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The boy’s face paled and he stepped away from Petra nervously. “No… no more tickling!”
“Oh, you’re making demands now? You think I need to pay any attention to what you want? I don’t think so!”  Grinning, she stood up.  Donnie’s knees trembled to see Petra once again stretched up to her full height.  Gawd, she was huge!  Petra was a massive, thick woman and she looked even more massive and thick from this vantage point!
“No! No!” Donnie jumped in the air as Petra lunged for him.  He toppled backwards, ran out the door, down the hall, and took a sharp turn toward the staircase. Upstairs! There were plenty of hiding places up there! He could find someplace to wait this whole thing out!
He bounded up the stairs.  He couldn’t go very fast on his short little legs, so Petra didn’t have much trouble keeping up.  But she let him escape, for now.  Just to keep the game going. She was having way too much fun to end it now!
“Okya, Donnie, you win, you win. I promise, no more tickling! Besides, I have a better game we can play.  And I bet you’ll like this game, Donnie. How about we set some stakes, hmm? If you can get away from me, I’ll let you touch all this again!”  Petra grabbed at her bloated belly and gave it a shake, the jiggle reverberating through her tits as well. 
Donnie stopped. His size was reduced but his horniness clearly wasn’t.
“Really?”
“Yes, really. But if I catch you…”
“Then what?”
“If I catch you, then you gotta take your medicine, Donnie!” She hefted her melons menacingly. “That means you gotta drink more of my milk!”
“More milk!? No way! I’m already way too small! You’ll make me shrink even more!”
“Then you better start running!”
Petra bounded forward and Donnie shrieked again as he took off up the stairs.  He tripped halfway up on his shirt tails and tumbled forward, hitting his nose on the step.  Petra gasped, putting her hands to her face, as Donnie slipped down the stairs, bawling like a baby.
“Aww! Poor baby!” cooed Petra. “Here, let Petra see that.”
She picked him up and examined his face. She licked her finger and brushed his nose with her wet finger-tip, like a mother drying her baby’s tears. “You got yourself a little bit of bruise there, Donnie, but good thing you didn’t hurt yourself worse.  No tears, baby, you’re all in one piece.”
Donnie sniffled. “I think I broke my nose! I’m gonna tell my parents what you did!”
“Oh hush up, sweetie, your nose is fine. If I were you, I’d worry about your height more.  Especially since, you might not have noticed, honey, but I just caught you!”
“What!? No fair! The game was paused!”
“Was it? I didn’t hear that! Why, Donnie, are you trying to cheat? Naughty, naughty! I can’t believe that you would try to cheat in a game with your favorite science tutor. So unbecoming! I thought you were more mature than that.”
“I…I…”
“Come on, Donnie, bottoms up!”
“No… no… no…”
Donnie protested weakly as Petra pushed him to the floor and dangled her breasts above his face, pressing her nipples to his mouth. In moments, Donnie’s protests died down, replaced by the steady SUCK SUCK SUCK of nursing.  Petra laughed.  Gawd, it felt so good to feel a mouth of her teats! Much better than that breast pump.  She should get someone to always suck the milk out of her!
Donnie wasn’t thinking anymore, he was too lost in the pleasure of guzzling Petra’s magic milk.  His mind was blank.  He wasn’t thinking about how the milk would inevitably affect him, how he would grow smaller and smaller as he slurped.
She finally pulled away with a wet pop, a strand of saliva stretching from her wet nip to Donnie’s open mouth.  The look of bliss across his face lasted only a moment longer. Then he realized what had happened and he started to yell.
“Oh no! You made me drink more milk! BUUURRP!!”  He yelled as a loud belch blasted from his mouth.  His guts began to gurgle anew.  Another burp.  And another.
