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  The Slumber Party


Kendell’s eyes glazed over when she saw the onslaught of beautiful, tall ladies walking up the driveway to her parents’ house. Her sister, Britney, had eagerly invited half her basketball team to stay the night, for their college was facing the Lady Sharks upstate in two days. Kendell was painfully bashful, but she still enjoyed staring from the comfort—and privacy—or her bedroom.  
“What’s up, shrimp?” said Britney as she pushed Kendell aside and led her entourage into the living room. Britney was tall—just like her friends. And to a mere five-foot-seven Kendell, these girls were like giants. 
Her parents often told her that she would catch up to Britney but she was already eighteen and showed no signs of getting any bigger. But it didn’t matter. There was something fun about being the smallest one in the room . . .
When the girls were in and the door was shut, Kendell followed them into the living room where they were shedding jackets and taking off shoes and getting comfortable. Her face was going red because they were staring. She was the only one in this group of nine who didn’t belong.
“Ladies, my sister,” said Britney. “Pipsweak, the ladies.”
They introduced themselves but there were so many names tossed around that she couldn’t concentrate. There was Bella and Serenity and Victoria. Penny and Nora and Cora. The sheer beauty of some of these girls was making her body shake, and making her a little weak in the knees. Her personal favorite was a girl named Piper who was a staggering seven feet tall.
“N-nice to meet you, ladies,” she said. 
Britney laughed and turned to a blond, lanky girl with large breasts—not much of an athletic build at all “Hey, Cora, you’re not the shortest girl in the room anymore.”
They all laughed at this but Kendell felt her face going numb. Cora stood and approached, forcing Kendell back toward the wall. If this was the shortest girl of the bunch, she was still quite tall—probably a couple inches over six feet. Her eyes drifted down to the girls’ beautiful feet. She had a tan line where she’d been wearing flips.
“Oh, right, my sis has a thing for feet,” said Britney. “So don’t mind her staring.”
But the only thing that held Kendell’s stare was Britney. She was so embarrassed, could feel her face growing warm with her most intimate kink being brought to light. When she looked into Cora’s eyes, she didn’t find ridicule, but understanding.
“It’s okay, girl. Lots of people are into that. Glad you like mine.” And then she winked.
“How about these?” asked a girl from the sofa with a sultry smile. She had red hair and called herself Victoria. She held up her sole for Kendell to see. It was high-arched with lots of wrinkles. Kendell nodded slowly.
But they all laughed and she felt herself backing away to her room, little by little.
“Ah, we’re just messing with you,” said Britney. “Kendell here is a certified genius. I only got a sports scholarship but she may start at MIT in the fall. This girl knows her science.” That made Kendell grin but she knew most of these girls didn’t care about academics. 
She sat on the edge of the sofa, listening to them tell stories she had no way of understanding. They discussed sports and boys and teachers who flirted and the girls who flirted back. Kendell smiled politely but tried her best to avoid staring at their feet. This was one of the sexiest experiences she’d ever had—but it paled in comparison to when the girls had showered and returned to the living room, all wearing pajamas that consisted mostly of shorts and t-shirts. 
“We don’t have enough beds so we’re gonna have to double up, girls,” said Britney.
“Aww, fuck that!” said Bella, a dark-haired girl who looked remarkably different now that her makeup was washed away.
“I have an idea,” said Piper. “Good ole fashioned slumber party!” 
Britney chortled. “Seriously?”“Why not? We have this big room and that big television. Let’s push the furniture back and camp out on the floor!”
The other girls gave a resounding cheer. Britney shook her head but she was laughing. She directed the girls to the hallway closet where they could find sheets and blankets to build a paddock on the floor. Kendell helped to move the furniture out of the way. Once everyone was situated, there was a total of eight girls, spread across two rows. 
“You going to join us?” asked Cora, patting the spot next to her. Britney gave a reproachful look, as if she didn’t want Kendell to join. 
She shook her head. “I have some work to do in my room. But you guys have fun.” Britney nodded slightly, approving of her sister’s answer.
When Kendell was at her bedroom door, she looked across to the sea of beautiful ladies, all sitting on the ground. Their feet were on display and she thought she could’ve watched the entire night. However, she had an even better idea.

      [image: image-placeholder]Britney wasn’t kidding when she said Kendell was a certified genius. She’d graduated high school at sixteen and was poised to graduate college at nineteen. She was double majoring in molecular biology and engineering. Her latest project was a complete secret—not even the lab techs knew what she’d been cooking up. The fruits of her labor produced three very special bottles of serum. One of them she drank a few weeks ago and never left her bedroom. She had two left and tonight she would drink one of them.
And most certainly leave the bedroom . . .
She watched a movie in her room, listening to the conversation in the living room grow quieter with each passing minute. When she was certain the girls had gone to sleep, she eased her bedroom door open and peered out. Not only were they all dozing, they were also in a perfect line, ready for her to start her adventure. 
Kneeling down at her bed, she slid out a shoebox, pulled off the lid, and snatched one of the tiny vials of purplish liquid. This stuff was hard to make and the process took almost a month. She had half of a dose in her lab but it wouldn’t be ready for a few weeks. Tonight was the perfect opportunity to try it out. 
After making sure her door was left ajar, she sat at the foot of her bed, on the floor with her legs stretched out. She was wearing her long-sleeved pajama top, pants, and socks. It was always nice to watch them loosen . . .
“Okay, let’s go have a little fun,” she whispered, then unscrewed the lid. Kendell drank the contents down, then placed the empty vial in the shoebox. In just a matter of seconds, she could already feel the tingles spreading throughout her body—all the way from her head down to the tips of her toes. She squeezed them in the socks, then spread them apart. 
She was about to close her eyes and slip her hand between her legs when her door quietly yawned open and in stepped Cora. At first the girl was just as surprised to see Kendell on the floor as she was to see this tall, gargantuan beauty enter her room. 
“Sorry, I thought this was the bathroom and . . . hey, are you okay? Why are you in the floor?”
“I’m fine!” Kendell blurted, but at the same time kept her voice level so she wouldn’t wake the other girls. She stood, feeling the bagginess of her clothes, and put a hand to Cora’s arm, hoping to usher her out. “Bathroom is on down the hall.”
“Okay,” she said, and almost turned to leave but by then it was too late. “Are you sure you’re okay?” Then her eyes went wide and Kendell took a step back, almost tripping over her pants leg. “Holy shit! Are you . . . shrinking?”
“Please don’t tell anyone!” she said, just as her pants fell down. She covered her nakedness with the long sleeve of her shirt. By now she was almost at Cora’s crotch and it was difficult to avert her eyes. 
“Tell anyone? This is amazing!” Cora shut the door and stepped closer. “Did you know this was going to happen to you? How small are you going to get?”
“Yes, I knew!” she said, frustrated. The shirt finally fell, the neck hole too big for her narrowing body. Now she was standing atop her pile of clothes, still dwindling away. Her eyes couldn’t leave Cora’s massive feet and the way they kept getting longer and thicker. She was shaking—partly for embarrassment but partly because she was so aroused.
