still had the appearance of a pretty boy type.
But his body was rugged enough to compensate. His t-shirt hugged a pair of impressive biceps and his chest as broad as his shoulders. Yet his waist was narrow, giving him the triangular build of a weight lifter. Emma's eyes darted down to the still large bulge between his legs and in an instant she knew she'd be masturbating tonight and to what.
"Really sorry, ma'am." His voice was as soft as his features and he bowed his head as he spoke. "My fault. Robin was teasing a little and I...well..."
"Less is more, Cliff," Robin scolded him. "I'm sure Miss Daniels knows what happens between couples sometimes."
"You could tell me." Eric laughed and stepped back before Emma could land another elbow.
"Robin, this is my son, Eric. Don't mind him, he thinks he's funny because someone has to."
"Boys will be boys." Robin smiled at him. "Nice to meet you Eric, but sorry about how."
"I'm not." Eric whistled. "You're pretty hot."
"Eric!" Emma turned on him. "Go downstairs right now!"
"Oh, come on, mom!" He spread his arms out. "Why do we have to be serious? This is kind of funny, no?"
"You know, he's right," Cliff chuckled. "Especially the way you fell off the bed." He indicated Robin.
"Funny faux paus not funny ha-ha I suppose." Robin grinned ruefully. "Again, I'm sorry. Cliff here seems to still think we're newlyweds."
"Just me?" He raised his eyebrows and the smile on his face was so genuine, Emma found herself smiling back at him. Sexy and on the sweet side. Robin was a lucky woman.
"Hey, I don't blame you." Eric chimed in. "Cougar town for sure."
"Eric stop talking," Emma sighed, more embarrassed by him than actually being caught at this point. Thank god they didn't know how long she'd watched.
"Oh, no worries." Robin came around from the side of the bed. "I'm flattered. Not every day a good looking young man pays me a compliment."
"Not since me anyway." Cliff winked.
"You're not that young anymore." Robin returned the wink, "Just younger than me."
"Still kind of our fault. I'm early." Emma pointed out.
"No excuse, this is your house now and we were...very disrespectful." Robin came over and extended her hand to Emma, "I'm very sorry. Miss Daniels."
"It's Emma, and its okay." She took her hand, trying not to envision it around Cliff's cock. "I think Eric's right. Something like this we should all just laugh off."
"Holy crap, get a tape recorder. I'm right." Eric laughed, as he approached Cliff and put his hand out. "Nice to meet you."
"Same here." Cliff shook Eric's hand then nodded approvingly. "Strong grip there, kid. You keep yourself in shape."
"I try. Hey, is there an axe around? I want to chop some wood."
"In the shed." Cliff looked at him dubiously. "You know how? You can really get hurt if you don't."
"My dad showed me how."
"Still, maybe tomorrow I'll come over show you again."
"Okay." Eric nodded, "That's cool."
"So anyway, we'll," Robin looked down. "Change these sheets like we intended to and be out of your hair. The keys are on the kitchen table."
"You folks need help with the stuff in your trailer?" Cliff had gone over to the window that over looked the front of the house.
"That would be great if you don't mind." Emma gave him a grateful smile. "It's been a long day."
"No problem. You have furniture coming?"
"Some stuff tomorrow, but we have movers." Eric told him.
"Well let me know if you need another pair of hands." Cliff walked past him and tapped his arm. "How about we go start unloading the trailer and let the ladies chat?"
"Sure." Eric put his hand out to Robin. "Really nice to meet you."
"We get you're happy to see her." Emma shot him a look.
Eric grinned at Robin and turned to leave. As he passed her, he leaned over and whispered in her ear. "If you looked any happier when I came up here you would have needed a cigarette."
He winked as she blushed furiously, then laughed. "No, I won't break anything this time, mom."
As he walked away, Emma didn't know what was worse. That he made that smart ass crack, or that he'd been right.
Chapter Two.
"I know you said, it was okay, but I have to say I'm sorry at least once more." Robin said from across the dining room table.
"And for the last time, it's okay." Emma told her, then paused to take a sip of wine. Robin had brought two bottles over as a housewarming gift, along with a lasagna she would just have to heat up later.
"Have to say," she smirked. "Not to sound like my son, but um, good for you."
Robin laughed. "I get that a lot. Cliff's an attractive man, and yes, much younger than me. He's thirty eight."
"And I think you said on one of our calls you're fifty five?" Emma pointed at her. "You look amazing."
"I take that as a huge compliment seeing how much of me you saw." Robin lamented. "So thank you. Cliff keeps me young. Have to keep up, you know."
"I wouldn't actually." Emma sighed. "My husband was the only person I was with for the last twenty two years."
"I'm sorry to hear that." Robin briefly reached out and put her hand over hers. "Cliff is my second husband. My first left about twenty years ago."
"Oh, I'm sorry. Well, his loss and seems like you made out pretty well."
"Had I spent the rest of my life alone, I'd have made out." Robin's lips twisted into a grimace. "He was a real piece of work. Very cruel to me."
"I'm sorry. At least you moved on though. Lot of women stay. I used to take cases for victims of domestic abuse. There's a special place in hell for men like that."
"Amen sister." Robin held up her glass and clicked it against hers. "I hope he's roasting there now. He was so bad, I moved out of this house and next door because of him."
"Wow, this wine is delicious." Emma declared, staring at the deep red fluid, "Sweet and sort of...hey, wait." Emma gestured around her. "You used to live here?"
"Yes, I was born in this house. I stayed here after my parents died in the car accident and he moved in with me. I moved out after he left."
"I see." Emma said, but quietly as she thought about the stories Eric had told her.
"My great grandparents bought this land and had these two houses built on it. They've been in the family ever since. But my parents only had me, so both houses were left to me."
"I used to rent the one I'm living in now, but with everything that happened I asked the family that lived there if they'd swap with me and they were kind enough to do it."
"What happened to them?"
"Happened?" Robin looked puzzled. "He was a mucky muck with some banking firm and they relocated. I think down to Florida."
"I see."
"You say that a lot. That an attorney thing?" Robin chuckled. "But I know what you meant. This house has had some bad luck. The people in it anyway."
"Seeing you said that." Emma paused, wondering if she wanted to continue this conversation.
In the momentary silence she heard thumping from upstairs. After they had brought everything in from the trailer, Eric had stayed upstairs, putting things away and putting together some of the racks she bought for the huge walk in closet.
"Seeing I said that, what?"
"Sorry." Emma shook her head. "Long couple of days. I was just thinking that all the issues in this house had a recurring theme. An abusive husband."
"Not really, my husband, of course Nathan, only two out of...
"Eric told me about the woman who hung herself and the husband was investigated because the police had been there before for domestic issues."
"Oh, Maria." Robin lowered her head. "Such a sweet woman, life just became too much for her."
"And the mother and son who vanished and again the police thought it was the husband, but no proof."
"Kathy and Paul." Robin said evenly, but now looked annoyed. "Been googling have we?"
"Eric did, and he's been teasing me about the house being cursed."
"Did he read enough to find out Kathy and Paul turned up in California and were safe and sound? Kathy seemed very happy last I talked to her a couple months ago." When Emma raised her eyebrows she added, "We keep in touch."
"But it's pretty obvious why a mother and son would up and run." Emma stated.
"Is it?" Robin gave her a sly smile, as is she was acknowledging an inside joke.
"Again, the husband. So like I said, this house seems a magnet for assholes."
Robin's brow furrowed in thought. "I see what you're saying. Guess there's a lot of bad men out there."
"Seems they gravitate here."
"Not in your case."
"No, not at all." Emma stared down at her glass. "Steven was a loving husband and a dedicated father. He was a good man."
"You know, Emma I wasn't going to rent this house again. Because of what happened last year and some of the previous occurrences. I don't need the money that bad. But Cliff had never pulled the ad down and you found it."
"I was going to tell you it was off the market, but we got to talking and your situation reminded me of mine. Wanting a new start from bad memories. Yours were different, and I only moved next door, but for me that was enough. So I decided to rent it to you," she laughed. "I admit the fact there was no husband made it easy. I saw the pattern and..."
"A minute ago you acted like you hadn't."
"Wow." Robin nodded. "You got me. I had noticed it, but figured I'd kind of play dumb seeing it has no bearing on you. I figured if I was ever going to try it again, it would be just a mom and son."
"Why that specific?" Emma wasn't sure why she was asking. Maybe it was the attorney in her, but something about the way Robin had said that had her instincts kicking in. Something was odd here. Maybe not exactly anything bad, but just off.
Robin drained her glass of wine, and when she put it down, picked up the bottle and poured more into it. This was her third glass to Emma's one. The woman could drink!
"What do you mean specific?"
"You said mom and son. I get not wanting a man after what happened to you and others, but it could be mom and daughters or a gay couple or a single person who wants a big house, some kids going to school in town."
Robin took another sip of wine. A stalling tactic, if she'd ever seen one. Wow, she was in interrogation mode.
"You're very astute, Emma." Robin told her.
"Comes with the profession."
"Or just plain old women's intuition," she chuckled. "But you're right. I was looking for a couple just like you and your son."
"We're not a couple."
"Now you're just picking at word choices." Robin rolled her blue eyes. "Should I say pair? I decided because of past experiences here as well as my own terrible first marriage, I would only rent to a mother and son."
"That's your right. Just not sure why that," she paused and winked. "Pairing".
Robin laughed and as Emma drained her own glass was already picking up the bottle so the second she lowered her glass she was refilling it.
"Mostly because of what I said. Reminds me of me. After that piece of shit left it was just me and my son and it was so peaceful."
"Oh, I didn't know you had a son. Is he local?"
"Local," she repeated, then frowned. "No, he moved away a few years back. But for several years it was just the two of us and it was so nice."
Emma took several long swallows of the wine. She'd meant to sip it, but it was so damn good! It was sweet and a little on thicker side, reminded her in a way of apricot juice in its texture. When she put the glass down she noticed how warm she was feeling.
Warm and very relaxed. The sensation was a welcome one after the stress of the last few months, but she needed to be careful. She wanted to a lot done before she went to bed tonight. Eric was working away upstairs and she didn't want to slack on her end.
"See, Emma. Moms and daughters? Yes, there's a great bond there, but also there's also teenage drama and conflict too. But a mom and her son? Especially when the father is out of the picture for whatever reason? There's no closer bond."
"Could have fooled me." Emma grunted. "Kid barely talks to me sometimes."
"He lost his father and its partly his age. But trust me, Emma a boy in Eric's situation, if he's a good boy, knows his new place."
"Place?"
"Yes, he's now not only your son, but the man of the house who needs to look after his mother. You were both heartbroken after your husband's death, I'm sure. But the aftermath is different for each of you."
"How so?" Emma was asking out of genuine curiosity now. Robin's situation with her husband couldn't have been more different than hers, but life afterwards was something she had not only dealt with, but seeing she was remarried and happy, had done it the right way.
"You lost a life partner, a lover, a best friend, half your world. Eric lost his father and that is traumatic, but he still has his mother. You on the other hand, have nothing to replace your loss."


"I have Eric and he is part of Steven."
"That's good you see it that way." Robin nodded in approval. "But friendship, companionship and of course a lover? Society says he could never fill those roles."
"Society says?" More odd word choices. "That makes it sound like stealing. Only reason some won't do it is they would go to jail."
"I just mean that we're all taught family being anything but family is wrong."
"Because it is." Emma pointed out. This was getting strange at this point.
"It is if someone is being abused or raped or molested. But over eighteen and consensual?" Robin shrugged. "You practice law, Emma, so you unquestioningly follow them. But when it comes to love there should be no laws or limits."
"You sound like, what was that old movie that was a big deal when I was a kid..." Emma snapped her fingers "Taboo! That movie got a lot of buzz."
"For good reason. Yes, it was called sick, and it was defended as fantasy, but it got people thinking." Robin smirked. "Now? That material is all over porn sites and has a huge following."
"Take your word for that." Emma was lying. She'd been watching porn as a substitute for her sex life and had seen countless incest related clips. She always passed them by because it was sick, but there was obviously a market. She stopped and suppressed a shudder at an unwanted memory that some would say gave those fantasies credibility.
"Do take my word," she laughed. "I'm a big fan of erotic movies. Cliff too. We watch, we do."
"TMI, like my son says." Emma forced a smile, but was replaying Robin and Cliff even as she did. If she had the real thing, she doubted porn would be needed.
"Sorry, but seeing you saw more of me than you'd ever want to I didn't see this as being any more embarrassing."
"I think we got off topic." Emma picked up her glass again. Even though she kept telling herself not to have anymore, she kept drinking, but forced herself to keep it to a reasonable swallow this time.
"Kind of. Where I was going is you lost more than your son. There's a bigger hole for you and a good boy will try to fill that hole." Emma started to speak, but she held up her hand. "I'm referring to a man of the house roll. Helping you, being protective, trying to take care of you the way he saw his father do."
"We have been closer." Emma agreed. "He's sulky, but he's always there when I need him."
"And he's a good looking boy. He should be with a cute girl or several, but he's not is he?"
"No, but that's because his girlfriend since middle school shit on him." Emma informed her.
"Oh?" For a moment there seemed to be a smile playing at her lips, but it never completely formed. "That's too bad, may I ask what happened?"
Emma hesitated for a moment, then decided to give her a brief version of the story. Even as she spoke, she realized she was not normally one to volunteer much of her life to anyone, but Robin was new to her.
She had no attachment or history or preconceived notions about Emma or Eric and in that sense it was refreshing to talk to someone with an unbiased perspective. The wine most likely was helping as well, as her tongue felt as loose as her body at the moment.
"Damn, that's cold." Robin whistled. "We're talking about asshole men, but girls can be an entirely different level of evil when they want to be."
"True, but better she get caught before he married her." Emma stopped in mid thought to drain her glass. "And it got him to go along with our move because life was ruined for him there in his eyes so I'll take the good with the bad."
"And something tells me a lot more good will come with this new start of yours." Emma poured them both more wine. "You'll find the two of you getting much closer and life becoming much better."
She raised her glass and Emma lifted hers and after they toasted, the both chugged half the contents of the large glass.
"Wow, this is good," she declared.
"It is." Robin demonstrated the point by chugging the rest of hers as effortlessly as if it were water. "Cliff says the only thing that goes down easier than this wine is me."
They stared at each other and then both burst out laughing.
"When you find a good one, take care of him." Emma declared and surprised herself by also finishing off her glass. She blinked the room spun. "Whoa. Haven't drank like this since college." She giggled. "I went down pretty easy then too."
"TMO is it?"
"TMI!" They both laughed again and Emma louder than the joke warranted, but it felt good to laugh. She was already feeling as if this was the right decision. Just the idea of having someone she could talk and joke with that only knew her in the now and not the past was nice.
"Well, we seem to have digressed quite a bit." Robin wiped at her eyes, which were watering from her own laughter. Her face was now close to as red as her hair, but she still seemed fairly sober.
"We were talking about me trying again with this house because I did notice the penchant for things to not seem to go well when men were in the picture. It is strange and I suppose coincidence, but sometimes I wonder. But it's not worth discussing."
"I can imagine you wouldn't want to spook anyone. My son however, thought it was all worth bringing up."
"And I doubt he knows all of it. Somethings from years ago didn't make the precious internet." Robin said cryptically.
"That's comforting. Should I ask?"
"No." Robin blinked her now glossy blue eyes. "I mean not no like please don't ask, no as in just random things. Nothing scary, but once one bad thing happens, people start seeing things that aren't there and coincidence becomes urban legend."
"Oh, so is this the local haunted house then?" Emma laughed. "Eric was right, this has a little bit of Hollywood to it."
"Nothing that exciting." Robin turned serious for the first time. "But last year was more than enough. That was horrific. We heard all three shots. Cliff ran over and broke the door down while I called the police. He found them all dead on the bed. Said half of Mary's face was gone."
"Oh, that's terrible." Emma whispered. "I...I didn't even think about that. That you guys were neighbors."
"Ben was shot in the chest." Robin had a faraway look in her eyes as if she were seeing it all over again. "Nathan must have put the gun in his mouth because the back of his head..." she shuddered. "Okay, sorry. I keep going you'll pack up and go."
She sighed, and leaning forward, folded her arms on the table.
The move pushed her ample breasts up in the dress and Emma, who was on the smaller side on top briefly envied the older woman's large bust. She thought of Cliff fondling her creamy breasts, sucking her pink nipples. Emma thought of him coming on them, that thick white fluid flowing over her nipples.
Emma loved having her breasts 'painted' as they would say in porn. Warm sticky cum flowing over her sensitive nipples and her pussy still gaping from the cock that had been pounding it, leading up to that delicious explosion.
"Emma?"
"Oh!" She blinked. "Wow, sorry, I just um, drifted for a minute."
"That wine is strong and you're tired," Robin noted. "How about I come back tomorrow after the movers leave and help you and we can chat some more." She reached across the table and took her hand. "Its so nice to have someone next door again. I hope we can be good friends."
"I'd like that too."
Emma stared at Robin's hand which was as fair as the rest of her. It stood out against her own tanned skin and again her mind turned to sex. Robin's hand was soft and her slender fingers tipped in purple. She thought of that small hand around Cliff's thick cock.
Pumping it, stroking it as he sprayed his load on her tits. Again her mind went from Robin to her own fond memories of sex. The feeling of Steven's cock in her hand. The way it throbbed and the way she could feel his cum racing through it, then twitching when he exploded for her.
Emma was getting warmer by the minute and to her chagrin she was getting wet. She shook her head and Robin gave her an odd look. "Feeling it aren't you?"
"The wine?"
"What else would I be talking about?" The question made sense, but she had the distinct feeling Robin was picking up on her arousal somehow.
"It's...got me feeling pretty loose." She laughed nervously.
"Its home made. My great grandfather owned a vineyard. Did quite well for himself. My father sold the business, but passed down the recipe. They water it down for mass consumption, but when Cliff and I make it, we keep the original recipe." She winked. "Complete with secret ingredients."
Emma caught herself getting ready to ask if one was an aphrodisiac because wow, was she....horny. There was no denying that sensation. She'd been thinking dirtier than usual lately, a product of no sex other than her toys and fingers, but tonight she was off the charts. Like she was back in college, drunk and looking to get laid.
"I'll bring you over a couple more bottles tomorrow, if you'd like. We have an entire rack of it in our cellar."
"Sure, if you don't mind. If nothing else I'll sleep pretty well." And go through more batteries than ever if this really was the wine influencing her raunchy turn of mind.
"Oh, it definitely helps out in bed." Robin spoke off handedly, but once more Emma had a hunch she knew the affect it was having on her.
"Hey, mom, check this out."
Both women looked up at Eric as he entered the kitchen.
"Oh, hi Robin, didn't know you were still here." Eric flashed her a huge smile.
"I was just getting ready to go. Your mom's had a long day." She stared at Eric, then followed his eyes down to where she still had her breasts propped up on the table.
Emma felt a twinge of embarrassment when Robin quickly sat back in the chair.
"Well it's obvious what you were checking out, but what am I supposed to be looking at?" she asked.
"Oh," Eric lowered his head. "Sorry, Robin. That was rude."
"Nothing to be sorry about Eric, boys will be boys, and on that note I should be getting back to my boy."
"He's hardly a boy." Emma told her. "Not much younger than me I would think."
"Just a phrase." Robin replied, pushing away from the table and standing. "He's a boy to me in many ways." Her gaze shifted from Robin to Eric. "What's in the box?"
"What I wanted mom to check out."
Eric put a square flat white box on the table in front of her.
"I found this on the floor under your bed when I was putting the sheets on."
"You made my bed up for me?" Emma grabbed his arm and tugged him down to her level to kiss him on the cheek. "You can be so sweet!"
"Right." Eric rolled his eyes. "How much have you had to drink?"
"What? I can't kiss my baby and tell him he's sweet?" She heard her own words and conceded she'd probably had too much to drink.
"I haven't been your baby in years." He puffed himself up.
"A son is always their mother's baby. No matter how old," Robin said softly, then as she had a couple of times during the conversation looked as if she'd thought she'd said something she shouldn't and quickly pointed. "What's in the box?"
"Open it, I'm heading back upstairs to finish your," he gave her a wry smile, "Third shoe rack."
"Thank you, honey!" She didn't make him endure another kiss. "I appreciate it."
"Hey, Eric, would you like to try some wine?" Robin tapped the bottle.
"He's only 20." Emma spoke while staring at the box in front of her. She had no clue what was in it, but for some reason she felt a thrill of anticipation flowing through her.
"Oh, please, like he's never drank before." Robin laughed. "And its only wine."
"I'll have some when I'm done." He touched Emma's flushed cheek. "Mom seems to like it, that's for sure."
"Be nice, you." She looked up at him. "Be good to your mother." She pushed her lips into a pout and looked up at him through her eyelashes.
"Wow, I've never seen that look before." Eric surprised her with a big smile. "I like it, you look cute."
"Thank you!" She beamed.
"Usually you have that lawyer look, you know, kind of bitchy."
"Ouch, Eric, you'll do better with the girls when you learn when to stop," Robin advised him.
"She's not a girl, she's my mom." Eric replied, then shrugged. "I don't have a girlfriend anymore. Don't want one."
"You think you don't, but the right woman will come along, and very soon I'll bet." Robin smiled encouragingly. "You're a good looking boy, and you can try to act otherwise, but you're very good to your mom. Women love a boy who's good to his mother. Tells them he'll be good to them."
"And there's a whole city full of nice girls twenty minutes down the road," Emma added. "But, I disagree with Robin. Most women don't want a mama's boy."
"No, but they want a man of the house and Eric is proving he can be right now." Robin pressed. "My son was for me as well and trust me he makes his wife very happy. He takes care of her in every way and he learned that from wanting to take care of me."
"Every way?" Eric raised his eyebrows. "That sounds a little creepy. Little to Kay Parker taboo for me." He laughed at the look on Emma's face. "Come on, mom. That movies a classic even kids my age have..." he caught himself, then winked. "Heard of it."
"I have it on DVD.' Robin told him, then smiled when his eyes widened. "Whole series actually."
""So, let's see what's in this box!" Emma declared, and not just to get off the suddenly awkward conversation, but for whatever reason she was dying to see what was in there.
"I already saw it." Eric waved his hand. "I'm heading back upstairs, good night Robin." He gave her a sly smile. "Maybe someday I could go through your movie collection."
"Out!" Emma snapped.
With a laugh, that told her she'd played right into him, Eric left the room.
"Sorry." Emma said while lifting the lid of the box. "He's not really a jerk, he's busting me up more than you."
"I know, remember I raised a son. But he's right, that movie is famous and for good reason. It changed the way people saw things."
"Pervs anyway."
Emma removed the lid and was confronted with an amethyst pendent attached to a silver chain. The pendent was in the shape of a teardrop and about an inch long. As Emma stared at it, the hairs on the back of her neck rose and she felt as if a current of electricity were running through her.
She gasped when the surface of the pendent seemed to shift and she was now staring at a small eye the color of the stone.
"Robin! Do you see..."
Emma blinked and shook her head. The eye was gone as was the weird feeling, but more importantly, the pendent was now an emerald green. The same green as the earrings she was wearing. Eric had bought them for her for mother's day last year because green was their shared favorite color and they matched the stones in her engagement ring.
"Did you see that?" She forced the words out as the older woman came around to her side of the table.
"Yes, its beautiful."
"No, I mean what it did, it changed colors."
"Changed? Emma, you shouldn't have any more to drink." Robin reached down and slipped the pendent from the box. "I was wondering where this had gone!"
"You've seen this before?"
"Yes, it belonged to my great grandmother. I had given it to Sherry, one of the previous tenants that I'd become close friends with. When she up and left, her husband said he could never find it."
"Up and left?" Emma spoke softly and her voice sounded far away. "You didn't mention Sherry before, this is another one?"
In front of her Robin was holding the chain and the pendent was swinging back and forth. Her eyes were locked onto it, waiting to catch a glimpse of what she'd sworn had been an eye. And it had been an amethyst, hadn't it?
Robin rolled her eyes, but it seemed at herself rather than Emma.
"Yes, I think I should stop drinking too, getting my tongue wagging for all the wrong reasons. Sherry was one of the sort of odd, but nothing really bad cases of things not working out here. But it was her, not this house in anyway."
"Why would I think it was the house? I told you I don't buy any of that."
"Sorry, I'm used to some of the old superstitious farts around here. They tell all kinds of weird stories." She put her hand over Emma's as she had before. "Emma will you promise me something?"
"Sure." She nodded absently while still staring at the pendent. She had to have been seeing things. Stress, alcohol and fatigue were getting to her. Nonetheless she had a strange compulsion to put it on.
"If you hear anything that seems out of place about me from anyone, please ask me about it and don't just believe them."
"What would they say? You seem so nice."
"My family has been around here a long time and there's some stories about my ancestors that may or may not have been true, but people associate it with me at times."
"I don't subscribe to gossip." She reached out and touched the amulet and was surprised to feel it was warm to the touch. Or maybe that was her own heat from the wine.
"Good. Like I said, I think we are going to become good friends with a lot in common. In fact, I'm so sure that I would like you to have this." She held the pendent out to her.
"No, I can't take this. It's an heirloom." Even as she protested, Emma wanted nothing more than to accept it.
"An heirloom I gave away and thought was lost the last few years. Besides, it would match those earrings and your eyes perfectly!" She focused her glossy blue eyes on her. "They are beautiful, like cat's eyes."
"I don't know, Robin, we just met and..."
"And I already feel close to you." Robin walked around behind her. "I think some people are meant to connect, Emma. We're sisters in spirit in many ways, so please take it. At least try it on."
Before she could put up another halfhearted protest, Robin moved her pony tail to the side and reaching over her head, slipped the pendent around her. Emma released a sharp breath as the second the pendent touched her upper chest, a warm tingling sensation flowed through her.
The feeling spread through her arms and legs, and into her stomach. It seeped down between her legs and her clit throbbed briefly as if she were in a high state of arousal. She was barely aware of Robin clasping the chain and leaning over her to grab her purse from the table.
She slid it over and removed a small compact. Emma felt her large breasts pressing into her back and could smell her perfume. Robin's red hair was on her arm and she had the insane desire for Robin to kiss her neck.
She leaned back, pushing harder against Robin's tits while picturing them from earlier today. Large, creamy, hard pink nipples that looked oh so suckable!
"What?" she asked the question out loud. Never once in her life could she recall desiring a woman. What the fuck was in that wine?
Whatever it was, she had to admit she was feeling pretty damn fine and wished she had someone she could share that feeling with. Eric was right, as part of the new beginning her pathetic ass needed to get some cock. In her mouth, in her pussy, hell, if he were good enough to her, in her ass.
"Emma?" Robin cut through her most recent depraved thoughts. She was holding up the mirror, allowing Emma to see the pendent.
The chain was short, leaving the pedant in view over the neckline of her t-shirt. Her eyes dropped down to her own breasts. Emma was not big on top, but her breasts were nicely rounded, perky and firm, her nipples a red similar to the color of the wine.
She imagined pressing her smaller tits against Robin large breasts, their nipples rubbing together.
"What is in this?" She tapped the bottle.
"Why do you ask? Is it hitting you hard?"
"Its...having an effect." Emma said simply.
"Alcohol loosens inhibitions. Maybe you're feeling the way you want to feel. So, do you like it? It looks beautiful on you, no?"


"It does." Emma knew she should give it back. She had no right wearing something special like this, but she really loved how it looked, and it seemed to feel right. "You really don't mind?"
"Not at all, looks great and I feel good giving it to someone who appreciates it."
"I do, thank you so much!" Emma stood and gave Robin a huge hug, then kissed her cheek fondly.
She kissed her very close to the lips and found herself wondering how soft Robin's lips would be...both sets. One soft and sweet, the other set soft and...wet.
"You're welcome." Robin shocked her with a quick peck on the lips. Then gave her a rueful smile. "Sorry, my family was very affectionate and we thought nothing of little quick kisses like that."
"Um, no problem." Well there was, and that it was quick and not lingering and tongue filled.
"I'm heading home, I'm sure Cliff is hungry and last time he tried cooking we ended up with the fire department here."
She grabbed her purse and with a wave over her shoulder, exited through the kitchen door that led out into the backyard. Emma watched her round ass sway pleasantly in her sun dress and took in the long well shaped backs of her legs.
Emma walked over to the window, noticing she was listing to the right a bit, and watched Robin walk across the yard towards her house. Reaching over, she opened the fridge and grabbing a bottle of cold water, opened it and chugged half of it.
She continued to look out the window until Robin reached her house. Cliff came out on the porch to meet her and they shared a hug and a long kiss. This time she wasn't turned on, but sad. She remembered those greetings fondly and longed for someone to greet now.
She finished off the water, then turning on the faucet, splashed some water on her face. The water and the cold on her face helped clear some of the effects of the wine and turning around she leaned against the counter.
Emma wanted nothing more than to go upstairs and christen that hot tub. A nice long soak, then a good night's sleep and be ready for a busy day tomorrow. Instead she let her gaze wander over the boxes stacked on the floor containing their dishes and pots and pans and all the small items she had on the counters at home.
She'd put some of it away before going upstairs. Eric was working hard on her stuff. It wouldn't be fair for her to slack. With a sigh she picked up the utility knife from the counter and cut open the nearest box.
Pulling out a tea cup enveloped in a small bubble wrap bag, Emma thought of Robin. At home with her much younger husband who was crazy over her. They were going to fuck again tonight, she knew it.
Robin was a lucky woman, being adored and kept satisfied. All Emma had to look forward to was playing sticky finger in the hot tub. Putting the cup down and taking out another, Emma thought Eric wasn't the only one mad at life right now.
Chapter Three
"Ouch!" Emma cried out when she straightened up to soon and caught the back of her head on the top of the cupboard.
She sat on the floor, running her hand over her head. That was the third time she'd done it while putting all the pans and cleaning supplies away in the lower cupboards. Fortunately that was the last of it.
Standing, Emma stared at the four remaining boxes and shook her still aching head.
"Tomorrow is another day." She slumped into the kitchen chair and leaning back into it, closed her eyes.
"You tired mom?"
Emma opened her eyes and flinched at the sight of a woman with long black hair sitting across from her. Behind her was a tall young man with the same dark hair.
"Long day, Ben." The woman, rubbed at her shoulders. "I'm sore."
"Here, let me do that." Ben's hands slipped beneath hers and kneaded her shoulders.
"Oh, honey, have I told you lately what a good son you are?" Mary released a relaxed sigh slumping further down in the chair. Wait, how did Emma know the woman's name?
"Because it's your dream silly." A soft voice chided in her mind.
"A good son should take care of his mother, no?"
"I'd like to think so." Mary laughed softly then purred contentedly as his large strong hands worked her shoulders. "Hmm, honey, that feels fucking amazing."
Those words, inappropriate as they were, had come out sounding even worse. Mary had breathed them in a husky voice more fitting being with a lover than her son.
Somewhere in her mind Emma knew she was dreaming, but was unable to react to the scene in front of her. Did you usually know when you were dreaming in your dreams?
"Robin was saying that earlier." Ben-why did their names seem familiar?-spoke as his hands slid from her shoulders down to her upper arms. "Man, Cliff was fucking her good."
"That he was," she whispered, "God, he was fucking her so hard."
Wait, they had seen Cliff and Robin? No, this was a dream...
"And she looked so good, damn she was hot." Ben was no longer massaging, but caressing her arms, sending a shiver through her. "The way her dress was bunched up and just on her knees taking it? I was so fucking hard."
"And your naughty mother was very wet," Mary sighed, "In fact, I'm getting pretty wet right now." She put her hands on his forearms and squeezed them. "Damn, you've got a hard body."
"Got a hard cock too, and not from thinking about Robin." Ben swept her hair to the side and kissed her neck. "But from my hot as hell mother."
"Oh, that's nice." She reached back, putting her arm around his head as his soft lips slid along her neck.
His scruff scraped her cheek as he nuzzled her and she moaned at the slight discomfort. Emma was aware of her nipples hardening and she was squirming in the chair. Ben's hands moved down her arms and across her stomach.
What the hell was this? That was his mother! "You think your mommy's hot?" She gasped when his hands worked their way they beneath her shirt.
"I think my mommy's the sexiest woman I've ever seen," he whispered in her ear. "Remember all that milf porn you found on my lap top? I watch that because I think of my milf."
"I like that." she cooed as he fondled her soft stomach and worked their way up towards her aching breasts. "You think about that? About your mother being your little porn star?"
"I think about my mother being what I know she wants to be." His hands cupped her breasts through her bra. "My dirty fucking whore."
He punctuated his words by yanking her shirt and bra up over her ample tits and Emma felt a wave of heat flow through her as it had when she'd been watching Robin and Cliff
"Oh, yes," Mary moaned when her son captured her swollen nipples in his strong fingers. "I'll be your whore, baby. Your dirty girl, your slut. After all, shouldn't a mother take care of her son in every way?"
"Then take care of me." His voice had an edge to it. "Be a good mother and give your son what he wants."
"What do you want?" she asked while putting her hands over his, pressing them harder to her tits. "Tell me."
"I want my mother to suck my cock." He released her tits and she yelped in surprise when he grabbed the back of the chair and spun it to the side.
Ben unsnapped his pants and grabbing the back of her head with one hand, pulled his zipper down. Emma saw he wasn't wearing underwear and licked her lips at the same time Mary did as she reached in to pull out his cock. He paused, an evil smirk on his face.
"Tell me what you want, mom."
"I want to suck my son's big hard cock."
Opening wide, she waggled her tongue at him, "Give it to me, baby, feed your mother that big dick."
"Well, you always told me to never tell you no." Ben laughed, and with a flourish whipped his cock out and shoved her head towards it.
There was a green haze that obscured her vision and when it cleared Emma was staring at herself, sitting in the chair, her shirt up and her tits exposed. She was eagerly sucking Eric's cock!
"Oh, fuck mom," he moaned, "That feels so..."
Emma's eyes flew open and jerked upright in the chair.
She sat there, her heart beating so hard she thought it was going to burst through her chest.
"What the hell was that?" she whispered, rubbing at her temples.
Her heart slowed, but her mind raced. Seriously, what the hell was that? The last few weeks she'd been having an increasing amount of wet dreams. It was obvious her body was telling her she needed to do more than go through batteries like they were going out of style.
Her reaction to Robin and Cliff earlier was a sign of that. She still couldn't believe she'd not only stood there watching, but to have that reaction? She swore if Eric hadn't shown up she might have popped her cork just from observing them. She was definitely going into heat, the effect of the wine on her proved that. Robin was right, it did lower inhibitions.
But that dream? A dirty dream was one thing, but a mother with her son? Worse, seeing her and Eric in that position? Where the hell could that have possibly come from? Like pretty much every normal mother, she had never once had an obscene thought of her son.
To the contrary, on occasions where she'd noted her son was a good looking young man, she felt a little awkward.
"Its okay," she muttered softly. "Too much to drink, new house, nerves." Her words sounded as lame as they were. There were just some things you never thought of no matter how tired or drunk you were.
She rose from the chair, wincing at how sore she was. Time for that soak and bed. Emma left the small light on over the counter in case Eric got thirsty in the middle of the night and left the kitchen.
She crossed the dark dining room, and turned on the small lamp in the corner to leave him a lighted path in the unfamiliar house. Emma entered the living room and saw Eric was asleep on the large sectional.
He had removed his shirt and was just wearing a pair of shorts and his I-pad was face down on his chest. She quietly padded over to him, and smiled. He'd been so moody lately, but when he was asleep he looked like the sweet boy her and Steven had raised.
Eric had worked his ass off, mounting the TV on the wall and setting up her computer and monitor so all he had to do when the movers came tomorrow is put it on her desk. The cable couldn't come until next week, but he'd linked his I-pad to the TV so they could watch Netflix or movies.
He'd also brought all her clothes up to her room and hung up her work clothes and more playful dresses that she never wore anymore in the huge walk in closet.
Eric had not only put together her shoe racks, but put all her shoes in them. Granted, her OCD would force her to arrange them, but it was the thought that counted. He'd even made her bed with the pillows and sheet set she'd brought in the trailer.
The movers were due at noon tomorrow with her desk and book cases and Eric's bedroom furniture, along with a few small pieces of furniture she'd decided to take with them. That and the boxes of personal belongings that hadn't fit in the trailer.
Twenty plus years in that house and all they took fit into that trailer and a sixteen foot U-haul. She noticed Eric had unpacked the photos that she wouldn't trust with the movers and lined them up on the mantle and in the shadow box on the wall opposite the fire place.
Emma purposely looked away from them. She didn't need to look at Steven right now and wonder what he thought of her leaving the home and life they'd built together.
Eric was breathing slow and heavily and she grunted at the half empty bottle of wine and the empty glass on the coffee table in front of him.
She'd told him he could have a glass, not two or three. But what the hell, he was twenty, a man now and he'd earned it. Leaning over him, Emma eased the I-pad from his chest in case he moved so it wouldn't fall on the floor.
When she touched it, the screen came up and she stifled a gasp. The picture on the screen was one Eric had taken in a mirror and she was confronted with the sight of her son sitting on his bed with Ashley kneeling between his legs.
She was naked, but for a green thong, reinforcing it had always been his favorite color. It dawned on her that picture was taken the day she'd walked in on them fooling around. Eric hadn't locked his door and she didn't know Ashley had been over.
Emma slid the picture over and the next one was more graphic. This one Eric had taken of Ashley blowing him, his cock was not visible as it was buried in her mouth, her lips at the base of his shaft.
Ashley's big brown eyes were staring up at him and Emma thought the little slut looked pretty good with something in her mouth.
On that note, she quickly, shut the I-pad off and wondered what was wrong with her? She should have done that the second she saw the first pic, not look for more. She was sure there were a whole series of them on there.
She leaned all the way over the couch and carefully placed the I-pad on the coffee table. Now that she'd gotten over her moment of parental indiscretion she felt a mixture of anger and sadness that he was looking at those pictures. He needed to get over the little bitch.
He'd meet someone here once he got a job and started spending time in the city. Eric was good would go back to his sweet happy go lucky persona once he found someone to make him happy. He'd filled out pretty nicely too, she noted as she straightened up and looked down at him.
His chest was broad and his stomach hard and flat. He had his arms up behind his head and even relaxed, his biceps were visible and impressive. Emma's eyes trailed from his peaceful face down his chest and his stomach, and froze when she noticed there was another large muscle showing itself in the form of an impressive bulge in his shorts.
Impressive? She shook her head, but continued to stare. Beneath her, Eric moaned softly in his sleep and his hips moved. When she realized her son was obviously having a dirty dream, she...remained where she was and watched his hips rock.
The warm feeling was coming over her again, but this time centered in her chest. She swore the pendent was heating up. Emma put her hand over it. It was cool to the touch, but her body wasn't. She was heating up again in more ways than one.
She wondered if he were dreaming of Ashley. His sexy little girlfriend, sucking and fucking him and letting him take pictures. Emma snapped herself out of those thoughts by wondering if the little twat was letting Mark take pictures then too.
Emma took one more look at Eric, that hard young body and right now hard where it counted. He was wasting himself not having fun. Then again so was she, because there was no reason she shouldn't be getting some hard young cock.
With that thought, she spun around on her heel so fast she almost lost her balance. Young? Emma had never thought about younger guys. She had no desire to play cougar to some kid Eric's age. Then again if they looked like Eric...
She strode across the room and walked up the stairs, trying to distance herself from her son whom she was just staring at in an unmotherly way. That brought back that screwed up dream of watching some son and his mother, then the brief flash of it being her and Eric.
Taboo. The word sounded in her mind. Not just the act, the movie. Eric had mentioned it and Robin had been saying weird things about mom's and son's that sounded a little too close. That's where it had come from.
Not that she still should have any type of dreams or thoughts involving Eric, but at least it gave her the feeling it had not come from nowhere. She hadn't caught a buzz in a long time nor had she been this tired. Tomorrow she'd be back to normal.
Emma passed the room that would be Eric's noting that the small cot Robin and Cliff had been fucking on was folded up and shoved into the corner.
Cliff was supposed to take it out tomorrow. Good thing they'd folded it up, or Eric would have wanted to sleep on it and spend the night sniffing the sheets.
Emma caught herself thinking about Robin's glorious red haired glistening pussy and how it had looked with that big cock pounding it. Her own pussy yearned for that, tonight more than ever it seemed.
Emma went by the closed door that was going to be the guest room, not they'd ever have company, but she planned on eventually getting a bed for it, on the off chance they did. That room had been the master bedroom, but after what happened in it, Emma had opted for the smaller second bedroom to be hers.
She stopped in front of the door, her eyes wide as she heard Robin's voice in her head. "Ben was shot in the chest."
Ben and Mary; the mother and son killed in the room she'd just passed. That's why the names in the dream sounded familiar.
Her stomach tightened as another thought leapt into her mind. All three bodies had been found in the son's bedroom. Why had they been in the son's room after midnight? Emma recalled enough of her criminal investigation courses to know what a crime of passion murder scene would look like.
Husband catches wife with a lover, kills the lover out of rage, the wife from rage and betrayal. Then they turn it on themselves for what they did or not wanting to face the consequences.
"Emma, what are you thinking?" she asked aloud, to try to joke it off, but her gut, which she trusted unquestionably felt she was on to something.
Was the mother and son having a twisted affair? But why would she dream of it? Now that she had it really fell into place. The article hadn't had a lot of detail as it was so cut and dried, but she wondered what the autopsy report had said.
Had the mother showed signs of sexual activity before death? If so was it the son's DNA found within her? There had to be a report somewhere, unless they half assed it for being an obvious cause of death.
Why was she thinking about this?
Emma forced herself to get out of investigator mode and chalk everything up to just an eventful day and her tired mind was spinning like a hamster in a wheel because it had nothing better to do.
She smiled at how neatly her bed was made up and walking over to the closet peeked inside and saw Eric had not only done her show racks, but put up her shelving and stacked some of her totes of winter clothes in the back for her.
Emma noted the shoes were arranged as badly as she imagined, but it was the thought that counted. Eric might be a shit at times these days, but still a good kid and he did do what he could to take care of her. Just not in every way.
With an air of anticipation, she went over and opened the door to the master bath and smiled at the large hot tub. It was definitely big enough for two people to have some serious fun in. Emma lifted the lever to close the drain and turned on the water.
Once she got the temperature right, she went back into the bedroom while the tub filled. Emma walked towards her bed, and flinched when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. She turned quickly then rolled her eyes when she saw it was only her reflection in the mirror over the bureau.
She stepped closer to the mirror and took in her appearance. Her green eyes seemed brighter than ever and more than a little glazed, telling her the wine was still flowing strong in her. Her normally fair complexion was rosy red and she wished she was flushed for a reason other than booze.
Emma stared at the pendent resting just over the neckline of her shirt. She'd thought the stone had been a deeper green previously, now she swore it was the exact shade of her eyes.
She let her eyes trail down her body. Knowing it would be hot and she'd be driving, she'd worn a comfortable sleeveless t-shirt and her favorite pair of ratty cut off denim shorts. Her long sandy brown hair was pulled into a pony tail and as she usually did when not working, she'd foregone make up.
As an attorney, Emma always dressed the part during the week. Business suits, or modest skirts with long blouses and blazers. Her hair was always pinned up or pulled back, and her make up just the right mix of flattering, but not over the top.


