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Chapter One – FEAT DE QUATTRO




It was the year 2056 on
the planet earth.

"But Ernie, this is the
first game of the cockball playoffs," Carole complained to her
husband, "and if the Centaurs and Sirens win this game, they go on
to Cockball Fifteen."

"Don't you think I know
that," he grumbled, "I tried everything short of threatening to cut
off Sam's balls, but he was adamant. I have to go."

"You're going to miss Eva
Freed, too," she went on, still trying to convince him to
stay.

"Tried everything I could
think of, but it didn't work."

"Damn, I think I'm going
to call Sam and give him a piece of my mind," she
muttered.

"About the only thing that
might entice him is a piece of your pretty ass, but don't go and do
anything dumb," Ernie told her, dropping his clothes into the
suitcase and flipping it shut. "At least I get triple time for
working this weekend," he said.

"Big fucking deal," she
griped, "this is the first time the Centaurs and Sirens have ever
been in the playoffs."

"Well, ain't nothing I can
do about it," he told her, "so just drop it."

"Oh, okay, but it still
pisses me off," she snarled.

"Well, better to be pissed
off than..." Ernie started to say before he was interrupted by
Carole.

"Yeah, yeah, I know, than
pissed on... but seems we’re the fire hydrant in this
case..."

Getting up off the bed
where she had been sitting and watching him pack, she stomped over
to the door.

"You want a drink," she
asked him, "I'm going to have one."

"Sure, I can get Arnie to
drive me to the airport."

Clomping out into the
living room, Carole clumped over to the bar and fixed them a drink.
Just as she was starting back into the bedroom, Arnold came walking
out into the living room.

"Oh, one of those mine?"
he asked her with a mischievous smile on his lips. "After all, I'll
be eighteen tomorrow. That means I can drink and do all kinds of
stuff, since they changed the law back in 2050."

"Fraid not," she told him,
taking a long pull at her own drink, "you gotta drive your dad to
the airport."

"You mean that he's not
going to be here for my birthday?"

"It doesn't look like
it."

"Damn, I thought he might
take me to a bar or something to celebrate."

"Nope. It looks like you
are going to be stuck at home with your mom."

"Well, then, maybe you can
take me out to a bar," he grinned walking over and giving her a
hug.

"I doubt that," she
laughed, her spirits lightened slightly by the infusion of alcohol
into her bloodstream.

"When do I have to take
the old man out to the airport?" he asked, stepping
back.

"Pretty soon," she said,
looking down at her watch. "He has to be there in about twenty
minutes."

Just then, Ernie came out
of the bedroom carrying his suitcase.

"Hey, sport, how's it
hanging?"

"Dad," Arnold complained,
his face brightening as he self-consciously glanced over at his
mother.

"Your mom tell you that
you gotta run me out to the airport?"

"Yep," Arnie said, "when
you want to leave?"

"As soon as I finish my
drink," he said taking the drink from Carole.

"I'm going to drop this
stuff off in my room and I'll be right back," Arnold told him,
walking out of the room.

"Why don't you go to the
game anyway tomorrow," Ernie suggested, "It couldn't be that
bad."

"Oh, yeah, right," she
fussed, "go and get all hot and bothered and then what do I do? You
won't be here."

"You still have your
toys," he winked at her finishing his drink and handing her the
empty glass.

"Maybe, I will just get
one of the escorts they have available," she sneered.

"I wouldn't go so far as
to do that," he warned her with a menacing look on his
face.

"Oh, don't get bent out of
shape," she laughed, rubbing his cock through his pants, "you know
that I wouldn't know what to do with a young stud like
that."

"Don't get smart," he
grinned back at her, giving her a light slap on the ass. "There'll
be plenty more games."

"I know that but I wanted
to go to this game so bad," she fussed, squeezing him through his
pants. "So bad..."

"Oops," Arnold yelped when
he walked back in and saw his mother squeezing his father's dick
through his pants.

"Damn, Arnie," she
snorted, jerking her hand away from Ernie's cock.

"Well, you ready to run me
out to the airport?" Ernie asked Arnold.

"Uh, yeah," Arnold
mumbled, blushing and averting his eyes away from his
mother's.

"Well, let's go," Ernie
said, leaning down and picking up his suitcase.

"I'll give you a call when
I get to Cleveland, tonight," he told Carole, giving her a peck on
the cheek, "and I should be back on Tuesday."

"Okay, be careful," she
told him watching him and Arnold walk out of the room...

Carole sat at the bar and
had several drinks as she waited for Arnold to return from the
airport. In her mind, she was trying to decide whether she should
go to the game alone or not. It wouldn't be nearly as much fun
without Ernie, but after all, it might be the last game of the
season for the Centaurs and Sirens if they lost. She just couldn't
make up her mind.

With Arnie’s birthday
tomorrow, she ought to do something for him. But what? She had
already bought him his present, but what was she going to do to
celebrate his birthday? His eighteenth birthday was a big one. He
would then be able to do all kinds of things that had been
forbidden before. They had changed the laws back in 2050 and Arnie
would even be able to drink legally at age eighteen.

And even attend cockball
games, she laughed to herself.

What was she going to do
to help him celebrate his eighteenth birthday?

No. She couldn't, she
thought to herself. It would be too embarrassing. Too shameful. But
he was all grown up now. At least in the eyes of society. Eighteen
years old! But still, taking her own son to a cockball game? Why,
that would be bordering on sacrilege. Some might even consider it
bordering on incest.

He would probably jump at
the chance, she thought. But taking your son to such a wanton
display of sex and frivolity, she could never do that.

He did love football and
cockball had some football in it. Cockball had its beginnings in
football, she mused. Actually, arena football had evolved from
football and cockball had grown from arena football. As time had
gone by, the cheerleaders had grown more and more daring in their
dress and the crowds became more demanding, paying as much
attention to them as the play on the field. The next step had taken
the cheerleaders out of the stands and onto the field with the
players. Following that was the immersion of the cheerleaders into
the game itself. The rules were modified to take a great deal of
the violence out of the game with the resultant game being much
more sexually enticing and exciting.

The uniforms, instead of
protective were sexually suggestive to display all of the sexual
assets of the players, both male and female. Each team was made up
of five women and six men. Only the most beautiful and agile could
expect to make it in cockball. While the game on the field was
exciting and spectacular, an important part of the game was played
in the stands.

In addition to the action
on the field, each team had a good looking stud and beautiful woman
who performed sex acts on a stage and probably as many fans came to
watch these stars perform as the ones on the field. While there was
minimal contact on the field, anything went on the platforms;
anything that would produce an ejaculation on the part of the male
performer. Points were scored as usual by the teams on the field,
but they were augmented by the stars on the platform who earned
four additional points for each ejaculation the man was capable of
producing during the game.

But the most titillating
aspect of the game was the fan involvement. In addition to the
points scored by the players on the field and the stars, five
couples representing each team were randomly selected as they
entered the stadium. These fans were given masks to disguise them
and then were sequestered away in small cubicles to join in the
production of semen and points. These fans were initially awarded
points for the size of their sexual equipment; one point for each
inch of the guy's prick; one point for each inch of breast flesh;
then one point for manually induced ejaculation; two points for
fellatio induced ejaculation; three points for vaginally- induced
ejaculation; and finally, four points for anally induced
ejaculations; but if a couple could accomplish all four, "Feat De
Quattro" as it was called, they would accumulate twenty five points
instead of the ten points they would normally receive; then after
the Feat De Quattro, if they continued to perform, each ejaculation
would be worth triple its induced points. Each cubicle was
monitored by its own television cameras to verify the performance
of the participants and the male participants had to show at least
his initial ejaculatory stream of semen outside the female orifice.
If after the initial ejaculatory stream was caught on camera, the
man could return his penis back into any of the woman's orifices to
complete the ejaculation sequence if he so desired.

But, if a couple chosen
from the incoming crowd declined to participate, two-hundred and
fifty points were deducted from their team's score. While it wasn't
an automatic loss, it was a monumental obstacle to overcome and
only one team had ever overcome such an obstacle.

Giant TV screens were
located throughout the stadium showing all of the action going on
inside the chambers as well as the action on the platform and
field. There was enough action swirling around inside the stadium
to keep everyone's head spinning, Carole laughed to herself as she
wondered what Arnold would think of cockball.

But, she could never bring
herself to take him to a game. What mother would be capable of
taking her son to such a wanton display of lechery?

And then there was the off
chance possibility that they would be selected to perform in one of
the cubicles. Then they would have to perform, or lose the game for
the team.

I wonder, she giddily
thought, how many points Arnie would provide for his
equipment?

She knew her big,
pendulous tits would provide them with forty-two points
immediately.

"Hi, Mom," she heard her
son say from across the room, "what you thinking so hard
about?"

"Huh," she blushed and
woozily muttered, realizing Arnold had come back from the
airport.

"What you thinking so hard
about?" he laughed, strolling across the room to where she sat at
the bar.

"Oh, oh, nothing," she
said, a blush spreading out over her face.

"Oh, it must be something
naughty," he laughed, "you're blushing."

"Oh, hush," she shushed
him, picking up the bottle and refilling her glass. "Do you still
want that drink?"

"Sure," he grinned,
sitting down on the stool beside her. "Just think, in seven and a
half hours, I'll be a man."

"Yes," she said, pouring
his drink and popping a couple of ice cubes into the glass, "and
then my little boy will be all grown up."

Reaching out, he slowly
pulled the glass down the bar until it sat in front of him. Dipping
a finger into the amber liquid, he gently twirled the cubes around
making them clink against the glass and breaking the
silence.

"What were you and dad
talking about when I came back out of my room this afternoon?" he
asked, lifting the glass ceremoniously and bringing it up to his
lips.

She didn't answer him as
she watched him tip the glass and let a trickle of the liquor
dribble into his mouth.

"Mmmmm..." he murmured as
the drink flowed over his tongue and down his throat.

"Taste good?" she asked
him, smiling.

"Yeah," he grinned,
setting the glass back down on the bar.

"It would appear that
you’ve had a few drinks before," she smiled, "or you might have
choked since it's straight whiskey."

"Could be," he
chuckled.

"And the parents are
always the last to know," she said.

"Well, I must know how to
handle it," he told her, "I haven't caused any trouble, have
I?"

"That's true," she smiled,
"and I thank you for that."

"Now, back to the question
that you avoided, earlier," he softly laughed.

"What
question?"

"What were you and dad
talking about when I came into the room?"

"Uh, I don't remember,"
she lied, hoping to dissuade further interrogation on the
subject.

"It was something about a
game that you wanted to go to tomorrow," he smiled.

"Oh, it was just a game
of, uh, you know, you know that ball game your father drags me to
every Sunday."

"You mean
cockball?"

"Uh, I think that, that is
what they call it."

"But it sounded like you
were the one that was disappointed that you weren't
going."

"Well, I was. Just a
little, I guess..."

"I've heard some wild
stories about cockball games," he grinned."

"Like what?" she asked,
her face turning a dusky, rose color.

"Never mind," he laughed,
"but, I would be glad to accompany you to the game since dad is
gone and you want to go so bad."

"Uh, I don't think that
you truly understand what, uh, cockball is really about. You even
have to be eighteen to get into the game."

"Well, I am eighteen
tomorrow," he swaggered, "and I can go to the game all by myself if
I want to."

"That's right," she
murmured,"you can..."

"So, why don't you and I
go to the game to celebrate my birthday?"

"I, uh, I don't think you
really know, know what you are asking me to do," she said,
refilling her glass then reaching over and recharging
his.

"It couldn't be that bad,"
he smirked, "or you wouldn't go. Would you?"

"That's not fair," she
fumed, taking another swallow of her drink. "I went to the games
with your father and what consenting adults do is acceptable as far
as I am concerned."

"Well, tomorrow, I will be
an adult, and you will be an adult. I consent. Do you?"

"Consent to what," she
huffed, inebriated and afraid of where the conversation was taking
them.