Cora got down on her knees just as Kendell reached her final size of six inches. She flattened the clothes around the tiny girl so she could see her better. It was the first time Kendell had shrunken down around another human and it was daunting to say the least. She’d planned for everyone to be asleep when this happened, and now her fun was probably ruined. In an hour, she’d be back to normal size—having wasted one of her precious potions.
“Holy shit, you’re so tiny! So why did you do this?”
“Because . . . I just did, okay?” 
“No need to get frustrated. Did it have something to do with those sexy ladies out there?”
She felt her face blushing which only made Cora grin. “I knew it. So I guess you like big feet, huh? C’mon, say it.”
“Yeah. I do.”
“I told you, there’s nothing wrong with that. Here!” She whirled her body around until her heels were directly in front of Kendell. They were the most beautiful things she’d ever seen. Her soles were pink, slender, and long—almost twice as long as the tiny woman.
“What size are they?” asked Kendell, stepping aside.
“Size fourteen. Nice, right?”
“Yeah.”
“Well go on, do what you wanna do. I won’t stop you.”
“Y-you’re sure?”
“Yes, silly. I’m not gonna say no to a six-inch tall girl. Have at them!” She wiggled her toes which produced the long ridges that got Kendell’s heart pumping. She pushed herself into the left sole, having to bend her body over the heel so she could lean into the arch. Cora smelled so good, although it was probably nothing compared to the wonderful aroma right after she finished a game. 
She rubbed and kissed and lived out all the fantasies she had when she was a bit younger and first envisioned a shrinking potion, just like the kind Alice would drink. And now she had two feet that towered over her. Kendell kissed and licked and fingered herself until the orgasm brought her to her knees. And then Cora turned her foot sideways so that the tiny woman could get to her toes. This treat was equally as nice. In ten minutes, Cora had catered every kink she’d ever had. 
Well, almost every one of them. She wasn’t about to request more of the lady.
When playtime was over, Cora brought her face in close. Kendell started to cover herself but then stopped because it was clear the two of them had a strange connection now. The big lady breathed a sigh and said, “Can I tell you a secret?”
“Sure,” said Kendell.
“I have a thing for feet too. I’ve never told anyone.” 
“It’s more common with girls than you think. It . . . drive me wild.”
“Yeah, me too. I’ve wanted to play with Piper’s for so long. They’re so fucking big. If you thought my feet were big, you should see hers. She wears a size eighteen I think.”
Kendell’s heart raced at the thought. That meant they were three times taller than her whole body. 
“Do you . . . want me to carry you in there? I can put you next to them before I lie back down.”
“Um . . . sure. That would be nice.” 
“And this will be our little secret.”
“I like that,” said the tiny woman.
Cora lifted herself up on all-fours, and just when she was about to pick up Kendell, she reached above her and snatched the remaining vial from the shoebox. She studied it for a moment and said, “This is the stuff that made you shrink?”
“Yes.”
“Does it hurt? To shrink, I mean.”
“Not at all.” And then, against her better judgement, she said, “Want to drink it?”
Cora’s cheeks turned red and she flashed a quick look back toward the door. The same ideas that were on Kendell’s mind were also on hers. She grinned and said, “Can I? We could both have a little fun.”
It wasn’t the adventure she’d planned, but it would be nice, either way. Kendell said, “Sure. Drink it.”
Cora’s eyes lit up and she hesitated for a moment, weighing the thought of it. But the allure was too much and she unscrewed the top and swallowed it all before she could talk herself out of it. When it was gone, she replaced the lid and put the empty vial back in the shoebox.
“So how long does it take to kick in?” she asked before shivering and adding, “Oh, shit, here I go!”
“Dammit, open the door!” said Kendell, glad she noticed before they were both trapped inside the room. Cora stood and rushed to the edge of the bedroom and eased open the door, checking the next room to make sure no one was stirring.
“I think we’re good,” she said. “They’re all out. We had a long day, so they should sleep hard tonight.”
She stood up straight so that her shorts could fall off. Kendell took a few steps back so she could appreciate the girl’s nakedness before she became doll-sized. Cora seemed to have no modesty, as she did a little twirl as her shirt began to billow. Then, it too fell around her ankles. She took a step back so she wasn’t consumed by the pile and watched the world with wide eyes. 
“Pretty cool, huh?” said Kendell when she was still twice as big. 
“Yeah. Everything is so massive. This is insane. Do you do this often?”
“No,” Kendell said. And after quickly explaining how rare the potions were, and how difficult they were to make, she added, “C’mon, we need to get this show on the road. This stuff doesn’t last forever.”
They walked together and Kendell had to keep averting her gaze. Cora was one of the most beautiful girls she’d ever seen. But when they were almost through the door, she approached Kendell and took her by the shoulders, almost as if she wanted to kiss. 
“What’s wrong?” asked Kendell.
“Holy shit, we’re equal size. Look at that!” She came in close until their nipples were touching—and hardening. 
“Yeah, well the potion is set to reduce us to exactly six inches tall. It doesn’t matter where we started.”
“Cool,” she said, and then led Kendell out of the room. She had a nice ass—it was a pity it was now too small to climb.
The hallway and living room were dark, although they had a constant light to guide them. The movie on the television ended hours ago, replaced with some infomercial selling hair products. The tiny women padded their way silently across the room and stopped when they reached the entrance to the living room. Kendell was out of breath—she was in far worse physical shape than Cora.
“So what do you want to do to those beauties? Besides play with their feet.”
“I can’t say it,” said Kendell, and she immediately felt her face blushing again.
“Oh my God, you’re turning red. What is it? This must be really good!”
Kendell sighed. “I want . . . to be a sex toy.”
“Like . . . a miniature pussy diver?”
She hid her face but giggled. Cora pulled her arm aside and then draped her own around Kendell’s neck, again as if they might kiss. “Yeah,” said Kendell.
“That’s fucking hot! Tell you what . . . if you can’t fulfill that tonight . . .” Her voice trailed off and she hugged Kendell, their breasts touching again. She whispered in her ear, “Make another potion and I’ll gladly volunteer for that.”
“Shit, I wish I would have told you before you shrank.”
Cora let go and shrugged. “Would’ve, could’ve, should’ve. We’ll make it happen one day. C’mon.”
When they reached the girls, it was the sexiest thing Kendell had ever seen. A row of feet, all there for the playing. She didn’t know how sensitive any of them would be, but she figured her tiny hands and face wouldn’t be that noticeable. Cora took the left side of girls and Kendell took the right—clearly heading for the greatest prize of all, Piper’s feet.
The giantess was lying on her back with her feet straight up like a pair of monoliths. She approached slowly, fearful of waking the sleeping beauty. But she was so tiny and made such little noise that it would’ve been impossible. Stepping up to the foot, she realized just how much bigger it was in comparison to Cora’s. Kendell wanted to climb it so badly, to hang from the toes and kiss and lick and watch the sleeping giantess between them. But she settled for lightly pushing her naked body into it. 
She gauged Piper’s movements. Satisfied that the big lady didn’t stir, she pushed a little harder, burying her face in that meaty sole. Piper smelled so good—a combination of lotion and her natural scent. A girl with feet this big probably sweat nonstop and Kendell could only imagine the heavenly scent right after a game. 