Emma was aware she was an attractive woman, but never wanted to show it off and be accused of playing it up by clients or the competition, or even the boy's club asshole partners of her former firm.
On the weekends however, she reveled in being comfortable and this was a typical warm weather ensemble for her. Steven had also enjoyed it. He was so used to seeing her dressed up he said it was a turn on to see her looking 'girl next door' as he called it.
She felt that was a good description of her. Emma was tall and a little on the slender side and Steven said an outfit like this flattered her body.
He loved the way the slinky tank tops hugged her firm perky breasts. When she was younger she'd been a little self-conscious that she wasn't bigger up top, but Steven loved her tits, and said they looked perfect on her athletic body.
Athletic. That was Steven in a nutshell. Other guys, and she herself, referred to her build as skinny. He said athletic. But he made her feel good about how she looked and decided he was right, her breasts did match her body type.
Steven was also more of a 'waist down' kind of guy as he put it and enjoyed the way the cut offs showed off her tight, well-shaped ass. In addition, the shorts left her best asset in her mind, her long legs, bare and showed them off pretty well.
Emma knew Steven wasn't just flattering her. On weekend mornings if she came downstairs dressed like this and Eric was out, she'd quickly find herself, on the couch, her shirt up and her husband sucking her tits.
His tongue would head south and her shorts would be on the floor in minutes. Then after he gave her a hard squealing orgasm, she'd be bent over, her ass in the air and Steven showing his full appreciation of her form.
Still staring at herself in the mirror, Emma stripped off the tank top, tossing it on the floor. Beneath it, she wore a plain black bra. She always wore plain bras and comfortable panties. She owned a few thongs, but had only worn them on date nights and there hadn't been many of those in the last year.
She had lingerie as well, packed away in a bag she now hoped Eric hadn't looked at while arranging her closet. Again, what was the sense of wearing it?
"Because you're a beautiful sensual woman and should show it."
Emma cocked her head, that last thought seemed different for some reason, more than just a where had that come from, but more like it had been put there. But the thought made sense. She was no narcissist, but she was attractive and seemed unwilling to show it lately, why?
Reaching behind her, she unhooked her bra and slid it off. Her perky tits were sitting high and proud and her rosy nipples were hard. Dropping the bra, she pulled the red band from her pony tail and shook her hair out.
Her long thick hair looked sexy lying on her bare shoulders and upper chest and she shivered when the tip of it caressed her nipple. Emma cupped her breasts and ran her thumb across her now aching nipples.
Her tits did look good. Tight, well rounded, and in her opinion very suckable. She gave them a squeeze and moaned softly. Emma thought back to her failed attempt at a one night stand a couple of months ago.
She'd met him in a bar on the other side of town. A place she'd never been before and dressed in a fairly short skirt and tight low cut blouse. Her hair down and her make up extra heavy, Emma was making no bones about what she was looking for.
His name-the one he gave her anyway-was Gary. He was tall, broad shouldered, with sandy brown hair and beautiful hazel eyes. He was smooth, funny and most of all laid back. She had no doubt he wanted what she did, but unlike a lot of guys he was not forward at all and seemed to be waiting for her green light.
After a few drinks she gave it to him in the not so original line of "you live nearby?" That was good enough for him and turned out he did live only a mile or so from the bar. Emma had followed him home, and once there he'd poured them some wine and kept up with his unhurried approach.
Emma had shocked herself by making the first move and kissing him. They'd ended up hot and heavy on his couch, not just kissing, but their hands wandering. Gary had asked if she wanted to go to his bedroom and she giddily allowed him to take her hand and lead her there.
In his room, he'd stepped up behind her, moved her hair to the side and kissed her neck. He licked and teased, taking his time. All the while he slowly undressed her. Unbuttoning and removing her blouse, unhooking her bra and slipping it off.
His lips explored her neck and upper shoulders as his hands fondled her tits and teased her nipples, just as she was teasing them now. Emma had ground her ass back into him, moaning at the sensation of his hard cock against her ass.
She'd reached back and unzipped her skirt and shimmied out of it, working her now only thong clad ass into his impressive erection. She'd turned in his arms and pulled his shirt off. They kissed again, her bare breasts pressing into his chest.
Feeling more brazen than had imagined she could be, she unzipped his jeans, and pushed them down along with his underwear. His hard cock pressed into her stomach and even thinking about it, her mouth began to water.
She had been ready to drop to her knees, but Gary had given her a playful push, sending her onto her back on the bed. He grabbed the sides of her thong and slid id down her long legs. Emma spread her legs, exposing her pussy.
He had sank to his knees, kissed her thighs then dove in with an enthusiasm that had her moaning and squealing. He seemed hell bent on making her come, but not wanting to let her nerves creep in on her, she urged him to slide up and fuck her, telling him they could play later, but she needed it.
Gary had given her a huge smile that she'd returned. When he slid up between her legs, and looked down at her, that's when it had happened. She'd envisioned Steven in Gary's place. Steven looking down at her with that little smile and adoring look he always had when they'd made love or even when they were flat out fucking.
It must have shown on her face, because Gary had asked if she were alright and instead of saying yes and closing her eyes and letting him have her, passing the point of no return by having him inside her, she had asked him to wait.
The second she did, she knew it was over. He couldn't hide his disappointment as he rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. Feeling like an idiot she'd started babbling about how she'd lost her husband and was trying to get back into enjoying life, but it was hard and...
That night faded in her mind as suddenly as if a door had been slammed. She remembered she'd ended up apologizing repeatedly as she'd gotten dressed and Gary being a gentlemen. He didn't not give her any grief and gave her his number if she wanted to get together again.
But now it was the present that had her attention and in the present she was playing with her tits and staring at her body as if she were lusting for herself. She was a sexy woman. Her tits were perfect for her body and felt and looked damn good.
Sliding her hands down her stomach as if there were a lover behind her, Emma unsnapped her shorts and eased them down her hips. She turned around and watched over her shoulder as she wriggled out of them.
Like her bra, her black panties were plain but still hugged her ass nicely. Emma shimmied the rest of the way out of the shorts then turned to face the mirror again as she eased her panties down.
The small patch of hair just over her pussy was moist to the touch and as her fingers trailed through it, a shiver went through her. Her fingers slid between her wet lips and she moaned when she glided over her swollen clit.
She pushed her panties down to her ankles imagining the view it would give the lover she so badly needed. Her sweet little ass cheeks framing her pink wet, and so fucking neglected, pussy.
Emma straightened and licking her lips, gave her reflection a lascivious wink. "Like them?" She cupped her breasts once more. "You like my titties, baby? You want to suck them? What about my pussy?" She inquired of her mirror image. "You want to spread my lips and shove your tongue into my wet fucking cunt?"
Cunt. She never used that word, but for some reason the fact she'd said it out loud excited her. Emma was breathing hard and her breasts were heaving. At various points of the evening she'd been strangely horny, but right now she felt absolutely wanton and wished there was someone there to enjoy it.
She walked naked across the bedroom and into the bathroom. The hot tub was close to full and shutting off the water, she turned on the button that activated the jets. Emma stepped into the hot tub and when she sat down and stretched her legs out she released a loud sigh.
"Oh. God this feels good." She declared as the strong currents of water struck her lower back and neck.
Leaning her head back, she slid lower until her nipples were under the warm water and with a purr of delight spread her legs and slipped her hands beneath the water. She teased a finger around her clit, while easing two fingers inside her sinfully wet pussy.
Lifting her legs, Emma placed her feet on the sides of the hot tub and for a moment stared at her bare toe nails. She needed to paint them. She used to always paint them for Steven. It was part of looking and feeling sexy.
She made a mental promise to paint her fingers and toes so she could show Eric. Why would Eric care she painted her nails? Because she should look good for her boy of course was the answer that again seemed to be her voice, but not quite her words.
In fact, she would paint her nails green. A nice bright green because it would bring out her eyes and match her beautiful new necklace. Plus it was Eric's favorite color. That's why that little whore Ashley always wore it. Why she was wearing that skimpy little green thong.
Emma closed her eyes and her fingers pushed deeper inside her as she remembered when she'd walked in on them. She had knocked, but when no one answered opened the door and there was Eric sitting on his bed and that little slut on her knees for him.
Ashley's head was bobbing rapidly. Emma knew that when a woman sucked that fast she wasn't teasing or playing. No, when a woman worked a cock like that she had only one thing in mind, getting that nice hot creamy reward in her mouth.
Emma should have left immediately. It was her son, but...
"You didn't did you? No, you dirty girl, you stayed and watched, just like you watched Robin and Cliff."
She'd never allowed herself to think about that day when she'd shamed herself as a mother and watched her son fuck his girlfriend. But seeing that picture on his I-pad and watching Robin today had brought it back full bore. Just like she should have stopped watching, but didn't, she now couldn't stop replaying it in her mind now.
Eric had moaned and placing his hands in Ashley's sandy brown hair, the same color as Emma's she realized, guided her mouth along his cock. Emma had backed up out of his direct view, but remained in the hall along the door. She could see them in the mirror, but couldn't be seen.
Eric groaned, his eyes rolling back as he said Ashley's name several times. She released a gurgling squeal and Emma could imagine her mouth being flooded with her son's hot load. She'd quickly stood up and even in the mirror Emma could see a line of cum on her chin and dripping onto her small tits.
That didn't stop Eric from eagerly sucking her nipples as he grabbed her thong and pulled it down. Ashely's perfect little ass jiggled fetchingly as he gave each cheek a playful little slap, before grabbing her cheeks in his large hands.
He spread it open and Emma could see her pink little slit. Eric's fingers probed first her ass crack, then her slit. Emma had stood there, her heart pounding and a taboo heat growing between her legs. When her son's finger disappeared into his girlfriend's pussy she'd had to repress a moan.
It wouldn't have mattered, Ashley's would have drowned it out anyway as she wriggled her ass and rocked her hips, pushing Eric's finger deeper. Eric abruptly stood up, and slipping his hands under her ass, lifted the giggling Ashley and turning to the side, laid her on the bed.
That was definitely when she should have looked away because Eric was naked and his semi hard, and still dripping cock, was in full view. A good mother would have looked way, she thought, and somewhere in her mind, the wanton side of her that had possessed her all night corrected her.
"No, a good mother would watch, a better mother would be the one pleasing her boy" . Those additional words should have been disturbing, but instead, her finger pressed harder to her clit while her other two fingers drove knuckle deep insider her greedy little cunt. Eric had dropped to his knees, spread her legs and buried his face between them.
Ashely moaned and whimpered, squirming in the bed and playing with her tits while her son pleased her with what seemed to be a pretty talented tongue.
Emma had been getting wetter by the minute and this time did moan, but it was lost under Ashley's loud wail as she came in Eric's face. She'd quickly rolled over on her hands and knees, pushing her ass at Eric who had risen to his feet.
He was hard again, and so hard! His cock long and thick, plunged into Ashley's little pink slit and hammered away at her. Emma could see her face in the mirror, see her wide eyes and open mouth as she got it good and hard.
By that time Emma's hand had strayed, slipping into her skirt and stroking her pussy.
No, she hadn't done that. She hadn't masturbated.
"But you wanted to, and you did, later and you know what you masturbated to, don't you, you?"
"No," Emma moaned, but her fingers still worked her pussy beneath the warm water. "I didn't."
"You did," the soft sibilant voice countered. "You know you did, and it's okay, you saw your boy as a man and wanted him as a woman. It's the way it should be."
"I didn't want him." she insisted. She hadn't, that wasn't true.
What was true was she had remained where she was, watching her naked son, pound the hell out of his equally naked girlfriend. Ashely was a petite little thing, making Eric's hands look all the bigger on her slim hips.
She only had a side view of him, but could see the muscles in his arms and chest as he fucked. His ass flexed as he pumped his hips, delivering long hard strokes. Emma so needed those long hard strokes.
"Oh, fuck," she whimpered as she rubbed her clit harder.
That little fucking whore, getting sex like that. Having a nice young hard cock to suck and fill her mouth then be hard again in minutes to plunder her little twat. She didn't deserve a fucking like that, but Emma did.
She tried to lose herself in work and worrying about Eric, tried to pretend her life was getting better as time went on. But she was lying to herself and denying herself what she really needed. Emma needed to get fucked.
She didn't want to be made love to, she wanted to be a whore. She wanted to be some lucky young stud's dirty fucking cougar. She wanted to suck cock and talk dirty. She wanted her tits and pussy licked and sucked and have her cunt stuffed with hard cock.
Emma planted her feet flat on the tub and pushed, lifting her ass beneath the water and driving her fingers so hard it was bordering on painful. Eric and Ashely, became Robin and Cliff, then briefly became her and Steven, a memory of when life was good and he couldn't get enough of her.
She rubbed her clit as hard as she could and whimpered as the orgasm she'd anticipated all day began to flow through her. Her toes curled and her pussy tightened around her fingers as the warm water tickled her aching nipples and her lust addled mind filled with images of fucking.
She went back to Eric and him whipping his cock out of Ashley. She'd stretched out, her legs sliding along his hips as she lay on the bed. Eric had stroked his cock and exploded, all over her. Ashely cooed delightedly as he leaned forward and sprayed his cum all over the smooth skin of her back.
Something happened and the image replayed, except this time it was Emma on the bed. It was her taking that pounding and when Eric withdrew she had rolled over onto her back imploring him to come all over his mother's tits.
As the imaginary Eric stroked his cock and the first warm jet of sticky white fluid struck her nipple, Emma threw her head back and released a long loud wail. Her hips thrust wildly beneath the water and she cried out repeatedly as the most powerful orgasm she could remember crashed through her.
Her pussy convulsed around her fingers and her clit sent electric currents of pleasure through her. The image of Eric coming on her tits was vivid in her mind and even as she continued to writhe in pleasure she moaned, "Oh, no."
"Oh, yes. This is what you wanted that night and ever since. This is why you don't let yourself remember. You should remember, there's nothing wrong with a mother wanting to be her son's lover and every good boy wants to take care of his mom in every way."
The voice was not harsh or spiteful, but purred the words encouragingly and as Emma lay there, gasping for breath, her body trembling from the strength of her climax, it added. "Good girl, this is the first step to knowing what you want."
Emma was too relaxed to form a response. Instead, she closed her eyes, smiled, and slipped into the oblivion of sleep.
Chapter Four
Emma opened her eyes and wondered how long she'd lain asleep in the tub. The water was now cool and she could see the full moon above her through the skylight. Her legs were still draped over the tub, spread wide and she counted herself lucky her head hadn't slid under the water while she slept.
Slipping her legs down, she sat up and flipped the lever to allow the tub to start draining. She stood up and quickly put her hand against the wall to keep her balance. The bathroom spun and a dull throbbing was beginning in her head.
Emma carefully stepped out of the tub and grabbed a towel. As she patted herself dry she stared into the bathroom mirror. The pendent seemed duller than it had before, was the thing some kind of damn mood stone?
She put her hand around it and it no longer felt warm as it had previously. She thought about taking it off, but then let it ago. It was beautiful and she liked how it looked on her fair skin. Emma was going to wrap the towel around herself to go into her room, but why do that?
She was alone in her bedroom, why not be naked and enjoy the cool breeze coming in through the window on her skin? She'd pinned her hair up to soak in the tub and on a whim, let it down. Normally she slept with it up so it wouldn't be a mess in the morning, but it felt so good on her shoulders when it was down and made her feel sexy.
Emma wanted to feel sexy, she wanted to be sexy. She was sexy! Now all she needed was someone to appreciate that. Emma strolled naked from the bathroom, even putting a little swing into her hips as if she were being watched and showing off.
Despite the faint head ache she was still in that sensual mood the wine had put her in and was enjoying it. She froze when she entered the room and her heart skipped a beat.
There was woman in her bed.
She was wearing a man's dress shirt as a nightgown and sitting propped up on the pillows. She appeared to be older than Emma, maybe fifty. Her short blonde hair was stylishly cut and her high cheek bones and full lips gave her a classic beauty.
Her head was turned towards Emma and her light blue eyes seemed to be focused on her. "There you are, there's my boy."


Emma flinched when a tall young man passed by her. There was a towel around his waist and his skin was glistening as if he'd just come out of the shower. His hair and eyes were an exact match of the older woman's and even his features were similar, the high cheek bones and clean shaven face, gave him a soft borderline pretty look about him.
"Mom, what are you doing in here, dad's home!"
She smiled and began unbuttoning the nightshirt.
"He's passed out drunk again. He won't wake up." She finished the buttons and opened her shirt, exposing her breasts to her son. "Now come here and make your mother happy."
The boy walked to the edge of the bed as the woman sat up and slipped the shirt off. Now completely naked she slid down on the bed and spread her legs. Her pussy was completely smooth and she smiled as her son gazed hungrily at her.
"See? Nice and smooth for you, just like you like it." She slid her fingers though her wet lips and moaned. "Come on, Paul, give your mother a kiss."
Paul hesitated, "Did you at least lock the door?"
"Yes," she sighed, "Now lose that towel, and show me how hard you are for your mother."
With a grin, Paul dropped the towel, showing off his erect cock. He crawled up onto the bed, with his mother beckoning him with one hand while spreading her lips with the other.
"Hmm, that cock is going to feel so good when you slide it in after you make me come in my baby's face."
Paul all but dove between her legs and she cried out when he buried his face in her pussy. Emma watched him suck her clit with lip smacking gusto and the woman wrapped her legs around him, locking her ankles over his back, pinning his face to her pussy.
Her heart was racing and once more her body was responding to the scene before her. The woman had her eyes closed, moaning softly as her son went down on her. Her eyes then opened and turning her head towards Emma she smiled.
"See this, Emma?" she reached down and placed her hand in her son's hair as he continued to suck her pussy. "Know how it started? By me watching my son have sex. Just like you did."
"No." she shook her head.
"And look at me now. Getting my twat licked by my young beautiful son. Getting his hard cock anytime I want it. He's so good to me, Emma!"
"I'm dreaming."
"You are," she agreed, "Dreaming of what could be. This could be you. You want it to be you, you know you do."
"That's not true!" she snapped. "I don't want my son! That's sick, that's..."
She was cut off by the blonde emitting a squeal and writhing in ecstasy on the bed. She clamped her thighs around Paul's head and ground her quivering pussy into his face. Her eyes were wide and her mouth open as she yelped and squealed while her son licked her to orgasm.
Despite her objections, Emma's nipples stiffened and the pendent was heating up against her skin again making her think it was somehow reflecting her body's reactions. When she groaned softly and let her legs fall from Paul's shoulders, he sat up on her knees between her legs.
His cock was hard and ready, but even as he leaned over, preparing to enter her, the woman spoke to Emma.
"Stop being a damn lawyer, Emma." She gasped when her son entered her and as she wrapped her arms and legs around him, she smiled, "Some laws are meant to be broken."
Chapter Five
"Hey, Mom?"
Emma's eyes flew open at a gentle touch on her shoulder and she was surprised to see Eric standing next to the bed.
"Eric?" Her voice sounded hoarse and her mouth and throat were as dry as a bone. "Why are you in my room?"
"It's ten, and the movers are coming in two hours. I knocked a few times, but you didn't answer." He smirked at her. "You had a lot to drink last night, didn't you?"
"Um, yeah maybe too much." Emma was on her stomach and went to push herself up when she realized she was naked and had come very close to exposing her breasts.
She lay back on her stomach and noticed Eric wasn't looking at her face, but to the side, along her body. Emma's back was bare, the sheet just over the curve of her ass and as was usually the case when she slept, her right leg was out from under the sheet.
Her leg was bare right up to her hip and her hair was fanned around her head and down her back. It occurred to her that if Eric were a lover, she would be presenting a sexy tease, showing a lot of skin, but with the 'good' parts still covered.
"Eric?"
"Huh?" he blinked, "Oh, anyway, sorry I came in, but you had me a little worried when you didn't hear my knocks."
"I'm fine, honey, just a lot of wine and I soaked in the tub last night, it was sooo nice!" She purred the last part and realized it had come out a little racier than it should have. "Guess I needed the sleep." She quickly added to cover it up.
"I slept good too except..." He frowned. "Weird dreams."
"Really?" Her interest piqued. "About what?"
He shrugged and looked embarrassed. "I think I spooked myself trying to spook you. I had dreams of some of the people that lived here before. I mean, I think that's who they were."
"Honey, can you turn around for a second? I want to sit up and..."
"You're naked." His eyes widened and he blushed as if he hadn't meant to say it.
"Yes, I was born that way, just like you," she joked, but her thoughts went back to the way he seemed to be looking at her a minute ago. "Too tired to get dressed after the tub."
Eric nodded and out his back to her. Emma sat up and grabbing the sheet pulled it up to wrap around her. As it had last night the movement of her reflection in the mirror caught her eye. She glanced over and found herself staring at Eric who was facing the mirror.
Her breasts were completely exposed, and for what was probably only a few seconds, but still more hesitation than there should have been, she didn't move. Her eyes were on his and his were. on her breasts. His gaze shifted and for a moment their eyes met.
Simultaneously, Eric turned his head to the side and Emma pulled the sheet around her body. She turned, and leaned back against the headboard, but her mind was racing. There was no doubt Eric has been staring at her tits, and for a brief moment, she had let him.
"How do you know they were people that lived here?" Emma stayed on topic and Eric answered so quickly she knew he was grateful she hadn't called out his looking at her.
"The names, Ben and Paul. I remember them from when I looked up the house."
"So those were the only two you saw?"
Emma was now disturbed for reasons other than her and her son being caught in an awkward moment reminiscent of some stupid porn script. Eric had seen the same two boys she had seen.
"Yeah, just them, but not at the same time. Why'd you ask? You have weird dreams too?"
"I was so out of it I don't remember anything from laying down to you waking me up," she lied. She felt bad doing it, but she didn't need Eric's mind racing, hers was going to be, but let her be the one to think this through.
"Oh."
"So what were they doing?"
"They were just talking," He looked at her uneasily and continued hurriedly, telling her he was lying. "Just saying haunted house stuff, like welcome and I was going to have fun here, like they did."
"Ben was shot in the head!" She blurted out.
"Mom, it was a crazy dream." He grinned. "I may have had a little too much wine too, that shit was pretty damn good."
"A little too good." Emma muttered, recalling her out of control lust and knowing full well he'd been having a lewd dream of his own.
The fact his dream was of the same scenario she had thought about bothered her. It was as strange as the fact they'd both dreamt of the houses former occupants. Odd he'd only seen the sons though. Odd, but good. Eric didn't need dreams of sons doing unnatural things to their mothers.
"Well, anyway. The movers will be here so I figured I'd get you up. I put the rest of the pans away and cut down all the boxes. I'm going to head back downstairs and unpack my lap top and put my stuff in my room."
"Okay, I'll get down early enough to make breakfast." She shrugged. "Well, cereal and eggs is all we have for now. I'm going to go into town and do some grocery shopping later today."
"I had some cheerios already." Eric told her.
His eyes lingered on her chest and Emma wondered if he were trying to see her breasts through the sheet.
"What are you looking at?" Please don't answer what you're really looking at.
"That necklace," he said to her relief. "It looks good on you."
He leaned over and to her surprise took it in his hand. He held it there, just over the edge of the sheet and Emma had an insane urge to pull the sheet away or have him pull it down. Okay, she was no longer drunk, what the fuck was going on?
"Its beautiful." Eric spoke softly and his eyes had a distant look to them, as if he were seeing something more than the pendent.
Still holding the pendent he caught her off guard by giving her a soft, sweet kiss on the cheek.
"Just like you." He gave her another kiss and this time his lips came close to grazing hers, kissing her just to the right of her mouth. "I love you, mom."
"I love you too," she replied, touched by the display of affection.
"I'm sorry I've been an ass lately." Eric let the pendent go, but kept speaking. "I shouldn't give you a hard time. A good son is always good to his mother."
"I appreciate that," she spoke slowly, not thrilled with his choice of words after her dreams.
"I appreciate you and should show it more. Show it anyway I can."
"Then just be less miserable, can you do that for me?"
"I'll do anything you want, mom," he told her with that strange look in his eyes. "Anything."
"Well you can start by letting me get dressed so I can go downstairs and help you."
"Sure." He sounded reluctant, but stepped back from her. As soon as he did his eyes seemed to regain their focus. "See you soon."
He turned and headed for the door. Stopping in the doorway, he turned to look at her. "You really are beautiful mom. You should let someone take care of you."
"So should you."
He shrugged, "Who knows, maybe we'll just keep taking care of each other."
He closed the door behind him and Emma rubbed her temple. What was going on here? Eric had seemed like there was a stranger meaning behind his words than there should be. He had been looking at her breasts, no doubt about it and had been staring at her body when she was laying down.
An unwanted thought came to her; how long was he there before he woke her up? But it wasn't just him. The memory Emma had last night was one she had forced herself to forget. She'd done something she should have never done that day, watching Eric.
Immediately afterwards she had felt enough guilt and shame to make her feel she had moved on to the feelings a proper mother would have. Why had it come back last night and so vividly? And she couldn't lie to herself and pretend the image she had come to was of Eric doing the unthinkable, fucking her.
But she'd had two dreams of the unthinkable between other people. One before her vision, one right after. She'd blamed Robin's odd conversation about son's being the man of the house and taboo movies, but no way would it have put that much in her head.
But it did explain having her shameful memory surface. She nodded to herself; that was an explanation for that at least. But her and Eric both dreaming of the same people, at least the sons. Or was there more? She'd lied to Eric, had he been holding back on her when she'd said she hadn't had dreams?
Ben and Mary, the last tenants. Paul and...? Emma forced herself to relax and count backwards from twenty to one. It was something she'd started in college and for some reason it always helped reset her thoughts when working on a case.
She replayed Robin's account of the various events of the house. Paul was the son who had vanished with his mother, Kathy. The blond must have been Kathy. In the dream Paul had worried about being caught by his father. Kathy and Paul had vanished, only to turn up months later in California.
She'd been convinced the only reason a mother would take her son and run was because of an abusive father, but when she had said that, Robin had smirked and asked "Is it?" she'd also said she kept in touch with Kathy.
Was her dream true? Had Kathy had some type of incestuous relationship with her son and they ran away to be together? And Robin knew it?
"No," she said aloud. "This is crazy." Emma was not superstitious, but did believe that places where negative or sad events had taken place could hold a charge of sorts. Maybe in her exhausted and inebriated state she'd picked up something.
"Now, that's crazier than a son banging his mother." She spoke aloud again, another habit when she debated the findings of a case.
Emma tossed the sheet away and turned on the bed. She swung her feet to the floor and took in her reflection. Her eyes landed on the pendent. There was something strange about it. The wine had affected her, but she'd gone into a frenzy of lust once she'd put it on and it had definitely changed color and temperature.
When Eric had held it, he'd gotten strange. Way too affectionate.
"Now, what Emma? A talisman? A curse that makes you horny?"
She tried to laugh, but couldn't. Well this would be easy enough to prove. Emma reached behind her neck and fumbled with the clasp trying to open it.
"Oh, come on," she muttered when the clasp wouldn't budge. Emma spun the chain around her neck so she could see what she was doing in the mirror. She was able to get a firm grip on the clasp with her fingernail, but again it wouldn't move.
Fighting off a growing unease, she turned it back around and pulled the pendent forward. The chain had some length to it and Emma lifted it by the pendent, pulling it over her chin. The emerald rubbed her lips and it was warm against them.
Emma looked into the mirror and noticed the pendent was close to even with her emerald earrings. They were an exact match and it looked good on her. More importantly Eric had said it was beautiful. Not just the pendent, but she was beautiful as well.
He'd kissed her so sweetly and looked at her with an adoration in his eyes she hadn't seen since he was young and really was her baby. If Eric liked it on her shouldn't she keep it on? Shouldn't she want her boy to find her beautiful?
The pendent brought out her eyes as well, calling attention to her most stunning feature. When he was young Eric had always said, "Mommy, you have such pretty eyes!" Emma had gotten a glimpse of that sweet boy today and it started with a compliment to her new accessory.
Why would she want to lose that by taking it off? No, she'd been missing that side of him since Steven's death and wasn't going to throw it away. Emma pushed the pendent back down and held it close to her chest.
"My boy thinks I'm beautiful." She smiled at herself, taking in her perfect tits and her adorable pink nipples. They really were sexy and so was she and it was time to act that way.
Emma stood and going over to the suitcase on the chair in front of her bureau, opened it. Inside were her under things. Eric had hung up a lot of her clothes for her, but she didn't need him seeing her damn bras and panties.
She picked up a pair of blue cotton panties, and held them in front of her face. Why the hell did she keep wearing these boring things? How could she be the sexy milf she should be when she dressed like some boring housewife?
Dropping the panties, Emma reached down into the bottom of the case and smiled at the black lace thong she'd pulled out. She slipped it on and turning, peered over her shoulder. The thong was minimal, having been part of a lingerie set, and she smiled at how it left the cheeks of her ass exposed.
Spreading her legs wider, she bent over enough to see the thin strip of material barely covering her slit. Now this is what a sexy woman should be wearing. On that note, she knelt down and opened up a large box marked summer clothes.
Emma rummaged through the box until she found the green sundress she'd been looking for. The dress had been one of Steven's favorites because it was lower cut and shorter than her other dresses.
He referred to it as 'playful' and that was a pretty good description because on the few occasions she'd worn it they always played. Emma sucked on her lower lip at the memory of the last time she'd worn it.
They'd gone on a weekend trip up to Maine and Emma had worn the dress for him. Steven had spent all day staring at her legs and remarking how he kept hoping for a breeze because the dress was so short it wouldn't take much to expose the cheeks of her ass.
That was why she only wore it when they were away or around the house if Eric wasn't around. The dress wasn't just short, it was borderline inappropriate to wear in public and certainly nothing she'd wear in front of her son.
But she was going to wear it now. She stopped at that thought. Why was she going to put it on? Not only was it a little short to have on around Eric, but the movers were coming soon. Emma had never been one to like to tease, unless she was somewhere no one knew her and for her husband's benefit.
"You wore it to look good for your man, why not wear it now to look good for your boy?." That soft voice from last night whispered in her ear and Emma's stomach tightened because unlike last night she was stone cold sober.
"Don't blame the wine and don't act like these aren't your thoughts. They've been there ever since that day you watched your son only now, they're coming to the surface."
Emma closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Of course they were her thoughts, what did she think, that someone was in her head? That she was possessed by a horny ghost in a house with a weird history?
"Exactly, now stop worrying and go back to that hot sexy memory of the last time you put on your slutty little dress."
As if the words conjured it, Emma saw the climax of that day. Her sprawled out on the kitchen table because Steven couldn't even wait to get into the bedroom. Her dress shoved down to allow her braless tits to bounce wildly as he hammered away at her.
The bottom of the dress was over her hips, leaving her with a band of green material bunched around her waist as she put her sandal clad feet on her husband's shoulders as he fucked her so hard the table eventually broke.
She'd remained on the table top, now on the floor, the broken legs laying beneath it with Steven now over her, his hands on either side of her head.
The fall had only stopped him long enough to slip back inside her and he continued to fuck her until he whipped his cock out and sprayed his hot load all over his favorite place, her tits and nipples.
As Emma remained on her knees, the memory of how good his hot sticky cum felt on her sensitive nipples, fading, something dawned on her. That had been how Robin looked yesterday, on her back her dress around her waist, tits out, legs up, just getting fucked.
"Sold!" She giggled and put the dress on the bed.
She plucked a black lace bra from the suitcase, then stopped and stared at it. Didn't she have a green thong? Tossing a few things out of the suitcase she laughed when she found it. A perfect match to the dress, did she still have the bra that went with it?
Actually did she even need a bra? Of course she did. The dress wasn't just kind of low cut, but on the snug side. It would be obvious she wasn't wearing one. She had movers coming over, plus Eric.
"Wouldn't it be fun to have men staring at you? Lusting after you? You know you like to tease, Emma. That's why Steven loved the dress, he liked men looking at you."
He had, but Eric...
"Eric likes to look too." There was a snicker from somewhere in her mind, that she had the unnerving feeling wasn't coming from her. "Why do you think he likes green, mommy?"


