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We've been playing the same game since we turned 18. The rules are simple: you hook up with a girl and you score points for each different sex act you have in one session, sharing your adventures with the group. The most important rule is honesty - any lies or exaggerations will earn you permanent disqualification. But if you play your cards right, you'll go down in history as the ultimate Don Juan - the most seductive guy in the group.

At first, the scores were based on how hot the girl was. Everyone had to agree on her rating between one and ten. But as we got bolder, we started adding extra points for impressive feats you managed to pull off with the (un)lucky lady - from getting a blowjob (three points) to fucking her doggy-style (five points), and many, many others. And every weekend, we'd challenge each other to bonus tasks worth ten points, like convincing a girl to get herself off in front of you, or hooking up with two girls at once.

So far, the highest score is 42 points, thanks to Brett - a classic model of male perfection. But sadly, for him, he's out of the game for now, until he sheds the baggage of his unbelievably hot girlfriend. And remember, you only get points for your first time with that girl - so if you only have a make-out session with some fondling of her tits over her top, then you're going to score fairly low.

I'm Marcus, just one of the ragtag bunch who make up our group. And yeah, I'll admit it, we're all pieces of shit. We all know it. But on the upside, I hold the prestigious title of the lowest scorer in our infamous game, a mere 2 points. Impressive, right? I blame it on being very drunk. Even wearing beer goggles she was fairly unattractive, and apparently had unwavering morals I seriously wasn't expecting. But hey, it's a title I wear with pride.

Just before I turned nineteen, my family decided to uproot and move to a different city and I decided to go with them. That's when I got separated from the gang of friends I'd known since childhood. For me, the wild nights of prowling the town to conquer the fairer sex dwindled into sporadically catching up for online gaming sessions, where we would occasionally share our latest exploits. I believe some of the old group still dedicated their weekends to carrying on playing the game though.

Recently, my parents informed me about a weekend trip back to my hometown to visit my grandparents. They asked if I wanted to come along and catch up with my old friends. I eagerly agreed, even though it meant enduring an 8-hour drive. I immediately started making plans to gather as many of my buddies together as possible during my visit, for a one-off weekend of debauchery. Unfortunately, most of them had moved away for studies, but I managed to convince three of them to join me.

The week leading up to the trip dragged on. Unlike some who went off to university to study things they'd never use in the real world, I chose to stay home and not waste a good opportunity. Yes, at 19, I was still living with my parents and older sister. But why not? They were easygoing and didn't expect much from me. I had a part-time job to appease them and contribute financially, but with no rent, food, or utility expenses, I mostly spent my earnings on instruments and other music equipment for the band I played in. My sister had no interest in reconnecting with old friends, so it would only be me, my mother, and my father on this trip.

Finally, early on Friday morning, we embarked on our long and seemingly boring drive through the countryside. We took turns behind the wheel and surprisingly had a good time on our small family road trip. My parents have always been laid back, never stressing over much. My father, Gordon, runs a thriving building company that employs about 30 workers and contractors at any given time. My mother, Rachel, works part-time as the office lady at a small dental clinic and also handles the bookkeeping and accounts for my father's company. Money was never a concern for my family, allowing us to enjoy the finer things in life without going overboard, always living modestly.

We got there in good time and shared some laughs along the way. To our surprise, we arrived earlier than expected. As we pulled into the driveway, my grandparents, on my mother's side, eagerly greeted us from the front door of their house. It had been about six months since my mother last saw them and even longer for me, so they were particularly excited to see their only grandson after such a long time.

"Ohhhhh, how you've grown up Marcus, all trim and well fit," exclaimed my grandmother, Irene, as she squeezed my torso tightly, somewhat mimicking a hug.

"Thanks, Gran. Gotta look good for the ladies, you know," I replied, maneuvering myself out of her grasp.

"That's m'lad," chuckled Sidney, my grandfather, as he shook my hand. "Gotta keep 'em gaggin' fo it."

I laughed along, pretending to understand his thick accent. Truth be told, I gave up trying to make sense of most of what he said years ago. Whether it was English, Irish, Scottish, or something entirely different, I couldn't say for sure. Heck, for all I knew he could just be mumbling and not have an accent at all.

I helped Dad unload the car while Mom followed my grandparents inside. With everything safely stowed away in our rooms, I made my way downstairs to join the olds, enjoying a refreshing ice-cold beer. They chatted away about old people topics that seem to constantly concern old people.

Out of nowhere, Gran turned to me with curiosity. "So Marcus, have you made up your mind about what you want to study in college?"

Mom, always quick with a sarcastic remark, interjected, "Of course he hasn't. He's just too cool for school, aren't you, dear?"

Her sarcasm stung, but I replied with a smirk, "Yeah, Mom, too cool for school."

But my father, ever the champion, came to my defense. "Don't be too hard on him. I never went to college, and look at how amazing I turned out." He took the usual opportunity to redirect the conversation back to himself, showcasing his own success. "I never had formal education or training, and here I am, running a thriving building company that employs about 30 workers and contractors at any given time."

"You're truly incredible, Dad," I said with mocking admiration.

Mom shook her head at me, the stern look on her face softening ever so slightly, revealing a hint of a smile.

The night passed in a pleasant buzz as I drank more beer, absorbing myself in the rhythm of the old's chatter. Grandpa Sidney was the first to retire, being the oldest and likely the drunkest. Dad wasn't far behind, having done most of the driving, he was pretty beat. He said goodnight to the ladies and stumbled upstairs to the spare bedroom he'd be sharing with Mom.

Grandma was the third to head up the stairs, leaving only Mom and me downstairs in front of the fire. I was on my fifth beer of the night, enjoying the moment. Mom, on the other hand, elegantly sipped away at her gin and tonic.

"So, what are your plans for tomorrow?" Mom asked.

I chuckled, knowing exactly how I planned to spend my time. "Just the usual, hanging out with the boys, and trying to charm beautiful but unattainable girls with my alcohol-fueled rizz."

"Ohhh, right, that silly little game you boys play," Mom sneered.

"What game?" I asked, surprised that she knew about it.

"Oh come off it, Marcus, you tell me about it every time you're drunk around me. You sleazy boys attempt to get unsuspecting girls into bed and score points with naughty acts to try to one-up each other," Mom smirked as she took another sip.

My face fell in horror. What else had I confessed to her while under the influence? Does she know all of my deepest darkest desires, my antics, my crimes, my... my porn site passwords. I felt I needed to take back control of this conversation.