Across the aisle, Cora was kissing the toes of someone—perhaps Serenity, or maybe Nora. This giantess was on her stomach, soles facing up and toes down. Cora, in a very risky move, lay across the sole and spread her arms out. Kendell could only watch her brazenness, intrigued to see how this would end. She’d just started kissing when the giantess rolled over, pitching the tiny woman to the side. Both Cora and Kendell stifled laughs. 
She went back to Piper’s foot while Cora moved to Victoria’s. There were so many girls, so tall, so beautiful. It was like a playground for the tiny women. The only girl Kendell actively avoided was Britney, but luckily she wasn’t even an option—she slept in the fetal position with her feet pulled up close to her chest.
After Kendell had thoroughly kissed and licked Piper’s feet, she moved up the row until she was just in front of Bella’s socked feet. This turned out to be the perfect timing, for the girl had just rolled onto her side. Then, she used one foot to hook into the sock of the other and pull it down. She repeated this step for the second foot until Kendell was staring at her bare, sweaty soles.
Kendell wasted no time slinging her body against the left one, feeling the heat and the wetness against her skin. It made her break out in goosebumps because this was the entire experience wrapped up into one neat package. Bella smelled so good and the more Kendell pressed her body, the more that scent transferred to her. She dropped a hand between her legs and rested her forehead against the sole, then fingered herself like never before. At some point, Cora came up behind her, the girl’s hand touching Kendell’s shoulder and sending jolts of electricity through her body.
But Cora pulled Kendell’s hand away, then lifted it and sucked the juices from each of her fingers. Kendell kept kissing Bella’s sole but arched her back and spread her legs. Cora dropped to her knees, hooked her hands around Kendell’s thighs and started to lick her. It was hard to concentrate so she lost her rhythm on the foot. She massaged and licked and each time Cora’s tongue went deep, she dragged her nails across the sole. This happened several times and just as Kendell was about to get off—about to gush all over the girl’s face—the foot shifted away, pulling back into the covers.
Bella was sitting up, rubbing her eyes. She looked down at the pair of shrunken women—one on her knees going down on the other—and didn’t believe what she was seeing. She leaned down and said, “Kendell.” And when Cora turned around: “Cora?”Kendell brought her finger up to her lips to indicate that Bella needed to be quiet. That seemed to fill the giantess with a bit of wicked joy. And in the next instant, she was swooping down, picking up the pair of miniature women in each hand. She looked them over for a moment before shouting, “Wake up! Everyone, wake up! Look what I found!”
The rest of the girls stumbled to get up. Kendell felt a sheer terror wash over her but Cora looked mildly displeased. Within on a few seconds, there was a crowd of half-dressed girls swarming close, curious if these little dolls were alive.
“Kendell?” said Britney. “Holy shit, you did it? You actually did it?”
The shrunken woman nodded slowly.
Victoria came close, her breath smelling sweet, like candy. “Whoa, Cora, what the hell happened?”
Britney laughed and said, “My sis has been working on a shrinking serum for years. We’ve all laughed about it. I guess the joke’s on us.”
“Will you let us down, please?” asked Kendell.
“Sure thing, little lady,” said Bella, and she placed the tiny women just between her legs. Kendell did a three-sixty, turning to look at all the curious faces, and in her scan she stared directly between Bella’s legs—she wasn’t wearing any panties. Quickly, she averted her gaze and turned to Britney.
Serenity put on her glasses and brought her face down close to the girls. “Cora? Did she . . . do this to you?”
Cora shook her head. “No way, I took the potion on my own! This is fucking cool, girl!”
Piper asked, “So why did the two of you decide to get little?”
Britney rolled her eyes and said, “I know why.”
It took a moment for the realization to move through the group, but the whole time Kendell’s face grew hot. Cora crept close and put a hand around her and said, “So what? We both have a thing for feet. This was a fabulous idea!”
That seemed to stun the girls but one by one they softened and grinned. Then, it was Serenity who first sat back on her ass and thrust her feet forward. “So what do you think of mine? I guess they look pretty cool at your size!”
“Oh, fuck,” Britney said, and rolled her eyes again. “I’ll be in the bathroom if you weirdos need me.” And then she stood and stormed off.
Serenity said, “C’mon, ladies. Let’s give ‘em a show. They shrank for us!”
Cora smiled and pulled Kendell close again, then kissed her on the cheek. She whispered, “you’re welcome,” in her ear. Kendell felt a tingling between her legs. 
“Yeah, this is great.”
“And I think I can wrangle a little treat for you with Bella. She’s a real freak.” Before Kendell could question it, Cora kissed her on the cheek again, then turned to the display of giant, towering feet. The girls had lined up again, this time eager to see the shrunken women play. Cora wasted no time rushing to Victoria’s feet while Kendell turned her attention back to Piper.
“You like ‘em big, huh?” said the giantess. Kendell nodded. “Well they don’t get any bigger than this. Come give them a little love.” She put a hand against Kendell’s back and pulled her forward until she was standing between the soles. Piper lifted her above the heels and right in front of the meatiest part of the feet. Then, the giantess closed them in, smashing Kendell between two walls of sweaty, lovely-smelling flesh. She wanted to reach down and do a few circles on her miniature clit but was unable—Piper held her just tight enough to keep her from slipping.
A little later when she relaxed, she picked up the tiny woman and said, “Was that fun? Is that . . . what you like?”
Kendell smiled and nodded. “That was so fun.”
Piper turned her to face the girls—Cora was smashed between Nora’s feet, but she was higher so she could thread her fingers through the girl’s toes. She latched onto a toe ring for support as she licked and caressed. 
“It tickles,” said Nora. “But it feels kind of good.”
Piper said, “Who do you want next?” And then, to the ladies: “Spread ‘em out, girls. My little pet wishes to play.”
Each girl moved to the opposite side of Piper, then placed their legs straight with their soles up. Even Nora speared the tiny Cora between her toes. The shrunken woman balanced between them, still using the ring to keep herself up. 
“Victoria,” said Kendell, and the girl beamed because she’d been picked. This one was especially yummy because she could bend her toes and create a sea of wrinkles. Piper held the shrunken woman in front of her foot, just above the heel. Kendell grabbed onto the wrinkles and pulled herself closer, then started kissing. Victoria tensed but soon relaxed—just like all the others, she enjoyed the sensation.
By the time Britney emerged from the bathroom, both shrunken ladies had completed a circuit around the feet. She just rolled her eyes again and moved up to the sofa, her phone’s soft blue glow lighting her face. 
Kendell never saw Cora and Bella talk, but at some point they must have had a quick, yet intimate conversation. The girls were starting to fall back asleep—some on their stomachs, some on their backs. They all were okay with the shrunken ladies playing on their bodies. And that’s when Kendell felt a hand wrap around her stomach and lift her away from the huddle of beautiful soles and toes. 
She turned to face Bella who smiled at her with wide, white teeth—almost like a picket fence within big, pouty lips. Her eyes darted to her friends, and then she whispered, “Cora told me what you wanna do. I’m game. Is it okay if we try it?”