Emma shook her head, trying to clear it, but the thoughts kept flowing.
"Why do you think he bought slutty Ashley that green thong and always asked her to wear it?"
"Stop it," she whispered trying to convince herself she was speaking to her own frazzled mind. 
"Think you're the only one in the family that did something they shouldn't have?"
What are you talking about? As soon as the thought entered her mind, Emma cursed at herself for being stupid. Who the hell was she asking? These were just her thoughts. Maybe the wine and the weird mom son dreams were having a lingering effect on her.
"Maybe there's a reason your baby boy loves green on his mommy. Maybe that reason is why he wants Ashley to wear it."
"Shut up," she whispered, putting her fingers to her temples.
"Ever notice how much Ashley looks like you?"
Emma remained on her knees on the floor, the bra in her hand and her head pounding. The pendent was warm between her breasts and she swore it was pulsing in time with her heartbeat. Take the damn thing off.
She put her hand on it and went to slide it over her head. Emma frowned when it wouldn't go past her chin. It seemed to have plenty of play in the chain to easily go over her head. She tried again, then rolling her eyes, she spun it around so it was lying between her shoulder blades.
She found the clasp with her fingers and fumbled with it. She could feel the small lever, but when she pushed back on it, it wouldn't budge. The damn thing was stuck. An irrational fear went through her that it didn't want to come off.
"Get a grip," she said aloud. "Its stuck, just let Eric take it off."
Emma pulled the chain around so the pendent would be in front again. As she let it fall, it dropped across her right breast and she gasped as her nipple hardened and a warm pleasant shiver went through her. 
She put her hand over the green stone and her mind was filled with another memory of the green dress. In fact it was the first time she wore it. They had gone to a party and Steven-and many guys for that matter-couldn't take his eyes off her. 
They'd planned on having a good time so took a cab there so they didn't have to worry. They'd drank more than they'd had in years and danced the entire time. Emma was showing herself off, dancing lewdly and grinding into her very happy husband.
They'd been horny all night and when the cab dropped them off they all but ran into the bedroom. They'd had fucked right in the living room, but Eric was home. As soon as they were in the room they were kissing and Steven's hands were all over her.
He'd lifted her dress over her head as she removed her bra. She's stood there moaning as he sucked on her sensitive nipples and watched in the mirror over her dresser as her husband devoured her breasts like it was the first time he'd seen them.
She'd been wearing the thong she had just found after a few minutes of her husband pleasuring her nipples with his skilled tongue, she dropped to her knees and unsnapping his jeans pushed them down his hips.
She'd taken his cock into her mouth and like he had with her tits, sucked it like a slutty one night stand rather than a wife of twenty years. She pushed his chest so he'd sit on the bed and continued giving him a blow job that would put a porn star to shame.
Emma spit on his cock, slurped it back up and was making sloppy wet gagging sounds that really did sound like the audio from an x-rated movie. She'd been moaning and wiggling her ass as blowing him was getting her hotter and wetter by the minute.
Steven had grabbed her by the hair and thrust his hips, fucking his wife's mouth like she was the slut she was acting like. Within a minute he groaned her name and shot a huge load into her eager mouth.
Emma's heart skipped a beat when her mind's eye had replaced Steven with Eric. It was now her son filling her mouth with cum and whimpering, "Oh, mom!"
The visual quickly reverted back to Steven. He had barely finished when he grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to her feet so fast, cum spilled from her mouth all over her tits. He quickly reversed their position and pulling the thong to the side, licked her to a screaming orgasm. 
In the midst of that orgasm, it happened again. It was now Eric kneeling between her legs, licking away and shoving two fingers into her sloppy cunt while she clamped her thighs around his head and cried out his name.
Steven returned and it was as if they'd turned back the clock because even though she came quickly, he was hard and ready. He stood, lifted her legs and hammered away at her. Emma had played with her nipples, then rubbed her clit as her husband gave her the hardest fucking he had in years.
Her fingers danced across her swollen button and when it was Eric, not Steven fucking her, Emma came with her head back, mouth wide open and her feet pressed into his chest. She urged him to lie back, and as soon as he had, she straddled his hips and rode him like a bull at a rodeo. 
As she remained on the floor, breathing hard and unable to push away the images, Emma was alternately riding her husband, then her son. Both of them were moaning and bucking their hips, Steven calling her name and Eric calling her mom even as she was impaled on his cock.
The Emma from the memory was putting on a show for both her men, playing with her nipples and working her hips wildly as she worked for her prize.
"Yes, both your men, the one who loved and lusted for you and now the only one who can take his place."
Emma received the prize she'd been fighting for, a nice hot load shooting deep into her sopping slit. As she continued to ride him, contracting her pussy around him and milking him for every drop as he moaned beneath her, Eric had returned and remained as she turned and looked at them in the mirror again, smiling at how sexy she looked and loving how sexy her son had made her feel.
"Stop it!" Emma jumped to her feet and threw the green thong back into the suitcase as if it had burned her. 
She added the dress and slamming the lid shut pushed the suitcase under the bed with her bare foot, wincing as she stubbed her toe. Emma turned away from the bed and went over to her dresser, pulling a pair of white shorts from a drawer and a matching sleeveless top. 
As she stepped into the shorts, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her skin was flushed and her eyes bright. Even brighter was the pendent. It seemed since she'd put it on anytime she got excited or aroused it grew brighter.
She'd also been aroused almost constantly since she'd put it on.
"Right, a horny stone," she muttered to her reflection. 
Emma wriggled into the shorts which fit her snugly and realized this wasn't the pair she wanted. They were also part of her 'not safe for work or home' collection, Steven had referred to her fun sexy clothes as. 
The movers were coming soon, not to mention she always made it a point to dress modestly in front of Eric. Her phone beeped from where she'd left it on the bed, and leaning over, Emma saw it was a text from the moving company. "Your movers are on schedule and will arrive in a half hour."
Emma looked back down into the drawer for something else, then shrugged. Screw it, she would just wear the shorts, so what if they were a little tight? If the movers wanted to check her ass out Emma supposed it would be flattering, and it's not like Eric actually looked.
"Keep telling yourself that, mommy."
Emma ignored the thought, which is what she planned on doing from now on. That and not touching anymore of Robin's homemade wine. Whatever was in it, had way too strong of an effect on her. 
She opened another drawer and grabbed the first thing on top, a sleeveless white t-shirt. Like the shorts, the shirt was on the tight side, hugging her breasts. It was a bit on the short side as well, not quite covering her entire stomach, leaving her naval bare. 
The shirt pressed the pendent to her chest and the heat emanating from it made her uneasy. She withdrew it from her shirt and watching in the mirror she fumbled once more with the clasp, but couldn't get it to budge. 
Slipping on her comfy sandals from yesterday, she left the room and went to find Eric. Assuming he was downstairs, she strode quickly down the hallway, but stopped when she swore she heard moaning. 
A sense of déjà vu came over her as she recalled walking in on Robin and Cliff yesterday. She paused and there it was again, the unmistakable sound of a woman moaning. Like yesterday it was coming from what was going to be the spare room.
Emma moved towards the door which was shut. She put her hand on the knob and hesitated. She thought of the weird dreams she'd had last night of the couples having sex. Couples with the names of the people who'd lived here before her. 
Annoyed at her irrational thoughts, Emma turned the knob and stepped into the room. Eric was sitting on the cot and watching the TV she'd noticed on an old table against the wall. On the screen was a woman on her knees, getting pounded hard by the man behind her. 
"Oh, fuck, baby! Oh, you're giving it to me so good!" The woman cried out as her dark eyes stared at the screen, her red painted lips parted as she moaned and yelped from the pounding she was receiving. 
Emma noticed the woman was much older than the young man behind her and it reminded her of Cliff fucking Robin. Just like she had yesterday, Emma didn't move, but simply watched the scene from behind Eric who was oblivious to her presence. 
The woman's large breasts were swinging back and forth and her round ass jiggled as her lover hammered her with an enthusiasm Emma had fond memories of and would give anything to experience again, and soon.
The young man dealt her a playful slap that caused her ass to jiggle even more and the sound of both the slap and her yelp of surprise caused her to swallow hard and try to ignore the warm moist feeling growing between her legs. God, it seemed like she'd been wet more than not in the day they'd been in the house.
"Oh, you like that?" The woman looked over her shoulder, at her lover. 
"I do." He moaned and spanked the other side of her ass. "Its like role reversal."
Role reversal? Not something Emma would expect to hear in a porn, but her attention was now drawn to the ever increasing heat of the pendent. Like it had last night, it wasn't just warming up but seemed to be pulsing.
"Yeah, baby?" The woman on the screen laughed. "You getting back at your mother for all the times she spanked you?"
Mother, the word seemed to echo on her mind. The boy was fucking his mother. Eric was watching mother son porn. Emma watched the couple continue to fuck, with the 'mother' now rolling onto her back and putting her feet on her sons chest while he resumed pounding her. 
"Just like you saw Eric fucking you a few minutes ago. Looks good, doesn't it mommy?"
She shook her head and swore she heard that strange giggle again in the back of her mind.
"Eric seems to think so, or don't you see his hand moving?"
That comment drew her attention from the screen and back to Eric. Her son was leaning forward, and his arm was moving up and down. She couldn't see between his legs from where she was, but there was no doubt of what he was doing. 
What the hell, she rationalized. He was a young man with no girlfriend; of course he'd watch porn.
"Mommy porn?" The giggle again, "An internet full of porn, but this is what he watches? This is what he's into?"
He's not into it for that, she argued. Its just a hot scene and...
"Yes! Fuck me!" The woman cried out. "Fuck your mother's hot cunt and shoot that hot fucking load all over my slutty face!"
"That's it," Eric groaned in front of her. "Fuck your mother, cum all over her..."
"Eric!" Emma shouted, startling herself almost as much as him with how loud and forceful that one word had come out.
Startled, Eric jumped to his feet and fumbled with his underwear, tucking himself back in. There was a flash of movement to her left. Emma turned her head to see it was just Eric's reflection in the mirror over the old dresser on the other side of the room.
For a brief moment she caught sight of his cock, his still hard cock, before he shoved it out of sight. 
"Not like you haven't seen it before, mommy"
"What the hell are you doing?" Emma demanded, focusing on Eric rather than the voice she kept telling herself was hers and the product of stress. 
Eric kept his back to her. "Pretty much what it looked like I was doing."
"The movers are coming soon and you decide you have to jerk.." She caught herself. "Do that now?"
"Movers are due in an hour." He turned to face her, an embarrassed grin on his face. "It doesn't take that long."
"Oh fuck yeah, give mommy that cum!" 
The video was still playing and Emma turned to see 'mom' on her knees her mouth wide open and her tongue wagging as her son jerked his cock over her face. Emma reached down and grabbed the remote, pointing it at the TV.
She hesitated when his cock erupted and long thick stream of cum splattered onto her tongue. 'Mom' pushed the cum out of her mouth, sending it drooling down her chin even as several more spurts splattered on her cheeks and sprayed into her mouth. 
Emma's nipples stiffened when the camera showed cum flowing down her chest and over her breasts and could feel her face flushing and not from embarrassment as Eric's had. Before her, the woman grabbed her son's balls and took over stroking his now barely dripping cock.
"All of it, baby," she purred through her cum coated lips. "Give mommy every dr..."
Emma thumbed the off button so hard her knuckle popped and rearing back, she threw the remote across the room where it broke into pieces against the wall.
"Whoa!" Eric exclaimed. "What the fuck, mom?"
"What the fuck?" Emma jabbed her finger into his chest. "First off, you don't talk to me like that. Second? I'm the one who should be asking what the fuck?"
"Jeez, I'm sorry. I thought I could act like an adult seeing I am one." He winced and rubbed his chest where she'd poked him. "And not for nothing, I had the door closed and you just barged in."
Even while Emma glared at him angrily, her eyes dropped down to his crotch. Eric's jeans were on the tighter side and there was a large bulge where his obviously still hard cock strained against the fabric. Why was he still hard? She was standing here yelling at him!
"Why are you noticing he's still hard?"
"I didn't think you'd be stroking your goddamn cock before noon with a lot of work to do."
"Wow, and you want me to watch my mouth?" Eric looked legitimately surprised at her language. She'd never spoken like that in front of him before.
"You didn't mind watching his mommy's mouth did you?" She demanded. "Sitting here telling him to fuck his mother? Her telling her son to cum in her slutty face?"
"It was just a movie." 
"About a son fucking his mother!" She shouted at him. "You don't think that's wrong?"
"It's fake." He seemed confused at her anger. "They're actors, its not like he was really her son."
"But the fantasy is real!" Emma ranted. "People watch what they wish they could do!"
"Calm down, Mom." Eric put his hands up as if surrendering. "It's just a DVD I found in a box and decided to put it in. It didn't have a case. I had no idea what it was."
"But you kept watching it and was about to blow a load to it, weren't you?"
"Mom, have you had any more of that wine?" He wasn't smiling. "Because you're really getting carried away."
"When a mother sees her son with his cock in his hand and telling a guy in a movie to fuck his mother its worth getting mad about!"
"Mom, I..."
"Do you want to fuck me, Eric?" She blinked as soon as the words left her mouth and wondered where the hell that had come from.
Eric stood there stunned, his dark eyes wide and his mouth gaping. "W...what did you say?"
"You were pretty into it there, baby boy," she continued as if she had no control over her words. "You been thinking about it? Been thinking about fucking your lonely mother and being the man of the house?"
"Mom!" He raised his voice over hers. "Knock it off, that's....Christ, you sound just like that movie."
"Then you should like it." She spread her arms out. "Like what you see, Eric? Is that it? You been seeing me different lately? You want a piece of your mother's ass?"
"Mom, please stop." 
"Maybe it's about getting back at me? Shoving your cock in your mother's mouth to shut her up and fucking that snotty bitch? Maybe if you fuck me I'll stop being such a cunt? Maybe..."
"Shut up!" Eric grabbed her shoulders and shook her. "Stop talking like that!"
"Why? You liked that mother talking dirty!"
"She's not my mother and neither are you right now!" His anger seemed to fade and Emma was shocked to see his eyes filling up. "Please stop talking like this."
"I..." Emma stepped back from him and put her hands to her face. "Oh, my God!" She gasped. "What the hell am I saying?"
"I don't know, but just stop, okay?" Eric implored her, his voice cracking. "You're scaring me, mom."
"I'm sorry, honey." Emma was choking up herself. "I don't know what just came over me."
"But you know who you want coming over you, don't you?"
"Mom, you don't look so hot." Eric patted the bed. "Why don't you sit down?"
Emma nodded and sinking down onto the cot, released a long breath. She felt like herself again, but still had no idea why she'd been so upset. 
Eric sat down next to her. "You better now?"
"Yes." Emma gave him a strained smile. "I'm so sorry, Eric. I shouldn't have said all those things."
"You're right, you shouldn't have." He stared into her eyes, but didn't seem angry, just concerned. "Why did you? That's not like you, mom."
"I don't know...seeing what you were watching really upset me."
"I can tell." He put his hand gently over hers. "Mom, you know I'd never think about you like that."
"He's lying. He thinks his mommy is hot. That's why his girlfriend looked just like you and why he can't stop staring at the pictures of her sucking him."
"I do know that." She sounded steadier, and despite the nagging voice with its sick remarks, her thoughts seemed to be rational once more. 
"Then why did you freak out? I know walking in on me was awkward, but to be that mad?"
"I said I was sorry." She turned her hand over in his and squeezed it. "And I mean that. I'm ashamed of the things I just said."
"But why did you say them?" Eric shook his head. "Mom, that was some seriously hardcore shit you were slinging. You sounded like the woman in the movie."
"I know."
"Because you want to be her."
Emma's eyes narrowed. Now that she was still and had calmed down, she was aware of a tingling sensation where the pendent rested against her chest each time she heard those odd thoughts. 
"So what gives, mom?"
"Okay." Emma nodded. "I always tell you to be honest with me so I'll be honest with you. I had a lot to drink last night and I was already tired and stressed out so that wasn't the best idea."
"But you're sober now." 
"I know that, let me finish while I feel like I can without sounding strange."
"Too late for that." Eric smirked. "That porn star potty mouth a couple of minutes ago was strange enough."
"Guess so, but I'll tell you why it hit me so hard."
"You're going to lie, aren't you?"
Another tingle, no doubt about it now.
"Last night when Robin and I were talking she said some kind of weird things."
"Like what?" Eric had kept his hand in hers and Emma was grateful her outburst hadn't made him afraid to be close to her. 
"You mentioned some of the things that happened here." When he nodded, she continued. "Robin brought them up and some things you hadn't."


"Bad things?"
"A couple, but most were just odd. But they all have a recurring theme."
"Besides asshole guys?"
"Yes, the men were part of some of the things, but not others and..." Did she really want to voice these thoughts?
"And what?" Eric prodded.
"Robin was saying odd things about mothers and sons."
"Like what?" Eric's eyes narrowed and had that intense look he'd inherited from his father whenever he was thinking something through.
"She mentioned that movie taboo and then kept making little remarks about mothers and sons being very close."
"Like that kind of close?" He pointed to the TV.
"Not directly, but she said things like taking care of their mothers in every way and man of the house type comments. I think she was implying it and waiting for me to comment."
"Huh, interesting." Eric stroked his chin. Another classic Steven move.
"Not really," She shrugged. "But Robin was drinking a lot too, so maybe she wasn't making sense and I admit I was buzzed big time."
"So Robin hinting at something kinky set you off?"
"It was more than that." Emma took the plunge. "The murder suicide. All the bodies were found in the son's bedroom."
"So?"
"Why was a mother in her son's room at midnight?"
"Talking?" Eric suggested. "When dad was sick and right after he passed, you'd come in my room late to see if I was okay and wanted to talk."
"True." Hearing him say it made her wonder why she hadn't considered that. "But why kill them in there? What set him off?"
"Article said he had lost a good job, taken a shitty one and was a big time drunk." Eric put his hand up. "Had one too many, was mad at the world and just lost his shit." He winked. "Case closed councilor."
"But why kill his wife and son?"
"Where are you going with this?" Eric asked, his eyes focused on hers.
"What if they were lovers?"
"The mom and son?" Eric's eyes now widened. "Why would you think that?"
"The scene read like a classic crime of passion," she admitted. "Textbook perfect."
Eric stroked his chin again, mulling over her words, and she continued trying to justify her actions.
"I went to bed thinking about that and then all the things Robin said about mothers and sons and I was drunk and...I had a strange dream."
"About what?"
She released a sigh and took the plunge. "I had a dream about them and they were...doing things."
"Doing things? That's more like my prude of a mom." Eric said, but his smile seemed forced.
"What's that look?" Emma asked. "Something wrong?"
"I had a dream too and it was about the kid that lived here. He was sitting in the armchair across from where I was sitting." Eric looked around awkwardly as he spoke.
"Say anything to you?"
"It was a dream mom." Eric rolled his eyes. "If he did I don't remember."
As he spoke his eyes darted to the side just like he always did when he lied. As an attorney Emma was all about people's 'tells' when they weren't telling the truth.
"Odd we both dreamt of him."
"We talked about it yesterday and it was hard not to think about it last night when I was alone up here putting your things together. You said Robin mentioned it, coincidence."
"I guess, but after all that taboo innuendo and my thinking something may have been going on and that dream I come in here and you're watching mother son porn and getting into it." Emma gave him a weak smile. "I lost my shit as you so eloquently put it."
"That you did." He smirked. "Never knew you had such a gutter mouth."
"Well..."
"Then again you watch your share of porn too, don't you?" The smirk grew wider. "Found it when you let me use your lap top a couple weeks ago."
"Don't talk to me about porn, its not right." She felt defensive again.
"I seem to recall it was a woman with a younger guy. The Cougar Cub Club," he laughed.
"I said drop it." Emma warned him tensely.
"You really want a guy my age?" He whistled. "You could land one you know. Bunch of my friends bust my balls about my hot mom"
"I don't want a young guy!" Emma snapped at him. "It was just a video and you shouldn't have been snooping!"
"I didn't, you forgot to close the browser." He put his hand up to cut her off. "But point is you watched something you say you don't want, so same for me with that video."
"Okay, point taken." She agreed. "But at least what I watch isn't...unnatural."
"Still no reason for the things you said." He was now serious when he spoke. "That's not you at all, mom. If anything you try to act prim and proper around me."
"I said I was sorry, Eric. I'm just not feeling myself at the moment. All that weird talk and what happened here unsettled me."
"Guess so because I think this is the first time I've ever seen you not wear a bra." He stared pointedly at her chest. "With a white shirt no less."
Emma stared down at herself and to her chagrin saw he was right, she'd never put a bra on. Her small breasts were clearly defined in the tight shirt to the point the skin around her nipples were visible. Eric was right, she never walked around without a bra in front of him, how had she not put one on?
"Because you want to show off your tits to your son."
"Oh, God." She whispered and felt her face growing hot.
"Hey, its not that big of a deal." Eric told her. "Not like I'm looking."
"Oh, yes he is, you saw his eyes keep moving."
"It is a big deal." Because she apparently really wasn't completely herself and hadn't been since she...
"Eric, I need you to get this off me." She grabbed the chain and lifted the pendent off her chest. "I tried to take it off, but the clasp is stuck."
"Really?" It looks great on you."
"Eric what color was this when you first saw it?"
"Huh?" He blinked. "It was green of course." Emma went to speak, but he snapped his fingers. "No, wait, I think it was kind of light purplish."
"But its green now!" She said with a little more concern than she had intended.
"Matches your eyes." Eric nodded. "Maybe it's like a mood stone."
"Take it off me, now." Emma forced herself to remain calm.
"Okay." Eric leaned closer and took the chain in his fingers.
His right hand covered the pendent and Emma gasped when a wave of heat flowed through her. Simultaneously, Eric released a sharp breath and blinked several times as if he were confused. The heat emanating through her body caused her nipples to stiffen beneath the shirt and yet again she became aware of a different kind of heat, a very moist one, between her legs.
"This really does look good on you, mom," Eric spoke softly and his eyes had a distant look in them. "It matches your gorgeous eyes."
"You like my eyes?" Her voice sounded breathy and she realized that was because she was suddenly breathing heavy.
"They're beautiful," He gave her that sweet smile she'd barely seen in the last few months. "Just like the rest of you."
"You think your mother's beautiful?" She surprised herself with a giggle. "Tell me more."
"I like your hair down." He put his left hand in her hair and lightly ran his fingers through it. "You always wear it up, but I really like it like this."
A shiver went through her as he played with her hair and like last night her nipples were so hard they were aching.
"Maybe I'll wear it down more," She winked. "Just for my boy."
"You look so uptight with your hear up and the way you dress." Eric continued to play with her hair. "But when its down it makes you look playful."
"Playful?" Seemed like an odd term for a boy his age.
"Yeah, and sexy." His voice had lowered to a husky pitch and she noticed he was breathing harder. "Like this outfit."
His hand left her hair and she swallowed hard when he put his palm on her bare chest just over the low neckline of the t-shirt.
"Why?" She found herself looking forward to the response.
"Because it shows you off. Shows how sexy you really are." He gave her a sly smile as his eyes now fixed directly on her breasts.
"Those shorts show off those long legs and your..." He winked lasciviously. "There's a nice rear view."
"You look at your mother's ass?" She giggled again even as somewhere in her mind she told herself to shut the hell up.
"You're a sexy woman, mom." Eric leaned closer as he spoke. "I wasn't kidding. A lot of my friends would fuck you."
"Would they now?" She stared into his eyes and saw a look in them that no son should ever give his mother.
"Know what?" He put his head next to hers and spoke in her ear. "It turns me on."
His breath was hot on her ear and sent a thrill through her. "Tell me why," she whispered the response in his ear her lips so close, they brushed his ear lobe.
Eric shuddered and released a soft sigh at the contact. His palm was trembling on her chest, but his other hand remained on the pendent which was now pulsing in time with her rapidly increasing heartbeat.
"I think it's hot my friends want to fuck you. That they think my mother is a sexy fucking milf they dream about doing dirty things to them."
"Am I your nasty milf, baby boy?" She asked, and as if of its own accord, her hand rose and she placed her palm against his scruffy cheek.
"No, you're usually a frigid looking uptight lawyer." He was still speaking in her ear and she tilted her head so his lips would slide along her neck.
When they did, she released a soft sigh and Eric a sharp breath as he'd inadvertently kissed his mother's neck.
"But today you look so fucking hot. Those tight shorts and this slinky little shirt with no bra." He paused and when next he spoke his voice was barely audible. "You have nice tits, mom."
"They're small," she replied, her other hand covering his over her chest.
"They're perfect," he responded. "Just like the rest of you. You have a nice slender body and your perky little tits look just right on it."
Slender body...what twenty year old spoke like that? Worse, what mother sat there letting him talk about her tits?
"A mother who is finally realizing what she wants."
"These tits?" Again, seemingly without her direct consent, she moved.
Emma arched her back and pushing Eric's hand down, placed it directly on her right breast. Eric gasped in surprise, but the sound coming from her was a loud moan as her son's palm grazed her throbbing nipple through the thin material.
For the first time since he'd touched her, Eric looked stunned and uncertain, but Emma purred in his ear. "Go ahead, baby, play with mommy's tit."
Eric's trembling fingers gently squeezed her breast and when she moaned, he grew bolder and his fingers found her nipple and rolled it between them. Her pussy gushed as her son fondled her tit. Putting her arm around him, she kissed his neck.
Eric released a whimper that caused another wave of sticky moisture between her thighs and her voice lowered into a purr that would make a phone sex operator jealous.
"Want to see mommy's tits, Eric? You want to suck on them?"
"Oh, yes, mom...please?" He whimpered again and Emma's hand dropped into his lap.
They both moaned when she felt how hard he was through his jeans. She squeezed his cock and ran her hand along it, admiring its length thickness and how fucking hard he was!
"No woman can make a young man as hard as his mother can."
"Hmm, this has mommy thinking about sucking something too." Emma moaned, then easing back from him, grabbed his hands. She guided them to her waist and pushed the bottom of her t-shirt into them.
Raising her arms over her head, she looked him in the eye. "Take this damn shirt off and suck your mother's tits."
Her heart pounded and she squirmed on the bed noting how the thong stuck to her sopping pussy. Eric blinked several times and his eyes seemed to come back into focus. He lifted the shirt several inches, then stopped and let her shirt go so fast it was as if it had burned him.
"What...?" he stared down at his hands as if like her he hadn't been in control of them.
Emma swore she heard something snap in her mind and immediately crossed her arms over her chest, covering her obviously erect nipples. She shook her head as all of a sudden she wasn't quite sure what she had just said or done. Had her son just touched her breast? Had she helped him do it?
She could see it in her mind's eye, but it now had a dreamlike feel to it as if it hadn't been real. Emma took a deep breath and chased the image through her mind. It had to have been real. As wet as she was and as swollen as her nipples were there had been contact, a desired contact.
"Mom, what...what were you saying?" Eric looked as if he were struggling the same way she was, but in his case had lost what she was convinced had just happened, which was a good thing.
"I said take this damn thing off me." Emma grabbed the pendent which had cooled considerably once Eric let it go.
"Oh, right." He nodded, and reached for it. "Wow, I think I kind of went away for a minute there."
"Sorry I'm so boring." Emma gave a half hearted laugh. "No!" She snapped when he went to take the pendant in one hand. "I'll hold it."
"Excuse me." He rolled his eyes, and then narrowed them as he fumbled to get the small clasp between his large fingers.
"Huh," he grunted. "Seems stuck." Emma kept her head up and tried to fight against an irrational feeling of panic when he continued to tug on the chain and mutter under his breath.
"This damn thing don't want to budge."
"Break the chain." She told him. "Just grab the sides and yank it, its thin, it should break."
"I'll just get the wire cutters out of my tool box downstairs."
"I want it off now!" She hissed. "Just break the chain."
"Wow, mom, first the porn rant now this. You need to take a nap after the furniture comes."
"I will, now..."
"I know, get it off." Eric grabbed the chain in both hands and yanked in opposite directions.
"You have to be kidding me." He whistled and yanked again, hard enough to make Emma wince when the chain bit into the back of her neck.
Eric's forearms bulged as he pulled harder, but the flimsy looking chain wouldn't give.
"Jesus." He relaxed, then as if trying to catch the chain off guard, ripped his arms outward.
This time Emma cried out as the chain dug into her neck.
"What's this damn thing made of?" Eric released the chain. "We'll go downstairs and cut it off."
"Right." If we can, Emma added to herself. "Eric do you really not remember what just happened?"
"That your wimp son can't break a necklace?"
"No, before that?"
"Mom, are you...?'
"Answer the question without another question." She spoke as if he were a witness she was questioning. "Do you remember what we did before that?"
"Wow," Eric muttered. "No more homemade wine for you, young lady." When she glared at him he rolled his eyes. "You came in and caught me watching a movie and yelled at me and then said you were sorry and we talked about the house and the dreams we had."
"That's it?"
"Yes, mom." He seemed annoyed which told her he was telling the truth.
Eric had no recollection of their touching and conversation.
"Good, do me a favor?"
"Sure."
"You have any more weird dreams or if anything seems strange to you, tell me." When he nodded, she added. "Promise."
"Promise, but right now only thing that's strange is you."
"Funny. And you sure you didn't dream about anything but what you told me?"
"Mom, I..." He jumped at the sound of a loud horn blaring from beneath the window. "Movers are here!"
"Go downstairs and let them in." Emma instructed. "I'll be down in a minute."
Eric rose from the bed and went to leave the room, but stopping at the door, looked over his shoulder. "Hey, mom?"
"What is it?"
"How about you do yourself a favor and put a bra on." He pointed to her chest. "I mean unless you're trying to get a discount or a date."
"Get out of here you jerk!" She pointed to the door, but laughed at his joke. Her laugh sounded strained, but it was a real one and helped calm her nerves as Eric left the room.
The horn sounded again and Eric yelled, "Keep your damn pants on!" as he pounded down the stairs.
Emma released a long breath and put her head in her hands. If Eric had no memory of it, had it happened? Maybe she was losing her mind and seeing things like she had last night. Or maybe it had happened, but the pendant was the key. Eric had no desire for her until he touched it. As soon as he let it go he stopped.
"That's fucking nuts," she spoke aloud.
So was the fact her hundred and eighty pound muscular son couldn't break the clasp or chain on the pendant. Emma tentatively touched it, and found it was cool. No strange voice for the last part of her episode with Eric and since he let it go.
Did it sleep?
"Jesus, Emma, you hear yourself?" she muttered. "Your honor, I'd like to enter a plea of insanity."
But something was wrong with this necklace and the house itself. Emma remained sitting on the bed even though she heard Eric let the movers in and telling them where to put things.
Then again, Eric didn't have a clue of what happened. Maybe it hadn't. He also hadn't seen two sets of mothers and sons having sex in his dreams as she did. Maybe it was her. Was she more stressed than she thought?
Mothers and sons. Emma looked back at the TV. Eric had mentioned he'd found the movie in a box in the closet. Rising from the bed, she walked over to the TV which had a DVD player built into it and ejected the disc.
"Loving mothers volume two." She read aloud. Eric had lied; he'd said it didn't have a name on it.
Emma went to the closet and opening the door saw it was empty except for a cardboard box on the floor. Squatting, Emma peered into the box. There were two stacks of DVD's and several old video cassettes still with the bulky plastic cases.
"Taboo, Taboo Two, Mama's Boys, A Mother's craving," she read the titles on top aloud.
Reaching into the box, Emma picked up a stack and flipped them back into the box one by one. Good Mom's Do, If Dad only knew, Let Mom be your girl, Tempting Moms.
Every DVD was mother and son material. The Videos were no different. Man of the house, The Lust of a Mother. One titled at the feet of my mother showed a young man licking an older woman's feet.
"Mom's all tied up and Mom's bound to Please featured women tied to the bed while a young man stared lustily down at them, their cocks hard and ready to plunder their helpless 'mothers'
"Who the hell comes up with this?" Emma rummaged beneath the videos and removed several old paperbacks.
These were much older than the movies. She recognized them as the old style X-rated material she'd once found in her Uncle's attic. All had lurid covers and were written by anonymous. She looked at only two titles, "Mother of My Dreams and All I want for Christmas is mom."
All told between the books and movies there were at least three dozen items in the box and every one of them dedicated to mother son incest. Emma knew Eric well enough to know they weren't his and had been left here.
But Robin and Cliff had supposedly cleaned the house and she hadn't seen anything else lying around. The only things they seemed to leave behind were this collection of Oedipal fantasies and the damn thing around her neck.
Staring into the box, Emma again thought about Ben and Mary killed in the son's room. She wished she could see the actual report. Had they been on the bed? Were they naked? Would the autopsy show Mary had sex before she died? Did they do they run a DNA test to see who she'd had sex with?
The thoughts were farfetched, but thinking coherently and sliding into work mode made her feel much better. Emma closed the box and picking it up, placed it on the bed. Robin had said she might come by today to see how they were doing. Emma would mention the box to her and tell her to get rid of it.


The sound of banging and Eric yelling for the movers to watch out for his mother's favorite chair, reminded her she needed to stop thinking about taboo sex and murder victims and go downstairs.
She left the room and went back into her bedroom. Taking off the t-shirt, she slipped on the first bra which was black. When she slipped the shirt back on, she frowned. The black lace bra showed clearly through the flimsy shirt. What was she thinking? She needed to change her shirt.
Shaking her head caused her hair to drift in front of her face and reaching up she gathered it in her hand to pull it back. Staring at herself in the mirror she saw the shirt had ridden up to show off the still flat stomach she was proud of.
Eric was proud of her body too, he'd told her so. He'd also told her how sexy she was and how it turned him on that his friends wanted to fuck her.
Emma sucked on her lower lip at the idea some of Eric's good looking friends may have laid there in her house and jacked off to the idea of her sucking their hard young dicks and fucking them.
The pendent grew warm again, but at the moment she wasn't concerned with it. Emma reached down to grab a clip for her hair, the decided why not leave it down? After all, her son had just told her how much sexier she looked with it down.
He liked her shirt too, so why should she change it? He'd even admitted how he liked her long legs and ass in the too tight shorts. With a smile, Emma nodded to her reflection and left the room to go downstairs.
She supposed she should be concerned the movers would stare at her, but who cared? If her son was proud of her body, shouldn't she be? More importantly, shouldn't she look good for her boy?
"That's it, Emma," the sibilant voice cooed in her mind. "A good mother always wants to look sexy for her son."
Chapter Seven
"Where would you like this, ma'am?"
Emma looked down from where she stood on a chair. She'd begun hanging curtains as soon as one of the movers brought in the box in order to try and make the house look like home as soon as possible.
She stared at the box marked 'games' "Up in the room Eric told you is the spare bedroom."
"Thanks," he gave her a big smile, which she returned.
Emma turned back to the curtain and resumed sliding the hooks through it. She was well aware her shirt was riding up, exposing her stomach and that on the chair, her ass was just about in the mover's face.
There were three of them, Ernest, who appeared to be in his sixties and owned the company, and two guys in their twenties Emma had learned were his son and nephew. Since she'd come downstairs, neither of the two young men could keep their eyes off her.
Part of the reason was she'd been putting on a deliberate show for them. She'd been moving about the living room, dining room and upstairs, anywhere they were. Once there, she continued to find excuses to bend over to not only show off her ass, but give them some good looks down her shirt.
The cups of her bra were transparent black lace and left the inner half of her breasts exposed. The shirt and bra propped her smallish tits up nicely and if she had any doubts of that, the appreciative looks of the boys were all the proof she needed.
At one point she'd gotten down on all fours to shove the plastic bins containing clothes she wouldn't be wearing until the winter beneath her bed to save closet space.
She had her head low and partway under the bed to see how much room she had and heard one of them whistle, and in a not so quiet whisper, tell his friend what a fine ass she had.
Rather than be offended, his remark had gotten her worked up. That was becoming a common occurrence today and she was beginning to enjoy it. What Emma also enjoyed was the several annoyed looks she'd seen Eric direct at them when he'd caught them gawking.
Normally Emma had no tolerance for women who cock teased, especially women her age that should be past those types of games. But she was getting a thrill out of both the attention she was getting, and Eric's reaction to it.
Thinking of Eric did dampen her mood somewhat. He didn't seem to be looking at her. He had confessed he thought she was attractive and told her how much he liked this look...why wasn't he paying attention to her?
Why did she want him to should be the real question.
His paying no heed to her showing off other than to roll his eyes a few times and once make the comment 'really mom?' made her nervous. Again it made her wonder if she'd imagined their lusty exchange upstairs.
Had she had some type of daydream? Eric made a joke he'd gone away afterwards, had she?
"We're pretty much all set, Ma'am."
Emma turned around, but remained standing on the chair, looking down at Earnest. Unlike the younger men, he had shown no real interest in her. No, that wasn't true, she had seen him looking at her oddly, his eyes on her chest.
It hadn't been with a look of desire or even scorn, the looks she'd been getting from her son, but more like concern. More than once in the time Ernest had been there moving small items and keeping an eye on the others, it seemed as if he were about to say something to her, but caught himself.
"Wow, that was quick." Emma went to put her hand on the wall to brace herself as she stepped down from the chair, but instead took Ernest's hand when he offered it to her,
"Thank you, nice to see chivalry isn't dead." She joked.
"I try to treat a lady like a lady," He replied as he steadied her while she got off the chair. "Even when she's not acting like one."
"Excuse me?" She raised her eyebrows and made a show of looking offended even though she was guilty of what he was implying.
"But I imagine you're generally a lot more ladylike." He still had his large calloused hand on hers. "All the women who lived here before were."
"What's that supposed to mean?" She pulled her hand from his, but more because the comment disturbed her rather than his touch.
Ernest looked away from her, muttering, 'Just had to say something, didn't you?"
"Talking to me or yourself?" Emma prompted despite the fact she knew the answer. She wanted to keep him talking.
"Miss..."
"Emma."
"Emma," he repeated, then gestured towards the kitchen. "Could we talk in there?"
"Sure." She sounded casual, but her stomach tightened at how serious he seemed.
Ernest called something out to his son about making sure they took away all the empty boxes and packing materials and followed her into the kitchen.
Emma pointed to the table. "Please sit, would you like some coffee?"
"No, thank you," he answered, but did sit down with a wince. "Too many years moving furniture he grinned ruefully. Good thing the boy's old enough to do it now."
"So what's on your mind?" Emma didn't feel like hearing any aw shucks charm right now,
"You just got here yesterday?"
"Yes, why?"
"Fast." Ernest frowned. "Then again..." He pointed to her left hand. "Not married?"
"My husband passed away last year."
"Sorry to hear that." Ernest removed his cap in an old fashioned gesture and placed it over his heart.
"Why do you ask?"
"Because..." He shook his head. "Yeah, here we go, big old house, kind of a dubious history and now the old man from town is gonna say some weird shit to you."
Emma couldn't help but laugh. "A psychic old man too, because that's kind of where I'm at."
"And I'm a clever old man because the way you didn't just ask what I was on about tells me you're already seeing some weird."
Emma put her finger up. "Point for you, that was clever and pretty astute."
"Just cause I'm old and from the sticks doesn't mean I'm dumb."
"Sorry! I didn't mean it that way," she apologized.
"I know you didn't, just having some fun." He smiled briefly then returned to being serious. "Met Robin I take it?"
"Yes, her and her husband. They're very nice."
"Husband." Ernest sighed, then shrugged. "Still telling that story, but I get why."
"Cliff's not her husband? So he's just a young lover?" Good for her she added to herself.
"I suppose its not my place to tell you who he is, but he's not her husband. I'm sure sometime soon you'll find out or she'll tell you."
"Okay, but not sure why..."
"The necklace, she give it to you last night?" He pointed to it.
"Yes and no." Emma's heart raced as he brought it up. "My son found it upstairs and brought it down. Robin told me a woman named Sherri had left it here. She said she wanted me to have it."
"Didn't think it was funny a woman you just met wants to give you a family heirloom?"
"Kind of," she admitted. "But we hit it off and," she heard herself justifying and nodded. "Yes, kind of strange, but I didn't see the harm in taking it."
I remember it on Sherri." He nodded. "Except it was a ruby and she said Robin gave it to her."
"Must have been a different one." Emma replied even as her mind replayed Eric opening he box and her swearing it was a purplish. "Maybe she has a set?"
"Only one; thing is like a damn boomerang, just keeps popping up. It was purple when Mary had it." Ernest said casually, but his eyes were on hers and she couldn't help blinking as she spoke.
"Mary, the women who was shot?"
"Yup, she wore it all the time. I'd see her in town with it." He paused, then lowering his voice added. "Bet she had it on her when she was shot."
"So where is it now? The purple one?"
"I know, gotta keep up the game of reason." He nodded. "I believe you're wearing it."
"Even if I was and this is some type of mood stone, how would Robin have gotten it back? What did she do, tell the morgue it was hers?"
"Cliff discovered the bodies." Ernest raised one white eyebrow.
"What are you getting at?"
"Just that this thing you're wearing has been on every woman I've met who has lived in this house since Robin moved out of it. It changes colors for some reason, but I know it's the same one."
"And all these women just leave it behind? Why would they?" Emma felt she had the answer. If the other women had experienced the same strange behavior she had, why would they keep it? That meant the thing could come off. She'd try again as soon as they left.
"Well, two died with it on. Mary and Maria."
"She hung herself, right?"
"Yeah, pretty surprising, she had a great life. Her husband was a former senator who wanted to come live somewhere quiet after he lost his seat."
"He still did some work for the government though. Tim and Maria along with their two sons were a family straight out of one of those old Rockwell paintings. Her hanging herself seemed to come out of nowhere and out of respect for him it was kept as quiet as possible."
"I can imagine. What an awful thing."
"So awful one of the boys had a nervous breakdown and had to be put in a hospital for awhile. Other boy, William ran away and no one's seen or heard from him since that I know of."
"Where's Tim now?"
"He moved to Connecticut where there were specialists to deal with his son's depression. Poor soul tried to kill himself twice at the place in Chicago."
"Have you heard how he is now?"
"Heard from a woman in town that was good friends with Maria the son's doing well, even went back to college, but he never talks about his mother, ever. If she's brought up he has anxiety attacks."
"Jesus." Emma whispered. "What the hell is it with this house and families?"
"Its..." Ernest paused and this time Emma waited for him to get around to saying what he wanted to. "Okay, I said a few things, but thing is I don't know a whole lot other than the local stories and that I keep seeing that thing on your neck turn up."
"You said I wasn't acting ladylike and..." Emma hesitated as he had, then just went through with it. "You're right, I'm not and that's not me. I just feel kind of...not myself since I got here."
"Have any of Robin's special wine?"
"Yes! What's in it, some kind of drug? Some..." She stopped when he put his hand up.
"Nothin' that creepy, but let's just say it," he frowned as he searched for what to say. "Ever here of that horny goat weed stuff?"
"None of that stuff works."
"That wine made a name for itself for getting people worked up shall we say. Local boys used to call it sex in a bottle. It got pulled from the market because of it."
"A date rape wine?" Emma's eyes widened.
"I suppose the people who shut it down were afraid it could be used for that. But the recipe's been passed down and Robin has a stash of it in her wine cellar."
"And gave it away as a housewarming present I take it."
Ernest grinned. "Talked to her about it once, she said she wanted new folks to relax and enjoy their first night in their new home as much as possible."
"So the women who lived here before, they'd act...not ladylike?"
"Maria and Mary were both very proper women, frigid would be a word men might use. Few weeks living here they're walking around town dressed like girls half their age." He pointed to her, "Kind of like you. Heard you were a lawyer. Lawyers dress like this around young men and tease them?"
"No, but what are we getting at here?"
"Guess I'm teasing too," he admitted. "Like I said I only know some things, but there's someone who wants to talk to you."
"Who?" Her stomach tightened once more at the way he'd said it.
"Word got out Robin rented the house again. We're a local agent for all the big moving companies, so once the stuff gets into Chicago we take it from there."
"After Mary, this person asked me if I moved anyone else in here I wouldn't keep my mouth shut if I saw anything odd and would give you their number."
"I'll take it." She didn't care how eager she sounded.
"Good." Ernest reached into his shirt pocket. "She knows a lot more than I..."
His words were cut off by a loud crash from the other room followed by Eric yelling, "Think you're funny now, you piece of shit?"
There was another crash and someone else shouted. "Jesus Christ, man calm down!"
Emma leaped up from her seat, but moving with a quickness that belied his age, Ernest was already on his feet and hurrying into the living room. Emma was right behind him and when they entered the room, she stopped and stared at the sight before her.
The nephew was on the floor, blood flowing from his nose. Ernest's son was standing in front of him, his hands on Eric's chest, yelling at him to calm down and trying to push him back. But it was Eric that caught her attention.
He was yelling something about the nephew being a fucking pig. His face was contorted with rage and his arms were up, his hands balled into fists. His dark eyes were blazing and Emma was stunned.
Even as a child Eric was surprisingly laid back, never showing much of a temper at all. He'd been involved in few fights as a boy and none at all once he'd hit his teens. Yet the look on his face was one of pure rage and he'd obviously hit the boy and looked like he wasn't done yet.
Ernest had kept moving and grabbing Eric by the shoulder pulled him back. "Easy, son, let's just relax and..."
"Get your hands off me!" Eric spun around and pushed Ernest sending him back a step.
"Hey, don't you touch my father, asshole!" The son yelled.
Eric quickly turned back to face him and by this time the nephew had gotten to his feet and both of them looked like they were ready to rush her son.
"Stop it right now!" She yelled, and quickly ran forward to get in front of Eric, her back to the two other men. "Eric what just happened?"
"What happened is your punk son punched me in the goddamn face." The nephew said behind her.
"Tell her why!" Eric pointed past her and Emma was shocked at the way he'd growled the words and the sneer on his face. She'd never seen him like this.
"Grow the fuck up." Ernest's son snapped. "He made a friggin joke, you jerk."
"Joke?" Eric shook his head. "You...."
"Eric!" She shouted directly in his face. "Calm down!" She put her hands on his chest. "Please, honey, whatever he said isn't worth any trouble."
"Yeah?" Eric met her gaze and she winced at the anger in his eyes. "Sitting there telling this other dick that he bet my mother loved to suck cock and get fucked in the ass is a joke?"
"Roger!" Ernest got into the young man's face. "You really say that about her?"
"I...oh, come on uncle E, its just you know, guy talk."
"Its asshole talk is what it is and I know my sister would be ashamed of you if she knew you talked like that!" He turned and pointed to Emma "Apologize right this minute."
"Me?" That jerk punched me!"
"I'd punch a man too for saying things like that about my mother."
"Fuck an apology." Eric waved his hand disgustedly. "Get the fuck out of my house!"
"Eric, easy." Emma put her hand on his cheek. "It's okay, it's just words, they don't mean anything."
"Doesn't mean anything he said you were cock teasing and looking for them to fuck you like a pig on a spit?"
Emma blinked as an image formed in her mind of her naked on her hands and knees. A cock in her mouth, one pounding her from behind and her coming like a wildcat as the young men took her hard and fast.
"Roger, Junior, go wait in the truck." Ernest told them. "And your mother is going to hear about this."
"But he hit me!"
"I'll hit you again, you don't get out of here!"
"Eric, that's enough!" Emma yelled at him with more anger than she intended because part of it was at herself for even having that visual.
"But..."
"But nothing! Get your ass upstairs! We'll talk when you can do it like an adult, not a little boy taking a tantrum."
"Fine, let them think you're a pig." Eric told her, then leaning close enough to whisper in her ear added. "You're dressed like one anyway."
Emma stood there speechless as he turned and stalked across the room and without another look back, pounded up the stairs. As his door slammed above them, Emma turned to see the two boys had listened to Ernest and left.
"I am so sorry about that, Ernest."
"Boys will be boys." He shrugged. "Been awhile since I seen a boy get that mad over some dumb mom remarks." He laughed. "They used to be fighting words back in my day, but now with all this hot mom crap on TV and the movies it's like they don't take it that seriously."
"He's never acted like that before."
"Neither have you." Ernest said quietly.
"Right." Emma looked around awkwardly, then seeing her purse on the end table walked over to it.
She pulled out the check for the moving company, then fished in her wallet and pulled out a hundred dollar bill.
"Here's a tip for the boys, and again I'm so sorry for what my son did."
"And I'm sorry my nephew takes after his asshole father and not my sister." Ernest took the check and the money. "It's not all your son's fault."
While speaking he shoved the check and money into his jeans pocket and with his other hand plucked a card from his shirt pocket. He handed it to her and Emma saw it was one of his own cards.
"Turn it over." He told her.
Emma flipped the card in her hand. There was a phone number and the name Sherri.
"Who is Sherri?"
"Someone who knows everything there is to know about what's happened in this house." "How does she know about it?"
"How?" Ernest spread his arms out to indicate the room. "Because she's the Sherri that used to live here."
"When? What happened to her?" Emma asked in a rush, unable to hide her excitement.
"I'll let her tell you." Ernest gave her a curt nod. "I'll be on my way, Emma it was nice to meet you and I wish you luck."
"Um, thanks, but..."
"By the way?" As he turned he pointed once more to her chest. "When Sherri wore that it was blue."
Chapter Eight
Emma stood outside of Eric's bedroom door and listened to see if she could hear his TV or any music. It was quiet behind the door and she wondered if he were sleeping. When he was young and would get upset he'd storm into his room and would always end up falling asleep as if to escape whatever made him mad in the first place.