"To go to the game," he
smiled, taking another sip of his drink. "Why, what did you think I
meant?"

"Fine, then we will go to
the damned game," she declared, throwing the rest of her drink
down. "Just hope that you don't choke on it."

"I won't," he grinned back
at her...

 


~~~

 


What in the hell have I
got myself into, she asked herself as she lay in bed trying to get
to sleep. Taking my son to a damned orgy on his eighteenth birthday
has got to be the dumbest thing I've ever done in all of my
forty-four years. I can't do it. I will just have to tell him that
I was drunk and promised to do something I can't follow through on,
she thought as the bed slowly floated around the room with her on
it. I'll just have to tell him tomorrow, because I'm too tired
tonight...

Bright sunlight was
streaming into her bedroom when she finally staggered out of the
depths of her booze-induced sleep.

"Damn. What time is it?"
she mumbled as she rolled over and looked at the clock on the
nightstand.

"It can't be eleven-thirty
already," she groaned as she pulled the bedspread back up over her
head.

She lay there recalling
that she had to tell Arnold that they weren't going to the game
today.

Finally, she rolled out of
the bed and stumbled over to her dresser.

Wow, you're a mess, she
told herself as she looked into the mirror. Her short brown hair
was sticking out in all directions. Her makeup was a mess since she
hadn't taken the time to take it off last night.

Looking down, she ran her
hands over her big, pendulous breasts. Lifting them and flicking
the big, rubbery nipples, she felt a flicker of excitement. It
would be exciting to go to the game, though, she thought as she saw
the half-full glass of booze left over from last night.

Dropping her breasts,
letting them flop back down to her chest, she grabbed the glass and
quickly downed the drink. She just stood there until she felt the
familiar warmth of the alcohol slowly spread out from her
belly.

Clomping over to the
bathroom, she turned on the water in the shower and stepped back to
let the water warm.

"Hey, Mom, you okay," she
heard Arnie holler from the door as she stood waiting.

Just then, the door crept
open and she saw him peek inside.

His chin dropped and his
eyes flared wide open as he gawked at her standing by the
shower.

She did the only thing she
could. She grabbed a towel and tried to cover herself.

"ARNIE, GET THE FUCK OUT
OF HERE!" she barked, stepping back so that she was hidden by the
door.

"Jeez, Mom, sorry," he
mumbled, stepping back and shutting the door.

She needed another drink,
she told herself, padding over to the bottle of booze sitting on
her dresser. Hell, she'd only been up for five minutes and the day
was already spiraling out of control. But another drink might calm
her down.

Tipping up the bottle, she
gulped down a big slug of the liquor. Setting the bottle back down,
she could feel the comforting warmth of the alcohol spreading out
from her stomach. Yeah, that's better, she mumbled to herself,
plodding back into the bathroom and stepping into the shower. Now
all I have to do is tell Arnie that we aren't going to the game,
she thought as she leisurely ran the bubbly washcloth over her
body.

Damn, I wish Ernie were
here. We could go to the game, get all hot and bothered and then
come home and get rid of this damn itch between my legs, she
thought running the cloth down between her legs.

Damn, Sam Collins, she
complained to herself, rubbing the washcloth over her tingling
clit.

Angrily, she wrung out the
washcloth and slammed it down onto the towel rack as she stepped
out of the shower. If it weren't for him, Ernie would be
here.

After toweling off, she
grabbed her robe and threw it on. Time to tell Arnie about the
change of plans, she told herself, plodding over to the dresser and
pouring herself another drink.

Drink in hand, she
shuffled out of the room.

"Arnie," she hollered out.
"Where you at?"

"In the kitchen, Mom," he
hollered back at her.

Taking another big gulp of
her drink, she plodded on down to the kitchen.

"Uh, Arnie," she said,
seeing him sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in front of
him. "I've been thinking, and I don't know as it's such a good idea
for us to go to the cockball game."

"Aw, crap, Mom," Arnie
complained. "You said we could and I had my heart set on going to
that game with you."

"I'm sorry, but I just
don't think it's such a good idea," she whined, finishing her drink
and tottering over to the cabinet where another half-empty bottle
of booze sat.

"But you said we could
go," he went on.

Pouring out another full
glass of liquor, she tipped it up and quickly gulped down half of
it. She was already feeling much better, she told herself. Fuck it.
Why not take the boy to the game? He was fucking eighteen years old
and probably knew as much about sex as she did, as good-looking as
he was.

Turning around, she
brazenly looked him in the eye.

"Oh, okay," she announced.
"If you think you're up to it. We'll go to the game."

"Hot diggity," he
exclaimed, jumping up and hugging her.

"Well, the game starts at
three, so we'd better get a jump on," she giggled, finishing off
her drink and refilling her glass. "Hell, if I have enough of this,
maybe it won’t be half bad."

"What the hell," he
laughed, "I'm driving so get as drunk as you want."

"I might just do that,"
she chirped.

 


~~~

 


Walking up to the stadium
hand and hand, they made their way over to the ticket
counter.

"Two," Carole told the
lady behind the counter.

"That'll be forty-two
dollars," the lady smiled back at her, "and an ID on the young
man."

Arnold dug into his pocket
and pulled out his billfold. Plucking out his Driver's license, he
plopped it down in front of the ticket lady.

She picked it up, looked
at it, and then looked up at Arnold. Then she looked back down at
the license. Then she looked over at Carole, as if to say, little
young for you, isn’t he?

"Well," the lady smiled at
him, "Happy Birthday."

"Uh, thanks," Arnie
grinned back at her.

Plopping down two twenties
and two one-dollar bills, Carole took the tickets and they made
their way over to entrance gate. Handing the tickets to the
gatekeeper, she started to step through the gate when she heard the
dreaded bonging of the bell above the gate.

"You two, over here," she
heard the keeper of the gate say.

With a sick feeling in her
stomach, she walked over to where he pointed.

"You've been chosen to
perform for your team today. What team do you choose to
represent?"

"Uh-uh-I
don't-uh-oh-no-uh-the-the-Centaurs and Sirens," she numbly mumbled,
not knowing what else to say.

"Okay, right down there,"
he said, pointing to a long, empty corridor leading away from
gate.

Unable to believe her bad
luck, she stumbled down the hallway as Arnie stepped up beside
her.

"What? What does this
mean?"

"Uh, uh, we've been, been
chosen," she groaned wishing that there was a hole somewhere she
could climb into, pull the dirt back over her and it would all go
away.

"Uh, chosen for what?" he
grinned, ignorant of the rules of the game.

"Chosen to participate,"
she blathered out.

"What does that
mean?"

"You. You don't know the,
the rules, do you?"

"Uh, no, I guess not," he
said, unaware of the consequences of their selection.

Stopping, she turned and
faced him.

"We are part of the team
now," she muttered. "I have to make, to make you come to make
points for the team."

"Come where?" he stupidly
asked.

"Oh, for God's sake," she
groaned. "Come, ejaculate, shoot your wad, or whatever you want to
call it now days."

"Huh?" he grunted. "You
mean, I, I have, I have to..."

"Yeah. Yeah, that's why
they call it cockball," she whined. "Now you know why I didn't want
to bring you."

"Jesus, Fucking, Christ,"
he cursed. "Well, uh, why, why don't we just tell them, tell them
that we can't play? Just tell them I'm your son. They'll
understand."

"Fraid not," she grumbled.
"Once you've been chosen, that's it. If you back out, it costs your
team two hundred and fifty points. Only one team in the history of
cockball has ever come back from such a devastating penalty. And
the crowd will probably lynch us if we don’t
participate."

"Oh, Jeez," he choked
out.

"So, I guess you get to
see your old Mom in action," she sickly wheezed.

"Hey, you, two," they
heard one of the officials call out.

"Get over here and get
dressed. The game starts in thirty minutes. You don't want to get a
penalty first rattle out of the box, do you?" he
snickered.

"Gosh, Mom, I'm sorry," he
fussed. "I had no idea."

"Nothing to do about it
now," she said, walking over the where the referee
stood.

"Ladies down there. Guys
over here," he said pointing down to the rooms on the opposite
sides of the hallway.

Dejectedly, Carole gave a
weak, little wave to Arnie as she opened the door and walked in,
leaving Arnie standing in the hallway all by himself.

Stepping up to the door,
Arnold opened it and walked in...

Fifteen minutes later,
Carole wrapped her black, leather jacket around her, made sure her
mask was in place and tottered back out into the hallway. God, I
need another drink, she told herself as she saw Arnie standing in
the hallway wearing a big, white robe and his mask. He was reading
the sheet of rules the referee had apparently given him as he
waited for her.

"Sorry, again, Mom," he
muttered to her.

"That's okay, Babe," she
smiled shyly, taking his hand as they were herded down to the
infamous cubicles. "Kind of funny, but I always wanted to get to do
this. But not with you, I'm afraid."

"I wish I'd known," he
fussed as they were ushered into their cubicle.

"Well, we gotta make the
best of it," she tipsily laughed.

"Fifteen minutes to game
time," she heard the referee say, closing the door behind them,
isolating them from the rest of the crowd.

They both apprehensively
looked around their little cubicle. In the center of the room sat a
king-sized bed with a clean, crisp, white sheet on it. Next to it
sat a nightstand with a pile of ten or so clean, white
towels.

There was also a
completely stocked wet bar and one lonely chair sitting off in the
corner.

Aside from that and the
four cameras pointing down at the bed, the room was stark and
plain, except for the two rows of televisions on the wall. There
were sixteen in total; one for the playing field; two for the star
performers; twelve for the cubicles; and one for the
crowd.

"It feels funny to see
yourself on TV, doesn't it?" Carole said staring self-consciously
at the television that showed Arnie and her.

"Yeah, it does," he
gulped.

"Well, at least we have
time for a little booze," she muttered, walking over to the
bar.

As she walked by the
nightstand, she saw that the drawer was open and it was filled with
all sorts of sexual paraphernalia and lubricants. Shaking her head,
she quickly filled a glass with liquor.

"Here," she said, handing
him the glass.

"But I'm driving," he
grumbled.

"No, you're not," she
smirked. "I hired us a taxi to get us home. If we're going to do
this, we're both going to get blitzed. Maybe that'll ease my
conscience somewhat."

"You be de boss," he
chuckled.

"Yeah, some boss. I got us
committing incest in front of a whole fucking stadium of people,"
she whined, pouring herself a glass of booze.

"TEN MINUTES TO GAME TIME.
TIME TO DISROBE," the announcer declared.

Taking a long chug on her
drink, she sat it down.

"Well, here goes," she
said, smiling giddily as she peeled her black leather coat back off
her shoulders to reveal the daring red negligee and string panties
underneath it.

"Wow, Mom," Arnie
exclaimed, staring at her big, droopy tits that dangled down over
the top of the filmy red negligee she was wearing. "Gorgeous
tits."

"Thanks," she groaned,
tossing her jacket into the chair in the corner.

"MALE, CENTAUR AND SIREN
TEAM, CUBICLE SIX, DISROBE," they heard the announcer
proclaim.

"Uh, I think that's you,"
Carole smiled, waiting anxiously to see what was underneath her
son's robe.

"Uh, okay," he grunted,
untying the belt and slowly stripping the robe back off his
shoulders and letting it drop to the floor.

"Oh, My, Lord," Carole
gasped, gawking down at her son's giant cock. "You're hung like a
fucking horse."

"Sorry, Mom, I really
didn't want it to go this far," he groaned, looking down at his
huge, thick cock jutting out, encircled by a black leather, metal
studded cock ring that was wrapped around his cock and
balls.

"You, you don't have any,
any hair down there," she muttered.

"Yeah, they measured it
and shaved the hair off," he mumbled. "They said it would be more
aesthetically pleasing that way.

Just then, the announcer
started announcing the starting lineup for the Centaurs and Sirens,
then for the Cocksmen and Pussettes.

"FIVE MINUTES TO GAME
TIME, " he went on. "AND NOW FOR THE CUBICLE POINTS."

