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  Air BnB


The sunsets at the lake were always different than the ones in the city. At the lake, the light glinted off the water and shimmied, like a girl dancing in the wind. But in the city, all of that light was reflected back and it hurt your eyes. True, the concrete jungle was a pretty place to see a sunset as it filtered through the cracks of the buildings, but Nick would always prefer these evenings on the deck, sitting here and watching life move by at a slower pace. 
There weren’t any other people on the lake today, and the water was still, aside from a few bubbles where hopeful fish snapped at low-flying bugs. This was the off-season, and while it was normally the low-end of Nick’s financial year, he’d been lucky enough to rent out the next-door Bed and Breakfast. He only caught glimpses of the girl staying in the house, but Beth, his girlfriend for the last two years, thought she recognized her.
“I’m telling you, Nick,” she said. “I know that car.” She was pointing out to the driveway that both houses shared, to a little Honda Accord. 
“Maybe so,” he said. “You need to go give her the paperwork and find out what she wants for breakfast anyway. Go say hi.”
“What was her name?”
Nick searched his memory, trying to recall what the girl had told him yesterday morning when he took her the key.
“Amber . . . something. Collis? Collins?” 
“Amber Collins?” said Beth, skeptically, although Nick couldn’t understand why. She glanced off the porch, toward the BnB, as if she could see through the walls. “Holy shit! That’s my childhood friend. She told me she might come in for a few days. Business stuff. And she always drove a Honda Accord.”
Just then, a truck pulled into the parking lot, its huge wheels crunching the gravel underneath. A tall, skinny man hopped out and landed on the ground, a six pack of beer glinting the sun’s dying light. 
“Hey old man,” he said as he marched up the steps, then turned to Beth and tipped an imaginary hat. “Ma’am.”
“Hey Justin,” she said, then to Nick, “I’m going next door to say hi.” She put her hands on her shoulders and leaned in to kiss him before bouncing off the deck and circling around the vehicles.
“What’s that about?” asked Justin, pulling up a chair next to Nick. He placed the beer between them and handed Nick one. They were cold.
“Beth thinks she knows the girl staying next door.”
“Oh yeah?” said Justin. “Is she hot?” He slapped off the cap to his beer on the lawn chair’s armrest and looked across Nick, trying to see through the BnB windows.
“I have no idea. Go talk to her,” said Nick. “Then you can both leave me for her.” He threw his head back and laughed, then took a long swig of the beer. He wasn’t much of a drinker, but when his oldest friend came by to talk and catch up on the good ole days, he made an exception.
“So . . . I’m here,” said Justin.
Nick just looked at him and grinned. “So you are. I’m glad you came.”
“Me too,” he said. “You sounded like you needed a little emotional support on the phone. Or at least a motivational speech. Everything cool with you and Beth?”
“Very cool, actually.” He leaned in, placed his beer on the deck, then made sure Beth wasn’t coming back around the side of the house. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a little brown box, then flipped open the lid, careful to keep it low, keep it between his body and Justin’s.
“Shit, dude, is that a ring?”
“Of course it’s a ring, you moron.”
Justin laughed. “I know, I mean I know it’s a ring. But is it a ring-ring. Like an engagement ring?”
“Yeah. What do you think of it?” It was a very pretty band, simple, yet elegant. The last of the sun’s rays looked spectacular bouncing off the silvery metal.
“I think you should be showing it to her, rather than me,” he said, taking a drink of beer.
Nick flipped the lid closed and then returned it to his pocket. “That’s easier said than done.”
Justin rolled his eyes and shook his head. It would have been the perfect moment to look out and appreciate the last of the sun over the water, but his own truck was blocking the way. Instead, he fixed his friend with a stare and said, “Are you really going to let Samantha control your life? Even after all these years?”
Nick didn’t even try to argue. He just shrugged, knowing that yes, Samantha probably would rule him for the remainder of his days. It was like an infectious cloud hanging over all of his relationships. Beth had been the longest after he and Sam broke it off, and he was scared that the same thing that happened then would happen now.
Many years ago, when Nick was first in college, he met Samantha Keys and fell in love with her. She was tall, appeared sweet, and came from a good family. They talked nearly every day leading up to when they started to date. Then, things progressed rather quickly. She moved into Nick’s apartment, they started to work at the same company, had the same classes together, were inseparable. But when the time came to make an adult decision, to get married, he only thought Samantha was onboard. She’d followed him through life thus far, so why not also down the aisle in a church, to wedding bells? 
