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A DAY AT MATERNAL MOUNDS

By Klrxo

Marshall and Grant, twin 18-year-olds, stood in front of their mother,
pleading puppy eyes fixed on her pretty face. "Mom, please? Maternal
Mounds Amusement Park is where it's at! All our friends have been there
already!" Marshall whined.

Grant nodded eagerly, adding, ""Yeah, it's like, the coolest place ever! All
the guys say so!"

Audrey sighed, a frown tugging at her lips as she considered her sons'
request. The reason for her hesitation was that Maternal Mounds was no
ordinary theme park; it catered to a very specific, peculiar crowd. One of
the park's main attractions was its shrinking technology, which allowed
boys to explore their mother's naked bodies as if they were minute
explorers in a massive, fleshy jungle. It was a taboo and oft-frowned
upon concept but had gained a cult following nonetheless.

"Boys, | don't know..." she started to protest, but the twins pounced on
her hesitation like starving vultures.

"Oh, come on, Mom! Please?!" Grant begged.

Marshall joined in on the barrage of pleading: ""Yeah, we'll do extra
chores for a whole month! We won't complain about anything you
cook!"

Audrey pursed her lips. She knew she should say no; after all, what kind
of mother would willingly allow her teenage sons to... well, she didn't
even want to think about it. But their excitement was contagious and,
truth be told, she could use some quality time with her boys before they
left for college in the fall.



"Tell you what," Audrey said, holding up a hand to pause their rapid-fire
begging. "Give me a day or two to think it over, okay? I'm not saying no,
but I'm not saying yes either. This is a big decision and | need some time
to wrap my head around it."

The twins deflated slightly, but nodded in unison. "Okay, Mom. That's
fair," Marshall conceded. "Just don't take too long, alright? The park’s
gonna be super crowded soon with summer break coming up."

"I promise I'll give you an answer by the end of the week," Audrey
assured them. "Now, don't you two have homework or something?"

The boys scampered off, already whispering excitedly between
themselves about the possibility of their Maternal Mounds adventure.
Audrey watched them go, a pensive expression on her face. She knew
she needed to gather more information before making a decision.

Later that evening, after her four children were tucked away in their
rooms, Audrey settled onto the couch with a glass of wine and her
phone. She pulled up the group chat she shared with a few other moms
from the neighborhood, all of whom had sons around the same age as
Marshall and Grant.

"Hey ladies," she typed out, her fingers hesitating over the send button
for a moment before she pressed it. ""Weird question, but has anyone
taken their boys to Maternal Mounds before? The twins are begging me
to go and I'm not sure what to think."

The responses started pouring in almost immediately.

"Oh girl, you have to do it!" one mom gushed. "It's such a bonding

experience. My son loved it @"”

"Agreed," chimed in another. "It's a little weird at first, being naked in
front of your son and all, but it's so worth it. Plus, the park is super safe
and professional. They take good care of you."



Audrey read through the messages, her brow furrowed in thought. It
seemed like most of the moms had positive things to say about their
Maternal Mounds trips. Still, she couldn't quite shake the feeling of
unease that came with the idea of being so vulnerable in front of her
sons.

"I don't know," she typed back. "I'm just not sure I'm comfortable with
it. What if it changes things between us? What if they see me differently
after?"

"Oh honey," the first mom replied. "Of course it'll change things, but in a

good way!(© It brings you closer together, makes you appreciate each
other more. Trust me, you won't regret it."

Audrey sighed, setting her phone down and taking a long sip of wine.
She had a lot to think about, but she knew she couldn't put off giving the
twins an answer for much longer. One way or another, she'd have to
decide whether Maternal Mounds was good idea or not.

Audrey was a stunning blonde, even at 38 years old. Her voluptuous
figure turned heads wherever she went, even after having four children.
Her tits were enormous, overflowing K-cups that strained against even
her loosest blouses. Years of jogging and yoga had kept her legs toned
and silky smooth. And her ass - it was the stuff of legends, a perfectly
rounded bubble butt that jiggled hypnotically with every step.

She knew her body drove men wild with lust, her husband included. But
lately, she'd noticed her twin 18-year-old sons eyeing her inappropriately
too. Marshall and Grant tried to be subtle, sneaking glances when they
thought she wasn't looking. But Audrey always noticed their hungry
stares caressing her curves, undressing her with their eyes.

Part of her felt flattered by the attention, that she could still elicit such
raw desire from men so much younger. But they were her sons, so their
leering gazes made her feel uncomfortable and guilty. Did she encourage



them somehow, even unintentionally? She tried to dress modestly
around the house, but her breasts and ass were impossible to fully
conceal.

Her husband worked long hours, so Audrey was home alone with the
twins and their two younger siblings most days. Domestic tasks required
lots of bending and stretching, which she knew gave the boys an eyeful
no matter how careful she tried to be.

Washing dishes, she could feel their eyes glued to her thick, undulating
ass as she shifted side to side. Folding laundry, she knew they were
hypnotized by her heavy breasts swaying and jiggling with every
movement. She couldn't even relax by the pool without them gawking at
her skimpy bikini and all the flesh pouring over the sides of the fabric.

The twins had gotten bolder lately in their inappropriate interest,
cornering Audrey when they managed to get her alone, giving her a
constant barrage of tit-squashing hugs. One day, Grant had caught her
coming out of the shower, wrapped in only a flimsy towel.

"Hey Mom," he said with a mischievous grin, eyeing her barely concealed
curves. "l was just wondering, um... can | ask what size your boobs are?
Because they just seem really huge!"

"Grant!" Audrey scolded, clutching the towel tighter around her jostling
juggernauts. "That's not an appropriate question, especially for your own
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mother

"Aw c'mon, I'm just curious," he wheedled. "They're so much bigger than
any other mom's."

“Ok, that's true, but that doesn't mean you need to know my cup size,”
the mother stated.

“Why not?” Grant asked with a shrug of his shoulders. “I'm old enough
now. Don't | need to know about bra sizes and things like that?”



Flustered, Audrey stammered, ""Honey, it's just... Alright, if you must
know... I'm a 34K. But | don't want you boys objectifying me,
understand?"

"Sure Mom, | would never," Grant said, but his eyes remained fixated on
her abundant cleavage.

Later, Marshall had sidled up to her while she was folding clothes. "Hey
Mom" he purred, making her skin prickle. "l was wondering if | could ask
you something personal?”

Audrey gulped nervously. “I guess that depends on HOW personal your
question is,” she hesitantly replied.

“Is your pussy shaved or hairy? | always imagine it's bare and smooth..."

"Marshall James!" Audrey yelped, horrified. "l can't believe you'd ask me
that! My grooming habits are my business, not yours, young man."

Marshall persisted, undeterred by his mother's scolding. "Aw come on,
Mom. I'm just curious. | bet it looks really pretty down there..." His eyes
flicked down to the juncture of her thighs, hidden beneath her sundress.

Audrey's face flushed hot with embarrassment and anger. She couldn't
believe her own son was asking about her most intimate areas. It was
beyond inappropriate.

“Those are the types of things you should wonder about the girls at
school, not your own mother,” Audrey advised.

“Those girls are immature,” the boy scoffed. “I’m interested in what
moms prefer.”

"This is really not a topic we should be discussing, Marshall. But if you
must know," she said tersely, "yes, | keep it shaved smooth. But that's
enough, | don't want any more personal questions like that. It's not
right."



Marshall grinned, victorious at this revelation. "l knew it! | bet it tastes so
sweet too..."

"Marshall!" Audrey cried, aghast. "Stop this RIGHT NOW before | tell
your father!"

“What? I'm just sayin’,” the boy smirked.

The inappropriate questions and comments from the twins only
escalated from there. It seemed they were determined to learn every
intimate detail about their mother's voluptuous body.

One evening while Audrey was watching TV, Grant plopped down next to
her on the couch, sitting inappropriately close. "Hey Mom," he said
casually, letting his knee brush against her bare thigh below her shorts. "l
was wondering, do you and dad, um... fuck a lot?”

Audrey sputtered in shock, heat rising in her cheeks. "Grant, first of all,
you know | don't like you using that word. And second, that’s none of
your business! A couple's love life is private!"

"I know, | know," Grant said, holding up his hands. "l was just curious if
you're still getting action, you know? Since you're so crazy hot and all. |
figured Dad must want to bang you all the time."

"Grant..." Audrey warned, shifting uncomfortably. But somehow she
found herself answering. "If your curiosity is really killing you that much,
then yes, your father and | still make love. Maybe two or three times a
week, not that it's any of your concern."

Grant grinned triumphantly. "Nice! | bet you rock his world with that
smokin' bod. He’s one lucky guy."

Audrey frowned but didn't dispute it further, hoping he'd drop the
subject.

Marshall approached his mother the next day as she was putting away
groceries in the kitchen. He leaned against the counter, trying to look



nonchalant while watching her tits shift about under her top with every
move she made.

"So Mom," he began, his tone overly casual. "l was just wondering, like...
how many inches do you prefer? You know, dick-wise."

Audrey nearly dropped the cereal box she was holding, whirling to face
her son with an appalled expression. "Marshall! That is completely
inappropriate! | can't believe you would ask me something like that!
What on earth has gotten into you and your brother lately with these
questions?!

Marshall shrugged, undeterred by her reaction. "What? I'm just curious. |
mean, you've seen a lot of dicks, right? So you must have a preference."

"I have not 'seen a lot of dicks' as you so crudely put it," Audrey hissed,
her face reddening. ""And evenif | had, it's none of your business! I’'m
your mother, not one of your little girlfriends to swap dirty details with!"

Marshall held up his hands in mock surrender. "Hey, chill Mom. | didn't
mean anything bad by it. | just wanna know what women like. For future
reference, you know?"

Audrey pursed her lips, torn between shutting down this wildly improper
conversation and the sudden urge to actually educate her son on the
finer points of female pleasure. He was an adult now, after all. Maybe a
little motherly guidance wouldn't be so terrible.

"Fine," she huffed after a long moment. "If you really wanna know... |
suppose | prefer something on the larger side. Maybe seven or eight
inches, and thick. It just feels better, reaches all the right spots. But
technique matters too, it's not all about size."

She couldn't believe those words had just left her mouth. To her own
son, no less! But Marshall looked intrigued, nodding along like she was
imparting sage wisdom.



"Good to know," he said with a cocky smirk. "I'm packing about 8 inches
myself, maybe a bit more. Guess I'll make some lucky lady very happy
one day, huh?"

He grabbed a soda from the fridge and sauntered off, leaving Audrey
feeling vaguely scandalized. Had her son really just bragged to her about
his penis size? And had she seriously just told him how many inches of
cock she liked inside her?

The lines were blurring so much lately with the twins' inappropriate
interest in her body and sex life. Audrey didn't know how to put a stop to
it without making things awkward. They were just so insatiably curious,
and she was their go-to source for all things taboo.

Marshall burst into the bedroom he shared with his twin brother Grant, a
huge grin plastered across his face. ""Dude, you'll never believe what
Mom just told me!"

Grant looked up from his phone, quirking an eyebrow. "What, that she
likes it up the ass?"

Marshall snorted, flopping down on his bed. "Even better bro. | asked
her how many inches she likes, you know, cock-wise. And she straight up
told me 'seven or eight, and thick.' Can you believe that shit?"

Grant's eyes went wide, sitting up straighter. "Holy fuck, are you serious?
Mom actually said that to you? Damn, our own sexy mom's a fucking size-
queen!”

"Right?" Marshall laughed. "And then get this - | told her I'm packing a
solid 8 inches. She got all flustered, but I could tell she was thinking
about it. Probably wishing I'd rip her panties off and fuck her pussy hard
right there.”

"Mmm, | bet she was," Grant groaned, palming his hardening crotch
through his shorts. "Fuck, | can just imagine her on her knees, choking on
all 8 inches, those massive tits swinging around."



"Dude, same," Marshall panted, squeezing his own throbbing erection
through his jeans. "I'd grab her by that blonde hair and just face-fuck the
shit out of her. Make her gag on it."

"God yes," Grant moaned. "Can you picture those huge udders wrapped
around your cock? | bet you could titty-fuck her for hours, bust all over
her face and tits. She'd look so good dripping in our nut.”

"Fuck yeah she would," Marshall agreed. "And don't even get me started
on that ass. | just wanna bend Mom over and plow that big juicy booty so
fucking hard."

"Ungh, | know bro," Grant whimpered, now fully stroking his aching
hard-on through the fabric. "l bet that ass bounces like crazy when she's
getting fucked. Probably ripples like a bowl of jello."

"Oh yeah, and you know Mom's a total freak in the sheets," Marshall
stated while brazenly squeezing his bulge. "Probably fucks like an animal,
all wild and primal. | bet she howls like a bitch in heat when she's getting
railed."

“You know it," Grant chuckled. "And you know she's down for all sorts of
dirty positions too. Probably likes to get folded up like a pretzel and just
totally destroyed."

"Ungh, | bet!" Marshall groaned. ""Missionary, cowgirl, doggy, prone
bone... She can definitely handle it all. Probably a master at riding reverse
cowgirl with that phat ass."

"Dude, can you imagine her riding cock?" Grant asked. "Bouncing on a
dick, those massive udders flying everywhere. She probably scratches
and bites while she fucks too, like a feral cat."

"God, what | wouldn't give to leave bite marks and bruises all over those
huge tits while she's riding me," Grant whimpered. "Suck and chew on
her fat nips, make Mom scream for my big cock."



"Dude, can you imagine how mind-blowing it would be to spit roast her?"
Marshall said excitedly. "You stuffing her mouth with cock while | stretch
that MILF cunt to the limit? Shit, we gotta find a way to tap that!"

"We'll find a way, bro," Grant promised, his tone determined. "No way
we're letting a prime piece of ass like that go to waste, mother or not.
We just gotta get her alone and make her realize how badly she needs
our cocks. Mom's a freak, you know she wants it."

“Getting her to Maternal Mounds sure would be a great place start,” his
brother added.

With their conversation in mind, Grant cornered his mom the next
evening as she was cleaning up the dinner dishes. He sidled up behind
her at the sink, pressing his body inappropriately close to hers.

"Hey Mom," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. "Question: do
you like having your legs pinned back? You know, while getting fucked
hard and fast?"

Audrey stiffened, nearly dropping the plate she was washing. She spun
around to face her son, soapy water dripping from her hands.

"Grant! There's that F-word again!" she scolded, her voice shaking
slightly. "And I've told you before— you can't ask me things like that! I'm
your mother!"

But Grant just grinned, unfazed by her reaction. "Aw c'mon Mom, it's just
a question. I'm trying to learn what women like. And who better to ask
than my sexy, experienced mother?"

Audrey gaped at him, torn between shutting this down immediately and
a perverse thrill at being called "sexy" by her own son. She knew she
should put a stop to this, but his persistent curiosity was wearing her
down.

"Fine," she huffed after a long moment, her cheeks burning. "If you must
know... yes, | do enjoy that position. Having my legs pushed back gives a



deeper angle and it feels amazing. But only with someone | trust and feel
comfortable with!"

She couldn't believe she had just admitted that to her teenage son. What
was wrong with her? But Grant looked delighted by this revelation, his
eyes sparkling with inappropriate excitement.

"Fuck yeah, | knew it!" he crowed. "l bet you cum so hard like that, huh?
Probably soak the sheets when you're getting pounded deep and fast."

"Grant!" Audrey hissed, mortified. ""Watch your language! And that's
none of your business!"

But Grant was relentless now that he had her talking. ""Does it make you
squirt, Mom? When you're cumming hard with your legs back like that? |
bet that's so hot to see you just gushing everywhere."

Audrey wanted to clap her hands over her burning face. Her own son
was asking if she was a squirter! This was beyond the pale of
inappropriate. She should shut this down right now before it went any
further.

But to her horror, Audrey found herself actually answering him, the
words tumbling out before she could stop them.

"Sometimes, yes" she admitted in a near whisper, unable to meet his
eager gaze. "If I'm really turned on and the angle is just right... yes, I've
been known to get a little extra wet. Squirt, as you so delicately put it."

Grant looked like he'd just won the lottery, his grin stretching from ear to
ear. "l knew it! Aw man, that's so hot Mom.”

Marshall seized his next opportunity to probe his mother's sexual
preferences while they were spectators at Grant's soccer game that
weekend. The whole family was there to cheer on Grant, including
Marshall and Audrey's husband Dan.



In the crowded sidelines, Marshall managed to maneuver himself directly
behind his mother as they watched the match. Audrey wore tight yoga
pants that hugged every mouthwatering curve. Seeing her round ass
practically bursting out of those clingy pants, Marshall couldn't resist
pressing closer, wedging his hardening bulge right between her cheeks.

Audrey stiffened, glancing over her shoulder at him with a reproachful
look. "Marshall, please," she whispered. "That's not appropriate.
Especially in public."

But Marshall just grinned, not so subtly grinding his erection deeper into
her pillowy softness. "Sorry Mom, it's just really crowded," he said
innocently, even though there was plenty of room.

Audrey frowned but didn't move away, not wanting to make a scene.
She tried to focus on the game, but it was impossible to ignore the thick
heat of her son's boner nestled between her ass cheeks. What was
wrong with her, letting him rub on her like this?

Marshall took her lack of resistance as a green light. Leaning in close to
her ear, he murmured lowly so only she could hear. "Hey Mom? Can | ask
you something?"

Audrey tensed, already knowing this would be wildly inappropriate. But
she was trapped, caged between her son's body and the crowd. "What is
it, Marshall?" she sighed.

His hot breath tickled her neck as he asked in a husky whisper, ""Do you
like having your ass eaten? You know, a tongue licking deep in your tight
little asshole?"

Audrey bit back a scandalized gasp, her face igniting with heat. She
darted a panicked glance at her husband a few feet away, but Dan was
engrossed in the game. Marshall's boner throbbed insistently against her
backside, making her squirm.



"Marshall James! | can't believe you!" Audrey hissed under her breath.
"You and your brother can't just ask me things like that, especially in
public! It's not right!"

But Marshall persisted, undeterred by her scolding. He nuzzled his face
into her hair, inhaling her scent. "C'mon Mom, there's nothing wrong
with a young guy wanting to know how to please a woman.”

Audrey glanced around nervously, worried someone would overhear
their wildly inappropriate conversation. But everyone seemed focused
on the game.

"Fine," she relented with an exasperated sigh. "If | answer, will you
promise to stop asking me such personal sexual questions?"

"Absolutely," Marshall agreed quickly, a little too eager. "I swear, this is
the last one. So...do you like having your ass eaten or not?"

Audrey closed her eyes briefly, wondering how she'd let things escalate
to this point. Her son was asking if she enjoyed analingus, for God's sake!

"Yes," she admitted quietly, her cheeks on fire. "l do enjoy that...under
the right circumstances. But only with someone | really trust."

Marshall made a low, appreciative noise, his breath quickening against
her neck. "Fuck, that's hot," he growled.

““Honey, please... language!” she hissed.

They watched the game in charged silence for a few minutes, Audrey
hyper-aware of her son's hardness nestled between her cheeks. She
knew she should put a stop to this, move away from his blatant grinding.
But she felt frozen, torn between propriety and a shameful thrill at her
own son's lust for her.

Marshall nuzzled into her hair again, his voice a raspy whisper in her ear.
"Hey Mom? Can | ask one more tiny favor?"



Audrey tensed, already knowing this would be crossing a line. But she
was weak, her resistance crumbling under her son's relentless sensual
onslaught. "What?" she breathed warily.

Marshall pressed his cock more firmly against her ass, letting her feel
every throbbing inch. "Will you grind back on me a little?" he pleaded
softly. "Just for a minute?”

Audrey's eyes widened in shock. She couldn't believe her son had just
asked her to grind her ass against his erection. In public, no less! It was
beyond inappropriate.

