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The shrinking syndrome could be a harsh mistress for those males unlucky enough to be infected. Nobody in their right mind looked forward to becoming tiny, vulnerable, and at the mercy of even the smallest threat. But the human mind and body can be extremely flexible; they can be quick to adapt to any situation. And even when he wasn’t much taller than one inch, Hans had learned to appreciate the small joys that came with being smaller.

Not having to show up for work was certainly one of these. Sure, a certain colleague had still been asking for his assistance, or perhaps, it would be right to say she had been demanding it. Which takes us to the second prop, which for Hans had been receiving the visits of several of his lovely acquaintances... Men couldn’t get near him for fear of being infected, but women could come to any distance that they liked, and in Hans’s case, it was often very close...

And then there was the third benefit, which was being able to sleep in as much as one liked to. It hadn’t been since summer breaks in college that Hans had experienced such blissful, calm mornings. The horrible sound of the alarm clock was now only a distant memory. The man could sleep to his heart’s content, and no one was able to get him to wake up if he didn’t want to...

Or at least that was the case on most days. That morning, Hans was instead startled by the loud sound of the intercom at just 8AM, the insistent sound removing him from a well-deserved extra serving of sleep. “What in the world?” he cried as he resigned himself to heed the annoying calling, the cheerful voice of no one else but Samantha, his best friend’s hot mom, replying on the other side of the line.

It didn't take long to see the giant woman showing up on his doorstep, her wedged sandals stepping in front of him and dwarfing him with their thick tips.

“Don’t tell me you were still asleep, Hans!” Samantha said from seemingly a million miles away.

The tiny man yawned as he observed the bottom of the woman's toes popping up on top of the steep sandal's surface. It felt absurd to be talking to the woman those shoes belonged to, but such had been his life recently. “Who, me? At 8AM on a Sunday morning? N-Never!”

“That’s good...” the woman said. “Because I want you to get ready quickly.”

“Huh?”

“I was planning to go to the beach this morning, Hans,” Samantha announced. “And I thought, of course I should bring you along!”

The little man was wondering if he hadn’t misheard. He hadn’t gone out of the house in weeks now that the shrinking disease had made him as small as a bug, so the idea of a trip to the beach did feel a little daunting. “R-really?”

“I figured you badly need some fresh air and sunlight,” Samantha explained with a wink. “And seeing some good-looking girls in bikinis, wouldn’t hurt, either!”

Now Hans was feeling dizzy. Giant girls in bikinis, everywhere... and a giant Samantha in a bikini, too? All reluctance was gone in a second when one objection popped in from the back of his mind. “But,” he mentioned. “I don’t have a bathing suit at my current size.”

Samantha couldn’t help but grin. “No one will mind if you’re not wearing one, Hans. Indecency laws hardly apply to... bug-sized individuals!”

Indecency laws? Was Samantha implying he was going to be sunbathing... clothesless? Either way, after allowing Hans to wash his teeth and face, the woman picked him up and walked him out in her palm, excited to drive him to what was going to be their first beach outing of the season.

*
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From his spot in a pocket of the woman’s purse, Hans couldn’t help but wonder if he hadn’t said yes too fast. So many things could go wrong, and he had already thought up dozens of possible incidents that could befall a shrunken guy in a chaotic environment like a busy beach.

Most of his doubts, however, were gone the moment the two of them reached their spot and the towel was set over the sweltering sand. That was when he saw Samantha stripping down, revealing a tiny bikini that did very little to hide her toned, juicy body.

The giant brunette couldn’t hold a grin as she eyed the tiny Hans by her feet, his head tilted to a neck-injuring degree just so he could enjoy the entire, mouthwatering show.

“Come on, little guy,” the woman sang. “Get that robe off, and let’s enjoy the sun together.”

Before he could even reply, a feminine voice came up, together with a gigantic shadow engulfing Hans. “Sammie! Who are you talking to? Has the sun driven you mad?”

Both Samantha and Hans turned to look at her – Samantha to her left, Hans up in the sky. It was no one but Melissa, who worked as a personal trainer for the both of them.