Three days before the wedding, she sent him a text message saying she couldn’t do it. While he was at work, she was at the apartment, moving her things out. When he got home, it was like someone had robbed the place, so carelessly and callous had Samantha yanked pictures off the walls. He sat down and cried on the edge of his bed, the bed he would sleep alone in that night. 
The worst part after that was his own family.
They hated Samantha for that. For one, she cost the family financially. Nick’s dad had already put down a nonrefundable deposit on a reception hall, not to mention all the decorations, the caterer, and plethora of other services that Samantha rendered unneeded. After that, Nick’s girlfriends were met with far more skepticism, and were each placed under the microscope. It almost wasn’t worth dating anymore, at least until Beth came along.
“She’s not going to do you like Samantha did,” said Justin. His eyes were pleading, and Nick desperately wanted to believe.
“I would hope not, but still.”
“And if she runs away at the altar, you can just catch her like a mouse, right?”
Nick slapped him in the arm.
“What?” he joked. “That girl is seriously short. Beth is nothing but tits and ass on tiny little legs.”
“You’re kind of right,” Nick conceded. Beth was, after all, just four feet and ten inches.
“You will certainly need me here this weekend, right?” said Justin. “Moral support?  Show you how to stop being a pussy? To make you pop the question?”
“Again, easier said than done,” said Nick. It was nearly dark outside now.
He would get around to it, he thought. He just needed the right motivation.
And a push in the right direction.

      [image: image-placeholder]Five minutes earlier . . .
Beth had indeed known Amber. She was the same girl that she met in grade school all those years ago. They spoke on the porch but only a few minutes, mainly to exchange pleasantries and for Beth to give her menu choices for breakfast. Amber was remarkably good at getting people to talk about their personal lives while she kept hers relatively hidden. And there on the porch was no different. It took no coaxing, no fancy potions, no pixie dust, for Beth to open her heart and pour herself out. She loved the guy who owned the BnB, and they’d been together for two years. She wanted to marry him, but didn’t think he wanted the same. 
After they were finished talking, Beth told her that she wanted to run to the Quik Serv, which turned out to be a tiny convenience store on the edge of the lake where people could buy gas, snacks, and fishing bait. She wanted to get herself a tall Cappuccino since she didn’t drink at all and the boys had already started to have fun. Amber said her goodbyes and promised she would see her again very soon. For now, she was rather interested in this Nick, although they’d never talked, only had a very formal greeting when she knocked on his door to get her house key. 
Amber crept around to the side of her house, still watching Beth walk along the bank in the opposite direction that would take her to the Quik Serv. Just in front, there was a large truck in the driveway now that hadn’t been there before, and as she looked at it, she began to hear voices on the deck, loud and jubilant.
She saw them, but they didn’t see her because she was blocked by a railing and a bush. However, she didn’t need to see them, only listen, and the conversation they were having made her happy for Beth, but also a little sad. Her man was bound to have cold feet because of a past relationship. That wasn’t exactly fair to Beth who, as far as Amber could tell, had been the model girlfriend thus far. 
“So he wants to pop the question, does he?” said Amber to herself, barely above a whisper. 
It was her specialty, making men decisive. If he couldn’t find the words on his own, maybe he needed a tiny nudge. She was good at getting their attention. The thought of helping him made her juices flow, and she turned and headed back to the BnB just as the tingling between her legs grew too pleasurable to stand.

      [image: image-placeholder]During the off-season Beth worked in the city, at a department store selling high-end jewelry. She wasn’t needed at the BnB since Nick could manage almost all aspects of the business. Her job made ring-shopping so hard. Because she was an expert in jewelry, he always figured she would see the flaws of any ring he bought, rather than its merits. He didn’t know much about rings, but he did know that asking his girlfriend questions about them would certainly raise a few flags. So, he did his best to keep his Google searches to himself, and hoped that when he did pick out a ring, it would live up to her standards.
The one he chose was mid-range, although he could afford a pricier one. It all went back to his fear that she would run off at the altar, and if he didn’t have a super-expensive engagement ring, then there wasn’t much loss anyway. This was a silly way of thinking and he somewhat regretted it. What would it take for him to realize Beth loved him and wasn’t anywhere near the same kind of girl as Samantha?