"Whatever," I replied, defiantly.

"Mmm-hmm. Just make sure it's consensual, and that you're safe. I'm too young to be a grandmother," Mom cautioned.

"I bet we always follow with this conversation too," I said, standing up to make my way upstairs to bed, but not before turning around. "Oh, and Mom?"

"Yeah?" she answered.

"You're not that young," I joked.

"Fuck off!" she laughed as she threw a cushion my way. Naturally, it missed - a typical girl's throw.
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The next morning, I gathered the lads together. We decided to meet for lunch at a quaint little cafe. Admittedly, the place was a bit too camp for my taste, but the lads insisted that their Mocha Chai Lattes were "just to die for". I had a beer. Luckily, so did they. After all, some traditions never change. It was just like old times, we laughed, we drank, and we pissed on the unisex toilet seat, which we then lifted and left up.

As the afternoon rolled on, we went over the rules of the game once again. Yet, what we really wanted to sort out was the bonus challenge for the evening. What daring feat would lead one of us to victory? The ideas tossed around were predictable, lacking any surprises. That is until Mark made a suggestion that intrigued us all.

"You need to hook up with a girl without asking her name. If she gives her name or you already know it, you're not allowed to use it the whole night. Let's see if we can get a girl into bed, without ever using or asking her name," Mark proposed.

I couldn't help but see the appeal of this challenge. To get a girl into bed without ever uttering or inquiring about her name was certainly an interesting test. Would a girl be that easy? Well, at least for me, the answer was no.

Later that night, we ventured to one of the town's more popular bars, The Cheshire. Throughout the evening, I hadn't even reached a point where I was given the opportunity to have a proper conversation with a girl. The lads seemed to have more success, but even they were met with resistance. Perhaps there's nothing that conveys the intent of a one-night stand more than showing disregard for someone's name, and the ladies saw right through our tactics.

I had a few more drinks than I should have, which sent me stumbling across the dance floor by 9pm, feeling like I was channeling John Travolta - or so I thought. It amazed me how some girls, against all odds, find humor and fearless dancing utterly irresistible. And then there she was, a stunning blonde, checking me out in all of my glory. Emboldened, I threw myself into exaggerated hip swings, convinced that these were the moves of a mighty lover. The blonde laughed, blushed, and then re-focused her attention on the show of a potential mate gracefully strutting his stuff on the dance floor like a majestic swan.

I could tell by her captivated expression that I had her. I made my way closer to her, moving to the beat of the music, and as I came within arms reach, I made my move.

"Hey there, pretty lady," I said, giving her my most charming smile. "I noticed you notice me."

"Marcus, you're such a dick," she laughed.

Confusion washed over me. How did she know my name?

"It's me," she clarified, still chuckling. "Taylor!"

I must have still looked confused as I remained silent, questioning.

"Your cousin!" she laughed again, slapping my shoulder.

"Ohhh,' I finally recognized Taylor, my roughly 19-year-old cousin. My cousin, who was looking pretty damn good these days.

"I can't believe you didn't recognize me," she teased, slapping my shoulder playfully. "And I'm sure you were about to try getting off with me."

"Well, you are looking pretty good. Any warm-blooded male would have tried it on with you. Hell, I still might try it on with you," I said honestly.

Taylor laughed as she again slapped my shoulder. "Marcus, you're so funny. If only."

Yeah, if only. Taylor and I spent the rest of the night immersed in conversation, tucked away in a quiet corner of the bustling club. She couldn't resist teasing me about my failed attempt at picking her up, reminding me of it whenever she got the chance. As the night wore on, I couldn't help but observe the romantic endeavors of my friends from a distance. Their attempts at wooing the opposite sex seemed to be falling flat. At least to them, it would appear I had a good thing going with a very attractive blonde hotty - going so far as to refrain from using her name the whole night, just in case things did turn out for the better. Even if she is my cousin.

Tough luck though, Taylor eventually excused herself to rejoin her own group of friends, leaving me feeling a little foolish and alone. Now mostly sobered up, and with my friends nowhere in sight, I decided it was time to call it a night. Stepping outside the vibrant club, I paused for a moment in the darkness, trying to remember the direction to my grandparents' new house. However, my memory failed me, and I realized that my only option was to call my mother and request a ride home.

It was late, but luckily everyone was still awake at my grandparent's house. Mom wasn't too annoyed about having to come out and get me. The ride home was fairly quiet, with just general chit-chat about the cool evening air and how nice it was to see the stars for a change. Mom suddenly perked up and had this cheeky smirk on her face, as she occasionally glanced in my direction.

"So, did you win your little game against your friends then? Did you score with the most points?" she asked, smirking.

I chuckled. Not only because my mom was asking if I had "scored" tonight, but also because the only person I got remotely close to hooking up with was her niece.

"Nah, no scoring tonight, unfortunately. Just me over here with killer dance moves and embarrassing myself by hitting on a family member," I replied.

Mom looked puzzled, clearly not getting the full picture, and gave me a quizzical look.

"It was Cousin Taylor. I didn't even recognize her at first, but she knew exactly who I was and thought it was hilarious that I had tried to hook up with her," I explained with a smile.

Mom laughed. "Well, I can't blame you for trying with Taylor. She's quite attractive," she giggled.

"MOM!" I exclaimed, pretending to be shocked. "That's so inappropriate!"

"Oh come on, I'm not a corpse, I still have blood pumping through this old body," she said. "Besides, young girls these days really know how to express their sexuality. It's hard not to notice."

"Speaking of hard," I quickly remarked, teasingly rubbing between my legs.

"MARCUS!" Mom exclaimed, shocked. "That's so inappropriate!"

I couldn't help but laugh. Despite her shock, she had followed the relaxed tone of our conversation and mimicked my initial response. But there was no way I was going to back down from a battle of inappropriateness with my own mother, so I continued the banter.

"Oh come on Mom, I'm a teenager, I've got nothing but blood pumping through this young body," I grinned smugly. "Besides, just the idea of you getting down with sexy young girls? Well, that's seriously hot."

Luckily, Mom didn't take offense. She just smiled, briefly taking her eyes off the road to look at me sitting next to her in the car. "Oh my dear darling son, with lines like that, you should have beautiful girls lining up for you, instead of relying on your old mother to pick you up."

With my arms crossed and slouched down in the car seat, I whined, "If you're going to be like that, then I don't want to have this pleasant conversation with you."

"Suit yourself," Mom replied, still smiling.