"Marshall, no!" she hissed under her breath. "This is so wrong on so
many levels. I'm your mother, for God's sake!"

But even as she protested, Audrey felt a shameful thrill shiver through
her at the thought of rubbing her round ass against her son's hard cock.
What was wrong with her, getting turned on by such a taboo request?

Marshall nuzzled into her hair, his breath hot against her ear. "Please,
Mom?" he begged softly. "Just for a minute. No one will notice, |
promise."

Audrey bit her lip, torn between propriety and her own growing arousal.
She knew this was crossing a serious line. But she was weak, her
resistance crumbling under Marshall's persuasive pleading.

"Put your arms around my waist," she whispered, hardly believing the
words were leaving her mouth. "Just for a minute, understand?"

Marshall eagerly obeyed, snaking his arms around her midsection and
tugging her curvy body back snugly against his lean frame. Audrey could
feel every inch of his rigid erection nestling between her plump ass
cheeks, separated only by their thin clothing.

Taking a deep breath, Audrey began subtly rolling and grinding her hips,
sliding her son's throbbing hardness up and down her ass-crack. Marshall



groaned lowly in her ear, his fingers digging into her soft waist as he
savored the forbidden friction.

"Fuck, Mom," he rasped, barely audible over the cheering crowd. "Your
ass feels incredible."

Audrey whimpered, biting her lip hard to stifle the desperate moan
building in her throat. Her son's cock felt so huge and hard, the heat of it
searing her even through their clothes. She knew she should stop this
perversity immediately. But it just felt too good, her round cheeks
clenching and jiggling around his thick shaft as she worked her ass in
slow, deliberate circles.

Glancing over at her husband to make sure he was still absorbed in the
game, Audrey turned her head to look back at Marshall, her eyes dark
with lust. "One minute," she reminded him breathily. "Then we stop
before anyone notices."

Marshall nodded eagerly, loving how she was just starting the timer in
her head even though they'd been grinding for nearly a minute already.
He was beyond grateful she was indulging him in this taboo act, even if
only briefly. He thrust his hips subtly, grinding his aching erection deeper
into her pillowy softness as she undulated against him.

For one additional minute, mother and son dry humped shamelessly in
the middle of the crowded sidelines, surrounded by oblivious friends and
family. Audrey worked her ass in sensual figure eights, shimmying and
rolling her wide hips to pleasure her son's rigid cock.

Marshall's swollen meat pulsed and flexed between Audrey's voluptuous
ass- cheeks as she ground back against him. The thin fabric of her yoga
pants did little to conceal the scorching heat of his erection, his bulbous
cockhead catching on her tight asshole with each subtle thrust.

Clear, sticky pre-cum dribbled from the weeping slit of his purple glans,
seeping through his own bottoms, leaving a spreading damp patch on



the seat of Audrey's pants. His heavy balls, churning with backed up
spunk, pressed insistently against her slick pussy lips through the
stretchy material.

Audrey could feel every ridge and vein of her son's girthy shaft sliding
between her cheeks, the prominent mushroom head notching into her
puckered rosebud again and again. It felt so wrong, so taboo, to have her
own offspring's throbbing cock grinding against her most intimate areas.
But the forbidden depravity only heightened her shameful arousal.

Marshall's fingers dug into the soft flesh of his mother's waist as he
savored the silky glide of her ass engulfing his aching erection. He fought
the urge to rut against her like an animal, to hump her shamelessly until
he exploded in his pants. The one minute of dry humping heaven she'd
allotted him was almost up.

"Time's up," Audrey breathed regretfully, her hips still undulating on
autopilot. She didn't want to stop, her body crying out for more of this
illicit pleasure. But they were pushing their luck, risking discovery with
every passing second.

With great reluctance, she forced herself to pull away, separating her
son's throbbing cock from the welcoming heat of her ass. Marshall bit
back a frustrated groan at the loss of friction, his dick pulsing angrily, pre-
cum smearing the inside of his shorts.

They stood apart, putting a respectable distance between their bodies
once more, but the charged tension remained. Audrey could still feel the
ghost of Marshall's hard cock burning between her cheeks, a phantom
pressure that made her pussy clench with need.

The married mother felt a gnawing guilt in her stomach the rest of the
day, unable to believe she had let things go so far with Marshall. Grinding
her ass on her own son's erection in public? What was she thinking? She
vowed to never let anything so inappropriate happen again, no matter
how much the twins begged and cajoled her.



Later that evening, Audrey was getting ready for bed when there was a
soft knock at the bedroom door. Thinking it was her husband Dan, she
called out, "Come in!"

The door creaked open and Grant poked his head in, his eyes widening as
he took in the sight of his scantily clad mother. Audrey was wearing only
a short, black silk robe that barely reached her thighs. The thin material
clung to her voluptuous curves, her heavy breasts bobbling unfettered
beneath the flimsy fabric.

"Oh, Grant," Audrey said in surprise, instinctively tugging her robe
tighter. "I thought you were your father. Did you need something,
honey?"

Grant shuffled fully into the room, closing the door behind him with a
soft click. He looked nervous but determined, his gaze raking over his
mother's barely concealed body with obvious hunger.

"Actually Mom, | was hoping to talk to you privately for a minute," he
said, his voice slightly husky. "It's kind of important."

Audrey felt a flutter of unease in her stomach, already suspecting where
this was headed. But she couldn't bring herself to turn her son away, not
when he was looking at her so earnestly.

"Of course, honey," she said, perching on the edge of the bed and
patting the space beside her. "Come sit. What's on your mind?"

Grant eagerly sat next to his mother, his thigh pressing against hers.
Audrey tried to subtly scoot away to put some space between them, but
Grant just shifted closer, clearly craving the contact.

"So here's the thing," the teen began, his eyes fixated on the deep valley
of Audrey's cleavage. "Marshall kind of bragged to me about what
happened at the soccer game today. You know, how you let him grind on
you for a minute."



Audrey's face flamed with embarrassment and shame. She couldn't
believe Marshall had told his brother about their inappropriate sideline
dry humping session. Did he have no discretion at all?

"Grant, |I—" she started to say, but he cut her off.

"No, it's okay Mom," he rushed to assure her. "I'm not judging or
anything. | get it. Sometimes things just happen in the heat of the
moment."

Audrey relaxed slightly, relieved that at least Grant seemed to be
understanding. But then his next words made her stiffen again.

"The thing is," Grant continued, licking his lips. "It's not really fair that
Marshall got to experience that and | didn't. We're twins. We share
everything."

Audrey's mouth dropped open in shock. Was Grant really suggesting
what she thought he was?

"Grant, | don't think—" she tried to protest, but he interrupted her
again.

"I was hoping, maybe, you could let me have a minute too?" he asked,
giving her pleading puppy dog eyes.

Audrey hesitated, glancing nervously at the bedroom door. "Grant, we
can't," she whispered urgently. "Your father will be up any minute to get
ready for bed. He'd catch us for sure."

But Grant was undeterred, sliding his hand onto Audrey's silk-clad thigh.
"Please Mom?" he begged softly, his fingers inching higher. "It'll be real
quick, | promise. | just wanna feel your amazing body against me for a
minute, like Marshall did. It's only fair."

Audrey bit her lip, torn. She knew she should put a stop to this
immediately, send Grant to his room before Dan walked in on them. But



seeing the desperate longing in her son's eyes, the way he was
practically trembling with need for her, she felt her resolve crumbling.

"Okay," she relented, internally cursing her weakness. "But not here.
Come with me, quickly."

She grabbed Grant's hand and tugged him up off the bed, leading him
quietly out of the master bedroom.

Grant followed behind his mother as she led him swiftly down the hall,
his eyes glued to her scantily clad figure. He marveled at the way her full,
juicy ass cheeks jiggled and bounced with every hurried step, the flimsy
silk of her short robe doing nothing to conceal their round perfection.

The sheer nightie clung to the mouth-watering curves of her wide hips
and the dramatic inward taper of her wasp waist. Grant longed to grab
two heaping handfuls of his mom's fleshy rump and feel it quiver in his
palms.

His hungry gaze traveled up her body to the expansive globes of her
unfettered breasts. The thin fabric molded to their heavy sway with each
jostling step, her nipples visibly poking against the delicate silk in stiff
peaks.

Grant's cock flexed in his pants as he watched the tantalizing bounce and
wobble of his mother's massive K-cup tits straining against her robe. He
ached to cup and squeeze their doughy fullness, to feel their weight
overflowing his hands.

Audrey pulled Grant into the guest room at the end of the hall, closing
the door softly behind them.

"One minute," she reminded him breathlessly, adrenaline pumping
through her veins at the risk of being caught. "That's all, Grant. We have
to be fast."



Grant nodded eagerly, his eyes roaming hungrily over his mother's barely
concealed body. The dim lamplight played over her curves, the thin silk
leaving little to the imagination.

Audrey backed up against Grant until her plush ass was nestled against
his crotch. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection straining through
his boxers, poking insistently against her silk-covered cheeks.

Grant latched onto his mother's lush body, gripping her wide hips
possessively. He began grinding his aching cock along the crevice of her
ass, humping her with such desperate fervor that Audrey's feet nearly
left the floor with each rough thrust.

"Ungh! Grant, not so hard," Audrey gasped, struggling to keep her
balance as her son rutted wildly against her. The flimsy material of her
short robe rode up scandalously high, exposing the lower curves of her
chunky ass cheeks.

Grant panted harshly in her ear, his hips hammering away at her plump
rear. The force of his grinding lifted Audrey onto her tippy toes with each
frantic hump.

"Sorry Mom," Grant grunted, not sounding sorry at all. He gentled his
thrusts marginally but maintained the relentless pace, sawing his rigid
cock up and down the cleft of her ass. "You just feel so good. | can't help
it."

Audrey whimpered, simultaneously mortified and aroused by her son's
unhinged desperation for her body. She knew she should stop him, push
him away before this went too far. But the taboo thrill of being so
powerfully desired, even by her own flesh and blood, kept her rooted in
place, submitting to his wild humping.

Grant's hands roamed greedily over his mother's silk-clad curves as he
rocked and rutted against her, his fingers sinking into her doughy flesh.



One hand slid up to maul the heavy underside of her tit, causing his
mother to gasp in shock.

"Oh God, Grant, no, we can't..." Audrey mewled breathlessly, pushing his
hand away.

Just as Audrey tried to twist away from her son's groping hands, they
lost balance, their legs becoming tangled, sending them tumbling onto
the guest bed in a heap of flailing limbs.

Audrey landed on her back with a soft "oof", the air whooshing from her
lungs. Grant came crashing down on top of her a second later. In the
confusion, he somehow ended up wedged between his mother's splayed
thighs, cradled by her strong legs.

For a moment, they just stared at each other in shock, chests heaving.
Then instinct took over. Grant seized his mother's wide hips and began
thrusting against her silk-covered mound frantically, unable to stop his
body's primal need to rut.

"Grant, wait, we shouldn't..." Audrey panted, even as her hips bucked up
to meet her son's desperate thrusts. Her robe had fallen open, baring her
massive breasts to Grant's hungry gaze. They bounced and wobbled with
each aggressive pump of his hips.

The bed creaked ominously as mother and son humped each other in
wild counterpoint, the obscene slap of flesh on flesh filling the room.
Audrey's strong thighs clenched around Grant's pistoning hips, holding
him deep in the warm cradle of her crotch as he ground his rigid cock
against her mound.

"Fuck Mom!" Grant grunted, slamming his pelvis against hers faster and
harder, chasing his release.

"No!" Audrey yelped, suddenly coming to her senses. With a heroic burst
of willpower, she unwrapped her legs from around Grant's waist and



pushed at his shoulders. "Stop, honey. We have to stop! It's been more
than a minute."

Grant whined in protest but obediently rolled off his mother, flopping
beside her on the rumpled bedspread. His erection tented his boxers
obscenely, the fabric soaked with pre-cum. He looked painfully aroused,
his handsome face flushed and sweaty.

Audrey quickly sat up and retied her robe with shaking hands, covering
her exposed breasts. She couldn't believe she'd let things escalate so far,
dry humping her son to the brink of orgasm. What was wrong with her?

"I'm sorry," she said shakily, avoiding Grant's hungry gaze. '""We shouldn't
have done that. It was a mistake. It can't happen again, understand?"

"But Mom," Grant protested, reaching for her.

Audrey lurched to her feet, evading his grasping hands. ""No buts," she
said firmly, though her voice trembled. "That's enough, Grant. Go to your
room and take care of yourself. | have to get back before your father
notices I'm gone.”

It was becoming unbearable, the constant tension and inappropriate
urges crackling in the air between Audrey and the twins. Something
needed to change. Something needed to give. She knew that something
like the Maternal Mounds trip crystallized in her mind as either the
solution or something that would feed the raging fire of their lust even
more.

Audrey and her husband Dan were cuddled on the couch watching TV
one evening when a commercial for Maternal Mounds came on. Upbeat
music played as an announcer described one of the park's main
attractions - cutting-edge shrinking technology that allowed teenage
boys to be shrunk down to intimately explore a mother's body.

"Maternal Mounds - Where Incest Meets Adventure!" the announcer
exclaimed. "Thanks to the recent overturning of archaic incest laws,



consenting mothers and sons can now indulge their deepest, darkest
fantasies together! Our state-of-the-art shrinking pods miniaturize your
strapping young lads so they can explore your valleys and peaks like
never before! Watch their tiny bodies crawl across your flesh, nestling
between your breasts, nuzzling against your most sensitive areas..."

The commercial cut to footage of a blonde, busty mother giggling as a
speck wriggled between her massive cleavage. Another shot showed a
shrunken son disappearing into his mom's belly button as she lay back
laughing.

John gaped at the TV, mouth hanging open in shock. "Is this for real?
There's seriously a place that shrinks boys down so they can...with their
own mothers? And that's legal now?"

Audrey fidgeted beside him, face flushing. "Um, yeah, | guess so. I've
actually been hearing a lot about Maternal Mounds lately. Apparently it's
the hot new thing. All the moms are raving about how great it is for
bonding."

"Bonding?" John sputtered. "More like traumatizing! Can you imagine if
our boys saw your naked body up close like that, crawling all over you?
They'd be scarred for life!"

Audrey bit her lip, stomach fluttering at the forbidden mental image of
Marshall and Grant in their tiny forms, exploring her most intimate
places. A tingle of arousal warmed her core before she quickly pushed
the thought away, swallowing hard.

The commercial ended with glowing testimonials from mothers raving
about their incredible experiences at Maternal Mounds.

"I've never felt closer to my son," a curvy redhead gushed. "Having him
navigate my curves and crevices, it created a whole new level of intimacy
and trust between us. | understand my son in a deeper way now."



"Best vacation ever!" another mom declared, her sons peeking out from
her cavernous cleavage like tiny ants, and waving at the camera. ""Connor
and Caleb got to live out their wildest fantasies and | loved every second
of it. We can't wait to go back!"

Audrey stared transfixed at the screen, pulse quickening. These women
seemed so happy and enthusiastic about their Maternal Mounds
adventures. Was it really that amazing, that transformative? Could it
actually strengthen her bond with the twins and tame their wild desires
at the same time.

"I can't believe any mother would willingly do that," John scoffed,
shaking his head in disgust. "It's depraved! No son should ever see his
mom like that, | don't care what the law says. Promise me you'll never
even consider such a thing, Audrey."

She opened her mouth to speak, but hesitated. She knew if she told her
husband she was contemplating the Maternal Mounds trip, he would
freak out and forbid it. John had always been overly conservative when it
came to sex and nudity. The very idea of Audrey exposing herself to their
sons, even in a controlled environment, would enrage him.

So she simply nodded and murmured her assent, not daring to voice her
true feelings. Inside though, seeing those glowing mom testimonials had
opened Audrey's eyes to the potential benefits of the Maternal Mounds
experience. Was it really so wrong to want to share that once-in-a-
lifetime, intimate adventure with her boys before they became men and
left her behind?

The seed had been planted and now Audrey couldn't stop fantasizing
about what it would be like. Her sons, shrunk down, climbing her naked
body like an unexplored terrain. She imagined their tiny hands and feet
tickling her skin as they trekked across her curves and slopes.

She pictured them nestling between her massive breasts, burrowing into
her cavernous cleavage. In her mind's eye, she watched them slip into



her belly button, spelunking her most intimate crevices. A forbidden
tingle warmed her core as she imagined them brushing against her
nipples, nudging her labia, stroking and probing and caressing in ways
she had never experienced.

Audrey swallowed hard, thighs clenching as arousal pulsed through her.
These fantasies were so wrong but felt so right. The more she tried to
banish them, the more they consumed her every waking thought.
Maternal Mounds was calling to her like a siren song and she knew
resistance was futile. Her mind was made up - she had to experience this
once-in-a-lifetime adventure with her twin sons.

The next morning, Audrey asked Marshall and Grant to join her in the
living room for a talk. The twins bounded over to the couch, plopping
down on either side of their mother, their knees bouncing with barely
contained excitement. They could tell from the nervous energy radiating
off Audrey that this conversation was about their Maternal Mounds
request.

"Boys," she began, licking her lips anxiously. "I've given it a lot of
thought and...I've decided to take you to Maternal Mounds."

"Really?!" they exclaimed in unison, their faces lighting up with glee.

"Yes, really," Audrey said, holding up a hand to temper their enthusiasm.
"But there are some conditions. This has to stay completely secret, just
between the three of us. You absolutely cannot tell your father or
anyone else. He wouldn't understand and it would only cause problems.
Agreed?"

"Agreed!" Marshall and Grant readily consented, nodding vigorously.
They would have promised her anything in that moment, so desperate
were they to live out their ultimate fantasy.

"Good," Audrey said, releasing a shaky breath. "I'm trusting you two to
be mature about this and not let it affect our relationship outside of—"



Her words cut off with a surprised yelp as the twins pounced on herin a
exuberant hug, unable to contain themselves a second longer. The force
of their combined hug lifted Audrey clean off the couch, her feet actually
leaving the floor. Grant attacked from the front, sinking into Audrey's
pillowy breasts, his head disappearing between her giant tits. Marshall
took her from behind, pressing the rigid outline of his cock against the
yielding globes of her ass.

The sudden lifting motion caused her feet to slip right out of her dainty
heels, leaving her bare feet dangling between her sons' lean bodies.

"Ooof!" she grunted, the wind nearly knocked out of her by their
aggressive embrace. She was shocked by the blatant press of their
erections, Grant's prodding her stomach through her blouse and
Marshall's nestling right between her ample butt cheeks.

Audrey's face flushed scarlet as the twins squeezed her even tighter,
pulling her soft curves more firmly against their hard youthful contours.
She felt like the cream filling in a horny teenage boy sandwich and it was
hard to ignore the way her body immediately responded to their touch,
even through layers of clothing.

"Thank you, thank you, thank you!" they chanted in her ears, their hot
breath tickling her neck on either side. "You're the best mom ever!"

"Okay, okay!" she laughed breathlessly, patting their backs in a signal to
release her before this got out of hand. "You're welcome. Now put me
down before you break your poor old mom."

The twins reluctantly released their grip, allowing Audrey's feet to touch
the floor again as they took a small step back. Their eyes still sparkled
with barely contained excitement and anticipation.

Audrey smoothed her rumpled blouse, trying to collect herself. She took
a deep breath before meeting their eager gazes. "Listen boys, | know this



Maternal Mounds thing is a really big deal for you. And | want you to get
the absolute most out of the experience."

She paused, choosing her next words carefully. "So when we're there, in
the spirit of fully embracing it and getting this obsession for me out of
your systems...I'm willing to let you do whatever the experience offers.
Anything goes - no holding back. We'll leave our normal roles and
boundaries at the door.”