Emma had given him an hour to calm down. She'd spent the time putting away some more things downstairs and hanging the rest of the curtains. She'd also pulled the card with Sherri's number on it from her pocket several times.
Each time she meant to call to the point where twice her phone was in her hand, but each time she couldn't bring herself to do it. Was she really playing into this haunted house or cursed necklace bullshit?
Sure she'd been acting a bit off since yesterday. Her extreme arousal to the point she was having sex fantasies in mid conversations was something she'd never experienced. Ernest had been dead on that she hadn't been acting ladylike, but he bet she usually did.
Good guess, she was a lawyer and had told him that. Professional women didn't play Mrs. Robinson in front of young men. Good mothers didn't dress like cock teasing whores in front of their son's either.
"Wrong, only the best mothers dress sexy for their boys. What better way to seduce them?"
That voice should have been enough to have her calling Sherri immediately, but in the end she decided not to. She would sound like a fucking lunatic. Then again Sherri had wanted her to call. Had she really lived here and worn this necklace?
The word catfish sounded in her mind. What if this was some fucked up let's scam the newcomer game? But they couldn't make her feel how she did or have those dreams.
But the wine could. There was no doubt in her mind it was the wine that triggered her sexual desires last night. Even Eric apparently had dirty dreams after he'd drank it. But the mom son dreams and that twisted encounter earlier between them. No amount of alcohol should make a mother come onto her son.
If that had even happened.
Maybe it had happened to Sherri? Maybe all of this had? Tired of her racing mind she'd decided to come up and talk to Eric. Not only about the way he'd over reacted to some stupid remarks, but the nasty one he'd made to her.
That made her worry more she'd imagined that scene between them. In that encounter he'd said he liked other guys looking at her. This was the opposite reaction and fact was, although extreme, it was the more proper response.
Emma knocked lightly and when she received no response, turned the knob and eased the door open a few inches. Eric was in bed, but propped up on his pillows reading something. Emma couldn't see the cover of the book, but did note the rapid up and down movement under his sheet.
This was the second time in a matter of hours she'd caught him masturbating. Granted he was young and alone, but this much? Not to mention he'd been in a rage an hour ago. Emma watched the movement and thought back to the wine. Eric had some last night, but like her none today that she knew of. No drink should last well into the next day.
Not wanting to embarrass him as she had before, Emma quietly closed the door, then knocked loudly.
"I don't want to talk." He called out.
"You don't get the choice." She informed in. "If you're not decent get that way because I'm coming in at the count of..."
"Fine, come in!"
Emma had opened the door at the first word and caught him hurriedly lifting himself under the covers to pull his pants back up. Her eyes fell on the book next to him, but it was face down and he quickly slipped it under the sheet. Probably thinking she didn't notice.
"Eric, what happened down there?"
"I told you. I was in the dining room putting some plates away and I could hear them talking and that prick said those things about you."
"Honey, I appreciate you sticking up for me, but it was just stupid talk. I'm sure you heard that from the kids at school and work all the time."
"Not about my mother."
"I thought you said some of your friends made fun of you about me. Told you they'd like to...well you know, the whole milf thing."
"When did I tell you that?" He looked over at her and looked genuinely confused. "I don't remember saying that."
Maybe because he never had, but she pushed it in case he was pretending. "Earlier, you told me some of your friends talked about me like that."
"I..." His eyes narrowed in concentration and the confused look grew.
"You don't recall our conversation earlier?"
"Um, I think..." He shook his head. "I know you got all mad about the video and I got mad you were talking really raunchy, but...no, wait." He blinked as if surprised at something. "I think I did say something about that and you said you liked it."
"And you did to."
"What?" He exclaimed. "I never said that because I don't. Jeez, mom what kind of kid would like hearing guys say sex things about their mother?"
"Okay, I must have heard that wrong."
"You see how mad that jerk made me."
"Too mad." Emma came over and sat on the edge of the bed at an angle so she was facing him. "I've never seen you that mad. Not even right after your dad died."
"Sorry if I didn't like hearing it. It's not like he said you were hot, he was going on about the things I said and worse."
"But still, Eric, its just dumb talk and..."
"I was mad because I could see why he'd say it!" Eric snapped at her. "Christ, mom, you're walking around in goddamn daisy dukes."
"I suppose they're a little much."
"And that bra? May as well not be wearing one! Black under white? And could you bend over anymore than you did?"
"You're right, I guess it was nice to be looked at." Emma confessed, after all at this point how could she deny it.
"You all but had a damn free lunch sign hanging off your neck."
"Okay, Eric. I said you were right."
"Pissed me off when he said you were a cock tease because that's exactly what you were doing."
"Enough!" She pointed to him. "I might have been wrong, but I'm still your mother and you will respect me."
"Then respect yourself. You were parading around like one of those sluts in those cougar cub movies you like."
"I only watched it once!" She shouted at him, her own temper flaring. "One goddamn time and I forgot to shut it off and now you think I'm on the prowl or something."
"Wonder what would of happened if me and that old guy hadn't been here." Eric stared her in the eye. "Wonder if you would have let them tag team....ow!"
He yelped in surprise when Emma slapped him in the face.
"How dare you!" She hissed. "You don't ever talk like that to me!"
Eric sat there in shock, his hand going to his cheek. "You hit me." He sounded more surprised than hurt.
"I'm sorry!" Emma blurted. Boy she was saying that a lot lately. "But you can't talk to me like that, Eric."
"But you can talk like a porn star then turn around and act like you're auditioning to be one and I can't say anything?"
"You can say whatever you want," she said in a subdued tone. "Just watch how you say it."
"Fine. I was mad because I can't blame him for saying those things and I took it out on him."
"Fair enough." She nodded. "I'm sorry I hit you, Eric."
"Its okay, I deserved it." He sighed then put his hands up in a helpless gesture. "Mom, what's up with us? We're both acting kind of messed up."
"Glad you said that because I thought it was just me." Emma put her hand on his arm. "Maybe just the stress of moving and what we left behind."
"Maybe, but..."
"But?" She prodded him.
"Why would stress make you act like that? Plus we both had dreams about those people."
"True, but what are you getting at?" She forced a grin. "Haunted house?"
"Not haunted, but I was reading how some places where bad things happened can have some kind of charge, like negative energy."
"Really?" She was genuinely interested.
"Yeah and it can affect people sometimes and we are stressed. Just an idea."
"Might be something to it." Emma agreed, and then decided to force the issue. "Eric, are you being completely honest with me about things?"
"What things?" His eyes shifted evasively.
"The weird things. The dreams. All you saw was the boys who lived here?"
"Yes." He nodded, then sent her heart racing, "But they were saying things to me. Fucked up things."
"Fucked up how?"
Eric lifted his arm and stroked his chin, and Emma let him think before he spoke. Her eyes darted to the sheet where he'd been stroking something else and could make out a fairly large bulge still there. Such a shame a good looking boy like him was jerking off. As much of a shame as a woman with her needs playing with herself.
"They were saying what Robin was saying. Things like I have to take care of you and be man of the house and be everything to you."
"Everything."
"Like um,..." he sighed. "They didn't say it, but I had the feeling they were talking about sex."
"I had the same dreams." Emma withheld the fact she'd seen the sexual acts he'd been told about. "But Robin had said a lot of the same stuff to me. More than you heard her say."
"So it stuck with both of us like that? I suppose it could." He didn't sound convinced. "Then..."
"Then what?"
"I found that box of movies and books." Eric lowered his head as he spoke. "All of it about mom son sex and the stuff they said in the movies was stuff the boys in the dreams said."
"So you got it from them." Emma pointed out.
"I didn't find them until today," he countered. "I bet they belonged to the kid that lived here before."
"Probably."
"Or maybe Robin; she said she liked Taboo and it was in the box."
"Why would she leave porn behind?" Emma asked, curious as to how he saw this.
"Why would she leave it anyway? Thought they cleaned the place up."
Eric was thinking right along with her.
"There's something else, mom." He cut into her thoughts. "But something I'm not sure I can say."
"Eric, with all we've been through you can tell me anything."
'You won't get mad?" Eric raised his eyebrows. "You've been pretty mad yourself a couple times today."
"Promise."
"There's another reason I got really mad."
"I'm listening." Emma smiled encouragingly while he still seemed hesitant to say more. "I..." He took a deep breath, then shook his head. "Nevermind."
"Tell you what." Emma slid close to him. "How about we do what we used to when you were little and whisper it in my ear. You know, like our little secret."
"That was lame, mom."
"Fine, then..." "But okay." He gave her a classic shy Eric smile she wished she could see more of these days.
"That's my boy." She laughed, then leaned close and turned her head so her ear was right at his lips. "Tell mommy all about it."
"I was looking at you too." Emma was too shocked to reply, not just by his words, but the soft voice chuckling in her mind.
"Told you, mommy. Dress for your boy and he'll see you in a whole new way."
"And," Eric continued. "I liked what I saw."
"What?" Emma went to lean back, but became aware of a growing heat on her chest.
She lowered her head and saw the pendent was dangling and touching the top of Eric's shoulder.
"I was thinking you really looked good. You didn't look like my mom; you looked like a sexy older woman."
"Eric, you sh..." She tried to say shouldn't look, but the words came out. "Tell me more."
"I thought about what I would do if you weren't my mother."
"Like what?" She put her hand on his chest and could feel his heart pounding beneath her touch.
"Like everything that kid said and more and...." The next words were barely audible. "I saw myself doing them to you and you loving it."
Emma's heart was racing as well and she was heating up again. Her face was flushing and her pussy flowing. Her nipples had grown stiff and Eric's hot and heavy breathing in her ear told her he was experiencing the same thing.
"Its been a long time since your mother's gotten a good fucking." Where was this coming from?
"From deep inside you. They're your thoughts, Emma, not mine. You want your boy. Wanted him since Steven died and you had that dream about him with Ashley and you wanted it to be you."
"Shut up," she whispered.
"Mom? Are you mad?" Eric asked. "Mad I wanted to touch you like that?"
"Of course not, I'd love my baby boy to show me how much he loves and wants me."
She jumped when Eric placed his hands on her cheeks and turned her head to face him.
"Then let me show you." Like before he leaned towards her, his eyes closed, his lips parted.
As Emma leaned closer to him, his hand left her cheek and slid down her bare arm. His lips found hers and pressed firmly against them. They both groaned and Emma's hips rocked when his hand dropped to her thigh.
She shivered when his hand slid onto the soft inner half of her thigh and gently caressed it. He kissed her harder and she returned it with equal passion. Eric's fingers trailed up her thigh then left it. She gasped when she felt him tugging on her shorts and a wave of moisture flowed through her when she felt her snap pop open.
The sound of her zipper sounded over the rushing of blood in her ears and somewhere in her mind she yelled that her son was trying to take off her shorts.
"And you want to let him."
Emma rose up, so she was kneeling on one leg on the bed, her other foot on the floor. Her head was now over his, the pendent laying against his cheek and so bright it seemed to be glowing. Emma cupped his face in her hands as he had done to her and kissed him hard, driving her tongue into his mouth.
They moaned and Emma felt him tugging her shorts down. They were tight and she wiggled her hips, helping him undress her. Her eyes shifted to the mirror and she watched her shorts sliding over her hips then down her thighs, exposing the lace black thong.
"Aren't you glad you wore this and not some boring panties?"
Emma nodded even as her tongue invaded her son's mouth. As the shorts dropped she could see the side view of her ass in the thong and couldn't wait for Eric to grab that next and pull it down, peeling it from her sticky cunt.
Her eyes dropped to the bureau beneath the mirror and landed on a picture of the three of them at Eric's high school graduation. Eric standing between them and smiling, proudly displaying his diploma. Emma and Steven weren't facing the camera, but each other, both beaming with pride for their son and love for each other.
Steven.
She was about to fuck their son.
"No!" She thought she was shouting, but it came out a whisper. She forced herself to focus and with an act of will pulled her head back. The pendent swung away from Eric and she swore she again heard something snap in her mind.
"No what?" Eric looked at her as he had before; a distant look in his eyes and his voice faraway.
"No, I'm not mad." Emma managed to get the words out as she quickly pulled her shorts up and snapped them, before sitting back on the bed as she had been.
"Not mad I was kind of looking?"
He had remembered saying it this time!
"I can't say I'm happy, but I guess with all the talk, the movie you watched and hearing him say it I could see how your mind might kind of play the 'what's the fuss about' game."
"Maybe, but I felt like an asshole and took it out on him."
"You shouldn't have, but I'm glad you could confide in me."
She was impressed with how calm she sounded even though her heart felt like it could explode.
"You....haven't had any thoughts about me have you?"
"You?" Emma scrunched her face up. "Don't flatter yourself kid. You're not my type."
Eric laughed then blushed. "Sorry, that was a horrible question."
"Considering the conversation not so much."
"Liar. Lying to yourself, lying to him."
"Still, I'm sorry, mom." He gave a mock shudder. "I'm disgusted with myself."
"But that's the only time you thought of me? And it wasn't like...detailed I hope?" She really did hope.
"I didn't get like....you know, graphic." He replied. "Got mad at myself first."
"Good to hear." But not good the lawyer in her noticed he hadn't answered whether or not it was the first time.
"Well, I'm glad you're not mad about that and sorry for hitting that kid." He released a long breath. "I'll call and apologize, or better yet, go into town with you and do it."
"That would be the right thing to do." Emma put her hand in his thick hair and tousled it. "You're a good kid, Eric."
"Got a great mom."
"Who's dying to be an even greater mom."
Emma rose from the bed, trying to ignore the way her thong was stuck to her once again oozing slit. "So how about you be a great kid and help your great mom put the rest of our crap away so we can be officially settled in and call this place home?"
"Sure."
Eric lifted the sheet and swung his legs from the bed. He was wearing sweat pants and Emma forced her eyes not to seek out his crotch. She did catch a glimpse of the book beneath the sheets, but it was still face down.
"Let's go slow poke." Eric told her as he headed out of the room. "I'm not doing it alone."
"Right behind you." Emma replied, but leaning forward, quickly reached under the sheet and pulling out the book turned it over. She experienced a sinking sensation in her stomach as she saw the lurid photo of a woman bent over a kitchen table.
Her hands were pinned behind her back by the young man who from the look on her face was fucking her against her will. The title in big red letters did little to make her feel better.
"Ravaging my slut mother."
Chapter Nine
Emma woke with a start and couldn't breathe. Panicked, she slapped at whatever was on her face and rolled her bleary eyes when she realized she'd fallen asleep reading an old issue of people magazine and as she'd dozed, it had fallen onto her face.
The magazine ended up on the floor, but not feeling like getting up to get it, she rolled over to shut off the lamp next her bed. Her shoulder ached in protest, and that was after she'd soaked for an hour in the tub.
They hadn't worked on getting everything in order, they'd practically attacked the task. Emma knew he was going at it that way, the same reason she was. They wanted to stay busy and not think of the eventful and strange first twenty four hours plus in the house.
But even as she unwrapped knick knacks and pictures and put them on the shelves and mantel in the living and dining rooms, her mind would wander back to the now two sexually charged encounters with her son.
Two encounters he didn't remember, but she did. Both encounters started when they had shared contact with the pendent and ended when that contact was broken. Did she remember them because she was wearing it?
Eric had admitted to more detailed dreams than he originally had and although he hadn't seen sexual encounters they'd been alluded to. He said it disturbed him, but he'd watched one of the movies left behind and she'd discovered him reading that raunchy paperback.
He'd been masturbating to both.
Was there something whispering things in his mind too? Were there things he'd heard and seen he wasn't admitting? Confessing he'd had vague sexual thoughts about her was far more worrisome than she'd let on because of her own thoughts.
She felt bad lying to him when she was demanding honesty, but what would he think if she admitted she'd thought of him? Would it fuel the fantasies he'd recently watched and read about?
She'd been thinking of the incest charged theme of Robin's cryptic remarks and the porn stash in the house along with their dreams. Emma supposed she could see a son getting their wires crossed with their mother.
The man of the house theme was sort of plausible. Not wanting to see their mother alone-or in the case of prior occupants-with an asshole was feasible to a degree. The wanting to see their mother with someone who'd be good to them, then somehow thinking they could be that person seemed farfetched, but there were Oedipus complexes out there.
But for a mother to desire, and want to be desired, by their son? A mother was and always had been the adult and the one that knew better. The one who always had to have the best interest of their child, even their adult child at heart.


What could turn a mother to see their son as a lover?
"Watching him have sex? Missing sex and not having a man you can be comfortable with?"
Emma tired to ignore the voice as best she could, and at the moment tried not to think about how even the wire cutters she'd found in Eric's tool box wouldn't cut the damn chain around her neck.
Now, lying here in the dark, she thought on those last words she'd heard. There was a perverted logic to that idea. A woman like her who'd spent most of her adult life with one lover. Not just a lover, but soul mate, best friend, husband and father to her son.
She'd met failure and frustration with other men, and her sexual needs were growing. Where could she find a man she could relax with and trust to be good to her and at the same time be the dirty little wildcat she loved being for Steven?
A son was raised to respect and obey his mother. As a lover he would defer to her, let her take the lead and had an instinctive desire to please. A mother would also be the more experienced lover, teaching and showing him how a real lover, not those little girls they'\d been with, can suck and fuck...
Emma had forced her thoughts off the topic. Anytime she started thinking about it rationally, her thoughts would eventually turn pornographic. Mother son sex and rationally shouldn't even be in the same sentence.
But why was it so damned popular? It was everywhere on porn sites, story sites, e-books. Tens of thousands of hits on the videos and even on twitter there were accounts dedicated to it and she'd found that out in just a few minute search.
Was it all fantasy or did these people really want their mothers?
Emma had made it a point to change before going downstairs to help Eric. When she'd shown up in a pair of shapeless Hello Kitty pajama pants and faded Celtics T-shirt, he'd joked his old frumpy mom was back.
Yet several times as she puttered around the house she'd felt his eyes on her and whenever she would turn, he would look away quickly and seem nervous. Was he still looking at her? Was he thinking of her? He'd admitted he had, but made it sound like a onetime thing and he did seem upset.
But why was he still looking?
Emma groaned and rolling over onto her back, put a pillow over her head as if it could stop her mind from racing and dwelling on this sick subject.
"Mom?"
Emma jumped at the voice. Had Eric knocked? If he had she hadn't heard him.
She pushed the pillow from her head, "What is..." She stopped when he wasn't there.
"Mom?" She heard the voice again, but it was coming from outside her door.
"You can come in." She called out.
The door opened and Emma stifled a scream when a tall young man with red hair and freckles dressed in shorts and a Blackhawks t-shirt entered the room and smiled at her.
"Hey, dad just left. I was wondering if we could..." His smile grew sly. "Play a little?"
"Who the hell are you?" After the initial shock she was surprised to find she didn't feel threatened by him. Somehow she had a feeling he was a sweet boy and wouldn't hurt her.
He looked straight at her, but when he spoke it wasn't an answer to what she'd said.
"Oh, right, not in your bed." He pointed down the hall. "I'll be waiting for you, okay?"
He reached down and pulling his shorts partway down exposed his hard cock. "This will be waiting for you, mom."
He laughed and walked out of the room.
Emma cried out again in surprise when a figure passed within two feet of her bed. A tall woman with the same red hair as the boy walked by her and towards the door. She wore a black robe so short Emma could see the pale white cheeks of her ass.
She paused in the doorway and turning, looked directly at Emma, her light blue eyes staring into hers.
"Don't you want to watch?" She giggled. "Like you watched your son fuck his little slut?"
She vanished from the doorway, but Emma could hear footsteps heading down the hallway towards the spare room.
"Dreaming, you're dreaming," she told herself.
Yet she kicked off the covers and went to the door to peeke out into the hallway. The woman had passed Eric's room and was standing at the door to the spare room. The room Mary and her son had been killed in.
"Aren't you coming?" She asked, her voice was soft, and like the boy, she didn't feel as if she meant her any harm.
The woman giggled again and lifting the front of her robe flashed her red haired pussy. "I know I'll be coming soon."
She entered the room, leaving the door open behind her. Unsure if she were dreaming or not , Emma padded down the hallway. She paused at Eric's door. Should she wake him up? Ask him to come with her and see if he saw anything?
"Go ahead, mommy, let your son watch the show. Maybe it will give him some more ideas."
Emma backed away from the door and taking a deep breath, walked down the hall and into the other room.
The redhead was on the bed, her son, who else would it be in this house, was kneeling on the bed kissing her. She had one arm around his neck, but the other was hand had already undone his shorts and stroking his cock.
"Holy shit, mom!"
Emma flinched as the voice came from behind her. A chill caused her to shiver and she staggered back in shock when a figure appeared in front of her as if it had passed through her. The new apparition looked so much like the first boy Emma wouldn't have had to hear him call her mom to know it was his brother.
"I...I thought what we had was special!" He exclaimed his voice thick with emotion.
"What?" The first boy looked up from kissing the woman on the bed. "Mom, you're fucking Sean too?"
"I'm sorry boys." The woman sighed. "I tried to keep it secret so you'd both feel special, but..." She shrugged. "I guess the games up."
"But mom!" Sean started to get off the bed. "This is....."
"But now we can have even more fun." The woman cut him off and pulling the tie to her robe, slowly opened it, exposing her breasts to both her sons. "Come here, baby, mommy has enough love for both her boys."
"Oh." Emma whispered softly as Kenny immediately sucked on one of his mother's large, milky white breasts.
Sean walked over to the bed. He was clad only in a pair of boxers and stripped them off, showing off an even longer, thicker cock than his brother had. He climbed onto the other side of the bed and kneeling next to his mother eagerly sucked her other breast.
The woman grabbed both her son's cocks and stroked them. "Hmm, my boys both love their mommy, don't they?"
They moaned around her pink nipples and Emma's stomach lurched when she saw the same pendent she wore between her breasts. It was a hot pink and pulsing. Emma felt the one around her neck throb in the same rhythm as she walked closer to the bed.
"That feels so good, boys." The woman moaned. "But what about mommy's pussy?"
Both boys slid a hand down between her legs. Sean plunged two fingers into his mother's glistening slit, while Kenny's fingers rubbed her clit in slow circle. She sighed, and turning her head to the left, took Kenny's cock into her mouth.
Emma's nipples ached as she watched her bob her head and make sloppy wet sucking sounds as she slurped her son's dick. Releasing it with a smack of her lips, she turned and took her other son deep into her mouth and worked her mouth along his shaft,
Emma stood there with her clit throbbing in time with the pendent and her hand sliding under her shirt and into her baggy pants. She gasped when she found her clit and rubbed it in time with Kenny's fingers.
On the bed, the woman moaned and bucked her hips, thrusting Sean's fingers deeper into her pussy. She turned back to Kenny's cock, giving it a few hard sucks, then went back to Sean's. Both her hands were in motion, stroking their cocks while she took turns sucking on them.
Both boys were moaning as they sucked her tits and played with their mother's red haired cunt. Her hips worked faster and her moans went up in pitch. Yet even as she drew near her climax, she continued to stuff her mouth with her son's dicks.
Emma opened her legs and sliding her other hand between her legs, shoved her finger up inside her sopping slit. She stood there shamelessly masturbating to the incestuous threesome in front of her.
"Feels better than it looks." The woman told her, and then with wink effortlessly deep throated Sean's cock.
She gave him several hard sucks, then removed him from her mouth. She smiled at Emma, a trail of pre cum oozing down her chin.
"I'd let you join in, but these are my boys, not yours. A loving mother never shares her boy." She moaned softly and placed a hand on each of her son's heads and arched her back, shoving her tits deeper into their mouths. "But my babies can share their mommy!"
She released a squeal that caused Emma's fingers to move faster in her clit. The woman closed her legs and bucked her hips wildly as she repeatedly cried out in pleasure as her son's worked her pussy.
She pumped their cocks faster and both of them moaned when she released them and cupping their balls gently squeezed them.
"Both my boys have such full balls! Full of cum for their mommy." She sat up and whispered something to them.
Both boys stood on the bed and as she rose to her knees between them, she sucked on Sean's cock while continuing to play with his balls. Kenny paused to strip, then grabbing his mother roughly by the hair, turned her head towards his cock.
She eagerly devoured it and Emma's knees were trembling to the point she leaned back against the bureau. Easing her pants down to over her hips, she sat on the bureau and putting her foot on it, opened her legs wide and worked her pussy with both hands.
"That's it, mama," The woman purred to her. "Enjoy the show and think about how your own boy could please you." She winked. "And how much better it would be if you had two sons!"
She went back to sucking Kenny's cock, then Sean's. After several minutes of sloppy wet cock sucking, she gave Sean a gentle push. He lay on his back on the bed and swinging her leg over his hips, the woman straddled him and impaled herself on his cock.
They both cried out as she bounced wildly up and down on him as he grabbed her hips and thrust up into her descending pussy. Kenny leaned over her and bracing his hands on the bed, drove his cock down into her wiling mouth. She gurgled around him as he roughly fucked his mother's face to the point her eyes were watering. But her squeals were of pure joy and she was riding Sean like it was he was a rodeo bull. Kenny stopped fucking her mouth and to Emma's twisted delight, he slid over behind his mother.
He pushed her in the back, causing her to fall on top of Sean who wrapped his arms tightly around her, pinning her to his chest. Kenny eased between his brother's outstretched legs and spreading his mother's round white cheeks, drove his cock into her ass.
"Oh, my...Oh, fuck!" The woman squealed as both her sons were inside her and fucking her hard and fast. "That's it boys! Use your mother! Use her like you used those slutty girl friends of yours! I'm all yours boys! All mama's holes are yours!"
Emma whimpered as she neared her climax. She was right on the edge, her eyes locked on the sight of a mother being penetrated by both her sons and screaming in ecstasy as they roughly pounded her.
Emma's eyes had begun to close as her orgasm closed in, but they flew open at the sound of a loud bang from somewhere in the house. She heard someone walking across the hardwood floors beneath them and a voice called out.
"Hey, Maria! Hey Boys! Come on down here! I have a surprise for you!"
"We have a better one up here!" The woman giggled and winked at Emma.
"Maria!" The voice called again.
The threesome in front of her, immediately ceased. Kenny almost fell off the bed in his haste to get off his mother and grab his clothes. Maria rolled over and grabbing a terry cloth bathrobe slipped it on as her sons, their cocks still at full attention, donned their clothes.
"Be right down, honey!"
"Show's over, sweetie." Maria smiled at Emma.
"Marie, hurry up! What are you guys doing up there?"
"Oh, just hanging around." Maria cackled and her face shifted into a blue black mess, her pink tongue protruding from her purple lips.
Chapter Ten
Emma sat up and looked wildly around the room, assuring herself she was awake this time. She thought she'd heard screaming. Was it from the dream or had she woke herself up screaming?
"You okay, honey?"
Emma froze at the sound of an all too familiar voice.
"Steven?" She whispered, and slowly turned to her left.
Steven was sitting up next to her, wearing that ratty Patriots t-shirt that she kept telling him she was going to burn one of these days. His dark eyes were full of concern and as she sat there unable to move from the shock of seeing him, he put his arm around her shoulders.
"That must have been one hell of a bad dream."
"You...you can't be here."
"Why?" He gave her a mischievous smile, "You got that young landscaper coming over?"
Emma blinked at the running joke Steven had told ever since she'd made a comment that if she were single she'd ravage the hot young guy who mowed their lawn.
"You could at least wait until I kick off to fool around with the boys you know." He kissed her forehead and that simple gesture, which he'd done since they'd started dating, caused a lump to rise in her throat.
"But you're dead."
"Jeez, I know I can't get it up like I used to, but I'm not dead!"
"No, you're dead. You died of cancer. You can't be here."
"Oh." His smile faded. "So that was your nightmare."
"No, this is a dream. You died, you..." Emma stopped as her eyes focused past him and saw the wall beyond her with the framed portrait of their first dance at their wedding.
She was in their old bedroom, right down to the purple comforter and Steven's stack of paperbacks on the night stand. He'd buy one, read two chapters, get bored and start another.
"Just a dream, green eyes." He turned on the bed and put his arms around her, his hand pushing her head gently to rest it on her shoulder. "If I were dead could I hold you?"
"No." Emma choked out the word, tears flowing down her cheeks. "I missed you so much!"
"I was never gone Emma." He squeezed her tightly to him, then released her and sat back. "That must have been some dream."
"It..." Emma shook her head. "It wasn't. I couldn't have dreamt the last year. I'm dreaming now."
"You need to lay off the wine before bed, hon." Steven whistled. "Last year? We went to sleep two hours ago."
"It can't be." Emma looked down and saw there was no pendent on her chest, nor was there anything else. A quick peek under the covers showed she was naked, how she always slept after they had sex because she was always to satisfied and sleepy to bother getting dressed.
"Lose something?" Steven reached under the covers and slid his hand along her thigh. "I'll help you find it."
"I lost you." She grabbed his wrist and pushed his hand away. "Stop fucking with me."
She wasn't speaking to Steven, but whatever had been messing with her head since they'd moved in yesterday. God, had that only been yesterday?
"I'm right here, Emma." Steven's look of concern was genuine. "You're really shaken up, aren't you?"
"It just can't be. You can't be alive."
"Sorry to disappoint you." He sighed. "But you know, Emma I've wanted to talk about what would happen if I did pass and you never wanted to."
Wanted to....past tense. Emma's mind seemed to be functioning clearly for a dream....could this be real?
"Because you're not going anywhere, anytime soon." She responded as she always had because Steven had tried to bring it up many times. She'd never wanted to talk about it, even when they discovered he was terminal.
"But if I did? Look, we know financially you'd be fine. I have plenty of insurance. The house will be paid and Eric's school. You make great money. There wouldn't be any worries."
"Money wouldn't be what I'd care about."
"But what I'd really want is for you not to be alone."
"I am alone." She forced the conversation to stay in what she felt had to be her reality; the one without her husband.
"Because you choose to be." Steven replied, "You..."
"Then this is a dream and you are dead!" She pulled away from him, sliding over to the other side of the bed. "You're not my husband!"
Steven shook his head, but with a slight smile. "Always a lawyer. Always thinking, dissecting, stringing people along until they screw up."
He gave her a slow clap. "Very good, Emma. You're still the savviest, sexiest attorney in town."
Steven had always said that to her, but if there was something in her head it would know that.
"Okay, confession time. Yes, this is a dream, but I am your husband. I was just trying to give you a few happy moments and maybe relive some fond memories before getting into your depressing present."
"The real Steven wouldn't fuck with me." Wake up, damn it, why couldn't she wake up?
"Emma, this is your dream and it started with what you really want; me to be back and things to be normal." He gestured around the room. "You created this."
"I miss my real husband."
"And I appreciate it, but Emma, you need to move on." Steven spoke softly and there was no sense of mocking in his tone. "You've grieved since I've been gone and that's far too long."
"I moved here to start over. Not working out at the moment." She gave him a dry chuckle. "You would like it here. You always did believe in ghosts."
"There's no ghosts, Emma, only influences and they can only have an effect if there's something to feed on."
"Nothing I've seen is anything I want."
"Emma, you're lonely." Steven pointed out. "And it's a flat out sin for a woman as brilliant, beautiful and caring to be alone for this long."
"You'd rather I'd have jumped in with the landscaper?"
"I'm happy you honored my memory and put our son before your own needs, but you can't ignore them, Emma."
When she didn't answer right away, he continued.
"You're not just lonely, you're frustrated. You've denied yourself being with a man and its taking its toll. You're a healthy, desirable woman in her prime. That's why since you've been here all you think about is sex."
"I've tried, Steven. I can't be with another man."
"We were together since sophomore year of college, of course its hard for you to be with someone else. That and deep down you still feel like you're betraying me."
"Yes." Maybe this was her dream. A dream where...
"I give you my blessing to move on." He nodded. "That is why I'm here."
"But I still...I don't know if I can. I could never replace you, Steven."
"Of course you could." He slid over to her. "You can find another man just like me."
"No," She shook her head, but didn't resist when he put his arm around her shoulders. "Not like you."
"Exactly like me." He kissed her forehead again. "Sweet, sensitive, but tough when he needs to be. Good looking, caring, and most of all? A man who would absolutely worship and adore you like I did."
"I have enough single friends to know finding one man like you was a miracle." She let herself relax into him. "But another one?"
"He not only exists, but is closer than you think." Steven stroked her hair and she closed her eyes. Even if it was a dream it was so good to be close to him again.
"But I just moved here. I haven't even been in town yet. How could he exist, never mind be just like you?"
"He's right down the hall and he exists because we created him."
Emma's eyes opened. "What?"
"Our son, Emma. Eric isn't just like me, he is me."
Emma pulled away from him. "Shut up," she hissed. "Now I know you're not Steven!"
"And he's like you too." He spoke as if she hadn't. "He's the best of both of us, Emma and he loves you more than any man you'd be able to find."