Her face turned red as a beet and she nodded, unable to think of any reason why not. This was her ultimate fantasy, but she was a little worried that putting it into practice was dangerous. Still, Bella lay back against the pillows, lifted the blanket, and shoved Kendell between her legs. 
She wasn’t wearing any panties so there was nothing to fight. Bella’s scent and heat drove her crazy and she placed a hand between her own legs and started playing. Bella grew bored because the little woman wasn’t moving forward, so she shoved Kendell against her giant slit.
The little woman floundered for just a moment and then put her feet against Bella’s inner thigh. Then, she shoved forward, feeling the giantess’s whole body relax. Using all the strength in her upper body, she propelled herself forward, feeling the wetness and the heat slap her in the face. When she’d burrowed completely, she twisted around until she was facing up. 
She was inside a woman’s pussy! The very idea of it all was enough to get her off, but she helped herself along just the same. Her hands came down and whenever Bella relaxed her love canal, she played. It didn’t take long for either of them to reach their climax. The walls came in, spread open, and then came in again with a fierce quiver. Finally, Kendell slid out on a torrent of juices, the cool air slapping her skin. The blanket pulled away and she had to readjust to the light.
All of the girls were crowding around now, their faces red with arousal and jealousy. 
“Holy shit,” said Piper. “You survived that?”
Kendell got to her feet and wiped her eyes, then gave a thumbs up.
“Um . . . where’s Cora?” asked the tiny woman.
Serenity adjusted the glasses on her face and bit her lip—and it was clear where the shrunken woman had disappeared.
A few minutes later, Kendell’s body grew cold and tingly. And then she was slowly growing bigger.
“Aww, fuck,” she said. “Has it been an hour already?”
“Oh, we get to watch you grow back?” said Victoria. “That’s so cool!”
“I wish we could’ve watched them shrink,” said Bella, and then she grabbed a growing Kendell and thrust her foot against the still tiny woman’s face. “Lick it while you get bigger!”
She did as instructed, hugging first the toe, then all of the toes, then the foot. By the time she was back to normal, she was dragging her tongue from Bella’s heel to her toes and the woman was giggling the whole time. 
“Damn,” said Piper. “Do you have more of that stuff? I wouldn’t mind trying it out.”
“No,” she said. “But I can make more . . . eventually.”
“Oh, fuck,” said Serenity suddenly. “Cora feels . . . so nice.”
Kendell laughed. “Yeah, you may want to pull her out. She’s about to grow back, too.”
And later, after both girls were full-sized again, they spent the remainder of the night talking about the experience. Cora and Kendell both loved every moment of it. They all exchanged numbers with the promise of one thing:
Once Kendell had more potions at her disposal, they would all meet up for more shrunken fun!






  
  Honey, I Enlarged My Girlfriend!


“Is it hot in here?” asked Angela, staring up at the platform. She fanned herself and removed her lab coat, revealing to the twelve other scientists her wonderful figure. The words slipped out of her mouth but she knew the reason—she was getting turned on by their experiment and she felt a little odd about it. After all, they were testing the Expander on a cat. 
“Not really,” said Ed, a cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth. He lined up the device so that the emitter was aimed at the test subject. It had no idea what they were about to do. The ray was untested on something so large and complex as a feline. For all they knew, they were about to cook it from the inside out.
“Here we go,” said Angela, stepping up to the Expander. She held the trigger mechanism with her shaky hands. “Three . . . two . . . one.”
The device buzzed and vibrated under her fingers, gently shaking the tripod. Nothing seemed to happen other than a shimmering wave that passed between the emitter and the cat, who didn’t even wake up. 
“The plants took eight seconds,” said Thomas, her assistant researcher. “My math tells me that it’ll take three minutes for something as complex as th—”
But it didn’t take nearly that long. 
The cat slowly began to get bigger. Without even waking, its paws swelled across the oversized cage until it was nearly twice as long. It rolled over onto its back, gave itself a stretch, then flopped onto its side. Every molecule in its body had suddenly swollen with empty space, and it didn’t even stir.
But it sprang to life when the researchers cheered. The cat sat up, yawned, then looked through the bars at the now dwindled humans. Either it didn’t care or it didn’t notice because it simply eased back down on its haunches and closed its eyes.
They wanted to do blood tests but couldn’t pull their eyes from watching it. The growth gun worked! This was a big leap forward. They weren’t just making food larger, they were making mammals larger, as well. The applications were limitless, but Angela kept returning to the tingling sensation.
Her phone buzzed a short time later—her girlfriend, Savannah. 
How’d it go? she asked.
Perfectly! Cat got twice as big. Now waiting for it to shrink back down.
That’s amazing. Now what?
Now we test on humans.
There was a slight pause, then: And who will you use?
It’s not that easy. Lots of red tape. I’ll explain when I get home.
Okay. Sounds exciting. Love you!
Love you, too.

      [image: image-placeholder]They shared an apartment downtown, about three miles from the lab. As soon as Angela came through the door, she placed her briefcase by the door. The Expander was her project, and as such, she didn’t trust leaving it in the lab. Young researchers always took the payout to leak secrets. Angela wasn’t about to let her life’s work out of her sight.
“Hey, boo,” said Savannah the moment Angela came in, then pulled her close and placed a kiss right on her lips. She was a bit shorter, so kissing often required Savannah on her toes, or Angela bending down.
Currently, Savannah was dressed down, wearing her jogging pants, t-shirt, and socks. She worked far less hours than Angela as an aerobics instructor. Her classes were finished while the sun was still up, and she’d already been done for hours by the time Angela locked up the lab.
Both were in an especially good mood. Angela, happy that today’s tests went so well, and Savannah because she fed from her girlfriend’s elation. They sat across from each other while they had dinner, talking about Angela’s day because for once, hers was far more entertaining than what went on at Savannah’s studio.
“So what was it like? To see the cat grow?” she asked, putting a napkin in her lap.
“Kind of . . . boring, actually. Nothing really happened. It slept.”
“Slept? Holy shit, I would’ve been jumping up and down.”
Angela giggled. “Why?”“I mean . . . I’ve always wanted to be taller.”
“You don’t think it’s scary?”
“Being taller?” asked Savannah, spearing pasta into her mouth.
“Well, the process to get there. I’ve explained it, right? How the body has to accept all this extra space and—”
“Blah, blah, blah. Hey, give me a few inches and I’ll go through whatever.”
Angela grinned, and both of them, without even realizing it, looked toward the entryway where the briefcase sat.

      [image: image-placeholder]She woke to a noise in the bedroom, unsure of what was happening. Angela lay there, listening to the silence, hoping she could be lulled back to sleep so she wasn’t dragging her feet at work in the morning. But just as she started to drift off, she heard it again—a soft, muffled moan. She rolled over and her girlfriend froze.
It made Angela smile to see Savannah’s back as she lay on her side, facing the door. With the way she’d been moaning, it was no secret what she was doing, so Angela put a hand to her shoulder and slowly started to roll her over. And that’s when she noticed the device her girlfriend was holding, the emitter aimed at her stomach.