Marshall and Grant exchanged wide-eyed looks of disbelief before
turning back to their mother. "Wait, so you mean like...anything
anything?" Grant asked tentatively, hardly daring to believe it.

Audrey nodded, swallowing hard. "That's right. | know you boys have
been curious about my body for a while now. | see the way you look at
me sometimes when you think | don't notice, and the way you're always
trying to rub your... parts against me. And | get it - I'm your mom but I'm
also a woman. A woman with...generous assets."

She glanced down at her own cleavage straining the buttons of her
blouse before continuing. "So for this one special occasion, I'm giving
you permission to fully explore and indulge those curiosities with no
judgement or limits. Touch me anywhere, do anything to me that the
Maternal Mounds experience allows. Let's purge these inappropriate
thoughts and fascinations once and for all in a safe, controlled way. Then
we can go back to a normal, healthy mother-son dynamic without this
tension between us. Sound good?"

"Fuck yes!" Marshall blurted out before catching himself. "l mean, yeah
Mom, that sounds incredible. You have no idea how much Grant and |
have fantasized about your ti- uh, your body."

Audrey held up a hand, cheeks coloring slightly. "l don't need the details
of your fantasies. Let's save that for the park, okay? For now, just know
that you have my full consent and cooperation to live out your wildest
dreams when we get there."



"This is gonna be epic," Grant said, exchanging a fist bump with his twin.
"Maternal Mounds, here we come! And here Mom cums too!"

They snickered at the crude joke, elbowing each other. Audrey rolled her
eyes but couldn't help a small smile at their exuberance, even as her
stomach fluttered with anxious anticipation of what she had just agreed
to.

"Alright, alright, settle down," she said, shooing them towards the stairs.
"Go finish your homework and chores. | need to call and get our
appointment...and psych myself up for this crazy adventure we're
embarking on."

The day of their Maternal Mounds adventure finally arrived. Audrey
hardly slept a wink the night before, her mind and body electric with
nervous anticipation. She tossed and turned, imagining every possible
scenario, trying to prepare herself mentally for the complete surrender
of her body to her sons' youthful lusts and curiosities.

When morning dawned, she woke Marshall and Grant early, wanting to
get on the road before her husband John awoke. She left him a note
saying she was taking the twins on a college visit and would be back late
that night. The deception made her stomach clench with guilt, but there
was no turning back now. The die had been cast.

The boys were practically vibrating with excitement the entire two hour
drive to Maternal Mound. They talked nonstop, speculating breathlessly
about all the naughty things they would do to their mother's voluptuous
body once they were shrunk down, even with her sitting up front behind
the wheel listening.

"I can't wait to spelunk the Grand Canyon between Mom's massive tits!"
Grant enthused, making a squeezing motion with his hands.

"Fuck yeah," Marshall agreed. ""And I'm gonna climb Mt. Booty and plant
my flag pole right in the center of her ass crack!"



"Mmmm, and don't forget the baby tunnel," Grant said, tracing a finger
vertically in the air. "l call dibs on exploring Mom's tight, wet little—"

"Okay, that's enough!" Audrey interrupted, face flushing scarlet as she
gripped the steering wheel tighter. "l can hear what you boys are saying
back there. Save the dirty talk for when we're actually there, please. I'm
nervous enough as it is."

"Don't worry, Mom," Marshall reassured her, reaching over the seat to
squeeze her shoulder. "This is gonna be amazing, you'll see.”

Audrey shivered at the sensual promise in her son's voice, a tingle
warming her core. She knew without a doubt that after today, her
relationship with the twins would be forever changed. Whether that was
for better or worse remained to be seen.

Soon they pulled into the crowded parking lot of Maternal Mounds
Adventure Park. Audrey's jaw dropped as she took in the imposing
structure looming before them. The building was enormous and shaped
like a voluptuous woman bent over at the waist. Park attendees, moms
and sons, entered the park through a door positioned right at the apex
of the giant ass cheeks.

"Holy shit," Marshall breathed, craning his neck to look up at the
towering figure. "This place looks even cooler than | imagined!"

"Language," Audrey scolded halfheartedly, but she was too awestruck
herself to put any real force behind it. Her heart pounded harder with
each step they took towards the entrance, the boys eagerly pulling her
along.

As they passed through the turnstile entryway between the giant ass
cheeks, Audrey's eyes widened at the sights that greeted them inside.
The park lobby was swarming with families, but not the usual mix you'd
find at a regular amusement park. Here, it was almost exclusively
teenage sons accompanied by their busty, curvy mothers. And those



mothers weren't dressed like typical conservative suburban moms
either.

Audrey suddenly felt downright prudish in her modest sundress
compared to what the other women were wearing. Sheer crop tops,
booty shorts, string bikinis - it seemed the Maternal Mounds dress code
was 'less is more.'! MILFs of all shapes, sizes and ages proudly flaunted
their voluptuous assets, from their heavy hanging breasts to their shelf-
like bubble butts.

Beside her, Marshall and Grant ogled the scantily clad moms shamelessly,
their eyes bugging out and tongues practically lolling. Audrey elbowed
them sharply.

"Stop staring, it's rude," she hissed. But it was hard not to stare herself
at the veritable smorgasbord of ripe maternal flesh on display.

Audrey's gaze was drawn to the park map on the wall, a directory of the
different attractions and exhibits. But it wasn't your typical amusement
park layout. Instead of rides, the map showed various giant statues and
structures, each one themed after a different part of the female form.

There was the Titty Twister, a towering spiral slide wrapped around an
enormous disembodied boob. The Pussy Palace, a sprawling pink fun
house decorated with labial folds and a clitoral spire on top. And of
course the Ass-cension, a daunting rock climbing wall carved to resemble
a colossal, creviced derriere.

As Audrey studied the map, a chipper voice piped up behind them.
"Welcome to Maternal Mounds! First time visitors?"

They turned to see a curvy attendant smiling at them. Her name tag said
"Mandy" but it was hard to focus on anything besides her heaving, barely
contained cleavage testing the structural integrity of her tight polo shirt.

"Um, yes, it's our first time," Audrey said, trying not to stare at the other
woman's jutting nipples.



"Wonderful!" Mandy beamed. "You're gonna have such an incredible,
unforgettable experience! There's truly no bond like sharing your body
so intimately with your sons. My son and | come at least once a month
and it just brings us closer every time.”

Marshall cleared his throat, tearing his eyes away from Mandy's straining
shirt buttons. "So, uh, where do we go for the shrinking? That's kind of
the main thing we're here for."

Grant nodded eagerly, bouncing on the balls of his feet. "Yeah, we've
been dying to explore every inch of Mom's body up close and personal, if
you know what I mean." He elbowed his brother, waggling his eyebrows
suggestively.

Audrey's face flamed at her sons' brazen impatience. Did they have to be
so obvious about their inappropriate desire for her?

But Mandy just laughed, clearly used to such comments. "I totally get it,
boys. The shrinking pods are definitely one of our most popular
attractions. Follow me, I'll take you there myself. We've got you
scheduled for an extra long session in our deluxe pod."

She came around the counter, her ass cheeks jiggling hypnotically in her
snug shorts as she led the way across the lobby. Marshall and Grant
trailed after her like eager puppies, their eyes glued to her undulating
backside.

Audrey followed more slowly, her stomach a riot of nerves. This was
really happening. In just a few minutes, her twins would be reduced to
mere insect-size, free to live out their naughtiest fantasies all over her
naked body. Was she really ready to cross this forbidden line with her
own boys?

Mandy ushered them down a plushly carpeted hallway decorated with
erotic artwork of shrunken men cavorting on the exaggerated curves of
giantess women. The pieces left little to the imagination, explicitly



depicting tiny guys straddling nipples, spelunking belly buttons,
disappearing between labia and butt cheeks.

Audrey averted her eyes, face burning, but she could hear Marshall and
Grant snickering and elbowing each other as they took in the raunchy
images.

"Dude, that's totally gonna be us in a minute!" Marshall said, pointing to
a painting of a dozen micro men climbing a towering ass crack like it was
Mt. Everest.

"I know bro, | can't fucking wait," Grant responded gleefully. "Mom's ass
has always been my ultimate fantasy. And her tits, and her pussy..."

"Alright, that's enough, boys!" Audrey snapped, thoroughly scandalized
by their crude commentary. "l agreed to this but please try to not talk
like that, at least until your shrunken down and | can't hear you.”

"Yes Mom," they chorused, exchanging chastised glances. But she could
still see the feverish glint of anticipation in their eyes. Her slim grip on
their good behavior was definitely slipping in this charged atmosphere
that encouraged and celebrated the shameless sexualization of mothers.

Mandy led them into a spacious, dimly lit private room dominated by a
sleek, futuristic-looking metal pod in the center. It resembled a high-tech
tanning bed, with a transparent glass lid.

"This is our state-of-the-art Shrinking Chamber," she explained proudly,
patting the polished exterior. "Your strapping young sons will climb
inside here and our proprietary shrinking ray will painlessly reduce them
down to about 1/4 inch tall, perfect for exploring every luscious curve
and crevice of the maternal landscape, if you know what | mean."

She winked saucily at Audrey, who blushed and fidgeted with the hem of
her sundress. Marshall and Grant were practically drooling as they ogled
the chamber, clearly impatient to dive in and get started on their
indecent adventure.



"And this is where you'll be, Mom," Mandy continued, gesturing to a
plush platform beside the pod. It was cushioned in white velvet and
contoured to comfortably cradle a woman's curves. "You'll disrobe and
lay here, giving your tiny explorers unfettered access to your glorious
topography. There are anchor points to secure them with fishing line
harnesses if you want to keep them in certain areas longer for more
focused attention, if you catch my drift."

Audrey swallowed hard, nodding mutely as she eyed the platform. It
suddenly felt very real, imagining herself splayed out naked on display
like a lush continent for her sons to traverse. Equal parts anxiety and
illicit anticipation swirled low in her belly.

"Before we get started, | do need you each to sign some basic waivers,"
Mandy said, handing them tablet screens. "Just the usual liability stuff,
confirming that you're participating of your own free will, no one is being
coerced, Maternal Mounds is not responsible for any injuries incurred,
etc. You're over 18, right boys?"

"Yes ma'am," they confirmed eagerly, already scrawling their signatures
without even reading the fine print. They would have signed over their
souls to Satan himself for this once-in-a-lifetime chance to explore their
mother's body.

Audrey took her time actually reading the waiver, her brow furrowed.
There was certainly a lot of legalese about "assuming all risk" and
"absolving Maternal Mounds of responsibility." One particular line gave
her pause:

"Although our shrinking technology has been rigorously tested and
proven safe, Maternal Mounds is not liable for any damage incurred
should a shrunken participant be accidentally ingested, aspirated, or
inserted into any bodily orifice from which they cannot be safely
extracted..."



Audrey blanched, horrible scenarios flashing through her mind of
Marshall or Grant being swallowed or sucked up inside her.

With a trembling hand, Audrey signed her name on the waiver, officially
consenting to have her twin sons shrunken down and set loose on her
naked body. She handed the tablet back to Mandy, heart pounding.

"Okay boys, before we begin, | need you to promise me you'll be careful
while you're exploring me," she said sternly, fixing Marshall and Grant
with a look. "Don't do anything too crazy or dangerous. Use common
sense, please. | don't wanna have to make a trip to the ER to get one of
you extracted from my...well, you know."

Her face flamed at even alluding to such an intimate predicament. The
twins snickered but quickly straightened up at her sharp look.

"We promise, Mom," Marshall said solemnly. "We'll be super careful. No
unnecessary risks."

"Scout's honor," Grant added, holding up three fingers. "We just wanna
thoroughly explore and appreciate your gorgeous body, not damage
anything."

"Your sons will be just fine," Mandy assured Audrey with an
understanding smile. "In all our years of operation, we've never had any
serious mishaps. A few minor misadventures here and there but nothing
a little digging and probing couldn't fix, if you catch my drift."

She laughed and winked, clearly trying to set Audrey at ease with a bit of
saucy humor. Audrey smiled wanly, not especially comforted but trying
to relax her death grip on the pen.

"So, any particular areas you boys are most excited to explore on your
lovely mother here?" Mandy asked, turning to Marshall and Grant with a
conspiratorial grin. "Most sons make a beeline for the breasts right away,
but her voluptuous backside is not to be missed either. And of course,
there's always the warm, wet mystery cave, as we like to call it..."



"Um, all of the above?" Marshall said, bouncing eagerly on his heels as his
eyes roved Audrey's curvy figure. "l don't even know where to start,
there's just so much amazingness to cover!"

"Literally," Grant snickered, elbowing his brother. "But yeah, we
definitely wanna explore all Mom's major monuments - the Grand
Tetons, Mt. Booty, and especially the Tunnel of Pleasure, if you know
what | mean."

He made a crude finger-poking gesture and the twins cracked up
laughing. Audrey wanted to sink through the floor in mortification. Did
they have to be so filthy and disrespectful right in front of her?

"Okaaaay then!" Mandy said brightly, moving things along. ""Sounds like
you two are gonna have quite the adventure!”

Mandy instructed the twins to strip down completely before entering the
shrinking pod. "You'll wanna be naked so you don't drown in your
clothes when you're miniaturized," she explained.

Marshall and Grant eagerly shed their shirts, shorts and underwear, too
excited to be self-conscious about their nudity. They stood bare before
the two women, their youthful bodies on full display.

Audrey shyly averted her gaze, trying to give her sons a modicum of
privacy. But Mandy openly admired their lithe, athletic physiques. Her
eyes traveled appreciatively over their defined abs and pecs, down to the
trimmed hair at their groins.

But what really drew her gaze were the twin erections jutting proudly
from between their legs. Both Marshall and Grant were sporting rigid
tools, their cocks throbbing and bobbing with adolescent excitement. It
was clear the boys were extremely aroused by the prospect of exploring
their mother's curves.



"My my, what impressive young men you've raised," Mandy remarked,
eyeing the twins' stiff rods with a knowing smirk. "I have a feeling you're
gonna have your hands full with these two, Mom."

Audrey just nodded mutely, face flaming and unable to meet the other
woman's amused gaze. She was acutely aware of her sons' raging hard-
ons and what they indicated - the overwhelming sexual desire they had
for her. It was flattering but also intensely unnerving. What had she
gotten herself into?

"Alrighty boys, go ahead and hop into the shrinking chamber," Mandy
instructed. "Lay flat on your backs and try to relax. The process won't
hurt a bit. You'll just feel a warm tingling sensation all over and then
suddenly everything will seem a whole lot bigger!"

Marshall and Grant practically dove into the pod in their eagerness,
arranging themselves side by side on the cushioned interior. Their rigid
cocks pointed straight up, visibly pulsing with each excited heartbeat.

Mandy closed the lid and tapped some controls on the side panel. The
chamber hummed to life, glowing with an eerie green light. The boys'
naked silhouettes were visible through the fogged glass, slowly blurring
and shrinking down.

"It'll take about five minutes for them to reach optimal exploration size,"
Mandy said, patting Audrey's shoulder. "Why don't you go ahead and get
undressed and situated on the platform? That way you'll be ready to
receive your tiny adventurers as soon as the shrinking is complete."

Audrey nodded, mouth dry. With shaking hands, she reached behind her
neck and untied her sundress, letting the straps slip off her shoulders.
The garment slithered to the floor, pooling at her feet. She stood before
Mandy in just her sheer lace bra and panties, feeling unbearably exposed.

Mandy's eyes widened appreciatively as she took in the full glory of
Audrey's voluptuous figure, now barely concealed by the flimsy lingerie.



The sheer lace bra strained to contain her massive, overflowing breasts,
creamy flesh spilling over the demi-cups. Her panties were just a scrap of
fabric bisecting the ripe globes of her ass, the dental-floss thong
disappearing between her lush cheeks.

"My goodness Mom, no wonder your sons are so eager to explore your
gorgeous body!" Mandy exclaimed. "You are absolutely stacked! What
are you, a 38G2"

"36K actually,”" Audrey mumbled, cheeks flushing at the brazen appraisal
and personal question. She resisted the urge to cover herself, knowing
she would soon be completely exposed anyway.

With a deep fortifying breath, Audrey reached back and unhooked her
bra. Her enormous, heavy breasts tumbled free, jutting proudly on her
chest. Even after four children, they remained incredibly perky and firm,
defying gravity. Her wide dusky areolas were capped by thick, rubbery
nipples that protruded a half-inch even in their relaxed state.

Mandy licked her lips as she ogled Audrey's phenomenal tits, their
perfect teardrops shape and mouth-watering fullness. She had seen her
fair share of well-endowed mothers in this job, but Audrey put them all
to shame. Those were truly world-class boobs.

Hooking her thumbs in her panties, Audrey shimmied the barely-there
thong down her lush thighs, bending to step out of them. The motion
made her massive rack sway and wobble hypnotically. Straightening up,
she stood completely nude, her intimate grooming on full display.

Her pubic mound was waxed bare and smooth, not a hint of hair
concealing her plump mons or the pouty lips of her sex peeking from
between her shapely thighs. It gave her an air of youthfulness and
innocence despite her mature hourglass figure.

"Mmmm, very nice," Mandy purred, roving her gaze over Audrey's naked
splendor. "Your sons are gonna lose their minds when they see you like



this. I bet they'll wanna spend hours just worshipping your breasts
alone!"

Audrey shifted her weight from foot to foot, trying not to imagine the
feverish zeal with which Marshall and Grant would undoubtedly molest
her vulnerable tits. She was grateful when Mandy stopped her blatant
ogling and gestured to the velvet platform.

"Okay, go ahead and make yourself comfortable on here," Mandy said.
"Lay on your back, legs slightly spread. Don't be shy about giving the
boys access to all your charms.”

Audrey settled onto the plush velvet platform, the fabric cool and
slippery against her bare skin. She laid back, staring up at the ceiling as
she tried to calm her racing heart. Her massive breasts ballooned up
from her chest like two fleshy mountains, peaked by thickened nipples.
She let her legs fall open slightly, exposing the smooth bare seam of her
sex.

Laying there splayed out like a naked offering, an all-you-can-eat buffet
for her sons' voracious appetites, Audrey was struck by a pang of panic
and doubt. What was she doing? This was beyond crazy - it was
depraved, taboo, the ultimate betrayal.

Her thoughts flashed to her husband John, imagining the shock and
disgust on his handsome face if he could see her now. John was such a
good man, a devoted partner who worked hard to provide for their
family. He would be absolutely horrified and furious if he knew what she
had agreed to with the twins.

Audrey's eyes misted with tears as the enormity of her transgression hit
her. She was about to let their teenage sons intimately explore every
scandalous inch of her naked body, using her as their personal jungle
gym and sex toy. How could she do this to John? To their marriage vows
and the sanctity of motherhood itself?



She knew without a doubt that John would never approve of her taking
the twins to Maternal Mounds. He would be appalled at her willingness
to so flagrantly cross the ultimate taboo line in the name of "bonding."
And he would be right. This was a heinous violation of her duties as a
wife and mother.

For a moment, Audrey considered bolting - leaping off the platform,
throwing her clothes back on, and dragging the twins out of there before
the shrinking process finished. She could put a stop to this obscene farce
before it went too far, salvage her dignity and decency while she still had
a chance.

But then she remembered the pure, unadulterated excitement shining in
Marshall and Grant's eyes, the giddy anticipation with which they had
looked forward to this day. She pictured the crushing disappointment on
their faces if she yanked this forbidden experience away at the last
second after getting their hopes up so high.

The twins had been so thrilled when Audrey agreed to bring them to
Maternal Mounds. Planning this illicit adventure had consumed their
every waking moment. They had talked nonstop about how eager they
were to finally act out their long-suppressed fantasies and see their
mother in a new, intimate light. Audrey knew it would absolutely crush
them if she backed out now.