Carole and Arnie both
numbly listened to the points being awarded for the size of the
men's penis and the women's breasts.

"COCKSMEN AND PUSSETTES,
CUBICLE ONE: FORTY-TWO, CUBICLE TWO: FORTY-THREE: CUBICLE THREE:
THIRTY-NINE, CUBICLE FOUR: FORTY-ONE, CUBICLE FIVE: THIRTY-SIX,
CUBICLE SIX: FORTY-TWO POINTS. TOTAL: 243 POINTS."

"Uh, Mom, how, how big are
yours?" Arnie muttered as the announcer paused.

"Uh, forty-forty-two
inches. Yours?"

"They, they said, nine
inches," he mumbled. "They couldn't seem to believe it and measured
it three times."

"I can see why," she
groaned, reaching over and running a long, red fingernail from the
tip of its massive warhead all the way down to the cock ring
wrapped around its smooth, hairless base.

"CENTAURS AND SIRENS," the
announcer resumed, "CUBICLE ONE: FORTY-ONE, CUBICLE TWO: FORTY-ONE,
CUBICLE THREE: THIRTY-EIGHT, CUBICLE FOUR: FORTY, CUBICLE FIVE:
THIRTY-EIGHT, AND CUBICLE SIX: FIFTY-YES-YOU HEARD ME
RIGHT-FIFTY-FIFTY-ONE POINTS."

A murmur rose from the
crowd as their impressive numbers were read out and they saw all
the heads turn toward the screen depicting them.

"FOR A TOTAL OF 251
POINTS," the announcer said. "THE CENTAURS AND SIRENS LEAD THE GAME
BY EIGHT POINTS. TWO MINUTES TO GAME TIME. PARTICIPANTS, PLEASE
TAKE YOUR PLACES."

Just then, the audio
system began blaring out music.

"ARE YOU READY FOR SOME
COCKBALL?" the singer sang out to the accompaniment of the raucous
crowd.

"Well, Mom, what are we
going to do?" Arnie asked her, crawling up on the crisp, white
sheets that covered the bed that sat in the center of the
room.

"I don't know," she
muddled, putting a knee on the bed and crawling up beside her son.
"I guess we should try to score as many points as possible. What do
you think?"

"Do-do you want-want to
try for-for a Feat De Quattro?" he hesitantly asked.

"ONE MINUTE TO GAME TIME,"
the announcer blurted out as the crowd grew quiet.

"That's?" she nervously
asked him, her mind numbed and unable to function properly by their
predicament and the copious amount of alcohol she had
imbibed.

"Uh,
that's-uh-uh-hand-uh-mouth-uh-uh-pu-puss-uh-pussy-and-uh-uh-and
ass," he stuttered and stammered, his face blazing a bright red.
"In-in that order."

"THIRTY
SECONDS..."

"I-know what it means,"
she complained, "God, what a mess I got us into."

"FIFTEEN
SECONDS..."

"We've got to do
something, Mom," Arnie groaned, "Or forfeit two hundred and fifty
points."

"I know, I know," she
whimpered, tentatively reaching her hand out toward his big, stiff
prick.

"GAME TIME!"

"Oh, God," Arnie grunted
as he felt his mother's soft, hot hand clasp his rock-hard penis
and slowly began to move up and down its massive barrel.

"Forgive me, Arnie," she
wept, squeezing her hand tighter as she began to slide her hand up
and down faster. "I just hope we don't get swallowed down into hell
for this."

"Oh, fuck, fuck, that
feels good, Mom," Arnie groaned, leaning back on his elbow's
watching his mother's hand working up and down on his massive
cock.

Then, looking over at
their television, he saw a duplicate view of the same depraved
act.

He knew that he wasn't
going to last long. The excitement of the licentious atmosphere of
the place and the fact that it was his pretty mother whacking him
off had already fuelled the fire burning in his big, shaven
balls.

"I-I'm-I'm not-not last
long, Mom," he whined. "I'm-I'm gonna come, come, real
soon."

Carole could feel the
impending eruption gathering itself in the huge cock as it grew
harder and harder and swelled up in her fisted hand.

Then with a grunt, he
humped his cock up into the air as it gave a mighty lurch and blew
out a giant gusher of pearly-white cum. The gusher shot up into the
air and then arched back down to splatter onto his belly as his
mother continued to furiously work her hand up and down the spewing
monster.

"CENTAURS AND SIRENS, ONE
POINT, CUBICLE SIX..."

"Fuck, fuck, coming,"
Arnie groaned as his giant prick jerked and jumped in his mother’s
hand, spurting out several gobs of his thick, hot cum into the air
until at the last, the cum was oozing out of the big hole in the
head of his cock. Oozing out and running down over his mother's
cum-slathered fingers as she continued to stroke the dying
demon.

"Yeah, Baby, come, come,"
Carole coaxed him on as she felt the energy slowly flowing out of
his cock. "Are, are, are you through, Baby?"

"Oh, yeah, Mom," he
muttered. "You drained me good."

"You sure came a lot," she
timidly smiled. "And we scored the first points of the
game."

"We did?" he groggily
asked still basking in the warm afterglow of his
ejaculation.

"We sure did," she said,
reaching over and taking one of the towels off the stack that sat
on the nightstand by the bed.

Wiping the towel over his
belly, she mopped up the gooey cum that had puddled on his
belly.

"Boy, you really made a
mess," she fussed, wiping her cum-coated hand off on the towel.
"You been saving it up or something?"

"No. Sorry," he
muttered.

"Well," she said, tossing
the towel onto the floor by the side of the bed, "are you ready to
go for Feat De Duos?"

"Uh, sure," he grinned,
"but I don't want to be greedy and have all the fun. I want you to
have some fun, too."

"Huh?" she mumbled,
fingering his limp prick. "What do you mean?"

"I-I want to-to do it to
you, too," he said shyly, "do it to you, while you-you do it to
me."

"You mean, you mean you
want to, e-e-eat m-m-my pussy, too?" she incredulously asked,
shocked by the thought that her son wanted to eat her pussy while
she sucked on his cock.

"Yeah. Come on, Mom, let
me do it," he grinned, reaching down and sliding a finger under the
leg-hole of her panties.

"Oh, I don't know about
that," she said, still fingering his flaccid penis.

"Please. Pretty please,"
he pleaded with her.

"Oh, for goodness sake.
Why not—they can only send you to hell once," she blushed, running
the thought through her benumbed brain.

Just then, Arnie eased his
long finger down into her wet, hot cunt and she felt a shiver of
excitement tickle up her spine.

"Oh, oh, ohhhhhhh...," she
moaned as he slowly fucked her pussy with his finger.

"Yea," he yipped
out.

Carole slowly sat up and
then rolled off the bed. Looking down at her son, she lifted the
filmy red negligee over her head. For a second, she teasingly held
the gauzy, red material in front of her big, pendulous tits, then
let go of it, letting it flutter to the floor.

Seeing that Arnie was
greedily ogling her mountainous tits, she seductively wiggled them,
making them jiggle and flounce about wildly as she quickly shucked
her skimpy red panties down her long, shapely legs.

"Fuck, Mom, you're one
more good-looking woman," he grunted. "I bet every guy in the
stadium is looking at you right now."

She nervously glanced over
at the crowd television screen and saw that a majority of the men
nearby were staring in at her.

"Nothing to make a woman
hot," she muttered, quickly crawling back up onto the bed and
throwing a leg over him, "like having five-hundred horny guys watch
her suck on her son's cock while he eats your cunt."

"Sorry," Arnie snickered,
staring up into his mother's big, meaty pussy. "God, what a
beautiful cunt."

"Thanks," she
sarcastically murmured, lifting his big, soft cock up and sucking
its round, purple head into her mouth.

"Umm," Arnie groaned out
as she gently began to suck and pull on his cock with her lips
while he pulled her dripping cunt down onto his lips.

"MMMMM-huuuuuhhhh," she
sighed out around his cock as she felt it begin to grow and swell
inside her mouth.

Then she felt a jolt of
electricity spark through her hot cunt as Arnie's long sinuous
tongue raked across her tingling clitoris. How could this be
happening, she asked herself, as she found she was actually
enjoying sucking on Arnie's cock as he ravaged her clitoris with
his rough, hot tongue. Never in a million years would she have ever
thought of doing what they were doing. But here she was, in front
of thousands of people sucking on her son's giant prick and trying
to make him come. What a horrendous mother she was, she drunkenly
thought.

Goodness, she giddily
thought. I feel it starting. I can't fucking believe it. I'm going
to have a fucking orgasm. My son is going to make me come, she
feverishly told herself as she felt the embers of pleasure down
inside her cunt growing hotter and hotter.

The wild roar of the
crowd, the announcer calling off the points scored by the
fornicating pairs, the pleasure welling up from her cunt as Arnie
hungrily attacked her clit, and his big cock responding to her
sucking mouth were pouring more and more fuel onto the
fires.

Letting his huge cock
slither out of her mouth for a moment, she looked down between her
giant tits and saw Arnie with his mouth plastered up around her
cunt.

"Yeah, Baby, yeah, eat
Mommy's pussy," she blathered out, "lick my clit, lick Mommy's
clit."

Then as she felt him renew
his assault on her clit with his hot, slashing tongue, she quickly
gulped his regenerating cock back into her mouth.

As she sucked on him, she
raked her hot, juicy cunt up and down, coating her son's face with
the sweet, sticky liquor pouring out of her cunt.

Then, she glanced up at
the screen and saw her double staring back at her. Her clone had a
giant cock in her mouth and was hungrily sucking on it. She
continued to stare at the macabre scene, growing more and more
excited and felt herself slipping closer and closer to the
edge.

While Arnie was pushing
her closer to the brink of a cataclysmic orgasm, she bobbed her
head up and down frantically fucking his rapidly stiffening dick
with her mouth.

She knew she was only
moments away from satisfaction. Sucking and pulling on her son's
giant cock, she could sense that he, too, was approaching the point
of no return.

"END OF THE FIRST
QUARTER...START OF THE SECOND—" she heard faintly in the distance
above the roaring rush of blood pouring through her
head.

End of the first quarter,
they were one-fourth of the way there and about to complete the
second act. But she also knew that each successive ejaculation
would be harder and harder to achieve and would take longer and
longer.

Sucking and pulling as
hard as she could, sliding her hot mouth up and down the giant,
purple-veined monster, she could feel the muscles in her cunt
tightening and constricting in preparation for the orgasmic release
that was gathering down inside her loins.

"Umm, umm, umm, umm, umm,"
she hummed out around the thick, swollen slab of cock-meat, as she
teetered on the brink.

Just then, she felt Arnie
shove three of his fingers up into her hot, wet pussy.

That sent her over the
edge. Letting her son’s primed cock slither out of her mouth, she
concentrated all of her focus and attention on the river of
pleasure that was pouring out of her cunt as it imploded down
around his fingers. She had never felt anything like it. It was
like he had poured a gallon of gasoline into her cunt and set it on
fire as the flames of passion raged out of control inside her
pussy. She shivered and shook, grinding her erupting cunt down into
her son's lips as he savagely attacked her clit with his tongue.
The deed, so evil, so wicked, so depraved, she feverishly thought,
but she loved it. She couldn't get enough of the unholy delight
that was welling up from her cunt. She didn't want it to ever end.
She wanted to play this game of cockball all day and all night
long. She didn't want the game to ever end. She was now addicted to
its Satanic seducement.

The convulsions of
gratification slowly began to ebb and weaken and she became aware
of the whir of the cameras zooming in and out as she slowly ground
her pussy down onto his lips.

Finally, when she was able
to move again, she found her son's gigantic prick jutting up right
in front of her face, still ripe and hard. How long had it taken
for her to finish, she deliriously wondered, lifting herself back
up to her hands and knees, her majestic tits jiggling underneath
her. Pulling her momentarily satiated cunt up off her son's mouth,
she quickly spun around until she was between her son's legs facing
him. I must make him come, she muddled to herself, dropping her
mouth back down onto her son's towering love muscle.