A few minutes later, we arrived at my grandparents' house. We resumed our casual chit-chat as we made our way inside as if our inappropriate conversation had never happened. Mom returned to her card game with the other older folks, while I said my goodnights and headed off to bed. It had been a long day, and I felt strangely relieved that I could just crash without dealing with the awkward moments of hooking up with a stranger and all the other nonsense that could come with it.
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I awoke the next morning to the mouth-watering smell of bacon wafting through the kitchen. I thought to myself, there couldn't be a better way to start the day. With an eight-hour drive ahead of us, a hearty breakfast was just what we needed. I headed downstairs to find my grandmother bustling around the kitchen, expertly cooking bacon and eggs. As I sat down at the table, she greeted me with a steaming cup of coffee.

"Good morning, dear, how was your sleep?" she asked, turning to continue cooking. I took a sip of my coffee, relishing the delicious flavor. There were dirty dishes stacked on the bench, evidence that everyone else had already eaten.

"Great sleep Gran. Where is everybody?" I asked.

"They're all out, your father got a call early this morning about an accident at one of the build sites. Your mom and pops are driving him to the airport so he can get home as soon as possible," she explained.

"Ah, that's too bad. So it's just going to be me and Mom driving home today then?" I asked.

"Looks like it, dear," she replied.

We chatted for a few more minutes until my breakfast was ready. Gran excused herself to freshen up and I enjoyed my delicious meal. With coffee in hand, I decided to be responsible for a change and head upstairs to pack. We needed to leave on time if we were going to make it home at a reasonable hour.

Mom and Grandpa Sidney arrived back just after 10:30 am, but we ended up staying for another hour, drinking coffee and saying goodbye. Finally, we said goodbye for what felt like the hundredth time and set off just before noon.

Mom wanted to indulge in some shopping before we left the city. There was an arcade with several boutique stores that had opened up recently. As for me, I decided to wait in the car. I didn't know what a boutique store even sold, and I wasn't really in the mood to find out. I couldn't really think of anything worse.

After about thirty minutes, Mom texted me, asking me to put more money in the parking meter. I obliged, making sure there was enough for several hours. I then texted her back, letting her know that I was going to grab a drink and telling her to keep in touch. I found the nearest bar and spent the next few hours enjoying drinks and playing pool with the regulars. Mom would check in with me every now and then, but I was in no rush. I was having a great time.

Eventually, Mom messaged me to let me know she was done. Before I left the bar, I bought a bottle of Canadian whiskey from the adjacent bottle store. On slightly unsteady feet, I made my way back to the car. When I got there, I saw that Mom had made multiple trips and the backseat was packed with shopping bags. She smirked at me as I clumsily settled into the passenger seat.

"Looks like you made the most of your time," she commented, acknowledging my obvious condition.

"Likewise," I replied, gesturing to her shopping spree.

"Well, when Daddy is away, a girl is gonna play," she chuckled, clearly pleased with herself. "Besides, with one less person for the trip home, we had the extra space."

"Oh, that's the most flawed reasoning I've ever heard," I laughed, joining in on the amusement.

It was just before 5 PM when we finally hit the motorway and left the city behind. The trip felt even more enjoyable without Dad. I even managed to convince Mom to take a shot of whiskey every now and then, although she was always hesitant and only gave in to stop my persistent begging.

Darkness enveloped the surroundings as the clock ticked towards 8:30 pm. Sensing the effects of the shots she had consumed, Mom pulled the car over to the side of the road, just a stone's throw away from a modest motel. Its neon sign, cheap and flickering, signaled a vacant room.

"I think those shots have gone straight to my head," Mom confessed, frustration lacing her words. "I don't think I'm up to driving any further tonight."

I felt a little guilty for drinking so much myself as I was unable to help with the driving. And if I hadn't been so persistent in the first place, Mom wouldn't have had the shots.

"Maybe we should check if the motel has a coffee machine or something. We can rest until you're feeling up to driving," I suggested.

"No," Mom shook her head. "I can't be bothered driving anymore tonight. Let's just get a room. I don't have work tomorrow, and you rarely work even on a good week."

I whined, "You really know how to make me feel worse, Mom."

As if to brush off my complaints, Mom replied sharply, "Stop your crying, honey." But in an instant, her voice softened, and she switched to a playful tone. "Mommy will have another shot of whiskey if baby stops whinging."

"Two," I challenged, a mischievous spark in my eyes.

"Let's just say three, and it'll help me sleep better," she winked.

"Deal," I replied happily.

With the agreement settled, Mom shifted the car into gear, and we slowly made our way toward the motel parking area. We walked together into the reception cabin, where a young woman, around 25 years old, awaited us. Perhaps due to the buzz from the alcohol, my gaze lingered a little longer than necessary on her chest. Mom smiled at me, and when I made eye contact with her I realized I was caught and sheepishly looked anywhere else.

Predictably, only one room was available so we would have to share, however, we were told it was a larger room equipped with a king bed and a single bed. Without any hesitation or complaints, we grabbed some snacks from the vending machine outside the reception and followed the path leading to our room. It was welcoming with its spaciousness and was clean enough, and Mom fell down on the king bed stretching out on her back.

"Can you be a darling and go get my overnight bag from the car. I desperately need a shower," she asked, staring up at the ceiling.

I fetched her bag as requested, grabbed my own bag and the bottle of whiskey from the front seat, and returned to the hotel room. Steam flowed into the living area from the bathroom where my mother had already turned on the shower. She rummaged through the bag I brought her, pulling out everything she needed.

"Find something good on TV for us to watch, I shouldn't be long," she said as she went into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

I turned on the television, scanning through the channels. It was the usual rubbish not worth watching, except all the porn channels were unlocked. It was no surprise why the room was so expensive. I turned the TV off.

About ten minutes later, my mother emerged from the bathroom, dressed in her pajamas and drying her hair with a towel. Steam from the shower followed behind her like an illuminated cloud of mist.

She glanced at the TV still off then at me, questioningly.

"There's only porn on," I answered.

Mom laughed. "Anything good?"

"Mom, it's porn!" I answered. "It's all good."

She smirked. "Of course it is, dear. With completely believable situations and rational plots."

"I'm unsure if you're jealous or just prudish, Mom," I sassed, grinning.

"I'll show you prudish," she countered, hesitating for a moment, then poked her tongue out at me.

I laughed, "Watch out! You're way too hardcore for me, Mom."

"Get in the shower, you brat," she chuckled, picking up her phone from the bedside table and taking a seat on the side of the bed. "I'm going to call your father and let him know we're not going to make it home tonight."