Despite her guilt and misgivings, Audrey found she couldn't bear to let
her sons down like that. She loved them too much to deny them this
once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, as twisted as it might be. She had to go
through with it, propriety be damned. Her marriage would survive this as
long as her boys kept their end of the bargain and remained tight-lipped.

A soft chime sounded, indicating the shrinking process was complete.
Mandy lifted the fogged glass lid of the chamber and peered inside.
Where two strapping 18-year-old boys had laid just minutes before, there
were now two pea-sized figures squirming on the cushioned surface.



"There they are!" Mandy cooed, reaching in with tweezers to gently
grasp the tiny naked forms of Marshall and Grant. "All teeny tiny and
ready for a big adventure!"

The twins clung to the tweezers, blinking in awe at the seemingly
massive metal instrument that dwarfed them. They craned their necks to
look around the cavernous room that now felt like an airplane hangar.
Everything familiar had been magnified to a dizzying scale.

Mandy held the tweezers over a small clear plastic box and gave it a tap,
depositing the miniaturized twins inside. Marshall and Grant stumbled
around the box, marveling at their radically altered perspective. The
walls of the container seemed to stretch up forever.

Peering through the transparent barrier, their eyes widened in disbelief
at the sight of their mother's naked body sprawled below on the
platform. Audrey's curves took on a whole new dimension of
voluptuousness when magnified to this extreme.

Her breasts looked like two fleshy hot air balloons, rising and falling with
each breath. Her nipples alone were now thicker than the boys' entire
torsos. The shadowed crevice between her massive boobs beckoned like
an alluring valley begging to be spelunked.

Following the soft swell of Audrey's belly, the twins gasped at the
unobstructed view of their mother's sex. The plump mound of her pubis
rose like a felled hill, topped by the juicy plum of her clitoris. Her labia
unfurled like lush, glistening petals, dewy with arousal.

Further down, Audrey's legs seemed to stretch out for miles, an endless
expanse of silky thighs tapering into delicate ankles and feet.

Marshall and Grant felt like they were on the highest of all carnival rides
as Mandy carried their tiny transport box over to Audrey's trembling
form. Their miniaturized cocks strained in painful arousal, engorged and
leaking at the intoxicating new context of their mother's body.



Audrey propped herself up on her elbows, looking down the valley of her
cleavage at the tiny box holding her shrunken sons as it was placed near
her naval. She could just barely make out their squirming quarter-inch-
high forms pressed against the clear walls, hungrily drinking in her naked
splendor.

"Are you ready, Mom?" Mandy asked with a knowing grin, preparing to
open the door to the box.

Audrey nodded nervously, her heart pounding as Mandy unlatched the
tiny door. She watched in amazement as Marshall and Grant spilled out
of the box like two frenzied ants, sprinting up the vast expanse of her
torso with shocking speed. Their miniature legs pumped furiously,
propelling them towards the promised land of her giant breasts jutting
into the sky.

A helpless giggle bubbled up from Audrey's throat at how adorably eager
yet tiny they looked, their pea-sized bodies scrambling over the silky
terrain of her belly and ribs. She couldn't make out their individual
features at this scale, but she could vividly imagine the pure awe and
excitement on their little faces.

As they neared the foothills of her massive mammaries, she saw their
micro-mouths drop open in reverent wonder. Audrey's breasts rose
before them like two fleshy mountains. Her nipples alone dwarfed their
bodies, straining thick and rubbery from her saucer-sized areolas.

"Holy fucking shit!" Marshall squeaked, his voice a reedy whisper that
Audrey could barely detect. "l knew Mom's tits were huge, but this is
unreal! They're like... like...I don't even know what!"

"They're like the most epic bounce houses ever!" Grant chimed in
gleefully. "Dude, we have to climb them, right now!"

The twins rushed to press themselves against the pillowy slopes of
Audrey's breast, sinking into her supple flesh. They pawed and kneaded



at her pliant skin, marveling at its warm resilience. Audrey shivered at the
ticklish sensation of their tiny hands and feet scrabbling over her
sensitive mounds.

Craning her neck, the mother watched in fascination as the boys began
scaling her right breast with clumsy determination.

Marshall and Grant sank their hands and feet into the plush fat of their
mother's tit-melon, using it like climbing holds as they scaled the steep
slope. Her flesh molded around their tiny bodies, warm and yielding,
propelling them upwards.

The fatty tissue jiggled and swayed with their frantic movements, nearly
dislodging the twins as they clambered higher. But they clung on
determinedly, digging their fingers into her silky skin, smearing trails of
oozing pre-cum in their wake.

"Fuck, I can't believe we're actually climbing Mom's tit!" Marshall panted
in awe as they neared the jutting shelf of her areola. "I've dreamed of
this for so long!"

"You and me both, bro," Grant agreed breathlessly. "And look at the size
of her nip! It's like a fucking fleshy tower!"

Audrey's nipple loomed before them, a rubbery pink cylinder protruding
a dizzying distance from the pebbled plane of her areola. Clear beads of
liquid glistened at the tip, leaking from her Montgomery glands.

The boys reached the base of the mighty areola and gazed across it
reverently. The textured surface seemed to beckon them, promising
untold delights if they could just conquer it.

"Dude, I'm totally gonna jack off all over Mom's giant nip," Marshall
declared.



They hurried arcross the giant circular cap and used her puckered areola
as a foothold, gripping her thick nipple like a fleshy telephone pole as
they shimmied up the steep incline.

Audrey couldn't help but giggle again as she felt their miniscule bodies
struggling to climb her towering teat, like two fleas attempting to mount
an elephant. Their labored grunts and straining limbs felt like butterfly
kisses against her skin.

After much slipping and sliding, Marshall and Grant finally reached the
jiggling summit of Audrey's breast. They hauled themselves over the
fleshy precipice and flopped spread-eagled atop her lightly swaying
nipple, panting from the exertion.

"We...we did it..." Grant wheezed, his entire body rising and falling as he
sprawled across Audrey's rubbery nub. "Ho...holy fuck...the view..."

From their perch atop Audrey's towering nipple, the twins had a
breathtaking vantage point to survey the vast expanse of their mother's
naked body. Her creamy skin seemed to stretch out forever in all
directions, an undulating landscape of sensual slopes and shadowed
valleys.

To the north, the plump swell of Audrey's other breast rose in a mirror
image of the colossal mound they had just conquered. Her twin pink
peaks saluted the ceiling, glistening with dewdrops of arousal.

To the east and west, her arms lay relaxed at her sides, the delicate
tracery of blue veins visible beneath her pale skin. Her fingers twitched
and flexed against the velvet platform, as if fighting the urge to reach
out and touch herself.

But it was the southern expanse that really drew the boys' rapt
attention. Past the soft rolling hills of Audrey's belly, her legs parted in a
tantalizing V, framing the smooth mound of her sex.



Even from this distance, Marshall and Grant could clearly make out the
juicy folds of her labia peeking from between her shapely thighs. Her clit
stood at attention, a shining pink pearl begging to be worshipped. The
dewy petals of her pussy glistened, visibly slick with the proof of her
mounting arousal.

"Fuck me, | think I can see right up inside Mom's cooch,"" Marshall
breathed in awe, his micro-cock pulsing against Audrey's spongy nipple.
"It's so wet and open and...inviting."

"Dude, I'm definitely spelunking that slick honey pot before this
adventure is over," Grant vowed, humping his hips against the springy
flesh. ""Can you imagine how silky and warm it would feel, sliding
between those giant pussy lips? Heaven!"

As the twins marveled at the bounty spread out before them, a colossal
shift in perspective made them whip their heads around. Audrey had
propped herself up slightly, craning her neck to look down at her breast
with an expression of shy amazement.

Her beautiful face hovered over them, filling the sky like a living moon.
Marshall and Grant found themselves gazing up into their mother's eyes,
magnified to the size of shimmering pools. The play of emotions was
clear on her lovely features - awe, disbelief, hesitant arousal, traces of
guilt.

Her plush lips curved into an awkward but genuine smile as she took in
the sight of her tiny sons perched proudly atop her nipple. A girlish giggle
escaped her, the gust of her breath ruffling their hair like a warm breeze.

"Hi boys," Audrey cooed, her voice a husky purr that reverberated
through their bones. "You both look so cute sitting up there on
Mommy's nip. Like naked little mountain climbers!”

Audrey couldn't help but focus her gaze on the boys' miniature erections
as they perched atop her nipple. Even shrunk down to a quarter inch tall,



their micro-cocks stood out in stark relief against their lean bodies,
straining urgently towards her flesh.

She found herself trying to extrapolate their true size, picturing them at
normal scale rutting between her breasts. Based on the proportions,
Audrey guessed the twins were likely quite well-endowed young men, at
least seven or eight inches fully aroused, just as Marshall had bragged
about. The thought made her pussy clench with anillicit surge of
motherly pride and desire.

"Oh my," she breathed, taking in their tiny bodies with new appreciation.
"Look at you two, so excited already! | guess Mommy's big boobs have
that effect, huh?"

Marshall and Grant preened under their mother's impressed gaze, jutting
their hips forward to display their aching miniature cocks.

"You have no idea, Mom!" Marshall called up to her, his voice a reedy
squeak. "We've been dreaming about your giant boobs forever. And now
that we're actually standing on one...fuck, it's blowing my mind!"

"Yeah, your nip alone is bigger than my whole body!" Grant chimed in,
humping his pelvis against the spongy flesh. "l just wanna grind on it
until | explode!"

Audrey strained to hear their tiny voices, but she could only make out the
gist of their squeaky exclamations, but the unmistakable excitement and
wonder shining on their little faces told her all she needed to know.

"Well, consider this your special playtime, boys," she reiterated with an
indulgent smile. "Mommy is your personal amusement park today.
Explore and enjoy to your hearts' content!"

Needing no further encouragement, Marshall and Grant descended on
her bulbous nipple in a frenzy of youthful lust. They humped their slim
hips against the springy nub, rutting like horny puppies as they smeared
their oozing micro-cocks over every ridge and bump.



Soft grunts and moans drifted up to Audrey's ears as the boys ground
their miniature erections into her supple flesh, chasing the exquisite
friction. The teasing brush of their tiny bodies sent jolts of sensation
radiating through the sensitive nerve endings, making her nipple swell
and stiffen even more under their reverent onslaught.

As if reading each other's minds, the twins bent in unison and latched
their little mouths onto Audrey's engorged nipple, suckling a mouthful
the puckered flesh like starving infants. They swirled their bristly tongues
on the turgid peak, lapping at the salty-sweet drops of arousal that
beaded from her Montgomery glands.

Audrey gasped, back arching off the platform as electric pleasure zinged

from her nipple straight to her core. The suction of their greedy nursing,

even from such teeny tiny mouths, sent shockwaves rippling through the
plump globe, jiggling her heavy flesh.

Emboldened, Marshall and Grant nibbled and gnawed at the spongy
cylinder, sinking their teeth into the rubbery skin. They gummed and
chewed, leaving a trail of purple love bites in their wake. The pinpricks of
delicious pain made Audrey whimper, pussy clenching as fresh cream
flooded her channel.

Mandy sat down beside the mother on the platform, placing a
comforting hand on the trembling woman's thigh as she watched her
sons' fevered worship of her nipple.

"It's okay to be aroused by this," the attendant assured her gently.
"What you're feeling is completely natural. Every mother who comes in
here experiences intense physical pleasure from her sons' intimate
explorations. There's no shame in enjoying it."

Audrey swallowed hard, face flaming as she tried to ignore the insistent
throbbing between her legs. But it was impossible to deny the way her
body was responding to Marshall and Grant's reverent touches, their tiny
mouths latched greedily onto her nipple.



She watched in amazement as the boys clung to each side of her bulbous
teat, thrusting their slim hips in a frantic humping motion. Their
miniature cocks pulsed against her rubbery flesh, smearing trails of sticky
pre-cum as they rutted like horny little animals.

"Look at them go!" Mandy giggled. '"Dry humping Mommy's nip is every
shrunken boy's favorite thing to do in here. The springy texture is
irresistible to their eager little dicks. I've seen sons spend hours just
grinding on their mother's teats until they explode."

Audrey bit her lip, transfixed by the surreal sight of her teenage twins
frantically pleasuring themselves on her body. Part of her still couldn't
believe this was really happening, that she was splayed out naked while
her own sons used her most intimate parts like their personal sex toys.

But another part, a deeper, primal part, was undeniably thrilled by it.
Audrey's pussy clenched and fluttered, her juices seeping out to dampen
the velvet platform beneath her. The arousal was unlike anything she had
ever felt before, an all-consuming need stoked by the ultimate taboo.

As if sensing her struggle, Mandy squeezed Audrey's thigh in solidarity.

"Don't fight it," she encouraged softly. "This is meant to be an intensely
pleasurable bonding experience for both mother and sons. Let yourself
go and revel in the bliss of their worship. Your body is their wonderland
today."

Something about the soothing, non-judgmental permission in Mandy's
voice broke the last of Audrey's restraint. With a shuddery moan, she
surrendered herself fully to the forbidden sensations, embracing her role
as Marshall and Grant's giant maternal playground.

Propping herself up on her elbows, Audrey gazed down at her own
mountainous breast, marveling at the passionate frenzy of her sons as
they defiled her flesh. She could feel every brush of their scrabbling
hands and feet, every prod of their pulsing micro-shafts, every nibble and
suckle of their hungry mouths.



The spongy texture of Audrey's nipple was pure heaven against the
twins' straining micro-cocks. The rubbery nub squished and molded
deliciously with each thrust of their hips, the springy resistance providing
the perfect amount of friction.

Marshall and Grant groaned around their mouthfuls of engorged teat,
suckling and gnawing the meaty cylinder as they rutted feverishly. Drool
trickled from the corners of their lips, leaving Audrey's nipple slick and
shiny with their spit.

The tiny bumps and wrinkles of her teat provided exquisite texture for
their miniature shafts. The boys angled their pelvises to catch the sweet
spot just under the head on every ridge, sending sparks of rapture
shooting up their spines.

Soon, their tender young cocks began to swell and twitch with
impending climax. Audrey felt the change in their desperate humping,
their slim hips snapping with increased urgency.

"Oh my, | think they're gonna—"" she blurted, her eyes big and voice
husky with arousal.

As if on cue, Marshall and Grant tensed against her, mouths stretching
wide around bulging mouthfuls of erect nipple. Their miniature balls
drew up tight and then they were coming hard, howling their release
into her spongy flesh.

Audrey gasped as she felt the warm spatter of their micro-climaxes.
Pulsing jets of tiny semen sprayed from their jerking cocks, splattering
against her nipple in a filmy glaze. Pearly streaks painted the engorged
cylinder, some droplets catching on the puckered bumps of her areola
below.

The boys shuddered and twitched through the intense throes of orgasm,
their cries muffled around the mass of flesh stuffing their cheeks. They



nursed greedily on the spongy tissue, drawing out every last drop of
salty-sweet pleasure.

Slowly, their desperate humping eased into lazy, satiated rolls of their
hips. They left a creamy, drippy film coating Audrey's nipple, what would
have amounted to enormous cum-loads if they were in their normal
state.

"Mmmm, that's my good boys," the mother sighed, her breast heaving
with the force of her labored breaths. Watching her sons erupt in ecstasy
all over her body had stoked the raging inferno in her core to a fever
pitch. She was swollen and throbbing, pussy weeping with the desperate
need for stimulation and release.

Marshall and Grant stood up on wobbly legs, their spent micro-cocks still
dribbling pearly trickles onto Audrey's spit-slick nipple. Giddy with post-
orgasmic bliss, they surveyed the vast expanse of her breast with eager
eyes.

"Dude, you thinking what I'm thinking?"" Marshall asked, a mischievous
grin spreading across his tiny face.

"Boob slide!" Grant crowed in agreement.

Before Audrey could react, the twins took a running leap and launched
themselves down the steep slope of her breast. Their miniscule bodies
bounced and skidded over her pliant flesh, leaving trails in the filmy glaze
of semen coating her skin.

"Wheeeee!" they cried in unison, the rush of air whipping past their faces
as they careened down the jiggling incline of her boob.

Audrey gasped at the ticklish sensation of their tiny bodies sliding over
her sensitive mound. She couldn't help but giggle at their childlike glee,
their shrill laughter infectious as they tumbled and rolled.



After a dizzying ride, the boys landed with soft plops in the valley of
Audrey's cleavage, sprawled on their backs between her massive
mammaries. They high-fived each other, cheeks flushed with
exhilaration.

"That was fucking awesome!" Grant enthused, staring up at the towering
mounds rising on either side like fleshy canyon walls. "Let's go again!"

Scrambling to their feet, the twins took off racing from the hollow of
Audrey's throat, scampering between her big soft breasts. The supple
globes jiggled and swayed around them as they sprinted over her
breastbone.

Mandy leaned in close to Audrey, eyes twinkling with mischief. "You
know what's really popular with the boys?'" she stage-whispered
conspiratorially. "When moms squeeze their tits together, smothering
them in warm, squishy cleavage. The little guys go nuts for it."

Audrey bit her lip, considering. Her cheeks flushed at the idea of actively
pleasuring her sons with her breasts, but the insistent throbbing in her
core urged her to be bold. Tentatively, she brought her hands up to cup
the outer swells of her massive boobs.

Marshall and Grant froze mid-stride as they felt the ground shift beneath
their feet. Their heads whipped around and identical grins split their
faces as they watched their mother's giant hands close around her tits.

"Oh fuck yes, is she gonna...?" Marshall breathed, practically vibrating
with anticipation.

In one smooth motion, Audrey squeezed her breasts together,
enveloping the twins in her hot cleavage. The boys squealed with
surprised delight as velvety walls of tit-flesh closed in on sides.

Marshall and Grant squirmed and wriggled in the warm, plush embrace
of Audrey’s mommy-tit-cleavage. The soft walls of tit-flesh molded
around their tiny bodies, enveloping them completely in the snug valley



between her milkers. It was like being cocooned in the world's most
perfect sleeping bag - if that sleeping bag was made of silky skin and
smelled faintly of lavender body wash.

The boys could feel the steady thump-thump of their mother's heartbeat
reverberating through the spongy tissue, a soothing rhythm that seemed
to pulse in time with their own racing pulses. The moist heat of her
cleavage made the air heavy and difficult to breathe, but in the best
possible way - like the drowsy warmth of a sauna.

Experimentally, Marshall extended his arms and pushed against the
pliant flesh on either side. His hands sank deep into the malleable tissue,
Audrey's breasts yielding like memory foam. He could feel the swell and
ebb of her lungs expanding with each breath, the inner workings of her
massive mammaries pulsing with life force.

"Dude, we're legit motorboating Mom's tits from the inside," he giggled
to Grant, using his legs to burrow deeper into the pillowy embrace. "How
many guys can say that?"

"Dude, this is on a whole 'nother level," Grant agreed, humping his
resurgent erection against the slick flesh. "l could happily drown in this
heaven."

The boys squirmed and wormed their way through the tight channel of
Audrey's cleavage, using their hands and feet to paw and knead the
plush tit-meat. They rubbed their cheeks against the smooth skin, feeling
the whoosh of air sucking past their ears with each squeeze and release
of her breasts.

Every inch of their hyper-sensitive skin buzzed with sensation overload,
their bare bodies caressed on all sides by the silky glide of Audrey's flesh.
The air grew thick and muggy, saturated with the intoxicating fragrance
of her arousal. They could taste her musk on their tongues with each
labored breath.



Audrey moaned above them, the seismic rumble vibrating through her
chest. The erotic sound was magnified tenfold to Marshall and Grant's
tiny ears, booming like rolling thunder. They could feel the quickening
thump of her heartbeat, the rush of blood engorging her breasts as her
arousal built.