Early that morning, Beth kissed him goodbye and left for work, and then a few minutes later so did Justin. He would be staying at the house in the evenings, but he did contractor work which meant he was needed to show up on site, sign a few papers, then move on to the next job. So when Nick was sitting there in his pajamas, eating Lucky Charms, and reading the sports page from that morning’s newspaper, he was alone when his phone buzzed.
It was a number that he didn’t recognize at first, but when he read the text, it all made sense. 
Nick? Hi, this is Amber Collins from next door. Do you have a few minutes to spare?
It sounded like one of those door-to-door religious zealots. He answered back: Sure, what’s up?
I have an appointment I have to get to soon and when I stepped into the shower, I didn’t have any water.
He got up and checked the sinks in his own house, making sure his water was on. If his were out, that would point to a burst pipe or break in the main. Either way, he wouldn’t have been able to fix it. But no, his water came out fast and strong. It was a problem with the Bnb’s water, so he told her that he would gather up his tools and come right over to see what the problem could be.
He grabbed his toolbox off the basement workbench, making sure he had his plumbers glue and tape. Nick was a regular fix-it man and that was one of the main reasons why he decided to purchase the property and open it as a BnB. He could repair almost anything. If he didn’t run this business, he would have surely gone into electrical engineering and make, quite possibly, far more money. But the BnB was relaxing work as long as he kept the houses in order. The other two were on the far side of the lake, currently unoccupied.
It was already shaping up to be a warm morning as he pulled open his door and rounded the house, sticking to the lawn pavers as he crossed his yard and then the one surrounding the BnB. Later today, if Amber didn’t mind the noise, he thought he would mow the lawn, as the last week’s warm spell and subsequent rain had made the grass rise a little higher.
The screen door was locked but the main door was open, revealing the immaculate living room inside. Nick was always happy to see when a guest took care of things. It wasn’t easy (nor cheap) to make repairs—even something as simple as pulling up carpet that had pet stains on it—could run into the thousands of dollars. Nick adjusted his hold on the toolbox and knocked lightly on the door.
There was no answer. He turned his head to listen and could barely make out music coming from somewhere deep inside the house, most likely back at the bedroom. Again, he knocked and waited to see someone coming.
Then, a heavy thump.
He looked around, back to the lake, and then back inside the house. Perhaps he imagined it, but he could have sworn he heard the floorboards settle. He brought the toolbox to the front and held on to it with both hands.
Again, another thump. This one was closer, more imposing.
He caught sight of something moving through the house, on the other side of the screen door. At first he had a silly thought—oh my God, the drywall is falling right off the wall! Something big had shifted but just as quickly it had shifted away. He put the toolbox down next to him and then put his hands up on the wall so he could lean in and look around.
And then, he was inches from a giant pussy.
Surely he was having a stroke right there on the porch, and he stumbled back, so surprised by what his mind told him he was seeing. His foot caught on the toolbox and down he went, back slamming the porch so hard that it knocked the wind out of him. As the screen door opened and a massive shape bent low to clear the opening, he thought he was having a heart attack, for surely his eyes weren’t really seeing a giant woman stepping out onto the porch to join him.
It was Amber—he recognized her wavy brown hair right away, only now there was more of it—twice as much to be exact. She had doubled in size, and as she stepped out onto the porch, her long toes gently nudged the toolbox aside. She was straddling him, standing over him with a foot to either side. He couldn’t pull his eyes from her pussy, but her large breasts were just as nice, not to mention she was a beautiful girl. She licked her lips as if he was the tastiest thing she’d ever seen.
“Sorry to startle you,” she said, then reached down and offered him a hand.
“How . . . I mean, God, you’re huge!” he said, at first not taking his eyes from her.
“Nothing gets by you, little man,” she said, pumping her hand, insisting that he take it.
It didn’t feel like a hand at all, so big and leathery. But her strength was amazing as she locked her arm and helped lift him up. Now, he was once more face-to-face with her giant pussy (face-to-pussy?), and she didn’t seem to mind one bit. Instead, she turned around, her gorgeous ass bending over right in front of him so she could duck and enter the house. He stood a moment longer, wondering if anyone else had seen. Nick collected the tools that had spilled out when he took a tumble over the toolbox and then carried it into the house.
He wasn’t sure what he would see inside. Big clothes to match the big lady? Giant shoes, makeup accessories, an enlarged iPad and phone? There was nothing of the sort, only a normal-sized phone next to the sofa. She took a seat and picked it up, the device looking comical in her small hand. 
