Grace's fingers hovered teasingly in front of her left nipple, the dark, pebbled flesh
already glistening with sweat. Davis's heart pounded in his heaving chest as he realized where
she intended to place him. At his current height of a few millimeters, the nipple loomed before
him like a fleshy mountain peak, the areola stretching out like a vast, dark plain.

"Alright, tiny, here's your home for the foreseeable future. Your forever home," Grace
purred, her voice dripping with mocking amusement. She carefully positioned Davis on the
curved, top side of her nipple, the skin warm and slick beneath his naked body. He could feel
every tiny bump and ridge, the texture of her skin seeming to stretch out endlessly at his
miniscule size.

Grace's fingers remained nearby, one hand coming up to cup and lift her breast, bringing
the nipple even closer to Davis's face. He could see the pores in her skin, the occasional hair
follicle, each one a cavernous opening that threatened to swallow him whole if he strayed too
close.

"You're going to live right here, little man, nestled on top of my nipple. Can you imagine
it? Shrinking down, down, down, until even as small as you are now, you wouldn't be able to see
yourself anymore? Just a tiny, insignificant speck lost in the vast expanse of my breast? A
parasite. Well, | guess YOU won’t have to imagine it. At this rate, you’re going to be living it
soon enough. | wonder how long you'll live?"

As she spoke, Davis could feel a wave of fear wash over him, and with it, a sudden,
sharp shrinkage. He watched in horror as his own body began to compress, his limbs and torso
shrinking down, down, down until he was a mere millimeter tall, then less.

Grace's laughter rang in his ears, booming and echoing like thunder. "That's it, keep
shrinking for me. | want to watch you disappear, tiny. | want to see you become nothing more
than a tiny, helpless speck on my nipple. Actually, | don't want to ever see you again. But I'll

know you're there."



Davis could feel his heart hammering wildly in his shrunken chest, his breath coming in
short, panicked gasps. The nipple beneath him seemed to swell and grow even larger, the skin
stretching out like a vast, fleshy ridge of terrain that he was powerless to escape. Grace's
fingers teased and plucked at the sensitive flesh, the sensations sending jolts of fear and
unwanted arousal through Davis's tiny body. Each touch made him twitch and shudder, and with
each twitch, he could feel the ground shifting as the nipple grew harder beneath him. She
wanted it to be as large as possible for him as he shrunk down.

Grace's face loomed above Davis like a grotesquely large moon, her features twisting
into a cruel smirk as she watched him dwindle before her eyes. Her skin glistened with sweat,
the moisture beading on her brow and upper lip as she savored the sight of his diminishing
form.

"Look at you, tiny. You're already so small, and you're just getting smaller!" she taunted,
her voice a booming, mocking sound that seemed to shake the very air around him. "l bet you're
scared, aren't you? You should be. Being trapped on my nipple for the rest of your life, shrinking
down until you're nothing... it's a fate worse than death for a little worm like you."

As she spoke, Davis could feel his body shrinking down, down, down. Grace's nipple
seemed to swell before him, the dark, pocked flesh stretching out like a vast, fleshy mountain
range. Each bump and groove becomes a hill or canyon. The skin was slick with sweat and
heat, the warmth radiating through him and making it hard for him to breathe. He could feel
every contour and ridge, every tiny bump and wrinkle, the texture of her skin seeming to stretch

out endlessly at his dwindling size.

Above him, Grace's face was a mask of cruel amusement, her eyes glinting with sadistic glee as
she watched him suffer. Her tongue darted out to lick her lips, a gesture of anticipation and

hunger.



"You're going to be stuck there forever, tiny. A tiny, insignificant speck, lost in the vast
expanse of my breast. No one will ever find you. Isn't that just the worst fate for a pathetic little
creature like you?"

Her fingers came up to pluck at her nipple, the sudden jolt of sensation making it twitch
and dance beneath Davis's tiny body. He could feel the ground shifting beneath him, the fleshy
landscape quaking and undulating with each touch.

Grace's laughter rang out above him, a sound of pure, mocking amusement. "Keep
shrinking, tiny. Shrink down until you're nothing, until you cease to exist at all. And know that
you'll be trapped here forever."

