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CHAPTER 1

	 

	The shower was warm, almost too warm, but it was exactly what Chris needed to wake up. He scrubbed shampoo into his hair, feeling his body and mind slowly becoming more refreshed as the water rinsed him clean.

	It was the weekend, and the past couple of days had been some of the most harrowing of Chris’s life. He had never been the best student, or the best at getting along with teachers, and all of his issues had seemed to come to a head on the day of his math test last week.

	“Mr. Jackson is a fucking prick,” Chris muttered to himself as he remembered the incident. He had lost his pencil at the end of the previous period, and his math teacher had turned it into a major issue. One thing had led to another, and Chris had ended up storming out. And after that, he’d found almost impossible to pull himself out of the pattern of truancy that he had fallen into.

	The water shifted temperature for a moment, becoming slightly colder. He figured that his step mom, Tessa, was probably doing some dishes downstairs. She was totally unaware that anything was going on with him out of the ordinary, but the school would call soon enough, and Tessa would likely call his dad across the country, who would rush back home in one of his usual attempts to be a kind, empathetic parent.

	It was all bullshit, and Chris wasn’t interested in having to put up with it. The only saving grace was his girlfriend, Kelly, who had stuck with him through thick and thin. Still, there was only so much that she could do. What Chris really felt like he needed was just a way to blow off steam, and forget, even if only for a moment, about the mess he had gotten himself into.

	It had been a couple of days since Chris had seen Kelly, and he was feeling pent up. It didn’t take much encouragement from his hand for his dick to spring up into an erect state. He worked some of the suds from the soap onto it, making it slick and adding to the pleasure of his palm sliding up and down on it. Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.

	“Honey, are you in there?” asked Tessa.

	Chris sighed. His mom always seemed to have the worst timing, but this went above and beyond the usual interruptions. Before he could even respond, the door opened, and in she walked.

	“I just have to put on my make-up really quick,” said Tessa. “Please don’t look. I’m only in my underwear.”

	His cock seemed to pulse against his will. She was his mother, and it made no sense to him that the idea of her being in the bathroom in just her bra and panties would get him excited. But for some reason it did, and though it made him feel incredibly guilty, his hand continued stroking his cock, slowly and gently.

	“Fine, whatever mom,” he said, doing his best to keep his voice from betraying the state he was in. “What are you getting ready for, anyway?”

	“I’m just headed out to the market,” she said. “I’ll probably run some other errands and be out and about for the day…oh, shoot!”

	Tessa dropped something next to the sink, and bent away from Chris to pick it up. He couldn’t resist sneaking a peak at her, still pumping his cock stealthily. She was a very attractive woman, with nicely sized breasts, solid curves, and a mysterious, almost unidentifiably exotic element that made her seem like every teenager’s ultimate jerk off fantasy.

	And now he was looking at her, almost totally naked, and doing just that. It felt wrong, and somehow his shame only amplified just how hot and illicit the experience seemed. He wanted to cum with her in the bathroom with him, and it was almost like something had taken over his mind and made him believe that it was a totally okay thing to do.

	She found what she was looking for, a tube of lipstick, and stood back up facing the mirror. Chris didn’t back down, and if anything, only stroked himself faster as his mom slowly rubbed the thin tube across her lips. They were big and luscious, and Chris wondered what they would feel like against his cock.

	“Are you going to take much longer honey?” asked his mom. “I have to shave my legs really quick, too.”

	“No mom, it shouldn’t be much longer at all,” said Chris. “In fact, I’m almost done.”

	“Good, thanks sweetie.”

	His mom looked into the mirror and began adjusting her bra. She pulled it down a little too low, and one of her pink nipples poked out through the edge. She almost seemed to play with it for a moment before pushing it back inside.

	Chris began feeling more conflicted, and managed to will his hand off his cock. He had come way to close to doing something truly disgusting, and began mentally berating himself for looking at his mom in the way he did. She was his mother, for god sakes. The last thing he wanted was to start having unwanted thoughts about her…

	“Chris honey, I think I forgot my razor in the shower,” said Tessa. “Do you mind grabbing it and passing it to me?”

	“Uh, no, of course not, mom,” he replied.