“Isn’t that cute?” giggled Petra, watching as Donnie shrank smaller and smaller with every burp, his belches getting smaller and softer as his body grew tinier and tinier. “And you think I made you drink my milk? Donnie, sweetie, it seemed like you were only too happy to take a few sips.  Don’t try to blame your lack of restraint on me!” She tutted him like he was a petulant child (which he was, really) as he squirmed and writhed on the floor, his limbs pulling in, his body contracting, his voice getting high-pitched and squeaky.
Donnie struggled to his feet and lurched away.
By now, he was only about the size of a baby.  His underwear slid off, pooling around his feet, and his shirt was so big that it trailed along on the ground behind him.  Petra laughed as the tiny boy struggled to extricate himself from his over-sized clothes.
“Oh poor baby! You’re so tiny now. Aren’t you just the cutest little thing?”
“No! You’re making me too small!” cried Donnie.  He stepped out of his tent-sized shirt and grabbed at his uselessly huge underwear to pull it back up. He looked ridiculous!
“Hmm, I know you want some more though, don’t you? Come on, Donnie, sweetie, don’t be shy.  It felt SOOO good when you put your mouth on my boobies. Don’t you want to do something nice for Petra?”  She cooed softly, scooping him up out of his clothes and cradling Donnie in her arms like a baby. She dropped one of her unfettered boobs on his face.  Gawd, her tit was as big as he was now!  Donnie felt his erection return, revitalized, as this giantess smothered him with her warm, soft tit flesh.
“No! Stop it! I don’t… I don’t want anymore!  Your weird milk is making me shrink!”
“Oh, silly Donnie, you’re just a little baby. Hmm, you really are a little baby now, aren’t you? Why, you’re as small as my Brandon at home.  It’s a funny thing, though.  When I nurse my baby, it helps him grow big and strong, just like a baby should. But when I nurse you? Why, it looks like it just makes you smaller and smaller. Isn’t that funny?”
“It’s not funny! Stop it! I’m mad at you!!”
“Gootchie goo, little one!” laughed Petra, cradling the baby-sized teenager in the crook of one arm while poking at his tiny dick with one oversized finger.  Donnie blushed as his cock rose to attention again. “Oh look at that Donnie! I don’t think you’re mad at me at all.”
“S-stop it!” He tried to swat away her fingers, but his tiny hands looked ridiculous as they both clasped around a finger which was (compared to him) as big as a baseball bat. All his struggles were for naught. At this point, he was so small that there was little he could do to dissuade Petra from doing anything that she wanted to! “I hate this! Leave me alone! I-I don’t want any more of your milk!”
“Hmmm, are you sure? You seem pretty excited about it?”  She poked at his miniscule dick again, chuckling as it throbbed eagerly.  Donnie howled in embarrassment. But worse… he kind of DID want more milk! It was sooo good. The truth was, Petra’s breast milk was thick and creamy and oh so delicious, like a warm refreshing treat on a cold day.  It was better than any milkshake! But he couldn’t just keep drinking…! How small would he get? He imagined himself the size of a mouse, the size of an ant, the size of a microbe… he would become the incredible shrinking boy, growing smaller and smaller and smaller until he was too small to see! And if he was at Petra’s mercy now, imagine what she could do to him if he was even smaller!
“Come on, Donnie, don’t be silly. Remember what I said earlier? Remember how I said Petra’s breast milk makes babies grow but naughty boys shrink? You’re not a boy anymore, are you? No, you’re just a little baby. So if you want to get big again, you’re going to need to drink some more of my special milk.”
Donnie stared at her.  “Wait, is that true? Do you mean it?”
“Doesn’t it make sense to you?” purred Petra. He could feel this gigantic woman rumbling in her chest when she purred like that.  
“I… I guess that makes sense.”
“Good. So why don’t you have a little more?”
“I…okay…. Just a little more.  But you better not be tricking me again, Petra! My parents will… they’ll be super mad!”