"That's it Mom, squish us in your big soft titties," Marshall squeaked
encouragingly, his voice muffled by compacted cleavage. "Mash our tiny
bodies between your heavenly hooters!"

As if heeding his breathy plea, Audrey gripped her massive mammaries
tighter, compressing her cleavage until the twins were completely
immobilized, entombed in her hot, fleshy cocoon. Marshall and Grant
could only wriggle feebly as the plush walls rhythmically contracted
around them, massaging their nude forms on all sides.

They sank into Audrey's cleavage like quicksand, the valley between her
breasts molding to their every curve and contour. Velvety skin glided
against their bare flesh with a delicious friction that had the boys' cocks
surging back to full, aching stiffness in record time.

Grant boldly nuzzled his face into the smooth slope, lapping at the salty-
sweet film of Audrey's perspiration. He laved his tongue over her silky
skin, savoring the taste of his own mother's essence. Marshall quickly
followed suit, tracing reverent kisses along the inner curves of her
breasts.

Audrey shivered at the teasing tickle of their tiny lips and tongues as they
worshipped her cleavage. The barely-there caress of their miniature
bodies squirming between her breasts sent pleasurable tingles radiating
across her skin and down to her core. Her nipples pebbled to tight,
straining peaks, jutting out like fleshy beacons atop her quivering
mounds.

"Oh boys," she gasped, rolling her mammaries in a slow, sensual
massage. ""That feels...mmmmph!”



Emboldened by her breathy encouragement, Marshall and Grant doubled
their oral efforts, licking and kissing every millimeter of titflesh they
could reach. They used their hands to paw and knead the plush tissue,
digging their fingers in like cats making biscuits.

At the same time, they rutted their slim hips against Audrey's slick
cleavage, using the tight channel as an impromptu cock sleeve. They
thrust with abandon, fucking the valley of her breasts with clumsy
eagerness.

The twins marveled at how different their mother's cleavage felt
compared to her nipple. Where the teat had been springy and spongy,
this flesh was silken and yielding, gliding deliciously against their tender
cocks. The undulating massage of Audrey's breasts squeezing and
releasing sent them into a frenzy of pleasure.

"Fuck yeah, Mom!" Marshall groaned, voice muffled by tit-flesh. "Jerk us
off with your giant jugs! Milk our little dicks dry!"

Mandy leaned in close, placing a hand on Audrey's arm. "You know, if
you hold them in your cleavage like that for more than a couple minutes,
they'll start to get lightheaded from lack of air flow," she cautioned with
a knowing smile. "Believe me, I've seen it happen plenty of times. Moms
get so caught up in the incredible sensation, they forget their boys need
to come up for air eventually."

Audrey's eyes widened in alarm and she immediately released her grip on
her breasts, allowing them to fall apart. Marshall and Grant tumbled
from her cleavage, gasping and panting as they gulped in lungfuls of
fresh air. Their tiny chests heaved as they sprawled on her breastbone,
slightly dazed from the intensely erotic experience.

"Oh gosh, I'm so sorry boys!" Audrey fretted, peering down at their little
bodies with concern. "l didn't even think about you not being able to
breathe in there. Are you alright?"



"Holy shit Mom, that was intense!" Marshall wheezed, a blissed out grin
on his flushed face. "l seriously almost passed out, but it would've been
totally worth it. Death by titty asphyxiation!"

"Yeah, what a way to go!" Grant chimed in, still slightly breathless.
"Smothered between the most perfect pair of boobs on the planet? Sign
me up!"

Audrey strained to hear their tiny squeaky voices, but their words were
too faint and high-pitched to make out from this distance. She looked to
Mandy uncertainly, biting her lip.

"They look perfectly fine to me," Mandy assured her with an easy smile.
"I have a suggestion, if you're interested?”

"Oh? What's that?" the mother asked, equal parts intrigued and
apprehensive. She was quickly learning that Mandy was full of naughty
ideas when it came to this crazy adventure.

The attendant grinned mischievously. "Have you considered letting them
explore your mouth? Most moms find it to be an incredibly intimate and
erotic experience, having their tiny sons stimulate their tongue and
palate. Plus, it's a nice way to let the little guys catch their breath before
moving on to your southern region, if you know what | mean."

Audrey bit her lip, stomach fluttering at the suggestion. The thought of
taking her own sons into her mouth, of tasting their naked bodies on her
tongue, sent a shameful thrill zinging through her. But it also filled her
with trepidation.

"I don't know..." she hedged uncertainly. "What if | accidentally swallow
one of them? Or bite down too hard? I'd never forgive myself if | hurt my
boys, even unintentionally.”

"Don't worry, it's perfectly safe as long as you're careful," Mandy
assured her. "Think of their little bodies like hard candies or lozenges.
Just keep them on your tongue and let them roll around in there,



stimulating all those sensitive taste buds and nerve endings. The boys
will love feeling your wet, silky mouth enveloping them."

Audrey swallowed hard, pulse quickening as she imagined Marshall and
Grant squirming on her tongue, their tiny naked forms sliding against her
palate. The taboo mental image sent a fresh gush of arousal flooding her
already drenched channel.

"Well...okay," she agreed shakily. ""As long as you're sure it's not
dangerous."

"Atta girl," Mandy winked. "The boys are gonna go wild for this, trust
me."

Plucking the tweezers from the instrument tray, the attendant reached
down and delicately grasped Marshall around his wriggling waist.

"Looks like you're up first, little man," she cooed, lifting his flailing micro-
body up to Audrey's parted lips. ""Ready to take a dip in Mommy's
mouth?"

Marshall nodded eagerly, his entire being vibrating with anticipation as
he dangled above his mother's giant pink tongue. Audrey's eyes crossed
as she focused on her son's miniscule form suspended mere inches from
her face. She could see every detail of his nude body in high definition,
from his messy hair to his straining micro-erection.

Playfully, she bared her teeth in an exaggerated mock-bite, snapping her
pearly whites together beneath Marshall's kicking feet. The tiny boy
yelped and giggled, thrilled by the flash of danger. Audrey's mouth
gaped open like a fleshy cavern, her throat a dark tunnel leading to
untold adventures within.

Mandy lowered the tweezers until Marshall's toes just barely grazed the
wet surface of his mother's tongue. Audrey fought the instinctive urge to
close her mouth around the foreign object, not wanting to accidentally
bite her son. She held perfectly still, barely daring to breathe.



With a final wink, Mandy released her grip on the tweezers. Marshall
dropped the last miniscule distance, landing with a moist splat on the
slippery muscle. Immediately, Audrey's taste buds were bombarded with
an array of sensations - the salt of his skin, the musk of his arousal, the
faint coppery tang of blood pumping just beneath the surface.

"Mmmmm," she couldn't help but moan as her son's flavor exploded on
her tongue. Reflexively, her mouth flooded with saliva, turning Marshall
into a living lozenge as Mandy had suggested.

Mandy carefully plucked Grant's squirming form from the valley of
Audrey's cleavage, pinching his tiny waist between the tweezers. "Your
turn, little guy!" she singsonged. ""Ready to join your brother for a wild
ride?"

Grant nodded vigorously, his micro-cock bobbing in eager anticipation as
he dangled above his mother's open mouth. Audrey obediently stuck out
her tongue, unfurling the glistening pink carpet for her son's grand
entrance.

With a giggle, Mandy deposited Grant right next to Marshall on the
slippery muscle. The twins greeted each other with excited high fives,
looking like two miniature surfers preparing to take on a fleshy wave.

"Dude, can you believe we're about to crowd surf Mom's tongue?" Grant
squealed to his brother. "Most epic concert ever!"

"I know bro!" Marshall squeaked back. "And we've got front row seats
to the hottest, wettest venue in town - the one and only Audrey
Stadium!"

They snickered at their own clever wordplay, but their mirth quickly
dissolved into moans as Audrey's tongue suddenly swirled to life
beneath them. The big slippery muscle undulated and rippled, tasting
and testing the new additions as it retracted back into the cavern of her
mouth and closed.



Audrey groaned around the mouthful of squirming sons, eyes fluttering
shut in bliss. The electric sensation of their warm little bodies wriggling
on her hypersensitive tastebuds was indescribable. She had never felt
anything so mind-blowingly erotic in all her life.

Tilting her head back, Audrey allowed the twins' body weight to pull
them towards the back of her tongue. They slid over the slick surface like
human Pop Rocks, crackling with kinetic energy. When they reached the
edge of her throat, she flexed her tongue and flipped them back towards
her teeth, sending them tumbling head over heels.

"Whoa!" Marshall yelped as he somersaulted through the air, landing
face-first in a puddle of viscous saliva. Beside him, Grant skidded on his
ass, hydroplaning over the bumpy taste buds.

Audrey swirled her tongue again, swishing the tiny boys from side to side
like mouthwash. Their nude bodies rolled and glided through the wet
heat, slipping and sliding in her saliva. She could feel every twitch and
spasm of their miniaturized muscles as they flailed for purchase on the
undulating surface.

Curious, the mother dragged the tip of her tongue over each boy,
mapping the contours of their shrunken physiques. She traced the ridges
of their ribs, dipped into their shallow navels, circled their pebbled
nipples. Lower, she found the jut of their hip bones, the sparse hair
covering their groins, the steel-hard throb of their cocks.

Marshall and Grant nearly short-circuited from sheer ecstasy as their
mom's tongue lavished attention on their miniscule forms. The silky tip
of the massive muscle swept back and forth over them, painting their
bare skin with her saliva and setting every nerve ending ablaze.

It scoured their chests, polishing their pebbled nipples to throbbing
nubs. It dipped into their navels, probing the shallow indentations and
making their abdomens quiver. Lower it traveled, tracing the cut of their



hip bones and combing through their pubic hair, the touch electric and
overwhelming.

But nothing could have prepared the twins for the exquisite sensation of
their mother's tongue finding their straining erections. Audrey lapped at
the tiny organs, her taste buds abrading the sensitive flesh and pushing
the boys to the brink of madness. She swirled the tip around their
swollen heads, laving the weeping slits and savoring the salty essence of
their pre-cum.

Marshall and Grant howled and thrashed, hips bucking frantically as they
sought to thrust their miniaturized cocks against the giant velvety
muscle. Their entire bodies were stimulated all at once, every inch of skin
licked and caressed by Audrey's undulating tongue.

Hot saliva bubbled up around them, submerging their lower halves in a
warm viscous pool. It seeped between their legs, bathing their balls and
taint and adding a delicious slickness to the sensual massage. The
sublingual region was like a fleshy hot tub, the secretions tingling and
effervescent against their most intimate areas.

"Oh fuck, oh God, Mommmm!" Marshall wailed, voice garbled as his face
sank into the spongy muscle. Beside him, Grant just sobbed and
spasmed, too far gone for words. Their minds blanked into blissful
oblivion, their bodies surrendered completely to their mother's whims.

Audrey moaned around the squirming bodies on her tongue, intoxicated
by the flavors and textures of her tiny sons. The vibrations rumbled
through them like an erotic earthquake, making them quake and
shudder. She felt powerful and intensely aroused, holding her boys'
pleasure in the palm of her mouth.

With a wicked impulse, Audrey parted her lips just slightly, giving
Marshall and Grant a glimpse of the outside world. They blinked dazedly
at the flash of light, their eyes slow to focus after the disorienting
darkness of her mouth.



Carefully, Audrey extended her tongue between her teeth, unfurling it
out into the open air. The twins clung weakly to the slick surface, their
skin prickling with goosebumps as the cooler air kissed their saliva-
drenched bodies.

Audrey crossed her eyes to peer down at her boys sprawled on her
protruding tongue, their nude bodies glistening and twitching. She
grinned, relishing their helpless surrender. Mischievously, she wriggled
the tip of her tongue, making them jiggle and bounce like jello.

"Whooooa!" Marshall yelped, scrabbling for purchase on the slippery
pink muscle. Beside him, Grant lost his grip and tumbled right off the
edge, plummeting towards the floor!

At the last second, Audrey's hand shot out and caught her falling son,
plucking him from the air like a skydiver. Grant landed with an "oof!" in
the center of her palm, spread eagled and panting. "Thanks Mom," he
wheezed, heart pounding from the close call.

Unable to talk with his brother still on her tongue, Audrey winked and
placed him gently on the swell of her left breast for safekeeping. Then
she turned her attention back to Marshall, who clung weakly to her
waggling tongue, dizzy and disoriented.

Opening her mouth wider, she curled her licker and scooped her tiny son
back inside, closing her lips around him. Marshall tumbled over her teeth
and plopped back onto the spongy muscle, sprawling in the warm wet
darkness.

Audrey resumed swirling him around her mouth, relishing his squirms
and moans as she laved every millimeter of his quivering body. Her taste
buds tingled, lit up like fireworks by the electric friction of his skin.

Mandy smiled knowingly at Audrey, her eyes twinkling with shared
feminine mischief. "Incredible, isn't it? The taste of your own sons on
your tongue?"



Audrey could only moan in response, rendered inarticulate by the
overwhelming sensations bombarding her senses. Marshall squirmed
and bucked against her undulating tongue, his tiny body slick with her
saliva. She swirled him from cheek to cheek, relishing the faint salty-
sweet essence of his pre-cum as it burst across her taste buds.

"Mmmmmm," she hummed in blissful agreement, savoring the
forbidden flavor like a fine wine. There was something so deeply erotic,
so indescribably intimate about having her own flesh and blood writhing
in the heat of her mouth.

She pushed Marshall into the pocket of her cheek, feeling the little lump
of him squirm against the inside of her face. Her eyes actually bulged
slightly as he wormed around, stretching the skin taut.

Audrey couldn't resist poking him with her tongue, juggling his body
between her cheek and gums. She gnashed her teeth playfully, grazing
his back with the blunt edges and making him yelp. Her molars ground
together, the sound deafening to Marshall's tiny ears.

Growing bolder, Audrey tilted her head back and parted her lips, giving
her shrunken son a dizzying view straight down her throat. The dark
tunnel yawned open like a hungry abyss, gusts of her breath ruffling his
hair.

With a wicked gleam in her eye, Audrey flexed her tongue and launched
Marshall towards her uvula, catapulting him to the back of her throat!

The tiny boy pinwheeled through the air, arms and legs flailing as he
hurtled down the slick fleshy chute. His scream was cut off as he face-
planted against the dangling uvula, setting off Audrey's gag reflex.

Her throat muscles convulsed around him, rippling and squeezing as they
tried to dislodge the foreign object. Marshall thrashed in the fleshy vise,
smothered by undulating walls on all sides.



Audrey made a tiny gagging sound, her throat muscles contracting and
propelling her teen back onto her tongue in a spluttering cough. The boy
tumbled head over heels, landing in a dazed heap on the slippery pink
muscle, coated in strings of saliva and mucus.

"Goodness, are you alright sweetie?" Mandy asked in concern, peering
into Audrey's open mouth at the shell-shocked micro-son. "That was a
close one! We definitely don't want you taking an express trip to
Mommy's tummy!"

Audrey blushed, carefully scooping Marshall up with her tongue and
depositing him gently on her right breast to recover. "Sorry, honey," she
cooed softly, stroking his tiny back with the tip of her finger. "Mommy
got a little carried away. You just taste so yummy, | almost couldn't help
myself!"

Marshall trembled against her silky skin, simultaneously traumatized and
aroused by the near-death experience down his mother's gullet. His
miniaturized cock throbbed urgently, the adrenaline and his mother's
words reigniting his lust.

Mandy grinned mischievously, gesturing towards Audrey's voluptuous
backside. "You know, most moms like to have the boys explore their
bubble butts next. The sensation of their tiny hands and feet climbing
those plush cheeks, dipping between the crevice... it's exquisite.

But Audrey's eyes were fixed hungrily on Grant's miniscule form perched
atop her breast. The feel of his warm little body nestled against her silky
skin, his micro-cock still semi-erect and twitching... it ignited a primal
craving deep within her.

She licked her lips, tasting traces of Marshall's essence lingering on her
tongue. The flavor only stoked her desire to have Grant back in the wet
heat of her mouth, squirming deliciously as she savored every inch of
him.



"Actually," Audrey murmured, her voice husky with need. "l was thinking
Marshall could explore Mt. Mommy-Booty on his own for a bit. I’d like to
taste Grant again inside me mouth, if that's alright."

Her eyes smoldered as she gazed at her tiny son, seeing his face brighten
with excitement at her words. He practically vibrated with eagerness to
be devoured by his mother once again.

Mandy's brows lifted in pleased surprise at Audrey's bold request. She
could see the naked hunger in the mother's expression

Grant's eyes widened as his giant mother dangled him over her open
mouth, her pink tongue unfurling like a red carpet to welcome him back.
"Aw fuck yeah," he breathed, cock already rising back to attention.
"Round two, here | come!"

Audrey grinned, a hungry tigress preparing to toy with her prey. Slowly,
she consumed Grant feet-first into the warm wet cavern, letting his
upper body stick out from between her closed lips. She swirled her
tongue around his lower half, painting him with her saliva as he thrashed
and moaned.

Audrey dragged the slippery tip of her tongue between Grant's splayed
legs, flicking the spongy muscle against his groin. Her taste buds scoured
his miniature cock and balls, abrading the sensitive flesh and setting his
nerves ablaze.

Grant groaned and bucked wildly, his upper half still protruding from
between his mother's closed lips. His face contorted in a rictus of
ecstasy, eyes rolling back in his head as Audrey skillfully tongued his most
intimate areas.

"Unnngh! Oh fuck, Mooooom!" he wailed, voice garbled and broken. His
hips spasmed erratically, micro-cock pulsing against the undulating
slickness. Audrey just grinned around his flailing form and doubled her
efforts, determined to coax the climax from her tiny son.



Mandy giggled as she watched the lewd display, Grant's blissed-out face
framed obscenely by his mother's lush lips. ""You can always tell when
they cum in your mouth," she remarked casually, as if discussing the
weather. "There's that sudden burst of flavor, slightly salty and sweet.
The first time | tasted my son's micro-load, it caught me off guard. But
now | crave it."

As if on cue, Grant tensed and shuddered violently, a strangled cry
ripping from his throat. His entire body vibrated like a tuning fork as he
erupted in his mother's mouth, painting her tongue with his release.
Audrey moaned as the warm drops of semen burst across her taste buds,
savoring the forbidden nectar.

She gave Grant a final slow, thorough lick, polishing him from stem to
stern and wringing out every last tremor of pleasure.

With a satisfied smirk, Audrey suctioned her lips around Grant's
trembling form and sucked him fully into her mouth like a human breath
mint. She swirled him around on her tongue, polishing his quivering body
with her saliva as he came down from his climax.

Mandy deftly plucked Marshall from his perch on Audrey's breast with
the tweezers, the tiny boy squirming and kicking his feet in anticipation.
"Ready for a trip into Booty town, little man!" she singsonged.

Audrey carefully rolled over onto her stomach, presenting the heart-
shaped globes of her ass to her son. She glanced back over her shoulder,
eyes smoldering with dark promise.

"Go on, honey," she purred sultrily. "Play all over mommy's round
booty."

Mandy lowered the tweezers until Marshall dangled just above the plush
curve of Audrey's left buttock. With a giggle, she released him, letting
him tumble onto the springy flesh.



Marshall landed spread-eagled on his mother's ass, sinking into her silky
skin like memory foam. He lay there for a moment, stunned and in awe of
the supple warmth enveloping him.

Beneath him, Audrey's cheek twitched, jiggling him like a kernel of
popcorn in a microwave. Marshall yelped in surprised delight, scrambling
to find purchase on the undulating surface. He clambered to his feet,
only to be playfully bounced again by his mother's flexing glute.

"Whoa!" he laughed giddily, windmilling his arms for balance. "This is
way better than any trampoline!"