“Aw, hi, Mel,” Samantha greeted the woman. “You come to this beach as well?”

The athletic bikini-clad woman smiled wisely. “Of course I do,” she said. “This place is paradise...”

“Oh, it really is...” Samantha confirmed. And Hans, who had been glancing back and forth between the two giant, undressed women, was now inclined to share the same opinion. “Anyway,” Samantha added. “Please mind your step. My little... friend is down there, just by your foot.”

Melissa looked down with perplexed eyes only to see that indeed, a tiny man was currently in front of her right foot, outsized by her building-sized big toe. “Why, isn’t that little Hans!” she said, bending down to wave at him. “I didn’t know my two favorite clients hung out together!”

Samantha giggled, explaining how she had taken him to the beach so he could enjoy some sunlight and fresh air.

Melissa could only approve of the healthy choice. “I was going for a swim,” she winked. “But later on I’m definitely coming back to check on you both.”

Now Hans, after having enjoyed the sight of Melissa’s back as she was walking to the shore, was picked up by Samantha, who had just shifted to a horizontal position.

“It wouldn’t be safe to keep you on the towel,” the woman reasoned as he was lifted up and smashed between her two fingers, little grains of sand that had stuck to her skin brushing against his naked chest.

“Here,” she said once she dropped him, and with utmost stupor he found himself on top of a bright green fabric, which upon a brief survey turned out to be the woman’s bikini top.

The woman couldn’t help but smile as she observed his confused, if not shocked, reaction. Hans was glancing back and forth between Samantha’s face, the mature woman amusedly peering at him and, to his left, the curved landscape of her giant tits clashing together.

"Well I couldn't put you on my body as I don't want to deal with a tiny man-shaped tan line," she explained. "And from that spot, I can also keep an eye on you."

“I really don’t think you mind, right Hans?” she finally added with a wink, and watching the vigor his tiny, exposed cock had quickly gained in the few seconds Hans had spent on the giant woman’s body, Samantha knew she was right.

“Ookay,” the woman said as she stretched her arm toward her bag to get sunscreen and a book. And as the hardcover was dropped to the side of her head, the tiny plastic tube was opened so that a quantity of lotion that could easily cover several men of Hans’s size came out.

“Mmm,” Samantha said as she reasoned that it would be a challenge to spread the cream on her upper body with Hans in place. “Oh well I’m going to try,” she said as her fingers began working on her chest and sternum.

So long as the giant didn’t have to move anything but her right arm, that was hardly a bother to Hans. But once she lifted her torso a little so she could focus on the back of her neck and shoulders, the shift was enough to make him unsteady, and the little man quickly fell down his platform – already quite wobbly to begin with – and dropped towards the middle of the woman’s cleavage, stumbling on her naked boob skin until he was caught in the point where the two tits touched one another.

“Oops,” the woman sang as she watched Hans getting stuck between her breasts. The minuscule guy was weak enough that the trembling masses had engulfed him completely in their fat hold, with the one upside that he was now firm and secure, and the other upside that, well... he was stuck in the middle of two giant tits.

“Sorry Hans. Or, wait, did you do that on purpose?” she teased him. “That is not something you would do, right Hans?”

Although Hans would have liked to answer, his feeble voice would have never be heard over the many noises of the beach: from the breeze caressing Samantha’s skin and the cheerful chatter of the beachgoers, to the music playing at the nearby bar, the little decibels coming out of his tiny vocal cords were at the bottom of the sound hierarchy.

And as he wiped a bead of Samantha’s boob sweat from his face, he could see the woman’s amused eyes looking down at him. “Well, I know you’d love to stay in there, but if a man-shaped tan line would look terrible anywhere on my body, one on my tits would be... scandalous!”

And as she spotted Melissa’s head coming out of the water in the distance, the woman enjoying a refreshing swim, Samantha devilishly smiled in Hans’s direction. “C’mon Hans, get out of there and climb back to your spot. Even our friend Melissa would approve... it’s going to be a great way to keep you active!”

And Hans, starting to be concerned that Melissa’s influence was turning even the naturally sweet Samantha into a sadistic demon, began

[image: ]







































[image: ]









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