"He's our fucking son!" She shouted at him.
Steven remained calm in the face of her anger.
"And who could love you better than our son?"
"Its not the same love!"
"Not in most cases, but in special cases that love crosses the line and a young man like Eric realizes what few lucky boys have." He smiled as if he were telling her good news. "That no woman could ever love him like his mother, especially in bed."
"Get out of here with your sick talk!" Emma slapped him hard in the face. "My husband would never want something so disgusting!"
"Your husband wants you to be happy." Again there was no reaction to her outrage, not even a handprint on his cheek. "Eric can make you happy."
"Not like that!"
"Just like that. He's been thinking of you, Emma. And you've thought of him."
"You're lying. Its this fucking house and this damn thing I can't get off my neck!"
"Were you in this house when you watched our son fuck his girlfriend?" Steven's smile turned into an uncharacteristic smirk. "When you watched her sucking him and loving the way he took her?"
"No." She whispered. "I..."
"The only thing affecting you was lust and not just because you hadn't had any sex of your own, but because seeing your son as a man taking his woman awakened something within you."
"Not true, that's not true." Even in her dreamlike state, Emma's denials wee losing strength.
"You were thinking it was a shame that big dick and hard fucking were being wasted on a little girl like that. And then she broke his heart and he still stares at pictures of her?"
Emma no longer tried to reply, but instead listened to the twisted words delivered in her husband's voice.
"He misses her and part of you is angry that he does. That whore hurt your son and he still wants her. Why? Because he doesn't know better and he hasn't been shown better. But you could show him, couldn't you Emma?"
"You could show your son how a real woman treats her man. Give him a fucking he's only seen in movies and in the end? Hold him and love him like no other girl could. Show him the love of a mother mixed with the insatiable lust of a woman in her prime."
"You can be his mother, his lover, his everything!"
"I want to wake up!" She shouted. "Wake up!"
"And for Eric? He sees your lonely, and lately has seen your lust. He's been trying to take care of you in all the ways I did. He's done a good job, but there's one thing you need that he's told he can't give you."
"But he's changing his mind, Emma. He's seeing you as what you are. A hot milf, and he's envisioning being the man who could make you happy. He has what you need Emma, the lust to satisfy yours, but the love to make it pure and not just incestuous fucking."
"There is nothing pure about incest!"
"There is when there's love." Steven gave her a sad smile. "But you won't know until you try Emma. Stop fighting it and give in to the desires you refuse to admit you have."
"I don't..."
"I have to go Emma, but I'll leave you with one last thing." He leaned over and whispered. "What if I told you, you're not the only one who's had a not so pure encounter in your house?"
"What do you mean?"
"You watched Eric, but did you know your son's jerked off to you?"
"He's never done that."
"And before here, Emma, back at home and in your bed." He winked. "Bet you could even guess when if you tried. But your baby boy saw you as a woman and reacted the way he would if you were any woman, but his mother. He grabbed his cock and stroked it and blew a nice big load."
He paused and Emma flinched when she could now see through him. The wall behind him was no longer their old bedroom, but the new house. He beckoned to her and swallowing hard, she leaned forward to hear his last words.
"Not just to you, but all over you." He laughed in her ear. "You really had a lot to drink that night. Didn't even wake up when he squirted all over you."
"Stop lying!" Emma swung again, half expecting her hand to pass through him.
Instead her hand struck solid flesh and she cried out when something grabbed her wrist and wouldn't let go.
"Mom!"
Emma opened her eyes to see Eric kneeling next to her on the bed. His right hand was around her wrist, his left on her shoulder, shaking her.
"Wake up!"
"I'm awake." She said numbly.
"God, mom, you scared me." Eric's eyes were wide "I heard you yelling and I came in here, but you wouldn't wake up right away."
"I kept trying to wake up."
"That must have been one hell of a nightmare." He released her wrist, but held her hand in his.
"It was. I dreamt of your father."
"Sorry, mom." He surprised her with a hug and a kiss on the forehead. A kiss just like Steven would give her. Something he'd obviously picked up from him.
"He's everything good about the two of you, Emma. That's why he's perfect for you."
"That's nice." Emma murmured in Eric's ear. "I know you hate to hear it, but you're a sweet boy, Eric."
"Whatever," Eric eased back from her, but kept his hands on her shoulders. "I just came in because your yelling was keeping me up.
"Of course." She gave him a strained smile. "Can't be you came running to your mom's defense."
"She's a tough woman, she don't need me." He grinned.
"She is, but that's because she has you." Emma placed her hand against his cheek. "I love you, Eric, and you are sweet, just like your dad."
"Don't look now, but your sweet boy is staring at mommy's tits again."
Emma's smile faded when she saw Eric's eyes were indeed on her chest. The slinky camisole top she wore clung to her breasts, flattering their shape and showing off her nipples. She remained silent, watching Eric's eyes to see if they would quickly dart away, but to her dismay his gaze lingered on her.
Had he really been thinking of her? She wouldn't be surprised with the movies and books she knew he was checking out, but had he previously as her dream Steven had said?
"Eric?"
"Huh?" He looked up.
"What were you looking at just now?"
"You." He shrugged. "This a trick question or something?"
"Looking kind of low." She grunted. "Kind of made me want to say my eyes are up here."
"What? You think I was looking at your..." Eric didn't finish the sentence. "God, mom, what's up with you?"
"Sorry, it just seemed like you were staring."
"Sorry if I don't like just staring into your face." He rolled his eyes, then made a show of looking her in the eye and holding his chin up. "Better?"
"Okay, point taken."
"He's lying and you know it. Just look between his legs. Your baby boy liked what he saw."
Emma quickly lowered her eyes to Eric's crotch. He wore a pair of gym shorts that were tight enough to be considered boxer briefs and clearly showed his cock was in a state of arousal.
"What was the dream about?"
"Just your dad. He was telling me to move on and be happy." With you.
"Dad's still looking out for you." Eric smiled sadly. "And he's right as usual."
"I know he is, Eric and I think it is time I meet someone."
"Good."
"You too though."
"Okay, how about we hit a bar and we can be each other's wingman? You meet a dick I bail you out. I meet some slut you..." He laughed. "Leave me alone."
"Funny, but seriously, its time."
"You lonely, mom?"
"I am, honey," she said softly. "I miss your dad. I thought that would pass in time, but I swear I miss him now more than ever."
"I'm sorry, mom." Eric surprised her with another hug and she was grateful the pendent was inside her shirt because any other time he'd had contact with it, things had gotten strange.
"Not strange, but honest. Like drink it lowers inhibitions and causes you to stop worrying about socially acceptable behavior and just focus on what you really want."
"I'm okay, Eric. It just catches up with me sometimes."
"Its not okay. You deserve to be happy, not alone and you deserve someone who will take care of you."
His words sent a shiver through her. So much like Steven's in her dream.
"You want to see me happy?"
"Of course I do!" He told her, still hugging her which although pleasant made her nervous. Eric hadn't been this affectionate since his early teens. "You're an amazing woman. You're smart and have a great career, and you're beautiful and..."
"Get the high boots." She joked, but cut him off in fear the word sexy would come out.
"I mean it. Guys would line up to be with you, mom."
"I don't think you'd like that."
"Not if they're assholes. You need to find a good man who knows you're a good woman."
"That's deep for you." She eased back from him and tousled his hair. "But same goes for you. You need a good girl who appreciates you. Not a conniving slut like Ashley."
"She was, but...I still miss her." He sighed.
"Because you haven't replaced her." Emma told him. "Ashley isn't like your father. You didn't spend decades with her. You can find another girlfriend easy."
"I guess, but in the meantime I still...." He looked away. "I swear there's part of me that still would take her back."
"Then I'm glad we left."
"If we didn't would you be mad if I took her back?"
"Damn straight I would!" Emma's lips curled into a sneer. "That little whore not only cheated on you, but made a fool of you and she would have married you and kept doing it. That is not someone you ever take back."
"Wow, tell me how you really feel."
"If you're even thinking that way then you really need to get into town and meet someone. I don't care if you just go get laid. You need to get that bitch out of your mind."
"Now there's some motherly advice." Eric mocked her. "Get laid."
"You haven't thought of any other girl since her, Eric?"
"I..." he hesitated just long enough she noticed. "No."
"Seriously? When I was your age I had a lot of guy friends and they had dirty thoughts about any cute girl they saw."
"Not me. Maybe she ruined it for me."
"Oh, please." Emma waved her hand. "If that was the case you wouldn't watch porn."
"True."
"How about porn stars or any woman. No thoughts at all?"
"Maybe one woman, but..." He stopped and poked at his lip in thought. "Its not like it would happen and shouldn't, but I guess it was still thinking about sex."
"Okay then." She answered, but didn't like that answer one bit. Wouldn't and shouldn't happen had an ominous tone to it after everything she'd experienced here.
"Hey, mom, can I tell you something?"
"I always tell you that you can tell me anything."
"I had some weird dreams too." He lowered his head. "Seeing you did to, I was wondering if um, maybe you might want me to stay here with you?"
"In my bed?"
"Yeah, like we did a few times right after dad died." Eric looked away, his face flushing. "But I mean if you don't think you need the company then..."
"I'd like the company." She wasn't just saying that for his benefit. After that last dream she didn't think she'd be able to go back to sleep. Maybe with Eric near her she'd be able to.
"Me too." He looked around the room. "I gotta tell, this place is freaking me out a little."
"I think more happened here than Robin let on." Emma told him. "I think I'm going to do some digging."
"How do you know that?" Eric asked.
"Ernest said some things to me and I want to see if they're true."
"Like what?"
"Seeing we're both spooked I'd rather not talk about this tonight. Not to mention he may not be right. He made it sound like there's something weird about Robin so I don't want to just believe it. But I promise once I do some research I'll tell you."
"Fair enough." Eric slid off the bed, then lifted the covers to slide under next to her.
"Easy!" Emma pushed the covers down. "I'm only in my underwear. Let me put something else on."
"Why?" Eric had gotten under the covers and laid back on the pillow next to her. "You think I want to look at them like you think I look at your boobs?"
"I said I was sorry. As for now it just doesn't seem proper."
"Just stay in bed, mom. I promise not to peek."
"Right." Emma leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
She placed her hand against her chest not just to keep her shirt from lowering to expose her breasts, but to keep the pendent tucked away. "Sweet dreams, hon."
"Hopefully." He returned the peck on the cheek, then slid further down the bed, but pushed the covers down to his waist. "Warm in here. I should have put the AC in."
"Tomorrow's another day."
Emma rolled away from him to shut the lamp off and remained on her side facing away from him. She closed her eyes and let her body relax, but her mind continued to race. Steven-or whatever was using him-in her dream had made a disturbing point; she had not been in this house when she watched Eric.
She had been aroused and told herself it was only because she'd denied herself. No different than being aroused by watching Robin and Cliff yesterday. That turned her mind towards what Ernest had said, insinuating Cliff and Robin weren't married.
Even if they weren't what was the big deal? Was the small town down the road that backwards an older woman just having a young lover was not acceptable? Emma's eyes opened when Eric mumbled something next to her.
She listened and he did it again, but she couldn't make out what he was saying. It was obvious he was sleeping and she continued to listen in case he was having another nightmare. He had alluded to dreams both last night and tonight, but she felt he was holding things back.
If the house was having a similar effect on him what was he dreaming of? The movies and books made the lawyer in her sure the theme of this fucked up house was incest. She was going to her interview tomorrow which was only a formality as she knew she had the job.
It was more of an introduction to the firm before she started working. Emma decided she was going to ask where she could find the best sources for local stories and history. She'd start with trying to find more details on the murder suicide, but also look for a second suicide, specifically a woman hanging herself in this house.
Police records of any calls of domestic disputes or any other types of incidents. Robin had mentioned the houses being in her family for generations. Emma would look up Robin's ancestors.
As her mind methodically ticked off the list of things and slipped into 'work mode' her eyes closed and her thoughts slowed down. Research was real and dealt with facts. She'd find out all she could and see if any of it made sense with the odd happenings of the last two days.
She'd begun to drift when her eyes flew open. Eric had mumbled something and rolled over onto his side, his body now pressing into hers. His arm slid around her waist and he sighed contentedly in her ear as he nestled into her like a comfortable lover.
Emma stiffened, but didn't pull away from him. His slow steady breathing in her ear told her he was still sleeping. His arm tightened around her and a wave of anger went through her when he mumbled again and she clearly made out the name Ashley.
He was curling up to her dreaming of that little fucking bitch. Emma hadn't had an issue with Ashley spending the night as that was better than them sneaking around to have sex in cars and now imagined Eric holding her like this in his bed.
Little bitch had no idea how good she had it. Eric was good looking, sweet and at the time had goals for his education and career. Meanwhile Emma had laid in her room alone, the love of her life taken from her.
It would have been one thing if Ashley truly loved Eric. She would never begrudge her son that. But the whore was lying in his arms after fucking him while thinking of the next time she'd fuck his best friend. They'd probably laughed about him all those months they'd been fucking behind her naïve son's back.
And after he'd lost his father she'd been doing this. Emma's anger, although justified seemed irrational. Another out of control emotion, but at least this wasn't lust. As if in response to that last thought, Eric moaned in her ear and thrust his hips into her.
"Hmm, Ashley, that feels so good."
Emma's eyes widened at not just his words, but the feeling of his cock pushing into her ass. Even through their clothes she could feel how hard he was. He pumped his hips several times in the throes of his wet dream and when she tried to ease forward his arm held her in place.
"Eric, wake up."
His response was to whisper how good Ashley's mouth looked on his cock and his hand flattened on Emma's stomach. He slid it up under her shirt, his palm caressing her stomach.
"Eric!" She spoke more loudly and grabbed his wrist, pushing it down and away from where he'd almost reached her breasts.
"Tease." Eric whispered in her ear.
His hand relaxed and he allowed her to push it behind her.
"Eric." She started to roll over. "You need to...hey!"
His arm slipped around her once more and before she could stop him, his hand went up her shirt and cupped her breast.
"You have the hottest little tits," he breathed in her ear while sliding his palm across her now erect nipple.
The contact sent a thrill through her, and angry that it did, she grabbed his hand and shoved it from her breast while throwing an elbow into his side. He released a sharp breath in her ear from the blow, but that turned into a gasp when his hand grazed the pendent.
Even as an electric shock went through her, Emma tried to push his hand from the stone, but he'd wrapped his fingers around it and held it tightly.
"Eric, let go!"
"That how you want to play, Ash?" he whispered in her ear. "Going to play hard to get tonight?"
"I'm not Ashley!" Emma dug her nails into the back of his hand, but he didn't seem to feel it.
"Come on, baby." Eric implored her. "Its been a few days and I'm horny."
She felt him fumbling behind her, then jerked her hips away from him when he pushed his now bare cock into her thigh. Emma could feel his sticky pre cum oozing down her leg, then yelped when his fingers grabbed her panties and tried to pull them to the side.
Emma hit him again with her elbow, much harder this time and with a cry of pain, Eric rolled over onto his back. His hand left the pendent and afraid she might have caught him in the face, she quickly rolled over to look at him.
His eyes were still closed and he was breathing heavy, his lips moving as he continued to mutter in his sleep. Sleep? How the hell could he still be asleep after she'd hit him that hard? Speaking of hard....the covers had been thrown off when they'd rolled over.
Eric had pushed his shorts down enough for his cock to be sticking out and he was fully erect. Even in the dim glow of the moon through the skylight, Emma good make out how swollen and purple his head was and the glistening drops of pre cum oozing from it.
He emitted a soft whimper and moved his hips, thrusting his tormented cock into the air.
"Please Ash?" He begged. "I said I was sorry."
Sorry, what the hell would he have to be sorry about with that skank?
He whimpered again as he continued to fuck nothing. His cock twitched and more pre cum flowed from it. Emma knew she shouldn't be looking, but couldn't take her eyes off her son's dick.
Eric was bigger than average and his head so purple she imagined he was literally aching with desire. God he was hard, and long....and thick. She caught her tongue sliding across her lips at the thought if this cock was on any man but her son she'd have it in her mouth right now.
Her mouth, then her needy and long to neglected cunt. Emma's heart raced and her face grew hot. Against her chest the pendent matched the pace of her heartbeat and she was presented with the image of her swinging her leg over his hips, sliding her panties to the side and impaling herself on her son's gorgeous cock.


"No." She said softly and grabbing the edge of Eric's shorts tried to tug them up over his cock. She'd then wake him up, even if she had to push him off the damn bed to do it.
"I want you so bad, Ash." He groaned. "Please?"
"Stop begging that fucking whore," she muttered angrily.
Emma sat up and leaning over her son grabbed his shoulder and shook him.
His head lolled to the side and he mumbled something unintelligible that is except for the last word which was clearly please.
Enraged, he was still pleading with that cheating pig even if only in a dream, she lowered her head until her face was only inches from his. She'd planned on yelling directly in his ear not caring if she scared him. Enough was...
The pendent slid from her loose top and touched his chest. At the contact, Emma's rage increased, but her course of action changed drastically. Her son was begging for release from a filthy little skank that had the nerve to deny him sex while she was fucking his best friend.
She'd broken his heart and here he was still dreaming of her and longing for her. Eric whimpered and his hips jerked again.
"Its not fair! I made you come and now you're teasing."
The whore had made Eric get her off then cock teased him and was making him beg? That was the last straw! Emma turned on her side so she was lying across Eric with her back to him, her weight resting on his chest.
Grabbing his shorts she shoved them back down, causing his cock to spring free and with no hesitation grabbed it in her right hand. If that little whore wouldn't take care of her boy, then she would.
Pumping his cock in her fist, Emma listened to her son moan in pleasure behind her and a smile spread across her face. That's right, honey, you don't need to beg that little bitch. Not when your mother's here to take care of you.
Emma squeezed his cock tighter, causing pre cum to spurt from the tip and her pussy gushed at how fucking hard he was. His cock pulsed in her hand and her clit responded, throbbing in the same rhythm.
"Hmm, that feels so good, Ash." Eric sighed.
"I'm not Ashley." Emma hissed, pumping his cock faster. "I'm not the slut that teased you, I'm your mother. The woman who's spent her life trying to give you everything you need."
Emma brought her other hand into play, cupping his balls and gently squeezing them. They were so swollen, so....full. Full of cum and frustration that needed to be released. Wasn't that what a good mother did? Help her son in any way she could.
"And you're a good mother aren't you, Emma?"
"Yes." For the first time since she heard it, she agreed with the voice. "I'm a very good mother."
"A loving mother who would never want to see her son go without in anyway."
"My baby needs his mother," she replied in a whisper as she stared at her son's cock in her hand.
He was so thick her fingers barely touched around his shaft and again she imagined having her cunt stuffed and stretched by that much hard flesh. But she couldn't do that. She couldn't fuck her son. That was a line no mother should cross.
But she could do this. She could jerk his cock and make him come. Make her boy feel better. After all, it was only her hand, something he could do for himself. But why should he? Why should such an amazing young man with so much to offer be lying here jerking his own cock?
Emma's nipples were aching and she let his cock go long enough to ease the straps of her top down her shoulder and arms. The loose fitting camisole slid down her chest exposing her breasts. She lowered her chest to Eric's stomach and moaned when her nipples pressed into his skin.
Reaching up, she removed the green scrunchie from her hair and shook it out, letting it fall down her back and across his chest.
"Look at how sexy you are, Emma."
She turned and saw her reflection in the mirror; wantonly sprawled across her son, topless, his cock in her hand. Staring back at her in the mirror was a woman over come with lust. Her eyes were bright, face flushed and her lips parted as her breasts heaved with desire.
That magnificent cock protruding from her fist was inspiring that lust. Somewhere in her mind she knew this was horribly wrong, but at the same time the fact this was her son pulsing in her hand was fueling her desire to a level she hadn't felt in a long time.
Eric was laying back, his eyes closed, moaning and whimpering. He was no longer begging and pleading that snotty little girl who never deserved him, but enjoying his mother's touch.
Emma turned to stare at the dripping swollen head of her son and eased closer to it as she pumped him. She stared at her bare fingers around his cock and wondered why she didn't paint her nails anymore? She had nice natural long nails, why keep them plain? It would look that much sexier if they were a nice deep red or her son's favorite shade of green.
"Tomorrow is another day. And don't forget your toes. Steven always said you had sexy feet. Your son will think so too."
"Yes," she agreed once more. "Time to be the sexy woman my son deserves."
But for now what her son deserved was to come nice and hard and not from some little pig who only cared about herself, but from a woman who wanted to make her son feel good. Not just good, but make him feel like a man.
Because that's what he was. Eric was a man now and the big fucking cock now twitching in her hand was proof of that. He was no longer mommy's little boy, but Emma's man of the house. He tried to do everything for her since Steven's death, so why shouldn't she let him take care of her needs as a woman?
Emma and Steven had both told Eric when it comes to love and sex you will get what you give, so why not give her son something special? Make him want to take good care of his sexy mother who needed to be taken care of herself?
Eric's moans grew louder and his hips rocked, pushing his now slick cock through her hand. Emma slid across his stomach, bringing his cock closer to her. God, it was amazing! Her hips were moving as well, grinding in circles as her pussy flowed and her clit throbbed with need.
She jumped when Eric touched her back, his hand flat between her shoulder blades beneath her hair.
"M...mom?" He whispered.
He was awake! The thought should have caused her alarm, but instead it increased her passion and desire to make him feel good.
"That's right, baby boy." She purred, propping herself up on her elbow so she could look over her shoulder at him. "It's your mother making you feel good."
Eric's eyes were barely open, and dull with sleep, but he was staring at her, a surprised look on his face. "But you're....not supposed to..."
"You don't worry about what people say I'm supposed to do." She squeezed his cock for emphasis, causing him to groan. "You just let your mother give you what you need."
"I...That does feel good," he whispered, his eyes growing wider and as they did Emma could see his look of surprise turning into the same lust she knew he could see in her face.
"Then just lay back and enjoy, baby." She cupped his balls once more. "My boy's balls are awfully full and a good mother would never let her baby go without would she?"
"And a good boy wouldn't just let his mother take care of him." To her delight his hand slid down her back and over her ass.
Emma yipped in surprise when he gave her ass a hard squeeze, before slipping his fingers into her panties.
"Oh, Eric!" She whimpered as his fingers slid through the wet lips of her cunt.
She drew her right leg up so her foot was flat on the bed and her legs open for her son to explore his mother's sopping slit. She turned back to his cock and leaning over it, slapped it against her tits.
They both moaned as the room was filled with the sound of his hard flesh smacking against her soft skin. Emma slapped it directly onto her nipples, going from one to the other and whimpering at how good it felt and the way his precum coated her rosy flesh.
She gasped when he boldly plunged two fingers into her sloppy twat and pumped them into her. She was so wet she could hear his fingers driving into her and that only served to cause even more moisture between her legs.
When his thumb found her clit she cried out and lowered her leg, trapping his hand between his mother's quivering thighs. Emma resumed pumping his cock, her face now mere inches from his dripping tip.
Eric's free hand caressed her back and the way he touched her felt almost as good as his playing with her pussy. His hand went into her hair and she shuddered as he ran his fingers through it.
"God, you look so good, mom." He breathed. "And you're so fucking wet!"
"Because you make me that way." She responded. "Seeing my baby hard for his mommy gets me so fucking hot I just had to touch it."
"He wasn't hard for you. He was hard for his slut." The voice angered her, but then continued. "But he's been hard for you before and from now on he'll only be hard for you."
"You have him helpless, Emma. You have your son by the balls, literally. Feel him trembling? Hear him whimpering? You're his mother and now his lover. He's all yours now Emma. You own his cock and you'll soon own his heart and you're learning he already has yours."
Emma's hips were grinding, driving her son's fingers deeper inside her and helping his thumb work her clit. He'd only been playing with her for a couple of minutes, but her thighs were already trembling and her toes curling as her pussy reacted to something other than her own fingers or a toy for the first time in two years.
"Oh, fuck, mom." Eric's desperate groan and twitching cock told her he was getting close as well.
His hand which had been running through her hair, slid up to the top of her head and to her surprise pushed gently.
"Please suck it."
Emma's lips eased closer to his dripping tip and her pussy released another wave of warm sticky fluid at his words. Her son had just asked her to suck his cock! Could anything be more wrong? But at the same time hearing the nervous excitement in his voice had the newly awakened taboo desire in her wondering what could be hotter?
"He said please, Emma. Why? Because no matter how bad he wants you and would love to treat you like his whore, you're his mother and he respects you. He's almost all yours, mommy. Take the next step to owning your son's dick and put it in your mouth."
She licked her lips, then flicked her tongue out. It barely caught the tip of his cock, but Eric's hips thrust upward and she moaned at the sticky sweet taste of pre cum on her tongue. She leaned over and this time slowly ran her tongue around his sensitive head.
The pathetic high pitched whimper from behind her was the sexiest sound she'd ever heard. The voice was right. Eric was at the mercy of his mother. He wanted her to please him, but would never push her to do anything, he would just patiently wait for her to decide what she would give him.
So different from the cocky, arrogant and grabby men her age that she was supposed to date. Men who expected sex and always thought they'd be in charge. That she would be demure and just submit to them and be their porn star, striving to please while they barely tried and in the end would give her two minutes of lame sex before blowing their load.
But Eric was hers to teach. She would show him just how she liked to be licked and fucked and as a reward she would blow his mind with sex he'd only imagined at this point. The kind of sex he'd been watching fake mothers give their make believe sons in those movies, but this would be his real mother and because she was, she'd be the best he'd ever had.
"Then suck his cock, mommy. Show him what a good boy who wouldn't just sit back and let his mother please him and is making sure to please her, gets. The reward of his mommy's hot forbidden mouth."
Emma ducked her head and placing her tongue to his shaft ran it up along the full length of his cock. His thighs trembled and he moaned when she ran it back down the other side, then ended by swirling it rapidly around his purple head.
Emma held him tightly, staving off his impending orgasm, and fluttered her tongue across his tip. She loved the way he whimpered and his entire body was now trembling in anticipation. Yet his fingers were still moving pushing deep inside her and his thumb was pressed more firmly to her clit.
Her own body was trembling and she squeezed her thighs harder around his hand. Both of them were right on the edge and as bad as she wanted him to come for her and to get her own much needed release, Emma was enjoying this so much she didn't want it to end yet.
She licked his cock up and down again and his moans told her once more that she really did have full control of him and she loved it.
"Oh, mom, please....please don't tease me!"
His words caused her breath to catch as her pussy contracted around his fingers.
"Ashley was a tease, are you going to tease too? Or are you going to show your boy how a mother will always leave him satisfied?"
"Please suck it, mom." Eric's fingers tightened in her hair, but he didn't push on her head.
"Suck it!"
"Suck it," she whispered and eagerly took her son into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck, mom!" Eric cried out.
He buried his fingers hard into her and his thumb jammed hard into her clit. Emma moaned around the spongy head of his cock before sliding him further into her mouth. The feeling of his cock twitching beneath her tongue and the taste of his pre cum caused her to open wider and work him all the way into her mouth.
She shuddered as her lips wrapped around the base of his cock and her pussy contracted once more at the way he moaned when she slipped her tongue out and caressed his balls with it.
"Mom, that's...Oh my God!" He cried out as she quickly withdrew him from her mouth, spit and precum flying about her lips, and oozing down her chin. She gave his slick cock a couple of quick pumps, then taking him back into her mouth bobbed her head rapidly.
Another time she would linger and tease and enjoy her son's cock, but this first time she would show Eric, that unlike Ashley, his mother was no cock tease. She worked her soft lips up and down his now jerking cock, keeping her tongue pressed tightly to his shaft.
Behind her Eric released a loud gasp and thrust his hips. His cock pushed deep into her mouth and he cried out, "Oh, mom!"
Emma's eyes widened when his cock twitched and erupted, sending a long thick spurt of cum into her mouth. It slid wetly down her throat and at the taste and sensation of her son filling her mouth, Emma went over the edge.
She squealed around his cock as her pussy convulsed around his plunging fingers. As Eric moaned 'mom' over and over, Emma released his cock, cum flowing from her mouth. As she yelped and squealed from the most powerful orgasm she could remember, she gave herself a thrill she'd long denied herself,
Pumping his cock, she arched her back and painted her tits with her son's cum. The feeling of the warm sticky fluid flowing over her nipples caused a second orgasm to crash through her and throwing her head back she howled like an animal as waves of pleasure flowed through her body.
Eric kept his fingers moving despite his moaning and enjoyment of his own orgasm and Emma had the thought that he was truly a good boy, keeping his mother coming even as his balls emptied all over her.
Emma released a long shuddering moan as the last of her second orgasm flowed through her and she slumped onto Eric, her heart pounding as she tried to catch her breath. Eric's moans turned into a whimper as she continued to pump his cock until the last few drops oozed from him,
Emma took him back into her mouth and sucked hard. Eric gasped as a few more drops dribbled into his mother's mouth. Keeping his head in her mouth, Emma sucked gently and swirled her tongue around his head.
"Stop, mom! Oh, goddamn!" Eric groaned as she worked his now overly sensitive head with her tongue.
Emma released him with a smack of her lips and sat up. She turned to face him and as his cum flowed down her chin and tits, she squeezed his still hard cock.
"Like that, baby?"
"I....damn mom." He shook his head. "Hell yeah, I liked it."
"Good." Emma swung her leg over his hips and lowered herself toward his cock as she held it to guide him inside her. "Because I want more!"
Emma's eyes flew open and she lay there staring at the ceiling, her heart again hammering in her chest.
Another dream and thank god it was a dream. She released a long breath and wondered at what point she'd actually woke up. The sound of deep breathing to her left caused her to turn her head. Eric was asleep next to her.
The covers were pulled up and his head was facing away from her. Emma closed her eyes, then opened them again. With a sinking feeling in her stomach she swallowed, then ran her tongue around inside her mouth.
She swore she tasted cum. No, it was in her head from the dream, she tried to tell herself. One way to find out; taking a deep breath, Emma lifted the sheet.
"Oh, no," she whispered as the sheet peeled from her chest and she was confronted with the sight of the sticky mess still on her tits.
Chapter 11
Emma looked up at the sound of bells announcing the door to the small coffee shop opening. When two men entered she looked back at the contract in front of her. After realizing last night's filthy dream about sucking her son off while she fingered him had been a reality, Emma had slipped out of the bed and after washing up, changed into a pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt.
She got back into bed next to Eric and laid there feeling as if she'd just committed a crime. After a half hour of debating, she'd woken Eric up and asked him if he'd remembered anything. Unless her son had the lying ability of a politician or Oscar winning acting abilities, he seemed to have no idea what she was asking him.
He'd insisted after he'd come in and they'd spoken he'd been asleep until she'd just woke him up. When Emma asked if he'd had any dreams he'd denied it, but had seemed nervous. Emma had pushed and with a sigh he'd admitted he'd had a dream about Ashley.
Emma pressed him for specifics and with an eye roll he told her it had been a dirty dream as he put it. Emma had tried to figure out a way to ask for details, wondering if he would recall what they'd done, but thought it was Ashley during his dream.
Eric became annoyed and told her she didn't need details like that and why the hell would she even want to know? Emma had let it slide at that point, and after apologizing for waking him up rolled over and pretended to go back to sleep.
To her relief she heard Eric's breathing return to the slow heavy sound of sleep. She had the horrible thought of hoping to hell he didn't put his fingers up to his face before washing them. What the hell would he think if he did and he smelled her on him?
Emma had stared at the clock unable to believe it was only midnight. By one am, she'd eased out of the bed once more and gone downstairs. She made a cup of coffee and grabbing her purse sat down on the couch.
She removed the card Ernest had given her with Sherri's name on it and then her cell phone. It was way too late to call someone. But Emma felt if she waited until tomorrow she would find an excuse not to reach out to her.
Despite all the weird events of the last two days and the creepy necklace she still couldn't remove from her neck, Emma hadn't wanted to chase someone down to hear ghost stories. But she had just had a sexual encounter with her son and the proof was right there all over her tits that it hadn't been another vivid dream.
Why didn't he remember? She was thrilled he didn't, but why? Emma had pulled out the small notebook she always carried with her and scribbled. "Does the pendent erase the memory" She paused and added. "Does the pendent create the desire in Eric?"


Eric had not behaved in any improper way unless he was in contact with the pendent. Once it touched him he turned into one of the characters from those mother son movies. Then he forgot about it. Yet Emma had the thoughts and sick desires and she recalled everything they'd done.
There had now been three encounters like that, each getting progressively worse. There was only one way to go further than they had last night and that was to do the unthinkable and have sex with her son.
That thought pushed her to send a text to Sherri. Hopefully it wouldn't wake her and she could reply in the morning. She'd kept it simple. "Hi, this is Emma. I just moved into the house on Hollow road and Ernest said you wanted to speak to me. Sorry for how late this is. Hope to hear from you tomorrow."
Emma put the phone down and went back to the notebook, listing all the things she'd decided she would research while lying there last night. She was surprised when her phone beeped and she picked it up to see a reply.
"Hi Emma! Don't worry about the time. Trust me, I'm not surprised you're texting me this late. Night time is when most things happen there."
"Can I call you?" Emma quickly replied.
"Sorry, but no. I'm not alone and don't want to be overheard. Would you like to meet in town tomorrow? Susan's bakery has fantastic coffee and is usually quiet after the morning rush."
Emma had a meeting with her new employer tomorrow and asked if one would be okay? Sherrie replied it was fine and she was thrilled to talk to her. She'd added not to worry, she had reason to believe Emma and Eric weren't in any danger, but simply needed to understand what was happening.
Emma stared down at the paperwork in front of her which was her contract the new firm wanted her to sign which asked she work there a minimum of three years and included a two year DNC that only applied to their two biggest competitors.
The rest was her salary, vacation, benefits and pretty much an employee handbook. Two days ago Emma would have signed it right in the office. But today, even though it went smoothly and the partners were all very nice and eager to meet her, she said she wanted to look it over.
Fact was she might be high tailing it out of here if things didn't straighten out. She knew she could move into town, but if Emma was going to leave over what was going on in the house then she'd want to put some serious distance between her and it; a couple of states worth of distance.
While flipping through the paperwork, Emma took note of her emerald green nails. Her meeting had ended earlier than she expected and Sherri had texted her and said she was sorry, but she would be an hour late.
Emma planned on simply hanging around the coffee shop for the hour and seeing if she could dig up some dirt on not only the house, but Robin and her family. When she spotted the nail salon just putting out their sign for the day she decided to treat herself to a much needed manicure and pedicure.
She'd chosen the deep green color for her fingers and toes to bring out her eyes, but now looking at her fingers she recalled her lust fueled thoughts of last night. Thoughts of how much sexier she'd look for her son if she painted her nails.
Emma had touched the pendent which she had tucked under her button up black blouse and noted it was cool to the touch. Just as it had been since she left the house. Flipping open her notebook, she scribbled. 'Does it lose power when not in the house? Is it the house itself that does this and the necklace is some kind of transmitter?
She looked at the pad and thought how ridiculous her notes were. Like something out of a lame ass horror story. The bells sounded again and Emma looked up and froze.
Robin had just entered the shop. She was looking in the other direction and Emma quickly lifted the small menu and held it over her face while lowering her head.
"Hey Robin," The woman behind the counter greeted her. "Haven't seen you in weeks!"
"Been busy." Emma heard Robin reply, "But I came here to meet up with a friend. Can I get some of that fantastic blackberry tea?"
"Coming right up, have a seat and I'll bring it out."
"Oh, and a blondie too." Robin laughed. "Can't come in here and not fall off the wagon you know."
The woman laughed and Emma risked a peek over the menu. To her dismay Robin was heading right towards her. Giving up the childish idea of hiding, Emma lowered the menu and gave her a wave. "Hey, fancy meeting you here."
"Not really." Robin came slid into the booth across from her. "You did agree to meet me here."
Emma stared hard at her. "You're Sherri? What the hell kind of bullshit is this?"
"I know this is underhanded and I'm sorry." Robin put her hands up in a disarming gesture. "Just give me a minute to explain and if you want to leave then I won't try and talk you out of it."
"Talk fast because I don't like being duped."
"The day you arrived when we were talking that night I asked you that if anyone said anything strange about me you'd come to me."
"I remember."
"Look, Emma I've lived in this town my entire life and as I alluded to my family has a strange reputation as does the house you moved into."
"Well deserved, at least about the house." Emma grunted. "Strange doesn't do it justice."
"Ernest gossips like an old woman and you're not the first tenant he's opened his mouth to about things that happened there."
"Since when is the truth gossip?" Emma stopped when the woman brought Robin her tea and pastry, and refilled her coffee for her.
"You're running out of time to convince me of why I should be listening to you."
"I knew he would say something to you and he thinks it's funny to be cryptic and leave people curious. He's gotten people thinking poorly of me in the past and I'm tired of it happening."
She took a sip of her tea and shrugged. "So I set the old coot up and had a friend call him and play into his little game of liking to spook people and tell him she knew he was moving someone else into the house and to please have them call."
"I can't believe you'd trick me like that." Emma shook her head. "Why not just be a damned adult and come talk to me?"
"Because I needed to wait until you were ready to talk. Seeing you texted I assume you want to talk about what's happening."
"I do, which means I guess your little stunt worked because now that you're here you owe me some explanations."
"Emma, I promise I'll tell you anything you want to know, but with conditions."
"You're pretty damn ballsy aren't you?" Emma asked, but Robin seemed unaffected by her words.
"I will be completely honest with you as long as you keep an open mind and let me explain what's going on."
"I'll do what I can." Fact was after what had been going on Emma would be hard pressed to dismiss anything Robin might say.
"But fair is fair and if I ask you things you need to be honest with me or we're wasting our time."
"Robin you just played a high school level trick. You have some nerve asking for honesty from me."
"You're right, Emma." Robin's blue eyes lowered to stare into her tea. "I hate not being forthcoming, but if you listen to what I say maybe you'll understand why I can't."
Robin took another sip of tea, then sat back in her chair and gestured to Emma. "Go ahead, ask away and you can decide if I'm telling the truth now."
"A woman really hung herself in the house?"
"You knew that. You brought it up the night we sat and talked. Your son looked it up."
"But you didn't tell me about her sons. One vanished and the other ended up in an institution?"
"That's true Sean ran away right after his mother's funeral and Kenny had a break down. After a few months Tim moved Kenny to Connecticut to a private facility. Last I heard he was doing much better and was back home, but won't ever talk about his mother."
"Why did she kill herself? You made some remark about life being too much for her, but now I think there's more than that."
Robin broke off a piece of her blondie and chewed slowly as she no doubt was stalling on how to answer.
"So much for honesty." Emma made to rise, but Robin reached out and put her hand on her.
"I'm just trying to decide how much to say and how soon." Robin explained. "So I'll answer a question with a question. Have you dreamed of Maria?"
It was her turn to take her time to respond. Did she really want to openly admit her dreams? She hadn't even told Eric about them and here was Robin who was little more than a stranger.
"This is where you need to be honest in order for me to be." Robin prodded her.
Emma weighed her options. If putting her cards on the table would get her somewhere with this madness, then she may as well show good faith as she'd tell an opposing attorney, then she may as well make the first move.
"Yes and I had dreams about Mary and another woman named Kathy."
"Happening very quickly." Robin said it as if it were a good thing. "I always wondered how the absence of a husband would change things."
"What?"
"Sorry," Robin blinked. "I'm getting ahead of myself. When you dreamt of the women, were they alone?"
"I have a feeling you know the answer so why are you bothering to ask?"
"I need to know for sure you saw the big picture so to speak and not just a glimpse."
Emma stalled by sipping from her coffee and Robin didn't push, instead she picked at her blondie, patiently waiting for Emma's reply.
"They were with their sons," Emma scrunched her face up in disgust. "And I mean with their sons. Maria with both."
"Both?" Robin seemed surprised. "You had two dreams of her?"
"No, they were with her at the same time."
"That's...." Robin frowned. "I had no idea. I assumed she was with one of her sons and the other one caught her."
"Let's just say she wasn't playing favorites."
"Both of them desired her and she them," Robin whistled. "I would have never thought polygamy would be an option."
"Obviously it wasn't." Emma rolled her eyes. "So if my dream wasn't some twisted thing my subconscious came up with and she did commit that act I'm going to assume it was the reason for her suicide?"
"Yes, some people handle it differently." Robin said softly. "Now I see why both boys were affected so strongly. The guilt must have been overwhelming."
"Okay, I'm going to step right into this twilight zone conversation and ask why because unless my dream was off they were all pretty goddamn happy with what was going on."
"They were at the time because they were under its influence. But..."
"It?"
Robin touched her neck. "The Pendent."
The pendent. Robin said it so matter-of-factly. Emma had spent the last three days wondering if she were losing her damn mind and most of those thoughts surrounded the necklace. Here Robin had brought it up as casually as she would the weather.
"You're saying this pendent affects women and their sons? That it makes them desire each other?"
"Long answer is there are certain requirements and conditions for it to do it, but the short answer is yes."
"How do you know that? Wait!" She snapped her fingers. "Ernest said he saw this on other women. Did you talk to them? Did..."
Robin raised her hand to stop her. Her other hand reached into the neckline of her blouse to withdraw what was at the end of the silver chain around her neck. Emma gasped when she saw it was a stone the same size and shape as hers, but appeared to be a diamond.
"I know from firsthand experience."
"That one is just like this?"
"Yes, they're a set."
"But if you're wearing it then..." Emma's eyes widened as she heard Ernest in her mind talking about Cliff. "That means..."
"Yes, Emma." Robin spoke softly looking her in the eye. "Cliff isn't my husband, he's my son."
Chapter 12
"Your son." Emma repeated numbly.
"I told you I'd be honest with you." Robin tucked the diamond pendent back into her dress. "Now that you've seen my necklace and heard that confession I hope you'll have no issue being open with me, and more importantly know I won't think anything you say or ask is crazy."
"You're living with your son." Emma shook her head. "He's your lover."
"He's my son, my lover, my best friend," She smiled fondly. "Cliff is my everything and I couldn't be happier."
"I can't believe it. Robin, that's sick."
"Why because society tells us it is? You saw Cliff and I together, did it look sick?" She smirked. "You didn't seem to think so."
"I didn't know who he was."
"That changes it?" Robin sighed. "I know, you're conditioned to believe that."
"So is everyone else." Emma pointed out. "So let me guess, all that incest porn in Eric's closet, you left that there?"
"Yes, its all part of setting the stage and the mood."
"And you gave me this pendent." Emma continued. "You gave this to every woman that's lived there."
"I have to keep trying." Robin told her. "Our pendants were once one larger stone that was cut in half. One half has fulfilled its legacy, but the other is still searching for the woman who will let it accomplish its mission."
"Its mission." Emma sat back and rubbed her temples. "I suppose if I follow this insanity its mission involves mothers and sons?"
"My family is originally from Scotland and generations ago one of my ancestors fell in love with his mother. The story is his father was a drunken womanizer and abusive as well."
"The son, Connor, who I imagine would be my grandfather a couple times removed, saw how his mother was mistreated and felt she deserved better. He spent a lot of time with her and was always comforting her and trying to get her to leave his father.
"Back then women didn't leave, they just took whatever their husbands gave them. Connor decided that if she were to find a better man, one who would love and cherish her and be good to her in every way she would leave."
"And for some reason he thought he would be that man?"
"I don't know the details, but yes, he fell in love with his mother and wanted her to love him. He felt she did, but was holding back because its wrong."
"It is."
"So one night he hiked into the hills to seek out a local witch."
"Oh for fuck's sake." Emma sighed.
"Emma, have you heard it speaking to you?" Robin leaned over and pointed to her. "Honest answer. Have you heard its voice?"
Emma looked away, but whispered. "Yes."
"Then you know that isn't just a pretty necklace so please let me tell the story."
Emma nodded, and Robin went on.
"The witch sold him a cheap necklace with a pendant she referred to as the family jewel. It was a talisman of forbidden lust and love."
"That I believe."
"But the witch warned him that it would only work if there was some desire on his mother's behalf. The stone couldn't create that desire, but if it were there even in the slightest form it could augment it."
"I take it, it worked."
"It did. He gave it to his mother and as the story goes shortly thereafter Connor and his mother ran away together; all the way to the United States and to the city of Chicago."
"In his desperation to find them, Connor's father went to the same witch. For a price she told him exactly what she did and provided him with a divining rod to search out the stone."
"He followed them here, but it took some time and by the time he showed up on their doorstep they'd had a child together, a son."
"It seems he did love his wife, or perhaps was too prideful to admit she would leave him never mind for who, and he tried to get her to see reason and go back home with him. She refused, but wouldn't let Connor do what he wanted, which was kill his father so they could have peace once and for all."
"Big mistake I take it."
"He tried to woo her back. Kept coming around with gifts, acting apologetic and of course telling her how sick her being with Connor was. In the end he blamed the stone and taking it from her smashed it with a sledgehammer."
"A week later he returned and when she still pledged her love for Connor he killed her, then Connor when he came home. Fortunately the son was being watched by a neighbor or I'm sure he would have killed him too.
"Just like Nathan killed Mary and her son."
"Exactly, because he then killed himself. The boy was raised by the neighbor and what Connor's father, and Connor himself never knew his son, Timothy, had found two pieces of the stone and kept them."
"When he grew older he smoothed out the two pieces and made two necklaces from them. Necklaces he bestowed upon his daughters when they were of age. Timothy had found work at a winery and became quiet adept at making his own. Adept enough to get a loan and open his own vineyard."
"He bought the land that is now mine and built two houses, one for each of his girls and their husbands. That's when the stone came back into play. I have my great grandmother's diary and it seems she managed to do some research on this stone by reading up on old folklore and eventually speaking to someone with, as she put it, knowledge of all things ungodly."
"Robin is there a point to this story? Not to be rude, but I'm worried about now and myself and my son."
"Just trying to help you understand. See the stone had one purpose, to bring mothers and sons together. I think originally it might have required something specific to activate it, but once it was broken I guess to put it in modern terms it was glitching."
"Great."
"But it still held to its original mission and the rule there had to be some thought and feelings between the mother and their son. The pendant affects the mother more strongly. It increases the thoughts and desires and feeds the libido."
"A horny stone." Emma laughed without humor.
"The stone pushes the mother to be the aggressor, it doesn't affect the son unless he is in direct contact with it. Once he touches it seems to transmit the mother's desire to him and he instantly thinks of her in ways a young man is taught to never think about his mother."
Emma looked down at the notebook she'd scribbled questions in. She had to admit Robin was answering them as she went along.
"I want to show you a couple of pictures." Robin put her purse on the table and fumbled around in it. She produced a small photo album and opened it.
"This is a picture of my parents with my brother Jason."
Emma looked at the photo which was taken in front of the house she just moved into. The first thing she noticed was the woman in the picture was wearing the pendant, except in the black and white photo it appeared much darker.
Robin's brother appeared to be in his late teens and Emma noticed he wasn't looking at the camera, but at his mother while the father stood behind the two of them. He was giving his mother a shy smile that she seemed to be returning.
Up until a couple nights ago Emma wouldn't have thought anything of the way they were looking at each other, but now she swore the look was flirty.
"This is a picture of me with my mother and father taken a few years later."
Emma's eyes widened at the second picture which showed Robin's mother sitting on the porch with a young Robin sitting on her lap, smiling and waving at the camera. What caught her attention was the man standing behind them with his arms around Emma's mother's neck was her brother.
"Wait, you said this was your mother and father."
"It is. My father is my much older brother Jason." Robin smiled sadly. "He passed away of a heart attack about two years after my mother died. I think it was really a broken heart he died from."
"Your brother was your father."
"Jason's father was a cheating dog who kept my mother home and pretty much isolated. He wasn't physically abusive, but my mother was lonely and neglected. Jason was her world and he was very close to our mother. Even in his teens he spent all his time with her. His father made fun of him, calling him a mama's boy.