As I soaked in the hot water, I felt myself relax. I considered having a sneaky wank but decided to just stand in the powerful stream of the shower, enjoying the heat. Once I stepped out, I wrapped the towel around my waist and went to fetch my pajamas. My mother was sitting on the bed, scrolling through her phone when I entered the room. I retrieved my clothing, slipping into my boxer shorts and pants under the safety of the towel. Removing the towel I threw on a T-shirt and sat down on the end of the king-size bed.

"Your father solved the issue at work," she informed me, finally looking up from her phone.

I nodded, not caring too much about the details. I reached for the whiskey bottle and poured two shots. Handing one to my mother, I raised mine in a cheeky toast. "To mother-son bonding?"

"Hmmm, I think you're trying to get me drunk Marcus!" Mom said, eyeing me skeptically before raising her glass to match mine. "How about... to Mom's naughty night in?"

"I don't get to be part of this toast?" I joked.

"Just drink!" she chided, and we both knocked our shots back. She smiled as she licked her lips. "No, it's all about me tonight. It's not often that I get to drink like this anymore, I'm going to make the most of it."

"Let's make this more interesting," I suggested with a grin.

I grabbed a pack of cards from my bag and sat back down on the bed, facing my mother. "The rules are simple. Texas hold 'em poker. We bet a shot for each round and the loser that hand has to drink all the shots. You can fold in the first round without taking a shot, but if you fold after that, you have to drink."

My mother agreed to the rules with a smile. "It'll be a short game with that much drinking involved."

"You do know how to play poker right?" I teased, earning a pillow to the face and a laugh from my mother.

"Of course I do, smart-ass," she laughed.

I sorted the cards to include only 7s and up and gave them a good shuffle, dealing two cards to each of us. Mom looked at her hand and declared, "I'm in."

I also went in. I laid down the first three cards between us and I couldn't help but smile at Mom's inability to keep a straight face when she had a good hand. We both went in, taking the amount of shots up to two. I laid down the fourth card between us, and Mom reluctantly agreed to stay in for the next round, increasing the bet to three shots. I laid down the fifth card, and Mom groaned as she threw her cards down in defeat.

"Just a pair of aces," she griped.

I laughed as I laid down my cards. "Three of a kind."

"Bastard!" she said. "Alright, give me the shots."

She downed her three shots like a pro, and we played another hand. This time, Mom folded straight away, avoiding a shot. On the next hand, I lost, much to my mother's delight. I took three shots of whiskey to the chants of "DRINK DRINK DRINK" from Mom, who was really starting to loosen up.

I won the next hand and started chanting as Mom downed her shots even quicker than before, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She eyed the practically empty bottle and then turned to me. "Only enough for one more game."

"Better make it count then," I said, smiling. Despite having drunk more than my mother over the last few hours, she had drunk more in the last 30 minutes and was starting to feel the effects. She was still composed, but her eyes were slightly glazed, and she had a playful smile constantly plastered on her face.

As we poured out shots and started another hand, we realized there was only enough whiskey left for two rounds. During the third round, Mom suddenly piped up with a mischievous smile on her face.

"Okay, because there isn't enough whiskey, the loser of this hand has to take off a piece of clothing as well as drink," she suggested, grinning.

"Strip poker, Mom? You're full of surprises tonight, aren't you," I smiled.

"Well, seeing as I've got a nice buzz on, then why not. Unless you'd prefer to play for money?" Mom teased.

"We're drinking the last of my money," I stated.

Mom smirked at me, her eyes daring me to back down. "Oh well, clothing it is then. Are you in?"

"Fuck it, I'm in," I agreed.

I laid down the last card, hoping for a straight, but all I got was a pair. Mom grinned triumphantly, revealing a full house even without the last card. She had successfully bluffed me. With a sigh, I reluctantly placed my cards face up, much to Mom's amusement. She burst into laughter.

"Drink and strip, drink and strip," Mom chanted as I downed the shots and swiftly whipped my t-shirt over my head. I wasn't in amazing shape - I never bothered to work out - but I had nothing to be ashamed of either, and going shirtless around the house wasn't unusual. So, it was nothing Mom hadn't already seen. Regardless, she cheered and hollered, and I playfully puffed my chest in response.

"This is fun," she laughed.

"You played me. You knew you were going to win, that's why you suggested strip poker," I said, smiling.

"Aww, are you disappointed you didn't get your old mother naked?" Mom teased.

"Well, some embarrassment on your part wouldn't have hurt," I chuckled.

"Then deal again. Who knows, maybe you'll get lucky," she challenged, settling into the bed and preparing for the next hand.

I smirked as I dealt another two cards to each of us, and we exchanged glances before agreeing to both go in. Throughout the game, we playfully teased each other with good-natured banter. When I finally won the game, I was surprised to hear myself chanting, "Take it off, take it off."

Mom and I both laughed as she stood beside the bed, unashamed and carefree. "So which one, top or bottoms?" she asked.

"Jeez. I don't know, Mom. You pick?" I replied, feeling a bit unsure of myself.

"Bottoms it is then," Mom chirped, her voice filled with playful delight. With an oddly appealing sway of her hips, she gradually slid the pink pajama bottoms down her thighs, continuing to wiggle provocatively until they gracefully pooled at her feet. She had opted for a plain pair of black cotton underwear, nothing too racy, but the snug fit accentuated all the right places, and I couldn't help but notice. Mom caught my gaze and responded by swaying her hips once more, this time twirling around. The underwear hugged her ass perfectly, showcasing her alluring curves - the cheeks appeared firm and enticing, just begging for a rough squeeze.

"Whoa, nice butt, Mom," I exclaimed with a genuine attraction.

Mom's laughter filled the room as she playfully responded, "You like that, huh?" With a naughty grin, she wiggled her backside, causing her full cheeks to jiggle enticingly. The temptation to reach out and give them a squeeze was almost irresistible, but before I could act on my impulse, Mom swiftly turned and gracefully leaped onto the bed, settling back into her previous spot.

Giggling gleefully, she declared, "Alright, next hand."

Unfortunately, luck was not on my side this time, and I ended up losing. Mom's face lit up with sheer joy as she clapped her hands together, her excitement evident. "Take them off, take them off," she eagerly sang.

I hesitated briefly before realizing that it was all in good fun. Without further thought, I fell back onto the bed, lifted my legs in the air, and swiftly pulled down my pajama bottoms over my butt before maneuvering them off my legs. Mom cheered as I sat back up, now crossing my legs, wearing nothing but my form-fitting boxer shorts.