He started jumping up and down, timing his hops with each clench and
release of Audrey's ass. Her flesh rippled around him in shimmering
waves, propelling him higher with every gleeful bounce.

"Boingy! Boingy! Boingy!" Marshall crowed in childlike enthusiasm. He
ricocheted from cheek to cheek, a human pinball pinging between the
perfect pale globes.

Audrey giggled at her son's silly antics, glancing back to watch him frolic
on her backside. There was something innocent yet erotic about the way
he so gleefully explored her body, uninhibited and unashamed. It made
her feel powerful, like a fleshy playground for his wildest fantasies.

As Marshall bounced and tumbled over her ass, his cock slapped against
her silky skin, leaving sticky smears of pre-cum in its wake. The ticklish
caress made Audrey shiver, goosebumps prickling her flesh.

Even as Audrey watched Marshall's playful antics on her rear, inside her
mouth, her tongue was performing a sensual dance with Grant's

squirming body. The slippery muscle twined and twisted around his tiny
form like an anaconda, slathering him from head to toe in her hot saliva.

Audrey rolled Grant around her mouth, tumbling him across her palate
and under her tongue, submerging him in the spongy heat. She could
taste every millimeter of his skin, the salty musk of his spent cock, the



lingering traces of his release. It was intoxicating, savoring her son so
intimately.

Grant moaned and wriggled in delirious ecstasy, his hypersensitive body
overwhelmed by the slick caress of his mother's tongue. It scoured him

everywhere at once, laving his chest, his back, between his legs. The tip

flicked over his softening cock, making him jolt and gasp.

Audrey hummed in wicked delight at the feel of Grant trembling so
helplessly in her mouth. The vibrations shook him to his very core,
pleasure bordering on pain. His tiny form juddered and tensed, slipping
and sliding in her saliva.

She nudged him into her cheek, stretching the soft flesh taut around his
body. Grant flattened against the inside of her face, plastered there by
her undulating tongue. It pressed him to the roof of her mouth, trapping
him between the ridged palate and slippery muscle.

Audrey's jaw bulged obscenely, the tiny protrusion of her son squirming
just under the skin. Drool leaked from the corners of her lips, coating her
chinin silvery ropes. Her eyes rolled back in bliss at the lewd display of
dominance over her offspring.

Grant gurgled and thrashed weakly, smothered by the plush walls of his
mother's cheeks. Hot saliva seeped into his ears, his nose, stinging his
eyes. He could barely breathe, surrounded on all sides by undulating
flesh. It was terrifying and arousing all at once.

Audrey held him there for a long moment, relishing his helpless
struggling. Then with a flex of her tongue, she scooped Grant out of her
cheek and rolled him to the front of her mouth. She parted her lips just
slightly, giving him a glimpse of the outside world through the frame of
her teeth.

Grant blinked dazedly in the sudden light, gasping lungfuls of cooler air.
His skin steamed in the chill, saliva evaporating off his body. He shivered,



equal parts relieved and bereft to be free of his mother's smothering
orifice.

Audrey extended her tongue between her parted lips, unfurling the pink
carpet with Grant splayed in the center. She crossed her eyes to peer
down at him, grinning at his shocked expression.

Grant barely had a chance to gulp a lungful of air before Audrey curled
her tongue, flicking him high into the air like a human hacky sack. He
pinwheeled head over heels, sailing in a perfect arc over her face.

Just as gravity started to reclaim him, Audrey parted her lips and caught
Grant deftly in her open mouth. He landed with a wet splat on her
tongue, bouncing slightly on the spongy muscle.

Before he could even get his bearings, Audrey sealed her lips around his
tiny body and sucked hard, cheeks hollowing with the force. Grant
yelped as the sudden vacuum engulfed him, squashing his limbs to his
sides.

Audrey suctioned him to the roof of her mouth, trapping him there like a
snack that she was determined to savor every last bit of. Her tongue
undulated beneath him, lashing his body from head to toe and probing
every crevice as if trying to extract more flavor.

Grant could only lay there helplessly, plastered to his mother's palate as
she sucked and slurped at his miniaturized form. The pulling sensation
was intense, puckering his skin and making him feel like a human lollipop.
Her taste buds abraded his most sensitive areas, setting his nerves alight
with pleasure bordering on pain.

Audrey moaned around the tiny treat in her mouth, eyes fluttering shut
in bliss. She loved the feeling of her son's soft little body yielding so
completely to her voracious oral attentions. Grant was like putty in her
hands - or rather, in her mouth - to mold and manipulate however she
pleased.



She suckled him greedily, hollowing her cheeks rhythmically and swirling
her tongue to roll him around. The warm wet pressure enveloped Grant
from all sides, squeezing and massaging him in undulating waves.
Rivulets of saliva seeped into his ears, his nose, slicking his skin and
matting his hair.

Audrey nursed on her son like he was a piece of hard candy lodged in her
cheek, determined to dissolve him with her spit and then swallow down
every sweet morsel. Her jaw worked vigorously, cheeks ballooning and
deflating as she sucked and slurped.

Grant could only gurgle and spasm, his oxygen depleted and his body
overwhelmed by the intense sensations. Darkness crept in at the edges
of his vision, his head growing fuzzy. The sounds of Audrey's hunger
seemed to recede as if down a long tunnel.

Just when he teetered on the brink of blacking out, Audrey released the
suction with a wet pop, letting Grant drop back onto her tongue. He
sprawled there bonelessly, gasping like a landed fish as he slowly
recovered.

Audrey extended her tongue, letting Grant weakly slide down the slick
pink carpet and tumble into her waiting palm. He landed in a damp heap,
chest heaving as he greedily sucked in air.

"Would you like to take a closer look at your handiwork?" Mandy asked
Audrey with a knowing smile. She gestured to Audrey's slick, flushed son
cradled in her hand. "Most moms love examining their shrunken boys up
close after a good tongue lashing."

Audrey hesitated, feeling a twinge of motherly concern at Grant's
bedraggled state. But Mandy's reassuring expression soothed her worry.
This was a safe space to indulge her deepest curiosities without shame or
judgement, just like her sons were.



"Go on," the attendant encouraged. "Inspect your tiny man. Marvel at
how completely you just dominated him with only your mouth."

Pulse quickening, Audrey lifted her hand to eye level, peering at Grant's
miniscule form. He had recovered enough to sit up, blinking dazedly at
his giant mother's beautiful face filling his entire field of vision.

Her warm breath buffeted his nude body as she exhaled in awe. Grant
looked positively debauched, his hair mussed and skin shiny with her
saliva. He was still flushed and trembling from the intense oral
ravishment, micro-cock half-mast against his belly.

"Goodness, sweetie," Audrey breathed, taking in her disheveled son.
"Mommy really did a number on you, didn't she? You're an absolute
mess."

Her voice rumbled through Grant like a physical caress, making him
shiver. He gazed up at her towering visage with glazed, adoring eyes. In
this moment, his mother was a powerful giantess, an all-consuming
goddess that he would happily let devour him again and again.

Audrey licked her lips, tasting traces of Grant still lingering on her
tongue. The sight of him so small and vulnerable in her hand, combined
with the knowledge of what she had just done to him, sent a dark thrill
zinging through her body straight to her core.

Mandy reached over with her long, glossy red nails and gently but firmly
pressed Grant onto his back in Audrey's palm. The tiny boy squirmed as
the two giant women loomed over him, feeling like a bug pinned for their
inspection.

"Just look at that cute little pecker standing at attention!" Mandy cooed,
using the pointed tip of her nail to very gently lift Grant's stiff micro-cock
away from his belly. It pulsed urgently against her fingertip, still
engorged and sensitive from the intense oral stimulation.



"He's already hard again after cumming so much in my mouth," Audrey
marveled, equal parts impressed and aroused by her son's resilience. She
couldn't take her eyes off Grant's miniature erection, noting how it
throbbed and glistened with her saliva. "What a virile young man I've
raised."

Grant whimpered as his mother's long pink nail joined Mandy's in
exploring his intimate bits. The hard keratin scraped deliciously over his
cockhead and down his shaft, tracing the rigid length. He bucked his hips
involuntarily, trying to thrust into their teasing touch.

"Mmm, | think he likes that," Mandy giggled wickedly. She carefully used
her thumb to pin Grant's ankles while her index finger and Audrey's
toyed with his junk, stretching his balls away from his body. "Look how
swollen and tight his little nutsack is.”

Suddenly, a pang of guilt stabbed through Audrey's arousal as she
thought of her husband John. What would he think if he could see her
now, openly molesting their son's genitals? Ogling his micro-erection like
it was the most fascinating thing she'd ever seen? This was so far beyond
inappropriate, violating every boundary of decency.

She started to pull her hand away, shame creeping hotly up her neck. But
Mandy stopped her with a gentle touch, sensing her sudden hesitation.

"Remember Audrey, this is a judgement free zone," the attendant
reminded her softly. "The boys are exploring every intimate inch of your
body with wild abandon. There's nothing wrong with you returning that
curiosity, getting to know them in the same exquisitely personal way."

Mandy's soothing words washed over Audrey like a balm, soothing her
guilty conscience. She was right - the rules of propriety had no place here
in this secret shrine to mother-son intimacy. If her boys got to indulge
their wildest incestuous fantasies, why shouldn't she get to satisfy her
own forbidden urges?



"You're right," Audrey breathed, relaxing and allowing herself to drink in
the delicious sight of Grant's throbbing mini-cock. Her clit pulsed in time
to its desperate twitching, two illicit organs in sync. "Turnabout is fair
play, after all."”

Grant shivered as his mother's hot gaze roved greedily over his exposed
junk, her plump lips parted and eyes blazing with hunger. He felt like a
mouse hypnotized by a serpent, helpless and aroused in equal measure
by her ravenous appraisal.

"That's the spirit," Mandy praised, grinning mischievously continuing her
hold on the boy with her fingernail. ""Examine him to your heart's
content. Every wrinkle, every fold, every throbbing vein. He's your tiny
anatomical model to play with as you please."

Audrey bit her lip, transfixed by the pearly pin-drop-sized bead of pre-
cum that welled from Grant's slit as Mandy slowly skinned him back. His
cockhead flushed an angry purple, pulsing urgently against the
attendant's fingertip.

"Oh my," Audrey breathed, marveling at how the clear liquid magnified
to a syrupy dewdrop at this scale. "Look how excited he is, the poor
thing. Leaking like a faucet."

Mandy giggled, using the pad of her finger to smear Grant's pre-cum
around the swollen head of his cock in glistening spirals. He whimpered
and writhed at the slick stimulation, his breath coming in shallow pants.

Audrey giggled, a dreamy note in her voice. "You know, this might sound
strange but | swear | can feel my other tiny boy playing around my
butthole right now. Like a little tickle or flutter..."

Mandy's eyebrows shot up in surprise and delight. ""Oh really? Well, let's
take a peek, shall we?"



With her free hand, the attendant reached down and gently parted the
plush globes of Audrey's ass, revealing the shadowed crevice between.
Audrey craned her neck, trying to peer back over her shoulder curiously.

There, perched proudly on the puckered pink ring of her anus, was
Marshall. The shrunken teen stood with his hands on his hips, grinning up
at them cheekily. He waved, the motion making Audrey's forbidden
entrance flex slightly.

"Well hello there, you naughty boy!" Mandy laughed. "Looks like you
found the back door to heaven!"

Audrey's mouth dropped open in shock, a scandalized giggle bursting
from her throat. She couldn't believe her son's brazen audacity, scaling
down the cleft of her ass to explore her most taboo orifice.

"Oh my God, Marshall!" she gasped, cheeks flaming. "What do you think
you're doing down there, young man?"

The tiny teen just shrugged impishly, clearly unrepentant. He patted
Audrey's wrinkled sphincter affectionately as if it were the flank of a
mighty steed.

"I wanted to check out all of Mom's amusement park," he called up,
voice slightly muffled by her splayed cheeks. "And everyone knows the
dark rides are the most thrilling!"

Marshall punctuated his cheeky statement by plopping down to sit on
Audrey's puckered rosebud, straddling it like a fleshy beanbag. He
bounced slightly, making her forbidden entrance flex and wink.

"Oooh!" Audrey gasped, eyes widening at the strange but not
unpleasant sensation. It felt like her butthole was blowing tiny bubbles.
"Marshall, you little rascal! That's so naughty!"



But even as she scolded him, a hot pulse of illicit arousal simmered low in
Audrey's core. The wicked wrongness of her son playing with her most
intimate orifice sent a forbidden thrill zinging down her spine.

Mandy grinned, eyes twinkling at Marshall's mischief. "Well, you did say
the boys could explore EVERY inch of your body," she reminded Audrey
slyly. "l guess that includes the nooks and crannies too!"

Audrey glanced down at Grant still cradled in her palm. The tiny teen was
squirming and waving his arms frantically, clearly trying to get her
attention. His high-pitched voice squeaked urgently but she couldn't
make out the words from this distance.

Curious, Audrey lifted her hand right up to her face, bringing Grant within
inches of her ear as he yelled with all his might.

"MOM! CAN | EXPLORE YOUR PUSSY NOW? PLEEEEASE?"

Grant's reedy voice rang out, surprisingly loud and clear considering his
diminutive size. His request hung in the charged air, bold and unabashed.

Audrey's eyes widened at her son's brazen plea, a scandalized giggle
bubbling up her throat. Even after all the naughty things they had
already done, hearing Grant openly beg to play with her pussy still
shocked her.

But the aching throb between her thighs was impossible to ignore, her
sex swollen and slippery with shameful arousal. Audrey knew she was
positively dripping at this point, her juices trickling down to dampen the
velvet platform.

As wrong as it was, the thought of her tiny son spelunking her most
intimate folds sent a dark thrill racing through her body. Grant
worshipping her clit with his microscopic tongue, Marshall playing
around her other entrance... Audrey shivered, suddenly desperate to feel
them exploring every inch of her privates.



"Well, since you asked so politely..." she murmured, a wicked gleam in
her eye.

Grant's face lit up with unbridled glee and lust, bouncing on his heels in
excitement. "Yes! Thank you Mom!" he squealed.

Audrey smirked and gave her ass a playful squeeze, clenching her cheeks
together and trapping Marshall snugly between the plush mounds. The
tiny boy yelped in surprise as her silky skin suddenly engulfed him,
molding around his body like a fleshy cocoon.

"Whoa!" Marshall laughed, voice muffled by the plump globes
compressing him on all sides. ""Marshmallow Marshall, reporting for
booty duty!"

He wriggled and squirmed, delighting in the warm embrace of his
mother's supple ass. The pressure was intense but not unpleasant, her
cheeks undulating around him with each flexing clench. Hot, musky air
saturated his lungs as he breathed in her intimate scent.

Audrey giggled at the ticklish sensation of her son squirming so
energetically between her buns. It felt like a tiny ant was trapped in her
ass crack. She rolled her hips slightly, jiggling Marshall and making him
whoop with glee.

Carefully, so as not to dislodge her tiny posterior passenger, Audrey
flipped over onto her back. The pillow cushioned her tailbone, tilting her
pelvis at the perfect angle. Her legs fell open, splaying wide to bare the
pink, plump treasure at their apex.

Audrey's pussy was a work of art, a glistening flower unfurling its dewy
petals. Waxed smooth and bare, her mound rose like a gentle hill, the
puffy lips of her outer labia peaking from the valley below. The seam of
her slit glistened, visibly slick with her juices.

"Here, let's get you nice and comfy," Mandy cooed to the eager mother.
Grabbing another pillow, the attendant wedged it beneath Audrey's lush



ass, propping her pelvis up even higher. "We wanna give your tiny
explorers the best possible access to your womanly wonders."

Audrey let out a shuddery exhale, stomach fluttering with nervous
anticipation as cool air kissed her exposed privates. She couldn't believe
this was really happening - that she was about to let her own sons play in
her most sacred garden. It was beyond forbidden...and that only made
her ache for it more.

Carefully balancing Grant in her cupped palm, Audrey reached down with
her other hand to gently part the plump lips of her pussy. Her labia
unfurled like a delicate flower, revealing the slick pink folds within.
Nectar clung to her petals, the proof of her shameful arousalet.

Still on his mom's hand, Grant gazed in slack-jawed awe at the beautiful
sight spread out before him. His mother's pussy was enormous, a lush
cavern just begging to be explored. The intoxicating scent of her musk
saturated the air, making his tiny cock throb.

Grant did a double take as he spotted a tiny figure emerging from
between the massive globes of his mother's ass. It was Marshall,
clambering up the slick slope of her perineum like a mountaineer scaling
Everest.

The tiny teen paused at the summit, perched on the thin strip of flesh
separating Audrey's dripping pussy from her winking rosebud. He gazed
in slack-jawed wonder at the beautiful cock-hardening sight of his
mother's pretty pink slit glistening mere inches away, so tantalizingly
close. Marshall shot Grant a knowing grin and thumbs up before
scurrying the last small distance to join his twin at the entrance to
heaven.

Grant returned the grin, marveling at how he and his brother were so
perfectly in sync, both desperate to intimately explore their mother's
most sacred space. Great minds really did think alike.



He shifted excitedly from foot to foot in Audrey's cupped palm, his skin
prickling with electric arousal as he waited for her to lower him into
paradise. Unable to resist, he did one final 360 degree turn, committing
every detail of this magnificent sight to memory.

Audrey's legs seemed to stretch out for miles, twin ivory columns
gracefully splayed to bare her intimate garden. Her cute feet hovered in
the air, sexy red-painted toes curling with anticipation.

Grant let his gaze travel up the lush landscape of his mother's body, over
the gentle swell of her tummy to her massive breasts jiggling with each
excited breath. They rose from her chest like two fleshy mountains,
capped by rubbery pink peaks. He could just make out a filmy glaze
coating one nipple and realized with a shiver that it was he and his
brother's dried cum from their earlier play.

Finally, Grant locked eyes with his beautiful mother smiling indulgently
down at him over her heaving bosom. Her plump lips curvedin a
knowing smirk, hazel eyes smoldering with dark promise and permission.
A pretty flush rode high on her cheeks, staining her porcelain skin a
delicious rosy hue.

"Ready for the ride of your life, honey?" Audrey purred, her husky voice
sending shivers racing down Grant's spine. Without waiting for an
answer, she lowered her hand and gently deposited her shrunken son
onto the plump mound of her pubis.

Grant sank into his mother's silky skin, the springy surface molding
around his body like a fleshly beanbag. Her body heat enveloped him, the
intoxicating scent of her arousal swirling in his head and making him
dizzy with lust.

Just as Grant was about to begin his descent into Audrey's slick folds, a
faint but unmistakable sound reached their ears through the chamber
wall. It started as a low hum, then quickly crescendoed into what
sounded like the cacophonous chorus of hundreds of female voices



rising in unison, building to a fever pitch before exploding in ecstatic
screams.

Audrey's eyes widened and goosebumps prickled her flesh as she
listened to the orgiastic symphony filtering through the barrier. Each
passionate wail and rapturous moan spoke of a pleasure so intense, it
bordered on pain. The erotic aria went on and on, ebbing and flowing in
waves as voice after voice joined the blissed-out refrain.

There was something deeply arousing yet also unnerving about the
disembodied cries of passion, each one clearly the result of a colossal
climax.

Audrey could practically feel the ecstasy reverberating through her
bones, making her pussy clench with sympathetic spasms. What on earth
could be happening to those women to provoke such intense,
simultaneous releases?

"Wh-what is that?" Audrey asked breathlessly, tearing her gaze away
from her son nestled in her pubic region to look at Mandy questioningly.
"It sounds like a choir of angels...if the angels were having the orgasms
of their lives!"

