

    
        
          The Bet: The One Who Shrinks Them Wins

        

        
        
          Remi Summerglow

        

        
          Published by Remi Summerglow, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BET: THE ONE WHO SHRINKS THEM WINS

    

    
      First edition. February 26, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Remi Summerglow.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224006830

    

    
    
      Written by Remi Summerglow.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Bet

The Aftermath

Sign up for Remi Summerglow's Mailing List

Further Reading: Adventures of a Tiny-Loving Giantess 2

Also By Remi Summerglow

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Bet

[image: ]


Rachel, Claudia, Marisa, and Maeve were standing in a circle, quarreling with each other as they attended a party at the house of one of their college mates. It was the kind of party where the quantity of alcohol mattered more than the quality. The kind of party where a carefully selected playlist was being blared by the speakers, but hardly anybody cared since a few songs in, everyone was so wasted they would have danced to anything. In other words, it was a perfectly regular Friday night.

“This party is so lame,” Rachel complained as she turned around, a snobbish look on her face. “Can’t we seriously think of a better way to spend our weekend?”

Maeve sipped some of her drink and smiled at her friend. “Lighten up,” the brunette, wrapped in a tight bodycon dress, said. “The point of a party is to drink up and have fun, and you can’t do that by sulking all the time.”

“All that cheap beer would go straight here,” Rachel said with disgust as she pointed at her hips.

“You could use some meat in there, you know,” Claudia said, scrutinizing the thin thighs of her weight-conscious friend popping down from her short skirt.

“But Rach has a point,” Marisa observed. “It’s always the same party every weekend, always the same faces. It’s getting kinda stale by now, you know?”

Rachel nodded. “Tell them, Mari,” she approved.

“We all know why we came, anyway,” Claudia pointed out. “It’s because Josh Dorielle is here, and now Maeve is drinking her fourth beer, hoping it will give her the courage to go and flirt with him.”

The brunette almost spat her beer out. “T-that’s not true!” she said. “I’m only drinking because I enjoy the taste!”

“I’ll tell you what you also enjoy,” maliciously said Claudia, pointing at the young man sitting on the other side of the room. “Looking at Josh, talking about Josh, thinking about Josh...’s big, fat dick.”

Rachel and Marisa chuckled at Maeve’s embarrassment, the girl’s face turning to the color of a bell pepper.

“Claudia, you’re so ruthless,” Marisa amusedly said to her blonde friend. “Let the girl enjoy her crush in peace.”

“I’m just saying she’s way past the point where she should have made a move by now,” Claudia said with a shrug.

“Why her? He should be the one making the first move,” claimed Rachel. “The fucker should be thrilled that someone like Maeve is into him.”

“I mean, I would talk to him...” Maeve explained, “I just don’t know what to say!”

“You don’t have to say anything special,” Marisa pointed out. “Just walk up to him and say hi. The skimpy dress you chose will do most of the heavy lifting anyway.”

“Just say hi, and then what? Do I just stand there? That would be very awkward!” Maeve objected.

Claudia sighed and shook her head, looking down with disapproval. “Girl, how can you be so clueless?”

Suddenly, Marisa’s face lightened up. “Wait, I know!” she exclaimed. “You could talk to him about the shrinking ray we’re researching at the lab! He would surely be interested!”

Rachel seemed unimpressed with Marisa’s proposal. “Only if he’s a big fucking nerd. And he strikes me as the guy who only cares about sports and cars,” she butted in.

“I think Mari has a point,” Claudia interjected. “You could even ask him to shrink for you. Just tell him it’s for your research. He will surely be intrigued. Then you tuck him in your handbag and bring him home for a night of fun.”

Maeve nodded, seemingly excited by the prospect. "That sounds crazy, so crazy it might just work!" she said, already picturing a tiny Josh standing in the palm of her hand.

“Are you going to do it, then?” asked Rachel, excited to finally be able to witness something interesting that night.

“Yes... but let me get a refill first,” Maeve said, looking at her empty cup.

All the other girls protested. “Come on, don’t waste any more time!” Claudia incited her. “Let’s do it!”

“Okay, okay... hey!” Maeve said as she was about to leave. “How about we turned this into a competition?” she proposed.

“What do you mean?” Claudia asked.

“Let’s make a bet. We all have our shrink rays here, right? Let’s see who can come back with a shrunken guy first. So I won’t have to be the only one going around the party, talking about shrinking people. And the one who comes last... she will have to shrink too!”