Mom smiled playfully, her gaze locked between my legs, "Nice package, son."

I laughed, then reaching between my legs I teasingly squeezed my bulge, "You like that?"

"Mmm-hmm," Mom hummed, smiling with an expression I'd never seen from her before.

"Hey Mom, my eyes are up here," I joked, feeling a little excited that my own mother was checking me out and I felt my dick starting to respond to that excitement.

Mom chuckled and finally looked up at my face, "I'm sorry, Marcus, you're more than just a piece of meat. Another hand then?"

This time I won and I celebrated a little too enthusiastically, suddenly eager to see more of my mother undressed. She seemed to hesitate for just a moment before she shrugged her shoulders and grabbing the bottom of her pajama top, swiftly pulled it up and over her head. As her brown hair fell to settle on her bare shoulders I drank in her near-naked form, her smooth, slightly rounded tummy, her full round breasts encased in a black lacy bra, and her mature, feminine curves.

I stared openly at her raw beauty, surprised I'd never noticed how damn sexy my mother was before. I couldn't find words to express how attractive she was, however, it turns out I didn't need to. My dick was quickly hardening between my legs, tenting my boxers and telling Mom everything she needed to know. Mom had an ear-to-ear grin spread across her beautiful face, indicating she had definitely noticed. 

"Something tells me you're enjoying yourself there," she smirked. Subconsciously, or not, she began to run a finger down from the top of her bra strap, along the swell of her breast, and then back again.

"Fuck Mom!" I gasped. "You're gorgeous."

"I can tell that you think so," Mom grinned, gesturing towards my crotch.

I smiled, "Well, I'm very keen to see more, so... another hand?"

"Oh, most definitely," Mom laughed.

With both of us down to our underwear, this game was certainly heading somewhere I had never imagined. In fact, I had never before thought of my mother as a sexual person. Up until now, she was always just 'Mom'. Now here we were, just one poker hand away from crossing a forbidden line into dangerous territory, and I found myself anxiously anticipating the glory of getting my gorgeous mother naked. 

And luck was with me, I won again.

Mom smiled, thoughtfully, "Hmm, this game is moving in a far naughtier direction now, so I'll let you choose where this goes next. Do I take off my bra?" Mom surprised me then as she reached up, cupping her round breasts in her hands, and gave them a firm squeeze. "Or, do I take off my underwear?"

She was sitting cross-legged on the bed, then smiling mischievously at me, her right hand slowly traveled down her smooth stomach and onto her panty-covered mound between her legs. She then pressed her fingertips against her panties as I eagerly watched her every move, my dick throbbing in the confines of my tight boxers. When she pulled her hand away, her underwear remained pressed between her lips, causing a shallow indent inwards and a damp spot on the gusset indicating her excited wetness.

The choice was a tough one, but I had to take into consideration I wouldn't be getting to actually sample the goods, and it would only be to help fuel many future jerk-off sessions. So I would have to go with my first true love.

"It's a difficult decision, Mom, but I think I'm going with the bra," I grinned.

Mom smiled, the corners of her mouth curling upwards seductively as she reached back to undo the clasp on her bra. She kept her eyes fixed on me as I waited patiently for my prize to be revealed. "You know it goes without saying that this stays between us, right? No bragging to your friends that you got your mother's tits out for extra points in your pervy sex games." 

The bra slackened under the weight of her breasts as she undid the clasp, but held the cups up against her chest as she waited for my acknowledgement.

"Of course not, Mom, this stays between you and me," I confirmed.

Her hands remained at her chest holding her bra in place, "So what was the challenge of your silly game this time? I'm sure it wasn't to play strip poker with your mother?"

"No, nothing so common," I laughed. "You'll judge me, but we had to get a girl into bed without asking her name, or using her name if we already knew it."

She shook her head in mock disappointment, but still smiling, she asked, "Well, you haven't used my name. Does calling me Mom count?"

"Well, no, I don't think it does. But it doesn't count anyway because I haven't gotten you into bed yet," I replied cheekily.

"Yet?" she asked, smirking. "You naughty boy."

With that she dropped her hands, pulling the bra down with her as her breasts jiggled into action. They fell slightly under their own weight but remained high on her chest. Two perfect handfuls of succulent flesh just begging to be sucked and licked. Her large pink nipples were deliciously erect, and I hungrily licked my lips with the temptation to get my tongue on them.

Mom giggled as she raised her hands to again hold her breasts, giving them a playing jiggle before pinching each of her hard nipples between her thumb and index finger. She tugged alluringly on her nipples, pulling her breasts up and away from her chest before letting her tits drop back down, drawing a moan of excitement out of the both of us.

She released her breasts and winked at me. "That show was for free, the next will cost you," she laughed. "Another hand then?"

I knew that my luck had to run out eventually. Maybe it was because I spent more time appreciating Mom's sexiness than looking at my cards. Not that we were even playing strategically anymore, rather just taking the cards as they came. Mom's smile widened when she won, and pointing down to my boxer shorts she purred, "Those, come off."

It could have been the alcohol, or possibly the fact that my gorgeous mother was sitting across the bed from me wearing nothing but her panties, maybe it was just in the heat of the moment craziness, but I didn't hesitate for one second. Mom cheered enthusiastically as I stood up on the bed, pulling my tight black boxer shorts down my thighs and letting them drop to my feet. My hard cock sprang out to attention, bobbing just a few feet from my mother's face. I playfully shook my hips, my dick immaturely swaying from side to side, slapping gently against each hip. I then sat down cross-legged on the bed, Mom watching me intently as I briefly reached between my legs to grab my dick in my fist and gave it a couple quick strokes, pulling the foreskin back to show off the head of my cock in all its crowning glory. I removed my hand from between my legs, leaving my dick to pulse to its own rhythm, precome forming at the slit.

Mom was licking her lips as she eyed me like a predator, her hand was resting between her legs, her wrist gently pressing against her mound. "My god, baby," she gasped, finally looking into my eyes. "You've got a beautiful cock."

I chuckled. "Thanks, Mom. I should probably be embarrassed, being naked in front of you like this. Especially because I'm hard. But I'm enjoying this too much to care," I gestured toward her tits that were jiggling hypnotically with every small movement she made.

Mom just grinned, "Well, what are we gonna do if you lose the next hand? You've got no clothes left to lose."