Frantically sliding her
mouth up and down the monster, she sucked and slurped on it
hungrily.

"FOUR MINUTE
WARNING..."

Come on Arnie, come on,
she silently urged her son as she ravenously devoured his cock.
Come, Baby, Come. Shouldn't have let him talk me into eating my
pussy, she fumed. Now they only had four minutes to score before
half. Four minutes for her suck out his hot load.

Then she felt his hands on
the back of her head as he dug his fingers down into her hair.
Clutching her head, he began to push and pull on her, making her
head bounce up and down faster and faster as he fucked her
mouth.

"Yeah, yeah, Mom, suck it,
Mom," she heard him grunt as he humped his cock up into her hot,
sucking mouth. "I feel it, feel it coming, coming,"

Then, suddenly, she felt
him jerk his cock out of her mouth as it lurched and sent a giant
spume of thick, hot cum shooting up and splashing onto her face
just below her eye.

Then she heard the whir of
the cameras as they zoomed down onto her son's massive
prick.

"CENTAURS AND SIRENS, TWO
POINTS, CUBICLE SIX..."

She'd done it. She'd done
it, she giddily thought. They'd scored again. But now, now she
wanted to taste his hot, creamy jism, she told herself as she
hungrily sucked the jerking, spurting giant back into her mouth.
The huge cock continued to buck and jerk, quickly filling her mouth
with its thick, syrupy load of spume. Swallowing and swallowing,
she consumed his salty-sweet offering, until after several more
ejaculations, her son's monstrous cock began to wither and die
inside her mouth.

"TWO MINUTE
WARNING..."

There wasn't enough time
to score again before the half, she disappointedly thought. And it
was all her fault. She had greedily wasted their time by selfishly
having an orgasm. An orgasm that had done nothing for their
score.

Slowly, her son's wilting
prize was slithering back out of her mouth. Still sucking on it,
she let it ooze out of her mouth and wetly flop down onto his
belly.

Feeling sorry for herself,
she lazily crawled out from between her son's legs and lay down
beside him.

"I'm sorry," she
mumbled.

"For what," he groaned,
leaning over and kissing her on her cum-lathered lips.

"For using up our time on
me," she fussed as he finally broke the kiss.

"To the hell with the
score," he smiled. "I want you to enjoy it, too."

"You're not mad at
me?"

"Hell, no," he complained,
"I thought it was the best that I've ever had and I can't wait
until the second half begins."

"Really?" she lustily
smiled. "Me, either."

Reaching over, Arnie
picked up another clean, white towel and lovingly wiped off the
big, gooey gob of cum that was slowly trickling down his mother's
pretty face.

"HALF TIME. STOP ALL SEX
FOR THE NEXT TEN MINUTES. THE HALFTIME SCORE IS CENTAURS AND
SIRENS, ONE-HUNDRED THIRTY-FIVE, AND THE COCKSMEN AND PUSSETTES,
ONE HUNDRED FIFTY-FIVE."

"Damn," Arnie cursed,
"we're twenty points behind.

"I'll bet we beat them,"
she told him. "Hell, if we can finish the Feat De Quattro, that
would give us a hundred and fifty-six. We'd be ahead. And I know
that you can do it."

"I hope so," he
grinned.

"Time for a drink," she
laughed, rolling off the bed and plodding back over to the bar.
Want one?"

"Sure," he told her,
watching the delightful way her ass jiggled and rippled.

Pouring them two hefty
drinks, she turned and walked back over to the bed. This time
Arnie's eyes were locked on her pendulous tits as they flopped and
danced with each step.

"Monster tits, Mom," he
giggled, reaching out and tweaking one of her big, jutting nipples.
"And what a beautiful ass, you have."

"I guess you'll get to
know it better, this half," she said, tapping his glass with hers.
"Cheers and here's to us."

"I thought this was going
to be a terrible thing," she said quickly taking a big, long sip on
her drink, "but now, now I think it's okay. Thanks for making me
come."

"Was that a pun?" he
laughed.

"I guess that it was," she
laughed back.

"Well, you just wait," he
promised, "just wait to the second half, Baby." Then their eyes
strayed over to the televisions and the big stage set up in the
center of the field.

"Oh, my, God—" Carole
gasped as she saw the two black men standing in the middle of the
stage. It looked like they were competing in some type of
body-building competition as they would strike a pose and hold it a
few seconds before striking another. But the amazing thing was the
size of their penises. Both of the black cocks had to be over a
foot long as they jutted out stiff and erect while two beautiful
black women fawned over them, touching them, caressing them,
kissing them while the men went about their business.

"FIVE MINUTES UNTIL THE
GAME RESUMES..."

"Have you ever?" Carole
groaned, unable to take her eyes off the men and their stupendous
penises. "I'm ready now," she smiled, running her hand down to her
clit and rubbing it as she gulped her drink down.

Arnie tipped up his glass,
draining the amber liquid.

"Another one," he asked
his mother who was sitting on the bed, her legs spread as she
teased her clit back to life.

"Yeah, sure," she
drunkenly grinned.

"TWO MINUTES UNTIL THE
GAME RESUMES..."

Carrying the two drinks
back to the bed, he handed one to his mother. Tipping up his glass,
he gulped down half of it and then set it down on the nightstand as
he watched his mother sip on her drink and diddle herself. He knew
she must be excited about the second half as her cunt was
glistening wetly in the glare of the camera lights.

"ONE MINUTE UNTIL THE GAME
RESUMES. YOU MAY INITIATE FOREPLAY AT THIS TIME..."

Taking a quick sip, Carole
sat her drink down and quickly reached out and wrapped her hand
around his cock.

"Ohhh, you're hand's
cold," he grunted realizing that she was using the hand she had
held her drink in.

"Oh, sorry," she giggled,
changing hands and jerking it up and down his half-hard
prick.

"That's okay," he laughed,
reaching out and tweaking one of her big nipples with the fingers
he had used to hold his glass.

"Oh, I see what you mean,"
she yipped, jerking her nipple away from his frigid
fingers.

Counting down the time,
she knew that he was already hard enough to fuck her, but she
wanted it as hard as it could be. The seconds ticked by as she
whacked his cock.

"RESUME THE GAME AND PLAY
BALL..."

Carole quickly rolled over
onto her back and threw her legs apart.

"God, what a beautiful
view," Arnie snorted out over the whir of the cameras as he
shuffled up between her shapely legs.

"Glad you like it," she
smiled up at him reaching down and taking hold of his cock as it
heavily bobbed up and down above her pussy.

Grunting, Arnie hooked his
arms under his mother's long, curvy legs and lifted them up,
totally exposing her vulnerable cunt to him.

Pushing her son's gigantic
prick down to the weeping gash between her legs, she watched him
thread the monster down into the slippery, wet opening of her
vagina.

"Oh, God," she groaned as
Arnie began to push the bloated monstrosity down into her hot,
sucking cunt. "You're so fucking big."

"The better to fuck you
with, Mother," he gurgled, continued to shove his cock down into
her until his chest was crushed up against the back of her thighs
and his cock was completely buried down inside her.

"Feels like your cock is
in so deep," she murmured, "I'll have to swallow your come to keep
it from coming out my mouth.

"Oh, Mom," he groaned,
slowly working his hips back and forth as his giant cock slithered
in and out of her hot cunt.

Sliding his cock in and
out of her inflamed, clutching cunt, he felt her fingers working on
the cock ring encircling the base of his hairless cock. Pausing in
the onslaught for a moment, he felt the tight constriction wrapped
around the base of his cock go slack as his mother's fingers pulled
it off his cock. Sliding his cock back down inside the hot, ring of
fire, he felt his mother's warm juices leaking out, covering the
shaven base of his prick and spilling down onto his hairless
balls.

"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck
Mommy," Carole slavered, now totally into the game as she locked
her tight cunt down around his monster as it began to slide in and
out of her again.

"Yeah, fuck, fuck, Mommy,"
Arnie panted, working his hips back and forth faster and faster.
"Fuck, Mommy, fuck, Mommy, and, make, Mommy, come."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she
wheezed as his cock effortlessly sloshed in and out of her
overheated pussy. "Make, Mommy come."

Shifting into a higher
gear, he hammered the giant in and out the clutching gash between
her soft, smooth legs as he looked over at the television screen
and watched himself fucking his mother.

Fucking her for all he was
worth, he could feel the time slipping away.

Then, all of a sudden, his
mother gasped and began to shake and shiver.

"Commmmiiinnnnn, comin,
Baby, Baby, made, Mommy, come," she blathered out, furiously
milking his pistoning cock with her imploding cunt.

His mother came around his
cock for at least thirty seconds before he felt her hot, gripping
pussy slowly ease its grasp on his cock. But even as she came, he
didn’t hesitate as his cock wetly slid in and out of her clinging
cunt-hole.

He continued to drive his
cock in and out of the tight, clutching core of his Mother's cunt
as she raked his butt and his back with her sharp claws. Coaxing
and urging him on, she mewed out her pleasure.

Finally, with three
minutes left in the third quarter, Arnie groaned and shoved his
giant prick down inside her clinging pussy-hole and she felt his
whole body go stiff.

"Take it out, take it out,
Baby so, so they can see it," she jabbered.

"Fuck," he grunted,
contorting backwards and jerking his cock out of her just as it
went off, spurting out a stringy strand of cum that reached all the
way from her belly up to her Jiggling tits.

"CENTAURS AND SIRENS,
THREE POINTS, CUBICLE SIX," the announcer boomed out over the roar
of the crowd.

After the first giant gush
of cum came spewing out of his mighty weapon, Carole frantically
shoved the spurting monster back down into her hot cunt where it
continued to empty out its hot, creamy load of semen. Five, six,
and then finally seven mighty explosions went off inside her cunt
as she squeezed and milked the spewing giant.

At last, with only two
minutes left in the quarter, she felt his cock wilt and begin to
slither back down the cum-coated channel of her
cunt-hole.

"Baby, baby, that, that
was so good," she gurgled. "Only one more. You can do
it."

"Try. Gonna try," he
panted, backing his shriveling manhood out of the cum-drenched
opening of her pussy.

"Hurry and let Mommy make
it hard again," she blabbed as he gently let her legs back down to
the bed.

"Okay," he tiredly
muttered, straddling her and slowly crawling up the bed until his
limp prick dangled down just above her bright, red lips.

As he lazily lowered the
head of his cum-drenched cock down, she quickly sucked it into her
mouth. Frantically, she sucked and pulled on the dangling monster,
trying to revive it while her son watched her on the television
screen. Digging her fingernails into his ass cheeks, she pulled him
down until she had his entire limp prick inside her mouth and her
bright, red lips encircled the hairless base of his cock. Then, she
swirled it around inside the hot, wetness of her mouth, coaxing and
cajoling the creature to come back to life.

"END OF THIRD QUARTER...
ONE QUARTER TO GO... CENTAURS AND SIRENS: ONE NINETY-EIGHT,
COCKSMEN AND PUSSETTES: TWO-OH-NINE..."

Willing to try anything to
energize the giant, she ran a finger down the crack of his ass.
Then as she tickled the wrinkled circle of skin, she felt a tickle
of energy trickle through the heavy, thickness filling her mouth.
Growing more determined, she stopped sucking for a moment and spit
out his cock.

"We've got to get your boy
big and hard again," she shivered, wondering what the giant prick
would feel like violating her puckered asshole as she reached down
into the nightstand drawer and pulled out a tube of lubricant and
two vibrators.

Squeezing out a little
daub of the slippery salve, she smeared around the tip of the small
vibrator and quickly sucked his cock head back into her
mouth.