	He found the razor on the rim of the bathtub and reached out by the edge of the curtain. He was surprised when his mom opened it a little wider and looked at him as she took it.

	Her eyes were immediately drawn to his cock, and he tried to take a mental snapshot of his underwear clad mother and burn it into his memory. There was a pause for a moment where both of them were staring at each other, but neither was saying anything.

	“Thanks, honey,” said Tessa. “I’ll let you finish your shower now.”

	Tessa coughed, and Chris could see from her face that she was blushing heavily. She turned and walked out of the bathroom, and the first thing Chris did when the door closed was grab his cock.

	All it took was one touch, and he began to cum, hard. His seed exploded out and splashed down on the shower floor. It felt good, but also sick, twisted, and perverted, and all he could do was hope that the water would keep falling down and wash it all away.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	Tessa left about an hour later. Chris had the house to himself, and the first thing that jumped into his head to do was to call Kelly. The encounter in the bathroom had shaken him slightly, and what he wanted more than anything was to spend some quality time with his girlfriend to wash the bad taste out of his mouth.

	“Hey Kel,” he said when she answered. “Guess who is home alone?”

	“That’s awesome!” she replied. “I’ll be right over.”

	About a half hour later, Chris opened the door to the house and let his girlfriend inside. Kelly was a cute girl, with a slightly plump frame and endearing smile. Chris loved her, and she had been one of the few people that had stuck by him through his recent abdication of high school responsibilities.

	“How are you, baby?” she asked.

	“I’m fine, relax,” he replied. “There’s no need for you to worry about me.”

	He walked into the living room and gestured for her to sit down. Kelly took a seat, and Chris turned on the TV and then sat next to her.

	“My mom should be gone for most of the day,” he said. “We have plenty of time to hang out, and have fun.”

	“Awesome,” said Kelly.

	They watched TV and chatted for a while. Chris felt strangely nervous, almost as if seeing his mom earlier had thrown off his game. After a little while, he got an idea.

	“Hey, I just realized something,” he said. “My dad almost never keeps his liquor cabinet locked. He usually keeps tabs on what’s in there, but he’s across the country on a business trip right now.”

	Kelly looked at him skeptically.

	“I don’t know, are you really sure that it’s such a good idea?” she asked.

	“Trust me, it will be fun,” he said.

	He made his way into the kitchen, and sure enough, he found several bottles of liquor in the cabinet next to the sink. He took a bottle of vodka and two glasses back into the living room.

	“Are we just going to drink it straight?” asked Kelly.

	“Yeah,” said Chris. “Why not?”

	She shook her head, and Chris went back into the kitchen to grab some orange juice. He poured each of them a mixed drink, and then they both slowly began to sip at it. Kelly coughed after tasting the flavor.

	“Oh wow, “ she said. “It’s really strong!”

	“That just means its good stuff,” said Chris. He took a large swig of his, and almost had the same reaction.

	The two of them continued watching TV, drinking the screwdrivers, and talking with each other. By the end of the first one, Chris was already beginning to feel the effects. He felt lighter, and happier, and noticed that Kelly looked better than she ever had. She caught him staring at her and laughed.

	“What are you looking at, pal?” she asked. “Do you like what you see?”

	Chris nodded, and smiled at her. He poured the two of them another drink, and it went down even faster than the first one had. By this point, they were really beginning to feel a solid buzz. Kelly leaned over across the couch on Chris, and began massaging his leg and crotch.

	“Oh, what’s this?” she said.

	“I think you know what that is,” said Chris. “Why don’t you rub it some more and see what happens?”

	Kelly smiled at him, and began to do just that. Chris began groping at his girlfriend’s tits. The two of them had experimented with each other before, but it had never gone beyond heavy make outs and light touching. This was already new territory for them.

	He leaned in and kissed her, and felt Kelly hungrily kiss him back. Chris let his hands meander to the bottom of her shirt, and began to pull it up and over her head.

	“Oh, Chris,” moaned Kelly. She lifted up her arms and helped him out, shedding her first layer and heating up the situation in the process.

	Chris leaned back on the couch, and Kelly began unzipping his jeans, slowly and cautiously. His erection poked out against his boxers, and having her touch it through just a thin layer of cloth felt even more intense.