"I guess I can start putting clothes back on," I joked, really hoping she wouldn't take me up on the offer.

"Oh no, we can't have that," Mom said, reaching out, her hand coming to rest on my knee. "We'll think of something. Maybe you could do the dirty laundry when we get home."

"Well, now I have two reasons to win. To get you out of those panties, and to not have to wash them once they're off," I chuckled.

"Cheeky," Mom said. "Come on, deal up."

We played through another hand, but it would appear it just wasn't my day for getting my mother naked. I lost again, my mother laughed as she clapped her hands in victory.

"I assume that's the last hand then," Mom smiled wickedly at me. She hooked her thumb into the waistband of her underwear, pulling gently outwards then released so it flicked back against her hip with a slap. "How unfortunate. Looks like the panties stay on tonight. But at least you got to see Mommy's tits."

"And I'll forever cherish the memory, Mom. You really do have great tits," I said, openly ogling her chest.

"Mmm-hmm," she smirked. "Tell you what, seeing as I won that last hand, you have to do something for me."

"Go on then" I confirmed. As long as it wasn't a suggestion for us to get dressed then I was keen for anything to prolong this game.

"Can you jerk off for me?" she asked, sexily chewing on her bottom lip while her sultry eyes darted between my hard cock and my face.

"Abso-fucking-lutely," I replied and without hesitation I knelt up on my knees, taking my dick in my left hand, and immediately started pumping. The moment this game had started to get interesting I'd been horny, and it's not every day you get to masturbate to your practically naked mother sitting on the bed next to you. And God, does she have a sexy body.

Mom looked on smiling as I stroked my cock in front of her. The physical pleasure of my first pumping up and down my shaft was heightened considerably with the visual stimulation of her stunning body and a strangely perverse notion that this wasn't just some woman I was jerking off for - it was my mother.

"Mmm, baby," she said, licking her lips as she watched my fist stroking up and down my now slick cock. "You look absolutely delicious."

"So do you, Mom," I groaned. "Getting to look at your body... at your tits... while I jerk off for you... It's just so fucking hot."

Mom moaned as she fell back on the bed, stretching out beside me. I watched intently as she slowly stroked her hands up and down her smooth stomach, finally coming to rest on her chest, cupping each of her ample breasts. She kept her gaze fixed on me as she squeezed her tits, pinching her erect nipples, as she let out a sexy moan. I kept stroking enthusiastically as she released her grip on her tits to slowly slide her hands back down her stomach. As she reached her crotch her legs parted and my cock pulsed in my fist as I watched her start rubbing her mound over top of her underwear.

We indulged in watching each other's self-pleasure for a bit longer before I lifted my gaze to her face, our eyes connecting for a brief moment and she smiled sexily. "What are you thinking about right now?" Mom asked as she slipped a hand under the waistband of her underwear, and was soon rubbing herself under her damp, cotton panties.

I took in the enticing vision of my mother playing with herself, her underwear blocking what I craved so much to see. "I'm thinking... you should lose the underwear," I groaned.

"Mmm, does my son want to see his mommy's pussy?" she gasped as she threw her head back in pleasure, her hips pushing up against her hand between her legs.

"Fuck yes," I said, my hand stroking good and hard on my dick as I towered over Mom's writhing body.

"Then say it," she purred, gazing up at me through hooded eyes, the expression on her face giving way to the lust she was feeling at that moment.

"I want to see your pussy," I confirmed.

"Who's pussy, baby?" she moaned.

"I want to see your pussy, Mom," I breathed, my cock hotly throbbing in my grip as I heard the words coming out of my own mouth, turning me on even more. "I want to watch my mother finger her wet fucking cunt!"

Mom smiled seductively up at me, the look in her eyes was one of deviant filth I had never seen before. "Mmm, such language, my naughty little boy," she purred, then removing her hand from her panties, she raised her ass off the bed and slowly peeled them down her thick thighs and off her feet, discarding them onto the floor. Her hand went back between her legs to cover her crotch from my invasive eyes and again spread them wide before me.

She smiled up at me, then chuckled, "This is so fucking wrong... on so many levels."

Before I had the chance to respond with the hundred reasons that came to mind as to why we should continue, she slid her hand from between her legs, finally baring her full nakedness to me. A shudder leaped through my body and I had to stop tugging on my dick for fear of coming too soon, I was so turned on. Her pussy was shaved bare, apart from a dark brown triangle of hair just above her slit. The lips of her cunt were thick and juicy, wet with her excitement, and looked far more delicious than any pussy I'd ever had unveiled to me.

"Shit Mom! You're a fucken goddess!" I breathed.

"You can tell me how beautiful I am later, honey. How about you keep playing with that gorgeous cock of yours while Mommy fingers her wet pussy," Mom swooned, her hand sliding back between her spread legs and gently rubbing her clit, her other hand holding one of her tits, roughly pinching the erect nipple.

I enthusiastically resumed stroking my cock, my excitement levels at an all-new high, as we watched the other pleasure themselves. The only sound in the room was our occasional moans of pleasure and the slick noise of our wetness. I watched as Mom would run her finger from rubbing her clit to sliding down between her dripping pussy lips and sinking it inside herself. She looked up into my eyes sexily, repeating this technique several times before raising her hand to her smiling lips to suck her finger clean.

"Mmmm, I taste good," she purred, then returned to finger her pussy. Only this time she used two fingers to fuck herself with. "So Marcus... ahh... for your little game... mmm... what kind of... ah, fuck... naughty things... would you have to do, to beat your friends?"

"Pretty much any sexy thing gets you a different amount of points. The naughtier the deed, the higher the points," I answered.

"So, how many points have we scored already?" she asked.

I laughed, "Jeez, maybe three or four points. Though, to be fair, because you're my mother this is more likely a hundred points."

"No no, normal rules apply," she grinned. "So, how many points would you need to be the highest out of all your friends, so far?"

"I think 43 would get me the lead," I smiled.

Mom laughed. "Okay, that is quite a ways to go." She sucked on both of her slick fingers as she looked up at me thoughtfully. "So, how many points if you were to get between Mommy's legs and lick my wet pussy?"

I grinned, ear to ear, "Three points."

Mom opened her legs wider, and sliding her hand back between her legs, she spread her pussy open for me. "Well, let's start there then," she purred.

It dawned on me that this was really happening. Somehow, with all the impossibilities that something so wrong and unthinkable could ever happen, all the cards just happened to play out in our favor, leading to this sinful moment - a son about to crawl between his own mother's legs, to taste her immoral passion.