“Shower is that way,” she said, as if he needed to be told. It was all so casual to her. Not only was she twice the size she’d been the last time he saw her, but she was also completely nude, as if this was how she went about any normal day.
“Um, why are you big?” he asked.
“Because I want to be,” she said, looking up from her phone. “Fix my shower and then we’ll talk, okay love?”
Slowly, he nodded and walked past her, unsure how to process all that was happening this morning. On his way to the bathroom, he stole a glance at the kitchen counter and saw what looked like a chemistry set—beakers, Bunsen burners, tall and squat flasks filled with various colored liquids. He tried not to stare as he hurried past but he was thinking one thing: Great, not only do I have a giantess in my BnB, but she’s also cooking meth. 
It was all so very odd, so he headed to the bathroom and went straight to work. He placed his tools on the sink and checked the water. From the sink faucet, it was fine—flowing strong and fast. The toilet flushed and refilled. But the shower didn’t seem to have a connection to the water. He could hear it running, but nothing came out of the faucets. So, he went to the side and pulled the access panel away and was a little shocked by what he found.
Toward the bottom, the main pipe that split water between the faucets and the showerhead, had been clamped. It was as if someone had grabbed it with giant plyers and squeezed until the pipe was so narrow that water couldn’t pass through. He didn’t know what could have caused this, other than tampering. When was the last time someone stayed here before Amber? Three months ago? Four months? It was entirely too long ago and he hadn’t run the shower since. Water leaks were the only kind of problems he cared about, and since this was doing the opposite, it went unnoticed.
Could Amber, with her giant hands, have done this?
He dismissed the idea. It was silly, and to what end?
She was watching television when he left the house to go to the basement in order to cut the water. Her giant legs were across the coffee table and he wondered if he’d need to replace that, as well. A woman that large, weighing that much, couldn’t be good for the floorboards and the walls. And how did she even use the toilet?
After he cut the water, he returned to the bathroom, used a saw to cut the section of pipe that was bent, then replaced it with one that was brand new. Then, he used his waterproof glue to seal it and finally he wrapped it with tape. It would hold, unless someone came along and did the same thing again.
The ground started to shake just as he was replacing the access panel.
He was growing accustomed to seeing her giant pussy more than her. As she approached the bathroom, her bottom half filled the doorway. She gripped the top of the frame as she entered and stood just in front of him. This wasn’t a large bathroom, and her being inside with him was rather tight, not to mention a little inappropriate. What would Beth think if she saw this right now?
Little did he know, Beth helped orchestrate this whole thing.
“Should be fixed,” said Nick. “I just need to turn the water back on in the basement and you’ll be good to go.” It was hard meeting her eyes, but he did his best, for the only alternatives weren’t very respectful. But then again, she was the one choosing to be naked.
“We should have a little talk,” said Amber.
“I really need to be going,” he said, not wanting anything of the sort. Unfortunately, there was no way to leave unless she backed out of the room first.
But it seemed Amber was not going to take no for answer. She bent down, startling Nick so much that he stumbled back (for the second time of the morning) and landed against the wall, his legs awkwardly straddling the toilet. She raised her hand, and he flinched, sure that she was going to slap him, but that didn’t happen. Amber raised her hand up to his face and opened it, revealing a pile of what looked like red dust. Her fingernails had traced lines in it from where she’d held it so tightly.
Before he could raise the question of what she was doing, Amber took a deep breath, then exhaled, blowing the dust right into his face. Again, he stumbled, this time sitting on the toilet as he coughed the dust from his eyes. He’d breathed it in—it tasted metallic and something else . . . something flowery. He spit on the floor between his legs.
Nick half-fell, half-dove to the ground, and used his elbows to crawl between her legs until he was on the other side of her. When he stood, now in the bedroom, he could tell something wasn’t quite right. He was dizzy, and that’s when he knew she’d drugged him, but oh God, what kind of drug had it been? He whirled back toward her just as she was awkwardly lowering herself to come back into the bedroom. Now he was angry—now he was going to demand to know why she’d just done that, but he realized something else was wrong.
She was even bigger.
How? How was it possible? Her head was already scraping the ceiling, so Nick figured he would be suing her for major repairs. But that wasn’t at all what was happening. Her growing taller didn’t make his shoes feel loose. Her growing taller didn’t make his ring slip off his finger and roll under the bed. And her growing taller didn’t put him closer to the floor, swimming in his shirt and shorts.