	He ran his hand through her hair, and Kelly began to massage his package more intently, bringing her face close to it. She flicked her eyes up to Chris and met his gaze.

	“Do you…do you want me to?” asked Kelly. “I’ve never…done this before?”

	“Neither have I,” said Chris. He reached his hands down and slid his boxers lower, letting his hard dick pop out and into play. It was the first time that a woman had looked at it before, and he felt strangely nervous. That emotion was instantly transmuted into pleasure as Kelly’s fingers wrapped around his shaft, sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

	“Oh man, Kel,” he said. His girlfriend was moving her hand up and down on his cock. Unexpectedly, she brought her face in close to the head of it and gave it a lick. It felt amazing for Chris, and Kelly seemed to like his reaction.

	“Ooh, was that good?” she asked.

	Kelly leaned forward and took more of him into her mouth, sucking on Chris’s cock in a very inexperienced yet enthusiastic manner. It was almost too much for him, and he felt almost as though he was gasping for air. His hand latched onto the back of her head, urging her on.

	“Oh yeah, Kelly,” he moaned. “Don’t stop, just like that.”

	The young girl accelerated her pace, bobbing her head and slurping on his dick like a woman eager to please. Kelly was using her tongue to massage the base of his cock as she sucked, and it felt amazing. Chris knew that he was nearing the point of no return, and as he passed over it, Kelly picked the exact wrong moment to pull her mouth off his cock.

	His first blast shot directly into his face, and something else unexpected happened. The door to the house opened, and Tessa walked in, carrying a bag of groceries in her arms, which fell to the ground as soon as she caught sight of what was going on.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	“What the hell is going on here?” cried Tessa.

	Neither Chris nor Kelly had a response. His mom stormed over, picked up the bottle of vodka, and almost seemed to explode with anger.

	“Get out of this house immediately, young lady,” she said. “I will be calling your parents later tonight!”

	Kelly scrambled up, grabbed her shirt, and quickly exited out the door without even bothering to look at Chris. This was the worst possible situation they could be in, he thought. He did his best to cover himself up, pulling up his boxers and zipping up the fly of his jeans over a still semi erect cock.

	“And you, young man,” cried Tessa. “Do you want to explain to me exactly what I just saw?”

	“Mom, I’m sorry,” he said. “We were just…”

	“Just what? And don’t get me started on what I just heard from you teachers!” screamed Tessa. “You haven’t been going to school this last week? Did you just think that your father and I wouldn’t find out?”

	Chris was at a loss for words. He tried to say something, anything to plead his side of the case, but nothing came out. This time, he knew that he’d really fucked up.

	“Go upstairs to your room,” said Tessa. “Now!”

	Chris jumped to his feet and quickly made his way up the stairs. He was still a little tipsy, and found that it only made his embarrassment and shame even more intense. He collapsed down into his bed and tried to calm his racing heart and wild emotions down, to no avail.

	It was a while before Tessa finally made her way up to talk to him. She knocked on his door gently, and when he opened he noticed that she looked noticeably more relaxed from before.

	“Mom…” he said to her. “I’m so sorry.”

	“It’s okay Chris,” she said. “I think I understand what the problem is, and we are going to tackle it together.”

	She lifted up her hand, and in it was the bottle of vodka.

	“Chris, drinking will ruin your life!” she said. “As a teenager, it’s even worse. It will tempt you into making poor decisions, and lead you down a very bad path.”

	“I know mom, I know,” he said. “I just…wanted to try it.”

	“It’s fine sweetie, but there is a big difference between just trying something and abusing it,” she said. “In fact, come downstairs with me. I want you to understand what I mean better.”

	She walked down the hall, and Chris followed her. Tessa brought him down to the living room. His and Kelly’s cups from before had been cleared, but in their place were two shot glasses.

	“Have a seat, Chris,” said his mom. “Have you ever taken a straight shot of vodka before.

	He shook his head no.

	“I think it’s something that you need to try, if you really want to understand the nature of the substance.”

	She opened the bottle of vodka and filled one of the shot glasses close to the brim. Chris looked at her, trying to tell if she was being serious or not. Tessa just smiled at him and handed him the glass.

	“Mom, are you really telling me to drink this?” he asked.

	“Go ahead honey, see how you like it,” she replied.