Then as she sucked and
slurped at his hanging dick, she flicked the vibrators on and moved
the smaller one up to his ass. Rubbing the big one up and down the
slowly growing shaft of his cock, she felt his cock slowly begin to
stiffen and swell. Slowly, she pushed the tip of small vibrator
down into his tightly clenched asshole and felt another tiny tremor
of excitement trickle through his cock. Suddenly, she plunged the
humming toy down into his asshole, sliding it in until half of it
was buried down in his ass.

"Unhhhh," he grunted out,
jerking his hips forward, trying to dislodge the invading intruder
from his asshole.

But, as he did, Carole
felt an even larger quake shudder through his cock as it
lurched.

Nipping and nibbling on
her son's big, swollen cockhead, she slowly worked the toy in and
out his asshole.

"Unhhhh," he groaned as he
began to work his hips up and down in rhythm with the thrusts of
the vibrator sliding in and out of his asshole. She felt a surge of
energy flow through his cock and only moments later it was sticking
out hard and ready once again.

"Uh-huh," she muttered,
spitting out his cock and easing the toy out of his asshole. "Now
you can do the same thing to me... except with your
cock."

Crawling off her, he
watched her struggle up to her hands and knees in front of him.
Wiggling her hot ass at him, she waited for the defilement of her
asshole by his monster cock.

Grabbing the tube of
lubricant up off the bed, Arnie squeezed out a gob of it onto her
clenched asshole.

"That shit is cold," she
complained as he gently rubbed the slippery jelly around the
wrinkled opening and then slid his finger down into it.

"I’ll warm it up for you
in just a minute," he told her. Then, he squeezed out another gob
onto the head of his swollen giant and quickly spread it all over
it.

Tossing the tube of
lubricant back down on the bed, he inched up behind his mother's
upturned butt and grabbed hold of her hip with one hand. Holding
his cock in his other hand, he maneuvered the round, smooth warhead
up onto the puckered little hole.

Letting go of his cock, he
grabbed hold of her hips with both hands and began pulling her back
onto him as he pushed forward and felt his cockhead gradually begin
to stretch her asshole open.

"Jeez," she muttered as
she felt more and more of the big ball of hard, hot flesh invade
her tightly-clenched anus.

She tried to relax it, but
he was so big, her asshole wouldn't relent to the invading
monster.

Just then, as her son gave
a little lunge, she felt the muscles guarding her hot asshole give
way and his huge cockhead slithered down into the fiery heat of her
rectum.

"Oh, Fuck," she gasped as
Arnie's cock slid down into her ass all the way up to the
hilt.

"God, Mom, it's so
frigging hot," Arnie grunted, slowly easing his cock back down the
fiery heat of her clutching ass.

"You're so fucking big,"
she groaned.

"Sorry," he muttered,
sliding his cock back down into the tightly clutched channel of her
rectum.

"Is—okay," she
grimaced.

Then he began to work his
cock into her ass with deep, penetrating strokes that buried his
cock into her ass all the way up to its hairless hilt on every
stroke.

Listening to the sick slap
of his belly up against her ass, she looked up at the television
and watched him fuck her ass. She could feel and see him holding on
to her hips, pushing and pulling on her as he impaled her on his
giant cock. She wished she could see what his big prick looked like
as it violated her asshole, she thought as she watched her
mountainous tits swaying back forth underneath her. As they did,
they were flopping back and forth so wildly, they almost slapped
her in the face and the swung back lightly tapping her belly before
the flew back up. God, she groaned to herself, he was really
fucking her ass hard. And as her tits flopped back and forth, she
could feel his big, dangling balls swinging up and whacking her
wet, drooling pussy every time he slammed his cock into
her.

Then she heard the whir of
the cameras again and she found herself looking at her son’s giant
prick as it sawed in and out of her ass.

Turning away from the
television screen, she leaned down rested her shoulders on the bed
as she listened to the lewd reverberations of their incestuous
fornicating.

"FOUR MINUTE WARNING..."
she heard the announcer say.

"Hurry, Honey, hurry," she
panted, grabbing up one of the humming vibrators and running it
down between her legs to her sensitive clit.

As she furiously rubbed
her clit with the vibrator, she listened to her son huffing and
puffing behind her. Suddenly, she felt herself give birth to the
beginnings of another orgasm. As her son's giant prick hammered her
asshole, she could feel the tension building.

"I, I, I, think, think, I,
I, I, can, can, do, do it," Arnie muttered, feverishly stroking his
cock into her stinging asshole.

"Yeah, yeah, do, do, do,
it," she slavered, nursing her own orgasm along with the vibrator.
"In my ass, in my ass..."

"TWO MINUTE
WARNING..."

"Hurry, Baby, hurry," she
urged him on shoving herself back against his furious onslaught and
feeling the fire inside her inflamed asshole growing hotter and
hotter.

"Feel, it, feel, it,
coming," he panted, slamming his cock into her asshole faster and
faster.

"ONE MINUTE TO
GO..."

His cock was tearing in
and out of her ass at such a frenzied pace, it was taking her
breath away as the ticking time bomb somewhere between her ass and
cunt was ticking closer and closer to an explosion.

"THIRTY SECONDS LEFT IN
THE GAME..."

"Oh, Honey, Hurry, Hurry,
Hurry, please, please," she wheezed as Arnie gasped for breath and
pounded his cock into her harder and harder.

"Feel, feel, oh, fuck,
yes, feel, it, it's coming," he blathered jerking her back and
forth on his cock like a madman.

"FIFTEEN SECONDS LEFT IN
THE GAME..."

"I'm, gonna, gonna, gonna,
come," he gasped, arching his back and slamming his cock into all
the way up to the hilt.

"TAKE IT OUT, TAKE IT OUT.
SHOW THEM—" Carole screeched, jerking forward and trying to
dislodge her son's cock out of her ass.

"FUCK, OH, FUCK," Arnie
cursed, snapping his hips back and yanking his giant prick out of
her asshole just as Carole felt a fiery stream of hot, sticky cum
scorch up her back at the same instant her cunt imploded down on
its emptiness.

"OH, MY, GOD," Carole
shrieked.

"OH, SHIETTTT," Arnie
babbled, grabbing his cock and shoving it back down into the
widely-stretched asshole that he had just jerked it out
of.

"CENTAUR AND SIREN, FOUR
POINTS PLUS BONUS OF FIFTEEN FOR FEAT DE QUATTRO... GAME
OVER..."

Arnie's giant cock lurched
and kicked inside his mother' grasping asshole as Carole's orgasmic
contractions sucked and squeezed at the invading
monster.

Carole could feel her
son's massive love-muscle, spurting and squirting inside her ass
filling it with his sweet cream. They had done it. They had done
it. A Feat De Quattro. She had only seen three before. But she and
Arnie had done it. Done it for the team, she neurotically excused
their incestuous indiscretion as her son's evil, one-eyed demon
continued to pump its virulence into her ass.

"FINAL SCORE: CENTAURS AND
SIRENS, THREE OH FOUR, COCKSMEN AND PUSSETTES, THREE OH
TWO..."

They’d won. She and Arnie
had won the game for the team, she ecstatically gushed, squeezing
her hot asshole down on her son's monstrous cock as it trickled out
the last stream of cum into her abused asshole...
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Chapter Two – Do it,
Mom




 


The roaring of the crowd
outside was almost as loud as the roaring inside Arnie’s head as he
slowly eased his emptied penis out of his mother’s hot, tight
ass.

"You did it—You did
it—"Carole grinned, rolling over onto her butt. "We’re
heroes—"

"What about Dad?" Arnie
asked wiping the cum off his cock before tossing the towel back
down on the bed.

"We just won’t tell him,"
Carole tipsily giggled.

"They televise the games,
Mom," Arnie tiredly groaned as the roar of the crowd outside slowly
diminished in strength.

"But we’re wearing masks,"
Carole grinned. "How could he know it was us?"

"Uh, Mom, you have a
rather distinctive pair of jugs. Don’t you think he would recognize
them?" Arnie mumbled, reaching over and refilling his glass before
refilling hers.

"CENTAURS AND
SIRENS—CUBICLE SIX—PLEASE REMAIN WHERE YOU ARE—THE OWNER OF THE
CENTAURS AND SIRENS TEAM WISHES TO SPEAK TO YOU IN TEN MINUTES—"
came the terse command over the speaker.

"Now what?" Arnie tiredly
muttered leaning back against the headboard of the bed.

"Maybe he wants to give us
a prize," Carole giggled.

"Yeah, sure," Arnie
despairingly mumbled, taking a sip on his drink.

"I bet he is," she told
him, rolling over, scooting up beside him and leaning back against
the headboard too.

"We’ll see," Arnie
grinned, reaching over and flicking the big rubbery nipple sticking
out of the tip of his mother’s nearest tit.

"Maybe we can do some
celebrating of our own when we get home," she whispered, running
her hand down to his lifeless penis and grabbing it.

"Might take some coaxing
to get him to join the living once again," he laughed. "You’ve just
about worn him out this afternoon."

"Oh, I’m sure I can coax a
couple more out of him somehow," she laughed, tipping up her drink
and finishing it off in one gulp.

Just then the door came
swinging open and there stood Mr. Jack McGraw, the owner and coach
of the Centaurs and Sirens.

"Well, hello there,
folks," he gruffly introduced himself as Carole pulled her hand
away from Arnie’s cock and Arnie let go of her nipple. "I’m Jack
McGraw, owner of the Centaurs and Sirens."

"Uh, hello," Carole
mumbled, self-consciously lifting her arm to cover her big, saggy
breasts.

"No need for modesty, my
Dear. I’ve been watching them gorgeous hooters all afternoon," Jack
laughed, striding over to her side of the bed.

"Uh, oh, yeah, I forgot,"
Carole mumbled, slowly lowering her arm back down and laying her
hands in her lap.

"In fact, if you’re of a
mind, there’s plenty of cubicles that you and I could retire to and
get to know each other a little better while your young stud here
rests up," he snickered, reaching down and grabbing hold of one of
carol’s big, pendulous tits.

Arnie felt a pang of
jealousy as he watched the man groping his mother’s tit.

"Uh, no, no, thanks, Mr.
McGraw," Carole mumbled pushing Jack’s hand away from her breast.
"I’m quite satisfied with my ‘young stud.’ I don’t think I want to
trade him in just yet. Right, Honey," she grinned, reaching over
and giving Arnie’s cock a hard squeeze. "Besides, cocks of his size
don’t come along every day, pardon the pun."

"Certainly has me beat,"
Jack enviously muttered staring down at Arnie’s giant penis as it
lay limply resting down between Arnie’s thighs.

"What did you want to see
us about?" Arnie asked.

"Well, first I came up to
congratulate you and thank you for your efforts in our win today.
We couldn’t have done it without the two of you," he grinned
flipping open the folder he was carrying in his hand.

Reaching down inside the
folder, Jack pulled out a small, rectangular piece of paper and
extended it out to Carole.

"Here’s a check for
five-thousand dollars to show my appreciation for your efforts in
today’s game," he told them.

"Huh?" Arnie grunted,
watching his mother take the check from Jack.

"Thank you, Mr. McGraw,"
Carole tittered, staring at the check.

"And," Jack beamed,
digging his hands down into his pants pocket. "Here’s the keys to
your brand new Fozo 6000." Jack said, tossing the keys to
Arnie.

"Wow, thanks, Mr. McGraw,"
Arnie cackled, staring at the keys as they lay resting in the palm
of his hand.

"There’s one other thing,"
Jack said. "I’d like the two of you to represent the Centaurs and
Sirens in Cockbowl Fifteen next week. I’ll fly you to New Orleans
and back, first .class Put you up in the finest hotel in town and
pay you another five thousand dollars for spending money. What do
you say?"

Arnie and Carole turned
and looked at each other incredulously.

"Uh, uh, there’s this one
small problem," Carole mumbled, turning to look back at
Jack.

"What's that?" Jack
asked.

"Well, there’s the
question of my husband," Carole mumbled, her face turning a bright
red.

"Your husband?" Jack
muttered, looking down and seeing the wedding band on Carole’s
finger and then over at Arnie's hand.

