
(I am basically treating the Rachel chapters as connecting pieces between the chapters that 

focus on the carnage up close)  

Rachel and her team of microscopic researchers huddled together, their hearts pounding 

in their microscopic chests as they stared out at the vast expanse of skin stretching out before 

them. They had been working their way down the curve of what they thought was their subject’s 

belly, taking samples and measurements, when the realization hit Rachel like a ton of bricks. 

She recognized the blonde forest of Nikki’s neatly trimmed pubic hair in the distance. Connie 

was supposed to be clean shaven for the experiment. Rachel feared for her colleagues in that 

bush. She realized that this wasn’t Connie’s, the prepared and monitored subject, body they 

were exploring, but Rachel’s friend Nikki’s. And if that was the case, they were in serious 

trouble. 

​ Rachel’s mind raced as she tried to remember everything she knew about Nikki’s... 

appetites. The woman was insatiable, always eager to try new things, to push boundaries. And 

now, her team was trapped on the wrong body, with no way to communicate with the outside 

world. They were sitting ducks, waiting for whatever depraved act Nikki might unwittingly subject 

them to next. Even if she were aware, Rachel would hope that Nikki would help them, but part of 

her wasn’t so sure. Her friend had a unique lust for power and control. If she knew there were a 

hundred microscopic people on her body… Rachel honestly didn’t know how she’d respond. 

​ As if on cue, a deep, guttural moan echoed from somewhere above them, the sound 

vibrating through the very flesh they were standing on. Rachel’s eyes widened as she saw a 

massive figure looming in the distance, the silhouette of a man’s torso and head unmistakable 

against the bright light behind him. He approached like an ancient deity from some long 

forgotten religion, appearing from beyond the horizon that their eyes could see. It had to be 

Nikki’s husband, Andrew. 



But from this perspective, he was a colossus, his form dwarfing the landscape like a 

giant among ants. No, among microbes. Rachel could see every detail of his body, from the 

broad expanse of his chest and the thick muscles of his arms, to the defined lines of his abs and 

the trail of hair leading down from his navel to… 

Rachel swallowed hard, her mouth dry with fear as she followed the line of hair with her 

eyes. There, in the distance, was the most enormous, most terrifying sight she had ever beheld. 

Andrew’s penis, hanging heavily between his legs, was a massive pillar of flesh that seemed to 

stretch on for miles. It was large enough at this scale that their entire city could probably rest 

comfortably on it, and it was pulsing with a life of its own. 

Rachel watched in horror as Nikki’s foot, a massive expanse of skin and bones, crept 

into view. She could see every wrinkle, every line, every hair on the sole as it rubbed and 

stroked along the incredible length of Andrew’s cock. The foot moved with a sensual grace, a 

teasing rhythm that sent shivers down Rachel’s spine. She knew all too well what that foot was 

capable of, what depraved acts it had done to her just a week earlier. Rachel watched in 

mounting dread as Nikki’s foot continued its sensual massage of Andrew’s titanic manhood. The 

foot stroked and caressed the shaft with a teasing rhythm, the toes curling around the thick flesh 

and squeezing. Droplets of sweat and pre-cum dripped down from the glans, splattering onto 

the skin below like rain on a tin roof. 

“Oh god,” Rachel whispered, her voice trembling with fear. “Please, please don’t let her... 

I can’t watch this! There are people on those feet! They’ll be crushed! Oh god… We’ll be 

crushed if she starts really going at it!” 

Her team mates exchanged terrified glances, realizing the same horrible truth. They 

were trapped on a sexual powder keg, and the fuse was growing shorter by the second. 

Rachel’s mind raced as she desperately tried to remember if there was any protocol for a 



situation like this, any emergency procedures for when researchers found themselves on the 

wrong body. But nothing came to mind. Who could have possibly anticipated such a nightmare 

scenario? They couldn’t communicate. She once again pounded the emergency recall for the 

shuttle but got no response. She had no way to know that Nikki had unwittingly crippled the 

shuttle.  

​ As if reading her thoughts, one of her colleagues spoke up, his voice shaking. “What do 

we do, Rachel? We can’t stay here, but we can’t leave either. Not without... without...” 

He trailed off, unable to finish the sentence. Unable to give voice to the horrific fate that 

awaited them if they stayed put. Rachel knew it too. They were trapped, between the devil and 

the deep blue sea. Or in this case, between the blissful lust of a happy couple. Rachel 

swallowed hard, trying to calm her racing thoughts. She had to think, had to come up with a 

plan. They couldn’t afford to panic, tempting as it was. Taking a deep breath, she turned to her 

team. 

“We need to move, now. Stick together and stay low, find somewhere to stay put. We 

focus on our survival first and then figure out how to reach them and the others,” she ordered, 

trying to hide her own deep fears. She knew how… active her friends could get. 

From their microscopic vantage point on the vast expanse of Nikki’s belly, Rachel and 

her team had a terrifying front-row seat to the most erotic and dangerous spectacle they had 

ever witnessed. The scene unfolding before their eyes was like something out of a surreal, 

adult-only film, with the starring actors replaced by colossal, fleshy titans. 

As Nikki’s foot continued its sensual massage of Andrew’s titanic manhood, the 

researchers could see every intimate detail, every throb and twitch of the incredible organ. The 

foot stroked and caressed the shaft with a teasing rhythm, the toes curling around the thick flesh 



and squeezing. Droplets of sweat and pre-cum dripped down from the glans, splattering onto 

the skin below like massive bomb blasts. 

Rachel watched in mounting dread as the massive foot rubbed the underside of 

Andrew’s cock, tracing the thick vein that ran along its length. She could see the blood pulsing 

through that vein, could feel the heat radiating off the engorged flesh. The foot teased the 

sensitive head, the big toe brushing against the frenulum, making the massive member jump 

and twitch. To the side, they could see Andrew’s heavy balls, each one a vast, hair-covered 

landscape that seemed to sway and bounce with every movement. They were so close, the 

researchers could feel the ground trembling beneath them with each throb of the man’s heart. 

As Nikki’s foot worked Andrew’s cock with expert strokes, the researchers could see the 

effect it was having on him. His muscles tensed and relaxed, his chest heaving with each 

ragged breath. They could hear his grunts and moans, the sounds echoing across the vast 

expanse of skin like thunder. But for Rachel and her team, the sight was less arousing and more 

terrifying. They were like ants watching a battle between giants, helpless to do anything but 

watch as the world shook around them. With each stroke of Nikki’s foot, they could feel the 

ground quaking, the skin rippling beneath them. It was a miracle they hadn’t been shaken off 

already. 

Rachel’s heart raced as she watched the depraved display, knowing all too well what 

Nikki was capable of. She had a sinking feeling that this was just the beginning, that things were 

about to get much worse for them. She had a feeling this was just foreplay. And she was soon 

proven correct. Sounds thundered around them, moans or speaking perhaps? They were too 

small to make out what type of noise it was. They felt more than heard it. 

Nikki’s foot drifted back out of sight and the sky was soon replaced with a new sky, 

blocking out their light and sealing them in a land of shadow. Andrew’s body eclipsed all light as 



he climbed up onto the bed and straddled his wife. The entire world shook, knocking Rachel and 

her team from their feet. She turned and saw far in the distance, Nikki kneading her left breast. 