Amber had shrunk him.
“You bitch!” he said, just before his shirt swallowed him and he disappeared beneath it. He was on the ground now, struggling to get out of his clothes which had become something of a prison. It was like drowning on land because he was naked and had no idea which way was up. Just when he’d started to move in the wrong direction, light tore through the fabric and then giant hands were rushing in to pick him up. 
The next thing he knew, they were moving across the room where she deposited him on the bed. It felt so weird, so alien beneath his tiny body, like the comforter was air and he were floating on it. She plopped down next to him, sitting cross-legged, what his dad always called ‘Indian Style’ because her body was much too long to spread out on a queen-sized bed. He was good with math, and judging by how big she was to begin with, and how small he was now, Nick guessed he currently stood at an even twelve inches. To the giantess who was already double-sized, he was half of that.
“What do you think, tiny? Bet you could fix those pipes a lot easier now, huh?” She threw her head back and laughed. “The Plumber in the Pipes. That’s catchy. You should dress like Mario.”
“Turn me back, you crazy bitch! You can’t do this to me!”
“I kinda did do this to you. Sorry. And I’ll turn you back shortly. For now, I want to have a chat. Sit.”
Grudgingly, he did as she asked, for in what position was he to make any sort of trouble? One of Amber’s feet could squash him flat. He just looked up at her as she stared down at him, her face stoic, giving way to no emotion whatsoever. Whatever kind of game she was playing, he was rather fearful to find out. But after an uncomfortable silence, she spoke.
“Did you know that Beth and I have been friends since we were very little?” 
He nodded. “She mentioned something like that.”
“So it should come as no surprise to you that I know a lot about you, as well?”
“Yeah.”
After another pause, she said, “Beth loves you. A lot. Why are you dragging your feet in asking her to marry you?”
“You don’t know my history,” said Nick. He pulled his legs up to his chest, suddenly feeling very vulnerable. “I’ve had bad luck with women who I thought were good.”
“Beth is one of the kindest, most genuine people, little dude. You gotta have a better reason than that.”
“I’m afraid my family won’t like her.” It was the first time he’d ever said it, and now that it was out in the open, floating on the air, he wished he could take it back.
“Explain,” she said, adjusting positions on the bed. It felt like a mini-earthquake and he gripped the bed to hold on.
“After Samantha. Samantha was my—”
“Yeah, I know who she was. Go on.”
“After the mess with her, my family started to hate everyone I brought home.”
“Your parents haven’t met Beth? Not even after two years?”
“It’s just my dad and sisters,” said Nick. “They all live up in Maine, so no, they haven’t met her yet. I’m afraid when they do, it’ll be Samantha all over again, and that Beth will resent me.”
“I can’t believe you’ve been together for two years and you haven’t realized she loves you as much as you do. Damn, little man. Maybe Beth is wasting her time on you . . .”
She fanned herself, as if she’d grown hot. Amber spread her legs out, putting her feet up on the bed behind Nick. Now, all he could see was her giant pussy—again. 
“You okay?” he asked her.
She looked down and smiled at him. “Yeah. It’s the powder. Makes me . . . well, makes me super horny.”
He didn’t have a reply to that, nor did he have a chance to make one because before he realized he was off the bed, Amber’s massive hand swept beneath him, wrapped around his torso, then pushed him right toward her pussy.
“Wait, what are you doing?” he asked, trying to wriggle out of her death-grip.
“Help a girl out, will ya? Then we’ll talk again. I have a surprise coming for you soon, anyway.”
Then, without answer, he plunged headfirst into her waiting pussy. It was the most harrowing moment of his life, like the waterboarding of a sex-crazed giantess. Her scent was amazing, and even though his dick was starting to throb beneath her fingers, he was still immensely scared. She pushed him in, tight at first, then loosening as she relaxed. She would leave him inside to squirm, and just when he was almost out of air, he’d feel a tug on his feet and she was jerking him out again. 
He caught bits and pieces of her moans because while he was inside, sound was oddly distorted. It’s what he imagined the womb to sound like. Nick tried to push that thought from his mind as her juices drenched him. How could a giant woman be enjoying such a frantic, wailing little man? He didn’t know, but she was enjoying it because he was sloshing in her cum by the time she was finished. At the end, she held him up, gushing like a waterfall, and then she slapped his tiny body against her stomach. He thought he’d be sick, and the constant rollercoaster of her body as she took deep, labored breaths didn’t help.