As Davis dwindled down to an infinitesimal size, the world around him transformed into a
surreal, alien landscape. The texture of Grace's nipple, once smooth and slick, now resembled a
vast, craggy mountain range, each pore and wrinkle a towering canyon or cavernous valley
stretching out to the horizon. The air grew thick and humid, the atmosphere heavy with the
musky scent of Grace's arousal and the heat radiating from her skin. It was like being trapped in
a sauna that had been left on high for hours, the air thick enough to see the shimmer of heat
waves rising from the fleshy surface.

Above him, Grace's face had blurred into a distant, indistinct smudge, her features
indistinguishable at his microscopic size. Her voice, once a booming, mocking sound, now
echoed like distant thunder, the words themselves inaudible but the vibrations of her laughter
shaking the very foundation of his tiny world.

Davis's heart raced wildly in his miniscule chest as he struggled to process the sheer
scale of his surroundings. The nipple, once a mere peak, now loomed above him like a fleshy
continent, its curves and contours stretching out in every direction. He could feel the rhythm of

Grace's heartbeat, a constant, throbbing presence.



As he clung to the slick, undulating surface, Davis knew that he was utterly alone, lost in
a vast, alien landscape from which there could be no escape. He was a speck, a mote of dust
on a mountain of living flesh, powerless and insignificant. The thought filled him with a primal,
bone-deep terror, but also an equally powerful sense of awe at the sheer scale and power of the
woman who had brought him to this fate. He wondered what would become of him. Would
Grace forget about him, leave him to slowly suffocate or starve on her nipple? Or would she find
some new way to torment and tease him, toying with him like a cat with a mouse?

As Grace's pulse quickened, the world beneath Davis's feet came alive with a series of
constant, distant tremors. Each heartbeat sent a shockwave through the fleshy landscape, the
nipple quivering and undulating like a miniature earthquake zone. The ground heaved and
buckled, the contours shifting and morphing before his eyes. To Davis, it was like being trapped
in a perpetual state of seismic activity, the constant rumbling and churning of the flesh making it
nearly impossible to maintain his footing. He clung to the slick, throbbing surface for dear life,
his tiny fingers onto a ridge of skin making up a microscopic ridge on a wrinkle on her nipple as
he fought to keep from being tossed about like a rag doll in a washing machine.

The air grew thick and heavy with each tremor, the humidity rising to a stifling level. It
was like being caught in a sauna during an earthquake, the heat and motion combining to
create a dizzying, disorienting sensation. Davis's lungs burned for air, but each breath brought in
a heady, musky scent that made his head spin and his thoughts grow hazy. He was growing
used to her scent, but the stress and shrinking made it harder and harder to acclimate.

Above him, the distant smudge that was Grace's face seemed to glow, her skin flushed
and slick with a sheen of sweat. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, each exhale sending a
gust of hot air washing over Davis's miniscule body. He could feel the heat of her arousal, the

pulsing of her desire like a physical force pressing down on him from all sides.



As he huddled there, tiny and powerless, Davis could feel a strange mix of emotions
warring within him. Fear, yes, but also a perverse sense of awe and even a twisted thrill. To be
at the mercy of a woman's desires, to be so small and insignificant before her, it was a fate
beyond his wildest imaginings. And yet, some dark, hidden part of him couldn't help but be
aroused by his own helplessness, by the sheer, overwhelming power of the female form that
had brought him to this pass. Maybe it was just the musk of her arousal that soaked the very air
he was breathing. After all, he now lived in an atmosphere made of Grace.

He knew that he was utterly at Grace's mercy, a plaything for her amusement she’d likely
soon forget, a speck of dust on a mountain of living, quivering flesh. And as her climax
approached, the tremors and quakes intensified, the world shaking and churning around him
like a stormy sea. He could only cling to what little solid ground he had and hope she stops
whatever she is doing soon. Davis's heart raced wildly as the nipple beneath him began to throb
and pulse with a new intensity. Each rapid beat of Grace's heart sent a powerful shockwave
bursting through the fleshy landscape, the ground heaving and undulating like a stormy sea. He
could feel the blood rushing through her veins, the hot, thick liquid pounding against the skin's
surface and sending tremors radiating out in all directions.

Davis clung desperately to the slick, undulating surface, his tiny fingers sinking into the
sweat-slick skin as he fought to keep from being tossed around. Her body heaved and he was
launched into the air. He fell for what felt like miles before crashing down on another part of her
nipple. He rolled and ragdolled over and over until he fell and landed in a ridge near the very tip
of her nipple. Her body swung back and a massive crash rippled through his world. This was
just her throwing herself back onto the bed, he realized. The ground bucked and shuddered
beneath him, the contours shifting and morphing in a dizzying dance. He could feel the nipple

hardening, the flesh growing taut and swollen as Grace's pleasure built to a crescendo.