“Hmm, yes, your parents, they’re certainly the most observant ones, aren’t they?” chuckled Petra as she dangled a colossal teat into Donnie’s mouth.  The boy needed little encouragement.  Maybe he was suspicious about whether Petra was being honest with him, but his greed for more milk quickly overpowered any lingering reservations that he might have.  Within seconds, he was suckling like a baby.  How appropriate! Thought Petra. He was just a little baby, after all.  She sighed again.  As a new mother, her boobs constantly bloated and straining with milk, it just felt SO GOOD to release all that pent-up cream.  She was working hard to wean her baby at home, but that only meant that she had ballooned into a walking dairy as her milk ducts hadn’t yet got the memo that they didn’t need to keep producing. It was genuinely a relief to let Donnie guzzle down some of her excess! And if her excess had, well, any unexpected side effects on him… that was just his own fault, wasn’t it? The boy should tr thinking with his head instead of his taste buds!
Donnie mumbled dreamily, milk dribbling from his lips as he suckled. He couldn’t think straight.  His eyes glazed over as he slurped and slurped and slurped, only vaguely aware of how Petra’s big firm nipple was growing in his mouth.  It was getting harder and harder to keep drinking, his jaws aching as he grew smaller and he had to open his mouth wider and wider to keep nursing. Finally, Petra tilted her arm to pull his mouth from her nipple.
“That’s enough for you, little boy! You don’t want to be too greedy and drink my magic milk until you just disappear altogether now, do you?”  Petra giggled again, poking Donnie playfully in the nose with the tip of one gigantic finger.  Donnie’s guts roiled and burbled loudly, but Donnie was still to dazed to make anything of it.  Donnie burped in response, his mind fuzzy from the effects of her incredible milk.  As he burped, he suddenly shrank by a good half inch. That was enough to jolt him back to reality!
“Oh no! I’m shrinking again! Burp!” This burp was quieter, just because Donnie was smaller. Then the next.  Then the next,
“I’m… oh no… you tricked me again!? How could you! Oh no!”
“What was that, Donnie? I’m sorry, it’s so hard to hear you with that itty bitty voice of yours! Would you mind speaking up, sweetie?”  Petra tilted her head down to put her ear near to Donnie’s head.  At his size now, he could poke his entire head into her ear canal!
“You tricked me! I’m shrinking again!” he shrieked. “Petra! Please! You have to help me! I’m getting way too small!”
“Oh silly Donnie! You didn’t actually believe me, did you? You know you’re not REALLY a baby, you’re just as small as one! So why would you think my boob milk would affect you like a baby? Really, you should have been paying closer attention to your science lessons this whole time! But I guess this is what you get!”
Petra laughed as Donnie’s already high-pitched voice grew squeakier and squeakier.  He was shrinking again, his limbs retracting, his body shriveling, until he was little bigger than a mouse.  Petra could hold the tiny, trembling boy in the palm of her hand now.
“Aw, look at you tremble! Are you cold? Poor little baby! Why, you don’t have a stitch of clothing on you, do you? No wonder you’re shivering! Here, let Big Petra warm you up.”
Petra tipped her hand and dumped Donnie, kicking and screaming, into her cleavage. The boy was so terrified that he barely even thought about the fact that he was living the ultimate male fantasy, to be squeezed between two gigantic breasts! Donnie tumbled into the cavernous chasm between Petra’s high-riding milkers, his hands and feet pressing into her soft silky flesh as he scrambled to climb out again.  This was no laughing matter!  If Petra decided to squeeze her boobs together, he would be absolutely smothered! His only chance was to climb toward the daylight that he say above!
“Having fun in there?” asked Petra. “Oh my, that tickles! You’re going to make me laugh, Donnie, please be careful!”
Donnie cringed as Petra’s big booming laugh filled the room. At his size, her giggles sounded as loud as explosions.  She was shaking with mirth, causing her enormous chest to jiggle like gelatin.  Donnie braced himself.
“Please… Petra… stop… you’re gonna smush me! Help!”