He sat up, sputtering. His body was facing her feet, and she was still running slick fingers over her clit when he tried to turn around, but another boom made him lose his balance. Since he was still covered in her juices, it made getting his footing a little difficult. But when he turned around—spinning on his ass, he saw her smiling face and couldn’t help but look above her, to the next massive person to enter the bedroom. 
It was Beth.
Like Amber, she was completely naked, her large breasts looking like plump watermelons against her flesh. Although the woman once stood at less than five-feet tall, she was now positively statuesque. The powder erased such things as short-statured. 
“What’s going on?” Nick asked.
“Beth and I share everything, little Nick,” said Amber. “Including my special powder.” She looked back at Beth and said, “How do you feel?”
Beth nodded excitedly. “I feel great.” She stooped down and looked at Nick, her face filling his whole world. “What do you think, little man?”
Without waiting for an answer (because that’s apparently what giantesses did), she turned around, bent over, and shook her giant ass right in front of him. It was like watching waterfalls by the way her skin bunched up and rolled aside, and as he found his footing on Amber’s stomach, he reached up and slapped it as hard as he could, to giggles from both women. Beth then turned around, got on her knees and bent over, putting the tiny man in the shadow of her giant breasts. She squeezed them together, and he didn’t think something so massive could ever exist.
“I love you, Beth,” he said.
“Then stop being an idiot,” Amber said through clenched teeth.
“I want to marry you, babe,” he said, wishing he had the ring, which was hidden in the same lockbox as his handgun, beneath his bed.
“Then ask me,” she said. “Stop worrying about how bad things might turn out. Start expecting something good. It’s going to be fine, Nick.”
He felt silly, but he just so happened to already be on one knee. “Will you marry me?”
She teared up, swiped at her eye, and said, “You know I will.”
“I think we need to celebrate,” said Amber. She picked up the tiny man and placed him on the bed.
Beth sat down on the opposite end, crushing the pillows. Nick felt his whole body lift off the bed as the frame crumbled under the weight of two giantesses. Amber winced, as if she were actually in pain and said, “Sorry, little man. Keep my deposit, I guess?”
He just shook his head but he was smiling.
Nick had always been interested in trying a three-way, something that Beth had always agreed to, but never knew of anyone she trusted that much. It looked like he was about to get his wish but not in the way he’d always imagined. Beth moved down the bed and Nick got on top of her, kissing her stomach.
Amber positioned herself above Beth, kissing on her neck, running down her stomach where she kissed the tiny man before continuing south. Nick just sat there, stroking his dick, unsure if he’d ever see anything as sexy as this ever again. 
They swapped positions, always being careful to include Nick right in the middle, but the unfortunate thing was that he was just too small to interact. Relatively speaking, he was only six inches to them, and therefore only good for one thing . . .
He pushed his legs into his girlfriend, loving the soft, wet feeling of her pussy falling open. She was gentle, and as she relaxed, he disappeared up to his waist. Then, she arched her back, bringing herself off the bed and into the air. That’s when Amber stood on the mattress, hunched over comically, and spread herself open.
Nick watched as her giant pussy came down, enveloping him until she and Beth were touching lips to lips. He was squirming his whole body, his dick going hard when he realized he was currently inside of two women at once. Both felt different, tasted different, and had a different scent—but they both drove him wild. Beth was the first to get off, her juices surging around him, her flesh tightening and driving him forward, deeper into Amber. When they were both excited, it was like a game of Tug O’ War, as he constantly moved back and forth, like the dinner of two vicious animals trying to tear him apart.
When they finally did cum, it was like a geyser washing all around him, and when the girls separated he was floundering on his back, in a puddle of their mixed juices. He just lay there, smiling, running wet fingers through his hair. The giantesses looked down at him, Amber a grin of seduction and Beth, one out of love.
“Well that was . . . different,” he said.
“Just wanted to get your attention, little man,” said Amber. “Beth and I talked about doing this. She thought it would relax you enough to make a big decision.”
“Seems I was right,” said Beth.
“Now what?” asked Nick. “I think you’ve ruined normal sex for me.”
Both the girls laughed.

      [image: image-placeholder]Four months later . . .