"You fucken know it," I grinned as I practically threw myself between Mom's long, smooth legs. I inhaled the strong scent of her sex and like an animal I buried my face in her dripping pussy, tasting my mother for the first time. I enthusiastically lapped away at her, tasting her succulent, heady flavor, as she elicited a sexy moan with each swipe of my tongue. She grabbed hold of the back of my head with both hands, pulling me deeper into her pussy while she ground herself intimately against my probing tongue.

"Ohh, baby, you're making me feel soooo good," she moaned then directed me higher on her pussy to where she wanted my tongue. "Lick my clit baby. Suck on Mommy's clit and fuck me with your fingers."

And I did just that, thrusting two fingers deep inside her pussy, the meaty lips clutching at me, sucking me into her wetness. If it wasn't for the ambrosial taste of my mother's pussy on my tongue, I'd have a much more difficult time believing any of this was real. I pumped my fingers in and out of her, occasionally grinding my hand against her pussy in an attempt to push deeper inside of her. Mom moaned loudly as she ravishingly writhed on the bed, pushing herself against my invading hand. I flicked her hard clit with my tongue as I pushed my hand harder against her cunt, feeling her slowly stretching, giving way, as I tried to force more of my hand inside her.

Mom giggled as she grabbed my head and pulled me up. I willingly followed as she guided me to crawl up between her legs, up her voluptuous body, until we were face to face.

"Baby, I usually prefer to be fucked before I get a whole fist shoved inside me," she smirked up at me. She placed her hands on my butt, pushing down on me and urging me to lay on top of her, our bodies connecting skin to skin for the first time. "Though the thought of being so dirty for you is an absolute turn-on, I'd prefer to build up to getting myself so thoroughly stretched."

"Mom, I'm putty in your hands, you feel so good, I'd do whatever you asked," I said as I pressed down on her, her round breasts flattening against my chest as my hard cock pulsed against her mound.

"Just fucken kiss me," she said, her eyes smiling up at me as she leaned up and pressed her lips against mine. It was our first kiss as lovers and it was soft and delicate. I wondered if she tasted herself on my lips and my dick twitched excitedly against her.

She moaned into my mouth and then pushed her tongue between my lips. She kissed me passionately, her hands on my ass pushing downward as she began to grind herself up against my hardness. I kissed her back, my own tongue sliding along hers as we soon found a good rhythm, our bodies moving together as our lust for each other grew in intensity.

Mom, showing strength I didn't know she had, threw me off her, and I landed on my back beside her as she followed after me. Before I knew it, she was straddling me.

"Now, because we're both pretty drunk, and I'd say we're both probably up for anything, I'll give you a choice," she breathed as she began to rock her hips against me, her dripping cunt sliding along the length of my cock that lay sandwiched between our bodies. "We can either continue to fool around like we're doing now, just some fun foreplay," she purred, leaning down to give me a gentle kiss. Then she sat up. kneeling upright, hovering over me as she took hold of my cock. She pointed my dick right against her pussy, the lips spreading open slightly as I felt her warmth begin to envelop the head. "Or, we can spend the rest of the night fucking each other silly and acting on every dirty thought that enters our heads."

"I think you know what I want Mom," I replied, running my hands up her thighs, coming to rest on her hips. Her sexy, mature nakedness made it hard for me to think of anything else.

"Good boy," Mom purred and sank down on me with her full weight, my cock easing deep into her body. Her warm, wet pussy squeezed me like a vice as she lifted, almost pulling completely off my shaft. I gripped her thick hips tightly then pulled her back down against me as I thrust my cock hard up inside her again. Mom gasped loudly then fell forward on top of me as she pressed her body hard against my own. I took hold of her ass in both hands and in small assertive movements I started thrusting in and out of her quickly, her cunt gripping tightly to the length of my cock.

"Oh baby," Mom breathed. "I can't believe I'm fucking my own son, but it feels so good."

She then started rocking her hips against me, our rhythms syncing perfectly as her ass would rise and fall in time to me pushing my cock in and out of her wetness. With every stroke we would both press harder against each other as our bodies roughly slapped together, causing us both to moan out loud as we continued our dance into incestuous sin.

"God, Mom, your cunt is so fucken wet! I love being inside you," I groaned.

"Yes, baby. Inside me is where you belong," Mom moaned, pushing herself upright as she continued to grind herself against me. She placed her hands against my chest and shamelessly bounced her ass on my hard cock. She had her eyes closed, letting out sexy groans as she concentrated on the intense pleasure at the joining of our bodies.

I reached up and cupped both of her tits, squeezing them firmly as I pinched each of her hard, rubbery nipples. Mom moaned in response as she began slamming her ass down into my lap, using my cock for her own guilty pleasure. There we were, a mother and her son, joined together with no regard for right or wrong, only for the immoral pleasure we were giving each other, tasting the forbidden fruits of incest. I pushed myself deeper inside her body with every enthusiastic thrust as she used her hands on my chest to force her ass back against me with a slapping ripple that echoed through the room.

Suddenly, she slammed her ass down hard against me as she cried out, crudely grinding her clit against my pelvis. "Ohhh Fuck! I'm coming, baby! Your cock is so fucking good, I'm coming."

I gripped her hips violently, pulling her down against me, the muscles of her tight cunt gripping me as I felt my own orgasm fast approaching. "I'm gonna come too, Mom," I warned, my cock pulsing deep inside my mother's clutching pussy.

"Yes, son. I want your seed deep inside my belly! Come inside me, baby... ohhh, Gooood," Mom wailed as she threw herself down on top of me again. Her body shook and convulsed violently as she buried her face into my neck, her twitching pussy clutching around my shaft as I let loose, shooting my load deep inside of her. All thoughts of right or wrong had now completely vanished, instead replaced by the purely primitive instinct to mate and have babies as jet after jet of my potent seed entered my mother's body, beginning the journey straight to her womb.

We were both panting heavily, our bodies coming down from our release as Mom tenderly sucked on my neck. She whimpered softly as her pussy continued to squeeze my cock, milking every last drop of my come into her belly. My arms were wrapped around her back, clutching her naked body against me possessively as I came down from the incredible high of the mighty sin we just committed. I was really surprised at the lack of guilt that I felt as I felt my mother's sweaty form against my own.

Finally, Mom leaned up on her elbow, looking down at me, her smile a mixture of seductive and motherly, "Well, wasn't that a wonderful surprise."