“I can’t help it! You’re tickling me! Oh you silly little mouse, it’s too much!”  She was shrieking with laughter now and Donnie was in the middle of a full-fledged boobquake.  He gulped and held his position, praying that it would pass without killing him! How ironic! He had spent so many nights staring at Petra’s chest as she struggled to make him care about his science homework, his mind only conniving new pranks that would let him get up close and personal with Petra’s plump womanly body.  He dropped a bucket of water on her once, so the he could see the outline of her nips through her wet shirt. He had put ink on her chair seat so that he could peep through the door crack when she was forced to change her pants. He had given her Mentos milkshakes in the hopes that he might get to rub that big bloated tummy. And now he was more up close and personal with Petra than he had ever imagined! And yet all he wanted to do was to get away. She was toying with him and he didn’t know what to do! On the one hand, he was secretly delighted to be at her mercy (his constant throbbing erection was proof enough of that!) but on the other… he was in genuine danger! He had to get away before things got even worse.  What if she tricked him into drinking even more milk? He could feel yet more fluid inside her breasts, he could sense from the way that her boobs reacted like big sloshy waterbeds to his touch… Or what if she didn’t even bother with that? There were any number of ways that she could just destroy him with a flick of the wrist! He was utterly powerless and completely at her mercy.  It was exhilarating and yet terrifying to be so pathetic and helpless!
In moments, Petra regained her composure, although her continued gasping made her breasts heave like the ocean during a storm.  Donnie couldn’t afford to wait any longer. He continued his ascent!
“Oh thank god!” he gasped as his head popped out from between two billowing, bra-busting melons.  He inhaled a deep lungful of air, never so grateful to be able to breathe.
“What a little journey you’ve had, Donnie!” said Petra, fishing him out from her cleavage with her hand and then inspecting the boy.  He was a sweaty, disheveled mess!  Well.  She wouldn’t have to deal with him much longer.
“Now it’s time for one last prank! You’ve had your fun, Donnie, but now I think we’re done!”
The tiny boy blanched and quailed, desperately clinging to Petra’s thumb.  Her thumb was over half the boy’s body length.  “No! Petra! Stop, please! I promise I won’t ever prank you again! Don’t hurt me!”
He was sure that she was just going to drop him. No way would he survive a fall from this height! But instead, Petra gently bent down and placed him on the ground.  He stared up at her.  Donnie was so tiny now that he could barely reach Petra’s ankle even if he stood on tiptoes!  He was thankful that his father had nixed his mother’s idea to get a pet cat or he would be in serious danger now! Luckily, as it was the only danger to him in the house was… Gulp!... Petra.
“Now then, I had some fun chasing you earlier. How about any round of tag, hmm?”
“But…but no fair! You’re way too big! I’ll never be able to run fast enough!”
Petra wasn’t paying attention to his pleas. “I’m gonna getcha! Better run!  You better run cuz this time if I catch you… I’m gonna squash you!”
He ran.  He ran with all his might, his legs spinning, his arms pumping.  His breath rattled in his chest.  His limbs ached, but still he ran. He didn’t want to think what Petra would do if she caught him this time! Would she actually squash him? Or would she just make him drink more of her magic breast milk? Either way, he was definitely gonna be in real trouble!
Petra giggled as she watched him run.  It was adorable!  Donnie was running his little heart out, but he was so small that he was barely making any progress at all!  She stood watching for a good minute, just to be sporting.  She knew that she could catch up with him easily, without even breaking her stride.  But she thought it was only fair to give the boy, well, not a chance but the illusion of a chance.  She smirked.  That little brat had been pushing her buttons for far too long and she was excited to finally put an end to it! What a story she would have for her husband when she got home. “Oh you know that little brat Donnie that I told you about?” she would say. “The one that I was supposed to be tutoring? Well, I shrank him down with my breast milk and, well, I squashed him.  Don’t give me that look, you know the little twerp had it coming. Oh, of course, you think it’s funny! You would love to squeeze these big milky boobs just as much as he would, wouldn’t you? Well, mister, you better mind your manners or I might just shrink you down one of these days too. Don’t think that I won’t!”  She grinned to herself as she played through the hypothetical sexy banter with her husband. What a flirt! But then her attention was drawn back to the matter at hand.  Oh right. Donnie. 