Amber had just come in from the mailbox after her dust from that morning’s grow session had worn off. She was a big fan of growing to twelve feet tall and fingering herself. As both Nick and Beth learned on that fun day back at the lake, orgasms rushed the wearing off of the powder. 
She had her coffee and sat naked in her chair which always felt extra small after she shrank back to normal. The mail in her lap was mostly bills but one, frilly envelop with beautiful script caught her eye.You are cordially invited.
She ripped it open, happy to see a wedding date for her two friends. They would be wed at the lake, in a small ceremony next month. Amber had been invited. Her work was complete and it made her happy that she would get to see them again.
At the bottom of the invitation read: Please no gifts. Your attendance is present enough!
Well fuck that, she thought. She would definitely be giving them a gift. But what should it be?
Then, she went to her supply cabinet, the one in her downstairs lab and looked at the large jar of red powder she’d been preparing for the last two weeks. It contained around a thousand doses.
She smiled.
“Perfect.”






  
  Ali’s Secret Fantasy


Ali and Faiza had lived on the outskirts of Chicago ever since they were married. He had a great job, loved his wife, and loved the area in which they lived. There was a large community of Middle Easterners in the neighborhood and life felt right after so many years. The only thing lacking was a bit of spice to their love-life. Sure, it was great, but what couple wouldn’t want to add a little something extra? Ali didn’t think he’d ever  get that something extra until one day he came home to find his wife paying bills on his laptop.
“What are you doing?” he asked her as he sat his messenger bag down next to the door and took off his shoes. He wasn’t exactly worried about what she might find—after all, his naughty stuff was in a very boring-looking folder.
“Sorry, love, my laptop ‘s battery died so I pulled yours out to use. Hope that’s okay.”
“Yeah. I’m just going to grab a quick shower before dinner. Just shut it down when you’re finished, please?”
“You got it, love.”
Faiza was a beautiful woman, long dark hair that the world saw hidden beneath a hijab. Her dark skin and dark eyes made most men weak at the knees. She knew how to play men, too, using her tongue to lick across her luscious lips. Ali was a lucky man to have a wife so voluptuous. With just a smile and a wink she could make him do whatever she wanted. 
After his shower, he came down to find her watching television, his laptop now closed and charging on the kitchen counter. She gave him a look that he first took to mean seduction but quickly realized it was questioning. In that instant he knew that she’d found it. And in that instant he was afraid because he didn’t know how she would react.
“You have some very interesting things in a folder called GTS,” she said, but she was smiling faintly. “Care to explain?”His face flushed. He felt himself shaking slightly, felt his whole body going warm. This was an embarrassment that he hadn’t shared with anyone, but it had been a part of his life for as long as he could remember—it was even there before he knew what sex was like, how the fantasy could be expanded up on with the addition of a woman.
“I like . . . giant women,” he said, dropping his head.
“This I could see. You like more than giant women. You like the idea of having sex with giant women.”
“Yes,” he said sheepishly.
“Why did you never tell me?” she asked, folding her arms over. 
He shrugged. “It’s embarrassing. It’s such a weird fetish that I didn’t think there would ever be a person who understood it.”
“Yamori, I’m your wife. I may not understand it, but that doesn’t mean I won’t accept it. You should have told me.”
“I’m sorry. I should have.”
“So tell me now,” she said. “I saw so many things in there. I’m a little confused about what you actually like.”
He didn’t think he would ever get so lucky as to tell his wife his feelings on the subject. He’d been a lifelong fan of growing women and shrinking men, and it felt so good to finally bring her into that world. She listened for half an hour while he described his biggest fantasy, which was to be shrunken down and used as a sextoy. He had many favorite sizes, most people with the fetish did, but his ultimate goal was to be tiny enough to pleasure her with his whole body. Faiza’s face flustered listening to him talk.
“Wait,” he said. “Is this really turning you on?”
She fanned herself with her shirt. “Maybe.”
“Oh, oh my! It is! It is really turning you on!”
“I think the idea of a shrunken you would be heavenly.”
“What would you do with me?” he asked, feeling a stirring in his pants. 
She thought for a moment and said, “I would suck your tiny dick, for one. I wouldn’t have any trouble getting you off. After that I would put you between my breasts for a little playtime. By then, I would imagine I’d be wet enough for you to go exploring. How small would you need to be for that? I’m sure you’ve thought about it.”
“For you? Probably six to eight inches.” He gulped, loving the sound of his fantasy coming out.