“Oh, God, what are you doing?” Angela yelled, feeling fear and uncertainty well up inside her. She stormed out of bed and circled around so she could yank it from her girlfriend’s fingers. She had one hand around the device and another down her pajama pants. Immediately, Angela knew something was wrong.
“Did you . . . use it? On yourself?”
“Don’t panic,” Savannah said, sitting up. Her long, blond hair cascaded down her back. Her pants and shirt were a little tight. A sliver of skin could be seen between the bottom of her pants and the top of her socks. Slowly, she stood.
And was now a few inches taller than Angela.
“Oh shit, we have to get you to the hospital! You could be in trouble!”
“I’m fine, love,” said Savannah, laughing at her own appearance. “Look at me! I have to look down at you now. Come here!”
She snatched Angela and gave her a kiss. It was like a new woman, for their lips were mismatched. It was enough to give her pause, but she was still a little worried. What if it didn’t work on humans? What if humans had long-term side effects? It was enough to drive her crazy—but she couldn’t escape how it made her feel. 
“Vannah, this was stupid.”
“Oh, hush. I’ve listened to you talk about this device every day for the last two years. It’s safe for humans and you know it.” She turned around and put her hands on the bed, pushing her ass toward Angela. The pants were so tight, the seam at her crack quite pronounced. 
“What are you doing?”
“C’mon, slap it. You know you wanna.”
“Vannah . . .”
“C’mon, do it!”
Angela slapped her left cheek, the force of it jiggling her whole thigh.
“You can do better than that!” said Savannah. “Come on, Ang! Make me feel it!”
Again, she struck her girlfriend’s ass, this time forcing her to collapse on the bed, forearms landing first. She giggled and rolled over, then got back up. Now it was clear the camel toe at the center of her pants. Angela tried to look away, but she couldn’t help it.
“Like what you see?” asked Savannah easing her legs open and closed.
“I do.”
“So are you gonna fuck me or not?”
“I’m thinking about it.” Angela’s favorite spot between the legs was on fire.
Savannah crept close and kissed her again, then she reached down and pulled up the Expander until the emitter was on her chest.
“No way,” Angela said, taking a step back. “You’re big enough.”
“Don’t be boring,” she said.
“Vannah . . . it’s just . . . it worries me.”
The bigger girl dropped to her knees and pulled Angela’s panties down. Since she was only wearing those and a t-shirt, it was easy to gain access to her most intimate area. Savannah’s tongue licked her labia once, then plunged in. Before she could get Angela heated up, she stood and said, “You like that, right? You like my tongue?”
“You know I do.”“Well imagine it a little bigger. Zap me and I’ll explore you like you’ve never seen before.”
Slowly, her inhibitions began to crumble. Angela knew better than this, but still she couldn’t help herself. She raised the Expander and Savannah held her breath, excitement on her face.
“A small blast, okay? Just enough for a few more inches.”
“Okay,” she said, sounding disappointed.
Angela aimed it against her girlfriend’s chest and pulled the trigger. Almost as soon as she began, she released it. Savannah frowned and reached out, using her thumb to bar across Angela’s fingers. The trigger depressed, and the gun fired continuously. One second . . . two seconds . . . three seconds . . . 
“Vannah, stop!” Angela said, finally wrestling the Expander away. She stepped back toward the door. “I hope you’re happy! And I hope our floors can hold you.”
“Stop worrying so much,” she said, rubbing her arms. “Mmm, I’m so tingly. It feels so good to grow.” She took a step toward the bed and sat down. Angela tried to do the math in her head without the computer, but she was just too frazzled—she had no idea how large her girlfriend was going to become. 
It started at her feet. The socks became taut almost instantly until they shredded the end, one toe spilling out. She spread them apart, the material snagging and ripping down the middle. Next came the pants—the ends became snug around her shins as they slowly crept up her legs. 
She sat up straight as her breasts pushed out against the normally baggy t-shirt. The arm and neck holes grabbed her body tighter and she started to laugh—and sweat—because the change felt so good. 
“Are you okay?” Angela asked. “You’re not feeling faint or sick, are you?”
“I’m fine, relax. Help me get these socks off, will ya?”
She held her feet up, soles now visible through little holes. Angela watched as the fabric continued to rip, watched as her toes fled the top part. With both hands, Angela grabbed the fabric and tore it away, then did the same for the other foot. The growing girl wiggled her toes, then pointed them right at Angela’s face.
“Well go on, I know you wanna kiss them.”
Angela really did, as Savannah’s soles were among her best features. She leaned in, taking in the scent of her lotion and natural aroma. She kissed and could feel the sole stretching across her lips. By now, she was vaguely aware of something ripping but she didn’t care. It was intoxicating to have such a large foot to play with. But only a few kisses, a few drags of her tongue, passed before Angela became alert to the situation again.
“Stand up,” she said, noticing how the girl’s head kept inching upward. Savannah grinned and stood, now having to keep her head at an angle because she was higher than the ceiling. She was over ten feet tall now, and continued to grow.
“Wow, I’m huge! Everything looks so small . . . even you.”
She got on her knees, still towering over Angela, and ripped her shirt down the middle. Her large breasts spilled out, erect nipples leading. Savannah grabbed one and twisted it, then held it toward her girlfriend like an offering.
Angela latched on, using her tongue to lick around the areola before sucking the nipple like a miniature dick. And like a dick, it became hard almost instantly. The whole time she sucked, she could feel it thickening and getting higher because Savannah refused to stop growing. A terrible notion crossed Angela’s mind—what if she didn’t stop growing?
As if reality had just caught up to their thoughts, the floor beneath Savannah’s knees began to groan and crack. She shifted her weight and found a load-bearing beam somewhere beneath her massive frame. 
“I think it’s about to stop,” she said. “I can feel my skin . . . not itching so much.”
And just as she predicted, she stopped growing just as her head began to touch the ceiling. She was on her knees and Angela couldn’t even reach her breasts now because they were so far above her head. There was just so much of her beautiful girlfriend, and despite this being a scary moment, a hasty trial of her Expander, she was still incredibly turned on. The giantess had to be around twenty feet tall.
Angela dropped to her knees, ready to service her girlfriend’s large, throbbing clit, when Savannah snatched her beneath the arms and lifted her like a child. She lay back, using the whole bed as a pillow. With Angela perched on her breasts, she used one hand to rip away the panties.
“What are you doing?” asked the smaller lady.
“I promised you I’d give you this tongue.” Savannah grinned and stuck it out—the sight of it made Angela quiver, for it was so long and so wide . . .
Again, she took the smaller girl beneath the arms and positioned her on her giant face. Already Angela could feel Savannah’s warm breath passing across her sweet spot, and it nearly made her melt. When her tongue lashed out, first licking along her inner thighs, she collapsed against Savannah’s scalp.
“Oh, fuck, this isn’t going to last long.” Angela was only slightly aware that she had spoken because the sensation she felt between her legs was taking all of her concentration. That tongue, atop her twenty-foot-tall girlfriend, was better than any dildo, dick, or vibrator she ever had. In just a few seconds she was dribbling down her leg, cum ready to blast away. Her body was shaking so hard because she was keeping herself in a squat for fear of hurting Savannah’s face.