"Uh, yes," Carole mumbled,
her face turning an even brighter shade of red.

"And I suppose that he
doesn’t know about you and your young stud here—" Jack
grinned.

"No—no he doesn’t," Carole
told him.

As Jack paused, Arnie and
Carole could almost hear the gears turning in his head as he
thought.

"Is your husband a fan of
cockball?" Jack asked.

"Yes. In fact, he’s one of
the Centaurs and Sirens biggest fans."

"Well, I’ll tell you what
I’ll do..." Jack said with a big grin on his face. "You tell your
hubby that I’ll fly him to New Orleans, too. He can stay with you
in your hotel and I’ll invite him to watch the game from my Sky
Box. And just to make up for your absence during the game, I’ll
furnish him with his own Siren-girl to ease the pain and pay him
five thousand, too."

"Do it, Mom," Arnie
grinned. "Do it!"

"Mom?" Jack asked, his
eyebrows arching up, his darting back and forth between Arnie and
Carole. "Mom? This boy’s your son?"

"Uh, uh, yes, yes, he’s my
boy, Arnie," Carole mumbled as her face turned another ten shades
redder.

"Well, I’ll be damned,"
Jack muttered, staring at them. "Never, ever, in my twenty years of
cockball have I ever heard of such a thing..."

"Uh, uh, sorry, uh, does
that change anything?" Carole asked, resting her hand on Arnie’s
thigh and giving it an intimate squeeze.

"Well, it is against the
law... and I guess that would be aiding and abetting," Jack said,
staring down at them. "But I could deny knowing anything about it
if you got caught... so, no, I guess that it doesn’t change
anything."

"We'll be careful, Mr.
McGraw," Carole muttered. " I certainly don't want it known
either."

"You’d better be. I don’t
know if cockball could stand the scandal. It already has more than
its share of protestors," Jack told them. "Just be careful—and be
double sure that no one ever sees your faces—"

"Yes, Sir—" Arnie and
Carole told him, almost in unison.

"I don’t think either one
of you are capable of driving, so I’ll have my driver drop you off
at your house and you can swing by tomorrow and pick up your Fozo,"
he told them, looking from one to the other, laughing and shaking
his head before he departed.

"Would never have
guessed..." they heard him say from the hallway as he closed the
door behind him....

 


~~~

 


Stepping through the front
door, Arnie held the door open for his mother as she teetered in
through the doorway. As he heard his mother clopping across the
living room heading straight for the bar, Arnie closed the door and
spun the lock shut.

"Want a drink, Honey?"
Carole called to him.

"Sure, Mom," Arnie told
her retracing her path to the bar, seeing her black, leather jacket
lying in a heap on the hardwood floor.

Listening to the clink of
glass against glass, Arnie stepped up to the bar and plopped down
on a barstool.

"Do you want to do some
practicing for next week?" she said, turning to face him and
mischievously smiling as she pushed his full glass in front of
him.

"Sure," Arnie grinned,
ogling his mother’s big, bare tits as they hung down over the top
of her braless baby-doll gown, "and just so you know, Mom. Of all
the tits I saw today, yours were far and away the prettiest
ones..."

"And your cock was the
biggest one I saw... uh, except for those two black men who
performed at half time," she murmured with a dreamy, wishful look
in her pretty, blue eyes.

"You think that you could
handle one of those damned things. Biggest damned cocks I’ve ever
seen," Arnie mumbled, lifting his glass up to his lips and taking a
drink.

"Might be fun to find
out," Carole giggled, taking a swig off her drink.

"Trying to make me
jealous, Mom," Arnie snickered, reaching across the bar and hooking
his fingers under one of her big, pendulous tits.

"Does it?" she teased
back, thrusting her tit against his hand as he flicked the big,
rubbery nipple back and forth with his thumb.

"Yeah," he grunted,
setting his glass down on the bar and clomping around behind it
where she stood.

"Sorry," she playfully
smiled watching Arnie as he reached down and jerked her skimpy, red
negligee up over her head. Irreverently flinging it aside, he
reached down and wrapped his hand around her waist. Then with a
grunt, he lifted her up and plopped her big butt down on the
bar.

"That’s all right, because
right now, I’m going to have seconds of your big, juicy cunt," he
grinned shoving her back until her butt bumped up against bumper
edge on the front of the bar. Reaching down, he slid his hands
behind the backs of her knees and lifted her legs up. Spreading her
wide open, he hooked he tips of her tall, spiked high heels on the
little metal edging that ran along the back of the top of the bar.
Luckily, his mother hadn’t taken the time to put her panties on
before they left the stadium and now with her chunky legs splayed
out like they were, they formed a big letter "M" with her big,
gaping pussy at the very bottom of the center.

"Looks good enough to eat,
Mom," Arnie snickered as Carole leaned back with her elbows locked
supporting herself on her hands as they rested on the leather
bumper.

"Be my guest," she smiled
down between her splayed legs, watching Arnie slowly kneel down
onto his knees behind the bar.

Leaning forward, Arnie
took a deep breath in through his nose, then another, then
another.

"You smell so fucking hot,
Mom. I’m getting hard just smelling your hot cunt," he grinned up
at her.

"Don’t blame me," she
tittered. "Blame yourself—you’re the one who made her so
hot."

"Sweeter’n honey," Arnie
gushed, slowly licking his long tongue up the goo-smeared trench
between her big, fleshy cunt lips.

Leaning back, Arnie
watched the muscles around her pussy tense as she gave out a soft
grunt and a little gush of thick, creamy pussy juice oozed out of
her pussy. Watching it, he saw it trickle down over the hairless
swath of skin between her big, wet pussy and her furrowed asshole
before dripping down onto the bar between the fleshy cheeks of her
ass. Reaching down, he ran his fingertip through the gooey puddle
and lifted his finger up to his mouth. Sticking his finger in his
mouth, he sucked off the glistening residue before leaning back
down and licking his tongue back up between her gorged pussy
lips.

"Mmmmmmmm..." she softly
moaned with her head thrown back, neck arched and eyes closed while
Arnie continue to teasingly lick all around and over her meaty
pussy lips, purposefully avoiding her clit. Squirming around on the
bar, Carole chased his tongue with her clit trying to get him to
touch it.

"Don’t forget Mommy’s
poor, little neglected clit," she murmured out, pushing against his
licking, lapping tongue.

"You mean this?" Tommy
asked, curling his lips around her clit and sucking it out of its
fleshy sheath.

"Oh, yes, yes, that,"
Carole groaned as Arnie roughly raked his tongue across the jutting
nub.

Carole was rocking her
hips up and down, rubbing her clit and pussy against her son’s
long, rough tongue as he ate her with ravenous passion.

"Oh, Baby, Baby, Mommy
loves it—Mommy loves the way her Baby eats her pussy," Carole
crooned out, lifting her legs and gently lowering the soles of her
high heels down on his shoulders. Being careful not to scrape him
with the sharp points of her high heels, she used his shoulders for
leverage to hump up against his insistent tongue and
mouth.

Who would have thought it,
Carole sickly thought? Yesterday, she was a normal, oversexed
housewife and mother who abided by the laws of the land, not
knowingly breaking any laws if she could help it. Now, look at her.
Up to her ass in incest and depravity and loving every minute of
it.

But what about Ernie, she
wondered? What was he going to say when he found out? Well, she had
a bribe to offer him, so she would wait and cross that bridge when
she came to it. Right now, she had other things on her
mind.

Then she felt Arnie slip a
couple of fingers into her hot, throbbing cunt. Arnie was quite a
find, she sickly thought as he began to work his fingers in and out
of her pussy. He seemed to know just what she needed... and when
she needed it! He was lifting her again! Lifting her with his
wildly lapping, flicking tongue. Lifting her toward that peak of
indulgent gratification that she so wanted to climb. Climb it, toss
herself off it and float down into the all-consuming pleasure and
joy that would overwhelm her and give her the rush of release she
wanted so badly.

Closer and closer to the
edge, she went, steeling herself for that leap that would send her
soaring down into the abyss.

 


~~~

 


Kicking his shoes off,
Arnie shoved his pants down and hopped around on one foot trying to
get his pants off while his mother lay watching him with an amused
smile on her pretty lips.

"You look funny," she
laughed. "You look like a one-legged kangaroo."

"If I ever get these
fucking pants off, I’ll show you kangaroo," Arnie snorted finally
getting his pants off one leg. Then holding onto the bar, he toed
the other leg down off over his foot. Hooking his thumbs under the
waistband of his shorts, he shoved them down freeing his already
rock-hard cock. Stepping out of one leg hole of his shorts, he
kicked his leg up and sent the shorts flying across the
room.

Lying on her back on the
bar, Carole watched Arnie climb up on a bar stool and crawl over
onto the bar.

"Come to Mommy—Mommy wants
to give Baby’s cock a big, wet kiss," Carole cooed as Arnie kicked
his legs outside hers and started crawling up her body.

As Arnie inched up her
body, his mother’s hands quickly found his big, jutting cock as it
bobbed up and down under his belly.

"Mommy loves Baby’s big
cock," Carole murmured as she caressed and fondled it with her
fingers while Arnie climbed up higher and higher. Then wrapping one
hand around it, she lovingly twisted it up and down its swollen
shaft while her other hand cupped and squeezed his dangling
balls.

Finally, with his knees
resting by her arms, Arnie had his big cockhead just above his
mother’s lips.

"Does Baby want Mommy to
suck on his cock?" Carole whispered, easing out her tongue and
slowly licking it up the rounded underside of his peter.

"Yes, damn it, yes, Baby
wants Mommy to suck his cock," Arnie hissed, moving his hips around
and trying to get his cock in Carole’s mouth.

Opening her mouth, she
took him inside her hot, wet mouth with a loud, wet
slurp.

"Yeah, Mom, yeah, suck
it—suck it," Arnie groaned thrusting forward, trying to get his
cock deeper into her mouth. Spreading the fingers of one hand out
on his hairy belly, Carole controlled the depth of his thrusts
while she wrapped her other hand around his dangling scrotum. As
Arnie’s ass began to work up and down driving his cock in and out
of her hot, sucking mouth, Carole pulled and plucked at his big
balls. Her lips and tongue roughly sucked and licked at his cock as
it plunged in and out of her mouth.

Supporting himself on
stiffened arms, head thrown back, eyes closed, Arnie slowly worked
his ass up and down and fucked his mother’s hungry mouth while she
lay below him.

Finally, turning her head
to the side, Carole let Arnie’s big, spit-smeared penis slither out
of her mouth.

"Fuck my tits—fuck Mommy’s
tits—" she gurgled, pushing on his belly, forcing him back down her
body.

Grinning, Arnie slowly
inched backward until his giant penis was resting in the deep
valley between his mother’s tits. As he did, Carole grasped hold of
her mammoth breasts and pushed them against his cock, enveloping it
in soft, smooth tit-flesh. With his arms still locked at the
elbows, Arnie began to work his hips back and forth again, this
time sliding his cock up and down the cleavage between her breasts.
As he did, his big balls, drug along her belly while she held her
breasts pressed against his slowly pistoning cock. Looking down,
Arnie watched the head of him big dick disappear and then reappear
up out of the cleavage between her big breasts.

Lifting her head up off
the bar, Carole pursed her lips and let the big, tapered head of
his penis slip into the puckered opening. Sucking as it did, his
cock made a wet, popping sound every time he pulled back out. Tit
fucking his mother’s big tits was fun, but Arnie wanted the real
thing. Her hot, tight pussy!

Slowly inching backward,
Arnie dropped a knee down onto a barstool and swung off his mother.
Dropping to the floor, Arnie reached back and grasped hole of
Carole’s hands. Pulling her up onto her butt, he dropped her hands
and patted one of the padded barstool seats.

"You want me to sit down
there?" she asked him.

"Yeah, right here," he
said, patting the seat again.