“Eight inches it is,” she said. “I want you tight in there. So yeah, an eight-inch Ali to hit all the right spots.” She clamped her legs shut and rubbed them against one another. “Oh yes, I could totally see doing this.”
She got up, gave herself a little shiver and then picked up her cellphone before leaving the room.
“What? Where are you going?” he asked, confused.
She looked back at him, gave a wink and said, “I need to talk to an old friend from college. You’ll be glad I did.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Ali and Faiza didn’t talk about anything giantess for the next few days, nor did he mention the phone call she’d made at the end of their conversation. In truth, he’d forgotten about it. The size fetish was a part of his mind he kept in the back of his head. Since it wasn’t real and couldn’t be replicated, he only pulled up the idea when he needed it. But the Friday before his three-day weekend he came home to find his wife sitting in the living room, television off, a little box on the coffee table before her.
“Hey,” he said. “You okay?” It was odd because she always had the television on when he got off work.
“I’m great. How are you, Habibi?” She was almost purring.
“Fine,” he said, suspiciously as he took off his jacket and sat down. “What do you have there?” He pointed to the wooden box which was covered in beautiful little swirls. 
She didn’t answer. Instead, she reached down, unclasped the lid and flipped it back. Inside, nestled in a blue velvet lining, was a bottle. She gently lifted it from its cradle and held it up to the light so he could see a matching bluish liquid floating around inside. 
“What is it?” he asked.
“What you’ve always wanted. A real shrinking potion.”
Ali laughed and rolled his eyes. “Yeah right. But I like the idea. Let’s roleplay this.”Her face was stoic, neither smiling nor looking offended. “You don’t understand, Ali. I have a friend from college who dabbles in alchemy. I remembered years ago when she told me about this potion, so I asked her to brew me one and mail it here. This is the real thing. You drink this, your wildest fantasies come true. Would you like to hold it?”
She stood up and sauntered over to him. Ali was quite a bit taller than Faiza, her head barely coming up to his chest. In her dainty fingers she held the potion bottle, the fluid inside still shaking back and forth. She brought it up high, directly in front of his face, where the light still captured its slight glow. He took it, running his fingers across the smooth, cool glass. He wanted to swallow it all, but she gently took it back and returned it to the small box. 
“Take your shower, Habibi,” she said, “and when you get out, we’ll have our fun.”
The whole time he was in the shower, he couldn’t help but look down and appreciate the raging hard-on this whole fantasy had given to him. Even with his wife’s insistent words, he still didn’t fully believe the potion was real. Perhaps Faiza thought it was real, but people didn’t magically shrink. He’d been a lifelong fan of giant women and shrunken men, and if such technology (or magic) existed, he was sure he’d have stumbled upon it by now. No, he was worried his wife’s college friend was selling her lies.
But what if it were real . . .
These days, he could barely get through sex without wondering what it would be like to have a giant-sized Faiza. She had such a wonderful body and his mind often dwelled on what it would be like to explore it—what it would be like to smell it, taste it, feel its warmth. The shrinking fantasy went back to his childhood days, but when he met Faiza, that fantasy took a sexual turn that he’d been unable shake ever since. 
With unsteady hands, he finished his shower, noting that his dick never went soft. He was well-endowed, but he didn’t want to be—he wanted his dick—and his whole body—to slip into his wife’s pussy.
That thought in mind, he opened the bathroom door, still wearing a towel, and found her sitting on the edge of the bed. The television was off, the ceiling fan going at top speed which sent a shiver down his spine since he was still moist from the shower. Faiza had changed into a dark lingerie—a lacey bra with matching garter belts to hold up knee-high leggings. He’d never even seen this ensemble, and he wondered if she’d purchased it just for this occasion. Even if the shrinking potion turned out to be fake, he was still going to have fun undressing his wife.
“Yamori, come here,” she spoke, her voice low and drawn out in the sexy way that Ali worshiped. 
He didn’t say a word as he approached, letting her wrap her arms around his waist and kiss. His dick throbbed beneath the towel and, as if sensing this, she grabbed him through the fabric. Her eyes looked up at his as she stroked, slowly at first, but quickly gaining speed. When he looked back at the nightstand and found the potion’s box sitting there, he almost shot his load. It took great concentration not to ruin this special evening before it even began.
“Would you like to know how this evening is going to go?” she asked, glancing back to the special box.
“Yes,” he said
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