Claudia giggled. “I’m in,” she said. “And I’m not losing this.”

“Me too,” said Rachel, just happy to break the monotony of the night.

“If you girls are doing this, I am too,” Marisa said, already throwing a couple of glances around the room to determine who she could have shrunk.

“Wait,” Rachel asked. “How small do we have to make them?”

“How about one inch?” Claudia proposed. “And the shrinking has to be consensual. Otherwise, there is just no point.”

“Yeah, and the professor would also get mad at us,” Maeve said.

“Oh, I doubt he would care, once we just showed him some skin,” Rachel said, adding weight to the slanders that they had been chosen as the professor’s assistants for their looks rather than their academic prowess.

“So, are we ready to begin?” asked Marisa.

The other girls nodded and divided, spreading themselves to the four corners of the party, each looking for her prey.
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Marisa walked through the living room, eyeing the guys standing around, dancing or drinking, wondering about which one she would have liked to shrink.

She had an acute sense of what the social ladder was, and people’s place in there. The brunette figured out that her best bet was to find someone standing at its bottom - someone who would be thrilled by the simple fact a hot girl was talking to him. Someone who, in other words, would likely say yes to anything she would ask him, no matter how bizarre. Yes, even shrinking.

“I wonder if he would accept,” she thought as she looked at Alex, a handsome guy with long blonde hair she knew from a couple of classes. “He’s hot, but he also seems kind of stuck-up. I think he might say no,” she thought. “Huh? Who is that?”

She saw a guy drinking by himself by the wall, looking at his phone as he shook his head to the rhythm of the music. She recognized him as Alan Roberts, a nerdy guy who went to the same high school as her, and she had possibly talked to once or twice. Marisa immediately thought he would be the perfect guy to ask – she knew she could easily wrap a guy like him around her little finger, and soon she would be able to literally do that.

Being a confident woman, Marisa didn’t hesitate to walk up to him and introduce herself. He was flabbergasted to see her standing next to him, and even more shocked to see that she was flirting.

“Hi,” she said as she smiled at the awkward man, looking straight into his eyes. “What are you doing all by yourself?”

The young man, surprised by Marisa’s sudden appearance, looked at her with curiosity and excitement. “Oh, hey,” he smiled as he put away his phone, running his hand through his hair, trying to adjust his hairstyle. “I was waiting for my friends to show up.”

Marisa beamed at him as she looked up at the tall guy, who towered over her by a good six inches. “You’re supposed to meet new people at a party!” she said. “Not just hang with your friends.”

The young man seemed way too distracted with Marisa's cleavage to conjure up an articulate response. "Y-yeah," he said, as he stared down at the brunette's well-endowed chest. The Latina girl surely had to be sporting one of the most impressive racks of the party.

“Well, you won’t believe this, but me and my friends are playing a game,” she said. He absentmindedly nodded, still enchanted by her breasts. “We’re betting on who can shrink a guy first. So I was wondering... would you be so nice to let me shrink you?”

Marisa looked at him with hopeful, expectant eyes. “Huh, yes, sure,” he said as if under hypnosis, not having really understood what he had just agreed to.

“Well, that was easy,” Marisa giggled as she took out the shrinking gun from her handbag. She pointed it at the young man and fired at him. He was quickly reduced to the size of an insect, standing over the carpet, so small that Marisa had to stop for a second to bend down and search for him.

“Here you are,” the busty girl said as she snatched him up from the floor. She raised him until he was in front of her face and snapped a picture of him, which she immediately sent to the group chat she shared with her other friends.

“I’m pretty sure I’m the first,” she thought with pride. “We only set up a penalty for the loser, it’s a shame there wasn’t a prize for the winner. Oh well.”  These thoughts were quickly forgotten as her attention shifted to the tiny man flailing between her fingers.

“Okay, sorry,” she said. “I’m putting you somewhere more comfortable.” As she examined her options, though, they were somehow limited. He would have been crushed by her belongings in her handbag, and her dress had no pockets. At last, she decided the perfect solution had always been in front of her eyes, and his hungry eyes as well...

“Since you like them so much, let’s just put you in between them,” she chuckled as she hovered him above her cleavage.

“Poof!” She let go of him and watched him slide down the middle of her impressive rack. He was helplessly sinking between her breasts, and there was nothing he could do to stay afloat.

Marisa giggled, entertaining herself with the sight. He was so insignificant he had become invisible, gobbled up by her mounds of flesh, and the girl wondered how many more guys his size she could
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