Petra watched Donnie desperately race across the floor. The tiny boy was heading for the safety of the couch, hoping that if he could just duck under the skirting he could hide there until his parents returned.  How charming! It was absolutely adorable that this silly kid thought there was a chance. The immense giantess stepped over him with one gargantuan step.  Donnie knew he shouldn’t. He knew with dreadful certainty that his survival depended on him keeping a clear head and not thinking with his dick! But he couldn’t help it. He looked up as she stepped over, his eyes going wide as he glanced up her skirt, seeing for the first time the secret hidden view of her gigantic, looming crotch clad in her tight white panties.  At this point, those panties were huge to him – they were as big as a circus tent! But then, everything was huge to him now.
“Uh uh, Donnie! You’re not getting away that easily, little man!”
She placed her foot on top of Donnie, pressing his body to the floor.  She wiggled her toes, causing Donnie to moan as they pushed the wind from his body.
“No… too… much pressure… stop… please… I promise… I’ll never… I’ll never prank you again…. I’ll be good… I’ll do my homework… I’ll stop… goofing off…”
“Hmm, I guess I could let you go,” said Petra, tapping her chin as if she was considering the possibility. “I wonder, have you really learned your lesson? Are you done with pranks?”
“Yes! Yes! I promise! Pleassse let me go!” Donnie was bawling and whining now.
“But maybe you’re just telling me what I want to hear? Hmm. How can I be sure that you won’t prank poor ol’ Petra ever again? After all, I’m still dealing with this!”  She stroked her fingers over the dome of her distended belly. “That was a real nasty trick you pulled, Donnie. It made me feel really bad. I think maybe you should pay the ultimate price for that.”
“Noooo!!! Come on! That’s so not fair! You can’t actually want to squash me for that!”  Her toes wriggled and Petra shifted her weight slightly; Donnie held his breath, terrified that she was about to actually crush him beneath her gargantuan foot.  Petra was a literal giantess to him now. He was filled with fear as he realized just how tiny he was.  Crushing him would be as easy as swatting a fly. She might do it without a second thought! She might do it just by accident!
“Promise that you won’t do any more pranks?” said Petra. She rocked on the ball of her foot, applying pressure up and down the length of Donnie’s tiny body. God, he felt like a colossal boulder was rolling over him! If she pushed down just a tiny bit harder, this massive giantess could easily crush all his bones.
“I promise! I swear it!”
“Hmm, say it again. Say it like you mean it.”
Petra flicked her big toe against Toe’s face.  Oooo! Donnie was getting angry!  Despite his terror, his fury at being teased like this was growing. He couldn’t believe that she was gonna actually step on him over just a few stupid pranks!! It was infuriating! And he let his anger get the better of him.
“Stop it! Stop it, you… big.. stupid… giant! My parents are gonna be so pissed!! Oooo, if I get outta this, you’ll see the pranks I’ll play, see if I don’t! I’ll show you!”
“Ah, the truth comes out. Well, Donnie, if that’s your attitude, I guess I’ll just step on you instead.”
“No! I didn’t—"
“Goodbye, Donnie,” said Petra smoothly. Donnie continued shrieking.  She leaned forward with her full weight and smiled as she felt Donnie’s tiny body pop under her toes.  The shrieking stopped.  It was as inconsequential as squashing a bug.
“That takes care of that!”  Petra pulled a tissue from her purse and briefly wiped the red smear from the sole of her foot. “Ew, gross! I was getting so tired of that silly boy. Too bad about the tutoring money, but, well, you simply can’t tolerate that kind of behavior forever.”  
She chuckled to herself. “A woman’s eventually got to put her foot down.”
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