Mandy just smiled enigmatically, waving a dismissive hand. ""Oh that? It's
coming from the Tunnel of Love. Let's just say the moms who visit that
particular attraction leave feeling VERY satisfied and...complete.
Transcendent, even."

Audrey's brow furrowed, curiosity gnawing at her even through the haze
of arousal. The Tunnel of Love? She didn't remember seeing that on the
park map. What could possibly be happening in there to make those
women scream like banshees in heat?

"I've never heard anything like it," she marveled, shaking her head. "It's
like they're experiencing pleasure beyond human comprehension. What
exactly IS the Tunnel of Love?"



Mandy's grin widened, her eyes sparkling with mischief and some
deeper, unreadable emotion. She leaned in close, lowering her voice
conspiratorially.

"It's Heaven, Audrey. That's the only way | can describe it - pure,
unbridled ecstasy of the body, mind and soul. A blissful oblivion that
consumes you utterly and irrevocably."

She squeezed Audrey's knee, something knowing in her tone. "Tell you
what - once you and your sons have finished your explorations here, I'll
gladly give you all the juicy details about our most exclusive attraction.
But for now, just focus on enjoying THIS ride.”

Grant grinned down at his twin from his lofty perch atop their mother's
mons. He cupped his hands around his mouth and called out in a high-
pitched squeak.

"Hey bro, get your ass up here! The view is unbelievable!"

Marshall squinted up at the distant speck of his brother waving excitedly
from what seemed like the summit of Mount Everest compared to his
current position. Shaking his head in amusement, the tiny teen began
scurrying through the plush, slick folds of his mother's labia, using her
intimate flesh like rock climbing holds.

Audrey gasped, back arching and toes curling as she felt her son scaling
the sensitive wings of her pussy. Marshall's miniscule hands and feet
scrabbled over her plump petals, finding purchase in every cleft and
crease. His nude body slipped and slid over her arousal-slick skin, painting
shimmery snail trails in his wake.

"Oooh! Oh my..." Audrey panted, hips twitching reflexively as Marshall
navigated her tender folds. Each brush of his tiny limbs sent sparks of
sensation zinging through her nerves, ratcheting her arousal higher.

Marshall grunted with effort as he clambered up the final steep incline of
his mother's clit hood. The engorged flesh was springy and supple



beneath his grasping fingers and toes, cradling his body and propelling
him upward. With a final lunge, he hauled himself over the slick rim and
rolled onto the small plateau crowning Audrey's sex.

Grant cheered, pumping his fist as his brother joined him at the summit
of their mother's mound. The twins celebrated their achievement with
an exuberant high five, their palms meeting in a tiny 'smack’ right above
the straining pink pearl of Audrey's clitoris.

The minute impact reverberated through the sensitive bundle of nerves,
making Audrey jolt and gasp. Her eyes fluttered shut in bliss, hot tingles
of pleasure spiraling out from her core. Grant and Marshall snickered at
her reaction, delighted by their ability to affect the giant woman so
intensely with the most miniscule of touches.

"Dude, we're standing on Mom's clit!" Grant said gleefully, stomping his
foot for emphasis. The light impact made Audrey's hips buck, her swollen
nub pulsing against the soles of her son's feet.

"I know bro, how fucking cool is that?" Marshall laughed, reaching down
to stroke the slippery flesh. "It's like her own personal joy buzzer!"

The twins took turns poking and prodding the sensitive bud, marveling at
how it jumped and twitched beneath their curious fingertips. Each touch
sent a jolt of raw pleasure sizzling through Audrey's core.

Marshall and Grant gaped in awe at the sheer size of their mother's
clitoris stretching out beneath their miniaturized feet. Even shrunk down
to a mere quarter inch tall, her engorged pleasure button seemed
enormous to them, easily dwarfing their entire bodies.

"Dude, can you believe how big Mom's clit is?" Marshall marveled,
placing his palm flat against the slippery, pulsing nub. "It's gotta be the
size of a freaking grape normal-sized!"



"I know bro," Grant agreed, circling the fat bud with reverent fingertips.
"And check it out - doesn't it kinda look like the head of our dicks? Same
shape and everything!"

The twins cocked their heads, considering the uncanny resemblance
between their cockheads and their mother's clitoris. The anatomical
similarity filled them with a perverse sense of wonder and arousal,
knowing that this was the magic button that controlled Audrey's
pleasure.

"Heh, guess this explains why it feels so good when we rub the tips of
our boners," Marshall snickered. He punctuated his observation by
grinding the sole of his foot against the slick, spongy flesh, making
Audrey gasp and undulate beneath them.

Grant glanced down at his own stiff micro-cock bobbing eagerly in the
cool air. It was flushed a deep purplish-red, the plump head flaring from
beneath his foreskin with each excited throb. A pearly droplet of pre-cum
glistened at the tip, quivering in time to his racing heartbeat.

Acting on naughty impulse, Grant wrapped a hand around his aching
shaft and pressed the swollen glans firmly against his mother's clitoris.
He groaned at the electric surge of sensation, the hot silkiness of her
flesh molding perfectly to his most sensitive spot. Instinctively, he began
to thrust, gliding his cockhead through the viscous nectar seeping from
Audrey's core.

Marshall quickly followed his brother's lead, fisting his own pulsing
erection and grinding it alongside Grant's into their mother's pleasure
bud. The twins moved in tandem, painting the fat nub with streaks of
their pre-cum as they worked it over with their miniature members.

"Mmmm..." Audrey panted, her lush body quivering as tiny sparks of bliss
shot from her clit straight to her womb. Her sons' impossibly small cocks
stroked her right where she needed it most, setting her nerves
deliciously ablaze. It was the most intensely focused stimulation she had



ever felt, their little penises polishing her swollen jewel with laser
precision.

Prying her eyes open, Audrey lifted her head just enough to peer down
the lush landscape of her body at the erotic tableau playing out between
her splayed thighs.

Marshall and Grant clung tightly to their mother's slick flesh as her body
began to tremble and quake beneath them. It was like trying to stay
upright during an earthquake, her mound quivering and undulating as
their tiny cocks stroked mercilessly over her clit.

"Dude, | think we're about to make Mom cum!" Grant panted excitedly,
his voice wobbling from the vibrations coursing through Audrey's body.
He had to shout to be heard over the giant woman's increasingly loud
moans echoing around them.

"Fuck yeah we are!" Marshall crowed, doubling his efforts. He pumped
his hips frantically, sawing his aching micro-cock through the viscous
cream flooding his mother's folds. "She's shaking like a damn leaf! | bet
we'll send her over the edge any second now!"

As if in agreement, Audrey let out a particularly guttural groan, her head
thrashing on the pillow. Her eyes were screwed shut in ecstasy, kiss-
swollen lips parted around each labored breath. A pretty flush worked its
way down her chest, making her massive tits jiggle enticingly with every
hitched gasp.

"Ohhh yesss...right there!" Audrey panted brokenly, hips bucking
erratically as she chased her rapidly approaching climax. Pleasure coiled
tighter and tighter in her core, every swipe of her sons' tiny cocks over
her clit winding the spring to the breaking point. She could feel her
orgasm building like a tidal wave, poised to crash over her any moment.

With a keening wail, Audrey's body seized up in rapture as the coiled
spring of her climax finally snapped. Her spine bowed, toes curling and



fingers clawing at the velvet platform as an earth-shattering orgasm
ripped through her like a bolt of lightning.

"OH FUCK! OH GOD! AHHHHH!" she screamed, hips bucking wildly as
ecstasy crashed over her in relentless waves.

Marshall and Grant cried out in shock as their mother's violent thrashing
sent them tumbling from her spasming clit. They slid down the slick slope
of her mound, scrabbling futilely for purchase on the quivering, cream-
slick flesh.

The twins landed with twin splashes in the swampy delta of Audrey's
vulva, instantly submerged in the viscous tide of her lady cum. Her inner
muscles rippled and grasped, trying to suck the tiny intruders deeper into
her clenching heat.

Marshall sputtered as he surfaced from the sticky flood, spitting fem-
cum from his mouth. He barely had a chance to gulp a lungful of steamy,
musky air before another gush of fluid erupted from Audrey's core,
bursting upward in a raging torrent before raining down on him in a
pungent deluge.

Grant wasn't faring much better, struggling to keep his head above the
rising tide of his mother's cum. Hot ejaculate splashed his face, blinding
him and filling his mouth with her briny-sweet essence. He choked and
gagged, overwhelmed by the sheer volume drowning him.

Above them, Audrey's urethra bulged and twitched, straining against the
thin membrane separating it from her vaginal canal. The spongy tube
swelled rapidly before abruptly relaxing, a geyser of clear fluid shooting
from the tiny slit to join the creamy froth below.

"Holy shit, Mom’s squirting!" Marshall yelled in awe, throwing his arms
up to shield his face from the stinging spray. The steaming liquid
pattered against his skin like warm rain, drenching him from head to toe.



"Dude, | think she's gonna drown us in pussy juice!" Grant hollered back,
kicking frantically to stay afloat in the churning pool. His movements only
seemed to spur Audrey's climax higher, her walls bearing down on him
from all sides.

The twins clung to each other desperately as their mother's orgasm
raged on, buffeting their miniscule bodies in the maelstrom of her
pleasure. They gulped and sputtered, inhaling almost as much of her
fragrant cum as air. It was like being trapped in a warm, undulating water
park, wave after wave crashing over them.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Audrey's spasms began to ease.
Her body sank bonelessly into cushion.

As the final aftershocks faded, the mother lay limp and panting on the
platform, a sated smile curving her lips. Her body hummed with the
warm lassitude of an utterly mind-blowing orgasm, skin dewy with
perspiration.

Marshall and Grant coughed and sputtered as they slowly disentangled
themselves from each other, rising unsteadily to their feet in the sticky
puddle of their mother's release. They were absolutely drenched, matted
hair plastered to their heads and rivulets of fem-cum trickling down their
heaving chests.

Grant swiped the back of his hand over his face, clearing the worst of the
fluid from his eyes. He blinked rapidly, orienting himself in the swampy
terrain of Audrey's pussy. As his gaze landed on the yawning entrance to
her vagina, a wide, wicked grin split his face.

"Dude," he laughed breathlessly, grabbing his twin's slick bicep and
giving it a rough shake. "Let's do this!”

Marshall followed his brother's line of sight, a matching smirk curling his
lips as he took in the sight of their mother's intimate opening winking at



them invitingly. Her inner muscles still fluttered and grasped, the plush
pink walls glistening with her essence.

"Fuck yeah," Marshall said, voice roughened with renewed lust. "Let's
spelunk the shit out of Mom's glorious fuck-hole!"

"My thoughts exactly, bro," Grant said, already wading through the
viscous pool towards the fleshy tunnel. "It's only right that we fully
explore every inch of her, inside and out. For science, of course."

Marshall snorted, splashing after his brother. ""Oh yeah, for science.
Definitely not because we're both dying to know what it feels like to
have Mom's pussy squeeze our entire bodies like living dildos."

"Exactly," Grant deadpanned, throwing a conspiratorial wink over his
shoulder. "This is purely for anatomical research purposes. No ulterior
motives whatsoever."

Giggling like naughty schoolboys, the twins reached the furrowed
opening of their mother's vagina. Up close, it was even more impressive -
a ragged pucker of pinkish-brown flesh, the color of a seashell's interior.
Sticky ropes of cum webbed across the entrance, clinging to the crinkled
edges.

Grant reached out and traced a fingertip along the puckered folds,
marveling at the delicate whorls and ridges. Audrey gasped above them,
the caress sparking residual tingles through her sensitized flesh.

"Last one inis a rotten egg!" Grant crowed, not waiting for further
invitation. He turned and launched himself headfirst at the grasping
opening, arms outstretched like Superman in flight.

The intoxicating heat and aroma of Audrey's most intimate depths
assailed the twins as they clambered eagerly up into her slick vaginal
passage. It was like crawling into a sauna, the humid air so thick with her
musk it was almost tangible on their tongues. They panted shallowly,
dizzy with pure concentrated essence of aroused woman.



"Holy...fuck..." Marshall wheezed reverently, palms slipping on the glassy
ribs lining his mother's undulating walls. In the dim rosy light filtering
through her tissues, he could make out the symmetrical rows of her
vaginal rugae, glistening with viscous nectar. They flexed and rippled
around him, conforming to his body like a fleshly glove.

"It's so...tight..." Grant grunted in agreement, voice muffled as a wave of
muscles squeezed him from all sides. He squirmed deeper into the
clinging, pulsing heat, back scraping along the corrugated roof of
Audrey's passage. Her silky walls suctioned him in deeper with each
clenching flutter, a delicious massage that had his cock throbbing
between his legs.

Above them, Audrey moaned brokenly, head thrashing on the pillow as
she felt her sons wriggling into her very core. Two tiny invaders,
burrowing persistently through her clutching sheath, slightly stretching
her sensitive tissues in the most maddeningly pleasurable way. She
panted shallowly, arousal rising again as her channel was invaded inch by
excruciating inch.

The twins grunted and squirmed, using the muscular ribs as leverage to
propel themselves deeper into their mother's welcoming pussy. Strands
of cum stretched between her clinging walls, a filmy spiderweb that
caught on their hair and skin. The spongy flesh rippled around them,
conforming to every curve and valley as they forged ahead.

"Dude...I think | can feel Mom's heartbeat!" Grant called over his
shoulder, voice wobbling as a particularly strong wave of contractions
squeezed him from all sides. The rhythmic thudding reverberated
through Audrey's most intimate tissues, a sensual metronome urging
them onwards.

"Yeah...me too," Marshall panted, reaching forward to span his hands
across the glistening rugae. He could feel the powerful pumping of her
lifeblood, the oxygen-rich cells that sustained her rushing just beneath



the surface. It was a potent reminder that they were literally inside the
woman who gave them life, surrounded by her very essence.

Occasionally, a gush of fresh arousal would seep from the walls Audrey's
passage, drenching the twins in warm stickiness. They sputtered and
laughed, smearing the fragrant fluid over their skin like erotic war paint.
Each surge spurred them to squirm faster, desperate to reach the end of
her tunnel and see the gateway to her womb.

The closer the twins squirmed to the apex of their mother's vaginal
canal, the tighter and hotter her enveloping walls became. Her muscles
rippled ceaselessly around them, flexing and fluttering in an endless
sensual massage. Fresh arousal flooded her passage in fragrant tides, the
carnal perfume thick enough to taste on their tongues.

Up ahead, the remaining light pierced the pink rounded mass of her
cervical head. It was as big as a car tire to the shrunken boys - the
gateway to Audrey's womb. Marshall and Grant doubled their efforts,
wriggling persistently towards that fleshy beacon. Strands of viscous
nectar stretched between her narrowing walls, a gossamer spiderweb
that tangled in their hair and lashes.

Finally, they reached Audrey's cervix, panting with exertion and awe. In
the rosy dimness, they could just make out the pursed star of her
womb's entrance at the center of the pink, puffy halo. It winked at them
coyly, a tight ruched pucker glistening with pearlescent dew.

"Whoa..." Grant breathed reverently, reaching out to trace a fingertip
over the furrowed opening. It flexed beneath his touch, sending sparks
of pleasure sizzling through Audrey's core and making her gasp above
them. "Dude, this is so freaking cool! We're actually looking at the
doorway to the room Mom grew us in!"

Marshall nodded mutely, slack-jawed with wonder. He tentatively placed
his palm flat against the spongy seal, marveling at the heat radiating
through the thin tissues. Somewhere beyond that muscular gateway was



the very cradle of their existence, the dark waters that had once
cushioned their fetal bodies.

"Hey there, baby-maker," he murmured with a wry grin, giving Audrey's
cervix an affectionate kiss. "Thanks for the digs back in the day. We've
sure come a long way, huh?"

As if in response, a particularly strong contraction rippled through their
mother's sheath, the muscular waves squeezing them from all sides. Her
womb's entrance trembled beneath their reverent fingers, a gush of
fresh fluid seeping from the tightly furled bud.

Marshall and Grant moaned in unison as the warm honey bathed their
skin, painting them in Audrey's intimate essence.

Marshall swiped a finger through the viscous dew pearling on Audrey's
cervix and brought it to his mouth, tongue flicking out for a tentative
taste. His eyebrows shot up in surprise at the hint of sweetness mingling
with the familiar briny musk of his mother's arousal.

"Dude, check it out," he said, offering his glistening digit to Grant.
"Mom's making her own lube or something. It's like honey!"

Grant sampled the fluid, letting it linger on his taste buds before
swallowing with an appreciative hum. "Damn, you're right bro. That's
some top shelf pussy juice! | guess her womb is laying out the welcome
mat for us."

Marshall smirked, glancing back at the quivering seal of Audrey's cervix.
"Speaking of laying out the welcome mat, you think Dad's dick has been
all the way back here? Like, knocking on the door to baby town?"

“Nah, but | bet our cocks sure could,” his brother answered with a cocky
smirk.

Marshall shuddered, his own cock giving an eager twitch at the mental
image. He couldn't help but imagine himself at full size, pounding into his



mom's ripe body, feeling her womb kiss the tip of his dick with every
slam home. "Fuck yeah. | bet she'd squeeze us so damn tight back here.
Like her pussy is trying to milk us dry."

"Shit, can you even imagine?" Grant groaned, palming his aching
erection. "Hammering Mom's cervix with our cocks, feeling it flutter
against our knobs as she cums on us... Ungh, we'd paint her fucking
insides with so much jizz."

The twins lapsed into reverent silence, both lost in the forbidden fantasy
of seeding their mother's fertile womb with their potent young spunk. In
their mind's eye, they could see ropes of pearly cum splattering against
her cervix, the muscular star greedily suckling every drop.

As if sensing the direction of their dirty thoughts, Audrey's vaginal walls
spasmed urgently around them, a low keening moan drifting down from
above. Her entire passage flooded with a fresh surge of honeyed cream,
the intoxicating aroma saturating the humid air.

"Dude, I think all our nasty talk is getting Mom hot again," Marshall
laughed breathlessly, bracing himself against the rippling satin of her
walls. "She's soaking down here!"

Audrey writhed on the platform, skin dewy with a sheen of perspiration
as molten pleasure coursed through her veins. She could feel every
squirm and wriggle of her tiny sons deep inside her clutching sheath,
their miniscule bodies nestled right up against the entrance to her
womb. It was the most intensely intimate sensation she had ever
experienced, bordering on unbearable ecstasy.

"Oh God," she panted brokenly, hips undulating of their own accord. "
can feel them...so deep inside me. Pressed right against my cervix.
Are...are they okay in there? Can they breathe?"

Beside her, Mandy stroked a soothing hand along Audrey's trembling
thigh. "Don't worry, they're just fine," the attendant assured her with a



knowing smile. "That's why we positioned you with your hips elevated
like this. It allows a small amount of air to flow through your vaginal
canal so the little guys don't suffocate while they're spelunking your
depths."

Audrey exhaled shakily, trying to relax back into the cushions even as her
body thrummed with tension. It was hard to quell the instinctive ripples
and clenches of her inner muscles as they sensually massaged the tiny
invaders in her most secret place. Each flutter sent sparks of raw bliss
sizzling under her skin, stoking the embers of her arousal back to a
roaring flame.

Inside Audrey's silken passage, the twins moaned as another wave of
contractions squeezed them mercilessly from all sides. Her plush walls
rippled ceaselessly around them, conforming to every curve and plane of
their straining bodies. It was like being caught in a fleshy vise, one that
milked them with exquisite precision.

"Fuck, I've never felt anything like this," Grant panted, eyes rolling back
in his head as he rutted shamelessly against his mother's undulating
tissues. His cock skated through the viscous film of her arousal, gliding
between the muscular rugae with delicious friction. "It's so tight and wet
and hot... I'm not gonna last much longer!"