	Chris tried to take just a small sip of it but found the flavor to be acrid, and disgusting. He forced himself to pour the whole thing into his mouth and swallow, and then shook his head and shuddered.

	“Oh wow, that’s really…bad tasting,” he said.

	“Yeah it is, isn’t it?” said Tessa. “Go ahead, have another.”

	She took his shot glass and refilled it, with a smug smile coming across his face. Chris just looked at her and shrugged his shoulders.

	“Mom, come on, I see your point,” he said. “I don’t want another…”

	“You are going to drink it, Chris,” she said. “You are going to finish the bottle. Here, I’ll even do it with you.”

	Tessa downed the shot she had in her hand, experiencing a similar reaction to the taste. She let out a small burp, and then giggled.

	“Put something on the TV, Chris,” she said. “We’re going to spend this Saturday watching television and finding out what happens when you drink an entire bottle of vodka in one day.”

	“Mom, are you insane?” he asked her. “It’s…it’s not even safe to do, I don’t think.”

	“You are probably right, and that only proves my point further,” said Tessa. “Let’s see how far we get.”

	Chris sighed. He could tell from the state that his mom was in that she didn’t plan on letting up. He understood the lesson she was trying to teach him, but her methods were totally unorthodox. Still, it didn’t seem like he had any other choice.

	He took the bottle and poured another shot, bracing himself this time before tipping it back into his mouth and swallowing.



	

CHAPTER 4

	 

	Chris was already a little drunk from what he had drank earlier with Kelly, and each shot he took seemed to only add to his inebriation. Tessa, on the other hand, seemed to very much be enjoying the exercise, and began taking extra shots in addition to the ones she would take with him.

	“It almost looks like you’re having fun,” he said to his mom.

	“What, no!” said Tessa. “It’s just been a while since I’ve done much drinking.”

	She threw back another shot and licked her lips with a little smile. Chris couldn’t help but wonder just what kind of woman his mother had been in her prime. She still seemed to be in her prime, he realized, just settled down and not quite as wild.

	He managed to take another shot himself, and caught his mom’s eye. She had a devilish look in her eye, and really did seem to be getting into the night.

	“Come on Chris, let’s watch some TV,” she said. “Put on something interesting!”

	Chris clicked through the channel list, looking for something that fit the bill. Finally, he settled on an interesting sounding show that he had never seen before on one of the pay extra channels. He clicked on it and the two of them began watching.

	It seemed to be some kind of romantic suspense serial, and both of them watched silently for a moment. An attractive blond woman began making out with a muscular man, and some very interesting music began to play.

	The man began getting very physical with the woman, and before he knew what was going on, there were naked breasts on the screen. He looked over at his mom to see what she thought, only to find her watching intently, face flushed red.

	“It is way too hot in here!” said Tessa. She began taking off her shirt, shocking Chris and causing him to wonder just how drunk she really was.

	“Alright, I think you’ve had enough,” he said, reaching for the bottle.

	“No!” said his mom. “We haven’t finished the bottle!”

	She grabbed it and attempted to lift it out of his reach. Chris did his best to reach it, but his mom shifted off the couch and stood up. His eyes were immediately drawn to her beautiful, bra clad breasts, which seemed to bounce slightly as she stepped back and away from him.

	“I’m trying to teach you an important lesson today, Chris,” she said. “Bad things happen when, when uh, when people drink.”

	“I can see that mom, I understand,” he said. “But just give me the bottle and let’s call it a night.”

	“If you want it, you’ll have to wrestle it out of my hands,” said Tessa. “We are going to keep drinking until you understand!”

	Chris sighed, and walked towards her. His mom tried to dodge out of his way and ended up running directly into him. Her soft tits pushed up against his chest, and he found himself getting strangely excited as he caught a whiff of her perfume.

	He tried to take the bottle from her, but Tessa twisted it away, and he sound found his arms wrapped around her, reaching for it. His body responded to her as though she was just a regular attractive woman, his cock filling with blood and beginning to spring into action.

	“Come on Chris,” said Tessa. “You have to listen to your mother!” 

	She twisted again, and the two of them fell to the ground in the tangle. Chris suddenly realized that there were moans coming from the TV. The show he had chosen was more of a skin flick than he realized, and he tried not to make any parallels between what was happening on the screen and the close contact he and his mother were engaged in.