Finally, she cried out as Savannah withdrew her tongue, waiting for the explosion. And when her cum gushed into the giantess’s mouth, the tongue returned, lapping it up as if she were a giant feline. Angela felt as if she’d just peddled ten miles on her bike. Her heart beat so fast, and she lifted herself up and slid down so she could see her girlfriend’s brilliant, green eyes.
“Fuck, that was something special!” 
“Yeah? Are you glad that I did it?”
“No!” Angela lied. She moved down to her chest and put her ear against it, listening to the giantess’s hammering heart. It was like being on a carnival ride with the rise and fall of her chest.
“You’re such a liar.” She dropped a big hand on Angela’s head and stroked. 
But the smaller girl didn’t want to waste any time. The Expander’s effect would decay after half an hour, and the more power expended—the bigger someone got—the shorter the duration. Angela, lifted herself up, stopping for only a moment to pop a giant nipple into her mouth. It was so large that the texture felt different.
She kept moving down, kissing her giant stomach, feeling her giant goosebumps break through the surface. Down, down, down—now at her thighs. Savannah bent her knees so her legs were up, then placed one large foot in their rocking chair and the other on the computer desk. 
Her slit was so wide, the clit big enough to take between fingers like a grape. Angela leaned in, bracing herself against Savannah’s inner thighs, and started to lick. The giant woman trembled, but after they both heard something in the floor groan and crack, she kept herself still. Angela went back to work, feeling the intense heat, smelling the intense scent, and wanting nothing more than to devour this girl down to her bones.
Angela pushed her hand inside, feeling the folds part. It was so hot and if she remained still long enough, she could feel Savannah’s heartbeat. The giantess wanted to buck off the floor so badly, but she kept herself contained in favor of protecting their floor. At twenty feet tall, Angela’s arm could disappear up to the elbow, and once she was lying flush against the giantess’s long slit, she kissed her clit and started to suck.
“Holy fuck, that feels good! Why did we wait so long to experience sex this way?”
“Because it’s dangerous and my Expander is valued at six-hundred thousand dollars.”
“That’s it? Damn, you should market them as sex toys for the rich and famous.”
“That’s an idea,” she said, just before pushing her face in behind her arm. This made Savannah’s moans intensify, as well as her heat and scent. With each stroke of the arm, Angela could feel the wetness increase.
“Are you prepared for this?” asked Savannah, her voice oddly loud and strong. She was getting worked up but maintaining her composure. “You know I’m a gusher.”
Angela looked back toward the doorway. All that stood between the giant pussy was hardwood floors. They would mop up later. Right now, this was just too good to stop. She retracted her hand, now throbbing from the squeezes and dripping with juices. She squared up her body and pushed her face into it, feeling the lips give. She was clenching and relaxing, the orgasm building until finally a blast of cum hit the smaller girl so hard that it knocked her on her ass. Savannah gave one last quiver, as if she were in the midst of death throes, and then settled on the ground, the bed buckling beneath her head. 
Angela laughed and wiped her eyes so she could see. Every inch of her was covered in her girlfriend’s juices. She said, “I don’t suppose I have to ask if you liked that. I’m tasting that you very much did.” She popped her fingers into her mouth, one by one, sucking them dry.
“We should do this more often,” said the giantess through pants. 
“No. We cannot. This was foolish and we have to be careful with the Expander.”
“Oh hush. You loved this very much.” And then she lifted a foot, now much larger than when Angela helped rip off the socks, and placed it on her lover’s face. Angela kissed it and licked, loving the way it was so large and wide that it could cover her whole head.
Maybe they weren’t finished with the Expander, after all . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]For the next few days, it was all they could think about. The topic of growing came at every meal and before bedtime. Angela monitored Savannah’s vitals at every opportunity, worried that she’d made some miscalculation, that her lover would one day spontaneously break down with molecular disintegration. 
Nearly a week later, Angela’s car was in the service shop to get new tires so Savannah brought her to work, and came back that evening to take her home. Everyone was gone from the lab, as it was late and most workers refused to stay past five o’clock. When Angela came down the steps and entered the massive foyer of her lobby, Savannah was standing there, staring up at the sculpture that the local college donated years ago.
It was around nine feet tall and made of glass. It was also quite phallic. When Angela approached her girlfriend, Savannah didn’t even look away. She just folded her arms across her chest and said, “I wonder what it would feel like to fuck this thing.” And then she turned to Angela, smiled, and kissed her on the lips.
“Very funny. Let’s go eat. I’m craving Chinese.”
“Sure.”
Savannah led her out, Angela slowing her steps on purpose so she could watch her girlfriend’s beautiful ass bounce away. She was still wearing work clothes—which weren’t work clothes at all. It was a pair of sneakers, yoga pants, and a tight tank top. She wore a thin jacket over that because it was drizzling outside. 
After placing the briefcase in the trunk, Angela got in the passenger seat and off they went. When Savannah missed the exit that would take them to the Great Wall restaurant, she said, “Where are we going?” 
“A different place.”
“The China Wok? You know I’m not a fan,” said Angela, just as Savannah pulled off the next exit. She just grinned and kept driving.
Finally, they pulled into an empty parking lot where Savannah put the car in park and shut off the engine. They listened to the light drizzle outside but Angela was confused. She said, “Care to tell me why we’re here? You’re not gonna kill me and dump my body, are you?”
“I’m wounded you would even joke that way,” she said, feigning outrage. She pointed ahead, to the large building that Angela was just noticing. “We’re going in there.”
“The YMCA? Why?” And then it clicked. “Oooooh. No way, Vannah. No way.”
“C’mon, I wanna get really big!”
“We can’t do it around people, silly!”
“There are no people. I rented it for the night. Even the night shift custodians left an hour ago. This place is ours.” She held up a set of keys and gave them a jingle. 
Angela rubbed her temples. “How big, Vannah?”
She grinned, knowing that her plan was working perfectly. “I was about twenty feet before. Maybe fifty? Sixty?”
“Sixty? You’re insane.”
“Maybe,” she said, and crept close and kissed Angela on the cheek. “But remember when I was staring up at the sculpture? I was imagining being gigantic . . . and that was you.”
“Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?” 
“Perhaps,” she said playfully.
“You want me to be your human fucktoy?”
“Well it sounds worse when you say it out loud.”
Angela laughed. “Okay, let’s give it a try.”
“Yeah?” 
“Yeah. C’mon before I talk myself out of it.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The gym was well-lit and quite expansive. Angela’s mind raced with the prospects of seeing her beautiful girlfriend fill it up. As soon as they were inside, Savannah pulled the door closed and then dropped her backpack on the floor. She fished out a length of chain and a padlock. She ran the chain through the door handles, then cinched the lock. 
“You’re going to lock me in here with a giant monster?” said Angela.
Savannah beamed and sauntered toward her, lifting her hair and then tying it up. She looked positively radiant right now, beneath the harsh florescent lights. She said, “This monster won’t hurt you . . . too much.” Then she turned serious. “I just want to make sure we have no surprise guests.”
“Smart. So where do you want to set up?”