"Me either," Marshall grunted, pistoning his hips urgently as he sought
his own completion. The spongy head of his cock caught on Audrey's
cervical opening with each desperate thrust, sending bolts of lightning
sizzling up his spine. "Shit, | think I'm gonna bust a nut right on Mom's
baby-maker!"

Suddenly, a wild idea flashed through Marshall's pleasure-fogged mind.
His eyes locked onto the pursed star of Audrey's cervix, the way it
winked and trembled with each ripple of her walls. A sudden mad desire
seized him to feel that tight muscular gateway squeezing the most
sensitive part of him.



"Dude," he panted, grabbing his twin's slick bicep. "l wonder if | could fit
my cock inside Mom's cervix. You know, get past that ring of muscle..."

Grant's eyes widened, his hips stuttering in their steady rhythm. "I don't
know, bro. Didn't the waiver say something about not going past her
womb's entrance? | feel like that might be dangerous."

Marshall waved off his brother's concern, too consumed by the taboo
fantasy to consider the potential risks. "I'll just sticking my dick in, |
swear. | have to know what it feels like to have Mom's cervix choking my
cock. It'll be fine!"

With a grunt of effort, Marshall squirmed forward until his straining
erection was nestled right up against Audrey's cervical opening. The
engorged head notched perfectly against her pursed entrance, as if it
was always meant to rest there. He swiveled his hips, painting her furled
bud with the copious pre-cum leaking from his slit.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, eyes fluttering shut in bliss at the silky heat
cradling his glans. "Her womb is like, kissing the tip of my cock. This is
unreal..."

Gritting his teeth, Marshall bore down, flexing his shaft insistently
against the resistant ring of muscle. For a moment, it seemed like her
body would deny him entrance, her cervix remaining stubbornly pursed
against the intrusion.

But then, with a moan that reverberated through the entire tunnel,
Audrey's womb relaxed infinitesimally. It was just enough for Marshall's
cock to push past her furl with an obscene squelch, the spongy helmet
popping into the tight clutch of her cervix, while the rest of his veiny
shaft remained squeezed by the ring.

"FUCK!" Marshall shouted, the sensation almost too intense to bear.
Liquid heat engulfed his most sensitive flesh, searing pleasure bordering



on pain. It felt like his mother's womb was trying to suck his soul out
through his dick, hungrily drawing him deeper.

Grant watched in awe as his brother's shaft disappeared into Audrey's
cervix up to its root, the thick veins pulsing urgently against the snug
muscular grip. He had never seen anything so shockingly erotic in all his
life.

"Holy shit, bro," Grant breathed, transfixed by the sight of his twin's cock
stretching their mother's cervix obscenely. "When you're done blowing
your load in there, | definitely wanna turn. | gotta feel Mom's womb
sucking on my dick like that."

Marshall could only groan in response, too lost in the exquisite sensation
of Audrey's cervix rippling and clenching around his aching shaft. He
pulled back slightly, gasping as the muscular ring squeezed him like a tiny
fist, before thrusting forward again to bury himself back in that silky
heat.

"Ungh, fuck!" he grunted, setting up a steady rhythm as he fucked into
his mother's womb with short, urgent jabs. The bulbous head of his cock
caught on her cervical opening with every pass, sending sparks of
rapture sizzling up his spine. Obscene squelching noises filled the humid
air as he plunged in and out, stirring up the viscous cream flooding
Audrey's passage.

Above them, Audrey keened brokenly, back arching as she felt Marshall's
cock pummeling her cervix with shocking intensity. The sensation was
almost unbearably pleasurable, like he was tapping directly into her most
primal nerves. Her entire body quivered with the force of her impending
climax, tension coiling tighter and tighter in her core.

"Oh God, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum again!" she wailed, fingers scrabbling
at the cushions. "He's so deep, pounding right against my womb, | can't-
AHHHH!"



With a choked scream, Audrey shattered into a million glittering pieces,
her orgasm crashing over her in relentless waves. Her sheath clamped
down on the tiny invaders, rippling wildly as fresh honey gushed around
them in a fragrant flood.

The intense squeezing was too much for Marshall's enflamed cock to
withstand. With a hoarse shout, he buried himself to the hilt in his
mother's spasming cervix and exploded, painting her womb with thick
ropes of his seed. The muscular star fluttered and suckled his erupting
tip, hungrily milking him for every drop.

"Take it, Mom!" Marshall groaned, grinding his spurting cock against her
grasping walls. "Fuck, I'm cumming right in your baby-maker! Ungh,
you're gonna make me bust my nuts dry!"

Audrey could only sob and quake through the unending spasms, her cunt
gushing around her son's throbbing shaft as he pumped her full of his
release. She had never felt so utterly possessed, claimed right down to
her very womb.

As the last tremors of Marshall's climax faded, he carefully withdrew his
softening cock from his mother's still fluttering cervix with a wet pop. A
pearly trickle of cum seeped out after him, dribbling down to mingle with
the creamy froth coating Audrey's walls.

"Dude, that was fucking epic," he panted, slumping back with a dazed
grin. "Mom's womb gives the best head, hands down. It's like the
tightest, wettest, hottest mouth you can imagine."

"Fuck, | gotta get me some of that," Grant growled, already squirming
forward eagerly to take his brother's place. His aching cock bobbed
before him, flushed an angry purple with desperate need.

Positioning himself at Audrey's cervical entrance, Grant rubbed the
drooling head of his dick against her furled opening, smearing the slit



with his copious pre-cum. The muscular ring was still slack and pliant
from Marshall's rough pummeling, shiny with his release.

With a grunt of effort, Grant pushed forward insistently, feeling the tight
pucker of her womb start to give way. He grabbed onto her cervix like a
fleshy life preserver, fingers sinking into the spongy donut of muscle as
he forced his engorged cock through the resistant gateway.

"C'mon Mom, open up for me," he gritted out, circling his hips and
corkscrewing his shaft deeper. "Let me in that heavenly baby-maker.
Ungh, fuck yeah, just like that..."

Audrey moaned brokenly above them as she felt Grant's hard young cock
penetrating her innermost sanctum, stretching her so deliciously. The
swollen head popped past her tightly furled entrance with a filthy
squelch before her cervix clamped down hungrily around his throbbing
shaft-meat, the muscular ring squeezing him like a tiny velvet fist.

Grant groaned in ecstasy as Audrey's cervix rippled and spasmed around
his throbbing erection, the muscular ring massaging every ridge and vein
of his shaft with exquisite precision. He could feel each flutter and clench
of the gateway to her womb, squeezing him from root to tip in a sensual
milking that had him seeing stars.

The spongy head of his cock was engulfed in liquid heat, seared by the
slick tissues just beyond the tight clutch of her cervical opening. It felt
like his mother's womb was trying to suck him in deeper, to draw out his
very essence through his most sensitive flesh.

Behind him, Marshall shuddered and moaned as Audrey's undulating
walls conformed to every curve and hollow of his body, the muscular
sheath rippling ceaselessly over his skin. Her juices flowed over and
around him in fragrant tides, bathing him in her intimate nectar. The
plush lining was fever-hot and impossibly soft, gloving his straining form
like warm satin.



The twins were drowning in pure sensation, their bodies played like
instruments by Audrey's clutching passage. It massaged and squeezed
them from all sides, wringing out every last drop of pleasure as they
writhed in ecstasy against her pulsing tissues.

Above them, Audrey keened and thrashed, completely lost to the
intensity of the stimulation. She could feel every twitch and throb of her
tiny sons, the way Grant's cock stretched her womb's entrance so
exquisitely as he rutted in desperate jabs.

Marshall's entire body rubbed and undulated against her grasping walls,
sending bolts of raw bliss sizzling through her nerves. It was like being
filled and stroked by two living mini-dildos, their forms infinitely hotter
and more textured than any toy.

Audrey gasped for breath, her heart galloping in her heaving chest as she
climbed rapidly towards another shattering peak. Molten honey gushed
from her core in thick rivulets, drenching the twins as they pistoned and
squirmed. Her sheath fluttered wildly, clenching down on them in a vise-
grip as her pleasure crested.

"Oh fuck, oh God, I'm gonna cum on my boys!" she wailed deliriously,
voice ragged and broken. "l can't stop it, they're so deep, fucking my
womb! I'm...I'm...AHHHH!"

With a piercing scream, Audrey flew apart at the seams, climax exploding
through her like a supernova. Her spine arched almost painfully off the
cushions as her pussy spasmed and gushed around the tiny figures,
squeezing them with almost brutal force.

The rhythmic contractions of her cervix and the searing flood of her
release was too much for Grant to withstand.

With a groan, the boy slammed his spurting cock into Audrey's cervix and
erupted, painting her womb with his seed. Three long, thick ropes of
pearly semen splattered against the muscular star, making it flutter and



milk his pulsing tip for every drop. He ground into her tight clutch, trying
to force his release as deep as possible, to mark his mother's very core.

But before he could savor the blissful sensation, a massive contraction
ripped through Audrey's passage, followed by a geyser of fem-cum. The
force of her climax dislodged the twins from their snug positions,
sweeping them away in the flood of her ejaculate.

Marshall and Grant tumbled head over heels as they were carried by the
powerful currents of their mother's orgasm. The muscular tunnel
chewed at their bodies, squeezing and rippling around them like the
agitator of a washing machine. They gasped and sputtered, inhaling the
viscous fluid that swirled them about in dizzying eddies.

Audrey's pussy clenched rhythmically, bearing down on the tiny figures
and propelling them towards her entrance with each powerful
contraction. The twins bounced and spun in the maelstrom of her climax,
thoroughly worked over by the undulating sheath.

With a final, mighty spasm and gush, Audrey's cunt expelled its tiny
occupants in an explosive blast of girl-cum. Marshall and Grant rocketed
out of her tunnel and through the gaping lips of her vulva, landing with
twin splashes in the puddle of her release on the platform.

For a long moment, the only sounds in the chamber were Audrey's
ragged pants and the faint twitching squelches of her pussy as the last
tremors of her orgasm faded. Her body sank bonelessly into the
cushions, dewy with perspiration and glowing with sated bliss.

Slowly, Marshall and Grant surfaced from the fragrant lake of their
mother's ejaculate, coughing and sputtering. They were absolutely
drenched with sweat and cum, matted hair plastered to their heads and
ropes of fuck-juice streaking their heaving chests. Despite their
disheveled state, identical grins of masculine pride split their faces.



"Dude, that was fucking EPIC!" Grant crowed, giving his twin a wobbly
high-five. ""We just tag-teamed Mom's pussy AND her womb. How many
guys can say they've jizzed directly into the place they grew?"

Marshall shook his head in amazement, still slightly dazed from the
intensity of Audrey's climax. "I know bro. Feeling her cervix choking on
my cock as | pumped her full of baby batter...unreal. | never knew heaven
was so tight and wet."

Mandy bent down and placed the small plastic transport box next to the
exhausted twins, opening the clear door invitingly. "Alright boys, hop on
in. Let's get you both cleaned up and give your mother a moment to
recover, shall we?"

Marshall and Grant eagerly clambered into the box, still riding the high of
their forbidden conquest. They collapsed onto the cushioned floor,
chests heaving as they caught their breath. Mandy sealed the door and
lifted the container, carrying the twins over to where their giantess
mother sprawled in sated repose.

Audrey was a vision of post-orgasmic bliss. A dewy sheen of perspiration
glistened on her flushed skin, beading along the curves of her voluptuous
body. Her massive breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath, the
plump mounds jiggling hypnotically. Rosy nipples stood at attention,
puckered from arousal.

Audrey's thighs remained splayed wantonly, baring the swollen, dripping
folds of her pussy. Sticky ropes of cum webbed her entrance and inner
thighs, a lewd testament to the intensity of her climax. Her face was
slack with pleasure, eyes shut and kiss-swollen lips parted around soft
pants.

Mandy held the twins' transport box up high, giving them a perfect bird's
eye view of their conquest. Marshall and Grant pressed their faces to the
clear wall, drinking in every detail of their mother's ravished form with



hungry eyes. Masculine pride surged in their chests, knowing they had
reduced the powerful woman to this quivering, spent puddle of satiety.

"Damn," Marshall breathed in awe, slowly shaking his head. "I don't
think Mom's ever looked hotter. Totally blissed out on our cocks..."

"I know, right?" Grant agreed with a smug grin. "And it's all because of
us. We fucked her senseless, tagged every inch of her body, inside and
out."

The twins high-fived again, beyond thrilled with themselves. Audrey may
have towered over them in size, but they had still utterly dominated the
sexy MILF. Brought her to the pinnacle of ecstasy again and again until
she was limp and cross-eyed, all with their tiny hands, tongues, and dicks.

Audrey moaned softly, one trembling hand drifting down to cup her
tender mound. She could still feel the echoes of her sons squirming deep
inside her, the way their little bodies had stretched and stroked her so
exquisitely. Her pussy clenched at the erotic memory, a small gush of
cream dribbling out to join the sticky puddle on the platform.

Mandy smiled knowingly at the fucked-out mother, then turned her
attention back to the tiny figures in the box.

"Alright boys, time to get you back to your normal, strapping selves,"
Mandy announced cheerfully, carrying the transport box containing the
disheveled twins over to the shrinking chamber.

Marshall and Grant tumbled out of the container and onto the padded
surface, still slightly dazed from their wild ride through their mother's
body. Mandy closed the glass lid and tapped a sequence into the control
panel, reversing the shrinking process.

The chamber hummed to life, bathing the teens in an eerie green glow as
their forms slowly expanded. Inch by inch, muscle by muscle, they
regained their full size and solidity, stretching out the kinks and
marveling at having their normal proportions back.



With a soft chime, the door to the chamber slid open, wisps of mist
curling out dramatically. Marshall and Grant emerged on slightly
unsteady legs, blinking in the bright light of the room. They were still
nude, bodies gleaming with residual moisture.

"Whoa," Marshall laughed, holding his hands out in front of him and
wiggling his fingers experimentally. "l feel like Alice after she ate the
cake and grew huge again. Everything seems so tiny now!"

"I know what you mean, bro," Grant agreed, rolling his shoulders and
cracking his neck. "It's trippy being full-sized again after exploring all of
Mom's massive curves."

At the mention of their mother, the twins glanced over to the platform
where they had left her sprawled in satisfied stupor, expecting to see her
still naked and glistening with the evidence of their activities.

But to their surprise, Audrey was sitting up and already halfway dressed.
She had slipped back into her lacy bra and panties, the delicate lingerie
doing little to conceal her voluptuous figure. The sheer cups of her bra
strained to contain her heavy breasts, creamy swells spilling over the
demi-cut. Her panties were just a scrap of satin barely bisecting the
plump globes of her ass.

Audrey looked up when she heard her sons approach, a faint blush
staining her cheeks. An awkward silence stretched between them, the
intimacy of their forbidden adventure still hanging heavily in the air.

Audrey cleared her throat, deciding to diffuse the tension with some
motherly levity. "Well, | see my two big strong boys are back to their
normal huge selves," she teased with a playful smile, keeping her eyes
firmly above the waist. "I'd almost forgotten how tall and broad you
both are. You practically make Mommy look itty bitty in comparison!"

Marshall and Grant chuckled, grateful for their mother's attempt to
lighten the mood and ease them back into a more familial dynamic. It



was a stark contrast to the wanton, unrestrained passion of their
encounter.

"Hey, you'll always be larger than life to us, Mom," Marshall joked,
flexing his bicep.

"Especially in the tits and ass department!" Grant added with a cheeky
grin, making an hourglass figure in the air with his hands.

Audrey swatted at them playfully, trying to suppress a smile at their
incorrigible flattery. "Oh stop, you two! Enough about Mommy's assets.
Why don't you hit the showers and clean up? You both smell like...well,
you know."

She wrinkled her nose, alluding to the musky scent of arousal and sex
still clinging to their skin. The twins laughed and nodded, heading over to
the ensuite bathroom attached to the chamber.

Audrey tried to avert her eyes as Marshall and Grant unselfconsciously
strutted across the room in their birthday suits. But she couldn't help
sneaking a peek at their tight, toned bodies, admiring the flex and play of
muscles under their smooth skin.

Her gaze was inevitably drawn to the thick, semi-erect cocks swaying
heavily between their muscular thighs. Even after all the intense action
and multiple ejaculations, the twins' impressive members remained
plump and flushed, jutting out proudly from their groins.

Audrey felt a blush creeping up her neck as she recalled in vivid detail the
way those rigid rods had felt squirming inside her, stretching her so
exquisitely. How was it possible they were still half-mast and ready for
more? The insatiable virility of horny teenage boys never ceased to
amaze her.

Guiltily, Audrey wrenched her stare away before she was caught ogling
her sons' packages. She busied herself with slipping back into her



sundress, trying to ignore the persistent throb between her thighs as she
listened to the sounds of the dual showers switching on.

Mandy came up beside her, handing Audrey a cool water bottle and
protein bar. ""Here, you must be parched and famished after that wild
ride," the attendant said with a knowing wink. "Hydration and energy are
key after such an intense...workout."

Audrey accepted the offerings gratefully, taking a long swig of the water
and sighing as the cold liquid soothed her raw throat. All the screaming
and panting had left her hoarse. She unwrapped the protein bar and bit
into it, her stomach growling as she suddenly realized how ravenous she
was.

As she ate and drank, Audrey couldn't help but marvel at the incredible
experience she had just shared with her twin sons. She knew she should
probably feel ashamed or guilty...but all she felt was a bone-deep
satisfaction and euphoria.

As Audrey finished the last bite of her protein bar, she heard the muffled
chorus of female ecstasy faintly rumbling through the chamber wall
again. Feminine cries of rapture rose and fell in passion's endless
symphony, each wail and moan speaking to an earth-shattering climax.

Audrey shivered, goosebumps prickling her skin as she listened to the
erotic aria filtering through the barrier. She felt an answering clench in
her core, a rekindling of desire at the mere suggestion of such intense,
mind-blowing pleasure. What carnal wonders could possibly be causing
those women to shriek their bliss to the heavens?

Mandy smiled enigmatically, clearly sensing the direction of Audrey's
thoughts. She leaned in close, her voice low and conspiratorial.

"Those lucky ladies are experiencing the Tunnel of Love," Mandy
murmured, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "It's our most exclusive and
intense attraction here at Maternal Mounds. If you thought the



Incredible Shrinking Sons adventure was mind-blowing...well, let's just
say the Tunnel puts it to shame."

Audrey swallowed hard, her imagination running wild with the sensual
possibilities. What could the mysterious ride entail to provoke such
unrestrained ecstasy from its participants?

"If you and the boys come back for another visit, | highly recommend
giving the Tunnel a try," Mandy urged, squeezing Audrey's knee. "l
guarantee it will be a bonding experience you'll never forget. One that
will forever change the way you see and feel about each other."

Audrey bit her lip, a hot flush climbing up her chest to stain her cheeks.
The promise in Mandy's voice was like a siren's call to her basest
instincts, the sensual temptation impossible to resist. But could she really
cross that final, irrevocable line? Allow the Tunnel to strip away any
lingering pretense of propriety between her and her sons?

Before Audrey could respond, the bathroom door swung open in a billow
of fragrant steam. Marshall and Grant emerged freshly showered, pink-
cheeked and glowing. Fluffy white towels were slung low around their
hips, barely concealing their impressive bulges.

The boys quickly donned their clothes, their laughter and playful banter
filling the room as they prepared to leave. They exchanged heartfelt
goodbyes with Mandy, who guided them back to the entrance, her eyes
twinkling with a mix of fondness and farewell.

Yet, Audrey, standing a little apart, couldn't shake the feeling that,
despite her hesitations, this wasn't the last they'd see of Mandy.
Something in the way the air seemed to hum with unspoken promises
hinted that their paths would cross again very soon.

THE END