Grasping hold of her hands
again, he helped her as she struggled down onto the barstool.
Sitting with her back to the bar and a lewd, lusty grin on her
lips, she slowly spread her legs and opened herself to
him.

"This what you want?" she
giggled, running her fingers over her sopping pussy.

"Yes, that’s what I want,
Mom," Arnie smirked, grabbing hold of his big, jutting cock and
moving up between her outstretched legs.

"It’s all yours, Baby,"
Carole murmured, reaching out and curling her wrists around behind
his neck. "Take it all, Baby."

Rubbing his cockhead up
and down between the big, fleshy lips bordering her pussy, Arnie
coated it with her abundant juices as she looked down between her
sagging breasts to watch. Moving the head of his penis to the
slippery, juice-slickened opening of her pussy, Arnie slowly pushed
into the tight, clutching channel of her cunt.

"Ummmmmm..." Carole
murmured, squeezing her pussy down around the invading giant as it
slipped deeper and deeper into its clinging depths.

"Does that feel good,
Mom?" Arnie smirked as he continued to feed his cock into the
clutching tightness.

"Yes, Baby, it feels
wonderful," she told him as she gazed at him with glazed, unfocused
eyes. "So fucking good..."

Finally, their groins
ground together, their pubic hairs intermingling as their bodies
became one.

"So fucking big," Carole
gasped, clutching at his embedded penis with her cunt.

Holding himself thrust
deep into the hot hole, Arnie reached down and slipped his hands
down under the backs of her knees. Lifting her legs up, he cradled
them in the crook of his elbow as he began to slowly pump back and
forth sending his big cock in balls deep on every thrusting
lunge.

Carole’s high heels were
bobbing up and down out to the side, her big tits flicking up and
down every time their bodies met with a soft, slurping slap as
Arnie fucked her with deep, forceful strokes. Carole’s hands
dropped down onto Arnie’s back, clutching, clawing at it as Arnie’s
ass methodically rocked back and forth faster and
faster.

"Baby—oh—Baby—" Carole
groveled out as she hunched back at him on every up-thrusting
lunge.

Then Carole’s hands found
her own breasts. Clutching, squeezing the giants, she mauled them
as her fingers and thumbs found their big, jutting
nipples.

Sensing her orgasm was
gathering, he could feel the burn consuming his own balls as he
pounded into her without mercy. Leaning down, he consumed her soft,
full lips with an open-mouthed, wet, probing kiss as their bodies
clashed together over and over again.

Suddenly, Arnie felt his
mother’s cunt clamp down around his pistoning penis.

"Unhhhhhhhh..." she
groaned out into his mouth, thrusting herself against him, grinding
her pussy against his groin. That did it for Arnie and he felt a
shock wave of pleasure tear through his cock as it lurched and
began to spill out its hot seed into her convulsing
cunt.

As fate, or destiny, or
whatever would have it, Ernie chose that exact moment to step in
through the front door.

"Jesus—Fucking—Christ—" he bellowed as
his suitcase hit the floor with a loud bang. "What the hell is
going on?"

Arnie and Carole, still
wrapped in the enthrallment of their all-consuming orgasms couldn’t
stop as they continued to clutch and grind their bodies together
while Arnie’s big cock pumped out more and more hot seed into his
mother’s hungry, sucking cunt.

"Fucking animals—" Ernie
snarled.

"Ernie—" Carole finally
gasped as Arnie let her legs slowly drop and stumbled back out from
between her legs.

"Dad—" Arnie panted,
turning to face his father as his cum-drenched cock stuck out in
front of him slowly wilting and sinking down dripping expended cum
and pussy juice down onto the floor between his feet.

"I thought it was you two
when I saw your damned jugs, but when I saw that—that thing—" Ernie
groaned, pointing down at Arnie’s drooping penis. "I couldn’t
believe that thing—that thing could belong to him."

"It was all just a big
mistake," Carole said as she sat on the barstool looking out around
Arnie.

"Didn’t look like no
damned mistake to me!" Ernie growled, angrily glaring at them.
"Looked like you were having fun to me. A fucking FEAT DE QUATTRO
"

"I thought you weren’t
coming back until Tuesday..." she mumbled.

"I wasn’t, but we fixed it
sooner than we thought," Ernie muttered. "I was trying to get back
in time to go to the game with you, but I see that it wouldn’t have
mattered even if I had made it back. You already had your date
picked out."

"No, I didn’t. I just had
a little too much to drink and, and I told Arnie that I would take
him to the cockball game. How did I know that we’d get chosen?"
Carole whined. "And when we did, how could I let the team down and
forfeit the two hundred and fifty points? Even you wouldn’t have
done that! Would you?"

"You should have thought
about that before you went," Ernie barked.

"What were the chances?"
Carole tried to make amends. "Twelve out of a hundred
thousand?"

"One chance out of a
hundred thousand was too many," Ernie fussed as Arnie stepped out
from in front of his mother and made his way around behind the
bar.

Ernie’s eyes dropped down
to the gaping hole between his wife’s legs as Arnie’s cum continued
to slowly ooze out of it.

"For God’s sake woman,
have some fucking decency. Cover that damned thing up," Ernie
barked.

Ignoring him, Carole
pushed off the barstool and landed on her high heels with a loud
clack.

With her big, floppy tits
bobbling and rolling, she slowly clacked across the room toward
Ernie, "Don’t be mad at me, Honey."

"What—what the hell am I
supposed to be? Happy?" he growled as she stepped up in front of
him.

"By the size of this," she
smiled reaching down and running her fingertips over the bulge
jutting out against the front of his pants, "I’d say maybe
excited."

"What? What are you
doing?" Ernie sputtered, gawking down at her hands as she slowly
unthreaded his belt through its buckle.

 


~~~

 


A hush fell over the crowd
when the two clam-shell doors in the center of the playing field
began to slowly open. Then, almost magically, a stage began to rise
up out from between the doors. As the stage rose higher and higher,
everyone could see that there was a beautiful white woman sitting
on the edge of a bed leaning back on one hand and had her other arm
crooked up over her head. And there were also two huge, muscled
black men on the stage along with her. Leaning back, the woman
slowly rolled over until she was lying on her side, her elbow
resting on the golden pillow that lay on the bed. Everyone saw that
she was wearing a filmy purple gown and a corset as she smiled and
lazily waved to the now-cheering crowd. It was the beautiful Miss
Eva Freed and her two black slaves, Giganto and Enormo. One of the
stoic giants stood beside the bed, arms folded, legs spread
arrogantly glaring at the crowd while the other stoical giant was
lolling on the bed beside Eva. Both of the men were naked except
for the studded, gold collars they wore around their thick necks
that were attached to the bed by long gold chains as their
chiseled, black muscles glistened and glimmered under the bright
glare of the circle of lights ringing the stadium.

"Damn, would you look at
the size of those cocks," Arnie muttered staring at the two black
giants with envious awe.

"They’re both supposedly a
foot long, they say and they sure look like it," Carole groaned as
she studied the two monstrous cocks jutting out of the men’s hairy
crotches. "The one with the gray hair is Giganto, and the one with
the dark hair is Enormo... Poor Miss Eva..." Carole
sympathized.

"You certainly know your
black cocks, Mom," Arnie smiled at his mother.

Carole answered him with a
wink and a mischievous smile as she stared at the two big, black
pricks.

Arnie had never seen any
more evil, sinister-looking penises than the two massive organs
sticking out of the ebony giants’s groins. They looked like two
black, foot-long logs, each capped with a big, black bowling ball.
The enormous penises were so big and heavy, they were unable to
raise themselves above waist high and the big, thick shafts were
slightly bent, pulled down by the massive weight of the heads
tipping them. And down below each of the gigantic penises hung a
big, fleshy sac that held two goose-egg-sized balls that looked
like they would hold at least a quart of cum each.

Finally, the stage came to
a jarring halt causing the black man who was standing to
momentarily stumble before he caught himself and resumed his
arrogant stance.

When the stage stopped
moving, Eva lazily rolled over onto her belly and like a cat
awakening from a nap, slowly stretched and pushed up to her hands
and knees. Her long, black hair hung down beside her pretty face as
she lethargically inched over toward the edge of the bed where the
black man stood insolently watching her. As she crawled, the bright
lights sparkled and glittered off her purple-sequined, stiletto
high heels while the other ebony giant, indolently pushed up to his
knees behind her.

The big, sparkling crystal
that hung from the necklace Eva wore around her neck dangled down
between her droopy tits as the big, pendulous melons hung down,
rolling and bumping against one another as she made her way over to
the edge of the bed.

Every eye in the stadium
was on the huge, black penis jutting out in front of Eva’s face as
she moved closer to it. Then everyone saw Eva’s full, red lips open
as wide as they could and slowly descend down over the tip of the
big, black head of the giant’s penis.

"It’s too big," Arnie
mumbled as he watched Eva's lips encircle the giant black knob and
slowly slip down over it.

"She did it—" Carole
whispered in disbelief. "She has the head in her mouth—"

Then, as Eva's lips
ever-so-slowly began to move down the thick, black shaft of cock
meat, the other black man roughly shoved Eva's long legs apart and
moved up between them. Standing on his knees behind her, the man
clutched hold of one of Eva's big, fleshy ass cheeks. As the camera
zoomed in on Eva's ass, everyone watched as the giant dug his big,
black thumb down into the white flesh of Eva's beautiful ass.
Stretching the skin of her ass out, the man spread her cheeks apart
and lifted the huge, barbed head of his black penis up to the
puckered, pink circle of fluted flesh between the globes of white,
quivering flesh. Eva's asshole and the skin around it were smeared
with a generous coating of lube as the clear ointment glistened in
the bright light of the stadium.

Another hush spread out
over the crowd as everyone breathlessly awaited the impalement.
Then letting go of the cheek of her ass, the black man curled his
hands around Eva's waist and lunged forward, jerking her back on
the cock at the same instant.

The audio feed picked up
the strangled gurgle from Eva as the monstrous black cock tore into
her lily-white ass and the black man’s wash-boarded abs smashed
into her ass sending waves of energy rippling through her ass
cheeks.

"God Almighty—" Arnie
groaned when the giant, black cock went ripping into Eva's
beautiful, white ass. "He’s gonna rip her in two—"

"I think he already has,"
Carole muttered as she saw the man’s big, black balls slap up
against Eva's little, pink pussy.

Then, as the camera panned
back slightly, everyone watched as the ebony giant kept his
foot-long cock buried deep inside Eva's ass while he struggled up
onto his feet. Inching forward, crouching over Eva, the man began
to jerk his chiseled, black ass back and forth as he pummeled Eva's
beautiful ass with his monstrous penis driving it into her all the
way up to the hilt on every savage lunge.

Arnie had never seen
anything so bestial, so barbaric as the scene playing out on the
stage in the middle of the field. And it was all being captured
with zoom and slow-motion cameras, not to even mention replay
cameras and the thousands of other cameras of the fans in the
stands.

Turning his attention back
to the other black man, Arnie saw that Eva had somehow managed to
consume half of the man’s giant organ and was slowly, inch by inch
taking more and more of it into her mouth and throat.

"How can she do that?"
Arnie incredulously asked, gawking on in disbelief.

"Practice, I guess,"
Carole muttered, absently-mindedly reaching over to Arnie’s penis
and lovingly stroking it.

Nervously glancing around,
expecting to be caught breaking the rules, Arnie saw that he didn’t
have to worry as every eye in the stadium, even the referee’s were
locked on the outrageous display of depravity taking place on the
stage.

"Uh, Mom, I don’t want you
to stop, but you might get a penalty," Arnie whispered.

"What? Huh? What do
you—Oh—" she muttered, finally able to take her eyes off the stage.
Glancing down at Arnie’s slowly hardening penis, she jerked her
hand away and then guiltily glanced up at the cameras filming them.
Thankfully no one had noticed her little indiscretion.

Turning their attention
back to the stage, they saw that the gray-haired Giganto was still
furiously humping Eva's beautiful ass with wild abandon while
Enormo had almost three-fourths of his cock buried inside her
mouth. Then they saw Enormo reach down and curl his thick, black
fingers down in Eva's long flowing tresses. Pulling on Eva's hair,
Enormo lurched forward and drove the final inches of his giant
penis down into her mouth and throat. It was the most bizarre thing
he had ever seen, Arnie told himself as he saw that the ring of
curly, black hairs encircling the thick base of Enormo’s giant
penis were now tickling up against Eva's full, red lips and his
big, dangling ball sac was resting against her chin.

Then curling his arms up
into the air in a body-builder pose, he let out a roar of triumph
and held the pose for several long seconds before dropping his
hands back down to Eva's head. Grabbing hold of Eva's long, black
hair again, Enormo began to jerk his chiseled, black ass back and
forth as he fucked Eva's lovely face driving his giant, black penis
into her mouth and throat all the way up to his belly on every
savage thrust.

Strangely, Eva seemed to
be enjoying the rape as much as the two black giants ravaging her
as she had her hands curled around Enormo’s hips, pushing and
pulling on them urging him to fuck her mouth even harder. At the
same time, she was thrusting herself back at Giganto’s merciless
attack, taking his giant penis as deep inside her bowels as was
humanly possible on every deep, lunging stroke.

Then suddenly, Giganto
bellowed and jerked back, pulling his giant penis out of Eva's
still-sucking mouth. Stumbling back a step, the black giant grabbed
hold of his cock and aimed it at Eva's beautiful face. A collective
gasp came from the crowd as they watched the evil thing lurch and a
giant gob of creamy, white cum came shooting out of its black head.
The creamy wad struck Eva's forehead, right between her pretty,
blue eyes as she quickly blinked them shut before the second wad
struck her cheek. Another gob, then another, and another spurted
out of the massive black head, splattering all over her face before
beginning to run down toward her chin in stringy
streams.

Eva's pretty face was
covered in gooey, white cum before Giganto was finally finished
emptying his balls. To Arnie, it looked like at least a quart of
the gummy goo was slowly trickling down her face to where it
finally dripped of her chin and onto the bed in long, stringy
strands.

Then another collective
murmur escaped from the crowd as Enormo let out a roar and jerked
his cock out of Eva's over-stretched asshole. Stumbling back,
Enormo grasped hold of his giant black penis and aimed its tapered
tip down at the gaping asshole he had just vacated. Another loud
murmur swept through the crowd when his cock kicked and shot out a
huge, creamy wad of cum straight into Eva’s slowly collapsing anus.
Then as Eva's asshole continued to shrink back down onto itself,
Enormo sent streams of cum splashing down on her big, round ass
cheeks before moving up to coat her back with more of the sticky
white cream.

As the last spurt of cum
came squirting out of Enormo’s big, black cock, the platform began
to slowly lower back down into the field accompanied by the roaring
approval of the crowd.

Shouts of
"More"—"More"—"More—" came welling up from the crowd, but they all
knew that an encore was an impossibility as beautiful Eva had
completely drained both of the big, black cocks.

"TWO MINUTES UNTIL THE
GAME RESUMES..." came out over the speakers as Arnie grinned at
her.

"Got time for one quick
drink before we have to go back to work," he laughed, grabbing the
bottle off the nightstand and filling the two glasses with the
amber liquor.

"Work?" Now you call it
work?" Carole fussed, grabbing his already hardened cock and giving
it a rough squeeze. "Before you said it was fun..."

"HANDS—CUBICLE
ONE—HANDS—TWO POINT PENALTY—" the referee declared over the
speaker.

"Oops—" Carole tipsily
giggled, tipping up her glass and gulping down her drink before
slamming it down on the nightstand.

"ONE MINUTE UNTIL THE GAME
RESUMES. YOU MAY INITIATE FOREPLAY AT THIS TIME..."

"Just a manner of speech,
Mom," Arnie giggled, tipping his head back and gulping down his
drink in one gulp. "Fucking you could never be work..."

To prove his point, he
shoved a hand down between her chunky legs and slipped two fingers
up inside her hot pussy.

 