"At some point their affection began to drift from familial to thoughts best left unspoken. My mother's desire woke the stone which from the time Timothy gave it to his two daughters to that point had seemed dormant."
"Jason's father was caught having another affair, but this one became public because he got a woman in their church pregnant. My mother was humiliated and angry and Jason, well dad to me after I discovered he truth, told me her anger sent the stone into over drive and she came into his room and seduced him.
"He said he tried to resist, but once my mother started," Robin cleared her throat. "Coming onto him, he couldn't resist her. They carried on a few months behind Jason's fathers back until the woman had her baby, then my mother told him to go play family with her because she was done."
"Timothy's vineyard was left to his daughters and with a provision their husband's or any husband to any of his female descendants could have no claim to it. So my mother and her son remained in the house as lovers and I was born a year later."
"So this thing keeps making mothers want their sons?"
"Only if there's a problem. My sister Janice was born two years later and we both got married. I lived in the house you're in now, Janice in the one I now call home. My husband..."
Robin put the album back in her purse. "I told you about him and won't talk about him anymore except to say he was as bad as they come. My mother had left me her necklace and given Janice the other. I never wore it because I knew what it did and honestly I felt the way you do."
"The way almost everyone would." Emma added.
"But one night when I lay in bed barely able to move from the beating he'd given me I was in tears and like any woman, even an adult woman with a child of her own, I wanted my mother."
"She was gone, but I remembered the necklace and how she wore it all the time. I put it on and within a few days it began whispering to me. Telling me how I deserved better and how there was an amazing young man right there in my house who longed to treat me the way I should be treated."
"I knew my mother's story and the history of the stone. I tried to take it off, but as I'm sure you've found out, you can't."
"But your mother did. You said she gave it to you."
"Because she had consummated her love with her son. The stone was dormant and content. If I was happily married putting it on would have never affected me. But I was unhappier than my mother ever was and had thoughts of Cliff who at the time had just turned eighteen."
"You had thoughts before you put it on?"
"I did, I would have had to. As I said, Emma it can't create the desire from nothing. There has to have been some prior thought or some type of incident that planted the seed."
"Cliff used to rub my shoulders for me to try and help me relax. One night he was doing it and I was hot and took my robe off. Cliff's hands felt so good on my shoulders and at one point he leaned over and kissed my cheek."
"I had this image of him kissing my neck, first softly, then much more passionately. I thought of turning my head and my lips meeting his. As he kept rubbing my shoulders and upper back I found myself going into a full fantasy.
"I thought of my son returning that kiss and putting his arms around me and pulling off my top, fondling..." She stopped and gave a mock shudder. "Sorry, getting myself going."
"Great." Emma sighed.
"But of course I didn't do anything. But that little waking wet dream stayed with me. It turned into some nastier dreams, but nothing more. Until I put this on."
"So the one I'm wearing was your sisters. Where is she, and why is it still working?"
"Janice was much luckier than I was. She married an amazing man who loved her very much. She was completely happy and wanted for nothing. She knew its history just like I did, but in her case she knew she was safe and wore the pendent as a family heirloom to remind her of our mother."
"When Cliff and I had been sleeping together behind my husband's back for a few weeks..."
"You keep saying your husband," Emma interrupted. "What was his name?"
Robin's eyes grew hard and her lips curled into a sneer. "Something I swore I would never repeat because that disgusting animal doesn't ever deserve to be acknowledged."
"Wow, tell me how you really feel." Emma joked, but was taken aback at the look of malice on Robin's normally serene face.
"I just did. He suspected I was having an affair and lied about a trip for work. He snuck back home and caught me in bed with our son."
"Oh jeez."
"He tried to attack me, but Cliff got in the way. His father was as big and mean as a man can come, but my son had hated him for years for how he treated me as his mother and now I was his lover. It was an ugly fight and one Cliff wasn't going to win."
Robin looked down and idly poked at the crumbs on her plate.
"Frightened for my son I went and grabbed the shotgun and told my husband if he didn't get the fuck out I'd kill him. He laughed at me and came at me." Robin gave her a nasty smile. "I was a woman of my word."
"Oh my god." Emma whispered. "You killed him?"
"I had no choice and when the police came and saw the scene they agreed. People in town knew what he was like and what he did to me. I could have shot him in his sleep and gotten away with it."
"But Janice put it together and asked me if I was with Cliff. She was my sister and my best friend so I told her the truth. She was disgusted with me and demanded I stop my evil relationship with my son."
"I refused and she was so upset she convinced her husband to put in for a transfer at work and she picked up and moved. She left the necklace behind and I took it. I rented the house to a family and I..."
Robin shook her head. "I don't know how it happened, but the next thing I know the woman, her name was Sherri, comes over to ask if Cliff could help her husband move something and she's wearing it."
"I asked where she got it and she said she found it in the closet. I told her it was mine and I'd been looking for it. She gave it back to me, then two weeks later it was on her again. She didn't remember me ever asking for it back and when I did this time she couldn't get it off.
"We were out on the deck and she'd been sunbathing and while we were talking I happened to look up and catch her son in the window. He was staring down at his mother and taking pictures of her. It had started."
"What happened to her?" Emma asked warily.
"One night Cliff and I were out in the yard and we heard the husband yelling at Sherri. I sent Cliff over to make sure everything was okay and when he got there the husband," She narrowed her eyes. "Harry, that was his name, was leaving with a suitcase."
"Cliff asked what happened and Harry told him he'd found a bunch of pictures of his wife having sex with another man. He didn't know who because the man's face wasn't in any of them."
"Pictures?"
"Her son, Robert was studying to be a photographer. His mother became his favorite subject and when they crossed the line he mixed his passions and took pictures. Harry found them. He had no idea the mystery man was his son, but it was enough to make him leave."
"And Sherri and her son?"
Robin looked away.
"What happened to them?"
"Robert left to live with his father in the city and after spending weeks in a deep depression Sherri entered some type of commune."
"A commune?"
"Yes, she told me and Cliff she had committed a huge sin and wanted to rededicate her life to God in order to earn forgiveness. She didn't tell us what she did, but we knew."
"She didn't have the necklace on when she left and we searched the house and couldn't find it. Then Kathy and her husband and son moved in and guess what? She found it, said it was under her bed."
"Kathy." Emma repeated. "Her and her son Paul were the ones who vanished and you said turned up in California."
"And are very happy together to this day." Robin smiled. "They moved far away where no one knew them and people just think she's a lucky older woman with a good looking young boyfriend."
"So they're happy?"
"Very."
"Then why didn't this thing." She tapped her chest. "Go back to damn sleep like yours? In fact why didn't she keep it?"
"The necklace is bound to this family and when it was broken some of its essence and power seeped into the dirt where Timothy's father buried the pieces he could find. Its now bound to the land as well."
"So Kathy just took it off and left it."
"No, she came to me on the day she left and I noticed it wasn't on her neck and she said she lost it."
"But I bet it showed up with the new tenants, didn't it?"
"The next tenants no. They lived here for a year and I never saw it. Then it appeared on Maria."
"Okay so I think I've heard enough history. What does this mean in the present?"
"The stone is trying to accomplish its mission which is to bond a mother and son together in a loving relationship, but one that will remain here in this house."
"This is so fucked up." Emma grumbled. "But not as fucked up as the fact I'm sitting here listening to it."
"Because you've heard it and felt it and you know what it wants." Robin paused meaningfully. "And my guess is its getting it."
"You make it sound like it has a mind of its own." Emma ignored Robin's comment, refusing to acknowledge what she'd done with Eric that had her actually giving credence to this whack job story.
"It's sentient to a point, but has no reason. It has its agenda and isn't going to stop until accomplishes it."
"Okay, so let me get this straight, its affected at least four women who lived in the house."
"More like six." Robin admitted.
"Lovely. Two women are dead. One woman turns into a guilt ridden zealot. One son is dead, one ran away and who knows what happened to him and one lost his mind for a period of time. Sherri's son abandoned her after something happened between them."
"But don't forget about Kathy and Paul who are happy and Cliff and..."
"The odds aren't in favor of happy endings here. In fact your ancestor was killed by her husband. This thing drives mothers to fuck their sons then, " She tapped the table. "Okay, wait something occurred to me."
"What's that?"
"This thing pushes this desire and makes them think they want it, but then when it's over it seems like they end up realizing what they did and bad things happen."
"Yes."
"Why? If the agenda is getting them together then why does it all go to hell?'
"It brings them together, but once the act is fully consummated, it releases its hold. At that point there is no more influence and they are left to deal with the consequences. For me and Kathy we both still desired our sons and they wanted us as well. Others, well unfortunately you've heard what happens."
"How can I get rid of it?"
"You can't. Not until you..."
"Don't even say it." Emma snapped. "I am not seducing my son and even if I tried he has no interest in me."
"Emma..."
"I'll leave. If I pack up and go it will fall off my damn neck and lose itself won't it?"
"You won't leave." Robin said simply. "You're too close for it to let you go."
"Excuse me?"
"Emma, what I'm going to say I won't ask you to answer because I'm sure you wouldn't be able to bring yourself to admit I'm right. So I'll just say it and you know in your heart if I'm right."
"Go ahead and get it over with."]
"At some point, I'm guessing after your husband's death you had a sexual thought about Eric."
"Bullshit! I..."
"I said you don't have to admit it. But I'm saying it to get you to understand why this is inevitable."
Emma felt her stomach tightened at that word. As crazy as this was it had happened before and Robin had witnessed it each time. If she thought something was going to happen she couldn't just discount it.
"Maybe it was a passing thought or a sudden surprising fantasy like it was for me. Maybe you saw something you shouldn't have. Something that would make you see your son as a man and not a boy and not your son."
Emma looked down at the table and knew she may as well have just admitted it had happened. That she had watched Eric with Ashley and it had an effect on her she'd been ashamed of.
"Whatever it was the power of the pendent has augmented that desire in you and is inching you closer to what it, and you, want."
"I do not want my son." Emma insisted. "Okay, maybe I had a weak moment where something I saw at a time when I was very frustrated caused me to have a thought best left unsaid, but it was one time."
Robin raised her eyebrows. "So you saw something and never once thought of it after that time? I don't believe that, but said I wouldn't push you. The fact the pendent is affecting you tells me I'm right."
"So you're telling me there's nothing I could do. That I couldn't just go home tell Eric to get in the car and hightail it out of here?"
"Something would happen that you wouldn't leave." Robin told her. "I don't mean that in an ominous way, but you'd change your mind or decide to wait a little longer."
"Why doesn't Eric remember anything?"
"I'm sorry?"
"Seeing you've seen this play out before I won't pretend nothing's happened. There's been a couple of shall we say incidents. He has no memory of them, but I do."
"Because the pendant is bonded to you, not him. It, and you through it, are the instigator so to speak. I'm guessing Eric is a proper son, but when he comes into contact with the stone he's very receptive to his mother as a lover."
"But why? At this point I'm willing to admit it's having an effect on me, but how can it just throw that switch in Eric?"
"Have you been listening to me?" Robin asked as if the answer were obvious.
"Yes, but..."
"The pendant doesn't create the lust from scratch. Both parties have to have had thoughts of each other. If the son has no desire at all and never has the stone will have no effect on him and at that point the mother either because it's pointless. The goal of the stone is not a forced relationship, but to push something being repressed because we're taught its wrong."
"My son has never thought of me like that."
"If you're experiencing everything I know you are than he has."
"No."Emma was adamant. "Eric would never think of me like that."
"When he touches the stone does he say that or does he tell you things a lust filled young man would tell you?"
"I'm not answering that."
"The things he says are what he would love to be in position to say to you if he felt he could get away with it. The stone is augmenting it and bringing it to the surface, but they're his words."
Emma thought about some of the things he'd said to her the times they'd come dangerously close to crossing the line. Then how he'd behaved last night when she'd...
"Its like alcohol. It..."
"Speaking of what's in that goddamn wine?" Emma demanded harshly as she turned her anger at what she'd done last night towards Robin. "Ernest said it was banned from being sold because it was like a damn date rape in a bottle."
"An exaggeration, but my grandfather did have a wine that was infused with aphrodisiacs. He marketed it as a date night wine for lovers who wanted a special evening. It had never occurred to him some men would try to use it for such a disgusting purpose."
"But you still make it and you gave a bottle to me and tried to get Eric to drink it."
"I did and yes it was to help set the mood so to speak."
"You admit it?"
"Emma you have to understand, I feel terrible about the things that have happened because of the family jewel. I was incredibly fortunate that mine worked for me and I've been happy with what it brought my way."
"But the one you have has never been able to bring that peace to anyone. I thought it would end with Kathy and Paul, but they ran from her husband and the stone has to stay here."
"You don't think it tears me up what happened to Maria and Mary? Even Sherri, losing her relationship with her son and now wasting her life living like some kind of nun? I want it to end, Emma, I really do."
"Then you should have never rented the damn house anymore!" Emma hissed at her. "This cursed fucking rock couldn't do anything if no one was there to find it."
"I wasn't going to. In fact when the realtor I used called and asked me if I would rent again after Mary I told him no. But for some reason he never told his partner and they ran the ad anyway. I told him to pull it when I found out and the next day you called."
"Why didn't you say it wasn't for rent then?"
"Because," Robin touched her chest. "The stones were once one and still have a connection. I planned on telling you no, but what came out was me asking you questions and we started chatting and you told me why you wanted a new start."
Robin put her hands out. "I just kept thinking that what kept getting in the way were the other women's husbands. In most cases they were the cause of the mother seeking happiness elsewhere, but also the reason things became complicated.
"It took longer for the stone to get the mother to realize who it was she needed and made the opportunity to do it more difficult. Most importantly once the stone's hold broke after the culmination of their lust, there was now the guilt of having cheated on their husbands and the fear of what would happen if they found out.
"That's what drove Sherri to exile and Maria to suicide. Mary was caught red handed and you know what happened there. Kathy and Paul, the couple that would have been the fulfillment of the stones purpose, had to leave because they ran from her husband."
"That's why you made the comment about looking for a specific pairing."
"I actually wasn't looking, but what was I going to say? A voice in my head gave me the idea once we spoke?" Robin chuckled dryly.
"But it made sense. No husband to feel guilty about or to fear or to be discovered by or run from. Just a mother and her son. A mother who's heartbroken and lonely and frustrated and who needed a man in her life, but couldn't get over the one who'd been her life until recently."
"But what about Eric? He..."
"When you told me what Eric's girlfriend did to him, I felt this was even more perfect. Your son's in the same state as you. Lost, lonely, in his case betrayed, and unable to get over his heart break. But also wanting to see his mother happy."
"So you have me come here, give us some horny goat weed wine and fill my son's room with mother son porn." Emma shook her head. "You set this whole thing up."
"I did. In fact seeing it's all out in the open I'll confess that I planned your catching Cliff and I having sex. Just one more thing to awaken that lust."
"You're a real piece of work. You know that?"
"I know it seems bad, but Emma I think you and Eric are perfect and you both need each other and love each other and want each other to be happy. The thoughts were blurring already even if it was subconsciously."
"The stone is moving much more quickly than I ever saw it before because there's not another man in the picture to cause hesitation on either of your parts. Your calling me told me something happened between the two of you.
"You haven't crossed the line completely, but I imagine you've gotten close." Robin reached out and put her hand over hers. "Don't fight it, Emma. You have no idea how beautiful it can be."
"Christ, Robin, you hear yourself? I guess I can understand the draw of the fantasy in flat out porn. The taboo of screwing a family member, but you're talking love."
"Emma when something is off limits to you, but you do it anyway, isn't it more of a thrill? The extra spice added because you know it's wrong, but doing it anyway?"
"We're not talking about sneaking out with a boy my parents didn't like or getting drunk at a friend's house. We're talking about..." She lowered her voice. "Incest."


"Emma let me tell you something. The love I have for my son is like nothing I ever felt before and he feels the same way. When Cliff looks at me I see love and desire."
Robin glanced over to where the woman behind the counter was now cleaning off the tables around them. She leaned closer, and like Emma, lowered her voice.
"The sex is incredible. We've been together for over fifteen years and we can't get enough of each other. Whether it's the taboo or that genetic sexual attraction theory I read up on or hell maybe even something to do with the stone, the passion is incredible."
Emma slid her hand from Robins. "So this is what it's all about? Kinky sex?"
"You know yourself the best sex is with someone you love and trust and want to be good to. Emma your son wants to make you happy and please you in every way and as his mother you know no one could love him better than you and that extends to the bedroom too."
"So all this twilight zone style mystique can be pretty much summed up in one of those movies you left for my son to watch."
"Every fantasy is based on a real life desire. The women who have dared cross society's imposed boundaries have been well rewarded as have their sons. You'll see soon enough."
"Its not going to happen." Emma told her. "Know why? Because something's missing from this little puzzle."
"What's that?"
"Eric has never thought of me in that way."
"He has or it wouldn't have gotten as far as it has." Robin gave her a sly smile. "How far has it gotten, Emma? A kiss? Some heavy petting? Maybe more?"
Try a blow job, Emma thought disgustedly.
"Your silence and the look on your face is all the proof I need." Robin continued. "Now I'll tell you what. Are you really convinced your son has never had thoughts of you?"
"I'm sure of it."
"You know everything he thinks? All the time?"
"Don't play games. I know he's never wanted me."
"Then prove me wrong and yourself right."
"How?"
"Simple. I told you the stone releases inhibitions and can bring out secret desires. When Eric is contact with the stone his secret lust is revealed. He's also all yours and will do whatever you want him to."
"There a point to this latest line of crap?" Emma asked testily.
"Yes. Have your son touch the pendant and ask him if he's ever thought of you."
"But the stone makes him want me."
"He wants to please you in every way. Tell him you want to know the truth and if he says no, then maybe I'm wrong and the stone is gone totally one way, but I can't see it changing its pattern. If he says yes? Ask him for details and decide whether or not you want to believe him."
"I'm not letting him touch it again." Emma declared adamantly.
"Because you're afraid of what will happen." Robin smiled tightly. "I don't just mean between the two of you, but that if you ask him you'll find out he's thought of his very attractive and lonely mother."
"I think we're done here." Emma reached into her wallet and left a twenty on the table. "I'm not so stubborn that I won't admit I believe some of what you said, but I don't believe it has to end the way the others have."
"It doesn't. It will end happy for you two. I know it will." Robin smiled away as if they were discussing wedding plans. "I thank you for listening and being open minded and understand your anger and concerns."
"Nice of you." Emma quipped as she rose to her feet.
"You're a lawyer Emma and as such I know everything has to be questioned and disbelieved until there's total proof." Robin stood as well. "I'll just ask you to try to keep one thing in mind."
"What would that be?"
Robin turned serious. "That some laws are meant to be broken."
Chapter 13
Emma got out of the car and walked up the stairs of the porch. She planned on heading into the house and soaking in the hot tub and trying to take a nap. She'd barely slept last night and the conversation with Robin had only served to increase her stress.
The whole thing was ridiculous. Magic stones that drove mothers to act like lust craved porn stars in order to seduce their sons.
"Don't forget, it's about love, too."
Emma had just reached the door when the voice whispered to her. Robin wasn't wrong about it being bound to the house it seemed. Thoughts like that were the biggest causes of her stress. As crazy as it all was, she'd experienced too much in the last three days to deny pretty much anything Robin had said.
On that note she hoped to slip into the house and avoid Eric, at least for the time being. She needed to get her head together before she talked to him. As much as she was convinced she knew the answer, Emma was going to flat out ask him if he had thought of her.
Odds are even if he had he'd deny it, but Emma had spent years taking depositions and grilling witnesses. Eric was nowhere near an accomplished enough liar to fool her. Not to mention he was his father's son and had the same exact nervous tics when he was lying or dodging an issue.
Emma slipped quietly into the house and a quick glance into the living room showed Eric sitting on the couch. The TV was on, but the sound off. Emma was going to call out that she was home, but wasn't feeling well and was going to lie down. That way he wouldn't come looking for her for anything and she could have some privacy while she figured out how to ask her son if he'd ever wanted to fuck her.
Before she could say anything, she heard Eric laugh and then say something. She wondered who he was talking to. Eric had literally cut himself off from all his former friends; even the ones that took his side in the Ashley debacle.
He was taking a new beginning to an unhealthy extreme so if he was talking to one of his friends from back home she'd be thrilled for him. Emma walked up behind him in time to hear,
"You really think you could come out here?" A pause. "That would be great, but I'll have to talk to my mother." Eric stiffened on the couch and turned his head to look over his shoulder. His eyes widened when he saw her and he spoke quickly into the phone. "Hey, gotta go. Talk to you later."
"Hey, mom." He addressed her as he lowered his phone. "How was the meeting?"
"It went really well," she told him. "How did you know I was home?"
Eric smiled sheepishly. "I think this house has made me kind of jumpy, I heard your heels when you walked into the room. He laughed. "I figured out back at our old house you can't sneak around on hardwood floors in your shoes."
"My boy sneaking around? Never." Emma noticed his phone was still in his hands and he was staring at it as he spoke. "Who were you talking to?"
"Oh, that was Rob."
"Really? I thought you were through with everyone."
"Yeah, well he called out of the blue yesterday so I called him back and we've talked a couple times."
"That's great, Eric!" Emma came around and sat on the arm of the couch next to him. "Why didn't you tell me?"
"Well," he paused and ran his fingers through his hair, causing her to frown. Either he was about to lie or just not tell her everything. "I wasn't sure if I'd be able to talk to him and that we could be cool again. So I didn't bring it up."
"Sounds like he wants to come visit you so I guess that means you're cool again?" Emma tousled his hair. "I told you that he was your one real friend through all that bullshit."
"Yeah, I guess you were right." He wasn't looking at her as he spoke. Instead his eyes had gravitated to her legs.
Emma had them crossed and as she had a habit of doing had her shoe dangling off her foot. Steven, who had a bit of a foot fetish, had always said it was a teasing move and a way of being flirty. Emma had told him he was a damn pervert, but had gone out of her way to do it for him when they were alone. It usually led to a nice foot rub and then some not so nice activity.
"If he wants to come up, he's welcome to."
While speaking Emma kicked her leg back and forth and let the shoe hang from just her toes. She kept her gaze on Eric as she did and was annoyed to his eyes riveted to her foot.
"He is his father's son, Emma. Why don't you ask him for a foot rub?" There was loud laughter. "After all he did watch at the feet of my mother!"
"Thanks, mom."
"In fact, tell him I'm willing to pay for his ticket if he wants to fly."
"Okay." Eric nodded, but his smile seemed forced. "I'll let him know."
"Good. I'd be thrilled to see you guys friends again." Emma flipped her heel off and lifting her other leg used her now bare foot to push the other one off.
Again, Eric's eyes followed every move and to her dismay he shifted on the couch. It hadn't been so long for her that she couldn't tell when a man was trying to relieve a sudden pressure in their jeans.
"Hey, you painted your toes." There was nothing improper in his words, but the fact he noticed caused her already frayed nerves to kick up even more. What son noticed his mother's toe nails?
"I spotted a salon right near the new job so decided to treat myself. Did these too." Emma flashed her hand in front of his face, showing off her emerald green nails. "Like them?"
"They look great." He gave her a genuine smile. "Good for you mom. About time you started taking care of yourself again."
"Thanks, I think."
"You know what I mean. You've been borderline frumpy since dad. Nice to see you trying to look sexy again."
"Sexy?" She made herself stretch her long legs out and point her toes forward, causing the muscles in her calves to flex and show off the shape of her legs in general. "You think so?"
"I do. You know I love green. Especially on you, brings out your eyes." He pointed to her chest. Funny how that necklace matches them, no?"
"I know, funny." She watched her son stare blatantly at her legs and deciding she had to get this over with said. "Speaking of dressing sexier, this is the first time I've worn heels this high in awhile and my feet are killing me."
Turning on the arm, she swung her legs across his lap. "Be a dear and rub my feet for a couple minutes?"
"Sure." Eric shrugged and cupping her right foot between his large hands, proceeded to press his thumbs into her foot at the base of her toes.
"You don't mind?"
"Not at all." He replied, his left hand sliding down her foot to rub her heel while his other fingers massaged the upper part of her foot. "I'm glad I can do something to make you feel good."
"Yeah, honey," Emma decided to go all in and lowered her voice to a soft purr. "You like making your mother feel good?"
"Sure." He didn't seem to pick up on the tone of her comment. "You do everything you can for me so why shouldn't I try to make you happy?"
"That feels so good." Emma sighed and wasn't kidding.
Eric's strong fingers pressing into the ball of her foot and massaging her heel felt amazing. Emma's calves were across his thighs and she caught herself looking at his crotch for a reaction, but his jeans were loose fitting making it hard to tell.
"It's supposed to." Eric switched his hands to her left foot and Emma released a long sigh that she turned into a low moan as he was now squeezing her foot between his hands, working the top and bottom simultaneously.
The sight of her small foot in his large hands had her thinking of how his hands would feel on her hips or better yet, around her ankles as he held her legs up. Eric was big and strong and she could easily imagine him having his way with her. Pinning her down and moving her around into any position he wanted her in.
Emma's breathing grew heavier and she was aware of the pendant beneath her blouse heating up.
"Getting warm." She began unbuttoning her blouse, and noticed Eric shift his gaze from her feet to watch.
"Don't worry, I have something on underneath." She told him.
"Why would I think you didn't?" He asked and his response gave her hope he wasn't interested. The pendant wasn't in contact with him and he was speaking as himself. Robin could be wrong after all.
Emma finished unbuttoning the black blouse and made a show of slowly sliding it off her shoulders. Beneath it she wore a red sleeveless tank top that matched her knee length skirt. The shirt flattered her small breasts and she arched her back to push them out there more.
"Tease."
Emma felt the pendant pulse when it spoke in her mind. She realized she had acknowledged the damn thing did have a mind of its own, but still held hopes it could only push her and there was no desire on Eric's part to work with.
As she had before, but when the stone was really affecting her and Eric, Emma reached up and let her hair down. She gave it a shake and Eric nodded. "Tell you what, mom, you're a beautiful woman."
"Thank you, honey. You're a good looking young man, so maybe I passed it down?"
"I look like dad, but I guess pretty is pretty right?" he grinned and lifted his head as if posing for a picture.
"You're not pretty." She made a show of thinking. "Ruggedly handsome?"
"Sold!" He laughed and continued to rub her feet.
Emma remained silent other than to release some heartfelt coos of pleasure at how good his rubbing her feet felt. She ignored her stiff nipples and the inevitable heat between her thighs. She watched Eric who seemed far too engrossed in her feet and legs, with an occasional sidelong glance at her breasts thrown in.
No doubt he was looking, but did seeing her as a woman mean he actually lusted for her? Even if he did, this house, the mother son porn stash he'd been perusing and the necklace driven encounters could be fueling it. Had he thought of her before this house was the question.
Emma slid down from the arm of the couch, settling into the corner of the couch and pushing her legs further across him. At this point her ass was pressed against his thigh and her skirt had ridden up high enough to expose her thighs almost to the crotch of her panties.
"Make yourself comfortable," he joked, but his eyes were instantly on her thighs when she spread her legs apart a few inches.
"You're a natural born cock tease, aren't you, Emma?"
Eric had switched to lightly trailing his fingers along the tops of her feet. It felt good, but seemed more of a sexual touch than simply rubbing her feet. She remained still and after a few times, his fingers left her feet and were sliding up her shin and towards her knee.
"Think I have nice legs, honey?"
"Huh?" Eric blinked. "That's kind of a weird question."
"You said the other day you think I'm attractive."
"Well yeah, but I mean in general. It's not like I check you out and think, damn!"
"You said worse things that that yesterday."
"What?" His hands stopped moving and he frowned. "What did I say yesterday?"
"You really don't remember?"
"No and its not like I've been drinking or out of my mind. Maybe you're not remembering something right?"
"You don't remember kissing me?"
"Kissing you? Like for real?" Eric's confusion seemed legitimate. "Mom, you okay?"
"I am." She put her hands out to him. "Humor me. What's the last thing you remember last night?"
"I heard you yelling and I came in to see if you were okay. You told me you had a dream about dad and we talked about being creeped out a little by the house." He tapped his chin. "Oh, and I told you I had a dream too."
"You didn't say what it was."
"No because it was just so out there it wasn't worth it."
"I'd like to know."
"Go fish, mom." Eric grunted. "You're asking me all these stupid questions and not telling me why so I'm not wasting time talking about a dumb dream."
"Was it about me?" Emma cut off his protest. "No details, just yes or no."
"No."
Thank God. "Okay."
Eric sighed. "Alright, know what? I'll tell you part of it. I dreamt about dad too. That's why I was kind of spooked when you said you did."
"What was it about?"
"I don't want to..."
"Were you at our old house? Was he just talking to you?"
"Yes." Eric nodded.
Had they had the same dream? Had Eric dreamt of his father telling him he should take his place?
"Once you got into bed with me, you don't remember anything else?"
"No." he looked away.
"Eric, I know this seems stupid, but I need you to be honest with me. "Did you have a dream about Ashley?"
When he rolled his eyes she added. "Fine, you were talking in your sleep so I know you did. I just want to know if you recall it."
"Yeah, mom I had a dream about her and it was a dirty dream, okay?" He shook his head. "I'm sure that was your next bizzaro world question."
Emma caught herself asking for details, wondering if he saw Ashley when in reality is was her playing with and ultimately sucking his dick while he fingered her.
"And you came hard...twice." The voice giggled. "Second time was when you were painting your pretty little tits with baby boy's cum."
"Eric, I need to ask you a question."
"You've been asking me questions, stupid ones at that."
"I need you to promise me you'll answer honestly because it's important."
Her tone and expression must have conveyed how series she was because the look of annoyance on his face faded away and he nodded. "Okay."
"And please don't get mad at the question."
"I'll try not to."
"Eric." Emma reached down and put her hand over his where whether he realized it or not, it still rested on her leg just below her knee.
"Mom." He repeated, but his eyes met hers.
"Have you ever desired me?"
"Have I...what the hell kind of question is that?" He pulled his hand from hers.
"Answer the question. Have you ever fantasized about me? Ever thought of having sex with me?"
"Mom!" Eric turned on the couch, pushing her legs from his lap. "Have you been watching those movies you yelled at me about?"
"You're not answering me." Emma pointed out. "I want a yes or no answer and I want it now."
"Fine. Hell no." He blinked as he answered and her heart sank.
"You're lying."
"Bullshit. Mom, what's up with you?" His eyes narrowed. "Do you want me to say yes? Is that why you're sprawled across me like some reject from a milf movie?"
"Boy's smooth, but he's lying, Emma. You know it."
"Eric, you can tell me. I won't be mad."
"That's nice of you, but the answer's no. I'd never think of you like that." He swallowed hard. "God, mom that's sick and the sickest part would be how could I do that to dad?"
His answer stunned her. Both his words and the emotion in his voice as he answered.
"He's getting upset and guilty because he knows he did."
"He's telling the truth." Emma whispered.
"Who are you talking to?"
"One way to find out; do it, Emma. I'm better than any truth serum or polygraph test."
You'll show me what you want me to see, not the truth. This time she kept the thought internal.
"Your first reaction was he's lying. Trust your gut like you do in court. Ask him while he's touching me. He'll tell you the truth, he has to."
You're goal is to bring us together. Of course you'll make him tell me he did.
"Mom?" Eric cut into her internal dialogue. "You okay? Should I not have brought up dad?"
"See how sweet he is? He's worried he upset you!"
"I don't trust you."
"I can only work with what's there. You know its there in you. You know the memory that triggered it. He has one too or I couldn't push his desire for you."
"I'm okay. Just thinking about what I asked you."
"I swear mom, I never did. I thought that movie was hot, but because it was a mom, but not my mom."
"Repeat what I say, and watch his eyes, Emma."
To her surprise, she spoke the words the voice fed her. "So that night I was passed out drunk and you stayed with me you didn't do something you shouldn't have?"
Eric's mouth dropped open and his eyes widened to the point it would have been comical if his reaction didn't give away the fact the voice was right.