	Tessa wiggled underneath him, and he found the sensation of her body against his inner legs to be physically captivating. She tried to roll over, and Chris accidently snagged his hand on her bra, pulling it down.

	“You brat!” cried Tessa.

	“Mom, relax!” he said. “Let’s just chill out and stop this.”

	“I want you to see what happens when you drink, and what happens when you have lowered inhibitions,” she yelled. “Here, I’ll show you!”

	Chris could see that his mother was obviously drunk. She pulled out from under him and then began sliding her pants off, followed by her panties and bra. Tessa stood in front of him totally naked, and he was at a loss for what to do.

	“If you want the bottle,” she said. “You should come get it.”

	“Okay, fine mom!” he yelled back. “Let’s see how you like it if I do.”

	Instead of immediately darting for it, Chris began to strip his own clothes off. He wasn’t quite sure what he was doing, but the alcohol seemed to push him into taking things further. He wanted to stop the situation from going any further, but his mother’s goading was also pushing him to want to do something else.

	“What the hell are you doing?” asked Tessa.

	“I’m going to take the bottle from you mom, one way or another!”

	He jumped forward, landing on top of his mom and pushing her to the ground. Surprisingly, she seemed to immediately begin to buck and writhe underneath him. The motion immediately pushed his cock even further into hardness, and he felt his mom’s soft body pushing against him.

	Tessa still had the bottle in his hand, and as she held it out of his reach, and he tried to stretch his arm out to get it, he felt his hick rub against the slit of her pussy. She seemed to shiver as it made contact.

	“Whoa, easy there,” said Tessa.

	“Just give me the bottle!” said Chris.

	He pushed forward again, and this time he felt the head of his penis push up into his mom, entering her ever so slightly. She gasped, but immediately reverted to trying to keep him from getting the liquor. It was almost as though Tessa was putting on a show of not noticing, and he couldn’t tell whether it was to save him or her or both of them from the embarrassment and shame of the situation.

	“Give it to me!” said Chris. He pushed forward under the guise of grabbing it, but what he really wanted to do was just get his cock deeper into his mom. A sick feeling came over him as he realized what was happening. He was fucking his mom, and all of the guilt and taboo feelings in the world couldn’t stop it from being pleasurable.

	“Oh, no, no, I won’t give it to you,” moaned Tessa. “You’ll have to take it…if you want it.”

	Chris grabbed his mom by the hips and began humping into her with a regular rhythm in pace. HE couldn’t tell if his mother was getting into it, or just placating him, but she made no move to stop him an even seemed to encourage him slightly with her movements.

	He reached up to her chest and groped at her breasts, pulling on them to leverage himself up into her harder. Tessa began moaning more loudly, and dropped the bottle on the ground. Chris didn’t even notice. He was too focused on what he was doing, too focused on fucking his mom and giving her his seed.

	There was a layer of sweat coating both of their bodies, and soon enough Chris was pumping his cock into his mom hard enough to make loud slapping noised echo through the room. It felt so amazing. He had never had sex before, and to think that his first time would be with the very woman that raised him was immensely confusing, and also somehow comforting.

	All Chris wanted was for her to be proud of him, and love him like a mother should. The thought made the act seem even more perverted, but at the same time, caused his cock to begin to heat up and pulse with massive amounts of pleasure. By this point, Tessa was holding on tightly to his back and clearly pulling him into her in time with each of his strokes.

	She began to tense up, and cried out. Chris could feel her cunt tightening around his cock. He felt himself also reaching the point of no return, and after a few more thrusts, his cock exploded, spraying his white hot cum deep inside his mother.

	The two of them lay on the ground for a minute, and then Tessa stood up and grabbed the bottle. Chris just looked at her, too sexual exhausted to even know how to respond. She walked over to the table and poured some more vodka into each of their glasses.

	“I said we were finishing this tonight, and I meant it,” she said. “Unless you want to try to take the bottle from me again?”

	 

	END

	 

	 

	If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one. 

	Check out my Tumblr for free erotica stories and images.

	Thanks for reading!

	Anya Merchant 


cover1.jpeg