Suddenly, a massive surge of heat and pressure washed over him, like a tidal wave of
sensation crashing down from above. A deep rumbling filled the air as she let out a
mountainous moan. The nipple jerked and twitched wildly, the skin stretching and contracting as
if in the throes of a massive spasm. Davis could only hang on for dear life, his body trembling
and quaking in time with the throbbing of the flesh.

Then, with a guttural cry that shook the very foundations of his tiny world, Grace's climax
hit. The nipple had swelled to an enormous size, the skin stretching taut and glistening with
sweat and other fluids. The heat and pressure became unbearable, the air thick with the musky
scent of Grace's release. Davis could only cling desperately to the slick, quivering surface as the
world around him shuddered and shook, the very fabric of his existence threatened by the force
of the woman's ecstasy.

As the waves of pleasure crashed over her, Grace's body shuddered and bucked above
him. The nipple jerked and spasmed wildly with each heave of her breast. He shuddered to
think of what it would be like when she had actual sex. It had to happen eventually, she was too
attractive not to have interested partners. Davis already knew she had an active sex drive. The
trembling slowed and the ground returned to a gentle pulse that he assumed was her actual
pulse. He'd survived her getting off. Again. And he would continue to, out of spite.

He felt his shrinking slowing. He was so small he couldn't make out what her face looked
like on the horizon. The world outside the nipple was one of blurs and confusion. He was so
small that it felt like he was acclimating to her climate. In the distance, he could see lumbering
shapes moving by, paying him no mind. Mites? Parasites such as he?

As the aftershocks of Grace's climax continued to ripple through the fleshy landscape,
Davis knew he needed to find shelter quickly. The air was thick with the musky scent of her
arousal, and the constant trembling of the nipple made it hard at times to keep his footing.
Spotting a potential refuge, Davis began to climb up the steep, slick slope of the nipple's tip. To

him, it was like scaling a sheer cliff face, the skin stretching out above him into a vast, glistening



expanse. His fingers sank into the soft, pliant flesh as he hauled himself upward, hand over tiny
hand.

As he neared the summit, Davis discovered a yawning chasm stretching out before him -
the entrance to one of Grace's milk ducts. In his exhausted, miniscule state, it appeared as a
massive, cavernous pit, the edges glistening with beads of sweat and other, thicker, more
feminine fluids that he’d become familiar with rising up taller than his entire body. He assumed
she’d pinched her nipple while playing with herself. The opening was easily a chasm leading to
a dark tunnel, the flesh stretching out in all directions like the walls of a dank, fleshy cavern.

The ground shifted beneath him as the panting giantess rolled onto her side, causing
Davis to stumble forward and tumble into the duct, the sudden darkness enveloping him like a
shroud. The air inside was warm and damp, a stark contrast to the rapidly cooling air outside.
He was small and the cold was getting to him more than it should. As his eyes adjusted to the
gloom, what light that shone into the opening allowed Davis to see that the duct stretched out
before him like a long, winding tunnel, the walls glistening and slick with some unknown, viscous
substance.

He stumbled forward, the firm flesh unyielding beneath his feet as he made his way
deeper into the cavernous passage. The duct was a labyrinth of twisting, turning corridors, each
one leading him further into the heart of the nipple. Her actual heart constantly thrummed
around him. Davis knew that if he ventured too far, he might never find his way out. But with
each step, he felt safer, hidden from the chaos and upheaval of the world above.

As he walked, Davis couldn't help but marvel at the sheer scale of his surroundings. The
walls of the duct loomed above him like the tunnels of some fleshy, subterranean city. He
half-expected to encounter other tiny creatures sheltering in the depths, refugees like himself
fleeing the storms above. But he saw no one, heard nothing but the distant, muffled thrum of
Grace's heartbeat echoing through the flesh. It was calm, almost peaceful. He found a wide

ridge in the tunnel of flesh that almost acted like an alcove. He curled up and lay there, finally



drifting off to sleep as Grace’s heartbeat and warmth lulled him to sleep. When she awoke, he
knew he’d be forced back into the game of survival, and he would survive. Out of spite. So he
best rest now and save his strength for the challenges to come. He’d survived this far and he’'d

do everything he could to continue surviving, in spite of the grace of Grace.