"I...how," Eric put his face in his hands. "How'd you find out?"
"Its true?" Emma couldn't believe it.
"I'm so sorry, mom," he whispered. "You've known all along haven't you?"
"Well..." What the hell was she going to say? The necklace told me? The bigger issue was he'd done what the voice told her he did. "Not really, but let's say you talk in your sleep these days."
"Is that why you're asking me if I want you?"
Seizing an explanation much easier than the pendant and its history, she nodded. "Yes, and I'm not mad, but I just wanted to know if it was dumb fluky thing or something real."
"I haven't thought about it." He leaned forward and with his elbows on his knees, rested his chin in his hands. "Kind of tried to pretend it didn't happen. Then we come here and Robin's talking about taboo and I find that stash of mom son stuff and watched it."
He looked over at her. "There were a few sleazy paperbacks and I read some of the stories too. It kind of reminded me that night and I felt bad, but it made me look at you and I shouldn't have."
"Its okay, hon." She slid over to him and put her arm around him. "Do you want to tell me what you did?"
"I thought you knew?"
"You weren't exactly going into detail." What had he done? There had been a few nights she'd drank herself into a damn stupor after Steven died. God, he hadn't actually...?
"I didn't do that!" He exclaimed, a look of alarm on his face.
"I didn't think you did, honey." She kissed the top of his lowered head. "But if you've felt bad about it, maybe it would make you feel better to tell me?"
Eric released a long ragged sigh. "But if I do you'll think I'm sick."
Emma's heart went out to him. Here he was feeling guilty over something he'd done awhile back and she had sucked his goddamn cock last night, but he didn't remember it.
"Eric there's something fucked up going on in this house and it's happened before and its always involved mothers and sons."
"How do you know that? The dreams?" He stared her in the eye. "I've lied about them. I've had them all three nights and seen the sons with their mothers and I mean with them."
"I have too. That's why I needed to know what's going on."
"We should leave. Bad things happened to those other people."
"We'll be fine, Eric because we know something's funny here and as long as we're honest with each other and trust each other, nothing will happen."
"Then why don't you be honest and tell your son who you watched him fuck his girl and how many times you've thought of it?"
"So why don't you tell me?"
"Tell him how you two made out and how he was taking your panties off yesterday and how you jacked him off on your tits. Be honest Emma, this can lead to..."
"I don't need graphic details, just you know, the gist."
"It happened a month before we had the conversation about moving," Eric began softly. "I was angry and frustrated about Ashley and not just because of what she did, but because I still couldn't get past her."
"With another girl you mean?"
"Yeah, I was like you said you are with dad. I know compared to you guys me and Ash weren't together long, but she was the only girl I'd ever been with. Once I found out what was happening and broke up with her I had a few girls try to jump right in if you know what I mean."
"Why not? You're a hell of a good guy, Eric."
"But I didn't want back into serious, I was still kind of messed up, But then I thought well why not just sex? A couple of the girls were kind of only looking for that anyway. One of them hated Ash, so it would have been payback."
"You should have."
"I tried and just...I couldn't do it. Then I felt like a loser. I couldn't even have sex and here was Ash, fucking away like nothing happened. So I was horny and watching a ton of porn and the night you tried to go out and have fun and told me the story I realized we were in the same boat."
"We still are."
"I kind of lied about that box of stuff upstairs being the first mother son stuff I saw. I lik milf stuff and they mix a lot of mom stuff in there. I watched one that had a story. The mom lost her husband like you did and the son wanted to comfort her."
He stopped at the look on her face. "Sorry. I should stop."
"No, go on, I was just thinking how common that theme seems to be and that means a lot of people have thought of it so what you were thinking isn't exactly new so you shouldn't feel bad."
"Mom, you were so mad when you caught me watching that movie I kind of wondered then if you knew."
"I'm sorry, Eric. It was the things I'd already heard and seen about this place that set me off. Sorry if I made you feel guilty."
"I should feel that way. Anyway that movie kind of stuck with me. I mean I wasn't walking around gawking at you and having little fantasies, but the concept of the movie kind of...I don't know. The son loving his mom so much and wanting her to be happy to the point he'd...you know."
"I know. It's the theme around here. I did some digging, all the women here were unhappy with their marriage."
"I gathered that from the dreams. So I watched a few more of that kind of movie. Not the smutty all sex ones , but ones where as bad as it sounds, there was love."
"They wouldn't make them if it wasn't popular, hon."
"You were having another round of nightmares and had asked me to sleep with you a few times. I'd lay there and look at you and think how beautiful you were and what a shame you were alone and you should have had someone to hold you and be good to you."
"See that? Not fuck you or be crude to you, but be good to you." There was a sigh in her mind. "Such a good boy."
"You remember that night you went out with a couple friends and you told me don't wait up because you might not come home?"
"I do. I planned on getting rocked out of my mind and using liquid courage to go have some fun with a guy if a decent one appeared. Glad I went with friends because according to what I heard the next day they saved me from a couple of assholes."
"And Jean brought you home and you were so drunk I had to go out and help you. I ended up having to carry you in the house and up to bed."
"Because you're a good man."
"Not so much." He admitted glumly. "I put you in bed and took off your fuck me shoes and that's exactly how I thought of them as."
"Its okay, I wasn't looking very motherly that night."
"But you're still my mother. But that damn dress was so short and I kept looking at your legs and the way it hugged your..." he shook his head. "You get it."
"You weren't even wearing bra and you were all made up and you looked hot. It's the only word I could use."
"I looked like a slut." Emma admitted.
"I was going to leave you in bed, but you sort of woke up and asked me to stay so I got in bed with you. You went right out, but you ended up rolling over on your side against me. I was on my side and your ass was right in my crotch. You started moving it and moaning. Guess you were having a wet dream."
"Oh, jeez. Think I'm the one who should be embarrassed."
"Guess you were hot because you kicked the covers off. Your dress was over your hips and your thong was um," He blushed. "Not in place."
"I eased back from you so you weren't grinding on me, but I didn't pull the sheet up. I just kept staring at your..." He looked away. "Body I'll leave it at. I just kept thinking, this sexy woman is my mother?"
"You don't have to say anymore." Emma told him as it wasn't like she didn't know where this was going.
"I may as well get it off my chest." Eric shrugged, but made no attempt to remove her arm from around him.
"I thought of what you must have looked like dancing and teasing the guys. I thought about what you would have done if you'd gone home with one. You know here and there I would hear you and dad when you thought I wasn't upstairs or home."
"I'm getting red aren't I?" Emma sighed.
"So all I'll say is from the way you sounded and the occasional thing I heard you yell out I knew you weren't a dud. So I'm looking at you and how hot you looked and knowing you'd be as wild as any of those milfs were.
"I was uh, excited I guess you'd say. You were moaning in your sleep and slurring some dirty things about what you wanted to with..."
"I get it."
"I couldn't help it. I pushed my pants down and..."
"I can fill in the blanks."
"No, because it was worse. I didn't just lay there and do that I," he took a deep breath. "I rolled over and I rubbed up on your ass and I....got off all over you."
Eric put his hands over his face and added in a choked whisper. "While you were passed out I did that to you. Then I got scared and wiped you off and never told you about it."
"Eric, its okay." She drew his head to her chest and hugged him. "I'm not mad."
"So who was right, Emma?"
"But it was sick. Hell, that's a damn crime if that's any woman. Worse it was you." Emma felt his tears on her chest and had to fight back her own.
"Honey, we were both pretty messed up and confused. I dressed like a damn whore and told you I was looking to get laid. Not very proper behavior on my part. Like you said, you were lonely and..."
"Its' no excuse. You're my mother." Eric whispered and pressed closer against her. "And the worst thing?"
He slid his arms around her waist. "It wasn't just then. I was hard just now rubbing your feet and I was staring up your skirt trying to see your pussy."
"What?"
Eric raised his head and smiled at her. "I wanted to see how far you'd let me slide my hand up. I was hoping you'd let me work it all the way up your leg and slide my fingers into your cunt."
The necklace, he was touching the necklace.
"Get out of his fucking head!" She hissed not caring if Eric heard her.
"Hey, its his thoughts, not mine. I just remove his filter."
"You were so fucking sexy that night mom." He grinned wickedly. "I blew a huge fucking load on you and know where?" He leaned over to whisper in her ear. "It wasn't on your ass where you were thinking."
His tongue flicked across her ear and sent a shiver through her. "I spread your ass and came all over your little pink slit."
"Oh God." She whispered as the image of cum running through her lips and over her clit sent a wave of heat through her.
"And I didn't tell you everything I did. I was playing with your clit while I was jerking off."
"Stop."
"You were moaning and whimpering and working your hips into me. I think you came mom. Came while you were passed out with me slipping a finger into your tight little cunt."
"No, you didn't."
"Yes, he did."
"Then I sprayed my load all over you and rubbed my cock into it. I was this close to pushing it inside you, but I was afraid you'd wake up."
Eric pressed his lips to her neck and after kissing her, sucked gently on it.
"Don't do that, honey. Please."
"You're right. There are better places for my lips." Eric sat up and catching her by surprise pushed her into the corner of the couch. Leaning over her he grabbed the top of her shirt and she cried out in surprise when he yanked it down over her bra.
There was a tearing sound and one of her straps broke. Her pussy gushed at the sound and she arched her back, pushing her chest out at him. The black bra was one of her and Steven's favorites that unhooked between the cups and seeing that, Eric's eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas.
"Hmm, easy access."
Emma tried to tell him no, but her words were cut off by him kissing her so hard it bordered on painful. His tongue forced itself between her lips as his fingers undid the hooks with a skill that excited her.
Emma felt her bra fall from her breasts and gasped when his hands were immediately on them. She whimpered into his mouth when his fingers found her aching nipples. Eric's lips left hers and slid down the front of her neck, licking and softly kissing her throat.
She knew she should push him away, but instead when her hands pushed on his shoulders, she was directing him lower, not away. With a patience that both surprised and teased her, Eric kissed the soft flesh between her breasts as he gently rolled her nipples between his fingers.
"Oh, fuck, baby," She heard herself moan. "Don't tease, just suck on mommy's tits."
Eric smiled up at her and sliding his face to the left, swirled his tongue around her swollen pink nipple. Emma sighed then cried out when he opened wide and all but devoured as much of her breast as he could fit in his mouth.
"Yes!" She cried, wrapping her arms around him and grabbing the back of his head and pushing her tit deeper into his mouth. "Show me how bad you want your mother's tits!"
"I want all of you," he whispered around her breast.
"Then take all of me." She slipped her hands between them and grabbing his jeans ripped them open and yanked his zipper down.
Emma pushed them over his hips and heard him whimper when she grabbed his throbbing cock. Wrapping her legs around his hips, she thrust her hips, pushing his cock along her wet panties. They both moaned and grabbing the crotch of her panties, Emma yanked them to the side.
"Fuck me" She hissed in Eric's ear. "Shove that big fucking dick into your mother's wet cunt. Fuck me the way you wanted to fuck me that night!"
Eric pushed himself higher up and grabbing his face in her hands; Emma kissed him and pushed her hips up, straining to get her son inside her. Eric's cock slid along her wet lips and she groaned in his ear.
Between her breasts the pendant burned hot and Emma could hear the voice in her head take in a sharp breath and feel its sense of anticipation. Eric pushed his hips and she whimpered in frustration when the head of his dick slipped through her sopping slit and struck her clit instead of being buried inside her.
"Don't move." Emma fumbled between their legs and grabbing his cock, pressed his head to her wet flesh and eased him towards the entrance to her aching cunt.
"You're going to fuck me hard and fast and fill your mother's pussy with your hot fucking cum." She smiled at him.
Eric's phone rang and he turned his head to look down at it on the coffee table.
"Screw that," she laughed. "Better yet, screw me! Come on, baby this is what you wanted!"
"Oh, yeah." He resisted as she tried to push him inside, but kissed her softly. "You're going to be so much better than Ashley." He giggled. "If she only knew while she was calling I was fucking my mother."
Ashley calling?
The name of that bitch cut through her lust addled brain enough for her to turn her head as his phone continued to ring. On the screen was a picture of Ashley, smiling away with her arm around Eric.
Ashley was calling her son. In an instant it hit her that it had been her, not Rob, Eric had been talking to. That's why he had seemed like he was lying.
"Forget her! Get your revenge on her by fucking him!"
"Stop!" Emma's rage at the bitch that broke her son's heart cut through the spell of the pendant and she pushed Eric hard enough to get him off of her and break the contact with the pendant.
Emma continued to push him as she sat up, and dazed from the confusion caused by the necklace, Eric fell awkwardly back onto the couch. She quickly stood and turned her back, reconnecting her bra and pulling her shirt up over it.
The phone had stopped ringing and turning back to Eric she saw he was staring down at his exposed cock, his eyes wide as if he had no idea what was going on.
"Holy shit!" He called out and shoved his rapidly deflating cock into his jeans. "What...what just happened?" "Nothing happened." Emma had put her back to him and tried to sound calm. "I just came in the room and you were laying there just hanging out."
"I...no, we were talking and..."
"That was an hour ago. After we talked I went upstairs and then I came back down and you were asleep like this."
"That's..." She had turned to face him and saw him shaking his head and pointing at the cable box. "But an hour hasn't gone by and...
"Why the fuck is that whore calling you?" Emma demanded.
"What are you talking about?"
Emma grabbed his phone before he could and showed him the missed call. "Ashley!"
"I don't know!" He looked more panicked now than he had when he saw his cock exposed.
"Don't fucking lie to me!" Emma stepped back as he reached for the phone and quickly thumbed his recent calls. "You were talking to her when I came home! And last night and yesterday afternoon!"
Emma disgustedly tossed the phone onto the couch. "Why are you talking to that fucking pig?"
"She...she called me a couple days ago and asked me to call her."
"And you did?"
"She said she missed me and wanted to talk to me."
"Why the hell would you speak to her after what she did to you?" Emma's temples were pounding and it was struggle not to start screaming at him.
"Because I missed her too," he told her. "I know I shouldn't. I know I should hate her and want nothing to do with her, but she was crying on the message."
"Big crocodile tears from a spoiled rotten little girl who's gotten everything she's wanted her whole life. Including any cock she wanted to fuck while she strung you along."
"Jesus, mom. You don't have to talk like that."
"And you don't have to talk to her!" Emma was losing the battle and her voice was rising. "And you won't, ever again!"
"Whoa, I'm twenty years old. I'm a man now. I'll talk to who I want."
"Oh, is that so?" Emma pointed down to him. "Newsflash, men don't live with their mother. Men have enough back bone not to humiliate themselves and go crawling back to a cheating bitch just because she cries."
"I stayed with you because you and dad wanted me to go to school in town. I stayed with you after dad because you needed me." He snapped back. "And I came here with you to shitsville because it's what you wanted. I left everything..."
"Knock it off! You left nothing because you turned your back on your entire life and because of this girl that now all of a sudden you want to talk to!"
"Mom, listen..." Eric rose from the couch as he spoke.
"No, you listen you ungrateful jerk," Emma stepped up to him and pointed in his face. "I left behind the home I built with your father, and a great job and my friends and everything I knew because you were so upset you couldn't deal with seeing anyone who knew what she did to you...and that was everyone!"
"Bullshit." He yelled back at her. "You wanted to leave too! You brought it up, so don't push this on me, mom. You couldn't handle all the things you said I can't and now you want to use me as an excuse that you moved?"
He leaned closer and snorted angrily. "Get off your cross, mom. You're no martyr."
"How dare you!" Emma shouted directly in his face. "I've done everything I could for you your entire life. I tried to help you when dad was sick and passed. I tried to help when she broke your heart and you wouldn't even talk to me! So I make this decision and now you want to act like an injured party?"
"Fine, know what?" Eric softened his tone. "We're both goddamn losers who ran from their problems. That better?"
Emma closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. "Yeah," she answered, her voice lowering as well. "I can't argue that."
"And I don't want to fight with you, mom." Eric put his hands on her shoulders. "I love you."
"I love you too, honey." Emma put her hands over his.
"And I feel horrible about what I told you. Talk about being a loser I...well you know what I did."
Emma resisted the urge to ask him if he'd only done what he'd said or had he gone as far as he'd said when the under the influence of the stone.
"You don't remember what you said after that?"
"No." He frowned. "I just remember telling you what happened and then you yelling at me about Ashley. I don't even remember hearing my phone ring." He shook his head. "Mom, I think I'm having some kind of spells or something. I feel like I lost a few minutes and it's not the first time."


"Its not." Emma told him. "I can't tell you what's going on because its more trouble than its worth, but I think we need to leave."
"Leave? We just got all our stuff squared away and you just took a job!"
"We'll move to the city, it's less than an hour from here. I'll be closer to work and farther from here."
"Thought you hated big cities."
"I do, but I'm not liking this house. I'm tired of trying to sound rational. There's something wrong here and you know it too, so let's throw some stuff together and go."
"Where?"
"We'll stay in a motel for a few days until we find a place then come back up here with movers. I'll pay them to pack everything; we won't have to do much."
The phone rang again and when Emma looked down, it was Ashley.
"Eric, you can't talk to her anymore."
"Mom, I know you're upset. You have a right to be, but she's sorry, she really is and..."
"Wait." Emma put her finger up to silence him. "That was her before. She wants to come up here?"
"Her father offered to fly her up here for a few days to talk."
"And were you going to tell me?"
"Eventually." He sighed. "I knew you'd be mad."
"Damn straight I'm mad. I forbid you to see this girl. In fact I'm going to call her father and tell him to keep his whore at home before she gives half the boys in Chicago VD."
"Mom!"
"Don't mom me. She played you for a fool and now she realizes the other guys are going to just treat her like the pig she is and you were good to her. Once a dog always a dog, Eric. She won't change and I won't let you find that out and be hurt again."
"You don't have the right to tell me that. It's my life."
"One that for now you share with me and while you do? She's off limits." Emma turned her back to him. "End of discussion."
"I miss her, mom! I really do. I think about her all the time and I know what she did was wrong, but I need her."
Emma stopped and made sure to breath and do a quick count to ten. Eric's voice was cracking and she needed to try and understand and be reasonable with him, not go off and upset him more.
"Eric, this is about one thing and one thing only," she said quietly as she turned back to face him. "Its about sex. She was your first and only and you haven't moved on yet. You're young and frustrated."
"Its more than that."
"No, its not. You just confessed to me what you did was because you were that pent up and frustrated."
"Going to throw that in my face now?"
"Not at all, but making a point. You're desperate and don't have to be. You haven't even gone into town yet. Take the car, go hang out at a Starbuck's or find a club. Get out there. You'll meet someone nice. Or, hey they don't even have to be nice, just fun. Ashley is not the only girl in the world, Eric."
"But I know her and she wants to be with me again."
"How's that going to work, Eric? She going to move out here?"
"No, but her dad has money. She could come up here a couple times a month for the weekend."
"And bang everyone else the rest of the time." Emma finished for him. "Eric, as un-motherly as this sounds? Go get laid."
"Its more than sex," he insisted. "I loved her and she loved me and she made a mistake and maybe we can get past it! She's the only girl who's ever loved me. How do you know someone else will?"
"Because you're amazing," Emma said softly. "Any decent girl would be happy to have someone like you. I'd love to meet someone like you." She bit back her own emotion. "Actually I did, your father, and that's why you're so amazing, because you're just like him."
"I want to see her." Eric told her. "I want to let her come up and if she needs to pay for a motel that's fine. I want to talk to her."
"It won't be talk. First thing she'll do is fuck you to show you what you're missing. She has you by the dick and she knows it. Once she fucks you it will be all over."
"Know what, mom? Who cares if we fuck? At least I'll get laid and maybe I'll just use her. I'll have a great couple of days of sex then she can go back home and I'll be better."
"More of the snake that bit you doesn't work. Want sex? find someone else. And for the record?" Emma rolled her eyes. "You think she was great because you have no one to compare her to."
"Nice, mom."
"Bet she asked if you've been with anyone. Bet she loved you haven't been. She's still your one and only and will use that. I know women, Eric. I am one."
"Then be his woman!"
"And you're my mother who cares about me and I appreciate it. Maybe I'm making a mistake mom, but it's my mistake to make. You might be right, but like I said, at least I'll get what I need."
"Using her for sex makes you no better than her."
"We're not going to agree." Eric sighed. "I'm going to call her and if she comes down I'll meet her in town and won't bring her near you."
He turned away from her and picking up his phone turned and headed for the stairs. Before he reached them the phone was already to his ear. "Hey, Ash. Sorry, I was in the middle of something."
His voice faded as he made his way up the stairs. Emma sank down on the couch and cradled her pounding head in her hands. Another close call. She'd literally been inches away from letting her son fuck her.
On top of that, her son was about to run right back into the arms-and between the legs of-the girl who'd used and humiliated him and pretty much ruined his life. She knew she was right. This was about sex. She felt the same way about Steven, but in her case he was no longer in her life to come back to her.
For Emma it would be a matter of time before she could finally break the ice because what choice did she have? Celibacy? A lifetime of toys, batteries, and fantasies? Getting off to memories of Steven? Sooner or later she'd get frustrated enough to make the move.
In fact if she'd had this mess wouldn't be happening with her and Eric. The damned pendant would have nothing to work with because she'd be satisfied sexually and maybe even in a good relationship.
But for Eric it was different. The bitch was still his obsession and was now putting herself back in his life. He would never go with another girl while Ashley was available and acting contrite. She would fly up here and as soon as they were alone she'd fuck his brains out.
She'd suck and fuck and be his dirty whore and pretend it was just for him even though she'd probably been Mark's whore hours before she got on the plane. But she'd have her claws back into her son.
Eric was twenty and sex was a far bigger deal for him than her. Emma needed it, but had spent her life with a good man and knew what real love was. That gave her the ability to hold out and not think with her libido, but her heart as well.
Eric had loved Ashley and maybe still did, but she was a selfish brat and it had always been a bit one way even before he'd found out what she was doing. He didn't know any better was what it came down to. That and hormones.
Emma hadn't just been consoling him. She'd meant what she said, he'd done what he had to her because he was heartbroken over both his father and Ashley and not himself. As Emma continued to think she found herself wondering if seeing Ashley might not have an advantage.
If the slut came up here and fucked Eric wouldn't that break his obsession with her and end the efforts of the pendant? If Eric was back in lust with Ashley he wouldn't want her in anyway. Could it still affect him if he were not searching for something?
"You'll let your son be hurt again rather than be the one who never hurts him?"
It was right, that was a selfish thought. She should never want to see Eric with that slut no matter what. Maybe the answer was her doing what she'd told Eric. Go into town, find a bar or club and just get laid. Totally meaningless sex could be what she needed too.
"You haven't had that kind of sex since college. You spent a lifetime with sex that meant something. You know you crave lust with love and you know where to find it."
The pendant was pulsing with each word and a sudden burning sensation caused her to gasp and grab it to put it outside her shirt. The second she did she saw Eric with Ashley, saw them in a hotel and her on her knees sucking his cock.
Eric moaning her name over and over as he came in her mouth and eager to make things up to him, Ashley would take every drop. She'd fuck him in every position. She'd ride him and bend over for him.
She'd suck and fuck him until he couldn't get it up anymore and all the while tell him she loved and missed him. Ashley would apologize with her pretty little mouth and tight young pussy and who knows, maybe even her ass; anything to hook Eric again.
The image changed to Ashley once again on her knees, but this time sucking and fucking Mark. They were in her bed with a picture of Eric right there on the night stand and she was laughing at it and Mark was making jokes that his cock was bigger and if Eric could fuck her right she wouldn't be banging him.
The image flashed to Eric sitting on his bed in tears like he was the night he'd told her what had happened. She was coming here to fuck him, claim him as her own then run back home and do whoever she wanted.
"Maybe she'll ask him to come back with her. Come back to home with her and his friends. She's going to try to take your son from you Emma."
Emma shook her head, but the thought didn't seem that farfetched.
"She'll have him by the cock like you know she will. He'll choose her over you because she can give him what he needs. Then once he's back home, she'll betray him again and he'll be all alone."
"I can't let that happen."
"There's only one way to stop it, Emma. You have to show Eric how much you love him and how badly you need him. You have to show him that you have everything he needs in every way. Show him the best of both worlds. The lust of a lover and the love of a mother."
"I can't do that."
"You can! Emma you heard him tell you what he did! He was thinking of you. Had you woke up that night and been receptive he would have gone all the way. He wanted you! He still does, but if you let this skank get her mouth on him again you'll lose him to her."
The emerald stone seemed both hot and cold at the same time and was throbbing in her hand. Emma sensed a change in its tone as well. It was no longer detached or mocking. Its words were filled with the concern she felt.
That told her Ashley could indeed break its hold and defeat its purpose, but at what cost? Her relationship with her son, and his being used until once again crushing him?
"He's making plans right now Emma! And if I know my little tramps she's probably talking dirty and promising him everything! Bet she's even sending dirty pictures to him!"
Emma nodded, she could see it happening that way. Ashley was a sexy little thing and girls her age used what they had to get what they wanted. Sad thing was she had no doubt Eric could be swayed away from her if he'd go out and find a real woman. One that could put that little girl to shame.
"You're a real woman, Emma, and right now he's yours for the taking. You felt the control you have over him last night. That control will be lost if she comes here. He won't be your boy anymore, he'll be hers!"
"No," Emma stood up from the couch. "He's not hers. He's my baby and I'm not going to let her take him from me."
"Then you know what to do, Emma."
"I have to make him forget her."
"And there's only one way to do it." The voice whispered. "Show him what real love is and be what he needs you to be, his everything."
"But its wrong." She whispered as she slowly walked over to the stairs.
"Wrong is watching a beautiful woman being mistreated. Watching them be cheated on and beaten and spoken down to and isolated from everything but their abuser."
Emma flinched as the voice now sounded angry.
"Wrong is women who think they have to take that. That no one else would love them. Wrong is a young man who loves his mother and wants to help her, being told he can't because of some laws made up by man and a god who long abandoned his people."
It laughed harshly. "But yet wasn't this world populated by incest? Father's impregnating their daughters? But that was okay?"
"I'm not evil, Emma! My sole reason for existence is to try and bring lonely and mistreated mothers together with the young men who truly want them to be happy! If wanting to see love consummated is a sin, then all hope is gone."
"But Mary and Maria. All the heart ache and death and pain. You caused that." Emma didn't care she was speaking aloud as she walked up the stairs. After all, she was sure Eric was engrossed in whatever bullshit Ashley was slinging.
"No! I brought them together and what hurt them were their husbands! Mary was killed by the drunken filth and Maria over whelmed by guilt over what her husband would think. A husband, who if he were any kind of man, wouldn't have left his wife so lonely she would see her sons as lovers."
"Both of them."
The voice seemed to hesitate. "That was...an anomaly. I had no idea both secretly desired to make her happy. I erred in that instance." It sighed. "That was on me and all I can do is keep trying."
"But there is no man in the picture for you, Emma. It's just the two of you! You can be as happy as Robin and Cliff! Don't you want to be happy? See your son happy? The only thing that could be better is to be happy together!"
"You think you're frustrated? I was awoken decades ago and cannot be at peace until I can bring two broken hearts together. I'm here to help you, Emma. Now go do what you know you have to."
Emma walked past Eric's room and stopping, felt a surge of anger when she heard him laughing behind the door.
"What happens after I do? How do I know Eric won't run away from me or that I won't be disgusted with what I did?"
There was a pause that was long enough to stir her doubts.
"Then it will be up to how you feel without my influence. I can lead you both there, but once there it becomes free will. But I feel the love in your hearts and that's why I'm speaking so much. You're my best hope, Emma."
Emma frowned at Eric's continued laughter then felt her stomach sink when he was finished and said. "I can't wait to see you!"
"I have nothing left to say, Emma."
"I still love you too, Ash." Eric spoke from behind the door.
Fingering the pendant, Emma said softly. "I think I've heard enough."
Chapter 14
Emma stood in front of the mirror and told herself she could do this. 'This' was seducing her son and telling herself it was for his own good. Talk about tough love, she thought dryly. Bringing the suit case out from beneath the bed, Emma had donned the green thong she'd debated wearing because of the pictures of Ashley in one Eric had on his I-pad.
But green was Eric's favorite color and he always claimed it was because of his mother's eyes so if that were true, it was Ashley imitating his first love, his mom. Emma was disturbed at the thought because it sounded exactly like something the voice would say.
However, the voice had been true to its last words and remained quiet as she put on the thong then found the lingerie top that went with it. The emerald top was transparent lace except for two darker patches over her nipples.
It tied together between her breasts and fell open below it, leaving her stomach bare. The green matched her nails exactly as well as her eyes and the pendant resting between her breasts. She had put some curl into her hair, framing her face with sandy brown ringlets and had put on makeup.
She'd gone heavy on the lipstick, calling out her full lips with her best shade of slut red, and added green eye shadow to highlight her eyes even more. She decided against shoes and stockings; figuring less was more in some cases.
Emma took a deep breath and told herself this was for Eric's benefit. There was no way she could let that girl come back into his life. Right now, her son was hers in all but one way, but that one way was what he felt he needed the most.
To quote the corny mom son porns and the things the voice had said and put into her dreams, a good mother did anything she could for her son. If anything included showing him she loved his so much she'd sleep with him, then so be it.
She paused, expecting the voice to agree with her, but instead the only response was a slow pulsing against her chest. She had a feeling the stone was holding its breath. It had pled its case and was now at her mercy.
For the hell of it, she grabbed the clasp and tried to slip it off, but to no avail.
Taking one last look in the mirror, Emma slipped on the short green robe that came with the set and before she could change her mind, marched out of her room, down the hall and knocked on Eric's door.
"Hold on a sec. Gotta get some pants on." He called out.
Emma ignored him and entered the room.
"Hey!" Eric looked up from where he was picking up a pair of jeans from the pile of clothes on his chair.
He was standing there in just his boxers and Emma felt the first wave of heat between her breasts from the stone and the accompanying warmth between her thighs. Her son looked good. His hard flat stomach, well defined arms and the bulge in his boxers looked pretty damn inviting. Just as she hoped she looked to him.
"I told you I wasn't dressed." Eric told her, and shaking out the jeans, prepared to step into them.
Without a word, Emma grabbed them from his hands tossed them on the floor.
"You don't need to be dressed." She gave him a sultry smile. "I think you look pretty damn good just as you are."
"Huh?" Eric blinked.
"You're not a little boy anymore, Eric." She put her hands on his shoulders and teased her long nails down and over his biceps. "You've filled out into one hell of a man, haven't you?"
"Okay." Eric rolled his eyes and stepped back from her. "What is this? Some kind of fucked up test to see what I do?" He grunted disgustedly. "I knew I should have never told you what I did."
"I'm glad you did." She walked up to him and the way he backed away from her would have been comical if the situation weren't so serious. "I've been thinking about what you said. How sexy and beautiful you think I am."
"This isn't funny mom."
"I'm not trying to be funny." Eric had backed up to his bed and had nowhere to go. He stared nervously at her as she stood directly in front of him.
This time she put her hands on his chest. "I thought about what you told me and you know how I said I wasn't mad?"
"Yeah?" he swallowed nervously when Emma tickled his chest with her nails.
"Not only am I not mad, but the more I thought about it. The more I liked it."
"Mom, I get it. I shouldn't have done it and I promise I've never wanted to again."
"Really?" She pushed her lips into a pout. "You don't think your mommy's sexy anymore?"
"Mommy?"
"That's who I am. Your mommy." He gasped when she teased her nails over his nipples, then traced a slow circle around them. "Your sexy lonely mommy who was laying there getting wet thinking about what you did."
"Wet?" He repeated softly.
He looked like a dear in headlights, but she also noticed his eyes darting down, taking in her loosely tied robe.
"So fucking wet," she purred. "All I could picture was you behind me, rubbing your cock on my bare ass."
"Mom, you're sounding like you did yesterday when you were pissed at what I was watching."
"No, I was mad then. Now? Your mother's horny, baby. Horny from thinking about how you stared at my ass and my pussy and how it got you so worked up you couldn't help yourself and jerked off on me. "
"You're scaring me."


"Am I?" She smiled and dropping her hand down grabbed his cock; his twitching and rapidly swelling cock. "He's not scared."
"Sorry, I um..."
"Don't be sorry, baby. I love it. I love that my boy finds me desirable. Can I ask you a question?"
She was slowly stroking his cock through his boxers and he wasn't resisting, just standing there, his breathing getting heavier and a soft whimper escaping his lips.
"W...what?" He managed to whisper.
"You really only jerk off on my ass? Or did you spread your mother's little pink slit open and squirt your cum all over her cunt?"
His eyes told her the voice had been right.
"You...how did you know that?" He blinked. "You were awake! You did know!"
"No, but you just told me." She winked. "I'm a lawyer, remember?"
"Mom, stop." Eric grabbed her wrist. "This is the house, not you. What I did was wrong and I can't do it again."
"You really don't want me?" She let him push her hand away, but with her other pulled the tie to her robe.
"What about now?" Emma slipped the robe off and cupped her tits through the lingerie. "Going to tell me you don't want your mother's pretty little tits?"
"You shouldn't want me too." He tried to step to the side, but Emma moved with him, staying in front of him. "Come on, mom. This isn't you."
"You're wrong, honey. It is me. The woman who cares so much for you she's willing to cross the line and give you what you need."
"I don't need this, mom. I mean not from you. Ashley is..."
At the sound of that name, Emma lost control. Shoving him hard in the chest she caused him to fall backwards on his bed in a sitting position.
"Ashley?" She sneered. "Ashley is a little girl who has no real idea how to please my baby. But I'm going to show you how a real woman treats her man."
"I'm your son!"
Emma bent over and grabbing Eric's hand put the string holding the bow between her breasts together.
"Then that's going to make it even better isn't it?" She put her face inches from his, her eyes locking into his nervous gaze. "You've been watching those movies, Eric. Tell me, what could be hotter than fucking your mother?"
"I can't." He shook his head and let go of the tie.
"You can." Emma quickly grabbed his wrist before he could pull his hand away and pressed it to the pendant. "Come on, baby boy. Let mommy give you what you need."
Eric blinked and the frown on his face turned into a smile and his eyes zeroed in on her barely concealed breasts.
"You see something you like?" Emma put her right knee on the bed, and swinging her left leg up over his legs, sat down across his thighs. "Tell me what you want."
Eric licked his lips. "I want to see my mother's amazing tits."
"These tits?" She cupped them and pushed them up for him. "Mommy's tits?"
"Yes, please." His hands went to her hips and she worked them back and forth, sliding her crotch against his.
Even through her thong and his boxers she could feel how sticky both of them were. Her pussy was dripping and his now fully erect cock oozing precum into his boxers.
"Tell me." Emma whispered in his ear. "Tell me what you want."
As she spoke she was aware of the fact the pendant wasn't filling her mind with images or thoughts. This was her seducing her son. The thought both unnerved and excited her. She forced the nerves down and focused only on what she needed to do and that was to show her son she was the only woman he needed.
"I want to see my mother's tits." He had turned his head to whisper in her ear and as he had earlier, his tongue flicked out and caught her ear.
"These tits?" Emma leaned back and pulled the nightgown open. It fell to the side exposing her tits. The look of absolute lust in his eyes as she gave him a shake causing her tits to jiggle sent a very real thrill through her.
Eric's hands instantly went for her breasts, but she shoved them down, putting them on her hips, just over her thong.
"Suck them!" She demanded and holding them up to him shoved them in his face.
Eric eagerly sucked first one breast then the other. Emma slid her hand into his hair and holding his head still turned to her left, offering him her right breast. She moaned as his tongue swirled around her nipple before he sucked her hard flesh into his mouth.
He moaned around it and his hands slid down her hips and she yelped when he gave her ass cheeks a hard squeeze. Emma turned the other way. "This one's jealous."
She sighed contentedly as he licked and sucked her other breast as she worked her hips, grinding her sticky thong onto his throbbing cock still trapped in his boxers.
"Like those tits, baby?" She ran her hand up and down his back, loving the feeling of his hard muscles moving beneath his skin.
"Hmm," he groaned around her nipple.
"Better than that little pig, Ashley's tits?"
"Yes," he whispered, looking up at her. "So much better."
"Because they're mommy's tits." She ground harder into his cock. "And that's mommy's very wet pussy rubbing her boy's big hard dick. You want that pussy, don't you?"
"More than anything." He moaned as she pushed hard into his crotch.
Rising up on her knees, she pulled her thong to the side, showing off her glistening pink slit.
"Then play with it! Shove your fingers into your mother's cunt!"
Eric slipped his right hand between her thighs and she cried out as he boldly shoved two fingers inside her. She contracted her pussy around them and when he gasped, smiled.
"Little slut can't do that can she?"
"No." He answered just before she turned to the side and fed her son her other breast.
"That's because she's a little girl who has no idea what she's doing. But your mother's a real woman and she knows just how to make her baby happy, doesn't she?"
Emma was aware she sounded as bad, if not worse, than all the movies he must have watched and the filthy dreams she'd had of what the previous mothers had done to their sons. On the heels of that awareness was the fact not only didn't she care, but she was thoroughly aroused.
Unlike before when the pendant held sway over her she felt totally in control of what she was saying and doing. This was no longer some strange power forcing her to touch her son, but her own pent up lust.
"I want to make you happy, too, mom." Eric said around her tit as his fingers plunged deeper inside her.
"Then put your thumb on my clit and make me cum." She instructed.
Eric did exactly as she asked making her recall her thoughts of last night. How he was totally under her control and would do anything she needed him to. She had thought this was going to be for him, but was rapidly realizing she needed this as badly as Eric did.
"That's it!" She gasped. "Rub that clit hard and fast and shove another finger inside me!" She laughed at the look on his face. "I told you, Eric I'm not a little girl, now get another finger up there and spread your mother's cunt!"
Eric pushed a third finger into her and she whimpered as she drove herself down, slamming them deep into her. She hadn't had anything bigger than a vibrator inside since her last time with Steven and her son's fingers were indeed stretching her open.
It was both painful, but arousing and at this point her desire was over riding any other sensation.
"Gotta get mommy ready for that bog cock, don't we?" Before he could respond she grabbed his face in her hands and kissed him.
At first he gasped in surprise, but then he returned the kiss with a fervor that caused her hips to rock even faster. His free hand was playing with her ass and had spread her cheeks, his fingers very close to her pink rosebud.
It was her turn to gasp when he plunged his tongue into her mouth, but she then sighed and eagerly wiggled hers against it. Like last night, Eric surprised her with his skill. His fingers were thrusting in perfect time with her rocking hips and his thumb had established a pleasant circular pattern around her aching clit.
Emma arched her back, pressing her swollen nipples into him and moved side to side, rubbing them against his muscular chest. Eric slowed the kiss down and she moaned when he began teasing her, his lips now sliding gently back and forth across hers.
She put both arms around his neck and worked her lips in time with his, slowing down their kiss from a deep passionate one, to more sensual. The pendant was hot between them, but still no comments or direction from the voice.
Emma gasped when Eric wiggled his fingers inside her and then broke the kiss to cry out when he pressed his thumb much harder onto her clit. As soon as his lips lost contact with hers they fastened to the soft skin of her neck and she whimpered as he licked and sucked on the sensitive skin there.
"Look at you, being good to your mother." She sighed, letting her head fall back so he could have better access to her neck. "I'm supposed to be making you happy."
"You are." Eric whispered into her neck. "It makes me happy to make you happy, mom. You deserve to have a man be good to you."
"You my man, baby?" She asked as she closed her eyes and moved her hips faster in response to her body's tightening as she edged closer to orgasm. "You going to take good care of your mommy?"
"In every way." He kissed her neck and added. "I want to love you like a lady and fuck you like a whore."
"Oh, fuck!" Emma moaned at his words and her pussy contracted hard around his fingers. "Honey, that sounds so fucking good!"
"Thanks." The voice giggled in her mind. "I have to feed him something or he'd just be going oh, mom."
I don't want you feeding him anything. Even as she said the words in her head she groaned deep in her throat. Her thighs were quivering and her back arching, lifting her hips higher off his crotch as her pussy tightened around his fingers.
Eric's other hand slid further across her ass and her eyes flew open when she felt his finger tip graze her asshole.
"You thinking about shoving that finger in your mother's ass you bad boy?"
"I'll shove anything anywhere you want it." He moaned.
"Okay, that was all him." Another laugh and this one full of the joy that Emma was currently feeling. Right now the stone, Eric and most of all her, were getting what they wanted and the effect seemed to heighten all her senses.
Emma reached back and grabbing his wrist, held his hand still and pushed down on his finger. Eric released a sharp breath as his finger was eased into his mother's tight ass. She took a deep breath and rising up slightly, sat down hard on his lap.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Emma howled as his fingers slammed hard into her holes and sent her over the edge.
As she yelped and squealed while grabbing Eric's face and shoved his head down onto her right tit. She released a long loud squeal when he sucked her nipple hard into his mouth. She bucked her hips wildly as he kept his fingers moving.
Emma screamed as her ass and pussy convulsed and waves of pleasure crashed through her as she came like a porn star on her son's lap. Eric kept her coming long and hard, his fingers thrusting and his thumb working her clit as he sucked on her nipple. Emma grabbed her other breasts and pinched that nipple, sending another thrill through her.
"Oh, god." She gasped, as the last of her orgasm flowed through her. "Oh, honey, I came so fucking hard!"
Speaking of hard, she had let her weight settle on his lap as he eased his fingers from her holes and she could feel his cock twitching, as it strained for release. Emma lifted his chin and kissing him softly, rose up on her knees once more.
She slid her fingers into the slit in his boxers and deftly removed his cock. Eric whimpered into her mouth as she rubbed her hand over his oozing head, then stroked his cock, getting it wet with his pre cum.
"That felt so good, baby," she spoke in his ear. "I think my baby deserves a reward, don't you?"
"Whatever you want, mom." His answer sent a shiver through her. Whatever she wanted.
"Honey, you are so much better than that little bitch deserves." She looked him in the eye. "Now how about I make you forget about that whore once and for all by giving you what you've wanted since that night you jerked off to me."
She slid the head of his cock between her lips and he shuddered and released a soft moan that was drowned out her own startled gasp. Between her breasts the pendant had grown first hot then went ice cold.
"Emma, it's time! Kiss him, and let me infuse him with the lust I've been storing from both of you. This way I won't have to be touching him for him to act on his desire for you."
Emma winced when the stone grew colder against her, but leaned forward and pressed her lips to Eric's. As she kissed him, she rocked her hips, teasing them both by sliding his head through the soft wet folds of her pussy.
She parted her lips and slipping her tongue into his mouth, released a muffled gasp. The cold from the stone seemed to seep through her skin and into her chest. It raced upwards, causing her to shiver, then filled her throat.
Something cool and slimy slid over her tongue and passed through her lips into Eric's mouth. He groaned and his body tensed as the cool viscous fluid flowed from her mouth to his. But in her hand his cock jerked and she swore she felt it grow harder and thicker.
"I want you so fucking bad, mom," he whispered against her lips.
"Then its time for you to take what you've been wanting and give mommy what she needs." She lowered her voice to a sultry whisper. "Your mother's cunt."
With no warning she let her weight go, impaling herself on her son's incredibly hard cock. They both called out their pleasure and as Emma remained on his lap with her son's dick buried inside her she heard the voice in the back of her mind.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Make him yours Emma! Become one with your son!"
Emma wiggled her hips making Eric whimper as her already sopping slit squeezed his cock. Emma slowly rocked back and forth on his lap and her breath hissed between her teeth as his big dick stretched her pussy further than it had been in years as he was certainly bigger than his father.
The thought of Steven should have caused a wave of guilt, but he'd told her he wanted her to be able to move on and be happy. So what if it was going to be their son that could make her happy? She moved faster and Eric grabbed her hips, guiding her along his cock.
When Emma felt herself adjusting to having her cunt filled with her son's hard flesh, she switched to bouncing up and down, riding him faster. Eric groaned then eagerly accepted her tit once more then she pushed it into his mouth.
"How's it feel to be inside your mother, baby?" She asked. "How's that pussy feel?"
Behind her words one thought raced repeatedly though her mind. Her son's cock was inside her and it felt amazing! She couldn't believe how hard he was and how incredible it felt to have her long neglected pussy stuff with this hard flesh.
"Mom, you feel so good." He told her, then instantly went back to licking her nipple.
"So do you, baby boy, so do you." She lifted his face and kissed him again, but gently. "I hope you like this pussy, honey. Because after tonight it's your pussy. Tonight you make your mother yours. Your mom, your lover, you're dirty girl and even dirtier secret."
"Wow, I couldn't say it better!" The voice sounded giddy as Emma continued to ride her son like a wanton lover.
She lifted her arms over her head, taking her long hair up with it. "How's your mother look riding your fat cock, baby?"
"You look beautiful, mom." He thrust his hips up as much s he could, pushing deeper inside her. "And you feel amazing!"
"So do you!" She bounced higher and came down harder, causing them both to gasp. "Honey, this cock is incredible!" She pushed her lips into a pout and used a little girl voice she used to use for Steven sometimes. "Is it my cock? Does your sexy mommy get this dick whenever she needs it?"
"I'll give you whatever you want whenever you want it." He squeezed her hips harder. "I want to be the one who makes you happy."
"Then make me happy and fuck me!" Emma pushed his shoulders and crying out in surprise, Eric fell onto his back on the bed.
Emma clamped her legs around his hips and leaning over him, dangled her tit teasingly over his lips. She laughed then moaned when he put his tongue out and kept it still as she worked her nipple around it.
"Such a good boy." She purred. "Mommy's good boy?"
"Always." He replied, then licked her other nipple when she moved it over his rigid tongue.
"Not Ashley's? Just mine."
"Just yours, mom. Promise."
"Good because I'll give you anything you want. Eric. No matter how nasty or dirty it is, your mother will do it for you. But only if you're all mine. I won't share you with some little pig who doesn't appreciate you."
"And I don't want you to find anyone," he replied softly, his dark eyes boring into hers. "I want to be the only man you need."
"Then fuck me like I need it!" Emma lay down on top of him and pumped her hips, furiously pounding up and down on him. "Come on, baby fuck your mother!"
Eric's hands went around her waist and she squealed when he slammed his hips rapidly into her. She cried out repeatedly into his neck as he held her pinned to his chest while hammering away at her sloppy cunt.
Eric's hands slid down to her ass and spread her cheeks open allowing him to plunge deeper into her. Emma cried out and stopped moving her hips. She lay there letting her son fuck her as hard as he could, listening to his soft moans and the delicious sound of his hard cock plunging into her sopping wet slit.
"Oh, Oh, mom," he moaned. "I need to slow down."
"No, you need to come for mommy. Its okay to come quick, baby. We'll get the edge off and you can fuck me even harder and longer next time."
"Next time?"
"Baby, you think I'm kidding? This cock is mine and your mother's body is yours, all yours! So go ahead and come for mommy for the first time!"
At least the first time he remembered. Emma pushed that thought to the side as far as being bothered by it, but the memory of sucking on him and how he'd whimpered for her, caused her to yell. "Stop!"
Eric immediately stopped fucking her and sounded alarmed. "I'm sorry! Did I..."
"Shh." She pushed herself up and put a finger to his lips. "You're doing just fine, baby. In fact you're doing so fine, how about mommy gives you a big treat?"
Emma sat up on his hips and sliding the open top from her shoulders let it fall to the floor. She eased slowly off Eric's cock, loving the wet sucking sound it caused. Eric moaned softly as his cock slid from inside her, but when she slid backwards and onto her knees between his legs, his eyes lit up.
Emma imagined she had the same expression of lust and anticipation on her face as she grabbed his boxers and pulled them down his hips. When his cock sprang free, she licked her lips at not just how big and hard it was, but the way it was dripping from his mother's wet cunt.
Placing her hands on his thighs, she flicked her tongue teasingly across his oozing head.
"Tell me what you want."
"You know what I want, mom."
Emma swirled her tongue around the rim of his sensitive hips, making his hips jerk, then shook her head.
"I want to hear it, Eric. I want you to tell me what you want and to say it exactly the way you want to." She grasped his throbbing cock at the base and squeezed it, sending more pre cum squirting from his slit.
She stuck the tip of her tongue directly into it, making him gasp, then eased her head back, showing him the line of sticky fluid trailing from his cock to his mother's pink tongue.
"Let's hear it, Eric. This is your chance to treat your mother like the whore you want me to be." She gave the tip of his cock one hard suck that made him cry out, then stare wide eyed when she smiled and spit the mouthful of pre cum she'd slurped up back onto his dick.