~~~

 


"EIGHT MINUTES TO GO..."
the announcer warned.

"Hurry, Mom, hurry," Arnie
urged his mother as he roughly yanked and pulled on his limp
dick.

Slipping the little belt
through the plastic buckle on her hip, Carole gave it a yank to
tighten it and then quickly threaded the belt through the other
buckle on her other hip. Standing on his knees looking over his
shoulder at his mother, he saw that the big, black strap-on dildo
was jutting out from his mother’s groin.

"There—you ready?" she
asked shuffling up behind him with her hand wrapped around the
evil-looking weapon.

"Yeah, Mom, but, but lick
it first—lick my asshole like you did at home—lick it and make me
hard—" Arnie mumbled, dropping down onto his hands and knees and
thrusting his hairy ass up in the air.

They both heard a murmur
whisper through the crowd as Carole let go of the fake cock and
reached out to Arnie’s ass. Digging her fingers down into the firm
flesh of his ass, she spread it apart and bent down over it. All
the cameras were on her mouth and Arnie’s clenched asshole as her
tongue flicked out and circled around puckered, pink
opening.

Arnie felt a surge of
strength rush through his limp penis as his mother’s hot, little
tongue poked and probed at his anus while he watched on the TV
screen at the head of the bed.

"Yeah, Mom, yeah, like
that—" Arnie panted, pushing his asshole back against his mother’s
insistent tongue. Looking back down under his body, Arnie could see
that his cock was struggling to lift its big, cum-covered head and
stiffen itself as his mother reamed his asshole with her busy
tongue.

"SIX MINUTES TO GO..." the
announcer warned.

"Come on, Arnie, Honey,
get hard, get hard," Carole implored as she paused for a moment to
catch her breath.

"Go ahead, Mom. It’s
getting hard. Go ahead and fuck me in the ass... and make me come,"
Arnie grunted.

Spitting out a big gob of
spit right on Arnie’s cringing asshole, Carole raised back up and
grabbed hold of the dildo again. Inching forward, she fitted the
tapered tip of the black demon right in the center of her son’s
puckered asshole.

"Here it comes—" she
grunted, straining forward and slowly easing the fake cock down
into Arnie’s tight asshole.

"Ahhhhhnnnnnnnn..." Arnie
groaned as the dildo spread his asshole and started slipping inside
his ass.

It’ll only hurt for a
little bit... it’ll only hurt for a little bit... it’ll only hurt
for a little bit, he told himself as the big, rubber dick slid
deeper and deeper into his ass.

"FOUR MINUTES TO GO..." he
heard the announcer growl.

Then as the tip of the
dildo rubbed across his prostate, Arnie felt a pleasurable
sensation deaden the initial tickle of pain he had felt.

"Yeah, Mom, yeah, you
found it..." Arnie murmured, thrusting back at her as the plastic
base of the strap-on cock slapped up against the cheeks of his
ass.

Arnie felt his mother’s
hands curl around his waist, just above his hips as she pulled back
and rammed the fake penis back inside his clinging asshole. Then
she began to hump his ass with a vengeance. It almost seemed like
payback for the reaming he had just given her own asshole moments
earlier. As she did, the dildo was rubbing back and forth across
his prostate filling his ass with pleasurable surges of warmth.
While she humped into his ass with the fake cock, Arnie’s own penis
was growing harder and harder. As it did, it was flopping up and
down wildly in rhythm with the pounding his ass was
taking.

"TWO MINUTES WARNING—"
came the blaring warning.

"Hurry, Babe, hurry—Come
for Mommy—Come!" Carole wheezed, working her hips back and forth
faster and faster as she drove the pseudo penis in and out of her
son’s tight asshole.

"I’m trying, Mom, I’m
trying—I can feel it coming," Arnie grunted as he finally felt the
burn begin down deep inside his flouncing balls as the base of the
dildo slapped up against them.

"Hurry, Babe, hurry—"
Carole implored, humping into him at the same time she jerked him
back on the big, black dildo.

"ONE MINUTE TO GO..." the
announcer wailed.

Carole could feel the
resistance growing as Arnie’s asshole slowly tightened its hold on
the plunging cock. Tighter and tighter it grew as she saw the
muscles in her son’s ass cheeks hardening, clenching and tightening
in preparation for the eruption. But would it be soon enough, she
frantically wondered, humping him harder and faster?

"THIRTY SECONDS TO
GO..."

"Come on, Baby, you can do
it—" Carole huffed, working her hips faster and faster.

"TWENTY SECONDS TO
GO..."

The big dildo was rubbing
across his prostate faster and faster as the eruption drew closer
and closer. Would he make it, Arnie hysterically wondered? They had
won the last game for the Centaurs and Sirens, but would they be
able to do it again?

"TEN SECONDS TO
GO..."

The burn was now a
full-fledge fire and Arnie felt his big, dangling balls scrunching
up around the base of his cock as the fake cock sawed in and out of
his asshole and he jerked his hand up and down his
peter.

"NINE..."

"EIGHT..."

"SEVEN..."

"Hurry—Hurry—Hurry—"
Carole pleaded as she pounded his ass with a fury.

"SIX—FIVE—FOUR—THREE—"
came the countdown.

"TWO-ONE—"

Just then Arnie felt his
cock kick as a spasm of pleasure tore through it and a gush of cum
ripped up through his cock...

"GAME OVER—" came the
announcement at almost the same instant a big, pearly wad of cum
came spurting out of the tip of his cock!

Had he made it, he
frantically wondered as his cock continued to jerk and spurt?
Silence descended down over the stadium. One could have heard a pin
drop as Arnie’s big cock finally stopped firing off into the air
and began to wilt back down between his legs.

"Did we do it?" he heard
his mother whisper as she slowly pulled back and eased the big,
black dildo out of his ass.

"I don’t know—it was
close—" Arnie whispered back, dropping down on his belly and
rolling over onto his back. As Arnie scooted back up against the
headboard to watch the TV screen, Carole reached down and unsnapped
the strap-on dildo and tossed it down on the bed.

Then a picture of the head
referee came on the screen.

"THE LAST EJACULATION IS
UNDER FURTHER REVIEW..." he announced before turning and heading
over to the replay booth.

Then his picture was
replaced by an image of Arnie’s big cock that looked even larger
and more ominous on the big screen of the TV. And superimposed
beside it was a stop clock with ten seconds on it.

Arnie and Carole anxiously
waited watching Arnie’s big cock slowly flopping up and down on the
screen in slow motion as the clock began to count down.

"1.0"—the screen showed
that his big cock was just starting the downward drop of a
flop.

".09"—his dick was halfway
down in its downward plunge.

".08"—his cock was nearly
at the bottom of the plunge.

".07"—his penis was at the
end of its downward dive.

".06"—his cock was
motionless, at the bottom of the drop and trying to overcome the
inertia of the fall.

".05"—there was still no
movement as his cock still struggled to rise.

".04"—the screen showed
that finally his cock was starting to move upward.

".03"—his cock was
pointing nearly straight up into the air.

".02"—his cock seemed to
swell up and twitch as a bulge could be seen forming at the base of
the rounded ridge of flesh running along the underside of his
cock.

".01"—the tip of a big,
pearly white drop of cum could be seen just making its exodus out
of the tip of his cock.

".00"—the spurt of cum
could easily be seen, extending out at least two inches from the
head of his penis.

A roar went up from the
crowd as the screen cleared and the referee was seen standing
facing the television cameras.

"AFTER FURTHER REVIEW...
THE EJACULATION IS CONFIRMED—CENTAURS AND SIRENS WIN!" he
exclaimed, thrusting his hands straight up in the air.

A rush of pride washed
over Arnie as his mother grabbed him, gave him a big bear hug and
planted a wet, gushy kiss on his lips.

"You did it—you did it—you
won the game for them again!" she babbled, crushing her big tits
against Arnie’s hairy chest.

"Couldn’t have done it
without you, Mom," Arnie grinned, clutching at her tits when she
leaned back to catch her breath.

 


The End
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