"I'll say," I agreed, running my hands up and down her back a few times before my right hand came to rest on a firm ass cheek, giving it a firm squeeze. "I've gotta admit, Mom, you're absolutely the hottest fuck I've ever had."

"You cheeky bugger," she laughed, slapping my chest. Eventually, she lifted off me, my dick slipping out of her sodden pussy as she lay down beside me. She lay on her side facing me, resting her head in her hand and draping her left leg across my body as she pressed herself intimately against me. I had one arm behind her, tenderly stroking across her full ass and hip. "Mmm, I can feel your come dripping out of me."

"Let me know if you want some more, Mom," I grinned as I ran the tips of my fingers down her ass crack. With her leg draped over me, she left herself wide open to my exploring fingers and I was soon gently flicking over her asshole.

She inhaled deeply as I slipped my fingers down lower onto her pussy which was delightfully sticky and wet with our combined juices. I got my fingers good and slippery then slowly massaged my way back up to her asshole, again rubbing her gently using our own come to get her wet.

Mom sighed then smirked down at me, "You wouldn't dare do such a filthy thing to your own mother."

"I would," I confirmed as I continued to rub her slippery rosebud with my index finger, then slowly applied some pressure until I was easing my finger into her tight ass.

Mom groaned, "Mmm... Well, I do enjoy something nice and hard in my ass from time to time. Speaking of which..." She ran her hand down my stomach and took my sticky, half-hard cock in her small fist before looking into my eyes. "Now this just won't do, Marcus. Let's see if we can suck some life into your little soldier, here."

Mom knelt up beside me, my finger reluctantly slipping from her asshole as she turned on the bed, and bending forward she swiftly sucked my dick into her mouth. It was my turn to groan in pleasure as she started expertly blowing me, and I quickly felt my cock coming back to life as I expanded under the delicious sucking of my mother's experienced mouth. I ran my hand over her gorgeous upturned ass that was now pointed in my direction, loving every smooth curve of her figure. I had to remind myself that this beauty, that was sucking on my cock, and giving me full access to her curvaceous body, was my very own mother.

Once I was fully hard again she removed her mouth off me and looked back, "I can taste both of us on your cock, and we taste delicious together. I would love to share this with you."

With a fluid movement, she suddenly swung her leg over my head and dropped her pussy down on my face. I didn't even care that it was my come that I would be tasting, and I immediately buried my tongue inside her again. The sticky wetness of our combined juices coated my face as I tasted the musky and salty flavors of our previous orgasm. Mom moaned loudly before resuming her attack on my cock with renewed vigor as she sloppily licked up and down my shaft before sucking the full length back into her mouth. I mimicked her enthusiasm on her pussy as I gripped her ass cheeks in both hands, squeezing firmly before spreading them wide and attempting to swipe my tongue over her puckered asshole. The angle wasn't quite right but Mom, apparently understanding what I was trying to do, encouraged it by sitting upright and giving me access to her ass as she gently ground herself against my face. She cooed as I lapped at her like a dog, licking up at her as she rode my face before I thrust my tongue deep inside her asshole.

"Oh, you dirty little bastard. Lick Mommy's ass, baby. Fuck my dirty little asshole with your tongue," she swooned, leaning forward to grab my cock, and gripping me tightly, she jerked me off as I continued eating her ass.

Suddenly, she lifted off me and, shuffling down the bed a bit, she pushed her ass into the air, "Damn it, Marcus, fuck me now."

She wiggled her ass at me, her round cheeks jiggling sexily, as I jumped to attention behind her. I gripped my hard cock with one hand and her hip with the other, then lining my dick up with her soaking pussy I thrust forward inside her, right up to the hilt. We groaned together loudly as I pulled back slowly then thrust forward again, our bodies coming together with a loud slap.

Mom looked back over her shoulder. "Fuck me," she ordered. Not wanting to disappoint my mother, I gripped her hips tightly and began pistoning in and out of her as hard and quick as I could. Mom just groaned loudly as she pushed back at me with each thrust, ensuring I was getting the deepest possible penetration each time I pumped into her. Her snug pussy clutched at me tightly, trying to suck me back inside whenever I pulled out, not allowing me to leave.

"Mom, your pussy feels so fucking good! You have the juiciest cunt. God, I could just fuck you forever," I panted, overcome by my enthusiasm to pleasure my mother.

"Yes, baby, I love your hard cock inside me... inside my pussy... ahhh... in my mouth... I even want you in my ass. You can fuck Mommy any way you want, baby. I want your cum all over me... inside of me, I want you to come all over my tits, on my face...," Mom moaned as she slipped a hand between her legs and started frantically rubbing her clit while I continued to fuck her.

Her dirty talk really got to me and I felt my orgasm quickly approaching as I watched her delicious ass jiggle with every forceful thrust into her dripping cunt.

"Oh, Mom," I warned. "I'm gonna come again."

"Yessss," Mom hissed. "Come deep inside me again, come deep inside my body... where it will do the most good."

I went into overdrive, gripping her body roughly as I shoved myself deep inside her over and over again. Both of us cried out in pleasure, at the sheer animalistic sensations coursing through us before I gave one final thrust into her, and pumped my forbidden seed deep inside my mother's sinful body.

"Yes, come in me, come inside me... I'm coming too, ohhhh fuuuuck!" Mom screamed as I felt the contractions of her pussy around my shaft, and then she writhed and convulsed as her orgasm ripped through her. I held her tight, sending every last drop of my orgasm inside her as I felt her cunt squeezing tight and hot around my shaft.

We were panting heavily when we both started to calm down from our excitement and I finally pulled out of her, slumping down on the bed. Mom turned and fell beside me, cuddling tightly against me, both of us dripping with sweat. We lay in silence, catching our breath as I held Mom's body against mine. I was fearful that this would be the last time I'd get to feel my mothers naked form against my own, and wanted to make the most of the moment.

Turns out, I needn't have worried.

Mom began to chuckle quietly into my chest. "How many points was that then?"

"Fuck, Mom, I have no idea. I just got to fuck my unbelievably sexy mother. There aren't enough points in the world to put a value on that," I laughed.

Mom leaned up and kissed me, her tongue entering my mouth, seeking out my own. I held her tight as we kissed, less hurried than before but with the same forbidden passion.

Mom broke the kiss and smiled at me. "I'm looking forward to our next drinking game."

"Oh I've got plenty of ideas for drinking games," I smirked.

"That's good because I've got plenty of ideas of ways for you to fuck me."
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