“Put it on the tripod, right at halfcourt.” She pointed to the line that ran center across the gym.
“This place is big but you’re still not going to be able to stand up if you’re sixty feet tall.”
“Why would I need to stand up if I’m just gonna fuck you like a dildo?”
“Fair enough.”
“C’mon, get set up. I’m antsy.”
Angela did as she said, first erecting the tripod and then placing the Expander atop it. Normally, she would have her laptop connected so she could fine-tune measurements, but they had enough data to realize a four-second squeeze of the trigger was enough to render Savannah twenty feet tall.
Tonight’s test subject stood with her hands clasped behind her, rocking back and forth on her heels. She was smiling but she was also nervous. Even though she wanted to do this, even though she’d been through it before, they were making her much larger than she’d been that night in the bedroom. 
“You need to get undressed,” said Angela, powering up the Expander.
Savannah shook her head. “Nope. I brought extra clothes and shoes. I’m gonna rip right through these!”
It made a tingle in Angela’s panties. She said, “Okay. Here we go.”
“Grow me, baby.” She held her arms out and threw her head back, as if it were nothing more than water splashing upon her.
Angela pressed the trigger and started a timer on her phone. The shimmering wave of energy wafted away and wrapped Savannah tightly. With each passing second, Angela felt the weight of what they were doing—once they were past the familiar footing of three seconds, she grew concerned. This girl was going to be gigantic. 
Twenty seconds of exposure . . .
Savannah’s breathing sped up.
Twenty-five seconds . . . 
Twenty-six . . .
Angela’s fingers were trembling.
Twenty-seven . . .
Even Savannah opened her eyes and watched because she couldn’t believe the beam was hitting her for so long.
And finally, at the thirty second mark, Angela released the trigger. She quickly picked up the tripod and moved the Expander to the corner, then returned to her girlfriend, sure that something was going to be wrong. Her cheeks were so flushed and beads of sweat were already forming on her brow. She fanned herself and smiled, but she seemed to be out of breath.
“You okay?” asked Angela.
“Yeah. The tingles. Whew! It’s like little pins all over my body. Oh, boy. This is gonna be intense.”
And then they both heard the groan of her shoes. Savannah’s head shot up, her size increasing faster than before. That was certainly different, but not unexpected. There was a lot of expansion that needed to take place in her body. Angela took a step back just as her girlfriend’s feet ripped through the socks and shoes as if they were paper bags. Her toes, long and gorgeous, stretched out across the gym floor. 
Feeling unsteady, Savannah sat on the ground. When her bottom touched, the pants shredded along the thighs. She laughed and held her hands out, watching as the arm holes lost all their extra space as the shirt stretched against her biceps. 
“Shit, this feels good! Oh, fuck, this feels good!” She was almost screaming it, her voice loud and ragged. Just before her pussy ate through the pants and panties, Angela spied a wet circle—she’d already had an orgasm. When the clothes on her bottom half finally did explode, her labia was drenched and dripping, ready for Angela to play.
She reached twenty feet and passed it by. Her breasts were so large that if Angela stood between her legs, she wouldn’t be able to see Savannah’s gorgeous face. Right now, she was more interested in the girl’s growing feet. She latched on, hugging the sole like a person, letting it push her back toward the doors of the gym. It grew bigger and bigger, becoming too wide to hold and too high to see over. She gave it a final lick before running off to find a place to watch the rest of her growth.
Savannah arched her back and put her hands behind her, legs straight out. In only a few minutes, she was the biggest thing anyone had ever seen. Sixty feet tall and occupying almost all of the free space inside the gym. 
“You ready to go exploring?” asked Savannah, spreading her legs open. She gently reached over and wrapped her hands around Angela and lifted her into the air, then deposited her on her breast. “Get undressed, will ya?”
Angela wasted no time stripping off her work clothes and then tossing them down the side of Mount Savannah. Next, a hand appeared, this time wet and smelling wonderful. Savannah was lubing her with her own juices . . . 
“Head first?”
“You can go feet first, if you want. Here, I’ll help you.” 
She gently lifted Angela off her breast and eased the girl down until she was facing the biggest labia she’d ever seen. With a free hand, Savannah held herself open. And with the other, she turned Angela’s body until the girl was lined up perfectly, and then started to push her in. Angela wasn’t sure what she expected, but was surprised by how much room she had to move her legs. The giantess could control it all with her muscles, so it was clear she was keeping her body relaxed so that her tiny girlfriend wasn’t smashed.
It was the most wonderful feeling in the world, like being inside a jacuzzi sleeping bag. When she’d slithered up to her shoulders, Savannah said, “Oh, fuck this is good! Keep kicking those legs, boo!”
“Do you want me to go deeper?” Angela yelled, unsure if she could be heard.
“Um . . . I do, but isn’t that dangerous? I mean, your head will be inside!”
“That’s the idea. Get ready, big girl!”
Savannah relaxed, paving the way for Angela to sink a little deeper. She used her elbows and forearms to walk herself in until all the light vanished and she could go no further. Her bare feet touched against something fleshy at the bottom of the tight love canal. 
It was like being suspended in low gravity. She was vaguely aware that she was floating on juices but Angela didn’t think about that—she was too busy providing a service for her lover. In her mind, she pretended to be the best sex toy in the world, so she started to twirl around, the wetness making it easy to move. She threw out her arms and stomped her feet and each time she could feel her warm tunnel quiver and contract.
The excitement of tonight had already made Savannah horny, and once a tiny Angela worked her insides, it was but a small effort to get her off. The tunnel collapsed and then expanded, and with it came a torrent of juices that nearly washed Angela away. Her fingers found her pleasure spot and she played with herself until she also had an orgasm. After that, she pulled herself to freedom. All of her inhibitions fell away.
In the gym, her feet touched down on the floor. It was slick, especially with Savannah’s juices covering every inch of her body. She walked off, toward the Expander.
“Where are you going?” asked the giantess. Without even answering, she pulled the Expander around and placed the emitter against her breast. She could feel her heart thudding in her chest. Angela depressed the trigger and felt the energy wafting into her. Somewhere behind, Savannah whispered, “Oh, shit . . .”
After a count of thirty, she turned to face the giantess and wiped her chin. 
Both grinned devilishly. Savannah looked at the ceiling and said, “It’s about to get tight in here.” 
And then Angela ran toward her . . . 






  
  The Endless Shrinking Potion


I’m really glad I took the long way around the mall that evening. It was supposed to be a short visit—in and out. My earbuds fell right out while jogging the week before and as luck would have it, they disappeared into a storm drain. I needed a better set anyway, especially ones with a strap. It wasn’t crowded that night, but I wanted to get to Julie’s place because she was supposed to be out with her friends. It was my intention to relax in front of the television with a good action flick and a big bowl of cereal—my typical bachelor behavior when the ladies were away. 
But since I took the long way back to my car, I passed an oft-forgotten section of the mall that I probably hadn’t visited since I was a little boy. Here were the oddball stores that sold just skateboards or just novelty license plates. A Japanese restaurant had recently opened, as well as a dispensary. I walked past an antique store that was selling vintage toys, something that caught my eye and turned me completely around.