"The whore your mother's been dying to be." She wagged her dripping tongue over his cock.
"Tell me."
Eric propped himself up on his elbows to look at her and the expression of lust on his face was replaced by the shy smile she adored on him, but seemed out of place considering the circumstances.
"Really? I can treat you like..."
"A goddamn slut. Now stop being mommy's good boy and be her bad boy. The one that wants her to..." She looked at him expectantly.
"I want my mother to wrap those perfect made for cock sucking lips around my cock and put it in your slutty mouth."
"Why, baby, is that any way to talk to your mother?"
"It is when your mother wants to be your dirty girl."
"Not dirty," she whispered, her breath so close to his cock it twitched in her hand. "Nasty. Your nasty girl"
Emma opened wide and took Eric deep into her eager mouth. He moaned, but it was drowned out by the sound of her own groan as she angled her head, opened wider and took him down to the base of his shaft.
Like she had when she'd first ridden him, she held still, adjusting to having her mouth stuffed so completely. Raising her eyes to meet his, she slipped her tongue out and slid them across his balls.
"Oh, fuck my dick looks good in your mouth."
Those words, words that no son should ever say to his mother were like music to her lust filled ears. With a loud wet slurping sound, she removed his cock from her mouth and sticking her tongue out whacked his head hard against it.
"God, that's hot." He groaned.
"Like that?" She turned her head and ran his cock along her cheek, resting it along her face and loving the way it throbbed against her. "Like seeing your cock in mommy's face?"
She squeezed it, squirting pre cum along her cheek then rubbing his head into it. She worked his cock along her face, getting it sticky, then turned her head and decorated the other side of her face with his pre cum.
"Ashley do that for you?"
"No."
"Bet she didn't do this either."
Pinning his cock back against his stomach, Emma opened her mouth and sucked his balls into it. He cried out as she swirled her tongue around his hairy swollen balls and he squirmed on the bed as she slightly stroked his cock while bathing his balls with her tongue.
Emma released them, then licked and sucked on each one, enjoying the way he gasped and whimpered and his cock jerked in her hand.
"Hmm, my boy's balls are so full! You have a lot of cum in there for me, don't you?"
"All for you."
"Better be, because I plan on sucking every fucking drop of it out of you." She ran her tongue up and down both sides of his shaft, her eyes on his the entire time.
"Then stop teasing and suck it." He told her, his voice growing more confident. "Show me how a hot milf sucks cock."
"Not just a milf, baby. Your milf." Emma gave him one more teasing lick then took him into her mouth.
Unlike the first time she'd taken him into her mouth, Emma didn't go slow or tease. She bobbed her head rapidly along his shaft, her mouth open wider than it needed to be in order to let her spit flow down his shaft and make sloppy wet sucking sounds that sounded like they were straight out of a porn shoot.
"Fuck, mom!" Eric gasped, but sat up and slipping his hands into her hair curled it around his fists. Emma winced as he was pulling fairly hard, but that slight pain only fueled her to move her head even faster.
She moaned at how good her pussy tasted on his cock and the mixture of both their sticky juices flowing down her throat. Cupping his balls in one hand, she stroked his cock with two fingers of her other hand, following the wet trail her mouth left.
Her lipstick was smeared on his cock and her spit was flowing down his shaft and onto his now slick balls. Emma rubbed his spit into them and groaned when they tightened in her hand. She squeezed them gently, holding them as she jerked and sucked his cock.
Eric was moaning above her and releasing his cock in a spray of spit and pre cum, she breathed. "This how you imagined it? Just me sucking you? Don't you want to fuck your slutty mother's face? Shove your cock into her bitchy mouth and shut her up?"
She'd said that to him yesterday morning-my god had that been yesterday?-in a fit of rage, but now her words had her hips grinding in circles and her clit aching as if she hadn't just came. She wondered if those words came out yesterday because she so badly wanted to say them?
Well she'd said them in the right context now and with no hesitation, Eric's hands tightened in her hair and he thrust his hips up as he shoved her face down. Emma squealed as his cock was driven deep into her mouth and throat.
She gagged briefly, then titled her head so he could slide further back to her throat. Eric pumped his hips hard and fast while yanking her head up and down. Emma's eyes were watering from the way he was pounding her mouth, but her pussy was watering just as much from the way her son was enthusiastically face fucking her.
Emma removed her hands from him and putting them behind her back whimpered around his cock. She widened her eyes and shook her head, whimpering louder and acting as if she didn't want this.
"I like that." He breathed. "Keep making those little noises." He told her and surprised her by pushing himself to his feet.
She was now on her knees in front of her naked son who had moved his hands to the back of her head, holding her still as he brutally fucked her mouth. Emma had never had this done to her before, but she loved it, especially the wild look in Eric's eyes as he plundered his mother's mouth.
"Look at you, mom! You suck better than the women in those movies, don't you?"
Emma managed to nod, then putting her hands on his thighs pushed back. Eric immediately let her hair go and she let his cock pop out of her mouth. She pumped his click dick rapidly as she caught her breath and looking up at him smiled through her sticky lips.
"Bet you couldn't fuck Ashley's mouth like that, bet she'd get all mad. But not me, baby. You can treat your mother like your own little porn star because that's what I want to be for you."
Before he could reply she took him back into her mouth and proceeded to suck him like she was auditioning for a role in porn. This time Eric just put his hands on her head as she moved it rapidly along his cock.
She kept her lips pressed hard to his shaft and her tongue as well swirling it along his hard flesh. She cupped his balls again and this time he gasped and thrust his hips. Emma slid her hands around his waist and squeezed his ass.
"Oh, fuck, oh...oh shit, mom!" Eric's legs were trembling and his fingers curled in her hair. He was moaning continuously and his hips once again driving his cock into her mouth. Emma sucked harder and faster and his moans went up in pitch and his entire body trembled as he fought to hold back as long as he could.
Emma grabbed his ass hard and pulled him towards her, burying his cock so deep his balls were resting on her chin. Eric cried out and she made a loud gurgling sound as he erupted into her mouth.
Emma shook her head back and forth, working his cock as she kept his twitching cock engulfed in her mouth.
"Oh my god, oh shit!" Eric gasped. His hips jerking as his mother greedily sucked on him. She sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks and bringing her hand between his legs massaged his balls, working for every drop of the hot sticky fluid he was shooting down her throat.
"Stop." He begged. "Please stop."
Emma winked then sucked hard once more, getting a couple more drops before releasing him with smack of her lips. She looked up at him and opening wide showed him a puddle of cum on her tongue. She closed her mouth swallowed then showed him her now empty mouth.
"Every drop, baby. Like a good mother should."
"Like a great mother." He grinned down at her.
"Then seeing how this." She squeezed his still twitching cock. "Is still hard why don't you be a great son, and get back to fucking me?"
Emma rose to her feet and with a laugh threw herself onto the bed. She rolled onto her back and lifting her legs, lifted her hips and pulled her thong down. She moaned as the material peeled away from her sticky pussy, then smiled at the look on Eric's face as she exposed her pussy to him.
His eyes were riveted between her thighs to the point where when she playfully kicked the thong from her foot at him, he simply let it hit him in the chest and fall to the floor. Emma loved the way he looked at her. He didn't just look like he desired her, he looked hungry for her.
Emma kept her legs up, then slowly letting them fall open, beckoned him with her finger. "Come on in, baby. The water's just fine."
"Good," he flashed a sly smile. "Because I'm pretty damn thirsty."
Eric climbed into the bed and Emma licked her lips at the sight of his still hard, dripping cock. The cock that was going to be back where she needed it most, buried in her yearning pussy. Instead she slid down on his stomach between her thighs, spread her lips open and plunged his tongue inside her.
"Fuck!" Emma squealed as he swirled his tongue around inside her sloppy pussy, then slid up through her lips and circled her clit. "Hmm, guess you were thirsty."
"I've thought about doing this since that night I jerked off on you." He looked her in the eye as he placed a soft teasing kiss on each of her quivering thighs. "The more I stared at your pussy the more I wanted to lick it."
"Then what are you waiting for?" She lifted her legs placed her feet on his broad shoulders. "Come on, Eric, give your mother a kiss." She giggled. "With lots of tongue."
Emma cried out when Eric eagerly obeyed, once again shoving his tongue inside. He stiffened his tongue and moved his head back and forth and Emma groaned at not just how good it felt, but the fact her son, her baby, was tongue fucking her.
Eric spread her lips wide and after taking a few seconds to give her some teasing licks through the moist folds of her pussy he sucked her clit hard into his mouth. Emma cried out in delight and grasping her taut nipples between her emerald tipped fingers, twisted her nipples as her son buried his face in her twat with a gusto she don't think even his father had ever matched.
Eric didn't eat her pussy, he attacked. She yelped when he boldly shoved two fingers inside her and sucked her clit several times in rapid succession so hard his lips smacked. Emma pushed her feet into his shoulders and rocked her hips, trying to keep her clit in contact with his now flickering tongue.
Eric looked almost as good as his tongue felt. His eyes were focused on his mother's tits as she teased and played with her nipples, and her feet, with her brightly painted toes looked sexy on his muscular shoulders.
He had his free hand resting on her thigh and she could feel him trembling with excitement as he lay on the bed, eating his mother's very appreciative pussy. Her eyes roamed past his shoulders, taking in his well toned back and his firm ass.
She thought of those cougar cub movies she'd watched. Emma had been jealous of those actresses, getting paid to have sex with young men with hard bodies and even harder cocks. Now here she was with not just a cub, but her cub, slaving away between her legs, striving to please her.
Emma thought of his cock. Still hard even after she'd drained his balls into her mouth. She knew he was young and wanted her, but wondered if the pendant could have had something to do with it. She'd never sucked a cock like she had just minutes ago, not even Steven's. But she'd gotten on her knees and egged her son on to face fuck her like a whore and loved every second of it.
As she lay there moaning while Eric used his surprisingly skilled tongue to play his mother's clit like a finely tuned instrument, Emma remembered Robin talking about how the sex between her and Cliff was incredible. The forbidden aspect of it fueling their already pent up lust was probably part of it, but could it be so good because it was meant to be?
Had all those cheesy lines in those movies about no one being able to love a mother like her son and no man ever wanting to please a woman like her son true? One thing was for sure, Emma was lying there with her legs spread like a wanton whore and moaning like a porn star as her son licked and sucked her clit like it was the best thing he'd ever tasted.
Emma released a high pitched whimper and arched her back as her body tensed and her thighs trembled. Eric was alternately licking, then sucking her clit and when he eased a third finger inside her quivering cunt, she let her head fall back on the pillows and moaned loudly.
She thrust her hips into his face, rubbing her list harder into his tongue and squeezing her nipples to the point where it bordered on painful, she gasped. "Just like that, baby. Just keep licking that clit! Make your mother come for you, Eric! Show me how you treat your best girl!"
Eric's eyes opened and meeting her gaze, he winked and with no hesitating plunged a finger into her ass. Emma threw back her head and came like an animal; head back, mouth open and wailing like a banshee.
She curled her toes into Eric's shoulders and pushed hard enough to lift her ass off the bed and pump her hips into his face. Both her holes convulsed around his thrusting fingers. Despite her bucking and squirming, Eric kept sucking her clit and moving his fingers sending her orgasm escalating into stronger and stronger waves of pleasure.
Emma released several long loud squeals that were loud enough to shame a porn star. But unlike those women being paid to fake it, Emma was in the throes of an ecstasy she'd never felt before. She gasped as her body tensed, then cried out in surprised pleasure as a gush of warm fluid exploded from her pussy.
Eric flinched back as she sprayed his face with her sticky secretions, but kept pumping his fingers into her. Emma felt the fluid running down her thighs and could now hear his fingers plunging into her sloppy pussy.
"Oh my God!" She gasped as the last of the powerful orgasm flowed through her. "I've never done that before!"
"I've never done this before." Eric slid up to his knees, grabbed her ankles and spreading her legs wide open plowed his rigid cock into her.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Emma howled as Eric plundered her dripping cunt.
He shifted his grip so he was grabbing her feet and held her legs apart as far as his arms could go while slamming into her hard enough to cause his balls to slap against her ass. Emma yelped with each hard thrust, but kept her eyes on Eric.
He was sweating and the moisture made the muscles in his chest and arms stand out even more. His eyes were bright and he was staring down between her legs, watching his glistening cock ravage his mother's pussy.
Emma reached between her legs and rubbing her clit with her fingers stared up at him.
"That's it, Eric! Fuck me! Fuck your mother! Fuck me like you wanted that night! Fuck me like that little girl Ashley never let you! Fuck me like the goddamn whore I need to be for you!"
She was rubbing her clit in hard fast circles while squeezing her nipple. Eric brought her legs together and placing her ankles over one shoulder, leaned forward. Her legs bent back, and her ass came off the bed, driving him even deeper into her.
Each time he plunged into her she could feel more warm juice flowing down her thighs and could see Eric's thighs and balls were glistening with it, Emma lifted her leg so one was on each side of Eric's head and crossing her ankles behind his head pulled him toward her.
Eric braced his hand alongside her and the move caused her to bend even more until her knees were over her tits. Emma gave her clit a hard pinch and once more released a howl of pure pleasure as another orgasm tore through her.
This one was with him inside her and they both gasped as her convulsing cunt squeezed repeatedly around his thrusting cock. Eric groaned, but continued to hammer away at her like she was some slut he'd picked up at a bar.
Still squealing from her orgasm, Emma wrapped her arms around her knees, pulling her legs back even farther and shamelessly opening her pussy wider for her son's amazing cock.
"Jesus, mom!" Eric's eyes widened as she assumed a classic porn star position, holding her legs back for him. He pounded her even harder, his eyes now locked onto her small tits as they bounced wildly from the impact of his cock.
"Harder!" She cried out even though he was fucking her so hard the bed was rocking and the headboard slamming into the wall. Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew she'd be damn sore tomorrow and not just from bending like a pretzel, but her pussy would remember this fucking.
But it would be a good pain and looking into his eyes she whispered. "Is this as hard as you can fuck your mother? Is this how you really want to give it to me?"
With a wicked smile, Eric pushed back and when she let her legs go, he grabbed her slender hips and with a wrench of his powerful shoulders, he flipped her effortlessly onto her stomach. He grabbed her hips again, pulling her to his knees.
He drove into her from behind so hard her eyes bulged and she squealed like a stuck pig. Eric grabbed her ass cheeks squeezing them hard and spreading them so he could watch his cock plunging into her from behind.
"Yeah, that's how you take a woman!" She looked over her shoulder at him. "This is how you make her yours. Now go ahead and claim your mother's pussy!"
Emma lowered her head to the pillow and pushed her ass up higher. Eric paused with his cock buried inside her still twitching pussy. She heard him take a breath then cried out as he tore into her so hard she had to put her arms out to brace herself against the head board so she didn't pitch forward.
She grabbed the rungs of the headboard and squeezed them so hard her knuckles turned white as behind her Eric was fucking her to the point it was beginning to be painful. She hadn't had sex in two years and her son wasn't just big, but was so hard she again wondered if the stone was enhancing his lust.
Move over Viagra, incest is the new cure for ED. The thought was hers not the voice and she wanted to laugh, but it turned into a high pitched yelp when Eric slapped her ass. He did again, harder and Emma felt a fresh wave of heat flow through her at both the sound and sting of his slap.
"You spanking mommy?" She called out from where her face was partially buried in the pillow. "You paying me back for all the times I was bitchy to you? You punishing your slutty mother?"
"I'm giving her what she needs." Eric slapped both sides of her ass hard and in rapid succession.
He continued to fuck her as he spanked her and Emma groaned and rocked her hips back into him. She was in sensory overload. The heat of the pendant between her breasts, the stinging slaps to her ass and best of all that relentless cock stuffing her cunt.
Eric stopped spanking her, but reached out and grabbed her hair, pulling on it as he kept one hand on the small of her back. Emma yelped repeatedly as he hammered away on her. How hadn't he cum yet?
Emma squeezed the head board so hard her knuckles popped and Eric seemed to notice it for the first time. "That's so fucking hot."
"Glad you...hey!" Eric surprised her by slipping from within her and grabbing her ankles.
He yanked her backward and she yelped when she ended up flat on her stomach. Eric slid over her and grabbing her wrists pushed her hands down on the bed. Pinning them there he held her down as he drove his cock straight down in her.
"Fuck!" Emma cried out as he hammered into her hard enough to make her bounce on the bed.
After several hard pumps Eric timed his thrusts so that when she was bouncing up from the mattress he was slamming back into her. Emma's eyes bulged as he fucked her savagely while holding her down on her stomach.


His large hands around her wrists excited her, as did his size and sheer physical strength. Emma wondered if he had fantasized about being this rough with her or had she urged him into it? Either way, all she knew was as bad as it sounded she was loving the way her son was taking her.
Eric let her hands go and she groaned when he put them on her shoulder blades. He proceeded to push her up and down on the bed once more bouncing her back into his savage thrusts. Emma was yelping and squealing. She tried to egg him on and ask him if he loved treating his mother like this, but he was fucking her so hard all that came out was whimpering noises.
"Oh, damn!" Eric groaned over her head and his thrusts became even more frenzied. He shifted his hands to her shoulders, squeezing them as he fucked her faster and harder while gasping each time he was buried inside her.
"Come!" She cried out. "Come for me, Eric! Come inside me! Fill your mother's slutty cunt the way you filled my mouth! Come on, baby! Give mommy a treat! I...Ohhhh!"
Eric cried out and Emma purred as his cock twitched inside of her and a warm wet stream of cum squirted deep inside her. Eric whimpered over her and she wiggled her hips and contracted her pussy around his erupting cock.
Eric moaned and his thrusts slowed down, but each one ended with another deliciously sinful squirt of cum as he painted the walls of his mother's pussy. When he stopped moving, Emma contracted around him several times making him emit another adorable whimper as his mother's insatiable cunt milked a few more drops from his spent cock.
"Oh My god." Eric let his weight go so he was lying on top of her.
"Easy, baby," she whispered. "Just lay there and catch your breath." She sighed. "I can feel your heartbeat on my back."
"Mom, that was amazing." He kissed her cheek, then rolled off of her and onto his back. "Wow."
"Better than the movies?" Emma rolled over onto her back next to him.
"Better than anything." He released a long breath. "Wow, how can people say this is wrong. It's incredible."
"Maybe it's not for everyone." She shrugged and loved how his eyes followed the way her breasts bounced when she did it.
"As long as it's for us." He rolled onto his side and kissed her softly. "I know it seems weird to say after what we just did, but I love you, mom."
"Love you too, baby." She smiled up at him. "And the best part of love is you can be that nasty with someone and know it's okay. Lust doesn't have to stop when there's love. If you're lucky there's even more lust."
"I hope I'm lucky."
"I feel pretty lucky right now." Emma told him. "God, I needed that so bad."
"Me too. I..." Eric yawned.
Gee, thanks." Emma laughed although she was feeling pretty damned relaxed too.
"Sorry, just got really tired all of a sudden."
"Great sex will do that." She grinned. "At least if I remember right it does. Been awhile until now."
"Well if I have anything to say about you won't ever get a chance to forget again." He yawned again and his eyes closed briefly before he forced them open. "Damn, I'm tired."
"Then close your eyes and take a nap." Emma reached down and grabbed his semi hard cock. "Trust me, baby boy. You're going to need your rest. You know your mother goes all in on anything she does." She winked. "Even her son."
She frowned when she saw his eyes were closed and his breathing slow and steady. She felt her own eyes growing heavy. It was an effort to move her head, but she managed to kiss Eric's cheek. "Love you, Eric," she whispered, then fell into the sweet oblivion of sleep.
Chapter 15
Emma opened her eyes and was shocked to see she was no longer in bed, but sitting at her kitchen table.
"Actually, you're still in bed." A soft voice spoke behind her. "You're dreaming."
Emma spun in her chair to see Robin behind her, dunking a tea bag into a mug. Robin wore a short black robe and her long red hair was down and tousled as if she'd just gotten out of bed.
"I think I'm still in bed too." She shrugged. "Or I fell asleep on the couch while Cliff was watching baseball."
"So we're sharing a dream?" Emma asked as Robin walked over and sat across from her.
"We've had other shared experiences. We've shared the power of the stone and now a love most say is forbidden. Why not a dream?"
"You know? How do you know?" Emma asked, in alarm.
"Because I told you it was inevitable." Robin smirked. "Plus, girl? You are one hell of a screamer. Close your windows next time." She paused, then laughed. "Better yet, leave them open. You got us pretty worked up."
"Oh." Emma put her face in her hands. "How embarrassing."
"Its fine, hon. I'm thrilled you got to experience the ultimate joy a mother can share with her son."
"Okay." Emma nodded. "So what now?"
"Well if I were you, I'd be waking up looking for more."
"Seriously, Robin. What now? All those bad things happened to the other mothers and sons. What's going to happen to us?"
"Well, here's the thing." Robin took a moment to sip her tea. "Eric has never remembered the other encounters with you because the stone had him forget. But once the act is consummated the stone allows that memory to stay."
"So he's going to remember and that's going to decide how this goes for us?"
"Not just him. You're still wearing the stone. It will keep you feeling good about what you did. So here's where it gets tricky. If you leave the pendant on, it will feed your desire as it has. For Eric it will work, but as before only if he's in contact with it."
"So what? We keep living under its sway?"
"Only if you want to. But the question is would you really want your son if he were always being influenced? At that point it's like getting someone drunk to have sex with them."
"But I can't take it off anyway." Emma pointed out.
"Oh, it will come off now," Robin explained. "It brought the two of you together, at least sexually. The lust has been fulfilled. Lust can be manipulated because our base nature is to crave sex."
Robin leaned back in the chair and touched the diamond pendant around her neck. "The next phase is love. Now that can't be manipulated. So the necklace will now come off because at some point you will want to see what you feel without it and how Eric responds."
"It wasn't just the son's that reacted badly in the past, but some of the mothers too."
"So if I take this off, I may be disgusted with myself?" Emma frowned.
"Possible, but I don't think so. Like I said before you don't have a husband to feel guilty over. There's less involved for you. Who knows, if Nathan hadn't caught them maybe Mary and her son would have stayed together."
"So I have to take this off and when I do I may regret what I did and so will my son?"
"Maybe." Robin sighed. "You may feel guilt over what your deceased husband would think. Or that you took advantage of your son. Or? You may look at Eric and feel nothing but love and desire for him and realize you can be happy together."
"And he could go either way too?"
"Yes." Robin put her hand over hers. "I really think you'll be okay. You know the only other person I shared this dream with was Kathy and she's very happy. I think you and Eric will be fine."
"So what should I do? Should I wait a little while?"
"Your choice, but now that we've had this conversation, you know if you keep Eric under the sway of the pendant you're using him and potentially living a lie. You strike me as the kind that wouldn't want that. My advice is to take the necklace off right away."
"Then what?"
"First see how you feel. You'll know right away, Emma. I did. I knew immediately my heart now belonged to my son. Once you feel that way you can bring it up to him or see how he reacts. But see its not complete yet."
"What isn't?"
"The stones mission and your true consummation with Eric. You've experienced lust. But its only sealed when love is shown." Robin gave her a soft smile. "You know in any good relationship wild sex is fantastic, but sometimes a woman needs to be made love to and a man needs to love his wife intimately."
"So we were raunchy now we need to be sweet?"
"Not need, want to be. You were deeply in love with your husband. You crave that again. Eric was in love, as much as a boy his age could be and he wants that again too. But this love will be special, the love of a son for his mother mixed with the love for a woman."
Robin raised her hand and said "Oh my" as it seemed to be transparent. "Looks like you're waking up."
"I'm worried Robin! What if..."
"Just trust your heart Emma, and your son's. You'll be fine."
Emma opened her eyes and found she was back in Eric's bed staring up at the ceiling. She looked over to see Eric had rolled over on his side away from her. She gently put her hand on his bare back and felt his slow deep breathing.
At some point one of them must have pulled the sheet up because it was over their waists at the moment. Lifting it, Emma carefully slid over and swung her legs off the bed so she was sitting up, She looked at herself in the mirror across from her.
Sitting on the bed topless, her hair a mess, lipstick smeared and eye shadow running down her face from her eyes watering while letting her son choke her with his cock. The freshly fucked look if she ever saw it.
But the man lying behind her, spent from the same hot sex that left her looking like a coed after a wild night was her son. It was wrong. Everything in her had told her it was wrong, but it had felt so right and even now the newly awakened lusty woman inside her thought they made a very attractive couple.
But how much was the necklace? Yes she'd had that one time fantasy, but had it really been that strong within her and she suppressed it. Was Eric's feelings more than just that one weak moment that he'd seen his passed out mother as a woman and not mom?
How much of tonight's passion was real? What if this affected them poorly? Eric would no doubt end up back with Ashley even if it was to try and forget what he did with his mother. He'd end up leaving with her to get away from Emma.
What if she felt the guilt? Felt she had just used her son for sex and crossed an unthinkable line.
"Only one way to find out, Emma."
Emma nodded at the words and reaching behind her head found the clasp. It opened easily and with her heart pounding, she removed the pendant and laid it on the night stand. She noticed as soon as it did, the green faded and she was now looking at a diamond that matched the one around Robin's neck.
Emma rose from the bed and picking up her green robe from the floor slipped it on. If Eric woke up confused or worse, remorseful, she didn't want him to see her naked. Emma looked down at him. Part of her wanted to wake him up, get it over with, but what would he say?
She walked around the other side of the bed and looked down at him. Eric looked so peaceful lying there. Emma blinked back tears as she was overwhelmed with sudden emotion as she watched him sleep.
Eric was an amazing young man. Everything a woman could ask for, but could she, as his mother, ask for it? Could she ask her son to spend his life with her as a lover? Question was would she have to ask? Maybe he would wake up and feel the same way looking at her.
Emma turned away and walking over to the window looked out over the backyard and stared at the full moon. It was a beautiful clear night with just the hint of a refreshing breeze. It was so nice to hear nothing. This land was perfect and so was this house. But only if...
"Mom?"
Emma closed her eyes as Eric spoke behind her, this was it. Robin had said in the dream Eric would remember. Not to mention her lingerie was on the floor and the room smelled of the strong aroma of good sex.
"You okay?" He spoke from directly behind her this time and her breath caught when he put his hands on her shoulders.
"Just looking at the moon," she said quietly. "Its beautiful."
"It is." Eric put his chin on her shoulder. "So are you." He turned her head and kissed her cheek. "The most beautiful woman I know."
"Thank you, honey." She put her hand to his cheek, but still faced the window. "That's very sweet."
"Well I wasn't so sweet earlier."
Emma felt her throat tighten.
"I'm sorry, mom. I shouldn't have done that."
"You...you're sorry?" She whispered.
"Sorry I treated you that way. I was crude and called you nasty names and was kind of rough."
"That's...."
"It wasn't right." He said in her ear. "A son should never see his mother that way."
Emma lowered her head and fought back the tears.
"I'm sorry too. I led you on; it was my fault, Eric. Please don't be upset. I..."
"So what I think," Eric's hands dropped from her shoulders and slid around her waist. "Is that I should make it up to you."
He nuzzled his face into her hair and gently kissed her neck. "Can I make it up to you?"
"What do you have in mind?"
"Just being as good to you as you've always been to me."
Eric put his hands on her arms and guided her to turn around and face him. When she did he took her face in his hands and kissed her softly. "How about you come back to bed?"
"You really want to?" She asked with a tremor in her voice.
"Why wouldn't I?" Eric smiled at her. "Mom, you always say I'm amazing. I don't think so, but if I am it's because of you, and you are amazing."
"Eric, that's so sweet."
"I always roll my eyes at that." He flashed the shy smile she loved. "But know what? I think it's okay to be sweet to my mom."
Eric caught her off guard by leaning over and sweeping his arm behind her knees and taking her off her feet. Emma laughed as he effortlessly scooped her up in his arms and turning around carried her towards the bed.
She put her arm around his neck and pulled his head down into a kiss. Unlike their previous rough passion filled kisses, this one was soft slow and sensual, their lips gently pressing together even as Eric laid her down on the bed.
His lips left hers and she purred as he kissed her neck while untying and opening her robe. He trailed his lips down to her chest and she moaned when he gently kissed and licked each nipple before climbing onto the bed between her legs.
He was hard and she reached for his cock, but he caught her wrist and put her arm around his neck. He kissed her again and pushing her back on the bed, went down on top of her. Emma gasped as he slowly entered her still moist pussy and his lips caressing her neck, moved in a slow gentle rhythm.
Emma moaned into his ear as she wrapped her legs around his hips, drawing him deeper into his mother's soft, wet and no longer forbidden heat. Eric sighed against her neck as she slipped her arms around her shoulders and ran her hands lightly across his back.
Eric's lips found hers and they shared another long soft kiss as Emma found his rhythm and matched it, moving her hips in time with his. Unlike their wild lust filled romp of earlier, Eric was going soft and slow, pleasing her with long deep strokes that felt amazing.
Even more amazing was how good he felt in her arms. As she teased her tongue along his lips Emma thought this was her son, but no longer a young boy. Eric was a man, a man who knew how to love a woman and as implausible as it was had chosen to show his mother that love.
Emma could feel her throat tighten and her eyes fill with tears. But these were good tears. The tears of a woman overwhelmed with love and gratitude for the man who was being so tender and loving to her.
So what if this was her son? Who was going to really know? This wasn't just a fresh start for a mother or son, this house was now a fresh start for two broken hearted people who had come together to love and heal each other.
Eric moaned softly in her ear and his pace picked up. His body tensed and hugging tightly to her, she whispered in his ear. "Let me have it, honey. Let me feel it inside me."
Eric released one of those adorable whimpers from before followed by a sigh as he let himself go.
"Oh, honey." Emma purred in his ear as he continued to move slowly within her as he came. "So good, baby. That feels so good."
"I love you mom," He breathed in her ear as he continued to fill her. "Love you so much."
"Love you too, Eric." She kissed him gently as he remained inside her, his spent cock already beginning to soften in her delightfully full pussy. "In every way."
"What do you think dad would think?" He asked in her ear. "It's what made me feel the worst about what I did that night."
He tried to roll over, but Emma kept her arms and legs around him as she replied. "He wanted me to move on and be happy. He wanted me to meet a guy who would be as good to me as he was. I think I've found him."
"I'll always be good to you, mom." He kissed her. "And sorry for being rough earlier. We'll be like this a lot more."
"Let's not get crazy, honey." Emma laughed in his ear. "This felt incredible, but your mother's not exactly vanilla. There's a time for me to be your love and a time to be your dirty girl. Sound good?"
"Sounds like a line in Man of the house." Eric laughed. "But it sounds great."
Eric eased from inside her and this time she let him go. He lay on his back, and rolling over on her side, Emma put her arm around his waist and nuzzled her head into his shoulder. "This feels good too."
"It does." Eric turned his head to look out the window. "Know what, Mom?"
"What, baby?"
"I think we're really going to be happy here."
"Me too, Eric." She kissed his chest and pressing close against him sighed. "Me too."
Epilogue
Emma opened her eyes and for an instant panicked. She was on her side and Eric was no longer next to her. She sat up and looking over her shoulder, felt a wave of relief. He was lying on his back sleeping soundly.
She put her head back down on the pillow and lay there listening to his breathing and enjoying the long forgotten feeling of being satisfied. Not just satisfied, but happy and loved. She started to close her eyes, but stopped when she saw something sparkle on the night stand.
Emma lifted her head from the pillow and saw the moonlight from the window was over the night stand and was hitting the pendant. Reaching out, she put her hand over it, and with a smile whispered, "Thank you."
As she closed her eyes a soft voice replied in her mind.
"No, Emma. Thank you."
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