Without even reading the name of the place, I burst through the door to the welcoming aroma of incense. I could already picture the proprietor in my mind—an old, haggard lady with dreadlocks and enough wrinkles of experience to fill ten volumes of storybooks. But no, when I turned around and saw the shopkeeper leaning against the counter, I knew my assessment had been completely wrong. 
It was a girl, that part I’d gotten correct. But she was young, probably in her mid-twenties. No dreadlocks. Instead, her long, auburn hair cascaded down her shoulder, hiding the curve of her beautiful breasts. She wore leggings and ballet flats and had a very peppy, nerdy vibe that I loved. Overall, she was beautiful. She approached and said, “welcome to my place,” as if we were standing in her living room. “What can I do for you?”
“Just looking,” I said, staring off to all the old relics in her store. Some of them looked so old and fascinating that I didn’t dare check the price tags. “You have a lot of interesting stuff.”
“That I do. Does any of it catch your eye?”
“A lot of it catches my eye. But I know I can’t catch it with my wallet.”
She giggled, her voice high and dainty like a cloud. “You’re funny.” Then she crept close and put a finger to my chest and said, “But I’m sure there’s something in here that’s just right for you.”
I knew better, and I knew a sales pitch when I heard one. Still, to humor her, I said, “Okay. Show me your most elusive item here. Your one-of-a-kind magical product.”
Her face turned serious and she said, “Are you sure? It’s the quickest way to make you part with three-hundred dollars.”
I laughed because there was very little in this world that could make me cough up three-hundred clams, especially in an antique store. But I humored her right back and said, “Sure, let’s see it.”
This pretty girl strutted to the front door and locked it, then she flipped the OPEN sign to CLOSED. I thought this was curious, borderline red-flag, but I was up for whatever she wanted to show me. By now her beauty, her scent, and the way she looked at me, had already placed me squarely upon the hook.
She led me through a curtained-off partition and into a storeroom with more counters and glass cases. My attention left her nice body and sexy walk just long enough to give the room a quick perusal. But then my eyes darted right back when she smiled at me. Her ass looked incredible as she dropped to her knees and turned a key into a small strongbox on the floor. When she stood and turned around, she was holding a glass bottle that she placed on the counter between us. 
It was about ten inches tall, thin and tapered with a cork in the top. Inside was a blue liquid with little flecks of silver floating around that almost resembled stars. Tied to the neck of the bottle was a velvet tag with great big letters stitched across that read: DRINK ME
I couldn’t help but laugh. I picked it up, testing the weight of it, then gave a little shake to see the flecks swirl around. The whole time this lady watched me with great interest, probably wondering what I’d make of such a strange reveal.
“So it’s a movie prop? From the actual live-action Alice in Wonderland? Why else would it be so expensive?”
“That’s silly,” she said. “I wouldn’t sell fake stuff. It’s so expensive because it’s real, handsome.”
I felt a tingle run down my spine but I tried to play it cool. “So you’re saying this is an actual shrinking potion?”
“Better. It’s an actual endless shrinking potion.”
“I don’t understand,” I said. 
“How about a demonstration, big guy?” She gave me a sly wink and it was the first time I noticed just how long and perfect her lashes appeared. 
“Sure.” I wasn’t so sure of her endgame here, but once she revealed that it was just a gag, it would be easier to hang onto my three-hundred bucks.
She came around the counter and leaned against it. Then she said, “Sit on the sofa there so you have a good show.” I did as she asked, just as she pulled the cork out of the bottle with a nice pop.
Then, she tipped the bottle and drank half of it in three gulps. She replaced the cork, then set the bottle on the counter. I was too busy watching her but she quickly pointed to the half-full liquid so that I would see that this show—at least part of it—was for real.
The bottle burped a few bubbles, and then the liquid rose to the top. Before my eyes, the potion refilled itself. 
“That’s . . . so cool,” I said.
“You haven’t seen the best part,” she said, gripping the edge of the counter. I could tell something was happening—she was almost orgasmic with her mouth hanging open and her eyelids fluttering.
“Are you okay?” I started to get up.
“Fine, fine. It just feels so . . . fucking . . . good!”
Her words became a moan and then a giggle. And slowly, I began to notice her leggings weren’t so tight. The sleeves of her shirt were covering her hands. I was too enthralled to sit on the sofa so I stood, and that’s when I realized this girl who was only slightly shorter than me before, was now much shorter. She struggled to hold up her leggings but finally figured it would make a more impactful point so she let them go. I caught a brief glance at her miniaturizing pussy before the shirt fell to cover it.
“What do you think now?” she said. “Am I a liar?” She kicked her foot at me and the ballet flat flew off and zipped past my ear. Then she did the other and I caught it, then eased it down onto the sofa.
“No, ma’am,” I said. “This . . . is fucking amazing.”
She walked around the counter, looking up at the ceiling and the man standing before her. By now she was nearly half my size and still holding onto the shirt, the only thing that stood in the way of complete nudity.
“I love shrinking. It always makes the world look so cool! And you’re not looking so bad yourself there, big guy.”
It made me stiffen in my pants. I couldn’t believe how arousing this was, to see this beautiful girl shrink. Perhaps it was just the knowledge that shrinking was real—and could be mine for the considerably low price of three-hundred dollars . . .
“Is it going to stop soon?” I asked, when she was staring straight ahead at my belt.
“I took a nice swig to prove it works,” she said, and laughed. By now she was at my upper thigh and the shirt was dragging the ground. Her tiny, meek hands held onto it by the neck hole. “It should stop soon.”
And the moment she became so small that her head was level with my knee, the shrinking stopped. She let go of the shirt and it billowed around her feet. This little lady had a beautiful body—her breasts were perfect, as was her waist and legs. She was like a living doll and I wasn’t so sure how to feel.
But I certainly had a painful, throbbing erection . . .
“Something as amazing as this . . . and you’re going to let me buy it for three-hundred dollars?”
“Yep!” she said. “Mind putting me on the counter?”
“Um, sure.” I bent down as she held her arms out. I grabbed her around the waist. She giggled and I almost dropped her.
“Be gentle, I’m a doll,” she said, and giggled again. I placed her just next to the shrinking potion which was now as tall as her legs. I tried not to stare at her nakedness but it was obvious she didn’t care. 
I opened my wallet and pulled out three crisp one-hundred-dollar bills and placed them on the opposite side of her. She glanced at the money for only a moment and then said, “I should go over the rules of the potion.”
“The rules?”
“That’s right. Now listen. It’s endless. It will forever refill the moment you place the bottle back on a surface. Don’t ever break the bottle or it will no longer work. The effect lasts for two hours. You can grow back early if someone . . .” She looked away, face going red. 
“What is it?” I asked, and smiled with her because her budding grin was infectious.
“If someone makes you cum.”
“Oh,” I said, and it was my turn to get red in the face.
“Speaking of . . .,” she said, dropping her voice in a sultry way. She put her hands on her knees and spread her legs gently. “Want to help a girl out?”
“Um, sure. I can do that. Just tell me what to do.”
“Well you can’t fuck me, big
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